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Dedicated to my family and to the families
of the men who never came home.

To those who did as well as Em—
who inspired this story.

I pray this book will help you
make peace with your past.
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 Is there such a thing as a good nightmare? 
Certainly, it would be according to the objectivity of 
interpretation. With much maturity and hindsight, 
such was Vietnam, with its aftermath of valor and 
gallantry within the ripple and stroke of pages of deeply 
engraved biography of soldiers of misfortune, returning 
to an ungrateful world, determined to survive...in many 
cases, against all odds. America is wiser and more 
stately than ever because of the experiences savored 
on the palettes of modern day gladiators seasoned with 
patriotism through heroic feats on battlefi elds thousands 
of miles away. Among the most noble and sacred of 
these American heroes is the Corpsman.  In the area 
of army combat infantryman he was simply known as 
Doc, however, when the hardened blow from enemy fi re 
was incoming he was fi rmly and righteously...a medic.
 I have always felt a very special place within 
my heart for this medical savior of combat. During 
my tour of duty with the 196th Infantry, Americal  
Division, in the Central Highlands in 1969, the most 
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deadly year of the Vietnam War, sadly enough, 
I witnessed the death of many men...too many. The 
ugliest color on Earth is the color of blood faded into 
the drab olive green Army jungle fatigues worn by the 
American soldiers during the 10,000-Day War. It’s an 
unforgettable color. However, from it was birthed a 
child of dignity still awaiting his inheritance within the 
memorial world of marble and granite—the medic. How 
could anyone see death so often and the human body 
so mangled for months and months and remain sane? 
It’s simply something we call grace and mercy.
 There is still, however, one monument missing 
in Washington D.C. today, although the women’s 
memorial there does favor this arena. There should 
be one for the “medic,” the combat soldier’s hero. In 
its own literary flavor, seasoned with years of maturity, 
and graceful heartfelt review, this book serves as just 
such a memorial. When I first met Roy Cypher we were 
in Alaska for a Veterans’ conference. This stately, soft-
spoken man stood before me, introducing himself. As 
was our custom we always proceeded with where we 
served and with what outfit. Roy said plainly, “I was a 
medic.” When he made such a declaration I immediately 
went back to that fateful day in September 1969, when 
an incoming R.P.G. (rocket propelled grenade) blew 
away a friend of mine and left me badly wounded and 
left for dead. Presently, before me stood a representative 
of that special breed that answered my painful and 
dreaded cry that September evening, in the rain and 
mud of an Asian rice field. When I finally realized I was 
alive and began to regain some sense of composure, I 
knew my right eye was blind and as I turned to see my 
left leg blown in two, just below the knee, one word came 
rushing into my consciousness, only one. . . Medic!
 More than a tribute to the medic, this book is a       



challenging journey. If you dare go inside the encamp-
ment on the battlefi eld like no one else ever could, 
take this journey. Meet a rusty, reddish haired young 
American boy who became a man while his hand was 
covered with the blood of someone he didn’t even know, 
as he gave everything he could in some makeshift 
M.A.S.H. unit on the other side of the World. 
 This book is for soldiers, or better yet, for those 
who desire to unearth the molding of American warriors 
of confl icts down through the ages. This book is a 
genuine reality of war. It is personal and touching. The 
sensitivity of “liberty and justice for all” can be seen within 
these pages as young, innocent soldiers witnessed it on 
the battlefi eld. Roy is far more than a personal friend to 
me...he is my brother, and I know it must have cost him 
countless hours and thousands of tears to bring such a 
work to completion. It is his life’s child you are about to 
read. If you don’t cry, you’re not alive. If you don’t feel 
the pain of mothers and fathers throughout America you 
have no nerves. If you fail to see the cost of freedom 
from within these pages, you simply are not free. 
 This book is a lifelong work of art, not printed with 
the commonplace ink of the literary market, but with 
the blood and tears of American’s youth; however, no 
one dies in war a young man. The blow of the enemy’s 
fi re brings with it age and maturity. The birth pains of 
war took the innocent child of freedom, sent him away 
from home and trained him, but it took the blood and 
the innocence of other young soldiers on the foreign 
battlefi eld to make him an American legend... from it all 
came the Medic and the heartfelt creed...Life above all 
else! Thank you Roy, for being there for us. I am alive 
today because you came when I called.

 —W. Paul Hughes, Pastor, Teacher, Evangelist
 196th L.I.B -  Americal Division “1969”
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 My name is Frank Sandoval and I am a Vietnam 
Veteran. Prior to having faith in God, the friends 
and acquaintances I made seemed happenstance. 
Nothing ever seemed destined, simply coincidental. 
Relationships seemed superfi cial and had no purpose, 
or end. After coming to faith in God through His Son 
Jesus Christ, my outlook on relationships completely 
changed. I came to understand that God had not 
simply created me and left me to bump into others 
by coincidence. I realized that God is providential. In 
His eternal and perfect plan He had destined many 
encounters and meetings I thought were merely by 
chance. The people one meets in life are ordained by 
God to fulfi ll His plans and bring about His purpose.
 One such appointment by God has been meeting 
Roy Cypher. He and his wife Susan were visiting The Lake 
Elsinore Vineyard Christian Fellowship where I pastor 
in Lake Elsinore, California. He introduced himself and 
the veterans’ organization Point Man, a Christ centered 
organization, which he has been working for. We 
immediately hit it off. He and I shared a dual brotherhood, 
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fi rst  in  the  family  of  God  and  secondly,  having  served  in 
the Vietnam War. Both of us being vets, we shared 
many experiences from Nam. I served as a US Marine 
and he as a corpsman. As all marines did, I had a high 
regard for the corpsman, known to marines as “doc.”
Corpsman are exceptionally brave under fi re, working 
to save lives at the risk of losing their own. The medical 
profession seeks to heal our bodies and prolong our lives. 
In this fi eld there is great respect for the sanctity of life.
 Vietnam was home to me for two tours of 
duty with The Ninth Motor Transport Battalion Alpha 
Company. The fi rst tour in Da Nang and the second 
based at Dong Ha. Of course, we drove our trucks in 
support of the infantry and other units all over the “I 
Corp.” area from the DMZ to Chu Lai. Over the course of 
those two tours, I saw the bitter casualty of war. Not all 
casualties had noticeable wounds. The mental anguish 
and the emotional pain I was caused only scrapes the 
surface of those who were severely affected mentally 
and spiritually. 
 Coming home, many vets had to deal with all the 
guilt, anger, and rejection. Those who were traumatized 
mentally came home looking for relief. I do not believe 
these things I have described are exclusive to Vietnam 
as all wars have their casualties. But the Vietnam confl ict 
had a character of its own, namely because it was an 
undeclared and politically unpopular war. Unlike other 
military expeditions our Vietnam troops came home 
unwelcome from a questionable conquest and were left 
with shame and rejection.
 Having heard Roy’s story and knowing my 
own, we came back without hope, but that would 
soon be remedied. With God’s help we realized we 
had to face our demons and not bury them, allowing 
them to haunt us. Roy made a decision to follow 
God, who always cares for His children, always hears
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their cries, and always does what is best for them.
God is the Great Physician and heals completely. 
 At the beginning of time God gave breath and 
life to Adam and Eve. From the time that they began to 
sin, mankind has been entrenched in sin. The penalty 
of that sin is death both physically and spiritually. Later, 
as it is recorded in the New Testament, Jesus, God in 
the form of man, came as the “Bread of Life,” and with 
His coming He brought the gift of eternal life to those 
who would believe and follow Him. In His three years  
of ministry on this earth, Jesus went about healing the 
sick, driving out demons, and feeding the multitudes. 
He did this all out of concern for the condition of 
people physically and spiritually. Jesus ultimately gave 
Himself to die so that we could be saved. That is to 
say, Jesus took the weight of that penalty of death, 
which we all owe, upon His own shoulders when He 
was crucifi ed. He shed His own blood for the remission 
and forgiveness of our sin. By doing this He has offered 
the gift of eternal life. Those who accept this gift live 
with the hope of living with Him forever in eternity.
  When I came back from Vietnam, I went to college on the 
G. I. Bill, was married to my wife Susan, and had two sons, 
Frank and Chris, who are well adjusted men serving God. 
 I felt somewhat successful for a while. However, 
bouts with anger became commonplace. I took to 
drinking alcohol to numb the pain of the rejection and 
the anger I felt. Alcohol worked for a while but feelings 
of loneliness, emptiness, and depression continually 
crept in. I put my family through a lot, but by the 
grace of God my wife weathered my dysfunction and 
we have been happily married for thirty-two years.
 One quiet lonely evening while alone in my bedroom,
I crawled out of bed and found myself crying actual tears, 
something which I had not done since I was a child.
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I could sense that I was not alone in the room—a very 
real presence fi lled the unseen air. I prayed as best as I 
knew how, “God, if you are real, I need to know you!” Six 
months later, I was invited to a church where I felt love 
and acceptance. As I began to hunger for God I could 
see and feel Him delivering me from alcoholism and 
anger, and beginning to heal the pain in my life. I began 
to understand God’s perfect love and I found redemption 
in His forgiveness and the gift of eternal life. 
 My brother-in-law Al was a key player in bringing 
me into contact with Roy. He had visited the Moving Wall, 
a portable replica of the Vietnam War Memorial which 
is in Washington D.C. with the 58,178 names of those 
who gave their lives in Vietnam. Al met Roy, who was 
working at the wall, lending his heart, hands, and ears 
to any vet needing to come to grips with their past. He 
accepted an invitation from Al to visit the church I pastor.
 Meeting Roy brought healing and closure to what 
God had already begun. I did not know I suffered from 
Post Traumatic Stress Disorder until I began reading the 
publications Point Man puts out. As I read the articles I 
quickly related to the symptoms which had caused my 
drinking in the past—those of anger, depression, rejection, 
and fl ashbacks. Since then I have been able to look at 
most of the traumatic experiences from the war and I am 
able to process these symptoms when they manifest.
 In God’s perfect planning it amazes me that 

He is so caring and helps all by raising up Point
Man to help Vietnam Vets—Vets from other wars, 
and even non-vets, through the support groups, 
individual counseling, and prayer they offer. 
 It is my prayer that this book will give 
hope, bring understanding, and begin the healing 
of those with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.
            —Frank Sandoval, Pastor, Teacher, Evangelist
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—July 15, 1965
 The Gray Ghost building, our pet name for the 
US Naval Hospital in San Diego, California, loomed up 
toward the sky with a mystical look of doom. Large jets 
on their fi nal approach to Lindbergh Field—downtown 
San Diego—were always just a heartbeat away from 
the top. Hearing the roar of the engines, my eyes would 
automatically be drawn skyward. I would hold my breath 
for fear that the Gray Ghost would reach out and grab 
one of the large birds by a wheel, hold it against the 
massive brick and metal edifi ce, then plummet it down 
into the narrow canyons below. Only when the pilot safely 
navigated the airship over the building and continued on 
with his landing, would a sign of relief escape my lips and 
quickly be absorbed by the sounds of the city around me.
 With all that was going on in 1965, it amazes 
me how insignifi cant details like that stick out in my 
mind. Yet, it was just as much a part of my life back 
then as the three fl ights of dusty stairs I would descend 
to reach the basement of the hospital—my home 
away from home—the surgical unit. Having lived in the  



country most of my life, this was a completely different
world, made up of endless corridors and rooms. 
But then, the members of our surgical team were a 
different breed, hatched out of artifi cial lights, heat, and 
air conditioners living and maintaining a completely 
controlled environment.  Inhaling a mixture of chemicals, 
drugs, and the stench of surgery 24 hours a day—and 
sometimes for several days and nights in a row. I often 
pictured myself as a mole or a ground hog, wondering 
when I would see the light of day again, dreading 
the endless hours of confi nement and obscurity.
 When I glance back at that page in my life, I shudder 
remembering the pent-up emotions and feelings that were 
shrugged off and buried far within the recesses of my mind.
 Here I was, a mere country boy, far removed from all I 
once knew and loved, shoved into surroundings that were 
foreign and frightening to me: the sounds, the sights, the 
smells, and the fast-paced life-style of the city was entirely 
opposite the peaceful, quiet, and simple world I grew up in.
 Although, my being young and having a love of 
meeting new people helped me to make the essential 
adjustments necessary for me to adapt rather quickly to 
city life.  Too soon, I was to discover that those attributes 
were totally useless to me, and I would never fully be able 
to adjust to my next unexpected destination—Vietnam.

Introduction
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Chapter OneChapter One

Where It Began

WHERE HAVE ALL THE FLOWERS GONE? WAS MORE 
than just a popular song by Peter, Paul, and Mary—in 
the 60’s—to me, it was my reality. All my dreams, time, 
and energy had been spent on my passion: farming and 
agriculture. I had eaten, breathed, and slept country 
living and it’s aspirations. I had invested four years in 
Future Farmers of America in high school, took a short 
course in farm management in 196l at Pullman State 
University, then Centralia College for studies in forestry 
and horticulture. My future was a given, or so I thought. 
 However, in 1963 Uncle Sam changed my plans, 
my life, and my future as he did for thousands of other 
young men and women in our country. I was inducted 
into the Navy as a Hospital Corpsman, a nervous wreck, 
unsure I would be able to handle the drastic change of 
events that was unfolding in my life, let alone survive 
the rigorous training that was required.
 Having no choice, I fi nally decided to make the 
best of my situation and turn it into an advantage. So, I put 
all my efforts into my studies and training—majoring in 
the heart and cardiovascular system. To graduate, it was 
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necessary for me to work in many other areas of the 
medical profession.    
 My fortitude paid off. I was eventually qualifi ed 
as a medical surgical technician in cardiovascular 
surgery. Being involved in such a delicate and 
important work was not only challenging, but satisfying. 
It was so amazing to actually be working on the 
human heart—repairing aortas, valves, and arteries.
   Imagine, if you can, seeing a patient’s heart laying 
outside the chest cavity, a complex system of tubes 
carrying the blood around the operating room. It 
was fascinating! Working on a patient for seven to 
ten hours was an experience I’ve never forgotten.
  Eventually I became one of the technicians and 
instructors in the cardiovascular unit, responsible for 
the running of the suite and teaching each group of 
students as they rotated through their surgical serve.  
     After two an a half years, I grew to love the weather in 
California. Every change I got, I’d leave the operating room 
behind and head to my cottage on the beach, thrilled with 
the prospect of being in the real world again. Captivated 
by the ocean, I would breathe it all in, oblivious to the 
climatic unfolding of world events that were to change 
my life and those of my fellow man. So drastic was that 
change that thirty years later we are still feeling the impact. 
  I remember it well. Doing business as usual in 
our surgical unit at the Balboa Naval Hospital, 
we heard a radio broadcast in the locker room:
    NEWS FLASH! 8 March 1965 Marines storm ashore 
at Da Nang, the fi rst US combat troops to be committed. 
According to the news reports, US involvement in 
Vietnam was necessary. We had to stop the spread 
of communism in the world, especially in Asia. After 
all, China had gone communist in 1949. The North 
Koreans had invaded the non-communist South in 1950.

Life Above All Else
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During the 1940’s and the 1950’s there were 
communist revolts in the Philippines and Malaysia; 
and in 1954, the communist-dominated Viet Mihn 
had defeated the French Colonial forces in Vietnam.  
   Viet Nam...Few of us could even pronounce it or 
even fi nd it on the world globes. But now our ears were 
glued to the daily reports out of this small country. As 
we listened, we did so with a prayer that the events 
taking place so far away would not touch us and our 
futures. But, as the number of stories broke with graphic 
images across the screen of our television set increase, 
so did our anxiety until a somber spirit covered us.
  Here I was, twenty-two years old, totally unsure of 
my feelings, especially dealing with such a delicate 
situation where politics and human life were involved. 
My ideas of war, heroes, death, and dying had been 
infl uenced by the John Wayne World War II movies. 
It was a time when The American Way and our 
government was not challenged by many. We couldn’t 
comprehend our leaders lying to us, or the news media 
shading their stories. No, those things happened 
in other countries, not in the Good ol’ U.S. of A. 
 In July of 1965, stationed at the Balboa Navy 
Hospital, I had seen and talked with several friends 
who had been to Nam and returned wounded. 
This was very traumatic for me, since it was more 
personal now than it had been in the beginning. 
  The thought of going overwhelmed me. I had only 
been married four months; leaving was almost 
more than I could bear. Yet I was called—I had to 
go. In September of 1965, one month before I was 
to leave, I reported for two weeks orientation and 
weapons training at Camp Pendelton and Coronado 
Amfi b Base. I was no martyr, believe me, just the 
average guy. I had never considered not going. In my    

Where It Began
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view at that time, it would be un-American not to go.
       I couldn’t comprehend dying, yet I gave away some of 
my clothes because I truly believed I would never come 
home—a defeatist attitude, you might say. Yes, it was. At 
fi rst that thought prevailed, later it changed. As the weeks 
passed, I learned to accept and embrace our mission 
to Nam, even though I was still unsure of my political 
and moral convictions abut our involvement there.

Life Above All Else
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Chapter TwoChapter Two

Journey to Nam

HAVE YOU EVEN TAKEN A LONG, UNEXPECTED TRIP 
or journey to a place you had never heard of until a 
few weeks before your departure? If you have, you 
know how I felt as I anticipated our trip to the Republic 
of Vietnam. Not only did I have the normal feelings 
associated with such a trip—such as seeing new 
people, places, and things—but in the back of my mind 
was the realization that I might not return alive from 
this journey. Perhaps Lewis and Clark, Columbus, and 
other explorers felt as I did, exited but fearful. You know, 
not able to swallow, yet excited, as I contemplated 
new lands and people I knew very little about. 
 The very fi rst leg of our journey began at Camp 
Pendleton where we boarded a Marine transport at 
El Toro Marine Air Station, bound for Travis Air Force 
Base in San Francisco. Our adrenaline was certainly 
pumping as we sat for hours on the Air Force transport 
fl ight from Travis Air Force Base on September, 1965. 
Our intended destination was Vietnam, with stops at 
Hawaii and the Philippines. Little did we know of the turn 
of events that were unfolding that would considerably
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alter our en-route trip.
 As the old saying goes—out of the skillet, into the 
frying pan! We were to land in Hawaii, but were forced 
to head for Wake Island when we encountered a severe 
lightning and thunderstorm over the Pacifi c. After several 
hours of fl ying in circles over Wake Island in order to burn 
all the fuel, we headed down to make an emergency belly 
landing. You see, our landing gears were not operating 
and would not come down hydraulically. The Wake Island 
Emergency crash crews were called to assist us with our 
emergency belly landing, as there is only a questionable 
degree of success when this maneuver is attempted.
  The Hercules C-130 fl ight from Travis was, at 
this point, one fl ight from which we wished we had 
been scratched. Keeler (my buddy) and I were very 
green. We had no bags to vomit in, so we used 
a two pound coffee can instead. The plane was 
a transport; it had no windows, we were seated 
backwards, and felt the full effect of the rough storm.
   Unless you have ever experienced an emergency 
landing in a plane, it is hard to explain the terror you 
experience in the minutes and seconds before you go 
down. I really hadn’t expected to experience a life or 
death situation until I reached Nam. I was only hours 
from our departure, and already freaking out. Different 
people react differently when terrifi ed. One might be 
quiet on the outside, yet going bonkers on the inside. 
Others might react just the opposite. Still others seem 
to give little notice. Such was the case of Second 
Class Seaman Bradford, who will be more completely 
introduced in the chapter title, “Miracle of Em.” 
   We were seated in rows of three across the belly 
of the transport, facing backwards with no windows. 
The feeling must be likened to being in a tin can 
bouncing through space, fl ying through every wind
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current and rain cloud, and feeling every bump and 
twisting turn. Got the picture? Oh, my stomach! Now 
Keeler was seated on one side of me, Bradford on the 
other. Keeler and I were scared, sick and very quiet. 
Bradford was looking reserved and nonchalant, with his 
nose buried in a most provocative book. Do you catch 
the drift?
 As you can see with some 160 plus men 
and supplies on board, we all were making quite a 
commotion as we were on our way down. As we neared 
the runway on Wake Island, we braced our heads 
between our knees and said our last prayers. Mine was, 
“Lord, I haven’t hardly even started yet, why so soon?”
 As we waited for the jolt, explosion, breakup, etc., 
we felt a smooth, soft, unexpected landing—much to our 
relief. At the last minute, the airmen crew were able to 
manually maneuver the landing gears down, just as we 
met the runway. I was so relieved I almost passed out. 
I was emotionally drained and sat there stunned as the 
huge hydraulic rear platform of the transport dropped 
onto the runway and allowed us to run down the ramp.
 As our feet hit the runway we all let out a war whoop 
and started clowning around. We were all so happy to be 
safe. With our fi rst breath, as we stepped off the plane, 
it was evident we were in a very different climate for the 
air was very moist, hot and heavy. Most of us had never 
been in the South Pacifi c and this was certainly a new 
experience. Just to breathe was laborious, and at 7:00 
o’clock in the morning, we could tell this tropical isle was 
soon to be quite warm and sticky. In fact, we all were 
so excited to be on this tropical island, we didn’t waste 
any time at all jumping into the warm surf for a swim.
 Wake Island is a stepping stone across the 
Pacifi c and our stop would be for repairs and refueling. 
The island is located 2296 miles due west of Honolulu, 
1501
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miles east  of Guam. Historically, the island was fi rst 
discovered in 1568 by a Spanish explorer, Alvarode 
Mendana, and later rediscovered by Captain William 
Wake, skipper of the British trading schooner, “Prince 
William Henry.”
 Morning brought us on fl ight again for our fi nal 
destination—Nam. We had just learned that we were 
not going to Saigon, but directly into Da Nang Air 
Force Base, Republic of Vietnam. We had had a brief 
synopsis of Vietnam two weeks prior to our leaving the 
United States, while we were at Coronado Amfi b Base 
in Coronado, California.
 We learned about the people, history, agriculture, 
climate and geography, cities, main highways and 
airfi elds. Now as we came through the clouds to make 
our approach to the Da Nang Air Force Base, we 
realized that we were in for a rough landing, because 
we came in at a very direct, fast, steep angle. We soon 
learned that the Da Nang Airfi eld was almost completely 
surrounded by the Viet Cong guerrillas, and the U.S. 
Marines had formed a perimeter around the fi eld. The 
pilots had to make a spectacular, almost straight down 
landing, called an assault landing. We were thrown back 
in our seats from the gravity force as we came in at such 
a steep decline, and had little time to taxi because we 
were told to get out with our sea bags pronto. As the 
rear of the plane hit the runway, we were ready, with sea 
bags on shoulders, crouching and running for the cover 
of the marine support group. The Viet Cong wanted 
our plane, and we saw and heard small arms fi re and 
mortars all around the outer fi eld.
 We were rushed to cattle cars (Marine troops 
transports), and loaded for the Da Nang water front. The 
transport planes had only minutes for unloading, since
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the Marines could only hold the perimeter in safety for 
a short time.
 As we looked out the cattle car windows, we 
suddenly realized we were in a war! Our heads suddenly 
fi lled with visions of our preparation and pre-training for 
war at Camp Pendleton Marine Base, not more than 
two weeks before. We were trying to connect training 
with reality, and now we had to face reality. Training 
never really seemed real! At Pendleton, we had been 
familiarized with weapons, such as M-14’s, B.A.R.S. 
(Browning Automatic Rifl es), carbines, M-30, M-50, and 
M-60 machine guns, rocket and grenade launchers, 
120 millimeter mortars, and grenades. We had trained 
in chemical warfare, Napa M and Agent Orange.
 As medics, we had our orientation briefi ng in 
procedure as an F.M.F. Corpsman (Fleet Marine Force 
Medic). Yes, we had it all, and of course as surgical 
medics, we had to go the extra mile because of our 
highly specialized training. I was a part of a Naval 
support group sent into Da Nang before it was even 
considered a war. As history would soon testify, Da 
Nang became a real hot spot in this “non-war”! We were 
considered medical advisors since the US did not yet 
want to recognize these actions as war.
 At this point, I am sure, you are discerning the 
mixed feelings we, as the medical team, must have 
had as we found ourselves in this new land—unsure 
of our position or purpose. We were there and our 
feelings were still a hodgepodge of uncertainty. We 
had listened to the news media, public opinion, and 
our own heartfelt emotions for weeks. Suddenly, 
we realized we had a fi rst hand view of this non-
war action. Most of us responded to this by shelving 
our mixed emotions to deal with later. It’s safer that 
way, wouldn’t you say? How would you have played 

Journey to Nam



10

Life Above All Else

it? The troop transport bumped along down the rough
street of Da Nang, and we started to get accustomed to 
new smells, sights, and people. I was totally amazed! 
I had only seen such things in National Geographic 
Magazines! We were shuttled to the waterfront in the 
middle of the city and maneuvered onto the French 
infl uenced dock and landing marina. There, waiting 
to take us to a ship in the harbor was an A.P.L. (living 
barge) and our landing craft (an assault M.I.C. boat), 
which normally was used to rush marines ashore. We 
were soon to learn the harbor would be our new home 
for several months.
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City of the Orient

—November 5, 1965
SMALL CHILDREN ROAM THE STREETS WITH RAINCOATS,
bottles of whiskey, and literature which they try to sell to 
every American they see. Peddlers with little carts offer 
everything from wrist watches to bars of soap. Men in 
black pajama dress are everywhere offering rides in their 
small three-wheeled bicycles, called peddy cabs. Da 
Nang is a city full of curious combinations of occidental 
and oriental ways of life. These are all brought together 
to form a hodgepodge mixture that practically surpasses 
description.
 The majority of the buildings are of French archi-
tecture, such as may be seen in Bourbon Street in new 
Orleans, yet with an oriental fl avor. The Vietnamese 
dress for both men and women resembles black silk 
pajamas. Very few Vietnamese wear western style 
clothing. The older Vietnamese all speak French as well 
as their native tongue, but the children and young people 
have learned to speak broken, but understandable 
English.
 Ninety percent of all business carried on is 
conducted on the sidewalks. It is possible to be fi tted
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for a tailor made suit, buy a meal, and eat it, or have your 
portrait painted on the sidewalks. The merchants keep 
large pieces of plastic handy, and when it starts to rain, 
they merely cover their goods and wait for the rain to 
stop. In spite of the great volume of rain it is always hot, 
as Vietnam is in the tropics. Since it is always warm, few 
buildings have glass in the windows, most have iron-
shell work instead.
 The city of Da Nang, located about 100 miles 
from the Communist border, is situated on the coast and 
has the large Da Nang River dividing the town in half. 
Ships are plentiful in the deeper waters, but the river is 
too shallow to permit most from unloading their cargoes 
at the docks. Only shallow draft craft and the local junks 
are able to utilize the river as an access to the heart of 
town.
     The two most prominent mountains here are Monkey 
Mountain and Marble Mountain, both have extensive 
military bases at their feet. During the day, the US 
Military forces control these peaks. At night, they belong 
solely to the Viet Cong.
     Although in recent days the Viet Cong have not been 
active beyond occasional sniping at personnel in the 
outlying areas around Da Nang, that they are there is 
never doubted. Personnel working in these areas are 
always armed and ever alert to ward off an attack.
 To the Vietnamese merchant the presence of 
American soldiers, sailors, airmen, and marines means 
prosperity and infl ation has already become fi rmly 
entrenched.
 Only a few weeks or months ago it had been possible 
to get a hair cut for 15 Vietnam piasters (a little less than 
15 American cents). The price has now risen to between 
50 and 100 Vietnam piasters. Tailor-made silk dress 
shirts, once available for as little as 80 Vietnam piasters 
have now risen signifi cantly, and although prices are still
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cheap in comparison with U.S. prices, Vietnam is no 
longer the bargain hunters’ paradise it was only a few 
short months ago.
 In the streets it is at once apparent that the 
presence of the U.S. Military forces in South Vietnam 
has certainly made an impression on the local populace. 
Since my arrival here, one month ago, I have grown 
used to their habitat, but the poverty here has quite an 
effect on the human heart.
 At present I am working as a Medical Aid man, 
running about the harbor from ship to ship, giving fi rst 
aid treatment to those in need of my services. I live, eat, 
and exist on these ships for the time being. The hospital 
here was blown up before we could occupy it. As the 
ships come and go, I catch a new one when the other 
moves out. Most of them are Merchant Cargo ships 
contracted by our government to handle our precious 
cargo. The cargo ranges from heavy artillery, trucks, 
missiles, and highly explosive bombs, to small store 
items, such a RC cola soda pop. At present I am fi ne. At 
times, life is miserable, at other times, bearable.
     

    City of the Orient
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Tourane Bay
(Red Beach)

—October, 1965
I HAD BEEN IN UNCLE SAM’S NAVY ALMOST THREE YEARS
in 1965, and had never set foot on a Naval ship other 
than the U.S.S.—never sailed at the Naval Training 
Center in San Diego, California. Seemed rather ironic; 
I signed up for a four year hitch in the Navy and was 
totally trying to avoid sea duty because of sea sickness. 
Would I get seasick? Would I adjust to shipboard living? 
I had convinced myself I would never have to serve 
aboard a ship! These questions were soon answered,  
and yes, I did adjust to shipboard living, even though a 
little reluctantly.
 It was October 14,1965 in Da Nang Harbor—we 
boarded a M.I.C. assault boat which was assigned to 
take us to the Barbour Co. 1195 L.S.T. landing ship which 
was anchored in the deepest part of Da Nang Harbor. 
The boatswain’s mate (the man in charge of the boat) 
and the seaman (his helper) bought the M.I.C. boat into 
the docking area, lowered the front assault ramp, and we 
scrambled aboard with our sea bags over our shoulders 
into the bottom of the M.I.C. boat. These assault boats are
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powered with twin diesel engines and have a two man 
crew. The walls of the craft climb some seven feet in 
height, and it was hard to see overboard as the craft drew 
back in the water on our journey toward our berthing 
ship. We learned our berthing ship was called an A.P.L. 
(All Personnel Lodging). This craft has no propulsion 
of its own and had to be towed to Da Nang harbor 
from Subic Bay in the Philippines. Basically, it was a 
fl oating barracks, or hotel of sorts. It was cramped, hot, 
smelly, and just plain miserable. We felt and smelled 
like sardines!
 We spent three days on this bucket of bolts, 
doing very little but complaining and getting bored. At 
night we would sit on deck and watch all the war action 
going on around Da Nang harbor; it reminded me of 
the Fourth of July. Every night we kept wondering if the 
Viet Cong could send their shells far enough into the 
harbor to reach us. Those fi rst few days we watched 
and speculated about this for hours.
 Since we had time on our hands, we were able 
to fi nd out more about this great bay we were living in, 
here in Asia. Its name was Nam O Beach in the Bay of 
Da Nang. The name was later changed to Red Beach. 
Da Nang was named Tourane Bay by the French when 
this was a colonial provincial capital. The town was 
bulging at the seams with refugees of the Vietnam war 
who had fl ed there from the surrounding country-side. 
This doubled Da Nang’s population from one hundred 
thousand to two hundred thousand. We learned that in 
March of 1965, just seven months prior to our landing, 
the Marines had stormed ashore here—the fi rst US 
combat troops to be committed. They had come to 
defend democracy, but little did they realize, they were 
in a war like none  they had ever experienced before!
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 On the morning of 8 March 1965, the American air 
base at Da Nang didn’t look much like a place that was 
destined to become one of the three busiest airports in 
the world. There were the bunkers left by the Japanese 
in 1945. There were the blockhouses left by the French. 
There was the single 3000 yard runway aiming out 
towards the golden beaches of the South China Sea.
 Out to sea were 35,5000 U.S. Marines ready 
to take the undefended beach of this friendly nation, 
in a full frontal assault. This assault was the start of a 
farce, one of the biggest tragedies in American history. 
This police action would bring to the world’s attention 
the name of this little country that now, no one will ever 
forget, Vietnam!
 Da Nang was one of the few safe places in 
March 1965. This was to be short lived; by October, 
all that had changed. The news was that the Viet 
Cong were everywhere in Da Nang! October 27, the 
news from Marble Mountain area, where our hospital 
was being completed by CD-8 and DB-9 construction 
battalions, changed our team’s plan considerably. We 
were informed that guerrilla warfare had taken place, 
the Viet Cong commandos had damaged and destroyed 
numerous allied aircraft in two separate attacks on the 
USMC air facility. This facility was located on the main 
road across from the hospital and was called Mag 16 
Helo Squadron. This helicopter squadron originally was 
manned with U.H.I.B. helicopter gun ships (later to be 
replaced with the Bell Huey jet-powered copters). 
 In one of the raids, the guerrillas made their way 
up the Da Nang River and dug in near the heliport runway 
at the Marble Mountain airbase. They launched a mortar 
assault which allowed around twenty men to cross the 
and use the almost completed hospital for cover as they

Tourane Bay (Red Beach)
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tossed satchel charges into the open helicopter cockpits 
(almost immediately after this attack, the U.S. Marines 
coupled with a kill count of seventeen members of this 
thirty man assault force). Unfortunately for the almost 
completed hospital, it became a casualty of war and 
now we (the medical team) were without a hospital.
 Time for PLAN B. Most of the personnel were 
went to Okinawa and Uccusta, Japan. Our team was 
around seven hundred personnel. Only twenty were 
selected to stay, yes you guessed it, I was one of the 
select few. How the selection process was determined, 
I’m not sure. I did hear at one point it was based on our 
experience, training, and background.
 My training designated me, as a physician 
assistant (HM 8483) and a specialist in cardio-surgery.
 At fi rst I was disappointed that I was not sent 
back. It would be six months until our team would be 
able to return to the hospital. Let me tell you the next six 
months were very eventful.
 Those fi rst few days after grouping and 
processing our team, we were used in many different 
details. For instance, I was on a three man detail that 
helped set-up the main headquarters building on the 
Da Nang waterfront, known as the White Elephant. 
It had been an old French Embassy or some kind 
of political com-pound and was like a three storied 
walled fort with a central courtyard. The building was 
painted bright white. It stood out along the street in 
stark contrast to all the other buildings. Much like this 
building, just up the street was another large compound 
and it was being used as a U.S.O. for our service men.  
When this detail was fi nished, I was  assigned  by our 
Second Class Petty Offi cer to a group to scout out 
and catch black marketerring. You may ask, was this
     

Life Above All Else
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going on so early in this country? The answer is a big 
“YES,” for history has always shown whenever a buck 
could be made, this trade was there. I felt like a spy, at 
times, doing this. We would travel the busy streets of 
Da Nang business district and snoop around looking for 
profi teering.
 One night, back on a ship called the Navario (a 
troop carrier), I was given a new assignment, much to 
my delight. I was to travel around Da Nang Harbor as 
a medical offi cer aboard civilian merchant cargo ships. 
My new assignment was quite an eye opener since I had 
little experience aboard ships, naval or civilian. The fi rst 
ship I drew was one experience I’ll never forget. After 
two days on board, I was quickly removed because of 
a mutiny—just like the movie “Mutiny on the bounty.” 
This was Nam O Bay, 1965. The ship was a very old 
Greek cargo vessel and was being mutinied by many 
of the crew protesting their presence in a hostile harbor 
and fearing for their safety. The ship’s name was the 
Sheila and she was a “bucket of bolts.” She was old, 
rusty and musty, and I was very uneasy being aboard 
her. I drew my assignment from the headquarters at the 
White Elephant. I would take my gear from my home 
base ship, then travel by skiff or M.I.C. boat to my new 
fl oating home, which in this instance was this Grecian 
moth ball.
 On arrival at the sideboard staircase of each ship, 
I would disembark and climb to the deck to be greeted 
by the Captain, First Offi cer or Engineer, I would then be 
escorted to my cabin and taken to the captain’s mess 
or quarters. I was treated royally. I ate with the captain 
and offi cers and indulged in their opulence. My duties  
were merely to be aboard as a medical offi cer, ready 
for any medical emergency. Since Navy personnel were
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unloading cargo, this was a requirement under Naval 
regulations. I enjoyed this few weeks of special duty 
in Nam O Bay very much. As I recall this experience 
aboard this mutinied ship, I remember how scared I 
became the second night aboard as the First Engineer 
called me to his cabin. He told me of the danger on this 
vessel and warned me to be careful and to lock the door 
of my cabin at night. The next morning I woke up to a 
commotion of deck. I made my way to the fantail of the 
ship. I watched as one of the crew members grabbed a 
grappling hook and thew it overboard to try to retrieve 
something fl oating in the water. As he snagged the 
object in the water, I realized that it was a body. One of 
the crew members said it was the missing cook. I was 
ready to abandon ship—every man for himself!! I was 
ordered to go to my cabin and lock myself in and wait for 
passage off this ship, which happened within an hour. I 
never did hear the outcome of this ordeal.
 My next ship was the Bella Horisonti, based out 
of Manila, Philippines. I enjoyed this ship more than 
any other I served aboard. It was a cargo vessel, very 
large with many cargo holds for food for our troops in 
Vietnam. The captain took a special liking to me and 
the fi rst day on the ship he personally gave me the royal 
tour. I was very impressed with the engine room, the 
giant engines and all the machinery that kept this huge 
ship functioning. I learned how ships are built, their 
functions, and how they look throughout.
 A few days later, I went aboard a munitions 
ship for two days. This was a very dangerous craft to 
be aboard for we were in constant danger of receiving 
enemy fi re, although we were far out in Da Nang Harbor. 
I would sit on deck watching the crane booms bring the 
large bombs and rockets out of the cargo holds of the 
ship. I was much in favor of evacuating this ship many 
times. 
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The bombs would often bang against the sides of the 
cargo hold and I would break out in a cold sweat. The 
fact that the bombs were not armed with detonators still 
didn’t make me feel any better. I survived these two 
days, much to my relief.
 Soon I was aboard two different troop carriers. I 
was not impressed with the troop ships. They were hot, 
smelly, cramped, and crowded. The only consolation 
was the movies that were shown on deck at night, if we 
were able to trade one with another ship. The sleeping  
quarters were unreal. For instance, fi ve or six bunks 
were stacked with the top bunk among the overhead 
pipes. The canvas of the bunks was so close together 
that you could not roll over. This was not a place for a 
claustrophobic. I would choose the top bunk, if available, 
because I could turn over and the other men would not 
step on me as they would climb up to the bunks. The 
only hazard on top was the hot pipes for the water and 
the steam for heating. If you forgot where you were in 
the middle of the night, and sat up quickly, you would 
get burnt on the pipes.
 Enough of shipboard life. I was ready for land 
again—and soon I was transferred to Da Nang’s civilian 
hospital.



Em 
Little Vietnamese Girl (civilian)

U.S.O.M. Hospital Da Nang
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My Memory of Em

—December, 1965
ONE OF MY MOST STIFFING MEMORIES TOOK PLACE IN
December of 1965. Six other men and I had been 
assigned to the United States Operations Mission 
Hospital (U.S.O.M.) to help upgrade the civilian 
facility. We were sent as a medical advisory team 
in an effort to promote better public relations 
and goodwill among the Vietnamese people.
 The hospital was originally set up by the French in 
the heart of Da Nang. It reminded me of jungle hospitals 
seen in old movies. The quaint two-story building, with 
balconies or walk-ways adorning the front and sides 
of each story, was primitive by American standards.
 My heart grew faint as I took a quick mental 
inventory on my fi rst tour of the hospital. I wondered 
what I had gotten myself  into. Not  only were the 
conditions substandard, and the facility inadequate, 
but the medical staff possessed little knowledge 
of germs and their affect on others. I could
tell we had our work cut out for us in order to train 
them in the aseptic and antiseptic techniques needed
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in the emergency room and the operating rooms. The 
hospital was furnished with rows of bamboo beds
on the fl oor. At times there would be as many as three 
patients to a bed. Cleanliness was sadly lacking. Policies 
and procedures were ancient and needed revising. The 
equipment was of the World War II era, but that was all 
they had in Da Nang in 1965.
 I worked at the civilian hospital for two months, 
and grew to love the French and Vietnamese people 
very much. Their plight was one that would always hold 
a soft spot in my heart. It was endearing to see whole 
families camp out in a hallway or sleep in their loved 
one’s bed until they could take them home.
 Contrary to the characterization by many of Asian 
people as very vicious and uncompassionate, I came to 
the realization that this is not true. It is the bullets and 
shrapnel that are vicious and uncompassionate. I also 
learned that some of the atrocities infl icted by some 
of the Vietnamese on the U.S. and Allied forces were 
being reciprocated upon them by the U.S., English, and 
Australian servicemen.
 I am sorry if this offends some readers. I point no 
fi ngers, because I am not the judge, yet it remains that I 
witnessed such bloodshed from both camps. The hairs 
on the back of my neck raise up continuously when I 
think of some of the war mongerism that was going on 
there. Alas, brutality of war has no mercy on anyone—
Children, old, young, male and female, all were victims.
 I didn’t come to this conclusion in just a few 
months. It wasn’t until later that I was able to view the 
whole picture that had unfolded before my eyes. I had 
become a seasoned vet!
 As the so-called confl ict escalated, and the infl ux 
of patients drastically increased daily, I questioned, “Does 



God care what color our skin is, or the geographical 
location we occupy on His planet? I think not.” Of course, 
this opinion  of mine, perhaps, became moot in the midst 
of the ravages of war. However, the mounting casualties 
left little time for much philosophical refl ection.
 As a medical advisor, my time and energy were 
focused on the age-old struggle of life and death. The 
epitome of this was played out one night after a long 
day of surgery. A very precious Vietnamese girl was 
brought to the hospital. I did not know her name, so we 
just called her Em (meaning: child). She was about six 
years old. We performed an exploratory laparotomy on 
her for a stomach wound. The surgery lasted for many 
hours, during which we almost lost her several times 
from the internal bleeding which started before she 
reached the Intensive Care Unit.
 Our shift was over at 1600 hours, and we had to 
be out of the city before curfew. It was too dangerous to 
stay in town. We were billeted on the ship in the harbor 
and were transported back and forth by a M.I.C. boat 
that left from in front of the main headquarters building, 
called the White Elephant. The water taxi ride was 
usually twenty minutes, depending on the ship we were 
staying on. However, this evening I knew if we left this 
little girl with unskilled medical attention, she would die. 
She had not regained consciousness. We had inserted 
gastrointestinal tubes in her stomach. She had to be 
watched carefully. Her condition was very guarded.
 She was so small and helpless that we couldn’t 
leave her. My buddy agreed to stay and help care for 
her. Fortunately, other members of the team, who were 
just as concerned as we were, concealed our absence 
from the ship.
 My buddy and I were well aware of the consequences
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of our decision to jump ship during war time—staying 
in the city where a curfew was strictly enforced. Yet, 
our own safety and the risk of court martial, if we were 
caught A.W.O.L., paled next to the fate of this child. Our 
fears were nothing compared to the precious life of this 
defenseless little human being.
 We stayed up all night in that tiny little recovery 
room with a .45 automatic pistol nearby for protection 
as we aspirated her lungs to remove the fl uid from 
them, took vital signs, cleared the N.G. tubes, kept her 
temperature down, and monitored her fl uid intake.
 Somehow we made it through the long night 
without being discovered by the Viet Cong, but more 
importantly, Em made it through the night. As the sun 
brought the morning, Em regained consciousness. 
She was weak, but her bright, shining face still remains 
etched in my memory—another miracle in a war-torn 
land.
 Em would be about thirty-six years old now. I 
have often wondered about her. I’ve wondered if our 
paths would ever cross again. Who knows? I do know 
that, had I not tried to save her life that night, I would 
have been plagued by my conscience. I had a decision 
to make. The small little voice inside reminding me that 
every life is valuable convinced me that staying was the 
right thing to do. I’m sure Em would agree.
 This is only one story of countless other stories 
that took place in Vietnam. Buddy saving buddy—
another giving his life for others. Need I say more? We 
did this for our fellow man. It was more than just our 
obligation to protect and save others, regardless of the 
cost; a thirteen month commitment in living hell for our 
fellow Americans and other human beings for the cause 
of freedom. Our lives will never be the same.
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Marble Mountain
Field Hospital

—December 22, 1965
IT’S ALMOST CHRISTMAS TIME, EVEN IN THIS DISTANT, 
remote area of Southeast Asia, and a little of the 
Christmas spirit is evident. We, the men and offi cers 
serving here, have brought a little evidence of this 
special day, by handing cards we have received from 
loved ones along with some decorations we found 
and singing bits of broken Christmas carols as we go 
about our daily routine. These are the few evidences 
of a Christmas season here in our corner of this war. It 
isn’t much, but when one believes in the Lord, I believe 
this is good enough assurance of a happy Christmas 
no matter where one might be. I have received many 
boxes of goodies from loved ones, and they are shared 
among all of us. I believe this Christmas will be one that 
will be remembered and told to my children for years to 
come. 
 The days have been turning on the calendar quickly 
since my arrival here in Da Nang in October. We are 
always busy and ever alert for the constant danger which 
is about us. I am dug in at our medical hospital, Marble 
Mountain Installation. We are located several miles out
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of Da Nang, our facility borders on the east side, the 
Da Nang river and across the road on the east side, 
the South China Sea. There, a glance to the south, lie 
the frontal slopes of Marble Mountain specter with many 
dark caves, hiding the enemy. To the north, Monkey 
Mountain is quite a ways down, past China Beach.
 As we examine our location even closer we see 
M.C.B. #8 (Marine Construction Battalion) on the south 
side of our hospital, M.C.B. #9 on the north side. On the 
China Sea side, M.A.G. #16 (Marine Air Group) and on 
the rear the mighty Da Nang river with a marine tank on 
the river bank to ward off any unwanted predators. 
 A funny little story took place the fi rst night in the 
fi eld with this tank. I did not know about its existence 
and, of course, it being my fi rst night in the fi eld, I was 
jumpy. Well, my fi rst duty at this installation was to help 
insure my security for the night. We all were responsible 
for our own foxholes or bomb shelters. I dug mine close 
to the Quonset hut I was in, and was mighty proud of it, I 
might say, and much more secure knowing it was there! I 
had not been assigned to the security force yet, so I was 
to bunk in one of the newly constructed Quonset huts. 
I had just reluctantly turned in and was not too deep in 
cautious sleep when I was jolted half out of my skin, for 
I had not yet learned the sure signs of incoming and 
outgoing rounds and mortars. The blast was so severe 
I almost fl ipped out, and since I was the newcomer, I 
was on my way to the foxhole!! Then I heard the other 
fellows cracking up with laughter. Unknown to me, the 
tank on the rear perimeter started blasting at Viet Cong 
Sam pans on the river. Wow, what an emotional rush I 
experienced as I realized what had taken place. Yes, I 
was the newcomer. Welcome to the real war; I was now 
a combat marine. 
 I was given a complete Marine issue, since I had
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been assigned to the security force. The hospital would 
not be ready for operation until the fi rst of the year.
 I was issued an M-14 semi-automatic rifl e with 
bayonet on my fi rst day. Since we were required to carry 
weapons at all times, I carried sixty rounds, which is 
three clips of twenty rounds each. I would have one 
twenty round clip in at all times, with a round in the 
chamber magazine, locked and loaded with the safety 
on. I slept with my weapon at my side and my bayonet 
under my head. I have fi red several times, to date. This 
is a very insecure area at the present time. 
 Working on security force, we are in charge of all 
security of the area and perimeter boundaries. We operate 
twenty-four hours, around the clock. At this early date of 
the war, we are short of available marine personnel to 
guard our compound. So at this time we are responsible 
for this detail. Our fi rst few days here have been spent 
fi lling sandbags and digging bunkers, and fortifying our 
outside perimeter boundaries. We constructed our C.P. 
(command post) bunker in the middle of the compound 
with some two thousand sandbags. My sore muscles 
testify to this count. We fortifi ed these structures with 
wooden beams and special metal reinforcing. This 
was our main unit or headquarters set up. We had a 
panel of radios for communication, charts, hot lines, 
and other bunkers, gear needed for combat operations, 
and also for storing our ammunition. Since this is our 
headquarters unit, we have phone hookups with all 
of the other bunkers surrounding the perimeter of our 
hospital unit. During the day, we operate the command 
post only. At night, full security is enforced and ready for 
assault by the Viet Cong. I might add, we have action 
almost every night.  As time permits, during the day we 
set up the many Quonset huts, which the C.B.’s have 
built, with our medical equipment and supplies.
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 At present, each night we man all bunkers with 
three men in each. One of us stays awake while two 
sleep on the sandy damp bottom and we rotate two 
hours shifts—two hours on watch, four hours sleep. 
During our watch we do thirty minute checks with the 
C.P. unit and are ever alert for Charlie infi ltrating our 
boundaries. We use illumination fl ares if we suspect 
enemy movement and wake our buddies if we are hit, 
or suspect enemy infi ltration. We continually check 
with the C.P. bunker before we fi re our weapons or 
in case of any aggressive action from Charlie. These 
nights are long and always very weary. Sometimes we 
strain our eyes looking out into the white sandy dark 
night, seeing many things, especially when on the rear 
perimeter guard. This is where Charlie is most likely to 
advance from. I would get an eerie and shivering feeling 
as I would send up the illumination fl ares; they would 
shoot out and the fl are would light up the landscape. 
As they would fall earthward, they would cast eerie 
red and orange shadows over the sand and the river. 
It would give me the willies up my spine because as 
the fl are came down, it would make an unusual sound 
like woo..woo..woo.  My skin used to crawl and I would 
get uncontrollable shivers. I would imagine all kinds of 
things jumping out of the dark shadows at us. 
 Many nights CB #8 and #9, which were on either 
side of us, would send out reconnaissance patrols 
to scout out the enemy. On one such night the CB’s 
had both sent out patrols along the river in front of our 
perimeter, and just as they were in front of our area, 
they mistook each other for the enemy and started a fi re 
fi ght. Needless to say, we medics had casualties that 
night. We had several K.I.A. (Killed in Action) and many 
wounded. Unfortunately, friendly fi re was a common 
occurrence in Nam and many died and were wounded. 
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Such a horrible waste! 
 Another incident took place where two of our men 
got tanked up on beer, and of course, having weapons 
they felt the John Wayne courage. They were wearing 
pistols and drew down on each other. Another time one 
of our buddies was playing quick draw with his pistol 
in his hip holster and shot himself—made a mess of 
his foot. Sometimes guys would be clowning around in 
their hooches (living quarters) with weapons or hand 
grenades and they would pop the pin accidentally and 
POW, what a waste.
 There were times that I would draw the front gate 
sentry guard. I liked this best, although it was a little 
boring. To ward off boredom I would pull out my armed 
services pocket New Testament, which I carried in my 
fatigue pocket over my heart, and read the Scripture 
from God’s Word. You see, I grabbed one of these early 
in my arrival here in Nam, and it was already dog-eared 
by now from much use. Our main duties at the front 
gate post were to screen all movement in and out of our 
compound or hospital. We had supply trucks coming 
and going, Vietnam civilians on the road that would help 
our troops, so we would check their papers before they 
could enter and many medical personnel coming and 
going. Life here was so uncertain, we all realized that 
deaths door was only a heart beat away, and all of us 
reacted in different ways. Some of us would drink, take 
drugs, sniff anesthesia gas, become angry killers, war 
mongers, or we could turn to God for certain answers. 
I tried it all before I fi nally  opened that little pocket 
Testament and started scouting out some answers, and 
the whys of life and the hereafter.
 It was during this time, a few weeks later, that I met 
Bible Jonesy. At least this was what the guys called him. 
He was a pharmacist mate. He was a Baptist and carried
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a big Bible around under his arm, hence his nickname.
 One day we met, since the Quonset hut our 
operating room was being set up in was facing the 
pharmacy unit he was setting up. We started talking, one 
thing led to another and he asked me to have morning 
prayer and Bible devotions. I was primed and ready for 
someone to show me I needed God. This was the start 
of a great friendship over the next few months. I was not 
the only one interested, and our group grew.
 As the days moved into the new Year, our hospital 
started to take on a little more of the look of a medical 
facility. The CB’s had worked hard in rebuilding and the 
reward for their hard labor would certainly be a staffed 
and functional fi eld hospital sooner than expected. Our 
days were very busy as we uncrated the many supply 
crates full of our surgical and medical gear. Some had 
been destroyed by bombs so we had to sort out the 
usable and reconstruct that which could be salvaged.   
 At this time we were setting up two Quonset 
huts—one was our operating room with two surgical 
suites, one in each end with a scrub room in the center. 
We had painted the inside with the light O.R. (operating 
room) green that is standard color used in most O.R.’s. 
The C.B.’s had constructed an air conditioning pad on 
one side of the building since it was necessary for the 
cooler temperature to help control bacteria, both aerobic 
and anaerobic. For protection, since we are in an 
unstable area, we have piled sand bags halfway up the 
side of the O.R. and around the sides. Also, we have a 
sand bagged bunker out our front door for use when we 
are being shelled. We have a change room and scrub 
room, also in each O.R. We have overhead high velocity 
lighting. We have all of the anesthesia gear necessary 
for general anesthesia. Our procedure for anesthesia is: 
we start with fi ve to ten cc’s of sodium penathol injected
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into the intravenous tube to allow for the insertion of 
a larenga scope to open a clear airway into the lungs, 
then the insertion of an intratracheal tube, which after 
insertion will be hooked to the hand respirator or 
automatic bird respirator. As soon as the anesthesiologist 
feels comfortable with the intrabation of anesthesia, he 
then gives the doctor permission to start the operative 
procedure. We use anesthesia gas, nitrous oxide, 
penthrane, fl authrane, and O2 (oxygen).
 To look around our surgical room or suite, you’s 
see normal saline stands and basins, back tables, and 
adjustable instruments stands. The main feature of the 
room is, of course, the O.R. table which sits right under 
the O.R. light and is highly adjustable, with the use of 
hydraulics. Also, in our room is a stryker frame which 
is used to apply body casts on patients with fractured 
femurs and broken spines. Also, a portable x-ray unit 
is in the corner. We have a fl oor drain located in each 
room with a sloping fl oor so we can wash the blood that 
is lost down the drain and clean the room.
 Our second Quonset hut is next to the fi rst, 
and the third, to be built in several months, will be set 
up as O.R. #3 and #4. The middle hut is used as our 
supply room or C.S.R. (Central Supply Room). Here we 
have two steam autoclaves for sterilizing our surgical 
instruments and drapery packs for our surgical cases. 
 We have a distiller unit for distilling water to 
use in our normal saline solutions and distilled water 
for irrigation and use in our surgical procedures. We 
pack our instruments in this room after sterilizing them 
and pack our linen packs for each procedure we might 
have. Most of our work is traumatic surgery, with much 
debridement and removal of shrapnel from our patients. 
A high percentage of our cases are orthopedic in nature. 
We also have a high percentage of head wounds and 
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spinal wounds which we classify as neurological. 
 Of course, our highest rate is amputations due to 
the mortars, bombs, mines, and high explosives used 
in war. Traumatic surgery requires the use of large 
amounts of whole blood, blood volume expanders, 
saline solutions, and other substitutes. We also were 
using an experimental frozen blood unit which was sent 
to us from the Bethesda Navy Hospital in Maryland. We 
would spin and type and cross-match blood samples, 
then we would use these experimental packs of frozen 
blood. As you can see, we were quite modernly equipped 
for a fi eld until hospital. The C.B.’s set up a portable 
diesel generator which supplied all of our power.
 We had covered wooden walkways linking our 
buildings together, since our hospital was built in the 
sand close to the beach. Down in front of the building 
was our heli-pad, receiving, and triage area. It was not 
unusual for us to have one hundred wounded and may 
K.I.A.’s (killed in action)laying in our receiving and triage 
area.
 We also had a cast building, a lab, patient wards, 
dental hut, sick call hut, administration hut, and an x-ray 
hut. To help control the dust and blowing sand as the 
choppers landed and took off, we used sand bags laid out 
fl at on the sand with tar poured over them. This was highly 
effective in controlling the blowing sand. We received 
our patients by medical jeep, trucks, chinook, heweys, 
and HK-3 choppers. We also had a Quonset set up as 
a morgue. We all had to wheel our gurneys there many 
times with the K.I.A.’s and the ones who did not make it 
though surgery. It was not unheard of to infuse up to 60 
units (500cc = 1 pint) of whole blood and substitutes in 
one patient in a desperate attempt to save him, only to 
have him be another statistic on the body count report. 
I would then have to sew them up and prepare them for 
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the body bag and morgue. I would then wash the blood 
down the drain and clean the room. The room would 
be needed for the next case.  On and on we worked, 
sometimes past exhaustion, only to be awakened by 
the siren which signalled more casualties coming. As 
a M.A.S.H. unit, we did not operate on a timetable, we 
were on continual call.
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Chapter SevenChapter Seven

A Night of Casualties
—March, 1966
ONE MARINE HAD ALREADY DIED AS A RESULT OF 
massive chest and abdominal wounds. The blanket had 
not been pulled over him; his mouth still gaped open and 
his eyes looked blankly at the ceiling. The second man 
turned out to be the company medic and apparently a 
close friend of the dead man. He had a shrapnel wound 
in his back which was not too serious. He was crying 
quietly, but I suspect not because of his wounds. The 
third wounded man was in x-ray. He took some shrapnel 
in his hand, and from the way one of the doctors talked, 
it was pretty messed up. They fi nally took him up to the 
O.R. where we debrided his wounds for nearly an hour. 
I didn’t think we’d have to take his hand off, but it would 
be a while until we’d know for sure. I wandered back 
down to receiving to see if there were any more people 
to work on and just then two more helicopters landed.
 This is a typical day spent as a M.A.S.H. Surgical 
Tech here at this Field Hospital in Da Nang, Vietnam. 
The experiences are a mixture of my own and others as 
told to me. The stretcher watch woke the duty crew up
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about 04:30 this morning to go to the Field O.R. to do 
surgery. As usual the receiving area is in a state of total 
confusion.
 Normally the O.R. crew don’t carry the litters, 
this is what the stretcher watch is for, but when two or 
more choppers land, everyone helps. They brought six 
people in and then somebody yelled (you have to yell 
to be heard over the deafening roar of the choppers) for 
us to help bring in the K.I.A. (killed in action). When we 
went outside, whoever had yelled at me had suddenly 
disappeared and I was the only person left out there.
 It was still pitch black out except for the light 
thrown off by the helicopter’s beacon lights. These lights 
had the area bathed in an eerie red glow, while the dust 
stirred up by the shoppers blew and stung my eyes. 
 There was one man lying on the ground outside 
of the second chopper where he had been dumped. 
He lay there spread-eagled and I started to pick him up 
under his armpits. Suddenly, my left hand disappeared 
into a huge hole in his left chest. The inside of his body 
was still warm. I looked down at his face and almost 
vomited. Whatever had hit him had carried away the 
entire left side of his head. The dust blew in my eyes, 
the helicopters roared in my ears, louder and louder; I 
couldn’t think, the red lights danced everywhere. I fi nally 
dragged him away to the triage area and covered him 
up.
 We had a belly case, a fractured femur, a foot 
wound, and a young seaman from an aircraft carrier who 
had stepped into the propeller of a moving plane that 
took off the left side of his head. Even with all this, more 
choppers were on the way!     It was not unusual for us 
to have up to one hundred plus men laying in the triage 
(receiving unit) area at a time. Not many people have     
experienced mass triage. The wounds and loss of body 
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A Night of Casualties

parts, the moaning of men in intense pain, the smell 
of dried blood, antiseptic for the wounds, mud, smoke, 
gunpowder, and whirling dirt everywhere from the 
helicopters.
 Sometimes we would cringe at the need when 
they called us to play God, to decide whose wounds 
were priority and who was too badly damaged to even 
take to the table. What do you do when you look in the 
eyes of a man in shock who is drifting away from life, so 
drugged up on morphine and yet still in pain? What do 
you say to that man in pain who is asking, “When do I 
get help!!”
 When I was walking back up to the O.R. I noticed 
someone had taken the blanket off the dead marine; 
a collection of people were standing around staring at 
him. It made me terribly angry so I went over, pulled 
the blanket back over his face and very tersely asked if 
these people didn’t have anything better to do, but stare 
at dead twenty-year-old marine. 
 The whole thing shook me up and it was mentally 
exhausting. The cases went on until well past noon and 
we fi nally got a break to eat chow. Everyone had been 
coming back from the mess hall telling me how good 
the roast beef was, and by the time I got there, the only 
thing they left was hot dogs!!
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Chapter EightChapter Eight

R & R

—March 10, 1966
A TRIP OUT OF VIETNAM, SOUNDED LIKE A DREAM 
come true, yet it was very scary to contemplate returning 
to civilization—then after fi ve days, the horrifying thought 
of going back. This was all we could dream about for six 
months, which had already seemed like a lifetime. It’s 
hard to explain, but six months felt like forever and now 
my dream was going to come true—to go to Okinawa. 
I remember walking down the road one day in front of 
our fi eld hospital and feeling so far away, so isolated, so 
alone from all I had known and wanted to know.
 The team I was sent to Vietnam with was called 
Naval Support Da Nang and was some 700 to 800 
personnel. The destruction of the hospital left a big 
change for many personnel. Most were sent back to 
Okinawa, Japan, and the rest of us that stayed had the 
hardest time since we were in the country the longest. 
Because of this, we were eligible for two R & R trips.  
I took the fi rst trip to Okinawa ,and the second, some 
three months later, to Tokyo, Japan. 
 Okinawa is an island in the Pacifi c Ocean about
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midway between Japan and Formosa. It is the largest 
of the Ryukyu Islands which belong to Japan. Okinawa 
is some 65 miles long and up to 20 miles wide, with an 
area of 454 miles.  Together with several other islands, 
it forms the Okinawa group. Of volcanic origin, Okinawa 
is largely mountainous. It is fringed by coral reefs. The 
moderating infl uence of the Japanese currents give it a 
warm, humid climate. Typhoons often strike in summer 
and autumn. 
 Farming and fi shing are the main occupations of 
the Okinawans. Sugarcane and pineapple are grown 
for export. The chief food crops are: rice, soybeans, 
wheat, and other consumer goods. Many islanders are 
employed by the United States Armed Forces which 
maintain several bases on the island.
 The population of Okinawa was under one 
million in 1966—Naha is the largest city. The people 
are predominantly Japanese and speak a Japanese 
dialect. English is widely understood. There are several  
universities on the island.
 Okinawa was part of a Tyukyu kingdom, which 
for centuries paid tribute to China and Japan. The island 
was annexed by Japan in the 1870’s and held until the 
United States captured it in one of the fi ercest battles 
of World War II. The San Francisco treaty of 1951 
established American administration, but recognized 
Japanese sovereignty claims.
 I remember being at the Da Nang Airfi eld March 
10, 1966, waiting for a stand-by hope (plane) to this 
island. After about one hour I was lined up with a DC9 
jump plane for the trip. At fi rst I was unsure of this fl ight 
since it was a paratrooper jump plane. I thought perhaps 
they would make me jump.
 Once on board this aircraft, it was readily apparent 
it was a jump plane. The seating was as I had always
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seen in the movies—harnesses in a row lining the plane 
from front to back and very open, drafty from the air 
and cold in fl ight.  Our fl ight took fi ve hours. We landed 
in Okinawa and I was bussed to Camp Hansen, At 
this camp we were billeted and orientated to our R& R 
program of fi ve days.
 I stayed in base quarters at night and would 
sightsee each day by cab around the island. The cab 
trips were an adventure in themselves. The driver was 
on the left side and so was the driving. The experience 
was one for a lifetime.  I enjoyed my stay on the island. 
I had time to relax, to have a much needed change of 
pace. I did a lot of shopping in Nahau City and took 
lots of slides with my new camera which I bought there. 
I was very pleased with the low price of the camera 
equipment.
 Despite the pleasant diversions, in the back of 
our minds we knew we still were going back to Vietnam. 
As I look back on all of these experiences, and draw 
on my memory and letters that I wrote home, I am 
continually thankful I returned home. It is the R & R trips 
that I believe made the difference. At least they kept 
the dream of returning home more a reality, bringing 
me a little closer to civilization. I can’t totally explain the 
feelings we had, being so far away from everything that 
was so American to us and feeling the isolation of lost 
feeling all the way to our very bones.
 This is why we would play a trivia game. The 
questions and answers for hours on end would bring 
us a little closer to all those people and things we loved 
and missed. The questions would go something like 
this: “Who sang ‘Itsy Bitsy Teeny Weeny Yellow Poka 
Dot Bikini’?” or “Who played ‘Grandpappy Amos’ on the 
Real McCoy’s?” On and on we played until we couldn’t 
think of any more. These kinds of distractions kept us just 
a little more in touch with reality in such an atmosphere
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of death, so far away from home. 
 The Tokyo trip came well into my stay in Nam, 
and was totally unexpected. I had been unsure whether 
I would get another R & R, so jut at the fi nal moment 
when I didn’t think I could endure anymore, this trip 
bailed out my emotions and helped soothe my weary 
soul.
 Tokyo is Japan’s capital and largest city. It lies 
on the east coast of the island of Honshu, at the head 
of Toky Bay, some fi fty miles from the Pacifi c Ocean, 
with a population close to eight million. Tokyo is one 
of the world’s largest cities. Tokyo is a Japanese word 
meaning eastern capital. The area of metropolitan Tokyo 
is about 780 square miles. Downtown Tokyo is located 
geographically at 35 40’N, 139 45’E. Tokyo time is 
fourteen hours ahead of Eastern Standard time. When 
it is 12:00 noon, Monday in New York City, it is 2:00 am 
Tuesday in Tokyo. Tokyo’s altitude varies from sea level 
to more than 5,000 feet above sea lever. The average 
temperature varies from about 39 degrees Fahrenheit to 
79 degrees Fahrenheit in August. The average annual 
precipitation is about 60 inches. Most of it falls as rain in 
summer and autumn. Tokyo is the leading commercial 
and fi nancial city of Japan. Few Japanese cities rival 
Tokyo as a manufacturing center. Transportation is well 
developed in Tokyo, however, congestion remains a 
serious problem.
 The Imperial Palace is also located in Tokyo. It 
is surrounded by spacious grounds, a series of moats, 
and is the home of the Japanese emperor. Temples and 
shrines, both new and old, are among Tokyo’s most 
notable features.
 After the Japanese surrender, Tokyo became the 
headquarters for the allied occupation government in 
Japan (1945-1952). In the post war period, Tokyo was 
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rapidly rebuilt. High-rise buildings and the expressways
were constructed. Residents of Tokyo adopted many 
American sports. In 1964, it was hot to the Olympic 
games. As you can see, Tokyo is a fascinating place to 
visit.
 My fl ight was to Camp Zama Air Base where we 
were bussed to our fi ve-day stay. When we were thought 
with our briefi ng, I found a cab into Tokyo to the Tokyo 
Hilton where I would be staying. My good buddy from  
Nam had come one day before me and already had a 
room for us in the hotel. I was very pleased with our 
accommodations. They were quite a change for us form 
Nam. Usually when we went on R & R trips we would 
take quite a lot of money. Some guys would blow all of it 
on drinking and girls. I was not the run-around type and 
I spent most of mine on sightseeing and gifts. I am not 
saying I didn’t have a good time. I’m just saying I was 
not as wild as some were for I had just married before 
my trip to Nam and I felt a strong sense of faithfulness 
toward my new wife.
 My good buddy and I spent four days together 
sightseeing and breathing the Japanese culture. We ere 
impressed with the industriousness of the people and 
their dedication to family. The culture there is of a high 
standard than Vietnam. We felt much more comfortable 
there. Unfortunately, our thoughts still seemed to return 
to the constant fact that Nam was only a few days 
away—a dreadful thought.
 We visited Tokyo Tower, the Palace grounds, and 
Mount Fujiama. In fact, we spent a whole day on this trip. 
We rode the super bullet train the one hundred miles 
there, and then tour buses to the lake and mountains. 
The trip even gave way to a speed boat ride on the lake 
at Mount Nieco.  Our four days also included indulging in 
many a different Oriental cuisine,. We certainly enjoyed 
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the fi ne food and variety.     
 Also, we took several night life tours from our 
hotel, enjoying Tokyo night life and shows. We even 
went dancing, all in all, our stay was too short and soon 
it was, Vietnam here we come again, business as usual.
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Chapter NineChapter Nine

A.R.V.N. Special Forces
Camp—Cam-Le

—May 12, 1966, Thursday Evening
TODAY IS THE TWELFTH DAY OF MAY. SEVEN MONTHS 
ago this day I settled down on the airfi eld in this war-
trodden land. I guess by now I should be, by some 
sorts, a veteran to this way of life, but yet, I am each 
day awakened and affected by wars terrible deed as 
would be the newcomer. I am continually drenched with 
the blood of my brothers, as their bodies lay struggling 
for survival on our surgical table, and we, as a surgical 
team try to do that which only God in Heaven can do.
 I just returned from a trip into the fi eld a few days 
ago. I was very impressed with the week spent in this 
Special Forces Camp, among the Vietnamese people, 
administering medical and dental aid. The week was 
very dangerous, and quite primitive, but thanks to the 
Lord’s help I returned safely without harm. I will return 
again at a later date for another week or two. I felt I did 
a great service this week and I would like to offer more 
in the future. During my week in this camp, close to an 
area called Cam-Le, which is in Vietnam, I added many 
new experiences to my account since coming here. 
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We treated some 630 people and pulled some 60 teeth 
this trip. These people are in such a state of political and 
economic decline that their every waking moment spent 
in self-survival. In comparing our society with theirs, 
they are living in the early 19th century.
 Three of us left our fi eld hospital on a Sunday 
afternoon by jeep for the Special Forces Camp. This 
camp was located out past the Da Nang Air Base toward 
the southerly fl ow of the Da Nang River, on Highway #1. 
The river lazily winds its way down the coast and interior 
of South Vietnam. We crossed this mighty river several 
times in our travels during the week. 
 The roads here are French in design and very 
narrow with one-way bridges. This presents quite a 
challenge in travel, especially if one meets a vehicle 
mid-bridge. You see, the roads have been operated by 
the French for years. Now the Navy C.B.’s and Army 
engineers are constantly rebuilding and maintaining as 
the existing road system meets with the casualties of 
war. It was hazardous moving about on these narrow 
roads and streets in this very unfamiliar land, and we all 
were making the best of it. It was, of course, obvious that 
this country is under military control since the majority of 
the vehicles we saw were military 6x, jeeps, tanks, am 
tracks (armored personnel carriers) convoy trucks and 
a menagerie of others. To travel was very dangerous; 
the roads and trails are, in many places, mined or booby 
trapped.
 The roads were full of Vietnamese on bikes, 
ped cabs, mopeds, on foot, carts; and there were 
water buffalo. The rule of thumb was, let the military 
come through; while we went through we held our 
breath hoping a sniper didn’t put a round in our 
heads. Sometimes a kid begging for a piece of gum 
would in exchange, drop a hand grenade on your 
lap. This type of constant uncertainty kept your 
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adrenaline fl owing; mine never stopped, it just raged
at different levels. 
 Picture this if you can; here it is a lazy Sunday 
afternoon, the heat and humidity are almost ninety 
degrees. We are traveling by jeep—three medics and 
one Army Special Forces ranger driving.  We are weaving 
our way down these narrow streets and roads, fi ghting 
ourselves through the chaos on the Sunday afternoon, 
holding our sides so our kidneys won’t hurt because of 
the rough potholes in the roads. The kids swarm our jeep 
as we linger in traffi c, and demand gum and candy. “You 
give us candy, G.I.?,” they exclaim, almost unceasingly. 
If we give them candy we are “number one G.I.,” if we 
don’t, we are “number ten thousand G.I.” and have left 
ourselves open for ridicule or sometimes harm. 
 You see, in their eyes all Americans are rich and 
they are more than eager to share. Of course, from their 
perspective, we are very wealthy. We sometimes give 
in to their demands for gum or candy, and if not, we 
exclaim “de de mow, de de mow!” which is Vietnamese 
for “get out of here”—get the picture?
 We cross the pontoon portable bridge the Marines 
had to build after the Viet Cong bombed out the French 
bridge that leads from our side of the river to the airfi eld 
side and Highway #1. We make sure our weapons are 
ready since we are about to travel almost thirty miles 
out Highway #1, past hill 327 which has been getting hit 
hard recently. We are more intensely alert and excited 
for we were going into country we had not seen before. 
Vietnam is a beautiful country, even though it is war 
torn. I am so impressed with the greenery and tropical 
vegetation,especially since up to this point I have spent 
all my time on the sandy coastal side. We are moving 
inland and a little toward the mountains, which we had 
heard were infested with N.V.A. (North Vietnamese 
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Army or better known as Viet Cong). This is called the
highlands and is populated by the Montaguard who are 
a very rugged people (primitive).
 We travel by the airfi eld just as the phantom jets 
are taking off on a bombing raid. You can almost feel 
their after-burner heat as they come over our heads and 
head to the highlands. We are accustomed to bombing 
raids and air traffi c by now because in our seven months 
here, mentioned earlier, at our fi eld hospital, the mag 
#16 helicopter squadron is based next to us and we are 
used to their constant movement, day and night. In fact, 
when they take off in formation, they come right over our 
hospital and if we didn’t get used to them, we’d never get 
any sleep.
 We continue this afternoon out Highway #1, and 
we see many new places—we pass through villages and 
hamlets and check points along the way.  The Sergeant 
proceeded to tell us more about this area, and the camp 
(also known as a fi re base) we will be using. We pump 
him for all the information we can get. We arrive in camp 
late in the afternoon, just in time for evening chow. Cam-
Le will be our home for the next week or two. This camp 
was originally an A.R.V.N. (Army of the Republic of 
Viet Nam) compound and now is full of special forces 
units from the U.S. Army, Australia, England, and other 
allies. Also, many American advisors and Vietnamese 
instructors are here. Since the camp is Vietnamese, it is 
guarded by the A.R.V.N. soldiers and is very well fortifi ed. 
 The camp is typical of most fi re bases here in 
Nam—nightly fortifi ed, dug-in, and very unapproachable. 
The outer perimeters are mined and booby trapped. 
Then there is a layer of concertina wire, machine 
gun bunkers, placed at intervals around the camp 
boundaries, and then there are the trenches. The 
compound itself is quite primitive in nature. A few 
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structures are left intact from the formerly exiting village. 
There still remains a hand dug well in the center of the 
compound. The camp, as I said, is well dug-in. The 
command post (C.P.) bunker is half under ground, along 
with the mess tent and hooches. The command bunker 
is covered with sand bags and heavy steel gratings. A 
mortar tripod is in the center of it. Fire bases are not 
built to satisfy creature comforts, they display the total 
epitome of self-preservation. Every facet of them is 
designed to preserve human life, or to destroy it. From 
the air or on land, as you approach such a compound, 
there is no mistaking its role in this land. Most of us long 
for the supposed safety of these fi re bases, as we are 
out each day on a mission into hostile or semi-hostile 
territory. I have heard these areas referred to as pacifi ed 
or semi-pacifi ed areas. For instance, Da Nang and our 
hospital compound are considered pacifi ed, which 
means somewhat safe in the day time (ha!) and semi-
pacifi ed. It’s your guess—are you out there Charlie?
 The newcomer to this land has a lot to learn 
about what is said and taught to him before he comes 
here. Don’t get me wrong, I am not saying we have been 
misled or lied to, but the facts speak for themselves, 
time and again out here where the rubber hits the 
road, so to speak. The newcomer usually has all of 
these preconceived ideas about what it is really like 
out in the fi eld from what he has been told and his own 
imagination. All of it is blown to heck when the fi rst shell 
comes in, the fi rst sound of automatic arms fi re, or the 
sound of mortars walking in; yes, all this changes in an 
instant. Your legs turn to royal jelly, your stomach gets 
explosively sick and your emotions do things you have 
never experienced before.
 First off, if you say you are not scared, you are a 
lair. Second off, if you are a John Wayne type, you are not 
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in this war, you must be on a movie set in your own 
mind! From the fi rst seconds, your adrenaline starts
pumping in a way you have probably never experienced. 
Somehow, you are able to function even though your 
mind tells you differently. You may feel totally immobilized 
in fear, yet somehow your sense for survival has swung 
into gear and you are able to do as you have never 
before.
 Danger was here when we landed, and will be 
when we leave for home—twenty-four hours a day, 365 
days a year,13 months in a tour—fear is your constant 
companion and danger, your pillow. 
 How you handle these two companions depends 
on you and your own attitude. They can either defeat 
you or you can ride each wave of terror through to its 
completion.  Whether it is a hot L.Z. (landing zone), a 
trip wire, sniper bullets, the sighting of Charlie, or the 
hundreds of our brothers whom we had tried desperately 
to piece back together—these fl ashbacks come from 
our memory’s movie projectors and these experiences 
remain forever preserved in our mind.

Roy at Cam-Le—A.R.V.N. Special Forces Camp 1966
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Chapter TenChapter Ten

Letters Home

—Sunday, December 12, 1965
DEAREST FATHER, 
 Today is Sunday here in Da Nang, Vietnam, not 
very different from any other day, except for those who 
have a special spot in their heat, reserved for Sunday, 
the Day of the Lord. The fi ghting never ceases, always 
prevailing through darkness and light, but yet the morale 
of the men, who struggle from day to day here, is very 
high. It’s hard to say what keeps them going, might 
be guts, or maybe even faith, or could it be a want for 
freedom, who knows; but these men still fi ght day after 
day, always spreading the good will of our USA.
 I have been one of many in this struggle now for 
several months—to say one does not wish for an end 
would be a lie, for each one is very proud to serve, but 
yet very eagerly awaiting his departure from the place 
of hell. 
   I am doing well here, have grown to appreciate life 
more than words cold express, have saved many lives 
now and lost many too. But yet it give one a feeling of 
belonging to have a part in saving and helping these 
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people to live and rise forth to another day.
 I am working with the Vietnamese in their hospital, 
have learned a little broken Vietnamese language out 
of necessity, for most of our patients are Vietnamese 
war casualties from the hills and outlying villages; we 
receive as many as sixty per day.

—February 2, 1966
Dearest Family,
My goodness here it is another month, time is passing 
rather quickly. I guess long hours and little time off 
keeps us so busy we lose all track of time. I reckon you 
are wondering if I am still in existence, huh? Well thank 
the good Lord, I am still of sound mind and body, a little 
on the tired side, but who isn’t here. We are in a rather 
delicate situation around this area now, with all of the 
action we are having. We sleep with our clothes and 
boots on about half the time. We usually hit the fox holes 
in the middle of the night, about once a week, which 
keeps things interesting around here.  With the 24 hour 
surgical watch we maintain, we lose a little sleep every 
now an then. We all are a little jumpy because we are 
under such pressure, but we all manage rather well.
   I am working surgery again,what a mess! We have 
a helicopter landing pad in our front yard, and so we 
receive our wounded and dead by direct air vac from 
the fi eld. This is quite an effective set-up, and we save 
a lot more lives this way. Surgery wise, we do some 
tremendous, traumatic surgery. You would be horrifi ed 
to see some of the things we see and do, believe me. I 
have no words to describe the terrible suffering and loss 
of brave young men which is continuing each day here 
and ever increasing as time surges onward. It is a shame. 
I pray daily, “Oh Lord, please put an end to this waste of 
human fl esh.” Very terrible wounds, mostly from bombs,  
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shells, and mortars. Lots of small children. We only 
have two Vietnamese doctors. The seven of us fellows 
who work here are fi ling the role of medical doctors. We 
do many surgical procedures, only a doctor is legally 
qualifi ed to do!! We run x-rays, C.S.R. and Intensive 
care, receiving and O.R., do casting, set fractures, and 
administer and order most medications.
 We are given quite a responsibility, yet we re all 
very capable of handling the jobs. I have done surgery 
myself that I would never have dreamed possible. I am 
now able to do it effi ciently. The conditions here are 
worse than one could ever dream, so I won’t waste the 
time trying to describe this place. I will tell more about 
this hospital later.
 We will move out to our Navy fi eld hospital again 
after the fi rst of the year; that is if the Viet Cong don’t 
blow it up again! The fi ghting the last two days has been 
considerable heavier than usual, I won’t go into details, 
you probably read it in the papers anyway.

 Love,
   Roy 

—February 16, 1966
Dearest Grandmother,
 The last time I wrote you Grandmother, I don’t 
believe our hospital had opened yet. Since that time 
many hours of physical labor and sweat have gone 
into this new refuge for the sick and injured. We 
opened our gates for patient care and surgical service 
the 10th day of January. Since that date we have 
continued to build and grow until the present date. 
We now, at the time, are adequately supplied and 
manned to carry out our duties as a station hospital unit.
 I am working the surgical service again, as I was 
so trained many months ago when I attended Operating

Letters Home
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Room Tech School in San Diego. We are an extremely 
important part of this hospital. We work very long hours 
and perform our duties with the utmost of precision, as 
is so very important for us to do at all times. We have a 
helicopter landing pad, located in front of our Receiving 
Unit. These copters commute between the battlefi eld 
and us, bring us the wounded and dead. By using these 
copters for medical evacuation, we are saving many 
more lives, and cutting the time in half that we can 
operate in surgery.
 War is a very terrible thing, but it must be done, 
we all here pray often to the good Lord for help and 
guidance here each day as we go about our endless 
tasks. One becomes very hardened to the conditions 
here, but one never becomes quite accustomed to the 
brutal killing and cries of the sick and wounded, as they 
fi ght for survival here.
 Yes, the war here is still going on and will 
continue to do so for some time, so we all here ask for 
the prayers of all of you good folks along with our own 
to help us all along.
 Grandmother, I received your very welcome 
letter a few weeks ago, sorry I am so slow in a return. 
I hope this small note fi lled with love, fi nds you in the 
best of health and spirits. Send my hello’s to the rest 
of your large family. I think of you all often and miss the 
wonderful days we use to spend on the farm.
   The weather here as of late has been rather warm, 
the summer season is approaching and the heat will be 
terrifi c then.
 Hope you have the moisture you all need for 
your crops this year. Mother mentioned that it had been 
somewhat dry back there.
 Mother has been very worried about me over here 
lately, I only wished she would trust in the good Lord a
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little more as I do. He will see me through good or bad; 
I have experienced this here many times.
 Well, Grandmother, May the Lord bless you with 
much. 

Love,
  Roy

—Thursday, April 7, 1966
Dearest Father,
 The afternoon rays of the radiant sun overhead 
are still throwing their sticky heat upon this land. The 
wind blows the sand into every crack and crevice 
imaginable, and the nights are spent in a sweaty fi ght for 
those precious hours of nightly rest. The thermometer 
last week rose to an unbelievable height, yet it is a 
normal phenomenon here in this far eastern land of 
Asia. 127 degrees was the heat of one day this week, 
may the good Lord bless our air-conditioning units in 
our operating rooms. It would be unbearable if we were 
without these units.
 A very important thing happened on the 9th day 
of March last month. I haven’t mentioned very much to 
you about this, but will let you know now.  As you know 
since you are my father and my parent, I have always 
been a little mixed up sort of a fellow. Well, I guess you 
are wondering what this is all leading to. I guess I am 
trying to lay a background for the new steps I have taken 
here in my life.
 Well, on the 9th day of March, 1966, I was baptized 
in the sparkling blue of the South China Sea. This step 
was an act of affi rmation of my new found life. I have 
accepted Jesus Christ as my personal Lord and Savior. 
By this act of baptism, I brought forth openly my new 
acclaimed faith in the eyes of our Lord and the world.
 Since my arrival here, many months ago, I became 
very conscious of a need for true spiritual guidance, 
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and I have read, studied, and worked with many people 
since in the fruitful search for the truth of God’s Word, 
and now I am happy to say I have found it. The life I 
have lead in the past had no real purpose or meaning, 
it was fi lled with uncertainly and stupidity. I drank, took 
drugs, ran around squandering my paychecks on many 
evil deeds.
 Since my new affi rmation of faith I have been 
very busy in my spiritual growth and maturity. Each day 
I participate in a morning devotional that the Chaplain 
and a few of us hold. I read and study daily as time 
permits. We have a Bible study one night a week and a 
Sunday morning service. We also meet in the evenings 
for prayer, as time permits, for our spiritual growth and 
for the patients admen here in this infested country. I 
can only say the new life I have found is rewarding and 
very happy, as time passes on, I pray that I will prosper.   
 We are very busy here at Station Hospital Da 
Nang Vietnam. The area is infested with the enemy in all 
areas surrounding our compound and outlying terrain.

Will write more later,
                         Roy

—Friday Evening, June 3, 1966
Dearest Mother and Art,
 As I write this, perspiration is dripping from my 
body. The heat is of concern when it gets this hot. I 
should be used to the heat by now, yet the persistence 
of temperature wears us down.
 A slight inactivity in the fi eld action the last week or 
two has given us a few leisure hours. Yet the enemy’s lack 
of activity has helped us get needed rest. We seem to learn 
to adjust or have a temperance to each hardship here.
   Your letters have been reaching me and are a true 
source of encouragement for me. Letters from home



58

help us maintain our peace of mind. I know that my 
brother will probably end up over here eventually. I have 
read several articles President Johnson has published 
in the paper and it sounds as if we are here to stay. 
This seems to be our only alternative. The troops are 
increasing each day here, at present there is a big push 
going on by the Army and Marines around this area. 
They expect to close in from all sides in a big sweep, 
and to run the Viet Cong into the ocean where the ships 
will be waiting to blast away.
 This is bringing a great number of wounded our 
way this last week, and will probably get worse as the 
battle goes on. They hope when this battle is over that 
this area will be a little more secure, we all sure hope 
so.
 This gives you a little inside scoop on the front 
lines (ha). I hope you don’t believe everything you hear 
and see in the papers, and T.V. because sometimes 
they don’t get the facts quite correct.
   I am working in surgery again, the days are long, tiring, 
and just plain discouraging. We work around the clock 
here in surgery and the casualties still keep fl owing in. 
We have a helicopter landing pad in the area of our 
receiving unit and wounded are fl own directly to us from 
the fi eld. We save many more lives this way because 
of the shorter time they have to wait for the help of our 
surgical knife. One gains a very grim attitude of death 
and killing here. Each day I see young men die on our 
tables and think to myself what a terrible waste. What 
pain the loved ones at home must feel when they learn 
of their departing.
 But we must look at the point of view from which 
we are here and as one weighs the two sides, we can try 
to justify the cause. Yet only the good Lord can give us 
the real answer to this question, “Are we doing what is 
right?” The life here is hard, yet rewarding at times. We 
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have spent several nights in our foxholes under the fi re. 
Yet this is all part of the game so we accept it with a little 
remorse. Considering all aspects of this war, I am glad 
to have a part in saving a few lives.
 I do not know whether the Lord will choose to 
bring me back home again from this war. I have never 
said, “God please do...” I have said, “Your will be done. 
This is for You to decide.” I spend much time in prayer 
asking the Lord for His help for these men here. 
 Well, I will say so long for now.

With much love,
Your son, Roy

—Wednesday Morning, July 6, 1966
Dear Father,
   Many days ago I received your wonderful letter... I 
have experienced death, solitude, and misery as never 
encountered in one’s life without a battlefi eld as is found 
here. I have learned to respect the desires, fears, and 
hurts of these people here in this land. I know how they 
live, think and feel because I have lived with them,   
these ‘People to People’ trips have brought me close 
to these people and I have a great respect for them. 
There’s a problem of self survival and they are fi ghting 
for it the only way they know, our responsibility lies as 
citizens, to help educate them, since education is the 
key work to a stabilized social and economical society.
 I would imagine Brother Arthur is pounding the 
drilling fi eld by now; I am anxious to hear from him. 
Seems funny to imagine us both serving Uncle Sam 
together, but yet  so far apart. I pray time will treat him 
well the next two years and that he will leave the service 
a better man than when he entered such as I am. I owe a 
lot to the service, even though I hate it! I have prospered 
in knowledge, wisdom, and fortitude during my stay.
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I am very pleased to hear that your painting is progressing 
smoothly and do hope you will continue your fi ne work. 
 I pray this small writing will fi nd your house in 
prosperous health and may time bring us back together 
as a family again soon.

Love Your Son,
                  Roy

—October 10, 1966
Dearest Mother,
 The time is early morning, the light patter of rain 
giving a rhythmic chorus upon the tin overhead, and 
the sweaty steam from the autoclaves is all apart of the 
early morning hour here at this outpost.
 I am on the night shift. I’ve had to run on this 
shift now since the fi rst of the month. It is a welcome 
change even though it is still a hectic work load for one 
to cover. I sleep during the day, since the beginning of 
the rainy season. The days have been somewhat less 
cooler and the day’s sleep is not hindered too much 
with the ghastly heat of the day.
 Two days ago I was awakened with a surprise! 
My friend from home, stopped by to see me. I 
understand that he is aboard a vessel in the harbor 
here at Da Nang. He is a member of the crew and 
will be here for a few  days. We didn’t chat long, 
seems he was in a hurry to get back. I was invited 
for dinner yesterday but didn’t make the date due to 
the need for sleep. I was quite surprised to see him.
 The month is moving along, not too much 
word on the time I will leave here. Our relief is not 
in sight as of yet and this is what we are waiting 
for. The tension is high among the fellows and the 
tempers are on edge. It seems a year here has 
quite an effect on a human in more ways than one.
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 I will be home soon. To date, I have plans for 
the return to College, as soon as I have picked up a 
few night courses. We will more than likely stay in the 
San Diego area for a year and then I hope to move to 
Washington or some mountainous region of the country. 
I would like to attend a church affi liated school.
 I have received your most recent and most 
pleasant letter; I am please you have found yourself 
and I do give you my best for a most happy future. The 
road to happiness is a long road. One which most of us 
fi nd sooner or later if the Lord has anything to say in the 
matter. 
   I am still waiting for a letter from my brother. I don’t 
even know his address!!  
   I will close this warm letter tonight.

With much love,
   Your son Roy
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Chapter ElevenChapter Eleven

Only By the 
Grace of God

—July 26, 1966
THE FIRST THREE SHELLS WERE HEARD PASSING OVER,
and their impact was felt as the surface of the earth 
trembled from their destructive power, as they tore 
through the sand. The shells were sixty-millimeter 
mortar shells, and have a propelling distance up to 
two thousand yards; this is a very deadly and accurate 
weapon. As their shells pierced the atmosphere and 
sailed through space, they made a very distinguishable 
sound, and were easily recognized. One can just as 
easily identify the distinct sound of the fi ring and landing 
of many of the different war weapons of destruction.
 It is July, 1966. Darkness has just fallen; the heat 
of the day is slowly diminishing and the peace of the 
evening is felt upon the land. For the men concerned 
in this writing, this was just like any other day. The heat 
had been almost unbearable, and the day had worn on 
endlessly, until the refreshing coolness of the evening 
breezes were felt, as the last rays of the sun faded away 
behind the horizon. This evening, unknown to the men, 
the Marble Mountain Field Hospital would become a
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frightful place for what seemed like an eternity. 
 As the hands of the clock reached 18:00 hours, 
the fi rst of the mortars were heard coming in. This was 
totally unexpected, and the chaos that followed was 
alarming. Men were seen evacuating the many buildings 
with such haste and uncontrolled panic that many were 
injured, many ran into objects, and received ugly looking 
bruises. Still others, while madly dashing about, collided 
with each other and sustained innumerable scratches 
and abrasions over their anatomy. For many, the event 
was an experience worth recounting, while for others 
this was like any event out of the pages of Newsweek 
Magazine. This left many very confused or disoriented.  
 The “Old Timers” were looked upon for help and 
advice. Within minutes of the fi rst shell, all trenches and 
available shelters were occupied. This left many to fi nd 
what little shelter they could and to pray for their safety. 
The fact still remains that this is a hospital and we have 
many patients who are bedridden. This leaves many 
medics and patients at the mercy of the attackers so the 
ones occupying the shelters are the more fortunate.
 The fi rst minutes are always the worst ones, 
since this is the period when all are in a so-called 
state of mental shock or shutdown, and all senses and 
coordination are momentarily at a disadvantage; and 
each in his own way suffers in this period of time.
 The fi rst three minutes have passed, and I am in 
a bunker outside the pharmacy, since this was the fi rst 
place I found as I raced for cover from the receiving unit. 
I am in a very disoriented state for the fi rst few minutes, 
and I am now starting to regain my sense of perception 
and stability. I am very scared; I had been through this 
many times before yet each time is as new as the fi rst.           
   The bunker I am taking refuge in is not more than 
four feet deep and has a perimeter of several feet. 
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Fortunately, I was one of the fi rst in, and was on the 
bottom and near the corner. As the men piled in, I would 
soon be crushed with the many bodies about, and on 
top of me. I didn’t mind because this offered me just that 
much more protection. The fi rst three shells were the 
fi rst indication of the attack, but as the minutes ticked 
on, the pounding of the shells became very intense and 
each one seemed to land nearer to our place of refuge. 
All were very well aware of the fate we faced if one 
should land a direct hit and the prayers were many. 
 The debris and shrapnel from the exploding 
shells was felt as it scattered across the tops of the 
buildings and our backs which were exposed tot the fate 
of the unknown. The minutes ticked on each seeming 
like an eternity. The butler building which housed the 
mess hall was hit fi rst. Within minutes the latrine and 
showers located in a structure not more than fi fty feet 
away were seen to take a shell, to be followed with one 
near the orthopedic patient ward a distance of less than 
fi fty feet.  
 By this time, the Marines holding the perimeter 
guard in the rear of the compound, could be heard 
returning mortar and small arms fi re and tracer rounds 
could be seen fl ying all about. This was the time to be 
sure your head was down and out of sight with all of the 
armament fl ying around. As the minutes edged on, the 
fi ghting seemed to take on new intensity and many of us 
were summoned from the bunkers to take our weapons 
and offer more fi re power on the rear perimeter line.
 As I crawled from the hole, I was very much in 
favor of disobeying orders, staying where my senses 
said it was safer, yet call of duty told me differently. My 
buddy and I  started running madly toward the receiving 
unit to help with the wounded who were starting to make 
their way there for medical aid. We approached the rear
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of the building, when suddenly, we were blinded by a 
brilliant fl ash of light. I felt my body moving through the 
air. A 60 mm mortar hit the A.S.T. hut, one door away. 
It exploded so close to us we were enveloped in the 
percussion of its power. I thought we were history at 
this point; my ears were ringing with pain. I could not 
see for what seemed like an eternity. I yelled out to my 
buddy, “Hey, what happened?” I proceeded to do a body 
parts count on my arms and legs. I was sure I had lost 
one or more. My glasses had disappeared and I hurt 
all over. I was totally shook up, and I heard my friend 
say, “Where are we? Are we alive or have we arrived 
in the hereafter?” As we were lying there almost afraid 
to move, we clawed around in the dark looking for our 
glasses and tried to pull ourselves together enough to 
realized that we would not be on the next day’s body 
count.
 We were two very fortunate young men, you see, 
the next day we found out that the missile had exploded 
on impact as it hit the roof above us and it continued on 
through. The shrapnel had been absorbed by the inside 
of the hut, and consequently had saved our lives.
 Crazy way to live! Yes, we were alive and 
functional, other than a few scratches and abrasions, 
much to our amazement.  We scrambled to our feet and 
fi nally reached the helo-pad and the receiving triage 
area; the wounded had already begun to be med-a-
vacced in from MAG #16 across on the China Sea. 
 “Charlie” was usually more interested in the 
choppers than the hospital as a target. This time, our 
Med Hospital was just in the way.
 The attack left various size holes in our buildings. 
The holes let the light shine out and it looked real weird. 
The fi ring was soon to subside. We began to evaluate 
our casualty infl ux, we charted sixteen wounded and 
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fortunately not one K.I.A. (killed in action). You could 
never fi gure the why’s and how’s of who made it and 
who didn’t, but tonight we knew we were alive only by 
the Grace of God. 

Only By the Grace of God
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Chapter TwelveChapter Twelve

A.R.V.N. Special Forces
Camp (Wall Bang II)

—June 29, 1966
THE EARLY MORNING BEAMS OF SUNLIGHT CAST THEIR 
spectrum of colors over my face at this dawning of a 
new day. I slowly rolled over in my resting place to avoid 
its presence. The morning is one of many in the outpost, 
located in a Special Forces A.R.V.N. (Army of Republic 
of Viet Nam) compound, known as Wall Bang II. The 
compound is a little different in that we can sleep in 
the open or in a tent. Despite our location, most of our 
needs are pretty well covered.
 This was my second adventure with the People 
to People Program of Medical Aid. The excitement of 
the new day was pulsating within my body as the day’s 
routine started. Soon I was up and dressed. I found my 
shaving gear and soap and now I was off to the well, to 
pull from its darkened depths, some of its cool waters 
for my morning shave. The coolness was a great help in 
wisping away the nights’ sleep from my eyes. This task 
fi nished, I was set for the morning meal.
 Our meals are usually simple, but quite nourishing. 
They are prepared by who ever wakes up fi rst and 
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starts the coffee to boiling. We have a stove to cook on, 
so it makes the ordeal almost enjoyable. The mess is a 
reasonably comfortable place to eat. 
 As the morning utensils are put aside, I set about 
the task of replenishing the supplies in our medical 
boxes, which accompany us on our daily sick call 
rounds. These boxes are 4’ x 18” x 18” in size. They 
have a large strap and are hinged on both sides at the 
top. They are used for housing our supplies. The kits 
are a constant asset to us and they travel with us from 
village to village. One will fi nd quite a stock of drugs, 
bandages, tapes, and other essentials in these boxes. 
One contains medicines and medical supplies for 
internal use. The other houses surgical needs, ranging 
from scalpel blades to the smallest Band-Aid. I will let it 
be known at this point that although our primary mission, 
or should I say purpose, is medical aid, we also perform 
many other services as well. 
 For instance, we may in one village alone see 
some one hundred people and they have a need for 
such bare essentials as soap. Soap is quite a sought 
after item on our trips. We pass out many a handful of 
soap—one would almost believe it was candy. This is a 
big source of enjoyment and help to these people, since 
50% of their medical problems arise from inadequate 
use of good old soap and water. Seems rather hard to 
believe, doesn’t it?
 We also give out dolls, clothes, toys, and a 
few other unmentionables. The joy and bewilderment 
that is expressed upon some of their faces as they 
receive these gifts, is just too precious for words. 
It is hard to imagine, but many of these people have 
never been more than several thousand meters away 
from their birthplaces in these villages and these new 
strange, foreign objects brought into their primitive
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environment have quite a startling effect. Where these 
trivial objects would be meaningless to one of us, they 
have just the opposite effect on these people, and with 
this the American now becomes their friend, we hope.
 Our mode of travel to and from the many villages 
is a jeep and a small utility trailer. Our party consists of 
four corpsman, one of which is a surgical tech, myself, 
and of course, our dental tech, whose role here is very 
important also. The teeth of these people are in a sorry 
state, and as we travel about, he is kept very busy.
 During our two weeks travels, we counted some 
eight hundred patients seen and treated in our medical 
log book, not to mention the some hundred and sixty 
teeth our dental aid pulled.
 Many of the areas were so remote, travel 
was nearly impossible by motor jeep; we would then 
proceed on foot, packing our gear much as one might 
expect to see on an African safari. At times we were 
forced to use small boats, called sam pans. They are 
so called because they are used for shallow water 
fi shing. These small crafts assist us on our journey 
across stretches of the dark muddy depths of the 
mighty Da Nang River. Still, at other times we scale 
our way across small bridges made of a combination 
of bamboo planks and vines woven and pounded into 
the think muddied depths of the endless rice patties. 
 Each day we fi nd our way into thee villages, 
at times with the aid of a small crumpled-up map 
which we carry with us. Upon arrival into a village, 
the announcement of our arrival is spread throughout 
the village by the chief. Our interpreter then starts 
his very tiring job of logging in our patients and 
translating their ailments to us. This goes on for several 
hours until we have taken care of the entire village. 
I might mention at this point that upon arriving in the 
village, we usually set-up in the school house or one 
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of their own homes.
 Having fi nished our care of the people, we are 
often offered an invitation to stay and eat with the village 
chief. Most of the houses in the villages are very crude 
and primitive, having dirt fl oors and thatched straw 
roofs. The food usually varies from rice to pork or fi sh 
heads with leaves boiled to make vegetables. Their tea 
was a very strong mixture, usually made by boiling very 
huge leaves and it is quite refreshing. Most Americans 
would probably pass up this opportunity to eat and visit 
with these people in their own surroundings, but I found 
it quite fascinating. We always eat with chopsticks so 
this added to the excitement of this event.
 Each day we usually fi nd our way into two villages. 
We leave Wall Bang II area early and return by noon to 
return again in the afternoon to another village. Many 
days we pack C-rations and pack-in-all day, usually 
returning to camp just before dusk. 
 We were constantly heavily armed during our stay, 
and always alert for any aggressive actions from the Viet 
Cong. Most of our territorial access has been pacifi ed 
or semi-pacifi ed, but yet we are continually running the 
threat of enemy encounter. One such instance arose on 
a morning as we were slowly entering the perimeter of a 
village, not realizing that just several hours earlier mortar 
had pounded its radius. The village was a mess, and the 
evidence of the tragic happenings were evident on their 
fear stricken faces. We immediately set forth to help 
treat the injured, and to console the families of the dead. 
Minutes later, a patrol of A.R.V.N. soldiers came rushing 
into the village. They informed us we should clear out 
since a complete platoon of Viet Cong. were reported 
not more than several hundred meters in the rear. This 
was no time for us to mess around so we packed and 
left the scene. Fortunately, we had no trouble. Many
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days are such in nature—the enemy  in the near 
shadows of the trees, rice paddies and at times as we 
learned later, we even treated many Viet Cong.

A.R.V.N. Special Forces Cam (Wall Bang II)

Roy exiting fi eld operating room #1  1966
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Roy with Vietnamese doctor at Wall Bang II 
(Medical Aid Station A.R.V.N. camp
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—February 14, 1966
WHEN I THINK ABOUT ORPHANS AND ORPHANAGES,  
I am always reminded of the many that were victims 
of the Vietnam War. Today the news is always full of 
pictures and orphans of the third world countries. Yet 
when my mind starts fl ashing back to Asia, as it often 
does, I always feel pangs of distress for the many kids 
who were caught up in a time of history that I believe 
dealt them a losing hand.
 I remember my fi rst encounter with the evidence 
of orphans or street kids. This was the night we landed 
in Da Nang and were waiting for a water taxi at the Da 
Nang Harbor. The sights, smells, and sounds of this 
new land were still being digested by my senses. As 
I was sitting on the dock, I heard a commotion to the 
left of me and I saw two small boys, and a girl who 
was somewhat older than them. I remember they were 
scantily dressed, dirty, and appeared to be begging for 
food. It also appeared they were living and sleeping on 
the streets of Da Nang.
 It was very evident that the girl, who was by four or 
fi ve years the senior to the two boys, was their appointed
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guardian. She was very streetwise and cocky, as she 
eyed us transplants from another culture, which was 
more than noticeable to them. The boys were very 
curious about us, yet the girl was very cautious as 
she scrutinized us. The boys were anxious to glean 
something of value from us, the American G.I.’s and 
they knew all the tricks to get their reward. The girl, we 
learned, was named Nancy, apparently since she did 
not know her name and the boys we just called Em for 
little ones.
 Nancy had a look in her eyes that I can still see 
even to this day. It testifi ed to a long life of hardships,yet 
she was barely twelve or thirteen years old. She was 
very sure of herself, protective, and it looked as if she 
could even be ruthless if she were pressed into a corner. 
Apparently, the threesome was the result of a war worn 
land and its survivors.
 I remember as the weeks turned into months and 
the months into a year that this trio were always visible 
around Da Nang. The girl soon became the victim of 
the prostitute night life, probably to support the others. 
She could be seen later on the streets of Da Nang riding 
in one of the bicycle pedal cabs. Apparently, the Boom 
Boom houses had made her over and she looked many 
years older than her age.
 The fi rst three months of my tour in Asia were 
centered around the city and harbor of Da Nang, and 
I began to see more and more orphans. As a medic, I 
naturally seem to have much compassion and empathy 
toward others. I worked in the Vietnamese hospital for 
several months and many, many of our patients were 
orphans. After treatment and healing, we would then 
place them in one of the local orphanages.
 The U.S.O.M. Hospital was bulging with civilians  
and the majority it seemed were children. We would play with 
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the children and my buddy would play his harmonica to 
entertain them. I would give the boys haircuts with my 
clippers and they would beg me to be next in line. We 
would try to teach them some English as we worked with 
them, and they in turn would teach some Vietnamese to 
us.
 The children seemed to always be in good spirits 
even though they were in such hardship. They would not 
complain much. If they did, they would point to what hurt 
and say either dow or dow ouau. This is Vietnamese 
for pain or much pain. It seemed that no matter where 
we were or what we would be doing there were always 
many children watching and waiting for some sign of 
recognition.
 As I was reviewing much of the material I have 
saved from Vietnam to help with these writings, one thing 
comes to my attention. Many of the pictures I had taken 
were of the children. This is when it became apparent to 
me that the children were a big part of Vietnam and my 
experience there. In an earlier chapter entitled Miracle 
of Em, I captured the importance of the young life and 
its signifi cance to me in Nam. In fact, that story was 
one of the main reasons I started this writing. Yes, the 
children were important and had suffered much and I 
carried much of this hurt all through the years.
 Later in Vietnam, I was transferred to the 
Marble Mountain Medical Hospital, and from there we 
would visit the two orphanages which were near our 
compound. Usually there would be four or fi ve of us who 
would drive up the road toward Camp Tenshaw and visit 
the Catholic Sister and Bishop at the two facilities. One 
was a small building which was mostly for infants and 
babies. The other, a large four story cement building, 
not quite complete, for the varying ages of girls and 
boys.
 We always would visit and lend a hand in any

Orphans—Casualties of War
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way we were able to on these special visits.
 Some of the pictures speak for themselves. The 
great increase in the war over the next decade, I’m 
sure, brought an astronomical amount of children to 
these orphanages.  Also, the many Anglo-Vietnamese 
offspring who were left behind, when the G.I.’s left this 
land added to these numbers.

Orphans Field Hospital 1966
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Chapter FourteenChapter Fourteen

Going Home

GOING HOME? THIS WAS THE BIGGEST QUESTION MARK 
in our mind during our stay in Nam. A question none of 
us could answer. A question we would like to be a reality. 
I remember the impact of this; it started long before I 
went to Nam. Most of us were doubtful we would make 
it through the thirteen grueling months of horror that was 
normal routine in Asia. Most of us had already talked 
to buddies who had come home wounded or mentally 
maimed, so we already had many preconceived ideas 
as to our destiny there. I was no different. I knew three 
buddies who did not return home. Plus many wounded, 
makes am impact on our frame of mind—you better 
believe it did on my mind!
 I was pretty convinced I might not make it home. 
I even gave some of my clothes away before departing. 
My attitude before I left was rotten and I made things 
miserable for myself and others. I was upset that my 
wife, having the Jehovah Witness belief I left, did not 
support me going to war and defending our fl ag. I was 
angry over this.
 I tried to cope with this in many ways—fi rst to deny, 
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or ignore it. Second, since I was a medic, I had access 
to hospital drugs, and I had learned to lean on them for 
support. Third, I would use alcohol, either beer, wine, or 
sometimes hard liquor. As always, it only numbed the 
feeling. I used these substances even before I reached 
Asia so things didn’t change much and I continued to 
use these momentary medicaters regularly when I got 
in a land where they were even more accessible.
 I remember very well one night in Nam. There 
were three of us in a bunker on night perimeter guard 
duty. I was freaking out because of the incredible fear 
associated with the danger of war, especially on night 
guard post. One of the most terrifying experiences was 
looking into the dark and freaking out that you can’t see 
anything and you just know everything is the enemy. All 
you really know is you want to just go home. 
 This night in question. I took fi ve kinds of pills 
trying to cope with my fear, and as would be expected, 
almost overdosed. My two buddies had to hold me 
down because I went half berserk saying and doing 
wild things. I wanted to be a one many army and go get 
Charlie single-handedly. Not a pretty picture.
 Another such case of hyper-anxiety happened 
some months later in our O.R. Late in the evening, my 
buddy and I would go into the O.R. on nights when we did 
not have casualties and lay on tour tables. At fi rst, it was 
just to relax and cool off. This was one of the few places 
we had air conditioning because of surgery. Soon we 
started experimenting with the anesthesia gas, in order 
to get high and to numb our emotions to the realties 
of war mongerism. We mainly only experimented with 
nitrous oxide (laughing gas). Sometimes we would mix 
fl uthrane, penthrane, and a little O2 (oxygen). Dangerous 
you say? Well, just being there and the reality of maybe 
not going home was reason enough for us to say, “Oh
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and I panicked at the thought of an Article 15 on my 
record, so I cooled my jets from then on, in other 
words—I quit.
 Going home, how many times did we think such 
thoughts or mull these thoughts over in our minds—a 
million times. Who’s counting?— until the day we would 
set foot on the good old U.S.A. Yes, we would think of 
little else. We would fantasize until we were out of mental 
pictures, then we would start through our packs of letters 
and photos from home and revive our memories. We 
would play trivia games for hours on end, especially in 
the O.R., if we were having mass casualties for hours 
and days. The time seemed to pass a little quicker, and 
for a moment (now, just a moment), we would bring just 
a little nostalgia our way.
 Some would smoke marijuana, which was 
heavily available on the black market, yet since it was 
only sixty-fi ve and sixty-six, we were not introduced to 
the heavy profi teering in drugs that escalated as the 
war gained momentum. I remember one such night in 
a small roadside bon de bon hooch outside our special 
forces camp. We were drinking La Rue (Vietnamese 
beer). There were three Americans, three or four 
Vietnamese, and a Mamasan who had served us the 
beer. We were trying to converse in broken Vietnamese.  
One of the older men passed around what looked like a 
cigar. Each one would take a puff and when it came my 
turn I was no chicken. The next thing I knew, my head 
was doing funny things and the whole table started 
cracking up. The joke was on me, for what I thought 
to be a large Vietnamese cigar was far from innocent. 
You see, this was common in the Orient along with the 
chewing of betel nut and the spitting of it like tobacco. It 
was considered maturity for the older women to blacken 
their teeth out with the nuts.
   80
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Well, you say, there sure were a lot of crazy things going 
on over there, and you’re probably right. I have named 
only a few of the ways we would cope with the anxieties, 
uncertainties, and boredom of the war, trying not to think 
about time and how it would drag on until the time we 
made our E.T.A (estimated time of arrival) in good ol’ 
U.S. of A.
 Were we welcomed home? Good question. One 
answer I am still wondering about some thirty years 
later. Most of us had seen news footage of World War II 
returning heroes and how they were given big parades. 
Still others of us had talked to dads, uncles, or friends 
who had related many stories. I remember one in 
particular from my Uncle Smith who was in the Army. 
As a boy, I always told my buddies about my uncle who 
was in war and was my hero.
 I know I had many questions in my mind over 
thirteen months as to the reception we would receive 
on the return. I know I had decided if I made it back 
I would, as a fi rst tribute to home, kiss the runway on 
disembarking the aircraft. I did just that! Right there at 
Travis A.F.B. near San Francisco, California.
 The last few weeks in country, for Nam Vets 
were the worst because we had our short times 
calendar almost used up, and our D.E.R.O.S. (date 
estimated return over seas) was almost a reality. Our 
apprehensions were very high. I remember almost 
being unable to contain myself thinking about home 
and reviewing the letters I had received from loved ones 
expecting my return home.
 I remember an experience that happened just 
weeks before my D.E.R.O.S. this experience has a 
lasting impact on me, even to this day. Funny how these 
eventful fl ashbacks are ever with us vets. This event 
took place one late afternoon in September of 1966 
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as we were experiencing heavy casualties from the 
Highlands. I remember this day as if it were only 
yesterday.  
 I remember I was in charge of Field O.R. #2 
that day, and we were trying to move the casualties 
through the O.R. smoothly. We were experiencing a 
heavy infl ux. I remember the medics bringing a Marine 
in on a portable stretcher, and we carefully moved him 
over onto our O.R. table. He had received multiple 
fragments from a frag grenade. From all appearances 
he was almost comatose on arrival from the triage area 
and the chopper. I helped the anesthesiologist get 
him ready for a general anesthetic since he appeared 
to have abdominal wounds along with the massive 
debridements which would be needed. This black 
Marine was some 6’4” and must have weighed close to 
200 pounds. If my memory serves me right, I believe he 
was a corporal and in a line combat unit in the Central 
Highlands. His unit had taken heavy action and many 
were med-evaced to us. 
 We soon had him ready for our pre-operative 
procedure and aseptic prep with betadine solution. 
During the intubation process for anesthesia, I took 
the time to start this surgical operative chart and to go 
through his personal effects which was a requirement. 
I found the normal belongings in his jungle fatigue 
pockets as we had cut his uniform off him on the table. 
A C-rat can opener, a pocket knife, wallet, cigarettes, 
lights, dog tags, and a letter from his wife, dated a few 
weeks before. 
 I tagged and enveloped his personal belongings 
and then read the letter seeing if I could gain any 
information on him other than what is required on his 
dog tags. As I read the letter, I suddenly felt a wave of 
emotion sweep through my body, for in the letter his 
wife was overjoyed about his D.E.R.O.S. which would 
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be one week away from this night. Heavy duty! Amen. 
 I fought back a tear and continued on with my 
preparation work. I soon scrubbed for surgery and 
proceeded to prepare my surgical instruments for this 
procedure. The two doctors soon came in and I gowned 
and gloved them, and we waited for the green light from 
the anesthesia to start. We heard that the patient was 
somewhat stable in all his vital signs, so we proceeded 
as our surgeons asked me for the scalpel and hemostats.
 As I stated before, we had considerable 
debridement to do, except when we had other critical 
wounds they took fi rst priority. This was the case here, 
so we started on his abdomen since he had abdominal 
bleeding. We proceeded to open the abdominal cavity, 
with the scalpel going through the skin, sub-cue tissue, 
fassia tissue, and fi nally in the perineal cavity. This is 
where all the organs are and it appeared his colon was 
perforated along with the spleen. Tremendous loss of 
body fl uids and bleeding were making it hard to keep 
the patient stable in his vital signs.
 After several hours of surgery, we were unable 
to stop the massive bleeding the two surgeons broke 
surgery and left me and the anesthesiologist alone in 
the room; then just me.  This was always a very heavy 
time for me because I would be alone with the dead 
patient and have the duties of preparing him for the 
portable morgue. This was probably the toughest test 
of time for me; the loss of casualty, seconded only by 
multiple amputation. The loss of life, especially due to 
tremendous trauma make a life long impression on the 
tablets of ones heart, and is hard to forget or erase, 
especially when we faced this kind of event during mass 
casualties, day over and over.
 Picture if you can, all of a sudden I am alone in 
the O.R. fi lled with the stench of dead fl esh and blood  
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everywhere, and it was my job to fi x the body up and
clean the O.R. I just wanted to run out of there screaming. 
It’s not fair, it’s not fair—instead, as usual I would stuff 
my emotions and try to numb them some more in order 
to stay sane. Trying to stay sane in Nam was a tall order; 
who was to say what sanity was or who was sane.
 As I stood there staring at this young man I had 
to face the reality once again that this could have been 
me; why wasn’t it? Suppose he could voice his opinion 
now and I am sure he would say, “man, this isn’t fair.” 
It bothered me because we would always tell them, it’s 
going to be all right. They would sometimes look at us 
before surgery and say, “Am I going to make it doc?” 
“Why sure,” we could positively say. Or they would say, 
“Am I going home doc?” and we would reply, “Marine, 
you have just bought yourself a one-way trip home!”
 The silence of the room all of a sudden was 
deafening to me and I shook myself back to reality and 
began the grueling task at hand. First, I had to put all 
of his organs and colon back into his body, and then 
proceed to sew him up with cat-gut and surgical silk. 
Then I had to get him reasonably cleaned up from all of 
the bloody mess, then pack his body orifi ces to prepare 
him for the morgue.
 This one night in particular, I remember being 
really distraught since I had read this letter from his wife 
and as my buddy and I wheeled him to the morgue on 
the gurney, I remember us talking to him saying, “Sorry 
buddy,” patting him on the shoulder and saying how 
sorry we were. Wild you might say, yet it kept us half 
way sane in Nam. 
 Going home, you say, well I did make it to my 
D.E.R.O.S. even though each day seemed like a year 
and a year, an eternity. It was October 20, 1966 and I 
was on my way to Camp Ten Sha to process out, then 
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await until October 21 and my return fl ight from the Da
Nang Airfi eld by Pan Am Commercial jet. We laid over in  
Yuchota, Japan then into Travis Airforce Base, near San 
Francisco, California.
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—October 23, 1966
DAYS OF HEALING, WHAT DO YOU MEAN? I AM HOME 
aren’t I? I made it didn’t I? I have all my body parts and 
I look about the same, maybe a little older. People and 
family expect me to be the same; I am not sure I can 
ever be the same. How could I? I did change, inside, in 
my head and heart. Man, what am I going to do about 
it? You know, I don’t know. Everyone expects business 
as usual, especially the Navy. I don’t know what it is but 
I am all mixed up inside. I wish I could talk with someone 
about what’s going on in my guts right now. I thought we 
were supposed to get some sort of debriefi ng? I wish I 
felt like the last thirteen months mattered to someone. 
No one wants to talk about it, let alone say “welcome 
home—job well done.” I guess I’ll just do what everyone 
expects me to do, stuff it all away and not bother anyone 
with my “stuff.” I want to scream! I’m so...frustrated, so 
angry. “Why, Lord, why?”
  I remember how unsure I was of everyone and every-
thing on my return. The fi rst day home, I was exhausted 
for not having slept properly for the last three days
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(let alone, thirteen months). I had just crawled into bed 
when a car backfi red outside on the street. Automatically, 
adrenaline pumping, I tried to dive for cover under the 
bed! This was my fi rst indication that I was going to have 
some rough adjustments. Most people, by this time, 
were scared of “those crazy Vietnam vets,” and thought 
we were weird. Not a comforting thought. I longed for 
some reassurance...some support, not the negative 
moments, jokes, and head shaking that forced me to 
retreat even deeper into myself.
 Returning from Nam, I had some very serious 
family matters to face which added to my already heavy 
knapsack. These issues weighed heavily on my heart. 
Now I had to sort them out along with the ones I was 
attempting to sort from Nam.  All this pressure was start-
ing to eat away at me. I had a thirty day leave which I 
took. Then I spent my last three months in service playing 
war games at Thirty Second Street Naval Station, San 
Diego, California. Everyday I reported to the U.S.S. 
Jason AR8 (a Navy warship preparing to ship out for 
Nam).  I was assigned to the surgical room and sick bay 
of the ship, I wanted to participate in war preparation 
like I wanted a hole in my head!! I just wanted to forget 
Nam, and here it was—ninety more days of reminders. 
I was scared stiff they would send me back. If this ship, 
was scheduled to head off to Nam while I was on board, 
would change my discharge date to January 7, 1967 
and I would have to go back to Nam. The ship sailed for 
Nam one day after my discharge and I was a nervous 
wreck. 
 I used to talk to the doctor on the ship and tell him 
how I was feeling, my stomach being sick and burning 
and dizzy and weak, He would just pass it off and say, 
“All you Nam vets have similar things and it will pass.” 
It never did and I didn’t get better. I remember the day I
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got my discharge physical. I begged the doctor to run 
some tests, something was not normal, he also sloughed 
it off. I was furious! I said, “Just sign my papers and get 
me out of this Mad House Navy.” 
 I was so mad and discouraged at this point that I 
went to my car across the street, removed my uniform, 
took my whole sea bag and stuffed it into the nearest 
dumpster. Then I drove home and informed my wife we 
would be moving to the High Sierra Mountains to a place 
called Bishop. Funny how it seemed so right to head for 
the mountains. Little did I realize, at this point, we vets 
have a tendency to run to the mountains when we can’t 
deal with or control an issue in our lives. I know, even 
to this day some thirty years later, I still want to run at 
times, when others don’t’ understand.
 I wasn’t spit on as some of the guys returning home 
were, nor was I verbally harassed. The disappointment 
of rejection, misunderstanding and disapproval were still 
very evident. I am not sure how I would have handled 
being spit on or called baby killer. I was already on 
overload and I didn’t need more. You see, I even went 
so far as to burn my two years inactivity reserve card.
 My problems with burning or pressure in my 
stomach and chest were constant for the next ten months. 
Several doctors in Bishop Clinics and the hospital tried 
to help, to no avail. After about one year, we moved 
back to San Diego. It seemed that I did have a serious 
problem because the burning, dizziness, weakness, 
and pressure were soon to be diagnosed by doctors 
in El Cajon, California as gastrointestinal distress. For 
the next number of months, until August, 1969, I was a 
guinea pig for every healing diet that showed up in print 
and that only frustrated me more.
 For the next two years there were many, many
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doctors and hospital visits. I worked whatever jobs my 
strength would allow. Finally in July of 1969, I was at the 
end of my rope; I had been told that if I would take six 
months from work that possibly I would heal. I wasn’t 
convinced this would work.
 You see, I had come home from Vietnam with 
a new love in my heart after the 9th of march, 1966. I 
wrote about this in letters home. I explained how I had 
given the drivers seat of my life over to our Creator, and 
had demonstrated this by water baptism. After I had 
openly declared this in Vietnam, I started witnessing to 
my family in letters and praying for their salvation. I got 
involved with a prayer group and became the Chaplain’s 
helper and changed my daily habits. Because of this 
radical change, I was highly ostracized by my buddies 
who I had previously caroused around with.
 Lots of fi ngers were shook at me. Nevertheless, 
I stood my ground since I knew I had found everlasting 
life in Christ. I was promised divine protection and 
eternal life. I even wrote home telling my family that my 
life was in God’s hands and if he willed it or not, I would 
return from Vietnam. I realize this must have been a real 
shock, yet my sincerity was genuine. Our little prayer 
group spent many hours praying for those who came 
into our local orphanage as time would permit.
 I remember a very special experience that took 
place in April or may of 1966. The surrounding areas 
of Da Nang were experiencing heavy action and our 
hospital was always a shelter or refuge for many Red 
Cross workers and Christian missionaries. I was so 
blessed at these times because the Missionaries would 
attend our morning prayer and devotional at the recently 
built chapel.
 A lasting memory in my heart happened one early 
morning as we all met in the chapel and our Chaplain
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conducted our prayer meeting. I remember sitting next 
to a man who was twice my age and I believe, from 
Germany. His countenance radiated a love that I have 
never forgotten even to this very day. I asked the good 
Lord for this same love to radiate from me. That morning 
we prayed for one lady and her children who were with 
us. Her husband had been killed the week before. She 
told us she would stay and continue their work. I was 
so taken by her decision. I soon realized that this love 
of Christ was so real in these people that they had 
complete trust in God—even unto death. This helped 
me to realize that my new faith was controlled by God.
 I have always been eternally grateful for these 
times with these dear people. Many seeds were planted 
deep in my soul from these meetings. I will never forget 
the prayer of this man as he sat next to me. I felt like I 
was in heaven and he was speaking to Father God.
 As you see, I believe my coming home was not a 
mistake on God’s part. I believe I had divine protection 
and had given my life over to God to decide my destiny. 
Two years later, after my return home I was in deep 
despair because, since I came home, I had unknowingly 
compromised my new found faith, and was studying 
with Jehovah Witnesses.
 I believe that due to my physical condition, lack 
of shepherding, and very little knowledge of the Bible 
that I unknowingly compromised my belief when I 
returned home. I believed I was doing a good work by 
this acceptance of their doctrine. Little did I realize until 
sixteen years later, that I was guided by a zeal that was 
inaccurate. Of course, I did not want to lose my wife 
since she had gone back to the Jehovah Witnesses 
while I was in Nam.
 I remember wanting to know if their belief was right 
or wrong in Vietnam. One time I made an appointment with
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our Chaplain to ask him many questions that were on 
my heart about their beliefs. I was in his offi ce waiting 
my turn to see him and fi nally getting enough guts to ask 
him. When my turn came, I chickened out and never did 
ask him. I regret that decision to this day.
 When I came home, I accepted their beliefs 
and so my medical profession was over because of 
me being a surgical medic and the Jehovah Witness’ 
doctrine on the blood issue. In face, I was actually hired 
and told to report to work on the next Monday. The next 
phone call was very different as I was told by El Cajon 
Valley Hospital that they would not let me work because 
of this doctrine. Also, I could not go back to college as 
I had hoped because the Jehovah witnesses said I 
should spend my time reading the good news of God’s 
Kingdom. As you can see, this is why I was going from 
one job to the next trying to support my family. The Navy 
would not recognize my health problems, so I was on 
my own.
 In August, 1969 I collapsed on the job and 
realized I would have to go to the hospital and have 
radical surgery. I was so deeply convinced of the ways 
the Jehovah Witnesses believe, that I had put my four 
month old daughter’s life on the line. She had Hong Kong 
fl u, a 104 degree temperature and I signed a statement 
not allowing her blood. Now I was at the hospital waiting 
surgery, I signed the same statement for myself. I stated 
that I was not to be administered blood, even if I was 
to die. Radical you say, yes, but I stood up for what 
I believed was the truth. Well I survived the surgery, 
I believe only due to God’s grace, and my daughter 
pulled through. Even though we weren’t there yet, God 
had His hand on me and my family.
 After my surgery, I was unable to work for others 
again, so I started my own work a few months later. I was very
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weak at times for the next sixteen years. I believed that 
regulating  my own work hours, would allow the freedom 
for me and my family to survive.
 I was disappointed that I was not going back to 
school to fi nish my degree or to continue my career as a 
surgical physician’s assistant. The Jehovah Witnesses 
convinced me I needed to preach the message about 
the “countdown to Armegeddon.” So I poured myself 
into the church and found some solace in doing work 
for the church.
 As the years fl ew by, I became a deacon in their 
church, then moved to the Midwest as a missionary for 
two and a half years. Then back to Indio, California where 
they eventually sent me to Elder school to become a 
pastor.
 Little did I realize that during this time, God being 
sovereign as he is, had not given up on me. As I later 
found out, many people, including my brother, were 
praying for me and my family to come out of this cult. As 
1975 came and went, my faith was struck a great blow 
when the earth didn’t end as they had convinced me it 
would. I resigned my position in leadership. I was soon 
to fall into drinking and drugs again.
 Our business in Indio, California was doing well; 
we owned a nice home and had many nice things. I 
worked for many important people. For instance, I had a 
contract with former president Jerry Ford and spent two 
hours a day in his offi ce in Rancho Marage, Californina 
with the Secret Service men. I cleaned and performed 
maintenance chores. I also worked for people like Oral 
Roberts, Count and Countess Shinnigo, and many 
other very important people. Despite all of this, I was 
very restless and wanted to leave California.
 We soon moved to Hawaii, the island of Oahu 
on the north shore. I once again had a thriving business 
and beautiful house on the ocean. Unfortunately, my
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disillusionment with life continued to drive me deeper 
into sin. I eventually made an attempt at ending my 
life. It wasn’t long after that attempt, I lost my family, 
lost my health, quit my business, and fell into a deep 
pit of despair.  During this time of despair the hospital 
recommended I speak with a clinical psychologist, and 
gave me the name of a qualifi ed doctor I should go to 
talk to.
 On my fi rst visit the doctor asked me what I 
wanted to talk about. My reply was, “I want to see if 
I am crazy. How about we talk about Viet Nam?” The 
next two hour long sessions consisted of recalling my 
experiences from the lift off in the states to my time 
served “In-country.” Halfway through the third session, 
my story ended. I turned to look her straight in the face 
and asked, “Am I crazy, Doc?” her reply was slow and 
deliberate, “I don’t think you are crazy, but you have 
experienced much trauma and it has effected your life in 
my ways.” With this revelation I walked out of her offi ce 
and never returned.
 I was so consumed in my sin at this time and 
confused, that I lost all sense of identity and I felt more 
lost than when I had searched for God in Vietnam some 
sixteen years earlier. I could barely remember the God 
that I had given my life to in Vietnam. Sin is a terrible 
thing and eventually leads to death. I believe God 
allowed me to see death’s very door in order for me to 
cry out. 
 Finally, I did cry out. One Sunday morning, March 
9, 1981 at 6:00 a.m. I said, “I need You, God.” I believe it 
was by God’s grace and mercy, that God ran to me and 
ministered to my heart that very day, calling me back to 
His throne of grace and mercy.
 I had already resolved in my heart that there was 
no way out. I was a total wreck. My sins were piled so
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high I felt that nothing could redeem me in such a fallen 
state. Wrong!!! God forgave me, right there, right were 
I was, no conditions—just asking. I am a very thankful 
man.
 Well, that was the start of a process of healing 
that would last and continue even to this very day. I 
lost my marriage, yet I gained Christ in the process. It 
was many months before the true reality of God’s great 
forgiveness would fi nally convince my heart of its reality. 
The next number of years were good to me. I grew in 
God’s love and understanding in such a beautiful way. I 
eventually moved back to San Diego since my children 
had return there.
 Later I remarried and started work in San Diego, 
and the next fi ve years were full of ups and down 
spiritually—I felt that I was on a roller coaster. Finally, in 
1989 I left and went to the mountains again, as many of 
us vets do when we fi nally can’t handle the pressures 
of life. I had done this four times since my return from 
Vietnam.
 Interestingly enough, at this time my mind turned 
to Vietnam and I started to rerun the video of my tour in 
Nam. Like many vets that came home, I had experienced 
nightmares for ten years. I as jumpy from loud noises 
and was triggered from certain sounds, sights, smells, 
and especially choppers. I associated choppers with 
death since we were a medical hospital and this was 
how we received the majority of our wounded and K.I.A.
 I started reliving the whole experience. The 
intensity increased during Desert Storm. The coverage 
was in all areas of the news at that time. I felt left 
out, unimportant, and all of a sudden it raised many 
questions in my mind. Previous to this, whenever 
I would remember Nam, I quickly tossed it aside 
as just a part of my life in the past, to be forgotten. 
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Now I had to face some of my issues; now I had to
deal with some of this pain. I thought I had buried it
all! I thought it was cemented over; all carefully
entombed—access denied. Suddenly I found myself 
running around the back woods at my brother’s house, 
shaking my fi st at God, hollering out to Him saying, 
“Why isn’t there any help for guys like us?” God didn’t 
answer that night.
 I was staying in Julian, California with my 
brother. The next day I drove down the mountain to 
town. I found myself looking in a Christian book store. 
Much to my amazement, there sitting on one of the 
lower bookshelves was the exact book that I had been 
needing to read for years. Isn’t God good? He knew my 
need; I had never seen anything on Nam in a Christian 
bookstore before and believe me, I had looked! I rushed 
back to Julian and devoured the 154 pages of the book 
that afternoon.
 There was a telephone number in the book for 
Point Man Ministries, so I called Seattle late that day. I 
spoke to the people at Point Man headquarters. They 
gave me a phone number for the Point Man group in 
Escondido, California, led by Greg Izor. I made contact 
with Greg on the phone and was invited to my fi rst 
Outpost meeting.
 I will never forget Monday night. I could hardly 
wait. I walked in and was warmly received. The brothers 
all gave me hugs and said, “Welcome home.” These 
were the greatest two words I had heard in twenty some 
years. The over-powering feeling was of acceptance and 
of being safe. The feeling of camaraderie was absolutely 
unbelievable and the best was yet to happen. For over 
twenty years I had wanted to ask an amputee a burning 
question. I now had the chance. I asked him that night, 
after he gave me a very warm hug, “Was it all right?” He 
immediately knew what I meant. “Yes, thank you brother 
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for saving my life.” All of a sudden we were both crying
and one more hug. What a start on my healing. I had
needed to ask this question for all those years. You see,
I carried guilt that these men from outward appearances 
were not whole, would not have wanted us medics to 
help save their lives. The man I met that night, Jim 
Brunotte, has become very special in my life. Oh, how 
I love this man in Christ. I soon found out, this man is 
100% whole, Jesus had made the difference.
 The book I read was called, Nam Vet, Making 
Peace with Your Past, by Chuck Dean. Through this book 
and other aids, I receive from Point Man headquarters, 
I’ve been able to deal with the issues as I’ve attended 
the meetings for the past three years. I have come a 
long way in Christ, but I have a way to go. I now feel 
complete and useful to our heavenly Father. For you 
see, our heavenly Father is the Surgeon General, and 
we go to the head surgeon, Jesus Christ for our healing. 
We don’t need any more Band-Aids, we have had plenty 
of them and our wounds could never permanently heal. 
Christ is the only true healer. He can touch us inside, 
outside and on  all sides; and all we need to do is say I 
need a “Spiritual Medic,” and He is right there. For you 
see, life does matter above all else.
 All my medical training was not in vain for all the 
God given compassion, loving care, and love for life is 
now directed to help people who are casualties of a war 
infested land by the enemy of our soul—Satan and his 
army. We have a promise in our Medical Manual—The 
Bible—of being more than a conqueror of all things. 
What a promise!—A whole body, mind, and spirit. What 
more could we ask for from the Chief Surgeon—Jesus!
 Jesus is now saying to us who labor with all our 
pain—Come all you who are weary and need rest, come 
to life’s waters, and drink freely.
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EpilogueEpilogue

One Man’s Dream

—February 15, 1995
DREAMS, DO THEY REALLY COME TRUE, ESPECIALLY
in this day and age? My vision was sown over thirty 
years ago on the small country of Vietnam. I was just 
one of thousands sent to Viet Nam, by the United States 
government. We were sent as part of a “Police Action,” 
to protect mankind from the threat of communist 
domination. Most of us were young and inexperienced—
eager to embrace life. We were all hoping to return 
home in one piece and resume our quest for our life’s 
true meaning.
 We were willing to serve our country honorably, 
and we did so, despite our lack of political understanding 
about the war, that might have helped us base an 
intelligent conviction toward it.
 During the thirteen months of my tour in that 
far away place, I served as a medic. My service 
entailed medically treating Allied troops which included 
American, South Vietnamese (A.R.V.N.), Korean (Rock 
troops) Australian, English, and sometimes the North 
Vietnamese (N.V.A.) soldiers, Montagnards, and other 
civilians.
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 The death and destruction, brought to bear on 
these people by shell and mortar, was almost too much 
for me to handle. My heart was soon fl ooded with love 
and compassion for all veterans and for the Vietnamese 
people. A desire was born, during these days, to return 
one day and render medical aid and assistance. Much 
to the surprise of my parents, I expressed this longing 
to them in my letters. Unfortunately, upon my return to 
the U.S., Post Traumatic Stress Disorder and everyday 
circumstances, all but buried my hopes of return.
 Paul amply put my feelings into words in II 
Corinthians 1:8-10 LB, “I think you ought to know, 
Dear Brothers about the hard times we went through 
in Asia. We were really crushed and overwhelmed and 
feared we would never live through it. We felt we were 
doomed to die and saw how powerless we were to help 
ourselves; but that was good, for then we put everything 
into the hands of God, who alone could save us, for He 
can raise the dead.” Paul of Tarsus, Point Man A.D. 65
   A few years ago, the dying embers of my dream 
were fanned into a glowing fl ame. My good friend, Jim 
Brunotte and I were both excited when we discovered 
our mutual wish to return to Nam. We prayed that the 
Lord would allow us to go there together.
 Two years later, God honored that prayer in 
Redding, California. We were attending a conference 
when Open hands and Hearts Mission Leaders, Phil and 
Vera Kinsey asked me to consider going on a mission 
trip with them as a medic...To Viet Nam. “Yes” leaped 
my heart, and peace washed over me. Jim and I both 
signed aboard as members of God’s Open Hands and 
Hearts tactical team #1.
 During the year that followed, plans were formulated 
and team members added and changed. We continued  
praying for the Lord’s timing to point the way for our 
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journey. Next prayer and support partners came into 
existence. Finally, medical and other supplies were 
donated.
 God says where there is no vision that the people 
will perish. Praise the Lord, many veterans caught the 
vision for Asia and in His time, the Lord opened the door 
for us. We left California on 15 June, 1995, and after a 
few stopovers, arrived in Vietnam. “Thank you, Jesus,” 
was my heart’s song as I gazed out over the Saigon 
River from my hotel balcony in Song Be. Song Be is 
located about thirty kilometers from the capitol city of 
Saigon. Saigon was renamed Ho Chi Minh City after the 
war. 
 I was awakened at 2:00 a.m. I sat out on my 
balcony; the city was very peaceful. I had been nudged 
awake by the Holy Spirit. I was puzzled by the great 
burden in my soul. “What is it?” I questioned, then started 
weeping profusely. As the tears multiplied, I knew it was 
the Father’s heart breaking for these impoverished, 
perishing people that he had taught me to love and 
care about those many years ago. I felt so very fragile. 
I submitted these gut wrenching feelings to God and 
once again echoed Isaiah from centuries past, “Here 
am I, send me.” Isaiah 6:8
 The next few days, any fears and doubts I had 
about coming back dissipated. We were welcomed far 
beyond my greatest expectations. The people were 
hospitable, but cautious at fi rst. They questioned our 
motives for returning to their country. They suspected 
we were searching for M.I.A.s or had ulterior motives. 
Our response to them was always the same, “We came 
to show love, help heal, and to promote peace.” They 
were able to read our hearts as our mission proceeded, 
and knew our intentions were honest.
 One day, during sick call, Mr. Nho, our interpreter 
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said, ‘Roy, the Vietnamese people and the Red Cross 
staff said they can see and feel the great love and
compassion coming from you as you work with them.” 
Silently, I praised Jesus again that I had gained their 
trust. Although we were not able to enter the country 
as a preaching, evangelistic team, we were allowed to 
demonstrate the love and peace of Christ every place 
we went. All of the members of the team remarked time 
and again about the prayer support we had there and 
around the U.S.A. We felt we were “walking on water” 
as we carried out our missions.
 One example, out of many, where God’s great 
hand was moving through our prayer partners, happened 
our fi rst day in Song Be. Mr. Nho had been assigned 
to us, by the Red Cross, as our driver and interpreter. 
One night, as he was dropping me off at the hotel, he 
invited me to his home for dinner and as he called it, an 
“entertaining evening.” He was also hoping I would help 
some of the students; he and his wife were teaching 
English. I accepted his invitation. 
 That night, while dinner was being prepared, 
the students practiced their English on me. Then I was 
introduced to a young lady who was to “serve me dinner 
and supply anything else I might want or need.” Mr. 
Nho had remembered that most American men were 
“playboys,” and he extended me the high honor of his 
hospitality by offering me the girl; he wanted me to have 
a good time! I quickly, but graciously declined his offer. I 
didn’t want to offend them. I explained I neither smoke, 
drink, or need a woman for the evening. I would not 
compromise my Christian convictions!
 The cycle ride back to the hotel was extremely 
exciting; the motorcycle had no lights, the streets are 
very narrow and the constant trucks fl ying down the 
road have no mercy! Mr. Nho leaned back and said, 
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“Roy, you have virtue.” I answered, “Yes,” To my great 
surprise and joy,he then asked, “You teach me to be a
Christian?” I responded with a resounding, “Yes!” Just 
three weeks later, in our room, the team lead Mr. Nho to 
the Lord.  We prayed for him and each one of us signed 
the Vietnamese translation of the Bible we gave him. It 
was one of the thirty Bibles we brought into the country 
and distributed to those the Holy Spirit prompted us to 
give them to. May tracts were also passed out without 
mishap.
 Isn’t God gracious and faithful in pouring out His 
love through us in so many ways, even in a communist 
controlled land! God never leaves or forsakes us. He 
always fulfi lls His promises. The desires and dreams he 
gives us come to fruition all in accordance with his will 
and in His timing.  He fulfi lled my dream to return and 
provide medical care for the people through Dr. Nguyen, 
affi liated with the Red Cross in Song be. I was privileged 
to work doing sick call at his side in eight villages, several 
hospitals, an orphanage, a hearing impaired school and 
at a leprosarium (hospital for patients suffering with 
leprosy). 
 The standard of living was so poor in these 
villages, it was heart wrenching. One example was the 
leprosy hospital. There were over 500 patients and less 
than 300 beds for them. 
 Through the grace and provision of the Lord, 
we were able to pass out several Bibles through the 
assistant doctor there, and bought several fans for the 
patients’ rooms. So much more help is needed. I am 
confi dent that as long as the need exists, the Lord will 
raise up workers for the harvest fi elds there.
 We were also blessed during sick call, when we 
would hand out sorely needed clothes, shoes, dental 
hygiene kits, as well as candy and toys for the children. What
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joy we experienced watching the kids laughing and 
playing, How awesome to have the love we extended
returned to us by the Vietnamese people!
 Like the other team members, I came to that 
distant land, not only to love and show my compassion, 
but to complete the last phase in the healing process of 
my past. I always knew God was a God of miracles, but 
it was never more evident to me than when Dr. Nguyen, 
a former Viet Cong surgical doctor, once considered 
my enemy, and I were working together as comrades in 
peace and love, striving to heal the sick. But after thirty 
years in Christ’s school of forgiveness, we were able to 
embrace each other, unashamed tears forming in our 
eyes and say, “Peace Brother.”
 I have to confess, I don’t always understand the 
Master’s plans, or how, in bringing them to pass he uses 
us, blesses us, and matures us. Why would we expect 
any less from the God of eternal love?  
 Do dreams still come true in this day and age? 
Ask God to give you one and see what He will do!!! I 
know he made mine a reality. 
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Moments
Revisiting Vietnam in 1995

An experience, like the trip to Vietnam,
is made up of moments.

Small slices of life.
They touch you—they make you  laugh. 

They make you cry.
Photos are moments,

my moments.
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...For I was hungry and you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me 
something to drink, I was a stranger and you invited me in, I needed clothes and you  
clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit 
me.                                                                                               – Matthew 25:35-36

Life Above All Else – A Medic’s Journey Through War, is the introspective story of Roy 
Cypher’s journey through Vietnam and beyond.

Trained as a physician’s assistant and newly married, Cypher’s experiences in Vietnam 
changed his life forever.  Nearly in a plane crash before arrival, nearly blown to bits in  
a fi eld hospital, Cypher sees adventures in the fi eld and in the hospital, treating both 
soldiers and civilians.

This book tells how a young man’s broken dreams led to the fulfi llment of a life dream, 
coming full circle in God’s great plan.

Life Above All Else...is the story of the fulfi lment of this scripture...of a man fi lled with a 
gentle, peaceful spirit—yet possessed of great inner strength.  From the grueling hours 
of surgery...to the days and weeks spent in the jungles of Vietnam as an ambassador 
of good will through medicine, Roy exemplifi ed this scripture like no one else I know.  I 
am proud and honored to call him my friend.

– Dana Morgan, President, Point Man Ministries
Few people know the deep and impacting effects of war like military medics do.  My 
friend and fellow veteran, Roy Cypher, touches at the core of human compassion in 
Life Above All Else.  He brings to our understanding what it is like to be a caregiver in 
a place where few people care about life, and grace is a near-impossible dream.  Those 
who read this book will fi nd a different side to the Vietnam War...and perhaps never 
feel the same about it again.

– Chuck Dean, Author and Publisher
Life Above All Else – A Medic’s Journey Through War, is more than a tribute to the 
medic; it is a challenging journey.  If you dare go inside the encampment on the battle-
fi eld like no one else ever could, take this journey.  Meet a rusty reddish haired young 
American boy who became a man while his hands were covered with the blood of some-
one he didn’t even know—as he gave everything he could in some makeshift M.A.S.H. 
unit on the other side of the world...from it all came the Medic and heartfelt creed...
Life Above All Else!  Thank you, Roy, for being there for us.  I am alive today because 
you came when I called.

– W. Paul Hughes, 196th L.I.B., American Division 1969
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horses.  But in 1965 Uncle Sam altered the course of the 
rest of his adult life.

Today Roy works with Point Man 
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