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And now the rest of the story, I truly thank you for being interested in reading my story!
-- Semper Fi
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Going to Vietnam.
I remember leaving Camp Pendleton in California on a long 15-hour trip from here to South
Vietnam. We briefly stopped in at GUAM. When I landed in Vietnam I remember we were all
very, very worried because we had no weapons, and were concerned we might land into a
firefight. But fortunately that did not come to pass. There were 208 of us on that plane and
typically a military unit was to go to Vietnam and spend 13 months in Vietnam, and then
rotate back to the United States at the end of their military commitment tour. I remember we
were all lined up in 4 rows after we disembarked from the plane. The officers on the ground
were choosing which of us would go where. The first eight in the first row were sent to eight
different Marine units. The remaining 200 of the 208 men in my unit all went to Second
Battalion Third Marines. I went to Hotel Company of Second Battalion Third Marines. I
remember I unfortunately lost my sea bag, and so I had no clothes, no toiletries, and no
writing materials. I had absolutely nothing except my orders and a camera that was in my
pocket. They issued me some military payment certificates that I have here, so I was able to
then go to the chow hall and have the only hot meal I ever had in Vietnam.
I met a fellow Marine in the chow line that had just finished his tour and was rotating back to
the States. He had been there for 13 months as office personal in Da Nang. He asked me
what unit I was chosen for and I told him Hotel Company Second Battalion Third Marines. I
remember he looked at me in a serious look and said; “Son write home as soon as you can”.
I asked him why, and he said 200 of you went to this unit because you are replacements. All
of the men you are replacing likely have been killed or wounded. Second Battalion Third
Marines is known as a Horizontal Unit. What that means is, the only way anybody leaves this
unit is on a stretcher because you have been killed, wounded or very, very sick. And with
that information I became a little less hungry.
The next morning we started out by marching 3 miles to a base camp outside of The Da
Nang Combat Base area. My unit was Second Platoon, Hotel Company, Second Battalion
Third Marines, and Third Marine Division. My MOS (Military occupation) was 0331 infantry
machine gunner, and my secondary MOS was 8651 -- Battalion Recon. I still vividly
remember the heat and humidity was blistering, and the flies and mosquitoes were
everywhere. They were on your face, your hands, your arms and your neck constantly. There
were constantly so many of them you couldn't get rid of them, and it was just so bothering so gross, and this was only going to get worse.
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Letters Home from Viet Nam:
Letter Home: February 23, 1968: In Country
I am with the 2nd Battalion, 3rd Marines right now and we are Southwest of Da Nang
near the Laotian Border. We are not going to be here for very long. We are going
north soon. – Letter received March 4th, 1968
Letter Home: March 3, 1968
Well, what do ya know, another letter in the same week. I’ve just finished fixing up
my gear. I’m going out in the field for the first time soon and we expect to be out
for 2-3 days. Needless to say, I’m a little nervous. We are still around Da Nang,
quite a few miles south of it though. Still around the Laotian Border. We are in a
placed called the Rocket Belt and we have to patrol the areas so the NVA won’t
rocket Da Nang. With my big brother Tom in Da Nang, I’m going to do my best to
keep them away. -- Letter received March 8th, 1968.

Full Combat Gear with my M-60 Machine Gun, Trudging through old rice
paddies, securing a local Village.
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The first night in the bush. (Lucky 1)

In the first two days at this base camp south of Da Nang I was issued new gear and a
M-60 machine gun. Our job during the next three weeks while we were south of Da Nang was
to set up a base camp on a hill in the jungle a couple of miles south of Da Nang called Hill 10.
Our platoon marched out to Hill 10 and from there would run three eight-hour patrols each
day throughout the countryside. On the first day that I got out to Hill 10, I was informed I
would be going out on patrol that evening from 4 o'clock in the afternoon to about 12 o'clock
midnight.
I was assigned a Papa, his name was Mitch. (Cpl. Mitchell). A Papa is someone who has
lived in the unit for more than a month and assigned to you in order to teach you everything
he can so hopefully you can stay alive for more than a month. He will look after you and
teach you everything he can to try to keep you alive until you learn enough to rely on your
own wits. 12 of us left Hill 10 at 4 o'clock in the afternoon, and we proceeded to move slowly
throughout the countryside in about a 5-mile sweep through surrounding jungle and rice
paddies. Most of the evening was uneventful and we moved to an area of open rice patties
about 10 o'clock in the evening and took up a position all facing the same direction with the
rice patty dyke to our back. I was on the end of the squad with Cpl. Mitchell who was from
South Carolina. We were all sitting there with most of the squad opening up c-rations or
rearranging their gear and whispering.
I bow hunted deer back home and we would always do what we called sound hunting. That is
where you would go into the woods and hunker down in a hole or kneel by the base of a tree.
You would then close your eyes and listen for sound. We called this sound hunting and that's
the way we hunted. Waiting for a sound from a deer, letting them get very, very close, not
moving a muscle, then slowly drawing back and releasing your arrow.
I positioned myself sideways to the squad and listened out of my left ear for anything in back
of us. I did what I did hunting back home, and just listened for any movement or any sound
out of the ordinary. It was about 15 minutes that we had been there and I thought I heard
grass stubble break probably 30 - 40 feet away coming at us. I alerted Mitch and he said,
“don't worry, you're just new and nervous”. I listened more, and in about 20 or 30 seconds I
heard the sound again in back of us coming toward our backs. I leaned into Mitch and he
had also heard it. We very quietly without alerting the others, both trained our guns over the
paddy dyke and I said to Mitch – “on three”. I said, (3), and opened up, and I shot what
turned out to be a 28-year-old NVA captain. He was only about 10 feet away and was with a
group of 7-8 NVA soldiers who are coming up from behind us. With out a doubt they would
have killed all of us had we not heard them and shot first. I shot the captain in the face and
blew the left side of his face and scull off. His brains came out of his skull and were resting
on his shoulder. I remember that I felt numb/shock upon seeing him, and thought that this
Catholic boy, middle child of 9 siblings, had actually taken a human life.
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There were other soldiers in this attack that I shot, and wounded because we found arm bone
fragments and large blood trails heading back to were they came from. We then called back
to our lieutenant at Hill 10 and he told us there were boo-coo (many) NVA in the area and to
get back to Hill 10 as quickly as possible. We had called in for illumination rounds to see
because it was so dark. You couldn't see much in front of you and they lit up the whole area
like daylight. We started to see all sorts of NVA squads running on the rice paddy dykes and
realized there was obviously a major offensive being brought on that night by the NVA. We
later learned that there was a major battle (Tet Offensive #2 ) that night that went on to attack
the Da Nang perimeter. We very quietly bobbed and weaved back to Hill 10 safely.
The next morning everyone in the squad came up to me, shook my hand, and thanked me for
being so alert, and saving everyone's life. It was a great honor, and a wonderful feeling of
acceptance, and appreciation.

The rice paddy dyke we were crouched behind.
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The NVA Capitan that I killed that first night.
First time wounded. (Lucky 2)

We were still working out of Hill 10 for the first three weeks. About 10 days later we were
summoned to go help out a South Vietnamese unit who had been surrounded at a small
pagoda about 2 miles from us. We double-timed (fast marched) through the jungle and
entered the northeast corner of the pagoda. There were rounds of bullets flying everywhere.
I remember that I was about the third man into the pagoda and was racing to mid-way where
a South Vietnamese soldier had been shot through the legs. I went to help him get to the
perimeter wall, which was nothing more than a 4-foot wall surrounding the pagoda. As I
approached the soldier, a shot rang out and I was hit in the chest with a bullet by a sniper. It
knocked me down, but I slowly got up and was very, very sore in my left chest over my heart.
I picked up the South Vietnamese soldier and dragged him to the 4-foot wall surrounding the
pagoda.
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This bullet that hit me in the chest had hit a magazine of bullets that I had draped across my
chest. It entered at the bottom left corner of the magazine splitting the spot weld seam apart
and ricocheted off the back, traveling up through the magazine of bullets cutting all of them in
half, and piercing/stopping at the last bullet right before entering the bottom of my chin. A
millionth of an inch above or below the spot-weld seam and it would have passed right
through my heart. You absolutely cannot get any luckier than this. I still have the bullet and
the shells, which were sent home for me by Mitch. The magazine and bandolier I
unfortunately kept with me were confiscated when I was medevaced for malaria months later.

The bullet hit the corner of the magazine of rounds, and ricochet up and to the
right stopping just below my chin. It broke a rib and caused considerable
internal bleeding and bruising.
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Later that night I was chosen (because of my apparent listening skills) to venture out about
50 yards past the 4 foot wall and set up a 4 man listening post. It was darker than dark as we
went over the 4-foot wall, and ventured out into the surrounding jungle. We set up on the far
side of a trail by all sitting down back-to-back in a circle and listened for movement. As luck
would have it, after about 5 minuets of sitting motionless, I felt something crawl up my left leg
toward my groin. When it got just above my knee, I very quietly pressed down on my leg and
trapped this thing crawling up my leg. As I squeezed the life out of this thing I felt a huge pain
as though I had been bitten or stung by something. It later turned out to be a foot long
poisonous centipede.
About 15 minutes later we heard the sound of movement. It was coming slowly from my left.
About a dozen NVA were working their way down the trail toward us. Our fire team leader
frantically whispered to us not to fire. We were not only outnumbered, but they were in
between us and our unit, about 150 feet away. We held our breath and let them pass. I am
still amazed that they didn’t hear my heart beating as loud as it was. I thought for sure they
all could hear it.
Friendly Fire (Lucky 3)
After securing the area we moved back to Hill 10. I was feeling very sick and feverish. Our
Medic Doc Radich ordered me out of the field and had me medevaced back to the base camp at
Da Nang. I spent the next two days recovering from the poisonous venom received from the
centipede bite. About an hour after I was medevaced, the men at Hill 10 were attacked. They
called in mortars and white phosphorous rounds for support. When our Fire Support fired the
rounds they were what we call short rounds, and all landed inside our perimeter. One of the
white phosphorous rounds landed right next to my vacant foxhole. Had I been there, I surely
would have been burned to death by this white phosphorous round. Our Medic, Doc Radich, was
under cover about 10-15 feet from my foxhole and received severe burns over 40% of his body.
He survived but was severely scarred.

Armed fox hole

Rudy Posing

Brady taken a break

Hill 10
9

Lou’s mail call

Letter Home: March 09, 1968
Yesterday our platoon was called on to help out a South Vietnamese unit that had
been pinned down at a religious shrine. We left the tents area and arrived at the
shrine at about dusk. As we hurriedly entered the shrine compound, we received
incoming small arms fire. I was running across the compound to help a wounded
soldier on the other side when I was shot in the left chest. I was knocked down by
the force. I soon discovered that although I was not feeling any blood, my left
breast/sternum area felt very painful. I spent the night on a listening post with three
others about 25 yards outside the perimeter. We had several enemies walk about
4 feet from us, between us and the rest of the Company. I felt certain one of them
heard my heart beating. We just froze. We were probed several more times that
night and finally secured the area by morning. I took off my gear and discovered a
bullet hole in my bandolier of magazines I carried across my left chest. The bullet
had hit the corner of one magazine in my bandolier with such force, that it drove the
corner of the magazine into my chest causing a lot of bleeding, and soreness. You
can’t get any luckier than that. - Letter received March 18, 1968.
Letter Home: March 10, 1968
Well, it’s around the 10th of March right now and I came out of the field early
because I got really sick. It started last night and the Corpsman told me to come
back with a supply squad for medical care. I’m lucky I did, because not long after I
came out of the field, our own artillery was bombing a hill near us when their shells
fell short and hit right in the middle of our camp. One of them landed about 2 feet
from my foxhole. There were many guys hurt. Our Corpsman was badly burned.
It wasn’t a regular shell, but a white phosphorus shell, and believe me, that’s bad
because if sends out a burning chemical that you can’t just put out. - Letter
received March 12, 1968.
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Letter Home: March 15, 1968
I’m out in the bush now about 7 miles from base camp. It’s been pretty hot here,
around 110-115 degrees. On the way out here I had 108 lbs. of gear on me, and it
was 114 degrees. That was the longest 7 miles I’ve walked in my life. Not much
has been happening except for a few sniper shots, and last night we were hit by a
VC grenade attack. They didn’t do much damage except for 3 men were
medevaced for shrapnel wounds. I’m going out with a squad tonight and set up
two ambushes. Up until now, we have killed 38 VC. We just got word that when
we get back we will be going north. We haven’t gone yet because the Unit (3/27)
that is taking over our place hasn’t gotten all their men yet. I have been here three
weeks and feel I have already seen enough. Well, I have got to get ready for the
Patrol now so I better go. – Letter received 3-28-68

7 mi. out to River

Stig manning his fox hole

Mitch on River Patrol

Bucky on Hill 10
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Letter Home: March 17, 1968
Last night out in the bush – 7 miles out. We were hit last night by a sapper squad
and killed 8. We had three wounded. I am very lucky to be here. We leave for the
North tomorrow. - Letter received March 22, 1968.
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Letter Home: March 19, 1968
We’re leaving for the North. We are going to pull an operation from HueCity to Phu
Bai. That’s about 100 miles. It is supposed to take a couple of weeks. It’s already
been started by the rest of the Battalion, and they’re going to drop us in by
helicopter once we get there. – Letter received March 23, 1968.

My Convoy going up North. I am in the 5th truck from the front
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Our Convoy entering Kae Sahn Mountains
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Letter Home: March 22, 1968
We left for the North last week, working our way though Hue City and on up to Phu
Bai where we have been on an Operation for three days now. Right now we are in
Phu Bai. After we got here we were dropped into the Operation by helicopter. The
Operation has ended early because we are going on a real big Operation come the
3rd of April. This last Operation turned out pretty good. Our Battalion only lost 9
KIA and 50 WIA. I’m afraid the worst is yet to come. The third of April we are
going to have the Operation General Westmorland talked about in Time Magazine
to lift the NVA siege on Khe Sanh Combat Base. We are going to try and open
Highway (Hwy 9) between Camp Carroll and Khe Sanh. The road has been closed
for three months. – Letter received March 26, 1968. March 25, 1968 – To Dad

Helicoptered to a Hilltop Landing Zone
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Letter Home: March 26, 1968
We leave the 28th now instead of the 1st. It’s going to be the biggest offensive of
the War. But don’t worry because everything will be OK. We got rocketed by 122
rockets for about 20 minutes this morning. Scares the hell out of you because
there is nothing you can do but try to hide in your foxhole. – Letter received April 1,
1968.
In a letter postmarked March 28, 1968, my mother wrote: “You know that every
time I look at the bullet you had sent to (brother) Mark, I say a prayer of thanks to
whoever is looking out for you”.
Letter Home: March 29, 1968
Right now we are on top of a mountain in the Cal Lue Mountains. On the way up
here we had to cross a deep river. We strung a rope across and then crossed, but
everyone slipped on the rocks and got drenched. We lost one man to drowning.
We are about 8 miles south of the DMZ and about 6 miles south of Khe Sanh. We
took a 180-truck convoy to get here from Dong-Ha. I don’t know if you have heard
of a new airstrip we are building south of Khe Sanh, some call it Khe Sanh #2. We
are about ¼ mile from it.
We are waiting for the other Marine and Army units to get online with us. I think the
name of the Operation is “Operation Pegasus”. We are always on the move going
somewhere to help some one out. We call ourselves “2/3 Rent A Battalion”. -Letter Received April 4, 1968.

Hwy 9 leading up through the Cal Lue Mountains to Khe Sanh Mountains.
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Day 1 of Operation Pegasus. (Lucky 4)

On April 3, 1968 we were driven from Phu Bai to LZ Hawk. We disembarked off the six by
trucks and prepared to cross the Qua Viet River. We worked our way up into and through the
mountain jungle to spearhead the beginning of Operation Pegasus. We had to cross this
very fast three to four foot deep river. I remember we lost one man to drowning. It was very
fast, very rocky and very easy to lose your balance. I remember we had to work our way up
a stream bed into the jungle, and to an area where we kicked off the operation. We would
soon find out that the actual NVA troops strength in the Khe Sanh Plateau area numbered
45,000 – 50,000. We number about 7,000 ground troops.
The jungle was so thick we tried to hack a path through the jungle with machetes for about
five hours when C-130 aircraft flew overhead and started spraying the entire area with Agent
Orange. They typically did this before an operation and then followed up with gunships to kill
anything left moving in the area. Unfortunately we had gotten there about two days before
we should have, and we are now being sprayed with Agent Orange. Our bodies were
absolutely drenched. Dioxin was just dripping off our hands and faces. Our jungle clothes
were soaked to the bone. I was standing next to Tom Collins from Florida whom we called
Gomer. (It seems everyone has a nickname. They call me Fuzzy) I remember us looking at
each other (and acting like 18 year olds would), we were licking our hands wondering what
this stuff was. I remember it tasted like petroleum licorice. Shortly after being sprayed, Army
gunship helicopters came out over us and started shooting us from several different
directions above us. They were able to make two airborne passes firing on us before we
were able to communicate with them to CHECK FIRE, that we were U.S. Troops. They killed
23 and wounded 12 of us that day. These deaths and wounded were caused by what is
called friendly fire. No Purple Hearts are awarded to these men.
After medevacing the dead and wounded, we continued with our push through the jungle.
Toward the end of that day we came upon an estimated 1-2 divisions (5,000 -10,000 troops)
of North Vietnamese who opened fire on us. Starting this operation with a full Company of
225 men, we were now a company of 190 men. We quickly suffered another 11 killed and
thirty-seven wounded before we were able to finally take control of the perimeter. We dug
out our fox holes (2ft deep by 2ft wide by 4ft long), set up our perimeter and stayed up all
night on guard. The next morning we proceeded to advance on their camp, only to realize
that they had pulled out during the night and had gone further north into the jungle.
We went through their camp, and found they had a small city dug into the sides of the
surrounding hills. They had Hospitals, Ammo Storage Bunkers, Barracks, Communication
Bunkers, and enumerable foxholes, machine gun bunkers, and mortar bunkers everywhere.
We were grossly outnumbered and very honestly the sophistication and supply that these
North Vietnamese had out in the middle of nowhere was more than a little intimidating. We
all felt relieved they decided to pull out during the night. We now knew G2 was wrong, and
we were all in for One hell of a fight.
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Trudging through the Jungle on Operation Pegasus
A Cache of NVA weapons and Ammo
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A List of Captured NVA Equipment and Weapons
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“Yours truly” before going out at night for a 12 man listening Post
I was told that about a month before I got to Vietnam there was this all night ambush/listening post
that part of my platoon went out on and one of the men, Pvt. Frank Burns, somehow fell asleep and
was left in the jungle where he was later captured by the NVA. The next night the NVA skinned him
alive and the Platoon listened to him scream all night. They went in to get him the next morning and
found him staked to the ground with most of his skin peeled off. He was begging for someone to kill
him. There was no way he could have survived, only suffer more until he would die. I was told
someone reluctantly complied with his request.
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Letter Home: April 5, 1968
We are about 8 miles from Khe Sanh. The day before yesterday, we drove out an
estimated Division of NVA and pushed them further north toward Khe Sanh. They
were dug in bunkers and even had steps built into the side of the hill. The whole
network was about a mile long. We are going to move in about an hour to a hill we
can see Khe Sanh from. Since we have been on this operation, we have been
drenched with Agent Orange defoliant, and the damn Army gun ships have killed
23 and wounded 12 in our Company by accident. They thought we were NVA –
Letter received April 11, 1968.

A short rest before moving on through the Jungle.
“How easy it was to walk into an ambush”
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Area of Operations
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L Z Hawk Command
Our daily job:
Our daily job the next couple of months was to leave our hillside foxholes at roughly 7:00 in
the morning. We would be on search and destroy mode all day. We would go through the
jungle and across the tops of these mountains until dusk. At about 6:30 each night we would
dig in our foxholes for the night. There would be two men to a foxhole, you would be on
guard for two hours and sleep two hours. You would eat c-rations and start to break camp
about 6:30 to 7:00 am each morning. We would then proceed all day to the top of another hill
and would repeat the process of digging foxholes about an arms length from each other in a
circle around the hill, setting up in good field of fire avenues, and then starting guard watch
until the next morning.
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We would rotate two-hour shifts, where you would be in the foxhole wide-awake guarding
against an invasion for two hours, and then your foxhole buddy would relieve you from watch,
and you would rest. He would be on guard for two hours, and this would go on all night long
until about 6:00 am when you would both be up, and eat C-rats for breakfast. (You never got
enough sleep in Vietnam, constantly exhausted). If you had good listening ability, something
I was known for from the first night, then you would be chosen for listening Post Duty. This is
where a four-man fire team goes out about 50-100 yards outside the parameter and sets up
in a circle facing out, and listens for enemy movement. It is usually very dark, you are
exhausted, and everyone knows what happened to Pvt. Frank Burns after he fell asleep on
one.
We ate on average 1 C-rat box each day. We were resupplied on average once every three
days, and when you were resupplied you got three boxes of C rations one for each day. This
clearly wasn't enough but it was what we got. I left MCRD weighing 208 pounds, and when I got
medivaced for Malaria 5 months later I weighed an est. 115-120 pounds. There were at least
three occasions where we went five - six days without any food or water. One of those
occurrences was right before Hill 689.

Sleeping Two hour shift in the rain

Cooking w/t C-4 explosive in a hole

Letter Home: April 12, 1968
It is the 12th of April and we just left from below Khe Sanh and were helicoptered about 1-1/4
miles east, northeast of Khe Sanh. I can see the Airstrip from here easily. We are on top of a hill
in line with Hills 881, 1064 and 861. Right now, Khe Sanh is getting slammed with 122 rockets
and mortars. Two planes were hit coming in and what looks like a fuel dump. We are just a little
way to the east-northeast of it. Most of us are digging our foxholes, except for 12 of us who are
(get this) getting ready to go out on an all-night ambush down in the Valley, about 2 miles to a
point just about 1000 meters from the Khe Sanh perimeter. I don’t believe it yet. There hasn’t
been any American troops leave the Khe Sanh base perimeter in 4 years since they got up there.
In about one hour, our 12-man squad is going to go down the Khe Sanh Valley and set ambush
for some of the 50,000 NVA surrounding us in these mountains. We don’t have to go that far to
find them. About a half hour ago we found 5 tunnels right underneath us.
-- Letter received April 16, 1968
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Hill 512 --- Starvation Ridge (Lucky 5)

We hadn't eaten for the last five days and we were to go up hill 512 and establish a presence
on top of the hill before nightfall this one-day. This was like climbing up a cliff. It was about a
2-1 slope, 115 degrees out, carrying about 150 pounds of gear, and was a hand over hand
ascent. We got up to the top of the hill in about 5 hours. We started cutting the 10-12 foot
high jungle grass down along the steep sides and then lit it on fire. Myself and my 1st foxhole
body named Speedy, dug a foxhole along the side of the hill right below a B-52 Bomb crater.
That afternoon a resupply chopper came in and attempted to land above us on the crest of
the hill. Unfortunately, the helicopter lost lift because we were burning the jungle grass
below. The helicopter lost altitude and started to crash right on top of Speedy and me. I told
Speedy to “Didi Mow”, (Vietnamese for move fast) up into the bomb crater. I was to the left
and he was to the right so we dropped everything, and scurried up the hill. I dove and
crawled in just as he jumped in. One of the helicopter blades hit Speedy at the shoulders and
decapitated him. He was knocked over on top of me with blood everywhere. I looked at his
body next to me and thought I was going to loose it. The helicopter then crashed and burned
just below us.
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Picture taken 4 foxholes away by Cpl. Pence

Letter Home: April 13, 1968
Right now I am about 1-1/2 miles north of Khe Sanh, and about 1 mile north of the
DMZ. I think they call this Hill 512. - Letter received April 18, 1968
Letter Home: April 16, 1968
We are still just outside Khe Sanh on a hill over looking it and Hwy 9. We will be
patrolling these hills for the next 2 weeks. Yesterday, my buddy and I were sitting
on the side of this hill when a helicopter came in, lost air and came right down on
us, killing my fox hole buddy. - Letter received April 21, 1968
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Letter Home: April 20, 1968 –
We were choppered to Hill 689 with the 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines. We have not had
food or water for 6 days, and now 3 Battalion, 4th Marines have given us all we can
eat and drink while we are briefed on going up tomorrow to recover 43 dead bodies
of the 1st Battalion, 9th Marines.
They went up the hill the day before. The first 43 men up the hill were cut off from
the rest of the unit and most killed. Some were captured. We are told to write home
– which I am doing. -- Letter received April 25, 1968.
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Resting before Hill 689 Assault
I was assigned a second foxhole buddy by the name of Kevin Cassel from Dallas Texas. He
showed me pictures of his 4-month-old bright red headed twin girls. We were informed that
we would go up hill 689, a hill right next to us where a company of first Battalion ninth
Marines had gone up the day before were ambushed. 38 men were killed and five were
captured. Our Commanding Officer told us to write home because we will most certainly have
casualties during the operation we are about to go on in the morning. We were up almost all
night hearing screams from two of the captured 1-9 Marines. We would later learn they were
being skinned alive from the waist up, just to keep us awake all night. About 3:00 am I heard
one of them scream out No, No, No Don’t. Mama, Mama I love you. The other said keep
quiet and die like a man. AK-47 gunfire then rang out and then there was only silence. All
five were executed.
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Arrival to Hill 670, Religious Mass before Battle, Starting assault on 689
The assault on Hill 689 (Lucky 6,7,8,9)
About 7:00 am our company started down our hill to then go up Hill 689. The rest of our Battalion
assaulted from three other positions around Hill 689. On our way down, we were hit with NVA 122
Rockets. The first one hit on top and blew my Lieutenant’s foot off and killed his radio operator.
One hit about 50 feet away from me and the concussion knocked me about 10 feet into the rocks.
A two foot jagged chunk of metal whizzed by my head missing me by about a foot. We continued
the assault up Hill 689. I was the second man up the hill. They were waiting for us just like they
were for 1st Battalion, 9th Marines two days before. We moved up the hill past dozens of dead
Marines to the crest of the hill. It was very steep and I was about one foot behind Kevin Cassel
when I heard heavy machine gun fire, and looked up to see Kevin’s back and right leg explode
from being hit by bullets. The last bullet went through the achilles heel of his right foot, out the
bottom arch and hit about 4 inches in front of my face. One more bullet and it would have gone
through the top of my head and exited out my lower back. They ran out of ammo with the last
bullet through Kevin’s heel. I was blinded by sand blown in my eyes by that last bullet and
couldn’t see. I had to get out of the field of fire, and got up and ran to the left. I was about 15 feet
away when they opened up on me and shot me 4 times through the jacket and twice through the
pants. -- Lucky again, I was so skinny none hit my body. I heard – zzziip, zzziip, zzziip, by my face
and head. I dove to the right into a bomb crater, and crawled back toward the machine gun nest.
The lip of the bomb crater was about 8-10 feet from the two NVA machine gunners. I tried to look
up over the edge to see where they were, and they opened up on me and ricocheted two bullets
off the top of my helmet knocking my helmet off. I remember thinking to myself “You dumb shit,
don’t do that again”. A few minutes later there was a huge explosion and I saw the upper half of
Kevin’s body fly through the air. Moments later, I was hit on the top of the head by a two to three
pound chunk of meat. It hit me on top of my helmet and fell in front of my nose. It was part of
Kevin. I took in a deep breath. Tom Collins entered the back of the bomb crater. The NVA were
only about 8-10 feet away and I had to get them quick or we were both going to die. All they had
to do was throw a hand grenade in the bomb crater we were in 8 feet away, and we would have
been dead for certain. I told Tom we have to move fast. I pulled the pin on an M-26 grenade,
(a five second grenade) and threw the grenade on the count of four Mississippi. It landed in
between and about a foot from them, killing both NVA soldiers.
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Minutes later, Jim Kearsley was about 75 yards away bringing up the right flank, when I saw an
NVA jump up out of a spider hole and shoot him in the head. He was dead. I tried the rest of the
afternoon to shoot that NVA but was at a bad angle and too far away. He saw me though, and
came for me later that night. About 3:00 am he snuck up to our foxhole. From about 10 feet
away he threw a hand grenade that landed next to me on the lip of our foxhole. We had dug our
fox hole so hurriedly that afternoon that we left a sloping hill on the sides instead of leveling it flat
as usual. It rolled away about 18 inches from my right ear before exploding and knocked us silly
down into the foxhole. I was wounded by a small piece of shrapnel to my scalp. I then slowly got
up, and opened fire with my machine gun raking the area right and left until I heard moaning, and
then shot and killed the NVA about 10 feet away. Later that morning I went down the hill to help
retrieve Kevin’s body. The only thing left of him was the upper half, with his chest wide open and
no insides. I remember that I felt numb, in a daze, and how very hard it was to pick him up by the
open rib cage and help put him in a body bag. I saluted him, and said “ Semper Fi Kev ”. That
afternoon we worked our way down Hill 689, through about 2 miles of Jungle and entered Kae
Sanh Combat Base, theoretically lifting the NVA military siege off of Kae Sanh. Our battalion had
a total of 173 casualties on this hill. We retrieved 43 dead Marines from 1st Battalion, 9th Marines.
Missouri Short Round (Lucky 10)
We were about ½ mile west of Kae Sanh up in the mountains when we saw a column of about 50
NVA traversing the mountainside descending down toward us. We called in for 16-inch heavy
artillery support from the battle ship Missouri about 15 miles away in the Gulf. I took up a position
with Gomer at the base of a 6-foot wide banyan tree. They shot four 250-pound rounds that hit
us instead of the NVA. One hit on the other side of our tree. It hit so close to the tree we were
behind that it cut the tree in half sending the top half over on us. We were crouched down in the
overhang. Two men were killed and 3 wounded that had to be medevaced out. This was
another so-called “friendly fire incident.” Lucky, Lucky for us.

Letter Home: April 25, 1968 -- We just got in from an all night ambush. We are
about ½ mile outside of the Khe Sanh Combat Base. It didn’t go well. We may be
here for a while. – Letter received April 30, 1968.
Letter Home: April 30, 1968
We are at the bridge south of Khe Sanh. I have had worms for the last two weeks.
So bad, your poop crawls away and disappears in about 15 minutes. We have no
medicine but hope to receive some soon. Last night I heard some branches break
about 100 feet below the road from me, and I thought it was NVA coming up the
hill. We were on full alert because of sapper attacks earlier. I turned my machine
gun on the area and waited. The rustling noise finally got to the top and I got ready
to shoot. This noise climbing toward me turned out to be a huge honey bear. A
huge honey bear about 3 feet from me rummaging around in my discarded C-ration
cans. I froze, held my breath and let it pass. It crossed the road and got half way
up the next hill when I heard a loud gasp. – Letter received May 5, 1968.
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Letter Home: May 10, 1968
Well I am still here near Khe Sanh. About a mile west down the road from it. We
finally came out of the mountains and are operating from a bridge here. In the last
72 hours our jungle fatigues have started to disintegrate and turn to dust. They are
falling off of us. Falling apart from the Agent Orange 5 weeks ago. The only thing
left were the seams. They will be bringing new jungle utilities out to us hopefully
soon. Good thing, most of us are half + naked, and haven’t washed for six weeks.
– Letter received May 14, 1968.
Letter Home: May 13, 1968
Three days ago was one of the most satisfying days of my life. We were washing
in the river (and the current is pretty strong), when Buckley, Gomer and I noticed
this new guy slowly walking out in the water when the current caught him and
pulled him under. He disappeared. Well, the guy didn’t know how to swim. Being
a former lifeguard I went in after him, and after making two dives for him, found him
wedged between rocks on the bottom, and pulled him up on to the shore and
resuscitated him. He would have drowned for sure. He said, “thanks” and I said,
“sure”, and that was it. It made me feel really good.
I’m fine – still here at the bridge trying to catch up on sleep. We are supposed to
leave tomorrow for a 2-3 day Patrol and then come back to guard the bridge. Last
night we took our first bath since being drenched in Agent Orange (no soap, just a
rinse). It was especially nice to wash all the Agent Orange off that we were
drenched with five weeks ago. The last time we had a shower was 55 days ago
when we made one out of oil drums in Phu Bai. A truck convoy is coming through
now from Khe Sanh. About two weeks ago they decided to pull out of Khe Sanh,
but then changed their minds and took everything back. I don’t know what they’re
doing now. – Letter received May 17, 1968.
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FOXTROT RIDGE (Lucky 11)

May 21, 1968 –To Mark: About 10 minutes after I mailed the last letter, the truck
convoy got ambushed and our unit went to help. We have had about 4 hours of
rest per night, for the last week in two-hour shifts.
With only about 75 men left in our original Company of 225, we chased the NVA up parallel to the
road and about 200 yards to a clearing made by B-52 bombs. We were receiving heavy machine
gun fire directly from the front across the clearing. Myself, Buckley, and Collins ran toward the
machine gun and dove into a bomb crater. An NVA sniper about 1000 feet up on the left ridge
line started shooting down on us, just missing our heads by seemingly inches. We were pinned
down and exposed. We had to move. We got up and ran at the machine gunner to the front of us
shooting at him all the way there. Reaching the jungle growth I dove to the ground and opened
up a field of fire to allow the rest of the men enough coverage to cross the open area and reach
cover. The machine gunner opened up on me, and at the same time I took aim and shot him
twice in the forehead. We then regrouped and advanced up into the jungle after the NVA.

God, the first day after we beat the ambush, we were moving up into the mountains
and it started to rain so hard you couldn’t see five feet in front of you. Then it
started to hail dime size pellets. Get that – hail in Viet Nam – all with about 50 mph
winds. We dug in that night with our hands and helmets. What a mess. Two to a
foxhole, sitting back to back with about a foot and a half of water in it all night. I
was assigned my third foxhole buddy a few days ago, Tom Collins from Florida.
We chased the NVA into the mountains and to the base of a hill called Objection
Alfa. Tom Collins (Gomer) and I were initially given a foxhole position at the base
of objection Alpha, but we were then changed to a position down the line just
before dark. Just after we dug our new foxhole we heard from 3 or 4 NVA soldiers
yelling out from the mountain above us “ GI, you Die tonight”. “GI you Die tonight”.
We were soon surrounded and attacked all night. The two Marines that replaced
Tom Collins and I just before dark were both killed by a B-40 rocket round last
night. We had 7 dead and 9 wounded that first night. We both feel very lucky. We
have been fighting almost constantly for the last 6 days now. There were now only
60 of us against a reinforced NVA battalion of (1000+). We almost got over-run two
nights in a row. There were 18 dead NVA inside our Control Perimeter. Three that
I killed had come up in back of me, but I turned just in time and shot them. There
were dozens more below our foxholes when the sun rose this morning. I thought for
sure that I would die on this hill. We called in close air support (Napalm) right on
top of us, about 35 meters away. It was so close the napalm singed us over the
top of our foxholes. We captured an NVA Lt. Col., and killed 154 NVA. Being the
only machine gunner, I believe the better half of those KIA’s were possibly from my
machine gun. We had 7 KIA’s and 14 WIA’s.-- Letter received May 29.
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It’s a very strange feeling when you accept the notion that you are probably going to die. That
second night, with only about 60 of us left surrounded by 1000 + enemy and being attacked by
human wave after human wave, you except what seems to be the inevitable. It is the strangest
feeling imaginable. You loose all fear of dying, and a tremendous sense of peace comes over
you. I remember feeling very close to the ever after, and remember promising myself to do the
best job I can before I am killed.

May 30, 1968 – We have been in constant firefights and mortar attacks the last 6
days. Golf and Foxtrot went up the last hill we were just on, and in one night, lost
13 KIA, 44 WIA and killed 176 NVA.
When we started 90 days ago, our Company had 225 men, we now have 55.
Total casualties for our 225 man Company were 42 KIA, 102 WIA, 2 POW, 25
malaria.
Our Battalion has had 170 KIA, 404 WIA, and 4 MIA/POW for us, and 807 KIA for
the NVA.
Our platoon had 60 men, and now we have 28. 61 Purple hearts have been
awarded to my platoon, so far. Our Battalion is loosing an average of 2 men a day
to Malaria. I sure hope I never get it. – Letter received June 5, 1968.

On top of Starvation Ridge - Pre-Assault up Hill 689 - 2nd Foxhole Buddy - Kevin
MALARIA -- June 2, 1968 -- I was Medevaced from Hill 222 to Dong Ha - Phu Bai - USS Hospital
Ship Sanctuary – 106 General Hospital in Japan – for Falciparum Malaria.
Total Battalion casualties during this 3-month period were 574 (76%) plus 4 MIA/POW.
2591 Servicemen Killed in Vietnam during the month of May, 1968.
My weight went from 210 lb. to an estimated 115 -120 lbs. (I Weighed 124 lb. three weeks after
malaria while in 106 general Hospital, Yokahama Japan.)
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Malaria (Lucky 12)
When I had Malaria I had a fluctuating fever of 104-106 degrees for about a week. For the first
week or so, every two hours, they would strip me naked, pack Ice in my groin, neck, and armpits,
and along my sides. They would cover me in gauze and pour alcohol all over my body while
blowing fans on me. I would shake and convulse the entire time. They could not break the fever
of my now < 120 lb frame. The last morning the doctors came in and informed me they were quite
certain I was going to die unless they could break my fever. They had me sign off on liability
papers for a Horse Tranquilizer drug that they said had worked before, but chances were strong
for cardiac arrest. They administered the drug and sure enough I soon went into cardiac arrest
and my heart stopped beating.
Now the interesting part: Right there in the hospital room, I rose out of my body and watched
the two doctors working frantically to resuscitate me. One said to the other " Hurry, were loosing
him. I was suspended in the room looking down, watching from the ceiling area. I soon drifted
through the ceiling and into total blackness. I was rolling around when a very small spark of light
appeared in the far distance. I raised my hands toward the spark and started moving in the
direction of the spark of light. After some time floating toward the light, it seemed to get larger
and larger until I was facing a waterfall of white light. I passed through the waterfall of white light
and became immersed in brilliant whiteness. (It was as bright as burning Magnesium) I felt this
tremendous sense of Love, Peace and Tranquility that seemed to be in direct proportion to the
brightness of light.
An angel appeared in a blaze of brilliant white light, (I sensed it was a female entity) and she was
on a platform above and reached down with her hand and lifted me up to the platform she was
on. Kind of like in a subway station. On the platform I witnessed a large number of people
milling about, all as if trying to get a glimpse of who just came up to join them. They were all
visually in the negative. (Very much like the last scene of the Movie "Ghost”), I felt a connection
to several of the figures. Maybe past relatives. I also felt that there were people from all walks
and deeds in life. I felt that this is where everyone will go one day. The feeling of love and
serenity was just overwhelming.
However, I felt there was something that I had to accomplish yet back on earth and ask the Angel
if I could return. She seemed perplexed and asked, "Are you sure?" I said, “Yes, I feel I have
something I must do”. She said, "go then" and I returned back down through the blackness and
awoke in a hospital bed with doctors busy at my bedside. I heard one doctor say, “ok, he's
coming around, that was close”. I later asked what had happened, and he said that I went into
cardiac arrest and that my heart stopped for about 2-3 minutes. Funny observations, my feet
seemed to be too big for the slippers I had on. Total time on this journey seemed like it took
about two hours, I was actually only dead for about 2-3 min. Very very lucky to be back.
I choose to believe this experience was a true premonition of things to come, and not just a
medically induced dream. Its comforting to believe in the hear after, when you believe you have
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already been there.

Wisconsin State Journal
I think I know now why I had to come back. This last Veterans Day my youngest daughter sent
me this e-mail. --- Wow !

36

A Lucky, Lucky, Man Indeed.
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Fellow Marines in my unit killed in March, April, and May 1968
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170 Total -- 2nd Battalion Third Marines Killed in 90 Days.
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Memorial Bricks in United States Marine Corps Foundation Memorial Park,
Located in Washington, DC.
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After Vietnam I married my high school Prom queen. We have two of the most wonderful daughters
anyone could ever ask for. They have in turn married two absolutely terrific men, and together, they
have given us five precious granddaughters.

Marla and Jim

Andrea and Darci
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Adelyn, Sydney, Jenna, Everly and Delaney
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Six weeks after malaria in Yokahama 106 general Hospital
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Three Months after in a convalescent section on Okinawa
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Military Police on Crypto Top Secret base, Camp H. M. Smith, Honolulu Hawaii
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Discharged - 20 years old, and Home for Christmas 1969
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A short timer’s progress chart to going HOME !
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North Vietnamese Money from North Vietnamese Soldier.
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Campaign stamp from NVA Captain on first night in combat.
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North Vietnamese Stamp From NVA Soldier on Fox Trot Ridge
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Propaganda left by the VC and NFL

We would leave notices of our own
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NVA B-40 Rocket launcher and Rockets
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American Warning Leaflets to Rural Areas called “Controlled Fire Zones”
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$ 1.00 Military Payment Certificate

25 Cent Military Payment Certificate
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Grenade Pin from Grenade that killed the two Machine Gunners on Hill 689, NVA
medals and money from soldiers killed on Hill 689, Foxtrot Ridge, and
Starvation Ridge.

56

One days meal of C-Rations (about 1500 calories) Average daily calorie burn was
approximately 7,000 + cal/day
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Washington DC -- Vietnam Wall scrapings of Fox Hole Buddy 1-- (Speedy) Bert Velez
Fox Hole Buddy 2 – Kevin Cassell
Killed on Hill 689 – Miranda, Sanders, Kearsley
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Bullet and torn up shells from (Lucky 2)

As my Mother wrote in one of her letters to me: “You know that every time I look at the

bullet you had sent to (brother) Mark, I say a prayer of thanks to whoever is looking
out for you”.

59

I am number 5 Top Row-- of 11 Foseid’s and family dog, Fang. Christmas 1966
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I was almost 20 years old when I was discharged (March 30,1969), and felt much much older than
my years. I enrolled in college on the GI Bill and held a full time job bartending at the Village Bar. I
was able to achieve a 3.66 grade point average, and received a 2-year associate degree in
Business Law. I was then accepted to the U W School of Business the following fall and achieved a
3.5 grade point until late May of my junior year when I was severely burned in a gasoline explosion.
I had 2nd and 3rd degree burns, and was blinded for 5 days. I spent one month in the hospital, and it
took several months before I could use my hands again. After recovering I was 24 years old and
decided to enter a business career. That first career was to be Insurance sales. I did this for three
years, being gone 5 days a week, selling door-to-door, having to make 2 sales a day just to make
expenses. I was very good at it though. I was top salesman in the company for those three years I
sold insurance.
I then introduced myself to buying income property foreclosures. I purchased about 75 units in
total. I fixed them up, rented them out, sold some and later traded some for a 33-acre clean fill site
just south of Madison called Nine Springs Hill. I turned this site into a successful business that later
paid for our house, 12 years of college plus room & board, numerous vacations, and two glorious
weddings. I simultaneously entered the Lending business and went on to own part of Badger
Mortgage LLC. I was lucky enough to sell my interest in this company about six months before the
mortgage crash of 2007.
I am very proud of my performance in Vietnam, and the USMC. I personally believe that I accepted
the experiences of combat, and assimilated to those experiences as well as one could expect.
With heavy heart, I often think of the families of the men who came up against me, and the families
of my buddies who died near me. I must say it was a tremendous gift being surrounded with loving
support by not only my family, but by Marla’s wonderful family as well.
“Family” is truly what Life is all about, and I am a LUCKY LUCKY Man!
Semper Fi
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Boot Camp Graduation as Squad Leader 1967
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Medals Earned:
Two Purple Hearts, Cross of Gallantry, Presidential Unit Citation, Viet Nam
Service w/t 5 Major Operations, Meritorious Unit Citation, Vietnam Campaign,
USMC/Navy Commendation, Combat Action, National Defense, Meritorious
Service, USMC Combat Action, RVN Combat Action first Class, 6 Special Service
Medals, Expert Rifleman and Expert Pistol Awards. -- 24 Total Medals.
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War causes many types of wounds. In addition to being shot by a bullet and blown
up by a hand grenade, I also received what we call the silent wounds of War.
1.) Hemochromatosis -- Agent Orange Dioxin Poisoning, a Serious Blood disorder
2.) P T S D

-- Defensive positioning, exaggerated Startle response, Vigilance, Nightmares

3.) Surgery

-- Double Thumb Joint Replacement due to Machine Gun Trauma

4.) Tinnitus

-- Permanent Ringing in the ears

5.) Hearing Loss

-- Damaged Hearing due to Close Explosions
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