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he customs 
agent really 
shouldn't be 
blamed if he 

appeared disinterested. He 
had handled every odd sort of thing 

coming through his station at the international airport 
in Seattle, Washington. What was so special about a sewing machine? 

How was he to know that this little Singer had just spent 232 days in prison camps in Vietnam? Or 
that its owners, John and Carolyn Miller, had not really intended to drag it all over North 

Vietnam, or to bring it home with them. 
If he had only asked, he would have gotten an earful. Back last March in the city of Ban Me Thuot, 

its owners were caught in the crossfire between North and South Vietnamese. Planning for the 
eventuality of being captured, John and Carolyn packed a few priority items in a market 

bag — clothes, a Bible, Bru New Testament manuscripts, a mosquito net. N o sewing machine! 
It was chucked into the back of their Landrover, along with other less needful belongings — a 

brown suitcase, typewriter, set of dishes and two tennis racquets. 
(continued on page 2J 



But, as it turned out, when soldiers of the Liberation 
Army found the Millers, their daughter LuAnne, and a 
few other Westerners, they herded them all into the 
Landrover and took them to the reception area where 
prisoners were being kept. From then on, the sewing 
machine stayed right with its owners. 

There was the night in April when John and Carolyn 
and their group (five Christian and Missionary Alliance 
field workers, an official of the U.S. Agency for Inter
national Development, an American scholar, an 
Australian broadcaster, and two Filipino technical 
assistants) were being moved. John said to a nearby 
guard, in Vietnamese, "We just can't carry the sewing 
machine. Our hands are full. Our daughter is sick, but 
even she is walking because we can't carry her. We're not 
going to take the sewing machine!" And they left it and 
a large suitcase beside the trail. 

Minutes later John and Carolyn and LuAnne heard a 
crashing sound behind them in the jungle. Looking 
around, they saw two soldiers lugging the sewing machine 
and suitcase on a pole between them. 

The little Singer became a dependable source of 
humor for the group. In mid-August, when the group 
was loaded onto a truck for the trip north to Hanoi, the 
last question from a uniformed guard was, "Do you have 
the sewing machine?" 

Carolyn thought she might as well enjoy the joke all 
the way. Walking into Son Tay prison (see box for loca
tions, dates of detention), she said to John, "Oh good, 
they've got electricity here. Where can I plug in my 
sewing machine?" American James Lewis, the only 
"guest" there until the group's arrival, overheard the 
statement and told the Millers later. "It sounded like a 
bunch of American tourists had arrived." 

On October 30, when North Vietnamese officials 
turned over the group of 14 to the United Nations repre
sentative, die sewing machine was placed on the Royal 
Lao DC-3 along with all the other possessions of the 
Millers. Today it is in Houghton, New York, with John 
and Carolyn and LuAnne and all their family, safe from 
the rigors of prison life, but probably finding life 
very dull. 
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missionary, had to be carried once, when the group was 
moved. Malaria racked her body in the closing days of 
detention and she was hospitalized in Bangkok a day 
after the party of Westerners arrived from Hanoi. 

In April, at "Camp Sunshine," LuAnne became ill 
with a strep infection. Her tonsils swelled and her fever 
reached 104. Because of the isolated location of the 
camp, medical supplies were minimal. Vitamins and 
antibiotic shots helped temporarily, but on the daily 
diet of rice and "grease soup," reinforced at times 
with fish powder, LuAnne grew weaker. Hastily-
constructed lean-to shelters offered little prot 
tion from continual rains. 

In "Camp Wilderness" in May she became 
so ill that she was taken to a field hospital. 
Norman Johnson, an Alliance missionary ill 
with malaria, was also taken to the hospital 
with his wife Joan; Carolyn was allowed 
to accompany LuAnne. For two weeks 
John and Carolyn were separated. 

"This happened on our son Gordie's 
birrhday. May 14," John recalls, 
"making the separation even more 
difficult. For the next two weeks, 
I had quite a hard time. Yet in 
many ways, it was a rich period. In 
reading through the New Testa
ment, I had begun to pay particular 
attention to how belief operated in 
the lives of people. 1 read where 
Christ healed someone and would 
say, 'Your faith has made you well.' 
In the epistles 1 saw where faith was 
really the thing that accomplished 
great and mighty things. J 

"So 1 thought 1 would put this to • 
a test. I just asked the Lord for a ™ 
definite time to bring our family back 
together. Doubts began coming in, but 
as I shared this with Dick and Lil, and 
with Betty, they encouraged me by join
ing me in believing God for this specific 
thino Without lelline each other, we all *3 



f f I after almost eight months' detention, those 
J j I who know them had one common concern 
V y _ | were they able to bring out the Bru New 
^ *• Testament manuscripts they had been 
working on those last few months before the curtain fell 
and they were caught? The answer: a sickening no. A 
sewing machine, and tennis racquets, yes. But a couple 
hundred pages of pencilled corrections on 25 books of 
the New Testament, for a language group that has only 
a few books of Scripture in its own tongue? No. The 
Millers evidently misplaced the Matthew and Mark 
manuscripts in Ban Me Thuot; they carried the rest with 
them until the week before their release, October 30. 

W h e r e T h e y W e r e 
(Dates and places of the Millers' detention) 

Match 12-15 "The Rose Garden" Just north of Ban Me Thuot 
March 15-April 18 "Camp Sunshine" Northwest Oarlac Province 
April 18 May 31 "Camp Wilderness" Pleiku Province 
June 1 Aug. 15 Thanh Binh l"Fai City") 30 kilometers Irom Pleiku 
Aug. 22-Oct. 30 Son Tay 40 kilometers Irom Hanoi 

"At that time they took all books, papers, diaries — 
everything written," says Carolyn. "We had the Bru 
manuscripts and the Phillipses (Dick and Lillian Phillips, 
Alliance missionaries) had a good portion of the Mnong 
manuscripts of New Testament books. They (Liberation 
Forces) said they wanted to.study the contents." 

God worked a miracle in bringing the Millers and the 
others home. Will he see fit to move again in a miraculous 
way to release ihese valuable manuscripts? The Millers 
would ask for prayer to this end. 

Thousands of Christians who have prayed for the 
Millers share other concerns too. Were they mistreated? 
Where have they been all this time? Why were they kept? 
How is LuAnne? 

f chief concern to the Millers during their 
detention was the safety of their other 

| three children and the health of LuAnne. 
Not until their release did they know that 
Marjorie, 13, Gordon, 11, and Nathan, 8, 

had been evacuated from Vietnam and were safe with 
Carolyn's parents in Houghton. 

None of the group was harmed, but all became ill, 
especially with malaria. Betty Mitchell, veteran Alliance 

chose the end o f May as Ihe dale. O n the 
31st, in the afternoon, we were taken out. 
When we got to our new camp. Carolyn and 
LuAnne were there. This was amazing to me." 

L uAnne's condition again became critical 
in June at Thanh Binh, 30 kilometers from 
Pleiku, where the group was kept from June 
until mid-August. 

"1 was very discouraged," says Carolyn. 
"We didn't know if LuAnne would live, she was so weak. 
There was no medicine in the camp. Feeling very low, I 
laid down and John prayed for LuAnne, committing her 
to the Lord. 

"Not long after that I heard someone at the door of 
our little hut. Opening the door, I saw a Vietnamese 
prisoner standing there. He handed me a package and 
said, "This is for the little girl.' Thinking the doctor had 
sent him, I asked what instructions had been given, but 
he only answered, 'You'll have to ask the doctor.' 

"We had never seen the prisoner before. In checking 
with the doctor (a Vietnamese prisoner put in charge of 
medical care for the thousand prisoners in camp with the 
Millers), 1 learned that he had not sent the man. The 
package contained tetracycline tablets which the Lord 
used to bring LuAnne completely out of danger. 
She was never ill again." 

The group dubbed this camp "Fat City," for there 
they were able to supplement the camp diet with garlic, 
onions, peanuts and other vegetables and fruit from a 
market six kilometers away. Accompanied by a guard, 
two from the group were allowed to go to market every 
ten days and purchase food or items such as pens, 
using their own money. 

t "Fat City" reeducation classes com-
/ A \ menced for the Vietnamese prisoners, but 

/ LA \ the foreigners were exempted. 
/ / V \ A number of Vietnamese tribespeople 

(__J t _ j visited the prison camp, attempting to see 
their relatives. Realizing that these visitors might be able 
to contact Bru Christians, John copied off some of the 
New Testament epistles from his translation and sent 
these copies back with the tribal people to Bru villages. 
The Millers also sent letters and a couple of times were 
permitted to write letters to their families in the States. 

The 
letters 
apparent
ly never left 
Vietnam. 

On August 15 the 
group began the four-day 
trip by truck up Highway 1 to Son 
Tay prison. There, every facet of their care 
improved. Couples and singles were quartered in private 
rooms. Toilets and bath facilities were nearby. Their 
daily diet included meat. They were allowed to 
purchase items in Hanoi shops and were taken on a 
tour of the city's museums. 

/ " " "V I Son Tay, interrogation was intense at 
/ A \ times. Interrogators asked each member of 

/ LA \ the group why they were in Vietnam and 
/ r~~~\ \ who had sent them. These sessions were 

L__) always in Vietnamese. 
"1 had to listen very carefully to be sure I understood 

what they were saying," says Carolyn. "By early October 
it was beginning to get to me. I had been reading in 
1 Peter and the whole book was a blessing, but one part 

just struck right out at me. It was 1 Peter 3:13-15 -
'Usually no one will hurt you for wanting to do good, 
but even if they should, you are to be envied, for God 
will reward you for it. Quietly trust yourself lo Christ 
your Lord and if anybody asks why you believe as you 
do, be ready to tell him, and do it in a gentle and 
respectful way (Living Bible).' 

"Then I noticed that this verse was underlined and 
the date written in the margin - October 8, 1975, the 
very day I was reading it! John had been impressed by 
the same passage in his reading thai day." 

Improvised games served to ease tensions which built 
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up 
during 

the days 
of interroga

tion. John, the 
unofficial Scrabble 

champion of Wycliffe's 
Vietnam branch, introduced 

Australian Peter Whitlock to the game. 
From the beginning, the group had been permitted 

to meet on Sundays for prayer and Bible study. This con
tinued at Son Tay. "Having our Bibles was the greatest 
comfort of all." says John. (See special story, page 8.) 

John is the only member of the group to return home 
with his journal. He was at the dentist, his diary in his 
shirt pocket, when Ihe manuscripts and papers were 
taken. Several days later, on October 27, he wrote in 
his journal: 

"We had a visit from the 'high official' who came to 
see us about a month ago. We also had a lecture from the 
lieutenant colonel who seems to have some responsibility 
for us. Among other things, he told us that our release 
would be in a few more days . . . . " 

Three days later, freedom! 
True, the thrill of being released was dimmed when 

officials took away the Bru manuscripts. But even in this, 
John took encouragement from his faith in God. 

"It hit us like a bombshell, when we found out we 
could not bring our manuscripts out with us," John says. 
"There was nothing we could do about it. But we feel 
this is God's Word and it is his work. The Scripture says 
that his Word will accomplish what he sets out to 
accomplish. Either we believe that, or we don't. I, for 
one, want to believe that God will release these 
Scriptures if it fits into his purpose." • 

and learned to read from books her mother 
made. And with no other children around — 

she found friends in guards and others at the 
camps where she and her parents were detained. 

That God would arrange special care for LuAnne 
was evident even the first night of the Millers' detain

ment, as they were taken from Ban Me Thuot to a 
nearby plantation. Frightened and hungry from nearly 
three days of hiding, she started crying. 

"But the soldiers there were very kind to her," her 
mother recalls. "They got a packet of the dried food that 
they eat, and canned milk, and gave it to her." 

LuAnne's tears slowed. After a while she asked, 
"Mommy, are these soldiers going to keep us so we 
won't get captured?" 

Shy and serious, LuAnne became a special concern of 
officials and others at the camps, especially the time she 
became so sick that her parents wondered if she would 
live. 

"The North Vietnamese were very concerned about 
LuAnne," her mother says. "A lot of times they would 
bring her little things they thought she would like. At 
one place one of the officials went out of his way to 
get her a special wild fruit." 

One day a Vietnamese prisoner came to the Millers' 
area with vitamins his wife had obtained. He wanted 
LuAnne to have some of them. LuAnne's mother remon
strated with him, "You'd better keep these. You need 
them yourself because the diet is very poor here." 

The man replied, "No, we're older. If we don't make 
it, then that's one thing. But she's little, and we want 
her to make it. She has a long life ahead of her." 

From empty boxes and snips of discarded materials 
the Millers were able to make toys for LuAnne. She 
also had a doll purchased en route to North Vietnam. 

But she had no "playmates" until June, when the 
Millers' group was joined by a Filipino engineer in his 
forties, Arellano Bugarin. He was taken into custody 
while trying to escape from Pleiku. 

"We really appreciated 'Uncle Boge' because he had 
that very special gift of being able to pretend with her, 
of living in a child's world," says her mother. "Otherwise, 
LuAnne was living totally in an adult world. 
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ine Miners' move to a small hut in July meant two 
things - more privacy for LuAnne. and her own bed. 
The hut held a bed made of split bamboo on top of a 
frame. 

"We felt it was going to be quite crowded with the 
three of us." her father says, "so we made a little bed on 
a platform above the foot of our bed." The unusual 
"child's bunk" resulted in a steady parade of curious 
Vietnamese! 

LuAnne turned six on September 15 and in their 
anxiety that she not fall behind in schoolwork, her 
parents started lessons with homemade books. 

"We felt we could at least give her a start in basic 
reading, spelling and arithmetic," her father said. 
"We knew nothing about curriculum and how we should 
prepare lessons. But Carolyn made some reading books 
and flash cards and began teaching her reading and spell
ing an hour each morning. I had LuAnne for an hour in 
the afternoon and we worked on arithmetic." 

The Millers were so concerned about LuAnne's 
schooling that they suggested to authorities several 
times that if the others - especially the non-Americans -
were to be released, that LuAnne be allowed to go with 
them. 

LuAnne learned far more than the alphabet during 
the eight months. Her storehouse of new songs includes 
a few from the revolution as well as hymns her parents 
taught her. 

Taking a cue from the others, LuAnne became a first-
class scavenger. "She'd pick up anything that looked like 
it had any value," her dad recalls. "She'd come back to 
us with a piece of metal or something and say, 'I wonder 
if Uncle Peter could use this! '" Even during her first 
hours back in the United States, at the Seattle airport, 
LuAnne was checking the floors for useful items. 

Bedtime was often the most difficult hour for LuAnne, 
separated as she was from her older sister and brothers. 
The words of a little prayer song, sung by her mother as 
LuAnne went to sleep, were particularly comforting: 
"Father, lead me day by day, ever in thine own good 
way. Teach me to be pure and true; show me what I 
ought to do. When in danger, make me brave. Make me 
know that Thou canst save. Keep me safe by thy dear 
side; let me in thy love abide." . 


