Mrs. Ina C. Strain

Introduction
In 1938 I accepted an assignment from the Christian and
Missionary Alliance t o go t o French-Indo China as a Youth
Director and Sunday School Coordinator. I was also to translate
the needed materials for this age group.
T w o other couples and myself were assigned to Paris,
France for a year of language study. However, our year w a s cut
short when Hitler began amassing his troops along the Rhine River
in preparation t o attack Paris, That was at the time of the Munich
crisis.
All American students were requested to leave Paris within
24 hours. The lights of Paris went out. Paris wept!
W e traveled to Marseilles, a seaport in the south of France.
From there w e traveled via the Suez Canal on a 28-day voyage to
French-Indo-China.
When I left for French-Indo-China in 1938 very few people
knew where that was, nor did they know much about the country or
the people. F o u r years later the whole world knew!
I dedicate these memoirs o f my early years in Indo-China,
with love, to Vietnam.

!
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As w e traveled up the winding river to Saigon, I hung by the rail to catch a glimpse
of this, my new country. The shores were lined with luscious green foliage, coconut
palms, linden trees, banana bushes—some over twenty feet high, and flowers blooming in
a riot of bright colors. In the open spaces w e could see the wide expanse of the beautiful
emerald green rice fields.
H e r e and there in a clearing were villages of eight or nine huts nestled together,
built of b a m b o o poles interlaced with banana leaves. The overhanging thatched conicalshaped roofs matched the conical-shaped hats everyone wore. Along the shore the little
children, wearing nothing but their light brown skins, waved a greeting t o us.
And then at last, after 28 days, w e docked at Saigon. I had arrived!
It w a s high noon, and it was MOT. The pier was alive with a mass of officials,
military men, business men, Chinese merchants, and even the geisha girls, wearing their
bright tunics and a flower over their right ear which meant, "I am available." The rickshaw
coolies, pushing, yelling, all were vying for customers.
It w a s HOT! W e stood for hours in a sweltering building waiting t o g o through
customs. T o make matters worse, a box of tacks in my trunk had come loose, and when
the customs officer plunged his hands down into my things, his hands came up dripping
tacks! Perhaps it's best I couldn't understand all he said. He was angry!
The rickshaw ride from the docks t o the mission station w a s one harrowing
experience, not to be soon forgotten. As w e entered the wide boulevard w e were suddenly
a part o f a surging crowd of busy bicycles and wooden carts of every kind and description
pulled and pushed by coolies. All the carts were overloaded beyond their capacity. Even
the bicycles were loaded until all one could see were the hands on the handle bars and the
feet turning the pedals. Honks, yells, whistles, bells all added t o the confusion. N o traffic
laws here! It w a s every man for himself
The boulevard w a s wide and lined with beautiful trees that arched over it. There
were linden trees, coconut trees, palm trees, and always the vivid bright bougainvillea
vines with flowers blooming in profusion. I caught glimpses of magnificent buildings,
colonial mansions, and ornate temples with pagoda roofs. They were sheltered behind
walls with massive iron-grilled gates. All this passed by me like flicks on a movie screen
and really didn't seem to register since I w a s so occupied watching the back of my
rickshaw coolie. I kept thinking that if he fell down, I would go over backwards and be at
the mercy of this surging crowd!
A slow, misty rain was falling when we reached the mission compound. The high
wall around it w a s bright with red bougainvillea vines which even splashed up over the
verandah, covering the tiles. Beautiful!
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But inside w a s a different story. The rooms were dark and gloomy, damp, and
smelled of mold. Little lizards chased each other from picture to picture. N o glass in the
windows—just iron bars. My room w a s small. It had a single bed, a chair, and in a small
adjoining room, a covered pail—my commode!
Later that evening I stood by my pane-less window, looking out through the iron
bars. I watched t w o huge rats scurrying in and out of the open kitchen door, some ten feet
from my room.
I w a s so glad t o crawl under the mosquito net on my bed. Exhausted, 1 lay listen
ing to the sounds of the night around me. Angry voices in a sing-song language, a baby
crying, the ka-ka lizard in the bush by my window calling to his mate, a street peddler
calling out his wares—unmindful of the rain, the tinkling of the temple bells, the measured
reverberating beat of a temple gong, the drip, drip, dripping of the rain in the blackness of
the night. H o m e seemed a million miles away!
The next day w e took a walking tour along the boulevard, stopping to peek
through the iron-grilled gates o f those majestic "palaces," where we saw beautiful gardens,
fountains and statues typical of the French gardens in Paris. There were many shops, tea
houses, restaurants, and yes, even the side-walk cafes with their bright umbrellas, tubs of
bright flowers, and wonderful smells.
T h e young girls w e met on the boulevard were lovely, They w o r e the ao dai. T h e
tunic has long sleeves, a stand-up collar, and closes on the left side down under the arm to
the waist. The tunic w a s slit on both sides up t o the waist to reveal wide-legged white
trousers. It was a costume perfect for their slender little figures. And as always, they w o r e
the conical reed and grass hats.
Men w o r e much the same costume, but some w o r e the black kiihn on their heads.
It w a s a sort of turban. Others w o r e just the black trousers and a white, long-sleeved,
button-down-the-front shirt.
Along the curb were the "walking restaurants." A vendor with a long pole over his
shoulder with a box hanging on each end, stood waiting to serve his meals of rice and tea
and fruit. One box held the teacups and the teapots, the other held the rice, fruit, bowls
and chopsticks. When a customer finished his bowl of rice the vendor just wiped off the
chopsticks, and with the same not-so-clean towel wiped out the bowl. He was now ready
for the next customer.
The beauty of Saigon, this "pearl of the east" was soon lost when w e walked a few
blocks "off the beaten track." There w e saw the poverty and the horrible conditions some
of the people lived in, make-shift huts fashioned out o f scraps of wood, bits and pieces of
tin, and discarded shipping crates. It was not a pleasant sight, nor a pleasant smell.
I had three days to become acclimated to the sights, sounds and smells of Saigon,
and then w a s back on the Andre Lebon to finish the last of my journey. W e traveled
around the tip of Cochin China and up the coast to Tourane (later renamed Da Nang)
where I w a s to be stationed for language study.
I arrived in the midst of the monsoon season. Added to the monsoons w e r e the
typhoons. Together they ripped and tore everything in their path.
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T o u r a n e w a s a beautiful harbor but the shore line w a s so shallow that the larger
ships could not dock, so I w a s brought to dock by a launch. W e passed the small j u n k s
being tossed and bounced around in the wind and the rain.
When I arrived at the mission station I w a s a sorry mess, wet and drip-ping—
soaked t o the skin, far from a pleasing first impression.
H e r e as in Saigon there w a s no glass in the windows, just iron bars and louvered
shutters that could be closed. The shutters were crudely made, leaving much t o be desired.
Creepy, crawly things found their w a y along with the rain through the cracks in the
shutters. Lizards, spiders, scorpions, all fell prey to my club, which I learned to wield
without a shudder!
Tourane {Da Nang) w a s as different from Saigon as the day is from the night. N o
beautiful boulevards here, no fancy shops, no beauty parlors, no restaurants, no blazing
lights, for this was the land of the peasants, the rice farmers. It w a s a rural area, made up
of small villages of reed and grass huts nestled here and there around the rice fields. Built
up mounds of dirt made dikes that surrounded the flooded fields. These were called
"bunds," the top being leveled off so that a bicycle, a cart, or even a rickshaw could travel
from one rice field t o another.
As I traveled along these " b u n d s " I could see long rows of peasants, perhaps as
many as fifty to a row, bent over, knee-deep in the water, planting the stocks of rice by
hand, one stock at a time. About all I could see of them was the long line of the conical
hats they wore.
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Life on the compound was always exciting. With the large native church, the Bible
School of 125 students, plus their children, and a much-in-demand dispensary, there were
very few dull moments.
For instance, the night the tiger came to visit. I was startled awake by the beating
of pots and pans, the clanging of the gongs, and the chanting of the natives next to the
compound in the village ofAnh Hai. Someone had seen a tiger prowling near the outskirts
of the village. Occasionally, during the hottest season, a strange tiger would leave the hills
t o c o m e d o w n in search o f water. The frenzied attempts t o frighten him away continued
throughout the night until dawn.
O n e of the first things I bought after arriving in Tourane {Da Nang) was a bicycle.
I loved t o go exploring around the villages. The Bay of Tourane w a s about five minutes
from our compound I could ride my bike on the hard-packed surface of the beach and
watch the fishing boats and the sampans. These sampans were the only home for many
families of the fishermen.
I never felt any fear of the natives. They were always polite, staring at me with
open-mouth curiosity. The children followed me as if I were a pied-piper!
O n e morning I w a s merrily pedaling down the road. Looking up, I saw a herd of
huge water buffalo, their black eyes bulging and long horns curling back, coming directly
at me. 1 w a s terrified! I dropped my bike by the roadside and ran to hide behind the big
gest tree I could find. Imagine my chagrin, as they went ambling by, to see a small boy
about 10 years old, sitting astride the back of the last water buffalo. H e had a branch in his
hand which he used to prod the rump of the buffalo in front of him to keep moving.
I scrambled out of hiding, hoping that no one had witnessed my humiliation.
Part of what I feared most were the scrawny, emaciated, mangy dogs that
scrounged around the outskirts of the villages. They would suddenly appear, barking,
baring their teeth and coming up to "smell" me. I w a s told that if I remained perfectly still
they would not hurt me. But with knees shaking, and heart racing, this w a s hard to do!
W e had a lovable old dog on our compound who would greet every ragged beggar
with a tail-wagging welcome! But he barked at the official Frenchmen, bared his teeth and
kept them at bay. When I questioned this, my teacher told me it was because the French
ate d o g meat, and our dog could "smell" it! True? or False?
There w a s Anh Cung, our night watchman, w h o made his trips around the c o m 
pound at night. The klop, klop of his wooden sandals was such a comforting sound. But
there w e r e times when he sorely tried my patience! H e loved to curl up on my back
verandah and g o to sleep. His snores often wakened me. I would g o out, shake him awake
and send him on his rounds. H e would bow, and bow, and beg my forgiveness, promising
never t o d o it again. Ha!
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O n e hot night o n e o f the missionaries in search of a breath o f air decided t o move
her bed, plus mosquito net, out onto the verandah. During the night a coolie slipped over
the wall and began t o remove her mosquito net. She wakened and screamed, "Help!
Help!" so loudly that the whole compound, students and all were awakened. W e looked
around for Anh Cung, the night watchman. W e found him stretched out on a table in the
students' dining room, fast asleep!
And then there was Anh Linh, when he was still an apprentice at the trade and just
getting used t o making clothes for "the foreigner," he w a s given a dress by one of the
missionaries t o copy. The dress had suffered a great deal of wear. It had a patch on the
collar. The missionary gave him the dress and asked him if he could make another one
exactly like it. His answer was duoc, which meant, "can d o . "
When the dress was returned he had followed instructions perfectly. The dress was
exactly like the old one, even to the patch in the collar!
Or o n e might be walking through the pantry just in time to see Anh Thanh, the
houseboy, scooping a wiggling lizard out of the soup tureen. The lizard had fallen from
the ceiling into the hot soup I did not eat any soup that day!
Most of the day 1 spent in language study, except for a few hours several days a
week, when I helped in the dispensary. N o w there w a s drama! At four o'clock in the
afternoon the bell w a s rung, time for patients, but already there w a s a line at the gate
needing attention.
W e were only allowed t o give out medication that w e call "over the counter"
medication. W e could give aspirin for pain, medication for worms, ointment and clean
bandages for cuts and burns, and argyrol for infected eyes. What bothered me most were
the mothers w h o brought their babies with infected eyes, yet they did nothing t o brush
away the many flies that rimmed the festering eyes.
Many were the charms and tricks of the witch doctors, w h o often used herbs and
roots for cures along with their magics. One of the rarest of all cures was the one made of
the bones of the tiger. These bones were cut up in small pieces, covered with rice alcohol
and left t o ferment for several weeks until it formed a jelly. Then it w a s wrapped in leaves
and buried for several m o r e weeks. When it hardened, small chips were given the patient
to cure whatever seemed t o be wrong.
I never tasted it, but one missionary did and he said, " W h e e , I feel like jumping
over the m o o n ! "
There w a s a saying among the natives that if you went t o the hospital for help you
would die. This w a s probably true, for after every charm, fetish and cure of the witch
doctor had failed and the patient w a s dying, then as a last resort he w a s taken to the
hospital t o o late for anything t o help.
W e tried to teach the students good hygiene, but w e were often surprised at s o m e
o f the "cures" they still practiced. One afternoon a first year student hurried to us crying,
" M y wife is dying! My wife is dying!"
When w e went out to the students' dormitory w e found her unconscious in a pool
of blood. H e had used the old heathen custom of cutting off the tips of the fingers to bleed
the patient, letting out the evil spirit causing the pain. Fortunately, his wife did not die.
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And then there w a s my teacher, Thai Ky. H e w a s a feisty young student w h o
spoke French with a very bad native accent. I spoke French with a very bad American
accent. W e must have done something right, however, for I passed my language exams
with grades in the high nineties.
It w a s a difficult language. Although the w o r d s were mostly t w o or three letters,
yet it w a s a tonal language. Where one places the tone determined the w o r d ' s meaning.
It w a s through the efforts of the first Catholic missionaries that the tones were
reduced t o writing, using the Roman letters as a medium t o represent the sounds.
This w a s called Gttoc Ngu. It w a s used by the Christian missionaries later on who
translated the N e w Testament. Accent signs were added t o the w o r d s to identify the tone
such as; ba, bd, bd, ba, ba.
So the w o r d ba had five meanings. It could mean "three, woman, poison, hug,
dregs," according t o where one placed the tone, and in writing, where one placed the
accent marks.
When 1 did not get my tones correctly placed, Thai Ky, instead of wringing his
hands in despair, would crack his knuckles. Crunch, crackle, crunch! H e often hung his
head in shame saying he couldn't begin t o tell me what horrible things I w a s saying. The
w o m e n would put their hands over their mouth out of politeness, to hide their smiles at my
mistakes. It w a s the children w h o became my very best teachers, for they never hesitated
to correct me!
I learned a great deal more from Thai Ky than the language. H e taught me much of
the past history of his country and of their struggles as a nation to maintain their own
identity. I came to realize that this w a s a nation that had suffered cruelty without justice.
T o understand the natives better one needed t o live through a N e w Y e a r ' s
celebration with them. It w a s called "Tet-time." For a week everyone, rich or poor, joined
in the festivities wholeheartedly.
The first day of Tet w a s family day. The ancestral altar was laden with bowls of
candy, fruit or flowers and lots of false paper money. The fragrance of burning jah sticks
was everywhere. Relatives came to visit bringing small gifts. The next day was given t o
caring for the graves of the ancestors, cutting, trimming, leaving special offerings on the
graves to appease any spirit w h o might want to haunt the dead.
The rest of the week w a s fun-time. It was the only time of the year when they
could have "open season" to gamble. They gambled on cockfights, on cards, on races.
This w a s the time when the old, fat kitchen god paid his visit t o the Great God of
heaven. All year that old god, high on a shelf, had watched the family, recording the bad
things they had done. N o w at 7e/-time he would pay his annual visit to the God of heaven
and leave the record.
So what did the family do? On the eve of 7ef-time a huge bowl of very sticky
candy w a s left in front of him. They reasoned that the kitchen god would eat the sticky
candy. His teeth would be all stuck together! H e couldn't say a single word, not a thing
could he tell the Great God of heaven, They were safe! Ha!
7e/-time was also the time when neighbors and friends came to visit, sharing their
hot tea and ginger candies. Often they exchanged small gifts. The most elaborate gift in
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these earlier years could be the gift of a bird nest. This w a s a rare commodity. These bird
nests w e r e m a d e by sort of a sand-piper bird whose saliva w o v e the nests together. They
built their nests in the cracks and crevices of the mountains near Tourane {Da Nang),
During a certain time of the year they were harvested by the natives w h o w e r e brave
enough to scale the difficult high places in search of them. In the early years, these bird
nests were sold at a great price to the Chinese, w h o made the famous "bird nest soup."
The outstanding event of Tet w a s the celebration called Nam Giao. It w a s a
religious ceremony held every three years at 7W-time. The emperor, Bao Dai, served as
high priest, officiating at the sacred altar.
The ceremony w a s held in a special temple outside the city of Hue, which at that
time w a s the capital ofAnnam, a province in the central region of French Indo-China. It
w a s sacred ground. Only the emperor and his chosen mandarins were allowed on those
sacred grounds. The emperor and his chief mandarins spent three days in isolation being
purified for the ceremony.
W e were able to travel to Hue, making the trip over the mountains and through the
jungles. Elephants once roamed these jungles, but few are left due t o the ivory trade with
the Chinese in those earlier years.
W e were not allowed t o enter the sacred grounds but w e could watch the fabulous
preparations being made. The parade from the city t o the sacred grounds w a s beautiful.
Elephants ambled along first, draped in gorgeous embroidered satin thrown over their
backs and with jeweled harnesses sparkling and shining in the sun. Then followed the
mandarins in formation, dressed in beautifully embroidered satin coats. On their heads they
w o r e the traditional huken, a turban draped with jewels. Amidst the clanging of the gongs
and the beating of the drums, the procession crossed over the moat onto the sacred
grounds.
A water buffalo was slain and placed on the altar of Heaven, Earth and the
Ancestors. Its blood w a s sprinkled t o the four winds. Its hair and hide were buried. The
sacrifice w a s made to the Great God of heaven and to their ancestors, as a plea for
forgiveness for the sins of the nation.
Hue w a s an overpopulated city, without the glamour of Saigon. The Perfumed
River w a s there, so-called because of the profusion of flowers blooming along its banks,
dropping petals into the water. The breeze from the south brought the fragrance upstream.
Here t o o , w e r e the famous tombs of the ancient kings. Life-sized statues
surrounded the area. The antiquity of the nation could be seen in the ancient architectural
structures of the pagoda-roofed temples and shrines.
After I w a s able to use the language a bit, with the help of my teacher and a Bible
w o m a n , I started morning classes for the children of the Bible students, and for the chil
dren of the village next t o us.
W e were well into the classes for about six months, when the Bible w o m a n
stopped coming, I w a s concerned, so 1 went to see her. Over a cup of hot tea and some
ginger candy, she told me she w a s not feeling well. When I left her, I gave her a quick hug
and dropped a kiss on her forehead.
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That afternoon at tea time on the compound I mentioned that I had been to see Ba
Luang, my Bible woman. There w a s a dead silence. Then, out of the silence someone said,
"Ba Luang has leprosy! She is a leper!"
Well, put a big mark on the wall for me. I had kissed a leper!
And h o w could I ever forget the trips to the market. There were usually one or
t w o rickshaw coolies in the area. A click of the gate brought them running. M y favorite
coolie w a s the one w h o chanted t o himself, keeping in tune to the pad-pad of his feet on
the dusty road.
There w a s another coolie with quite a sense of humor. The streets and roads were
always filled with people, dogs, pigs or chickens. This coolie loved t o quietly sneak up on
a crowd and then give an ear-splitting yell. Startled people went flying in all directions,
chickens squawked, and dogs barked confusion reigned.
The gray Gibbon monkeys joined in the excitement, swinging from tree t o tree as
they followed, scolding and chattering all the way to market.
W o m e n joined the "to market w e g o " with long poles swung over their shoulders,
having a basket swinging from each end of the poles. Usually one basket contained a
screaming baby, while the other was filled with several squawking chickens.
The natives chewed the betel nut, which in turn stained their mouths blood-red.
They loved to chew and spit, chew and spit, leaving great splotches of blood-red on the
cobble stones of the road. It w a s enough t o make one think murder had been committed
there.
The sights and sounds of the market place could fill another chapter! Open stalls
faced each ot her on the narrow road. Chickens hyung squawking by their feet. Skinned
pigs hung on hooks covered by a multitude of flies. Fish glared with their bugging eyes.
There were many kinds of fruits, as well as rice, soy beans,candied ginger, pineapple and
dates.
There w e r e other shops with beautiful materials from India, carved ivory from
China, jewels inlaid with gold and silver, beautifully woven and embroidered linenes. 1
never liked to bargain, but anyone w h o didn't bargain was labeled "stupid." The rickshaw
coolie would follow from stall to stall, collecting my parcels and keeping the beggars from
overwhelming me.
So many beggars! It was the policy of the mission not to feed them or give them
money at the c o m p o u n d gate. Otherwise w e would have been besieged. But one morning I
heard this pitiful wailing. Looking out, I saw a tiny, dirty, unkempt little girl shuffling
through the dust of the road. Amid her wails she told me that she had lost her sou (penny).
Her mother would beat her!
I gave her several sous. She looked up at me, gave me a sly grin, turned and
skipped off the road. S o m e h o w I had the feeling that I had been "taken."
Sure enough. The next morning at about the same time, I heard this pitiful wailing.
I looked out. N o w there were t w o of them wailing and shuffling through the dust for their
lost sous]
N o , I didn't succumb. I thought afterwards though, th at these t w o should have
been rewarded for a most excellent performance!
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Often peddlers would c o m e by the compound, rattling the gate and crying,
Dum, c o m e and see!" Occasionally I would open the gate and invite them t o c o m e in.
Finding a place in the shade of the verandah they would spread out their wares. They
would stay, squatting on their heels for hours, never taking no for an answer.
Their w o v e n and embroidered linens were beautiful, and some were really
breathtaking. There w e r e times in my life when I have wished I were rich, and this w a s
one of them. H o w I wished I could send some of these beautiful pieces home to family and
friends. My house girl, Luang, stood by me while I bargained, and by the lift of her eye
brows I knew when t o stop bargaining and buy.
Joy and peace were t w o commodities rarely found in the lives of the natives. Guilt,
and fear of the evil spirits and of the Great God of Heaven, held them in bondage. Death
was a very present reality in their lives. If they had not had such fear of that "after-death
journey," many of the peasants working from sun-up to sun-down in the hot tropical sun
might have welcomed death.
I found as I visited in their homes that the only article in their house was a coffin.
There w e r e mats on the floor and on the coffin for sleeping. Since the law of the land was
that the dead must be buried before sundown, at least the man of the family could be
buried with dignity.
By the roadside, skirting the villages and the rice paddies, were these piled up
m o u n d s of dirt with a bowl of false paper money and some fruit rotting in the hot sun, or
candy covered with a multitude of crawling bugs. These offerings were for the evil spirits,
lest they haunt the d e a d ' s journey into the unknown.
However, if one were a rich man, the burial became a gala affair, a parade. First
came the men wearing huge, ugly face masks, with eyes bulging, teeth long and pointed.
They were flashing gleaming swords here, there and yonder, to frighten and kill any evil
spirit in the w a y of their parade. Next came men tossing out false paper money, so that if
there were any evil spirits left, they would become so engrossed in collecting the money,
that they would not have to time to haunt the dead.
Then the coffin, draped in red and gold cloth, would be carried on the shoulders of
the men in the family. Next came the w o m e n and children, all dressed in torn and tattered
white robes, weeping and wailing. Following them would be the paid mourners. The
louder they wept and wailed, the more they were paid.
All of this was to the beat of the gongs, and the steady wailing chant of the orangerobed, shaven-headed priests who were paid t o follow the procession.
I quickly came to realize how great was the darkness in which these people lived!
It w a s a country with a great without written all over it. There w a s poverty without relief
There w a s sickness without skill or care. There w a s sorrow without sympathy. There w a s
sin without a remedy, death without hope. All this w a s wrapped up in the words, without
Christ.
Someone once portrayed the heathen world when he painted a picture of a starless
sky, draped in deeper and yet deeper shades of darkness, filling the awful darkness with
sad-faced men and sorrow-stricken w o m e n and children. This w a s the heathen world I
found around me.
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My first Christmas in Indo-China was HOT! N o white Christmas here! Omg Bd
Nhu 'o 'ng had invited a few of us to his village of Bien Hai t o attend the wedding feast of
his eldest son. It w a s several kilometers up the river by boat.
Anh Thanh, our house-boy, w o r e many hats. H e w o r e a black turban for the w o r k
around the house and t o serve our meals. H e w o r e a banana leaf conical hat t o help in the
yard. H e w o r e a chauffer's hat, which he loved with a passion, to drive the car.
By the time he had helped us pack for our trip t o the wedding, the sun w a s a ball
of heat in the sky, Its hot rays shimmered off the red tiles of the roof and made shining
mirages on the hard packed road.
R o a d s in Indo-China were made for people to live in! They were always filled with
people. Anh Thanh had a streak of humor much like my favorite rickshaw coolie. H e
loved to drive the car as slowly and quietly as possible up behind an unsuspecting crowd,
then stop and give a horrible blast of the horn! People—men, women and children, dogs,
pigs, chickens, baskets and food products flew in all directions. Panic reigned! H e had
been reprimanded for this, but often the temptation overcame him.
When w e reached the river w e left Anh Thanh with the car and took a sampan,
which is a small boat propelled by a single pole over the stern. Another coolie with a very
long pole actually pushed us up the river.
W e had one rather plump person with us. When she stepped in I held my breath,
sure that w e would immediately sink to the bottom of the river. She was also very
"pokable," The native children loved to slip up behind her and poke her arms. Rarely did
one ever see a plump native!
As w e neared the village, w e could hear the commotion. The shore was alive with
little children with nothing on but their little brown skins. W e were greeted by the elders
of the village and welcomed Since w e were special guests, fire-crackers were hung in the
trees and lit. So, amid the yelling of the children, the barking o f the dogs, the squawking
of the chickens, and the popping of firecrackers, w e made our way t o the home o f Omg
BdNhu'o'ng,
R o u g h boards for table and benches were set up in the well-swept yard. The cere
mony began, After much bowing, with a "Choa" here and a "Choa" there, long speeches
were read.
Then came the seating according to importance. The natives have a strict protocol.
I w a s a problem! Could I, a single woman, be seated above a native man? Yet, I w a s a
special guest, so protocol w a s broken.
There were no native w o m e n at the table except one little old gray-haired, tooth
less grandmother, the Bdmah, probably the matriarch of the family. She sat directly across
from me. She must have thought I wasn't getting enough t o eat, so she licked her
11
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chopsticks (she had been chewing betel nut and her mouth was stained blood red) and
found me a "blob" of something. She put it on my plate! It looked like a the eye of a fish. I
said to one of the older missionaries sitting by me, "I can't eat this!'
She said, " Y o u have t o ! "
With a chill and a shudder, I ate it!
The wedding ceremony w a s a gala affair. The g r o o m ' s parents were hosted and
toasted. The gifts w e brought to the bride were all given t o the mother-in-law. W e never
saw the bride until she came out from the kitchen to stand with eyes downcast by the
g r o o m ' s side as they were pronounced "husband and wife." Then she disappeared back
into the kitchen t o help with her mother-in-law's work.
During the afternoon the men of the village held a meeting with the missionaryman, while we, the w o m e n , went visiting in the homes of their wives. I noticed that some
of the huts had bamboo screens built several feet out from the doorway. I w a s told that
this screen was put up t o confuse the evil spirits and keep them from finding their way into
the huts. Inside the hut, sometimes the only thing t o sit on was the coffin, an ever-present
reminder of death.
1

W e sipped our hot tea and ate our gingerized candy, "gossiping the Gospel." The
w o m e n were shy, gracious, and beautiful.
It w a s sundown when w e were again ushered t o the waiting boat. The sun in the
tropics has a way of slipping suddenly behind the mountains, leaving the sky streaked with
gold, lavender and pink for a time. Twilight comes fast.
Then out came this beautiful, bright, full moon, turning everything to a silverywhite wonderland. The fragrance of the white temple flowers — night blooming, mingled
with the fragrance of eucalyptus The only sound around us w a s the lapping o f the waves
against our boat. Beautiful!
W e met Anh Thanh at the village where w e had left him with the car. Tired and
hot, w e arrived home safely.
That night as I tucked in my mosquito net, I felt that no Christmas, past or future,
could ever be more beautiful!
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xxx4^xx
T h e Japanese had already moved into Indo-China, when, near the end of 1940 I
had a severe bout with Dengue Fever ("break-bone" fever). I also had several different
kinds of persistent parasites. I was not strong physically, so went to Dalai, our station in
the hill country, where it w a s cool.
Dalat w a s a beautiful place, high on a mountain-top. It w a s the summer play
ground of the wealthy French in the colony.
I remember o n e evening standing at my window looking out at the peaks of the
mountains around me, some of them cloud covered. I thought of the hundreds and hun
dreds of tribes' people living in the jungles and forests of these mountains. There were the
Bil, the Radai, the Moi, the Meo, the Nhu 'o 'ng and many, many more.
Mountains of Mystery's
By white feet untrod,
Hiding strange faces
Known only to God.
O f all the many tribes, the Meo tribe intrigued me the most. These were the
"Aristocrats of Asia," having a history which they had passed down from generation t o
generations They claimed to have wandered north of the region of China after the T o w e r
of Babel. Finding the Chinese too barbaric, they wandered south, settling in the deep
mountains of Indo-China (Vietnam).
They are the tribe o f the "deep blue hands." They g r o w their o w n materials, spin,
w e a v e and dye their cloth, finding the dye in the forest around them. They use a rich, dark
blue dye for their clothing. Most of the women and girls have their hands perpetually
stained a deep, dark blue.
This tribe is monotheistic, worshipping the G o d of Heaven. They have a strict
moral code. Infidelity is punished by death.
While at Dalat, one of the older missionaries asked me to speak to the tribes'
people down in the long-house. H e would be my interpreter. It was a never-to-be-forgot
ten experience.
A long-house had been built by the mission d o w n on the mountainside away from
the compound. Here the tribes' people could have a sheltered place t o stay as they came
and went t o market. These Moi tribesmen were wild looking, with long, bushy hair rolled
up into a bun and held together by a bone. H u g e round bones were in the stretched-out
lobes o f their ears. Their teeth had been filed to points, and blackened. They w o r e no
clothes except for a G-string and a little loin cloth. W o v e n baskets w e r e slung over their
shoulders which held their blow-guns and arrows. They could neither read nor write. In
fact, they had no written language.
13
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So there they were, sitting cross-legged on the matted floor, eyes glistening in the
flickering light of the lantern. Their woven baskets with their blow guns were hidden in the
shadows behind them.
These tribes-people believed that there w a s a Great God of Heaven w h o knew all
about their evil ways. Along with their worship of demons, devils, ancestors and many
other g o d s of various kinds and descriptions, they also believed in and feared the Great
God of Heaven.
E a c h year they held a ceremony, offering up the blood of a sacrificial water-buffalo
as a peace offering to appease the wrath of the Great God of Heaven. The buffalo w a s tied
t o the earth, tortured and killed. The blood was caught in a bowl and offered up as a
sacrifice t o the Great G o d of Heaven to atone for their evil ways of the past year.
So what does one tell the first-time listener? N o need for homiletics or splitting
hairs over doctrinal issues! Only the simplest w o r d s were needed t o tell the story of John
3:16.
"You believe that there is a Great God of Heaven? Did you know (hat the Great
God of Heaven had a son named Jesus, who lived in heaven with him? He was God's
only son. The Great God of heaven loved his son very much,
"Did you know that the Great God of Heaven has always loved you, but your
evil ways have made you afraid of him? Because of your evil ways, you arc guilty and
fear his wrath.
"So you make a water-buffalo sacrifice, thinking that the blood of that sacrifice
will wash away your guilt. But that blood is not a perfect sacrifice. God saw your need
for a perfect sacrifice, so he sent his son down to the earth to be that perfect sacrifice, for
you and for me.
"Like your buffalo-sacrifice, Jesus. God's son, was tortured, nailed to a cross,
and gave his blood as a peace offering. The Great God of Heaven had power to raise
Jesus up. Jesus went back to heaven and gave his perfect, sacrificial blood to the Great
God of Heaven. It was so perfect, so well-pleasing to the Great God of Heaven, that no
one needed to make another water-buffalo-sacrifice again.
"Jesus did that for you. Remember that the name of God's son is Jesus. When
you believe this story, tell the Great God of Heaven you are sorry for all your evil ways.
Ask him to forgive you, and ask the Spirit of Jesus to come into your life and wash you
clean. He will forgive you and take away your guilt and fear. He will help you to no
longer walk in your evil ways. You will come to know that the Great God of Heaven
loves you very much,"

S o the story of the G o o d N e w s w a s told, the seed sown, watered with our prayers.
The Holy Spirit quickens and enlightens. The tribesman believes. Another "child" is born
again into the kingdom of the Great God of Heaven.
There was a young native Vietnamese w h o had learned the Moi language. H e held
classes daily in the long house for the tribesman w h o stayed overnight as they came to and
from the market. H e taught them more of the story, as much as they were able to
comprehend.
T o the reader who may doubt the reality of the new birth, may I present Sou, a
native tribesman w h o walked in the jungles in total despair. His ways w e r e evil, his load of
guilt heavy, his fear a gnawing sickness within.
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Yet one day Sau heard the story of the redeeming love of Jesus. H e believed! H e
stepped out of his black darkness into the light. The load of guilt and the fear of the wrath
of demons that had bound him were broken. Sau became a n e w man. H e came t o k n o w
the length and breadth, the depth and height, of the love of God.
The year our General Conference w a s held in Tourane (Da Nang), the guest
speaker brought with him t w o Christian tribesmen. They came just as they had lived in the
jungle with their bushy hair, bones in their earlobes, teeth filed to points and blackened,
baskets over their shoulders, and blow-guns. Only now they w o r e boxer shorts and Tshirts rather than the G-strings and loin cloths.
What a magical time it was for them. Like little children they squeaked with delight
as the electric lights came on. They stood by the light switch, flipping the lights on and off,
on and off, on and off!
The running water fascinated them. (Yes, w e had running water when the yard-boy
remembered to turn the crank that filled the tank.) The shower w a s puzzling t o them. H o w
could it be raining on the inside, yet no rain outside!
But the mirror on the closet d o o r was "pure magic." In that mirror they saw a man
just like each o f them. H e m a d e funny faces, stuck out his tongue, waved his arms. H e
disappeared when they searched for him behind the closet door.
W e walked through the eucalyptus grove to the Bay of Tourane (Da Nang) some
five minutes away. This vast expanse of ocean, with the waves rolling in and out
frightened them. As w e walked along the beach their fright turned to glee as they began
chasing the w a v e s out, then turning and racing them in.
T o their question, "Is this heaven?"
W e could say, " N o . Heaven is much more wonderful than all of this!"

Later I went t o Saigon where there was a very large congregation of native Christ
ians, and lots of young people and children. They were building a beautiful new church.
This w a s t o have been my field of service.
But before the building was finished I w a s gone. One very hot, humid morning the
starch went out of my backbone and my legs turned to jelly.
I collapsed!
The French d o c t o r said "heart attack," but later exams showed no damage to the
heart, but did show scarred-over lesions in the right lung.
I w a s in the hospital for t w o weeks. Then they thought it advisable t o move me t o
Mathilda Hospital in H o n g Kong. The governor-general gave the nurse and me permission
t o leave the colony with the stipulation that the nurse would return.
A little tramp steamer came into port. I w a s put on a stretcher, covered with a
sheet, and taken aboard. There were about 200 Chinese deck-passengers fleeing from the
Japanese. I think there w a s also a cargo of buffalo on board.
There w a s one cabin, the Captain's. H e gave it t o us. My bunk was directly under
the porthole. The cabin w a s small and hot, without a breath of air. I begged the nurse t o
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open the porthole, and kept on begging until she did. Suddenly a huge w a v e splashed in,
completely drenching me. She closed the porthole and said, "There. N o w are you satis
fied?" Such w a s the morning and the evening of the first day of our trip.
On the second day, the nurse broke out with a fiery red rash. She spent most of the
day lying on her back. Such w a s the morning and the evening of the second day.
On the third day, the nurse returned from lunch with the detailed account of a
funeral u p on the deck O n e of the Chinese deck passengers had died. They had wrapped
him in his coat, put him on a plank, chanted, wept and wailed over him. Then they lifted
o n e end of the plank and slid him into a watery grave. Such w a s the morning and evening
of the third day.
On the fourth day the boat intercepted a storm. I bounced around like a balloon in
the wind. W e clung t o our bunks, as they say, "by the skin of our teeth." Such w a s the
morning and evening of the fourth day.
On the fifth and sixth days w e tried to fill our empty stomachs and regain our
equilibrium. And w e tried to get ourselves clean and in shape for landing. Such was the
morning and evening of the fifth and sixth days.
On the seventh day w e landed at Macau. I w a s lowered out of the boat with all the
dignity of a sack of potatoes. I w a s still in my robe, the worse for wear.
1 was taken to the Mathilda Hospital, high up on a hill overlooking (he Bay of
Kowloon.
It w a s COOL! I swallowed great gulps of COOL fresh air and ate fresh vegetables.
(In Indo-China all vegetables had t o be cooked.) I drank fresh milk, swallowed pills and
enjoyed loving care. I lay in the sun! (In Indo-China it w a s always HOT. There were three
seasons: the hot season, the hotter season, and the hottest season. It w a s really enervat
ing!) Here the sun w a s mild, warm and invigorating.
When I w a s stronger, 1 came home under the supervision of an older missionary
d o c t o r retiring from service in China.
As w e neared the end of our journey word had gone out that w e were now in
American waters. The boat was alive with excited passengers rushing to and fro, getting
the last minute details ready before the boat docked. H o w excited w e were, knowing that
in a few hours our feet would again be upon American soil!
There w e r e a number of refugees returning from the war-torn areas of China.
Some had been away five years, others ten years. Some of them had lived under the dark
clouds of war, had seen the skies black with planes and had seen the terrible devastation of
a shell-rocked city.
N o w , on that morning, our faces were turned toward home. As the first rays o f the
morning sun fringed the horizon, the SS President Coolidge made its way through the
Golden Gate and came into the sheltering waters of the San Francisco Bay. It was as if the
arms of the Golden Gate reached out t o receive us back home again.
W e gathered on the deck of the SS President Coolidge and turned our eyes on the
skyline of San Francisco. It w a s with joy beyond w o r d s that w e entered the harbor.
S o m e o n e in the crowd began to sing, " G o d Bless America." Feelings ran high as
we all joined in the chorus. N o one seemed ashamed of their tears. This w a s the land that,
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while w e loved it, w e had left, that w e might bring the light of the gospel of the Lord Jesus
into the darkened regions of the world. And now w e were home, not by choice, for our
hearts were still in the land of our adoption.
Kobe, Yokohama, Honolulu, San Francisco, L o s Angeles. H o m e ! Full circle, home
again!
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T h e political situation in the Colony worsened. World War II in E u r o p e had
escalated. France capitulated. The Vichy government took over control of France. The
Colony o f French Indo-China was given over to the Japanese, their allies.
In 1940 the Japanese moved into Indo-China. They soon filtered d o w n through the
Colony. What the natives had suffered under the exploitation of the French, they now
suffered many times over by the exploitation and oppression of the Japanese,
My teacher, a young Christian native who w a s alert to all the change going on in
his country kept me informed. It w a s through my teacher that I first became aware of Ho
Chi Minh and his activities in the Colony.
Ho Chi Minh hated the French with a passion. H e had a burning desire to free his
country from the French domination and to give his people a belter tomorrow. He was
thought to have been born Nguyen Ai Quoc, but later when he organized the National
Liberatrion Front he changed his name to Ho Chi Minh
France had colonized Cochin China in 1874 and later had annexed the province of
Annan, and of Tonkin. By 1887 France had brought the Colony under control and named
it French-Indo-China because of its location between India and China. Thus began the
exploitation of this nation's long list of wealth and its vast mineral supplies. Roads,
seaports and harbors needed to be built to export these products back t o France. T o do
so, France levied heavy taxation on the peasants, forcing them to work at conscript labor.
The peasantry of the nation groaned under the heavy load France placed upon them.
The climax of all this came in 1930 when a young sixteen-year-old boy named
Iran Tu Binh organized a strike at Phu Rieng, a Michelin rubber plantation in the south
eight miles wide and ten miles long.
Tran Tu Binh was a member of the Youth Revolutionary League, the new name
Ho Chi Minh had given to his National Liberation Front.
The strike of 5000 workers at Phu Rieng sent ripples of rebellion throughout the
Colony. France sent thousands of nationalists to prison, death, or exile.
It w a s during this period of turmoil that Ho Chi Minh_formed
the ICP, the
Indochinese Communist Party.
However, in those earlier years only a very small percentage of the population
knew o f Ho Chi Minh's connection with the communists. My teacher, as did the vast
majority of the natives who knew of Ho Chi Minh, still thought of him as a "nationalist",
someone on w h o m they could pin their hopes for freedom from France, and for a better
life. Ho Chi Minh was often beaten and imprisoned for his outspoken criticism of France.
Hence, t o some he became a "hero". Some even called him "Uncle H o . "
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M o s t of the peasants had no comprehension of the meaning of the w o r d s Viet
Cong. T o them the VietMinh and the Viet Cong were brothers fighting the Americans in a
death-defying struggle t o again free their land. So when a Viet Minh or Viet. Cong, one of
their own, needed help, they gave it. For this their villages w e r e burned and their families
killed.
These w e r e the innocent victims caught in the middle of a p o w e r struggle, For me,
this w a s the heart-break of the Vietnam war.
For a space in time, Vietnam had been my home and these people had been my
friends. N o w the blood of the Vietnamese mingled with the blood of the Americans,
soaking the soil of the land.
T o the 600,000 tons of bombs dropped, and to the 125,000 American forces
already there, more were added. The war escalated. The Tet Offensive in 1968 ripped and
tore the country from north to south. In a matter of a few hours or days, the beautiful
antiquity of ages past w a s blown to bits, buried beneath the rubble. The lush beauty of the
flora and fauna of the land turned brown in the ashes of the craters.
I wanted t o be a loyal American, but to me the war should never have been. The
w a r continued to escalate. M o r e bombs, more troops. H o w could one small strip of land
sustain such a bombing? H o w could one tiny nation, just a dot in the map of the world,
hope to defeat America, w h o had never known defeat?
The Vietnamese' struggle to survive the tyranny of the French and the oppression
of the Japanese had put steel into their veins. They felt they were now in a death-defying
struggle t o reclaim what w a s their own. The United States was in the w a r for her own
self-interests.
The eight long years of war with France had taught the Vietnamese the act of
guerrilla warfare. The American forces were sent out t o "take a hill." Struggling through
the blazing heat of the lowlands, or crawling through the bug-infested jungles, or wading
through the muddy, slimy swamps, they fought their way, some wounded, some dying.
They "took the hill" only to discover that their enemy had disappeared into wellcamouflaged tunnels, later to pop up behind them, ambushing and killing them.
Yet the war continued t o escalate. But in 1970-1972 America faced defeat, a most
humiliating defeat. In 1973 the last of America's forces hurriedly left the country, leaving
behind them a devastated land, torn and ripped apart, with millions maimed or dead. They
also left behind, to our great shame, hundreds of Amerasian children, unwanted and
uncared for. It w a s a black page in America's history, one that even time cannot erase.
The w a r w a s over for America, but for the Viet Minh the struggle continued. In
1975 Saigon fell into the hands of the Viet Cong. It w a s renamed Ho Chi Minh city.
However, the story is not over yet. If history repeats itself, then Vietnam will once
again be a free nation. This small strip of land on the southeastern tip of Asia has had a
long history of struggles to retain its own identity and keep its land free.
As early as 111 B . C. the records show that Indo-China was the land of the Viets.
They suffered greatly at that time by an invasion from the Han dynasty.

19

Copyright © 1994 Mrs. Ina C. Strain

Japan continued to rule Indo-China until the end of World W a r II in 1945, when
Japan w a s defeated in the Philippine Islands by the United States. According to the Peace
Treaty of 1945, Japan w a s forced t o leave Indo-China.
It w a s at that time that the Viet Minh declared their independence from France.
Under the leadership of Ho Chi Minh a Declaration of Independence w a s drawn up.
Strangely and surprisingly so, that Declaration of Independence w a s very similar t o our
own Declaration of Independence. It even quoted the phrase, "All men are created equal;
they are endued by their Creator with certain inalienable rights: among these are Life,
Liberty, and the Pursuit of Happiness." It held none of the communist ideology. IndoChina w a s given a new name, Vietnam, "the land of the free."
For three glorious weeks Vietnam w a s a free nation.
That w a s a pivotal time in the history of the world. The days of colonialism were
over. Vietnam had rightful claim t o her freedom from the domination of France. Would
the world recognize and accept Vietnam as a free nation?
That moment in time, that "decision-making" moment would change the destiny of
America. Instead of recognizing and accepting Vietnam's rightful claim for freedom, both
America and England, fearing for their own self interests in that area of the world, chose
t o encourage and support France in her endeavors to reclaim the Colony.
Someone once said, "Life is learning to cope with the consequences of our
choices." At that moment in time the choice was made. The consequences of that choice
cost America, France and Vietnam millions of dollars, millions dead or maimed, America
divided, and the country of Vietnam completely devastated.
V i e t n a m ' s glorious weeks of freedom were over, for in 1946 a French gun boat
fired into a crowd at the Haiphong quay. Thus began the hostilities of the war with
France.
The various factions within the country now joined forces in a coalition under the
leadership of Ho Chi Minh. They were called the Viet Minh.
It w a s then, in Ho Chi Minh's desperate attempt t o free his country, that he turned
to the Communists for help. They gave him the help he needed. The devastation of
Vietnam continued for eight long years. Then in 1954 at the battle of Dien Bien Phu the
tide turned. The French faced defeat.
The French had maneuvered to gain control of a small village called Dien Bien Phu
in the north on the Ho Chi Minh trail. They hoped t o cut off the supplies coming to the
Viet Minh from Russia and from China, thus ending the war.
The French were confident that the Viet Minh could not possibly transport their
heavy war equipment over the mountains, Such a task would be utterly impossible. But
the French government underestimated the tenacity of the Viet Minh, who made the
impossible, possible. They dug tunnels, hoarding food supplies and ammunition. They
struggled through the night hours, under cover of darkness bringing their equipment into
position surrounding the French camp.
It w a s o n e of the bloodiest battles of the war, wiping out the cream of F r a n c e ' s
best military forces. When the captain of the camp saw they were defeated, he placed a
grenade over his heart and pulled the pin,
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At the Geneva Peace Conference at the close of the war, through the instigation of
America and the " p o w e r s that b e , " Vietnam was divided in half between the north and the
south. Ho Chi Minh and his forces were banished to the north of the line and labeled Viet
Cong. T h o s e t o the south of the line w e r e the Viet Minh.
T h r o u g h the instigation of the United States, a native named Ngo Dinh Diem, who
had received some of his education in the United States, w a s made Prime Minister of
South Vietnam. H e w a s not liked by most of the population. Several years later he and his
brother were assassinated. Trouble erupted within the country
The Viet C o n g w h o had fought undividedly with the Viet Minh and had won their
freedom from France, felt that it w a s now the United States w h o w a s manipulating and
controlling the affairs of the new nation. They refused to be confined t o the north of the
line. Civil w a r broke out.
In the midst of the civil w a r in 1965 the United States stepped in, sending U.S.
Marines to land near Da Nang. As one reporter stated at that time, "All hell broke loose!"
The w a r in Vietnam w a s very difficult for me t o accept. I thought of the thousands
and thousands of natives both in the North and in the South who could neither read nor
write. N o r could the thousands of tribal people living in the hills and forests. They had no
way o f knowing who was fighting whom, nor the why or wherefore of all that w a s
happening. They only knew that it w a s American planes that dropped the bombs, ripping
and tearing their land apart, killing their people. It w a s the American troops w h o sprayed
their villages with napalm, burning their homes, killing young and old. It w a s Americans
w h o sprayed their fields, forests and jungles with "Agent Orange," causing them t o turn
brown, wither and die. For what?
Most of the peasants had no comprehension of the meaning of the w o r d s Viet
Cong. T o them the Viet Minh and the Viet Cong were brothers fighting the Americans in a
death-defying struggle to again free their land. So when a Viet Minh or Viet Cong, one of
their own, needed help, they gave it. For this their villages were burned and their families
killed.
These were the innocent victims caught in the middle of a power struggle. For me,
this w a s the heart-break of the Vietnam war.
For a space in time, Vietnam had been my home and these people had been my
friends. N o w the blood of the Vietnamese mingled with the blood of the Americans,
soaking the soil of the land.
T o the 600,000 tons of bombs dropped, and to the 125,000 American forces
already there, more were added. The war escalated. The Tet Offensive in 1968 ripped and
tore the country from north to south. In a matter of a few hours or days, the beautiful
antiquity of ages past was blown to bits, buried beneath the rubble. The lush beauty of the
flora and fauna of the land turned brown in the ashes of the craters.
I wanted to be a loyal American, but to me the war should never have been. The
war continued to escalate. M o r e bombs, more troops. H o w could one small strip of land
sustain such a bombing? H o w could one tiny nation, just a dot in the map of the world,
hope to defeat America, who had never known defeat?
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T h e Vietnamese' struggle to survive the tyranny o f the French and the oppression
of the Japanese had put steel into their veins. They felt they were now in a death-defying
struggle t o reclaim what w a s their own. The United States w a s in the war for her own
self-interests.
The eight long years of war with France had taught the Vietnamese the act of
guerrilla warfare. The American forces were sent out t o "take a hill." Struggling through
the blazing heat of the lowlands, or crawling through the bug-infested jungles, or wading
through the muddy, slimy swamps, they fought their way, some wounded, some dying.
They "took the hill" only t o discover that their enemy had disappeared into wellcamouflaged tunnels, later t o pop up behind them, ambushing and killing them.
Yet the war continued t o escalate. But in 1970-1972 America faced defeat, a most
humiliating defeat. In 1973 the last of America's forces hurriedly left the country, leaving
behind them a devastated land, torn and ripped apart, with millions maimed or dead. They
also left behind, to our great shame, hundreds of Amerasian children, unwanted and
uncared for. It w a s a black page in America's history, one that even time cannot erase.
The war w a s over for America, but for the Viet Minh the struggle continued. In
1975 Saigon fell into the hands of the Viet Cong, It was renamed Ho Chi Minh City,
However, the story of Vietnam is not over yet. If history repeats itself, then
Vietnam will once again be a free nation. This small strip of land on the southeastern tip of
Asia has had a long history of struggles to retain its own identity and keep its land free.
As early as 111 B. C. the records show that Indo-China w a s the land of the Viets..
They suffered greatly at that time by an invasion from the Han dynasty.
But they struggled free, only later to be invaded by numerous Chinese dynasties
over the centuries. The Viets continued their struggles against their invaders each time,
refusing t o be swallowed up by their customs or culture.
The Vietnamese people lived through 80 years of the exploitation and dominion of
the French. They lived through the oppression of the Japanese. They fought and won their
independence from France in 1954. They defeated America in 1973, N o w their invaders
are from within, yet the Vietnamese will again struggle to retain their own identity and
keep their country free,
I trust the day will come when Vietnam will be a "free nation," taking its place
a m o n g the free nations of the world.
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The following are some o f the scripts I later w r o t e for the Radio Kids Bible Club
program, based on some of my experiences in Indo-China.
Van Lien and the "Devil-Box"
Van Lien was lircd. Somehow the road to the village of Anh Hy seemed unusu
ally long this morning. Angry coolies crowded the road, pushing and bickering over
their few pennies. The old market woman screamed out her wares, "Ah mu 'a banh
Khdmg, " and then, almost in the same breath, turned and scolded the dirty-faced witch
doctor squatted in the dust of the road working magic with his charms. A tiny leper boy,
wrapped in his bright colored rags, stumbled along, hands outstretched, begging for a
Xu.... All these seemed to add to the heavy burden that made Van Lien's little feet drag
over the long, dusty road to the village!
Early this morning, at the first cry of the Tu Lu bird. Van Lien had nibbed his
sleepy black eyes open, gazed out the cracks in the thatched bamboo hut. Seeing the tou
sled head of the kitchen girl, he remembered — remembered that this was the day when
he must pay the debt to the old fat kitchen god.
Last night around the flickering, smoking candle, the honorable grandfather
had glared through the space at Van Lien and growled, Two bowls of rice, sweet honeycandy, and six incense slicks! Tomorrow before sundown the offering must be placed on
the shelf by the kitchen god, lest he learn of the sin you have done, and we all suffer."
"But Honorable Grandfather, the kitchen god wilt never know!"
"Hush, little one! The kitchen god will hear you!"
Bul Honorable Grandfather, the kitchen god has cars, but he can't hear. And
he has eyes, but he can't sec. How does he know I stole Wang's pig?"
"Hush, stupid son of a slave! Hush 1 say, lest the evil ones hear you and bring
death and destruction to our house. Tomorrow you must pay." Snuffing out the
flickering candle, the old grandfather cased himself down on the hard bamboo bed.
Van Lien lay in the corner on his grass mat, and thought of all his grandfather
had said. Of demons and devils and idols of stone — and of the great god of heaven, the
chief of the skies — and death! In the darkness of the hut fear swept over him, leaving
him shivering in the hot tropical night.
And so this morning Van Lien must walk the long road to the village of Anh
Hy, for did not the Honorable Grandfather say, "Sweet honcyed-candy?" And where
could one buy better candy than in the market of Anh Hy?
Rounding the last turn in the road, Van Lien spied a group of excited,
chattering little boys standing in front of the foreigner's house. Several of them were
dancing around in excitement on their little woodenguoc, and one little boy, braver than
the rest, had left the group and pressed up to the gate of the house. There he stood
swinging on the iron frame, his little face pressed close against the bars.
With quickened pace, Van Lien joined them, "Choa, brothers, tell me why you
are so excited."
"Choa, brother, listen. Did you ever hear such sounds before?
Van Lien listened, and above the chattering of the boys, he heard the strangest
sound. Deep, like the roaring of the wind, hollow like the echo in the cave, yet it was a
voice! And the voice came from the house. Fear rose in his heart, yet his curiosity grew.
It grew so great that he walked right up to the gate, pushed it open, and walked up to the
open window.
Looking around the room, he sought to find the source of the strange sound, but
no one was in the room! The white foreigner who owned the house was out. Then sud
denly his eyes fell upon the box in the corner. A strange looking box, square, with funny
knobs, and from this box came the strangest voice! What was it?
Ll
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Van Lien knew! The white foreigner had caught a devil and put it in a hox!
Swinging around on his little brown heels, he ran back to his friends and cried, "A cha,
thi co do co mau qui a trong dai hoc, Toi sua lam, phia di!" ("The Honorable Teacher
has a devil in a box, I'm afraid! I'm going to run!")
And run he did. just as fast as his little brown legs would take him! Coming to
the open market, Van Lien quickly found the stall where they sold the sweet honeycandy, and in Ihe excitement of bargaining, he forgot for a few moments the strange
thing he had seen.
Van Lien loved the market place. There was a stall of the bright paper coats and
shoes and trousers. For a few pennies one could buy a whole outfit. Burning them before
the family altar could cloth the spirits of the dead! There was the stall with the temple
flowers, sweet-smelling fragrances to tempt the vilest of the gods. And here was the stall
with the bright red and yellow sticks of incense. One penny was enough to buy ten
bright sticks — enough to last all month!
Reluctantly, Van Lien left the market and started back to his home. As he again
neared the house of the foreigner, he remembered with fear the strange thing that had
happened. He saw a group gathered as before, only this time they were quiet.
Standing in the open gateway was the white teacher, and right beside her was
the BOX! Haltingly she spoke their language. Fascinated, Van Lien listened. The box was
not to be feared! Turning it over, he saw the strange wires and funny little balls. There
was no devil in that box! The teacher said it was a wonderful box that picked up music
and voices right out of the air. Yet it was not magic, nor did the evil spirits or devils
have anything to do with ill
Then with a smile the teacher said, "Boys, you know about the great God of
heaven, don't you?"
"Oh, Honorable Teacher, yes."
"You know that He made our world — and that he made man?"
"Yes, of course."
"But boys, did you know that the great God of heaven, the chief of the skies,
loves you? He does, but because of the sin in your heart and life, you are afraid of Him,
aren't you? Well, did you know that the great God of heaven has a son? He docs, and
His name is Jesus, which means, 'He shall save His people from iheir sins.'
"And did you know that God, the great chief of the skies, so loved the world
that He gave His only begotten son, that whosoever believeth on Him should not perish,
but have everlasting life'? Jesus came down from His home in heaven and lived on this
earth. And one day Jesus, God's sou, was taken and made to be a sacrifice on the cross.
The blood of Jesus was shed, just like the blood of the water buffalo is shed when you
have your sacrifice.
"God said that the blood of His son Jesus would from that time forth wash away
sin, so that whoever trusted in that blood and believed on the name of Jesus would be
saved! Boys, did you know that Jesus wants to wash away your sins and cleanse your
heart right now? If you will come into our class this morning, we will tell you more
about it."
Eagerly the oldest and the boldest of the group pushed forward and followed the
teacher into the yard and around the house to the little bamboo-thatched school room.
Van Lien forgot this fear and crowded along with the others. The teacher took the book
she called "God's Word," and began to read: "If we confess our sins, God is faithful and
just to forgive us our sins."
Carefully Van Lien listened. Could God take away his sins? Could God take
away his fear? Could He free him from the old, fat kitchen god, from the demons and
l
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the devils? Could Jesus, the son of the great God of heaven love him, and would He help
him? Van Lien's heart said, "Wonderful!" His head said, "How?"
Desire overwhelmed him! '"Honorable teacher," he asked, "please, my heart is
full of sin. Will Jesus make it clean?"
"Yes, little one. Jesus will make it clean. Shall we talk to God about it?"
There on the straw-covered floor they knelt, and for the first time in all his
twelve years. Van Lien talked to the great God of heaven. He talked to Him, and called
Him "Father."
Van Lien and the "Devil Box"
Episode 2
(Put into script for performance on the Radio Kids' Bible Club broadcast)
Reader. The gladness in Van Lien's little heart sent his feet flying along the dusty road,
and occasionally he stopped to whisper, —
Van Lien, "Jesus, Jesus!"
SOUND EFFECT. Wild birds.
Reader. A merry little red bird, fluttering through the trees, halted a moment on a
bough, cocked his saucy head and chirped, "What tis — what tis?" The sweet honeycandy grew sticky in his Van Lien's hot little fingers, but he fell no fear. What difference
did it make now whether it pleased the old fat kitchen god? Did not the honorable
teacher say, —
E N D SOUND EFFECT. Birds
Teacher. (Mute) No more sacrifices. No more need to bow down to the idols of wood
and stone. No more dread of the demons and the devils. No more fear, not even of the
great God of heaven — for Jesus had come! Jesus, the son of the great God of heaven
had been made a sacrifice for one and all. The debt of sin was all paid — paid for with
His blood. "For whosoever would believe —"
Van Lien. "And that means me!"
Reader. — sang Van Lien.
Van Lien. "And that means me!"
Reader. His little wooden shoes clicked out the song, "And that means me, and that
means me!"
BEGIN SOUND EFFECT. FrogS.

Reader. A lazy old tree toad, poking his way across the road, turned his ugly, horned
head around, watched the flying heels, and then made for a place of safety on the broad
side of a banana leaf—
U P SOUND EFFECT. Frogs.

Reader. — where he sat panting out his indignation.
SLOWLY FADE OUT SOUND EFFECT.

Reader. The hot, tropical sun had already blazed its way across the heavens when Van
Lien finally joined the last straggling group of coolies going home for tlie night.
SOUND EFFECT. Native crowd.

Reader.
The weary, half-naked coolies probed and pushed their ambling water
buffaloes along the path through the rice field. One little boy, too weary and tired to
care, rolled and tossed on the broad back of his mud-splattered buffalo. His widebrimmed bamboo hat had slipped from his head, and the bamboo cords had fastened
themselves around the long horns of the buffalo, pulling the hat down over the right eye
of the ugly beast. The weary coolies were too tired even to smile at the grotesque picture
it made, but as they neared the village, a group of boys spied the animal with the hat
perched so jauntily on his head. They called out —
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First boy. "Look at the new witch doctor! Look brother, here comes the new witch doc
tor!"
Reader. Van Lien drew along beside them. He could hardly wait to tell them the won
derful new story.
END SOUND EFFECT. Crowd.

Reader. Shyly he watched them, and then as Thay Luong joined the group. Van Lien
hesitated.
BEGIN SOUND EFFECT. Surf (night).

Reader. Thay Luong knew such wonderful stories. Many times when the village lay
sleeping under its cover of soft, white moonlight. Thay Luong had gathered the village
boys around him down on the hot sandy beach and had woven strange, wonderful tales.
Talcs of the giants who had ruled their land, and of the deeds of the wise old Chinese, of
Confucius, and of Buddha who, he said, had opened the way to eternal bliss. Buddha,
who was supposed to have given them their tea bushes!
DOWN SOUND EFFECT.

Reader. Whenever Van Lien sipped his hot bowl of tea, he remembered that old fable.
It seemed to be the favorite of the village boys, and Thay Luong loved to tell it.
UP SOUND EFFECT.

Thay Luong. Buddha, on his long pilgrimage to find the secret of eternal bliss, came,
spent and worn, to rest beside the bank of a cool spring. Lured by the soft waters and the
cool shade, he do/ed. Then he shook himself awake. He mustn't sleep! He must finish
writing, writing all the things he had learned about life and death. Again his eyelids
drooped. Finally, in despair he took his knife and cut off his eyelids. Flinging them
down on the ground, he continued to write. Soon two green bushes sprung up in the spot
where his eyelids had fallen. He reached over and plucked the leaves, nibbled them, and
found they were good. Suddenly his drowsiness left him! He finished writing his great
doctrines of eternal bliss.
V.fiO SOUND EFFECT

Reader. Every little Annamcsc boy and girl knew this story and half believed it! Now
Van Lien wanted to tell them his story — the story that was true because it had worked
in his own life and heart.
Van Lien. "Brothers, wait, have you ever heard the story of Jesus, the Son of the great
God of heaven''"
Second boy. "Ho, Van Lien has a story. Let's hear it!"
Reader. Squatting down on their little brown heels, they listened while Van Lien told
them the story of redeeming love brought down to earth by Jesus, the Son of the great
God of heaven.
First boy. "Wonderful story, but you don't believe it, do you?"
Second boy. "While foreigner's story. Thai's not for us!"
Van Lien. "But it is. It's for 'whosoever believeth —' and I believe. And in my heart I
know it's true. I'm not afraid of the old fat kitchen god anymore."
Thay Luong. "Ho, brother, you may not be afraid of the kitchen god anymore, but just
you wait until your honorable Grandfather hears you! That reminds me, he's been
watching the road for you all afternoon. You'd better forget your story-telling and huny
home!"
LAUGHTER. All boys.

Reader. Some of the boys laughed. One or two of the older boys turned and walked off
down the road, a strange seriousness on their faces. Pan Lien murmured —
Van Lien. "Bui it's true. No matter what they say, I know it's true!"
Reader. The bright incense slicks were already burning in the notches on the gate post
when Van Lien finally reached his home.
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SOUND EFFECT. Brass Gong.

Reader. The outer court around the bamboo house was empty this evening. Van Lien
heard the steady beating of the brass gong and, following the sound, came to the side of
the house where his Honorable Grandfather was standing. There on the shelf was the
kitchen god, and before it stood two bowls of rice. The Honorable Grandfather was
waving a stick of incense before the idol and chanting —
Grandfather. "Choung toi cung — / Choung toi cung -~ 1"
Reader. His strange words meant, "We worship. We worship!"
Van Lien. "Chao, Honorable Grandfather, you will be happy to — "
END SOUND EFFECT. Gong.

Reader. Van Lien had no time to finish his sentence. The Honorable Grandfather
whirled around, grabbed Van Lien by the shoulders, and cried —
Grandfather, "Oh, stupid son of a slave, why are you so late? The sun had already
taken its long journey over the mountains, and you have not sacrificed. 1 fear, greatly
fear, what shall happen to us now!"
Van Lien. "No, Honorable Grandfather, do not fear so. The kitchen god cannot hear us
now."
Grandfather. "Cannot hear us? How you talk!"
Reader. With a resounding slap —
SOUND EFFECT. Slap,

Reader. — and a rough push, the Honorable Grandfather ordered the sweet honeycandy to be placed on the altar. Van Lien didn't move.
Van Lien. "Honorable Grandfather, listen to mc, please! I've something to tell you that
will fill you full of gladness. It will take away your fear. It's something you have been
searching for a long time. Listen, Honorable Grandfather, did you know that the great
God loves you? He has always loved you, but the sin in your heart has made you afraid.
Honorable Grandfather, the great God of heaven sent His son Jesus down from the skies,
to be made a sacrifice, — you know, Grandfather, just like the water buffalo they sacri
ficed the last time the moon was round and full. And, most Honorable Grandfather, His
blood will wash away your sins, and take away your fear. The great God of heaven will
hear you when you talk to Him. And if you tell Him you are ashamed and sorry for your
sins, and ask Him to wash your heart clean for lesus' sake. He will do it. He will do it,
Honorable Grandfather. He will do it! You do not need to worship these stones or the
demons or the evil spirits any more. You can worship God and Jesus, His son. The hon
orable teacher told me!"
Grandfather. "Who told you? Who told you this story?"
Van Lien. "The honorable teacher. The one from across the water told me the story, and
she said, —"
Reader. The story was never finished. For with a bellow of rage, the Honorable Grand
father struck Van Lien a cruel blow —
SOUND EFFECT. Blow with flStS.

Reader. — on his little head, and screamed, —
Grandfather. "Lies, lies! The white foreigner lies! If you ever mention that name
again, I will, — 1 will — I will kill you!"
SOUND EFFECT. Organ playing, "What can wash away my sin —" (Up loud — slowly
softer — continue softly through the following.)
Reader. Days slipped into weeks, and weeks into months. Van Lien's little back and
shoulders bore the marks of constant cruel beatings. On his forehead just above his eyes
were long, angry looking scars. The tips of his fingers were raw and bleeding. Everyone
in the village knew what had happened Some taunted him, openly scorning him. Others
quietly watched, hardly knowing what to say.
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First boy. (Whisper.) "He believes in Jesus."
Second boy. "He talks to God."
BEGIN SOUND EFFECT.

Surf.

Reader. In the stillness of the night, when Van Lien's shoulders burned and ached so
that he could not sleep, he would leave his little grass bed and slip out to walk alone
through the village to the sandy beach. No angry fighting voices broke the quietness, no
screaming, crying children. Even the half-starved village dogs had ceased their
incessant barking. Out under the starry canopy of the night Van Lien often sobbed out
his hurt and his pain to the great God of heaven —
Van Lien. "Jesus, I know you are real. You have taken away all my fear. I love you,
Jesus! Please help me! And help Grandfather to find you too."
END SOUND EFFECT. (Surf)

Reader. Sleep came slowly to the old grandfather these days.
SOUND EFFECT. Squeaking.

Reader. He tossed and turned on the hard, squeaking bamboo bed, and strange new
thoughts filled his head. He couldn't understand the quiet, set determination of his
grandson since the day he had returned from the village of Anh Hy with the strange new
story of a God who loved, and of the son of God who had given His body — His life —
His blood to wash away sin. He murmured to himself—
Grandfather. "White man's lies! Stories for the white man, but not for me. No, not for
mc."
Reader. And yet he reasoned — it might be true. Van Lien said it was, and all through
the months he has remained quiet and sure. The old grandfather groaned and tossed, —
Grandfather. "I wish I knew. I wish I knew — which way is right, which way is tnic!"
Reader. All his life he had worshipped and feared as did his father, and his father's
father. What if they were wrong? No. the gods would punish him for such thoughts! But
still, what if they were wrong?
Grandfather. "Oh. to be free — to be free from this dread and fear!"
Reader. In the early sleepless hours one morning, the old grandfather, driven almost to
despair by his thoughts, rose from his hard bamboo bed, pulled his long black hair back
into a pug, reached for his black silk coat, and with trembling hands found the buttons.
He searched until he found his best black khan, carefully adjusted it on his head —
SOUND EFFECT. Dog whining. (Twice. Up once, and cut.)
Reader. — and stumbled out over I he sleeping dogs to the outer court. Where was he
going? The first rays of the early morning sun found him well on his way to the village
of Anh Hy. Passing through the winding streets of the village, he stood at last in front of
the white foreigner's house. He hesitated. Then, with determination he tried the iron
lock.
SOUND EFFECT. Gate.

Reader. It opened to his touch. Fearlessly, he made his way up to the door, and with
loud bangs announced his arrival.
SOUND EFFECT. Knocking.

Reader. What is he here for? Has his tortured mind at last yielded to the years of hatred
that have smoldered in his heart? Is he here for revenge? Will he harm the missionary,
or does he want to hear more of the story about Jesus? You will surely want to hear the
rest of this story next week.
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