


".. .Whosoever will lose his life for my sake shall find it." 
In 1959. I had the opportunity of visiting Viet Nam for the first time and spending a couple 
of days in the home of a close friend of college days, Bob Ziemer, and his wife. Marie . . . 
in the very home that was blown up by the Viet Cong this past February. Recently, in going 
through some old correspondence, I came across this letter I wrote home during that 1959 
visit with the Ziemers: 

"The sky was filled with a billion eyes as Bob and I drove out to a village back in the 
wilderness a few miles from Ban Me Thuot . Our destination was a tribal village church. I 
have heard about roads like the one wc traveled, but I had never expected to see one. This 
is missionary work as I had always imagined it would be. 

"After about a half hour of bumping along this "highway", we came upon a village of 
thatched-roofed houses. In the "middle of the village was a bamboo church built on stilts about 
four feet high. Its only entry was a bamboo step ladder. Inside, a single kerosene lamp was 
suspended above a table which served as a pulpit. 

•'Although we were not expected, a fine crowd soon gathered and filled the little church. 
Several songs were sung in Raday . . . familiar tunes, but very strange-sounding words. I 
had the privilege of giving my testimony while Bob interpreted it. Then Bob launched into 
a message in Raday. Before him on the floor was a sea of brown, upturned faces. Many of 
them were women with little sleeping babies fastened to their backs. All were drinking in the 
message. As Bob spoke. I couldn't understand much of what he was saying, but 1 don't know 
when I have been so blessed by a message. 

"As I watched Bob, our days together at Asbury College came to mind. 1 remembered 
the time he almost drowned during a summer vacation, and his testimony that, as he went 
under the water, his only thought was, 'Now HI never be a missionary." 

"This young man could have been a high-salaried pastor sought after by many churches 
in America. Yet. here he was. as some would say, "buried' in missionary work in Viet Nam 
. . . way back among the tribe of the Raday. 

"How many young people would be able to make such a sacrifice today? But is it a 
sacrifice? Bob and Marie would be the first to say a resounding 'No. ' 

"If you could have been with me tonight and felt what my heart experienced, you would 
say with me. 'This is living.' A sea of upturned faces was mute evidence of the reward far 
beyond high salaries, expensive cars, and large bank accounts. 

"God was here. Surely Heaven could not be too great an improvement on this." 
On February 1, 1968. the Viet Cong ended the lives of Bob Ziemer and five other mis

sionaries at Ban Me Thuot. We are certain if Bob could speak to us today he would say, "As 
much as we love Viet Nam. Heaven is much belter. This is really living!" 

We, of Bible Literature International are determined that Bob and his co-workers shall 
not have died in vain. 

J . M. Falkenberg. President 
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Sot., J an . 27, 1968: Dot and I were met in 
at Saigon airport shortly after noon by R. F. 
II. • i • Literature Director for C&MA, who 
hail* from Lincoln, Nebraska. "Rex" then drove 
us to the home of Jim and Jean Livingston. 

On the way. Rex informed us my plane reser
vation to fly to the missionary compound in Ban 
Me Thuot, 200 miles north ol Saigon, on Monday 
had been cam-piled by Air -America. Too bad . . . 
I had been looking forward to that t r ip ever since 
the reservation was made montlis ago. So many 
of our friends are there. Also, we wanted to see 
the large new national church which had just 
recently been dedicated. 

Dot u n a taken to C&MA Guest Home while 
Jim whisked me off to the Quang Trung Camp, 
the induction center for the Vietnamese army. 

Arriving at Quang Trung. we loaded our arms 
with hundreds of copies of RANG DONG maga
zine, which we distributed in the barracks. Wit
nessed a hunger for literature never seen in 
America. 

APRIL 

Jim told me in h i t Alabama drawl, "RANG 
DONG is the finest Christian publication in Viet 
Nam. I tell you. Jack, I personally use 8,000 
copies of RANG DONG each month. I could use 
10,000 if they were available." 

I came back here to the Guett Home for din
ner. After dinner tonight, we were sitting around 
the table with missionary' friends, including 
Marie Ziemer, Bob and Peggy Gunther, Rutb 
Thompson, Dave and Helen May Douglas, Dick 
and Marge Pendell. Fred and Carol Henry, 
Franklin and Doris Irwin, and Fred Zoeller. The 
phone rang. It was Bob Ziemer, beloved friend 
of .Asbury College days, calling from Ban Me 
Thuot. His wife, Marie, was called to the phone. 

Quang Due had been hit by the Viet Cong. 
Dave Douglas breathed, "My brother is there." 
Ruth Thompson murmured, "We're building a 
home there." 

This is a nation at war. It's beginning to come 
home to us. 
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Sun., Jon . 28 : "Family Day" at Quang Trung, a 
clay when relatives visit the soldiers in training 
here. 

A mob scene almost developed as some soldiers 
scuffled brieflv to get their copies of RANG 
DONG. 

An unforgettable experience this afternoon . . . 
the Livingstons took Dot and me to Binh Bien 
Cong Hoa military hospital. Walked through 
ward after ward. Here were the amputees, the 
blind, the deaf, the maimed . . . casualties of 
the strange war in Viet Nam. They really ap
preciated our coming. Again, RANG DONG 
was the feature performer. 

We were told of a soldier w-hose ear drums 
had burst when a VC shell exploded near him, 
leaving him totally deaf. Receiving a copy of 
RANG DONG in his ward, he was introduced to 
Je9us Christ. Coming to the hospital chaplain's 
office, he met the assistant chaplain, a Vietnamese 
national Christian who had also been wounded 
in action. Through an exchange of notes with 
the assistant chaplain, he accepted Christ as his 

personal Saviour. To think that soldier has never 
heard of Christ and never will, but now he rends 
constantly of Him. 

This afternoon, Marie Ziemer and Ruth 
Thompson flew back to Ban Me Thuot to join 
their husbands there. 

Climax of day was evening chapel service at 
hospital. From all over the grounds, the men 
hobbled into the chapel on crutches and canes. 
Just before the service, here came Jim Livingston 
cradling in his arms a double amputee. It vas 
almost more than I could take after an emotion* 
packed day. 

Mon., Jon. 29: Tonight began the celebration 
of the Chinese Lunar New Tear. TET, with the 
wildest display of fireworks we've ever seen. At 
midnight, we were up on the roof overlooking 
Saigon when it seemed like everything broke 
loose. It sounded like a million fire crackers 
going off. A pall of smoke hung over the city. 
We were told that each merchant tries to outdo 
the other in his fireworks display. It is like Christ. 

"Here we are in the large Quang Trung military induction center giving out copies of RANG DONG mag
azine. This 52-page, lull-color magazine, printed with BLI funds, was the feature performer everywhere 
we went. Jim Livingston told us, 'RANG DONG is ths finest Christian publication in Viat Nam. I person
ally hand out 8,000 copies each month. I could use 40,000 if they were available.'" 

mas. New Year's, and the Fourth of July all 
rolled into one. 

Finally, went to bed at 1 a.m. 

Toes., J an . 30: The uproar of the exploding 
fireworks continues all over the city. 

This afternoon, continuing a long-time custom 
in Viet Nam, all of the Saigon missionaries met 
at the Guest Home and then went in several cars 
to call on officials und pastors of the Saigon 
churches. 
7:30 p.m.—Enjoyed a time of fellowship in 
Guest Home with many of the Saigon mission
aries. Everyone in a rather festive mood. 

Wed., Jon, 3 1 : The Viet Nam war came to Sai
gon last night! 

The Communists chose this time of the TET 
celebration to launch a surprise attack during 
the night. The mortar bursts and automatic 
weapons fire were far different from the fire
crackers of the previous night. 

Announcement was made on the radio during 
the morning that all Viet Nam is under martial 
law and all planes in and out of Saigon have 
been cancelled. The airport was attacked by 
VC's Tues. night, as were the American Embas
sy 119 VC's and 8 Americans killed I. Vietnamese 
Navy base, and six other key installations. Dur
ing the morning, we saw dive bombers bomb the 
Viet Cong. Sky was filled with helicopters. 

Two jeep ambulances went roaring by Guest 
Home, each with wounded soldier in plain view. 

The VC's were under fire two blocks from 
here. Tracers went by Fred Zoeller's window at 
1 : 3 0 a.m. 

Thurs., Feb. 1: Went downtown with "Rex" 
Rexilius. We were stopped by U. S. jeep and 
reminded by GI's that Saigon is under curfew. 
4:30 p.m.—Jim and Jean Livingston are here 
at the Guest Home. They and their children 
siient all last night on the floor of their hjuse. 
The VC's were all around their neighborhood. 
Their home was hit many times with bullets. 
8:00 p.m.—Tonight's news report indicates 
heavy fighting in both Ban Me Thuot and Dalat. 

Fri., Feb. 2: 7:30 o.m.—I am back on the roof 
top after quite a night of waking often to the 
sound of bombing and automatic weapons fire. 

Directly across the street are the headquarters 
for the National Security Police (similar to the 
m i in I". S.I. The cook here at the Guest Home 
says the VC will hit the NSP complex, if at all 
possible. A barricade has been set up on the 
street below, and the guards are frisking every
one that comes through. 

"At Binh Bien Cong Hoa military hospital, we came 
face to face with the casualties of the strange war in 
Viet Nam . . . the amputees, the blind, the deaf, the 
maimed. They seemed to appreciate our coming, and 
especially receiving copies of RANG DONG." 

At the barbed-wire checkpoint this morning, 
a man on a motor bike was found to have a 
gun on his person. He was marched, at gun 
point, to the Security headquarters. 

1:00 p.m.—Just as we finished lunch, we looked 
nut ihe window in time lo see two Vietnamese 
soldiers ushering three men up the street, hands 
locked behind their heads and guns pointed at 
their backs. 

As a result of Peggy Gunther's seeing two 
people walk across the roofs right up to the Guest 
Home this afternoon, four soldiers will be station
ed on the roof here all night. We may have to 
spend the night under the bed. instead of on it. 

9:15 p.m.—Dot and I got a little fright when we 
were met by two Vietnamese on the stairs. It 
turned out they were soldiers in civies about to 
take their post on the roof for the night! Whew! 

9:45 p.m.—Just ready to step into shower when 
a burst of gunfire came from the roof. Shots 
were ringing out up and down the street. 

We threw on some clothes and inched our way 
outside. The street was swarming with soldiers. 
Two men were being searched. They were then 
blindfolded with their own black shirts, and 
hauled away to Security headquarters across the 
street. 
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Sat., Feb. 3 : 7:30 a .m.—A fairly quiet night. A 
period of heavy bombing occurred around 3 :00 
a.m. not far away. Then, u burst of machine gun 
lire nearby at 6:00 a.m. 
7:45 a .m.—Dave Douglas just knocked on our 
door to bring tragic news. Several good friends 
were killed at Ban Me Thuot last night. 

Our dear friend. Bob Ziemer, was killed. His 
wife, Marie, was wounded and is in the hospital 
at Nhatrang. Carolyn Griswold was wounded and 
died in the hospital. Her father, Leon, was killed. 
Others killed were Ed and Ruth Thompson (Ruth 
was in the Guest Home with us only last Sunday) 
and Ruth Wilting. Betty Olsen. a single mission
ary, was captured by the Viet Cong and is listed 
as missing. 

Except for Marie Ziemer. this wipes out the 
entire staff of missionaries at Ban Me Thuot. 
Dave Douglas reminded me that evidently it was 
the Lord's will that we were not able to go up 
country last w e e k . . . that there would have been 

"This is the U. S. Embassy building in Saigon. 
During the Communists' surprise attack at the time 
of the Chinese New Year's celebration, nineteen VC's 
and eight Americans were killed here. The building 
stilt shows battle scars where VC rockets h i t -

two more casualties. I admitted that this had oc
curred to m e . . . a sobering thought. 

According to radio, VC casualties have amount* 
ed lo more than 12,000 killed since January 29 
. . . by far the heaviest fighting of the entire Viet 
Nam war. Civilian casualties in Saigon have been 
heavy. 
11:45 a.m.—Gordon Cathey, pastor of the Inter-
national Protestant Church here in Saigon, called 
and offered to send a cable to the U.S. for us. 
I dictated one to our son, Jim. Hope it gets 
through OK. 
2:00 p.m.—The Henrys, the Gunthers, and we 
moved to the Catheys* home in the International 
Protestant Church Compound. Though they live 
two blocks from Ihe American Embassy where 10 
VC's and 8 Americans were killed last Tues
day night, it seems so much safer here than where 
we were before. 

Still hard to believe Bob Ziemer is dead. Such 
a shock! How' thankful we are to be alive . . . 
that we were not able lo go to Ban Me Thuot, as 
planned! 
Sun., Feb. 4: A quiet, warm, restful day . . . for 
a change. 

Gordon's message at the 11 a.m. service was 
very helpful, relative to God's providence and the 
"whys" of the deaths of the six missionaries. 

Things look a little better for our getting out 
of Saigon. 
Mon., Feb. 5: 9:15 a.m.—Just talked with Rex 
on the phone. He and his wife. Betty, live in the 
Cbolon area where there is still strong VC resis
tance. They have not been out of their apartment 
for several days. 
12 noon: Stan Lemon, missionary from Chicago, 
took me downtown to check on airline schedules 
. . . but no luck, the airport is still closed. 
10:30 p.m.—Gordon Cathey visited Marie Ziem
er in the hospital in Nhatrang. She gave him the 
following account of what happened in Ban Me 
Thuot. 

(Readers should keep in mind that this 
diary teas written in Saigon as the first re
ports were coming out of !SHATRAhG from 
Marie Ziemer. while she was still in the 
hospital. Minor t'ariatiotu in detail are 
coming lo light as the full story is known.): 
Tues., J an . 30: 
1:30 a.m.—VC's come onto missionary compound 
and went to house ol Carolyn Griswold and her 
fofber. They were owokened by Ihe VC's pounding 
on the door, and lied to the upstairs quarters. 
4:00 a.m.—Griswold home was wired and blown 
up by VCs with Carolyn and her lather, Leon, in 
H. Because ol intense VC activity in the area. Bob 

Ziemer could not leave his house next door, even 
though cries for help were hoard from bolh Caro
lyn and her lather. 
7:00 a.m.—Bob Ziemer and Ed Thompson along 
with some nationals ventured out as the VC with
drew info the jungle. They worked their way 
through the debris for live hours before they 
found Leon Griswold dead and Carolyn suffering 
from a broken leg, severe shock, and as H was 
learned later, massive internal injuries. Carolyn 
was carried to the servants' quarters at the rear 
ol the Thompsons' home. 
TUBS , afternoon—Expecting the VC to return to 
blow up the other houses, Bob and Ed decided to 
dig a deep bunker where the trash pit was normal
ly located at the rear of the compound. They felt 
they could all stay there out ol sight. 

'These photos were taken in 1999 during my first 
visit to the missionary compound in Ban Me Thuot, 
scene of the recent VC massacre of six missionaries. 
The pink house on the right is the Griswold home, 
the first place the VC's struck. It was blown up 
with Catolyn and her father inside it. The other 
two homes to the left are the Ziemers' and Thomp
sons' which were also demolished by the VC's." 
INSET PHOTO: "My beloved friend of college days, 
Bob Ziemer, his wife, Marie, and Carolyn Griswold. 
Marie was the only survivor of the recent massacre. 

Thai afternoon. Bob painted a sign "SOS -
HELP" and placed it on top of one ol the jeeps in 
hopes that H would be sported Irom the air. 

Alt the time they were looking for an oppor
tunity to get Carolyn to the hospital one mite up 
the road from the compound, but fhis was impos
sible because of the VC activity. Betty Olsen and 
Ruth Willing nursed her wounds as best they could. 

The rest ol the missionaries could perhaps have 
gotten away, but, of course, they would not leave 
Carolyn. 

H was learned later that U.S. helicopters tried 
to land, but were driven off by VC gunfire. 
Tues. night—They spent the entire night in the 
bunker—except for Carolyn who remained in the 
servants' quarters. 
Wed., Jon . 3 1 : 

In the morning, they moved from the bunker 
into the servants' quarters. During the day nothing 
unseeming occurred. 

All during the day Betty Olsen and Ruth Wih-
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ing went back and forth from the clinic to the 
servants' quarters to take care of Carolyn. 
6:00 p.m.—By this lime they were all back in the 
bunker, when the Thompson home was blown up 
by the VC. 

Thurs., Feb. 1: 
4:00 a.m.—The Ziemer home was the next one 
to be blown up. Except for Carolyn, all were in 
the bunker. 
Thuri. a l dawn:—Sob and Ed decided lo show 
themselves and ask for mercy. They then went 
out of the bunker while the rest, except for Betty, 
Ruth, and Carolyn, remained in H. 

It was decided that it was risky for both of them 
to walk out. Bob asked Ed to return to the bunker* 
Bob then walked up to the VC's and asked them 
tor permission to move Carolyn to the hospital. 
After replying "Yes", they immediately shot Bob 
through the head. 

Marie, Ed, and Ruth were down in the bunker 
and did not see him shot. Betty Olsen and Ruth 
Wilting were in the nearby clinic getting medicine 
for Carolyn, and Betty saw Bob killed. 

Ruth Wilting came running from the clinic to
ward the bunker, and the VC's shot her. She cried 
out, "I don't know what they wantt", staggered, 
and fell into the bunker, dead. 

"This is Doan Trung Tin. son of the president of the 
National Church of Viet Nam, handing out copies of 
RANG DONG to the Vietnamese troops. He symbol
izes the Christian national—the one the mission
aries are expecting to move out and take the 
spiritual offensive in Viet Nam. BU is determined to 
continue its course of supplying missionaries and 
nationals the printed Word in this needy land." 

This called the attention of the VC's to the 
bunker. They immediately walked over and fired 
two bursts of automatic weapon fire into the bunk
er, killing Ed and Ruth Thompson. 

As MARIE lay there, she kept thinking over and 
over, "I'll soon be with the lord, fll soon be with 

the Lord." She also prayed, through all this, that 
the lord would spare at least one of them to get 
the news out, of what actually happened. 

The lord saw fit that she was the one to survive. 
She was raked with machine gvn fire from her 
shoulder down her left side, her leg, and into her 
foot. For a good part of Thursday, she lay there 
in the bunker. 
Thurs. afternoon—The VC's came back and 
found Marie still alive. In spite of her extensive 
wounds, she was made to get up and walk down 
the road to the nearby village. Betty Olsen was 
there, as were Hemic Blood1 fa Wydiffe translator), 
his wife, and three children. The VC's interrogated 
them all, bound up Marie's wounds as best they 
could, and held them as prisoners that night in a 
native home. 

All this time, Carolyn was lying in the servants' 
quarters back at the compound. 
Fri.. Feb. 2 : 
Morning—The VC's gave all the prisoners rice and 
filthy water (Marie was fearful, even rf she lived, 
of getting typhoid from drinking it). Then they 
took Marie outside and interrogated her more. 

When they took her bac t inside the house, 
Betty Olsen and Hank Blood were gone. The VCs 
released Mrs. Blood and the three children. 

Marie was then walked to a point near the hos-
pital. Then the VC's disappeared. Marie was taken 
into the hospital and treated for her wounds and 
possible typhoid. 

Carolyn Griswold was flown by U. S. forces to 
the military hospital in Nhatrong where she died 
about two hours later. 

Tlii* is a deeply moving story. God willing, we 
* ill never be the same again. I.ord. make it so! 
Tuts., Feb. 6: 11 o.m.—Franklin Irwin. Field 
Chairman, just arrived with some good news for -
which we thank God. 

The 34 missionaries who were trapped in Dalai 
have been evacuated and are being flown to Sai
gon. Just two hours after they left Dalat. the VC's 
blocked the road and occupied the entire area! 

Another thing to praise the Lord for is the 
fact that the children in Ban Me Thuot had left 
the compound to go back to school just four 
days before the VC's struck Ban Me ThuoL A 
request had been made to the mission that the 
children lie allowed to stay home through the 
New Year's celebration, but pernii>siun was not 

i ' 1 • Had U been, three of the fi\e Thompson 
children and one of the three Ziemer children 
may have been killed. 
12 noon: Gordon and I walked over to the L.S. 
Embassy. Saw hole through which VC's got inlo 
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 *"<* " a s everywhere. Those were two tense weeks we spent in Sai

gon. Our prayer now Is that our dedication to Him be com plate, because of what He allowed us to experience" 
grounds. An MP told me the VC's did not get in
to the building proper, only into the area between 
the wall and the building. 
Wed. , Feb. 7: 10 a.m.—Learned that Marie 
Ziemer came through surgery yesterday in ex
cellent shape. Thank the Lord for that! 

Saigon full of refugees . . . about 100,000 thus 
far from the fighting areas around Saigon. This 
city is still very tense. Beginning to get on my 
nerves a b i t Dot is taking things beautifully, 
although not convinced we're going to get out of 
here alive. 
10:30 p.m.—Rex called from Cholon, requesting 
prayer. Fighting was raging in the street in front 
of his apartment He said the din was terrific! 
All missionaries here gathered for a half hour of 
prayer—Gunthers. Henrys. Lemons, plus Catheys 
and us. 
Thurs., Feb. 8: Thought we might get a flight out 
of here today, but it didn't work o u t 

Called Rex this afternoon. VC snipers were in 
the bushes across the street from Rex's house. 
He said the VC flag still flies from a nearby build
ing down the street from his house. 
Fri., Feb. 9: 7:45 a.m.—WOW! What a night 
. . . one of the noisiest since we've been here, 
except for .New Year's Eve. Sounded as though 
bombs were dropping all night long. The con
cussions have shaken the house many times. 
Sounds like a long, drawn-out thunder storm. 

only we don't see any flashes of light 
So*., Feb. 10: 9 o.m.—Just called Pan Am. The 
flight is off today. They tried to evacuate the wife 
of the Philippines Ambassador and 19 other 
Filipinos yesterday, but the plane could not land 
because of VC ground fire. So. other people have 
problems, too. 
11:50 a.m.—Helen May Douglas called to tell us 
she had just heard that Air Viet Nam was mak
ing a special flight to Hong Kong. 

We rushed downtown with Stan Lemon in his 
VW bus and made it in record time! We made 
our arrangements, hurried back to pack, and then 
"flew" out to the airport We were numbers 99 
and 100 on the :1 ghl 

About 3:15 p.m. the wheels left the runway. 
The pilot put the plane practically on its tail, 
seeking to gain as much height as possible before 
crossing the river beyond the airport, from which 
the Viet Cong have been firing at the planes. 

Soon we were cruising beautifully at 600 miles 
per hour heading for Hong Kong . . . out of 
reach of the war in Saigon, and heading home! 

How good God has been to us! Our hearts are 
with the missionaries we came to know and love 
back in Saigon. Our hearts ache for Marie Zie
mer. und the loved ones of the missionaries who 
died for the Lord's work in Ban Me Thuot 

May our dedication to Him be complete, be
cause of what He allowed us to experience. A 
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