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At a Special Forces Camp near the Cambodian Border during the end 
of operation Shenandoah II in late 1967 the following occurred.  
 

 
Background, October & November 1967: 
 
Bu Dop A-341 was a SF (Green Beret) CIDG camp in Phuoc Long 
providence located in III CORPS. And Bu Dop had been under attack over 
those 2 months by VC/NVA units that came across the Cambodian border 
and engaged our patrols resulting in 5 SF KIA and 2 SF WIA. This resulted 
in the 1st Battalion (Black Scarves) 2

nd
 Infantry Regiment of the 1

st
 Infantry 

Division (Big Red One) being brought in to aid in the defense of the camp 
on November 28, 1967. The Black Scarves Battalion was under the 
command of LTC O’Connor a well like commander by his men. Since our 
team, Captain was on patrol, at the time I gave him a SITREP when they 
came in by C-123’s and CH-47’s. They set up adjacent to our camp 
Concertina wire to our North. This put us in a good defensive position as to 
our East was our runway and then a rubber plantation. The VC/NVA would 
have to attack out of the rubber trees; all the other directions were out 
because of terrain and other obstacles. Shortly after the Black Scarves 
arrived, we started getting mortar attacks that lasted over the next several 
days, culminating with a major ground assault that destroyed most of the SF 
camp above ground on December 1, 1967. We did win the battle; however, 
2 additional SF troopers were KIA and 2 WIA during this period. 
 
Since we lost our team house, our Armory, and the medical dispensary, we 
had a lot of work to do over the next several days restoring power and 
communications and getting us prepared in case we were attacked again. It 
was a busy time with AP reporters being there as well the B team 
Commander. We also received two replacements, MSG Ernest Broom and 
SP4 Jerry Schroeder, to make up for some of our combat losses.  
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Late on December 7, 1967, the following happened: 
 
We came under attack again around 2100 hours receiving sporadic 
incoming mortar rounds, and small arms fire from the Northeast. There were 
no signs of any kind of ground assault like we had beaten off previously; we 
were just being harassed as they withdrew back across the Cambodian 
border. The Black Scarfs did take some casualties during this period. We 
fired some counter mortar fire but I doubt if we hit any of their mortar 
positions as they never stayed in one position very long.  
 
When this attack started, I took MSG Broom and SP4 Schroeder to the 4.2” 
mortar position and stayed with them to show them what we did when the 
camp was attacked. That was mostly to fire illumination rounds to light up 
the battle field. However, sometime around midnight one of these incoming 
rounds landed near the mortar pit sending hot material into the ammo 
bunker and that ignited the propellant charges on the staged illumination 
rounds. There were several intense waves of heat that went through the 
position igniting everything that could burn. Fortunately, all the HE rounds 
were gone, for if not, I wouldn’t be here talking to you. 
 
I had on fatigues, jungle boots, and a steel pot, but was not wearing my web 
gear. I did have my CAR-15 and I was wearing a nylon flack vest. We didn't 
wear socks or underwear to prevent getting infections when in the jungle. 
The blast hit me while I was talking on a PRC-25 radio. I remember being 
engulfed by waves of fire; and I could actually feel the pressure as they hit 
me on the back and right side. The heat set fire to the flak vest, pants, and 
the nylon web on the jungle boots. I must have instinctively closed my eyes 
as the fireball engulfed me as the next thing I remember was I was on the 
ground outside the pit and I my clothes were on fire. 
  
My first action was to put out the flames that were still consuming what was 
left of my clothes and flack vest. That probably took a dozen or so seconds 
and while doing that, I saw there was a fire in the mortar pit. After I put out 
my flames with dirt I got up and saw that MSG Broom and SP4 Schroeder 
were on the ground in the pit and there were still flames there, I think they 
were both unconscious. They had been behind me and closer to the source 
of the firestorm. I was in the process of climbing into the pit to help them 
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when some of the other team members showed up and stopped me, then 
took care of the two men in the pit. I’m sorry I couldn't remember which 
team members helped me when I wrote about the battle years later. 
  
I knew I was burned but I had no sense that I was seriously wounded. I was 
placed on a stretcher and I remember getting a shot of morphine. A dust off 
was called and by 0400 hours we were loaded on caries placed on the Huey 
skids. After we were strapped in the Huey carrying us rose into the dark 
night sky and I could see the camp and Black Scarves positions dropping 
away. Still, not realizing the extent of my injuries, I was concerned over my 
team and I was thinking that I'd be back in a week or so. I was very wrong in 
this assessment of the situation. 
 
We were medevacked to the 24th Evacuation Hospital in Long Binh for 
emergency treatment. I remember going into the triage room, and 
answering a few questions. Later I remember being loaded on a medical 
transport plane and then being flown to the 106th army hospital in Japan. I 
spent two days there, of which I remember very little except being in a 
hospital ward that was dark. Then we were placed on a military hospital 
plane and flown back to the states. The ride back was one of constantly 
dropping in and out of consciousness and blurred images of patients, 
nurses, IV's and being cold. I think there was a landing (for fuel) somewhere 
and then the three of us were taken to Brooke Army Medical Center in San 
Antonio, Texas. I kind of remember the ambulance ride to the hospital.  
 
Brooke Medical Center was the premier hospital in the states for burn 
treatment, if you were burned this was where to be. I had 3rd degree burns 
on my legs and 2nd degree burns on my arms, back, neck, and face 
comprising 67% of my body area. I had also inhaled hot gases in the pit 
when the firestorm blew past me which lightly burned the inside of my 
mouth, tongue, and lungs. In general, I was in very bad shape. Months later, 
when I was discharged from Brooke, the Doctor told me that they had only 
given me a 10% chance of living. Later as I contemplated this brush with 
death, I concluded, that my continued life was a gift. I should have died, but 
didn’t therefore there was a reason for my continued existence. As a result I 
have been driven to accomplish something ever since. This speech is the 
introduction to that work. 



Page 4 of 7 
 

 
What Changed Me 
 
Being burned is not pleasant and the burned person's brain reacts to this, in 
part, by allowing the mind to hallucinate. I guess the hallucinations allow 
time to pass without direct knowledge of the pain the body is going through. 
I had always prided myself in being in control of my internal self. However, 
the pain forced me into a hallucinatory state and then into a dream world 
that I could not stop from happening; nor recognize that I was in after it 
happened. While in these dream states, I actually “believed” that what I was 
experiencing was real no matter how bizarre the situation. Many of these 
dream states involved some kind of fight with a tiger which made no sense 
to me at the time, after I woke up. After this happened to me a few times, I 
could sense it coming on, but it was impossible to stop, it would just take 
control of me and I would be in another world back in Nam on patrol. 
 
During treatment at Brooke, I dropped from 180 to 98 pounds. Then as I 
begin my recovery, I started to gain my weight back and have fewer and 
fewer hallucinatory states. The last step was getting skin grafts from my 
chest and upper thighs to my legs where the skin had been completely 
burned off. Then after healing from those operations, I had to learn to walk 
again. That was a task, as the grafted areas would quickly swell when 
standing. It was probably three or four years before I really felt comfortable 
walking and I was never able to run for any length of time because of my 
lung damage. Between the time I was wounded and leaving active duty, I 
spent 183 days in various military hospitals being but back together. 
 
Unfortunately, both MSG Broom and SP4 Schroeder died at the Brook Army 
Medical Center I was the only one that made it. Earnest Broom was burned 
a lot worse than I was so there was probably never a chance that he could 
be saved. He was the closest to the quasi firestorm when it ignited. He may 
even have shielded Jerry Schroeder and I from some of the blast. Jerry 
Schroeder was the least burned and was on his way to being released. He 
had been transferred to a non-critical ward and then he developed an 
infection which ravaged his body with high temperatures eventually killing 
him. I didn't know that they were both gone until I was released. 
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The following paragraph is from the book I wrote almost 30 years after being 
burned and was something I created to summarize what happened to me 
after that night in Vietnam in 1967.  
 
On that night in Vietnam I was mortally wounded (all mortal wounds don’t kill 
you immediately). I was medevacked and sent to a hospital in Texas where 
I met the grim reaper soon after arriving. He told me he was coming for me 
but I told him I wasn’t ready; he laughed at me and said he was going to 
come anyway. I told him it didn’t matter whether he came or not I just wasn't 
going with him. But he wasn’t to be denied and so he visited me every night 
in the form of a large Bengal tiger and we battled all night for the rights to 
my soul. He was a very vicious and determined tiger and he tried his best to 
rip my soul from my body with his sharp teeth and claws but I was strong 
and stubborn and I would not let go. This battle lasted for two months and 
he chewed me down to 98 pounds but in the end I prevailed and he 
disappeared and I was not dead and he had to settle for taking the souls of 
the two men who were standing next to me in Vietnam. 
 
Then, years later after a lot of thinking, I realized this was a major turning 
point in my life that was actually beneficial to me. It showed me how 
vulnerable we all are to what we think we know, rather than knowing what 
the truth is and what we don’t know. The lesson I learned was we are the 
creation of what we our taught and the life experiences we have had, as 
received in our brains though our senses, but and this is a big but, how do 
we know what we are taught and/or told is the truth. And even more 
important is that we are totally dependent on our senses no matter the 
source external or internal.  
 
Vietnam killed 58,156 boys, men and a few women plus wounding another 
303,704. These losses were the result of the incompetence of our federal 
government from the start to the finish from both political parties. I didn’t 
realize this until after I wrote about my Vietnam experiences. This view of 
mine was verified in two other books I read later McNamara’s In Retrospect 
published in 1995 and Tran Ngoc Chau’s Vietnam Labyrinth published in 
2012  
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What I think I was meant to do 
 
The pieces all came together in the period just before and after 9/11and the 
beginning of the climate change narrative. I realized at this point, why I had 
lived and had not died; it was to write the story about what happened to 
America after Vietnam with all the endless meaningless wars used just to 
justify social and unconstitutional changes to our Republic. But the worst 
was the attack on Christianity. The reason these changes happened is 
simple it was because we lost believe in God despite the warning by the 
founders that the Constructional Republic they created would only work for 
a moral people. But we didn’t listen and it’s so bad now we can’t even 
explain the difference between God’s creation of a human man and a 
woman. If we can’t stop this insanity, why would God bother to help us?  
 
How can we fix this? Well, we have all heard or read about Darwin and his 
theory of Survival of the Fittest proving that there is no God required to 
create life. Then later we were told that the Big Bang proved that no God 
was even required to make the universe. This kind of thinking allowed 
politicians to adopt the Godless Marxism system (disguised as 
progressivism)  in the early Twentieth Century which gave them the license 
to do whatever they wanted to gain power as there were no consequences 
for what evil you did in this life; when you were dead, you were dead. 
Initially being very involved in science, I had kind of accepted that argument. 
But being the only one of three that lived created doubt in me and so I 
started to research the science of brain functions and the creation of the 
earth to see what made the most sense God or no God.  
 
Surprisingly, I found that there was nothing in conventional or quantum 
physics that can explain how we can think and be conscious (Free Will). It’s 
called the “Hard Problem” but it’s kept hidden as it’s an embarrassment for 
those that don’t believe in God. Unless the “Hard Problem” can be solved, 
using physics that alone proves the existence of GOD by default. Further, it 
seems that recent findings in geology showed that with minor tweaking 
Geneses seems to be able to give a reasonable account of the creation of 
the universe and the earth when you consider the technical level of human 
understanding some three or four thousand years ago.  
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I will not go into all the detail and books I have read to gather the knowledge 
needed to write what I developed. My first attempt at proving there was a 
God showed that Genesis very accurately described the creation of the 
planet, but there was still something missing to prove there was a God. 
Then I remembered reading Aristotle’s Organon which was about using the 
syllogistic method to prove an argument is reasonable or true and that gave 
me the way to finish my work. This research and study over the past couple 
of decades reignited my belief in God as it showed me how you can make a 
solid scientific logical case that believing in God makes more sense than 
believing that there is no God.  
 
This ends my talk. Lastly, However, I will give you a way to get free copies 
of my writing I can’t charge for doing what God wanted me to do. I have a 
clip board here where if you give me an email address I will then send you a 
link to be able to download any of this work I did to develop my conclusions. 
 
 
An Essay on Moral Philosophy  
 
An Essay Analyzing the Existence of God  
 
A copy of this presentation  
 
A copy of a poem I wrote I Am an American Soldier  
 
 
LTC Mortimer (Mort) O’Connor was KIA 5 month after being at Bu Dop on 
April 1, 1968 in the Iron Triangle -- leading from the front. 
 
Thank You for allowing me to give this speech   
 
 


