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APTAIN DONALD S. PRICE, of Pennsauken, New Jersey,
released his safety belt as soon as the HU-16 Albatross am-
phibian touched down in the Gulf of Tonkin. Leaning far forward
in his navigator’s compartment, he saw the-downed USAF jet pi-
lot bobbing in his bright orange life raft, a few yards to the right
of the tail section of the Albatross. . - '
“He’s right behind the tail section and a little to the star-
board,” Price called over the intercom to Captain David Westen-
barger, the aircraft commander, .
“Roger. Reversing-engines.” ‘ o
As he waited for the familiar roar of the propellers to go into
reverse pitch, Price glanced nervously at the nearby enemy shore
of North Vietnam. It wasn't the first time he had landed in the
Gulf of Tonkin' in an Albatross. In November, .1965, his crew had
pulled a RF-101 reconnaissance pilot out of the water and returned

him to his base in South Vietnam. Still, Price couldn’t get accus- . -

tomed to being so close to the enemy coast, to be bobbing up and
down in a vulnerable, slow-moving amphibian that was practically
under the barrels of Communist guns. L :

The loud roar of the engines jerked Captain Price’s eyes from
the enemy shoreline back to the downed jet pilot. The HU-16 eased
closer and closer to the raft, then stopped.i#5

“All right, Pleiman, let’s get him aboard,” pilot Westenbarger
called. . o ) :

Price saw the pararescuemarn, A1C James E. Pleiman of Rus-
sia, Ohio, leap from the rear hatch of the Albatross and swim to-
wards the raft. Captain Price could see that the downed pilot was
injured; blood stains speckled the side of the bright orange raft.

WHEN Pleiman reached the raft, the flyer grabbed the line

and held on tight. Good, Price thought. Now as soon as we
get the co-pilot, we can get out of here. I wonder—"

Then the barrage of enemy shells began... ' )

The amphibian raised out of the water several inches, its nose
higher than its tail. Before he could get a grip on 2 tuselage brace,
Price tumbled backwards to the floor. A fire extinguisher broke
loose from its bracket and fell on his stomach; simultaneously, the
flare gun smashed against his head. Dazed and confused, the nav-
igator tried to get back on his feet. ‘ : "

Red shells slammed into the hull of the amphibian, tearing
jagged holes in the metal. Price, finally managing to struggle to
his knees, saw geysers of water fountain skyward alongside the
Albatross as the North Vietnamese gunners lobbed 105mm shells
at the plane. Stitches of machine-gun fire turned the area into
froth, and as Westenbarger gunned the engines of the plane, he
added to the deafening blasts of the enemy guns.

“Do you have him inside yet, Pleiman?”

Price heard the pilot frantically trying to contact the parares-

' cuemen on the intercom, but Pleiman didn’t answer. Price tried to

spotthe pararescuemen from his compartmentwindow but the erupt-
ing water, and smoke from the exploding shells, disturbed his view.

_continued on next page
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the instinct to inhale, knowing that he
would choke, the captain tried to force
his way 1o the surface of the gulf. When
he raised his arms, however, sharp pains
knifed through his back. It was his first
indication that he ~as wounded. Despite
the pain, Price used his arms to propel
himself up until his head finally broke
through the surface and he could once
again breathe. e
“Help! Help!"” :
" Price heard the plea above the steady
roar of the enemy gunfire, but he was
so exhausted that several seconds
elapsed before he regained enough
strength to turn toward the man in
trouble. When he did, he saw jet pilot
Peerson in his raft, only a few feet away.
At the same instant oil from the am-
phibian, floating on the surface of the
gulf, caught fire. Realizing that both he
and the jet pilot would be trapped in
the flames if they didn't clear the area,
Price swam to the raft and started push-
ing it east, to the middle of the Gulf of
Tonkin and aw:y from Hon Me Island.
. Peerson looked at the navigator and
muttered weakly, “You're wounded.”
Price had already noticed that the wa-
.ter around him was stained red. This
fact, adéed to the pain when he raised

his arms and the burning sensation in

his back, made it obvious that fragments

{ the same shell which had sunk the
Albatross had also hit him. Wounded or
not, Captain Price knew he had no zl-
ternative except to keep swimming
away from the flaming oil and the ene-
my guns.

It was slow, arduous work for Price
as he fought to keep his head above wa-
ter and at the same time push the raft
with the downed pilot in it. The Com-
munists were lobbing their mortar shells
at the raft in a steady stream, and as
they burst and sent geysers of water
skywarc, the resulting waves lapped

over Price’s head. They also rocked the’

raft and threatened to dump pilot Peer-
son into the guli.

“Help! Heip!”

Agzain Price heard someone in dis-
tress. Holding onto the raft with one

hand he searched the surrounding wa-

ter. Finally he saw a head bob out of the
water, then disappear again. It was the

fiight mechanic, S/Sgt. Clyde W. Jack-

son, of Fort Royal, Virginia. Price knew
that he had neither the strength nor the
time to help Jackson. The man was too
far away. At that moment, however,
Price saw the co-pilot of the Albatross,
William E. Hall, swimming a few yards
south of the mechanic. Evidently the
wind had carried the flight mechanic’s
plea for help away from Hall, since he
wasn't even looking in Jackson's direc-
tion.

“Get that man right behind you!”
Price screamed.

The co-piiot looked up, a startled ex-

pression on his face as the navigator’s

words reached him through the din of
the explcding shells. Price saw Hall
turn, spotied the bobbin~ head of the
fiight mechanic and move fuickly to the
man’'s sice. .

ATISFIED that Jackson was getting

the aid he so desperately needed, Price
turned his attention back to Peerson and
the raft. He had never been so tired in
his life. His eyes and face. burned by
the blast of the JATO bottle, hurt. So
did the shell fragments in his back, and
the loss of tlood, plainly evident by the
red trail which marked his pzath in the
water. His sirength sapped, Price looked
at the injured jet pilot in the raft; he
wondered how much longer he would
be able to help him.
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Albatross similar to one which put Price down in Gulf of Tonkin lands in water.

.

Suddenly a deafening noise clogged
Price's ears and he felt a heavy weight
on his back, and the navigator was con-
vinced that he was having hallucina-

tions. He was, that is, until the weight

lifted momentarily and hit him again

~with a resounding thump. Surprised,

Price looked around behind him and
couldn't believe his eyes.
“It can’t be...” ’

It was. The throbbing noise, filling his _

ears along with the blasts of enemy
shells, came from an SH-3 helicopter
hovering directly above. The chopper’s
rescue sling. was the ‘‘weight” on his
back! Grabbing the sling, Price threw
it into the raft and yelleq, “Putiton...
put it around you!” . :

Price watched the struggling jet pilot
attempt to slip inside the rescue sling,
but Peerson was too weak. Boosting
himself up on the side of the raft, Price
forced the sling over Peerson’s head and

motioned for the heliceptor to pull up.

the major. An instant later Peerson was
lifted from the'raft and hoisted towards
the door of the chopper. -

few yards away Price saw another
helicopter picking up the remainder
of the Albatross crew and the other jet
pilot. Holding onto the side of the small
raft that Peerson hac been in, Price felt

better despite the heavy gunfire still di- -

rected at him from the island. As soon
as, the chopper lowered the sling and
picked him up, they could clear the

scene and get back to the nearby car--

rier. It seemed to Price that he had been
in the water for hours.

“Here! . ... Over here!”

The captain heard the voice and rec-
ognized it instantly. He spotted Sergeant
Jackson a few yords away, alone and
fioundering in the water. Later, Price
learned that co-pilot Hall had -tried to
carry the chopper rescue sling over to
the flight mechanic, but before he
reached Jackson the whirlybird crew
had hoisted Hall out of the water, leav-
ing the crewman behind.

“Hold on, Jackson...I'll get you.”

Price he:«d to leave the raft, but he
had no choice. He swam te the injured
Jackson, slinped an arm arcund him and
started to aog-pacddie baci o the rait.
At that moment he spotted the SH-3
neading toward them and he ctopped.
He waiched the rescue sling swoop
down. made a desperate grab as it start-
ed past, anc snaggec it.

“Get this on, Jackson,” Price said.
Quicizly he put the injured, exhausted
flight mechanic in the sling, and before
- he could even wave, the chopper crew
was pulling Jackson out of the water.
Price saw several bullets penetrate the
side of the helicopter but it remained
airborne, pivoting ir. the sky as only 2
chopper can and head for a nearby ship.
Captain Price was now alone in the
water. All the others, except the two
dead crewmen, had been picked up. For
a few minutes the navigator thought
that it was only a matter of time until
he, too, would be hoisted to safety...
But as the two rescue helicopters diszp-
peared from the scene he began to won-
der. He saw them touch down on the
ships, but they didn’t take off again. Ead
he been forgotten? Was it possible that
he had been given up for dead, too? Orn=
man in the Gulf of Tonkin was almecst
indiscernible to the human eye. Perha:s
in the confusion of the rescue attemct
there had been a miscount. Certainly
after a head count'was taken the res-
cuers would learn that he was unac-
counted for, but by then it would be too
late. Much too late. ..
Using nearly all his remaining
strength Price climbed into Peerson's

“raft, only to discover that he was driit-
ing dangerously close to the shore of
Hon Me Island. Wearily he slid back
into the water and started swimming to-
warc the ooen sea, dragging the rais be-
hind him. Exhausted, bleeding, ciscour-
aged, he still refused to give up. He was
determined to keep trying —until he
blacked out or was hit by one of the Red
shells.

" Suddenly the entire sky seeme< to ex-
plode. Two Air Ferce F-4sroared across
the Gulf of Tonkin at wave-top level,
firing their rockets and machine guns
at the enemy gunners on the isiland. Two
junks that were heading in Price's di-
rection suddenly burst into fiames and
sank. A Skyraider followed the jets and

bombed the beach. Smoke and debris.

flew skyward.and the concussion even
jolted Price in the water. .

“They didn't forget me,” he muttereg,
fighting to keep his head above water.

A minute leter Price saw a small
UH-2 helicopter flying slowly througn
the curtain of fire towards him, a rescue
sling dangling behind. The chopper
came lumbering in, oblivious of the en-
emy shells. The rescue collar dropped
only a few feet (Cortinued on page 7+4)
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RESCUE MISSION IN TONKIN
GULF

continued

Grabbing the microphone, Price call-
ed, “I'll check on him, Captain.” :
He ran towards the rear of the am-
phibian, bounced from one side of the
fuselage- to the other as near-misses

rocked the Albatross. It* was obvious -

that the Communist gunners had held
their fire until the amphibian touched
down and was most vulnerable, then
had opened up with everything they had
—{rom automatic rifie fire to 105mm
howitzers. As he fought his way towards
the rear hatch to help the pararescue-
man drag the injured jet pilot into the
plane, Price knew that in a matter of
minutes the Albatross would be past
the flying stage, that it would be shot
to pieces unless it could get out of the
target area. ’

"« At the rear hatch, navigator Price

saw the flight mechanic, Sgt. Clyde Wil-
liam Jackson, of Fort Royal, Virginia,
leaning far outside the plane in an at-
tempt to help Pleiman drag the downed
jet pilot inside the plane. Turning to
21C Robert Hilton, the radio operator,
Price bellowed, “Help him! Help him!"”
Hilton, however, had already moved
to the hatch and was reaching out to
grab the side of the raft. _ " .
“Try and get him close. We'll pull him
in as we take—"" : .
Suddenly, a crashing shell exploded.
Price had seen other- 105mm shells
hit the water, had heard machine-gun

- bullets thud into the Albatross, but this

time there had been no warning. One
moment he had been yelling instruc--
tions to the men at the hatch; the next,
he had been flying through the air to-
wards the aft bulkhead of the amphib- -

_ ian. The 105mm shell had entered the

HU-16 just aft of the right wheel hous-
ing, exploded, ard opened up a nine-
foot hole in the fuselage. Price, not cer-
1ain of what had happened, had smashed
into the bulkhead and fallen to the
fioor, momentarily stunned.

He fought to open his eyes, to clear .
his brain, but it was several seconds
before he succeeded.

The inside of the plane was a roaring
inferno. Gasoline poured from ruptured
fuel lines and flamed instantly. A JATO
bottle exploded, hurtling pieces of metal
through the plane like shrapnel. Price
could barely breathe in the stifling heat
and the billowing smoke.

“Hilton ... Hilton, where are you?”

When there was no answer Price
crawled toward the hatch. He had gone
only a short distance when he saw the
radio operator. One look was enough. -
Eilton was dead, victim of a direct hit.

“My God!" .

EE flames ‘were now threatening to

cut off his escape through the hatch so-,
the dazed navigator tried to meve faster.
As he neared the hatch he grabbed a
¥uselage brace and started to pull him-u
celf to his feet, knowing that his best
cnance of survival was to dive as iar
from the amphibian as possible. It was
obvious that the plane was going to ex-
plode. :

As he regained his feet he saw a dark’
object floating in the water beside the
aircraft, not recognizing it until an-
enemy shell hit nearby and a wave .
turned it towards him. . - "

“Pleiman!”

The pararescueman was dead, toc.
Approximately five feet {rom the dead
zirman, Price spotted the orange raf
with the injured jet pilot still inside it.

.

. Air Force Major James

~wood C. B

The fiyer was staring at him helplessly.

“I'll get you if-"

At that moment, as Price tensed to
dive out of the burning amphibian, a
second JATO bottle exploded. The flash
of fire hit the navigator in the face, sear-
inc his hair, face and eyebrows. It also
blinded him, and before the stunned
captain could regain his balance, he
tumbled out of the hatch znd into the

-water, into the mids: of flaming oil and
_gasoline and . the

exploding enemy
shells, .. I

The fine work of the Aerospace Res-
cue and Recovery Service in Southeast
Asia is well known. The pickup rate for
downed USAF, Navy and Marine pilots
is high; some fiyers barely get their
feet wet before an air rescue aircraft
plucks them from the water. Sometimes,
however, it is not quite so easy, anc the
mission of March 14, 1966, was one of
the most rugged vet experienced.

When it ended an HU-16 amphibian
had been sunk for the first time since
1949, when the KU-16 originally went
into service, and one member of the res-
cue crew received the Air Force Cross
—the nation's second highest military
award for valor,

The mission began
routinely. A Phantom
F4B jet, operated by

M. Peerson and his co-
pilot, Czptain Lyn-
ryant, was
hit by enemy ground
fire as it came off target I3
in North Vietnam, jis
about 50 miles west ol
the Gulf of Tonkin.
Peerson immediately
guided his crippled
plane towards the
water, and radioed for |
help.- . .
_ “Mayday, Mayday! Crown Alpha this
is Plufo Lead. Hit by ground fire. Head-

PRICE

“Over here...”

‘ing for the gulf to eject. Present posi-

tion is 20 miles southwest of Thanh
Hoa.” HE . .
HE amphibian carrying navigator
Price and his crew had been circling

over the Gulf of Tonkin when the dis--

tress call had been picked up. The pilot
had immediately banked his Albatross
southwest and raced to the area at full
speed. Meanwhile, another Phantom jet
notifed the 4500-ton destroyer USS
Berkeley, sailing in the Gulf of Tonkin

" to coordinate rescue efforts, of the posi-

tion of the damaged aircraft.
“This is Pluto Two. Two-man crew

"ejecting now. Estimated touch-down

position is seven miles offshore near
Hon Me Island.” - ’

When Price heard the position report
he studied the map on his navigation
table for several seconds before calling
his aircraft commander on the intercom.
Price didn’t like what he saw on the
map. .- '

“Captain, if they lend near Hon Me
Island as reporied, we may be in

.trouble. The Commurists have enough

guns on the island to fight a major
battle.” ’ -
Westenbarger agreed, but both men

_knew they had no choice. If their plane

reached the scene first. it was their duty
to go doxyn after the fiyers.
“The Yorktown is sending three heli-

" copters to the scene,” the captain told

Price, “but theyv're still a long way off.”

Ten minutes later the amphibian or-
bited two miles south of Hon Me Island,
the crew searching the waters below

PR

'
for some sign of Peerson{angy Bryant.

“Are you picking up thei beeper?”’
Price asked. . ) )
“Roger. We hear 1it. They're in the

area. Now, if we can just spot them.”
Two Navy Skyraiders were also cir-
cling in the vicinity, flying protec-
tive cover for the downed men. In the
distance Price saw the helicopters ap-
proaching from the Yorktown ang,
farther south, the Berkeley was heading
toward Hon Me Island. It was obvious
that ‘all airborne and sea rescue units
expected trouble in the rescue attempt
because of the proximity of the enemy
guns on the island. The only salvation
would be.if the two downed pilots had
drifted away from the area after their
parachutes opened. .

“l don't see them anyplace,” Pleiman
called from the rear of the aircraft.
Perhaps they are further away from-""
Suddenly the pararescueman stopped
talking for several seconds; then he
yelled, “I see them! Right below us!"

“Near the island.”

«Yeah. Too close, Captain. Too close
to the Reds. Look directly east of the
sharp point of Hon Me.”

Price looked down at the island, spot-
ted the point of Jand referred to by Plei-
man, and moved his eyes east. Suddenly
he saw the bright orange raft, barely
the size of a penny from altitude.
“Mighty close to those guns,” he mut-
tered. “Mighty close.” :

Westenbarger spotted the downed Air
Force pilot about the same time and
made the only decision possible. “Pilot
to crew—going down. Jettisoning exter-
nal fuel tanks now.”

“Roger.” ) -

«“We won't have much time,” he con-

tinued. “Pleiman, as soon as we touch

down, go out the hatch. The others will
give you a hand. Price, have you seen-
any gunfire from the island yet?”

“Not one burst,” the navigator said,
searching the dot of land in the Gulf of
Tonkin with his glasses. “According to0
Intelligence the Reds have the island
packed with guns, but so far it appears
that S-2 might be wrong.”

“I hope so.”

Price continued to watch Hon Me Is-
land as pilot Westenbarger eased the
Albatross towards the water. When he

‘flew close to the island, Westenbarger

steepened his dive to avoid the expected

- enemy fire, but no shells came their way.

It was as though the island was de-
serted. A few feet off the surface of the
gulf, Westenbarger broke his glide, held
the nose high, cut the throttles, and full-
stalled the amphibian into the water. As
soon as he brought the amphibian to a
complete stop, Price began directing him
to the downed jet pilot in the raft.

“He's right behind the tail section and
a little to the starboard.”

Still no gunfire came from the Com-
munist-held island. Price, tense and ex-
pectant, was amazed at the lack of re-
sistance. By the time Pleiman reached
ihe rafs. Price decided that the briefing
officers had overrated the epemy capa-
bilities. “Now as soon as we get the cc-
pilot, we can get out of here. I wonder

Seconds later the first enemy shell hit
the Albatross and within five minutes
two of the crew were dead, and the
others were floundering in the waters of
the Gulf of Tonkin. As for the amphib-
ian, it had disappeared beneath ihe sur-
face... o

Price was still underwater when he
opened his eves. The navigator fe}‘. as if
his lungs were about to burst. Fighting
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Nescue Mission

(Continued from page 31)

from the navigator and the helicopter
crewman in the hatch yanked it into
Price’s arms. Quickly, Price slipped it
under his arms. This time he ignored the
pain as he waved his arms, signaling
them to lift him out of enemy waters.

As they pulled him inside the chop-
per, the crewman at the winch grinned.
“Better late than never!” .

Price could only nod and mutter,
“Thanks.” ) .

The navigator was taken to an aircraft
carrier where a doctor picked out the
shrapnel and stitched his wounds. After
two weeks in the hospital, Donald Price
was back on Okinawa with the 33rd
Aerospace Rescue and Recover Squad-
ron, ready for action. He doesn't say
much about his experience, but the men
he saved made certain that Washington
was told about his heroic action. Con-
sequently in September, 1966, six

onths after the mission, Captain Don-

2'd S. Price was awarded the Air Force's

Cross, the first navigator to receive the
ration’s second highest military medal
&or valor.

No man deserved it more. A

PHOTO CREDITS

Poges 11.13: Penguin, Prange, UPl; Poges 16-17:
Gideon Bochmon; Poges 22-25: McGregor, WW, UPL;
Poges 26-27: Pix; Pages 28-31: USAF; Poges 34-36:

. Picloric! Parode; Pages 38411 Flo. Gome & Fresh Waler

Fisth Comm., Birnback; Poges 42-43: Galaxy; Poges 44-
45: Gendreav, UPI, WW, .

DBlack Plague

(Continued from page 45)’

She climbed into a jeep driven by Mike
Brown, a Navajo who worked with the
health service, and the pair headed
north on Route 32 toward Gallup.

Despite the mic-afternoon heat, the
dust and the long day, both were in good
spirits. - )

_ “ltis over, I think,” said Brown, smil-
ing. : -~ .

“I only hope you are right,” said Mrs.
Von Seggern, relaxing against her seat.
“The signs are good. No new cases in
more than 10 cdays. And not a single
death. Thank Goc for that.”

“My people owe much to you and the
others.”

“Nonsense, Mike,” said Mrs. Von Seg-
gern. “I did little more than pray a lot.
As for the others...Well, that's what
we are all here for.”

“You are too modest. To fight the
Black Death...” .

Black Death, thought Mrs. Von Seg-
gern, closing her eyes and fighting the
exhaustion of the past weeks. Black
Death. The name fits. The scourge of the
Middle Ages. Plague, a jfrightening
word. Ring around the rosie...all fall
down. Dead! A children’s ditty. I won-
der if they know they sing of plague?
How could they? It wes centuries ago.
And yet this is 1965, 1t could have been
an epidemic. Six cases. But it is over
now...J could sleep for a week,

She felt the jeep slow down.

“What is it, Mike?”

“Up ahead,” said Brown. “An old
woman and two young boys waving for
us to stop. They're pointing to a wagon.”

“Pull over,” said Mrs. Von Seggern, a
frown clouding her face. An accident?
It might be. 1 prey it isn’t another...

The old woman ran to the jeep.
“Please help us,” she cried. “We have a
sick one. We must get him to the hos-
pital. He is in the wagon...burning with
tever.” | . ’

Mrs. Von Seggern's face became dark-
er. She climbed out of the jeep and ran
to the wagon. Reaching gently under the
blankets, she felt the boy's armpits and
groin. - :

The lump! Oh, God! Please, not cn-
other one. ’ :

Mrs. Von Seggern looked at the boy’s
hands and saw the black sores. She
fought an impulse to cry, then tucked
the blankets around the unconscious boy
and returned to the jeep. '

Brown, trying to soothe the now hys-
terical grandmother, looked up expec=
tantly at Mrs. Von Seggern. “The boy?
Has the boy ...7" - .

Mrs. Von Seggern looked at him help-
lessly. “I think so, Mike. We must get
him to Gallup as fast as possible. And
[ must get in touch with Dr. Bourne!”

r. John Bourne, district health officer
for the Galiup area, put dbwn the
telephone and drew his hands slowly

“over his face. He tried to keep the dis-

appointment, the his
thoughts.

She could be wrong, he thought. How
I hope she is wrong...No, not Lucille.
She’s seen too much of it. Another case.
That makes seven. None for 10 days and
then this. We had the epidemic con-
trolled and then this! Did we fail some-
where along the line? Where...?

It had begun quite innocently six
weeks earlier, on July 10, 1965 ...

A six-year-old Indian boy from north
of Gallup was admitied to the United

fear, out. of

7

was meningitis. Three days later a
three-year-old Navajo girl from Red
Rock, a small Indian village eight miles
south of Gallup, was admitted to the
hospital with identical symptoms—high
fever, chest pains, headaches.

Both children were given intensive
doses of antibiotics —sulfadiazine and
chloramphenicol. Both responded to the
drugs and their conditions improved. It
was evidence that supported the initial
diagnosis of meningitis.

A week later the reports on the two
children were forwarded ‘o Dr. Bourne,
as were reports on all communicable
diseases in the district. He was vaguely
troubled. .

Strange, thought Dr. Bourne. Menin-
gitis. Unusual type, too. We haven't seen
something like this in vears. Now two
cases. Dr. Bourne grabbed his telephone.

“Dr. Loring? This is Dr. Bourne. Are
you quite positive on these two cases of
meningitis? Yes, I see they responded to
the treatment, but any number of con-
ditions would respond to the same treat-
ment ... Well, plague, for one. We have

" not seen our yearly case or two as yet

1 was thinking it might be worth while
1o run some additional tests — blood,
urine and so on—just to be perfectly sure
...Fine. Thank you.""
Dr. Bourne called in his secretary.
“Dr. Loring will be sending along
some tests on two meningitis cases at the

_hospital,” he said, handing her the re-
“ports. “I want them forwarded to the

Communicable Disease Center in Al-
lanta, and I want to be notified as soon
as the results are received.” .

Dr. Bourne returned to other paper
work, but couldn’t get the two cases out
of his mind.

Well, he thought, if there is anything '

to find, those boys down in Atlanta will
find it. They handle every krnown trens-
missible disease in this country. And ¢
few that aren’t known. Maybe I'm be-
ing overly cautious. But two cases in
three days and from totally removed
communities... Well, let’s hope I'm
wrong. .

i

States Public Health Sen’?]hdian
Hospital in Gallup. The initig#agnosis

n July 30, Dr. Bourne learned he was *

~ right.

Reports from the Communicable Dis-
ease Center, an arm of the U.S. Public
Health Service, showed that although

.the symptoms were mild and not exactly

typical, both children had been felled
by Pasteurella pestis—bubonic plague.

Dr. Bourne stared at the reports and

pursed his lips. The Black Death of the

Middle Ages stays with us, he thought.

No new cases as yet. Perhaps there won't
be anymore—if we are lucky. But I don't
like two cases so close in time and $o
separated.

Dr. Bourne knew that one or two cases
of plague occurred every year in his
area, primarily because the Indians on
the reservations still looked to their
medicine men for cures and themedical
efficacy of tribal chants. Fe also knew
he was sitting on a powder keg. .

Plague was a virulent killer that

slaughtered a third of Western Europe :

in the 14th Century, that wiped out .

90,000 Londoners in 1665, that killed 3

more than 13,000,000 persons in various

parts of the world from 1850 to the pres- ‘.~

ent time.

And out there on the plains and mesa T
around Gallup, it still thrived among

the wild rodents — ground squirrels’
prairie dogs and field mice. Dr. Bouwmne
was well aware that plague could not ;
be eradicated. There were t00 many ro- %
dents in too wide an area. 43
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