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Like so many other Vietnamese, leaving 
their home is not new to the Doan family. 
Doan Viet Lieu and his then-fiance left 
their homeland of North Vietnam for the 
South upon the division of the country in 
1954. He spent most of his life in the 
military and the missionaries first met him 
as Lieutenant Colonel Lieu. In 1974 the 
family had recently moved to Saigon after 
being stationed for over 12 years in Central 

Vietnam. Col. Lieu was introduced to the 
Church in November by his nephew, 
Doan Viet Huyen, whose farruly had 
recently joined the Church. They were 
receptive, and in mid-h4arch 1975 the 
entirr family was baptized. 

Thu Anh, 20, is the oldest of ten children, 
seven girls and three boys. She attended 
French schools in Vietnam and went to 
college for two years in Saigon. The 
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following j o d  was begun at the 
suggestion of one of the full-time 
missionaries, formerly in Saigon, assisting 
the refugees in Guam. She is now 
enjoying studies at Ricks College with her 
sister Mai Anh and looking forward to 
going to BW next year, where she plans to 
major in French. 

The rrmainder of the Doan family has 
Ieceived sponsorship in visalia, 
California. Most of the other Vietnamese 
church members mentioned in this 
account now live in southern California, 
with the exception of the Thinh Van Dinh 
family and several others in the Rovo-Salt 
Lake area. Sister Doan's mother, who 
accompanied Thu Anh in their departure, 
passed away last September in California. 

Blaine Hart completed his mission in 
Vietnam appIoximately three months 
before withdrawal of the remaining 
missionaries and four months before the 
fall of Saigon. He is a junior at Utah State 
University in his native Logan, majoring in 
liberal arts (whatever that means). He is 
currently assisting Brother Dinh and the 
Church Translation Department in 
preparing the Vietnamese manuscript of 
the Book of Mormon for publication. 

T his is the m u n t  of the maration 
of my family, Dorm Viet Lieu's 
jinnihj, fmtn Saigon, Vietnam, in 
Apnl and May of 1975. 

After the eldm were direded the Church to 
S a w  ~ O T   on^ b g ,  we ulere somavhat 

amfused and waied, but %&on still saemed 
tranquil and peamful. War ne& from the 
central regions urns all news of losses. Nha 
Tmng, then Dalat, then Cam R.anh in turn fell 
into the wntrol of the Viet Cong. Nevertheless, 
&ties ofthepopulace in Saigon amtinued as 
usual. No one thought that Saigon muldsuffer 
thesmnefateas all the cities of central Vietnam . 
April 24,1975: We have received news 
that An Loc, the area near the city of Bien 
Hoa on the belt around Saigon, has fallen. 
This afternoon when I returned from a 
test, my mother told me that the family of 
To Van Kiem has been evacuated by the 
church to Guam by plane. President 

Nguyen Van The called my Eunrly to go 
with them, since there were still 15 seats. 
But my father was busy meeting at the 
Military Headquarters and in his absence 
my mother did not dare to decide. 

April 25: Today Sister The's family came to 
stay with my family in Camp Le Van 
&yet (where every week Elder Bowman 
and Elder Collete used to teach us the 
gospel. . .). We an? awaiting the phone 
call of Brother The to go to the airport and 
board the plane for Guam. 

April 26: Our two families piled our 
belongings on the car and went to the 
airport. The IvWtary Police refused to let 
our vehicle enter the gate. My father had to 
run about seelung the help of many 
people, but to no avail. Waiting 
throughout an entire day under the bitter 
heat of the sun brought us near fainting 
especially the small children. And we saw 
numerous vehides of the ICCS taking 
their pemnnel into the airport. We know 
the situation has become very critical, 
though the news on Radio Saigon is still 
normal and the government continues to 
calm the populace. 

President Nguyen Van Thieu resigned 
several days ago. This news has strongly 
moved many people, because of his very 
einotional address on the evening he 
resigned. I still have bad feelings towards 
him, for I argue that it was the cormption 
of his political power that brought the loss 
of the oountry in this manner. 

Vice-president Tran Van Huong has 
succeeded him; the Viet Cong refuse to 
negotiate because they consider Huong of 
the same political thinking as Thieu. They 
demand a new leader. There are rumors 
that h o n g  Van Minh, that is "Big Minh" 
will succeed, but this is not yet at all 
decided. 

April 27: Two cars carrying our family and 
belongings drove in caravan to the airport 
today. This time, thanks to my father 
having prepared beforehand, we were 
able to enter the airport, but we were still 
unable to pass the gate of the Defense 
Attach6 Office, composed of avilian 
advisors, where the American Marines are 
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guardu\g very strictly. We are lodging at 
the home of a friend of my father, Mr. 
Thuyen. This man works for airport 
security, so he has a house at the airport, 
and we do not dare leave the airport any 
more, fearing that entrance again would 
be impossible. We met the families of 
Brother Huyen, Brother Ham, andBrother 
Thinh, who like my family, have been able 
to reach the area outside the gate of the 
DAO and are living here. 

The period of waiting for the roster from 
the American Embassy has begun. My 
father is not staying with us in the airport 
because he is commander of a d t q  
center and hence cannot abandon his post. 
Moreover, President The has decided that 
all the brethren must wait behind till the 
last moment to go with him. It is Sunday, 
and according to my father, the Church 
held a special meeting today. It was 
decided in council that the president's 
family would receive first preference to go, 
then the families of the leaders in the 
Church, and then the families of 
investigators. 

This afternoon the Embassy d e d  Brother 
The to informhim of a flight with ten seats 
reserved for his family. After thirty 
minutes of preparation an American car 
came to take Sister The's fanuly into the 
DAO gate. Our family remains at Mr. 
Thuyen's house, though waiting is not 
easy. Because we have heard that luggage 
is not allowed, my mother sits all day 
rearranging our suitcases, and every time 
she repacks she throws out some clothing. 
Thus &om large suitcases, our luggage is 
now transferred to small, cloth bags, and it 
boks as if each of us can only bring a few 
changes of clothing and the necessities. 

My mother is becoming old with wony 
because my father will have to stay 
behind. 'Women's nature is weak in that 
way," Mai Anh and I joke with one 

But we children only regard this departure 
as a brief vacation. I have dreamed for two 
years of being able to go to France to study; 
my sister Mai Anh is delighted to go 
abroad. The other children am too young 

Aprilu): Still waiting.-Nothing new. 
About ten o'clock in the morning Mrs. 
Thuyen and her chiklren took their leave 
of us because their fhght had anived. 
Brother The came into Mr. Thuyen's 
house (where we are living) to phone. The 
Embassy spokesman replied that the 
airplanes were still busy evacuating 
Americans &om the Embassy, so there is 
no room. At the moment we are still not 
very worried, because we believe leaving 
Saigon in any way is enough, the later the 
better; we have begun to have an intuition 
that we will never again return. My 
mother, however, has only to look at 
my father's brow wrinkled in thought to 
suppose that the situation is very critical, 
and she worries endlessly. I try hard to 
comfort her and I feel we are fortunate to 
be able to leave Saigon. I pray that 
Heavenly Father will protect the people 
who must stay behind, because I still am 
sure that our departure will be easy, like 
the departure of Brother Kiem's family and 
Sister The's family. 

About six o'clock this aftemoon, as we 
were eating dimer with Mr. Thuyen, 
there were suddenly many large 
detonations. Eledric lights in the house 
broke. The windows rattled violently. We 
were bewildered, did not understand 
what had happened, and turned on the 
radio to listen to the news. (Since the first 
Viet Cong attack on the southern Vietnam, 
we only use the radio to listen to the news 
of station BBC London, because Radio 
Saigon always hides important news and 
only blindly consoles the people.) 

We learned that the Viet Cong have struck 
Newport, in the suburbs of Saigon, and 
are attacking areas like Gia Hinh, Bay Hien 
. . . . That news made us children terribly 
confused. Outside aisp explosions 
continued. At six-thuty Radio Saigon 
d e e d  a 24hour curfew. 

At that time my father took Brother The 
back to the church, because the President 
had to return to Thanh Thai to wait for a 
call from President Wheat, president of the 
Hong Kong Mission. Right after the 
curfew order was issued, my father had 
taken Brother The back to Thanh Thai 
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and he was going to buy bread for our 
dinner (for after entering the gate of the 
airport it was impossible to leave again), so 
my father just barely had enough time to 
rush back to Mr. Thuyen's house, where 
we were living. My father had no time to 
stop by at Camp Le Van Duyet. 

April 29,4:00 a.m.: The Viet Cong have 
launched a fierce rocket attack on all the 
Saigon region, especially Tan Son Nhut 
airport. Bombs are exploding only one 
street away from the house where we are 
staying. The house has been shaking in a 
frightening manner and has brought us aIl 
suddenly awake. 

I fear that my family will not be able to 
leave Saigon, and I have earnestly 
implored our Father to save us in time. I 
remember a passage in the Bible which I 
had read, which consoles me somewhat: 
'Whosoever shall seek to save his life shall 
lose it; and whosoever shall lose his life 
shall preserve it. . . ." 
This only comforts me to a degree, 
however, because I am still only a human 
being (at twenty years old, I am still an 
easily fnghtened child) with all the 
weakness of humans. 

April 29: Early this morning at about seven 
a.m., when I had just changed, I saw my 
younger brothers and sisters rushing out 
the front door after my mother. I can still 
hear my mother suea&ng, "Hurry, grab 
an the things, they're opening the DAO 
gate!" I awkwardly carried two bags 
contairung our baggage and ran after the 
kids who hadgone ahead. When we were 
near the DAO gate, kept shut by the 
Marines, we saw my father turn around 
and reach out his arm urging us to run 
faster. 

Having passed the large, iron gate, it was 
as if we had escaped from death, even 
though there is yet nothing worthy of 
hope. Nevertheless, passing the DAO 
gate, the most difficult place, is a big step. 
Certainly this morning it was a miracle of 
the Lord that caused the American 
Marines to pennit us to enter DAO. For 
after us only a few more families came in 
(among them Brother Ham's family, 
Brother Huyen's family, and Brother 

Thinh's family). Afterwards no one else 
entered, though outside the airport large 
crowds are waiting and want to enter. 

My father, after returning to Mr. Thuyen's 
house to wait for the phone call that 
Brother The had promised, was unable to 
make contact any more with Brother The 
because all telephones were cut for the 
curfew. My father, depressed, went back 
to the DAO gate, and was wondering how 
to cross the gate when suddenly he met a 
car of the American Embassy coming. He 
then went forward, asking to go with them 
and was accepted. In this way at about 
ten in the morning, my father was united 
with the family within the airport. 

The departure of my father with our family 
has caused me to ponder a great deal. I 
believe that the Lord's intercession was in 
that event. Why was it that last night, April 
28th, my father stayed at Mr. Thuyen's 
house with us, while other nights he 
always returned to Camp Le Van Duyet? 
Why was the curfew dedared this 
morning, the 29th, to let my father be 
unable to return to camp? Why was there 
the car of the American Embassy to let my 
father go through the DAO gate, the gate 
that separated life and death in the last 
minute? 

12:00 noon: Everyone is spreading a 
temfyurg piece of news this afternoon 
(Apxil29), 2000 bombs win be rocketed into 
the airport. Worse, the bombing the 
previous night has broken the runway so 
that airplanes can neither take off nor land. 
Now what? Everyonelooksat one another 
despondently. Our family has no other 
means whatsoever to escape from 
Vietnam, because we have no money to 
buy a boat to aoss the ocean. And outside, 
in the city of Saigon, 100% curfew is still 
being strictly observed. So we have no 
way at all: advancing (to leave) is 
impossible, yet retreating (returning to 
LeVan Duyet to avoid the rockets) also 
cannot be done. We have to entrust our 
lives to Father in Heaven. 

Many families, extremely fnghtened, have 
left DAO and gone back out to S g o n  to 
seek other means of going abroad. Very 
possibly they will not be able to escape, 



because most of the boats are stationed at 
Vung Tau, and the road fnnn Saigon to 
Vung Tau is occupied by the Viet Cong. 
But when people are terrified they become 
crazy and lose their rrason, like a wild 
animal trapped in a cage. 

April 29 - May 4: After two hours of 
waiting in the DAO an American told my 
hther to order everyone to form an orderly 
line. Helicopters would come to meet us. 
The American Marines began taking 
vehicles to tear down the light poles near 
there to prep= a fairly wide area for 
helicopters to land. It was as if we had 
been brought back to life. We bowed our 
heads to thank our Father for giving this 
hope. Alas, it was only a hope. 

We waited until time in the afternoon 
then saw, hovering against the blue sky, 
American F-150 helicopters with two 
rotors, used to transport people. Our 
anticipation was short-lived. Immediately 
after the helicopter appeared against the 
sky, we heard gunfire from four quarters. 
It happened that the observation station of 
the Viet Cong had disovered the presence 
of foreign helicopters, and they wished to 
prevent the landing of these helicopters. 

earth. Holy Father, I prayed, my tears 
flowing freely in despair, let thy win be 
done, if indeed it is thy will . . . . 
Suddenly another large acplosion rolled 
over the DAO. A cloud of yellow smoke 
spread out over the wide field before me. 
In fact, that was a signal to let the 
helicopters know where to land. 

Every person was near tears when we saw 
the helicopters again in the sky. 

After waiting a century-long few minutes, 
the first three helicopters began to land 
right in front of us, throwing blinding dust 
in our faces. But we were so overjoyed that 
we didn't even brush off the dust trapped 
in our hair and eyes. My mother burst into 
tears: "Children, the helicopters have 
arrived, thank our Heavenly Father . . ." 
The helicopters landing we= all full of 
American marines. These people stood in 
a line around us, and afterwards we 
learned that they had the duty of 

protecting our fates. Each 
helicopter landing to meet evacuees 
leaving Tan Son Nhut all brought 
American marines and left them there. Only 
at the last flight were they brought back. 

On the signal of an American 
soldier, each line of people stood and 
followed. When it came to my family's 
turn, we hurried after them. When they 
saw that there were enough people to fill a 
helicopter, the marines stopped the line. 
The rest had to wait for the next helicovter. 
So when I was the last person on the 
aircraft I looked about and started: there 
were only six of us from the fifteen peopk 
of the family. Where were the others? I 
hurriedly called out, then realized that in 
our group there were only my next 
youngersister, Mai ~ n h , - m ~ t w o  
youngest brothers, Tuan Linh and Khanh 
Linh, my grandmother, Sister The's 
younger brother, Liem, and myself, Thu 
Anh. My grandmother gestuted to 
reassure us, because at that moment the 

I f&as if my bmth disappeared when the helicopter had taken off and we could hear 
image of the helicopters vanished into the nothing whatever. A few moments later 
clou&. The heavens w e  again empty, we no longer felt worried. The pulse of life 
plain, like the &pair into the blazed up within US. We had escaped from 
min& of the group lined up beneath on the zone of fire and death. Without 
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needing to confer with each other, we all 
bowed in thanks to the Lord. 

The helicopter left Saigon behind and was 
flying above the Pacific Ocean. I looked 
past the frame of the door at the face ofthe 
blue sea, toward the homeland I would 
perhaps never see again. Khanh 
Linh suddenly pulled me out of my 
sorrow. He pointed at the American pilot 
standing beside the door of the aixuaft and 
said in surprise, "Thu Anh, look at that 
good-looking American. He's more 
handsome than Elder Bowman even!" 

I smiled for the first time in many hours. 

'Ihe helicopter landed us on the deck of the 
DuIuUI, one of ten warships waiting to 
k v e  refugees from Tan Son Nhut and 
elsayhere in Saigon. After discovering 
that the rest of the family were not on the 
helicopter following ours we were pushed 
below by American marines. We filed 
through winding passageways to a place 
with narrow berths, mostly occupied by 
hmilies of Vietnamese Air Fom officers. 
Khanh Linh, Tuan Linh, and Liern went 
back on deck, but the helicopters had 
stopped corning and our family had not 
arrived. 

An American soldier brought us candy 
and milk. He was very young and asked 
me if I had younger brothers and sisters. 
When I smiled and nodded, he smiled 
back. What warming feelings a smile can 
bring, especially between the people of 
&rent languages. 

At 10:OO p.m. on the 29th we were 
awakened from a sound sleep and put on 
barges which in turn femed us to a huge 
Kimbo freighter. After two hours of 
waiting below the Kimbo on the barge, we 
boarded the gigantic ship at midnight. It 
was so big and so aglow with lights, we 
expected much improved conditions from 
the Duluth. Never were we so 
disappointed. 

What startled us most when corning 
aboard were the bodies lying everywhere 
on the deck. When I asked in agitation, 
"What are those people doing over there?" 
a man standing nearby answered testily, 
'They're sleeping, of course. What else? 

And you'd better go find a place, too; 
we've still got at least ten more days on this 
ship before reaching Guam." 

I was dumbfounded. Like a robot I took 
my bag and picked my way through the 
bodies lying on the ground. My feet were 
soaked with muddy water, because the 
deck was teddy duty and my feet were 
without shoes. The only pair of shoes I had 
brought along I had wrapped 
and carried in my hand because they wem 
dress shoes, not at all convenient. [From 
then until the time we reached Guam I 
went barefoot, for the first time in my life. 
And I bitterly thought back to the times at 
home when my mother never let us go 
without sandals. 1 After seaFching 
unsuccessfully for a place, and still not 
knowing what to do, we were guided to an 
entrakce to the hold where a braided rope 
ladder hung. This hatchway was a huge 
hole, completely different from the 
arrangement on the Duluth. I felt dizzy 
looking at the rope ladder: "Enough, 
Liem," the four of us shook our heads. 
"No way we're going down!" We followed 
one another back to the deck and flopped 
down in a place near the edge of the ship. 
This place was i n d M y  wet; it seemed as 
if the entire surface of the deck was damp 
and malodorous. Neverlesless, the people 
lying at our feet were still dead asleep. At 
that moment I understood how in cases of 
absolute necessity the body can still 
overcome the soul's sickening fear. 

Drowsiness overcame my reflection. We 
clutched our bundles of dothing to 
ourselves, crouched clasping our knees, 
and bent our heads, slumbering in 
weariness. 

The next four days were the worst in my 
life. We did not know if the rest of the 
family was alive or dead; we ate only white 
rice and a little canned fish, and later only 
rice - food we fed to the cats at home. 
Because mother had kept an the essentials, 
we hadn't so much as a towel or a 
toothbrush in our bags, and for the first 
morning in my life I did not wash my face. 

On the second day it began to rain. 9 

Everyone on the deck ran straight to the E 
four hatchways and began pushing to get 5 
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into the hold. We had no choice but to 
dimb down. Mai Anh went first because 
she was used to physical exerdse at school 
and could climb the rope expertly. I had 
broken my arm when small, so the school 
would not let me play strenuous sports; 
hence I had never climbed a rope. Liem 
went next and began to help me down, 
one step at a time. I clung to the rope and 
shook. Scared to the point of tears, I 
wanted only to scream. Suddenly it began 
to rain heavily and dozens of people began 
descending at once, shaking the rope in a 
terrifying manner. 

After a time as long as a century 1 finally 
reached the foot of the Iadder. Ody  then 
did I recover, and I held my face and 
sobbed. 

The next morning (May 1) I was awakened 
at six by children aying loudly throughout 
the hold of the ship. I looked up at the 
hatch. The sky was bright and I saw the 
forms of American soldiers etched against 
the sky. My head hurt terribly because of 
the heat andnoise beneath the hold, so 
when Liem woke up I seized all my 
courage and told him to help me climb the 
ladder to the hatch so I could visit my 
grandmother on deck. This time I was not 
as afraid as the time before, though I still 
shook. 

On deck, I noticed that the number of 
people there had multiplied many times. 
They were much more crowded than the 
first day I arrived. But on deck the air was 
cooler than below because of the ocean 
breeze, though the ship was still standing 
quietly on one spot. I heard people 
discussing that the ship must still wait for a 
£dl 5OWperson capacity before lifting 
anchor. Hearing that, I felt like falling 
apart. Just at that moment, a woman 
tumed on a radio, and I listened in panicky 
surprise: 

"Thii is Radio BBC London. . . The 
Provisional Revolutionary Government 
has been master of the situation over the 
entirety of Vietnam sine last night, one 
o'clock in the morning, April30,1975. The 
government has d e d  for the surrender of 
all military and civilians that their 
revolution may be assured. An 

authoritative source has kt it be known 
that the People's Revolutionary 
Government has dedded that Saigon will 
have a new name, Ho Chi Minh City 

,# . . . .  
I could no longer listen. My ears were 
ringing - even though when we 
evacuated like this we accepted the 
danger of the country, even though at all 
moments I also knew that Saigon soon 
would fall into the hands of the 
Communists like countless aties of South 
Vietnam, yet when I heard a reliable 
source like this I could not help my 
feelings, My w o n ,  so distant! My 
friends, did anyone escape? . . . 
Countless terrible stories I had heard about 
the occupations of the Viet Cong in aties of 
South Vietnam appead  in my mind. I 
remembered the features, frightened and 
discouraged to the nth d-, of a 
gidfnend of mine when she escaped from 
Dalat to Saigon after a month living with 
Viet Cong. I met her several weeks before I 
left Saigon. She desaibed to me the 
atrocity of the Viet Cong which she herself 
witnessed and was victimkd by. All of 
the women frrom forty years on down were 
called up and given a number. W1th that 
number they were lined up and assigned a 
"husband" - wounded Viet Cong 
soldiers. My friend rrcounted that she had 
had number 127 and had M v e d  a 
husband whose two arms and two legs 
were all cut off; even more tragic, his face 
had been completely destroyed by a shell, 
and only his lips were stin whole. My 
friend had to un-y take that 
husband and serve him for a month. It was 
the most temble month of her life by day 
she had to go do social tasks, clearing 
roads and whitewashing housing areas 
the same color; sometimes she had the 
responsibility of investigating, spying on 
those rich Eunilies who had not left Dalat 
in time. These families had had all of their 
property confiscated and were guarded 
very carefully, waiting for the day of the 
"people court," that is, the death sentence. 
The Viet Cong do not forgive the rich 
people, nor do they forgive the 
high-ranking officers of the Republic of 
Vietnam. Because she accepted the 
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Catholic Church, my friend had not the 
right to commit suicide and she clenched 
her teeth in endurance, although she did 
not want to live at A. 
5 m q  a carelessness of the guards, she 
had excaped overland to Saigon. Her 
family was all in Saigon, and only she was 
caught in Dalat. She had just returned 
from abroad (she had received her Ph.D. 
in America) and gone to Dalat to relax, and 
Dalat was lost so fast she was 
unable to escape. After she returned to 
Saigon, her family hurriedly prepared to 
go abroad. That was about the first of 
April, 1975. Just at that time she 
discovered that she was pregnant. She 
was nearly hysterical, and she resolved to 
go anywhere else. I remember her last 
sentence: ''I understand that my destiny 
was determined by the Lord like this. This 
test is for me to endure to the end. My life 
no longer has anytlung left. . . ." 
Now Saigon was enduring the fate of 
Dalat, of all the free lands which had fallen 
into the hands of the Communists. Of the 
seventeen d o n s  in South Vietnam, only 
a little over a hundred thousand escaped. 
Heavens, yet I, yet my family had not had 
to stand that terrible sene. I cannot 
express my deep emotion towards that 
enormous blessing of Gad. 

And from the bottom of my heart, I prayed 
to Him to protect all the Church members 
that they might be aMe to escape like my 
family. I also earnestly pled with him to 
guard my friends, though they were not 
those who had taken the name of his Son. 
All that day my state of mind was terribly 
confused. I was tom between happiness at 
escape and worry for loved ones still 
caught in Saigon. 

When I went back down into the hold, Mai 
Anh had awoken but was extremely 
hungry, and at that time there had still 
been no distribution of food, although the 
last meal the previous day was distributed 
about noon. I didn't know what to do, 
because we had no kind of food at all. 

At five o'dock in the afternoon, they 
passed out another meal to us. This time 
they changed the method and every 
family only l~ceived one plate of rice. 

L q e  families got two plates. I instructed 
my brothers and sisters that each time they 
ate a bite of rice they should also take a 
drink of water, so the rice would expand 
and ease the hunger. We were sick and 
tired, so our bodies seemed nearly 
paralyzed, without strength to protest or 
think at all. 

On May 3rd a family moved into our hold 
who had a radio, and we followedin dread 
the following broadcasts of the British 
Broadcasting Company: "For reasons of 
nonsubmission, 6000 officers of the armed 
foxes of the Republic of Vietnam 
were executed before the circle at the 
Saigon market. Immediately after this 
bloodshed ended, the female unive~ity 
students were brought right to that place 
to join in a mass wedding with the Viet 
Cong invalid soldiers. . . . 
"Although they had thrown away their 
weapons to surrender, the Provisional 
Revolutionary Government decided that 
the military men of the old regime had 
slaughtered too many Viet Cong troops 
and hence ordered that they be shot. 
Because of that, the service branches of the 
Republic of Vietnam such as the paratroop 
branch have resolved not to surrender. 
They are preparing to wage a guerilla war 
in the southwest regions, where the Viet 
Cong are not yet completely in 
control. . . ." 
That news astounded us, and our spirits 
were in such turmoil that all day we were 
like machines, not able to think [anything 
morel at all. 

Sunday, May 4, was fast day. After 
discussion, Mai Anh and I decided we 
should try to fast that day and pray for our 
ill-fated compatriots still caught behind, 
though our own condition could not be 
called happy. Because we had only one 
Bible, we could just lie and pray and sing 
hymns, remembering the agonies Jesus 
Christ suffered, certainly more miserable 
than our hardships now. And there was 
one strange thing which IwisA to point out 
here. That Sunday we thought trying to 
fast would make us still more tired) 
nevertheless, on the mnfm y, we felt 
healthier than on the previous day. The 



headache disappeared, and many womes 
also subsided. 
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On May 5th we set foot on Subic Island, 
not at all sorry to leave the dilapidated ship 
where we had just experienced four of the 
most terrible days of our lives. Mai Anh 
and I promised one another that after the 
memory of this magru6cent boat trip we 
would never again go by ship, not even by 
first class cabin. 

When food was distributed, we praised 
this hot meal endlessly. After eating we 
were led into a tent and began preparing a 
place to stay. Later, after a brief tour of the 
island scenery, we stood in line for another 
meal, although we had just eaten an hour 
previously. All places on Subic were 
noteworthy in operating twenty-four 
hours a day, so during that day we ate 
several dozen meals in an. 

A famdy among the number who had just 
landed at Subic came to stay in the same 
tent with us. I noticed that the man, about 
my father's age, always sat, holding his 
face, in a comer of the tent, while his wife, 
who looked older than my mother, busily 
tidied up. I helped her with a few 
essentials, and finally, all of a sudden she 
told me that her husband was a colonel in 
the South Vietnamese Air Force. He 
himself had landed a helicopter on the roof 
terrace of her house (he had always flewn 
helicopters in the armed forces) to take his 
wife and children to an American ship. He 
was so sad because of the death of his 
closest friend, also an air force colonel. 
This colonel had flown a helicopter to Phu 
Quoc to meet his wife there. He had 
landed on a high rock promontory near a 
sandbank. His wife, overjoyed, rushed 
out, and the aircraft's rotor cut off her 
head. The colonel, after that, plunged the 
aaft into the sea, killing himself. 

The husband of the woman in the same 
tent with us flew right behind his friend's 
aircraft, but was unable to save his friend. 

May 7: Still no sign of our family. 

At 11:30 this morning we amved at Guam. 
After several hours of paperwork at the 
airport, we were brought by bus to Camp 
Orote Point, Tent City. 

The first thing I saw when the bus stopped 
was . . . mv father! Darkened and 
emaciated,'wearing an interpreteis badge 
on his chest, he leaped off the bus to meet 
us. We were overjoyed, and countless 
womes pressing on our bosoms through 
countless previous days vanished. 

My father took us to meet the family at tent 
G1 section 17. I cannot describe the 
innumerable emotions in the uniting 
which the Lord had mserved for my 
fa*. 

After that we met Elder Bowman and 
Bder Oviatt. I was amazed at seeing them 
because they were so very different from 
the days in Saigon. Espe&lly Brother 
Bowman, with his sunburnt face and 
gaunt fonn. Back in Saigon I often joked: 
"When Elder Bowman sits to play the 
piano, his back hides the whole thing!" I 
was moved more when I heard my mother 
desaibe their sadice in the responsibility 
of greeting the refugee members coming to 
Guam from Saigon: they had to keep 
watches night and day at the harbor and 
bus stop! 

My family had come by plane directly to 
Guam on May 3,1975. They were 
fortunately spared the starvation and 
misery of a ship like the Kirnbro freighter. 

May 8: This morning I followed the 
children to get relief clothing. Heavens, 
when holding the clothing in my hand I 
nearly aied! I thought of the wardrobe full 
of clothes which I had had speciaIly sewn 
in Saigon's largest shops. I thought of the 
times I had belittled this shop as duty, or 
that shop as bad. I thought of the clothes 
which I had cast aside after wearing once 
because I was not pleased. . . . A& I 
accepted this lesson about humility and 
haughtiness. 

This afternoon I went all over Camp Orote 
Point, leaving word for my friends, but 
received no answer. While going about the 
camp I met several people who escaped 
after the day I left Saigon, and they let me 
know much ternfyuig news: After 
occupying Saigon, the Viet Cong entered 
the officers' camps (of which the two 
largest were the-chi Hoa quarters and the 
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Le Van Duyet quarters where we lived). 
And they slaughtered all the families 
there. They also gave me an accurate 
number: in the Chi Hoa quarters, the Viet 
Cong killed in all 198 officers and their 
families. 

I also met an officer who worked under my 
father in Camp Le Van Duyet. He 
conhned that only my father and he 
escaped. Everyone else was caught 
behind. I thought with emotion of the 
soldier who worked at my house. He was 
very diligent and courteous, and he asked 
to go along with my father and serve my 
family. My father accepted and promised 
that at the last moment he could go along. 
But, as I have related, something beyond 
my father's control caused him to be 
caught in Tan Son Nhut and go ahead 
with my family. We do not know his fate. 
Nor do we know what will happen to the 
two hvers  for my house. My friends must 
be the wives of the aippled veterans. I 
dare not think any more. Without reason, I 
suddenly want to ay as hard as I did when 
still a baby and my mother forbade me 
something. 

Sunday, May 11: After four days at Orote 
Point Tent City, we were transferred today 
to another camp, Camp Asan. Here on 
Guam there are many different refugee 
camps, so I am still looking for my 
acquaintances. 

Tonight we attended saaament meeting 
with several Latter-day Saint members at 
Guam and of course with Elder Bowman 
and Elder Oviatt. The American members 
spoke warm words of comfort to us, and I 
understood dearly why our church is 
called the Church of Love. I was most 
moved when Mr. Bacon said: "All the 
members of the Church think of you; they 
always pray for you, and they will open 
wide their arms to receive you." 

After that a bishop whose name I don't 
know stood and counseled us a little, and 
praised Brother Bowman and Brother 
Oviatt for their sacrifice and their 
wholehearted service of the Lord. In that, 
he expressed the thoughts of all of us 
toward these two elders worthy of respect 
and love. (And Brother Bowman's face 

Mushed from the roots of his hair to his 
temples, and Brother Oviatt bowed his 
head and blinked, his face no less red.) 

May 14: This morning when I went with 
my brothers and sisters to eat at the dining 
hall, built overlooking the sea in three tent 
areas, I noticed three older men near our 
table who kept watching my two little 
sisters Phuong Ahn and Kim Anh playing. 

"I suppose. . . your family was caught 
behind?" I hestitatingly asked one of 
them. 

"It's so bad, young lady, let me tell you. 
We were managers of a prison camp. 
When Duong Van Minh took power, I 
knew that the country was about to be lost. 
I decided to leave my post to see about 
escape for my wife and children, but my 
chief was auel. He ordered me to stay. 
And something really atrocious, he 
himself had run to a boat already and sat 
there sending orders by radio to keep on 
calmly working. When Saigon was lost, I 
only had three minutes to bum the secret 
files and two minutes to run to the harbor. 
My house was only 500 meters from 
there, but there was no time to return for 
my wife and children. So now I look at 
other people's children and ay, thinking 
of my own." 

Stirred, we sat silent. Someone sitting at a 
table not far away broke in: "My case is 
even more tragic. That day, the afternoon 
of April 28th, when the Viet Cong rocketed 
so bad, I was sitting drinking coffee near 
the cathedral and I didn't know where to 
go to escape fire, when a helicopter landed 
right there. Seeing people run up, 1 ran up, 
too. I got on, then it took me out to a 
warship, and so I came to Guam, while I 
never meant to go! My wife and children 
are still behind!" 

May 19: About four o'clock thisafternoon 
we were called to go on the bus to transfer 
to another camp,Andersen Air Force Base. 
Our entire Mormon group includes about 
sixty people, so we are together in one 
barrack. In this camp we can lie on 
mattresses and have frdl conveniences. 
This camp is smaller than Camp Asan and 



has no beaches, but to compensate there 
are pretty parks at the foot of the cool, 
green coconut trees. Nonetheless, the 
noon sun is still bitter, and the hot 
summer breezes cannot make the air 
pleasant. 

May 20: I just met two refugees - sisters 
who left Vietnam by themselves on May 5. 
Feeling this was strange, since the Viet 
Cong conquered Saigon on April 30 yet on 
May 5 they were still able to escape, I asked 
them about it. One of the girls (with a 
pretty smile) related: "But we weren't in 
Saigon. We were in Rach Gia (a province 
in the southwest). When the Viet Cong 
took Saigon, they still hadn't completely 
conquered the western region. Because 
the provincial capital of Rach Gia is small 
and most of the people are country folks, 
theViet Cong didn't do any violence. They 
just seized the property and watched a few 
rich landowners. Every day three Viet 
Cong would come to every house to 
inspect. We lied that we were country 
people and asked permission to row a boat 
to look for our family who were lost. And 
we raised a Viet Cong flag on the boat and 
rowed to the villages near there. Taking 
advantage of a night without moon or 
stars, we rowed out to sea, and after that 
we raised the Vietnamese flag and asked to 
board an American ship. Only through 
that were we able to escape, but our family 
is still caught. In fad, we had also decided 
to stay behind with the Viet Cong, since 
our parents were lost and we had no news 
of them. But because there were only we 
two girls at home, two suspiaous Viet 
Cong came every day to insped the house 
and joke around. We were scared to death; 
we knew no one could protect us, so we 
sought the road of escape. 

"Going out like this is to be helpless, two 
sisters alone who don't know who to rely 
on, but no matter what, this is still an area 
of kedom. No one dares to force you 
here. If we stayed, our life would have 
been like the life of a fly. . . ." 
I comforted them and directed them to 
meet my parents. My parents wanted to 
help them go with my fa@, but they 
were taking care of papers to go to 

Switzerland because they had a relative 
there, so they refused. 

Laughably, this afternoon when I went 
back to visit them, a number of people 
stopped me and asked if I was a 
newspaper reporter. I was astonished, 
because I dressed very commonplace and 
wore no badge of any kind. Someone in 
the group explained: 'We see you asking 
questions of a lot of people, and when they 
answer, you take a pen and paper and 
record it, so we thought you were a 
reporter for some newspaper." 

I apologized for making them 
misunderstand, and I was very ashamed. 

May 23: This afternoon Brother Bowman 
came to bid farewell to us before boarding 
the plane. I didn't dare shake his hand for 
the last time because 1 was afraid I would 
ay when saying good bye. I think that 
causing many people to love you is 
difficult; nevertheless, Brother Bowman 
has done it. My family admires him 
endlessly. My younger brothers pro& 
one another that soon when they spoke 
English well they would follow the 
example of "Anh ca Bang" and "Anh ca 
Phud '  to return to Vietnam as 
missionaries. 

May their dream come true. 

Sunday, June l: This morning we went to 
the &rt and a bus took us a huge 
Capitol International Airway jet. 
We had proper seating space and full 
conveniences. After seven hours flying, 
we d v e d  at Honolulu and got out to rest 
for two hours at the Hawaiian airport. 
After that we reboarded the plane and 
after flying five more hours arrived at 
Califomia. Because of the difference in 
times, when we got to California it was still 
Sunday, June 1,1975. 

A bus then took us to Camp Pendleton, 
and there we were united with Sister 
Kiem's fa- and Sister The's family. 
Sister Kiem sobbed when she remet her 
husband, and at that moment I looked 
with pity at Sister The. But she let me 
know some very happy news. The Church 
had intervened for Brother The, and 



SUNSTONE 21 

presently he was in a separate zone in Phu 
Nhuan, Saigon. He had just sent a 
telegram to Sister The: "I hope to see you 
soon." (However, no further news has 
been received to date of President The.) 

Our first observation was the cold - a 
penetrating cold, temble cold. The 
scenery in California is completeIy 
different from the scenery in Guam (of 
course). Here the mountains are tall and 
imposing, the vegetation fresh, and the air 
very cool. Colder but no less p t t y  than 
my Dalat. After pmcesing we were set up 
in Area 8 of Camp Pendleton. 

After that the brothers and sisters of the 
Church came to visit us in m a t  numbers, 

English, I told myself. 

June 3: Life here in Camp Pendleton is 
just like at Orote Point. That is, there are 
no conveniences. "After staying at Camp 
Asan and Andersen Air Force Base, then 
have to return to a second Orote Point 
Tent City, that's really dull," was the 
common thought of all of us. 

Afternoon here is hot, and morning and 
night are cold. Fortunately for us, we 
became acquainted with American cold in 
the summer. The American members 
smiled no end to see every one of us 
wearing a thick overcoat while they had 
only a thin shirt. 

and'hek mOvedYSdee~l~' Twl Sunday, June & This when we 
as Mr. Bacon said, wherever we went, we held we had a 
were greeted with open arms by the 
Mormons. They received us tendedy. surprise: Elder Hart came tb visit us. We 

had heard the news for several days now 
They received us in And I that Brother Hart and Brother Bowman understood deart~ the meaning of the would come to visit us, so we waited with 

the are impatience. ader Hart is now very 
brothers and sisters because everyone is a 
child of God." This saying is not strange, different from when still in Saigon, 

since many seds say the &e, but as far as 
application of that phrase, huly I wish to 
testify that only our church lives that 
phrase taught by God. That afternoon 
when we attended sacrament meeting my 
father and a number of family heads in our 
group stood and testified of that fact 
dearly to President Christensen and the 
American members. 

That night before going to sleep I sinerely ,' 
thanked Heavenly Father for leading us 
auoss each dangerous step to the 
promised land among this love. 

June2 Happy forjusta 
moment, now we 
must be sad already. 
Tomorrow Sister The's 
famdy goes to Utah. 
My-Nga and I looked at 
each other: "It's just like we're 
playing hide-and-seek. It was that way in 
Orote Point, and now in California it's the 
same." 

I followed Sister The's family and became 
acquainted with all the American brothers 
and sisters. I have to get used to speaking 



because he has let his hair grow longer and 
his face looks more experienced. We were 
very moved by the fad that Brother Hart 
still remembers Vietnamese, and he still 
remembers the face of each of us 
members. 

We understand that the missionary 
program is very useful. a bond of 
friendship joins the missionary with the 
investigator family, and that bond can 
never be broken, because that is the bond 
of love and understanding. 

I remember the first evenings Elder Hart 
and Elder Elmer came to open the gospel 
to us. At that time we were still distant 
from the counsels and commandments of 
the Lord. We were merely puzzled 
investigators. 

We truly had faith when Elder Bowman 
and Elder Collete came to continue the 
work Elder Hart had done. That faith 
progressed daily and never ceased to be 
strengthened. Now, after countless trials, 
we can proudly say: nothing can shake our 
faith. I do not forget that the courageous 
work and limitless sacrifice of Brother 
Bowman and Brother Oviatt contributed a 
large part in developing our faith. They 
put the commandments of the Lord into 
practice in works. That was something 
precious. That was something worthy of 

respect. And that was something very 
difficult. 

When we anived in California, we held 
the first home evening since we left 
Vietnam. My father emphasized the work 
of Brother Bowman and Brother Oviatt, to 
remind my younger brothers who were 
deacons to take that as an example. 
Afterwards my father wished them to also 
go on missions and forget themselves in 
this way. My father said: 'The Lord's 
greatest commandment is that we must 
love and 01.e for other people mow than 
ourselves. If you can obey that, you will be 
able to keep all the other 
commandments." 

This is the conclusion of my memoirs of 
the evacuation, in all, one month and ten 
days. 

Actually, our evacuation is not yet 
finished, because we must still request a 
sponsor in oider to have a place to settle in 
America. Perhaps that will be our last hard 
transfer. And may we say, in the words of 
the prophet Joseph Smith: 'We have 
endured many things and we hope to 
endure all things. . . ." 

May the Lord guide us to build a new life 
of peace and happiness, and may we 
forget every painful past. 




