
THE VILLAGE OF VANITY FAIR 

 

“So am I made to possess months of vanity, and wearisome nights are appointed to me. When I lie 

down, I say, When shall I arise, and the night be gone? and I am full of tossings to and fro unto the 

dawning of the day.” Job 7:3-4 

 

All of the search and clear operations labeled as a County Fair appears to have taken place in Quang Nam Province. 

Our platoon received orders to join sister CAP units, infantry companies, armored vehicles and tanks, Kit Carson 

Scouts, landmine and booby trap dogs, Korean Marines, ARVN, Special Forces, and Army Intel personnel for a joint 

counterinsurgency operation called County Fair. Our columns extended for miles on US1, and we humped for the 

entire day before arriving at our destination. Our mission was to flank and then surround a Viet Cong village located 

on sand dunes near the sea. I believe we were somewhere near Chui Lai between the South China Sea on one side 

and the jungle on the other. By the time we surrounded the village it was getting dark, so we set up our defensive 

positions. The village was sealed off till the dawning of the day. 

 

At daybreak we closed the circle making any escape impossible unless it was through an underground network of 

tunnels. Announcements were made over PA systems informing the inhabitants of what was about to take place. The 

Marines gathered the villagers into a central location, took a head count, and examined their government issued 

identification cards. While the villagers were kept from their homes, multiple teams searched through houses, 

storage pots, haystacks, and animal pens. They looked for caches of weapons, hiding combatants, radios, stockpiles 

of rice, and other contraband. Our unit was there to help interrogate the local villagers due to our limited language 

skills and our partnership with the fluent Nghia Quan.  

 

The villagers were unfriendly. There was an absence of fighting aged men in residence, and those who could fight 

were amputees. Evidently we had enough suspicions to arrest a multitude of these villagers suspected of being Viet 

Cong. They were rounded up and escorted back to Dien Ban for more questioning and incarceration. The thing that 

sticks out in my memory was that all of them had to pull-up a leg of their ‘ao ba ba,’ or black silk pajamas and squat 

to urinate along the side of the road. Several hundred troops are not going to stop for that, so the alleged VC were 

dropping back toward the rear of the column, a little at a time. Evidently they hoped to be rescued near tail-end 

Charlie or hoped to fall out of the column and blend in with other people using the road. After observing this for a 

considerable time, I yelled orders to tighten up on the prisoners. All of the troops sprang into action assuming that I 

was an officer or someone in authority. 

 

Following the operation, we had about a week before Q82 came to avenge the villagers taken into captivity. During 

the lull before the storm we kept mobile, ran our patrols by day, and dispatched our kill teams by night. We had 

been expecting a full force visit from Charlie all week. The skirmishes of the previous nights were preludes to an all-

out attack. The VC were checking our responses and firepower and were searching for any vulnerability in our 

defenses. The night that the very mouth of Hell opened up, was preceded by an exodus of the villagers from our 

area of operation. To make a long story short, we got our butts kicked. We had several casualties, wounded, and 

killed, mainly among our counterparts. After going through a County Fair and experiencing the sequential 

consequences, my thoughts focused on the long journey back to the real world, and finally arriving home. 

 

John Bunyan in his book, Pilgrims Progress, writes about a group who entered the village of Vanity Fair and 

consequently got their butts kicked too. They were wounded and killed. This classic allegorical account of Christian's 

progress from sin and evil to glory and redemption, is told as an account of a journey from the City of Despond to 

the City of Zion. In Bunyan's narrative, Christian travels through the Slough of Despond, up the Hill of Difficulty, 

through the Valley of Humiliation, across the Valley of the Shadow of Death, and past the very mouth of Hell.  

 

Christian meets Faithful and Evangelist, the latter being a guide for many pilgrims. Evangelist warns Christian and 

Faithful that they must go through the Village of Vanity, where Beelzebub, Apollyon, and Legion have erected a huge 

fair. At the fair, warns Evangelist, the travelers will be tempted by every kind of vanity and worldliness. Everything is 

for sale, except the truth. Vanity symbolized the world as a whole, especially in its opposition to Christianity from the 

very beginning. The Fair was established to divert heavenly minded pilgrims. This world system contains everything 

that could possibly distract, tempt, or stop a pilgrim on his way to the Celestial City. Evangelist exhorts them to keep 

striving and not grow weary in their journey. Evangelist prophesied that they would enter the Village of Vanity, 



whose residents would wound them, place them in shackles, and kill one or both of them. He encourages them to be 

brave. Encouragement is important for pilgrims because their pilgrimage is seldom easy.  

  

The grace of God carried me through many Vietnamese villages, led me on many difficult missions, and oftentimes 

delivered me from the very mouth of Hell. The grace of God safeguarded my steps that took me to my final objective 

of arriving back home to my loved ones.  

 

Likewise, it is the grace of God that will carry you through your pilgrimage in this world to the Celestial City. We are 

all pilgrims on a journey called life, and we must all trek through Vanity Fair with all of its difficulties before reaching 

our final destination. Our journey may seem in vain at times, too painful, too dangerous, accompanied by too many 

heartaches, and our mission too difficult. We must continue, by faith, to trek through all that Vanity Fair throws at 

us. Remember, we are in this world, but we are not of this world. We are sojourners and pilgrims in this hostile 

world, and our journey does not end till we reach our eternal home.  

 

Semper Fidelis 

 

Chaplain Ron 

 

 

 
 

Chaplain Ron leading a day patrol of Nghia Quan (Popular Forces) Hoi An, Dien Ban 



 

Chaplain Ron, Needle Dick, Honcho, and Lam 

 


