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If the Vietnam War was part of your generation, it affected you in some 
way, shape or form. As for me it was the equivalent of blunt trauma to 
the head. Before its conclusion I would come to the startling realization 
that I was not particularly proud of the fact that I had served in Vietnam 
but I was extremely proud that I saw combat with the greatest military 
ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ #ÁÅÓÁÒȭÓ ÌÅÇÉÏÎÓȢ )Î ÔÒÉÐÌÅ ÃÁÎÏÐÙ ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ 
point for the First Marine Division. My combat record reads: From 3 Feb 
66 to 10 Jan 67; Participated in Counter Insurgency Operations against 
Insurgent Viet Cong in the Republic of Vietnam. That short phrase 
represents 30 plus long range reconnaissance patrols and the following 
major operations: Double Eagle, Nevada, Mobile, Montgomery, Kansas, 
Washington, Franklin, Colorado, Fresno, Golden Fleece, Monterey and 
Mississippi. 
 
Webster defines shanghaied as; the formerly widespread use of this 
method to secure sailors for voyages to the Orient (1871). 1a: to put 
aboard a ship by force often with the help of liquor or drug. b. to put by 
force or threat of force into or as if into a place of detention. 2: to put by 
ÔÒÉÃËÅÒÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÓÉÒÁÂÌÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ 4Ï -ÒȢ 7ÅÂÓÔÅÒ ) ÓÁÙ ȰÎÏ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 
 
I hate amusement park rides, roller coasters and such. If you stand me 
ÏÎ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÉÎ ÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉng to puke. Thus, my arrival in Vietnam 
was an unpleasant experience. I remember lurching forward as the pilot 
of the        C-130 aircraft dove out of the clouds as if he was making a 
dive- bombing run. He explained to us that this was necessary in order 
to avoid sniper fire. My first lesson in Vietnam would be that the pilot of 
a multi- million dollar supply aircraft needed to worry about a peasant 
with a bolt action rifle.     
 
During World War II the French people lost their country to the bad 
guys. At the end of the war the good guys got it back for them. Also at 
the end of World War II a new war started, called The Cold War. With 
this war the good and bad guys changed. 
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 The good guys were lead by the U. S of A. and the bad guys were ruled 
by the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. As for the French, they as 
always stayed in the middle. Before the Japanese were good guys, they 
lost as bad guys, so they had to give up that which they had taken. When 
the Japanese left Southeast Asia, the French saw their chance; they 
jumped in, reclaimed it and called it French Indo-China. Within French 
Indo-China was a country the size of California called Vietnam. Living in 
Vietnam was an old man by the name of Ho Chi Minh. Now Ho Chi Minh 
wanted a free and independent Vietnam so he read The Declaration of 
Independence and went to the U. S. of A. and asked for help. The U. S. A. 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÐÉÓÓ ÔÈÅ &ÒÅÎÃÈ ÏÆÆ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÏÌÄ (Ï ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢ 
(Å ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 3ÏÖÉÅÔ 5ÎÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐȠ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÈÅÌÌ 
yes.ȱ (Ï ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÒÍÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ 6ÉÅÔ 
Min. The Viet Min kicked the shit out of the French. But since it was the 
cold war in which no one side could win everything, Vietnam was cut in 
half. Ho was pissed; he had won the whole war but gotten half of the 
country. So when the Catholics all moved south and the Communists 
went north, Ho left some of his friends behind in the south. We call these 
Vietcong. Now while the southerners got fat, lazy and corrupt, the 
commies got tough, hard and mean. Just before the Vietcong were about 
to take over all of the south, the south ran to the U.S.A. and asked for 
help. JFK said yes for now but no for later. Someone blew his brains out. 
Now LBJ promised the American people that he would never say yes to 
ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÔÈȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÏÕÔÈ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ,"* ÓÁÉÄ ȰÈÅÌÌ 
ÙÅÓȢȱ !Ô ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȟ ÙÏÕÒÓ ÔÒÕÌÙ ×ÁÓ 
graduating from a military academy in central Missouri. Being an avid 
reader of Time magazine and properly indoctrinated into truth, justice 
and the American way, it became obvious to me that Vietnam was the 
place to be. I guessed that the United States Marine Corps would get me 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ "ÏÙȟ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ Á ȰÂÕÌÌȭÓ-ÅÙÅȢȱ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ 
pass in the right chronological order so that in December 1965 I would 
find myself standing in the middle of a runway at the air base in Da 
Nang, South Vietnam, looking around and thinking, man, be careful what 
you wish for. 
 
It is indeed a very rare thing when fate allows you to stand at a major 
crossroads in your life and recognize it for what it is. It gives you pause 
to know that the path you travel will determine whether you live, die or 
are maimed for life.  
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The fact that you are not involved in the process and that the decision is 
made by someone who knows you only as a number,  must be the height 
of cruelty. Today, I would find out that the god of war was truly a 
sadistic mother fucker. 
 
We entered the large, empty room in good military fashion. As 
instructed, we handed our personal files to the desk clerk that stood at 
the door. Your personal file is a folder that contains the records of 
everything you have done while you are in the Corps. I noticed that 
ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÉÌÅ was like mine, just a few pages thick. When the files were 
all collected the clerk retreated to a back room. Someone in the back 
room assigned the folders to vacancies in battalion rosters. The moment 
of truth would come when the clerk returned with some of the folders. 
He would then call out your name, return your folder and inform you of 
your new home for the next thirteen months. The process was slow, so I 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ×ÁÓ ÅÍÐÔÙȢ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ 
sweat. The Seventh Marines were full, the Fifth Marines were full, where 
the hell were they sending me? I looked around the room and saw a 
friendly face. It was Mac. We had been through boot camp, infantry 
training and jungle warfare school together. Now he was gathering up 
his gear and moving towards a truck that would take him to the Fifth 
Marine Regiment. I knew that I was in for some friendly hazing. 
Ȱ(ÅÙ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÒÁÎÇÅ ÓÃÏÒÅȢ -ÁÎȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ 
you some toe tags anÄ ÓÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÇÒÁÖÅ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÏÄÅ ÉÎ ÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÌÕÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 
 
What is fate? Does the man making the choices really have any choice? 
As he picks the folder, is his hand controlled by some invisible force, so 
that on the day of death the right man is in the right spot at the right 
time? Or is it that someone will die on a certain day at a certain time and 
a name chosen by random is put in that slot. I think the latter is true as 
the former would require too much supervision. 
 
.Ï× ) ×ÁÓ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÏÆ ÕÓ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
called my name. His next trip would bring five folders.  
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I quickly counted, and there were six of us in the room. Why would fate 
grab me by the balls and release me only when everything had been 
decided? I was sure that they had lost my folder. Finally the clerk came 
out of the back office with one folder in his hand. He looked all over the 
ÅÍÐÔÙ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÃÃÕÐÁÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ 
2/3%.$!(,Ȣȱ 
 -Ù ÍÉÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÄÕÍÂ ÓÈÉÔ ÂÕÔ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÙÏȱȢ !Ó ÈÅ 
ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÄ ÍÅ ÍÙ ÆÏÌÄÅÒ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÆÒÏÎÔ 
×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȱȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ ) ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÓË ÔÈÅ 3Årgeant. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ 2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇȩȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÅÎÄÁÈÌȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÅÁÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 
!Ó ) ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ *ÅÅÐȟ ) ÁÓËÅÄ Ȱ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÈÅÁÄÅÄȩȱ (Å ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ȰÕÐ 
ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȱȢ ) ×ÁÉÔÅÄ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÁÓËÅÄ 
Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÏÕÔÆÉÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÔÈȩȱ (Å ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ȰÓÈÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÕÐȱȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÍÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÙÅÔȢ 
 
We rode up out of the valley on a winding road that followed the base of 
a mountain; it was a quiet trip. After a sharp right turn, we passed a red 
sign with ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÌÅÔÔÅÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ#ÁÍÐ 2ÅÁÓÏÎÅÒȢȱ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÌÅÁÒÎ 
that the Marine Corps names its camps after men that do something 
courageous while in the act of dying. I hoped that they would never 
name a camp after me.  
 
After I entered the tent, I gave a sigh of relief, I was not alone. We made 
ÕÐ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÏÆ Ȱ"ÏÏÔÓȱ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÁÓÉÃ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ 
before my quiet Sergeant gathered us all up to tell us what was going to 
ÔÁËÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ɉȰ"ÏÏÔÓȱ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÁÓË ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȢɊ 
Ȱ'ÅÎÔÌÅÍÁÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇÇÅÓÔ ÐÒÏÂlem we have with new arrivals is their 
inability to cope with the heat. It is imperative that you allow your body 
ÔÏ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÃÃÌÉÍÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÌÉÍÁÔÅȱ ɉÍÁÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÁÌËɊȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÁÔ πωππȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÔÈÒÅÅ 
day working party. Your responsibility will be to cut and remove all the 
weeds within this compound. Use the rest of the day to square your gear 
Á×ÁÙȱȢ  
 
That evening I was given directions to the chow hall. While following 
the trail around the corner, I froze. 
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 There in front of me was the biggest German shepherd I had ever seen. 
When he lifted his head to look at me, I could feel the 750 pounds of 
pressure per square inch. I made a u-turn, returned to the tent and 
settled for C-Rats. C-Rations were canned meals in a cardboard box, 
twelve different meals per case. They had so much protein in them that 
we would need special fluoride treatment to keep them from rotting our 
teeth. Eleven of the twelve meals were edible, one was not. The box said 
Ham and Lima Beans but we called them Ham and Mother Fuckers. I 
remember once traveling by convoy through a village where the 
malnourished children came out to beg for food. I threw a can of Ham 
and Mother Fuckers and a young boy caught the can in mid air. When he 
shook the can and recognizing it for what it was, he threw it back at me. 
.Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅ ȰÂÁÄ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 4ÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ) ÄÉÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÓÔÙÌÅȟ ÍÙ ÂÏØ ÒÅÁÄ 
"ÅÁÎÓ ÁÎÄ 7ÅÅÎÉÅÓȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ 
work with dogs. 
 
 When the meal was finished I returned to the box for the four cigarettes 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÏÏÄÉÅ ÂÁÇȢȱ /ÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇȟ ) ÓÁ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ,ÕÃËÙ 3ÔÒÉËÅÓ 
but the trademark target on the box was green, not red. Someone said, 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÂÅÌ ÔÈÅÙ ÕÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÆÉÆÔÉÅÓȱȢ -Ù ÇÏÄȟ ) ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ 
eaten leftovers from the Korean War. 
 
Day one in country started with cutting weeds, consisted of cutting 
weeds and ended with cutting weeds. The whole day sucked. 
 
On the next day they took our sickles away and gave us pump spray 
containers. We would attack the weeds around the bunkers. We were 
instructed to use the chemicals from a 55 gallon drum with an orange 
stripe around it. 
 
 4ÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÉÔ ȰÇÒÁÂ ÁÓÓȱ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÉÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ ) 
suppose somebody must have sprayed somebody elses shoe and it 
quickly escalated into a full fledged grab ass session. We were just like a 
bunch of kids with fire extinguishers, spraying each other. Just before 
we got completely covered with the contents of the containers, the 
3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÓÔÕÃË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ȰËÎÏÃË ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÆÆȱȢ ) 
would learn much later that the 55 gallon drum contained the defoliant 
Agent Orange. I had been in country only two days and my stupid action 
would make me a permanent casualty. But I gave as good as I got. 
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I knew that the third day was big. So I got up early, looked down the 
trail to see that the Nazi dog was gone, and went to breakfast. Breakfast 
was very good and that scared me. I knew that the Marines Corps had a 
traditional breakfast of steak and eggs before going into combat, but 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙȩ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
we owed the Captain for the meal. You see the Captain was a smart 
Captain; he knew that the Colonel was coming to meet us and the 
Captain had heard the Colonels speech before. After breakfast we were 
all herded into the briefing tent. The briefing tent was a neat place; it 
had maps hanging on all the walls. We waited with anticipation as we 
had all been told that today was the day, and we would soon have 
answers to our questions. I heard the jeep pull up, the Captain went 
outside after a sir this, and a sir that, the Captain proceeded to lead the 
Colonel into the tent. We, of course were standing at attention. My ears 
ÈÅÁÒÄ ȰÁÔ ÅÁÓÅȟ ÇÏÏÄ morning Marines, what did you have for 
ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȩȱ "ÕÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÄÉÌÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
the max, I had noticed something. Try as I might I could not remove my 
startled stare from the Colonels crotch. His utility trousers were ripped 
from crotch to knee. I could see his skivvies. Then I got concerned. The 
man, who would soon make important decisions affecting my life, 
ÓÔÁÒÃÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÒÏÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ×ÅÁÒȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÍÅÎȢ 
 
Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅÓȟ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 4ÈÉÒÄ 2ÅÃÏÎ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÖÏÌÕÎteer 
outfit. You people have been here three days and not complained, so we 
ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓȢȱ 
 
Oh fuck! 
 
Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 4ÈÉÒÄ -ÁÒÉÎÅ $ÉÖÉÓÉÏÎȢ "ÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙ ×Å 
have two main missions. One is setting up observation posts. This is 
when a recon team is inserted into the bush. The patrol then travels to a 
prearranged point to set up an observation post. From this point 
artillery and air strikes are called in on targets of opportunity. If the 
patrol is compromised they will be extracted immediately. Also if the 
Division needs to know if the enemy is in a certain area we will perform 
an area recon. Again, if a patrol is compromised it will be extracted 
ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȢȱ 
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Oh fuck me! 
 
Ȱ/ÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ -ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ×ÈÏȟ ÄÕÅ ÔÏ Óome 
psychological reasons, may have some difficultly being with a small 
group far away from any larger unit. We recognize this problem and will 
gladly transfer that Marine to a line company. But if this becomes an 
issue it will be ascertained after the facÔȢȱ 
 
Oh motherfuck meȦ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÈÁÎÇÈÁÉÅÄȢ 
 
I would later learn that in order to qualify for Recon a Marine must be 
jump or scuba certified. That means a Marine must be a paratrooper or 
frogman. I suffered from acrophobia and swam like a turd. It was 
obvious that during war time things had changed; if a mirror were 
placed under my nose and vapor appeared when I exhaled, it was 
Ȱ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ -ÁÒÉÎÅȱȢ 
 
The Colonel left before the shock wore off, and the Captain gave out the 
assignments. Everyone was assigned to a company and a platoon, and 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ) ÓÁÔȢ 4×Ï ÏÕÔ ÏÆ Ô×Ïȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȦ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÅÎÄÁÈÌȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÕÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏ×Î ÓÏÕÔÈ ÁÒÅ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÈÁÎÄÅÄȢ ) ÁÍ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 9ÏÕ 
×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÔÏ #Ȣ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ &ÉÒÓÔ 2ÅÃÏÎȟ &ÉÒÓÔ -ÁÒÉÎÅ $ÉÖÉÓÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÄÏ×Î ÓÏÕÔÈȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÕ ,ÁÉȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
I stayed in the tent, and when everyone left, I nonchalantly walked over 
to the maps on the wall. Either Rand McNally was a Vietcong or 
something was drastically wrong; Chu Lai was not on the map. 
 
4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÚÏÎÅÓ ÏÒ ,:ȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÈÏÒÔȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ 
more then a place where a helicopter can set down. There I stood for the 
first of almost a hundred times waiting at one. Today when a helicopter 
flies by I can hear it long before I see it. My head will automatically turn 
up, my eyes will follow my ears and there in the distance a speck will 
turn into a helicopter. On this day that talent had yet to be developed, 
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I saw it first. It was coming in low over the rice paddies and I wondered 
×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÓÎÉÐÅÒÓȢ /ÆÆÉÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á 5(στ$ 3ÅÁ 
Horse. To me it was funny looking. The first thing I noticed was the 
word MARINES in big white letters along the length of the skinny tail. 
The front had a huge bulbous nose which housed the engine, (which the 
pilot was sitting atop of.) Looking along the side I could see that it had 
no door, no door, and no fucking door! Whoever rode inside this thing 
had nothing between them and the ground but a big fucking space. I had 
spent all night preparing myself for a ride in a helicopter but nobody 
had said anything about not having a door. Then I got my answer to my 
sniper question, for hanging out of this hole was a Marine with a 
mounted M-60 machine gun. Apparently he was going to give them the 
ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÈÏÔȟ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÅØÁÍÐÌÅ ×ÈÙ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÇÕÎÎÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÖÅ 
so long. Although I would interact with this group of people, I had little 
use for them. Not only were they crazy but more then once a door 
gunner would throw me out of the hÏÌÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ 
They quickly learned that when they threw out a Recon Marine the rest 
ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÆÏÌÌÏ×Ȣ "ÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏ×Î ÉÎÔÏ Á ȰÈÏÔȱ ,: ÉÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÁÂÙ 
coming down the birth canal. All you can do is wonder what the hell is 
going to happen next. 
 
 Once the chopper touched down, I discovered that one had to lean 
forward in order to approach it as the prop wash was strong enough to 
ÂÌÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÔ ÏÆÆȢ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÇÕÎÎÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ#ÈÕ 
,ÁÉȱȟ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÙÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÍÙ ÇÅÁÒ ÉÎȢ 7Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÅÆÔ 
the ground and he recognized my issue. He must have seen it in my eyes 
as I crawled on all fours to the corner and pressed my back against the 
bulkhead. He smiled, leaned forward and yelled loud enough so I could 
barely ÈÅÁÒ ȰÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ (Å ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÙÅÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ 
what this machine would mean to me. As many times that it would 
snatch me from the jaws of death it would deliver me into the gates of 
hell. Upon its deck I would throw the dead and mangled bodies of my 
comrades. Within its bowels I would speak to the Nazarene, and He 
would listen. 
 
The flight to Chu Lai was a short one, as we flew over the South China 
Sea (no snipers). When we came in low to land I could see nothing but 
white sandy beach. 
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 Not only had the Marine Corps given Charlie Company prime real estate 
(beach front property), but we had our own private LZ. The significance 
of these two facts blew right over my head. 
 
 Research would teach me that the name Chu Lai was created by the 
commanding General of the Marines who landed here. It is supposedly 
his last name translated into Chinese. Someone should have told him 
that the Chinese and the Vietnamese are ancestral enemies. Therefore 
the first thing we did after we secured the beachhead was to insult the 
ÌÏÃÁÌ ÐÏÐÕÌÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÒÕÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ×ÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÍÉÎÄÓȱ ÃÁÍÐÁÉÇÎȢ 
 
As I jumped from my first chopper, I noticed that someone was waiting 
for me. The chevrons on his collar identified him as a Sergeant Major. In 
the Marine Corps Sergeant Majors sat at the right hand of God. You 
called them Top, signifying that they had reached the top enlisted rank 
attainable. This one, I would be told, lied about his age when he enlisted 
in the Marines. He would be 16 years old and a grunt on Guadalcanal. I 
would see him shout down a Colonel. The Colonel would get up and 
leave because he knew that the Sergeant Major was 16 years old on 
Guadalcanal. Such is the Marine Corps. He welcomed me aboard and 
brought me to the tent of the 3rd platoon. As we entered the tent he 
pointed to an empty cot and said that would be my new home. He 
informed me that the platoon was in the bush and that they would 
ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȟ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÁÉÎȢ (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÁÄÖÉÃÅ ) 
would ever receive in ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓȡ Ȱ3ÏÎȟ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ .#/ȭÓ 
ɉ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔÓɊȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅÓ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÕÃË ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ  
 
When he left, I sat down and looked around at the empty tent. I 
wondered whose place had I taken. Was I a body bag replacement? 
What was he to them? How would I fit in? What had I gotten myself 
into? My mind drifted back to boot camp, that day platoon 347 was on 
ÔÈÅ ȰÇÒÉÎÄÅÒȱ ɉÐÁÒÁÄÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÓɊ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÕÁÌ ÏÆ ÁÒÍÓȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÆÏÕÒ 
years of high school R.O.T.C. I had learned the manual of arms and 
would use this time as slack time. I had just missed the command of 
execution on a right shoulder arms and completed the last movement a 
nanosecond late. I only saw the blur of the first attack as the rifle was 
slammed into the side of my head.  
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I remember him raising his hand for a second strike when he stopped in 
mid air, he must have seen my lower lip quiver. Instantly he pivoted and 
ÎÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÎÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÙÅÂÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÅÙÅÂÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÓËÅÄ 
ÆÏÒ ÕÓȟ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȱȢ  
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Ever since my eighteenth birthday I have been a firm believer in the 
need to update the Holy Book of Revelations. Its descriptions of hell 
need to include three creations of modern man. The French, trying to 
appear civilized, closed their penal institution at Devils Island. The 
Marine Corps, not concerned with such issues, has retained its facilities 
at Parris Island and San Diego. Enlisting on the west side of the 
Mississippi River had condemned me to Marine Corps Recruit Depot San 
Diego. From that moment on I would be hence forth and forever known 
as a Hollywood Marine. 
 
 I have learned post factum the need for such utter disregard for 
civilized activity. You see, it is not normal for you as a human being to 
move towards another human being who is shooting at you. If someone 
is at the top of a hill shooting down at you, you do not move up the hill! 
Not only must the Marine Corps insist that you do such a thing but it 
must be done without hesitation. That is the basic reason why the 
Marine Corps must seriously fuck with your head. The last thing the 
Corps can allow is a democratic vote on a frontal assault. 
 
The corps would use the three tried and proven steps of brain washing 
to achieve their goals. The first would be the worst; it involved 
completely stripping you down to the lowest form of mental existence. 
They would refer to this level as you being lower then amphibian shit. 
This first stage would be the most dangerous; some would be taken 
down only to never recover. The second phase would be to slowly build 
up an individuals self esteem while simultaneously injecting him with a 
heavy dose of Marine Corps tradition. For those who survived, the final 
phase would be the structure we call teamwork. Does it work? Read 
their history.  
 
 7Å ×ÅÒÅ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÏÁÒÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅ ÉÎ 3Ô ,ÏÕÉÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
remember how I felt but I will never forget how I was going to feel. They 
had put one of the guys in charge, so when we arrived in San Diego, he 
opened up an envelope, took out a telephone number and called. After 
the call he returned to our group with an ashen face and had no desire 
ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÁÎÙÏÎÅȢ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÓÁÙȩȱ 
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 (Å ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ3ÏÍÅ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ 
put their noses and toes against that wall, when he got out here he was 
going to goÕÇÅ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÓËÕÌÌ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȢȱ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÄ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ 
charge. 
 
So there we stood, facing the wall and giggling. I would have thought 
that everyone walking by would have stopped to inquire what the hell 
we were doing. But no, they just kept walking by. In fact, I quickly 
became amazed that many of them would walk by and just say exactly 
ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ 4ÉÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÉÍÅ 
again I would hear from some voice behind me the most prognostic 
statement to be uttered in my wholÅ ÌÉÆÅ ȰÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ -Ù ÔÉÍÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ 
ÏÆÆ ÁÓ ) ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÆÅÌÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÏÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÎÅÃËȟ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ ÁÔȢȱ ) ÍÁÄÅ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ) 
turned around. The look on his face made my asshole pucker. 
Ȱ3×ÅÅÔÈÅÁÒÔȟ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÎÖÅÎÉÅÎÃÅȟ ×ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÂÕÓ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ 
and I can continue this conversation in private?  
Ȭ-/6% )4Ȧ -/6% )4Ȧ -/6% )4Ȧ -/6% )4Ȧȱ 
From that point on, when not marching, we would go everywhere on the 
run.  Running up the stairs and into the bus, I noticed that except for the 
ÄÒÉÖÅÒÓȭ ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ ÁÌÌ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÎÄÏ×Ó ×ÅÒÅ ÐÁÉÎÔÅÄ ÂÌÁÃËȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ 
three of them waiting for us in the dark interior of the bus and one 
followed us in. This small group of less then twenty recruits warranted 
four drill ins tructors. As soon as we entered the bus the three started 
yelling and did not stop until we ran off the bus. What they did was in 
reverse. The closer they got to you the louder they yelled, until they 
were screaming into your ear. When it got personal they would place 
their chin on your shoulder. What they said was always funny. But when 
you laughed you received a vicious verbal assault. The last drill 
ÉÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÏÒ ÉÎ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐ 
maggots, for the next couple of days I will be your mother, I will be your 
ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ &5#+ -%Ȧȱ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ 
find out that these Marines were preparing us. They were laying the 
groundwork for what was to come. The process began here. It would 
last four months, and they would take it one programmed step at a time. 
They purposely would not touch us. The physical violence would wait. It 
would not start until we got off the bus.  The only way the Marine Corps 
could improve on their first indoctrination woul d be for them to also 
ÐÁÉÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒÓȭ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÂÌÁÃËȢ 
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Before our country was a country our enemy ruled the world because 
she ruled the seas. In those days when Navy vessels fought they would 
stand off and fire cannon into the other ships sails. Then at the right 
moment they would close until both ships touched, locking themselves 
together with grappling hooks. This contact was followed by men 
jumping onto the deck of the other ship, attacking with single shot 
pistols and cutlasses. The victor was usually the last man standing. To 
witness this was to witness the birth of The United States Marine Corps, 
a small group of elite men, always on the attack, never planning a 
defense. In over two hundred years nothing has changed but the 
instruments of death they employ and the distance that they can project 
their attack. It is for two reasons that my country would always send the 
Marines in first. In the early days, sending the United States Army would 
be an act of war. But a Marine expeditionary force would be a different 
ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁȭÓ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÅØÐÁÎÓÉÏÎÁÒÙ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÌÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÉÓ 
bayonet diplomacy. Secondly, the Marine Corps, being a small elite 
force, was always ready for a fight, even when the rest of America was 
not. This prelude is necessary so that you may understand the following 
statement: Marines do two things, they kill and they die. Every other 
function they perform is in direct support of these two facts. An 18 year 
old high school graduate must be turned into a cold blooded killer. This 
is a process never understood by Ministers, Mothers and Congressmen. I 
look forward to the day that the Marine Corps is never needed. For that 
means that the United States has no more battles to fight. But until that 
day, this training process must continue. I have always been in favor of 
sending the Marines. Then, I was one, and they sent me. That fact 
ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÍÕÃÈ ȰÆÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢȱ .Ï× ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ ÁÎÄ ) ÓÔÁÎÄ 
committed that this type of training is absolutely necessary. I know 
beyond any reasonable doubt that what happened to him in boot camp 
will increase his chances of returning home. 
 
Ȱ'ÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÍÙ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÂÕÓȦ 'ÅÔȦ 'ÅÔȦ 'ÅÔȦ 'ÅÔȦȱ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟ ÔÈÏÓÅ 
who hesitated were hit. The hits would almost always be the same, a 
closed fist but you would be struÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȟ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÕÆÆȢ Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÉÔ 
-ÁÇÇÏÔÓȦ 'ÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÆÅÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÆÏÏÔÐÒÉÎÔÓȦȱ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ 
they would be screaming and yelling funny obscene statements. Your 
laughter would bring on a left hook, until you could stop flinching, it 
would be followed by a right. 
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 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ȰÙÏÕȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄ ȰÙÏÕȟ 
ÙÏÕȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ Á Å×Å ÉÓȩȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ Ȱ! Å×Å ÉÓ Á ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÓÈÅÅÐȟ ÄÏ ) ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ Á ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÓÈÅÅÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ 
boy.  Do you want ÔÏ ÆÕÃË ÍÅ ÂÏÙȩȱ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ÄÒÅ× ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÏÏËȢ 
) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÌÉÎÃÈÅÄ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓȟ ÍÙ 
name is Sergeant *********. This is my Marine Corps! If you try and fuck 
up my Marine Corps, I will fuck you up. In my Marine Corps there is no 
prejudice. We treat Niggers, Kikes, Spicks and Wops the same. If you can 
not hack it in my Marine Corps I will weed you out! Any one of you shit 
ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ËÉÃË ÍÙ ÁÓÓȩȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
biggest recruit and hit him squarely in the solar plexus. Instantly the 
victim fell to the ground and assumed the fetal position. Wisely he 
ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏ× ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ -ÁÒÉÎÅ 
Corps haircut. Put a finger on any mole or wart you have otherwise it 
×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆȱȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ/Î ÙÏÕÒ 
ÈÅÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȱȦ  
 
The first statement on base equality was the one about prejudice. The 
second was the removal of personal hairdos. The third would be 
standing naked in front of a cardboard box. In prison they take your 
personal belongings and place them in an envelope, returning it to you 
when you leave. Not here. They had instructed you to arrive only with 
the clothes on your back. And everything you had went in that 
cardboard box to be mailed home. I mean everything! Ever since we had 
gone through this first process, there had been some sort of commotion 
within the group in front of us. My questions would be answered as we 
were marched out. Apparently some local boy was either the stupidest 
mother fucker in the whole world or he thought he was funny.  He had 
brought something that should have been left at home, and they were 
ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÆÉÅÌÄ ÄÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÎÁËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÒÅÅ $)ȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ 
him face down on a table while the forth was physically trying to shove 
a surf board up his ass.  
 
4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÔ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÉÎÇ ÂÁÒÒÁÃËÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
recruits arrived for the Corps to form a new platoon, meaning training 
day one never started until you left receiving barracks.  
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Since everyone needed to complete 120 training days, that meant that 
all the time you stayed in receiving barracks met every single 
requirement to be described as a fucking waste of time. I had been given 
one set of clothes and for three days I was not allowed to remove them. 
 
 I met the age requirement by spending my 18th birthday as the first 
day in receiving barracks. I remember being told that the contract I had 
signed with the Marine Corps had guaranteed me one hour of sleep per 
night and one cold meal a day. On day two they were guilty of breach of 
contract. But being of legal age I decided to pass on the lawyer. 
 
 I remember two things about my three days in receiving barracks. First, 
all we did was stand at attention and read the Marine Corps Handbook. 
And second, I had my first exposure to women Marines. We would call 
ÔÈÅÍ "!-ȭÓ ɉÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÃÅɊ )Ô ÍÅÁÎÔ Âroad ass Marines. I was 
standing at attention reading my handbook when a platoon of woman 
Marines marched by. The female drill sergeant halted her platoon than 
ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ×ÈÅÎ ) ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÁÃÅ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÓÉØÔÙ 
ÐÕÓÓÉÅÓ ÓÕÃËÉÎÇ ×ÉÎÄȱȢ ) ÔÒÉed not to listen. Two years later at Camp 
LeJuene I would make a mistake and call one sir. She corrected me by 
ÁÓËÉÎÇ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÄÏ ) ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ Á ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÍÙ 
ÌÅÇÓȩȱ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ) ÓÁÉÄ ȰÎÏ ÍÁȭÁÍȱȢ 
 
On the forth day God created the fishes for the sea and the fowl for the 
heavenly firmament. On the forth day I got out of receiving barracks. 
Training day one would show eighty of us standing tall. We had all 
volunteered and we thought that we had prepared but less than 60 
would reach training day 120. All but two would be sent to Vietnam and 
) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÔÕÒÎȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÈÁÄ 
bathed, changed clothes, shaved or brushed our teeth. And there we 
stood in the hot California sun fermenting like a good wine. 
 
 They approached together in a tight group. The closer they came the 
more they separated until the three of them had encompassed the 
formation. They said nothing. They just looked us up and down. Finally 
ÔÈÅ ÓËÉÎÎÙ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÓÐÏËÅȟȱ ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓȟ ) ÁÍ your senior drill 
instructor. I do my job if none of you cock suckers makes it into my 
-ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓȢȱ !Ô ÔÈÁÔ ÐÒÅÃÉÓÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÓÈÉÔ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
blades broke.  
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7Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÒÃÈȟ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÏÆ ÕÓ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ×Ȣ 3Ï ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÅÁÔ ÕÓ ÁÌÌ 
they allowed us to shuffle off in rhythm to their cadence. We would first 
receive one more set of everything except boots. Then we were herded 
ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÁÒÅÁ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÓÉÇÎÓ ÐÏÓÔÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÒÅÁÄ Ȱ2ÅÓÔÒÉÃÔÅÄ 
ÁÒÅÁȢ .Ï ÅÎÔÒÙ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ &ÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ) ×ÏÎÄered why we 
were going in there, and then the light came on. The signs would keep 
prying eyes out and the area was assigned to recruits and drill 
instructors only. The living quarters were made out of metal and shaped 
ÌÉËÅ ÈÁÌÆ ÍÏÏÎÓȠ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ1ÕÏÎÓÅÔ ÈÕÔÓȱȢ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
during the day, they would be hot inside. I never realized that during the 
daylight hours I would never see the inside of one. 
 
My first shower: we were marched naked into a small shower room. 
When it was my turn to enter I hesitated because the room was obvious 
ÆÕÌÌȢ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 3ËÉÎÎÙ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓȟ ÂÏÙȱ ÓÏ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎȢ 
All eighty of us went into that small room. We were packed so tight that 
it was impossible to move. We were melded into one big jigsaw puzzle 
with the pieces all tightly connected. We were packed as tight as Jews on 
the way to a concentration camp. Then Sergeant Skinny got on a chair, 
so that he could peer over the top of the wall. He yelled an order that 
ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ/Î ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËÓȱ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÄÏ×Î 
as we were packed too tight. Finally, a group of bodies would fall to the 
ÆÌÏÏÒ ÔÈÕÓ ÄÒÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÁÌÌ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÃÁÍÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ȰÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÂÅÌÌÉÅÓȢȱ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÓÓÕÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÓ ÉÎ ÒÁÐÉÄ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÈÅ 
was satisfied that our speed of movement was as fast as it could be. 
During this activity I just closed my eyes and blocked out my memory as 
to what I was being touched by and where my hands were going. Then I 
sensed something so I opened my eyes long enough to see the two 
Corporals pop up over the top of the wall. They each had some sort of 
ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ 3Ï ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËÓȟ ÏÎ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÌÌÉÅÓȱ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÔÅÒÎÁÔÅ 
with blasts of hot and cold water. I knew that the Marine Corps had a 
reason for everything they did. But I was hard pressed to figure this one 
out. Perhaps my bunkmate was correct when he suggested that it was a 
screening test for queers. He said that if anyone would have gotten a 
hard-on they would have been gone. I reminded him that if any one had 
gotten a hard-on somebody would have been impaled.  
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My first meal: we were standing in line outside the chow hall as 
3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 3ËÉÎÎÙ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÓÉÇÎ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓȟ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ 
ÓÉÇÎȱȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÓÈould have been a tip-off but hey, it was my first day. I 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÒÅÄ ÓÉÇÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÌÅÔÔÅÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÄ ȰÔÁËÅ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ 
×ÁÎÔ ÂÕÔ ÅÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅȱȢ !Ó ×Å ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÓÓ ÈÁÌÌ ) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
impressed by the quality of the food. They had everything, fruits, all 
kinds of meats and great desserts. As I held out my tray and accepted a 
full portion from everyone I began to look forward to a feast. At the end 
of the line I reached for the silverware and Sergeant Skinny stepped in 
front of me and ÓÁÉÄ ȰÍÏÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȢȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÎ ) 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÁÎÙ ÓÉÌÖÅÒ×ÁÒÅȢ !Ô ÆÉÒÓÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
believe what I was seeing but when it sunk in I got very worried. While 
standing at attention and waiting for the next two commands; sit and 
eat, I saw Sergeant Skinny step up on the table and walk over until he 
was standing above me. He placed his right foot next to the left side of 
ÍÙ ÔÒÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÔÒÁÙȢ (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÓÉÔȱ 
ÁÎÄ ȰÅÁÔȱȢ !Ó ) ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÅÁt with my fingers he lowered his mouth to 
ÍÙ ÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ Ȱ%ÁÔ ÉÔȦ %ÁÔ ÉÔȦ %ÁÔ ÉÔȦ %ÁÔ ÉÔȦ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÔÈÅÎ 
ÈÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ Ȱ34/0ȱȢ Ȱ'ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ 
Nobody had finished their food, but he was standing over me. As I got up 
ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ-ÁÇÇÏÔȦȱ ) ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÉÎÇ Ȱ3)2Ȧ 9%3 3)2Ȧȱ  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÏÏÄȢȱ 
Ȱ3)2Ȧ 9%3 3)2Ȧȱ 
Ȱ'ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÓÉÇÈÔȦȱ 
Ȱ3)2Ȧ 9%3 3)2Ȧȱ 
If I could have I would have run to San Francisco. 
He spared my dignity. He waited until we returned to the restricted area 
then he pounded my ass. After which I would make a vow to do every 
thing in my power to make that my last ass kicking. Although I would 
get hit and shoved, I would make it until training day 116 when 
Sergeant Skinny would come out of his hut and stop, look at me, then 
walk over and start pounding. As he was wailing away he would 
proclaim to all who could hear that it was T-ρρφȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÍÙ 
name, therefore I must be a skater. 
 
My first shit:  Once again a line, this one in front of the bathroom or as 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ Ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÈÉÔÔÅÒȱȢ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 3ËÉÎÎÙ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
would allow us to take a shit on Marine Corps time.  
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As I ran into the room I hesitated for just a second, it was one big open 
room with twenty  toilets down each wall. It was not a place for the shy. 
High school for me had been an all male military academy and besides I 
had to go. So it was that I was among the first to sit down. I started a 
trend. Many started to sit down. About 30 seconds had passed and there 
I was sitting on the thunder mug squeezing off a loaf when all three of 
ÔÈÅÍ ÃÁÍÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ Ô×Ï ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȢ Ȱ4ÉÍÅÓ ÕÐ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄȦȱ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÕÇÈȠ ÏÎÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÉÔ ÈÉÓ 
pants. I would not give them the satisfaction rather I would quietly 
endure some of the worst cramps I would ever experience. They would 
surpass the pain that would one day inform me of the ulcer I had 
acquired. But I was learning; I would alter my schedule. Each night after 
all had gone to sleep I would get up and run to the shitter, quickly do my 
business and just as quickly run back to my hut. It was during these 
sprints that I met my silent friend. As I ran by one hut I would always 
see a recruit sitting outside his hut. He would always be doing the same 
thing, sitting looking up at the moon and sharpening his bayonet. He 
was there every night for at least a month. Then I never saw him again. 
Knowing where we were going maybe the Marine Corps should have 
kept him.  
 
The preceding were three memories of my first day in boot camp. I 
would have 119 days left. 
 
A lot of time was spent teaching the group how to get from point A to 
point B. You had to do it as a perfect rectangle with everybody facing the 
same direction and being the same distance apart. A synchronized step 
of exactly thirty inches by all would appear to be highly organized. This 
ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÉÔ 
you. Of course when you made a turn you could throw the thirty inches 
out the window.  They called this close order drill and it seemed very 
important to everybody in the Marine Corps. Due to a high degree of 
ÒÅÐÅÔÉÔÉÏÎ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÔÏ ÇÒÁÓÐ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÔÏ 
absorb them through osmosis. You practiced these movements until 
they weeded out the crazies; once the got rid of the crazies they issued 
ÒÉÆÌÅÓȢ /ÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÒÁÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÔÈÉÓ 
necessitated the addition of something called the manual of arms, which 
in fact created more reasons to be hit. We were informed that the need 
for all this drill was a competition. 



 22 

 This competition would be held at graduation and pit the skills of all the 
platoons against each other. I think we won. This did not mean that we 
were the best it just meant we were hit more. As long as I live I will 
always be grateful to a school called Missouri Military Academy. They 
allowed me to arrive at boot camp with four years experience in close 
order drill and the manual of arms. This prevented me from being 
exposed to the same allergies as everyone else. Occasionally their faces 
would swell up. 
 
The only way we would be able to fulfill our obligation to Uncle Sam was 
for us to be in top physical condition. If the Marine Corps could do 
anything, they could P.T. your ass. I remember running all day and into 
the night. When not running we were on the famous obstacle course. 
!ÎÄ Á ÍÉÌÄ ÆÏÒÍ ÏÆ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÐÕÎÉÓÈÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ȰÄÒÏÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ 
ÆÉÆÔÙȱ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÐÅÒÉÏÄ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÆÔÙ ÇÒÅ× ÉÎÔÏ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
handled smoking in their own patented way. On day one Sergeant 
3ËÉÎÎÙ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÁÒËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ȰÓÍÏËÅ ÅÍ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÅÍȱȢ !ÆÔÅÒ 
ÏÎÅ ÐÕÆÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ȰÐÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÏÕÔȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓ 
enjoyed that because that is the last cigarette you will have for the next 
ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȱȢ /ÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 3ËÉÎÎÙ ÄÉÄ ×ÁÓ ÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÉÅÄȢ /Î 
training day one we had a recruit with us who was over weight. They 
ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ Á ȰÆÁÔ ÂÏÄÙȱ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÔÏÏË ÈÉÍ Á×ÁÙȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
had been reassigned to something calÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÍÏÔÉÖÁÔÉÏÎ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȱȢ ) 
would learn through observation that the motivation platoon also ran 
everywhere but as they ran they held high above their heads an eight 
pound sledge hammer. Corporal Ears said that when they were not 
running they were breaking rocks. When they had chow they feasted on 
Jell-/ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÔÔÁÇÅ ÃÈÅÅÓÅȢ .Ï× ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÄÉÅÔ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ $ÒȢ !ËÉÎÓ 
beat. All I know is that every time I saw them running an ambulance was 
always close behind. The tough part was when they lost all their weight 
ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÄÁÙ ÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÁÌ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ÁÔ ÂÏÏÔ ÃÁÍÐ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÅÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÅÄ Á ȰÆÁÔ ÂÏÄÙȱȟ ÆÉÎÄ 
a razor blade! 
 
The Marine Corps would also spend a good deal of time teaching us how 
to be Marines. My worst training day by far was day eighty. That was the 
day Corporal Ears halted us in the middle of nowhere and took the time 
to inform us that the Marine Corps had changed its policy. 
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 We would be the last platoon to go through a one hundred and twenty 
day boot camp. All who followed would train for ninety days. Of course 
he would stop us every day to repeat the speech verbatim. To all who 
spent three months in boot camp, I have only onÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ȰÃÁÎÄÙ 
ÁÓÓȢȱ 
 
What the Marine Corps had to do was nothing short of uniting the ying 
and the yang. It had to teach teamwork and at the same time encourage 
individualism. The teamwork was of course necessary for unity of 
action. And the door must always be left open to encourage individual 
acts of heroism. At precisely the same time that these two feats were 
being accomplished the recruit would also receive full exposure to what 
×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰËÉÌÌÅÒ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔȢȱ  4ÈÅ ÁÃÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÅÁÍ×ÏÒË ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ most 
obvious. I remember marching to an open field where telephone poles 
were lying on the ground. The task was a simple one, to lift and toss. 
Yes, we would pick up the full size telephone poles and play catch with 
them. If everyone did their job the task was easy. If anyone slacked off, 
bones would be broken. Such is teamwork. The next lesson began with 
something called pugle stick training. They said that it was bayonet 
ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÒÕÓÔÅÄȟ ÐÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÒ ÂÕÔÔ 
stroked a Viet Cong. I suspect that it represented the individual 
displaying his killer instinct in defense of the group. This training began 
by matching two platoons against each other and pairing the recruits up 
according to height. The pugle stick was a piece of wood the length of a 
rifle. It was heavily padded at both ends. One end represented the 
bayonet and the other was the butt end of a rifle. Two complete 
strangers from different platoons would be lined up across from one 
another. When the whistle was blown both would charge each other like 
two Big Horn Rams but the padded sticks were substituted for the 
horns. The object was for one recruit to beat the other recruit senseless. 
When one of the combatants would knock the other down with a pre-
taught move he would be rÅ×ÁÒÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ȰÇÏÏÄ ÊÏÂȟ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȢȱ 
 
 Of all the training a Marine will receive in preparation for combat, none 
is more important then recognizing, harnessing and using his killer 
instinct. This is nothing that is taught. If you have the genetic code of a 
human being the seed is already planted. It takes a Marine Corps Drill 
Instructor to reach in, pull it out and cultivate it.  
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The quicker it is recognized and the more it is used, the longer the 
combatant will live. To ignore its existence and to refuse to utilize it is to 
die by your own hand. Although like combat, it is impossible to explain, I 
will attempt it at a later time. I do not remember the exact time that I 
ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÎÏÒ ÈÏ× ) ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÔÉÌÉÚÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ 
pretty sure of wherÅ ) ×ÁÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÉÎ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ4ÈÅ 0ÉÔȢȱ 
 
Many years earlier a Parris Island Drill Instructor decided to take his 
platoon on a night run through the South Carolina swamp. When they 
finished the run almost half his platoon was dead. They had 
accompanied their fifty pound packs to the bottom of the swamp. The 
civilians wanted blood. What they got was a court marshal. It is said that 
the Marine Corps, realizing that combat training will cause casualties, 
and wishing to correct an injustice, waited for the calendar to turn then 
ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÉÓ $ÒÉÌÌ )ÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÏÒ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒȱȢ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ 
understand when I say; there is no swamp in San Diego. One had to be 
ÃÒÅÁÔÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÔ Ȱ4ÈÅ 0ÉÔȱȢ )Ô ÉÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÍÙ ÐÒÉÍÁÌ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
released and I rÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÍÙ ȰËÉÌÌÅÒ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔȱȢ /Î ÅÉÔÈÅÒ 
side of the sidewalk that led into the Quonset huts were two identical 
patches of sand, each one 4x4 feet. These patches of sand were treated 
as Holy Ground. We raked them with combs and cultivated them with 
forks. To step in one was to cause an assault. This was true for all 
ȰÇÁÒÄÅÎÓȱȟ ÓÁÖÅ ÏÎÅȢ /ÎÅ ÐÁÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÓÁÎÄ ÆÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔ ×ÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔ ÄÅÅÐ 
was never groomed. It was bordered on three sides by sidewalk and one 
side by a Quonset hut. They called it the pit and the command of 
ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ Ȱ'ÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÐÉÔȱȢ )Æ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÒÁÃÔÉÏÎ 
had been committed at a distance from the restricted area, Sergeant 
3ËÉÎÎÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÁÒÃÈ ÕÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÉÎÇ ȰÙÏÕ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ 
going in the piÔȢȱ 5ÐÏÎ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÅÁÄÅÄ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ 
ȰÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÐÉÔȱȢ )ÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÁÌÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÕÎȟ ÊÕÍÐȟ ÆÌÙȟ ÐÕÓÈ ÏÒ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ 
get into that 4x4 area. To be slow was to receive a beating. To be on the 
ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÉÎ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ %ÁÒÓȭ ÁÒÅa. Corporal Ears was a 
kicker. Bruce Lee had nothing on Corporal Ears. If you ended up on top 
of the pile they would pull you down and administer summary justice. It 
took me just a few kicks from the good Corporal to realize that this shit 
had to stop. I would do everything I could to dig to the center of mass. I 
would quickly become know as the crazy fucker who would bite his way 
to the bottom center. Many times the weight seemed unbearable and the 
lack of oxygen would make me light headed. 
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 But here I was safe. And it was here that I learned the meaning of their 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ȰÐÁÉÎ ÉÓ ×ÅÁËÎÅÓÓ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙȱȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÁÆÅȟ 
so it was that once the command was given all recruits would wait a 
nanosecond for me to pass and assume my position. One time when I 
was fighting for my real estate Sergeant Skinny watched me as I made 
my attack. He must have noticed that the others yielded to me, for he 
smiled. He must have realized that recruit number 2131163 needed no 
further training on this subject, for he was willing to attack his own. As 
he smiled, I returned his smile. That was a fucking mistake! 
 
 
From training day one to training day one hundred and twenty, most of 
the day was taken up by physical exercise. At the beginning of this 
process your muscles would be so sore that if you stopped, movement 
would become difficult. The Sergeant began his lesson early. He would 
take us to the obstacle course and give us the completion times 
necessary for graduation. At first these times looked unattainable to us. 
%ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÌÏ× ÕÓ ÔÏ ȰÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÃËȱ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÖÉÅ× 
how poorly our timed obstacle scores were. During this nightly five 
minute presentation he would seem almost human. 
 
Combat is vicious, brutal and unforgiving. To be properly trained for it 
some lessons must be vicious, brutal and unforgiving. 
 
)ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ 2ÅÃÒÕÉÔ 8Ȣ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÔÒÙ ÁÎÙ ÈÁÒÄÅÒ ÁÔ 
anything. You could see that the most important thing to him was to 
become a United States Marine. But he was slow, slow of mind and body. 
When we ran, he was last. He would not quit, but he was last. It was 
hard for him to master this drill thing. He tried, he tried with everything 
he had, but he was slow. My God, the abuse he took. But he would not 
quit. He would just lower his head and push forward. They tried, my 
God, they tried but they could not break him. He wanted to be a Marine. 
I thought that they kept him because of the size of his heart. I would 
come to realize that they kept him for another purpose. 
 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÁggots are just not going to make it. There is no way in hell you 
×ÉÌÌ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÐÁÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÑÕÁÌÉÆÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÅÓÔȢȱ 
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There was one obstacle that consisted of logs spaced about three feet 
apart. They were connected in such a way so as to form a very high wall 
straight up in the air. It was called the stairway to heaven. I had my own 
troubles with this one as I suffered from acrophobia or the fear of 
falling. As I waited for my turn I saw him near the top. He was almost 
ready to swing over the top and begin his descent, and then he froze. 
The two recruits in front of him reached back to pull him over. Suddenly 
ÁÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÌÁÉÎÌÙ ÈÅÁÒ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ 3ËÉÎÎÙ ÂÅÌÌÏ× ȰÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÆÆ 
ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÏÒ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȢȱ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÁÕÓÅ then he 
flipped over the top. Of all present, only I understood the intestinal 
fortitude that act required. 
 
I once showed him how the snap of the wrist at the right time would 
make the movement of the rifle from one shoulder to the other appear 
as if it was a crisp sharp move. The gratitude in his eyes was as strong as 
truth.  
 
,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐ ÍÁÇÇÏÔÓȠ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÁÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÅÓÓ ÔÅÓÔ 
ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÉÔȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȡ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ 
ÏÎ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȢ 
7ÈÅÎÅÖÅÒ ) ×ÏÒËÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÒÅÄȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÈÅÁÔ ÇÅÒÍȢ )Ô 
ÇÉÖÅÓ ÍÅ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÅÎÅÒÇÙȢȱ  
 
Towards the end of each daily run when we would start to get tired the 
×ÏÒÄÓ ÏÆ ÔÁÕÎÔÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅȢ Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÄÅ ÏÆ 
!ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÙÏÕÔÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃ ÐÉÅÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÔÈÅÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁ ÉÓ ÆÕÃËÅÄȱȢ $ÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇÓ ×Å 
would receive more indoctrination on the virtue of wheat germ. The 
Sergeant would inform us how valuable it would be to our physical 
fitness if each and every night everybody would take a tablespoon of 
wheat germ. You must understand our environment and our state of 
mind tÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÏÕÒ ÓÕÓÃÅÐÔÉÂÌÙ ÔÏ ÍÉÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å 
thought that wheat germ was the solution to all our physical issues. He 
knew the right moment to inform us that it was expensive and that he 
would need money from each of us. We were primed, although our pay 
was probably just a few dollars a day, it was not an issue for each of us 
to give up a weeks pay for a large bottle of this magic liquid. 
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 He collected money once, and then the stories and excuses got longer 
and more detailed as he said that he had to collect money a second time. 
It was not an issue; we freely gave all we had. We were not allowed to 
talk but he would allow us to whisper to each other if we discussed the 
all encompassing virtues of this golden syrup. Shortly after the start of 
the sixth week we were informed that the product had finally been 
purchased, and on the following evening we would begin the use of this 
elixir. That night we stood at attention waiting for the Sergeant to enter 
the hut. As he did he held high above his head a large glass jar of what 
was labeled Wheat Germ. He began explaining to us how much better 
we would soon begin feeling. There was a table in front of him that had 
some spoons and pouring devices on it. To set this large glass jar down 
he had to move the objects on the table out of his way.  He looked up at 
2ÅÃÒÕÉÔ 8 ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȱȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÁÐÐÒÅÈÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ 
speed the recruit approached his tormenter. The predator had chosen 
his prey and the lesson would begin. The recruit would stop next to the 
ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÅÌÌ Ȱ3)2Ȧ 9%3 3)2Ȧȱ 4ÈÅ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ 
ÔÈÅ ÊÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȟ ÈÏÌÄ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ (Å ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ Ȱ3)2Ȧ 9%3 3)2Ȧȱ  !Ó ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÊÁÒȟ 
Sergeant Skinny released his grip. I still remember, in slow motion, the 
vision of that glass jar hitting the concrete floor. Instantly, as if he knew 
the outcome, the Sergeant threw his head back, spun around and 
×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ !Ó ÈÅ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÈÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÈÉÔ 
that ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȦȱ ,ÁÔÅÒ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÔ ÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ 
with himself, happy because he had accomplished his mission. He had 
destroyed the one but saved the many. Standing outside I knew that he 
also could hear the sounds of many fists striking flesh and bone. I knew 
that he heard the cries of anguish and sobs of pain as the recruit fell to 
his knees begging for mercy. None was given. 
 
Of the beating, I did not participate. Of the lesson, I would quickly grasp. 
For those who cannot comprehend, understand this. It takes a cold cold 
heart to kill!  
 
If there is a measurable distance between hell and purgatory I walked it 
with a forty pound pack and an empty rifle. They called the event the 
march to the range. Only the Marine Corps would load you in a truck 
and drive you to the beach so that you could finish the trip by hiking 
fifty miles. 
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 It took a while for it to sink in, but we were on the civilized side of the 
barbed wire. It had been almost three months and all the non-hackers 
had long since been weeded out. We were close to the end of this brutal 
rite of passage. Only one major chore remained. We had to convince 
everyone, including ourselves, that we were proficient with the main 
tool of our profession. If we were to become effective killers for Uncle 
Sam we would need to be skilled with the tool they called; U.S. Rifle 
7.62mm M-14. Make no mistake about it. The Marine Corps was as 
serious as serious could be about this task. The constant contact with 
our Drill Instructors would temporarily end and for as long as we 
remained at the range they would remain in the shadows. We were told 
that this was so that the range instructors could have our undivided 
attention. But I knew that it was because we were going to be working 
with live ammunition. The motivational assaults were kept to the 
privacy of the barracks, after we had been searched for ammo. 
 
 At the conclusion of the march, I was somewhat surprised. The 
barracks were brand new. Some buildings were under construction and 
they were still laying the sod. We would be among the first occupants of 
this place called Edsion Range. I made a secretive inquiry into the 
identity of approximately ten very large mounds of a smelly, brown, 
ground up substance. I was informed that it was sheep manure to be 
used in fertilizing the sod. Who is the stupid idiot that would leave large 
piles of shit in an area where there were Drill Instructors with recruits?  
 
After the first week spent contorting your body into various shooting 
positions, the second week was spent in a split shift. For me, the first 
half of the day was in the target pit. After the marine on my target fired, 
I would pull the target down, paste up the holes and score the round. In 
the afternoon we would exchange places. Scoring a target was easy. If a 
hole appeared in the bulls-eye you would raise the target and grab the 
long pole with the metal disk. The disk was painted one side black and 
one side white. Placing the white side in front of the black bull-eye 
would signify five points. If the bullet hole appeared in the four, three, 
two or one ring the black side of the disk was placed in the appropriate 
corner of the target signifying four, three, two or one points. If the target 
was missed we would grab another pole with a red flag on it. Taking the 
flag, we would wave it in front of the target. 
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 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á Ȱ-ÁÇÇÉÅȭÓ $ÒÁ×ÅÒÓȱ ÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÉÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÚÅÒÏ 
ÐÏÉÎÔÓȢ &ÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÉÓ Á ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ Ô×Ï -ÁÇÇÉÅȭÓ $ÒÁ×ÅÒÓȢ 
 
It was two days away from qualifying day and I had just completed a 
very poor performance from the three hundred yard line. Try as I might, 
in the sitting and kneeling position I just could not stay steady enough to 
shoot straight. We were forming up to march to the five hundred yard 
line when I first saw it. I remember wondering if I was the only one to 
notice it. As we marched, I kept turning it over and over in my mind. No 
doubt, Corporal Ears had fucked up, but did I have the balls to do 
anything about it? I was still thinking about it when I got down in the 
prone position five hundred yards from my target. As always, I needed a 
high score from this position and because I was laying flat on the 
ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÁËÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÔÈÅ 
minimum required score. I was waiting for the commands when I heard 
the range officer saying something to Corporal Ears. He also had noticed 
it. He spoke in such a fashion as if he had seen it before. He stepped 
forward to begin his routine. 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȦ !ÌÌ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÆÔȦ !ÌÌ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ ÌÉÎÅȦ 
Commence fÉÒÉÎÇȦȱ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÍÙ ÐÁÃÅÓ ÆÁÓÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ ÎÏÒÍÁÌȢ ) 
counted my rounds until I had one left. I asked the Nazarene to help me 
shoot straight as I lowered my sights to the three hundred yard line. I 
lined up the front sight blade in the center of the rear sight and placed 
the top of the blade at the base of the coffee thermos, took a deep 
breath, exhaled half and squeezed the trigger. Never ask the Nazarene 
for a malicious favor, He may maliciously grant it. As soon as the 
shooting stopped I heard the range officer walk over to the Corporal and 
ÍÕÍÂÌÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ (Å ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÍÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÁÇÇÉÅȭÓ $ÒÁ×ÅÒÓȢ ! ÃÏÌÄ ÆÅÁÒ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÅ ÁÓ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ 
everyone hit their targets, I would draw the only red flag. I looked away 
as the scores were posted. Watching the range officer, I noticed that he 
was paying acute attention to see if any red flags were pushed through 
the wind. His attention was not for the reason I thought. I would wait 
twenty four hours to learn the truth as to why he routinely performed 
this function. But I got my answer when the Corporal walked behind me 
and stopped. He would wait until I cleared my weapon and removed my 
magazine. Walking over to me he would bend down and do two things 
ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ (Å ÓÁÉÄ ȰÎÉÃÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÍÁÇÇÏÔȱ ÁÎÄ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄȢ 
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Finally, the last day of practice. It was the day of least harassment. It 
began with what I could only describe as a high school pep-rally before 
the big game. One speaker would stand in front of us, to publicly praise 
the marksmanship of two previous graduates; Whitman and Oswald. 
Whitman was the young man who had climbed to the top of a tower on 
the campus of The University of Texas with some deer rifles and a lot of 
ammunition. When he was done everybody within range was dead. His 
kills exceeded the number of rounds fired, as one of his victims was 
ÓÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÎÄ Á ÂÒÁÉÎ ÔÕÍÏÒ 
within his skull, but the media would report only that he had qualified 
as an expert rifleman in the Marine Corps. Oswald of course changed 
world history. I have no intention of challenging the ruling of the 
Warren Commission, but you need to know that on qualification day Lee 
Harvey Oswald and I shot the same score. There is no way in hell, short 
of using a machine gun, that I could have equaled his accredited 
accomplishments of marksmanship. 
 
It is a testament to our isolation that none of us knew his name. His 
actions on this day would become one of the many slivers of light that I 
would forever be unable to turn off. With hindsight I am able to taste his 
fear. Not once on any practice day had he ever shot a qualifying score. 
Knowing what awaited him, his nightly marches back to the barracks 
must have been personally terrifying. It was on this day and because of 
ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȭÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ -ÁÇÇÉÅȭÓ $ÒÁ×ÅÒÓȢ 
When that red flag flew in front of a target, to us it meant that the target 
had been missed. To the range officer it meant that a round had not 
been fired. So it was on that the last day of practice from the five 
hundred yard line. The recruit realized that once again he would not 
ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ ) ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÇÕÅÓÓ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÈÉÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎÓȢ Ȱ#ÅÁÓÅ 
ÆÉÒÅȱ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÁÓ ×Å ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÎÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÏÕÒ 
scores. As the red blur passed in front of the shooters target the range 
officer habitually turned his head to look. What he saw triggered an 
immediate response. He had not completed his first high step before the 
shooter rolled on his side and drew the rifle down between his legs. The 
second step was completed when the recruit leveled the end of the flash 
suppressor to the base of his chin. Two more steps were made as the 
runner realized the distance was too great. He would leave his feet and 
go airborne as the shooter would grab the flash suppressor with one 
hand and the trigger with the wrong finger. 
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BOOM 
The 7.62mm piece of lead would fly down the barrel at 2,550 feet per 
second. The human flesh and bone in its way would fail to impede its 
progress. His screams and blood would flow, but he knew that he had 
taken his last beating. And all that it had cost him was the tip of his 
trigger finger. And the unrealized fact that he would forever have 
trouble picking his nose.  
 
I was not there but as surely as the sun rises in the east and sets in the 
west, I know what took place. The pipe smoking Navy psychiatrist 
would come to visit the Marine commander. He would tell him the 
terrible things that Sergeant Skinny was doing to his recruits. The 
Commander would listen and politely nod his head. After the Navy 
officer would leave, the Marine would give it some thought. Realizing 
what his mission was, he would sit down and finish his coffee and that 
would be the end of it. 
 
The platoon with the highest average score would lead the march back. 
The first to go would have the easiest march as they would walk 
ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÎÏ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÏÏÔ ÓÔÅÐÓȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÂÕÔ ÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
way. I would learn later that the platoon with the highest average score 
would have to remain back at the range, quarantined. Due to a previous 
fit of rage, their Drill Instructor had P.T.ed them in a pile of sheep shit. 
All recruits had acquired a severe case of crabs!  
 
Graduation would propel us from maggots to boots. On that day we 
would receive ouÒ -/3ȭ3ȟ ÊÏÂÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÍÅÎÔÓȢ ! -ÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ /ÃÃÕÐÁÔÉÏÎ 
Specialty of 0300 meant infantry and Vietnam. All but two of us would 
be so blessed. How well did the Marine Corps do with its training? The 
two Marines that were not assigned to Vietnam returned to their huts, 
sat down on their racks and cried! 
 
The last four weeks of basic training would be called ITR or Infantry 
Training Regiment. To me it was the peace and calm before the storm. 
When you arrived at ITR you were skilled only with a rifle. When you 
left your skill had expanded to all weapons within the Marine Corps 
arsenal. It was here that I would be introduced to the one weapon that 
would serve me as well as my rifle.  
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I called it a frag. They called it Grenade Hand Frag Delay M67 W/Fuse 
M213. Up close and in the dark it would be impossible for the recipient 
to trace its origin. 
 
 )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ Á ÈÉÇÈ ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÉÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ×ÈÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ 
throwing your first grenade, you and the instructor stood in a chest 
deep pit. Yes, occasionally a new Marine would drop the grenade and 
ÔÈÒÏ× ÔÈÅ ÐÉÎȢ "ÏÙȟ ) ÂÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÁÓÓ ËÉÃËÉÎÇȭÓȢ 
 
) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÔ ÁÓ 
the greatest rush in my life. I have never felt such a degree of fear and 
power at the same time. No matter what your thing is, be it crotch 
rocket, skateboard or some other device, you have never felt a rush until 
you strap on a flame thrower. You had to physically and forcefully lean 
into the back blast created by the flame that you yourself controlled. The 
liquid that you spewed in all directions was a jell-based gasoline called 
napalm. It would cling and drip like molten lava. It seemed that the heat 
could only be exceeded by standing over the vent of an erupting 
volcano. If there were such a thing as a non nuclear, inhumane weapon, 
this device would receive the blue ribbon. It was a leftover from WWII. 
During the Island campaigns the Japanese would run and hide in the 
caves. We would simply stand in the cave opening, lean forward and 
squeeze the trigger while turning the nozzle causing the flint to strike a 
spark. Whoosh, instant Japanese crispy critters. As far as I know the 
weapon was used only once in Vietnam. During the first operation 
(Starlight), we trapped a VC Regiment on a peninsula they tried to break 
out with a frontal assault against a weapons platoon. Those Marines that 
ÈÁÄ ÆÌÁÍÅ ÔÈÒÏ×ÅÒ ÓÔÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ȰÓÔÒÕÃË Á ÍÁÔÃÈȱȢ .ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÄÉÄ 
it stop the enemy assault but there were none of them left to run away. 
Those ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁ× ÉÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ȰÔÈÅÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÂÕÒÎÔ ÍÁÒÓÈÍÁÌÌÏ×ÓȢȱ 
 
My Military Occupational Specialty of 0300 (Infantry) became 0311 
(Rifleman). Fate would tack on 8651 (Recon Scout).          
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Yea, though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death I will 
fear no evil: for I am the meanest 

motherfucker in the valley. 
 

AUTHOR UNKNOWN:         PHRASE USED BY USMC INFANTRY 
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In order to fully understand the following statement, I recommend that 
you read it twice: On the night of June 16, 1966, 1st platoon Charlie 
Company 1st Reconnaissance Battalion, became the most decorated 
military unit in the history of the United States Armed Forces! In one 
firefight a recon patrol consisting of sixteen Marines and two Navy 
corpsman earned in aggregate; one Congressional Medal of Honor, four 
Navy Crosses, thirteen Silver Stars and eighteen Purple Hearts; you do 
the math. Although the individual actions of every member of this patrol 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅÄ ÁÓ ȰÁÂÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÄÕÔÙȱȟ ÔÈÅ 
results of this action were directly related to three factors; brilliant 
leadership on both sides, skilled use of a radio and an old Marine Corps 
tradition.  
 
It was called Operation Kansas and during its opening phase I was on 
R&R (rest and recuperation) in Hong Kong, attempting to copulate with 
every female of Chinese descent. 3rd platoon had setup its OP across the 
valley from 1st ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȢ !ÎÄ ) ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ȰÃÌÅÁÎ-ÕÐ ÐÈÁÓÅȱ ÏÆ 
Operation Kansas, after the firefight of the 16th.  
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_____________________DECLASSIFIED__________________________ 
 
1st Reconnaissance Battalion 
CHU LAI, RVN 
161600H JUNE 1966 
 
Bn Frag Order 3-66 
Team: 1st 0ÌÔȢ Ȱ#ȱ #ÏȢ ɉ#ÁÒÎÉÖÁÌ 4ÉÍÅɊ 
Debriefer: SSgt. Williams 
Maps: VIETNAM 1:50,000, AMS l701 
           Sheets 6657L 
 

Patrol Report 
 
1. Size and Composition: 16 Enl, 2 USN 
 
2. Mission: From 131800H to 171700H establish observation from 
vicinity Hill 488 (BT 131203) with primary direction of observation 
north and west. 
 
3. Time of Departure: 131730H 
 
4. Time of return: 161030H 
 
5. Route: See attached overlay (Enclosure (1)) 
 
6. Synopsis: This patrol covered a period of 65 hours with 10 sightings 
of 49 VC. At 160130H the patrol was attacked by a NVA (North 
Vietnamese Army-author) Battalion of 300-400 men. The patrol had 
received a report of an enemy battalion in the area at 151930H and had 
assumed 100% alert. At 160130H the OP was hit from three sides with 
heavy SA (small arms-author) fire and grenades, the patrol pulled back 
into a tight perimeter and beat off the first attack. At this time Arty 
(artillery -author) was requested in an attempt to box in the position. 
The Arty arrived but landed way off to the left of the position. Flare 
ships were requested and arrived on station between 0200-0215 and 
provided light until daylight. 
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 Heavy casualties were sustained by the patrol in the initial attack and a 
Med-Evac was requested, Med Evac helo (helicopter-author) arrived but 
could not land because of heavy enemy fire. Under the cover of darkness 
the enemy got within 20 ft. of the patrol and threw grenades into the 
position, and also moved up machine guns into four positions. When the 
flare arrived on station, fixed wing and helo gunships also arrived. The 
enemy appeared frightened by the planes and their attack subsided for 
a short period. The patrol continued to receive automatic and SA fire 
throughout the night as they were running out of ammo they started to 
fire only at targets they could see. By the light of the flares they were 
able to see the hats of the enemy as they moved towards their position 
and were able to pick them off. Many of the enemy dead found the next 
morning were shot through the head. A USMC reaction force was helo-
lifted in at daylight, finally arriving at the patrol position at 160800H. At 
this time one automatic weapon still had the patrol pinned down, and 
air strikes were called in an attempt to knock it out. At this time the 
patrol was evacuated except for three men who gathered enemy 
weapons and equipment for intelligence screening. As they moved 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÁÎ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÇÕÎ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á φȭ ÔÏ χȭ ÔÕÎÎÅÌ 
leading back into the hill. This position and the tunnel had been dug 
during the night. As the enemy tried to take the position they were 
yelling obscenities in English and whistles were heard. The enemy had 
ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ τ Ȣυπ #ÁÌȢ -'ȭÓ ɉÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÇÕÎÓ-ÁÕÔÈÏÒɊȟ φπ ÍÍ ÍÏÒÔÁÒÓȟ ,-'ȭÓ 
(light machine guns-author) and other SA. They were well equipped and 
well trained. On their assault of the position they moved in fire team 
rushes. Once flairs started to light up the area movement ceased and 
resumed only after the flares were dying. USMC casualties were 5 KIA 
(killed in action-author), 1 DOW (died of wounds-author) and 12 WIA 
(wounded in action-author). There were 39 enemy bodies around the 
position and evidence that many more had been dragged off. The 
weapons and equipment the patrol brought in included: 5 AK 47 Assault 
rifles, CHICOM type 56, 1 LMG model RPD, CHICOM type 56, 2 CHICOM 
carbines, 1 60mm mortar sight, 15 bayonets, 1 cartridge belt, 1 canteen, 
1 leather belt with a star on the buckle, 5 magazines for the AK 47 
assault rifle, assorted ammo, documents and assorted rank and unit 
insignia. In addition to the forgoing the reaction force picked up 
additional weapons and equipment which were forwarded to G-2 
The support provided by flareships, fixed wing aircraft, and helicopter 
gunships was outstanding and saved the patrol from being over run. 
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The planes were making runs within 75 meters of the position and were 
right on target each time under extremely difficult light conditions. 
 
7. Observations (Enemy and Terrain) 
 
    TIME             COORDINATES            OBSERVATION 
 
14075H          BT120222                       16 VC moving on trail, mixed black  
                                                                     0*ȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÍÏÕÆÌÁÇÅÄ ÕÔÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȢ !ÌÌ 
                                                                     carried packs and rifles. Fire mission 
                                                                     requested, cancelled after one round 
                                                                     was fired. Patrol told not to fire any 
                                                                      fire mission. 
 
 
141235H        BT112218                       3 VC moving west on trail at wide 
                                                                      interval. Wearing green and  
                                                                      camouflaged utilities, carried packs  
                                                                      and small arms. 
 
141644H        BT112218                       8 VC going east on trail. Wore dark  
                                                                      green utilities, carried packs and  
                                                                       rifles. 
 
141715H        BT104212                       1 VC moving east on trail. Green  
                                                                      camouflaged utilities, pack and rifle 
 
141728H       BT113218                        2 VC moving east on trail wore  
                                                                      Khaki uniforms, both carried rifles 
 
150937H       BT112218                        3 VC moving west on trail. Black 
                                                                      0*ȭÓ Ô×Ï ÉÎ ÃÁÍÏÕÆÌÁÇÅÄ ÕÔÉÌÉÔÉÅÓ 
                                                                      All carried rifles and pack 
 
151215H        BT103209                      5 VC moved into a house wore  
                                                                     ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ ς ×ÏÒÅ ÃÁÍÏÕÆÌÁÇÅÄ 
                                                                    all carried rifles. Fire mission  
                                                                    called with good coverage on 
                                                                    target, 1 small secondary explosion 
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                                                                    heard, 5 VC KIA probable. 
 
151850H        BT093213                      2 VC moved NE along trail. Wore 
                                                                    ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ρ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÎÄ ρ ÐÁÃËȢ 
 
151854H        "4ρςτςρφ                      σ 6# ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÅÁÓÔ ÏÎ ÔÒÁÉÌȢ "ÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ 
                                                                     packs and rifles. Fire mission called 
                                                                     results unknown. 
 
8. Other information: None 
 
9. Results of encounters with enemy:  39 VC KIA confirmed, 5 VC KIA 
probable.  
 
10. Condition of patrol: 5 KIA, 1 DOW, 11 WIA 
 
11. Conclusions and Recommendations: None 
 
 
                                                                     J.E. Howard 
                                                                     SSgt     USMC 
                                                                     1stȢ 0ÌÔȟ #ÏȢ Ȱ#ȱ 
                                                                     Patrol Leader 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
________________________DECLASSIFIED______________________ 
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The first time I met Jimmy Howard he was chewing my ass out. It was 
during a pre-patrol inspection. I was too new to realize that white was 
not a natural color in the jungle. He was just looking at me then he 
×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÅÁÒ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ Ô-ÓÈÉÒÔ ÏÎ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȱȦ 4ÈÅ 
#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÉÎ ȰÍÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 4ÒÕÔÈ ÉÓ ) 
didnȭÔȢ  ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÃÌÏÓÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
ÂÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÁÔÃÈ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÔÅȢȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȟ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄ 
was take that t-shirt off. Later when I saw my buddies who were in the 
1st platoon I let them know that I thought their Platoon Leader must be 
some kind of prick. It took them no time at all to tell me that I had 
misread him. They quickly informed me that he was old corps, had brass 
balls, and they would follow him into Hell. I guess that is exactly what 
they did. 
 
It was said that when he was with the 1st Marine Division in Korea he 
had won a Silver Star and earned three Purple Hearts. One night when 
he had to defend a hilltop against Chinese human wave attacks the 
stacks of bodies would severely interfere with his field of fire.  Right 
after the 1st Marines established the enclave we would call Chu Lai, the 
Vietcong tried to push us back into the sea. We got the jump on them 
and trapped them on the wrong side of a peninsula. The 1st VC Regiment 
had to punch through our lines or die. He was there again, and when he 
saw them try to break out in the open, he climbed a tree and had 
someone hand up an M-60 machine gun. The tracers told the VC where 
ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ËÅÐÔ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ 
he had gone through two barrel changes and they quit flopping in the 
paddies. 
 
(Å ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÅÎÌÉÓÔÅÄ 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ ,ÅÁÄÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÃÒÅ×ÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÈȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ ÊÕÓt like he talked to a Pfc. Most branches of 
ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ËÉÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÃÏÏÌ ÃÁÌÍ ÐÒÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÐÒÏÖÅÎ 
ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒÉÔÙ 
then a non-combatant who ranked you. I firmly believe that this is the 
major reason why the Marine Corps has the combat history that it does. 
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They call them Ka-Bars (K-Bar). What they are is the finest combat knife 
made anywhere in the world. The Marine Corps has them made for their 
grunts. In my time they were issued, today my son has to buy his. They 
are made with such precision that down both sides of the blade runs a 
ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙ ÓÈÁÐÅÄ ȰÂÌÏÏÄ ÇÒÏÖÅȱȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÖÅÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
sucking noise when you pull your knife out of its recipient. Imagine the 
terror, hatred and determination that must be present for you to look 
someone in the face then stab them to death. Once when I gave the 
subject some thought, I instantly determined that I would win every 
knife, bayonet or hand to hand fight that I ever participated in, for I 
would simply never run out of ammunition. With my skill I would be 
forced to use my Ka-Bar (K-Bar) to open c-rations. But boy, could 
Whitney throw one! On that hill and on that night the Marines would 
use their Ka-Bars in the purpose for which they were intended. 
 
Every Marine is first a rifleman. What that means is simple. No matter 
what your job is, you must first meet certain requirements with a rifle. 
And you must meet those requirements every year you remain in the 
corps. In my time it was a minimum score or 190 out of a possible 250. 
You would spend one week exercising like a yoga expert trying to 
contort your body into the kneeling and sitting positions. Even I could 
handle the standing and prone, although in the standing position I 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÕÙÓȭ ÔÁÒÇÅÔȢ 4Ï ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅË ÏÆ ÑÕÁÌÉÆÙÉÎÇ 
was a time of fear. I would have to shoot standing up from 100 yards 
then move back to 300 yards for the kneeling and sitting positions and 
end up at 500 yards in the prone position. It was invariably the prone 
position that saved me, as the contact with the ground kept me from 
shaking. Although I would always clear the 190 hurdle I never 
surpassed 195. If you did not exceed the minimum score of 190 you 
were branded a Non-Qual. I would rather have syphilis then be a Non-
Qual. It meant that you had to remain at the rifle range until you 
qualified. Some people were said to be caught in this loop for eternity. 
Then there were those lucky people who were at the other end of the 
scale, those who always shot expert. They were called dingers and in the 
Old Corps they received extra pay for their prowess. 
 
 For those few of us who knew, most would say it was by chance. But I 
disagree; a thing like this is never done by chance. They were brought 
ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ȰÄÉÎÇÅÒÓȱȢ 
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 A cancelled program would see them reassigned in mass to the same 
location. Thus the brave Sergeant would receive a large influx of 
replacements all of whom had qualified as experts on the rifle range. 
Together they would write a chapter in the book of great battles. Like all 
the chapters in this book, the words would be written in coagulated 
blood. And this group would truly be the meanest mother fuckers in the 
valley. 
 
I remember flying straight out of bed in utter terror. All I could do was 
ÍÕÍÂÌÅ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ ÓÏ 
hard I thought he might pee in his shorts. Once in boot camp the Drill 
Instructor woke me up by banging on a trash can while holding it next 
to my ear. He had also thrown me from my rack and I woke up in mid-
air. But never before had I ever been awakened so quickly. I had to 
ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ Ȱ2ÁÙȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ! ÍÏÔÏÒÃÙÃÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ(Å ÃÁÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÏÒȟȱ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ 
hand.  
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÍÁÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÆÌÏÏÒȢȱ 
Then he started laughing again. My last day in a secure environment 
would start a little early. I sat on the bed still shaking and thinking there 
was at lÅÁÓÔ ÏÎÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÏÎ /ËÉÎÁ×Á ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍȢ 
Hell, he was crazy if he thought that the Marine Corps would let him out 
of it for stealing a motorcycle and riding it through the squad bay. Like 
the rest of us, he went to Vietnam, but he was just in shackles. We had 
packed up all our gear and were on standby waiting to be told to get on 
the bus and head for the airport. 
Just like the Corps, everybody was ready to go so we sat and waited. As 
we were waiting, the word was passed that all who had qualified as 
expert were to report to the commanding officer. Ray was a country boy 
ÓÏ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎÇ ÃÁÍÅ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌÌÙȢ !Ó ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÌÅÁÖÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÅȢȱ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
unpack his things.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȟȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ Ó×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÎÉÐÅÒ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢȱ 
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He told me that they had asked him if he would be interested, could he 
shoot a woman if she was collecting taxes and could he shoot a boy with 
a rifle. He answered yes, yes and yes and after seeing a shrink he and a 
dozen others were in. We said our good-ÂÙÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎ 
action that proved to be a waste of time. I wonder if the motorcycle guy 
was a dinger. I bet he would have passed the test. 
 
At the time I was assigned to C Company, it was the only Recon 
Company in Chu Lai. The rest of First Recon Battalion was still in 
/ËÉÎÁ×ÁȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ÉÎ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍ ÉÎ -ÁÒÃÈ ÏÆ ȭφφȢ 9ÕÐȟ ÙÏÕ 
guessed it. I was just coming off patrol and was walking through the 
tents when I looked up to see Ray coming the other way. Just as our eyes 
ÍÅÔȟ ×Å ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ ÕÎÉÓÏÎ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
) ÓÁÉÄ ȰÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÏÕÔÆÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÅÃÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÉÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÁÔȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ-Å ÔÏÏȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÁÍ ÉÎ σrd .ȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ  
That was the day that 1st Platoon got her replacements and they were all 
dingers, every fucking one of them. 
 
The military acronym is TAOR; it means Tactical Area of Responsibility. 
When the 1st Marine Division landed on the Vietnamese beach and 
called it Chu Lai, they were given a TAOR of twenty miles inland. For the 
enemy to operate within our TAOR was to invite frontal assaults from 
elements of the 5th and or 7th Marine Regiments. The real estate outside 
of the TAOR was where you would find Recon preparing for the next 
expansion. In the middle of 1966, just after receiving infantry 
reinforcements, someone decided to expand the Division TAOR. It 
would be pushed west five miles.  
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This new expansion encompassed the Que Son Valley and there in lies 
the tale. Intelligence reports are generally not worth the paper that they 
are written on. But this case was different; I guess you had to consider 
the source. Every time we went into that valley we tiptoed in and we 
usually left early. Therefore it was no surprise when the local Special 
Forces camp informed us that the North Vietnamese had moved into the 
neighborhood and were engaged in permanent construction. 
 
 A word if I could about those soldiers with the funny hats. Every time I 
worked with them it was an absolute pleasure, I enjoyed working with 
professionals. When I was finished with the patrol, I left. They stayed 
and lived in those outposts, training and working with people that 
×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÒÅÌÉÁÂÌÅȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÏÆÆ Á ÎÅ× ÃÁÍÐÁÉÇÎ 
they would take out one of those outposts, knowing that it was a weak 
ÌÉÎË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÉÎ Á ÐÒÉÍÅ ÓÐÏÔȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ 
that in order to get one of those hats (Green Beret) those soldiers would 
have to go through Parris Island. 
 
With the intelligence coming in at the same time as the expansion of the 
TAOR, the powers that be decided that something had to be done and 
done quickly. They put together a paper force of three battalions, two 
Marine and one ARVN (Army of the Republic of Viet Nam). They drew 
up a plan where this force would move down the Que Son Valley looking 
for a fight. They called this plan Operation Kansas and like all good plans 
it began to unravel immediately. First the ARVN bailed; the Vietnamese 
ÇÏÖÅÒÎÍÅÎÔ ÆÅÁÒÅÄ Á ÃÏÕÐ ÄȭÅÔÁÔȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
anywhere. Then one of the Marine battalions got committed elsewhere. 
So everybody compromised and into the valley of the shadow of death 
went six Recon teams evenly spaced. The first twelve man team in 
would jump, yes I said jump. It seems that the Marine Corps had never 
jumped into combat, so some non-combatant fuck would risk the lives 
of a Force Recon Team just so he could write in the report that the Corps 
had made a combat jump. I know the report said it was for stealth but I 
read between the lines and saw through the bull shit. They landed in 
good order and quickly buried their chutes. The next morning, from the 
top of the hill they watched as two woodcutters and a dog walked by 
their LZ. The dog stopped long enough to dig up a parachute and then 
that end of the valley got crowded really fast. Thank God for Colonel 
Sullivan, he got them out while they were still breathing. 



 44 

 But the Marine Corps had made its first combat jump. All hail to the 
noncombatant desk jockey. That same day the rest of the Recon teams 
were inserted by helicopter. 
 
Disease, famine and pestilence waited while Death rode in with team 
two. It would patiently hold back for three days before unleashing 
enough blood and gore to still more than two hundred beating hearts. 
 
With the precision of a well drilled team, 1st platoon quickly moved 
from the LZ at the base of the hill into the brush and up the side of Hill 
488.The Sergeant was pleased as he realized that his patrol was still 
undetected.  Even before he landed he knew the exact route he would 
take for the 1,500 foot trip to the summit. He had even plotted an escape 
ÒÏÕÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ Ȱ)ÎÄÉÁÎÓȱ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢ (ÉÓ )ÎÄÉÁÎÓȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ 
what he called them. They took it for what it was meant to be, a 
statement of respect. They say only one thing caught him by surprise 
ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÉÔ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ 
was. There near the summit was a bald spot, an open area a little less 
then thirty feet across with a large rock just slightly off center. Korea 
had taught the old warrior to instantly recognize such a place; it was 
ÔÒÕÌÙ ȰÆÉÎÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȱȢ (ÉÓ )ÎÄÉÁÎÓ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÅÒÉÍÅter, and as 
always, each position would have to pass his personal inspection. That 
night most would stay awake, for there down in the valley was one of 
the most remarkable and fascinating sights any of them would ever see. 
Moving along the pitch black crisscrossed trails on the valley floor were 
hundreds of bobbing lanterns. The enemy was in mass and on the move. 
The morning light would reveal an incredible amount of enemy activity. 
The North Vietnamese were literally pouring into the north end of the 
valley. The Sergeants actions were direct and to the point. It was time to 
start the killing. He knew he was handicapped coming out of the gate, 
for his artillery support was ARVN. They lacked a certain degree of 
precision in their calibration but on this day his skill would more then 
compensate. He picked 16 enemy troops as his first target. Feeding the 
coordinates into the radio he requested one round of 155 mm high 
explosive charge. The request was followed by the typical distant boom, 
then the rocket roar as the shell passed overhead, then quickly a sharp 
crisp explosion as the detonator came in contact with the ground. The 
first round was close. The next orders he would speak into the radio 
ÈÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ȰÄÒÏÐ υπȟ ÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȱȢ  
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This command was followed by silence. Those who could hear said he 
swore, he had them by the balls and somebody was fucking with him. It 
was the Colonel; he was worried about his team being compromised. 
Two old Corps combat veterans were at a loggerhead, and due to mutual 
respect it made little difference that one was a Colonel and the other a 
Sergeant. A compromise was reached, the Colonel would send a spotter 
aircraft over the valley and the Sergeant would continue to do what he 
was supposed to do, kill. For the next two days the fire missions came so 
ÆÁÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÔ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÒÅÐÏÒÔȢ .ÕÍÅÒÏÕÓ 
secondary explosions were mixed in with the deaths of many tourists 
from the north. Finally on the morning of the 15th, Colonel Sullivan 
ordered a cessation to the attacks. It was too late. In the valley below 
was a North Vietnamese Colonel who also had his orders and military 
ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÉÅÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÅȢ %ÖÅÒÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ, all 
hell would rain down upon their heads. As that North Vietnamese Army 
officer pondered his predicament, I wonder how long it took for his eyes 
to roll up to the top of that hill.  
 
As always, our friends at the Special Forces Camp were watching our 
backs. They made a discovery that they instantly passed on to Sergeant 
(Ï×ÁÒÄȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÏÒÔȟ ÐÒÅÃÉÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȠ Ȱςππ 
.6! ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÙÏÕÒÓȦȱ  
 
He knew what he needed to do and he set about doing it. His first order 
would win the battle. He instructed his Indians to switch to semi-
automatic. This would preserve ammo and the dingers would be in their 
element. Air cover would take time to develop and the initial action 
would belong to the enemy so he instructed two man teams to extend 
out in front of the perimeter. When contact was made they would fall 
back and form a tight circle in the bald area near the rock. He visited 
every position. When he had something to say he would look his listener 
in the eye. When he finished he would use a reassurÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 
leadership, they may teach it but not everybody gets it. Returning to the 
bald area he established what would be the center of the 360 degree 
perimeter. With help from the Colonel they would alert Da Nang Air 
Base. The Air Force would ÌÏÁÄ ÉÔÓ & ρπȭÓ ×ÉÔÈ ςυπ ÌÂȢ ÂÏÍÂÓ ÁÎÄ 
canisters of napalm. 
 



 46 

 Chu Lai would have Huey Gunshipsready and waiting. He locked the 
ARVN artillery onto his hill and arranged for a C-130 flare ship to come 
on station. While he waited he stayed in constant communications with 
everybody. Man, this guy had his shit together! 
 
The first move belonged to the enemy and as usual it was brilliant. The 
3rd ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÈÁÄ ÉÔÓ /0 ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÌÅÙ ÆÒÏÍ (Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ 
Shortly before midnight their perimeter was probed. Someone was 
outside their circle making noise. This fact was called in on the radio 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÔÉÌÌÅÒÙ ÃÏÖÅÒÁÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÍÏÖÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ (Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ÈÉÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÉÆÔÅÄ 
to the 3rd platoon. These mother fuckers should give a class on how to 
initiate a battle.  
 
Just before 1:30 a.m. a Marine in one of the advanced two man teams 
forced his eyes to do a double take. He watched as a bush slowly moved 
up the side of the hill. One shot, a scream and the bush tumbled back 
down. The death struggle was on. As the Marines fell back they were hit 
on three sides by a North Vietnamese tsunami. Some say almost 200 
rushed against the eighteen. One Marine, overwhelmed by this human 
wave, was unable to reload. He would beat two of them to death with 
the butt of his empty rifle before crumpling to the ground, dead from 
multiple gunshots. On the other side of the circle two adversaries had 
run out of ammunition at the same time. They were found locked in a 
grip of death. They had stabbed the life out of each other at exactly the 
same time. All of the attackers were throwing grenades as they rushed 
forward trying to overrun the dwindling group of tenacious Marines. 
Since the first crack of a rifle the dingers were responding. Every time 
they fired, a citizen of North Vietnam died, but there were just too many 
of them. The next morning, after the battle, more then 40 enemy bodies 
would be found near or within the circle. All would be shot in the head 
or upper chest. A dinger is a dinger is a dinger. The first attack was 
beaten back not by the quantity of the lead but rather the quality. The 
enemy began ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÄÏ×Î ÏÒ ÂÁÃË ÕÐ Á ÂÉÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
were going to get shot in the head. What presented a serious problem 
for the Marines was that they might all die before they ran out of 
ÔÁÒÇÅÔÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÂÒÉÅÆ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ time for 
the cavalry to arrive. Just as the NVA regrouped for what they thought 
would be the final push, the sides of the hill erupted in flames.  
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The Air Force had arrived and was delivering its napalm so close that it 
would singe the facial hairs on the defenders. Not even a doped up gook 
would charge into open flame, and the Sergeant had laid the liquid fire 
awful close. This caused the enemy to once again temporarily back off. 
But unbeknownst to everyone, all the Marines were dead, dying or 
wounded and the fight had just begun. From that moment, and all night 
long, the fixed wing aircraft would bomb the sides of the hill and the 
gunships would deliver machine gun and rocket fire to within five feet 
of the perimeter. A flare ship would drop million candle power flares, 
allowing all to see everything. While directing all this, the Sergeant 
made time to visit his people, secure their needs and render assistance. 
He now called for a Med- evac as he had dead and dying Marines. He 
asked to be pulled out, saying there were too many of them for his 
people. The Colonel did what he could; he ordered transport helicopters 
to the hill. As the helicopters arrived and began their descent all fucking 
hell broke loose. It was obvious that if they tried to land they would all 
die. The Sergeant thanked the Colonel for trying and then asked him to 
ȰÔÅÌÌ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÍȱȢ /ÎÅ ÃÕÒÉÏÕÓ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÃÒÁ×ÌÅÄ 
over to the edge to take a look. He glanced down the hill just as a flare 
went off. What he saw shook him to the marrow. It must have been the 
ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌ ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÕÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÙ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȢ 
(Å ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÆÕÃË ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ Á ÍÉÌÌÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ×Î 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÔÓ ÏÎ ÁÎ ÁÎÔ ÈÉÌÌȢ &ÕÃËȟ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÍÅȱȢ 
Somebody did. The enemy started blowing whistles. This had to be a 
signal for a second assault. None of the North Vietnamese solders in the 
front moved. They had learned that to move into the open area was to 
get shot in the head. This is where fate played a major card. When 
infantrymen do not advance it becomes time for the NCOs to get 
involved. You cannot successfully attack if you do not move forward. 
The Corporals and Sergeants must motivate and kick butt. And that is 
what they did. They stood up to do their job. They stood up and died. 
Days later, when Ray told me about it, I recognized them for who they 
were. For the first time I realized that those North Vietnamese NCOs 
were little brown Marines. Now the front of the mass was temporarily 
leaderless and the center was bunched up. The air support turned the 
center into a killing field. Once again their marksmanship had bought 
them time in this incredibility lopsided fight. Grenades as always were 
an excellent close-ÉÎ ×ÅÁÐÏÎȟ ÂÙ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÏÎÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ Çive 
away your position. 
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 So it was a distinct disadvantage when the Marines had used their last 
one. It was the Sergeant that thought of it first. He told them to throw 
rocks. He knew the principle would be the same. Throw a rock and 
when the enemy moves rapidly away from the point of impact, give him 
a dose of dinger. In preparation for the next assault the North 
Vietnamese tried to set up .50 caliber machine guns to pin down the 
Marines. Their problem was the same as before. In order to use one 
someone had to stand up behind it. Ray would tell me later that a rather 
substantial pile of conscripts would accumulate at the base of each gun. 
Then two major problems arose, the enemy regrouped and the Marines 
started to run out of ammunition. Fearful that the next attack might 
succeed, the Marines took a vote. It was unanimous, and the Sergeant 
began to call in the coordinates that would rain in artillery on his own 
position. Fortunately, when the ARVN (Army of the Republic of 
Vietnam) received this request, they turned their radio off. Boy, the 
7ÁÓÈÉÎÇÔÏÎ 0ÏÓÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÆÉÅÌÄ ÄÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȦ 
 
I distinctly remember that one time we had a conversation on the 
subject. We were sitting on our cots in the tent just talking and the 
subject of castration somehow came up. The question put to everybody 
was what as individuals would you do if in the course of a firefight, you 
got your balls shot off? The ruling was unanimous; we stated that we 
would never willingly return home. In fact, were that to happen we 
preferred death. What foolish statements but to us they were factual. 
We were teenage killers and had more testosterone in our veins then 
red blood cells. Such things were important to Marines. Whenever fear 
grabbed me and I had to struggle with the beast there was always a 
buddy who would help me regain control. Sometimes just a touch, a look 
ÏÒ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÓÔÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȱ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ 
my fear. I could not imagine making the journey alone. To be able to fall 
into the black hole of terror and quickly pull yourself out is a feat that 
can only be accomplished by a very brave man. 
 
The Sergeant recognized the sound; his ears told him that it was quickly 
coming to him. They also told him that there was nothing he could do 
about it. The mortar round landed just off to his side. Molten chucks of 
metal went flying through the air, some tearing pieces of flesh from his 
groin, causing instant paralysis below the waist. 
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Ȱ-Ù ÂÁÌÌÓȟ ÍÙ ÂÁÌÌÓȟ ÆÕÃË )ȭÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÍÙ ÂÁÌÌÓȢ 'ÏÄ ÎÏ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȢ (ÅÌÐ 
me, I losÔ ÍÙ ÂÁÌÌÓȱ !Ó ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÁÒ ÈÁÄ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ 
away. The Corpsman stopped the bleeding and assured him that what 
he needed was still hanging. Doc would offer the comfort of the poppy 
but it was refused. A leader would have to bear the pain. The only 
difference now was that in order to check his people he would have to 
crawl with his elbows. The enemy had stopped the timed assaults. The 
attacks had turned into one continuous motion. The Marines took an 
inventory and found that between them they had eight rounds of 
ammunition left! K-Bars were removed from their sheaths and stuck 
into the ground. The Sergeant knew that his men were at the end. He sat 
up, I said he sat up. He told them that reveille was in two hours and help 
was on the way. Those that could, would crawl forward taking weapons 
and ammunition from the dead. Many Marines were forced to use 
ÅÎÅÍÙ !+τχȭÓȢ 2ÅÇÁÒÄÌÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÕÓÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÃÉÐÌÅÓ ÏÆ 
marksmanship are the same. A dinger is a dinger is a dinger. Then one of 
the most remarkable things in the history of warfare took place. It 
started with taunting, Marine, you die! We are going to kill you, Marine! 
Marine, in two hours you will be dead! The Sergeant thought a moment 
then instructed his Indians to laugh. Those that could started softly. It 
was a thing that grew by itself. Then everybody was giving one big 
continuous horse laugh! They stopped taunting. The laugh grew to a 
crescendo. They stopped shooting. The laughter rolled down the hill. No 
interpreter was needed for this universal language of contempt. Let the 
record show that it ended then and it ended there. It was as if some big 
white towel had been thrown into the ring. They would still continue to 
kill and maim but as prisoners would later reveal, it was at that point 
that they lost control of their fear. You knew that it was done when they 
started to drag their dead away. There were forty corpses that none of 
them wanted to try and retrieve as they lay within the twenty foot 
Marine perimeter. An inventory of the shallow graves left in the valley 
would reveal that they would drag off almost 200 fathers, husbands, 
sons and brothers. 
 
He was more then amazed. As far as he could tell, of all the humans on 
the big hill he was the only one that was uninjured. He stayed put as 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÐÉÎÎÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ ÈÉÓ ÌÕÃËȢ (Å 
watched as 24 helicopters delivered 250 Marines from Charlie Co. 1/5.  
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While waiting Ray noticed something he could not explain: someone 
had dug a tunnel into the hill. He watched as the grunt approached the 
freshly dug ground. He started to yell out a warning when the Marine 
removed his helmet and bent down to peer into the opening. He said 
that he will forever remember that sight of the gray matter blowing out 
the back of that Marines skull. What shocked him was his complacency 
towards the vision. His concept of life and death would forever be 
changed.  He was the only one from his patrol to return to the battalion 
area. He would do what we all did when we returned from the bush. It 
was time for a shower. As he washed and began to relax the adrenaline 
would decrease and the fatigue would set in. Scrubbing hard with the 
soap he felt for the first time a feeling that had previously been masked; 
he felt pain. He looked down at the floor and saw his blood as it was 
being washed down the drain. Doc would arrive and identify it for what 
it was, a hole caused by shrapnel. That did it, that made 100%. Of all the 
Marines who went out on that patrol every one had been killed or 
wounded. 
 
From Okinawa to North Carolina, I remember the shared duty stations, 
schools and liberty. I remember your love of speed. I remember the time 
I crawled under your dashboard as you pegged out the speedometer on 
your new Plymouth Roadrunner. I remember looking back and seeing 
the trooper give up. I remember that you forgot about his radio, you of 
all people forgetting what a radio could do. I remember how proud it 
made you feel when those Carolina Troopers called you Richard Petty. I 
remember the second ticket in Denver when you wore your uniform to 
court. I remember the judge asking you how you had gotten your Silver 
3ÔÁÒȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅ× ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÔȟ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÙÏÕ 
ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȱȢ ) ÒÅÃÅÎÔÌÙ ÓÁ× ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
internet. They spoke of you in the present-tense. From this I learned 
two things. First, you must have slowed down and second, I miss the 
liberty. Ray, from me and mine to you and yours, God Bless and Semper 
Fi. 
 
Once again I sat in an empty tent waiting for them to return. But this 
time I was as much a part of them as they were a part of me. I was 
prepared for the return R&R ritual. I had fabricated numerous stories 
about Chinese vaginas. For the first time there would be no quiz, for last 
night they had sat up and watched their friends die.  
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When your comrades need your help and you are unable to deliver, the 
feeling that follows surpasses worthlessness and failure. The Recon 
Scout Sniper was the first to enter the tent. I had never nor ever would 
see him this angry, not even when he squeezed the trigger. He was mad 
about the shifting of the artillery coverage. It was obvious to him that 
the gooks that did the probing were so loud that the whole thing had to 
ÂÅ Á ÒÕÓÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ) ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÁÎÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ 
ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÈÏ× ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ   
The powers that be decided that the best way to see what the North 
Vietnamese would do in the valley was to quickly reinsert the five 
remaining Recon teams. We had always had time off between patrols; 
ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÅØÃÅÐÔÉÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÎÏÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ 
complained. We quickly saddled up and set a record returning to the LZ. 
Once we reentered the valley, I would make note of a phenomena. The 
villagers would willfully volunteer information. They would take us to 
the freshly dug graves and tell us where the North Vietnamese had gone. 
In all my time in Vietnam this cooperation would never be repeated. It 
was obvious that the villagers had watched the battle and had 
concluded whose side they should temporally be associated with. 
(Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ÄÅÆÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ (ÉÌÌ τψψ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ×ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔÓ ÁÎÄ 
minds of the local populace then any community action plan I ever saw. 
It didÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ .6! ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÌÅÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
had left without packing. One of the teams had a little success when they 
used their heads for something besides a hat rack. Sighting six enemy 
soldiers in the open they quickly called a fire mission. The artillery 
rounds were right on the mark, killing all six NVA. Now the Recon 
spotter taught everybody a lesson. Thinking that the NVA would react 
like Marines he ordered the artillery battery to remain unmoved. Sure 
enough, in a short period of time ten more enemy arrived to remove the 
ÓÉØ ÄÅÁÄȢ )Æ ÅÖÅÒ Á ȰÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȱ ÏÒÄÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÈÅÎȢ 
The entire battery answered and all ten were added to the dead. Now 
ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ Á ×ÁÒȠ ËÉÌÌ ÓÉØÔÅÅÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÁÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÄÉÓÔance 
ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÔÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
enough time to finish his beans and weenies! 
 
On the first night back from this patrol, I ducked out of the back of the 
tent, walked to the middle of the beach and sat down. I thought about 
my friends in the 1st platoon and cried.  
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When I was done I got up and walked back to the tent, thus closing the 
book on what was called Operation Kansas. I kept that book closed for 
thirty -seven years.    
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Ȱ'ÒÅÅÎ 'ÈÏÓÔÓȱ 
 

During the Vietnam War the operational concept of Marine Recon units 
was to run small, heavily armed teams deep into enemy held territory to 
disrupt the communications and supply lines being used by the VC/NVA 
(Viet Cong/North Vietnam Army). They were so successful at this that 
the VC/NVA created special units to seek out and destroy these teams. 
During early 1982, Harry Hayes interviewed Nguyen Tuong Lai, the 
former Viet Cong National Chief of Intelligence. During the interview he 
was ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ -ÁÒÉÎÅ 2ÅÃÏÎ ÕÎÉÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÔÅÄ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅ 2ÅÃÏÎ ÕÎÉÔÓ 
×ÅÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Ȱ'ÒÅÅÎ 'ÈÏÓÔÓȱ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÄÏ×Ó ÏÆ 'ÈÏÓÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ 6#Ⱦ.6! ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÎ ÕÎÉÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÕÔ 
never knew where they were. Dressed in green uniforms and 
camouflÁÇÅÄ ÉÎ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Ȱ'ÒÅÅÎ 'ÈÏÓÔÓȱȢ (Å ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÁÔÅÄ 
that the VC/NVA were never really successful in hunting down and 
dealing with the Recon units. 
Capt. Kenneth King USMC 
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________________________DECLASSIFIED_______________________ 
 
 
                                                                            1st Reconnaissance battalion 
                                                                            CHU LAI, RVN  
141430H  July 1966 
Bn Frag Order 12-66 
Team:  3rd 0ÌÔȟ #Ï Ȱ#ȱ ɉ"//+#/6%2Ɋ 
Debriefer: Capt. Howard 
Maps: VIETNAM, 1:50,000, AMS L701 
 
 

PATROL REPORT 
 
1. Size and composition: 1 OFF, 24 Enl, 1 USN 
 
2. Mission: To be inserted vicinity BT 456913 and to establish an OP 
vicinity BT 455907 and observe enemy activity in the TAY MY 1 and 2; 
and the THACH BINH valleys. Patrols and ambush to be conducted on 
order. 
 
3. Time of Departure: 121800H July 1966 
 
4. Time of Return: 141230H July 1966 
 
5. Route: See attached overlay (Enclosure 1) 
 
6. Synopsis: Patrol covered a period of 42 ½  hours with one sighting of 
12-16 VC. Patrol was inserted at BT 456912 and harbored for the night 
at BT454909, and conducted squad size patrols from this location. 
Patrol captured the following items: 
       1 Cartridge belt                            1 First Aid Kit 
       1 Hat                                                1 Poncho 
       2 Grenades                                    1 Thompson w/magazine: 20 rds 
       1 Hammock                                  1 Pair Sandals 
       1 Gas Mask                                   1 Wallet with assorted papers. 
                               $620 Piasters 
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7. Observations (Enemy and Terrain): 
 
TIME                  COORDINATES         OBSERVATIONS 
 
130800H         BT 456909                 1 squad size patrol-Alpha departed  
131500H                                                 and patrolled the area. Saw 5 coolie 
                                                                   Hats next to a trail at BT 449907 and 
                                                                   heard some voices, Patrol returned at 
131500H   to   BT 456909. 
 
130800H         BT 456909                  Patrol-Brovo moved to BT 463907,  
131500H                                                saw nothing. Patrol returned to OP at  
                                                                  131500H 
 
130800H         BT 456909                  Patrol-Charlie moved to BT457904 
131500H                                                and saw a trench line and bunker at 
                                                                  BT 456904. Area had not been  
                                                                  Occupied in quite some time. 
 
131545H         BT451907                   Patrol moved from OP to BT 451907 
                                                                   and suffered 1 heat casualty who was 
                                                                   Med-evaced at 131800H 
 
131900H         BT447903                   Harbored for night. 
 
140110H         BT447903                   Patrol heard light sporadic fire from 
140315H                                                vicinity grid square 4488 
 
140700H         BT447901                   While moving Patrol noted that the  
                                                                   saw grass was matted for an area 
                                                                   approximately 15x15 feet at BT  
                                                                   447901. It appeared that several 
                                                                   animals had bedded down, but there 
                                                                   were no foot or hoof marks on the  
                                                                   ground. 
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140800H        BT445898              Patrol moved to BT 445898 and 
                                                             spent 45 minutes in establishing 
                                                             communications and sending 
                                                             message traffic. 
 
140845H       bT445898               Patrol was attacked by an estimated 
                                                            12-16 VC. The attack was launched 
                                                            by a frag grenade, which immediately 
                                                            killed the Corpsman, and followed by 
                                                            heavy automatic small arms fire. A fire 
                                                            fight ensued. The grenade seemed  
                                                            directed at the radio operator. The patrol 
                                                            returned immediate fire. Three more  
                                                            grenades were thrown into the patrols 
                                                            position, followed by heavy automatic 
                                                            small arms fire. The area was thickly 
                                                            vegetated with vines, trees and saw grass 
                                                           The patrol immediately responded with 
                                                            grenades and automatic fire. The patrols 
                                                            perimeter was 25 meters in diameter 
                                                            with 4 teams in a 360 defensive position 
                                                            around the HQ section (this statement is   
                                                            not factualɂauthor). The first grenade                                                                    
                                                            came from the northeast. Other grenades 
                                                            came from the northwest and southwest  
                                                            of the patrols position. UH-τȭs came  
                                                            overhead and stated that the VC fire was 
                                                            coming from vicinity BT 443092.There  
                                                            were 3 distinct attacks, all began with  
                                                            grenades accompanied by automatic fire. 
                                                            The patrol responded immediately at all 
                                                            times. During the second attack 4-5 VC 
                                                            advanced on the patrol from the vicinity 
                                                            BT 444897.  Patrol took VC under fire 
                                                            And saw 3 VC fold onto the ground. The 
                                                           1 VC KIA (killed in action) confirmed 
                                                            was found at BT 446901 with one 
                                                           Thompson SMG, a green hat and  
                                                            cartridge belt with 2 grenades, rice and 
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                                                           medical supplies. He was dressed in  
                                                           ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȱÓ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÂÂÅÒ ÓÁÎÄÁÌÓȢ 0ÁÔÒÏÌ ÈÁÄ 
                                                           to pop yellow smoke in order for 
                                                           helicopter pilots to pinpoint their  
                                                           position. Attempts were made to lower a 
                                                           hoist for the critically wounded without 
                                                           success. Stretchers were dropped to the 
                                                           patrol. When the infantry reaction force 
                                                           arrived at around 141100H, they assisted 
                                                           in evacuating the wounded. They also 
                                                           returned fire on the VC. 
8. Other information: The squad and team leaders reacted immediately 
and in a professional manner. Their professionalism allowed the 
platoon leader and platoon sergeant the opportunity to aid the 
wounded and direct air strikes. Most of the USMC casualties occurred on 
the first attack. The VC seemed to have a coordinated attack and did not 
hit and run. The patrol leader feels that some of the VC may have slept 
in the matted down grass area at BT 447901. The patrol thinks that the 
VC had one heavy caliber heavy automatic weapon. Most of the VC were 
ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÈÁÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÒÅÅÎ 
uniforms. On the 13th the patrol saw farmers in groups of 3-5 working in 
the rice patties in grid square 4590. The patrol noted a very old trench 
line running from northwest to southeast in the vicinity of BT 452912. 
 
9. Contact with the enemy: 1 VC KIA (killed in action) confirmed, 3 VC 
KIA probable, 1 VC WIA (wounded in action) confirmed. 
 
10. Condition of Patrol: 1 USN KIA, 12 USMC WIA. 
 
11. Recommendations and Conclusions: That communication 
throughout the patrolling area is poor and that closer relay be 
established.  That the Med-Evac at 131800H alerted the VC that a 
Marine Unit was in the area and they probably concluded that it was a 
very small unit. That as a consequence of the earlier Med-Evac and 
lengthy period required to establish communications, the patrol was 
attacked. That there are more VC in the area.  
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                                                                              **************  
                                                                               1st/LT USMC 
                                                                               3rd PLT, #/Ȣ Ȱ#ȱ 
                                                                               PATROL LEADER 
 
________________________DECLASSIFIED_______________________  
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Explaining combat to a noncombatant is like telling a Nun how to fuck. 
How does one explain that a small nation fighting a much more 
powerful nation loses all the battles but wins the war? Does it have 
anything to do with the fact that we were not willing to kill them all but 
they were all willing to die? Perhaps, but something must be said for the 
type of warfare fought. Due to limited visibility, combat in a jungle is 
basically one on one. The restrictive environment allows only one type 
of troop movement, the column (straight line). And the major form of 
combat is that of the ambush. If those little brown men knew anything, 
they knew how to spring an ambush!  
 
Throughout its glorious history the United States Marine Corps has 
prided itself in the fact that if you wanted to be a Marine you had to ask. 
On a few rare occasions Marines died faster then they were made. 
January 1966 was such an occurrence. 
 
He stood in line like the rest of the young men. He could have run, but 
later he would tell me, with a twinkle in his eye, that the thought had 
never crossed his mind. They were there that day because of their 
birthdays. A National Draft Lottery had been held. Three hundred and 
sixty five capsules were picked out of the rotating barrel. My birthday 
would be drawn number three hundred and twenty one. He was not so 
lucky. He had already resolved that he and his new bride would start 
their life together as a United States Army family. He had passed all of 
the tests and now stood in line to be sworn in. Here, fate would take a 
nasty turn. He would tell me of a man in a strange uniform, coming out 
into the hall and counting them off one at a time. One, two, three, four, 
Marines, six, seven, eight, nine, Marines, eleven, twelve, thirteen, 
fourteen, Marines. 
Ȱ./ 3)2Ȣȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÉÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÃÁÎȦȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÄÒÁÆÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ !ÒÍÙȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ Ó×ÅÅÔÈÅÁÒÔȢȱ 4ÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
young man by the ear and dragged him into the next room proclaiming 
ȰÓ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÉÎȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÉÓÔÅÒÏÕÓ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ 
continued until the last syllable of the oath had been administered.  
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Then there was dead silence. This Cherokee was smart; he knew when 
ÔÏ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ ȰÃÉÖÉÌÉÚÅÄ ÎÁÔÉÏÎȱȢ )Ô 
was then that Charlie Breedlove would become a Marine and the Marine 
Corps would be better off for it. He would then take the same path as the 
rest of us, boot camp, infantry training school, jungle warfare training 
and Vietnam. When they looked into his folder they must have seen that 
he was drafted as this rifleman was assigned to the noncombatant job of 
mess duty. Chance would find him pouring powdered milk and stirring 
powered eggs in the mess tent of First Recon. Once, after a particularly 
difficult day, he was heard to say that he did not come to Vietnam to 
scrub pots and pans and that he wanted to see some action. I often 
wondered how much time passed between his utterance of those words 
and me watching him stow his gear under the cot across from mine. 
.Ï× #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÈÏÓÅÎ ÁÎ ÅÍÐÔÙ ÃÏÔ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 3ÔÅÖÅ 7ÈÉÔÎÅÙȭÓȢ 
 
 Charlie was from Oklahoma and Steve was from Missouri. Once they 
both opened their mouth you could tell that they came out of the same 
brier patch. Steve wanted to be a race car driver but would settle for 
thirty years in law enforcement. He was one of those rare people who 
always remained calm. After his tour in Vietnam was up, he would ask 
the Marine Corps to stay. It would take two Purple Hearts to convince 
him to rotate back to the world. He retired as the sheriff of Christian 
#ÏÕÎÔÙȟ -ÉÓÓÏÕÒÉȢ ) ÏÎÌÙ ËÎÏ× Ô×Ï ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ #ÈÒÉÓÔÉÁÎ #ÏÕÎÔÙȡ )ÔȭÓ 
just north of Branson, Missouri and at one time they had a hell of a 
sheriff. Down just a few cots you would find the Mexican, Leonel Perez. 
Leonel had a strange MOS (Military Occupational Specialty). The 
numbers identified him as a Recon Scout Sniper. I was always amazed 
that he would go on patrol with a World War II Garand M1 Rifle with a 
sniper scope attached to the top. This weapon was semi-automatic, 
meaning that every time you wanted to fire a single round, you had to 
squeeze the trigger. Such is the world of a sniper. Thirty seven years 
later Leonel would tell me that the only thing he could remember about 
me was that when we went on patrol I would carry so much 
ammunition that he would be amazed I could walk. You see, Leonel and 
) ÈÁÄ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÐÈÉÌÏÓÏÐÈÉÅÓȢ (Å ×ÁÓ Á ȰÄÉÎÇÅÒȱ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÁÔ Á 
ÔÉÍÅȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÁÕÔÏÍÁÔÉÃ ÁÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÉÔ ÁÎÙ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÔÁÒÇÅÔ ÓÏ 
I had to cover the whole area. I never saw Leonel fire his weapon very 
often, but every time he squeezed one off somebody died.  
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Before it was all over with, the God of War would make the Recon Scout 
Sniper pay a terrible price. 
 
 And then there was the corporal. As far as I was concerned he was cut 
from the same mold as the Marines who waded ashore at Tarawa, 
defended the perimeter on Guadalcanal or walked out of the Chosen 
Reservoir with their frozen dead. I envy you; you reached a level as a 
Marine that was unattainable to me. That day I sat in the empty tent, not 
knowing you but waiting for your return. When you came in from that 
patrol and I was assigned to your team, you took a raw boot and turned 
him into an adequate jungle fighter. I remember that you taught me to 
ÒÏÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÉÍÅ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÈ ÓÏ 
ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÏÆ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏ 
to call in air strikes and artillery. When fear ran down my spine, you 
reached out and calmed me. Once when it got up close and personal 
with me and I could see his blood squirt every time his heart beat, I 
hesitated. You stood up behind me and ended the thing. I am alive 
because of you. For that I thank you, my children thank you and my 
second wife thanks you, my first wife thinks that you fucked up. I 
remember with great sadness, how it was when I saw you at the 
reunion. My heart was torn out and handed back to me, when I realized 
that you were still on patrol. You have been denied the comfort of the 
security that you gave to everyone else. 
 
7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ÉÓ Á ÂÒÁÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 5Ȣ3Ȣ 
Navy. If a Marine needs a Chaplin, Dentist or Doctor he will have to visit 
a Navel officer. When in combat a Marine never worries about the 
Marine next to him as they share a common denominator, boot camp. 
Knowing that your comrade has made it through boot camp is enough to 
comfort you as he watches your back. If for some reason you find 
yourself in combat with someone who has not earned that rite of 
passage for your trust, he must first prove himself. There is one 
exception to this rule. When Marines go into combat they are 
accompanied by Navy Corpsmen. I have no idea where they get their 
ÃÏÕÒÁÇÅ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔȢ %Öery time that 
ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÓ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÏÒ ÄÙÉÎÇȟ ÉÎÖÁÒÉÁÂÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ Ȱ#ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎ 
ÕÐȢȱ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÒÉÓÅ ÕÐ ÉÎ Á ÃÒÏÕÃÈȟ ÒÕÎ 
forward into the mouth of hell with nothing but their medical pack.  
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I have concluded that were I in their shoes, the person shouting the 
ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÏÆ Ȱ#ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎ ÕÐȱ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ Á ÆÉÒÍ ÂÕÔ ÐÏÌÉÔÅ ȰÆÕÃË ÙÏÕȱȢ  
 
)Î *ÕÎÅ ȭφφ ×ÈÅÎ ρst Platoon suffered 100% casualties, the survivors 
saw something they found hard to explain. During the first enemy 
assault the Corpsman was shot in the head. With the front corner of his 
skull missing he fell to the ground. After a moment he began to feel 
around on the ground, as he could not see. He was searching for the 
bodies that he knew he would find. Once he found one the search 
started all over again until he could find the wound. When he found the 
wound he would bandage it with a field dressing. He was tending to his 
×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÌÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȦ 4ÈÅ .ÁÖÙ #ÒÏÓÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
ÃÏÖÅÒ ÉÔȢ (ÉÓ ÃÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÄ Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅst tradition of the United 
3ÔÁÔÅÓ .ÁÖÙȱȢ )Ô ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÔÒÁÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ Á 
-ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎȱȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÁÉÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒ Á ÎÏÔÃÈȢ 
 
Doc was a giver. The only thing he ever asked for is what you needed. If 
the good Lord ever lines up tÈÅ ÇÉÖÅÒÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ $ÏÃ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔȢ ) 
remember once when his sister sent him a large care package. Care 
packages were boxes sent from home that contained items worth their 
weight in gold. Such packages would hold things that could not be 
acquired in Vietnam, like candy, fresh cigarettes, shampoo, magazines 
and things requested. Doc had set the package in the center of the tent 
ÁÎÄ ÉÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÅÅÄÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÃËÁÇÅ 
was empty that I realized Doc had taken nothing. He never talked about 
himself, but always asked about you. Then he would listen intently to 
ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ /ÎÃÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ȰÏÐÅÎ ÕÐȱȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ 
with his plans. He informed me that when this was done he was going 
back to school so that he could take over the family business. His father 
was a mortician. It made no difference to us. Whether we were talking 
to a neurosurgeon from the Mayo Clinic or our Corpsman, the term 
Ȱ$ÏÃȱ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅȢ 3Ï ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ *ÕÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒ 
1966, Doc would take the 3rd Platoon by the hand and lead us through 
the twilight zone. It was a journey from which he would never return. 
 
The Lt. Colonel always made sure that we had our time off. After each 
patrol he would see that we had at least three days where nobody 
would bother us. We would spend the first day cleaning our gear and 
getting ready for the next patrol. 
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 Then usually the next two days would be on the beach. It was during 
such slack time that Doc sought out Steve Whitney. 
Ȱ3ÔÅÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ(É $ÏÃȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÆÁÖÏÒȢȱ 7ÈÉÔÎÅÙ ÆÒÏÚÅȠ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÌ Á ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÔÁÍÐÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÍÁÉÌ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÆÕÃËÅÎ ÌÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÌÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȟ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ-ÂÙȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÁÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÃ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÁÌË ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÔÅÖÅȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ /+ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÃ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓËÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȢ .Ï 
ÏÎÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÉÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÍÙ ÓÈÉÐÍÁÔÅÓ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/+ $ÏÃȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÔÔÅÒȢ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÒÁÓÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Doc said thanks and Whitney stowed the letter under his rack. 
Even when told what happened, I could not comprehend it. In his mind 
this man was convinced that he was going to die. He had a sure way out, 
ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ (Å ×ÅÎÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÎÅÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÇÉÖÅÒȢ )Î ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ Á 
man that thought that he was going to die. It was always the opposite. 
%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢ !ÎÄ ÍÙ 
answer would be that all body bags are full of people that said the same 
thing. I have since concluded that the Nazarene must tell the givers, so 
that they can prepare. 
 
Being in Recon had a few advantages, you could wear a soft cover in the 
ÂÕÓÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÒÄ ÈÁÔȟ ÏÒ ȰÐÉÓÓ-ÐÏÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÁÎÔÒÙ 
had to put on their head. Also, you could go out into the bush armed 
with the weapon of your choice. Sometimes my choice would be 
multiple. When I saw it I knew I had to have it. To me it registered 100% 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÓÔÏÓÔÅÒÏÎÅ ÍÅÔÅÒȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÌÄ ÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÆÆ 
a dead VC (a woman at that). I just knew that it was a Thompson 
submachine gun, and I was going into the bush armed like Machine Gun 
Kelly. I bought it, cleaned it and felt like Bonny and Clyde had nothing on 
me. 
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It was time again. We all climbed the small sandy hill to the briefing tent 
at the top. Upon entering the tent I immediately noticed two things that 
concerned me. First, the tent was crowded with new faces and second, 
the Battalion Commander was going to give the patrol briefing. They 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÎÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ ,ÔȢ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ 3ÕÌÌÉÖÁÎȢ 3ÉÒȟ ÉÆ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ 
you without any rank in the way, I would tell you that I saw you. I saw 
the sorrow in your face when we told you of the dead and wounded. I 
saw you grab a lawn chair and a pair of 7x50 binoculars and sit in the 
middle of a monsoon rain, scanning the sky for a single helicopter, all 
this because the General in charge of the Air Wing had explained to you 
that his helicopters could not fly in bad weather. And I heard that when 
you saw one flying, you would call and tell him that it needed to go and 
pick your people up. I heard that you had punched my Lieutenant in the 
face, explaining to him that it was in lieu of a court marshal, and that if 
he ever risked the lives of his men over a bellyache again, you would 
relieve him of his command. I heard what you said to the General that 
wanted to use your Recon teams as bait. God bless you sir. I know that 
you never made General, you cared too much. And then there was the 
Lieutenant, next to the Colonel, I was surprised that he stood so close to 
him. Lieutenant, I was with you when you called for that night med-
evac, then personally directed the helicopter into the side of the 
mountain. I was with you the day you lost the respect of your NCOs as 
you stopped the patrol deep in Indian county, so that we could search 
for your lost toothbrush. I was with you the day you taught us how to 
repel an ambush. You had lined us up in a column and marched us 
ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȟ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ÏÆ ȰÁÍÂÕÓÈȱȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÐÉÖÏÔ 
and open fire on a preset cardboard box. Did you not know that in the 
center of the column would be a grenadier that would fire a 40 mm 
round with a casualty radius of 15 meters? After the explosion he would 
fall to his knees, with a hole in his lung. I was with you when your lack of 
leadership may have resulted in murder. And now we were together on 
a patrol in which your NCOs would see Vietcong but you would see 
elephants. Later; we all knew that you had been relieved of your 
command, but that you had gone to see the General and he had given 
you a second chance. We also knew, in time, even the General would 
give up on you. Yes you tried, but in your position, to try is not enough. 
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 I will be the first to admit that sometimes we could be immature and 
nonprofessional. That was acceptable. We were those who followed. But 
for a leader those traits bordered on incompetence. 
 
Colonel Sullivan walked to the front of the tent and stood by a large 
map. The map showed the First Marine Divisions area of responsibility. 
The map was covered with acetate. They had used a grease pencil to 
draw little flags on the acetate. The flags signified suspected locations of 
ÅÎÅÍÙ ÍÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ ÕÎÉÔÓȢ (Å ÂÅÇÁÎ Ȱ'ÅÎÔÌÅÍÁÎȟ ÍÁÙ ) ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȱȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÐÉÎ ÄÒÏÐȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÌÉÁÂÌÅ ÉÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÃÅ 
that at this location is a Vietcong ÂÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎȱȢ (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÆÌÁÇ ÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȱȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒȢ 
Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÔÁËÅ ÎÏÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÅÄ ÌÉÎÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÌÉÎÅ ÉÓ ÏÕÒ ÐÅÒÉÍÅÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ 
intelligence is correct we have a Vietcong battalion inside the Chu Lai 
perimeter! That we can not allow, we must find these people and we 
ÍÕÓÔ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢ 7Å ÁÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ 3Ⱦ3ÇÔȢ (Ï×ÁÒÄȭÓ ρst 
platoon last month. It must be rebuilt. For that reason this patrol will be 
twice the normal size. Upon your return, the twelve Marines not 
associated with 3rd platoon will form the nucleus of the new 1st platoon. 
After insertion you will proceed to this vicinity (he pointed at the map) 
and establish an OP (observation post) where you will be able to 
observe this entire vÁÌÌÅÙȱȢ 'ÅÓÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȟ ÈÅ 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅȢ Ȱ/Î ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÄÁÙ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÒÅÁË ÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌÓ 
and cover these areas. Your last day will be an area recon of Hill 97 (all 
hills were assigned a number corresponding to meters above sea level). 
Intelligence reports this location to be a Vietcong supply depot. 
Gentleman, if you have the opportunity to mix it up, I expect you to mix 
it up. I will be sending a second radioman with you, and air and artillery 
will be on standby waiting for your call sign. We will extract you from 
ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÌÅÙ ÂÅÌÏ× ωχȱȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ςυ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÃÏÒÐÓÍÁÎ 
against a Vietcong battalion. We were just brash enough to think we 
×ÏÕÌÄ ËÉÃË ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÅÎÔÌÅÍÁÎȟ ÁÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ 
you good witÈ Á ÓÈÏÔÇÕÎȩȱ 4ÈÅ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ÔÈÅÎ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÒÅ ÏÎÔÏ ÏÎÅ 
Charlie Breedlove. Charlie squirmed on his part of the bench and said 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅ ÉÎ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁȟ ) ÈÕÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅȱȢ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÉÔÔÅÎ ÔÈÅ 
hook; all the Colonel had to do now was set it and reel Charlie in. Then 
ÔÈÅ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ÁÓËÅÄ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÈÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÏȢ Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ 
×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ Ȱ3ÉÒ 0&# #ÈÁÒÌÅÓ "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅȱȢ Ȱ'ÏÏÄȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÅ× 
shotgun round that we need to field test.  
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Instead of round shot it fires little darts; these darts come out in a tight 
circular pattern. Once they strike soft flesh, they tend to travel 
throughout the body in an erratic manner. The only way they can be 
located is with an x-ray machine, and our enemy does not have access to 
such technology. Charlie, check them out and let me know what you 
ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Shit, the corporal was going into the bush with a fire team that included 
Ma Barker and the Dart man. 
 
I remember only one thing about the preparation for this patrol. I would 
remove from my cartridge belt a pouch containing ammunition and 
replace it with an extra field dressing. It would be the first and only time 
that I would replace bullets with bandages. I have no idea why I did this. 
He must have been watching. After we were all dressed to kill and had 
added an extra hundred pounds to our body weight, we marched out of 
the tent, up and over the small sand hill to our LZ. Upon arriving at our 
LZ, we proceeded to sit down, and in good military fashion, wait. 
Waiting was always the time of deep concern; soon we would punch the 
clock as real Marines. Over time, waiting at our own LZ would cause my 
feelings to run the entire spectrum, at the beginning of my tour I would 
ÂÅ ȰÈÁÒÄ ÃÈÁÒÇÉÎÇȱ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢ .ÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÌÕÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÔÈÉÒÔÅÅÎÔÈ 
month I would be scared shitless. I was never afraid of dying but I was 
always scared to death of the pain involved in the act of dying. If it was 
going to happen, then that journey would begin here, while I sat waiting. 
 
) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÆÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȟ ςφ ÏÆ 
us, armed to the teeth and ready for bear. What a fucking rush. The 
ÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÌÁÎÄ ÉÎ Ô×Ï ×ÁÖÅÓȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
think that I ever saw that again. Nor had we ever lifted off at such a late 
ÈÏÕÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÆÁÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÕÒÅ 
ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔÈÁÖÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ !Ó ×Å 
lifted off, I immediately began my ritual. Thinking that it would relax 
me, I would first smoke a cigarette, then I would pray. I remember 
trying to convince Him to just pay attention to me and ignore all the 
ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ×ÈÙ (Å ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ËÉÎÄ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÁÕÓÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȩ Ȱ2ÅÎÄÅÒ ÕÎÔÏ #ÁÅÓÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ which is 
#ÁÅÓÁÒȭÓȱȢ  
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Even though He knew that the promises would prove to be hollow, He 
would still listen; I would step on a mine that would fail to explode. I 
would have artillery burst over my head, as I watched the shrapnel hit 
the ground all around me, I would remain unscratched.As Marines were 
killed and maimed on either side of me, I remained untouched. I would 
ÂÅ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÄ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ȰÈÏÔ ,:ȭÓȱ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓ 
would dance around me and never hit their intended target. I would 
ȰÂÕÍÐȱ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒ ÏÎ Á ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÔÒÁÉÌȟ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÔÏ 
make a choice, and I am still here. On this patrol He would lead me to a 
ravine and stop the bullets before they reached me. I would foolishly 
come to believe that this meant that I was going to be somebody 
important. Then I would think that it must be one of my children that 
needed to be born. Now I know the truth; He reaches out the furthest, to 
touch the damned. 
 
 
As we banked sharply, I looked out the hole and saw the LZ. I was 
pleased that it was within our perimeter, this meant that we were using 
it for the first time. Using an LZ more then once was generally 
unhealthy. Sometimes the tip-off would be when the pilot would not 
touch down and you were thrown or had to jump from the door. You 
never knew if you were jumping into a minefield or a neighborhood 
welcome wagon committee. Once the pilot arrived at his LZ you were 
pretty much committed. Earlier in the year a four man Recon team was 
being inserted. When they reached the proposed LZ the team leader 
would not get out. He was screaming to the door gunner to tell the pilot 
that the coordinates were wrong. He was trying to convey the fact that 
the landmarks did not match up with his map. Finally the door gunner 
threw the team leader out of the hole. The other three Marines had no 
choice but to immediately follow. All four had jumped into a North 
Vietnamese Regimental Headquarters. The radioman lived for three 
minutes. The team leader would be carried for days then die of his 
wounds. The Colonel would spend four sleepless nights searching for 
ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ 5ÎÂÅËÎÏ×ÎÓÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÐÌÁÃÅȢ 
4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ Á ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ !26.ȭÓ ɉ!ÒÍÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÐÕÂÌÉÃ ÏÆ 
South Vietnam) that two Marines, in deep shock, had walked into their 
compound. They were twenty miles away from where they should have 
been. That was the last four man insertion that Colonel Sullivan ever 
ordered. 
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If it were an Olympic event I would have won a medal. When it was 
time, I would fly out of the hole, run as fast as I could, just past the prop 
wash, and then do a belly-flop. I always had to fight the urge to run into 
ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅ ÌÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÅÐ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ 
to meet. Being first out the door was okay. Those little bastards would 
never shoot at the first group. They would suck you in, usually waiting 
until the last choppers were trying to lift off, then they would start 
shooting. And you would be left standing there on the bulls-eye eating a 
big shit sandwich.  I executed my jump, dash and flop maneuver with 
perfection. As the choppers lifted off, it was quiet. We had landed in a 
ȰÃÏÌÄ ,:ȱȟ Ȱ0ÒÁÉÓÅ 'ÏÄ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÈÏÍ ÁÌÌ ÂÌÅÓÓÉÎÇÓ ÆÌÏ×ȱȢ /ÎÃÅ ÁÌÌ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÄÅÅÐ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÓȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ 
in the neighborhood saw your arrival. You had to make great space 
between this spot and you. The packs were heavy but the feet were 
light. So it was that we quickly formed up and moved into the jungle. 
 
4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙÓ ÈÕÍÐ ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄÅÓÔ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÁÔÅÎ ÙÏur 
way through the weight of your pack yet. The chow accounted for most 
of the weight in your pack; as you buried the cans, your load lightened 
up. That was true for almost everybody, but not for me. I had a rule of 
thumb: never allow your chow to outweigh your ammo. Our 
instructions were to hump to the closest high ground, and that we did. It 
bothered me that we stayed so close to our LZ. If anybody came looking, 
odds were that we would bump into each other. But this hike would be 
as uneventful as it was short. We got to where we were going with just 
enough light to set up for the night. Every setup was always the same. 
We would form a 360 degree circle; in the center would be the 
radioman, corpsman and patrol leader. The watches would be rotated 
so that each team would always have one man awake. After I put my 
claymore mine out, I would look for a place away from its back blast that 
was a good defensive position and a comfortable place to sleep, in that 
order. Once it got dark, to move was to flirt with the angel of death. One 
thing you never did was go outside the circle. If you had to pee, you just 
rolled over. God I hated the nights in the bush. For then, you could only 
hear things and not be able to confirm the sound with vision. Today 
when a Marine goes into combat he is equipped with night vision 
goggles. I would have given my left nut for such a tool. Only once was I 
ever comfortable in this situation. That time I was on patrol with a dog. 
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 I hated that dog for drinking all our water. But that night I was willing 
to give him my last canteen. When that unlucky little brown man started 
to probe our perimeter, the dog got up and went over to his trainer. 
 (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÐÁ×Ó ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÎÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÒȭÓ 
chest. The trainer then pointed and that dog went outside our circle. 
Moments later the jungle air was pierced by screams of excruciating 
pain. To this day I have visions of that dog biting that gooks balls off! 
When I returned to the world, I stole that dogs name and bought a 
German shepherd. Until his death from hip displacement Sergeant and I 
were the best of buddies. 
 
 4ÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ÎÏÎÅ ÔÏÏ ÓÏÏÎȢ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÐÔ ÍÕÃÈȢ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
we were too close to our LZ. Today the plan called for area recons and 
then a hump to a new OP. As a member of the Corporals team, our 
orders were to patrol the tree line along the valley. The patrol was 
uneventful until we reached the half way point. Breedlove was on point, 
by raising his hand with the palm open, he brought a halt to the column. 
Motioning me to come to him, I remember thinking, oh fuck me, what 
does the new guy want? As I approached him, he used his head to point 
to the ground ahead on the trail. I lifted my head and saw a most 
peculiar sight. There on the ground were five coolie hats neatly stacked. 
As my mind pondered all the implications of this sight, my questions 
were immediately answered. Off to our right, not more then ten meters, 
a conversation began in Vietnamese. Our patrol got real quiet. The kind 
of quiet where you think you could hear an ant fart. But you were 
convinced that the enemy could listen to your heart beat. Everyone 
looked to the Corporal, it was his call. As he drew his open hands into 
his chest, we backed off into the foliage. The five Vietnamese were 
allowed to draw another breath. As we returned to the staging area the 
#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÁ× "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅȢ (Å ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
have to, but he began to explain to us the reasons for his decisions on 
the trail. It is at this moment that fate would teach me a lesson. Through 
no help from me, this was the time chosen for the old spring to lose its 
strength. The spring that held the bolt back just gave way. As the bolt 
drove forward, it struck the chambered round, driving the firing pin into 
the primer, an explosion occurred in the shell casing, forcing a .45 
caliber slug straight down the barrel of the Thompson sub machine gun. 
When I realized what had happened I quickly drew an imaginary 
straight line from the front of the barrel. 
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 My line passed through ÔÈÅ ÓÐÁÃÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÌÏ× "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅȭÓ ÃÒÏÕÃÈȢ -Ù 
God, I had almost shot another Marine. It was then and there that I 
decided, if ever I should be the cause of another Marines death, I would 
stick a pistol in my mouth and tie the score. In all my time in Vietnam I 
ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÏ ÌÏ×Ȧ ) ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÈÅÒÅ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÇÕÎȠ )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÌË ÐÏÉÎÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ×ÅÁÐÏÎȱȢ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÔ "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÈÉÍ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙ ȰÆÕÃË 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÁÍÎ ÎÅÁÒ 
ÓÈÏÔ ÍÅȱȢ ) ÁÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÒÅÁÔÌÙ ÐÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ Ôhe genetic makeup of a 
Cherokee is vastly different than that of an African. The next time that 
weapon would be fired would be a test firing by its new owner. As he 
squeezed the trigger for the first time a round would get jammed half 
way down the barrel (ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÁÔɊȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
ÇÏÄ ÏÆ ×ÁÒ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÅȢ 
 
As we moved out for our new OP, our team moved in line last. That 
meant we would be at the end of the column. Breedlove took up the 
ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ȰÔÁÉÌ-ÅÎÄ ÃÈÁÒÌÉÅȱȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÌË ÐÏÉÎÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÁÉÌ-end 
charlie, anytime. When you were the last in line you had to continuously 
turn around to make sure we were not being followed. I remember the 
time that Recon Scout Sniper was tail-end charlie. He thought he heard 
something behind him so he stopped to investigate. When he was 
satisfied that everything was okay, he turned around and realized that 
ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÌÉÇÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å 
had almost finished the hump when the patrol was signaled to a halt. 
The word was passed that the rear team would replace the front team. 
Now that was a new one on me, as we moved forward I saw why. Along 
the side of the trail lay a Marine in various stages of convulsions. As we 
approached, Doc was taking his poncho out and throwing it over the 
Marines shaking body. I had seen heat stroke before but this was bad. 
$ÏÃ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÓÁ× ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÐȢ 'ÅÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÏÎÃÈÏ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÒÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ÕÐȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÈÕÍÉÄÉÔÙ ×ÁÓ ρππϷ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
temperature was higher then that and I was getting under a rubber 
poncho with another Marine. I crawled under and placed my leg against 
his, my hip next to his hip, and hoped that would do. Doc looked at me, 
ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ) ÎÅed you to wrap your 
ÂÏÄÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÒÕÂÂÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢȱ !Ó ) ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÌÙȟ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
up to see Breedlove almost bursting out in laughter. 
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 Then Doc made my day, as he touched Breedlove on the arm and said 
ȰÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅȢȱ "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅÓ ÅÙÅs got the size of silver dollars 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÙÐÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁȦȱ  
)Ô ÅÎÄÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ $ÏÃ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ȰÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÄÉÅȢȱ 3Ï ÔÈÅÒÅ ×Å 
were, drenched to the bone with our own sweat, underneath a rubber 
poncho, dry humping a comatose Marine and waiting for a med evac. It 
would be weeks before Charlie and I could look each other in the eye. 
Secretly, I said thank you; I knew that this Marine had come on this 
patrol with an M14 but he was going back with a Thompson. 
 
I remember throwing him into the helicopter, then wanting to run all 
the way to our new OP. Everybody that had eyes could see the chopper 
ÌÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÃÅ ÐÁÔÔÙȢ /ÎÅ ÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒ ÅÑÕÁÌÅÄ ÓÉØ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË 
they understood the concept of calling in a chopper for someone who 
was sick. They only fought when they were sure that they could win. 
One chopper, six Marines, those were odds that they liked. We moved 
ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ )Ô ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÁÒË ÆÏÒ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÉÔ 
would be another sleepless night. I could hear the mother fuckers 
ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÌÅÙȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
take a Harvard graduate to figure out what they were looking for. It was 
so quiet on the top of that hill; all you could hear from us was the 
radioman clicking his receiver. This was done at prearranged time to 
inform those listening for it, that all was OK with the patrol. Nobody 
knew it then, but the radioman was lying through his fucking teeth. I 
kept telling myself that tomorrow we would do a quick recon of Hill 97 
and then the Colonel would get us out safely. I was wrong on both 
accounts. 
 
One of the longest days of my life began quickly. We were up and 
moving out with first light. I was exhausted, two nights with little sleep. 
So for the first time I was happy when I was told that I would hump to 
97 in the center of the column. On one hand I felt that I was too fatigued 
for point or tail -end charlie. On the other hand I had learned it was safer 
to keep a distance between you and the radioman. He was and always 
would be number one on the target list. A recon patrol without a radio 
was as worthless as teats on a boar hog, so we always kept the man and 
his magical machine in the center of the column. Not only was it our 
lifeline but it gave us the ability to bring massive amounts of firepower 
on a concentrated spot.  
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 Everybody on any patrol had the skill to use the radio with great 
precision. If the enemy could somehow destroy your radio they knew 
that you had no ability to rain artillery or airpower  down upon their 
head. Without a radio it would be just like hanging twenty pounds of 
raw meat in front of a grizzly bear. Sooner or later that bear is going to 
bite.                
 
 
As we moved off the summit and descended into the valley, I realized 
that I was walking behind Doc. I wanted to back up and keep my 
distance. Remembering that if you stood to close to him, there was no 
ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ )Æ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁÌËÅÄȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÅÁÓÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÌÅÁÎ ÇÒÅÅÎ ËÉlling machine 
like the rest of us. And that the Navy had fed him well. God never tells 
you when you have your last look at a friend. 
 
Just as we arrived at the base of Hill 97, the column was brought to a 
halt. For the first time today I felt somewhat secure, we were standing in 
tall elephant grass and visibility was zero. Instantly all my feelings of 
security got flushed down the shitter. Just below normal voice level, I 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ &ÕÃËȟ 
fuck, fuck me, ×Å ÈÁÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȢ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 
"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȱȩ .Ïȟ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÔÈ ÒÁÄÉÏÓȠ ×Å 
ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÉÎ Á ȰÄÅÁÄ ÚÏÎÅȱȢ  4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÔÅÁÍȢ ) 
watched as he approached us, he had his killing face on. He looked at us 
ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ ȰÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȠ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÓÓ ÉÓ ÍÁÔÔÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÕÐ ÁÈÅÁÄȟ ÙÏÕ 
ÃÁÎ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÂÅÄÄÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÍÅÌÌ 
ÔÈÅÍȢȱ Ȱ4ÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÅÌÅÐÈÁÎÔÓ ÓÌÅÐÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÌÁÓÔ 
ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ 6#ȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÍÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ ) ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÃÌÉÃËÅÄ 
the safety off on my M-14. Then he continued with the good news, 
Ȱ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÕÐ ωχ ÕÎÔÉÌ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ 
ÒÅÅÓÔÁÂÌÉÓÈ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȢ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ !Ó ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔȟ 
the Lieutenant made ÍÅ ÈÏÌÄ ÆÁÓÔ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ 
"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 4ÈÅÎ ) ÇÏÔ ÒÅÁÌ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ 
smell them. 
 
 When he motioned for me to move forward, I did so very slowly, 
making up my mind that if I had any doubt, I was going to recon by fire. 
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)Æ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
lead this patrol into the shit. 
 
 Once we cleared the grass the foliage was so thick that you could only 
proceed by going up a thin trail. Just what I needed, they knew the way 
we were coming. When I had gone forward for what I considered a long 
time, I saw off to my right a small rise in the jungle floor, or what I 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ȰÈÉÇÈ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȱȢ !Ó ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÌÅÆÔ ) ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÓÏÌÄ 
on this real estate. There, just a short distance away was a small ravine 
that looked as if it might be a dried up stream. It caused about a three 
foot indentation into the ground. This indentation had my name written 
all over it. I signaled a halt to the column, pointed the Lieutenant to the 
high ground and headed for the ravine. Thirty seven years later I would 
learn that I had stopped too soon. Not everyone would enjoy the 
security of the thick vegetation; I had left tail-end charlie in the elephant 
ÇÒÁÓÓȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÌÁÔÅÒ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ȰÂÁÃË ÄÏÏÒȱȟ ) 
understood why we were never really threatened from the rear. Sitting 
in the tall grass with his M-1 at the ready was the Recon Scout Sniper, 
totally in his element. 
 
The trail would follow a line parallel to the tree line, then at a large tree, 
it would turn 90 degrees uphill. We were in fact strung out like the 
ÌÅÔÔÅÒ Ȱ,ȱȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÅÌÂÏ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ,ȱ ÁÎÄ ÐÒopped up against the tree that 
caused it, sat one Steve Whitney, totally relaxed with his finger on the 
trigger and the safety off. As I began to settle down in my ravine, the 
#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÍÅȢ (Å ËÎÅÅÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
tired, I neÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÇÅÔ 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÉÌÌȢ )ȭÌÌ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔȢ ) ÐÕÔ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËȢȱ !Ó ) ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÍÙ 
pack and began to close my eyes, I could see Charlie taking up position 
and the Lieutenant, two radiomen, Doc and a rifleman settling down on 
ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÒÉÓÅ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÇÈ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
tension left me as soon as I closed my eyes. Without pause, all I could 
hear foÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ τυ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ×ÁÓ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË 
#ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 7ÈÉÌÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÅÓÔÁÂÌÉÓÈ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȟ Ô×Ï 
other things were taking place. Doc was moving from Marine to Marine 
passing out malaria tablets and those little brown mother fuckers were 
crawling up real close. 
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4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÐÈÁÎÔ ÇÒÁÓÓȢ -ÁÎȟ 
we must have been right next to them! Do you know what kind of fire 
discipline that takes? Their Patrol Leader must have made them hold 
their fir e until they could maneuver into a more advantageous position. 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÂÕÔ )ȭÄ ÔÒÁÄÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ Á .Å× 9ÏÒË ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
would crawl forward and feel with their ears until they found resistance 
then they would stop and wait. Their leader would send one man 
forward (or perhaps it was him), armed with grenades and a Thompson, 
up my ravine, to as close as he could get to the voices. There he would 
wait for the right moment to unleash all fucking hell. Only one pattern of 
sound cut through the thick juÎÇÌÅ ÁÉÒȢ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 
"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
 
) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ $ÏÃ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
from Marine to Marine, from point to tail-end charlie, making sure 
everyone had taken their malaria pills. When he came to me, he saw that 
) ×ÁÓ ÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÍÅ ÂÙȢ ) ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔȟ ÈÁÄ ÈÅ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȟ ÈÅ 
would have added 30 seconds to his schedule. What will be, will be. The 
shepherd had finished tending his flock and was returning to his spot on 
the rise when he looked up and saw the Lieutenant give the signal to 
move out. All of us were starting to get up. To put our packs on we had 
to set our rifles down. It was the right moment. 
 
A grenade is nothing more then a blasting cap wrapped in plastic 
explosives surrounded by wire that is notched at intervals. When the 
blasting cap ignites the explosives, the ensuing force causes the metal to 
separate at the notches. The further this molten metal travels, the larger 
the area it covers. The grenade landed less then two ÆÅÅÔ ÆÒÏÍ $ÏÃȭÓ 
throat. They say he saw it coming, as he turned his body towards it. The 
explosion took off half of his neck and made a gaping hole, exposing his 
torn esophagus and he would drown on his own blood. The man who 
had thrown the grenade would follow up with a twenty round burst of 
fire from his Thompson. The .45 caliber slugs would stitch a pattern 
across the legs of radioman #1 and enter the lung of radioman #2, then 
travel to the next in line, striking him in the forehead and tearing off a 
chunk of his skull. The last in line would be lucky; he would just get a 
bullet through his buttock. Thinking that they had found our flank, and 
ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÎÄ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÂÏ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ,ȱȢ  
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Steve and Leonel were both on their game as grenades and small arms 
ÆÉÒÅ ÐÅÐÐÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÎÇÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ,ȱȢ )Î ÁÎ ÁÍÂÕÓÈ ÔÈÅ 
moment belongs to he who can put the most lead out the fastest. And 
the Corporal being a good Corporal, stood on his feet and yelled, 
Ȱ&)2%0/7%2ȭȢ 7Å ÈÁÄ Á ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓȟ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ0ÁÙÂÁÃË ÉÓ Á 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȱȢ 
 
 I was down on my belly, wishing that the indentation in the ground was 
deeper; I pointed my rifle down the ravine and fired off twenty rounds 
into nothing but thick brush. Whitney saw the five men coming. They 
were running forward in a crouch, with their weapons at the ready. He 
fired his twenty in a tight group. He remembers, frozen in time, the 
expressions on their faces changing from determination to terror as his 
twenty rounds caught the three men in the middle across their torsos. 
As they fell to the ground like three sacks of potatoes, the two remaining 
men ran as fast as they could, in the wrong direction. We have a saying 
for this; we would say that they were slipping in their own shit. Pity the 
man who tried to probe our back door. The Recon Scout Sniper saw only 
a brief glimpse of black as he passed through the grass. Without benefit 
of the scope, he fired once. Those who were there said you could hear 
the man whimper and cry for fifteen minutes before he died. The whole 
column opened up with everything we had. I could hear big booms 
behind me; it was Breedlove, doing some serious damage to the foliage. 
I fully expected to look through the denuded jungle and see a gook 
pinned to a tree by hundreds of little darts. All that I have described 
took place in less then two heart beats. 
 
4ÈÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ȰÃÅÁÓÅ ÆÉÒÅȢȱ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ 
resupply, we might run out of ammunition. I believe that might be a 
viable concern for everyone except me. Neither side was going 
anywhere so it became a time of pause and assessment. Now that part of 
your brain that was responsible for listening changed its area of 
responsibility; before you only heard explosions now you were forced to 
listen to blood curdling banshee-like screams. They were your own 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÃËȢ Ȱ/È ÆÕÃË ÍÙ ÌÅÇÓȢȱ Ȱ'ÏÄȟ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ) ÁÍ 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢȱ !ÄÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÍÁÌ ÍÏÁÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ 
already gone into deep shock. And then there was this strange gargling 
ÓÏÕÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÙȢ !Ô ÍÙ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÉÃËȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓ ÈÁÄ 
whacked us pretty hard. 
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I remember watching the animal and nature shows on television. The 
lions would bring down the zebra, and then start eating his abdominal 
cavity while the zebra was still alive. The announcer would reassure all 
listeners that all was okay, as the zebra was in shock and could feel no 
pain. Bull shit! 
 
The pause generated a lot of activity at the front door. The Corporal 
nodded to me as he moved towards the wounded. I knew what he 
meant, I had the front door. Breedlove crawled to the wounded and the 
Lieutenant converged on both. I looked back to see Breedlove holding a 
pair of thrashing legs down, it must have been the head wound. They 
moved from Marine to Marine dressing the wounds and administrating 
morphine. The Corpsman would carry morphine. It looked like a 
miniature tube of toothpaste with a long needle at one end. Too many 
times, I had seen screaming, tortured and maimed Marines turn to 
laughing and giggling zombies, when the contents of this tube was 
squeezed into their system. Never underestimate the power of the 
poppy! The Corporal had his shit together; he had his own supply of 
ÍÏÒÐÈÉÎÅȢ "ÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÓÈ ÁÎÄ $ÏÃȭÓ ÁÌÌÏÔÍÅÎÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ 
Whether these Marines lived or died depended on how soon they would 
be med-evaced. And still we had no radio contact. Breedlove returned to 
his position, the Corporal checked the whole column and the Lieutenant 
tended the wounded and picked up the radio transmitter, and started all 
ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
 
A good Marine had just vacated the only position to my front, the 
Cherokee was no longer watching my back, I had just been told to 
assume the responsibility of the point man and I knew that I could not 
do that from my present position. All these things caused an intense 
ȰÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ *ÅÓÕÓȱ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙȟ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔ 
the thing to do was make this hole deeper. I have always remembered 
that lecture, the day that Marine stood in front of us. You could tell by 
looking at his chest that he had seen a lot of combat. He informed us that 
he was there to talk about fear. Since that day I have practiced what he 
had told us and it has served me well. He had said that all people will 
have fear. All Marines will feel fear, and the difference between the 
Marine who will live and the one who dies is a simple thing. You must 
control your fear; you must never allow fear to control you. 
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 If a thing needs to be done then get it done. I prayed and I promised 
everything. I promised to go to church, stop swearing, and quit jacking 
off. I covered everything I could think of, and then I crawled out of that 
hole.   
 
  As grenades never gave away the throwers position, they continued to 
go back and forth. 
 
 )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ -ÙÅÒÓ ÃÒÁ×ÌÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÅÅÔȢ (Å ÍÏÖÅÄ Á 
ÂÁÎÄÁÇÅ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÍÅ Á ÈÏÌÅ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ) 
ÇÏÔ ÓÈÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÉÒÅ ÍÙ ÒÉÆÌÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÇÒÅÎÁÄÅÓȱȩ (Å ÌÅÆÔ 
with his pockets bulging and I had a much lighter pack. What I would 
find out later is that crazy son of a bitch would crawl all the way down 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÐÈÁÎÔ ÇÒÁÓÓ ÔÈÅÎ ËÅÅÐ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ !ÎÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ 
ÔÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÍ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÔ ÕÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÏÓÓ Á ÆÒÁÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ 
how you win a Silver Star. 
 
Then it started. That slow methodical boom boom boom of a 50 caliber 
machine gun. The tracers gave away its position as the opposite side of 
the valley. It was being skillfully handled and soon we would be in its 
kill zone.The 50 is a mean machine, if its bullet hit a limb that limb will 
be torn off. They must have had the son of a bitch there for anti aircraft 
ÆÉÒÅȢ .Ï× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 9ÏÕÎÇȭÓ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ --79. It was like a hand held 
mortar that fired a 40 mm round. He was good, he fired one round and 
we never heard from that 50 again. But he would pay a price, that one 
thump brought a grenade his direction. As he jumped out of the way he 
left his feet in the air, the soles of which were peppered with little pieces 
of molten metal. They would attack two more times. Both times 
firepower would send them slipping in their own shit. Then, forgive me 
God, each time I would have the pleasure of listening to those little 
people scream in pain and agony. Then it happened! 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÙȱ 
THANK YOU GOD!  
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ------Recon patrol-------firefight -----ÄÏ×Î υπϷȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÏÒÄÉÎÁÔÅÓȩȱ 
Ȱ "4ττυψωψȟ ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÕÅÙ 'ÕÎÓÈÉÐȟ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÙÏÕÒÓȢȱ 
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It was but a few moments, and then I could hear the thud thud thud of 
the Huey. I could feel the warmth of my tears as they ran down my 
checks. I knew that those bastards would leave now; they would not 
stay with a gunship over their heads. 
The Lieutenant threw a smoke grenade. 
4ÈÅ ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄ Ȱ) ÓÅÅ ÓÍÏËÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÍÏËÅȩȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÓÍÏËÅ ÉÓ ÙÅÌÌÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÁÍ ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÓÍÏËÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÓÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÓÉÇÎȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÃÔ ÁÓ ÒÅÌÁÙȢȱ 
Now for the first time, the Colonel would hear and he would do his 
thing. 
 
!Ó ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÓÁÙ ȰÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÓÓȱȢ %ÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÆÁÉÒ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÌÉËÅ 
that, they had to shoot up at it. Then that gunship opened with 
everything it had. And in my minds eye I could see them running as fast 
as their little brown feet could carry them. Then the chopper banked 
and came back with guns blazing. I could see it all just like a movie. The 
little puffs of dirt in perfect rows as the bullets struck the ground. These 
puffs of dirt got larger and closer, and then stopped just in front of me. 
Then I saw the shell casings as they bounced off the jungle floor, just in 
ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÍÅȢ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȟ ÍÁÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭs real close air support. 
4ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÄÁ×ÎÅÄ ÏÎ ÍÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎÇ ÁÔȦ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÈÅ 
figured it out. 
 
It sounded like a hundred helicopters in the air, thank you Colonel. 
Some would come and hover over us. They would throw a hoist down 
trying to l ift our wounded. The jungle would not let them, so they threw 
stretchers out of their holes. Most helicopters set down at the end of the 
valley and discharged their guardian angels. You could hear them 
ÃÏÍÉÎÇ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÙÁÒÄÓ Á×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÑÕiet. They would 
ÙÅÌÌ Ȱ2ÅÃÏÎȟ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓÅÓ ÄÏ×Îȱ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÉÌÌ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
sight. Some would stay at the LZ and prepare it for our wounded. Some 
would stop at our location to tend to our wounded, give you a pat on the 
back or a cigarette. Once, one would give me a cold beer. Some would 
pass through your lines, still looking for blood. They were the infantry 
reactionary force. For us, they were almost always elements of the 5th or 
7th Marine Regiments. You see, the Colonel had connections. 
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As the killer angels were busy taking our wounded to their LZ, I sat up; I 
realized that once again I had made it through without a scratch. All I 
had to show for it was a little shit in my skivvies. Then I heard Breedlove 
ÃÒÙ ÏÕÔ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÈÁÎÄȢȱ!Ó ) ÁÐÐroached the small rise, I thought, 
boy, that Cherokee had done a hell of a job on his first patrol. The 
Marine Corps agreed Charlie would wear a Navy Commendation Medal 
×ÉÔÈ Á Ȱ6ȱ ÆÏÒ ÖÁÌÏÒ ÉÎ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȢ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÇÅÔ $ÏÃ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ,:ȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÙÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅ ÎÏ×Ȧȱ 
I looked down to see that Charlie had wrapped him in a poncho and put 
him on a stretcher. I picked up my end of the stretcher and tried to 
move as fast as I could. I tripped and fell to my knees, the stretcher pole 
broke and Doc fell to the ground. As quick as I could I reached out for 
Doc and looked up at Charlie, with pleading eyes, I begged, please, 
please help me. It was then that the Cherokee realized what was taking 
place. What he said next was like a blow to the face with a baseball bat. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ $ÏÃ ÉÓ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÃ ÉÓ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 
That statement was followed by a long period of time in which my mind 
could not function.Whitney helped Breedlove and me put Doc into the 
chopper. 
 
 I had to return for my pack. As I walked up that trail for a second time, I 
looked off to my left, and there he was. There in the ravine, not ten feet 
from my first position was a little brown man, deader then an old mans 
dick. As my mind put the pieces together, I realized that he was lying 
right where I sprayed my twenty. As I walked towards him I was 
thinking; if I killed you, good, you needed killing. You slant eyed, slop 
ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÇÏÏË ÍÏÔÈÅÒÆÕÃËÅÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÏÒ ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ËÉÄÓ 
you have. It ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÆÁÉÒ ÔÒÁÄÅȢ  9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÐÉÍÐÌÅ ÏÎ $ÏÃÓ ÁÓÓȢ 
They had stripped him of his grenades and Thompson, but around his 
waist was a first aid pouch. I took it. To this day it resides in my home. I 
consider it a personal trophy. 
 
During future correspondence with the Marine Corps, Docs dad would 
ask for an open casket. He would write that as a Mortician he would be 
able to handle it. He only wanted to see his son one more time. 
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Steve Whitney violated Marine Corps regulations when he did the right 
thing and mailed the letter. It would be read at Docs funeral. 
 
The Marine Corps, being the Marine Corps, permanently sealed the 
casket. 
 
 
I remember that cold day in Washington when I looked for you on the 
Wall.I was confused until the Park Ranger told me that the names on the 
Wall were listed in the order that they had left us. She said that I could 
find a book at either end of the Wall that would list the names in 
alphabetical order. I remember slowly moving through the book until I 
found you. Looking across the page I would read the number engraved 
on the marble slab which held your name. I walked the Wall until I 
found that number. I looked up and saw your name. Then I cried like a 
baby, your name was carved too high. I could read Richard G Schroeder 
but I could not touch you. 
 
3ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î $ÏÃȠ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÁÌÁÒÉÁ ÐÉÌÌÓ ÉÎ (ÅÁÖÅÎȢ       
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I once heard that since the beginning of recorded history, at all times, 
somewhere in this world, man has been killing man. No matter how 
large the military campaign or how vast the area of contention, it can 
always be reduced to the base mathematical equation of one on one. The 
amount of time that transpires between the act and deed of killing is 
controlled by ones killer instinct. When properly honed it becomes an 
instrument of survival. I could never comprehend their belief that if they 
discarded their weapon, you would allow them to live. Time and time 
again, when from great distances I would rain artillery down upon them, 
they would discard their weapons, expecting the thing to end. It would 
be their last miscalculation. As for me and mine we asked for no quarter 
and gave none. The killer instinct should not be confused with 
barbarism. That would be a mistake. Take it for what it is, a branch of 
the human survival instinct. 
 
When I think about it, it reminds me of getting a haircut, the constant 
itch of the cut hair clinging to your neck, or the hair being stuck between 
your shirt and your back. Just two hours after sunrise and I was already 
drenched. The itch was driving me nuts. I had made my mistake by 
backing into this bush. I should have entered it head first. The little 
twigs and small pieces of leaves I had broken now clung to my wet body 
and the itch was driving me nuts. But I had some first class cover. You 
could step on me and not see me. The only flaw was the whip antenna 
sticking out the top of my nest. After I made a hole in the vegetation I 
could lift up the spotter scope and begin the search. It was then that I 
would scan the valley below looking for something to kill.  
 
 
In the beginning I thought that every valley in Vietnam had a village. 
Then it dawned on me that we were being assigned these locations so 
that we could observe said village. I guess my Polish was showing. The 
ÆÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÙÅÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄȢ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )ÔÓ ÎÁÍÅ )ȭÖÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÂÕÔ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á 
few ridge lines and a valley from the southwest corner of Chu Lai. 
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During the pre patrol briefing we had been informed that chopper pilots 
had reported receiving ground fire from its vicinity.  
 
He was easy to spot. He must have had some French blood, as he topped 
the six foot mark. Something was resting on his shoulder; sharper focus 
would identify the object as an M-φπ ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅ ÇÕÎȦ &ÕÃËÉÎÇ !26.ȭÓ 
(Army of the Republic of Vietnam), you supply them with weapons and 
they end up in the enemies hands. He strutted to a point approximately 
one hundred yards from his village, then sat down in the corner of the 
paddy and looked up at the sky. There was no doubt in my mind; I had 
ÊÕÓÔ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÉÒÅȱȢ )Ô ÔÏÏË Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ×ÈÁÔ 
) ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔȢ 7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÕÎÔÓ ÄÉÄȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅ 
last time I had seen one it was folded under a door gunner. The gunners 
would sit on them to keep lead out of their ass. This mother fucker was 
×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ Á ÆÌÁÃË ÊÁÃËÅÔȦ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÉÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢ )Æ ÈÅ ÒÕÎÓ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ 
hÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÄÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ )ȭÌÌ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ×ÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÉÅ ÏÎ ÂÏÔÈ ÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÌÁÕÎÔ ÉÔȟ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ 
ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÍÅȟ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÅÎ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏȦ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
coordinates. As usual they fired one round and waited for my 
adjustments. When the round hit, he got the message. He stood up, 
threw down our machine gun and ran towards his village. I knew what 
ÈÅȭÄ ÄÏ ÎÅØÔȢ (Å ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÓÈÏÒÔȟ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃË ÁÎÄ ×ÁÉÔÅÄȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ 
ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÉÍ ÈÏÍÅȢ I mentally made the coordinate adjustment 
from the last impact area and called the data in. They were quick to 
ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȢ Ȱ.ÅÇÁÔÉÖÅȟ ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÎÅÇÁÔÉÖÅȟ ÃÏÏÒÄÉÎÁÔÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÉÅÄ ÁÓ Á 
village whose status is unknown. We do not have it designated as a free 
fire ÚÏÎÅȢ (Ï× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ  
Ȱ,ÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ) ÁÍ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÉÎÇ ÆÉÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÔÒÅÎÃÈ ÌÉÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ 
ÃÏÏÒÄÉÎÁÔÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÇÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÂÙȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ×ÁÉÔȱȢ 
Just at that instant a head was pushed through my bush. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÆÌÁÃË ÊÁÃËÅÔ ÏÎȱȢ 
 Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ χØυπȭÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÐÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Boom, boom. 
An instant after impact the target jumped up and ran for his life. 
Ȱ5Ð ρππ ÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï 2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÔÁÎÄÂÙȢȱ 
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Ȱ5Ð ρυπȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ÊÁÃË ÒÁÂÂÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÒÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÕÐ ÏÎÅ ÆÉÖÅ ÚÅÒÏȢ &ÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȢȱ 
) ËÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÂÕÔ ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ) ÓÁ× Á ÈÕÇÅ ÃÈÕÎË ÏÆ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÃÈÕÃË 
go flying through the air.  
-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ) ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
son of a bitch who stripped your corpse. Semper Fi. 
 
 

*********  
 
If I ever ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÕÉÌÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈȟ )ȭÄ ÈÉÒÅ Á 
Viet Cong to do the job. They could take an unexploded bomb and turn it 
into four mines and two booby traps. Before we started giving them our 
discarded trash, they would have to rely on nails, wood and sticks to 
cripple us. Behold the punji stake; a piece of bamboo, cut like a knife and 
as sharp as a razor. These were placed in the bottom of a pre-dug pit. 
The pit was then covered with twigs and leafs. When the unsuspecting 
Marine would step down, his foot or body (depending on the size of the 
pit) would plunge to the bottom and be impaled. You would think that 
ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÏÁË ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÔÁËÅÓ ÉÎ 
shit. This would insure that after the impalement a serious infection was 
sure to follow. This simple weapon crippled many Marines until Uncle 
3ÁÍ ÃÒÅÁÔÅÄ Á ÍÅÔÁÌ ÉÎÓÅÒÔ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÂÏÏÔÓȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
help with the mines. 
 
The mountain had a bald spot. It was kind of funny looking from the air. 
Near the top was a hump covered only with brush. The rest of 
everything was thick jungle. Mother Nature had created a natural LZ. 
She must have known we were coming. The clearing was small, the 
second chopper had to wait its turn, and as I recall, we had to jump 
about three feet to the uneven ground. No one had to tell us to move 
quickly. They had seen us land. They would soon realize that we had to 
follow the ridgeline. It was only at the other end of this ridgeline that we 
would have optional routes of travel. We were halfway through our 
professional dash of discretion when someone signaled a halt. My 
position was next to last in the column, so I had absolutely no idea what 
was going on. I was where I was because the grenadier was on R&R and 
I had been assigned his duties. Although the M-79 was a powerful 
weapon system, I had serious issues with its deficiencies.  
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It fired the equivalent of a hand grenade, but was single shot and the 
round had to travel a certain distance before it would arm itself. In a 
close in cat fight it was as worthless as a knife in a gun fight. Because of 
this, the grenadier would also carry a .45 caliber pistol.  
Under no circumstances did either of these weapons systems meet my 
personal standards of required firepower. It was also because of these 
discrepancies that I could not walk point or tail-end charlie. So it was 
that the Corporal would watch my back, and that was a good thing. 
 
When I first heard why the Lieutenant had stopped the patrol I was 
angry, but that quickly changed to admiration. He was learning his job. 
The Commandant would be proud. In a fixed situation he had come up 
with a flexible idea. We would harbor here for the night and at zero dark 
thirty we would crawl back onto the LZ. They had seen us land; they had 
watched us walk away. For us to crawl back would be totally 
unexpected. The Lieutenant had made a good tactical move. He would 
bait the hook and toss it out to see if he could catch anybody. Everyone 
was happy except the worm. 
 
That night we stayed in a very precarious position. The ridge dropped 
on both sides to almost a shear cliff. We had only two escape routes, 
straight ahead and to the rear. If they attacked, they had only two attack 
routes, straight ahead and to the rear. That night the enemy missed 
their chance. 
 
 One of the last things any of us would do was spend the night on a trail. 
It was a practice that in time would lead to some very rude awakenings. 
I saw Perez (Recon Scout Sniper) among others slide over the edge. 
They would slide on their ass until they reached a tree with sufficient 
girth to wrap ones legs around. That is how they spent the night, riding 
the tree like a horse. Me, I stayed on the trail, awake, with my pistol on 
half cocked. That night it rained a monsoon rain.  At first light, when we 
began to retrace our steps back to the LZ, I noticed that Perez was 
ÓÑÕÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏËȢ ) ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÔÏ ÁÓËȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ 
×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÉÁÌ ÍÕÓÃÌÅÓ ÃÏÎÔÏÒÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓ ÐÁÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÐÓ 
ÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ȰÎÕÍÂ ÎÕÔÓȢȱ ) ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÆÆ ÏÎ Ôhe trail, for the 
tree had taken its toll! 
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We merely turned around, the point became tail-end and tail-end 
became point. This made me number two following the Corporal. At the 
tree line we got down on all fours and crawled through the bushes. 
When we stopped, he moved behind me, as he should. Point is not the 
place for a team leader.There I was, the wiggling worm on the hook, 
with no automatic weapon. Then I did something that I should have 
thought about. I put my wet poncho over a bush, to dry in the morning 
sun.  
 
You could hear the stupid son of a bitch one hundred yards away. 
Talking in that high pitched Vietnamese voice. Rule number one; where 
there is a talker, there is a listener and the latter is probably plural. 
Adrenaline had put my heart in my throat. For an instant I had the 
hearing of a cat. I realized that the distance between him and my 
position was a straight line. I was on my belly behind a bush and could 
see nothing above the bushes. I took the safety off the M-79 and looked 
forward. I could see a small open space under all the bushes. It is in this 
space that he placed his brown foot, and stopped talking. Fuck, he had 
seen my poncho! Thud, I fired the M-79. BOOM! The rest is permanently 
etched in slow motion. The brown body fell to the ground. Every fiber of 
my conscious being was locked in on the blood flowing down his leg. I 
do not remember firing the pistol until it was empty. Then I was 
consumed by cold fear. I had shot my bolt. My M-79 and pistol were 
both empty and the only thing protecting me from incoming lead was a 
bush! 
 
The Communists have the best word for it. They say comrade. I now 
know what that word means, but I cannot adequately explain it to you. 
From behind and above me came two short burst from an M-14. He was 
the team leader and could not see what was taking place, so he stood up. 
What he saw were two Viet Cong turning rabbit and slipping in their 
own shit. These rabbits made their mistake when they chose to run in a 
straight line. One burst in the back for each. He fired in the standing 
position, they died in the prone. It was only then that we could unravel 
what had taken place. The first discovery was irrelevant. They were all 
unarmed. Number one carried a bundle of punji stakes and a digging 
tool. Number two, a homemade anti-helicopter mine. And number three 
must have come along just for the conversation. 



 87 

 )Æ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÁÌÅ ÕÐÓÅÔÓ ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÙ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
going to get. For it is a tale of the killer instinct used correctly. 
 

*********  
 
I never thought much about it at the time, but whenever we worked 
with the infantry, be it Vietnamese, Korean, Army or Marines, we always 
seemed to operate in the open. Whether it be as a blocking force in a 
rice paddy or performing an area recon in the vicinity of a village, being 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ 7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÒÁÓÐ ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÂÕÔ 
when we were in the open most of the enemy tactical movements were 
underground. They always knew we were there and we seemed to 
prefer it that way. Therefore, what took place was usually dictated by 
the enemy. But when we were in our element, which is concealed within 
the jungle, those rules were not factual. They truly never expected us to 
be within their perceived sanctuary. Not only did they show their lack of 
concern by talking and walking around unarmed but all their 
ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÂÕÔ ) ÁÍ ÓÕÒÅ 
they corrected their stupidity. For in my time we killed a lot of stupid 
people. 
 
I would see that scene again, but it would take an accumulation of ten 
years of travel to equal the vision that lay before me. The mountain 
streams of Glacier and Great Smoky Mountain National parks would be 
the only match for it. The wet humid air could be equaled in 
Yellowstone by walking the Norris Geyser Basin or standing too close to 
Old Faithful. A trip to the Botanical Gardens would duplicate the 
vegetation present. And when you lay on the ground, the stench of 
rotting plants would equal a whiff of a Jersey dump. It is within this 
vision that eighteen of us were moving up the mountain stream 
attempting to gain the summit. 
 
Their whole battalion had walked down from the north. The long 
journey through Laos had taken its toll and rest was needed. As they 
entered the south they would split into company-sized units and 
ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ 
required such a prudent move. One company would find three days of 
rest and a supply of fresh water on the mountain.  
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How many citizens of North Vietnam walked down the stream I will 
never know as only one was talking and the others were listening. We 
were Americans and as such we were noisy. But when you hear a voice 
you stop and get real quiet. The talker would die without ever knowing 
what happened. His buddies would flee, which meant that they too were 
unarmed.  
He was carrying a bar of soap and a rope with canteens attached. I 
remember looking down at his well built body and being amazed that I 
could see no blood. One of the first pieces of lead must have pierced his 
heart, no pumping no bleeding. He carried a picture of a woman and a 
ÃÈÉÌÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ×ÁÓÔÅȢ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÁÌÏÕÄȟ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȩ 
$ÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÃÁÒÒÙ ÃÁÎÔÅÅÎÓȩȱ 7Å ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ 
move fast, and so we did! Fate would have 3rd platoon 1st Recon and a 
company of North Vietnamese infantry share the same mountain for the 
next two days. In this situation Uncle Sam and Ho Ch Min required the 
same thing; attack. For the next two days each side would attempt to 
maneuver into such a position as to comply with said requirement. Only 
incompetent leadership on both sides would prevent the effusion of 
ÂÌÏÏÄȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ 4ÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÕÓÅÄ 
properly. 
 

*********  
 

The Korean War was the first modern war in which U.S. troops had to 
endure massive human wave assaults. These assaults caused U.S. 
Marine positions to be penetrated and surrounded. Time and time again 
the Marines would have to fight their way out of such a situation. The 
same assaults caused U.S. Army positions to be abandoned.  The Army 
had a term that they used for this phenomenon; they referred to it as 
ȰÂÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȱȢ 4ÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ 
ÕÎÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÆÅÁÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÅÄ 
was because that would have required the enemy to catch up with them.  
The military industrial complex was faced with a serous dilemma. They 
had to invent a weapon system that would remove the fear of such an 
assault. Their answer was the claymore mine. The claymore is one-nasty 
ass device, a plastic concave rectangle which measures eight inches 
long, three inches high and one point three inches wide. Packed into this 
small space is all the C-4 (plastic explosives) that will fit and 700 steel 
balls. 
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The concave shape causes the steel balls to cover the complete area of a 
symmetrical killing zone extending one hundred meters to its front. This 
thing cuts people in half! This hell is let loose by squeezing a plastic 
handle which completes a circuit, sending an electrical signal down a 
wiÒÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÂÌÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÃÁÐ ÉÍÂÅÄÄÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ #-4. If you are 
ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÂÌÁÓÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÕÐȢ 
We called them the great equalizer and never left home without them. 
Every night when we harbored, we would set up our 360 (circle) then 
put our claymores out. They are meant to be stuck into the ground and 
should never be suspended between the trees (not that I would do such 
a thing). Theoretically, lightning could hit the tree, sending electrical 
signals down all the wires. Theoretically, this could set off all the mines 
ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÎÇ ÓÕÓÐÅÎÄÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÈÅÁÄÓȢ 4Ï ÔÈÅ 
Vietnamese in the valley, they must have thought that a comet had 
struck their mountain. Theoretically, that is.  
 
The little brown  men had a great respect for this weapon system. They 
would go to great lengths to steal one. One sleepless night I noticed my 
×ÉÒÅ ȰÆÉÓÈÔÁÉÌÉÎÇȱȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÈÅÓ ÓÈÏÏËȢ %ØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÐÒÅÖÅÎÔÅÄ ÍÅ 
from squeezing the detonator, for he had made too much noise. I was 
convinced that he had turned the device around. Had I squeezed, there 
would be no memoir. A check in the morning would reveal a blasting 
cap hanging at the end of the wire. After some thought I would realize 
that he had known exactly where to find it. Therefore, he must have 
watched me set it up. Killing me was not as high a priory as stealing the 
claymore! I was one Marine. With the claymore he could kill many.  
 
At the reunion, he sat quietly in the corner and said little. I would learn 
that by tradition I could call him my replacement, as he arrived in the 
tent the same month I left. They would call him Sleeper. At first I 
thought it to be a nickname, it was not. Breedlove would tell me of his 
many decorations for heroism. But the one story that caused me to 
listen was the one in which he may have used the claymore to its 
greatest feat of killing, ever. From the OP he had noticed a trail that was 
heavily used. He would sneak to the location and string up a series of 
claymores wired like Christmas lights. Squeezing the handle once would 
turn them all on. The God of War would send two reinforced companies 
of North Vietnamese soldiers walking in a column down this trail.  
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Sleeper waited for the right moment, and then he squeezed the 
detonator. Normally, the counting would be hard as the enemy would 
drag their dead off. This time there was no one to do the dragging. The 
Grunts would estimate more then one hundred and fifty. They could not 
be exact, for they had trouble matching the halves. Truly this was a 
superb example of the killer instinct. 
 

*********  
 
It is said that we all have our crosses to bear. When the weight of mine 
would cost me my first born, I would fall to my knees, look up and 
scream into the face of the Nazarene. Being the pacifist that He is, He 
would give me the greatest gift that He could. He would give me the gift 
of memory loss. I hope that He has granted the same gift to my 
comrades.  
 
I suppose that the tiger striped camouflaged utilities looked to him as 
the Thompson sub machine gun had looked to me, unique and 
individualistic. They were not standard issue. When we went to the 
bush we would live and die in drab olive green. If we camouflaged 
anything, we would take a paint stick to our face. The only place I had 
seen tiger striped camouflaged utilities was through a spotter scope or a 
ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ χØυπȭ ÂÉÎÏÃÕÌÁÒÓȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ 
mind they were going to be his. The next trip to the bush he would be 
dressed accordingly. 
 
As he jumped down from the truck, he realized for the first time how 
ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓȢ 3Ï ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ 2ÅÃÏÎȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎËȟ 
for he too had been shanghaied. He would be assigned to one week of 
intense training where the lessons would include: basic map reading, 
radio communication and recon patrol procedures. Graduation would 
not take place until he had spent two patrols in the bush with a mentor. 
Boy, training sure had changed, but that was a good thing. It meant 
nothing to him when he was informed that the vacancy he would fill was 
in C Company 3rd Platoon. He should have recognized it for what it was, 
a life altering event. 
 
As he entered the tent, the Gunny would take him around the horn and 
introduce him to everybody. He was too nervous to remember their 
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names. When he performed his last handshake, his mind would be jolted 
ÏÐÅÎ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ 'ÕÎÎÙȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ Ȱ/Î ÙÏÕÒ ÎÅØÔ Ô×Ï ÐÁÔÒÏÌÓȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ 
ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÏÓÅ ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÁÓÓȢȱ .ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÈÅ ÍÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎÔÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ 
ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÕÎË ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÂÅÇÁÎȢ Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ 
you need to know is when you go on patrol with the Gunny, leave your 
poncho in the tent. He thinks they make too much noise, and out there 
ÎÏÉÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÔÒÁÖÅÌ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÏÒÔÈÌÅÓÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
always going to be wet. There are places out there where the canopy is 
ÓÏ ÔÈÉÃË ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎ ÄÒÏÐÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÌÏÃËÓ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÉÓÔ ÁÉÒȢ -ÁÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÓÔÅÁÍ ÂÁÔÈ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȠ ÎÏ 
noise. In fact, the only noise the Gunny will allow is after we harbor each 
night and everythinÇ ÉÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÅÄȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÎÁÐ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎÃÅȢ  
9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ) ÃÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
2ÁÉÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÉÎÄÉÃÁÔÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ9ÅÁÈ ÍÁÎȟ 
×ÈÅÒÅ ÃÁÎ ) ÇÅÔ Á ÓÅÔ ÏÆ ÃÁÍÏÕÆÌÁÇÅ ÕÔÉÌÉÔÉÅÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÏÓÅȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÍÁÄÅȢȱ 
 
The trouble with Marines on their first patrol was that they were too 
cocky. It was a Marine Corps thing. They had been told so many times 
that they were lean, green killing machines, they believed it. Only after a 
few patrols would they realize that maybe the little brown men were 
better at this jungle thing then they were. After all, it was their 
neighborhood and to them we were no different then those who had 
preceded us, the French and Japanese. And so it was that with such 
confidence he began his first patrol, cocky! To him the chopper ride was 
an adventure and the hump to the OP (observation post) fascinating. As 
dusk fell the mentor realized that tonight there would be no time for 
ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȢ (Å ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔȭÓ ÅÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ 
whisÐÅÒÅÄ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅ ÏÕÔȢ 4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ× )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÈÏ× ÉÔȭÓ 
ÄÏÎÅȢȱ !ÆÔÅÒ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÉÎÇ Á ÎÏÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ 
over the ridge. The student began preparing his position for the long 
night ahead. 
 
In the center of the circle, things were hectic. Those that occupied the 
core were in a high state of alert. With the radio man changing his 
batteries, this was a vulnerable time. During the movements of the day, 
the Gunny had recorded the map coordinates of the trail junctions and 
any open areas the patrol had passed. These numbers still had to be 
called into the supporting fire base. 
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 There, the cannon cockers would record the coordinates, so that 
throughout the night, they could randomly fire shells into these zones. 
We called this H&I, or harassment and interdiction fire. We would never 
know when it worked. It would be obvious whenever it failed. 
 
The mentor had crawled to the end of the wire. He had a choice; either 
add another wire or plant the claymore here. He looked around and 
decided that all he needed was present. The big tree would stop the 
back blast and the field of fire would cover anything coming up the 
ridge. The tree root was too close to the surface, causing the prongs to 
bend. One try would turn into four before it finally worked. There, it was 
done. He knew he had to hurry, and so he did. Knowing not to leave a 
trail to the circle, he would approach the perimeter from a different 
direction.  
 
Things in the center had settled down. The radio operator had just 
finished notifying the home base that the receiver button would be 
clicked twice every two hours to signify that all was O.K. It was then that 
the Gunny would start his routine. Raising his hands into the air, so all 
could hear, he would start the process by snapping his fingers twice. 
4ÈÅ ÔÅÁÍ ÁÔ Ô×ÅÌÖÅ ÏȭÃÌÏÃË ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÓÎÁÐȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ 
ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅȟ ÓÉØ ÁÎÄ ÎÉÎÅ ÏȭÃÌÏÃË 
position. The Gunny smiled. All was secure, and the circle was tight. It 
was then that the student realized that he had just given the all clear 
and his teacher was still outside the circle. May the God he believes in 
have mercy on his soul! 
 
To the man in the middle it was nothing but a flash of camouflage 
between the thick vegetation. 
GOOK, GOOK! 
BOOM, BOOM, BOOM. 
 
The mentor fell to his knees. Glancing up, his optic nerves would record 
the last signal ever sent to his brain. He would fall forward with his face 
hitting the ground, dead. Pieces of lead had removed that part of his 
body which had previously contained his liver and one kidney.  
 
Like fear, the killer instinct must be controlled! 
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*********  
 
The degree of stature in the Corps is two tiered. During my time, a new 
officer had to travel through boot camp as a private. Therefore, all of us 
had earned the same rite of passage. Once you had reached the second 
level and obtained the ultimate goal of all true Marines you were treated 
like an elite member of an elite organization. Until you had seen combat 
you were just another Marine. Although, once blooded you were 
observed through different eyes. 
 
The God of War must enjoy a deadly game of chance. In an area the size 
of California, and within a large space void of any habitation, he would 
routinely allow a small probing force from one side to enter the exact 
space occupied by one from the other.  
 
In an area called the central highlands, elements of the 1st platoon had 
deliberately fragmented, resulting in a greater area of patrol coverage. 
As the small column moved out of the tree line and into the six foot high 
elephant grass, he would remember that he was second in line and 
absolutely nothing seemed out of the ordinary. He knew nothing of the 
three men crouched down within the grass, holding their breath and 
desperately trying not to be discovered. There were no trails. Only the 
God of War would choreograph all subsequent movement. When the 
grass was parted to reveal all the facts, one side was prepared and 
waiting while the other realized what was happening only after it had 
taken place. The automatic burst from the AK47 would give the point 
man answers only dead men know. The next Marine in line would spray 
his twenty, hitting all, but killing only one. He would tell me that it was 
at that moment he froze, amazed at the scene before him. Fire from 
those behind him would kill the wounded. As those to the rear rushed 
forward they too came upon what could not be easily explained. Before 
them lay four dead men; their comrade, two Vietnamese of large frame 
and only what eighteen year old Marines could describe as an old white 
man. He had a pistol on his belt, but he chose not to use it. Instead both 
his arms were wrapped tightly around a soft briefcase. The case was 
sealed. Embedded into the seal were the images of a hammer and sickle. 
They had just acquired all the bragging rites for their platoon. Not the 
bragging rites of killing a Russian Colonel whose assignment was to 
observe the tactics of the 1st Marine Division.  
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For that they cared nothing. But within Charlie Company they were the 
ÆÉÒÓÔ ȰÂÌÏÏÄÅÄȱȢ 4hey had registered close in kills. They were combat 
ÖÅÔÅÒÁÎÓȢ 3ÅÃÏÎÄ ÁÎÄ 4ÈÉÒÄ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ× ȰÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÃËȱȢ !Ó ÔÉÍÅ 
begin to pass and the issue became critical, the platoon commanders 
began to volunteer for shit that they had no business asking for. 
 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÕÔÈÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÓÓÅÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
cover. Woe be it to the one to finish last. 
 
They formed a perfect triangle, the Marine who had bent over to pick up 
his pack, the Viet Cong who stood at the tree line and the Corpsman who 
lifted his head and saw both. The first move belonged to the enemy. He 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÁÉÓÅ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ #ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ 
took second place. But the results became fact when the Marine refused 
to move. As he stayed in his crouched position to finish his task, the 
enemy waited for more target and the corpsman fired. Instantly they all 
congratulated each other. Not because the enemy was dead but because 
the numbers had finished in sequence. Second platoon had finished 
second, and 3rd platoon was fucked.   Only a bunch of testosterone 
driven killers would create a contest about death. Those few of us who 
had been in country tried to convince the new arrivals that combat 
would arrive soon enough. But the Marine Corps had their brains and 
they were searching for blood like a platoon of vampires. 3rd platoon 
was on the prowl and pity that poor son of a bitch who gave them a 
target. 
 
The God of War was truly a sadistic mother fucker. Occasionally he 
would send you on a patrol in which absolutely nothing happened. But 
he would make sure that you never realized it until you had landed on 
the LZ at Chu Lai. To him it was absolutely unacceptable that you should 
ever relax and enjoy one.  
 
It was the third day of the third patrol under our new Lieutenant. 
Nothing had happened except that on the first night it had rained on all 
of us and on night two it had rained only on one. In the middle of the 
second night, I was awaking by the loud sound of water hitting a 
poncho, followed immediately by one hell of a commotion. The arrival of 
the morning would unravel the mystery. Young, having drunk entirely 
ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÉÑÕÉÄ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȟ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ȰÐÅÅ ÎÏ× ÏÒ ÇÅÔ ×ÅÔȱ 
situations. Normally we would roll on our side and go.  
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For fear of drowning in his own lake, he would take his life into his own 
hands and stand up and leave the circle, or so he thought. The noise was 
caused by a long stream of piss striking an occupied poncho, thus the 
commotion and near intentional discharge of a weapon. That night the 
3rd platoon would acquire its first inside joke. We would forever 
ÉÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÉÎÖÅÒÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ȰÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÐÉÓÓÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅÎ ÐÉÓÓÅÄ 
ÏÎȱȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÄÁÙ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÍÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎËÅÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÕÒ ÂÁÃË ÂÙ 
placing an albatross around our neck. The vampires would have their 
blood and 3rd platoon its first official kill!  
 
The Lieutenant did three things on the third day. First, he asked for an 
early extraction, then for permission to patrol the valley below. The 
answers he received were both in the affirmative. His third action may 
cause him to rot in Hell for all eternity.  
 
) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÁÓ ×Å ÍÏÖÅÄ ÅÎ ÍÁÓÓÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȢ 
After all, in two days of intense searching we had seen nothing. The plan 
was to split the platoon into its two squads. With one patrolling the base 
of the hill until a circle had been completed, the second squad would 
follow the trail that skirted the valley until an adequate ambush site was 
located. I was assigned to the hump around the hill. We ended where we 
started so we sat and waited. 
 
7ÈÅÎ ) ÐÏÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ Ȱ4ÈÉÒÄ 7ÏÒÌÄ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙȱ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ ÆÏÒ 
his survival required that he spends all day knee deep in buffalo shit 
tending his rice crop. That day should have been no different for him. He 
should have finished his work then headed home. But that day, half way 
home he died. He was killed by one hundred rounds from an M-60 
machine gun, twenty rounds from four different M-14 and an M-79 
40mm round, tossed in for good measure. If he was married, she was a 
widow. After the smoke cleared, Larry Hill would walk over to the 
farmer, bend over and look at him, then glance up at the Lieutenant and 
ÍÕÔÔÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ȰÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÈÕÎÔÅÒÓȢȱ  
 
The killer instinct, when poorly supervised, may border on the crimina l. 
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Kill them all. 
God will 
knowHis own 

 
 
Author unknown                                      falsely attributed to 2 Timothy 2:19 
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 Although it was the longest ride of my life, I remember nothing about it.  
%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÉÔ ÓÈÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÅÃÏÒÄÅÄ ÁÓ ȰÐÒÅȟȱ ÁÌÌ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÉÔ 
ÁÓ ȰÐÏÓÔȱȢ  ) ÄÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÐÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÒÅÔÒÉÅÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ 
trophy. My next thought would place me in the LZ boarding the last 
recon chopper out.As I climbed aboard, I looked down to see pools of 
coagulated blood. I wondered who the donors were, Doc or some of the 
doped up wounded. This chopper was definitely on a round trip. As 
surely as I knew anything, I knew I needed to laugh. 
 
 There was a lull in the fight, and I looked back for just a moment. What I 
saw was an eye catcher. There stood Charlie in the midst of all that 
blood and gore, like a Civil War surgeon with a hacksaw, all covered 
with blood but none of it his. The wounded Marine was pleading for 
morphine and Charlie had none to give him. His wound was in a non-
critical location and Charlie had prioritized the distribution of the magic 
liquid. After one last loud request, Charlie would look him in the face 
ÁÎÄ ÙÅÌÌ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 
ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÁÓÓÈÏÌÅÓȱȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÒÉÃÏÃÈÅÔÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÈÕÍÏÒ 
would close the door on depression.  
 
As long as I remained in country, Charlie and I would be in the same fire 
team. Every time we stepped into the shit, I would look up and there 
ÓÔÏÏÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅȢ /Î ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ Á ÂÏÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÉÆ )ȭÍ 
lucky, will last for eternity. 
 
As we touched down on the LZ, it was nice to walk off and not have to 
jump. I had no jump left in me. Walking up the small hill I was accosted 
by the corpsman from second platoon. Wrapping his arms around me he 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ Ȱ*ÅÓÕÓȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ -Ù ÃÒÙÐÔÉÃ ÒÅÐÌÙ 
×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÑÕÉÓÉÔÉÖÅ ȰÆÕÃË ÙÏÕȱȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ ȰÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÕÒÃÅ ÏÆ 
ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÉÎÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȢȱ !Ô ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌ ) ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÅÆÉÎÇ ÔÅÎÔ 
which now was, of course, the debriefing tent.  I was late and missed 
most of the conversation. 
 I was all right with this, as for all their talk, I could do no listening. It 
was then that I witnessed an act by a few Marines that I found totally 
disgusting! They would strip off their utilities looking for minor 
scratches or small cuts. Theoretically if one such abrasion was located 
and it could be established that said mark was received while the lead 
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was flying, its recipient would be technically eligible for a Purple Heart. 
Doc would receive a Purple Heart for dying! Near the end of his tour, 
Leonel (the Recon Scout Sniper) would receive a horrendous wound, 
thus earning his Purple Heart. In the name of He who was and He who 
will be, I cannot comprehend anyone wearing this medal for receiving a 
non-bleeding wound or a miniscule scratch. Leaving this scavenger hunt 
I would begin the long trek to the beach. Numbness would follow me all 
the way to my tent. Entering, the realization would cause me to freeze. 
Looking in I could see Breedlove, Whitney and Perez. Then I realized 
that at this moment this tent had more of its occupants in surgery then 
in residence. 
 
Connecting our living quarters of tents was an integral causeway of 
interlocking steel mesh pieces. The true purpose of these sections was 
to be used in the creation of an instant air field. They were acquired 
from the Air Wing during a midnight requisition. Unless we were going 
for a swim, we had no intention of walking in the sand.  So it was that at 
this time and along this highway we now heard the sound of rapidly 
approaching feet. This messenger would soon fit the description of a 
tattle-tale running to the teacher. As he stuck his head into our tent we 
recognized him for who he was. A noncombatant desk jockey from 
ÁÄÍÉÎȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÔÉÒÅÌÙ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÊÏÙ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÙȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÁÒÅ 
going back out, right away. Your Lieutenant just volunteered you for the 
ÎÅØÔ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÄÄÌÅȦȱ  4ÈÅ 
conversation stopped when Leonel slammed the bolt home on his M-1. 
4ÈÅ ÍÅÓÓÅÎÇÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÕÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÑÕÉÃËÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÉÓ arrival, as he was 
slipping in his own shit! 
 
Breedlove was first. Before today he would have had no right to be first. 
After his actions of that morning he had earned the privilege to say what 
×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÈÏÓÅÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ with that 
ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ Á ÂÉÔÃÈȩ $ÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÎÏ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÇÏ 
ÏÕÔ ÎÏ×ȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȦ  ,ÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅȠ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ ÒÁÓÈ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÍÙ 
ÂÏÄÙȢȱ 
 With that statement he ripped open his utility shift to reveal a rash 
from his neck line tÏ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÉÓÔȢ "ÏÙȟ ÔÈÁÔ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓ Á ȰÒÅÄÓËÉÎȱȦ /Æ 
course, we all agreed, and we all joined in with the obscene epitaphs. 
But we shut up when we saw the Lieutenant enter the tent. Charlie, 
ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ×ÁÓ ÁÔ Á ÄÉÓÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅȢ Ȱ"2%%$,/6E! I am 
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an officer in the United States Marine Corps, and I expect you to treat me 
×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÓȦȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÄÉÄ 
the smartest thing he had done all day. He turned 180 degrees and 
walked out. But I am an eye witness to the fact that Charlie got in one 
ÌÁÓÔ ȰÓÏÎ ÏÆ Á ÂÉÔÃÈȱȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ -ÁÊÏÒ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÂÙ 
to tell us that there would be a meeting in the briefing tent tomorrow at 
1000 hours and our attendance was mandatory! As he walked out, he 
looked at Charlie, shook his head and smiled. We would learn later that 
ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÄÅÅÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÔÈÅ 0Ȣ&Ȣ#ȟ ÏÎÅ 
combat vet to another. Not a single word was ever said; understand the 
power of a Sergeant Major. 
 
Sergeant Skinny had taught me the Marine Corps definition of the word 
ȰÍÁÎÄÁÔÏÒÙȟȱ ÓÏ ) ×ÁÓ ÅÁÒÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ) ÓÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ Á ÄÁÒË ÔÅÎÔ 
staring at a map, the same map I had seen the last time I was here. 
Nothing had changed. The pins and symbols were all the same. Only the 
viewers had changed, for they had gone through a metamorphosis that 
would propel them from their youth to maximum maturity without the 
benefit of the wisdom that usually accompanies such a journey. The 
question of the day was why had the Colonel done this to us. What we 
had failed to realize was that the Colonel was just that, a Colonel in the 
Marine Corps, and if World War ll and Korea had taught him anything, 
they had taught him to take advantage of every opportunity to kill the 
enemy.  Being a Colonel he recognized a golden opportunity when he 
saw one. The briefing would be a class. The class would be an education. 
The education would be life altering. 
 
I would privately ponder the question for many years, breaking down 
the complicated equation to its base element: rice. The total existence of 
the Vietnamese peasant was based of the foundation of one daily 
movement, hand to mouth. 
 
 The geological laws that governed the planet also pertained to the area 
we call Vietnam. 
 Its central spine of mountains was formed by a violent upheaval of the 
earths crust. The rolling foothills would create a buffer between the 
jagged, jungle covered mountains and the level coastal plains. The plains 
would extend all the way to the waters edge. There the land would end, 
under a constant pounding by the South China Sea. It was the same all 
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along the Vietnamese coast. But here at this one spot the distance 
between the Sea and the foothills was at its greatest. Without the river 
this area was nothing. With the river this area was unique. The river had 
meandered over this plain for many a millennium and because of this, 
the land was fertile. The clear fresh water that started in the mountains 
and flowed through the foothills would bring to the plains all that was 
needed, fertile soil, fresh water, grasses, grain and fish. If all these things 
were made non-compatible, we would still be living in the trees. But in 
the end it would all come down to one thing, it was the rice. 
 
If I put myself into their environment I would extend my long range 
patrols to Fiftieth Street and France Avenue. I would attack every enemy 
between Penn and Washburn Avenues and I would set up my ambushes 
along Minnehaha Creek. These people were not defending their country, 
they were defending their neighborhood! But why? We would threaten 
to kill them all and still they would stay. In the end, it was always the 
rice. 
 
4ÈÅ #ÏÍÍÕÎÉÓÔÓ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÑÕÁÒÅ 
foot of real estate. But they had to control this area at all cost. The rice 
would feed a regiment. And the river was a highway into the jungle, a 
major supply route that dissected the prize.  They began its defense 
twenty years earlier as Viet Min and continued it as Vietcong. The city-
based government of South Vietnam would approach the problem the 
same as we did in our campaign against the Native Americans. They 
would construct a fort and staff it with soldiers from non-local areas. 
They too knew the value of this region, for they had built a fort near the 
river. Now, besides mobility, there was a fundamental difference 
between the soldiers of the fort and the soldiers of the local area: one 
would fight and the other would not. For the soldiers who were not of 
this area cared nothing for the rice.  
 
Those Marines that would make the plan realized that the coastal plains 
were perfect for an airfield.  
They also understood the rice. To control the rice was to control this 
area. To control this area was to control the river. To control the river 
was to deny the enemy of something that he needed. So the airfield was 
built and the Marines were assigned to guard it. Because of the rice the 
Vietcong were strong in this area. At least a regiment lived next to the 
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Marines. That situation would last as long as it took the Marines to 
figure that fact out. Just before the local soldiers were ready to attack 
the airbase, the Marines hit first. The enemy, thinking that we would 
fight like the South Vietnamese, decided to stand and defend their 
ground. Major fucking mistake! In three days the insurgent population 
of the region had been reduced by more then seven hundred souls. But 
to their everlasting credit, in the next seven years of warfare the enemy, 
neither Vietcong nor North Vietnamese, would ever repeat that error. 
The next two times the Marines entered this area nothing was 
accomplished. The first time we guarded the rice. And so that the 
Vietcong could not have it, we gave it to the South Vietnamese 
government. To the locals it appeared that we had stolen their rice. The 
second time the Marines entered the fertile plain they were bent on 
killing all the Vietcong. But the enemy had learned his lesson and just 
faded away. Therefore the abscess on the southern border of Chu Lei 
still needed lancing. About this time the soldiers in the fort told the 
Marines that a Vietcong supply depot was on a nearby hilltop. The First 
Marine Division responded by sending in a Recon team. The 3rd Platoon 
Charlie Company got halfway up that hill and was cut to pieces. Now the 
Colonel, being a smart Marine CoÒÐÓ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌȟ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÐÁÙÂÁÃË 
×ÁÓ Á ÍÏÔÈÅÒÆÕÃËÅÒȢȱ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÉÃÅȢ 
 
(Å ÓÁÉÄ ȰÁÔ ÅÁÓÅȱ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÔȢ ,ÔȢ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ 3ÕÌÌÉÖÁÎȟ 
commanding officer of the First Reconnaissance Battalion, had truly 
earned the unquestioned respect of every Marine who ever served with 
him in any of three different wars. I was no exception. It became obvious 
that he was not going to explain why he had chosen us to return without 
rest. Only time would reveal his master plan. And I knew it had nothing 
to do with the Lieutenants request. He began by updating us on our 
wounded. He called them by their first names. I was impressed. My 
ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ 
either. Then he cut to the chase.  
Ȱ'ÅÎÔÌÅÍÅÎȟ within our southern tactical area of responsibility is an 
extremely large concentration of VC.ȱ 
 
The communists have been in total control of this area for almost 
twenty years. The government of South Vietnam is incapable of dealing 
with the situation. The enemy we fought in operation Starlight came 
from this area. The VC that ambushed you yesterday came from this 
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ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅȢȱ !Ó ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÄÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ 
with pacification platoons that lived with the villagers. That failed. We 
followed with operation Harvest Moon to secure their rice crop from the 
VC. And that failed. When we enter the area we sustain casualties from 
ÆÒÅÓÈÌÙ ÉÎÓÔÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÏÏÂÙ ÔÒÁÐÓȢ (ÅÌÌȦ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ 
participating in this activity. Understand this, the enemy troops in this 
area consists of men and women. You will act accordingly. Insertion of 
infantry into this area results in limited success. Therefore we have 
dropped pamphlets in and around the village instructing the populace 
to relocate to ******, and two days ago this whole area was designated a 
Ȱ&ÒÅÅ &ÉÒÅ :ÏÎÅȱȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÔ ρψππ ÙÏÕ 
×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ !26. ÏÕÔÐÏÓÔȢȱ (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 
ÍÁÒË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ 
ten days. To help secure the outpost we will attach a platoon of South 
Korean Marines. They will be responsible for all active patrols outside 
the base camp. Your mission is to utilize air power, naval gun fire and 
artillery to attack any and all targets of opportunity. In an emergency 
you will act as radio relay. Take three radios, a BC scope and a 50 
ÃÁÌÉÂÅÒȢ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÓÁÉÄȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅȦ ÁÙÅȦ ÓÉÒȦȱ 
Ȱ'ÅÎÔÌÅÍÅÎȟ ÇÏÏÄ ÈÕÎÔÉÎÇȦȱ 
Ȱ!44%.4)/.Ȧȱ 
We stayed in that position until he left the tent. That was the second 
time the Colonel had personally given us the briefing. He must have 
wanted to make sure that everyone knew exactly what he expected of 
them. I had heard the words, but as of yet thÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÕÎË ÉÎȢ ) 
would come to understand that from where Doc was now, he could look 
down and ahead. Seeing that which was about to happen, his soul must 
have been racked with excruciating sadness. For what we were about to 
do, we would do in his name. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

DECLASSFIED 
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                                                      1st Reconnaissance Battalion 
                                                      CHU LAI RVN 
                                                      252000H July 66 
 
 
Bn Frag Order 13-66 
Team: 3rd 0ÌÔȟ #ÏȢ Ȱ#ȱ ɉ"//+#/6%2Ɋ 
Maps:  VIETNAM 1:50,000, AMSL701 
Sheets 6756 LV 
Debriefer: SSgt WILLIAMS 
 

PATROL REPORT 
 

1.  Size and Composition:  2 Off, 13 Enl 
 
2.  Mission:  Establish an OP on hill 141 (BT 474864-RF Outpost) and 
maintain surveillance over the valley area to the north.  
 
3.  Time of Departure:  160800H 
 
4. Time of return:  251710H 
 
5.  Route:  See attached overlay (Enclosure 1) 
 
6.  Synopsis:  This patrol covered a period of 225 hours with 10 
sightings of 155 VC/VCS. None of the VC/VCS sighted carried weapons 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ 6# ×ÁÓ ÂÁÓÅÄ ÏÎ 2& ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȭÓ 
identification through the BC scope. 47 fire mission and two air strikes 
were fired on patrol sightings and agent reports of VC activity resulting 
in; 5 VC KIA confirmed, 10 VC KIA possible. 5 secondary explosions, plus 
agent reports of an additional 197 VC KIA and 10 VC WIA. (Some fire 
missions not recorded----author) The patrol received small arms fire 
upon extraction resulting in SSgt. ******* receiving a minor leg wound 
which did not require a med-evac. 
 
7. Observations (Enemy and Terrain) 
 
TIME                             COORDINATES                       OBSERVATION 
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160845H                                          Smoke signals were sighted when the  
161700H                                          patrol landed and eventually surrounded 
                                                            the camp during this period. RF  
                                                            commander stated that VC were located 
                                                            at: BS 432855, 479869, 469854,  
                                                           482837, and 475856, where smoke had 
                                                            been sighted. Fire missions were fired  
                                                            on these locations, results are unknown  
                                                            due to foliage. 
 
 
 
162130H           BS 459875             Fire missions fired on VC fires. 
 
ρχπψσπ(           "3 τττψυτ             τ 6# ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ×ÅÓÔȟ σ ÉÎ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ 
                                                               ρ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÔÅ 0*ȭÓȟ ς ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ 
                                                                packs. 
 
171000H                                           RF commander reported VC  
181315H                                           activity at the following locations:   
                                                             BS 457837, 441853, 501884, 497880, 
                                                             456864, 464884, 466880, 432853, 
                                                             479869, 469854, 482837, 474856, 
                                                             459875, 487887, 447896, 457837,  
                                                             441853, 501884. Fire missions were 
                                                             fired  on each reported location. 
 
181400H         BS 497880             3 VC moving west all carrying packs. 
                                                              Fire mission called, could not observe 
                                                              damage. 
 
181805H         BS 456864               Fire mission fired on VC fire, good 
                                                                coverage of area, fire  
                                                                extinguished. 
 
191410H         BS 464884               5 VC came from the west climbed a 
                                                                ÔÒÅÅȟ ×ÏÒÅ ÖÁÒÉÏÕÓ ÃÏÌÏÒÅÄ 0*ȭÓ ÁÎÄ  
                                                                appeared to be carrying a radio. Fire 
                                                                mission called, good coverage of 
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target, 5 VC KIA possible. 
 
192100H        BS 464470               RF commander reported 21 VC at 
                                                              this location. Fire mission fired  
                                                              unable to ascertain results. 
 
192143H        BS 454865               Fire mission on RF report of 300 
                                                              VC, Agent later reported 3 VC 
                                                              KIA and 2 VC WIA as a 
                                                              result of this fire. 
 
201157H        BS 484877               Fire mission called on VC house. 
                                                              Good coverage, house partially 
                                                              destroyed. 
 
211540H        BS 443887                Fire mission called on VC smoke. 
                                                               No damage assessment. 
 
211855H        BS 506863                1 VC moving east on trail wearing 
                                                              green uniform, unable to observe 
                                                              equipment. 
 
210935H        BS 450886               Fire mission fired on RF reported 
                                                              storage area. 
 
211045H       BS 460885                Fire mission fired on storage area 
                                                              with a platoon guarding it reported 
                                                              by RF agent. Agent later reported  
                                                             17 KIA, 3 WIA  and one storage 
                                                              area destroyed as a result of this 
                                                              fire mission. 
 
221130H       BS 468838                Estimated 20 VC in bombed out  
                                                              ÁÒÅÁȟ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔ ÕÎËÎÏ×ÎȢ 
                                                               AO directed air strikes, agent later  
                                                              reported  3 KIA and 5 WIA as a 
                                                              result of the air strike. 
 
221237H     BS 467832                  40 VC wearing black and white 
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                                                             0*ȭÓȟ ÒÅÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ Á 6# ÃÁÍÐȢ &ÉÒÅ 
                                                              mission called with good coverage 
                                                              of target. 
 
221505H     BS 486884                  Fire mission fired on suspected 
                                                              VC bunker. No damage assessment 
                                                              possible. 
 
221530H     BS 486884                  ς 6# ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔ ÕÎËÎÏ×Î 
                                                              going into bunker. Fire mission called  
                                                              Bunker partly destroyed. 
 
221635H     BS 462893                  Fire mission fired on VC signal smoke. 
                                                              Good coverage of target. Smoke ceased. 
 
231045H     BS 487887                  ςπ 6# ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÉÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ 
                                                              supplies. Fire mission called, good 
                                                              coverage of area, resulting in three 
                                                              secondary explosions. Agent later  
                                                              reported 19 VC KIA as a result of this 
                                                              fire mission. 
 
231110H     BS 504889                  ςπ 6# ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÉÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ       
                                                              supplies. Fire mission called. Excellent 
                                                              coverage of area. 10 VC KIA.possible. 
 
240845H     BS 501880                  40 VC moving in village, assorted 
                                                              clothing, fire mission called, excellent 
                                                              coverage of target, 2 secondary  
                                                              explosions. Agent later reported 100 VC 
                                                              +)!ȭÓ ÁÓ Á ÒÅÓÕÌÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎȢ 
 
241015H                                           Agent accompanied AO to direct 
                                                              air strikes at BS467833, 465838, 
                                                              τφψψτςȢ !ÇÅÎÔ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ σχ +)!ȭÓ                                                          
 
250805H     BS 506880                  50 VC gathering in village. Fire 
                                                              mission fired resulting in one 
                                                              secondary explosion. Agent later 
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                                                              ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ φπ 6# +)!ȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÒÅa. 
 
251040H                                            Agent reported 125 VC with weapons 
                                                              at BT 487836, 486847,493855. Fire 
                                                              missions fired into each area at 251330 
 
 
251645H     BT 48165                    Received SA fire while being 
                                                              extracted. SSgt ******** received 
                                                              a minor leg wound. Fire was returned 
                                                              by gunship in the area. 
 
8. Other Information: The RF commander was very to have marines at 
his OP and provided many targets for artillery missions. 
 
9. Results of Encounters with enemy: 1 USMC WIA, minor leg wound 
(non med evac). 
 
10. Condition of Patrol: Good 
 
11. Recommendations and Conclusions: Patrol leader feels that an 
ÉÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÃÅ ÁÇÅÎÔ ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÁÔÔÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÅÎÔȭÓ 
reliabil ity. This OP should be maintained as this area is infested with VC, 
and the river is probably a main LOC for the VC. 
 
 
                                                                             *************  
                                                                             1st Lt USMC 
                                                                             3rd Plt. Co. C 
                                                                             Patrol Leader 
 
12 Additional comments by debriefer: None 
 
 
 
 
 
For one who looks, it is an obvious anomaly. No military organization 
commanded by a dictator or despot could ever allow so much power to 
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be controlled by one so low in rank. It may be the single most reason 
why the flexibility of our military is so great. I have long since forgotten 
the name of the operation but not what took place that day, the memory 
of which will always remain in that space between my ears. With the 
exception of the final result, it was all routine. The target was a group of 
enemy (NVA) half way up the ridgeline and across a small valley from 
us. We were in so deep that our position exceeded artillery coverage. 
With the exception of fixed wing aircraft we would have to rely on naval 
gunfire. As their location was not fixed and their platform was not stable 
they required more data. No problem. We gave them the data they 
needed and then we waited for the expected five inch spotter round. It 
came, and it was rare and lucky that it landed right on target. Our 
ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÁÎÅÏÕÓȢ Ȱ&ÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȢȱ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÓÏ 
routine until the end, and then something was said that I would hear 
ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÅÁÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÇÕÎÓ ÁÒÅ ÈÕÎÇÒÙȢȱ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
mean? If I were to describe to you the sound of the incoming rounds as a 
rushing freight train, you would be closer to the truth by visualizing my 
ears on the track. It was not an explosion, but an eruption. The 
concussion tossed the spotter out of the tree as if he were a rag doll. I 
was convinced that it had been a short round and had come down 
ÁÍÏÎÇ ÕÓȢ )ÎÓÔÉÎÃÔÉÖÅÌÙ ) ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ χØυπȭÓ ɉÂÉÎÏÃÕÌÁÒÓɊ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 
the target. It was impossible to orientate myself as half of the ridge was 
ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÔÈe debris. Then I knew. They had fired 
nine rounds at the same time and each round was sixteen inches wide. 
Only in America could a Lance Corporal in the Marine Corps command a 
battleship! 
 
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔ threat 
of annihilation, we had a radio and the radio was a great equalizer. With 
a radio, fixed winged aircraft like the Phantom, Skyhawk and Corsair 
were at my beck and call. The jets speed was such that they could only 
see fixed targets with regularity. Therefore, you would be required to 
organize their attack in conjunction with a smoke grenade, using the 
colored smoke as a reference point.  
The presence of the jets always caused a chain reaction which ended in 
a situation that I could have done without. The VC were scared shitless 
of the low flying screaming machines. Any time that the jets were in the 
attack mode the enemy would get close enough to touch, as they knew 
we would not summon the demons in on our own position. The air 
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support that really got the job done was that eggbeater they called a 
Huey. Also many times we even had the guns of the seventh fleet 
waiting for their call sign. But by far the most frequent recipient or our 
pleas were the cannon cockers attached to the Fifth and Seventh Marine 
Regiments. It is to them above all others that we owe so much.  
 
It was my second day in the empty tent and I had an awkward feeling of 
not yet belonging. I wanted something I could learn and turn into an 
appreciated skill. Immediately I got my wish. Top would inform me that 
this was the day I would spend with the cannon cockers. The Marine 
Corps had taken the principles of close in fire support and had turned 
them into a precise science. It was this science that I would learn today. 
It was this learning that would serve me so well. When they heard 
Recon they were falsely impressed. They remained that way until they 
discovered that the title had yet to be earned. What they failed to realize 
was their extent of participation in the process. The first thing that they 
ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÍÅ ȰÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÎÏÎȱȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÉÎÆÌÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÈÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙ ȰÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÎÎÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ )×ÏȱȢ 4ÈÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ×ÁÓ 
proud of such frugalness, twenty years later and they were still serving 
the tax payer. Then the lesson began. I was surprised to find out that the 
U.S. Army had mapped every square inch of land on this planet. The 
images on the map were marked by connected contoured lines 
signifying degrees of elevation above sea level. They then had taken all 
the maps and assigned each a sequential number. Each map was then 
divided into equal squares, each square being 1000 meters by 1000 
meters, within which a simple scale of base ten mathematics would 
allow two different people at two different locations to look at exactly 
the same spot. This was a useful tool. All that was required was for all 
concerned to know the map number, and then the two letter code 
identifying the square in question would be followed by six numbers 
marking the spot. Believe me the process is a lot easier then it sounds. 
How accurate was this procedure? I was told of a four man patrol that 
had gotten into trouble and had to cover the 5000 meters to safety on 
foot.  
The skill of the team leader would allow them to walk the distance 
within a moving circular wall of shrapnel. Now that was a skill I admired 
and therefore a skill I would acquire. Prior to each patrol, our area of 
operation would be marked on a map with four corner coordinates. 
These coordinates would be given to all parties concerned. To them it 
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wÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á Ȱ.Ï &ÉÒÅ :ÏÎÅȢȱ 4Ï ÕÓ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á Ȱ&ÒÅÅ &ÉÒÅ :ÏÎÅȢȱ !ÒÍÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ 
this knowledge we would leave our mark on the landscape, population 
and history of Vietnam. 
 
As the helicopter banked, and I could see the LZ, I realized for the first 
ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ afraid. It would be ten days inside a fortified position 
ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÁÓ -ÕÒÐÈÙȭÓ ,Á×Ȣ ) ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ 
would be the first patrol that I would sleep well. If anything was going to 
keep me awake it would be indigestion. Knowing that wÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÏ ÈÕÍÐ )ȭÄ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÃÈÏ× ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÍÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÆÁÔ ÂÏÄÙȢ 
Collectively we were loaded for bear. Our entourage included a Navy 
Forward Observer for calling in air strikes, and a spook (CIA). The spook 
left after establishing contact with an agent from the local village. The 
agent would give us fire coordinates and post mission results. I 
wondered if he had any personal grudges with anybody living in the 
valley. Because, when he gave us any coordinates, we blew it to hell. And 
as if ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌ ÏÆ Á ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ 
of ass-kicking Korean Marines. Who ever had put this thing together had 
wanted a lot of people to die. They would get their wish. 
 
 Extra equipment included a .50 cal. machine gun and a BC scope. The 
BC scope was like a periscope. It gave you vision that was the equivalent 
of an eagle looking through a pair of binoculars. As for the .50, this 
weapon was used to shoot down airplanes in World War II. I took one of 
its bullets and laid it in my out-stretched hand. I was impressed; the 
bullet was longer. To be struck in the arm or leg with such a round was 
to have said limb ripped off. The gun was so heavy that the barrel was 
carried by itself. The truth of the matter was that we could have left all 
this extra firepower at home. To kill everybody, all that was needed 
were our three radios. 
 
Halfway through my tour and for the first time in the bush, I was 
walking off an LZ. We had landed right at the base of a small hill.  
The entire hill was consumed by the observation post. It was 
surrounded by layers of barbed wire in between which were 
subterranean mines and surface booby-traps. At the very top was an 
observation tower whose platform rose to approximately twenty feet 
above the ground. Between the tower and the last strand of wire were 
randomly spaced bunkers constructed of earth and sand bags. It was 
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obvious that from the top of this hill one would have a commanding 
view of the river, village and coastal plain for as far as the BC scoop 
could see. We could find only one flaw. One way in and one way out; it 
was a road with a swinging gate, obviously not mined. We would cover 
this gate with three claymores and a .50. Pity the poor son of a bitch 
who came knocking in the middle of the night. 
 
As I walked up the road and felt the weight of their eyes, I realized that I 
knew nothing of these people. I would answer the questions I had many 
years too late. What seemed so simple was really quite complicated. All I 
saw was black and white. I wonder what )ȭÄ ÆÅÌÔ ÈÁÄ ) ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÄÅÓ ÏÆ 
gray. The Vietnamese were really one people. Politics had fragmented 
them. The North was represented by a Communist government that 
wanted the country to be one, as it was before. Its leader, Ho Chi Min, 
had actually approached America for help first. But we would refuse to 
upset the French. Moscow had no such commitment. It was a strange 
case of a small country being totally affected by a dispute between two 
powerful nations. That under any other circumstances the two nations 
ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÄ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÄÁÍÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ 
Those we would call the Vietcong were actually citizens of South 
Vietnam fighting for the Communists. Their allies would later allow 
them to be destroyed (Tet) so as not to have to deal with questions of 
post war power. 
 
 Now within the south there were basically three types of non Vietcong 
groups. First, the upper class. They controlled the South Vietnamese 
Government, and as such were the main target of the communist. It is 
this group that first cried Uncle (Sam) and asked us for help. The last 
two southern groups I call the valley people and the mountain people. 
The valley people lived in an agricultural world and as such had no love 
for the city dwellers. They basically were not interested in the war but 
ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅ ÍÁÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ5ÎÃÌÅ (ÏȢȱ 
Now Uncle Ho and Ho Chi Min were one in the same.  
When it became crunch time the valley people would not fight; they 
preferred us to do that for them. But the mountain people were 
different. They would fight the North Vietnamese at the drop of a hat. 
The military training of the valley peoplewas basically done by the 
United States Army Special Forces. These were brave men who had an 
impossible job. They would give up buckets upon buckets of their blood 
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trying to get it done. Now the mountain people were mostly under the 
control of the Central Intelligence Agency. When we left, the valley 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÕÓ ÔÈÅ #ÏÍÍÕÎÉÓÔÓ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÉÅÓȢ !Ó 
for the mountain people, we deserted them, and they were slaughtered 
for helping us. I often wonder how this is explained within the walls of 
Langley (CIA HQ). 
 
It was well into my sixth month in country and I found myself walking 
up a hill to enter the world of the valley people. Their military had been 
divided into three groups; the ARVN or Army of the Republic of 
Vietnam, RF or Regional Forces and PF for Popular Forces. To me the 
three were all one and the same. I had only a single previous experience 
to draw on. We were on a day patrol that had originated at a Special 
Forces Camp. The Green Beret Sergeant had given us an ARVN guide. It 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ 3ÏÕÔÈ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒ ÆÒÏÚÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÔÒÁÃËÓ ÁÎÄ 
refused to move forward. All he would do was to stand still, point 
ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙ Ȱ6# ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ρπȢȱ (Å ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 
opinion we were about to enter VC country, and he was staying put. It 
would take the Sergeant to draw his pistol and threaten to shoot this 
ARVN before the Vietnamese soldier would move forward. I have 
always recognized this for what it was, a brave act. You see, we were 
being extracted that afternoon. But that Sergeant would stay behind and 
ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ !26.ȭÓ ÉÎÃÌÕÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌȢ 
Many a tÉÍÅ Á 3ÐÅÃÉÁÌ &ÏÒÃÅÓ Ȱ!ȱ 4ÅÁÍ ×ÏÕÌÄ Á×ÁËÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ .ÏÒÔÈ 
Vietnamese inside the wire and the South Vietnamese at their backs. 
Anyone who could live through such an experience deserved all the 
buttons, badges and patches that could fit on a uniform. 
 
It dÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÍÉÔ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÍÏÖÅȢ 4ÈÅ 2ÅÇÉÏÎÁÌ 
Forces commander informed us that he had ordered his men to 
surrender their living quarters to us. So here we were accepting his 
offer and on day one antagonizing those who were to watch our backs.  
He would force them into a communal bunker and we would make a 
statement by sleeping under the stars. Our gesture would prove futile; 
the next day the Koreans would arrive and take the bunkers from their 
ÒÉÇÈÔÆÕÌ Ï×ÎÅÒÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ Á ȰÂÒÏ×Î ÐÅÏÐÌÅȱ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÍÏÖÅȢ 7Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÓÏ 
learn later that by moving outside, we had caused the RF commander to 
ÌÏÓÅ ÏÒÉÅÎÔÁÌ ȰÆÁÃÅȱȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ×ÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
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hearts and minds of the people. Politics and customs are truly 
complicated and they do make strange bed fellows. 
 
Neither side was slow about the opening act. We needed to impress 
those on the hill who were watching and the enemy needed to quickly 
get the word out. The Navy Forward Observer did nothing before he set 
up the BC scope and sighted in on his multiple targets. The objects of his 
attention were four spiraling signal fires which were located at various 
distances throughout the coastal plain. Figuring that someone would 
have to be fanning the flames, he would kill his first Vietcong. As quickly 
as the coordinates were formulated, the fire mission was called in. The 
enemy would send his message that the Marines were here. Hide your 
weapons and act like a farmer. Both of these acts required 
communication. We would use a radio and they would send smoke 
signals. Under the normal rules those who fought like Apaches would 
win. But we were about to change the rules. Many times I would look 
down into a valley to see my unarmed enemy practicing in military 
formation, making dry runs in ambush formation and moving into 
defensive positions in formation. If they knew anything they knew our 
Ȱ2ÕÌÅÓ ÏÆ %ÎÇÁÇÅÍÅÎÔȢȱ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÉÒÅ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ Á ×ÅÁÐÏÎȢ 
Even though we both understood that at a later date and given the 
opportunity, these very same men and women would uncover their 
weapons and kill Marines. Such is the true advantage of fighting a gorilla 
war. To resolve this issue the Marine Corps had declared all I could 
ÂÅÈÏÌÄ ÁÓ Á Ȱ&ÒÅÅ &ÉÒÅ :ÏÎÅȱȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÔÏÕÒȟ ) 
woulÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÂÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ Ȱ2ÕÌÅÓ ÏÆ %ÎÇÁÇÅÍÅÎÔȱȢ  
 
As darkness approached and we all began to settle in, there was an 
unresolved concern that traveled throughout the platoon. First in 
whispers, then into loud statements of doubt. We knew the issue for 
what it was; a serious concern for the security of our harbor site. The 
resolution would require an immediate meeting where straws would be 
drawn to settle the issue. The short straw would be picked by Larry Hill. 
This was truly a good thing as it was he who carried the M 60 machine 
gun. So it was that on that night we did so resolve that if attacked all 
except Larry would rush to the wire and engage the Vietcong. It would 
ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÈÉÓ ÔÁÓË ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ !26.ȭÓȢ 3ÕÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÒ ÆÁÉÔÈ ÁÎÄ 
trust in our allies! 
 



 114 

The Commandant would be proud as our first full day would begin with 
a sniper in the tower. He was the first to rise. Unlike the rest of us, his 
movement had purpose. He would skip his breakfast but fill one pocket 
with cookies. For once what he had been trained for was exactly what 
he was going to do. Into the empty pocket went two eight round clips for 
his M-1. Soon all who lived in the vicinity would feel his presence. For 
the next ten days they would radically adjust their lives, as they knew 
not when he would reach out and touch someone. With one exception, 
all would be forewarned, only his first target would be uninformed. He 
would remember how his entry had startled the ARVN on watch and 
with whom he would share the highest point in the tower. 
 
This breakfast was different, I was lighting a fire, boiling water and 
making noise. Old habits would die hard, my can of ham and eggs would 
be eaten cold. I could get used to patrols like this, sleeping all night and 
drinking hot chocolate. Such an environment made you feel like you 
were short changing Uncle Sam. It was said that the contract you had 
signed with the Marine Corps had promised you one cold meal a day 
and one hour of sleep a night. If they knew how we were living on this 
patrol, they would demand that we restructure. Normally to fill a 
canteen cup full of water would be a usage of too much at one time. In 
the bush your water had to be closely rationed. Once before when I did a 
foolish thing, I was forced to go two days without water. The torture 
was so educational that the mistake was never repeated. Finally after 
two days I was able to stick my head into a rice paddy. I looked up to see 
ÂÕÆÆÁÌÏ ÓÈÉÔ ÆÌÏÁÔ ÂÙ ÁÎÄ ) ËÅÐÔ ÏÎ ÓÕÃËÉÎÇȢ .Ï×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÒÓÔÙȦ  
 
I had first duty shift, so I had slept and built my fire next to the BC scope. 
As I watched the sun come up, I poured my coca powder into the hot 
water. After stirring, I leaned back and began my first sip. It was then 
ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÉÎÇȢ !ÌÌ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ×ÁÓȟȱ 7ÈÁÔȱȩ !ÇÁÉÎ ) 
heard whispering. I looked up at the noise to see Leonel leaning out over 
the top of the tower, trying to say something. I spoke up when I said: 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒȢȱ  
Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ) ÄÏȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÔȟ ÉÆ ) ÍÉÓÓȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÎ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÍÅÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ/Ȣ+Ȣ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅȢȱ 
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I sat down behind the scope and adjusted it until I could see where the 
village intersected with the trail. 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÇÏÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÕÐÐÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÒÉÃÅ ÐÁÄÄÙȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÔÒÅÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á 6# ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈ ) ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÏ× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ Á 6#ȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ !26. ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅ ÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÆÁÒ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÂÏÕÔ φςυȢȱ 
Ȱ/Ȣ+Ȣ )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 
BOOM! Instantly I had to answer my own question by realizing that the 
Kennedy film was in slow motion. In real time I could not see his head 
explode. It was there, and then just a jagged piece of bone sticking above 
his shoulders.  
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÍÁÔÃÈ ÒÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÍÍÏ 
ÂÕÎËÅÒȢȱ 
Definition: match round, bullet containing exactly 180 grains of black 
powder, designed to maintain consistency during competition, thus the 
term, match round.  
The sniper then reached into his pocket, removed a clip, pried a round 
out and tossed it down to me. Picking it up, I saw the Gunny coming on 
fast and strong.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÅÒÅȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȩȱ 
Ȱ0ÅÒÅÚ ÊÕÓÔ /Ó×ÁÌÄ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȱ 
Ȱ/ÕÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÕÎÎÙȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÍÁÔÃÈ ÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÂÌÁÃË ÂÁÎÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÍÏÒ ÐÉÅÒÃÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÏÌÖÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÙ ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÕÃËÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÐÉÅÒÃÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 
It was then that I would receive the most surrealistic response of my 
life. 7ÉÔÈ ÓÉÎÃÅÒÅ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÅÔÉÃ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÐÌÙ ȰÆÕÃËȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȦȱ 
 
With full morning light I would complete a self promise from the night 
before. Spinning the scope almost 270 degrees, I focused on what the 
map told me was Hill 97. I used the elephant grass to confirm my 
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accuracy. It was obvious that I had found the place of my personal 
ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÏÆ $ÏÃȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ 
had been accomplished except the accelerated growth of the jungle 
vegetation, as blood makes excellent fertilizer. As quickly as I had found 
it, I left it. Now, as I spun the scope to the village, I reminded myself that 
this is where it started and this is where it would end. My mind was 
ÊÁÒÒÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÓ Ȱ6#Ȧ 6#Ȧ 6#Ȧȱ ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ Ôhe tower 
to see the ARVN jumping up and down and pointing to the west. I would 
ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ χ8υπȭÓ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÉÓ ÆÉÎÇÅÒȟ ÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔ 
and pause to observe four Vietnamese males walking in the open. Two 
had on what appeared to be back packs.  
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ) ÒÅÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȟȱ 
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒȟ ÆÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ȟ ÆÏÕÒ ÖÉÃÔÏÒ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ 
coordinates Bravo Sting Ray four, four, four, eight, five, four. One HE 
ɉ(ÉÇÈ %ØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅɊȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÒÏÇÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ×ÁÉÔȟ ÏÖÅÒȱ 
BOOM! From my perspective, it was nice to see crap flying through the 
air so early in the morning. 
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒȢ $ÒÏÐ ÏÎÅ ÆÉÖÅ ÚÅÒÏȟ ÒÉÇÈt one zero zero, 
ÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏËÃÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÒÏÇÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ 7ÁÉÔȟ /ÖÅÒȢȱ 
Those who were watching said three bodies went airborne. I missed the 
show as I was busy concentrating on number four. I became fascinated 
by his feeble attempts to crawl away. Apparently he was so dazed that 
his movements were in a circular fashion. Then I saw the problem. He 
was missing his left leg from above the knee. His travels would fail to 
reach the 360 degree mark before he bled to death. When a Marine was 
wounded it was quite possible that he could travel from the battlefield 
to surgery in less then thirty minutes. Our enemy had no such chance. It 
would seem that these people had different priorities. Months later 2nd 
platoon would tell the story of their sniper shooting one through the 
chest. 
Moments later his buddy would run from the jungle, grab the wounded 
mans rifle and flee back into the trees. Like I said, they were forced to 
have different priorities. 
 
Relief came in the form of Steve Whitney. Seeing him I realized that the 
remainder of my day would consist of eating, sleeping and bull shitting. 
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,ÉÆÅȭÓ Á ÂÉÔÃÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÅÎÇÁÇÅÄ 
in a conversation that was beyond bizarre.  
Ȱ(ÅÙ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȢȱ 
He then proceeded to go through my pack removing almost every 
container of peanut butter that I had. 
Ȱ3ÔÅÖÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÌÕÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÊÁ×Ó ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔ ÆÏÒȩȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÐÅÔ ÒÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7(!4ȩȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÔ Á ÐÅÔ ÒÁÔȟ ) ÐÕÔ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÈÉÓ ÈÏÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ 
ÅÁÔÓ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÅÔ ÒÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ+ÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÔ ÔÏ ÆÁÔÔÅÎ ÈÉÍ ÕÐȢȱ 
I gave up and walked away. 
 
They had gathered us all together and instructed us not to fire any 
missions or call in air strikes until the Koreans were inside our wire. 
Sometime in mid-afternoon, Hill would look through the BC scope and 
ÐÒÏÃÌÁÉÍ Ȱ×ÅÌÌ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȱȢ 4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ ×Å ÁÌÌ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÕÎÉÓÏÎ ȰÎÏ ÔÈÁÎËÓȱȢ 
(ÉÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÂÌÉÖÉÏÕÓȠ ȰÌÏÏËȦȱ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅȢ 4ÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ 
us who looked up would witness quite a sight. Emerging from our side 
of the village were two columns of Korean Marines armed to the teeth 
and ready for bear. We were eye witness to the first Korean Marine 
axiom: If you wanted to put fear into your enemies heart, walk through 
his house. We thought we were hard core, but compared to these people 
we were Cub Scouts working on our first merit badge. I could 
understand their motivation as they too were divided with Communist 
to the north. Fourteen years earlier they had seen their entire county 
overrun.  
Many of the battles that followed would be high points in U.S. Marine 
Corps history. In the days to follow I would learn that they really were 
shanghaied, as representatives of their government would tour all 
villages selecting recruits for their Corps. Once chosen you would 
remain a Korean Marine until death or non-compensated retirement. I 
would learn that when they went on patrol they would line up shoulder 
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to shoulder and move forward, killing everything to their front. Then 
they would go into the village and put on a display of Martial Arts. It was 
the first time that I would see a human being squat and shit in fear. At 
night, if they did not go out on patrol they would stand at attention for 
hours, singing their national anthem. In the morning they would rise 
before the sun and increase their fighting skill with their hands and feet. 
They were truly bad ass motherfuckers. But the most remarkable thing I 
ever saw them accomplish was to take a can of ham and motherfuckers 
ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÅÄÉÂÌÅȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÁÉÌÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ Ȱ2ÉÐÌÅÙȭÓ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ 
ÉÔ ÏÒ .ÏÔȱ ÂÕÔ realized I would have been called a liar. They refused to 
reveal their secret recipe, but I would grow to suspect their ingredients 
had previously gone meow or bow wow. Upon entering the compound 
they did something that put a large lump in my throat. They would 
individually approach every one of us and bow repeating over and over 
ÁÇÁÉÎ ÉÎ ÂÒÏËÅÎ %ÎÇÌÉÓÈ ȰÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ 
ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙȱȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÂÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÂÌÅÍ ÓÔÁÍÐÅÄ ÏÎ 
our breast pocket. They had been taught that the men who wore the 
eagle, globe and anchor had saved their country, Semper Fi. Then we 
had our first snafu. Their Lieutenant walked by Breedlove, who failed to 
ÒÅÎÄÅÒ Á ÓÁÌÕÔÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎÔÏ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÔȦȱ 4ÈÅ #ÈÅÒÏËÅÅ 
×ÁÉÔÅÄ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÓÔ /ËÌÁÈÏÍÁ ÄÒÁ×Ìȟ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÓÕÒÅ 
ÁÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ #ÏÒÐÓ------------3ÉÒȱȢ 2ÕÌÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎÅȡ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
fuck with the draftee! 
 
For the next day and a half the RF commander of the outpost would 
continually supply us with a list of coordinates. We would then feed 
these numbers into a well-oiled killing machine. When it was over only 
the relatives would comprehend the loss. My guess would exceed two 
hundred. The cost to us was one dead radio battery. Although the killing 
would last much longer, this is how it began. It would end with 
abandonment. The locals would come to realize that their ability to 
draw a breath was more important then the rice. 
 
That night I fell asleep to the repetitious rhythm of the Korean National 
Anthem. It was good to know that they were inside the wire. I was 
awakened at what we would call o dark thirty, to the sound of the gate 
being pulled open. As quickly as the adrenaline would begin to flow it 
×ÁÓ ÓÈÕÔ ÏÆÆ ÂÙ #ÈÁÒÌÅÓȭ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ȰÉÔȭÓ ÏȢËȢȟ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐȢȱ &ÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ 
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terms sleep and open gate were not compatible. As I squinted my eyes 
in the darkness, I could barely make him out. He quickly entered, turned 
to observe the closing of the gate, and then moved off in the direction of 
the navel officer, no doubt with targets for the new day. Although I 
never spoke to him, or approached him, I found myself fascinated with 
this shadowy figure. Living in and moving freely within the darkness of 
the two worlds, he was truly a brave man among cowards. For the 
record he was called the agent, to us he was the spy. They said that his 
motivation was strong. The Vietcong had murdered his wife and 
children. He would feed us the coordinates of targets we could not 
observe and then he would risk his life obtaining the results of our 
efforts. I am convinced that this last act was preformed only for his self 
satisfaction. I am equally sure that no mater what the final score was it 
would fall short of his desires. Time would show his data to be 
exceptionally accurate. More then once I have thought back to him and 
wondered if he saw the end of it. But as surely as I am here, I know that 
sometime, somewhere, somehow, someone slit his throat. 
 
How many times do we gaze into the distance and overlook that which 
is in front of us? I would always move the scope so that I could observe 
that patch of elephant grass next to that small hill. But to do so my mind 
had to jump the river. Who is it that said one could not see the forest 
through the trees? Hill was the first to notice. He had gathered us 
together late that night to show us the bobbing lights. Where the river 
blended into the South China Sea, the ocean going sampans mingled 
with the smaller river craft. One could see only the lights of their 
lanterns responding to the movement of the waves. Sitting there, it was 
our unanimous conclusion that product was being transferred and for 
that reason they had to die. A fire mission in the middle of the night 
would be a waste of time. It would be like trying to punch someone 
while your eyes were closed. So it would begin with the sunrise and 
would end only when there were no more bobbing lights. The first effort 
was comical, unfortunately, at my expense.  
When the teachers went into great detail explaining to me the extreme 
accuracy of triangulated artillery fire, they neglected to inform me of 
what to do when one of the fixed points was in constant motion.  
Kentucky windage with a 155mm artillery round was for me a skill I did 
not possess nor one I was ever likely to obtain. With each new towering 
spout of water there was a proportionate increase in laughter. It ended 
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with everyone offering their own coordinates, some of which would 
only match up in another galaxy. So it was with great hesitancy that I 
later responded to Breedloves summons. As I approached, he beckoned 
me to look through the scope and observe what he had focused on. As I 
did so my brain recorded what I considered to be a still photograph. I 
saw a frozen image of Vietnamese, up to their waist in river water, 
gathering up and raking in dead fish. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÎÏÔ ÆÅÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ  
Not only had I provided them with dinner but it was most probably pre-
filleted. It was agreed that in order to resolve this issue we would 
require a different solution.  
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÓÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÓÉÇÎ ÆÏÒ - ! ' 
ɉ-ÁÒÉÎÅ !ÉÒ 'ÒÏÕÐɊ σφ ɉÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒÓɊȱȢ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐ ÏÖÅÒ ÏÕÒ ÚÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÃÏÎÖÅÎÉÅÎÃÅȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÅÒÍÁÎÅÎÔ ÔÁÒÇÅÔÓȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ρπ-τȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔȱȢ 
With that simple request, I had ordered up a machine of death and 
mayhem, as if I were calling a cab. MAG 36 must have been having a 
slow day. Soon we were able to hear the methodical egg beating sound 
of a Huey, approaching from the north. We were about to change the 
pace of their day and give them an intensely busy week.  
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÎÉÎÅÒȟ )ȭÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÉÒ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ 
) ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩ /ÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÎÉÎÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÖÅÒ ÔÒÁÆÆÉÃ ÉÓ 6ÉÃÔÏÒ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ 
and all cargo is non union. Please be advised that you are in a free fire 
ÚÏÎÅȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÎÉÎÅÒȟ ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÆÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ 
ÇÏÔ Á ÃÏÎÓÃÉÅÎÃÅȟ ÏÖÅÒȱȢ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÒȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
ÏÕÔȢȱ 
 
A Huey Gunship has standard armaments of six M-60 machine guns, 
three on either side, and two rocket pods, one to a side. Each pod 
contained sixteen 3.5 inch rockets, and a 40 mm cannon mounted in its 
nose. Any one person who had his fingers on so many triggers truly 
needed a conscience.  The word had gotten around and a small crowd 
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began to form. None of us knew what was going to happen but we all 
knew we were in for a show. I was curious as to how this chopper pilot 
with a conscience was going to handle this one. With the exception of 
one large sampan, the river traffic consisted of what would be called 
small craft. It was obvious where our air support was headed. What 
took place at this point was truly a remarkable visual experience. The 
helicopter took up station, on the port side, approximately fifty feet off 
the stern. And there it hovered, like a hummingbird, but this 
hummingbird had the teeth of a T-Rex. Using the scope I could see no 
activity on deck, but they had to know he was there. The sound of that 
egg beater must have been reverberating through their wooden hull. 
But, exercising their intelligence they wisely chose to stay put. This only 
caused the pilot to move up to a remarkable step two. 
 
 Hueys do not have wheels. They land on an undercarriage that consists 
of what appear to be two pipes that extend past and curl up, just in front 
of the nose. It is with this undercarriage that the pilot gently tapped the 
side of the sampan, after which he immediately backed off. Still no 
response, but this time, even if they were deaf, they knew that he was 
thÅÒÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ× ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅ ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ *ÉÍÍÉÎÙ 
Cricket got pissed! At what was full throttle for a short distance, he 
slammed into that boat. Shit flew everywhere, and as he retreated, this 
time, he received his desired response.  
 
Throughout recorded history, civilization has shown that humans with 
ÅØÔÒÅÍÅÌÙ ÌÏ× )1ȭÓ ÃÁÎ ÌÅÁÄ Á ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ÌÉÆÅȠ ÔÈÅÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÅ ÁÔ Á ÓÌÏ×ÅÒ 
pace and must leave all major decisions to someone else. This dumb son 
of a bitch was missing his mentor. The scope saw two things happen at 
the same time, one was this very dumb little brown man, coming up on 
deck with a chicom (Chinese Communist) carbine. The second appeared 
to be simultaneous, a very large ball of fire. That is all I saw, nothing in 
between.  
The other witnesses would have different stories; all agreed that they 
had seen the pilot and his crew fire machine guns, rockets and cannon, 
followed immediately by a secondary explosion that ripped everything 
to hell. We were all worried about the chopper until wÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ Ȱ"ÏÏË 
Cover, that must be your non-ÕÎÉÏÎ ÃÁÒÇÏȢȱ  !Î ÕÎ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÐÁÃÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
follow between us and the wing wipers. Until it was done, they would 
patrol our river, sinking everything that floated, and we would continue 
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to crater the earth. They would attack like a hawk on a parakeet. We 
would kill them walking, kill them running, and kill them when they 
were hiding. We would attack them in the open, we would attack them 
when they were in the trees and brush, and we would attack them when 
they rested in their homes. It would take seven more days of killing 
before they would quit, and quit they would. They would leave this river 
basin and not return until the fall of Saigon, just in time for another rice 
harvest. 
 
Boredom breeds grab-ass. To make it, you had to laugh. It was the grab-
ass that made you laugh. I woke to a foreign babble. Surprisingly, it was 
not Vietnamese. A group of agitated Koreans had formed a small 
continually shrinking circle and Whitney was in the center. To preserve 
!ÓÉÁÎ ȰÆÁÃÅȱȟ ) Ólowly approached this group, which to me appeared to 
ÂÅ ÅÎÇÁÇÅÄ ÉÎ ȰÂÁÚÁÁÒ ×ÒÁÎÇÌÉÎÇȱȢ ) ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÉÎ ÍÉÄ-step when the 
ground came into view. I could see a hole in the ground, five feet in front 
of which was my fucking peanut butter! As my mind gathered in the 
ÃÌÕÅÓȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÉÎÇÒÅÄÉÅÎÔȱȢ 4ÈÅ +ÏÒÅÁÎÓ 
ÈÁÄ ÉÍÐÒÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ Ȱ(ÁÍ ÁÎÄ -ÏÔÈÅÒÆÕÃËÅÒȱ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÁÔȦ 4Ï ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÁÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÐÌÁÕÓÉÂÌÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȠ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ Ȱ(ÁÍ ÁÎÄ -ÏÔÈÅÒÆÕÃËÅÒÓȱ 
could not only gag a maggot but if the taste could be improved, it could 
only be with a rat. That which was taking place became oblivious. The 
+ÏÒÅÁÎÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ 3ÔÅÖÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÍÁÎÙ Á ȰÎÏȟ ÎÏȟ 
ÎÏÔ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÌÁÔÅÒȱ ÔÈÅ !ÓÉÁÎ ÈÏÒÄÅ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ Á ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÅÎÓÕÅÄȢ  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÒÁÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȠ Ô×ÉÃÅ Á ÄÁÙȟ ÁÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ) ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ 
butter out, for exactly five minutes. And each day I move the peanut 
ÂÕÔÔÅÒ Ô×Ï ÆÅÅÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ (Å ÔÈÅÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÎËÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȠ 
Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÎÄ ÂÁÇÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ !ÎÄ ÁÓ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ) ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȠ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÅ ÈÏÌÌÅÒÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÅȠ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÂÕÔÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÅÁÈȟ ÔÁËÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȟ ÈÅÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÍÙ ÐÏÕÎÄ ÃÁËÅ ÁÎÄ 
peachÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 
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The next day began like the others. Had I known how it would end, I 
would have crawled into a hole and refused to come out. On this day, the 
God of War would grab my buddy and mind fuck him, from the inside 
out. It has been said that we all have our crosses to bear; today Charles 
Breedlove would receive his, the weight of which would attack his mind 
and drive him to his knees. Before the day would end this warrior of the 
Cherokee Nation would be reduced to a sobbing mass of tears. It was a 
private thing, so I never knew how long he bore this incredible burden. 
But thirty -seven years later he would tell me how he had cast it off. It 
was not a surprise when I learned that he did as I had done. He too had 
passed his cross to the Nazarene, for it is He, the Nazarene, who had 
carried one before.  
 
It was a few hours after the sun had risen that the radio watch was 
changed from Hill to Breedlove. As Charlie approached the position, he 
remembers seeing Larry looking through the scope and trying to make 
some calculations within the handicap of low light.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔȩȱ  
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÕÎÂÅÌÉÅÖÁÂÌÅȠ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÃÌÁÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄ ×Å ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅÍȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉÇÈÔȟ ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÌÌ 
ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 
So coffee was made, and jokes were told, as that part of the world began 
to lighten up. In time Charlie would try to count them. But due to the 
mass of humanity, he would give up. His official estimate had to be low, 
his guess would be one hundred and fifty but he would report only 
forty. 
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȢ (Ï× ÃÏÐÙȩ /ÖÅÒȢȱ  
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȱ 
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÆÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ȟ ÌÁÒÇÅ 
concentration Victor Charlie, coordinates, Bravo Stingray five zero one 
ÅÉÇÈÔ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÚÅÒÏȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ 3ËÉÐÐÅÒ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ 
ÄÏÉÎÇȢ /ÖÅÒȱ 
Ȱ#ÒÁÎËÃÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÃÌÁÓÓȟ ÂÌÅÁÃÈÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȟ 
ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Book Cover, this is Crankcase, will fire one HE, ÁÄÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÃÅÎÔÅÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
3Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÌÌȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÏ ÁÄÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ 
center, not the center of the gathering of VC but the center of the village.  
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BOOM 
Crankcase, this is Book Cover drop three five zero right two zero zero, 
fÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
What followed was such an incredible eruption of earth, mortar and 
flesh that you could literally see an imaginary box of impacting shells 
move as they were adjusted up and down, left and right, as if directed by 
an invisible hand. All they needed was the center mark and the cannon 
cockers did the rest. The barrage unleashed by Breedlove would be the 
longest and most destructive I would ever witness. To contemplate 
what it must be like on the receiving end was to risk the loss of ones 
sanity. Something so intense and devastating brought satisfaction only 
to the Angel of Death! The remarkable thing about it was that when it 
ended, the day continued. We mortals who worked through our daily 
routine of fire missions and air strikes had no inkling of the Demon that 
crouched in hiding outside the wire. The Demon that would wait until 
dusk then enter the open gate like the ten plagues of Moses. The Demon 
that would seek out one individual, then attack his soul. As the last 
sliver of light was extinguished by the darkness, the gate would be 
swung open. Enter the spy. The routine of the right turn was not 
ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ .ÁÖÁÌ /ÆÆÉÃÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȭÓ ÔÁÒÇÅÔÓȢ 
The spy had information meant for someone else. He walked among us 
seeking the one who this morning had fired on the village with so much 
killing fury. We knew, but would protect our own. Therefore he would 
not receive his answer until he approached a sitting Breedlove. 
Ȱ) ÄÉÄȟ ×ÈÙȩȱ 
4ÈÅ ÓÐÙ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ Èis and began pumping 
ÖÉÇÏÒÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎÅȢ 9ÏÕ ËÉÌÌ ÏÎÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÆÔÙ 6#Ȣ .ÈÅÕ  
ÎÇÕÏÉ $ÁÎ "Á 6Á #ÏÎ .ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȩȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÆÔÙ 6#ȟ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎÅȦ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÅ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅȠ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ .ÈÅÎ ÎÇÕÏÉ $ÁÎ "Á 6Á #ÏÎ .ÉÔȟ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 
The spy would turn his back, walk away and not answer. 
Only moments would pass before the Cherokee would rise to his feet 
and with long strides seek the summit of the hill. Instantly, I knew his 
destination. He was seeking the ARVN who was Catholic Mission English 
taught. Why are Indians so fucking curious? I then returned to my 
favorite activity, day-dreaming, until the vision of my eyes jolted my 
brain back to reality. What I saw was the tear forming sight of a friend in 
agony. Pitched forward and stumbling down the hill, with his hand over 
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his mouth, as if to prevent projected regurgitation, I recognized Charlie 
as he quickly passed by me. It is in this posture that he entered the 
darkness of the empty bunker and ran into the open arms of the Demon 
who awaited his arrival. I stopped in the door way and listened to his 
sobs. I wanted him to know that I was there. If he chose to speak, I 
would listen. If he chose silence, I would wait. If necessary I would wait 
forever. I owed him that much.  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ (ÅÎ ÎÇÕÏÉ $ÁÎ "ÁÄ 6ÁÌ #ÏÎ .ÉÔȟ ÍÅÁÎÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÅÒÓÏÎÓȟ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ ) ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÆÔÙ 
ÐÅÒÓÏÎÓ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢȱ 
To the Agent, who had his family butchered, there was no distinction; 
the enemy was the enemy regardless of sex or age. To the Indian it was 
impossible for the words children and enemy to appear in the same 
sentence. 
(The passage of time would educate me in the importance of children to 
the Breedlove family. Charlie and Florence Breedlove would spend a 
lifetime taking in the unwanted, unloved and abandoned children of the 
reservation. They would treat them with dignity and teach them respect 
while showering them with love. At the time of this writing the number 
of such children exceeds fifteen.)   
As he backhanded his tears, I said the stupid thing that was necessary. 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÈÁÌÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ Á .Å× 
9ÏÒË ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢȱ 
/ÎÃÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ) ËÎÅ× ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ËÅÐÔ ÉÔ ÉÎȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
ignored me. As much as I wanted to help, I knew I could not.  It was a 
Demon that he had to fight alone and a walk that only he could travel. 
All that was necessary for him to understand was that once he was 
done, his buddies would be there, waiting. I turned my back and walked 
away.  
When meeting him again years later I would do the same, for I never 
wanted Charlie to see me cry. In time he would cast off his cross and the 
Demon would flee.  
 
Morning would expose a phenomenon. The locals were leaving. They 
began to follow the instructions printed on the leaflets which had been 
dropped over the last nine days. The South Vietnamese Government had 
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been trying to get them to move to a newly constructed village for 
almost a year. In just over a week we had convinced them that it was the 
wise thing to do.  So here it was, Vietcong families moving to a village 
constructed by the government they were trying to overthrow and 
guarded by their enemy, the ARVN. I would always wonder how that 
worked out.  
 
That day Whitney took over his radio shift with a mission. He would call 
in artillery strikes on the village until he could observe the expected 
secondary explosions. Then he would summon Breedlove. Once Charlie 
arrived, Steve would begin again, and once again there would be 
explosions of ammunition storage areas above and below the ground. 
4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ 3ÔÅÖÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÙ ȰÓÅÅȱȢ  4ÈÅ #ÈÅÒÏËÅÅ 
smiled and walked away. It was a buddy thing. 
 
They slept next to each other and across from me. It was a wise tactical 
decision that assigned them to different squads. When they got to 
talking only Briar Rabbit could translate. They got there halfway 
through my tour, and stayed six month past. They were the Hillbilly and 
the Indian. They were Charlie and Steve. They were Whitney and 
Breedlove. They were the best of buddies. It is because of this that we all 
remember what happened, we just forgot why. All can agree that it 
began at the top of the hill in the form of a loud verbal confrontation. 
Face was close to face and one would say that a finger was pointed at a 
nose. Threats of inflicting violence were freely exchanged. All that 
prevented the exchange of blows was the rapid movement downhill. In 
this environment and under these conditions such a scene was not 
unusual. But now, jaws dropped when the participants were viewed, for 
it was Charlie who was yelling at Steve and Whitney who was 
threatening Breedlove. To understand the confusion and amazement, 
realize this; Simon was about to punch Garfunkle, Laurel was screaming 
at Hardy and Costello was telling Abbot what to do.  
Voices were rising, distances were closing and arms were flailing in the 
air. Intelligent conversation was exchanged for dialogue that was totally 
constructed of four letter words. Still the decibels increased. Three 
quarters of the hill was descended and the contestants were rapidly 
running out of open space. Just before contact would take place, space 
for movement would disappear. Their dance of disagreement ended at 
the base of the wire and next to the man-made shed. It was the contact 
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that drew the crowd. Chest to chest and nose to nose they would enter 
the door of the shed, whose purpose was, up until then, the storage of 
rice. Charlie would maneuver, until backed up against a wall 
constructed of bags of rice. Steve would parry every move and find 
himself six feet in front of Charlie. Later Charlie would say that it was 
ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÔÅÖÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ Ô×ÉÓÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÏÒÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÒÅ× ÈÉÓ 
pistol and yelled that single word. Steve would say that it was then that 
#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÃÈ the size of silver dollars.  
Ȱ$Ï×ÎȢȱ 
In an instant Charlie would move his feet to the left and his shoulders to 
the right, causing free fall in one direction. 
Ȱ"//-Ȣȱ 
Halfway down and in mid air the Indian would relax. 
/ÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÅÁÒÓ ÉÄÅntified the noise and location. It was 
a .45 cal. discharge that emanated from the man-made shed. Some 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÅÓÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȠ Ȱ-Ù 'ÏÄȟ ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ )Ô 
seemed that with the discharge of the weapon, the ARVN slowly moved 
away, the Koreans stayed put out of respect and the Marines closed 
upon the point of origin with great haste. In the middle of my journey, I 
stopped running, for like Charlie I had realized the same basic fact. 
Arriving last I was forced to put the visual clues together. Charlie was 
still down on the ground and looking quite ashen. Whitney was still 
holding the pistol and on his face was a look of bravado that stretched 
from ear to ear. One look at Hill would solve the riddle, for in his hands 
was the severed head of a Bamboo Pit Viper. One of the most poisonous 
snakes in the world had died approximately six inches from the 
#ÈÅÒÏËÅÅȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÅÁÒȢ 4ÈÅ 6ÉÐÅÒÓ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ Á 
Korean cooking pot; those sons of bitches would eat anything!  
 
 
 
 
And for those who had foolishly thought that one had shot the other, 
they too would come to realize what Breedlove had remembered 
halfway through his freefall, and that which had crossed my mind at the 
mid-point of my run. Amongst buddies, anger is temporary and trust is 
forever.  
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I do not know if what we did was right, but I do know that it was not 
wrong. By evicting an indigenous population, we secured a military 
objective and saved many American lives. The previous incompetence of 
the government of South Vietnam had allowed the chance for any other 
solutions to long since disappear. As the days passed the targets of 
opportunity were depleted, causing the fire missions to decrease which 
in turn reduced the amount of work. The uniqueness of this patrol was 
that by operating within a secured area we had no fear for our personal 
safety, thus when the work load was reduced, that old Marine Corps 
ÐÈÅÎÏÍÅÎÁ ËÎÏ×Î ÁÓ ȰÇÒÁÂ-ÁÓÓȱ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅÄȢ )ÔÓ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÄÉÒÅÃÔ 
reverse proportion to the decrease of work. 
 
Hindsight would tell me that the event had been planned for nine days. I 
had been chosen to play a dual role, that of victim as well as witness. If 
the Missouri hillbilly was dumb, he was dumb like a fox. Listening for 
the last week would inform him that this time I would save my most 
ÄÅÓÉÒÅÄ ÔÒÅÁÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÌÁÓÔ ȰÂÕÓÈȱ ÍÅÁÌȢ .ÉÎÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÄÁÙ ÐÒÉÏÒ 
to exiting this patrol, he would inquire what cans had I saved? My 
ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȡ ȰÔ×Ïȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÐÅÁÃÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÕÎÄ ÃÁËÅȢȱ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÁÇÅÒ 
two to one that he could accomplish an amazing feat in a single try. That 
is how I found myself sitting on the ground waiting to observe an 
accomplishment that I deemed impossible, for it was I who insisted that 
the kill be made on the way to and not from the peanut butter.  He began 
by placing a large glob of peanut butter on the top of the bunker, a fair 
distance in front of the rat hole. Then while removing the Ka-Bar from 
its sheath, he quickly backed up. I had planed to use the distraction of 
conversation, but it was I who became distracted. My eyes became 
affixed to his limp arm in which his hand quivered, as if affected by 
palsy. His four fingers were perfectly spaced on the backside of the 
tempered steel, his thumb in front rested tightly within the blood grove. 
Thus the weapon was perfectly balanced for flight. Now this rat had 
been taught that within a short period of time the peanut butter would 
be removed. 
 ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÏÎÔÏ Á 
single movement that would have schooled Jim Bowie. I watched the 
knife as it was propelled on its airborne course. The journey ended 
when the seven inch blade penetrated four inches into the sandbag of 
the bunker. The other three inches of the blade were in rat! The code 
required that I surrender my chow. Steve would get my pound cake and 
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peaches not to mention my fucking peanut butter, but I would get even. 
Steve would quickly challenge every new arrival to a game of Mumbly-
Peg, after which I would tell the story of the rat. Thus the new man 
would recognize Steve for what he was, a ringer.  
 
It was the tenth and final day. Soon we would find ourselves resting on a 
×ÏÒÌÄ ÃÌÁÓÓ ÂÅÁÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ȰÇÒÁÂ-ÁÓÓȢȱ ! ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ 
would pass and then once again we would roll the dice, for each patrol 
was like a game of chance. Would there be death for someone on either 
side or merely a maiming? There were times when nothing but the 
fraying of nerves took place. The one thing that was sure about this 
patrol; it was the most one sided. We had permanently altered their 
gene pool and all they could muster for a response was one sniper and 
two bullets fired into the extracting LZ.  The first bullet would slightly 
graze a leg, giving the Marine who owned it a justly earned Purple 
Heart. The second bullet would strike machine gunner Larry Hill 
squarely in the center of the back, causing his chest to be thrust forward 
and his knees to buckle backward. This was the trademark contortion of 
a bullet striking flesh and bone. The next reaction was always the same, 
a limp freefall to the ground. This vision of almost certain death was 
viewed only by the door gunner. With the sound of the egg beater, the 
distance a shout could travel was limited to a few feet. Connected by 
wire to the pilot, the door gunner would demand no liftoff. Grabbing a 
sleeve and pointing, he alerted the Marine to the problem. The vision 
was a sad one; flat on the ground with only his head up the wounded 
Marine was using his elbows to crawl forward. Now all present were 
aware, and instantly two bodies were self ejected from the door. The 
new guy and the veteran did it by the book. Each used one hand for 
equipment and the other for an arm pit. Thus the limp body was 
dragged to the open door, and then tossed in. An ear was placed to lips 
ÁÎÄ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÌÏ×ÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ hit; I can feel the blood running down the 
ÃÒÁÃË ÏÆ ÍÙ ÁÓÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÆÌÉÐÐÅÄȟ ÒÅÖÅÁÌÉÎÇ Á ÈÏÒÒÉÆÙÉÎÇ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ  
The trousers from the waist to the base of his ass cheeks were drenched 
with blood. Yet there were no screams caused by unbearable pain. Was 
this paralysis? The new guy fresh from class remembered, stop the 
bleeding, protect the wound and treat for shock. The veteran was a step 
ahead, as if using the skilled hands of a San Francisco whore he 
searched the crotch, ass and small of the back trying to find the source 
of the blood, searching for the bullet hole where he could stop the 
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bleeding. We were in a serious dilemma. Doc had died two weeks before 
and had not been replaced. A quick check by all revealed that none had 
morphine. For it was our flaw that rather then hear the screams of our 
buddies, we tended to stick first and find the bleeding hole second. But 
again, there was no screaming! The veteran stopped probing, examined 
his hands and for the first and last time I would hear a human voice rise 
above the sound of the egg beater. His utterance was that of a simple 
phrase, but it was the loudest I would ever hear.  
Ȱ&5#+ 9/5Ȧȱ 
Many years later and at each reunion, a small group of old fat men 
would sit in a circle. One leans back, takes out a big cigar, draws a few 
deep puffs and begins a tale. It is a tale of a day when molasses was 
blood and a Marine got shot through his beans and weenies. The tale is 
so damned funny that with each telling, we laugh anew.                 
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Fau-ÎÁ Ⱦ Ȭ ÆÏ-na, / n pl 
faunas also faunae / -,ne, ni [ 
nl, fr L Fau-na, sister of 
faunus] : animal life : esp: 
the animals characteristic 
of a region, period or 
special environment ɀ 
compare flora ɀ Faunal 
(adj)- faunally (adv) 
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It would be the only time I saw the mountain people excited. When they 
saw that footprint in the mud they were impressed. As for me, I would 
never see one up close and personal, but then again, I made a lot of 
noise. Once I had seen the jungle torn all to hell. A path had been plowed 
from the tree line up a very steep hill. A water buffalo is the only victim 
that could have made such a path and whatever creature dragged that 
buffalo up that hill had to be the strongest of Gods creations. I wisely left 
this mystery unsolved. Whatever was at the end of that path, I would 
ÌÅÁÖÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ ! ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ3ÔÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÔÒÉÐÓȱ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ 
me of a patrol that had chosen to harbor for the night in an area, that 
unbeknownst to them, had been the location of a previous firefight, a 
firefight that had forced the enemy to abandon some corpses for the 
night. Now the cat is a creature of habit, if he finds food once, he will 
return. Thus it was that the Marine would awaken within the dark hours 
of the night to the realization that the cat who was dragging him into the 
bushes intended to gain nourishment from his flesh. Instinct would save 
the Marines life. Instantly the tiger would receive a punch in the nose. 
Startled that his meal fought back, the cat released his grip and ran back 
into the jungle. In the Marine Corps museum in Parris Island there is a 
photograph of two 1st Recon Marines returning from a patrol, together 
they support a pole, and hanging upside down from the pole is a dead 
tiger. The captÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈ ÒÅÁÄÓ Ȱ7Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅÄ ÙÏÕ Á 
ÒÏÓÅ ÇÁÒÄÅÎȢȱ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÍÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÒÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ 
ÅÎÄÁÎÇÅÒÅÄ ÓÐÅÃÉÅÓȟ ×ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ×Å ȰÓÈÏÏÔ ÏÎ ÓÉÇÈÔȩȱ 4ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ×ÁÓ 
ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÅȟ ȰÓÅÌÆ ÐÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ ) ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ 
obvious to us. If a tiger observed our activities, all that the cat saw was a 
column of lamb-chops walking down the trail. If the Southeast Asian 
Tiger was endangered when we arrived, it might have become extinct 
when we left. For those of you who are bothered by such a statement, 
the next time you go to the zoo, step into the tiger cage. 
 

*********  
I had only seen them in the circus. Once a year my dad would put on that 
funny hat and we would all go to the circus. For much of my childhood I 
would equate the word Shriner with elephants. In Recon we were given 
standard instructions: see an elephant, kill an elephant. Our enemy 
needed the pachyderms to transport heavy weapons. In my year with 
3rd platoon we never saw any, but on one day, the belief of their 
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presence would be the first brick in the foundation of decisions that 
would lead to death and maiming. When there was time for 
conversation amongst peers the subject usually revolved around unique 
happenings on previous patrols. It was this activity that caused me to 
stop and listen as the teller would weave his story from beginning to 
punch line. From an observation post a group of elephants had been 
sighted. A fire mission was generated, and quickly approved, Evaluation 
of results were highly positive. But the eavesdropping powers that be, 
pondered things for a moment, and then ordered a follow up air strike 
that had not been requested. At this point the teller stopped his story 
ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÅÓÔ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓ ÈÕÍÏÒ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÔÅÄȟ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å 
received ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÁÄÖÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ $ÉÓÎÅÙ ÔÈÅÏÒÙȢȱ 4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÆÏÏÌÉÓÈÌÙ 
ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ (ÉÓ ÒÅÐÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȟ Ȱ$ÕÍÂÏ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÁÎ 
ÆÌÙȦȱ 
 

*********  
 
Only the Marine Corps would be proud of the fact that it was founded in 
a tavern. The year was 1775, and it would take 191 years before the 
Corps would hit its first speed-bump. For in the beginning of 1966, they 
would send me into combat, and I was primed! Six month of intense 
training coupled with an equal amount of mind control and I was as 
gung ho as Chesty Puller in a John Wayne movie. It was God, Country 
ÁÎÄ #ÏÒÐÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÇÒÅÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ass. In fact, if I remember correctly, while I was waiting for lift off at the 
LZ, someone had to instruct me to remove my bayonet from the end of 
my rifle. The spring was so tightly wound that all I remember from our 
patrol briefing was our destination, and even that sounded like a Tarzan 
ÍÏÖÉÅȟ Ȱ%ÌÅÐÈÁÎÔ 6ÁÌÌÅÙȢȱ7ÈÉÌÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÁÌÌÅÙȟ ) 
was placed in the cradle of the column, most probably for self-
preservation. 
 The patrol had been in motion for slightly less then two hours, when 
with a raised fist, the patrol leader would bring everyone to a halt, 
except me. I had yet to learn the meaning of such a gesture. With a look 
of disgust, he closed the distance between his location and mine. I knew 
that talking was not allowed, so he had to repeat his hand signals twice 
before I comprehended their incredible meaning. He was instructing me 
to loosen my belt and drop my trousers. Sergeant Skinny had taught me 
well as I complied in a single motion. Instantly I wanted to go home. 
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They were in the crack of my ass, on my legs and worst of all they were 
hanging from my balls! Man, I wanted to go home! Here I was in the 
middle of a jungle trail, with my pants and skives pulled down to my 
ankles and wondering how the fuck my body had become covered with 
ÌÅÅÃÈÅÓȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÔÒÏÕÓÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÉÇÈÔÌÙ 
wrapped to their boots and mine were hanging free. The elastic band, in 
and of itself, would not stop the blood sucking bastards. Only now 
×ÏÕÌÄ ) ÌÅÁÒÎ ÏÆ Á ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅ ÅÌÉØÉÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÂÕÇ ÊÕÉÃÅȢȱ 7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÉÑÕÉÄ ×ÁÓ 
squirted on the parasite, even if it were engorged, the body would 
wither and the sucker would be disengaged. Coming from the land of 
10,000 lakes, I knew what they were, but I had always associated them 
with water. Now I would learn that they could drop out of trees and ride 
high on the elephant grass, so that as you brushed against the plant, 
they would free fall to your neck and enter the collar opening of your 
shirt. Every time that you stopped moving, you could see them walking 
like caterpillars, in the direction of your warm blood. Within Captain 
Kenneth Kings collection of Recon photographs is a picture of a Recon 
Marine with a leech attached to his eyeball!  As it is unwise for a parasite 
to kill its host; they would attach themselves to your body as a very 
small worm, then engorge themselves with so much of your blood that 
they could no longer hang on. When you saw them in this state the first 
reaction was to be amazed at the size that the bloodsucker had attained. 
Within this jungle bullets and shrapnel were not the only means of 
drawing American blood. 
 

****************  
 
I never questioned any instructions received from the Corporal; 
compliance for me was routinely instantaneous. In the beginning I 
needed his knowledge for survival. 
 In the end my blind obedience was a result of my gratitude for his freely 
given gifts of information as well as a tremendous amount of respect, 
which his actions had earned. He would leave and I would become the 
Ȱ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȱȢ 4ÒÙ ÁÓ ) ÍÉÇÈÔȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÇÈ ÂÁÒ ÏÆ ÅØÁÍÐÌÅ 
that he had set. So when he had given me one of the most questionable 
instructions that I ever would receive, I merely nodded my head in 
acknowledgement. He had told me to go to supply and draw out a pair of 
gloves for the next patrol. My surprise was that supply had the gloves. 
My conclusion was that they must be needed by those who strung 
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barbed wire. And my question was what kind of a patrol would require 
me to string wire? I never asked. This patrol was indeed different, as we 
were inserted a great distance from our objective, the distance being so 
great that we would harbor for the night en route. He would tell me that 
even though the enemy would observe our insertion, if we were not 
discovered en route, the distance covered would allow us to be where 
they were convinced we were not. Then he paused, to inform me that as 
far as the harbor site, he had been there before. The insertion was 
uneventful, the hump to our first destination was as normal as a jungle 
walk in one hundred degree plus temperature, and slightly less 
humidity and with fifty plus pounds on your back. Upon arrival at our 
ȰÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȱ ) ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ 
our harbor site was a human garbage dump. Those fucking grunts! Our 
survival depended on being undetected, so we buried our trash. These 
infantrymen had wanted everybody to know where they were. So these 
degenerate ogres not only threw their shit everywhere, the evidence 
ÅÖÅÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÎÓÕÍÅÄ ȰÈÁÍ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓȢȱ  
) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÃÈÏÏÓÅ ÍÙ ȰÎÉÇÈÔ ÓÐÏÔȱ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÄÅÐÅÎÄÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÒÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
perimeter setup. In the end I would sleep next to a pile of C-rations cans. 
Prior to the dark I had responded to a waving hand. Looking up, I saw it 
was the Corporal. Once he had my attention, he reached into his pack 
and removed a pair of gloves, just like mine. He then slowly put them on. 
Out of respect, I would not question, I merely complied. The first watch 
was mine.  I always hated the jungle nights. Your environment was so 
ÂÌÁÃË ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ×ÅÒÅ ÕÎÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÁÂÌÅ ÂÙ Á 
boy from the Midwest. At the end of my watch I was able to sleep. I 
concluded that any intruder would accidentally kick a can. As my sleep 
was deep, first there were the subconscious thoughts of dreaming, then 
the physical action would bring you to an awaking state, then terror 
would fini sh the job. 
 I awoke to a weight on my chest and a pulling of my fingers. The rat on 
my chest was easy to discard but the one gnawing on my fingers would 
not let go.  In an act of near regurgitation I resolved the issue with my 
Ka Bar. I missed, but he lefÔȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÌÕÃËÙ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÂ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÇȢ 
They were big! All I remember is the one chewing at my gloves and that 
hideous tail. I do not know why it was the fingers that they wanted, but 
you had to fight them to keep all five attached. The rest of the night I did 
not sleep, for fear of a second assault. This moment of terror would have 
two side bars: henceforth and forevermore, when in the jungle, I would 
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sleep with my .45 on my chest, and it would always be in the state of 
half cocked. Thus also would I suffer my first and only post Vietnam 
nightmare. Alone one night I would awaken in a cold sweat, 
remembering the vision, long since past. The rat upon my face would be 
third in line, waiting to feed on my fingers. I would kill them all, but by 
doing so I would repeatedly impale myself with my own Ka Bar. 
 

**********  
 
Being a non-volunteer, I always had trouble with Recons modus 
operandi. I felt that if I had been assigned to the infantry, I would have 
excelled. To me, being surrounded by large numbers of armed Marines 
always looking for a fight meant that I would have truly been within my 
realm. Numbers, I always knew ours and when contact was made, I 
always feared theirs. I would witness one platoon being wiped out, only 
because they returned the same way they came. Another of eighteen 
would fight two hundred and fifty. It was always the numbers for me. 
Being a member of a small team inserted into an area a great distance 
from safety would mean that fear was always with me. Fear would walk 
the trail with me. Fear would sleep with me and when I had night watch, 
fear would whisper into my ear. Whenever I had to wrestle with this 
demon of fear, I knew, that any time, I could look up and there would 
stand a buddy. A buddy, who with a word or touch could always pull me 
through the black abyss of fear. I can not possibly imagine the sheer 
terror of having to fight this fight alone. I would see it only once, but I 
was unable to recognize it for what it was. This mans private hell was so 
intense, that his raw unadulterated fear was thought by me to be the fit 
of an epileptic.  
 
This type of mission was rarely assigned, but when assigned, they were 
ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÄÒÁ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ!ÒÅÁ 2ÅÃÏÎÓȢȱ )Æ ÔÈÅ 
Division ever needed the knowledge of whether a certain piece of real 
ÅÓÔÁÔÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÎÓÅÒÔ Á ÒÅÃÏÎ ÔÅÁÍȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÆÉÎÄ 
ÏÕÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÔÈÕÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍ Ȱ!ÒÅÁ 2ÅÃÏÎȢȱ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÙÐÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ 
resulted in the discovery of an unoccupied area. But, with a smile on his 
face, the God of War would keep this knowledge from all, until the trip 
home. Other possibilities would include insertion into real estate that 
was presently occupied or while in the act of patrolling, bumping into 
someone I had no desire to meet. Both of these incidents would always 
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ÒÅÓÕÌÔ ÉÎ Á ÄÕÁÌ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅȟ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ Á ÓÐÒÉÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÌÌȢ $ÕÅ ÔÏ 
the numbers, we were the only unit in the Marine Corps allowed to run. 
And run we did. 
 
During my year in Vietnam, I would be promoted two times, all in the 
same manner. The Sergeant-Major would call a formation, ask all Lance 
Corporals to raise their hands, and then he would ask how many had 
been in country one month. Usually all hands would remain raised, but 
as he would increase the number of months, the number of raised hands 
would decrease. Top would continue this exercise until the low number 
sought was obtained. When this was accomplished he would announce 
ȰÃÏÎÇÒÁÔÕÌÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÁÒÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌÓȢȱ )Î 
this manner, twice was I promoted, not on the basis of any test or 
ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÍÅÎÔ ÂÕÔ ÓÔÒÉÃÔÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÃÉÐÁÌ ÏÆ ȰÌÁÓÔ ÍÁÎ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȢȱ 
 
4ÈÅ ȰÓÃÕÔÔÌÅ-ÂÕÔÔȱ ÈÁÄ ÒÕÎ ÉÔÓ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȠ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÁÎ ÁÒÅÁ ÒÅÃÏÎ 
and the Lieutenant had stopped by to congratulate me on my recent 
promotion. I was informed that as a Corporal I was to assume control of 
Á ÆÉÒÅ ÔÅÁÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȟ ) ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ 
but I had a serious concern with one issue.  I never had a problem with 
following any instructions that I received in the Corps, Sergeant Skinny 
saw to that. But now I would give the instructions and someone 
following my orders may die because of them. I decided that I would 
relinquish this authority as soon as I could. I would later spend much of 
my adult life as a supervisor or manager and many a peer would find 
difficulty in understanding my position on the meaning of giving 
instructions.  
 
We were two days into our area recon, and up to this point it was as 
uneventful as any area recon could be. But still the demon was with me. 
The harbor site for the second night needed to be chosen, but that was 
the Lieutenants job. And in good recon fashion he chose the most 
difficult place he could find. At least tonight we would not crawl into the 
thickets. What he chose was a very steep, rocky ravine. Knowing that 
ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ6ȱȟ ) ÂÅÇÁÎ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ 
a flash flood. But then realizing that would also involve the radio 
operator and wet batteries I quickly reversed my prayer. Although I 
knew that nothing would come of it, for when I asked of such things, He 
would never listen! While setting up the perimeter, the Lieutenant 
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would direct me to a position thirty yards up the steep slope, protecting 
the flank of the group of people occupying the gully. Thus as the three of 
us settled down for the night, it was decided that the first watch would 
be mine and the Recon Scout Sniper would take the third.  Sleep was 
sound and deep. I wondered why the demon had left me for the night.  
 
Darkness had began to engulf the horizon as the creature began to stir, 
for this day in the heat of the sun he had found no nourishment, his 
quest would be forced to continue into the cold darkness. Instinct would 
introduce the need for caution, as the coolness would induce fatigue. 
But this monster knew nothing but aggression. Aggression had served 
him well; within his territory he feared nothing. Within his territory he 
was feared by all. Moving his huge body down the steep hill he would 
receive cause to stop. Millions of years of evaluation would inform his 
senses that directly to his front were warm blooded targets that 
triggered no instinctive knowledge within his memory bank. Moving in 
closer to investigate, his presence would trigger large explosions that he 
could not hear. It would be only the intense vibrations that he would 
feel throughout his massive body. This was followed immediately by the 
feeling of pain, which he had never known, pain that would trigger the 
instinct of retreat.  Aggression would overrule retreat and he would 
merely move further to the right and continue to investigate. 
BOOM, BOOM. 
The first shot startled me into an upright sitting position, with my eyes 
wide open. The second shot took away my night vision, I was temporally 
blind! All my mind registered, like a camera flash, was an image frozen 
in time. An image of a tear drop shaped ball of flame, sticking out the 
barrel end of that antique .30 caliber M-1. 
 In the peripheral area of the light sat the hazy outline of the Mexican 
sniper, with a look on his face that would cause the grim reaper to squat 
and shit. Perez had popped off two directly to my front, where I could 
not see, but my ears would give me the general vicinity. Instinctively, 
the pistol that was on my chest and now in my hand was pointed to my 
front, and seven .45 caliber slugs flew randomly through the brush. 
Then it got quiet, the quiet of a deaf mans world. I sat there, waiting for 
my vision to return and unwilling to make the noise that a stretch for 
my rifle would cause. With only my hands I reloaded my pistol, and fully 
expected to be shot or stabbed at any moment, for the demon had 
jumped into my lap. We dared not talk, so the mystery would remain 
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until sunrise. Time would show me that it would take three sunrises 
until the complete solution to this puzzle was discovered. 
 
Now away from the source of his pain, confusion caused him to stop. His 
senses had gone into overload; he was surrounded by warm blooded 
targets. Again the aggression that had served him so well in the past 
would take over, and he would pick a target.  
 
There is an unwritten rule in Recon; shoot when you want but there 
better be a dead body there in the morning. Firing your weapon at night 
compromises your position and almost always generates a hostile 
response from the local Communists, and sure to follow would be a high 
ÓÔÁËÅÓ ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ȰÃÁÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÕÓÅȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎÒÉÓÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ Á ÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ 
the Lieutenant hopping up the slop like a jackrabbit. Quickly I looked at 
Leonel and said, 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȦȱ 
About that time the Lieutenant arrived. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÆÉÒÅÄȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ/Ȣ+Ȣȱ !Ô ÔÈÉÓ ÈÅ ÉÎÓÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÆÒÏÎÔȟ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÎÏ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÒ ÂÌÏÏÄ 
trail, he then informed me of my removal as team leader. I was 
instructed to report to the bottom of the hill to help set up a med evac. 
4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄ ȰÁÙÅ-ÁÙÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ !Ó ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÆÔȟ 
Leonel would speak up. 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÎÅÅÄȦ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÊÏÂ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ -ÁÎȟ 
,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÓÓȦȱ 4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÃÏÎ 3ÃÏÕÔ 3ÎÉÐÅÒ 
merely shook his head and walked away. 
 
It took a while for his words to register. I was half way down the hill 
before they sunk in. His order, instinctively and instantly was complied 
with, but a time delay expired before his information was digested. Med 
evac, somebody needed a med evac. I found myself consumed by relief 
and fear all at the same instant. Relief that somebody else would also 
compromise our position and fear of those whose attention was drawn 
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to us by gunfire for now they could confirm our location with the med 
evac. Once I arrived, I had to pause for just for a moment, I was not 
prepared for what lay before me. He was contorted into a fetal position 
with contractions so intense that they could only be the result of 
complete loss of muscle control. I became amazed that an epileptic 
could travel this far into military service. He would recoil to the touch, 
so two of us would carry him to the chopper, and then quickly toss him 
in, as if he were a sack of potatoes. After which, we of course, would 
once again flee in great haste.  
 
The rest of the patrol was uneventful. We were fortunate to report that 
said real estate was unoccupied.  
 
You have to really be desperate for a change, when you willfully 
exchange C-ÒÁÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÐÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÅÇÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÍÉÌËȢ  "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) 
did when I did a rare thing and rose early for breakfast in the mess tent. 
I grabbed my tray and hurried along so as to place myself in the front 
sector of the line, truly a goal in which there is no sane reason to 
accomplish. Your chow tray had a hook attached to it, the purpose of 
which was to grasp it as you repeatedly dunked your tray into trash 
cans, filled with soapy and boiling water.  As I was dipping into the soap, 
I looked ahead to see him dipping his tray into the boiling water. It had 
been three days since I had last seen him, my perceived epileptic. With 
my curiosity meter pegged out, I followed him to his table. When I sat 
down, I asked him, 
Ȱ(Ï× ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ ) ÆÕÌÌÙ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÔÏ 
catch a plane back to the world.   
Ȱ&ÉÎÅȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÔÏ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 
3Ïȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÄÉÓÁÂÌÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ  
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÂÌÁÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÆÅÁÒȦȱ 
I never thought that fear could be that consuming. I had heard of a 
Marine, who when scratched by shrapnel, looked down to see a small 
ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÓÈÏÃË ÁÎÄ ÄÉÅÄȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÍÁÎȭÓ 
journey had truly been one way. Without asking, he began telling. He 
told of hearing the gun shots, eventually dozing off, and then awakening 
to an experience that would temporally rob him of his sanity. He awoke 
with a tremendous weight diagonally across his chest; below his waist 
he could feel nothing but an unbearable amount of pressure. As he tried 
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to struggle, the pressure only increased. Realizing that he could not 
move, he surrendered his ability to speak. The fear was intensified when 
he became aware of the huge head next to his left ear. At any moment 
the creature could administer a devastating bite. For those who would 
believe, he would inform them that he could feel the flickering of a 
tongue. It is then that he recognized his adversary, and from fear, he 
passed out. He awoke alone, the creature was gone. Deep within his own 
personal hell, he accepted the fact that he had survived the death 
squeeze of a very large Python! Those who believed would tell him that 
the snake had quit because the target was too large. To the believers I 
ÓÁÙȟ ȰÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔȩȱ .Ï ÓÉÒȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÌÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
stopped because he had four gaping wounds. Two .30 caliber pieces of 
lead had entered and exited that massive, muscular trunk. How am I so 
sure? Easy, I never saw that Mexican miss. 
 

 
 

*********  
 
 
 
Nobody seamed to know where he came from. Consensus is that 
Whitney purchased and or traded for him. We called him a ferret, but 
years later, a trip to the Milwaukee County Zoo would correctly identify 
him as a Civet Jungle Cat. He had no name, but if we had known how he 
would respond to the Cherokee, we would have called him Andrew 
Jackson. 
 From the first day he entered our tent there was a bonding, but since he 
was a cat, the bonding was only one way. He seemed to tolerate 3rd 
platoon, by allowing us to enter his space. I found it strange that men 
who spend the day trying to kill would return home and shower so 
much love on a four legged ball of fur. He was truly loved by all, save 
one.  
 
This cat quickly learned that he could obtain anything that he wanted. 
All he had to do was look at what he desired, then glance at its owner, 
and the food or water would be instantly surrendered.  It had taken him 
awhile, but he had trained us all, and all of us would do his bidding, save 
one. Classes had advanced to such a level that the cat would appear 
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from nowhere, jump onto your cot, nonchalantly approach you, and 
then flop on his back. This was a signal, informing you that you now had 
permission to scratch his belly. Once I saw him work the entire tent in 
this manner. He visited every cot, save one. 
 
He would disappear for a short time each night, then return contented. I 
often wondered what he was eating, as he rarely accepted any offer of C-
rations. To this fact there was one exception. Within a can of peaches, 
there is sweet syrup. I soon learned that when you opened a can of 
peaches, he would quickly appear, look at the peaches then glance up at 
you, and the thing would be settled.  
 
Charlie never gave him cause, but for some reason this four-legged 
arrogant ball of fur despised the Indian. It began at first contact with a 
snarl, and then accelerated on a daily basis until it reached the level of 
ÁÌÌ ÏÕÔ ×ÁÒȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÁÓÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ Á #ÈÅÒÏËÅÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎȟ 
ÉÔȭÓ Á *ÕÎÇÌÅ #ÁÔ. Now Charlie is a tall man, taller than six feet. How much 
taller than six feet? Well, enough to have his toes hang over the bottom 
of his cot. It was a long time before this cat made his move. I now know 
that he waited until he had won all of us over to his side, then he 
attacked. When Charlie told me, I will have to admit, that at first I had 
my doubts. So I would wait up one night and become an eye witness. 
Knowing that I was watching, the cat began his new nightly routine. I 
was amazed that he never had to run. From all fours, he just leaped up 
ÁÎÄ ÓÕÎË ÈÉÓ ÔÅÅÔÈ ÉÎÔÏ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÂÉÇ ÔÏÅȢ .Ï× #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ 
combat veteran, had instantaneous reflexes. His immediate action was 
to kick his foot. 
 I fully expected the feline to go airborne and then land on all fours, but 
the cat just hung on, his teeth still impaled in the Indians big toe. Charlie 
sat up and grabbed, the cat was gone before you could see him leave. 
The scene reminded me of the Roadrunner and Coyote. For the next two 
hours, Charlie hobbled up and down the tent, looking between the cots, 
with a flashlight in one hand and a Ka Bar in the other. The next day, due 
more to his respect for Whitney then the pleas of all concerned, Charlie 
would agree to a one sided truce. We white men had done it again! The 
attack was repeated one more night and still the treaty held. To keep the 
ÐÅÁÃÅȟ ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÌÅÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÏÔÓ ÏÎȢ )ȭÍ ÇÕÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÃÅ 
he saw the boots, the cat made up his mind. He jumped up on 
"ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅȭÓ ÃÏÔ ɉÁÎ ÁÒÅÁ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅr tread) and undetected, (that 
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which only a cat could do) he crept up alongside the cot and laid down, 
ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÁÔ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÄÅÅÐ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ 
and a long piss. Charlie told me that he felt it running down his face, but 
I bet he tasted it. This time the Ka Bar was replaced with a .45 caliber 
pistol. Fuck the treaty, this Cherokee was on the warpath. The battle 
would be postponed as the next day would find 3rd platoon inserted into 
the bush. The scalping would have to wait.  
 
Now, unbeknownst to us, the word had traveled the length of the 
Battalion that 3rd Platoon Company C had a pet weasel. When this rumor 
reached a certain platoon in Alpha Company, it became the subject of 
immediate concern, as this platoon had just purchased three chickens. 
Now fearing for the continued existence of their chickens, and being 
good students of the Marine Corps number one axiom, the best defense 
is to attack, they planned their strategy. An area recon would inform 
them that 3rd platoon was in the bush. Intense questioning of the 
company desk jockey would reveal the secret of the peaches.  
 
During the construction of our Battalion area, many of us would travel 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ×ÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ȰÂÏÒÒÏ×ȱ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÌÏÃËÉÎÇ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
would use for construction of an air strip. We would turn them into 
sidewalks. It is down these noisy corridors that we would travel 
between our tents.  
 
He could hear that someone was coming, but he felt safe under the tent. 
His nose told him that these were not his people, so he stayed put. The 
small group stopped right in front of him, but they could not see him. 
Then it came to him, the smell of the peaches. This delicious nectar had 
always been given to him by those he trusted. To him the taste of 
natural sugar was irresistible. Was it the smell or the trust that caused 
him to venture out into the open? They spotted him; the peaches had 
worked. All but one had backed away; he would squat down, holding the 
open can at arms length. The can was then placed on the sidewalk and 
then the bearer of the sweet nectar stood tall. With trust and 
anticipation, the last ten feet were covered by a cat dash. The sweet 
taste and trust caused the cat to react un-cat like, he missed the first 
move. When it registered that he was under attack, he leapt into the air, 
faster then the eye could record but slower then the half completed 
stomp. The boot would catch the two front legs, driving them into the 
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steel mesh and turning both into compound fractures. Crippled, the cat 
could not escape. Those that witnessed it say he died with a snarl on his 
face, as the second stomp severed his spine. Then the Marine made a 
mistake, common among all Marines. He left his kill to lie as killed. What 
they thought had ended had merely started!  
 
As we entered our tent, he was not there. We were surprised as he was 
ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÓÔÅÎÃÈȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÓÁÖÅÄ Á ÃÁÎ ÏÆ 
peaches. I opened it, there was no arrival and there would be no 
inquisitive glance. It was but a short time, and Whitney left the tent. He 
would follow his nose and the stench would take him to where the 
maggots were feeding.  His responses became predictable. First tears, 
immediately followed by a quest for knowledge. He would find the desk 
ÊÏÃËÅÙȟ ÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȭÓ ÁÒÅÁȟ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ Ôhey were gone and then, he 
would see the chickens. We had lost a buddy; whoever had killed him 
would truly suffer. 
 
To me, one of the greatest mysteries of the Vietnam War was where he 
got them (he has since forgotten). That night Steve returned to the tent 
with an eighteen pound draw fiberglass bow and six metal tipped 
wooden arrows. He remembered the chickens. In the darkness of the 
early morning, he left us, of the arrows he took them all, but he could 
have left three in the tent. 
 
The rhythmical sound of the waves lapping on the white sand was thrice 
interrupted by the twang of a taunt string. The stillness of the night air 
was ruptured three times by the flight of the wooden shafts. 
 The triple impacts of metal piercing flesh were sounds heard only by 
the Creator. The three chickens would die, not by the deeds of the ferret, 
but by the hand of its owner. Two would depart quickly. One with an 
arrow completely through its breast would linger on for a day and a half. 
Of the third, it was not dispatched, for the purpose was to leave a 
message.  
 
On the edge of his cot, he sat and waited. He was aware of their arrival, 
so there he would remain, listening to the sounds of the sidewalk. In a 
pre-emptive effort to punctuate his conversation he would grab his M-
14, insert a magazine, push the bolt open then force it closed, thus 
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driving a bullet into its chamber. With this action completed, he would 
lay the exclamation point across his lap.  
 
The metallic sound of their approach indicated more then three but less 
then six. It would prove to be four. They approached the company area 
without hesitation, and they knew which tent was their destination. 
Four would attempt to enter, two would penetrate, and then all would 
stop, for number one would have his path blocked by Whitney and his 
rifle. Steve was doing what he always did; he was standing up and 
accepting the responsibility for his deeds. They seemed not to care; it 
was almost as if they desired to travel around him. The rifle influenced 
his decision as number one quickly halted.       
Ȱ7ÈÉÃÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÃËÅÎÓȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÆÅÒÒÅÔȩȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ Á ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÆÕÃË ÁÔ Á ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÕÔȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÂÙ ÐÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ 
finger forward until it was flush with the trigger guard, Steve 
disengaged the safety of his M-14. This action always produces an 
ÁÕÄÉÂÌÅ ȰÃÌÉÃËȱȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÃÌÉÃË ÄÉÄ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȡ ÉÔ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȟ 
caused everyone to realize what had to be done next and resulted in 
ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÁÎÅÏÕÓ ȰÂÕÄÄÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÖÅÎÔÉÏÎȱȢ 
This escalation had to stop before someone was forced to spend time in 
a dark room with bars on the windows, or worse, a one way trip to 
Portsmith Naval Penitentiary. Number one backed out, number two 
quickly followed, three and four ran. None would ever return, for they 
truly feared that Missouri hillbilly.  
 
As all this unfolded within my field of vision, I remained confused by 
their initial action. As if ignoring Whitney, they wanted to move around 
him. It was only the rifle that stopped their journey. With realization, a 
smile came to my face, for sitting behind Steve was the Cherokee. Our 
advisories had examined all the evidence, and incorrectly blamed the 
Indian.  
 
Thirt y seven years later Charlie Breedlove would hand me a faded 
Polaroid picture. It was a group shot of 3rd Platoon standing outside our 
tent. The Marine in the upper left was holding his arm up, so that his 
elbow was level with his shoulder. Looking closer I discovered why. 
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There hanging from his arm was a black ball of fur. Seeing him after all 
these years, made my brain smile and my heart cry.       
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We have shared the 
incommunicable 

experience of war, 
we have felt, we still 
feel, the passion of 

life to the top. In our 
youths, our hearts 
were touched with 

fire  
Oliver Wendell Homes 
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We called it an M-60 machine gun. In reality it was the finest ass-kicking 
weapon in the jungle. Unlike its predecessors it could be a one man gun. 
!Î ÁÃÃÅÓÓÏÒÙ ÁÔÔÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÓÉÄÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÁÎ ȰÁÓÓÁÕÌÔ ÐÁÃËȱȢ 4ÈÉÓ 
packet could hold a small cardboard box that contained one hundred 
rounds of 7.62mm lead. Besides this packet, the gunner would carry two 
hundred more rounds in his pack. In addition, every swinging dick on 
the patrol had a box of one hundred rounds in their pack. Bullets could 
travel down this barrel faster then shit through a goose. This thing could 
work so fast that the heat of the lead traveling through the barrel could 
turn it white hot. In World War Two the machine guns were water 
cooled, meaning the barrel was encased in a jacket full of water. When 
heat caused the water to evaporate, Marines were forced to piss on the 
barrel to cool it down. Modern technology had put a lever at the base of 
the M-60 barrel. Just lift the lever, pull the barrel off and replace it with 
a new one, then push the lever down. Then you were once again in the 
killing mode. Just remember; never remove the hot barrel with anything 
ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÓÂÅÓÔÏÓȢ  $ÕÅ ÔÏ ÉÔÓ ÒÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÄÉÓÃÈÁÒÇÅȟ ÁÉÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ 
killing machine was a waste of time. This issue was resolved by making 
every fifth round in the belt a tracer. A tracer is a round that when fired 
leaves a colored path behind it. Therefore, to bring the nasty shit down 
upon the bastards just walk the tracers in amongst them. Unfortunately, 
that resulted in a major problem. By looking up and following the 
tracers to their point of origin, the little brown men knew the location of 
the source of all their pain. Consequently, it was always a good idea to 
shoot and move. But rarely was that an option, as you could never leave 
a gap in your line or circle. It is for this reason, that when the shit got 
ȰÕÐ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌȱȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÎÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ÂÁÓÅÂÁÌÌ ÇÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÁÌÌ 
the incoming grenades. The trick was to kill them before they pulled the 
pin. Seriously; for the sole purpose of firepower, we took an M-60 on 
every patrol. 
 
Too much space and time has passed between then and now. No one 
remembers where our gunner Larry Hill was, not even Larry. I suspect 
R&R. But for this patrol a gunner was needed. And no doubt, after 
ponÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎȟ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ 
ÔÈÅ φπȱȢ 
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It behooved every Marine to remain in good standing with their Doc. 
There were many reasons for this, not the least of which, as a Corpsman 
he had access to penicillin. We were fortunate. Our Doc was the best 
there was, and he had long ago earned our respect and admiration.  He 
ÈÁÄ ÏÂÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÌÌ ÓÔÁÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ Ȱ"ÕÄÄÙȱ ÁÍÏÎÇ ÕÓ ÁÌÌȢ 3Ï ÉÔ ×ÁÓȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
rare occasions that Doc had an issue, we all took that issue to task and 
addressed it en masse. On that day Doc had an issue.  
Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÉÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ 2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÙÁȩȱ  
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ -ÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÕÐÐÌÉÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ Á #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ȰÂÌÁÃË ×ÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÌÁÃË ×ÁÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ËÉÄÎÅÙÓ ÂÌÅÅÄȟ ÃÁÕÓÉÎÇ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÕÒÉÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï×ȭÄ ÈÅ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÁÌÁÒÉÁ ÐÉÌÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÁÌÔ ÔÁÂÌÅÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Ô×ÅÌÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÉÄÉÏÔȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÉÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÕÇÇÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁ× ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ5Ð ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔÓ ÔÅÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÎÅØÔ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȢȱ 
To which doc answeÒÅÄ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȦȱ 
 
The fact that he waited for the official briefing showed rigid structure. 
(Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÔÓȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÓÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÍÅȠ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ 
my position to criticize a Captain in the Marine Corps, in fact I was 
impressed. Due to its size, promotions in the Corps are few and far 
between. And this Captain was a young man. Nor did I question his 
ÃÒÅÄÅÎÔÉÁÌÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒÐÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) 
needed. But it was also a fact that the lowest ranking enlisted man on 



 150 

ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ ȰÂÕÓÈȱ ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȢ 
The Marine Corps position in this matter is very clear; if he makes a 
mistake, and you die, die well. My only hope was that he would keep 
council with his senior NCOs (he did not). After observation, it became 
my opinion that he went on this patrol only to record the fact in his 
record book.  
 
This patrol was thought to be routine. It would prove to be anything but. 
Officially it was an area recon, very near the wrong side of the border 
with Laos. Said area was occupied by parts of three mountains, all of 
which intelligence reported were the private living quarters of a North 
Vietnamese Battalion. Insertion would be followed by a day long hump. 
Theoretically the distance traveled would conceal our location. What 
was down for one would take two. And they would later complain by 
spreading their finger and thumb a short distance apart and exclaiming; 
ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÐȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÎÏÎ-combatant office fucks 
needed to grasp was that which the map did not show! For the map on 
ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÄÉÃÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÖÅÎÔÙ ÆÉÖÅ ÙÁÒÄ 
walk covered a three hundred yard vertical climb through dense jungle. 
Left off the map was the sheer cliff and the raging stream that nearly 
claimed a life.  If only these office desk jockeys could come along once, 
just once! It was then that I understood the presence of the Captain. For 
the Colonel was a wise man. 
 
Life rule number one: the people that make the rules are the only people 
that can change the rules. The regulation is simple enough to 
ÃÏÍÐÒÅÈÅÎÄȠ ȰÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÆÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎȱȢ 4ÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÔÏ ÅÎÄȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÔÈÅ ȰÂÕÓÈȱȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÃÈȟ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȠ ÉÔ 
×ÏÎȭÔȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔȢ /ÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ 
understand the rule. 
Imagine if you will the heaviest rain that you have ever seen, keeping 
that in mind, now picture yourself standing in its center. Now allow that 
rain to continue and you to remain for a period not less then three days. 
Thus you can now understand the meaning of the word rain as it 
pertains to Vietnam. I have concluded that the meaning of the term 
ȰÍÏÎÓÏÏÎ ÓÅÁÓÏÎȱ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÅÆÉÎÅÄ ÁÓ Á ÄÅÇÒÅe of rain only an 
ÅÙÅ×ÉÔÎÅÓÓ ÃÁÎ ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅȢ (ÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÂÕÓÈȱ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÅØÔÒÁ 
day or two without food or dry socks was true justification for a 
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nightmare. No food, as you did not plan for an extended stay and dry 
socks were needed because of all your body parts, your feet are the 
ÍÏÓÔ ÓÕÓÃÅÐÔÉÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÏÌÅÒÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÅÍÅÒÓÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÓÕÅ ÏÆ ȰÆÌÙÉÎÇ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÎȱ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÃÒÉÔÉÃÁÌ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ !ÉÒ 7ÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÏÕÒ 
battalion and inform us that due to inclement weather no Recon teams 
would be extracted that day, our commanding officer would grab a lawn 
chair and a pair of binoculars and sit in the rain scanning the sky. If he 
could find a helicopter in flight, a call was made to the Air Wing. And my 
#ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÉÒ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÔÏ ȰÐÉÃË ÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÕÐȱȢ 9ÅÓȟ ) ÓÁÉÄ ȰÔÈÅ 
#ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌȱȢ ) ÁÓË ÙÏÕȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÌÏÙÁÌÔÙ ÉÓ 
generated from his subordinates when a leader does such a thing? This 
rule was issued in an iron clad mode. If our Colonel could not bend it 
then it remained as such.  That is it remained as such for an extraction. 
Insertion was different; insertion required you to refer to rule two. Rule 
two instructed you to ignore rule one. Insertion could take place in the 
ÒÁÉÎȦ 7ÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒ ȰÂÒÉÇ ÔÉÍÅȱ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÖÏÌunteered a rule three. 
 
Once again I would leave the ground and go airborne in the belly of the 
beast. For reasons both known and unknown this time would have its 
differences. It would be my last trip in this snub nosed single rotor craft. 
I would miss it. For within it, my feelings had traveled from sheer terror 
to secure comfort. I had gotten it down to a routine. Upon liftoff I would 
strike a match. No matter how long the journey I would limit my intake 
to one cigarette. The second element of the ritual had no such 
restriction. If the flight was short I would adjust the former, if the flight 
was long I would extend the latter. Timing was everything, for above all 
else, completion of the second phase must be totally sincere. I would 
summon Him by name then proceed by pleading for self preservation, 
even if to stay alive meant to kill another. What arrogance!  
 
Six of us and all of our gear were tightly crammed within a small space. 
We had entered quickly seeking shelter from the downpour. Although 
drenched while waiting, we rapidly sought the dryness of its interior. 
My luck was such that I soon felt the pounding of the rain upon my back. 
I looked up to realize that I had positioned myself too close to the hole 
in the bulkhead we called a window. The purpose of this hole was to 
accommodate a swivel mounted M-60 machine gun. A smile came to my 
face as I realized that this was not the only machine gun in this chopper. 
There was one lying across my lap. This was the beginning of a love 
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affair, for I was truly a skinny ass Marine with a big ass gun. I was yet to 
feel the bite of its weight or realize that at night it would be positioned 
in accordance with its firepower and not the preservation of its gunner. 
From now on when the patrol needed the expenditure of a massive 
amount of lead, it would be my finger on the trigger. With this gun I 
would impress, I would protect and I would kill.   
 
The routine was always the same. The pilot would look at his map and 
recognize the spot, through his headphones he would notify the gunner 
who in turn would give a thumbs up to the patrol leader. The patrol 
leader would then tap each of us individually, thus signaling the final 
approach, and I would finish phase two at an accelerated pace. We made 
contact with a bump. I remember that due to the rain, my first two steps 
would completely submerge both my feet in water and they would stay 
that way for the next four days. I remember the tall elephant grass, the 
heavy rain and the low hanging fog. If the question of this area recon 
would be answered in the affirmative, then they saw us as we entered 
their mountain sanctuary but lost us as we descended into the fog bank. 
If we moved fast, a two day long hump would remove us from their 
bulls-eye. I was impressed with the speed that we found the trail. This 
fact told me that Charlie was on point. When there was a long hump, the 
ÐÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ )ÎÄÉÁÎ ÓÅÔ ×ÁÓ Á ȰÎÏ ÂÕÌÌÓÈÉÔ ÐÁÃÅȱȢ  ! ÓÈÏÒÔ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ×ÁÓ 
covered when this line of eighteen heavily armed and totally drenched 
Marines came to a halt. My guess was that Charlie had stopped us and I 
knew why.  This trail was not an animal trail, too much greenery was 
removed. If you knew what you were looking for, it became obvious. 
This trail failed to meander along the terrains contour lines, like the 
ones created by the Vietnamese peasants, who had absolutely no 
concern for time. Whoever used this trail understood that the shortest 
distance between two points was a straight line.  
Whoever used this trail used it a lot, we needed to find another route 
and we needed to find one quickly. We were standing in the middle of 
ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÌËȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ) ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÅÄÉÁ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍ Ȱ(Ï #ÈÉ -ÉÎÈ ÔÒÁÉÌȱ ÔÏ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÓÔ ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ÏÆ 
infiltration routes used by the North Vietnamese. I needed no 
imagination to understand what they were talking about. 
 
 As I looked ahead, a drama was unfolding. They whispered as the rain 
drowned out their sounds. Whatever they were trying to sell the 
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#ÁÐÔÁÉÎȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÕÙÉÎÇȢ &ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ Æorward and 
spoke into his ear. With this the Captains face took on the mask of 
unwanted submission. Compliance was not voluntary but a finger was 
pointed at Breedlove and a gesture made to indicate acceptance of his 
request. Without hesitation Charlie stood up, faced uphill and plunged 
his body into a wall of vegetation. If you should ever wish to witness an 
unholy act, observe a Cherokee wielding a machete. Sometime standing 
and sometimes on all fours Charlie cut a path towards the summit. I had 
a grievance but since I had contributed no labor to the project, I wisely 
shut up. The path being cut was too narrow, either the barrel or the butt 
of the gun was constantly becoming entangled in the brush. When this 
occurred I would follow the entanglement with a fuck this or a fuck that. 
All noise discipline had long since been flushed. The downpour muffled 
most of our sounds and we realized that if anyone wanted to ambush us 
they too would have to hack through this shit. The caution would need 
to be reinstated once we arrived at a clearing in this brier patch. But 
ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÆ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄȟ ×Å 
would be able to hear the unmistakable sound of North Vietnamese 
ÆÁÒÍ ÂÏÙÓ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÓÓÅÓ ÏÆÆȢ 7ÈÁÔ ) ÁÍ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÉÓ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
believe that the Captain was too impressed! 
 
 This is where my life long feelings germinated. People would always 
×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÙ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÃÁÍÐÉÎÇȢ )Æ ÉÔ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÓ ÒÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ 
mud, you can go fuck yourself! 
 
 &ÉÎÁÌÌÙ ×Å ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ×ÅȭÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÁÎ ÏÐÅÎ ÁÒÅÁ ÏÒ ÈÅȭÄ 
hacked his way to middle earth. It proved to be the former and Charlie 
flopped down exhausted. Someone else would be needed to recon the 
other side. Now normally this would be accomplished by utilizing a fire 
team. But we had a crazy fucker who enjoyed doing such things alone. 
As if by cue, to the front of the formation moved the Mexican. I was 
motioned to follow him. I became concerned until I realized they 
wanted the gun for cover, one crazy fucker was enough. I spent the next 
half hour in class. The Mexican was teaching all who could see the 
ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍ Ȱ2ÉÆÌÅÍÁÎ 2ÅÃÏÎÎÁÉÓÓÁÎÃÅ 3ÃÏÕÔȢȱ ) ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ 
emerged, and still on his belly, he would signal that all was clear. I knew 
then as well as I knew anything that whatever lay ahead, there was no 
danger. But still, in pairs we ran, from one tree line to the next. The last 
pair to cross would pass through a heavily armed column formed by 
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their predecessors. The gun belonged in the middle; therefore as the 
Marine attached to it I would be able to hear the whispers. The 
Lieutenant would whisper into the radio and the Captain and I would 
listen. First the facts were given; day ones objective would be met on 
day two, heavy signs but no conformation of enemy presence, progress 
slowed by monsoon rain, and frontal recon revealed presence of sheer 
cliff not on the map and as such there was uncertainty as to exact 
location.  Translation; we had made it to here and here we would stay, 
one mountain short. Issue; those who must know exactly where we 
were had a general idea.  
 
In time I would instantly recognize the most vulnerable perimeter 
location. But since this was my first as the gunner, they had to show me. 
Once assigned, I gave pause to quietly thank my maker, as the location 
given lay between Breedlove and Perez. With the Indian on one side and 
the Mexican on the other I could sleep a deep sleep. 
 
 Finding comfort in the rain is like finding sunlight in a cave. But certain 
thing must have priority. After the hood was tied off the poncho was 
stretched over my spread legs. I then placed the pack under and 
between, as if a raccoon I used my hands to open and probe. What I 
sought was absolutely critical to find. The food and ammo had been 
removed and still I could not locate it. My heart began to pound in panic. 
A second and then a third search would bring me to the realization that I 
had committed a most grievous error. Furthermore, the knowledge of 
this stupidly could not be shared. My negligence could threaten the 
existence of the entire patrol. The pain caused by this single act would 
exceed any experienced to this point in my life. For you see, I had 
forgotten dry socks. Either the rain would stop, or I would.  
 
I think it was the shivering that brought me into the darkness of the pre- 
dawn. I awoke with a realization of a long sleep, a sleep in which parts 
of my body were submerged in puddles of standing water.  I had 
wrapped my poncho around my feet in an effort to keep them dry. It 
was a mistake. Due to the humidity the inside of the poncho was as wet 
as the outside. Failure in my next effort could bring on a med-evac, to be 
the cause of a med-evac could make you responsible for death. So I 
quickly gathered all components and waited for the sun to rise. Only in 
heavy rain would we be allowed the use of a heat-tab. They came in the 
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c-rats and when a match was placed on one it would burn with an 
intense odorless heat. The matches were kept in prophylactics, for 
unlike the heat-tabs they would only function dry. While others in the 
patrol would warm their breakfast I would toast my socks. Sunlight 
allowed the removal of my boots. The soles of my feet were a solid 
white; the pad of flesh appeared to be separating from the meat of the 
foot, somewhat like a blister. To the touch I could not feel. With the 
exception of a hole burnt through one side of the left sock, the task was 
completed successfully.  
 
The mission was that of an area recon. We were to examine an area for 
the presence of the enemy. Unfortunately the area to be examined was 
the mountain next to the one we were standing on. Either we would 
walk through the entire area and see nothing or we would observe the 
enemy. In either case, once accomplished, we would be extracted. 
Although longer in length the former was much preferred to the latter. 
With all this in mind we quickly buried our trash and moved out. Careful 
to stay within the vegetation the Cherokee would follow the top on the 
cliff as it descended into the valley below, and we would follow the 
Cherokee. I heard it long before I saw it. I suppose in the dry season it 
would amount to a slow moving creek. But now it was truly a raging 
stream. The fact that caused me great depression was that this stream 
separated where we were from where we should be. And I knew that 
once again I would submerge my feet. Not all of us were shanghaied; the 
senior NCOs were true Recon Marines. If there was anything a Recon 
Marine could do, he could swim. The Sergeant would tie a rope around 
his waist and enter the water. The rest seemed to be dictated by the 
strength of the current. Just before the rope ran its course he would 
emerge on the other side. Walking back upstream, he would secure the 
rope directly across from us.  
A fire team would cross first, and with the Sergeant, secure the other 
side, and then we would cross two at a time. He crossed before me and 
ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÉÓÉÓ ) ËÎÅ× ÈÉÍ ÎÏÔȟ ÓÕÃÈ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÅ ÏÆ Á ȰÎÅ× ÇÕÙȱȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ 
told that it took a waiver from the Commandant to get him into the 
Corps. For in his shoes he might have touched five feet and seven inches. 
From the center of the stream he went horizontal and the space 
between life and death could be measured by the strength of his grip. In 
the Corps, a Marine in crisis will without exception or hesitation trigger 
a response from all who witness the issue. We will even execute the 
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illogical act of risking a life to retrieve a corpse. So it was, without pause 
and from both sides, everyone entered the water and moved to the 
center. It took the motions of the Sergeant to stop us as the rope would 
not hold all. It fell to the first three to arrive, one to hold, one to remove 
a pack half as heavy as he who wore it, and the third to relay such a 
weight to the bank. I would soon learn that this five foot seven inch 
Marine had a six foot six inch complex. And it would be this complex 
that would serve us both well, for in two nights we would lay next to 
each other and listen to the North Vietnamese farm boys seek us out.  
 
We were here; we had finally reached our mountain. I needed enemy 
contact to save my feet but would gladly endure excruciating pain to 
avoid it. As we once again moved into the trees, the rain changed to a 
monsoon level and if I remember right it was here that the pain started. 
Dull and throbbing, like a tooth ache, it was the same with every step. 
Before the end of the day it would be the cause of a permanent limp. 
 
 The signs were everywhere. Even the new guy caught on. There were 
trails leading in all directions but no villages marked on the map or seen 
through the binoculars. Unfortunately this was insufficient for those 
that listened from the other end of the radio. They could not be satisfied 
with the smell of shit; they had to see the pile.  So on we walked. Today 
we would patrol its base and tomorrow we would seek its summit. In 
the course of this exercise it was always our practice to travel very 
slowly. The point man must remain in a state of constant alertness, as if 
you found the enemy on an area recon odds were that you would 
ȰÂÕÍÐȱ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 4ÁÉÌ -ÅÎÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÃÈÅÃË ÔÈÅ ȰÂÁÃË 
ÄÏÏÒȱ ÁÓ ÄÕÅ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÓÐÅÅÄȟ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÒÁÉÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ 
overtake us. Each individual in the column needed to constantly look 
forward as well as backward as eye contact must always be maintained. 
It is with this knowledge that when the Marine in front of me looked 
back, I made a stern face and clenched my raised fist. He acknowledged 
with a head nod and soon the column came to a halt. As expected it took 
very little for ti me the Lieutenant to reach me. Placing his mouth next to 
ÍÙ ÅÁÒ ÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÁÉÌ ÅÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÆÉÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Ô×ÏȢȱ 
Two minutes to find Perez, I hope the fuck he was right around the 
corner. 
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Despite the pain, I quick stepped. The adrenaline began to pump as I 
rounded the corner to find no one. Fifty yards back and my heart 
jumped into my throat, I found a split in the trail that I never saw before. 
Assuming that we must have traveled the low road I followed that for 
another fifty yards. By now I was in a crouch, with my finger on the 
trigger, ready to splatter anything I saw, including my own shadow. 
There he was, just up ahead and off to the right of the trail. He was in a 
perfect kneeling position with that semi automatic antique weapon 
pointing down trail. He had gone to the trouble of attaching his bayonet.  
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȭ 
Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÉÔ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÕÓȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÌÏÎÅȩȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÅÔÅÒ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Ô×Ï ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 
As we got up and turned back towards the waiting patrol, I stopped for a 
second and whispered over my shoulder. 
Ȱ,ÉÏÎÅÌȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÁÒÅ ÄÒÁÇÇÉÎÇȢȱ 
When we returned to the waiting patrol, my feet told me that I needed 
to seek him out and inform him. 
Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄȢȱ 
The strength of the source dictated that this information needed to be 
radioed in. Unfortunately, past experience had taught me that the 
listeners cared not for the sense of hearing but would only accept the 
proof of visual conformation. The pain would continue.  
 
In order for visual contact to be made one must be able to see beyond 
the next tree. Therefore, the day was spent with us crisscrossing the 
mountain base looking for an opening in the canopy. When none could 
be found, the requirement would call for us to stop and send someone 
up a tree with a pair of binoculars. Just once that day, curiosity caused 
me to volunteer for such an exercise. Deliberately avoiding the highest 
tree, I shimmied up the chosen one. Somewhere near the top and while 
hanging on for dear life I placed the binoculars to my eyes and scanned 
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everything before me. All I was able to behold were the tops of more 
trees. Thus passed the day. At our last tree climb we merely stopped, 
formed a circle and created our harbor site. That night the placement of 
the gun was an easy task. I simply set it down in the center of the trail. 
Just before sunset I quickly removed my boots, wrung the water from 
my socks and examined my feet. What I saw caused me to bring Him 
into the conversation. What I saw caused me to pray. If this went on 
unchecked I might soon lose the ability to walk! 
 
I was awake when it happened but the ferocity of the event still startled 
me. Instantly I could tell that the distance was great but I had never seen 
such power. The fact was that a mountain range exploded before my 
eyes. The eruptions were of volcanic proportions as they started at one 
end and slowly walked to the other. The earth that I was sitting on did 
not shake, it moved. In the morning I would be informed that what was 
ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÁÒÃÈ ÌÉÇÈÔȱ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔ Á "-52 bombing strike. Months later I 
would understand, when told by my comrades, that up north, individual 
NVA (North Vietnamese Army) soldiers would wander into the Marine 
compounds. They would always be unarmed and in deep shock. The 
Marines would take great humor in the act of sneaking up behind these 
poor bastards and clapping their hands together as loud as possible. 
This action always caused the same result. The enemy soldier would 
instantly defecate, usually shitting all over himself. Thus is the predicted 
reaction of one who has survived a B-52 raid.  
 
In the morning the rain temporarily stopped. Inspection showed that 
parts of the feet had little or no circulation. The area walked upon was 
colored white by the lack of blood. The skin appeared to duplicate the 
surface of a prune.  
The folds in the flesh were deep and within them the skin was beginning 
to separate from the meat. It was called immersion foot and left 
ÕÎÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÏÕÒÇÅ ÏÆ 7ÏÒÌÄ 7ÁÒ ) ȰÔÒÅÎÃÈ 
ÆÏÏÔȢȱ ! ÈÉÇÈ ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÉÎ ÈÁÄ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ Á ÌÏ× ÄÅÇÒÅÅ ÏÆ concealment. For 
the first time I was observed. Instantly he would offer a fresh and dry 
pair and with the same speed I would refuse. My rejection had nothing 
to do with arrogance or pride but instead stemmed from the desire for 
my incompetence to cripple only one. 
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This stream was a vein of the artery we had crossed the previous 
morning. If the summit was our goal, this stream would shorten our 
journey. But once again my feet would be submerged. I would see that 
scene again. But it would take an accumulation of ten years of travel to 
equal the vision that lay before me. The mountain streams of Glacier and 
Great Smoky Mountain National parks would be the only match for it. 
The wet humid air could be equaled in Yellowstone by walking the 
Norris Geyser Basin or standing too close to Old Faithful. A trip to the 
Botanical Gardens would duplicate the vegetation present. And when 
you lay on the ground, the stench of rotting plants would equal a whiff 
of a Jersey dump. It is within this vision that eighteen of us were moving 
up the mountain stream attempting to gain the summit. 
 
How many citizens of North Vietnam were walking down the stream I 
will never know as only one was talking and the others were listening. 
We were Americans and as such we were noisy. But when you hear a 
voice you stop and get real quiet. The talker would die without ever 
knowing what happened. His buddies would flee, which meant that they 
too were unarmed. He was carrying a bar of soap and a rope with 
canteens attached. I remember looking down at his well built body and 
being amazed that I could see no blood. One of the first pieces of lead 
must have pierced his heart, no pumping, no bleeding. We needed to 
move and we needed to move fast.      
 
 As if on cue, the downpour returned. The pain of each step had reached 
a serious level. The degree of my limp began to generate questions and 
only the presence of the enemy had delayed the answers. First, base 
contact must be reestablished as we had just accomplished our mission, 
and there was a need to do some serious talking,  
as it was now obvious that we were sharing this mountain with 
elements of the North Vietnamese Army. Nothing was a secret now; our 
lives depended on speed and luck. Once again fear walked with me; as 
always it was the numbers. I knew we were eighteen. But how many 
were they? But this time I had my finger on the trigger of one hundred 
pieces of lead with every fifth round a tracer. Was this the reason that 
fear had left so quickly, or was it the pain?  
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
It was a bad sign when we did our talking on the move. 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
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Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ȡ /ÎÅ .ÏÖÅÍÂÅÒ 
Victor Alpha, Kilo India Alpha (NVA/KIA), request permission to 
ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÉÏÎ ,ÉÍÁ :ÕÌÕ ɉ,:Ɋȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÂÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
It is upon the next reply that everything depended; I strained to hear the 
crackling of the receiver over the pounding of the rain. What passed 
seemed like an eternity.  
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩ /ÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÃÏÐÙ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Asparagus, this is Bad Actor, negative on your last repeat negative, 
ÉÎÃÌÅÍÅÎÔ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Bad Actor, this is !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÒÏÇÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
 
Now everyone present knew only one thing, we had to gain the summit 
before they did. On this our life might depend. From Spartacus at 
Pompeii to Meade at Gettysburg the lesson was the same. He who held 
the high ground held the advantage. For whoever gained the summit 
kept his enemy below him, and no one above. This was a position in 
which our radios were used to maximum advantage. It was here and 
here alone that we had the best transmission and the least restrictive 
fire zone. 
 
 How long would it take the North Vietnamese commander to reach the 
same conclusions? He had contacted Americans where he had been told 
they would never be. Then they had broken off the contact and fled. 
Where had they gone? No one then knew it, but neither side would leave 
ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÕÓ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÍÏÖÅÓ ÉÎ Á ÄÅÁÄÌÙ ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ȰÃÁÔ 
ÁÎÄ ÍÏÕÓÅȱȟ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÅÁÄÅÒÓ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÕÇÈÔ ÔÏ ȰÃÌÏÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÄ 
ËÉÌÌȢȱ "ÕÔ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÅÁÄÅÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȢ 
 
The initial advantage would belong to us. We would use the radio to 
spread the word. They would use runners. It became common 
knowledge that our time advantage had evaporated when the pounding 
of the rain was pierced by the shrill sounds of many whistles. They were 
passing on the news of our presence as if they were referees in a 
sporting event.  What ever the purposes of such signals were for our 
enemy they had the desired effect on us. Their prearranged actions gave 
ÕÓ Á ÒÅÎÅ×ÅÄ ÃÁÓÅ ÏÆ ȰÈÁÕÌ ÁÓÓȱȟ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȢ ) ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÅd 
of one fact; when my feet stopped it is there that they would stay. 



 161 

 
The higher we climbed the sparser the vegetation, the sparser the 
vegetation the looser the soil, the looser the soil the thicker the mud. 
What began on two feet ended on all fours. Near the top, the route of a 
straight line required the penetration of a small open area. This time 
there was no caution; caution was a luxury we did not have. We crossed 
the opening en masse and in line with weapons at the ready. The 
painted corner had been reached, if they chose to start it here, then let 
the thing be started. Relief followed discoveries, discovery that the trip 
from the clearing to the summit would be of short duration and 
discovery that the area traveled was as perhaps it had been for a 
millennium, void of human presence. Once on top all we needed to do 
was form a defensive perimeter, establish radio contact and wait. For 
shortly they would come. 
 
Upon closer examination it was truly a unique mountain. One could see 
that fact better from the top looking down then visa versa. My 
stewardship of the gun required that I personally check all avenues of 
approach. And the pain within my boots informed me that there would 
be little time for compliance. The far side of the summit was examined 
on hands and knees; I would tell them that it was the pain, for they must 
not know that the steep open decline had anything to do with it. What I 
saw was indeed strange. A mountain completely covered with 
ÖÅÇÅÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÁÌÄ ÓÐÏÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÕÎÄerstood that 
due to the sharp drop, centuries of flowing water had removed the soil 
leaving an area of exposed rock void of vegetation. But it was very 
important that I understood it was due to this large open area that the 
enemy would approach from the other side. 
 
 For surely, even as a rookie, this North Vietnamese officer must know 
that if we caught him in the open we would use our radio to 
exterminate. The gun belonged on the other side covering the 
vegetation we ourselves had emerged from. Even though the rain had 
washed our trail away, he would be forced to have his people forge their 
own, right on top of ours.  
 
Dissecting our circular perimeter I was forced to pass through its center. 
Whispers that were not meant for my ears became audible. 
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Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎant, I appreciate your assistance and advice. But now that 
ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÄÅ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÅË ÍÙ Ï×Î ÃÏÕÎÃÉÌȢȱ 
Marine Corps translation; shut the fuck up! 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Marine Corps translation: I will! 
The havoc rout by this utterance would become harmless only with the 
intervention of the Nazarene.  
 
Returning to my point of origin I found the position occupied. As a 
gunner I had the right to instruct relocation, and this I did. It could only 
be this spot. As I gazed into the vegetation I know that as surely as they 
had to come they would pass through here. Falling to my knees I 
removed my e-tool (small shovel) and began to scrape a small 
depression in the ground. Although the rain made it easy the rock 
prevented it from being anything but shallow. My ears would register 
the noise beginning with his second step, as he worked his way down 
the slope. My eyes confirmed that I was occupying the area that was his 
destination. I realized that whatever the Lieutenant said when he 
arrived, I must weigh my answers carefully. Speaking as sternly as a 
whisper would allow he looked me in the eyes as he said: 
Ȱ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢȱ 
Fuck he called me by my rank! 
Ȱ3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÏÏÔÓ ÏÆÆȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅÓ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ȰÙÅÓ ÓÉÒȢȱ 4ÈÉÓ 
statement allows a small degree of gray area. The Navy on the other 
ÈÁÎÄ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÓ ÁÎ ȰÁÙÅ ÁÙÅȱ ,ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÒ ÂÅ×ÁÒÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ 
statement there is no gray only black and white. For the definition of 
ȰÁÙÅ ÁÙÅȱ ÉÓȡ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÐÌÙȢ  
When he saw my feet he uttered only one syllable; 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȦȱ 
I said nothing as he continued: 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ Á ÍÅÄ-ÅÖÁÃ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÆÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÆÅÅÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÙÓȱ 
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He knew as well as I did that a med-evac would jeopardize the life of 
every Marine on this patrol, and for me that was a burden that I could 
never bear.  
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÌÏ× ÕÓ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÁÖÅ )ȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÉÔ 2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
 He paused before replying: 
 Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÄÒÏÐ ÙÏÕ ÏÆÆ ÁÔ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ -ÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ 
ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÏÎ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
With that he handed me a pair of fresh socks that he removed from his 
leg pocket. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ) ÁÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÓËÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ  
As he turned, I realized that the socks being dry had to have been 
recently retrieved from the center of his pack. As for his sacrifice I was 
very grateful, but for my feet it would be too late. The socks would only 
act as bandages and absorb the blood. In two days they would be 
removed from my feet with the assistance of a scalpel.  
 
)Æ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÃÅÄÉÎÇ ÁÃÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÖÁÕÄÅÖÉÌÌÅ ÐÌÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ȰÐÅÁÎÕÔ ÇÁÌÌÅÒÙȱȢ 
He had stood there, in the pouring rain, observing and listing to all. I 
×ÁÓ ÁÍÁÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÒÏ×Îȟ ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏ× 
that he finally closed his jaw. Once our eyes met, I realized that I had set 
up my machine gun position with the new guy guarding my flank. It is a 
most remarkable fact that in combat the nature of the beast is such that 
the most opposite of feelings can exist at the same time and place. 
Maximum aloofness can be generated from the same spot that initiates 
an indescribable degree of comradeship. For those who have shared 
with you this incommunicable experience there is a blood bond that 
lasts beyond eternity. For those who have not, learning their name is a 
ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÏÏËÉÅ ÈÅÌÄ Á ȰÆÒÅÅ ÐÁÓÓȱȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅ 
and so was I. The digging would wait. 
 I made a feeble attempt to move in his direction. Fortunately he came to 
me. Just below the intensity of the rain, I would whisper: 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÉÚÏÎÁȢȱ  
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÍÕÃÈ ÒÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÈÉÔȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢȱ  
Ȱ.ÁÍÅȭÓ -ÉËÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ 2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
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Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄȟ ÍÁÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÒÅ ÆÕÃËÅÄ ÕÐȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÒÙ ÓÏÃËÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÐÕÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÙ ÐÕÌÌ ÍÅ ÏÕÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÓÔÁÙ ÐÕÔ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȠ ÉÆ Á ÃÈÏÐÐÅÒ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÅØÅÒÃÉÓÅȢȱ  
Ȱ3ÈÉÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÁÔÒÏÌȟ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÉÎȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÓÅ ÁÒÅ .6!ȟ ) ÁÍ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ 6#Ȣȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȩȱ 
Ȱ6# ÁÒÅ ÌÏÃÁÌȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÕÐ ÎÏÒÔÈȢȱ 
I paused to gather my thoughts, for what I needed to say now would 
give him life or cause his death.  
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 0ÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÃÈÉÎ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ Õp, I finished my 
ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔȢ  Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÎÅ× ÁÎÄ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓȟ ÉÆ 
ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÔ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÁÔ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȢ (ÅȭÓ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÕÓȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
top to look and probe. Because the other side is an open area, this is the 
only avenue of approach. And you and I, sir are sitting smack dab in the 
ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÍÉÄÄÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÙ ȰÐÒÏÂÅȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÆÕÃËÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÈÅȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÏÕÒ ÆÌÁÎËÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ 
ÏÕÒ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎÓȢ 3Ï ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÏÕÒ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅÓ ÔÏ ÃÒÉÓÓÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÒÅÁ 
ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÆÒÏÎÔȢȱ  
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ!Ì×ÁÙÓ ÂÒÉÎÇ Á ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÅÑÕÁÌÉÚÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÏ 
pay atÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÂÌÁÓÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎ ËÉÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÅÎÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÉÇÇÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÏÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÂÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÏÎÅȩȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÇ ÏÎÅ ÂÉÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓ ÉÎȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÏÎ ÐÏÐ ÏÎ 
the grenade, lay back, put your trunk and head, as much as you can, 
below ground level.  
When you hear the explosion, sit up. Remove the tape from your 
grenades and put two in your lap. If you throw more then two, they tend 
ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁÐÅ ÏÎ ÍÉÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ!Ì×ÁÙÓ ÔÁÐÅ ÙÏÕr grenades, the spoon and blasting cap are only 
screwed into the body. Your movement and the vegetation in this jungle 
will cause the grenade to fall off, thus giving those little brown men a 
ÆÒÅÅ ÂÏÏÂÙ ÔÒÁÐ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ×ÉÔÈȢȱ 
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Ȱ9ÅÓȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ forget everything that I have told you, remember this; never fire 
ÙÏÕÒ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ 
ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔȦ .ÅÖÅÒ ÍÏÖÅ 
backwards, the Marines behind you will kill you, not on purpose but 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÖÅ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÍÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ 
ÓÁÍÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅȟ ÍÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÍÉÎÄ ÆÕÃËȭÅÍȟ 
ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÖÅȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÏÖÅ ÆÁÒȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ Á ÇÁÐ ÉÎ 
the perimeter, those fuckers ×ÉÌÌ ÐÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÔÓȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÎ ÅØÔÒÁ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅ ×ÉÒÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ×ÒÁÐ ÉÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
ÃÁÎ ÔÉÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÒÍȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÐÕÌÌ ÏÎ ÉÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ 
ÎÏÔ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢȱ  
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÇÏÔ ÅØÔÒÁ ÈÏÔ ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÉÔȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃËÉÎÇ !Ȣȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÉÚÏÎÁȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÆÁÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÃÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢȱ 
 
Committing the uncomfortable act of turning my back to the down hill 
vegetation, I finished scraping out my pit. I shook my head in disgust as I 
watched it slowly fill with water. All around me the same was being 
done. Each of eighteen similar positions was in and of itself completely 
different from the others. Each was dependent upon its immediate 
environment. Either rock, dirt, wood or some combination thereof was 
used to fortify a space occupied by one. The locations were 
predetermined, the construction was indivulistic and its purpose was 
self preservation. 
 These positions formed some sort of rudimentary circle, the goal of 
which was to expose no flank and above all else protect the center. The 
center would house the patrol leader, the corpsman and the very key to 
existence; a Marine with a radio. 
 
I was careful and precise in what I did as I knew that the rookie would 
watch and copy. The Ka-bar was used to remove saplings to my front. 
Mental notes were made of the locations of large trees, as nothing could 
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be allowed to impede the flight of a hand grenade. All that was left of the 
perimeter preparation was to insert the claymore. The pain would 
restrict the distance of my travel. From my knees I sought out a large 
tree that would protect me from the back blast. At its base I inserted the 
device. Sighting through its concave center I concluded that once 
triggered it would sever anything to my front. As for the claymore, I had 
once lost one to my enemy. Thus vowing never to repeat such a 
calamity, I would in the end tighten the slack in its wire. Drawing it 
across my lap I would sit like a fisherman waiting for someone to tug on 
my line. Hindsight would educate me to the fact that I should have paid 
more attention to its placement. 
 
 Returning to my position I would then begin the final preparations. The 
tape was removed from all grenades as two were placed by my left side. 
All safeties on the gun were disengaged. Therefore a simple slight 
depression of the trigger would spew one hundred rounds of death and 
maiming indiscriminately through the night air. For the entire time of 
darkness the fully cocked .45 caliber pistol would remain in my hand. To 
disengage all of its safeties, this weapon required a tight grip on the 
handle. During that night and on that mountain that requirement was 
not an issue. The triggering mechanism for the claymore would lie in my 
lap and I would hold it as skillfully as I would hold any fishing rod. The 
hand that held the claymore wire was wrapped in another connecting 
me, like a puppet, to the little guy with the big attitude. I took my Ka-bar 
ÁÎÄ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÄȟ ×ÈÙȩ ) ÄÏÎȭt know, for as long as I was 
breathing, nobody was getting that close! All that was needed now was 
for me to plop my wet ass into that wet hole. As I did so, I glanced 
around to see that I had been the last to settle in.  
 
Now was the time for private thought. 
 It would began with twilight and intensify in proportion to the increase 
in darkness, the speed of which would accelerate and only break with 
the sunrise. The degree of wetness would cause the teeth to chatter. The 
sound could only be stopped by clamping the jaw. That action would 
bring on rapid twitching of the head and upper torso. Adrenaline would 
be needed to still the movement, adrenaline would come with fear and 
fear would accompany the darkness. Those who had taught me were 
long gone. But I had learned well. In the beginning there was fear due to 
ignorance. Knowledge had made me cocky. Cocky is not careful. Not 



 167 

careful is stupid. Tonight I would increase my education, and the fear 
would return, as always, with the darkness. When the fear would reach 
a degree in which my ability to control it might soon come into question, 
He would give me the strength to routinely follow a rigid ritual that 
would begin with the removal of all thought from my conscious mind. As 
if in a trance, with all my senses honed to a razor edge, I would gaze into 
the darkness and my mind would continuously repeat words I had 
attributed to Johnny Cash but now recognize from the Bluegrass music 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ #ÁÒÔÅÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȡ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÌÅ ÂÅ ÕÎÂÒÏËÅÎ ÂÙ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ ÌÏÒÄ ÂÙ ÁÎÄ 
by, O let thÅ ÃÉÒÃÌÅ ÂÅ ÕÎÂÒÏËÅÎ ȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȱ 
 
As a city boy I was truly out of my realm. It had taken me a long time to 
reach the point where I thought I could hear them move; sometimes I 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÏ ÓÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÁÓÓȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÃÌÁÓÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ 
was introduced as a former Vietcong. How could there be such a thing? 
The first required venomous hatred for the foreigners and the second 
brought on total cooperation. Anyway, they had brought us together in a 
small group. To our immediate front were three layers of intertwined 
circular barbed wire. Then they introduced this gentleman who had 
changed his mind. He proceeded to twist, contort and slither his way 
through the entire maze without getting a scratch. If the purpose of that 
wire was to keep someone out, Uncle Sam needed his money back. After 
witnessing the skill of that little brown man, I never again doubted their 
ability to sneak into someplace where they were not supposed to be. If I 
had an advantage by being in a fixed position waiting for them to come 
to me, it was not sufficient to comfort me. It was their advantage that I 
truly feared. Within the jungle they were at home, and I was totally out 
of my realm.  When your mind accepts the fact that what you are doing 
may cost you your existence it will allow you the temporary use of some 
most remarkable tools. 
 In pitch black; after hearing a noise I knew exactly where it came from. 
In time I could stare at an object, not to visualize it but rather to 
concentrate on its peripheral area in which my eyes would register 
movement. And I could remain in this state for the duration of the 
darkness. I tell you this; the killer who waits in the dark will attack the 
noise that is in motion. 
 
)Æ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÒÉÎÇÓ ÏÎ ÈÁÌÌÕÃÉÎÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÄÅÐÒÁÖÁÔÉÏÎȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ 
adrenaline will cause a maximum state of alertness that is easily 
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ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎÅÄȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÄÅÐÒÁÖÁÔÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÉÓȟ ÃÏÕÐÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
hallucinations are both visual and audio, causes a city boy in the 
unknown environment of a blackened jungle to suffer from serious 
sensory overload. I know from experience that to perceive danger 
where it is not will eventually scare the living shit out of you! And so it 
was that I feared this night. Drenched from the intense rain and 
enduring the mental and physical torment that only an eighteen year old 
body could survive, I had convinced myself that I could separate the 
sounds of rain from the noise of movement. It had taken more then a 
year, but the Marine Corps had finally reached its goal. I was so tightly 
wound, that had she stepped in front of me, I would have shot my 
mother.   
 
The key was location. When a sound was made I would instantly know 
its point of origin.  If that spot became a moving one then I became 
intensely aware of my surrounding situation. Doubt me not, for in my 
youth I had such a skill! 
 
 It was the rain, the rain that covered up his movement until he was 
close, real close. When I was sure and there was no doubt, I could feel 
the beating of my heart in the temples of my skull. Surely he must hear 
the same. Fuck, he had passed through the claymores killing zone. But 
wait, there is another. Off to the left and in front of the rookie was a very 
cautious farm boy from up north. I jerked hard twice on our connecting 
wire. Now he knows, for I felt resistance to the second pull. Wait, my 
man has stopped. The pause was longer then before. What my ears 
heard my mind could not fathom. It was as if he began to retrace his 
movements. Slowly traveling in the same spots but in reverse order, his 
pauses became less infrequent and he was moving with a distinct 
purpose. Had he heard me? 
 Had he heard me pull the wire? With every fiber of my being I strained 
to listen. But all I could hear was the beating of my heart. There, there 
ÈÅ ÉÓȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÉÄÅ×ÉÓÅ to the right. Shit, he knows I am 
ÈÅÒÅȠ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ .Ï× ÈÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ 
of that big tree, that big tree where my claymore is, fuck my claymore! 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÁÍ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒÉÎÇ ÄÅÖÉÃÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄȢ )Æ 
he ÔÏÕÃÈÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅ )ȭÌÌ ÂÌÏ× ÈÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÓÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÌȦ  4ÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ 
instant that I realized I was no longer shaking, I felt a steady tug on the 
claymores connecting wire. Shaking again I attempted to disengage the 
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safety bar and squeeze the device thus sending hundreds of little lead 
balls up his nostrils. Stupid, stupid, stupid like the fisherman I set the 
hook and instinctively jerked back. What followed was a chain of events, 
of which I now hope, he lived to tell his grandchildren. Feeling the tug 
on his end he instantly understood my advantage better then I did. For 
in his attempt to flee he rose to his feet, slipped in the mud and fell on 
ÈÉÓ ÁÓÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÕÍÂ ÆÕÃËÅÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ Á ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÂÏÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÃÉÔÙ ÂÏÙ ÌÉËÅ 
me. Hanoi meet Minneapolis, now I am going to kill your ass. I would 
laugh later but then it was as serious as death. Rosie, you dumb fuck, 
ÈÅȭÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÉÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ 
where you are, do it, and do it now! I squeezed, click, nothing, fuck he 
took my claymore! Fuck where are they? I found one, straighten the 
cotter pin, it is, pull the pin, I did, now throw. 
Ping. 
Down. 
As soon as I heard the spoon pop I knew it was a waste. I had thrown 
where he had been, not where he was.  
Boom. 
That caused a commotion a good distance from the big tree. The next 
toss would be from three point range. 
Pull. 
Throw. 
Boom. 
Sir, I salute you. You did not cry out. I heard you moan, but you did not 
cry out. Were the shoe on the other foot, I would have screamed my 
fucking head off.  
Ping. 
What the fuck? 
Down. 
Boom. 
Way to go Rook! 
Ping. 
It was not the sound of an M-67 frag. 
Incoming. 
Down. 
Boom. 
You missed by a mile you dumb fucker. 
Thank you, God. 
Okay, okay, now you guys can go home. 
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City boy, I heard them drag you down the mountain. If I could throw 
ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÔÏÌÅÎ ÍÙ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅȟ ÙÏÕ 
son of a bitch!   
With the return of silence, I quietly urinated in my trousers. 
 
In the darkness I began to rehearse my thoughts. I knew that as surely 
as the earth continues to rotate on its axis, sunrise would bring the 
inquisition. Well, at least everyone was awake now. The God of War was 
kind, for nothing else preceded the appearance of warm sunlight. With 
this light came the conformation of my prediction; they were both 
striding hell bent for yours truly. The Captains steps were longer then 
the Lieutenants, thus he arrived first. I was definitely getting tired of 
such visits! I knew that my timing was important as I began to retrieve 
my claymore wire. With a prepared and prearranged facial expression 
of disbelief on his face, he looked past me and said: 
Ȱ4ÁÌË ÔÏ ÍÅȦȱ 
Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÐÒÏÂÅÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍ 
ÏÎÅ 7)!Ȣȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÍÏÁÎÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÒÁÇÇÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆȢȱ  
At this precise moment I finished reeling in my claymore wire. As I held 
up the severed end for his inspection I said:  
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÍÙ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 
Staring at the wires end, he instantly realized what it meant. It was 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ȰÒÅÌÉÇÉÏÎȢȱ  (ÉÓ ÆÁÃÉÁÌ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÉÎ 
direct proportion to the widening of his eyes. It was then and there that 
ÈÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ Á ȰÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÒȢȱ !ÌÌ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
radio was: 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȢȱ 
Once he had left, the Lieutenant came to me, squatted down and looked 
me in the face and said: 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Ô×ÏȦ !ÎÄ ÁÌÌ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅ ÉÔ 
ÏÆÆȢ %ÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅ ÉÔ ÏÆÆȦȱ 
I answered him with a nod of my head and that was the end to that 
conversation. I looked up to see that I had company. And I had yet to 
make the hot chocolate.  
 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 



 171 

Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÂÅ ÁÄÖÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÐÒÏÂÅÄȢ /ÎÅ 
ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄ .ÏÖÅÍÂÅÒ 6ÉÃÔÏÒ !ÌÐÈÁȟ 7ÈÉÓËÅÙ )ÎÄÉÁ !ÌÐÈÁȢ /ÖÅÒȢȱ  
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȢ 2ÏÇÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÂÙ ÏÖÅÒȱ 
The pause lasted as long as it took the radio operator to hand the mike 
to theColonel. 
 
!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÈÏ× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍ ÅÎÅÍÙ 7)!ȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÒÅÍÏÖÅÄ ÃÌÁÙÍÏÒÅȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 3ÕÌÌÉÖÁÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÏÖÅ 
and you move now. Transmit your coordinates to this location on the 
hour. If unable to talk, key your mike twice, we will answer same. This 
location will notify support to standby and establish extraction LZ. Do 
ÙÏÕ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÒÏÇÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔȱ 
Like a fire, the word would travel the circle. When it reached me all I 
could think of was that song. That damn song the chaplains made us 
sing at all the funerals. ȰEternal father strong to save whose arm doth 
bind the restless wave. Oh hear us when we cry to thee for those in peril 
on the sea.ȱ     
 
Gathering up all my gear, I would attempt to rise. Half way up, I would 
fall back down. My feet were unable to support any weight. It is now 
that I would travel to the pit of total despair. I was as the man who, 
trapped at the bottom of the well, could look up and see the light but 
had not the strength for the journey. The matter is not of quitting but 
rather the inability to accomplish. The matter is not of failure but rather 
the uncertainty of not succeeding.  
The solution can only be derived from the union of the many. The issue 
is that the problem exists only within the solitude of the one.  Therefore 
it is the inability of the one alone that accomplishes nothing. The 
anguish of my tears would summon him, and he would come, and I was 
not alone. He would do what I could not. Be still and know that I am God.  
 
Once again he would seek the solitude of the jungle. He would return to 
describe sights that only he had seen. Upon his word would teeter the 
scale of life or death. With all the stealth he could muster, the Mexican 
would leave the security of the circle. Alone and on the far side of the 



 172 

summit, he would seek a route for escape. Upon returning, he would 
brief the Captain and then me. To the Captain he would report that 
amidst the thick vegetation he had found a steep and muddy animal 
trail. This trail appeared to connect the top of the mountain to the 
bottom of the valley. But he would caution; due to its steep decline, few 
men would travel its path. They would both agree; that was the plus of 
it. His next move would be a violation of protocol. I would wonder why 
he would come to me, that is, until his first utterance: 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÈÏ×ȭÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃËÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÁÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓ ) ÇÏÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×Óȟ ×Å ÇÏÔ 
a trail out of here ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÒÉÄÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÓ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÄÁÍÁÇÅȢȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÒÙ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ×ÏÍÅÎȢȱ 
I was amazed that with all the pain, I could still laugh.  
Almost forty years later he would admit that there was another. He had 
chosen that which he had chosen because one of his kind could not 
walk. As he left, I looked up and noticed that for the first time in three 
days, it had truly stopped raining. 
 
He maketh wars to cease unto the end of the earth. 
 
It was time, the moment of truth. In order to move forward it would 
become a requirement for me to rise to my feet. In the midst of the 
struggle I would notice the stares of many, judging by the numbers I 
would correctly conclude that wagers had been made 
 ) ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÏ ȰÐÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȱ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÔ ÏÎ 
failure. The pain would cause me to cry on the inside. On the outside, the 
deed would get done and the expression on my face would be forced to 
take on no particular significance. It was with great relief that I placed 
my wet ass in the mud puddle and pushed off as if initiating a toboggan 
ride. I was grateful for the vegetation; its density would prevent my eyes 
from recording the true descent. I would also benefit by those who had 
preceded me as their asses were bigger then mine and thus a well 
traveled path was already in existence. It was those behind me that 
would be doomed to a slow descent. I would routinely reach out and 
grab a sapling thus reducing the speed of my fall. This action was the 
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result of a groundless fear; the travel was such that I had visions of 
being propelled off a non-existing cliff. Of all this, there is only one 
comparison I am able to make. As of this writing my place of residency 
is Kissimmee, Florida. For those of you who are not familiar with its 
location on the map, suffice to say: I share my neighborhood with a giant 
mouse. It is for this reason among others that more people vacation in 
my neighborhood then anywhere else in the world. It is because of this 
fact and this fact alone that the local businessmen make every effort to 
separate all the tourists from their hard earned cash. It is obvious, even 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÕÁÌ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ȰÔÈÒÉÌÌ ÒÉÄÅȱ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÄÕÓ ÏÐÅÒÁÎÄÉȢ  ) 
have had, on numerous occasions, the opportunity to stand in 
wonderment and observe people in and of their own free will, climb 
very tall towers, stick their asses in water and push off as if initiating a 
toboggan ride. This action causes them to almost freefall down a 
fiberglass slide while riding a stream of water. Upon first observation I 
knew that I too had done this before. And I have since concluded that 
should I ever see an Englishman travel down the slide with an M-60 
machine gun on his lap, I will instantly fall to the ground, unable to walk. 
 
It is in this manner and in record time that the bottom was reached. For 
those who thought of such things, they would come to realize that we 
had just gained an incredible tactical advantage over our enemy. Hours 
ago they had placed us on the summit and due to our rate of relocation 
we now occupied a space they would assume we could not. Here the 
radio would be used and an extraction landing zone would be 
designated. The open area in question was shown on the map to be 
straight ahead, just over a small ridge.  
The distance to me was critical as I knew that I was quickly approaching 
my last step. But the knowledge of the impending trip home was enough 
to motivate my pace. Unbeknownst to me I was just minutes away from 
a life altering experience.  
 
He maketh wars to cease unto the end of the earth: He breaketh the bow 
and cutteth the spear in sunder.  
 
The distance to be traveled was just less then a thousand yards. We 
would cut a path up to and over a small but steep ridge. If the map was 
r ight I would again ride my ass down to the Promised Land, for at the 
ÂÁÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÄÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÏÐÅÎ ÁÒÅÁȱ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
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designated as the extraction LZ. As for my feet, well, I was going home 
and they were coming with me. I would push what I could not drag and I 
would drag what I did not push. Because a path needed to be cut, my 
pace would prove to be just right.   
 
Due to the dense vegetation, our choice of movement was reduced to 
one. In the thick underbrush there could be no grand tactical maneuver. 
As always we would travel by column. The tactical formation known as 
a column is nothing more then a straight line, one person behind the 
other. And as tactical formations go, it is the most vulnerable. But when 
you have no choice, there is no choice. Prior to the advent of the guided 
missile, all surface naval warfare involved guns and torpedoes, when, 
ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÒÅÓÏÌÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÎÁÔÉÏÎȭÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅÓȟ ÏÐÐÏÓÉÎÇ ÆÌÅÅÔÓ 
would come together and engage in combat. Each Admiral would 
attempt to gain an incredible advantage over his advisory by 
ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ Á ÕÎÉÑÕÅ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÁÌ ÍÁÎÅÕÖÅÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÃÁÐÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 4Ȣȱ  )Æ ÅÁÃÈ 
fleet was traveling in a column and one Admiral could have his column 
ÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÏ× ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÆÌÅÅÔȟ ÔÈÕÓ ÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÔÔer T. The 
crossing column (or top of the T) could bring all of his guns to bear on 
ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÌÅÎÇÔÈ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÃÏÌÕÍÎȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÕÍÎ ÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
trunk of the T could only return fire with the guns in the front of the 
first ship. Obviously, to cap the T was an ass kicking advantage. The 
records show that every time in naval warfare that this tactical 
maneuver was accomplished, the history of the world was changed. As 
we walked in our straight line, we did not realize it, but 3rd platoon C 
Company was about to have its T capped! 
He maketh wars to cease unto the end of the earth: He breaketh the bow 
and cutteth the spear in sunder. He burneth the chariot in the fire. 
 
Although the trail was cut by the point man with a machete, the path 
down the steep side of the ridge was formed by a skinny ass Marine 
with a big ass gun. The others would walk but I would ride to the 
bottom on my cheeks. At the end of my journey, I would rise and 
stumble just a few steps before the column would come to a halt. I 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕre, but I would guess correctly that the point man had reached 
the end of the tree line and the start of the clearing. This was the 
clearing in which the choppers would land. Then and only then, with 
everyone aboard, would it be okay for free ride to the hospital.  Now we 
would swing like a gate until all had reached the tree line. It was then 
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and only then that we would have an open field of fire across the 
clearing. Those to my front began to sit down. It took absolutely no 
persuasion for me to follow suit. On the way down, I thought, fuck, has 
no one told the Captain or is the Captain not asking?  I fought back the 
pain with the realization that all that was needed now was a short walk 
ÔÏ Á ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ ÌÕÃË ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ) had left 
in me.  
Thank you, God. 
At first the pain would override the fatigue, as I sat and could not doze. 
Then the head would bob as the body was forced to give up on itself. It 
was in this state of being half comatose that the noise would register in 
my mind. I would have reacted quicker had my brain not recognized it 
as a dream. It began as a distant roar and ended in the crescendo of a jet 
engine at full throttle. At maximum volume my ears were able to 
distinguish the noise of a Vulcan 20 mm cannon tearing out chunks of 
the earth. My body was separated from the ground as 250 lb bombs 
exploded, sending huge chunks of metal through the air, thus severing 
the tree tops directly above my head. My first thought was, so this is 
friendly fire. Our own jets were attacking, but how could they see us 
through this canopy? My question was answered by a horrifying 
realization. The thick brush on either side of our column was erupting 
with the sound of trampling noises made only by animals or humans! 
Instantly all around me were North Vietnamese soldiers, my guess, 
there must have been a hundred of them, running as fast as they could. 
They had our flanks and when they reached our tail-end we would be 
overrun! 
 
If there is such a thing as divine intervention, then it is that which 
placed Whitney on point. The constant side to side motion of his 
machete would end as the trees gave way to the shrubs. The open area 
just beyond consisted of nothing more than a small group of rice 
paddies. As he raised his fist to halt the column, he would pause to 
wonder; why the signs of agriculture but none of habitation? Cautiously, 
he stayed within the trees, his eyes traveling from sound to sound, 
searching for those who had planted the rice. He remembers the feeling 
of annoyance, as he heard the Captain whispering into the radio. 
Accepting the fact that the silence had been broken, he would begin the 
signals that would change the column to a line. Prior to the initiation of 
this maneuver, the Captain would signal an end to it, no explanation 
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given and none asked for. And so it was that non movement would bring 
on relaxation, and the column would sit. That is all but Steve, for in this 
formation only his eyes could watch the clearing. 
 
 It would first register as movement within his peripheral vision, 
causing him to turn his head and concentrate his attention to the 
farthest point in the clearing. What he saw would be a rare gift from the 
God of War. Steve knew that the recipient of such a gift better grab it by 
the throat and choke like a motherfucker. What he saw was a single 
soldier dressed in olive green and carrying an AK-47. Instantly he came 
to the realization that he was looking at his counterpart. Totally amazed 
by the drama unfolding before him, he would watch as the single soldier 
ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÁÌÌ ÃÌÅÁÒȱ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙÍÅÎȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ÓÕÍÍÏÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
Captain, Whitney would casually count forty bobbing heads attached to 
this NVA column, all armed to their fucking teeth. Amazingly and by 
ÐÕÒÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ×Å ÈÁÄ (Ï #ÈÉ -ÉÎÈȭÓ Ï×Î ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌÓȟ ÁÎd all we had to do 
was squeeze. The arrival of the Captain would initiate a lips to ears 
exchange of data. Whitney would inform and request, his plea for an 
ambush formation was heard. The Captain would listen and instruct. 
Our column would remain unmoved. Explanation was unnecessary, but 
ÁÓ ÔÈÅ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ 
ÄÏ ÉÔ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ×ÁÙȢȱ /ÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏÍÁÎ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ËÎÅ×Ȣ 
The radioman would later tell that which the Captain would not. In time 
he would inform us that the Captain had prematurely called for 
ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÄÅÃÌÁÒÉÎÇ Á ȰÃÏÌÄ ,:ȱȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 
 For those that now saw it, all would later agree; that on his way to the 
radio, fear caught up with the Captain and overtook him en route. What 
would be done, must be done soon, for in less then a minute two 
apposing columns would clash, one primed and ready and the other 
resting and unaware.  
 
Now as he lay flat on his belly, a million questions seemed to fly through 
Steves mind. Where were they going? He would guess that by the looks 
of it they must have planned to attack what would have been our back 
door, had we not moved. If that was the case their column would bypass 
the small ridge and steep incline for the gentler rise in the center of our 
mountain. The next thought would get his attention. If his assumption 
was correct they would have to pass directly in front of him, one at a 
time! Suddenly the forty stopped and in unison all heads turned upward 
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as if to look at the same spot in the sky.  His ears now heard the distant 
roar; he quickly recognized it for what it was. The farm boys seemed 
confused but Steve knew the sound of a jet, coming on fast.  
 
The Captain had quickly reached the radio and with great haste and 
little protocol he would summon the helicopter gun-ships that would 
accompany the incoming choppers. His voice would crack as he 
explained the situation; could they prep the LZ, as a small group of 
enemy had stumbled into the extraction zone? He was caught totally off 
guard by the response. There would be no gun-ships, the air support 
today was fixed wing. Even he knew the rarity of such a happening. But 
like everything else today, Murphy was driving the bus. Then the 
Captain would lift his head and strain his ears as he too could vaguely 
hear the distant sound of a jet jockey closing the gap. 
 
For those who understood Marine Corps aviation, its name was sacred. 
)Î 7ÏÒÌÄ 7ÁÒ )) Ȱ0ÁÐÐÙȱ "ÏÙÎÔÏÎ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÕÎÇÁÉÎÌÙ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇȟ ÇÕÌÌ-
winged fighter and removed all the slant eyed pilots from the skies over 
Guadalcanal. The difference between his Corsair and this one was a 
Rolls Royce engine that when pushed could flirt with seven hundred 
miles an hour. This machine was created for only one purpose, attack! 
Its short stubby body with overhead wings was designed for the 
environment of a carrier flight deck. 
 Its profile was unmistakable, for beneath its pointed nose was the large 
circular opening of the jet engine air intake. By appearance as well as 
reality the pilot of this craft literally straddled a rocket.  
 
(Å ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÒÅÁË ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ,: ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ 
cold to hot. His pre-flight briefing was that of a routine extraction up 
against the border with Laos. He was told to arrive early, wait for the 
choppers and leave when they had lifted off safely. Furthermore, that 
ÄÕÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÃÏÌÄȱ ,:ȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÎÏ ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐÓȢ (Å 
was it; he would be all the air support this recon team would have. Now 
there was a change, the voice that broke had reported the enemy within 
the LZ. He would do all that he could do, he would do all that he was 
trained to do; he would punch a hole in the sky. The coordinates he 
knew well, the reference points were instantly recognized and still it 
took a three quarter circle before he was lined up for his attack. When 
he pushed his nose down and fell out of the sky he dropped like a 
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Peregrine Falcon locked onto a pigeon. Those that watched said were it 
ÎÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÐÏÒ ÔÒÁÉÌÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÎÇ ÔÉÐÓ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÎÏÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ 
he was. When his gun sight picked up the beginning of the clearing, his 
cannon was engaged. What followed was a perfect sequential release of 
his bomb load. With great skill he had distributed an equal amount of 
lead flying throughout all areas of the space in question. He was truly 
pleased with himself as he realized that anyone within this target area 
would surely be dead. What he did not recognize and due to his speed, 
could not see, was that all who were once in this open area had long 
since fled, slipping in their own shit.   
 
To this day I still marvel at his calmness, as he lay there on his belly, 
slowly counting the enemy soldiers that passed directly to his front. He 
had to understand that any inadvertent noise caused by resting Marines 
would bring on an attack, that due to numbers would most probably 
cause his death. All that Steve would ever speak about was of the most 
remarkable thing that was soon to take place all around him. Once they 
had heard the rocket man, Steve would guess that their reaction was the 
result of three facts, they were in the open, they assumed that we were 
on the summit (thus maybe directing the attack) and these North 
Vietnamese farm boys had once before (perhaps in their trip south) 
been on the receiving end of an ass kicking administered by the United 
States Air Force.  
The first audible sound of the jet engine would cause a pivot in unison 
towards the nearest tree line followed immediately by a mad dash for 
the concealing vegetation. Unfortunately, unlike the Vietcong, they 
would retain their weapons. 
 
 I have always been eternally grateful that my eyes would never register 
the vision that unfolded for Steve. From his perspective his location was 
on the receiving end of a frontal assault administered by forty well 
armed North Vietnamese. He rose to a crouch and prepared to kill the 
first one to run into him. None did. For as many as would pass him on 
the right would also pass him on the left. What followed is a degree of 
confusion that is beyond description. Resting Marines instantly flying to 
their weapons, North Vietnamese fleeing through the jungle, random 
contact here and there, and lead flying everywhere but drawing no 
blood.  Not knowing what was happening; I would twist and reach for 
the gun. Before I could bring it around I would see him and he would see 
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me. Our eyes would lock and I would see fear. Not fear of me but 
complete and total fear of death from above. As soon as I had seen him, 
he was gone! As quickly as it had begun, it was over. I would not have 
been surprised to hear in unison and in two different languages 
ÆÉÆÔÙÅÉÇÈÔ ÖÏÉÃÅÓ ÓÁÙ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȦȱ 
 
He went by me with that Cherokee stride, no need to ask, I knew where 
he was going. If you wanted to know what was going on, talk to the 
radioman. I would have made the same journey, but ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÌËȢ 
With all need for silence gone, I simply called out: 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȢȱ 
He returned, kneeled down and said: 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ ÆÏÒÔÙ .6! ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ,:Ȣ 4ÈÅ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÉÒȟ ÇÏÔ Á #ÏÒÓÁÉÒȟ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÉÌÏÔ ÂÌÅ× ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ,:Ȣȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÓÔÏÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÄÇÅȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÁÎÄ 
ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÕÓȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÌÅÁÒ ÓÈÏÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ,:Ȣȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÒÔÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÄÇÅȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÕÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÉØÅÄ ×ÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÔÈÁÔ ÊÅÔ ÊÏÃËÅÙ ÔÏ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÄÇÅȟ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 
With that Charlie left. Moments later I heard the sound of 20 mm 
cannon tearing up the jungle to our rear. 
Once again he returned to brief me: 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÌÔȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÒÄÉÎÁÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÉØÅÄ ×ÉÎÇ 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÙ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÅÔ ÈÉÍ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÓÈÉÔÌÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÉÓÅȱ 
Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȢȱ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÉÃÁÐÐÅÄȢȱ 
 
With all the lifelong measurements of total grief, I would now reach the 
apex of despair. My ears would bring the fear that would cause my body 
to uncontrollably tremble. The knowledge of the burden thus became 
unbearable. In the distance was the unrecognizable sound that had to 
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resonate from unseen and approaching helicopters. Without the benefit 
of air cover, transport helicopters would attempt to land in an open 
area. Seventeen Marines and one Navy Corpsman would enter this open 
area running in an effort to board these transport helicopters. Forty well 
armed North Vietnamese would contest this union. Their unchallenged 
command of the high ground and their unobstructed field of fire to said 
open area would turn same into a killing ground. And I of course could 
not walk! 
 
Oh God, why? You cannot do this thing! You have promised that if I 
believe you will not abandon! I tell you; search my soul and you will see 
the truth of it! If you leave me here, I die here! You have no choice, for it 
is your word you have given. Am I not to believe that which you have 
said?Oh God, Why have you crippled me and then forced me to run the 
gauntlet of mine enemies! Your word was given to all believers; you 
have no choice, as my belief is my salvation. I cannot pick them up, you 
must do so. If you but pick them up I will put them down. Oh God, why? 
 
He maketh wars to cease unto the ends of the earth: He breaketh the bow 
and cutteth the spear in sunder. He burneth the chariot. Be still and know 
that I am God (Psalms 46:9-10) 
 
The order was soon given to move up and form a line along the edge of 
the clearing. I knew that the key would be trust, therefore I did not step 
off, I ran. Arriving at the tree line my ears would pull my eyes skyward. 
The sources of the strange sounds were thus explained, as the 
helicopters hovering over the clearing were unrecognized. Not short 
and stubby with a huge round nose but long and skinny with an egg 
beater at each end. Hello Chinook and goodbye Sea Horse. 
 
Timing was everything as the lead man had to be entering the door 
when the chopper made contact with terra firma. A mad dash was made 
by all, and I kept pace. Less then two steps had I completed when I felt a 
sound that made the earth vibrate. The jet jockey was crop dusting a 
certain ridge. He had no ordinance but none was needed, as the sound of 
his tree top fly-over caused the ridge runners to turn ostrich. With this 
act, a brave man bought time for someone else. And we did not waste it. 
I remember nothing but movement, that is until my brain would register 
the vision of tracers, flying just over my head. And my eyes focusing to 
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the front would behold a strange sight, a door gunner who was 
frantically waving one hand while he was firing his machine gun with 
other. Why was he shooting at me?  I remember the beauty of the 
ÔÒÁÃÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÎÅÁÒ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÕÎÄÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÚÚÌÅ 
blast, all of which was perceived by me in slow motion. I would move to 
the side so that he could continue to fire. All I sought was to be the first 
to gain access to his door. His door, what door? My god, they had moved 
the door! Because of my arrogance, He would see to it that I ran further 
then the rest. I had started in first place and would end in last. Not 
because of speed, for on that day I was as fast as any, but rather the 
distance covered. Starting the race first and not patient as the others, I 
would fail to see the ramp lowered from the rear of this ship of 
salvation. The ninety degree change of direction that was needed was 
accomplished by a move I do not remember, but for those few 
eyewitnesses it would be the source of permanent marvel. It was this 
poor choice of a route that would bring me to a terrifying realization. 
For a short period of time I was the only runner on the outside looking 
in. Being the last duck in the shooting gallery will truly test your faith. 
As the bullets began to pepper the area around me, I sensed that most 
were striking the ground behind me. The farm boys on the ridgeline 
were not leading me enough as I was moving faster then their 
compensation of aim.  
The last steps would require the leap of an antelope, as upon my arrival 
the craft was already airborne.  Once inside its belly, I would have cause 
to stop in amazement and gawk at all the vacant space. This craft could 
hold three times the Marines of its predecessor, and that was a good 
thing. I was jolted back to reality with a sharp tug on my arm. It was the 
hand waving machine gunner. I was surprised that he still could move 
his arm. He pointed to my gun and then to the vacant window next to 
him. I felt proud with the realization that this was a conversation 
between gunners and for the first time, I was about to wield this terrible 
ÁÎÄ Á×ÅÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȢ 4ÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÒÅÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÆ Á ÍÏÄÅÒÎ 
day video game, as I struggled to bring my tracers in and amongst the 
flashes of light originating from the ridge line below. The next thing 
remembered is the look of disgust upon the gunners face, as he stared at 
my gun. Placing my gaze where his was I became overcome with the 
feelings of embarrassment and humiliation, for it was oblivious that 
bullet number one hundred had long since passed through the chamber, 
and still I held the trigger fully depressed! Totally deflated I merely 
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turned around and sat down. Fascination would overtake me as my 
vision became affixed to beams of light which shot up through the newly 
created holes in the floor, holes made by bullets as they traveled on 
their upward journey. And for all those who ask, I will tell you; there 
was no pain!  
 
Jet jockey, you need to know that I sought you out. I went to where the 
wing wipers live. They knew you not, but suggested that perhaps you 
were either Da Nang or carrier based. Sir, on that day you flew a combat 
mission in which you expended all of your ordinance. You saved the 
lives of seventeen Marines and one Navy Corpsman, and you killed no 
one. What a tremendous accomplishment! Semper Fi. 
 
In time I would come to realize that which had taken place. For on that 
day He was present and as such, there would be no death! 
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Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ ÍÅÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
here with you in Da Nang, 
Vietnam. I came all the way 
over here just to show you 
×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒȢȱ 
Bob Hope (While surrounded by Playboy Bunnies) 
Christmas 1966 
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Title:                United Service Organizations 
Acronym:        U. S. O. 
Definition:       Bob Hope 
 
 
You can judge the age of an American male by the war associated with 
his generation. Within my battalion the ranking officer and enlisted man 
were both veterans of World War II, our senior NCOs had seen the 
combat of the Korean War and we, as the new breed, were fighting in 
Vietnam. Through this twenty five years of conflict one face remained 
the same, a giver of the first magnitude who called himself Bob Hope. 
This man would sacrifice all his personal free time and journey to the 
edge of hell just to entertain the American combatants. He would see to 
it that people who were beyond laughter would end up roaring with it. 
His procedures to accomplish this incredible feat were always the same; 
song and dance, one liners and beautiful women. It is the latter that 
would forever rearrange my brain cells.  
 
) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÖÅÒÔÅÄ 
smile engaged my curiosity. He would tell me a tale that to most would 
be disgusting but to a fellow Marine, quite hilarious. In the middle of the 
Korean War and in the midst of all that frozen death and blood, the 
U.S.O. would make a tactical error. They decided to entertain the First 
-ÁÒÉÎÅ $ÉÖÉÓÉÏÎȢ /Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÍÅÎ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ 
truly deserved to be entertained to the max. But the timing was off. The 
audience to be had just punched their way through a hundred thousand 
Chinese while carrying the frozen corpses of their dead comrades.  It is 
within this environment that the U.S.O. would inject the definitive 
symbol of sex, one Marilyn Monroe.  To be upset with the Marines in the 
audience, who openly masturbated, was not to understand the problem. 
 
 But the tale of the enterprising Gunny was by far the most fascinating. 
Legend has it, that after being tipped oÆÆ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÄÄÅÓÓȭÓ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌȟ ÏÎÅ 
fast thinking Gunnery Sergeant correctly concluded that this mortal 
angel may require the need for a toilet facility. Quickly constructing a 
ȰÏÎÅ-ÈÏÌÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ 
sexiest lady in the world need to squat, she could do so in the privacy of 
her own shitter. I wondered, was it anxiety or anticipation that 
controlled his mind, once he realized her acceptance of the offer. 
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 They say he registered a fear that solid would be mixed with liquid. 
Relief would manifest itself as he removed the ammo container that had 
been occupying the space directly below the single hole. Great joy must 
have crossed his countenance as he gazed into the can and saw nothing 
but the golden color of yellow. With meticulous effort he would transfer 
the fluid to a limited number of small containers. No advertising was 
necessary as the demand quickly outstripped the supply.  You see, for a 
fee of fifty dollars (U.S.) you too could own one perfume bottle 
containing 100% pure Marilyn Monroe piss. For the Gunny, great 
consternation was the result of a serious ass thumping. When the 
bottles were tallied up, the count would confirm that in order to meet 
the requirements, this petite young lady would have needed the bladder 
of an African elephant.  
 
Prior to my service in Vietnam, I would laugh at the mention of the 
U.S.O. After the end of my duty, I would not be so foolish. This 
organization has given me a memory, that in my old age I find as 
powerful as Viagra. What would end as the vision of a life time began 
with a high volume of bitching. Why, on a day of rest, would they yank 
you off the beach and force you into the back of a truck? As they were 
not foolish and you were armed, an answer was always given. This time, 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÏÆ ȰÁ 53/ ÓÈÏ×ȱ ÄÒÅ× ÍÁÎÙ ȰÁÈ ÓÈÉÔÓȢȱ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
would be no large memorial service or medal pinning ceremonies. The 
thought of sitting in the sun and listening to some citizens of Saigon play 
and sing traditional Vietnamese music, was just a little better then a 
poke in the eye with a sharp stick. The trucks would deliver us to an 
outdoor theatre that was packed with a massive amount of servicemen. 
When asking what the hell was going on, I received the intriguing 
ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ Á ȰÒÏÕÎÄ ÅÙÅÄȟȱ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÍÏÖÉÅ ÓÔÁÒ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ 
ÄÁÎÃÅȢ .ÏÔ ÁÎ ÏÒÉÅÎÔÁÌ ÂÕÔ Á ȰÒÏÕÎÄ ÅÙÅȱȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ) ÎÅÅÄÅÄ Á ÆÒÏÎÔ ÒÏ× 
seat. Raising the muzzle of my M-14 just above ground level, I 
proceeded to part this mass of humanity as if I were Moses at the Red 
Sea. Approaching my destination, I was drawn to an immediate halt. For 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÍÅȟ ÏÃÃÕÐÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ Ô×Ï ÒÏ×Óȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ Ȱ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ 
×ÏÕÎÄÅÄȟȱ ÍÅÎ ÏÎ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÒÓȟ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÓÏ ÒÅÃÅÎÔÌÙ ÂÁÎÇÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
the blood was still seeping through his dressing. This sacred area I 
would not penetrate, for it was theirs and fairly earned. Sitting down, I 
had not long to wait. First there was a small group of men, one singing 
while the others played various instruments. 
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Their songs I would recognize from the radio. The singer would be 
identified as one Johnny Rivers, and his performance was indeed well 
done. Unfortunately, few would remember, as he preceded her. To do so 
was to be the darkness before the sunrise, the light before the rainbow 
or the silence before the first heart beat. I do not remember how she 
traveled from the curtain to center stage. I only recall the answer to my 
prayers as she moved directly to my front. What I saw I would never 
forget, as it would become a standard that all others would fail to equal. 
The beauty of this female form had been seen before. It was the body 
that had put the horse in Troy and removed the head from John the 
Baptist. This exquisite form was indeed covered with cloth but the cloth 
it clung so well. This body was natural for it existed before the days of 
form falsification. This female figure would teach me to appreciate the 
natural beauty of the Rocky Mountains as opposed to the man-made 
structures of Mt. Rushmore. For it is within this form that I would first 
behold the pure and unadulterated woman. Yes, others would follow, 
ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÒÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ 
ÂÁÎÇȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÁÒÎ Ô×Ï ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÍ ȰÂÏÄÙ 
ÓÔÏÃËÉÎÇȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÒÅÄÉÂÌÅ ÔÁÌÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÄ-headed woman with two 
first names. 
 
If World War II and the Korean conflict were pin-up wars, then Vietnam 
was truly a Playboy war. In every tent and on every wall were the 
exquisite images of naked woman known to all not by their given names 
but rather named only by the month of publication. In a giving and 
patriotic mood I would pay for and secure a lifetime subscription for C 
Company. Every month just like clockwork a new edition of nakedness 
would arrive. But every month without exception, examination of said 
publication would reveal the theft of its centerfold. Somewhere along 
the chain of mail someone had their living quarters wallpapered with 
my pictures of my naked women. If I could ever be able to identify this 
culprit, I would truly kill the son of a bitch.  
 
The importance of these Playboy centerfolds was such that we would 
ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÊÏÒ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÈÏÌÉÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÓȟ Á ȰÓÈÏÒÔ 
ÔÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒȢȱ 4ÈÉÓ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÅÁÓÕÒÅȟ ÉÎ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÕÎÉÑÕÅ ×ÁÙȟ 
the days remaining until its owner would return to the world. First, we 
would take a centerfold of our own choice; the only requirement would 
be that it must be an exquisite example of frontal nudity. 
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Then, the next step would require the commitment of a most 
unexplainable act; the entire centerfold must be covered up by a sheet 
of paper that was sticky on the contact side. This piece of paper would 
be perforated in the manner and pattern of a jig saw puzzle. And of 
course each puzzle piece would be numbered in reverse order of its 
importance. For exampleȡ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÔÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒ ×ÁÓ ÄÉÖÉÄÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ 
ninety days. When I had ninety days left in country, I would remove the 
piece numbered 90. If I recall correctly, it was a small piece covering the 
upper right corner of a centerfold that showed the charms of Miss June, 
and as corner piece it revealed nothing. Of course, with each passing day 
the image became more interesting. I will leave it to the reader to 
ÁÓÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒÅÄ ȰρȢȱ  
 
Now, Bob Hope was no dummy. When he came to Vietnam, he would 
bring these very same women with him. It was therefore possible to 
look at the printed page, then attend his performance and compare your 
×ÏÒÓÈÉÐÅÄ ÉÍÁÇÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ȰÒÅÁÌ -Ã#ÏÙȢȱ ,ÉËÅ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ -ÒȢ (ÏÐÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ 
dummy. 
 
 The following incident was the result of two different things coming 
together at exactly the same time. First, it was Christmas 1966 and Bob 
Hope was going to do a Christmas show, just down the road from our 
tent. Second, I had just begun what would become a life long interest in 
the subject and art of photography. Sometimes, because of whom we 
were and what we did, we would be treated differently; this was such a 
time.  I recall a collective jaw dropping exercise as the word was passed, 
due to all other teams being in the field, 3rd platoon would be assigned 
ÁÓ ȰÓÔÁÇÅ ÈÁÎÄÓȱ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ "ÏÂ (ÏÐÅ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÓÈÏ×Ȣ "ÁÓÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÃÈÁÉÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÔ ÁÓ ȰÇÏÐÈÅÒÓȱ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÏ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 
What each and every one of us came to realize at exactly the same time 
was that we would be real close to all those beautiful women. Like all 
others I began to prepare for this life altering event.  A pre-program 
flyer would inform me of the presence of one Miss February. With a 
large financial expenditure on my part, I managed to procure the 
centerfold in question. Tacking it to the wall I would spend a large 
amount of time standing exactly five feet to its front. This ritual was 
concluded by me rapidly opening and closing my eyes while staring at 
ÔÈÅ ÉÎÖÅÒÔÅÄ ÐÙÒÁÍÉÄ ÂÅÌÏ× -ÉÓÓ &ÅÂÒÕÁÒÙȭÓ ×ÁÉÓÔȢ  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
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Ȱ&ÏÒÍÉÎÇ Á ÌÁÔÅÎÔ ÉÍÁÇÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÓÔÒÉËÅÓ Á ÎÅÇÁÔÉÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈÙȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ) ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ Á ÂÌÁÃË ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÉÍÁÇÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ 
ÂÕÓÈȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÇÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÌË ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ ÔÈÅÎ 
ÓÑÕÉÎÔ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÓÉÃË ÆÕÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ) ÁÍ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÎÉÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÁÉÒȢȱ 
 
All my hopes and dreams were quickly dashed on the next day, when I 
learned that my job would be perimeter security; my location would be 
the top of the mountain at the rear of the outdoor theater. I spent the 
entire Christmas show sitting atop a bunker listening to the laughter as 
it rolled up the mountain side. But my eyes were blinking like a mother 
fucker! 
 

********************  
 
The jeep would pull along side of me as I was walking down the road. Its 
driver would lean out across his seat to inform me of the movie stars 
presence, just ahead. Intrigued as well as fascinated, I would quicken my 
step. In a short period of time I would approach a large mass of Marines 
that totally surrounded something or someone. As I approached, three 
sniper rounds would travel through the immediate area. I would quickly 
join all the Marines present in exhibiting nothing but ȰÁÓÓÈÏÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ 
ÅÌÂÏ×ÓȢȱ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÕÐ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ 
like a rock, unmoved and refusing to be intimidated. Rising to my feet I 
would dust off and turn around thus beginning my journey back to 
where I came from. For on this day I was too embarrassed to shake the 
hand of one John Wayne.  
 

*********************  
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.ÏÔ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÄÁÙ ÇÏÅÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÅÁÒȢ &ÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙ 
He has graciously blessed my mind with the loss of the details. But for 
the definition of the first sentence, war is not the only reason that 
causes my daily thoughts to return to 1966. There is another. It is a tale 
that should be left unrecorded but for the truth of it, must be told. I am 
reminded of the story about the first time that dolphins are taken into 
captivity by humans. When placed within their swimming pools, their 
senses would correctly record that they were surrounded by solid 
objects. With no predators within the enclosed area their high level of 
intelligence would therefore conclude that there was no threat of attack. 
Once their minds satisfied instinct number one, number two would rise 
to priority. Their human captors would be totally amazed by the 
number of times and voracity in which these mammals would then 
copulate. In 1966 I would play dolphin. 
 
During the American Civil War, the Union Army of the Potomac, while 
under the command of Major General Hooker, garrisoned itself in and 
around the city of Washington D.C. This large concentration of farm 
boys created the demand. Those that possessed both the organ in 
question and the willingness to rent it would generate the supply. The 
tolerance exhibited by the Commanding General would create the name. 
From that point on the ladies involved in these transactions would be 
ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓ Ȱ(ÏÏËÅÒÓȢȱ  %ÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÁÉÌÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ 
there are hookers. 
 
I recognize the fact that rape is an extreme crime of violence, and I 
submit to you that there is nothing more violent then warfare. 
Therefore, either one examined will give examples of other. My tale is 
not of such, but rather of a journey, a journey that became a quest, a 
quest for the purpose of knowledge, carnal knowledge. Speaking in the 
ȰÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȱ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÁÓ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÂÏÙ ÏÆ 
thirteen years, and the quest would remain until all questions were duly 
answered in that fateful eighteenth year. Due to the gender segregation 
of a private learning institution, the knowledge of many false 
assumptions would be incorrectly recognized as factual. That is until the 
year 1966, when, with the bartered help of many a young Oriental 
woman, accompanied with their willingness to sell anything, including 
their vaginas, the nirvana of carnal knowledge would be reached.  
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I stood outside the drug store with my heart pounding against my chest. 
It was Friday night and we were allowed to travel downtown. I realized 
that the craving which drove me was far stronger then my fear. I did not 
fear entry for I had done that many times, this is where I bought my 
candy. And I had patiently waited in the shadows for his wife to leave so 
that he would be alone behind the counter. I took a deep breath and 
bravely pushed the glass door open. Our eyes would briefly lock as I 
entered; nervousness would cause me to break the contact. Then I 
quickly walked to the front of the candy display and carefully assumed 
the exact same position that I had occupied the week before. For it was 
from this location and this location only that I appeared to be looking at 
the candy but in truth could glance out of the corner of my eye and see 
the magazine that I had seen last week. That magazine, with the word I 
had to read twice before I comprehended its meaning. For it was that 
one word that had caused a week worth of plotting, and that one word 
that had taken my imagination to places of which I had no knowledge. 
4ÈÁÔ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ×ÏÒÄȟ ȰÎÕÄÉÓÔȢȱ  'ÌÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ 
hurdle as the one in question was covered up; others would have to be 
moved. I heard him as he cleared his throat; I looked back and weakly 
smiled. What he did then would amaze me. He turned around and 
lowered his gaze as he relit his cigar. It was obvious to him what my 
intentions were. What surprised me was that he understood my need. I 
took it for what it was, a free gift of a short period of time to do what I 
needed to do. I do not remember the moving and finding; I only 
remember that which I sought was not present. Quickly I would search 
every page trying to disprove the shock I had just uncovered. It was thus 
in a stupor that I grabbed my candy and paid with a shaking hand, 
shaking, not from fear, but rather from the realization of the impossible 
fact that I had just discovered. Walking back was one of those walks, 
ÔÈÁÔ ÄÕÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÅÐ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÁËÉÎÇȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈ 
could be ascertained the facts had to be organized and analyzed. First, it 
appeared that naked women played a lot of volleyball. That I could deal 
with, but it was the second discovery that had caused my hand to shake. 
As I did not understand what an air brush was nor exactly the function 
that it performed, I incorrectly concluded that girls had nothing 
between their legs, or at least nothing that could be seen from my 
observation angle. Years would pass before Mr. Hefner would 
compound the problem. 
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 Being told that Playboy did not air brush, I would return to the same 
store, use the same routine and receive the same results. True, this time 
there was not the image of an erasers use, but I still could not see that 
which I sought. Now, it was covered with hair. Whatever it looked like 
must truly be remarkable, for even the hair pointed to its hidden 
location. 
 
On the Japanese island of Okinawa there are two types of woman that 
will associate with Marines, those that work in bars and those that live 
in skivvy houses. Bar girls would let you buy them an expensive glass of 
sugar water and in return they would listen intently to all your 
problems. This I now call therapy. Ladies that worked in the skivvy 
houses were controlled by a Mama san and thus for a small fee would 
allow you the privilege of sexual gratification, for you, not them. Back 
then, that was true therapy. I would quickly recognize the bar girls for 
what they were, a waste of time and money. Upon arrival in Okinawa we 
willingly paid the small sum of five dollars. Time would teach us of the 
anger this act would generate among Marines who were already on the 
island. For, unbeknownst to us, we had increased the going rate by two 
dollars. Of this time, only one memory remains in my mind. That of the 
night; while humping like a rabbit, and being so proud of my stamina, I 
would look up to see the expression of total bliss on my partners face, 
only to observe her in the act of calmly eating a banana.  
 
Now, you might ask; why did I not resolve the paramount question that 
had occupied my thoughts for five consecutive years. Well, I would 
answer: I felt that the performance of the act necessary for resolution of 
this question would be too degrading, even to the occupant of a skivvy 
house. For the hands on examination, of the mysteries beyond the hair, I 
would need a reason or a willing participant, preferably both.  
 
It was early in the war and as such, the bullshit was pretty deep. But 
being a young boot, I was susceptible to believing anything I heard. One 
day ÉÎ Á ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅ ×ÁÎÔ ÏÆ Á ÒÁÒÅ ÓÏÄÁȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÐÁÙ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÅÑÕÉÖÁÌÅÎÔ ÏÆ 
one hundred dollars for a twenty four case of warm six ounce coca-
ÃÏÌÁȭÓȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÙ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÂÁÃËȟ ÉÆ ) ÓÏÌÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÔÌÅ 
by bottle, but my intention was to enjoy them by myself. While in the act 
of doing just that, I would draw the first warning.  
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I would be unable to judge whether he was stating fact, pulling my leg, 
or if his motivation was due to my selfishness.  
Ȱ(ÅÙ -ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÏÓÅȩȱ    
Ȱ3ÏÍÅ ËÉÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÁÃÈȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȟ ÓÃÕÔÔÌÅ-butt has it that the VC take the caps off 
and pour in ground-ÕÐ ÇÌÁÓÓȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÓÅÁÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓȢȱ 
3ÈÉÔȟ )ȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÄ ÆÉÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ) ÈÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÇÁÓÔÒÏÉÎÔÅÓÔÉÎÁÌ 
integrity would quickly disappear, as warning number two would 
generate thoughts of utter horror. 
Ȱ!ÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÏÆȠ 6# ×ÏÍÅÎ ÁÒÅ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÁÚÏÒ 
blades in their vaginas. You stick it in and it comes out like an over-
ÂÏÉÌÅÄ /ÓÃÁÒ -ÅÙÅÒȢȱ  
The mental connotations conjured up by such a vision are truly capable 
of inflicting permanent damage to ones impotence meter. Great relief 
would come in time with the realization that the thing could not be so, 
for personal inspection had shown that such an act would inflict more 
lacerations upon the instigator then the recipient. But at the time no 
such educating inspection had taken place. Therefore, the listener was 
forced to consider the deed within the realm of possibility, and as such 
the listener would conclude that any sexual activity must be preceded 
by a thorough inspection. Hallelujah, I had my reason and to hell with a 
willing participant.  
 
Talk about anticipation. If I were to explain to you that my next trip to 
the village was preceded by a tremendous amount of desire and anxiety, 
)ȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ !Î ÅÖÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÓÕÃÈ ÍÏÎÕÍÅÎÔÁÌ ÍÁÇÎÉÔÕÄÅ 
needed to be shared with a buddy. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ,ÏÏË ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒȟ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÙÓ 'ÉÌÌÅÔÔÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÍÁÎȟ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ"Å ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȟ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÅÅÔÈȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
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I accept the fact that such a critical crossroads in my life is most 
probably perceived differently by the other participant. I admit that I 
could never comprehend all the terrible memories associated with a life 
of prostitution. But I stand convinced, that today that memory must 
truly bring a smile to her face. The memory of the day a Marine tried to 
examine the back-side of her tonsils from the wrong hole. That day she 
willingly contorted herself into positions that previously had been 
duplicated only by a pretzel. And even if the impossible has happened 
and all has been forgotten, she must truly remember the size of the tip 
offered up by that wide-eyed, extremely grateful young man. As for me, 
the outcome of the encounter was far more tangible. The vision before 
me was that of incredible fascination, in which perceived answers begot 
more questions and ignorance produced addiction. I instantly 
understood why a doctor who performs such a deed on a daily basis 
needed an extended education. My conclusion was that it was not for a 
requirement of increased medical knowledge but rather extra time 
necessary for preparation. Preparation for the vision that would literally 
ÕÎÆÏÌÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÉÎÇ ÅÙÅÓȢ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÙÎÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÁÓ 
I refused to blink. Utter fascination would grip every fiber of my being 
as I sat there in a drooling state of astonishment perplexed by the 
knowledge that at the other end of this most remarkable passage was 
what appeared to be another eye, staring right back at you! It is from 
this moment and this moment alone that I became hopelessly and 
helplessly addicted to the incredible sight of female genitalia.    
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Ȱ) was that which others did not 
want to be. I went where others 
feared to go, and did what others 
failed to do. I asked nothing from 
those who gave nothing and 
reluctantly accepted the thought of 
eternal loneliness should I fail. I 
have seen the face of terror, felt the 
stinging cold of fear, and enjoyed 
the sweet taste of a moments love. 
But most of all I have lived times 
others would say were best 
forgotten. At least some day I will 
be able to say, I was proud of what I 
×ÁÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅȣȣȢ! United 
StÁÔÅÓ -ÁÒÉÎÅ 3ÃÏÕÔȾ3ÎÉÐÅÒȢȱ 

marinescoutsniper.com 

 

http://www.marinescoutsniper.com/
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It is among the greatest ironies that I have ever known. The lowest level 
of a field officer in the Marine Corps is the position occupied by a Second 
Lieutenant. Yet, in small unit tactics and close in combat, the same 
Second Lieutenant may as well be a Five Star General. For without 
hesitation his every instruction is followed through to its end, even unto 
death. The tactical control of fire teams and squads are handled by 
enlisted men. But the platoons that form Companies are commanded by 
a Lieutenant, a Second Lieutenant. The Marine Corps would prefer all of 
its Second Lieutenants to be mustangs (promoted from within the 
enlisted ranks) but death and numbers get in the way, for these Second 
Lieutenants die fast.  So, as combat forces the Corps to turn infantry 
boots into Recon Marines, it also requires that they take college 
graduates and make them Platoon Commanders. Of such I had two. The 
first was a brave man who tried very hard but failed very fast. Towards 
ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ȰÇÅÔ ÉÔȱ ÂÕÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÈÁÄ 
leadership in his DNA. Lieutenant Kenneth King would lead me during 
the end of my year and of all those I have followed since, he would be 
the best. He would spill his blood for his country long beyond his service 
in the Corps. As an agent for ATF (Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms) 
multiple gunshot wounds would leave him unattended and bleeding on 
the roof of the Branch Davidian complex in Waco, Texas. On the one day 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÕÓȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ 
worth a shit.  
 
It was a revolutionary idea, for up until then all rifles were bolt-action. 
That meant that the shooter would squeeze the trigger, then reach up 
and pull the bolt open. This act would extract the fired cartridge. By 
closing the bolt a new round would be forced into the chamber. This 
superb killing machine eliminated all those time consuming manual 
movements. Mr. Garand had truly invented a remarkable weapon. When 
a bullet traveled down the barrel of his rifle, it would keep all the gasses 
behind it until a small hole was passed. The pressure behind the bullet 
would then force all the gasses from the explosion back into the 
chamber, through this hole. 
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 The force caused by the gasses entering this tube, through this hole, 
would drive a piston that would push a spring that would open a bolt 
that would extract a cartridge that would close the bolt while 
chambering a new round, thus the term; semiautomatic, gas operated.  I 
knew this weapon well, for in my time, it was obsolete. It had been the 
standard infantry rifle during World War ll and the Korean conflict.  In 
the early sixties, being obsolete meant that the U S Army would relegate 
it to the lowest possible rung; training high school ROTC (Reserved 
Officers Training Corps) students. It is in this capacity that I would drill 
with it, clean it and stand inspection with it. Upon graduation from 
Missouri Military Academy I became convinced that I would never see 
the US Rifle Caliber .30 M1 Garand again. Of this I was mistaken. 
 
I watched him as he entered the tent. Not because he was new, but 
rather because he would be assigned to the cot that once was the 
Sergeants. As a corner cot I too had coveted it. Knowing that r.h.i.p. 
(rank has its privileges) I was contemplating a switch, that is, until I 
noticed him to be in a high state of agitation. Only a Mexican could be 
pissed off about misplacing a bottle of Tabasco sauce. In time I would 
learn that nothiÎÇ ×ÅÎÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÉÅÒÙ 
liquid. I would even come to suspect that he brushed his teeth with it. 
 
 I never recognized it for what it was, simply because I had never seen it 
before. This Marine carried his rifle in a bag! My education as to why 
was quickly received. The bag was unzipped and the weapon removed. I 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÓÁ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ ÓÕÃÈȟ ÉÔ ÔÏÏË ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÁÌÆ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
exposed before I recognized my old friend, my old obsolete friend. What 
fascinated me to no end was that this M1 was attached to a very 
expensive piece of glass. Class had taught me the effective range of an 
M1 to be 440 yards; with a scope, I would see him more then double 
this. So it was that I met my first and only Recon Scout Sniper. Today I 
count him among my friends, but then I had much to learn. I would 
almost instantly come to realize a phenomenon I could not comprehend. 
Every human being has a natural instinct to pause, if just for an instant, 
when suddenly faced with danger. This he would not do. This trait was 
not taught in the Marine Corps, as it would take a lifetime to master. Its 
very existence flew into the face of a million years of evolution. 
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 When I understood the cause, I understood the man. In time I would 
realize that this unnatural characteristic was solely the result of 
growing up Mexican on the streets of L.A. Little did I know then, that 
one day it would be necessary for me to pry that obsolete weapon, 
attached to that expensive piece of glass, from his bloody hands.  
 
In July of 1965, the President of the United States dispatched infantry 
units of the United States Marine Corps to the sovereign nation of South 
Vietnam, the purpose of which was counter insurgency operations 
against insurgent Vietcong. The excuse given was to provide security for 
ÁÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÁÉÒ ÂÁÓÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ 0ÁÎÄÏÒÁȭÓ "ÏØ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ 
more than a quarter of a million beating hearts. The foolishness of youth 
and the indoctrination of the Corps would place a small group of us on 
the Island of Okinawa. I remember the time well, for it was a time of 
laughter, fun and whoring. It was December 1965 and we had just 
completed a training course in jungle warfare, as such we were spoiling 
for a fight. If one would not come our way, we would surely start it. With 
six months of training we were about to engage an enemy, who on their 
home turf, had been fighting continuously since World War ll. Oh, the 
ignorance of youth! 
 
 The events that were soon to unfold before me would from then on and 
forever more burden my daily memory. But first, fate would administer 
an incredible ass-kicking. The cycle of preparation was complete, and so 
it was that we sat and waited, sat and waited for transportation, 
transportation that would take us to where we sought to go, a war. Oh, 
the stupidity of youth! It was then, while we waited, that the culling took 
place. Those who possessed an Experts badge in marksmanship were 
persuaded to volunteer for an as of yet nonexistent sniper platoon. The 
hardest selling point for the recruiters was informing the dingers that 
the volunteers would miss the plane and must stay for still more 
training. With my skills as a marksman I became one of the first to 
board the aircraft. While flying over the South China Sea, en route to 
Vietnam, I had more then ample time to contemplate to which 
historically famous infantry unit I would soon be assigned. As 
previously stated, fate would intervene and drop me off at Chu Lai, in an 
empty tent belonging to 3rd platoon Charlie Company 1st Recon 
Battalion.  
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4ÈÅÙ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅȟ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÏ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ Ȭ#ȭ 
Company was the only part of the battalion deployed in Vietnam. The 
rest of the companies were, yeah you guessed it, in Okinawa.  
 
.Ï× ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ2ÏÃËȱ ɉ/ËÉÎÁ×ÁɊȟ ÔÈÅ 3ÎÉÐÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÕÓÙ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȢ 
They would shoot, shoot and shoot some more. In typical Marine Corps 
fashion they would practice that in which they needed no practice. For 
those that looked at such things, there was a problem; this was a 
platoon without a Second Lieutenant. Those who resolved such issues 
ÓÅÔÔÌÅÄ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÎÇÅÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ#ÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÍÉÎÇÔÏÎ 
"ÒÉÇÁÄÅȱ ɉÎÏÎ-infantry office desk jockey). The dingers were quick to 
notice another perplexing fact. When they stood for inspection it was 
very unique that upon each and every chest was the shiny badge of an 
Expert Rifleman. That is, every chest save one; the platoon commander 
displayed the insignia of a Marksman, thus explaining to all who would 
look, that his prowess with a rifle was equal to and the same as yours 
truly. He would spend as long as I knew him trying to become a part of 
something he was not.  None of this would I care about, except that soon 
these facts would take my life by the throat and squeeze like a mother 
fucker! 
 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÇÁÔÈÅÒ ÕÐȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÁÌÌ ÓÎÉÐÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÍ ÕÐȢ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȟ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȱȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÓÎÉÐÅÒÓȟ ÏÎ ÍÅȟ ÆÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÁÔ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÁÌÌ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔÅÄ ÆÏÒȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȢ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓȟ ÁÔ ÅÁÓÅȟ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á 
change. This unit is being disbanded. All snipers will be reassigned to 
2ÅÃÏÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÓÏ ×Å ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ 
ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÉÎ 2ÅÃÏÎȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÌÌ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ -/3ȭÓ ɉ-ÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ 
Occupational Specialty) and transferred to the First Recon Battalion. 
With the exception of Charlie Company, which is deployed in Chu Lai, 
ÔÈÅ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÓÔÁÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ )ÓÌÁÎÄȢ !ÎÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÓÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÅÎȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
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Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȟ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÏÏÎ ÊÏÉÎ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÈÁÓ 
ÎÏ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢ 5ÐÏÎ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÁÓÓÕÍÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÒÄ 
ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÃÁÎ ) ÒÅÔÁÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÈÉÓ 
-/3Ȣȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
With this, my new platoon commander could file his first decision 
×ÉÔÈÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÔÅÇÏÒÙ ÌÁÂÅÌÅÄ ȰÓÍÁÒÔ ÍÏÖÅÓȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÁÎË ÔÈÅ 
Mexican from the ranks of the rifleman and create the only sniper 
within First Recon. With this, he would start the process that would end 
when this brown-eyed killer took a cot within my tent, though be it a 
corner one. Why the Mexican? The new Lieutenant must have also 
noticed the snipers lack of hesitation. 
 
  It was March 1966. 
 
Back at Chu Lai, I had just returned from another patrol. I had lost count, 
but my fingers told me the number was greater then ten. The 
instructions given were simple enough, but oh so hard to follow in the 
heat. We were told to strike our tent and move down the beach, then 
reset in a larger open area. For soon, the battalion would deploy from 
Okinawa. I would await their arrival with mixed emotions. As we had no 
platoon commander, my mentors were two Corporals. Together they 
had taught me well, and the bond was rock solid. 
 
 I remember only two things about the move; we got a wooden floor and 
left for the next patrol surrounded by empty tents, and when we 
returned, they were full. Among the additions to my humble abode were 
a drafted Indian fresh off of mess duty, a Missouri hillbilly from the 
Ozarks, and a Mexican with an obsolete rifle attached to an expensive 
piece of glass, who by the way, had a corner cot.  
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DRCLASSIFIED 
 
 
 
                                                                 1st Reconnaissance Battalion 
                                                                 CHU LAI, RVN 
                                                                 161300H April 1966 
Frag Order 2-66 
Team: 3rd 0ÌÔȟ Ȱ#ȱ #Ï ɉ#ÒÏÓÓÔÉÄÅɊ 
Debriefer:  SSgt WILLIAMS 
Maps:   VIETNAM, 1:50,000 AMS, l701 
Sheet 6756       IV 
 
 

PATROL REPORT 
 
1.  Size and Composition:   1 off, 22 Enl, 2 USN. 
 
2.  Mission:  Conduct area reconnaissance of grid squares BS 4295, BS 
4195, and BS 4095 and the north half of BS 4094; and establish 
observation post vicinity Hill 817 at BS 405950. 
 
3.  Time of Departure:  111700H 
 
4.  Time of return:  161145H 
 
5.  Route:  See attached overlay (enclosure (1)). 
 
6.  Synopsis:   This patrol covered a period of 139 1/2  hours with no VC 
sightings. New trails were discovered in the vicinity of BS  403953 and 
are shown on enclosure (1). A harbour site was found at BS 406954. It 
ÃÏÎÓÉÓÔÅÄ ÏÆ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÒÅÁ ρπȭ Ø ρυȭ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÓ ÏÆ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÈÅÌÔÅÒ 
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which had been constructed of sticks and vines. The area did not appear 
to be used for the past 2-3 weeks. At 151930H a med-evac was 
requested for a man with suspected appendicitis at 152030H the med-
evac helo (H-34) crashed trying to land at BS 404946.  The patrol and 
crew members removed the guns, code book and stretcher from the 
helo and set up security. Another med-evac helo arrived at 152145H, 
picked up the crew, guns, code book, stretcher, and the med-evac.  
Thermite grenades were used to destroy the helo prior to the patrol 
being extracted at 161130H. VC trail markers and animal traps were 
found on the trails vicinity BS 404953 and sketches of these are shown 
on enclosure (2). 
 
7.  Observations:  (Enemy and Terrain)  
 
TIME                COORDINATES       OBSERVATIONS 
 
121545H         BS 402941              Heard three rounds small arms fire   
                                                              which sounded very close. 
 
121545H         BS 394952               7 rounds small fire fired from these 
                                                               Coordinates. 
 
131950H         BS 405950              Heard machine gun and mortar fire 
                                                              100 degrees azimuth from this  
                                                              position. 
 
140900H                                           Small arms fire heard vicinity BS  
                                                              395931. 
 
152300H         BS 408947              10-15 people passed, heading east, 
                                                              60 meters from this position. 
 
151543H         BS 408928              Patrol heard loudspeakers for 10  
                                                              minutes, 165 degrees azimuth from 
                                                              this position. Could not tell what  
                                                              was being said. 
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8. Other information: At 151727H patrol observed what appeared to be 
an antenna at BS 408928. Later examination by AO revealed a tall bare 
tree, with the area around the base of the tree being cleared. 
 
9. Results of encounters with the Enemy: None. 
 
10. Condition of Patrol: Good, except for one man who was med-evaced 
with suspected appendicitis, 152145H 
 
11. Conclusions and recommendations: Hill 817 (BS 4095) provides an 
excellent radio relay site. And is also a good OP site for the area around 
TRI TRUNG (BS 4395). Patrol leader says, that because the grass in the 
,: ÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÒÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÕÒÎ ÅÁÓÉÌÙȟ ÉÆ ,:ȭÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÁÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÍÏËÅȟ 
it should be done prior to the insertion of a patrol so as not to endanger 
the patrol by starting a fire in the LZ while being inserted. 
 
                                                                        *************   
                                                                        1st Lt. USMC 
                                                                        3rd 0ÌÔȟ Ȱ#ȱ #Ï 
                                                                        Patrol Leader 
 
12. Additional comments by debriefer:  None  
 
                                                                        G. E. Williams 
                                                                         SSgt    USMC 
                                                                         Debriefer 
 
 

 
 

DECLASSIFIED 
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The Marine Corps must think the earth rotates faster then it really does. 
As such, they are consistently waking you up prior to the arrival of the 
sun. Now, this is something that you come to expect in the rear with the 
gear but not in the front with the grunts. The Lieutenant wanted to 
introduce himself to his new combat command. Being an office desk 
jockey, he knew no other way. Actually, I became surprised he did not 
ÕÓÅ Á ÓÔÉÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÓÈ ÃÁÎȢ /ÎÃÅ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËȟ ÏÖÅÒȟȱ ) ËÎÅ× 
that the radio man had been aroused, and the intrusion was factual. 
Someone really did want us to form up outside.  Stumbling in the dark, I 
awoke somewhere in the middle of a three mile run and then was forced 
ÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÐÏ×ÄÅÒÅÄ ÅÇÇÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÁÃÅÓ ) ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅÔȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÌl test any 
new friendship.  
 
Within the platoon were ten of us who had pounded the bush for 
anywhere from three to six months. All this data was at his finger tips. 
7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓËȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÅÄȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÈÅ ÌÏÓÔ 
them. To question the skill of your platoon commander is the Marine 
Corps definition of irrelevant. So we followed. First he would maim and 
then he would kill and still we would follow.  In the end, he would 
acquire the skill, but by then it was too fucking late. This is the story of 
his first patrol. 
 
You could tell the battalion had arrived. Our pre-departure meal was 
steak and eggs and our final assembly area was under siege from men of 
the cloth.  As mama had raised no fool, I took the blessings from all. I 
would make the Rabbi happy for he had been told that there were no 
Jews. Had he known that this Lutheran understood none of his Hebrew, 
he might have hit me with a Torah. I was quickly coming to the 
realization that the best religion was one on one and under no 
circumstances did He take sides in a war.  
 
That day it took four choppers to lift us off. We were as many as we had 
ever been or ever would be, and for more then half, it was their first. 
Instantly, I felt eyes. Looking around I realized that I was the only 
passenger in this chopper who had taken this ride before. I wondered 
what they thought as they watched me pray. I was of the belief that 
these rides, no matter the length, always ended to soon. Touchdown 
would find me out of the hole first, and in full stride I felt their presence, 
as if in single file, strung out behind me. 
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 Sweeping my arm to the left caused them to spread out in the same 
direction. With this audience I would score a 9.9 on my belly-flop. What 
needed to be passed had just been passed, for these idiots were 
following me.  
 
Four helicopters had just dropped out of the sky and disgorged their 
cargo of twenty-five Marines into a large open field. These Marines were 
armed to the teeth with fingers on their triggers and the safeties 
disengaged. Even the casual civilian contact could be deadly. As quickly 
as the transports had touched down they would lift up. Their removal 
gave space to the killing machines. At tree top level the gun ships would 
search. To be seen was to trigger an attack in which the end result was a 
foregone conclusion. With no killing needed they too would be gone, 
and in the void would be silence. A silence no man should be forced to 
hear but one that has been present since primal times, the silence that 
engulfs a man as he seeks to kill another of his kind. 
 
Movements must now be direct and quick, but inexperience would 
cause confusion and delay. The Corporal would take over by leaving, 
thus forcing all to follow. In time, experience would turn into 
organization and speed. But now only silence was done right. The 
Lieutenant would pass to the front, map in hand, nodding when he 
approached the Corporal, as if telling him that which he already knew. 
The further we traveled the more respect I gained for my Colonel. The 
mission given was a four day area recon, followed by the setting up of a 
one day observation post. The area assigned was obviously long since 
contested and abandoned by any large enemy concentration. Our threat 
would be that of small force Vietcong and booby-traps. With this patrol 
the Colonel would give half of 3rd platoon the only true training they 
would ever receive. As for the jungle, the deeper the penetration, the 
more secure the feeling.  
 
The sympathies of the local populace became evident when a turn in the 
trail wo uld bring us amongst the only enemy propaganda I would ever 
witness. Strewn about the trail were leaflets, leaflets that when first 
read made me laugh, and then made me very angry. In broken English I 
could read words that called me a baby killer and urged me to quit and 
join the other side.  
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My only issue with what I read was that they were correctly identified 
as direct quotes from American citizens. What I was reading were the 
spoken words of one William Fulbright and an actress by the name of 
Jane Fonda. It became my instant opinion that both parties in question 
needed a good ass kicking. In time and only in one respect would I come 
to change my mind. You see, Mr. Fulbright was a United States Senator 
and his words were uttered from the floor of that sacred establishment. 
What he was exercising was his American birthright. Ms. Fonda on the 
other hand, would take her protest to the streets of the enemy capital. 
One day I would see a photograph of the bitch sighting in a North 
Vietnamese anti-aircraft gun. I stand in utter amazement that this 
traitor is allowed to draw a free breath.  
 
The harbor site was reached without further incident. During the 
forming of our circle I would set up my claymore four times, each time 
in the same location but with four separate students.  That night, a rare 
peaceful sleep was shattered by the noise of movement directly to my 
front and most positively inside my kill zone, just outside the circle. 
Before the contraction of my forefinger would end a life, I realized that 
my enemy would never generate such a degree of noise. Adrenaline can 
wake you from a deep sleep, in a nanosecond, as it chokes off your 
breath. In a heartbeat, I knew what it was and I knew what I must do. If 
he was to return to mom and dad, a lesson must be taught, as only the 
Marine Corps could teach one. Like a frog I was on him. A high school 
letter in wrestling would assist in the take down. A Ka-Bar placed flat 
against his neck would begin the class. With my lips touching his ear and 
each uttered word a syllable spat through my closed jaws, I did so 
inquire; 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
Within my grasp I would feel the convulsions of raw fear, as he replied; 
Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÐÉÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÄÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÉÃË ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄȢ 2ÏÌÌ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÓÓ 
but never ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÒÃÌÅȢȱ 
In the morning he would thank me and I gave him the only answer a 
Marine would understand. 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Together we would participate in many shared patrols and he would 
indeed make it home to his mother and father.  
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Morning found me awake and waiting for the sun. No sooner had we 
started to eat a cold breakfast then the air was shattered by the single 
crack of a snipers bullet, as it ripped through our harbor site. Assholes 
and elbows were followed by: 
Ȱ)ÎÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÎÉÐÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÈÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȦȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÙ -ÅØȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÈÅ ÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÄÏ ) ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÏÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÌÕÔÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÒÁÐ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÏÎ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ+ÎÏÃË ÉÔ ÏÆÆȦȱ 
Boom! I watched as a puff of dirt kicked up, just behind the Indian. 
Ȱσ ÏȭÃÌÏÃËȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÁÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÉÃË ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÁÓÓ ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÙÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏÔÓ ÁÔ 
ÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÕÙ Á ÔÉÃËÅÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Boom! The third shot quickly followed the second one.  
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÔ ÍÙ ÔÒÅÅȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏÔÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
The macho one liners ended, when after finishing his patriotic duty, one 
Vietnamese farmer turned rabbit and banged the bushes all the way 
home.  
It was now NCO time: 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÔ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÒÅÅȢȱ 2ÁÒÅÌÙ 
could you talk on patrol. Once silence became irrelevant it was hard to 
get people to shut up.  
 
Thanks to our welcome wagon representative, every coolie in the 
neighborhood knew our address.  
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We had to create space and that space needed to be elevation. The good 
thing about climbing; it was hard to get lost as the top of the mountain 
was always in the same place. The bad thing about an elevated area 
recon; up was always followed by down. Three quarters of the way up, 
×Å ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÃÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ Á ȰÄÅÆÉÎÉÎÇ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȱȢ  )Ô ÈÁÄ 
actually begun days earlier and was caused by a low level of rumbling, 
rumbling about the degree of common sense exhibited by our new 
platoon commander. It had started in the first aid class, where, 
concerned about infection from facial wounds, he would inform us of 
our need to shave while on patrol. Our voiced objections to water usage 
and lingering fragrances had no effect on his reasoning. The degree of 
tolerance as it pertains to poor decisions is in reverse proportion to the 
amount of personal threat. Therefore, it was within this moment that 
the mutual respect between the leader and the followers became 
henceforth and forever altered. As so stated; closer to the top then the 
bottom we were signaled to an abrupt halt. Positioned higher then most, 
I was able to see that which unfolded below me. Shortly after stopping, 
individuals began to fan out to the flanks, some on hands and knees. Our 
delay was lengthy and still the snipe hunt continued. My curiosity 
endured until an hour had almost expired. Then the Corporal passed me 
by with twitches of the head and obscene utterances of the lips. Eye 
contact would open the flood gates of information. 
Ȱ4ÏÏÔÈÂÒÕÓÈȟ ÈÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÏÏÔÈÂÒÕÓÈȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÊÕÎÇÌÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÏÏÔÈÂÒÕÓÈȢȱ 
Reader: please do not ask me any additional questions, for it is true that 
I have no logical answers. 
 
The telling of it requires the recording of the facts; that the afternoon, 
evening and night were uneventful. The harbor site was located, created 
and protected without incident. That is; if the environment that you 
travel through is occupied only by your enemies, and when you choose a 
place to stay, your decision is based solely on its ability to protect you in 
a life and death struggle, and if a high degree of fear, resulting in no 
ÓÌÅÅÐȟ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ȰÕÎÅÖÅÎÔÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÉÎÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ  
 
I awoke to the day that by all laws of existence should have been my last 
on this earth. Try as I might, the only things I remember about its 
beginning are a warm sun and a cold breakfast. As for what took place 
next, I recall nothing until the opening.  
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We entered a solid wall of humid, twisted greenery and sometime in 
mid-afternoon we cut into the opening. It would be my first opening, 
and it amazed me. How many times, for the purpose of concealment, had 
I cut an opening in the thick vegetation? But this was not ours, they had 
cut it. Whoever occupied this space would remain unseen from above, 
as well as from all surrounding angles. As always I stood in awe and 
amazement of their jungle craftsmanship. Whoever had cut this was 
truly at home in this unforgiving environment. 
 
 The Lieutenant correctly identified the need for extreme caution; I 
should have followed his example.  All were halted and two were 
signaled forward to scout. My proximity drew a pointed finger. The 
newness of half the platoon caused me to be paired with someone who 
to me was a stranger. I would lead and he would follow as together we 
separated ourselves from the security of the mass. The journey that lay 
directly to our front was for me both fascinating as well as life altering. 
My first discovery would unfold after a mere fifty paces of travel. The 
total surprise of it would bring us both to a sudden and simultaneous 
stop. Directly to our front was a freshly cut trench-line. It followed the 
contours of the hill so well that, unless you were standing right on top of 
it, the thing was invisible. Fascinated, we both jumped in. Once in, you 
found yourself at eyeball level, looking down a hill onto a trail. With the 
trench occupied, anyone walking on the trail died on the trail. Evenly 
spaced along the front wall were holes about the size of your fist. They 
descended into the dirt at a forty-five degree angle for a depth longer 
then your outstretched arm. Once I realized what they were, I shook my 
head in total admiration. If a live grenade were to land in the trench, 
theoretically, it could be picked up and dropped into these holes. Now 
that is an act I could not perform.  
 
Feeling macho in front of the rookie (and being absolutely convinced 
that we were all alone), I motioned for a continuation of the exploration. 
Due to the manner in which we exited the trench, it was he who took the 
lead. His inexperience caused him to miss it, where as I recognized it 
right away. If ever there was a perfect recon tree this one met all the 
requirements. I stood at a distance, searching for a flaw but was unable 
to find any. I then began the education of my partner. Pointing out the 
geometry of it; where all else went straight and up, this tree went out 
and over.  
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One could climb up on it, remain concealed, and view all at a great 
distance. Our plan became to test it, then tell the Lieutenant of the visual 
ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙȢ 2ÏÏËÉÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ȰÐÉÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÖÉÎÅÇÁÒȢȱ )Î ÎÏ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÈÅ 
was hanging from its trunk, asking for a push. Realizing that performing 
this act would require me to place my hands on his ass; I vigorously 
ÓÈÏÏË ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ȰÎÏȱȢ ɉ4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏȟ ÂÕÔ 
Sailors did!) He correctly pointed out that we would, indeed, need to 
ÃÈÅÃË ÔÈÉÓ ÖÉÅ×Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÔÁÓË ÏÆ ÁÄÍÉÎÉÓÔÅÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ȰÐÕÓÈȱ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ 
difficult as I had purposely placed my hands as far away from his sweaty 
crack as I possibly could. In order to finish the effort I needed to 
rearrange my feet. In an attempt to increase my support base, I picked 
up my left foot and moved it out further. As I put it back down, I felt a 
click. Instinctively I shifted my weight. It was then that I felt and heard a 
ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÃÌÉÃËȢ ,ÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ȰÈÁÎÇÉÎÇȟȱ ) ÔÕÒÎÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÔÏ 
examine the ground beneath my feet. It was then that I noticed the three 
small prongs protruding up through the dirt. I am one of many human 
ÂÅÉÎÇÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÎ Á ȰÂÏÕÎÃÉÎÇ-ÂÅÔÔÙȱȠ ) ÁÍ ÁÌÓÏ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ× 
who has lived to explain the experience. U.S. M16 
Bounding/Fragmentation Anti-Personnel Land Mine (bouncing-betty) is 
one mean mother fucking decapitating device. To step on this land mine 
is to merely turn it on. The removal of your foot causes a fragmentation 
projectile to shoot up through the ground, fly as high as your head and 
then stop long enough to explode in your ear.  
 
With time, the solid images of memory become jig-saw puzzles with 
missing pieces. Even with such a massive degree of stimulation, all facts 
can no longer be vouched for. I remember the dirt under my fingernails, 
packed in by the clawing of the ground. The clawing stopped only with 
the discovery of the plastic bag; the mine had been wrapped within a 
plastic bag, punctured only by the three prongs. The next memory is one 
of being surrounded by the patrol and feeling like a barn rooster who 
had just laid every hen on the farm. Reality would set in when the 
,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄȟ ÂÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
ÄÅÁÄȢȱ   
 
The modern review of old records brings a smile to ones face. My 
original thought was that on this day my leader had done well. From the 
discovery ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ȰÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏËȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ 
had shown everybody that he had read that book in great detail. 
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Then it was that he sat down beside me and began to ask about the 
branches on the climbing tree. After giving it much thought he had made 
a drawing consisting of tree branches, ropes and pulleys. The purpose of 
the diagram was the non-explosive extraction of this mine from its 
embedded home in the soil. As I knew my position, I merely nodded my 
head in an affirmative manner. He made his mistake when he radioed 
his plan back to the Colonel. Today, when I read the pre-patrol briefings 
of all subsequent patrols, I am amazed that all include instructions that 
under no circumstances will a patrol leader endanger the lives of his 
Marines by removing any mine or booby-trap. The smile comes when I 
realize who it was that generated such instructions. 
 
That evening, during the solidification of the circle, a precious gift was 
offered me. Due to arrogance and ignorance, I neither recognized nor 
accepted it. When the hand of friendship is extended, and not accepted 
for what it is, the loss truly belongs to the would-be recipient. I was 
fortunate when that imaginary hand was once again offered thirty-
seven years after the fact.  
 
While fortifying my night fighting hole, I looked up to see him take the 
position directly to my left. It was I who broke the rule of silence, for I 
could wait no longer.  
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÒÉÆÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÃÃÕÒÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ --ρτȢȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÉÎÅ ÏÎ ÁÕÔÏȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÂÒÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÔȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
I would be amazed at our common denominator: 
Ȱ) ÕÓÅÄ ÁÎ --1 in R.O.T.C. (Reserved Officers Training Corps) 
Ȱ-Å ÔÏÏȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÉÓÓÏÕÒÉ -ÉÌÉÔÁÒÙ !ÃÁÄÅÍÙȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ #ÁÄÅÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒȟ ,Ȣ!Ȣ ÐÕÂÌÉÃ ÓÃÈÏÏÌÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȢ 3ÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÓÁÌÕÔÅȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
It was time, I had held the questions in long enough. The right time 
would never be better then now; 
Ȱ7ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÃË ɉ/ËÉÎÁ×ÁɊ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȩȱ 
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Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÓÅÎÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ(Å ÍÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎË Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ 
rifleman. Hell, man, not only did he keep you as the only sniper but he 
ÐÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎȢ -ÁÎȟ ÈÏ× ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ïȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁÎȢ (Å ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÆÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÍÁÊÏÒ ÈÁÒÄ ÏÎ ÆÏÒ 
ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÓÅÎÓÅȢȱ 
 
In the morning, when the rain brought the heat tabs out, we shared a 
cup of coffee. For me the day ahead would be slightly above routine. For 
Leonel the last day of his first patrol would melt into the most intense 
night of his young life, and it would all begin with a bellyache. 
 
I find it strangely unique, that pure chance will place you at a specific 
location, in which the contour of your immediate surroundings will play 
such a critical role in your very survival. Yet, to withdraw from your 
position and observe the entire surrounding hinterland, for as far as 
your eyes can record, you will be unable to note any difference in it from 
the area you occupy. Such is the case with a hill numbered 817. 
 
 Hill 817 was the horn of a mountain saddle. The jungle extended to the 
summit, where it gave way to a small field of elephant grass. It was 
within this field of grass that we would harbor. Our circle was tight, one 
side of which would straddle a rock outcropping, a rock outcropping 
dominated by two large boulders. The space between said boulders was 
sufficient for a Marine, radio, scope and a whip antenna.  Once again the 
Lieutenant had done well. 
 
Nothing can happen on the perimeter of the circle that isnȭÔ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ 
known by all. It is a fact of geometry that the farthest point along the 
perimeter is always directly across from the point of happening. Thus 
when it began, all were aware. 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ÍÙ ÇÕÔȭÓ ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÇÅÔ $ÏÃȢȱ 
Doc was present before he was summoned. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ -ÁÒÉÎÅȩȱ 
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Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ÍÙ ÇÕÔ ÉÓ ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 
2ÅÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅȭÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄȟ $ÏÃ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ× 
through with;  
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÇÏÔ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔ ÆÅÖÅÒȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÅÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ-four 
ÈÏÕÒÓȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÁÄ Á ÃÁÎ ÏÆ (ÁÍ ÁÎÄ ,ÉÍÁ ÂÅÁÎÓȢȱ 
With that revelation, I could no longer hold my tongue. 
Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢ )Æ ÈÅ ÁÔÅ Á ÃÁÎ ÏÆ (ÁÍ ÁÎÄ -ÏÔÈÅÒ 
&ÕÃËÅÒÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÉÓ Á ÃÏÎÃÒÅÔÅ ÔÕÒÄ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÉÔÓ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔȢȱ   
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÇÏ Á×ÁÙȢ 3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔȢȱ 
The Lieutenant required a summons, but not a briefing. 
Ȱ!ÎÙ ÔÅÎÄÅÒÎÅÓÓȩȱ 
The question brought on an action, which immediately resulted in my 
disenfranchisement; when Doc put his hand into the Marines trousers, a 
touch brought on a jerk, and the man in command became convinced. 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÁÐÐÅÎÄÉÃÉÔÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÁÐÐÅÎÄÉØ ÂÕÒÓÔÓȦȱ 
All critical decisions, by definition, are made within a restricted time 
frame, and if incorrect, have far reaching consequences; behold the 
consequences: 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÁÒË ÓÏÏÎȢ 4ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ 'ÕÎÎÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÕÔȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÉÌÌ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÖÅÌ 
ground between us and 842, there we can set up a perimeter and call for 
a med-ÅÖÁÃȢȱ 
Talk about ass-ÈÏÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÌÂÏ×ÓȠ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅȢ 
 
 It was during the forming up in preparation for the move down the 
slope, that for the first of many times, I would bear witness to a 
phenomenon. Leonel, on his own, and without any instructions to do so, 
would quickly meander to the rear of the column. It was as if, without 
being told to do so, Leonel was voluntarily assuming one of the most 
dangerous positions within the formation. For the next eight months, 
every time we were required to move, someone would be assigned to 
×ÁÌË ÐÏÉÎÔȢ "ÕÔ ÁÓ ÆÏÒ ȰÔÁÉÌ-ÅÎÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȱ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÉÖÅÎ 
out, it was always recognized as the private domain of the Recon Scout 
Sniper. In my time it would be a Third Platoon axiom: if the enemy ever 
reached the center from the rear, the Mexican was dead.  As for me, I 
always blamed his actions on the Tabasco Sauce. 
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The trip down the slope was short. The Lieutenant asked for a stretcher 
but settled for a two man carry. And as the appendix in question 
belonged to a buddy of mine, I volunteered for an arm pit. The three of 
us would struggle in the disappearing light, but never would the man in 
the middle touch the ground.    
Ȱ(Ï× ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȟ ÍÁÎȩȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÍÙ ÇÕÔ ÉÓ ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÐÐÅÎÄÉÃÉÔÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÏÐÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȟ ÍÁÎȦȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ Á ÎÉÇÈÔ ÍÅÄ-ÅÖÁÃȢ )Æ ÈÅȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ 
#ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÏÆÆȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÍȦȱ  
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÏ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ -ÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÙ 
appeÎÄÉØȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÃÕÔ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȦȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȦȱ 
 
The jungle of the slope gave way to the grass and shrubs of the mesa. 
Before entering the level ground between the two peaks, Asparagus 
halted. 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
After a brief pause: 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÅÍÅÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÍÅÄ-
evac, appendicitis, Lema Zulu, Bravo, Stingray, four zero four niner four 
ÓÉØȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒagus, Asparagus, this is Bad Actor, loud and clear, stand by on 
ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
There was no doubt in my mind what the pause was for. Somebody was 
ÂÒÉÅÆÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ȰÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȢȱ 
As he made decisions quickly, the response was forthcoming. 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÅÌÏ ÉÓ ÅÎ ÒÏÕÔÅȟ ÏÖÅÒȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ρπ-τȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
With that, we sacrificed our security. Everyone in the vicinity would 
know of our presence. What they chose to do with that knowledge 
would dictate the immediate future. 
 
We had given coordinates for a secure LZ, this of which we did not 
possess. 
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 It is such mistakes that dictate rapid movement and rapid movement 
causes error. In the center of this small saddle a circle was formed. It 
was the outline of the dark that exposed a sight, not previously noted. 
What could be described as a large rock or a small bolder was there, by 
itself, in the middle of nowhere. I leave it to the reader to guess the 
identity of the sprinting Marine who was first to reach the security of 
this rock.   
 
Gasping for breath I leaned back against the bolder, as the circle was 
formed to either side of me and my rock. It was then that the Lieutenant 
noticed his first mistake. He did not have that which contained 
everything, for he had lost his pack. Rapid thought caused him to ask 
that which he must have asked many times before. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ 0ÅÒÅÚȩȱ 
The word was passed, and in a crouch, the Mexican approached the 
ÃÉÒÃÌÅȭÓ ÃÅÎÔÅÒȢ 
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ) ÌÅÆÔ ÍÙ ÐÁÃË ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÒÁÄÉÏÅÄ for the med-
evac. I need you to go with ********* and get it. Take a flash light. When 
such orders are given, no questions are asked and acknowledgement is 
a nod of the head. Two would leave the circle and inform those at the 
point of exit of their planned return. Tracking back to the location was, 
for the Mexican, an easy chore. The trick was in locating the pack 
without using the artificial light. Both would quickly be on all fours and 
it was in this manner that together they generated a large degree of 
noise. In unison they froze, one began to shake and the other disengaged 
the safety on an old rifle, for just to their front, on this windless night, 
the bushes moved! The situation would dictate that they continue with 
their task, and so they did. In time the pack was located within the 
center of this black abyss. As the Mexican drew the object to him, he 
would recall, it was then and at that precise moment that his ears would 
record that sound from Hell! 
Ping!  
All that heard it recognized it for what it was, the noise that separated a 
spoon from its attached grenade. Once the sound was made and the 
device began to arm itself, you were left with a few seconds of thought. 
-Ù ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÔ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅȡ Ȱ/È 
ÆÕÃË ÍÅȦȱ "ÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈe Mexican recalls pondering the question as to 
what type of hell was about to rain down upon him.  
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You see, all pings are the same but all grenades are not. In this case you 
could rule out a smoke grenade, as they were used to bring in fixed wing 
ÁÉÒÃÒÁÆÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒË ,:ȭÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÈÕÍÐ ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ×ÁÓ 
less then that of a willy peter. (Willy peter or wp for white phosphorus, 
the mother fucker of all grenades.) I threw one once, but never twice. 
The weight reminded me of a small fire extinguisher. You were taught to 
face the explosion while walking away, as it was imperative to observe 
the pattern of the powder, of which one spot the size of a pin head could 
burn a hole through your body the size of a dime! So Leonel guessed 
fragmentation, he was wrong. In an instant this pit of darkness was lit 
up like Times Square on New Years Eve. This stupid Gook had thrown 
an illumination grenade. And Gook he was. For this grenade that turned 
darkness into light, we had no use for, and as such we did not carry. The 
hand that had thrown the device was controlled by a brain that now 
directed all senses to the perceived area of impact. The slanted eyes 
strained in an attempt to register any movement. When the fuse had 
timed out and the explosion took place, the flash of light would 
temporally destroy any use of his retina, the hunter was blind. As the 
shrinking area of light caused darkness to cover the two prone figures, 
the Marines took flight, amazed that they were not pursued by lead.  
 
Only Leonel could enter the circle as if it were an act of osmosis.  Upon 
receipt of his pack the Lieutenant would offer up a thank you. But the 
physical offer of returning the flashlight would trigger the following 
response; 
Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÉÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÊÏÂ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ 
Without hesitation the Mexican did nothing but listen. 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÅÄ-evac helo will be here soon. I need you to position yourself in 
ÔÈÅ ÁÒÅÁ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ,:Ȣȱ 
Now that was wrong. As a Marine you were never asked to do things 
alone. They were always two-man fighting holes and two-man listening 
posts, never one alone. The original instructions remained intact even 
after the following information was passed: 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÕÓȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ(Å ÔÈÒÅ× ÁÎ ÉÌÌÕÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÇÒÅÎÁÄÅ ÏÎ ÕÓȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÓÁ×ȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÉÐ Á ÆÌÁÉÒȩȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÈÏÍÅȟ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ 
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Understand what had just taken place. One Marine, on his first patrol, 
was ordered to return to a location where he had just made contact with 
the enemy. When he got there, he was to turn a flashlight on! He left the 
circle alone. Little did I know, but quickly would I learn, that this was his 
comfort zone. 
 
Ȱ#ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȟ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ) ÃÁÎ hear you but you are still 
ÔÏÏ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÁÒÉÎÇȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÕÎÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÒ ÂÅÁÒÉÎÇÓ 
from map reference points, we may need lights, any enemy activity, 
ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÎÅÇÁÔÉÖÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ρπ-τ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁȣȣȣȢȢ 
Ȱ#ÒÏÓÓ 4ÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÁÔ ÍÙ Ô×Ï Ï ÃÌÏÃËȟ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÕÄ 
ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ 
around. )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ 
 
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ 2ÅÃÏÎ 3ÃÏÕÔ 3ÎÉÐÅÒ ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
jungle, by now he knew the way. Entering the tree line he was forced to 
climb a good twenty feet before he could sit and wait, rifle across his lap 
and flashlight in hand. He heard it; hell, a deaf man could hear it. First 
not so loud then right off to his left. He cupped his hand around the 
flashlight lens, turned it on, moved the light to the left, towards the LZ, 
counted one thousand one and clicked the switch off. 
Aboard the chopper, a stunned door gunner would communicate to the 
pilot:  
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÉÇÈÔȟ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÌÅÆÔȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÓÁ× ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ,:ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ  
Ȱ3ÔÁÙ ÐÕÔȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÐÏÔ ÏÎ ÉÔȢȱ 
With that, a beam of light shot out from the chopper. It was turned off 
faster then it came on. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ! ÇÏÏËȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏËȟ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÇÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÁÎ --1 
ÒÉÆÌÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȟ ÏÒ ×ÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÉÎÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3×ÉÎÇ 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÌÄȟ )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÁÓÓȢȱ 
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4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȟ ÎÏ× ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÉÓÓÅÄȠ Ô×ÉÃÅ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÈÁÄ ÌÉÔ ÈÉÍ ÕÐȢ (Å 
pushed his trigger finger forward thus removing the safety from the M-
1. The next person to light him up was ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȟ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÈÅȭÄ 
shoot the light out. As he thought back on all that was happening, he 
ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÏÐÐÅÒ ×ÁÓ Á×ÆÕÌ ÃÌÏÓÅȢ (ÅȭÄ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÅÁÍ 
of light and point it towards the LZ. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÕÓȦȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȦȱ 
 
)Ô ÉÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÒÁÆÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÕÆÆÉÃÉÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ÔÈÁÔ Ô×Ï ÌÁÒÇÅ ÔÉÒÅÓ 
hang down below its body, for it is one of these tires that hit the first 
tree. Please note that there are also two sets of rotor blades that keep 
this craft airborne, one large one that rotates horizontally to the ground, 
and provides all its uplift. There is a much smaller second set of blades 
on the tail of this craft, mounted perpendicular to the ground. It is said 
that to remove the small rotor, is to cause this helicopter to spin like a 
top, which is precisely what took place after the rear blades struck tree 
number two. As this Sea Horse UH34D began its spin, it could only 
travel 180 degrees, for the other 180 degrees was already occupied, by 
Hill 817. 
 
To all this, the Mexican from L.A. had what would be perceived as a front 
row seat. The darkness would take the snipers eyes, as his unskilled 
ears increased the magnitude of the happening. It is now, and here, for 
the first time, that he would admit fear. There would be another. But 
here, he would vividly describe the sound of metal objects as they flew 
through the air. One in particular; he would use the boomerang noise to 
imitate the single rotor blade as it cut the vegetation between him and 
decapitation. Fate would grant him a stay of execution, for his maiming 
would come at a later date. For his next recordable memory, his ears 
would serve him well. In total amazement he would clearly hear all crew 
members of the downed helicopter, verbally confirm to each other their 
status of being uninjured.  After pondering all that was about him, his 
conclusion was to do the sniper thing, sit and wait. 
 
Back in the center of the circle, things got jacked up fast.  
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Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÉÔ ÃÒÁÓÈÅÄȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÈÏÐÐÅÒȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
The orders then came fast and furious; I needed only to hear the first 
two.  
Ȱ#ÏÎÔÁÃÔ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȠ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÄ-evac helo is down! Corporal, 
take your team and get ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ 
4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢ 
One thing I truly hated and rarely did was leave the circle. For on the 
outside it was possible to be shot by both sides. As we exited, I 
temporarily took up  ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ȰÔÁÉÌ-ÅÎÄ ÃÈÁÒÌÉÅȱȠ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÄÉÄ ) ËÎÏ× 
ÈÏ× ÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÒÙ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ !Ó ÉÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÉÃÁÔÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ 
ÔÈÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÕÔÔÅÒ Á ÍÏÓÔ ÒÅÍÁÒËÁÂÌÅ ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔȠ ȰÈÅÁÄÓ ÕÐȟ 
×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÏÕÒ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ  
 
Finding the base of 817 was easy, someone had cut a trail. Finding the 
chopper was just as easy, we merely walked straight through the 
vegetation until we came to a spot where it was all laying down. Even in 
the dark it looked pretty bad, I remember the sight of broken shit 
everywhere. But more then anything I remember the quiet, I recall 
ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȠ ȰÍÙ ÇÏÄȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 
I almost crapped in my pants as the Corporal yelled: 
Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 2ÅÃÏÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÁÃËȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
Silence, dead fucking silence! 
Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒÓȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
fucking asses out here or I am going to leave you cock sucking mother 
ÆÕÃËÅÒÓ ÈÅÒÅȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÉÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȟ )ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢ 7Å ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ 
6#Ȣȱ 
My shaking intensified as I heard a strange sound, not more then fifty 
feet up the slope. Much later I would come to recognize the sound for 
what it was, a Mexican belly laugh. The son of a bitch was not through 
fucking with me.  On the way back, and from the jungle behind me, I 
heard a voice call my name. 
(ÅÙȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȢȱ 
It was the first of many times I would utter the same quote. 
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÌÏÎÅȦȱ 
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If you think I was surprised, you should have seen the door gunner! His 
eyes got twice the normal size, as the pilot pointed and said. 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȣȣȣȣȢȢ 
The gunner cut him off in mid sentence with a 
Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȦȱ 
 
We reached the security of the circle, but in reality it made no 
ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȟ ÆÏÒ ÁÎÙ 6ÉÅÔÃÏÎÇ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÏÕÒ ÅØÁÃÔ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
have had to be deaf, dumb and blind. It was their doctrine to attack only 
when they were convinced that they had the advantage. If that was the 
case, they were coming. And come they did! If I knew anything, I knew 
that we were going to have company, but first, things would have to get 
worse before they got better.  
 
I took the sniper under my wing and together we hugged the rock, well, 
one of us did.  The crew members were asked if they wanted to stay. 
7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ȰÆÕÃË ÙÏÕȱ 
look. You could feel the tension between the pilot and the platoon 
commander; nobody knew which one had crashed the chopper. My 
money was on the Lieutenant, besides I had inside information. For 
weeks after this patrol, members of 3rd platoon were often to repeat a 
ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÁÄÅ ÆÁÍÏÕÓȟ ȰËÅÅÐ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
ÃÌÅÁÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ  
 
The instructions from the Colonel were very clear; as soon as we heard 
the second chopper, we were to strike every light we had, including our 
ZiÐÐÏȭÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÄÉÒÅÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ 
the tone of his voice, someone was going to be singing soprano when we 
returned. We had made Recon look bad in the eyes of the wing wipers, 
ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÏ× ÕÐ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ #ÏÒps Ball in a sailor suit then 
do that!  
 
The chopper landed without incident, although I was amazed the pilot 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÕÆÆÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÂÌÉÎÄÎÅÓÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÅÌÌÙÁÃÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÅ× ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎÅ 
left on the last train out, and the sad thing was that the bellyache was 
just that! Now it was dark and everybody in the valley knew we were 
ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÌÉÇÈÔÅÒ ÆÌÕÉÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÍȟ 
just below the crest of the saddle. 
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 It was a night for noise and non-professionalism. They would bang 
sticks together and blow whistles and for the first time all night we 
would be quiet. Guess who wanted to leave the circle and check things 
ÏÕÔȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÍÅȦ 
 
)ÔȭÓ Á ÆÁÃÔȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÐÉÓÓÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÏÖÅ 
them. So it was, when we told the Colonel that a platoon of Vietcong 
were moving around our perimeter, perhaps looking for the chopper, he 
quickly called the Air Force. As I had never received their assistance in 
the past and held that service in low regard, I expected help of no 
significance. I was mistaken, for I was about to receive an education. The 
first to arrive overhead was a C130 cargo ship. He identified himself on 
ÏÕÒ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙ ÁÓ Ȱ3ÐÏÏËÙȢȱ (Å ÂÅÇÁÎ ÂÙ ÃÉÒÃÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ×ÈÉÌÅ 
dropping parachutes, each holding a flare equal to a million candle 
power. He stayed all night and as such it never got dark. The second 
arrival was also a C130, this one I mistook for relief of the first. The next 
thing I saw was a sight that would give the devil a hard on. This big slow 
craft banked slightly to the right and all hell spewed from its side. If 
every fifth round was a tracer then this machine was firing thousands of 
rounds per second. To be in its killing zone was to be in a rain storm of 
lead. I would later learn, that what I was witnessing was a C130 loaded 
×ÉÔÈ 'ÁÔÌÉÎÇ ÇÕÎÓȟ ÁÆÆÅÃÔÉÏÎÁÔÅÌÙ ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓ Ȱ0ÕÆÆ ÔÈÅ -ÁÇÉÃ $ÒÁÇÏÎȱ 
(taken from the title of a song sung by a folk singing trio, called Peter 
Paul and Mary). When on wide open, this aircraft could, in one second, 
place one bullet in each square inch of an area the size of a football field. 
Therefore, if we were to be attacked, our enemy would have to run the 
ÇÁÕÎÔÌÅÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÁÇÏÎȭÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÁÎ ÏÐÅÎ ÆÉÅÌÄȟ ÌÉÔ ÕÐ ÂÙ 3ÐÏÏËÙȢ 
That night I slept like a baby, and I no longer laugh at those blue 
uniforms.  
 
While airborne, and en route to LZ Quail (Chu Lai), it crossed my mind 
that I had just participated in one of the most unique experiences of my 
life. I had survived a patrol in which we had crashed a helicopter, 
summoned an unnecessary emergency extraction, performed an area 
recon for a lost toothbrush and continually kept the enemy informed of 
ÏÕÒ ÅØÁÃÔ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ψρχ ÔÈÅ 
following day and field strip that metal carcass, but all in all, I was 
ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÔÈ ÃÈÅÅËÓ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÁÓÓ ÉÎÔÁÃÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÁÌÌ ÂÁÄȢ 
But for some, the fat lady had yet to sing.  
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Here I must pause to inform you, that the following data might be 
suspect. Although originating from two sources, both are office desk 
jockeys, and as such, it is their modus operandi to spew bull shit in the 
guise of scuttle-butt. But they do so report; that one Colonel did so rise 
from his chair, and with a closed fist strike said Lieutenant, on or about 
the side of the ÈÅÁÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÕÓ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÉÎÇȠ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÌÉÅÕ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÕÒÔ 
marshal, and if you ever endanger your platoon over a bellyache again, I 
×ÉÌÌ ÒÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄȦȱ 
 
It was the end of March, in the year of our Lord, one thousand nine 
hundred and sixty-six. 
 

 
Whether in the uniform of the day, or wearing camouflaged utilities in 
the middle of a fire-fight, every Marine has one common denominator, 
his belt. 
The Marine Corps web belt, with an open-faced square buckle, is one of 
the most unique dual purpose devices ever invented. It will of course 
keep your trousers from falling down, but its design enables it to have a 
secondary function. When needed as such, ÉÔ ÉÓ Á ÓÕÐÅÒÂ ÔÏÕÒÎÉÑÕÅÔȢ )ȭÍ 
convinced that the sons of bitches did that on purpose.  
 
I thought that the changing of the guard required some degree of pomp 
and pageantry, but there was none. The one was merely gone as the 
other just appeared, and for us, a new platoon commander was a major 
happening. It was as if the Commandant had understood our sacrifice, 
for he sent us a leader. He was a leader who went on his first patrol with 
the knowledge of a hundred such journeys, not because of experience, 
for that he had none. But rather because, to ask a question, was for him 
not a weakness. He was a leader so sure of himself that when all 
doubted everything and knew nothing, it became instinct to seek him 
out for advice and direction. Yet he gave to the Marine Corps that which 
they asked, for in the end he was a combat platoon commander. And 
today I tell you, as I live and breathe, I am a better man, for the knowing 
of him.  
 
They told me that his name was (Lieutenant) Kenneth King. After 
Vietnam was a distant memory, I would again hear that name.  
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The first time was shortly before I left the Corps and while stationed at a 
place called Camp Lejeune. My job was different then, for I had long 
since left the infantry. I do not recall the circumstances of the 
conversation other then the fact that I was discussing leadership with a 
ȰÌÉÆÅÒȱȢ (Å ÓÐÏËÅ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÉÎ ςÎÄ 2ÅÃÏÎȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒÓÈÉÐÅÄ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ 
men. He called this officer Captain King. It was then that I knew my 
platoon commander had been promoted.  The second time was with the 
rest of America, as we all listened to the evening news. While still 
serving his country, this time in the uniform of a federal agent and 
during an ambush administered by domestic terrorist, his body would 
absorb six bullets. With massive internal injuries, he would lay 
crumpled on the ground, unattended for three hours. Add personal 
courage to leadership.   
 
It was mid-October in the year of our Lord, one thousand nine hundred 
and sixty six. 
 
********************************************** ***************  
 
Time had passed and I had learned more about him, but Leonel was still 
Leonel. I had long since thought about hiding the Tabasco Sauce but 
feared the consequences. Had I known what was about to happen, I 
would have kept him supplied for life. His skill and lack of fear still 
amaze me and today I am grateful for his friendship. The writing of this 
brings back the visions of that day and because of that, I weep. Reader, 
let me tell it quickly, then pass it by. 
 
The formation was a column, the environment a triple canopy jungle 
and the location, the top of some unknown and forsaken ridgeline. As 
always, repetition was dictated by fact. The column was caused by 
restrictive vegetation, the triple canopy jungle was the hand of God 
upon the landscape, and our location on the highest terrain was for the 
ease of distant vision.  
 
 When extreme conditions, for a lengthy period of time, knit together a 
small group of comrades, it is possible for the others to feel a stomach 
cramp before the one farts. Thus it was, on this morning, that all knew; 
the Mexican was pissed. For in our movement, his team had been 
assigned the point.  
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The judgment was sound, as someday the survival of the group may 
depend upon the degree of individual cross training. And our job, having 
the same traits as all others, caused familiarity to breed carelessness.  
 
The rookie was in school, and as such, occupied position number one. 
Leonel, like a teacher observing a test, followed too closely at two. 
Machine gun in hand and in this line I walked third.  Enemy activity 
within this area, or the lack thereof, was the knowledge needed by the 
First Marine Division, for it is this knowledge which we were in the 
process of accruing. As of this moment, half way through the second day, 
we had discovered nothing. The point of beginning is also the point of 
change: we had reached an area in which the ridge came to a gentle end. 
The student raised his fist and we did stop. Lieutenant King would reach 
the front with the same stride used by the Cherokee. Once he had 
arrived, all he could do was look in wonderment and reach for his map. 
We had stopped at the end of the tree line and the beginning of a steep 
slope, a slope which was covered with three foot elephant grass and 
descended for approximately fifty yards, then quickly rose again to a 
height level with us.  The freak topography was not indicated on the 
map. Nor did any map divulge that most remarkable sight that was now 
the recipient of my Lieutenants gaze, level with us and directly across 
this earthly gouge was an abandoned fort, of French or ARVN origin. To 
Lieutenant King, the issue of investigation was dictated by his orders. He 
possessed the orders of an area recon and the instructions of search and 
investigate. Therefore, the column would again begin its journey, a 
down and up journey that would end in Hell. Of the walk, I do remember 
this; the space wherein the down turned to up was insufficient for a 
single step. 
 
The axiom; rookies are to be seen and not heard, is a commandment in 
the Corps. Knowing this, he instinctively ignored the first glitter. Fearful 
of overreaction caused by inexperience, the student would disregard the 
second reflection. Receiving a gift from God, he was allowed to see the 
ÔÈÉÒÄȢ )ÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÈÅ ÆÒÏÚÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ȰÐÏÉÎÔ ÍÁÎȱ ÁÌÌ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
follow suit. By proximity, the teacher would be the first to ask. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ) ËÅÅÐ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÇÌÉÔÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 
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Shit, he had been watching the student. Shit, shit, he had forgotten, Shit, 
shit, shit he ÈÁÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÖÉÒÏÎÍÅÎÔ ÁÓ Á ȰÔÁÉÌ-ÅÎÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȱ ÎÏÔ ÁÓ 
ȰÐÏÉÎÔȢȱ (Å ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄȠ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÔÒÅÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ Á 
man-made gulch to approach a military fort from the blind side; there 
would be a minefield!   
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅȟ ) ÁÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ Âack out first. When I motion to you, walk 
ÂÁÃË×ÁÒÄÓȢ 3ÔÅÐ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÆÏÏÔÐÒÉÎÔÓȢȱ 
Now, and for the first time, the student came to realize the severity of 
the situation, and he began to shake. A glance from a new buddy would 
calm him. The teacher smiled and knew that all was right when he heard 
the student utter that famous Marine Corps quote: 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÆÕÃË ÍÅȦȱ  
Leonel, while leaning back to separate the grass, took his first step in 
reverse.When a shifting of the weight produced nothing but silence, he 
would mark his spot then cautiously choreograph step two. When step 
three and four would be the duplicates of one and two, the macho street 
smart attitude would take over and the pace would quicken. It is for this 
exact moment that the God of War had waited an eternity. The weight 
was transferred one last time! 
BOOM! 
Ȱ/( '/$Ȧ (%,0 -%ȟ 0,%!3% '/$ȟ )Ȭ- '/..! $)%Ȧ ) $/.ȭ4 7!..! 
DIE, PLEASE GOD HELP ME! 
 
When they stopped, I stopped. He must have had a good reason for 
surely he knew we were on a skyline, and that most definitely was not a 
good place to be.  I knelt in the grass and immediately cast a questioning 
glance in an upward direction. What I saw was Perez slowly stepping 
backwards. What I thought was; Almighty God, please help him.  
BOOM! 
 
Lieutenant King sensed the halt before he could confirm the fact. He was 
at the tree line, checking all as they passed into the open. When the 
accordion movement of the column told him that he was needed 
elsewhere, he quickly moved towards the point. He had completed the 
down slope and began his step up. 
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 With this one step, school would end. He would walk into the elite 
world of a Marine Corps combat platoon commander, a world that 
natural leadership would never allow him to leave. Those who watched 
saw only his body flinch, a nano second after the explosion.    
BOOM! 
 
0,%!3% (%,0 -%Ȧ 0,%!3%Ȧ )ȭ- $9).'ȟ 0,%!3%Ȧ 
 
All my eyes would record was a puff of smoke. The human eye takes its 
photographs too slowly to capture what my ears would record as the 
chunks of meat, bone and boot struck the ground all around my 
petrified frame. The next thing recorded by my mind was a red line 
flying through the air. I knew what this was; I had seen it once before, 
human blood airborne, being pushed by a pumping heart.  
 
0,%!3% '/$ȟ $/.ȭ4 ,%4 -% DIE, SOMBODY HELP ME, PLEASE! 
 
)ÔȭÓ ÍÅȠ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȟ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔȢ 
One thousand one. 
 
0,%!3%%%%%%%%   (%,00000      -%%%ȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣ 
 
) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅȭÓ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏȟ 'ÏÄ help 
ÍÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ Á ÍÉÎÅÆÉÅÌÄȦ  
One thousand two. 
 
)ȬÍ ÕÐȟ )ȭÖÅ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÓÔÅÐȟ )ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ,ÅÏÎÅÌȦ)ȭÍ ÈÉÔȟ ÓÔÒÕÃË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅȢ ) 
fall to the ground. I look up to see the Sergeant bounce off of me, still in 
full stride he moves on. I follow. God, what a sight, blood everywhere, 
ÈÉÓ ÔÒÏÕÓÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÏÁËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ 
ÌÅÆÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÓȦ (ÉÓ ÌÅÇÓ ÁÒÅ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÁÇÇÅÄȟ ÄÒÁÇÇÅÄ 
down the up hill and out of the killing field. I look. My God, he has no 
foot. The bottom of his right foot is gone! The Lieutenant arrives and 
ÉÓÓÕÅÓ Ô×Ï ÉÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÖÅ ,ÅÏÎÅÌȭÓ ÌÅÇȢ 
Ȱ,ÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏÔ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÌÔȢȱ 
The corpsman arrives, while reaching for his morphine, he says 
something stupid. 
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÒÉÃËȢȱ 
He sticks him, and the fluid of the poppy begins to flow. 
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I have said it before and I will say it again. Never underestimate the 
power of the poppy, for Leonel began to smile and laugh and still he had 
no foot.  
 
Ȱ,ÅÏÎÅÌȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
×ÁÙȢȱ 3ÔÉÌÌ ÈÅ ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÌÌȟ ÆÏÒ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÙÉÅÌÄȢ 4ÈÉÓ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ×ÁÓ 
doped up on morphine and his right foot was a bloody stump and still 
he would not surrender his weapon. What say you, Mr. Commandant, 
Semper Fi! 
 
A circle was formed, a med-evac was called and the bad news just kept 
coming. Whistles were blown and bells were rung as the villagers 
revealed their politics. This was truly a day for non-observation as it 
was now, for the first time that I noticed the hostile village in the valley 
below. Of course! There would have been a reason for the fort. First we 
would see to our own and take care of Leonel, and then we would worry 
about the politics of the neighborhood.  
 
The machine gun needed to be placed; a quick scan of the terrain would 
reveal the only spot worthy of its presence. It would be placed where 
the tree line came closest to our circle. Here, and only here, could an 
unobserved approach on us be made. I lay down at the closest spot near 
the trees; I was too deep in depression to dig. There was a benefit to this 
location. The height of the position placed me close to the radioman and 
the Lieutenant, and as such, I would know the scoop without the scuttle-
butt. 
 
Time was critical, for one of our own needed help, and as such, when the 
helo arrived, radio procedure was flushed. 
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÐ Á ÂÁÓËÅÔȢȱ 
 My Lieutenant would reply in the affirmative. Shortly after which he 
would recall a strong tug on one of his trouser legs. Amazed, he would 
ÆÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ËÎÅÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÁÎ ÅÁÒ ÔÏ ,ÅÏÎÅÌȭÓ ÌÉÐÓȟ ÓÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ 
wounded Marine through the noise of the egg beaters. 
Ȱ-ÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÌÁÎÄȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȦȱ 
Ȱ0ÉÌÏÔȟ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÔÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȠ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÆÏÒ Ȱno 
ÂÁÓËÅÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ÎÏ ÃÁÎ ÄÏȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÓÔÅÅÐ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÐÄÒÁÆÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÄÏ×Îȟ 
×ÈÏȭÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔȩȱ 
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Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ -ÁÒÉÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÕÎÎÅÒȟ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÔÏÕÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÌÌȟ )ȭÍ 
Ó×ÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÁÓÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȦȱ 
(At this point I distinctly heÁÒÄ Á ȰÃÌÉÃËȱ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏȢ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÁÓ 
ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ȰËÅÙÅÄȱ ÔÈÅ ÍÉËÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ 
ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ȰÃÌÉÃËȱȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ 
anything.) 
The updraft was strong but with the skill of many landings this pilot 
managed to hold his craft steady long enough for us to place our Recon 
Scout Sniper gently on its deck. As he flew away his last transmission 
caused me to grab the demon and fight the fear that stuck half way up in 
the middle of my throat.  
Ȱ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÅ ÁÄÖÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÅÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÓÔ ÓÌÏÐÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÖÁÌÒÙȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ  
 The Lieutenant calmly answered: 
Ȱ4ÅÎ-ÆÏÕÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 
I thought a lifetime had passed before they arrived. Instantly they began 
to rake the east slope with rocket and machine gun fire. I wondered 
about the effectiveness of these killing machines, as their targets had 
long since reached the protection of the jungle canopy. If and when they 
emerged it would be on top of me! Then things got up close and real 
personal, as the bushes directly to the front drew my undivided 
attention, for within them, the noise of movement was clearly audible. 
My response was instantaneous and lasted the length of a hundred 
round burst. With every fifth round a tracer, I put the bullets where my 
ears said they belonged. Be it animal or human, I was forced to listen to 
it die as I reloaded.  
 
 )Æ ×Å ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÈÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ×ÅȭÄ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ us from the high 
ground, concealed by the trees, while we were in the open, in knee high 
grass on a downward slope. I thought of Custer at the Little Big Horn, 
ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÕÐ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ Á ÍÉÎÅÆÉÅÌÄȢ )Æ ÍÙ ÖÉÃÔÉÍ ×ÁÓ 
two legged, he must have been scouting, and if so, we still had time.  
 
When one is attempting to avoid a life and death struggle, and all in 
question depends upon the arrival of someone else, clock watching can 
tend to piss you off. Finally, at a great distance, I could hear the 
distinctive sound of two eggbeaters bringing on a Chinook.  
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!Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÏÖÅÒÈÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ #ÏÍÍÕÎÉÓÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á 
scout to determine our size. Once again, time was everything. 
 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
Ȱ,ÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȟ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÐÏÐ Á ÓÍÏËÅȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÍÏËÅȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÍÙ ÓÍÏËÅ ÉÓ ÙÅÌÌÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ) ÓÅÅ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÓÍÏËÅȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÓÍÏËÅȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ ÂÅ ÁÄÖÉÓÅÄȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ Ô×Ï ÈÉÌÌÓȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÈÉÌÌ ÔÏ ÓÏÕÔÈ ÉÓ ÃÏvered with Victor Charlie and hill to north 
ÉÓ ÍÉÎÅÄȢȱ 
At that point, the mysterious click on the radio once again returned, this 
time the listener would speak. The voice identified itself as the General 
of all wing wipers. He wasted no time in ordering the helicopter pilot to 
leave and not risk his one and a half million dollar machine trying to 
rescue us (you could tell the Colonel had rotated back to the world). The 
order was given and the receiver clicked again, signifying a disconnect. 
To his credit and my eternal gratitude, the pilot ignored that stupid son 
of a bitch.  
Ȱ!ÓÐÁÒÁÇÕÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÉÔ Á ÔÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÕÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÌÅÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȢȱ 
What followed was a most remarkable sight. Under the supervision and 
direction of one Lieutenant King the circle would shrink, the chopper 
would rise and fall and each Marine would commit a leap of faith (as the 
lowered rear ramp was never at its calculated elevation). With every 
addition of approximately two hundred pounds (each Marine), the pilot 
would adjust for the added weight in mid-air. A wave of panic swept 
over me as I realized the Chinook had swallowed all but two, one of 
which was me. Throwing all self dignity out the window, I ran like a 
mother fucker. En route I realized that the Lieutenant had sufficient 
time to enter, but did not. I guessed it was a leadership thing, it was a 
guess, as I did not stop to ask. His leap was last and late, his contact with 
the rising chopper was less then fifty percent.  Friendly hands would 
pull him in, but still, for an extended period of time, his ass would dangle 
in the wind. Looking out the window I realized that George Armstrong 
Custer could have used a Chinook. 
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The next morning, before sunrise, Charlie, Steve, Larry and I committed 
grand theft Mighty-Mite (Jeep) and drove to Battalion Med, in search of 
a friend. We would for the first and only time surrender our weapons, as 
armed Marines were not allowed in intensive care. At first the nurse 
said we could not see him. She looked up at us, and changed her mind. 
As she led us through the doors, a blast of cold air would strike us. I had 
forgotten the feeling of air conditioning and I remember thinking how 
terrible it would be to be wounded and sweaty. My next memory is of 
standing at his side looking at his foot, for he had only one. His right foot 
was just a chunk of meat wrapped in some substance that never thawed. 
His connection to the drip-bag would tell me that his present location 
was most probably the fifth moon of Saturn. My shock came when I 
looked into his eyes, he was crying. The hand that pulled me to his side 
had purpose. I kneeled to the pull as he struggled to speak: 
Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÏÌÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅȢȱ 
What should one say, at such a time? I failed him, as I said nothing. 
When he was done speaking he began to sob. Truly, somebody he loved 
would no longer care. Pity those who have never loved, for, thirty eight 
years after the fact, Margarita Rosa Perez is still putting up with LeoneÌȭÓ 
shit.  
 
Years later I would ask the Recon Scout Sniper what his memories are of 
ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙȢ (Å ÓÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÁÐÉÄÌÙ 
ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÇÈÔ Ó×ÉÔÃÈȟ ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÆÆȢȱ !Ó ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÉÓȠ ÏÎÅ 
thousand one, one thousand two.     
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The Honor of Our Corps 
 
 

When the beer, it flows like water 
And the talk, it turns to war, 

Then we speak of absent comrades 
And the honor of our Corps. 
Of the fight in distant places 

And the friends who are no more, 
Dying faithful to our nation 
And the honor of our Corps. 

Though our bones are growing brittle 
And our eyes are growing poor, 

Still our hearts are young and valiant 
For the honor of our Corps. 

Should the Eagle, Globe and Anchor  
Call us to the field once more, 

We would muster at the summons 
For the honor of our Corps. 

When the years have told our story 
And we close the final door, 

We will pass to you for keeping 
Bright the Honor of our Corps. 

Will you take the awesome burden? 
Will you face the fires of war? 

Will you proudly bear the title?  
For the Honor of our Corps. 

Robert A. Hall 
(Published in Leatherneck 
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 I am a firm believer that if you brought a problem to Vietnam, you went 
home with that same problem. To say that this war was more mentally 
damaging then any other war, from previous American generations, is 
to deny reality. The obscenity of war, any war, is that it takes a very 
young man and places him in an environment that is contrary to the 
rules of civilization. An eighteen year old mind is one that is still in the 
process of development. Allowing any data input that justifies murder 
will affect the stability of the final product, as it is judged on a scale in 
degree of civilized reaction to ones environment. Therefore, any 
participant in extensive combat must each and of ones self resolve this 
issue in ones own way. As for me, I was incapable of traveling this path 
to reconciliation alone. From the darkness of the jungle and the abyss of 
fear, I had screamed for His undivided attention, for I had noted the 
predictability of a being that is pure love. As there are truly no atheists 
×ÉÔÈÉÎ ȰÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÈÏÌÅÓȱȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÔÅÓÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȟ ×ÈÅÎ 
survival was assured. This too I failed, for when faced with the loss of 
my firstborn, I did with  taunting insults so summon Him. His response 
was to shower me with pure love; as He gave me the gift of memory loss 
and sent me an angel, whom I call Lily.  
 
If memory loss be equated to darkness and remembrance to light, then I 
spent my youth amongst the shadows. With the passage of time the light 
receded and darkness grew. When 1966 was but a memory in which I 
could draw no solid thought, I rested in the ignorance of a time long 
since gone. A moment before the darkness was set to engulf all; two 
things came forward and brought forth the light. First Charlie, as the 
Indian he was, would track us all down, via internet. Together, reunions 
would be formed in which the first day was for crying and the rest for 
light switches. The second was a first; my youngest son would threaten 
to disobey. He would do what I had asked not, he would be a Marine. 
Presence at his Parris Island graduation would cause the light to strike 
with the speed of an Einstein equation. But still the darkness would 
linger as so much time had transpired. Not all beams can connect, as 
there is still darkness between. Therefore what follows are but slivers of 
light. 
 
 First allow me to resolve a primary issue: There are 58,152 names 
carved into the sacred granite.  
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The count at writing is 2,504 for those recorded as missing in action. 
0ÌÅÁÓÅȟ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ -)!ȭÓ ÁÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ 
not hiding in the jungle, waiting to come out, they are dead! Therefore, 
dealing in reality, we can add these two numbers together. That said we 
can proceed with the knowledge that the number of Americans killed in 
the Vietnam War totals 60,656. Now for the kick in the teeth; their 
average age was nineteen years of life. To serve as a member in the 
United States Armed Forces, within The Republic of South Vietnam, one 
needed to meet the minimum age requirement of eighteen years. Armed 
with the preceding knowledge, it becomes easy to recognize a most 
alarming fact; the overwhelming majority of sixty thousand six hundred 
and fifty-six American young men, killed in Vietnam, did nothing in life 
ÂÕÔ ÇÒÁÄÕÁÔÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȦ 7ÈÁÔ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ×ÁÓÔÅȦ .Ï× ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
get me wrong, I have no objection to sacrifice and I recognize that if a 
nation is to remain secure and prosper, sacrifice is necessary. As an 
example, I will also agree that because of the final results, the American 
deaths in World War II were justified. Now I submit to you the following 
question: what did America gain by its participation in the Vietnam War, 
and to what degree was our security increased?  I answer both, before 
you do, absolutely nothing and zero!  
 
So that you may understand Americas sacrifice, I bring this horror down 
to your base level; the number 60,656 will fill all the seats in a modern 
sports stadium. So the next time you pop a cold beer and lean back in 
your easy chair to watch your favorite baseball or football game, use 
your imagination: fill all the seats with eighteen and nineteen year old 
boys who were allowed to graduate from high school, then be killed. 
 
It is for this stadium of death that this book is so humbly dedicated. It is 
for them, my comrades, that I push this pen.  
 

 
 
The Marines who landed first were my mentors, as I arrived halfway 
through their tour and they left halfway through mine. When it was time 
for stories and laughter, they would always offer up different variations 
of the same funny tale. A tale of when the swindlers were swindled. 
Those who remember that particular day recall that the Marine Corps 
was not very happy.  
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The politicians had instructed the Commandant to order a combat 
landing upon the beaches of the South China Sea. An airbase was to be 
established, an enclave as yet unnamed, that would require the 
protection ofUncle SÁÍȭÓ Misguided CÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ  /Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ 
the Marine Corps was very happy that they were to perform a combat 
landing on foreign soil, as such is the reason for their existence. But 
when the heavily laden landing crafts struck the sand of the beach and 
discharged their cargo of fully primed and combat ready Marines, the 
hard charging grunts ran right into newsmen using movie cameras and 
Vietnamese women clothed in traditional dress, passing out large 
bouquets of flowers. The State Department had shit on the Corps, and 
ÔÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ &ÏÒÔunately, the Vietcong had decided to 
pass on the ceremony. But as always, there was a group of locals who 
were primed and ready. The merchants, knowing that the invaders were 
Americans, understood that if the Americans had anything, they had 
money. What began on that day was the start of seven years of swindles 
which involved thefts, black market and rip-offs. But know this, on day 
one, we fucked them good! 
 
The United States, determined not to have any U.S. dollars fall into 
Vietcong hands, (they could be used as legal tender on the world 
ÍÁÒËÅÔɊ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÓÓÕÅ ÔÈÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ȰÈÏÍÅ-ÍÁÄÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȱȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 
MPC (military payment certificate) and was honored by the U.S. only 
within the country of South Vietnam. Prior to the landing, all Marines 
were forced to traÄÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÁÒÄ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ȰÇÒÅÅÎÂÁÃËÓȟȱ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÕÎÎÙ 
money. It was then that someone noticed the similarities. 
 
 Sailors at sea have been known to get bored. To prevent them from 
getting together and engaging in their age old tradition of group 
humping, the Navy provides them with games and activities to keep 
ÔÈÅÍ ÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÅÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÁÔ ȰÐÌÁÙ 
ÔÉÍÅȱȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄÉÎÇȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÌÏÃËÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÁÎÓÁÃËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
contents of many games were stolen. Those who did not know blamed 
the sailors. Marines, being constantly armed, must never be allowed to 
get bored, so they too, have games. But their games are kept locked up 
ÁÔ ÂÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ ÌÅÖÅÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÚÁÔÉÏÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅÓȱ ɉ) 
suspect that this is where Whitney obtained the bow and arrows).  
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The night before the landing their offices were also ransacked and the 
contents of their games were strewn everywhere. The Marines blamed 
the sailors. 
 
It is said that for three days after the landing, all intercourse (no pun 
intended) between Marines and local merchants was conducted with 
the exchange of Vietnamese Dong and United States Monopoly money. 
That which could buy houses on Boardwalk was, among other things, 
used to rent strange vaginas. I often wondered what the sailors would 
have thought, had they only known.  
 
Reader, be not concerned for the merchant. For within the next seven 
years they would steal back that which they had lost, a million fold. As 
for their ability to hold a grudge, I stand as a witness, that six months 
after the fact, and upon recognizing my Corporal as an original currency 
exchanger, a village elder did so walk up and point a finger (a major 
Vietnamese insult) into the Marines face and utter: 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÔÅÎȦȱ 
 

 
If the act equates the attitude, then you need to know, the day before 
discharge from the Corps, I gave my uniforms away. Within the next 
twenty years a metamorphosis would take place. 1989 would find me 
writing my Congresswoman, requesting a copy of my combat record, 
and all un-issued medals. Examining the package received from the 
Department of Defense; my attention was drawn to a medal I did not 
recognize. It was a gold multi-pointed star attached to a green colored 
cloth. Closer examinations lead to the discovery of Vietnamese writing 
within the center of the star. Believing an error had been committed, I 
communicated with the return address. Via a phone conversation I was 
assured that the medal in question was indeed mine. It was explained 
that the South Vietnamese Government had given it to me for services 
rendered during the suppression of a Buddhist revolt.  Initially my 
thoughts were blank as I could remember nothing that fell within the 
parameters of the given explanation. Then a flash of instant terror, as 
my thoughts froze, immobile and locked onto a fresh memory. Like a 
flash of light or a bolt of electricity I remembered the vision of pure 
horror I remembered the vision of the fire!  
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The fire that started another, and was followed by another and another, 
until a government fell, ÁÎÄ Á #)! ÃÏÕÐ ÄȭÅÔÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÉÌÌ Á ÆÏÒÅÉÇÎ ÈÅÁÄ 
of state. Catholics ruled the body politic and Buddhists were the 
neglected minority. One should avoid conflict with any minority that 
believes in reincarnation.  
 
The vision of the fire is permanent. I see it today as strongly as I saw it 
then. A flowing robe occupied by a young man who carried a strong 
belief and a heavy burden into the center of a busy street. Everything 
stopped as the bald-headed Priest in the flowing robe, sat cross-legged 
in the middle of the road. As he raised the previously unseen can above 
his head and allowed the liquid from within to soak his oversized robe, I 
remember the thought; what kind of idiot would bathe in the middle of 
everything and everybody? The heat of the day would bring vision to 
the evaporation of the liquid. What should have been steam was not, 
ÒÁÔÈÅÒȟ ×ÁÖÙ ÌÉÎÅÓ ÏÆ ÆÕÍÅÓ ÅÖÁÐÏÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÃÏÍÂÕÓÔÉÂÌÅ ÌÉÑÕÉÄȢ Ȱ-Ù 
'ÏÄȟ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎȦȱ 4ÈÅ -ÏÎË ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÈÏÌÙ ÁÃÔ ×ÁÓ 
that of striking the match, which caused the fire and the vision of a 
young man sitting cross-legged in the middle of the busy street. One 
could watch the human form dissipate into a pile of sweet smelling 
ashes. They would do it twice, this minority. The first would topple a 
government. The second would fail. Marines were not involved in one 
but ended two. A grateful government gave green ribbons attached to 
multi -pointed gold stars.  
 
)Î ÔÉÍÅ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÐ ÄȭÅÔÁÔ ÉÎ 3ÏÕÔÈ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÓ 
numerous as monsoon seasons. It was from this vision that I started, 
from this gate that I was hard-charging. The sprint of belief of cause 
would end with another vision, more terrifying then the first.  
 
The vision is that of a rabble, an unorganized but fluid mob. The tragedy 
is that this mob wore the uniform of the United States Army. What they 
did must never be repeated! They answered rocks with bullets. In 
exchange for bruises they would inflict death amongst the citizens. 
Those that died were too distant to throw. Those that died were 
unarmed. Those that died were citizens of the same country that 
spawned this army. The dead were students, who died on real estate 
reserved for learning. It is this vision that draws the line that made the 
point in which I quit. From this point I did stop. 
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The goal no longer important, as the fight against tyranny had turned 
the just into tyrants. For me, with this vision of Kent State, it did end. 
 
 It is between these two points wherein lies a journey which is best 
forgotten.  
 

 
 I quickly reached the conclusion that every time the infantry got into a 
gun fight they had to affix a name to the battle. I would come to realize 
that the grunts were always looking for a fight, and once they locked 
onto one, they refused to let go. Thus engaged, little time would pass 
before so many elements were involved that some desk jockey would be 
required to consult a prepared list of states, cities or famous last names. 
And in justifying the massive expenditure, he would attach one such 
name. Once this was accomplished, said engagement would forever be 
referred to as Operation such and such. It can also be said that a single 
combatant is almost always never aware of the big picture. As a 
participant in a life and death struggle, those engaged are only 
concerned with their immediate environment. Therefore, it is quite 
possible for a combatant to be involved in a famous battle, and at the 
same time be totally ignorant of that fact. I offer this to you as an 
explanation, and I ask for your acceptance. As it is a fact, I paid no 
attention to the identifying numbers of the infantry units involved, and 
never cared as to how they chose to title this attack against, what to me, 
was an unnamed village. I am sure of only one thing; the time was 
February, 1966, and I was about to participate in my first successful 
ambush. 
 
An ambush is indeed as horrifying as it sounds. In order for an ambush 
to become a fact, it must be a complete surprise to the recipient, and 
death must be a prerequisite. To hide in concealment with the intent to 
kill any passer-by must truly be the base instinct of all hunter-gatherers. 
The only evolution involved in this act is that of the weapons used in 
springing the trap. When caught in such a trap, the safest thing to do 
was face your enemy and charge.  Of all the lessons that had to be 
grasped, this was by far the hardest to execute. But if your adversary 
had done his job, any safe haven within your sight was anything but 
(usually booby-trapped). 
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 I often wonder who it was that trained our enemy, for in this act of 
ambush, they had no equal. Still, they had to learn from someone. As for 
ambushes, I have been both the recipient and administrator. In the 
×ÏÒÄÓ ÏÆ 3ÉÍÏÎ ÁÎÄ 'ÁÒÆÕÎËÌÅȡ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ Á ÈÁÍÍÅÒ ÔÈÅÎ Á ÎÁÉÌȢȱ 
 
The meeting in the tent had concluded, and I found myself somewhat 
ÅØÃÉÔÅÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÉÄÅÎÔÉÆÉÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÆ Á ȰÂÌÏÃËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒÃÅȱ ÁÎÄ 
to such a patrol I was a virgin. If my Recon team were a totem-ÐÏÌÅȟ )ȭÄ 
be the part touching the ground. My time in country was such that not 
ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÓ ) ÔÈÅ ȰÎÅ× ÇÕÙȱ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÎ Á ȰÂÌÏÃËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒÃÅȱ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅ 
something that I really wanted to do. Wisdom walks with experience, 
therefore I walked alone.  
 
I can recall ten faces, two helicopters and a day hump. We harbored on 
the top of a hill overlooking the target village. The next act we 
performed, I remember attempting only once. For it was in the dark that 
we moved to the base of the hill. Somewhere it should be written that 
unless on concrete, city boys should not be allowed to travel at night. I 
was greatly relieved when we reached the base of our hill, for only then 
could we sit in the concealment of the trees and wait for first light. The 
word was passed, sleeping would not be allowed. To me that rule was 
totally irrelevant. As the early light began to expose that which lay 
before me, I stared in fascination at the emerging outline of the village. 
It was nothing more then scattered structures of stone and concrete 
with neither doors nor windows, just openings. At a distance there was 
a well. So, this was the home of my enemy. This is where the spread of 
communism must be stopped. So be it, I was ready!  Directly to my front 
was a small group of rice paddies, whose dikes formed a trail that 
connected the rear of the village to the ground I was presently sitting 
on.                 
 
 Then, it was time. Each Marine would turn and touch the one behind 
him thus signifying that it was time, time to set up the ambush, time to 
become the blocking force. Crouching, we moved forward until we had 
left the tree line and reached a dike that ran perpendicular to the trail. It 
is here we stopped and hid behind this mound of dirt. My position was 
not a good one; in order to remain hidden it was necessary for me to be 
waist deep in paddy water that was solidified with floating buffalo shit.  
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!Ó ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÎÏÒÓ ÏÆ 
my liquid environment decided to investigate who I was and what I was 
doing. I knew I was in trouble when I heard his snorts. Fuck, I hated 
them; they scared the hell out of me. They had to be mean; their balls 
were as big as my fists. I never saw one under 1500 pounds. I was 
totally awed to see the young kids lead them around by the ring in their 
nose. When these huge domestic animals approached me, I quickly 
vacated the immediate area. But this time he had me, this time I could 
not move. This was one water buffalo that could step on me and live to 
ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ !Ó ÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÂÙȟ ) ÒÅÃÁÌÌ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
stopped to shit on me.  
 
The sun that began to warm me was about to usher in a most 
remarkable day. Within just a few short minutes, my mind would travel 
from the height of abstract amazement to the depth of incredible 
sorrow. But now it would begin with my ears. They were the ears of a 
rookie and as such were not yet calibrated. The sound of the egg beaters 
told me of their approach but the distance and direction, due to 
inexperience, was incalculable. I fought the urge to look up and over, an 
action that would have answered my questions but compromised my 
position. My guess was right when I reasoned that if we were at the back 
door, then the choppers must signify that the grunts were about to 
ËÎÏÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÔÏ ÇÒÁÓÐ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔ ÏÆ Á ȰÂÌÏÃËÉÎÇ 
ÆÏÒÃÅȱȢ &ÉÒÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÆÉÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÔÓ of it. Had my ears been trained 
they would have identified it as M-14, to me, friendly fire. The Marines 
were just informing all the villagers that they were about to have 
company on their door step. Even the gun-ships stayed high and wide. 
Both these acts were executed with the purpose of funneling the quarry 
out the back. I knew now that the trap had been set and the spring had 
been sprung. I hoped that if any communist were to bite, they would be 
small in number, for I was the cheese. 
 
At the time I remembered every flinch and every twitch, for in my youth 
I was primed. To the veterans it was not new, but for me it was first 
blood. The initial sound that caught by my ears was that of the 
movement of air. Not the snorting of any water buffalo rather human 
lungs sucking in and blowing out as hard and fast as humanly possible. 
The second was a rapid slapping sound, as if bare feet were slamming 
against well packed mud.  
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Two men, if their age was sufficient for the title, one armed with an 
AK47 and the other only with fear, were fleeing for the safety of the tree 
line. They were running down the trail that dissected the dike which 
concealed nine M-14 and one M-79. Only the grim reaper could be 
pleased with the speed in which they approached their death.   
 
 With the precision of the silent drill team, all ten did do the same. Heads 
and rifles went up and over. Everyone saw each other at the same time, 
the ten saw the two and the two saw death. I aimed at number two and 
squeezed. For a time I watched his dance of death. As if a puppet whose 
strings were violently jerked, he did fall. He had not finished his journey 
to the ground when I quit the fight. I know that this took place at round 
fifteen, as a later count would reveal five rounds in my magazine. I quit 
because I froze. I froze because my eye had recorded a sight that my 
mind could not comprehend. An instant before round fifteen, target 
number one broke in half. From his waist up, his sprint to the tree line 
did cease. From the waist down, the journey lasted two more steps! 
 
It was over with quicker then it had started. All ten would marvel at the 
same phenomena. I could live with the laws of the universe only by 
accepting this fact; that his brain was sending signals to his feet to move 
when the M-79 round struck his abdomen. As he broke in half, the 
signals were still in transit, thus the bottom half traveled on its own 
short journey. This was confirmed when all ten would rise to inspect the 
dead.  
As I looked at the top half, my head did shake.  
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍȟ ÃÉÔÙ ÂÏÙȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÉÎÎÅÁÐÏÌÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÆÁÒÍȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ Á ÃÈÉÃËÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆȢȱ 
I said nothing as I walked over to the riddled body of number two. I was 
amazed at the youth in his face. Silently I wondered if he had known the 
meaÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÓÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÄÉÅÄȢ 
 
We quickly formed up, leaving the meat where it lay, we moved forward 
towards a link up with the infantry. It was my first village and I was 
amazed at the poverty. These people cared for nothing but their rice 
paddies and what had happened today had changed their universe 
forever. 
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 It was here that I saw that look for the first time, the look that told me 
that I was among people who truly hated me, and saw me as an enemy 
before they even knew me. The punji stakes, caves, tunnels and trenches 
told me they had fought the French. To them I was the same. One home, 
if that was what you call it, had a portrait of Ho Chi Min that had been 
taken down and smashed, as if that would stop their love for the old 
man.  
 
A slow, cautious exploration of the village would reveal to me that its 
present occupants were old women and young children. All who could 
fight a war were presently away doing just that. In the process of 
returning to my point of origin, my ears honed in on a sound that was 
primal in its sadness. With the intent of rendering assistance, quickly I 
did move. My ears would lead me to a point in which my vision did stop 
me. There, directly to my front and in the doorway of what I presumed 
to be her home, was an ancient looking woman, sitting in the fetal 
position and slowly rocking back and forth. From the depths of her soul 
came a moan of sadness I took to be fear. Woman why is it you fear me, if 
you do not know me? I approached her, attempting to calm and let her 
know there was no need for fear. Even when I stood over her, she 
acknowledged nothing. For within her hands, tightly gripped, was a 
falsely colored photograph, whose subject was a match with the face 
upon the torso. My God! Had she done that which only a mother would 
do? Had she sensed danger to the front and sent her flesh and blood out 
the back?  
 

 
Within a short distance of the tents upon the beach and well inside the 
enclave we called Chu Lai lay a village. Due to its location, it would be 
ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓ Á ȰÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙȱ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅȢ ) ÏÆÔÅÎ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ 
been, had it been given a choice. I am convinced that many of its 
residents were able to procure comparatively vast fortunes, for it is 
these residents who catered to Americans. As for me, I made the journey 
only for pussy, fuck books and the occasional cultural exchange. Had I 
stopped to analyze every reason, result, or interaction involved in each 
trip, I would have understood and unraveled the enigma which is 
Vietnam.  
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The firsÔ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÁÌ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÇÒÁÓÐÅÄ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
×ÅÁÌÔÈȢȱ )Æ ÏÎÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÁÌË ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÃËÁÇÅÓ ÏÆ 
items he had purchased, instantly he would be besieged by a mob of 
little children. All the little assailants would be screaming and fighting 
for the right to carry said packages. You, as a consumer, would be forced 
to choose a child, who in turn would carry all that you had bought. This 
service would be provided for a very short distance. When this journey 
was complete, it was mutually understood that he who had born the 
burden was now to receive compensation for services rendered. Said 
compensation better not be coin of the realm but rather that of paper. 
And if these young citizens understood anything they understood the 
import ance of the sequentially increasing number in the corner of said 
paper. For you to inform these young entrepreneurs that their service 
was not needed was to instantly bring on a response that I at first found 
quite comical. 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇȟ ÃÏÃË ÓÕcking, cheap fucking son of a bitch, 
ÙÏÕ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÔÅÎȟ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȦȱ 
The horrifying fact was that these epitaphs were spewed from the 
mouths of children, who before the arrival of Marines, knew no English! 
 
The details are long since gone but obviously a patrol had ended, for I 
remember that within the days off to come, I needed to complete a 
chore. My need was that of a pair of jungle boots. After cleaning all my 
ÇÅÁÒ ÏÒ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÓ ×Å ÓÁÙ ȰÓÑÕÁÒÅÄ Á×ÁÙȟȱ ) ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÐÐÌÙ ÔÅÎÔȢ 
Entering, I explained to the gunny that I needed a pair of size nine and 
one half jungle boots (the most common size in the U.S. military). I was 
surprised by his answer. There were none. Something had happened to 
all the orders of jungle boots, for despite many requests, he was unable 
to get any boots from anywhere. The best he could do was a back order. 
I became concerned, for I would be forced to go on the next patrol with 
ȰÄÕÃÔ ÔÁÐÅȱ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÙ ÓÐÌÉÔ ÓÏÌÅȢ 
 
 With this chore done, it became time for hell-raising, and as such, I 
would travel to the village. Upon arrival I decided first things first; I 
would seek out cool shade and a cold beer. En route to my thirst 
quenching destination I would pause to inspect the merchants and their 
wares. It was in this travel mode that a quick glance to one side would 
cause my feet to stop, for on my left was a table.  
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Upon the top of this table, laid out from one end to the other, was every 
conceivable size of jungle boot. What the Corps could not provide me, 
the Vietnamese black market did. I would wonder how much of my 
purchase fee went to the local Vietcong. With the new boots on my feet, 
(no package to carry) I resumed my quest for that elusive cold beer. 
Once again en route I was waylaid, this time by a barber pole. You see, 
recently the Corporal had sculptured a Mohawk upon my head, and the 
Corps, or at least those above me, who represented the Corps, were not 
pleased with the results. Now the Corporal was a friend of mine, thus 
something needed to be done, as everywhere that I walked within the 
rear area, some officer would yell out: 
Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ×ÈÏ ÃÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÉÒȩȱ 
Therefore, before the brew, I did so resolve to receive one Vietnamese 
ȰÃÈÏÐ ÊÏÂȢȱ  $ÕÃËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÅÎÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ 
old man standing behind the ancient barber chair. His hand was slowly 
working the manual clippers around another head. My first 
environmental observation was that of the lack of light within this small 
room. I was concerned; I felt that someone using a cutting tool truly 
needed adequate light. Then I smiled as I rethought my purpose, for I 
required him to neutralize a Mohawk, and yes, that was defiantly doable 
in a dark room. I remember inquisitive embarrassment as I sat on an 
empty chair to wait my turn. Embarrassment, because I wondered what 
breach of protocol I had committed, for my entry had generated what 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á ÃÌÁÓÓÉÃ ȰÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÔ ÐÁÕÓÅȱȢ )Î ÁÎ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔ 
any perceived wrong, I bowed my head and smiled. This seemed to do 
the trick as the old man then returned to his work. With lack of anything 
else to do, I took notice of the man sitting in the old chair. His hair was 
already neatly cropped. He was doing that which only military men do; 
get a haircut when one is not needed. I was amazed at his tall muscular 
body. Instantly I thought of the French influence, for his physique was 
that much out of place. I turned my eyes away as he returned my stare; 
first, he looked not at my face but rather the M-14 lying across my lap, 
and then I would feel the condescending stare of contempt. I returned it, 
as if in the full measure of a Marine Corps trained requirement. I 
concluded that I was dealing with a high ranking government official 
who believed his station in life to be above that of a commoner. When 
the haircut was done no payment was given. Then my turn came, I felt 
that by paying first, I could one up the son of a bitch. The offer was made 
and quickly accepted. 
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 As I cautiously slid into the old chair, I looked up to catch a parting 
glimpse of my predecessor as he exited into the street. It is at this time 
that the old man did so walk around to the front of the chair, look me in 
the face, and utter a most remarkable thing. 
Ȱ(Å 6#ȟ ÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ρπȢȱ 
What a fucking war! 
Disgusted, I took my new haircut, new boots and strong thirst and 
walked back to the beach.  
 

 
My last cultural comparison, or lack thereof, centers on a lesson I failed 
to learn. Operating on the principal that one should never be bitten by 
the same dog twice, I had to this point remained intact and healthy. I 
had been given the gift of a lesson, the pain of which was suffered by 
another. This being the easiest form of learning; it is also the first to be 
forgotten. When it comes to lessons, one must feel the sting to avoid the 
bee. Fate would teach me a lesson through the pain of another, but a 
small pair of petite breasts would cause amnesia.  
 
One thing about the Corps, when they separated you from yours and 
they took you away, they told no one where you went. To inquire about 
a relocated comrade was to meet the full definition of that classic but 
ÆÕÔÉÌÅ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÐÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ȰÐÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄȢȱ 4ÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÆÁÃÅ 
disappeared it was stricken from the mind. As such I cannot be held 
responsible for a failure on this very subject, six months after the fact. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȩȱ 
I turned to behold a stranger, who somehow had gained the knowledge 
of my name. He was a Marine, so I would hold my tongue. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅÓ ɕɕɕɕɕɕɕɕɕȟ ÓÉØ ÍÏÎÔhs ago I went on my first patrol with you. 
7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÁÔ ÁÎ !26. ÏÕÔÐÏÓÔȟ ) ÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÏÏÄȦȱ 
Bingo, at the same time that we exchanged false acknowledgements the 
space between my ears began to recall related facts. On his first patrol 
and in an attempt to bond, he did so sit and break bread with them. 
Then he disappeared. In his own drawn out time, he would tell me the 
story; for six months he would be held captive within the bowels of the 
U.S.S. Hope (hospital ship) while a team of doctors tried to figure out 
what type of creatures were eating at his intestines from the inside out. 
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Now that was the lesson, and I should have paid attention. But I would 
listen in greater detail to the tales of air conditioning and round eyed 
nurses. 
 
This journey was the same as ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
remember the reason. I had arrived at the village with an intention I 
ÍÏÓÔ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÉÓÈ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÙ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÍÅÎÔÁÌÌÙ 
recorded until she bent over. She did so in the act of thrusting a bowl of 
soup across an empty table. The purpose of her action was to offer the 
product for my inspection and consideration to purchase. The issue was 
not the soup, but rather the fact that her blouse was loose fitting and I 
had stared too long. Embarrassed, I felt compelled to purchase that 
which was offered. Now, it crossed my mind that I should not be doing 
that which I was, but one glance at the soup and I had changed my mind. 
Being Polish born and Swedish adopted I recognized a dumpling when I 
saw one. And in the center of this soup bowl was a large dumpling. So I 
paid, sat down, and began to slurp. As I was going to save the dumpling 
for last, I continued to slurp. With the passage of time and a detailed 
examination, I came to the conclusion that what I had first thought was 
now wrong; it was not a dumpling after all. I ceased my slurping. My 
questions were answered in Vietnamese thus my knowledge remained 
void of the basic fact. Finally, due do to the inability to communicate, she 
threw her arms up into the air as she uttered a single word. 
Ȱ-ÅÏ×Ȣȱ 
I paid twice, as I managed to leave with my dignity intact, for that was 
ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ) ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÌÉÃÁÃÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ȰÃÁÔ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÓÏÕÐȢȱ 
 

 
 
It was March and due to the arrival of the rest of the battalion, the 
number of tents had ÑÕÁÄÒÕÐÌÅÄȢ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇȟ ÓÔÉÃËÉÎÇ 
my nose into the new canvas rooms. I should have stayed out, but it was 
the only one with a new wooden floor. Upon entering, it became easy to 
distinguish various compartments, like small rooms. The front had filing 
cabinets and two desks one of which was occupied by a real live Recon 
clerk. I know this because he was sitting behind a typewriter. Behind 
him hung a curtain that obstructed clear passage to the rear of the tent. 
It is from this rear area that I now heard a deep bellowing voice. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
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) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÅÒË ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÐÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÔÌÙ ÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ Ȱ#ÏÌÏÎÅÌȢȱ 
With that utterance I would execute an about-face and hurry out the 
door. When a Colonel yells at a General it is no place for a Lance 
Corporal! I remember an internal smile as I walked down the hill. This 
ÎÅ× #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÁÓ ȰÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÓ ÏÆ ÙÅÔ 
uneducated. In time I would realize that Almighty God had given me a 
great gift. For Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÐÅÒÉÏÄ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟȱ 
and of nothing am I more proud! When everyone now examines the past 
facts, they become amazed at our accomplishments. They wonder how it 
was that we did such things. I say to you that the answer is simple, for 
×Å ×ÅÒÅ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȱȢ /Æ ÈÉÍȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÐÅÎ ÍÁÎÙ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟ ) ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅȢ 
It is a tale of a dead man in a tree, a dead man who was lucky enough to 
ÂÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ  
 
Now Colonel J. L. Sullivan was old Corps. He cut his teeth in World War 
II and Korea. His combat record was such that it demanded respect from 
all Marines, at all ranks. He lived by many warrior codes, none stronger 
then the one that demanded; Marines never leave their dead! Whatever 
had to be done would be done and that meant people would die, but as a 
Marine he understood and lived with death. When Marines died, they 
were still Marines and they had to be treated that way. They had to 
know that they would never be left alone. It was an old Corps thing! 
 
To him, the death of a Marine was to be avoided at all cost. Not all 
commanders felt that way. When the mission was done, he would 
ÄÅÍÁÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ȰÇÅÔ ÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÕÔȢȱ -ÁÎÙ Á 
general would prefer to leave us for bait. When the risk was stupid or 
unnecesÓÁÒÙ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ȰÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ 3ÕÐÅÒÆÉÃÉÁÌ 
things that meant so much to other high ranking officers meant nothing 
to him. His men were of paramount importance, even to the detriment 
of his own career. Reader, I ask you, what degree of loyalty would such 
actions generate?  
 
It was a terrible day for Charlie Company. The North Vietnamese had 
ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÈÏÌÄ ÏÆ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÇÏ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ 
blood all over the jungle. For those assholes who keep score, we won 
again. After taking the first hit, we rolled back and did them in. But there 
were dead and dying, not all of which were on the ground.  
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It was a day of many medals, one earned by a radioman who gave his 
life establishing contact with those who would rescue. Unable to 
connect from the ground, he would climb an exposed tree. After saving 
everyone, he would die. Those on the ground had to flee. They could not 
be faulted for leaving one in the tree.  
 
Those that shared the tent said that his decision process was short lived. 
In his mind he saw what had to be done. To send a Recon team for the 
body would risk too much. No one except those who knew him would 
guess his solution. I would have purchased a very expensive ticket to 
watch the expression on the faces of those North Vietnamese who must 
have beheld the sight with great respect and awe. For within their field 
of vision came a Huey, a helicopter that searched from tree to tree. 
When it found that which it sought, it stopped and hovered over a dead 
man, slumped in a tree. A rope was tossed out the open hatch and an old 
man began to rappel. The Colonel would descend until he could wrap 
his arms around the body and carry the dead Marine home. People who 
do not understand will ask, why? And I say to you, he would allow none 
ÏÆ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȱ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÁÌÏÎe! 
 
If Colonel Sullivan is not buried within the confines of Arlington 
National Cemetery, then a grave miscarriage of justice has been 
perpetrated. For on judgment day, when all will rise, he must be allowed 
ÔÏ ÒÉÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȱ (Å ÍÕÓÔ ÁÒÉÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ patriots.  
 
*************************************************************   
 
It is with great difficulty that I engage this subject. My love for the 
Marine Corps tells me that I should let this sleeping dog lie, but the 
voices of 241 dead comrades drives me on. The first fact that I must 
record is that I stand alone. Among my peers there is disagreement, and 
all did not see that which I saw. The second fact presented is the copying 
of words of which I had no authorship. These words are taken from the 
Summary of the Long Commission Report of the Beirut Bombing: 
Ȱ0ÒÅ-attack security was found to be neither commensurate with the 
threat level nor sufficient to preclude the disaster.  
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The MAU (Marine Amphibious Unit) and BLT (Battalion Landing Team) 
commanders were faulted for the insufficient pre-attack security, and 
the commission recommended that the Security of Defense take 
appropriate administrative or disciplinary action against them.  
 
)Æ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ 3ÕÌÌÉÖÁÎ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ ȰÐÅÏÐÌÅȱ ÁÎÄ 3ÅÒÇÅÁÎÔ (Ï×ÁÒÄ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ 
Ȱ)ÎÄÉÁÎÓȟȱ ÔÈÅÎ ÍÙ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÒÉÃË ×ÁÌÌȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÉÓ 
a fact, and you must know that to the Corps, this is not a fault. After 
much thought I have concluded that this camaraderie (possessed by the 
Colonel and Sergeant) is almost always born of combat. The many field 
grade officers who do not possess it (or have it only on paper) seem to 
resent it, and as such they tend to fall back on the rule book. When the 
chain of command is rigid, the lack of personal respect is in direct 
proportion to the degree of rigidity.  When a fighting force possesses 
respect then that fighting force is at its optimum. In the military, the 
body politic can function without respect. Understand this; the respect I 
discuss is not that of enlisted to officer but rather officer to enlisted.     
 
My company commander would receive his Battalion; I know nothing of 
his seventeen year climb to Colonel, and I was amazed to be informed of 
the connection. October 23, 1983 would find him in command of 1/8 
(1st Battalion, Eighth Marine Regiment) and within the confines of a 
reinforced concrete building that would henceforth and forever be 
known as Marine Barracks Beirut. 
 
It was a time of innocence, a time when only a Jew knew the meaning of 
the word Hezbollah. The United States of America was at war, but we 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÙÅÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÔÉÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÓÅÒÖÁÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓ 
could execute an act of terror by killing 241 defenders of freedom, and 
shock would be our first response. The Modus operandi is now so 
common that all I need say is truck, 5000 pounds of explosives and 
building, then instantly you grasp all the pertinent details.  
 
I have no animosity towards this man, for in fact I do not know him. 
During an extended period of time, he commanded a small sized 
company in which I was a member. I remember only aloofness and no 
contact, not even during times of death. Again understand; by leading in 
such a way, he violated no rule or regulation. In fact during my service, 
leadership of his type would be the norm. 
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 Colonel Sullivan and Captain Kings style of leadership was unique and 
quite possibly detrimental to their careers. But it was also obvious that 
paramount in all the decisions that these two men made was the safety 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÐÅÏÐÌÅȱȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÍÁke the tough 
decisions that the Marine Corps required of them. But the thought 
process never wandered far from the life and death responsibility they 
ÈÁÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÐÅÏÐÌÅȢȱ )Ô ÉÓ ÍÙ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÁÎ ɉÍÙ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ 
Company Commander) had no such commitment. And once informed of 
ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ) ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȟ ÉÆ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ȰÈÉÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟȱ 
how far would the perimeter have been away from the building? How 
well would it have been manned? Would he have thought more of the 
threat? Only the Creator knows and perhaps I have done a great wrong, 
but how many times is your first impression right? Maybe all of this is 
best not mentioned, but I have recorded my thoughts because those 241 
Marines and Sailors were fathers, brothers and sons who had mothers, 
sisters and daughters. Semper Fi. 
 
 

 
 
 
Being a present resident of Florida, I recognize a world class beach 
when I see one. Chu Lai was a world class beach. The private beach in 
question was equal in length to our Battalion area. Great moments of 
recreation and grab ass took place on this perceived haven of pure 
white sand and pounding surf. But as if cursed by the God of War, here 
too there was death and maiming. It was as if we defiled Mother Nature, 
and as such there would be a price to pay. To this pristine area of peace 
and tranquility we brought gunfire and explosions. This beach was our 
testing ground. It was here that our weapons were checked for the 
retention of their mechanical ability to kill. It was here that because of 
our violation of this sanctuary, we would bleed and we would die. 
 
 Post trauma consensus would identify him as a farm boy from 
!ÍÅÒÉÃÁȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔÌÁÎÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÅ×ÅÒ ÄÁÙÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÔÅÎÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ 
hand. I can only speculate as to his feelings, but apprehension must have 
been present as his environment was new, his comrades were unknown 
and he had yet to earn his rite of passage with his first patrol. 
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 His last days on this earth were met with silence and indifference, and 
that is the sin of it! He too had been shanghaied, thus his swimming 
skills were most probably quite rudimentary.As one who had done the 
same, I knew that he had been forced off a high diving board into a pool, 
while burdened with all the gear of an infantryman. For the Corps had 
seen that we had all done that. But he would learn that when it came to 
sucking, saltwater was different then chlorine! For when it came to his 
aquatic skills the cause of the incident was also the point of the problem. 
He would tell all those that would listen that this was his first ocean, and 
he was going to put his feet in it.  
 
Some would say that they saw him wading, ankle deep in the surf. 
Others like me could not remember. Afterwards, I would apologize to 
God for not knowing this farm boy. One thing we all knew; it was alone 
that he traveled to the beach. The rest is speculation but understanding 
the situation of that day, this speculation tightly hugs fact. It was a day 
of high surf and a bitch of an undertow. For this nameless boy, ankle 
deep soon became waist deep and feet planted firmly in the sand soon 
became tip-toes bouncing for contact. Arms would paddle before they 
would thrash and a deadly mistake would be made. He would fight this 
strong current perpendicular, not parallel, as was needed. First, there 
would be silence; he would handle this himself, for he would be 
embarrassed to draw the attention of all the others. Then caution would 
turn to panic as the currents pull was stronger then his resistance. 
Finally, he would do that which should have been done before, he would 
scream! The primal plea for help would stop the grab-ass, freeze the 
motion and cause the swimmers to converge on its point of origin. 
Death would not be denied as all things accomplished required too 
much time. The submerged corpse was not brought to the shore but 
rather it was passed from hand to hand. Once on land all attempts were 
handicapped by the knowledge of the day. CPR was yet to be, and the 
method of the time was compression on the lungs, then pulling up on 
the folded arms. Inadequacy was followed by futility and death was 
close behind. Even the finality of it would give birth to a question, as all 
those present would swear that he returned, just long enough to smile. 
And deep within my soul I would wonder did he let go, or was he taken? 
Forgive me, for I do not know his name, but it can be found engraved 
upon the sacred wall of granite.  
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The irony of combat is that those who practice to kill and maim, while in 
the act of training, sometimes kill and maim themselves. Some would 
call that justice. Those who handle instruments of death must exhibit 
extreme caution; else the unforgiving God of War will most positively 
extract his piece of meat. Following is a true tale of such a bite: 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÇÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÕÐȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ 
time on our technique of ambush response. Knock it off, pay attention. 
7ÅȭÌÌ ÆÏÒÍ Á ÃÏÌÕÍÎ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÕÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÙÅÌÌ !-"53(Ȧ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ 
ÐÉÖÏÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÔÁÒÇÅÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÏØȢȱ 
With that he pointed to a large cardboard box about fifty feet to our 
front. I smiled, I knew it was stupid, but I liked squeezing off rounds. 
Besides the box was huge, I could hit this thing. Soon we would all learn 
that cardboard boxes shoot back! 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÆÏÒÍ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏÌÕÍÎ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
After a pause came the command of execution. 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÏÕÔȦȱ 
As soon as we began to move forward I disengaged the safety on my 
rifle and made sure the selector was on auto. I realized that I was 
cheating, but I made up my mind that I was going to be the first to kill 
that box! 
Ȱ!-"53(Ȣȱ 
He telegraphed his command and as such I was already in motion. While 
the others completed their pivot, I placed the butt end of my rifle in the 
socket that connects my left leg to my trunk. While my right hand was 
holding the rifle down my left hand was squeezing off twenty. I 
purposely aimed left and low, so that I could see some results. My last 
few rounds struck high and right, such was the M-14. Then the box blew 
up! I mean shredded cardboard flew in all directions. I doubt that a box 
has ever been so thoroughly killed.  It is with this explosion that all fun 
and games stopped. It got intense and serious when somebody yelled: 
Ȱ#/203-!.Ȣȱ 
My god, one of us was down!  
Although everything appeared to be happening at the speed of light, 
adrenaline gave me the gift of mental slow-motion. I saw the looks of 
concern on their faces as those who knew what had happened, ran right 
towards me. I remember wanting to say: 
Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
As they blew right by me. 
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While turning my head to follow their movement, it was then that I saw 
him. Like a rag doll he was slumped over in the sand, already white from 
shock and still holding his M-79. 
 
Now the M-79 fires a single 40mm round that has a killing radius of five 
meters and a casualty radius of fifteen meters. (Its designed purpose 
was to fire over an elevated obstacle). To protect the shooter, this round 
will travel more then fifteen meters before detonation. The safety 
mechanism is internal and will be engaged after firing. It will count the 
rotations of the projectile and detonate it after it has traveled the 
prescribed distance. This particular piece of American made ordnance 
was definitely out of tolerance. 
 
$ÏÃȭÓ ÃÁÌÍ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÕÉÄÅ ÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȢ 
Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÌÁÙ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ Á ÌÏÏËȢȱ 
Then barely above a whisper, he would instruct the radioman: 
Ȱ#ÁÌÌ Á ÍÅÄ-ÅÖÁÃȠ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÓÕÃËÉÎÇ ÃÈÅÓÔ ×ÏÕÎÄȢȱ 
It was an act of ignorance resulting from poor supervision that sent 
shrapnel back to its point of origin, puncturing the shooters lungs. Thus 
it was that the second resident of my tent would earn a free cruise 
around the South China Sea, aboard the good ship U.S.S. Hope. Both 
Marines would return in time to torment me with tales of air 
conditioning and round eyed nurses! 
 

 
We called them by another name, but to me they will always be the 
mountain people. I thoroughly enjoyed the few opportunities I had to go 
ȰÈÉÇÈȱ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔȢ  
They had the skill and ability to get close enough to their enemy to 
reach out and touch them. This is something for me that would happen 
only by accident. As a group they had no love for the North Vietnamese 
and would kill them at the drop of a hat. They were powerful regional 
allies whom at the end we double-crossed and deserted. Not only did 
they allow us to trespass on their mountain trails but they went to great 
length to show us the best vantage-points for our observation posts. 
While we were busy watching the valley, they were watching our backs. 
And I am here to tell you that when they watched your back, you could 
sleep at night.  
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) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÆÕÔÉÌÅȟȱ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 
excuse that I process, for I once wronged these people, and to blame the 
Ȱ0ÌÁÙÂÏÙȱ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÃÅ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÕÓÅ Æor the incident (while I 
was operating as a guest within their culture), is truly the height of 
ignorance. But reader, be duly informed that this wrong was quickly 
righted and the correction in and of itself would in the end, strengthen 
the ties that bound.  
 
In its time it was cutting edge. Its optical prowess was such that to look 
through its glass lenses would bring very distant objects up close and 
ÉÎÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌ ÆÏÃÕÓȢ 7Å ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ȰÓÃÏÐÅȱ ÔÏ ÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
enemy. Once found we could accurately bring death and maiming down 
upon their heads and do so at such a distance, that the victims were 
unable to locate the cause of their grief. I would bear witness to their 
running in literal circles as their point of exposure was unknown; 
therefore they knew not where to hide. The use of such equipment 
coupled with a basic map reading and radio skill would in the end, I 
believe, kill more of the enemy then any other single action. It is for this 
reason that we were allowed to live and trespass within the area ruled 
by the mountain people.  
 
All grab-ass begins with boredom. And so it was that my boredom had 
reached such a degree that I would initiate grab-ass without the 
foundation of thought. With nothing to kill but time I would pull my eyes 
away from the glass and begin to scan the landscape. The activity that 
would halt my inquisitive scan would be that of women working in the 
community garden. The question of their degree of being clothed could 
be answered only by the magic glass.  With a high degree of motivation, 
I swung the scope until a voyeuristic stare would confirm coverage 
below the waist only. In fact, a certain degree of magnification would fill 
the complete frame with the entire mound of fatty tissue. Focus was 
made easy when one concentrated on that mass of flesh that protruded 
from the mound like Devils Tower. There was one among them who had 
truly received a personal gift from Mother Nature. For if these body 
parts were used for their intended purpose this petite woman would 
have the ability to feed all the infants within the entire village. It is here 
where the glass stopped and parked. I do not know whether it was my 
hanging tongue or the rapid movement of my chest, but little time 
passed before my activity was discovered. 
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  Now the Lieutenant was pissed. When he addressed you by your last 
name, that meant that it was official. 
Ȱ2ÏÓÅÎÄÁÈÌȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 
7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÏÏÌȟ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ 
a fool! 
Ȱ3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÕÓÔÏÍÓȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ 
ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÔÒÉÂÁÌ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȦ !ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÅÎÄÓȦȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅ ÁÙÅ ÓÉÒȦȱ 
What I had done must be undone, but how?  
 
It was tantamount to an ambush. First I identified my target, and then I 
waited. There was an open area and I prayed for him to cross it. My wait 
was not long, as I noticed his route; I rapidly arose and walked straight 
towards him.  
Once I reached the point in which I could see the concern within his 
eyes, I quickly straightened up and rendered a hand salute that would 
have brought a smile to Sergeant Skinnys face. As his chest swelled with 
pride, I knew that all I needed was one observer to pass the word and all 
would know who was subordinate and submissive to the other. But 
forgive me, for as I was holding that salute I was thinking sir, your 
ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÁÓ Á ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ ȣȣȣȢȢ 
 

 
7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÏÕÔÆÉÔ ×ÈÏÓÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÕÎÉÑÕÅ ÙÏÕ 
sometimes draw a very short straw. If uniqueness is unique then short 
is really short! All that was required was for someone of importance to 
need the answer to a stupid question. Like; how much explosion is in a 
B-υς ÂÏÍÂÉÎÇ ÒÁÉÄȟ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÕÎÉÑÕÅȦ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ !ÒÃÈÌÉÇÈÔ 
strikes and their influence upon the Vietnamese landscape exceeded 
that of 2000 volcanos. But still, data was needed, so they would send 
Recon with a ruler. I stood in the middle of these craters with my hands 
raised, so the hole could be measured, but no one tested the soil. I paced 
off the distance between these holes, but no one remembers the wind on 
that day. These areas are extremely easy to find, just travel through the 
dense triple canopy jungle until there is no more, and you have arrived. 
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I once saw a crater occupied by two human skeletons, so intact that they 
looked as if they had just been removed from the hook in Biology class. 
From then until now, I still have no solution for that mystery. Today, I 
can look at my television and see my nation use this weapon system 
upon its enemies. Knowing that which I know, I cry, as I pray for their 
souls. 
 
**********************************************************  
 
If humor is now needed, then I give you the short of the short. The 
mission was called by its function; prisoner snatch. Such a title does 
conjure up only fearful images. For the truth of it was but the opposite, 
as in its structure there was a fatal flaw. Soon the snatchers would learn 
that once the snatched was secured then extraction was a must. For a 
very brief period of time the Marine Corps would allow this 
idiosyncrasy to be the cause of one day patrols as well as the 
incarceration of many a farmer. For the quicker the snatch, the faster 
the return, and it is in this mode that I have been kicked in the balls and 
bitten by struggling old men, whose first reaction was always to piss. 
 

 
Of all the enemy I would see or imagine, I would fear her the most. 
Fortune would smile on me when I would only meet her kind once. The 
brief eye to eye exchange would benefit only her as my glance would 
cause her to see only fear. At the time of our vision lock I did not know 
what she knew. For me it was a look of inquisitiveness, for her an 
acknowledgement of death. Still in her recognized last moment I saw the 
haunting look of total contempt. And I did fear her and that which she 
did believe, this unarmed peasant woman.  
 
The records seem to point at that which we called Operation Double 
Eagle. The mission was that of perimeter guard for an ARVIN mobile 
headquarters. After digging in, someone had strung barbed-wire across 
an area to our front. This wire then separated us from a large open field. 
Her only mistake was to walk the wire twice, once in each direction. In 
such a way, things are measured. A pointed rifle would hold her at bay 
as quickly they would pounce and submission would be her only option. 
Two who specialized in the art of interrogation would drag her limp 
body from the wire to the tent.  
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Within this route our paths would intersect and ours eyes would meet 
as a young man would learn a powerful lesson about a people and the 
degree of their convictions. She entered the tent breathing but would 
exit dead. From within the canvas walls there was a high degree of 
Vietnamese gibberish, but never a cry! I heard flesh strike flesh, but 
never a whimper! Of her survival I was always assured, for there was 
never a scream! I ask you, how strong are the convictions that would 
allow one to die in silence? And once these convictions are recognized, 
should you not fear this cause? A startling fact becomes a simple fact; 
among these people, this conviction was not so unique!  
 
 

 
 
I give you a tale of mass murder, perpetrated by a country against its 
own defenders. I give you a tale of government fraud, corporate greed 
and cover up so intense that all involved must assist each other in 
denying culpability. I give you the tale of the M-16 (or AR-15 depending 
on the stage of the cover up). The government has changed numbers, 
letters and designating models so often, that to the layman the trail 
becomes difficult to follow. It is best understood if one can visualize a 
ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÔÒÅÅȢ )Æ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ )ÎÆÁÎÔÒÙ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÅÒ ÂÒÁÎÃÈ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔÓ 
root branch is a rifle that was invented in the early stages of the 
Vietnam War, and for a brief period of time this weapon was called the 
AR-15. The AR-15 soon became the M-16; both rifles were identical, 
with one major exception. That particular model of the M-16 had what I 
will call an extraction handle, protruding out the rear of the weapon. By 
placing your forefinger on one side and your middle finger on the other 
side, and pulling straight back, this device would extract a jammed 
round from the chamber. It is this extractor that was bought and paid 
for with the lives of scores of Soldiers and Marines. Reader, be aware of 
this terrible fact; U.S. serviceman were shot to death by their enemy 
while they were struggling to clear their jammed rifles! 
 
 With such a horrendous thing happening, fingers were pointed in every 
direction, except in the mirror. The first and stupidest accusation was 
that the weapon was not cleaned properly! When you kill your own kind 
I suppose you have to say something.  
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This critic was implying that in a muddy jungle, and in the middle of a 
fire fight, one should stop and clean ones rifle. Such an impractical 
request was never necessary with the M-1 or M-14 (the predecessors to 
the AR-15/M -16). There are those who would blame the Department of 
$ÅÆÅÎÓÅ ÁÓ 2ÏÂÅÒÔ -Ã.ÁÍÁÒÁȭÓ ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔÁÎÔÓ ÃÏÎÃÌÕÄÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ !2-ρυȭÓ 
chamber need not be coated with a previously used metal that would 
reduce heat expansion. Then a finger was also pointed at the 
ammunition company, as some would say; too many grains of powder 
were in the shell. Although when the count was reduced, so was the 
bullets killing power. The accusations would become closer to the fact 
when the Army was faulted for inadequate testing and rushing the 
ÓÙÓÔÅÍ ÉÎÔÏ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÁÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ȰÏÌÄ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȱȟ ÁÎÄ ) 
truly believe that the responsibility rest squarely upon the shoulders of 
whoever had affixed their name to the product! And to you sir, I hope 
your soul rots in Hell. 
 
Before I can make a statement of truth I must place all my facts in a row. 
It is necessary that you, the reader, know that in November 1966, 
Charlie Company First Reconnaissance Battalion, First Marine Division 
relocated to Camp Reasoner, DaNang, Vietnam. (This move enabled 
4ÈÉÒÄ 2ÅÃÏÎ "ÎȢ ÔÏ ÒÅÌÏÃÁÔÅ ÎÏÒÔÈ ÔÏ Ȱ*ÏÈÎ 7ÁÙÎÅ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙȱɊȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÍÏÖÅ 
was unique, for everyone except me, as I had been here before. In fact, 
fate would put my skinny butt into the same tent that I had spent my 
first night in country. Talk about traveling full circle. I make this point of 
reference so that you might understand me when I say that I do not 
remember if what I am about to describe took place on trip one or trip 
two. But I know it to be DaNang, for the rifle range in question was 
carved out of a red soiled hill. And the only place we lived among the 
hills was DaNang.  
 
The trip for us was a forced ride aboard a truck, which ended at a rifle 
range. As we disembarked we would follow instructions to stack our M-
ρτȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÍ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ ÌÉÎÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄ 
test fire various automatic weapons. I would spend the next few hours 
paired up with an automatic rifle made in England. I have forgotten its 
name but remember that it was a hell of a fine weapon. 
 
 Those on both sides of me were to test a rifle which to me looked like a 
ÔÏÙȢ )Î ÆÁÃÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÁÓ Á Ȱ-ÁÔÔÅÌ 2ÉÆÌÅȢȱ  
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It was made of plastic and although it had a locking nut for one it looked 
as if it was incapable of holding a bayonet. As an observer it became 
obvious to me that not only was this rifle light in weight but it did not 
climb up and to the right when fired in full automatic. Then what 
happened next should have been one of those definitive moments in life 
when one stands still and screams until someone stops and pays 
attention. But, as no one recognized this moment for what it really was, 
nothing was done. Besides, who would have stopped that which was 
already in motion, just to listen to us? Absolutely nobody! At more then 
one location along the firing line Marines began to curse, as the hotter 
this AR-15 got, the more it began to jam. This was a precursor to what 
would take place in combat. And as the weapon would jam, Americans 
would die! With the help of those who shared the guilt, the manufacture 
would be able to escape accountability, as no one kept statistics on the 
+)!ȭÓ ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓȢ .ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÄÒÅÁÍÅÄ 
that this piece of junk would be immediately issued to the Infantry. That 
day, I recall at least one Marine turning his AR-15 back in with the 
simple statement: 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËȦȱ  
Curiosity would cause me to pick up one of these perceived toys and 
examine it. I distinctly remember the name stamped into its metal 
ÆÒÁÍÅȢ #ÌÅÁÒÌÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÓÁÉÄ Ȱ#/,4Ȣȱ !Ó ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ M-16, there is 
a reason I know so little about its future development, for after that day 
on the range, I refused to carry that piece of shit! 
 

 
The DaNang of day one was vastly different from the DaNang of trip 
two. Among other things, it was now the home of the largest beer dump 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÃÉÔÙ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ -ÁÒÉÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ 
ÂÅ ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÁÓ ÁÎÙȢ 7ÈÅÎ 
Americans went to war they sure did it in style. In less then one year we 
went from warm powered milk to the biggest beer dump in the world. 
Retracing my original trip from the air base I now passed the largest PX 
(Post Exchange) I would ever shop in, a PX so unique that one could 
purchase a new car. Just go in and sign up for the program. Money 
would automatically be removed from your pay during your year in 
country. When you returned to the world, your new car would be 
waiting for you. 
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 No one would explain to me what happened to your money and car 
when you became one of the numbers of the weekly lottery. I guess the 
program was for non-combatants! But among all things unique, there 
×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÓÈÅÄȢȱ *ÕÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 0ÏÓÔ %ØÃÈÁÎÇÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ 
building operated by the Red Cross. When one entered this 
establishment one could sit in air conditioning, read the latest 
magazines while eating donuts and shipping Kool-!ÉÄȢ )Æ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
amazing enough, there were also two young American girls who would 
sit down and talk to you. Inevitability became logical when these two 
young ladies were sent home early. It was also rumored that these 
round eyed woman left Vietnam independently wealthily. And it had 
nothing to do with donuts and Kool-Aid! 
 
*************************************************************  
 
It is this city that the Vietnamese call DaNang in which the prodigal son 
would return to prepare himself for his journey home.  It is this city that 
the Vietnamese call DaNang in which the final pillars of my youth and 
innocence would come crashing down. For it was here that I found true 
fear. Fear that for the first time I could not control. As usual, fear began 
with bellicose bravado which begot braying utterances. For you see, 
among all others, only I had been here before. Therefore, I held the 
information that all others sought. And as such I possessed in the palm 
of my hand a uniquely attentive audience. But conceit is truly a two-
edged sword as the uniqueness of my knowledge signifies that all who 
were with me at the beginning are now gone! Recognizing the fact that 
ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÌÁÓÔ ÍÁÎ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȱ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ Á ÃÏ×ÁÒÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á 
chicken-shit. Oh, there would be others, Whitney would extend his tour 
and Fish would do multiple tours but it was still a fact that at that 
precise moment no one in First Recon had more bush time then yours 
truly. You see, it always becomes an equation of simple mathematics as 
ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÐÒÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ 
find yourself alone and there is no other guy! Think about it. But before 
this gut-check would hijack my soul, life would teach another lesson. 
One more time would I walk to the edge of the abyss and leap for life. 
This time those that would seek my death were members of my own 
brotherhood! For me, it would be a fitting end to all that had taken place 
within that area I called Chu Lai.  
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MY RIFLE 

 
 
 
This is my rifle. There are many like it, but this one is MINE. My rifle is 
my best friend. It is my life. I must master it as I master my life. My rifle 
without me is useless. Without my rifle, I am useless. I must fire my rifle 
true. I must shoot straighter then my enemy who is trying to kill me. I 
ÍÕÓÔ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÈÉÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÏÔÓ ÍÅȢ ) ×ÉÌÌȣȢȢ -Ù ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ËÎÏ× 
that what counts in war is not the rounds we fire, the noise of our 
bursts, nor the smoke we make. We know it is the hits that count. We 
×ÉÌÌ ÈÉÔȣȢȢ -Ù ÒÉÆÌÅ ÉÓ ÈÕÍÁÎȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÓ )ȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȢ 4ÈÕÓȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ 
learn it as a brother. I will learn its weaknesses, its strengths, its parts, 
its accessories, its sights, and its barrel. I will ever guard it against the 
ravages of weather and damage. I will keep my rifle clean and ready, 
even as I am clean and ready. We will become part of each other. We 
×ÉÌÌȣȢȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ 'ÏÄ ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÒÅÅÄȢ -Ù ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ 
defenders of my country. We are the masters of our enemy. We are the 
saviors of my life. So be it, until there is no enemy, but PEACE.  
 
 
 
 

Marine Rifle Creed 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 260 

DECLASSIFIED 
 
 

DAILY SUMMARY OF SIGNIFICANT EVENTS 
 

1 September 1966 
 
(With the exception of the first entry the author has removed all 
references that do not pertain to the 3rd Platoon C. Company 1st Recon 
Battalion). 
 
1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company and one security 
squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ$ȱ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÒÁÄÉÏ-relay 
on Hill 707 vicinity BS 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
 

2 September 1966 
 

1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company continue to maintain 
radio-relay on Hill 707 BS 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
One security squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ$ȱ ×ÁÓ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÔ 
020630H after 120 hours of providing security and maintaining OP 
(observation post) on Hill 707 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
One security squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ 
020630H to provide security of Hill 707 and maintain surveillance of 
surrounding area. 
 
8. 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÓÑÕÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ πςρτππ( 
to establish OP at AN HOA vicinity of BS 474864 and maintain 
surveillance of surrounding area. 
 

3 September 1966 
 

1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company and one security 
squad from 3rd ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÒÁÄÉÏ-relay 
on Hill 707 vicinity BS 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
 
6. 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÓÑÕÁÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ /0 ÁÔ 
AN HOA vicinity of BS 474864  
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4 September 1966 

 
1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company and one security 
squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÒÁÄÉÏ-relay 
on Hill 707 vicinity 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area.  
 
7. 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÓÑÕÁÄ continued to maintain OP 
at AN HOA vicinity of BS 474864 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
 
    ÁȢ πτπψσπ( ψ 6# ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÖÉÃÉÎÉÔÙ "3 υρρψωτȟ τ ÉÎ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ 
4 in camouflage, packs. Fire mission called. 3 KIA (confirmed), 2 KIA 
(probable). 
 

5 September 1966 
 

1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company and one security 
squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÒÁÄÉÏ-relay 
on Hill 707 vicinity BS 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
 
7. 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÓÑÕÁÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ /0 
at AN HOA vicinity of BS 474864, and surveillance of surrounding area. 
Artillery support 155mm guns. 
 
    a. 050912H 5 VC crossing river in sampan vicinity BS 490886, black 
0*ȭÓȢ &ÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÃÁlled 4 KIA (probable). 
 
     b. 051120H village chief reports two VC fixing sampan vicinity BS 
τωψωψφȟ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȢ &ÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ς 6# +)! ɉÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÅɊȟ ρ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÁÒÙ 
explosion, 1 house destroyed, 1 boat damaged.  
 

6 September 1966 
 
1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company and one security 
squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÒÁÄÉÏ-relay 
on Hill 707 vicinity BS 418998 and surveillance of surrounding area. 
 
     a. 061055H 5 VC possibly more trying to breach wire vicinity BS 
418998, "ÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÈÁÔÓȟ ÒÉÆÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÃËÓȢ 
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     b. 061130H 15 to 20 VC attempting to take position vicinity BS 
τρψωωψȟ "ÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÈÁÔÓȟ ÒÉÆÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÃËÓȢ 4ÁËÅÎ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÆÉÒÅȟ ς 6# 
KIA. There were four fire missions called but squad was unable to 
observe results. Air strikes were run between 061200H and 061530H 
ÒÅÓÕÌÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÒÅÅ 6# +)!ȭÓ ɉÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄɊ ÁÎÄ ς ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ 7)!ȭÓȢ &ÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ 
7)!ȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢ 4ÏÔÁÌ 6# ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄ +)!ȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ υȢ 2ÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ 
ÓÑÕÁÄ ÆÒÏÍ Ȱ#ȱ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ &ÉÒÓÔ "ÁÔÔÁÌÉÏÎ &ÉÆÔÈ -ÁÒÉÎÅ 2ÅÇÉÍÅÎt was 
landed at 061830H to help provide security during the night.  
 
10. 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÓÑÕÁÄ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ /0 
at AN HOA vicinity of BS 474864 and surveillance of surrounding area.  
 
      ÁȢ πφπψππ( φ 6# ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÉÖÅÒ "3 τωρψψφ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȢ &ÉÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ 
called, excellent effect, 1 KIA (confirmed) 5 KIA (probable), 1 secondary 
explosion. 
 
      ÂȢ πφρπυπ( χ 6# ÃÒÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÉÖÅÒ ÂÙ ÆÏÏÔ ÖÉÃÉÎÉÔÙ "3 τςσψψρȟ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓ 
coolie hats, equipment unknown, no fire mission.   
 
      ÃȢ πφρρςυ( ω 6# ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÒÅÅ ÌÉÎÅ ÖÉÃÉÎÉÔÙ "3 τςσψψρȟ ÂÌÁÃË 0*ȭÓȟ 
coolie hats, equipment unknown. Fire mission called, 1 VC KIA 
(confirmed), 1 VC KIA (probable). 
 
      d. 01230H 8 VC on trail vicinity BS 493843, blaÃË 0*ȭÓȟ ρ ÒÉÆÌÅȟ χ 
carrying supplies. Fire mission called, 1 VC KIA (confirmed) 4 VC KIA 
(probable). 
 

7 September 1966 
 

1. Two man radio-relay team from H&S Company continued to maintain 
radio-relay on Hill 707 vicinity BS 418998 and surveillance of 
surrounding area. 1 security squad from 3rd 0ÌÁÔÏÏÎ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ×ÁÓ 
extracted at 070630H after 120 hours of providing security and 
maintaining OP on Hill 707 and surveillance of surrounding area. Two 
sighting were made with a total of 15-20 VC reported. Four fire missions 
were called but unable to observe results. One air/HUEY strike was 
called resulting in 5 KBA (killed by aircraft) (confirmed). 3rd platoon 
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#ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ"ȱ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÓÅÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ πχπφσπ( ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÓÕÒÖÅÉÌÌÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ 
surrounding area. 
 

 
25 September 1966 

 
7. 3rd Platoon (-Ɋȟ #ÏÍÐÁÎÙ Ȱ#ȱ ×ÁÓ ÅØÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÔ ςυρρππ( ÁÆÔÅÒ σπ ÈÏÕÒÓ 
of preparing for the permanent extraction of radio-relay and 
surveillance of BS 418998 and the surrounding area. 
 
 

RADIO CALL SIGNS 
 

&ÉÒÓÔ 2ÅÃÏÎ "ÎȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒ 
1st Sq 3rd ÐÌÔȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢȢ"ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒ 
2ed sq 3rd ÐÌÔȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢ%ÙÅÌÅÔ 
-!' ςφ ɉ-ÁÒÉÎÅ !ÉÒ 'ÒÏÕÐ &ÉØÅÄ 7ÉÎÇɊȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢȢ"ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅ 
-!' σφ ɉ(ÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒɊȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢȢ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ 
26th -ÁÒȢ 2ÅÇȢɉ!ÒÔÉÌÌÅÒÙɊȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȣȢȢ#ÁËÅ 7ÁÌË 
 
 
 
 

DECLASSIFIED 
 

 
 
 
 

September was a busy month, this is but one of its stories: 
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Ȱ'//$ -/2.).' 6)%4.!-ȱȦȦȦȦ 
 
Ȱ4ÕÒÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÏÆÆȟ ÏÒ )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÔÓ Ï×ÎÅÒȦȭ 
With that, Charlie reached under his pillow and the new guy jumped like 
a cat. As quickly as it had come on, the alarm was turned off. But the 
damage had been done, as that loud obnoxious greeting signified 
precisely 0600. 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ ÉÔȦȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÁÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ you fucking crazy man, that shit will make you sick, believe me, I 
ËÎÏ×ȟ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȦȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÏȠ ) ÁÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ Ȱ#ȱ ÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÓÉÄÅÓ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÉÃËȦȱ 
Oh, if I could have perceived that which I was not allowed, I would have 
seen one of the four. Circumstances would dictate that some of the four 
horseman of the apocalypse were always invisibly amongst us, as I was 
American born I would never know famine or pestilence but the steed 
called death consistently pranced outside our tent flap. If I could have 
perceived that which I was not allowed, I would have seen the black 
rider and his mount called disease in amongst our cots. If I could 
perceive that which I was not allowed, I would have noted that upon its 
back, its ghostly rider would affix his glance to the cot occupied not by 
me, but rather that of the drafted Indian! Thus, if I could have perceived 
that which I was not allowed, I would have chosen different words. 
 
He chose now to speak again. He was the latest in a long line of 
replacements, and, as the newest member of our tent, he had yet to run 
the gauntlet of acceptance. Now the event of conversation would open 
the door of opportunity. Reality would cause the bond to be delayed as 
this one could swim, he was real Recon and not shanghaied or drafted. 
But the bond would form and the headwaters of its river were now.   
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÅÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÏÆ ÐÅÁÃÈÅÓȩȱ 
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He followed this utterance by extending his right index finger towards a 
single can within the crate that was my headboard. My response was 
quick and direct. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 
His answer was a deep and penetrating stare that revealed more 
knowledge then spoken. 
Now dressed, I grabbed my rifle and rose to exit. What permanent 
damage had this war done to me? I had just revealed that I had more 
respect for a dead animal then I did for a living, breathing human being! 
I knew that I would be forever incapable of killing one of Gods four-
legged creatures. But as for the two-legged version, it was not only an 
easy thing to do but one in which I had acquired a great deal of skill! I 
had also reached a point where the killing tool was my constant 
companion. I went nowhere or did nothing without my rifle. When I sat 
down to shit, on fully automatic, it would rest between my knees, when I 
ate it laid across my lap and when I slept, it also slept.  
 
After I had left my tent, a conversation took place. A conversation of 
which I would be informed of thirty seven years after the fact, a 
ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ Á ȰÎÅ× ÇÕÙȱ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȡ 
Ȱ! -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÕÒ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ ÉÓ ÃÒÁÚÙȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ 
been in the bush too long, said that he keeps that can of peaches for a 
ÄÅÁÄ ÃÁÔȦ )Ó ÈÅ ÃÒÁÚÙȩȱ 4Ï ×ÈÉÃÈ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȡ 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÏÆ ÐÅÁÃÈÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȩȱ 
 
A short-timer never does anything without a reason. When your time in 
country is coming to an end and your Playboy centerfold short-timer 
calendar is at least three quarters naked, it is then that one must devote 
more cautious thought to each and every action. HÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 
is either lying or demented. In the struggle for survival, one must 
recognize and grasp every gift that passes by disguised as a lesson. In a 
war information is critical for survival. My first gift on this subject was a 
lesson from ChÁÒÌÉÅȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÂÕÓÈȱ ×ÈÅÎ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ 
needed factual data, he merely went to the radio man, then sat down 
and listened. For it was a fact that to be out of ear shot of that exact 
location could leave one in total ignorance of all that was taking place. It 
was in this vein that I now risked my intestinal continuity, as powered 
milk and chipped beef on toast at 0630 was a threat to my rectal 
integrity.  
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 But the quest for critical information would justify all my actions. I had 
previously discovered that to go to chow with ones rifle and sit amongst 
the desk jockeys was to invoke a remarkable response. It was indeed a 
ritual for these non-combatants that three times a day all would gather 
at the mess tent for a communal meal. I was surprised that to a man 
they avoided c-rations. It would occur to me that perhaps no one had 
taken the time to teach them how to open a can! Rather I suspect that 
they recognized c-ÒÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÓ ȰÂÕÓÈȱ ÆÏÏÄȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÎÓÕÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ 
which they had no such right. But, for whatever reason, they would 
gather in the corner of the mess tent as if cows in the corner of a field. 
The key was to sit in the middle of the mass and make sure that they 
could instantly recognize you as a combat Marine. It would quickly 
become obvious that your presence would give them massive feelings of 
inadequacy; in such a state of mind their mouths would spew volumes 
of data, each one trying to prove that their personal knowledge was 
superior to the others.  All one had to do was listen. It was on this day 
and in this mode that I did so learn of a new Battalion Commander and 
the next two missions to be assigned, one of which would be ours! When 
it came time to leave, all one needed to do was grab ones rifle, stare off 
into the distance and slowly rock back and forth. Like Moses at the Red 
Sea, instantly a path would be cleared to the exit. My trail back to my 
tent was short and my steps were fast paced, for of all its residents, only 
I knew our next assignment.  
 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÏËÁÙȟ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÂÁÇÓ ÏÆ ÈÏÔ Ãhocolate and four cookies I tell you 
×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȢ )Æ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÕÍ-ÄÏÐÅ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÙ-back. And we 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÎÅ× #ÏÌÏÎÅÌȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
The value of my information dictated that there could be no bartering. 
And as such it would take a community effort to pay the levy. Once my 
price had been met, the word had been passed as both tents gathered 
into one.  
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÒÉÅÆÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ Ô×Ï ÐÁÔÒÏÌÓ ÕÎÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄȢ /ÎÅ 
is an OP at the ARVIN outpost in An Hoa, the other is a radio relay in the 
ÃÌÏÕÄÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÉÓ χπχȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÉÃÈ ÏÎÅ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÄÒÁ×ȟ ÂÕÔ 
ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÇÒÁÖÙȦȱ  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ #ÏÌÏÎÅÌȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÌÌÉÖÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ 
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Ȱ.Ï ÓÈÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÁÄȦȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ Á ȰÓÈÏÒÔ-ÔÉÍÅÒȱȟ ÓÏ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅÓÅ ÅÙÅÓȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÙÅÔȦȱ 
The realization of the truth within his statement begot silence, and I 
could do nothing but quietly walk away. 
 
Conformation was quick to follow as Top would stick his head into the 
tent and demand that the word be passed; at 1900 hours of the same 
day a meeting would be held in the briefing tent and please note: 
attendance would be mandatory. Depression overshadowed my 
thoughts as I realized our Sergeant Major had been faster then me! 
There existed a rule. Once informed of a patrol briefing; to leave the 
ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÁÒÅÁ ×ÁÓ ÐÕÎÉÓÈÁÂÌÅ ÂÙ Á ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎȭÓ ÍÁÓÔȢ -Ù ÓÏÌÕÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ 
request that which was unfair. 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÃÏÖÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ×ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅȢȱ  
Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 
As he waited, I realized that he deserved a better explanation. 
Ȱ%ÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÃÁËÅȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÉÍÅ 
ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÏÒÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÆÕÃË ÂÏÏËÓȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȦȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȱ 
Just as we began to part ways we were both engulfed by a powerful and 
very pungent odor. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅȟ ÎÏȟ ÉÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÑÕÁ 6ÅÌÖÁȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ from the new guy. Man, he must have showered in the shit, 
)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
With that we parted and I walked the length of the tent. As the Corporal, 
it was my responsibility to teach any new arrival about the bush. 
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Ȱ(ÅÙȟ -ȟÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ stuff. The gooks will smell you a mile 
Á×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ËÉÌÌ ÕÓ ÁÌÌȦȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȢ )ȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÅÁÒ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÔȟ ÉÔ ÓÔÉÎËÓ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ 
Casting my eyes to the base of his cot, I instantly realized that which he 
meant. Quickly, I returned to Charlie. 
Ȱ(ÅÙ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÓÏÏÎ ÏÒ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÍÉÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ) ÍÅÁÎ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÇÕÙȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÅÁÒÓ !ÑÕÁ 6ÅÌÖÁȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÉÔȦȱ 
 
As I never gave it much thought, I am now hard pressed to explain their 
origins. They were the size of your out stretched hand; and I now 
suppose that might have been by design. I believe their genesis must 
have been French as the words were English but written is a sequence 
unique to a French tongue struggling with Anglo-Saxon four letter 
words. They had no pictures and were crudely printed. But to one who 
is shedding the title of teenager and acquiring the burden of maximum 
ÔÅÓÔÏÓÔÅÒÏÎÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÁÓ ȰÆÕÃË ÂÏÏËÓȱȢ  
I would give you more detail of their contents but if that were done, we 
would both go to jail, me for the writing of it and you for the reading. 
The first discovery of these magic carpets would lead to some 
fascinating observations. The value of each one was a variant dependent 
ÏÎ ÉÔÓ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÎ ÔÕÒÎ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÓÅÄ ÓÏÌÅÌÙ ÕÐÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÅÒȭÓ 
preferences. If one could learn these idiosyncrasies it was quite possible 
to work out a two for one trade. But one must be extremely careful, for 
within this society, one was truly classified by what one read.  
 
And so it was that with the use of my thumb and the generosity of two 
jeep drivers, I reached my destination, a destination in which Charlie 
was prepared to risk his neck for my self-satisfaction. Fate would not 
require his sacrifice nor allow my journey to be a pleasant one. 
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 Upon arrival no time was wasted, as I knew the route well and quickly 
traveled to the hut where the old village lady dispensed the literature 
that shattered boredom. It is there that speed stopped. It is there that 
the burden was acquired. Too much time was spent in the looking and 
the realization placed a massive weight upon my shoulders. The old lady 
would shake her head and I would leave. The subject of the recently 
acquired knowledge controlled all my thoughts on the return trip. Until 
reentering the tent, I remember nothing. In total disgust, I threw the 
book on my cot, then sitting down; I would bury my face in my hands. I 
remained in this pathetic position until jarred back to reality by an 
inquisitive voice.   
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÂÏÏËȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔȟ ÏÎÅ ÂÏÏËȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÒÉÓËÅÄ ÍÙ ÁÓÓ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÏÎÅ ÂÏÏËȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÂÏÏËȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÂÏÏËȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÏÔÁÔÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȦȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÂÏÏËȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÉÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌȦȱ  
 
 
Of all the days within the cycle, it was the busiest. The day before the 
patrol was always a day of preparation. Preparation in the Corps meant 
standing in line for c-rations, ammunition and new equipment, 
something all would do thinking different thoughts. Those preparing for 
their first trip into the unknown were always excited; no matter what 
was said to them they would always remain in that constant state of 
gung-ho. After almost two hundred years the Marine Corps was still 
pushing the right buttons. I would never see anybody remain in that 
state for their entire tour. Sooner or later they all came around to my 
way of thinking. The further one would travel into their thirteen month 
journey, the greater the desire to survive the trip. For me, the added 
time did nothing but increase the fear factor. From day one until day 
three hundred and ninety five, the rope that would pull me through the 
darkness was always the same thing, humor. And almost always, the 
man pulling that rope was a Cherokee Indian. If there was a rite of 
passage in the Corps there was also one for the third platoon. When it 
×ÁÓ ÏÕÒ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÌÉÎÅȟ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ Á ȰÎÅ× ÇÕÙȱȢ )Î ÔÈÅ 
chow line, he would convince one that he could not take cans of peaches, 
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pears or mixed fruit into the bush as the juices made the cans too heavy. 
To this day I still marvel at how he then would talk his victim into 
trading him the fruit in question for his ham and lima beans (heavier 
still)! But to witness Charlie cornering a first timer in the ammo bunker 
could result in such laughter that you needed to be careful not to wet 
yourself. In motions that would make Red Skelton, Stan Laurel or Abbott 
and Costello proud, Charlie would deliberately lose his grip on a 40 mm 
M-79 round, eventually dropping it on the deck. Bending down to pick it 
up, he would accidentally on purpose kick it forward. Then, as he 
watched it roll towards his victim, Charlie would open his eyes to 
incredible proportions and feign panic. The rookie, seeing all this, would 
of course forget that the round had to be fired before its safety 
mechanism began to count the rotations. Thinking that he was 
nanoseconds in front of an explosion, he would flee; invariably, in his 
attempt to exit he would fruitlessly try to penetrate a solid wall of sand 
bags. I would laugh so hard I feared loss of continence. Today my doctor 
blames my weak bladder on diabetes, I blame Charlie.  
 
Uniquely, it is this day of preparation that also spawned the highest 
degree of camaraderie. Facing days of silence, it is this day that would 
see anything but. Hindsight reveals that old-timers renewed bonds 
while first -timers became more isolated. I doubt if this process had 
changed much from the first hunt, when the preparation took place 
around a fire that was burning within a cave, more then a hundred 
thousand years ago. Still, after all these years, it was the same; the 
rookies were filled with questions and the veterans with doubts. For me 
there was no fire but there was a cave, with the exception of weapons 
testing, all the sacred rituals took place within ones tent. It is here 
within the male group that all the hunter-gatherers would clean their 
killing tools and pack their supplies for the greatest test of all, that test 
of when a hunter hunts another. Within that day of conversation, all 
topics involving the hunt were covered, save one. At this stage, with the 
final results always in doubt, no mention of death, maiming or the 
ÒÅÃÉÐÉÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÆȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÅÒÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒȭÓ ÒÉÔÕÁÌȟ 
which was always performed post factum.  
 
The rush was short lived. Human senses could not measure the amount 
of time required for twenty rounds to travel down the barrel of an M-14 
on fully automatic. 
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 I would always wonder, all the testing proved was that the rifle worked 
before the twentieth round was fired. How was I sure that it would 
work for the twenty first? Technically, at this stage I would have been 
better off not testing it; such were the thoughts of a short-timer. So it 
was that on this day, twenty was all that I would test. That which stood 
between me and death was now dirty, and quickly I must clean it. 
 
 Only on a day of preparation would I leave the beach to spend time in 
the tent. Entering from the beach side, his cot was the first I would pass. 
My nose would tell me that he was at it again. Attempting to engage him 
in conversation, I could think of nothing to say but: 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÔÕÆÆȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÓÔÅ ÂÁÄȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÔȭÓ ÅÉÇÈÔÙ ÐÒÏÏÆȟ ÍÁÎȦȱ 
I juÓÔ ËÅÐÔ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ )Î ÔÈÅ ÆÕÔÕÒÅ )ȭÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏÐÉÃ ÏÆ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÏÎȢ ) 
think it was then, that in order to avoid additional conversation, the new 
ÇÕÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÕÒÎ ÈÉÓ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÕÐ Á ÎÏÔÃÈ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ 
I was thinking it. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÙÏÕ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏȩȱ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÏÆ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÆÌÏÁÔÅÄ 
through the tent.  
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÂÉÔÃÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ (ÁÎÏÉȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ *ÁÎÅ &ÏÎÄÁȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍÅÓÅȟ ÓÁÙÓ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÏ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÂÒÏ×ÎȦȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÇÕÙ ÉÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÏË ÎÏ×Ȧȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÉÔȦȱ 
Needless to say, within a mist of Aqua Velva, a crowd did gather. It 
started as a few, but grew to many. Eventually representatives from all 
tents were crowded within mine. The pressure was truly on the new 
man, and he delivered.  For the first and last time I would listen to the 
ÏÎÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ(ÁÎÏÉ (ÁÎÎÁȱ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÙÓÔÅÍÁÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÅÌÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÔÅÓ 
in which the three platoons of C Company had fought for their very 
existence. She then followed this recital with a statement. According to 
her and as a result of these three firefights, C Company First 
Reconnaissance Battalion was no more. Incorrect as it was, I still 
marveled at her source of information. Then I realized I now had a 
second topic of conversation. Looking into a pair of incredibly blood-
shot eyes, I tried again. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ Á ÆÁÍÏÕÓ ÏÕÔÆÉÔȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÁÄȦȱ  
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Little did I realize that as a result of this next patrol, fame would arrive, 
but in the guise of the lead story on the front page of Stars and Stripes. 
 
The measure of it was the speed in which one ascended to the top of the 
ridge. In the beginning I ran up the obstacle en route to the briefing tent. 
This time the platoon moved in unison, as if a line of worker ants. For 
me, now last in line, it was no longer a quest for information but rather a 
requirement of arrival. Entry into the tent increased my depression as 
those within were unlike me, they too were new arrivals. Colonel 
Sullivan was now gone and I feared the simple fact that we were now 
nobodies people. My serenity of thought was a result of the calendar 
data. For clearly the numbers were being removed as my Playmate was 
becoming exposed, the sequentially marked puzzle pieces now 
numbered less then ninety. I had truly entered the twilight zone, for to 
have less then three months remaining in country was to meet all 
ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÙÁÌ ÔÉÔÌÅ ÏÆ ȰÓÈÏÒÔ-ÔÉÍÅÒȱȢ 7ÉÔÈ 
the passage of each day, causing the removal of each number thus 
ÒÅÓÕÌÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȰÓÈÏÒÔȟȱ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈ 
was responsible for the rapid growth of that phenomena referred to as 
paranoia. As such, I found myself last in line and void of all enthusiasm. 
But my longevity had given me rank and I had responsibility. And that is 
the reason my entry, though last, was made within a state of cocky 
attentiveness! 
 
The new faces instructed us to sit, this we did. The maps and pins were 
the same, the words were different. The principle of their thought 
caused the return of an old fear, the fear of numbers. They explained 
that the missions numbered two and we would cover both. The dispatch 
of small sized patrols was an old practice, when many were sent and 
few returned. The Colonel had stopped them, the Colonel was gone. I 
would do this mission with eight others and to a short-timer, that was a 
numbers problem. 
 
 The task at hand was described as a radio-relay, the necessity of which 
we all agreed, for once before we had been on the silent end of an 
emergency signal. An explanation was not needed as the issue was 
known to all; our small battery operated back-packed radios could not 
toss their signals over the high mountains. The solution was simple, 
place a small team, with many radios, high in the clouds.  
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It is this team that would receive and re-transmit. Man, what gravy duty, 
and I only had one fuck book! 
 
 Our numbers would grow by two then shrink by the same. It was 
explained that two radio operators from Headquarters platoon were 
awaiting our arrival (desk jockeys! but boot camp as a common 
denominator would remove my doubts). Then our squad leader and 
radio man were instructed to work closely with this dynamic duo so 
that all three radios could be monitored twenty-four-seven. It was 
explained to us that both the Fifth and Seventh Marines Regiments 
would be active in our valleys and acting in support of these Infantry 
Operations would be eight recon teams whose lives were dependent on 
us and our antennas. For once it was our turn. Eight teams would step 
into the shit and we would draw the gravy. Had I known the future, I 
would have traded.  
 
The trip had been so quick; I had to forgo the cigarette but not the 
prayer. As I rose to my knees to look out the machine gunners window, 
he saw my rank, missing the presence of the Sergeant, and thinking that 
I was the team leader; he requested the pilot to circle a second time, so 
that I could study our destination. Thus I would see far more of Hill 707 
then I ever had any desire to. The vision before me would only cause 
questions, questions that could only be answered when our altitude 
reached zero. It was obvious that someone had picked the right place. 
707 meters above sea level had to be an exact height as the base of this 
mountain was the coastal plain and from its top the horizon was the 
South China Sea. The mountain was in truth an almost two thousand 
foot high piece of granite. A single fact would make me very nervous; 
the west side of this mountain was a sheer cliff, and the other three 
were damn near. The summit was so pointed that the chopper could not 
land. But someone had built three bunkers. Damn, the grunts had been 
here. I hated following them. It was like following a horse in a parade, 
odds were, you were going to step in some shit, besides they were 
proud of the fact that their sanitary habits would shame an ogre. 
 
God made 707 for radio relay.  As a mountain it could have no other 
purpose. Its extreme elevation could have only one function, that of 
stopping the jungle from taking over the coastal plain. 
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 It seemed obvious that this granite mass was most probably 
responsible for this section of flat, paddy- laden land that ran 
uninterrupted all the way to the white sandy beaches of the South China 
Sea. Within this massive amphitheater lay the entire tactical area of 
responsibly of the First Marine Division. To sit atop its needle-like 
summit was to occupy a box seat and bear witness to all of Gods 
creation for as far as the eyes could see.  Only man could pollute such a 
vision, for smack-dab in the middle of this National Geographic moment 
lie a man-made abomination. The modern Rome of its time had built a 
military outpost, in which the elevation of the view would bear witness 
to the fact that its construction was centered around an air field. Behold 
Chu Lai! With the aid of the scope, one could actually watch the killing 
machines take off and land.  
 
From the air, looking down, your train of thought would automatically 
be hijacked by the vision of that sheer drop. Nearly two thousand feet in 
its measurement, it was indeed that which it was called; a sheer drop! It 
was as if the almighty had severed the western side of this mountain 
×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÏ×ÅÒÆÕÌ ËÁÒÁÔÅ ÃÈÏÐȢ )Î ÔÉÍÅ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ Ô×ÉÎȟ ÆÏÒ χπχȭÓ 
drop would be equaled by El Capitan, that acrophobic helllocated within 
the National Park calledYosemite.Where the wall began the jungle 
would end. This massive sheer rock would stop everything including the 
invisible signals from the Centurions within the jungle; their radio 
waves would only reach the top, and then die. But from the top our 
antennas could catch their voices and spew them down the other side 
directed as such towards the wing wipers and cannon cockers who 
would in turn rain hot steel and fire upon the enemies of twentieth 
century Rome. But there was a cliff, and because of that, I did have fear, 
technically acrophobia is not a concern for heights but rather of falling, 
and as such, with a fear of rolling off, I would sleep in the bunker.  
 
 Even with as much trembling as the void would cause, I knew that I 
must continue to look out the machine gunners port hole, as to occupy a 
military position without any knowledge of the surrounding terrain was 
suicidal. Quickly now I must gather the necessary facts, for within this 
modern world that technology had turned upside down, we were 
beginning our descent upon the summit. 
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 To follow the mountain side north or south was to see the same thing, a 
very steep and skinny approach. If a human were to gain the summit 
from these directions he must do so on all fours, for to rise up would be 
to fall back, such was the angle of slope. From the north and south the 
width of this mountains protrusion from the earth was very little, but 
not necessary to know, as we occupied the summit, a space in which all 
directions were the same, and one in which the width quickly became 
zero. As for the east slope, I had to jump and as such missed the details. 
But time would allow me to finish my task, as for the next several days, 
with my butt on the bunker and my eyes peering over the top of a fuck 
book; I would study this slope in great detail. 
 
Even above the egg-beaters I could hear his plea. 
Ȱ$ÁÍÎ ÉÔȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÁÃÅȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÕÐ ÈÉÇÈȦȱ 
He did what he needed to do, he would push. I fell a distance of three 
feet onto solid rock. Charlie came down on top of me, I said nothing, as it 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÕÌÔȟ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÆÁÓÔÅÒȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÏÏÎ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ 
that when pressed for time, it was best to get out of the Indians way. As I 
stayed down under the prop wash I got stepped on again, this time by a 
departing squad from Delta Company. But when it came to leaps, I 
would rather make mine onto terra-firma then theirs, into mid-air. 
Lifting my head, I could see that the open area within the circle of 
bunkers was so small and steep that the helicopter could not land. Later 
one would try and we would leave its steel bones behind.  A quick look 
around revealed three bunkers constructed so close together that to fart 
in one was to bring on the ire of the occupants of another. These 
bunkers formed an open triangle, as there was no structure built to 
cover the approach from the cliff.  
 
Bunkers are the handy work of trolls and grunts. When you see them 
being constructed within your neighborhood, it is time to move. Their 
structure is easy to assemble but in building they become everything 
but mobile. Meant only for defense, it is amazing that Marines know 
ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ &ÏÒ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÅȡ ÅÁÒÔÈ ÉÓ ÔÉÇÈÔÌÙ 
packed into small burlap bags, the bags are then laid down into an 
interlocking pattern, similar to that of bricks or plastic building blocks.  
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The problem jumps out when the level of the roof is reached, wood or 
steel must be placed across this vast opening and then more sandbags 
are placed in mutable layers across this flat surface. The number of 
these top layers is solely dependent of the weight that can be supported 
(always by internal posts). After a few rains these earthen sandbags 
become as hard as concrete, and are in fact bullet-proof! Every time I 
was in a fire fight I would wish for the protection of a bunker. Now that I 
had one, I would miss the open space and the visual protection of the 
vegetation. With this structure there was a major flaw, unrecognized by 
me until now. In combat, the unknown causes doubt and doubt begets 
fear and fear enables death. In order to kill one must be able to see 
everything. In order not be killed one must be able to see everything. In 
a bunker one is not able see everything! 
 
 Fifty feet in front of all the bunkers was a triple layer of circular barb-
wire, to which we first added claymore mines and then empty c-ration 
cans as they became available. 
 
The bunker facing the southern approach became the radio bunker and 
soon was adorned with many an antenna. It would act as the residence 
of one Sergeant and three radiomen. As for the radioman, one was ours 
and two were non-combatants from Headquarters Company, both of 
whom would soon lose that negative preface to that un-Marine like 
descriptive term that only the intelligent were not ashamed of. The new 
guy would earn his stripe from a ringside seat. From the crest he would 
sleep under the stars (true to his word he had left his 80 proof at home) 
and along with a new Doc, they would watch the cliff. The sandbags 
constructed with their openings facing north were occupied by two, one 
of which was Hill, who as always was accompanied by his M-60 machine 
gun. The structure that had been created with a view, and looked to the 
east, was the abode of two outcasts that needed watching, one a short-
timer and the other a drafted Cherokee. 
 
A few routine chores would precede boredom. The first was my favorite 
as it allowed you to blow the hell out of something without any 
repercussion (no pun intended). It was called H&I (harassment and 
interdiction) fire. What it was, that once settled in for the night, it 
became good policy to anticipate an attack.  
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If you took a map and identified your location, it then became easy to 
recognize the avenues of approach and areas of assembly the enemy 
would need to use for his proposed assault. By having the cannon 
cockers zero in on these coordinates before the fact, you would enable 
yourself to administer an ass-kicking rather then receive one. Only after 
sufficient begging would I receive this assignment. In the end, the squad 
would have been better off being served by someone else! As it was, 
after examining the map it became obvious to me that the only avenue 
of approach was up the north slope. That is why the machine gun was 
where it was. But as previously stated, I was looking at everything 
through a pair of short-timer glasses, and therefore only concerned with 
the area directly to my front. I was determined that if I was going to 
build a wall of shrapnel it would cover our flank and my front. Charlie, 
wearing no such glasses, was in total disagreement. In the end, my pig-
headedness would reveal a serious flaw in the science of defensive 
artillery fire, a flaw that would have a major influence on our soon to be 
life and death struggle. 
 
The science of artillery is nothing more then the mathematics of 
geometry. Its number one axiom is the law of physics which states: 
Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÕÐ ÍÕÓÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 4ÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅȟ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÉÇÈÔ 
group of four HE (high explosive) rounds one hundred meters down 
slope from my temporary residence, I expected the normal precision. 
What I got was anything but. The pattern was diamond shaped, the 
lowest 155mm round in the formation struck fifty feet in front of our 
bunker. The other three rounds, now spaced like a triangle, went flying 
over the cliff, one passing so close to the new guy that all other members 
of the squad thought that he had lost it when he went tearing through 
his pack. Only I knew what he was looking for!  
The light that precedes genius struck Charlie and I at the same time. 
Ȱ/È ÓÈÉÔȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÆÕÃËÅÄȦȱ 
Without all the equations, suffice to say; the cannon cockers had to 
shoot up high and close and their area of impact was very narrow. Such 
circumstances destroy the geometry. On this mission, close in fire 
support could not exist. This singular fact would at first nearly kill us all 
and then at the end it would become the sole reason for our survival. 
The God of War must have truly been laughing his ass off!  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏȩȱ 
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Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÒÏÐ Ô×Ï ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÓÉÔȢ )Æ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÈÉÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ need fixed 
×ÉÎÇȢȱ 
 
 
 
The reality of it was a simple fact. Of all the night positions I would 
occupy, this was the most secure. Our purpose was the protection of 
others, as eight Recon teams lifelines passed through our ears. What a 
tremendous responsibility. We took it for what it was, from the radio 
bunker there was no grab-ass. As noise could mean their death, we 
could not talk to them but only listen. What we prayed for were two 
clicks on the transmitter. Sent every two hours on prearranged 
frequencies, this was the signal for all is OK. I would stay up at night 
listening for the clicks, when heard; I would cast my eyes to the heavens 
and give thanks for the gift of life. On the first night there would be no 
death. But on the morrow, and in the valley, blood would flow! 
 
The rain had beaten the sun but the bunker had kept me dry. Sharing an 
ÅÎÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÁÒÅÁ ×ÉÔÈ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÁÓ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
intended for Indians to consume large amounts of canned fruit. As the 
sun began to cut through and paint the summit with its warmth, I did 
the Corporal thing; I walked the wire, from the inside. If our circle was a 
clock, my route would cross again but stop with the wire at four and 
eight, for five through seven were two thousand feet below my level of 
interest. If I crossed the crest towards the abyss, I did it on my butt or 
belly, with my fingernails imbedded in the rock. For the demon that held 
me then, holds me now. Secondary actions are created by his presence, 
now I will change my route, then I would engage in unnecessary 
conversation. The crest was the ballyhoo of the new guy and I would 
once again try and unite. 
Ȱ)ȭÌÌ Ó×ÉÔÃÈ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÄÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇ ×ÅÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȦȱ 
Ȱ(ÉÇÈ ÕÐ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÊÕÍÐ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÇÏȦȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȦȱ 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏ ÉÔ ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 
Concentrating on the nearby rapid decline in elevation, I had, up until 
now, not paid any attention to his personal activity. The fact that he was 
laying on his stomach and staring at the ground, was to me, totally 
understandable. But what he did next would grasp my undivided 
attention. Slowly and deliberately he would pry off the business end of a 
bullet. Removing the pointed slug from the cartridge, he would then 
pour all the gunpowder into his open hand. With the skill of a Catholic 
priest sprinkling holy water, he would equally distribute the individual 
grains of gun powder over a specific area. It was then that I noticed the 
ants.  
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÒÅÍÁÒËÁÂÌÅ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅÓȢ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎ ÌÉÖÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ 
×ÁÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 
He would pause to observe each ant pick up and then briefly struggle 
with a single grain of powder. With total concentration his eyes would 
follow each and every ant back into the hole. 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÒÉÃ ÁÃÉÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÍÕÓÔ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏ×ÄÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÉÔÒÉÃ ÁÃÉÄȟ ÇÕÎ ÐÏ×ÄÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÃÉÔÒÉÃ ÁÃÉÄ ÉÎ ÉÔȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ 
next time you have an orange peel, squeeze the juiÃÅ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÆÌÁÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ 
ÓÐÁÒËȢ 'ÕÎ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÃÉÔÒÉÃ ÁÃÉÄ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ 
ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÓ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
It was obvious to me that I was listing to an intelligent man practice his 
doctoral thesis on the social structure of the common ant. For the better 
part of a half hour, I was the recipient of some very remarkable 
information. All the time that this lecturÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȭÓ 
nose was just above many a chosen insect that followed a pre-scented 
path back to the ant hill, which supported the tunnel opening that in 
turn led to a sub-terrain city, of which I was learning so much about. I 
was informed that worker ants were performing this task. Each would 
drop his individual grain within an underground chamber and then 
return above ground for another one. It was apparent that the high 
degree of study was an attempt to recognize an individual ant engaged 
in multiple trips. In the midst of his class he appeared to lose interest.  
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Rising to his feet, he would reach into his pocket and retrieve a small 
box. After removing it, he did strike the match and drop it into the hole! 
Once the shock wore off, I laughed until I cried. 
 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȦ !ÆÔÅÒ ) ÌÅÁÖÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅ× ÇÕÙȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÃÒÁÚÙȦȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÃÒÁÚÙȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÔÓ ÃÁÎ ÌÉÖÅ ÕÎÄÅÒ ×ÁÔÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÇÉÖÅÓ Á ÓÈÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ!Î ÁÎÔÅÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
Day one would be a bad day for the Communists; our success would be 
measured by a choreographed flow of double clicks and columns of 
smoke rising up from the valley below. Quickly, both became routine. It 
was obvious that on this day, the Marines were out in force and doing 
that which they did best; raising the cost of insurance coverage beyond 
that which the host countries had the ability to pay. Elements of both 
infantry regiments (the 5th and the 7th) were busy expanding the First 
Marine Divisions tactical area of responsibly. Their alpha numeric 
designations should have been exchanged for feminine names, as in 
those days hurricanes were named only after women. Within a few 
days, the violence would become so intense that every weapon 
possessed by the First Marine Division would need to be cleaned. The 
Vietcong would leave and not return for seven years and the cannon 
cockers would complain of carpel tunnel syndrome. To this yours truly 
would possess a ring side seat and only one fuck book!   
 
The scene was a lazy one. Charlie and I sat atop our bunker scanning the 
ÖÁÌÌÅÙ ÂÅÌÏ× ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ χ8υπȭÓȢ 3ÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÏÆ 
reality would be entertainment, but to someone at ground zero, was in 
fact a life and death struggle. In combat distance is important! As with 
the ants; layers of reality are merely a matter of perception, and one 
ÍÁÎÓ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅ ÉÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÅÎÔÅÒÔÁÉÎÍÅÎÔȢ 7Å ÁÒÅ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÎ 
naked apes, with the only point of separation being that of a belief in a 
Creator, for it is that and that alone that gives us a conscience. 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȢ &ÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÕÍÎÓ ÏÆ ÓÍÏËÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÍÙÔÈȢ (Å ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅØÉÓÔȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÅÓȢ ) ×ÏÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÏÎÃÅȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÃÁÍÅ 
ÏÖÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÃË ɉ/ËÉÎÁ×ÁɊȢȱ 
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Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÒÕÎÔ ÂÕÌÌ-ÓÈÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÃÕÔtle-butt was that they sent him back to the world, with a 
ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÅÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ #ÈÕ ,ÁÉ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÄÒÏÐÐÉÎÇȢȱ 
Although I had learned the lesson from Charlie, it was his modus 
operandi, therefore his action preceded mine. With delayed unison we 
cast our line of sight into the opening of the radio bunker. To seek 
information was to seek the radio. The administrative radio operator 
from Headquarters was staring back, with eyes that showed fear. 
Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÕÎÔÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȩ 3ÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ 
ÉÎ ÁÉÒ ÓÔÒÉËÅÓȢȱ 2ÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÄÅ ÂÏÏËÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÕÔÔÅÒ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ 
response. 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÂÕÒÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 
ÍÅÔÅÒÓȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÈÉÍȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÃhildren 
ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȦȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 3ËÙÈÁ×ËÓ ÂÁÃË ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÂÏÍÂÓȟ ÓÁÙÓ 
ÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÓ .ÁÐÁÌÍȦȱ 
The words were the same. In escalated unison, came our reply. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÈÉÍȦȱ 
Within the ranks of the First Marine Division, resided a legend, one who 
feared nothing and was loved by all who carried a rifle and slopped in 
the paddies. He would kill the enemy while protecting his own, 
accomplishing this impossible feat with the use of liquid fire. When in 
doubt, he would burn. When the fire became embers, he would lead his 
men forward into the ashes, always positioned in the front and with the 
radio strapped to his back thus enabling him to have more jelly flame at 
his beck and call! Such small unit tactics resulted in two things. First, 
more grunts returned home to their families, as with such recon by fire, 
there were no ambushes. Secondly, the Generals who sat at the desk 
would rather have the grunts die then deal with the media. For among 
ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓ Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎ :ÉÐÐÏȦȱ  
 
While the good Captain was burning up the valley at one end, Charlie 
was locking onto something at the other.  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÔÁÒÇÅÔȢȱ 
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Such a statement would cause anybody to put their reading material 
down. 
My only requirement in such a drama was to sit back and watch a 
master work. How many times within the next seven years would a 1st 
Recon team from a position of concealment lay in wait searching for the 
enemy?  We must have killed tens of thousands of them, although not 
exactly from a position of concealment. Charlie was about to add to the 
final count. With the map in one hand and a pair of binoculars in the 
other, he would summon the radioman. His head would bob twice as his 
eyes first located prominent terrain features, then the downward 
glances to find the same spots on the map. Once located, and without the 
use of any measuring tools, he would recite the alpha numeric 
coordinates as if singing out a cadence.  The question of the day was 
their armament, as from our vantage point, none could be seen. The 
politics of the target was unquestionable as they looked like Victor 
Charles and were in the middle of practicing their ambush maneuvers. 
Once again, thinking that we would not strike them if they were 
unarmed, they were mistaken. We gave their leader a rifle and called 
hell down upon their heads. The first round was always a spotter round 
as sometimes the geometry was wrong and he who had called them 
must adjust them. It was at this precise moment that the life and death 
struggle began. Not for us, but rather for them, for time had taught them 
the meaning of the first round. And speed or lack of it would separate 
into two, for each in his own would become one or the other, the quick 
ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄȢ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÍÅÎÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÅÁÓÕÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÆÒÁÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ 
a second. Once the need to adjust had reached zero, he who had 
summoned them would still their beating hearts with a simple phrase, 
ȰÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȱ 4ÈÁÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÖÅÓ would become widows. The caller 
always had a false sense of distance, as this time was no different, we 
would hear the boom of the cannon. The next sound was that of the 
package in transit, immediately followed by its explosion. If there was a 
pause betweÅÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÉÇ Á ÈÏÌÅ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
time!  For within that instant after Charlie gave the command of 
ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎ ȰÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔȱȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÄ ÏÆ ÁÎÙ ÏÐÔÉÃÁÌ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔȟ 
it occurred to me how much they looked like ants! 
 
 Then a chill ran down my spine as I remembered what I now take to be 
a life lesson administered by someone who must have cared very much.  
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Before it was all over He would see to it that I would catch once that 
which I had thrown many times. The moment of its happening was but a 
few weeks prior, and I was mistaken to think that its memories would 
diminish with the passage of years. By that time in country I was noted 
for and proud of my skills as a point man, all of which were needed 
when you move your people through an open area. At all cost this act 
must always be avoided, but when ordered to do so, one must comply. 
So it was that being on point, I was first to reach the bald crest of the 
ÓÍÁÌÌ ÈÉÌÌȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÐÁÕÓÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ ) ÄÉÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ) 
did not hear the booms. What I do remember was the explosion; it was 
to my front and in the air, an airburst of molten steel from a 155mm 
round. I drew no comfort from the fact that our enemy used no such 
weapon. I remember as a moment frozen in time, the image of shrapnel 
pelting the ground, which was soon to be my location, the impact of 
which stopped directly at the space in front of my feet. I knew that there 
was no time as the next adjustment would bring death and I would be 
its recipient. But the North Vietnamese soldier who spoke English and 
had stolen our call signs and frequencies had not the speed of repetition. 
For the screams of our radioman just barely beat round two. I tell you 
this Master; your servant understands the message!  
 
Show me someone ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÆÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ 
×ÈÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ×ÏÒËȢ 4ÈÅ "ÒÅÅÄÌÏÖÅÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÁÒÍÅÒÓȢ  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÍÏÎÔÈÓȟ ×ÁËÅ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 
He answered me with silence, and I knew friÅÎÄÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ 
hanging. 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏȟ ÐÁÉÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÎËÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÉÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÏÆ ÆÉÒÅȠ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌ 6Ï .ÇÕÙÅÎ 'ÉÁÐ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÏÕÔ 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÊÁÃËÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ  
Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏȦȱ 
But of course, he was right. From our bunker looking down the 
mountain slope, one could see nothing other then thick vegetation. This 
cover would offer any enemy a perfect avenue of approach. Charlie was 
thinking like a short-timer. Just because I thought we were in the safest 
ÐÌÁÃÅ ÉÎ 3ÏÕÔÈ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȢ  
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Two man teams were just that, a pair, and in this particular partnership 
Charlie got the short end of the stick! 
 
The sight was so strange to behold, that the peanut gallery had formed 
solely to bear witness to the phenomena. Boredom had resulted in 
everyone sitting atop our bunker and mocking that which lay before 
them. To their front and fifty feet down hill were two bareback figures 
bent over in the sun, Charlie in a crouch and hacking away with a 
machete and me on all fours with my rifle in one hand and a Ka-Bar in 
the other. With the exception of removing the skin from my knees, I was 
accomplishing nothing, Charlie, on the other hand, had cleared a large 
area of its obstructive vegetation. This singular fact begot harassment.   
Ȱ(ÅÙ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÇÏÏÄȦȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÏÎ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȢ )Æ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÈÉÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏËÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÏ ÒÕÎ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÁÒÅÁ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÓÉÅÓ ÓÁÎÃÔÕÁÒÙȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÁÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÈÉÄÉÎÇȦȱ 
As I stood up to face this verbal assault, my foot slipped and I fell 
backwards, stopping only after two complete revolutions of my ass.  
Even Charlie laughed. 
 
In life there are always some critical questions that when pondered 
offer up no plausible solution. Solutions in the form of answers, that 
when sought yield nothing but more questions, questions that when 
asked answer absolutely nothing. There are but two words that fill this 
voiÄ ÏÆ ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÄÁÙ ×ÁÓ Á ÄÁÙ ÏÆ ÍÁÎÙ ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÙ ×ÈÙÓȢ 
How long did they hide in concealment and observe our actions? Why 
did they choose to penetrate our wire in daylight? Only one fact could I 
accept; their avenue of approach was up the north slope.  They stopped 
where the trees met the wire, fifty feet in front of the bunker that 
housed the M-60 and its gunner. There they stayed, for to their right 
×ÁÓ Á ÃÌÉÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÌÅÆÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ 
clearing. Respecting their skill as I did, I have since concluded that they 
would have watched us for the minimum of one cycle. How could they 
lay there unobserved for twenty-four hours? Did they know our 
mission? Was theirs suicidal? Did they understand the artillery issue?  
Were they listening to our transmissions?  But why did they come 
through our wire? 
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 I knew that when fixed wing aircraft were used for air support, they 
would always get real close, betting that you would never call it in on 
top of yourselves. Did they see an opening? Were we that lax? I have 
since learned that to concentrate on such issues resolves absolutely 
nothing. Before the end of this day, bombs would change the question 
marks into exclamation points, and my life would be threatened, not by 
the Communist but by the Marine Corps! 
 
It took two cans of peaches to bribe me into finishing the project, but 
nothing to convince me to start early. We would finish the task of weed 
clearing prior to the heat of the noonday sun. To resolve the failures of 
the preceding day, on this one I would use both hands. The degree of 
slope was the deciding factor, as in order to keep from sliding down the 
mountain I would need both hands free. This singular requirement 
caused me to do something that I did only once, this being the stupidest 
thing I had ever done or would ever do. I propped my rifle against the 
bunker and worked my way to the wire, backwards and on all fours. A 
great deal of caution was exercised in surmounting the wire, for in the 
past, this effort would always draw blood. This time would be no 
different. Once on the wrong side of the perimeter barb-wire I began the 
task at hand. If those in hiding could not see us, they could truly hear us, 
as it was impossible for an Indian and a Pollock to work together in 
silence.  
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ 3ÅÑÕÏÙÁÈ ×ÁÓ Á ÆÁÇÇÏÔȦȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌÅÓÔ ÂÏÏË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÉÓȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅ ÂÏÏË ÏÆ 0ÏÌÉÓÈ ×ÁÒ ÈÅÒÏÅÓȢȱ 
I never won these contests, as he always made me laugh!  
 
GOOK IN THE WIRE!  
BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM... 
GOOK IN THE WIRE! GOOK IN THE WIRE!!! 
BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM... 
BOOM! 
The air was filled with lead; the impact patterns showed me that it was 
bi-directional. 
 
The modern day machine gun is a crew-served weapon. This phrase 
translated means that the gun is operated by a two man crew.  
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In Marine Corps vernacular the crew consists of a gunner and an ammo 
bitch. Today the bitch had her shit together. 
 
 The bunker that blocked the northern approach to the summit had just 
witnessed a two handed (crew-served) game of draw poker. Nineteen 
year old gunner Larry Hill had begun the luckiest day in his young life 
by drawing to an inside straight. His luckiest decision was not the one 
that drew a single card but rather the reasoning that placed his machine 
gun outside and on top of the bunker. There, affixed to its tripod and 
connected to a box by a belt of bullets in which every fifth round, was a 
tracer. There was a difference between this machine and its operator, 
one was ready and the other was not! With eyes closed, this young 
gunner now rested in the warmth of the early morning sun. His back 
turned to the downward slope of the mountain, as this was the only way 
in which one could lean against the rear of the sand-bagged structure. 
Together, all things mentioned would produce a false vision. To an 
observer positioned below and looking up, the gun would appear to be 
unmanned. 
 
 The junior partner in this team was (when compared to the remainder 
of this squad) in a uniquely singular state of being. His status was unlike 
all the others, as he was awake, alert and inquisitive. I shudder to think 
of the days results had this single fact been any degree of different. He 
sat there within the space between the two bunkers, one arm propped 
up on each. The rifle across his lap was an M-14 on fully automatic with 
one round in the chamber and twenty more close behind. To punctuate 
his degree of alertness, the safety was disengaged. With eyes sharply 
focused down slope, he had the supreme advantage of being 
unobserved, while seeing all. Signals would travel through his nervous 
system long before his brain would register the full meaning of the 
vision. As depression of the trigger is but a twitch of a finger muscle, the 
bullets began their flight only half way through the arc of the barrel 
movement, the first two of which embedded themselves in the bunker 
to his left, and the remainder sailed high. With proper instinct the target 
would crouch and then rise again with the silence of an empty 
magazine. The sequence in which the words were formed is a point of 
contention. Those which were spoken, is not.   
Ȱ'//+ ). 4(% 7)2%Ȧȱ 
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Twenty rounds exit a magazine very quickly and as such, this Marine did 
what all Marines do when confused and indecisive, he threw a grenade! 
If the sequence and number of phrases are a point of debate, the action 
of the gunner is not! The first tracer struck the chest and a least twenty 
more did follow. It was as if a stationary piñata was being struck by a 
sledge hammer, and all the candy was flying everywhere. As if a 
hundred lead bullets were not enough mutilation, at this precise 
moment the grenade landed at the dead mans feet! 
Ȱ"//-Ȧȱ 
 
The bunker guarding the east flank was unoccupied. Its residents were 
engaged in unarmed working grab-ass. In life there are varying degrees 
of miscalculations. The price one pays for each miscalculation is totally 
dependent on ones degree of error. To find oneself present at a gunfight, 
without a gun is an error of the first magnitude that may extract the 
maximum degree of punishment. In such a situation, survival dictates 
only one course of action, one must run! And run we did! The initial 
advantage was mine as I had less distance to cover. But the Indian was 
all legs; as such we reached the wire at the same time. It is here that I 
fell, and it is here that he did to me, that which I would have done to 
him; to clear the wire, he would step upon my back. Reaching the 
bunker first he would arm himself and pivot, pointing his rifle past me. 
The class once given was on covering fire; I now understood its meaning 
as Charlie shot at all imaginary targets that would do me any degree of 
harm. Once again with bullets impacting the ground around me and the 
gates of hell about to open in my presence, with life or death yet to be 
decided and the demon in total control, I would look up with terror in 
my eyes and behold one Charlie Breedlove of Oklahoma. The last step 
necessary was made at an accelerated rate of speed, as his long arm 
reached out and pulled me towards him.  
Ȱ3ÈÉÔ 2ÏÓÉÅȟ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÓÈÏÔȦȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅÔȦȱ 
Anybody that knew anything understood that to live, we must 
communicate. The final balance of fate would tip on the facts of our 
unobtrusive location and the number of radios with dry batteries. Yet as 
) ÆÅÌÔ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÇÒÉÐ ÕÐÏÎ ÍÙ ÂÅÌÔȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÎÏÔ Á ÓÏÕÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏ 
bunker! This fact twisted my head until my eyes, in a quest for 
knowledge, pierced the dark bowels of the adjoining structure. What I 
then saw disturbs me to this day.  
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The young radio operator from Headquarters, was standing in the dark, 
frozen, unable to move, yet every muscle within his skeletal structure 
was in the throngs of twitching violently! That vision which lay before 
me would unfold into images of the Sergeant pushing the young Marine 
to the ground while retrieving the hand mike. The transmissions would 
begin with the skilled calm voice of the squad leader while the demon 
would drag the intended radio operator to the darkness and devour his 
very soul. Understand this; I do not judge, I am not qualified for that, but 
I do know this; to not fight is to die! 
Ȱ#ÁËÅ×ÁÌËȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ÆÉÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔ ÏÎ (Ǫ) ÃÏÏÒÄÉÎates, Victor 
#ÈÁÒÌÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ×ÉÒÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒÒÕÎȦȱ  
These words were transmitted from the darkness of a bunker and heard 
by all radios utilized by the First Marine Division. This is the reason I am 
proud! All that was in motion stopped, all those who could help came 
running and instantly all loose parts unified into one whose sole 
purpose was the support from the many for the survival of the few, 
Semper Fi!  
 
"//-ȟ "///-ȟ "//-ȟ "//-ȣ ɉ4ÈÅ ÓÈÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÃÏÍÉÎÇɊȢ 
 
Those on the summit did what all who are on top do; they lay upon the 
ground and looked down on those below them. Seeing that which was 
only visible from the top, one Navel Corpsman did crawl on his belly 
until concealed by the darkness of the north facing bunker. The demon 
was working overtime. What was once ten was now eight, and this thing 
had just started!  
 
"//-ȟ "//-ȟ "//-ȟ "//-ȣ 
4ÈÅ ÃÁÎÎÏÎ ÃÏÃËÅÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐȟ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÏÕÎÄÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
everywhere; and they were moving the mountain a chunk at a time, God 
bless um! But they had no control over the geometry. Accuracy was 
needed where it could never be, so they must yield to others, but when 
told, they would not obey! It took a direct order from the Commanding 
General to get them to listen, God bless um!  Once they stopped the 
others could move in. It became a tag-team match between the gun-
ships and jet jockeys. Sometime in the middle of this four hour slug-fest 
I remember one radio crackling: 
Ȱ9ÏÕ #ÈÉÃËÅÎ ÈÁ×ËÓ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÕÓ %ÁÇÌÅÓ ÉÎȦȱ 
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I recall praying for the choppers as the jets were coming on at seven 
hundred miles an hour and dropping shit everywhere. For three and a 
half hours the sky was filled with the screams of Phantoms, Skyhawks 
and Corsairs. Together they dropped hundreds of 250 and 500 pound 
bombs on the summit of Hill 707. For three and a half hours, I could 
watch them take off from the air strip, spend a few seconds in flight to 
my neighborhood, then make a run at my bunker, dropping their bombs 
on a small mountain top, while traveling at a rate of speed which 
allowed them to see nothing but a blur and my middle finger. Every time 
they created a self imposed pause, the Hueys would dart in and empty 
their rocket pods and M-φπȭÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
wire. 
 
As soon as I entered its darkness, I knew it was wrong for if things 
remained unchanged in this struggle for life, I would fight almost totally 
blind. If I could not see, the demon would win. The inside of a bunker 
was no place for a jungle fighter.  
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇȦȱ 
Ȱ0ÉÃË Á ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ ×Å ÇÏÔ Ô×ÏȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÓÉÇÈÔ 
ÂÌÁÄÅȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ×Å ÇÏÔȦȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÆÌÁÎËÓȠ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÆȦȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÁÉÔ ÏÎÅȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÒÅÁË ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÔȦȱ 
He had heard what I had just picked up on. For the first time I 
recognized that sound that was banging in the back of my mind. I had 
heard that sound before, at an indoor range. It was the sound of bullets 
hitting on sandbags! 
 
Somebody had to buy time and today it was the gunner. After the initial 
twenty every automatic burst (from our side) was his. His suppression 
fire was intense enough to turn the barrel white hot. Empty ammo cans 
littered the roof around him. Then it stopped, the belted ammo was 
gone, but they had ceased coming through our wire! 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÇÕÎȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏȦȱ  
Ȱ&5#+Ȧȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ ɉÈÅÌÉÃÏÐÔÅÒɊ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÏÏË #ÏÖÅÒȟ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÂÅÌÔÅÄ ÁÍÍÏȦȱ 
Ȱ2ÏÇÅÒȟ )ȭÌÌ ÆÌÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ËÉÃË ÓÏÍÅ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
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From my dark pit I heard the eggbeater, he was right above me, but all I 
could do was listen. I could not see him, or he me.  
 
The adrenaline driven senses are truly remarkable tools. Due to the 
proximity of our radios and knowledge of their importance, all could 
hear their every utterance. The gunner thus hearing the request for and 
the acknowledgement of delivery, turned and quickly moved towards 
the summit, thus reducing the time necessary to receive the groceries 
for the hungry baby cradled in his arms. All eye witnesses reported a 
uniquely symmetrical sight as three boxes of machine gun bullets 
disgorged their contents in mid air, three fully extended belts of 
ammunition, in perfect formation, went sailing over the cliff. 
Ȱ&ÕÃËȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÅÌÔÅÄ ÁÍÍÏȦȱ  
One of the tragedies of Vietnam was that ranking officers felt it 
necessary to micro-manage from great distances. Once again this flaw in 
the American command structure would rear its ugly head!  
Ȱ"ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ɉÆÉØÅÄ ×ÉÎÇɊ "ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ɉ1st Recon) I need a 
briefing, over. 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÕÐ ÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÎÏÒÔÈ ÂÕÎËÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎÎÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏȦȱ 
When people make decisions based on poor input data, pray for those 
who suffer the consequences.  
Ȱ"ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÏÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÒÔÈ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎȦȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÁÆÆÉÒÍÁÔÉÖÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȦȱ 
From my dark hole I heard it coming, screaming like its name. I could 
not see this Phantom, but I felt the earth beneath me vibrate as it 
approached. It would release its belly full of bombs, tearing trees and 
such to shreds and sending souls to eternity. Many bombs would fall, 
but to me only two would count. The first landed where the gun had 
been. Those close by said they could hear the wooden beams break as 
the roof of the north facing bunker collapsed on its sole occupant. 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ Á ÂÉÔÃÈ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÒ #ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÉÒ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔȢȱ 
The second 250 pound bomb must have been headed for the same spot. 
But due to its speed of delivery it traveled just a little father.  
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When all the signs foretell of hell and mayhem en route and soon to 
arrive, the coward will crouch within the darkness as the inquisitive 
looks out the window. The bomb in question exploded outside our 
sandbags, the force crushing them inward and traveling through my 
window to strike like a pile-driver against the bags just above my 
crouching head. A greater force cannot travel unobtrusive through the 
second window, as that space is occupied by Charlies head! The bomb 
explodes in his face! 
Ȱ#(!2,)%Ȧȱ 
If you took a Raggedy Ann doll and grabbed it by the cotton ankles, then 
smashed it against a brick wall, you would see what I saw as Charlie 
struck the back of the bunker before crumpling to the ground in the 
form of some fluid mass void of structure.  
Ȱ#/203-!.Ȧȱ  
Ȱ4ÈÅ #ÏÒÐÓÍÁÎȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȦȱ 
Ȱ#(!2,)%Ȧ 4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÆÉØ ÉÔȟ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÅȩ 7ÈÅÒÅȭs 
ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÆÉØ ÉÔȟ 4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ 4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ #(!2,)% 4%,, -% 7(%2%ȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÄÁÒËȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔȦ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ 
) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÔȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÓÅÅȩ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȦ 
4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÂÕÎËÅÒȟ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÄÒÁÇÇÉÎÇ 
ÈÉÓ ÄÅÁÄ ÂÕÄÄÙȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÇÅÔ ÕÐȦ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÉÔȩ 4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ 
#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÎÏ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȦ 7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ 
I need to stop it, there is no ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
ear, both ears, medium flow, God please, how do I stop it? 
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ×ÈÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȦȱ 
Ȱ.///ȦȦȦȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÂÒÉÅÆ ÍÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔȦȱ 
Ȱ"ÁÄ !ÃÔÏÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÎËÅÒ ÏÎ the west flank has been abandoned, the 
ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÆ ÃÒÁÄÌÉÎÇ Á ÄÅÁÄ -ÁÒÉÎÅȦȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔ ÁÎÄ "ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ "ÁÄ ÁÃÔÏÒȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 
ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÓÔ ÓÌÏÐÅȟ ÈÏ× ÃÏÐÙȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÌÁÃË #ÏÁÔȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȦȱ 
Ȱ"ÉÒÄ #ÁÇÅȟ ÌÏÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒȦȱ 
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This ÔÉÍÅ ) ÓÁ× ÔÈÅÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ (ÏÌÄÉÎÇ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÓ ) ÃÏÕÌÄȟ ) 
would lean forward in order to protect his body. If the first bombing run 
killed Charlie, the second one woke him up! 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÃË ÓÕÃËÉÎÇȟ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȢ (%ȭ3 /+!9Ȧȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȟ #(!2,)%ȭ3 /+!9ȟ ÃÏÃË ÓÕÃËÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÒÅÁÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÐÓȦ 7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ&ÕÃË ÙÏÕȦȱ 
From that point on the west flank of the summit was in good hands, 
ÄÅÆÅÎÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÏÎÅ -ÁÒÉÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×Èo 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȦ 3ÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÉÔ ÅÎÄÅÄȟ ÆÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÄÁÓÈ 
ÁÃÒÏÓÓ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÃÕÔ ÁÒÅÁ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ 2ÏÓÉÅȭÓ ÐÁÔÃÈ ÏÆ 
concealment. They died almost half way. Oh, we both fired but Charlie 
had double vision and I was looking through the sights. There was a 
(ÕÅÙ ÈÏÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÖÅȟ ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ #ÈÉÃËÅÎ (Á×ËȢ &ÒÏÍ 
that point on they seemed to fade away as only they could. As usual they 
left blood but no bodies. Little did I know that the fight had just begun 
and the threat to our very existence had just increased two-fold! 
 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÕÓȠ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÕÓ ÁÌÌȢȱ 
I had forgotten about him, until now he had been unheard and unseen. 
Ȱ-ÁÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȢ 'Ï ÃÒÁ×Ì ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȠ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ sending eight-inch self-propelled guns across 
the valley to blow the top of this mountain off! 
(Å ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÍÁÎ ÆÒÏÍ (ÅÁÄÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
shaking. When he heard our new Colonel ask for his first briefing, he 
grabbed a radio and tuneÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄȢ 
What he heard was a private conversation traveling the air waves of a 
frequency thought to be unknown to Book Cover.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÌ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÏÒȩȱ 
Ȱ/ÕÒ ÎÅ× #ÏÌÏÎÅÌ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌȠ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏËÓ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÂÅ 
the only ones able to communicate with the all Recon teams in the field. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÄ ËÉÌÌ ÕÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȦȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÏÐÅȩȱ 
Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÒÁÄÉÏ ÂÕÎËÅÒȢȱ 
Since the deaf man was ignorant of the accusation, everybody 
volunteered him for the chore of conformation.  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÉÄÉÏÔÓȟ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÖÉÓÉÏÎȢȱ 
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The Sergeant then stepped out of the radio bunker, leaned forward and 
focused the magic glass on a distant cloud of dust. After pondering his 
point of vision for but a few seconds, he would proclaim: 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍȠ ÆÏÕÒ ÅÉÇÈÔ-inch self-ÐÒÏÐÅÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÏÕÒÓȦȱ 
I placed my two hands apart from each other, a distance that I perceived 
to be eight inches, and realized that any incoming that size would cancel 
ÍÙ ÓÔÁÔÕÓ ÁÓ Á ȰÓÈÏÒÔ-ÔÉÍÅÒȟȱ ÂÁÄ ÇÅÏÍÅÔÒÙ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȦ  
 
I understand the principle and I concur with its logic. For the survival of 
ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÃÒÉÆÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ× ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔÉÆÉÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ Ó×ÁÌÌÏ× 
×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ×Ȧ  4Ï Á ÓÈÏÒÔ-ÔÉÍÅÒ ÔÈÉÓ Ȱ3ÅÍÐÅÒ &Éȱ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÎÌÙ 
so far. I made up my mind that if they brought it down on my head, I was 
running down hill, not stopping until I got my feet wet in saltwater! And 
I was taking nothing with me but ammunition, and my third arm! I 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÉÄÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÅ ÈÅÌÌ ÏÆ 
a fight on their hands, and they better pack a lunch!  
 
For more then an hour, the decision remained unmade. He would tell us 
later that at one point he had removed our names from the active roster, 
prepared to list us all as KIA. But in the end we held our wire. Never 
once did he receive word from any pilot that they were past our wire. 
When they entered our barbwire they died in our barbwire! And so we 
lived! We lived because we had command of the air and the jet jockeys 
laid the shit right on top of us!  We lived because our enemy quit, they 
would not run thr ough barbwire just to die on the other side! 
 
Shortly after the last bullet was fired, and as if on cue, an arm popped up 
through the ground and wiggled its attached fingers. We all looked twice 
and then laughed; I think it was the laughter that broke him; it was truly 
one of those things that you had to see yourself. He would dig himself 
out while we were bent over in convulsions, this perverted celebration 
for the renewal of life that only those who had cheated death could 
understand, was not appreciated by the newly resurrected Doc. Once 
free of all the sand, he sat up and began to consume great quantities of 
medication.  
 
That night I saw the sunset through different eyes. They made us stay on 
that mountain, (the same job still needed to be done) but we were 
reinforced with a company of grunts, and Charlie got his ears back. 
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Ȱ(ÅÙ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÁÎÎÅÄ ÆÒÕÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÇÒÕÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ $Á .ÁÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ïȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÆÕÃË ÂÏÏËÓȦȱ 
 
Next day relief would come and we would go. I would see 707 again, as 
in the end they would make us return to dismantle the place. But then I 
would come alone as Charlie would be gone. The firefight of September 
6 was the last patrol for Charlie and me. Today, I thank Almighty God for 
the invention of the internet and E-ÍÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÁÙ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 
ÍÁÉÌȱ ÁÎÄ ) ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄȠ 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȟ 2ÏÓÉÅȩȱ 
 
The first day back I spent so much time on the beach, I got sand up my 
ass. But Charlie stayed on his cot. When I looked in on him, he was 
sopping wet and shaking. I did what I should have done earlier, I ran to 
the next tent. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ $ÏÃȩȭ 
Ȱ(Å ÑÕÉÔȦȱ 
Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄȦȱ 
Ȱ3ÈÉÔȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ Á $ÏÃȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 
Ȱ#ÈÁÒÌÉÅȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÓÕÒÇÅÏÎȟ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÄÏȢȱ 
A Captain in the Navy is equal in rank to a Marine Corps Colonel and as 
ÓÕÃÈ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄȢ /ÎÌÙ 'ÅÎÅÒÁÌÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓȢ .ÏÔ 
knowing what to do, I would treat him like a drill instructor. Two load 
knocks on his door were followed by. 
 Ȱ3ÉÒȟ #ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌ 2ÏÓÅÎÄÁÈÌȟ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ÐÅÒÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
#ÁÐÔÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÓÕÅȟ -ÁÒÉÎÅȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÍÙ ÂÕÄÄÙ ÎÅÅÄÓ Á $ÏÃ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÏÕÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÏÁÄÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ,ÏÃËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÁÄÅÄȟ 3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÌÏ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅȟ ÁÙÅȟ 3ÉÒȦȱ 
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Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȭ 
Ȱ9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȟ Á ÂÏÍÂ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÆÆ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÏÔÈ ÅÁÒÓ 
ÁÎÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢ .Ï× ÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÅÎÃÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÕÔ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÌÆȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÉÄ ÈÅ ÌÏÓÅ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÐÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÎÃÕÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ 
ÍÁÌÁÒÉÁȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ Ô×Ï #ÏÒÐÓÍÅÎ ÂÁÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ )Æ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÍÁÌÁÒÉÁȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ 
ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȦȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÒÉÎÅȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÎÏ ÓÈÒÁÐÎÅÌ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÕÎËÅÒ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÍÅÔÁÌȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÓÔȢȱ 
My wait outside was short lived, as soon a jeep occupied by two men 
and a stretcher pulled up, they had left the passenger seat vacant.  
Ȱ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÂÏÍÂ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ 
ÆÌÅÓÈ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȩȱ 
Shit, they were non-combatants. They wanted to know everything, I 
wanted to tell them nothing, but I needed them, so I baffled them with 
bull-shit all the way to the tent! 
 
The sailor who was in charge took one look at Charlie and instructed the 
other to get the stretcher. The shock of his departure started to sink in 
as I went to my cot and retrieved something from under my pillow. 
Placing that which I had acquired ÉÎ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÄÒÅÎÃÈÅÄ ÂÒÅÁÓÔ-pocket, I 
was pleased to note the smile that came across his quivering face. This 
activity created a mystery that the waiting Corpsman needed to solve.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍȩȱ 
Ȱ/È ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÂÏÏËȦȱ 
 
The questions came as the crowd parted. 
Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ÉÓ ÈÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÉÐȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÓÈÉÐȟ ÎÏȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÍÁÌÁÒÉÁ ×ÁÒÄ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ó ÉÔ ÁÉÒ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȦȱ 
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Sensing that for once, I would be able to get in the last word, I followed 
them to the door and yelled. 
Ȱ$ÏÃȟ ÈÅ ÌÉËÅÓ ÃÁÔÓȦȱ 
Instantly, what was before a prone right arm, bent ninety degrees at the 
elbow and all fingers folded at the base of a firmly extended middle 
digit.  
 
The next time that he lightened my burden with laughter would be more 
then thirty -seven years in the future. Today, I bear single witness to the 
fact that it was well worth the wait!  
 
I stood in the doorway looking out but seeing nothing, long after he had 
left. What would I do now? First there was the Corporal, who when the 
demon came, would reach out and touch me. Then there was Charlie, 
who took away my burden with laughter. I looked around and I was 
alone, and alone I was afraid.  
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FOR THOSE WHO HAVE HAD TO 
FIGHT FOR IT, FREEDOM HAS A 
FLAVOR THE PROTECTED SHALL 
NEVER KNOW! 
 
SLOGAN ON A T-SHIRT 
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At the end of 1966 the Marine Corps expanded its TAOR (tactical area of 
responsibility) northward. The 3rd Marine Division moved out of Da 
.ÁÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÁÒÅÁ ×Å ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ*ÏÈÎ 7ÁÙÎÅ #ÏÕÎÔÒÙȱȢ 0ÌÁÃÅÓ ÌÉËÅ +ÈÅ 
Sanh, Hue and the DMZ. The 1st Marine Division filled the void in Da 
Nang and the Army moved into Chu Lai. The move for me was 
surrealistic as 1st Recon occupied Camp Reasoner and I returned to the 
very tent in which I had slept my first night in Vietnam. I became a firm 
ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÒÁÓÅȠ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ 
difference was that the damn dog was gone, and in my absence, rats had 
tunneled under the mess hall.    
 
On day one, a mother I would never know gave birth to me. In the 
middle of my nineteenth year a man I had recently met would give me 
life. The struggle ends when you can recognize the difference. The 
largest of all life changes would come from one of the shortest 
conversations. In the beginning, as the new Lieutenant, he had sought 
my wisdom, and it was freely given. In the end, he would give a class in 
leadership, in which I was the only student. Respect and dignity were 
the subjects and the lesson would be life long. I was the first, but in the 
future he would do it for all. An officer would enter the enlisted tent. 
Before I could stand, he would sit. Before I could speak, he would make 
me listen.  
Ȱ2ÏÓÉÅȟ ) ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅȟ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÈȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 
ÉÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅ Á -ÁÒÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÄÁÙÓ ÏÆ ÍÅÓÓ ÄÕÔÙȢȱ  
I nodded my head, as the lump in my throat prevented speech. Knowing 
my reaction, he would depart as quickly as he had arrived. With his 
absence I was alone, and I did sob. It was over with, and I would live!  
 
To me, there had always been a difference between those who went into 
the bush and grappled with the enemy and those who did not. Now I 
was leaving the uncertainty of the one for the sanctuary of the other. As 
I worked among the non-threatened I felt no elitism, but their actions 
demonstrated recognition of the differences within the distinctions. I 
did not ask for, but I would receive limited work assignments, easier 
tasks and extensive free time. In fact, I can recall only one request. My 
help was sought in the resolution of the issues caused by the presence of 
the rats. 
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The mess tent sat atop a small hill that had become honeycombed by a 
maze of tunnels, tunnels excavated by relatives of the very same 
creatures who had previously attempted to dine on my fingertips. If I 
was unable to kill the original perpetrators, I now had the opportunity 
to exterminate their kin. I would attack this issue with the enthusiasm of 
a newly assigned recruit.  
 
I spent a week studying their habits, noting which sub-terrain openings 
were used for entrances and which were used for exits. Knowing the 
abundance of kerosene within the compound, I remembered the cold-
ÂÌÏÏÄÅÄ ÅÆÆÉÃÉÅÎÃÙ ÏÆ #ÁÐÔÁÉÎ :ÉÐÐÏȭÓ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓȢ 3Ï ÔÈÁÔ you understand, I 
must now give you more information then you wish to receive. In 
Vietnam, when a Marine sat down to take a shit, he sat down over an 
ammo can filled with kerosene. Some poor private on shit detail would 
eventually drag the can out into the open and throw a match into this 
obnoxious ooze. Once the billowing black clouds disappeared, the can in 
question would be refilled with kerosene. Now Marines, having to eat 
what they had to eat, were thus inclined to shit a lot, therefore, the 
abundance of kerosene within the compound. 
 
The kerosene was much easier to obtain then the ammunition; 
fortunately I had my own stash of ammo. It was then that I made my 
first mistake; I moved the selector on my M-14 from automatic to semi-
automatic, something that ) ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÎÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄ 
anything, I bore witness to the massive number of those plague 
carrying, finger gnawing bastards. If you wonder what my mistake was, 
please note: semi-automatic requires aiming.  
 
The one sided battle was over before it began, as always it was the 
numbers. Fate would allow me forty shots and in excess of four hundred 
targets. The hoards feared me not; it was the kerosene that got their 
attention, once lit, the rules were tossed, for they ran in the out and out 
the in. Their speed of movement made all my actions nothing but a 
waste of time. For all the lead I did spew, I struck nothing but dirt, or 
perhaps a tail or two. I would later justify the body count by identify 
them as Vietcong Rats and as such; they dragged their dead off! 
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Hind-sight tells me that I began this chore in silence; the act of changing 
an empty magazine for one with twenty more rounds revealed that the 
silence of the start had disappeared in the middle. I paid no attention to 
the noise around me, but perhaps I should have! The first twenty rounds 
were followed by twenty more; once forty were gone all hell would 
break loose! The discharge of forty rounds in the mode of semi-
automatic would allow sufficient time to pass; sufficient time for officers 
to pick themselves up off the ground, sufficient time for passers-by to 
comprehend the true facts, and sufficient time for a mob to close in on 
the source of all the noise. 
 
In less then the time that it takes to tell it, I found myself standing tall in 
ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȱȢ !Ó ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÎÏ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ 
shut.The issue at hand was the discharge of a weapon within the 
compound. Sergeant Skinny had taught me well as my eyes neither 
blinked nor moved, but still I could tell, he was thumbing through 
something. I guessed it to be my service record, for he came to a page 
and stopped, taking great time in devouring its contents. Finally he 
would stand to look me straight in the eye. 
Ȱ#ÏÒÐÏÒÁÌȟ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȦȱ 
It was not the last time that my combat record would save me, and given 
such a warning I would make sure that he never did!  
 
-Ù ÔÁÌÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÑÕÉÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ËÉÃËÅÄ #ÈÁÒÌÉÅȭÓ ÁÓÓȟ 
but for the old man. If the truth is covered, I must speak of the old man. I 
met him on the rat recon, for the tunnels would lead me to the garbage, 
and it was at the garbage that I met the old man. When our eyes locked, 
mine showed distain, his contempt. Standing before me was a bow-
legged, gray goateed, decrepit old man who reeked with the smell of 
garbage. It is hindsight that educates us in our degree of stupidly. I now 
know that I must have been looking at the most powerful Vietcong in 
the valley. In his youth he had defeated the Japanese, as a young man he 
would kill the French and now, in his old age, he would destroy the 
United States Army and bring my beloved Corps to its knees. For in 
collecting the garbage, he did also peddle the poppy. First he would give 
it away, never taking money, for money would leave a trail and riches 
were not his goal. In the end, he would accept cases of food for this 
powerful demon. 
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 3Ï ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÁÒÍÙ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÆÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ 
own. The bush had taught me the power of the poppy and as such 
rejection for me was easy. This was one demon that I would wisely 
never dance with. But within my last month I would witness two mess 
tent Marines leave the compound with chains on their limbs. I have said 
it twice before and I say it again. Never underestimate the power of the 
poppy!  
 
After a year of extensive combat, the final thirty days became truly 
ÒÉÔÕÁÌÉÓÔÉÃȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÔÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÌÅÎÄÁÒȟ ÔÈÅ 0ÌÁÙÂÏÙ ÃÅÎÔÅÒÆÏÌÄ 
that with less then thirty pieces of cover remaining was, with the 
removal of each days numbered piece, becoming very naked! When it 
became your last day and time to remove the piece numbered one, the 
crowd at your cot was not there to celebrate your good fortune but 
rather to witness the unveiling. There were other such rituals, all for the 
purpose of celebrating survival and taunting those who had yet to run 
the gauntlet. With less then thirty days left in country one was allowed 
to use the acronym A. M. F. for either a greeting or a statement of 
departure. The proper etiquette would be to correctly form the 
statement: 
Ȱ!Ȣ -Ȣ &Ȣ ÍÁÎ !Ȣ -Ȣ &ȢȦȱ 
Such an utterance was always followed by a stare of envy, then some 
degree of verbal harassment. With less then seven days until your 
rotation back to the world, it was permissible to drop the acronym and 
substitute the actual words, although I quickly learned one must pay 
attention to the rank of the chosen recipient. Not all were game enough 
to participate in the accepted ritualistic greeting brought on by a 
ÐÒÏÃÌÁÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ȰÁÄÉÏÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÕÃËÅÒȦȱ 
 
It was January 1967 and I found myself on a TWA commercial jet flying 
from Da Nang to Okinawa. Boy, talk about a reverse colonoscopy. All 
passengers on the plane were stunned by my belly laugh as the pilot 
executed a near vertical climb. I concluded that if all held true to form, 
the original sniper was dead, replaced by his son and it was the same 
old bolt action rifle that this pilot feared.  
 
Okinawa was a quick stop, shots and search of my sea bag. When they 
came across the Vietcong first aid pouch that I had taken off the gook 
that killed Doc, they examined it with great awe.  
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Then the stupid son of a bitches asked if it was for sale. I answered them 
with my eyes, for they had taken my rifle in Da Nang. 
 
Airborne again, this time my destination was Los Angeles. To me it was 
the city where Leonel lived; I smiled with the knowledge that he had 
beaten me home. I marveled at the mode of travel that would quickly 
take me from the heat of a tropical jungle to the cold of a Minnesota 
winter, the difference of which would measure more then a hundred 
degrees. Much thought was given to the ironies of my situation. Any 
major news story of 1966, I knew nothing about, yet in some I had 
participated. I would quickly recognize the 1966 make of automobiles 
as they were the ones I had never seen before. There is something to be 
said for culture shock.  But the strangest realization of all would come 
with the stares of the stewardess. I correctly concluded that she 
understood the ribbons that I wore upon my chest. Halfway through the 
flight she singled me out for conversation. 
Ȱ) ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ÂÏÙÓ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ 6ÉÅÔÎÁÍȢȱ 
With that statement she handed my two small sample bottles of vodka. I 
was grateful for her gift, and I said so. But I was also fearful, for I knew 
that my carry-on bag was subject to search, and at nineteen years of age 
I was old enough to fight and die for my country but I was not old 
enough to drink or vote. 
 
Goodbye darkness. 
 
Michael Gordon Rosendahl 
Kissimmee, Florida 
August 11, 2004 
 
During old age, when time allows one to ponder a lifetime of events, I 
think of those Marines who waded ashore at Tarawa or climbed Mount 
Suribachi, and I weep with pride, for they are my people and I am one of 
them.  
 
SEMPER FIDELIS! 
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Special Credit and Thanks for this Montage to:  
BB Riley and Adam Browne Copyright 1996 
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