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RHUE QUANGTR)

Easter, 1972 North Vietnamese soldiers, backed by tanks and artillery, crossed the DMZ and marched into Quang Tri,
the northern most province under the Republic of South Viet Nam. Masses of humanity began to flee from the barrage

of war. At our request, Rev. Ngo-tan-Phi related his-

FLIGHT FROM QUANG TRI

We, the people of Quang Tri province never dreamed it
would happen. War broke out all around us. People from
far and near began rushing into our city. As refugees
were streaming out of the Dong Ha area before it fell, one
widow with four small children and a new born baby
wrapped in rags was irying to board a bus. The mother
was so intent on getting her small children on the bus
that she did not notice the fate of her baby.

After they boarded the bus and moved south toward
Quang Tri about half a mile, they noticed artillery and
rockets pounding the place where they had stood. The
mother looked into the bundle of rags where her new
born child was supposed to have been. The child was gone.
It had fallen out during the commotion while boarding
the bus. Before entering the city of Quang Tri, refugees
had to travel on a section of highway which ran through
a large military base. Because this base was a prime target
for shelling, they would run through this area as quickly
as possible. One mother who was ready to deliver her
child had gone as far as she could. She gave birth to the
child on Ing side of the road. A Vietnamese captain saw
her and helped the mother and baby into his jeep. As he
started the engine for the journey to the Quang Tri hospital
a rocket made a direct hit on the jeep, taking the lives
of all three.

People from in and around Quang Tri began rushing
to Hue, Many of the church members began making their
way south, After the Easter service | took my wife,
children and orphans to Hue for temporary residence al
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the home of the Christian and Missionary Alliance
missionary. 1 then returned to Quang Tri because a
number of the Christians in the country area had not
been able to get out.

After a few weeks of fighting things seemed to get
much better and most of the Quang Tri people returned
to the city. As conditions became more peaceful I brought
back my family and most of the older orphans. Everything
scemed to be back to normal. But approximately one
week later the situation reversed itself. ge rockets and
artillery shells began crashing into the city and there were
rumors that North Vietnamese tanks were coming inte the
city from the east, north and west. ain the people ran
for Hue. Onece more [ sent my family and the orphang
back to Hue except for my oldest daughter who stayed
with me in Quang Tri. At midnight April 28th, while my
daughter and the Christian families who were staying at
our place, were fast asleep in their bunkers, | began to see
that the city was in imminent danger. At two in the
morning of the 29th I woke my daughter and the Christians
and told them we must leave under cover of darkness
while there was still a chance. The highway outside was
packed with people and vehicles waiting to go to Hue.
After we had gone about a mile and a half I felt that it
would be senseless to go any further so my daughter and
I returned to Quang Tri. The Christians who had gone
with us did not want to turn back so they went on with
the crowds. We do not know what happened to them.

We remained in the large bunker at our home until




7 am. when we were awakened by a large rocket
exploding next to the church outside. The two of us
quickly readied the Honda motor bike and tied as many
items as we could on to it in preparation for the long
journey to Hue. I looked around for the last time at the
church, parsonage, orphanage and school, 1 saw the
rewards of eighl years of hard work and my heart was
saddened to leave it all behind. It was now 8 a.m. and
I did my best to make the Honda go as fast as possible
past the long row of trucks and people standing in the
road, Many had only a few things in their weary hands.
Others carried very heavy loads hanging from the two
ends of a carrying pole. One old sick grandfather sat in
a basket tied to the middle of a stout pole, two young
men, each supporting an end of the pole, moved him about.
Mothers transported their young by all methods. Some
placed them in baskets dangling from the ends of poles.
One mother tied her six small children in a line with a
long rope and then 1lied onme end around her waist so
that none would be lost.

We traveled on. Only a little more than a hall mile and
we would be at the long bridge five miles from Quang Tri.
[t was here that many people had been slaughtered the day
before, Some of the people we were with went very slowly;
many of them stopped altogether, but we continued to press
on in the crowd. My daughter sat behind me on the bike
praying constantly. About 350 yards down the road an
awiul scene came into view, There were many bodies lying
around, Some people who were still alive were crying out
while the dead bodies were beginning to swell. A number
of the bodies were missing legs, arms, etc. It was a scene
that 1 will never forget., Suddenly rockets began to hit and
explode among the group of people ahead of us on the
bridge. We cried as we saw and heard the sounds of death
and misery. In the face of all this I wanted to turn back,
but my child on the back of the bike said, “Dad, you must
go on if we want to live.”” In much fear and trembling we
made it across the bridge without stopping.

As we continued down the road which many call the
“Street Without Joy" we were praising God for His pro-
tection. We thought we had passed the worst part of that
dangerous highway. But when we came to a small fort
located on the sand dunes on the edge of Highway 1, the
soldiers told us to halt. They told us that 500 yards down
the road, not 30 minutes earlier, enemy gunners had killed
5 persons and forced the people to retreat. One government
vehicle had been destroyed. Everyone stopped and stood
there, hoping that the military wvehicles would open the
highway for us to proceed. Many more people arrived and
waited with us on the hot burning sand for the situation
to change. The long line of refugees stretched back almost
10 miles. This place was far from a village and not so
much as the shade of one tree could be found. We were
all spread out in the sun to bake. There was very little
water.

Everygne cried out with pleasure when we saw the first
armored cars move out ahead and begin to cross the bridge
in the distance. But after 15 minutes explosions were heard.
Before long everything was on fire and black smoke filled
the sky, For hours bullets whizzed past our heads.

Sometime later a group of armored vehicles came by
and stopped about 500 vards down the road. Most of the
people pathered behind the convoy. My daughter and |
began praying for guidance. What should we do? The Bible
says people put their trust in horses and chariots but we
will put our trust in the God of heaven. [ reasoned, *If
we stay by the military vehicles the enemy will try and
destroy them; then we really will be in trouble.,” So a
small group of us traveling on Hondas, bicycles and on foot,
decided to press on and get past this dangerous section of
the road. We went by the numerous dead bodies and




destroyed vehicles without a major incident. Having already
passd through so much danger, we thought that if we
could proceed just 300 more yards we would be in a
moreas)eace‘ul area. The Ben Da bridge off in the distance
semed like a beacon to us  Suddenly, as thunder and
lightening sriking from heaven, a large exploson crashed
by our sde No one gave a command but everyone turned
around and began running. | sowed down and decided to
remain more in the center of theroad. Mog of the people
ran over near the convoy and immediately guns began firin
in that direction. The agonizing human cries of pain an
death mingling with the cracking of guns mortars and
rockets created an atmosphere of ifling fear which | had
never in all my life experienced. My daughter and | quickly
began digging shallow trenches in the sand with our hands.
| figured these would either be miniature bunkers to save
our livesor else shallow gravesin which we would ever rest.
Woc crawled into the holes and did our best to cover mogt
of our bodies with the sand. It was extremely hot and the
sand encasng us baked our sin as though we were in an
oven. Many Ig{jge projectiles penetrated the area where we
were and exploded very near by. At this time there were
many people running back and forth on the sand dunes
But 1 saw very few of them escape this valley of death and
not one vehicle drove out of this place where the massacre
took place.

It was near evening now and we were ill é%ing there
buried in the sand. We «till had a long 30 miles ahead of us
before teaching the old Imperia Capital of Hue The
fountain of our tearshad dried up, and the moisture in our
mouths had turned to paste. My daughter looked sguardy
in my face and said, " Daddy, please be brave. Stand up and
make a bresk for it so that you can live and bring help and
security to Mother, our family and the Church." | replied,
" Daughter, it would never, never happen. | wouldn't run
and leave you, my own flesh and blood, here to die" M

child said, "Even though you might be wounded you il
might recover." | whispered, "Then both of us mus crawl
away from here and leave our Honda with the hundreds of
others that have been abandoned. My child disagreed
"That Honda which Roy and Nancy gave you? Dad, you
can't leave it here. How will we ever get to Hue? I'll go
and é;el it for you." She crawled very quickly towards the
Honda but | was right behind her. Wc pushed the Honda as
we crawled along, trying not to be noticed by the enemy.
After doing this for about 200 yards we tried the motor. It
sarted and we sped towards the bridge as fas as we could
go. We praised the Lord as we travded the las miles to
safety because He had brought us through the valley of
death and over the livers of adversty.

On May 14¢ we al moved from Hue to Danang. Asl
vidted the refugee camps there my heart was moved asl
saw the crowds much like Christ described as sheep without
a shepherd, harassed and hepless.

Today the Quang Tri people in these refugee camps arc
not the same self—satis‘iecf people | had known before the
invason. The Hoy Spirit has worked irr the hearts of many
and God has added to His Church daily. With the co-
operation of the district superintendent, pastors and
missonaries in our area we are teaching our new Chrigtians,
usng materials of our Evangdism Degp and Wide program.
Regular Sunday church services are held. Junior and Senior
Youth groups have been organized. Our new Chridians
are trained in the use of tracts, making it easer for them
to witness.

Wec arc ill far from our homes. Our bdoved province
of Quang Tri «ill has war clouds hang'n% over it, but the
eace of God shows in the hearts of her refugees who
ave found Christ.

— Le Roy Josephsen



