Korea: 40 Years Ago This Month_

Fix Bayonets: On to the

Punchbowl

he Chinese 1951 spring of-

fensive had been a colossal

failure. It shook every Com-
munist soldier from peasant foot-
slogger to Mandarin general.

They had tried by probing desper-
ately with massive force for a weak
link in the United Nation’s front.
Their greater communist numbers
only served to create greater casual-
ties. Unable to divide and conquer
or sucker units out to be chopped up
piecemeal, the Chinese were out-
gunned, out-equipped, out-general-
ed and out-soldiered.

The allied front was anything but
stationary. It had become a north-
ward moving steamroller, protected
by American air which seemed like
hornets from a nest and rained rock-
ets, bombs and napalm from the
skies on the exposed Communists.
The U.N. forces’ heavy artillery brack-
eted them and mortar rounds walk-
ed onto their positions. Capitalist ri-
flemen caught Communists in am-
bushes and then radioed for tanks to
crush them. Even the Korean peas-
ants mocked them with smiles, sav-
ing their grins for allied intelligence
officers usually not far behind the
Communists.

The Republic of Korea troops no
longer ran in fear before them. The
American Army fought as fiercely as
the “yellow leg" Marines. Com-
bined, the imperialist forces were
advancing. The Communist forces
were flushed like birds from staging
areas and forced to scatter in small
groups. At first, remnants of pla-
toons started surrendering, then com-
panies and even battalions were

Communist and allied forces both
used fortifications such as depicted
in this photo. However, in May and
June of 1951, the Communists were
on the defensive.
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throwing down their burp guns and
potato-masher grenades.

Eighth Army estimated that be-
tween May 15 and 31 the Commu-
nists suffered 105,000 casualties which
included 17,000 dead. What was
more important was that the Chi-
nese had started to run, and run
scared. Of the 10,000 prisoners cap-

- tured during the last week of May,

most were taken in frantic efforts to
escape.

“We met the attack and routed the
enemy,” wrote Eighth Army com-
mander Lieutenant General James
A. Van Fleet. "We had him beaten
and could have destroyed his arm-
ies. Those days are the ones most
vivid in my memory—great days
when all the Eighth Army, and we
thought America too, were inspired
to win. In those days in Korea we
reached the heights.”

Only the rugged mountains saved
the Communists from total annihi-
lation. In the safety of heights, the
American tanks could not be brought
to bear. The bursting radius of artil-

lery rounds was limited, targets and
ambush were not so easy for rifle-
men and, with a little caution, the
cursed American aircraft could not
spot them. A platoon and a few good
marksmen could keep large num-
bers of imperialists from moving
forward. That was with the excep-
tion of the Marines. They always
kept coming, even over the jagged
peaks and through the dark and nar-
row valleys. The communist losses
in the mountains were not as high as
the casualties suffered by their com-
rades in the open, but the Marines
with their small-unit tactics relent-
lessly pursued and eventually found
them.

In the last week of May the Com-
munists had seen 1,870 of their own
killed by Marines and another 593
who, unable to take any more, had
gone over to the Yankee Marines,
hands raised, hoping for mercy.

X Corps commander Major Gen-
eral Edward M. Almond was im-
pressed and congratulated the First
Marine Division for its accomplish-

LEATHERNECK » JUNE 1991



¢ To / BTLhodo - Ri ————oos

X CORPS ROUTES OF Tongehon |

ADVANCE DURING /
EUSAK OPERATIONS Pyongyang s 3 ==
23 MAY- 17 JUNE 51 & < ,’ =
o ORI

&
..,"\‘\/Chorwon Kumhwa
&7 .
V4 [x]
/
/ p,
l:onmun]on -
, 4 \\A Puxhon g,
30“'0'"\}\ \
it \ —
N e \\ e T ———
\ ©J7 \Hongehon B2
"0
% - x) SCALE

O 5 10 15 20~

MAP 14 ) Hoengsong

ment of “a most arduous battle task.
You have denied (the enemy) the op-
portunity of regrouping his forces
and forced him into a hasty retreat;
the destruction of enemy forces and
material has been tremendous and
many times greater than our own
losses."

Their losses, nonetheless, were ac-
companied by feats of courage which
every effective fighting force needs
to carry the day.

Seventh Marine Regiment was op-
erating around Chunchon, south of
the Pukhan-gong River on May 17
when "ltem" Company, 3d Battalion
was probed enforce by the Chinese.
Private First Class James E. Jackson
Jr. was quiet as they passed his lis-
tening post. Although cut off from
his unit, Jackson couldn't pass up
the opportunity to catch the Chinese
ina cross fire. He opened fire on the
surprised Communists and also drew
their complete attention, automatic
weapons and small-arms fire.

Alone, Jackson returned fire and
pinned the Chinese down, but was
seriously wounded in the process.
"ltem" commander Captain Victor
Stoyanow led a counterattack. In the
ensuing firefight Jackson was again
seriously wounded. His wounds were
fatal, but the enemy was scattered,
leaving 112 dead. Jackson's family
received his Navy Cross.

Allied units saw an opportunity to
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cut off the retreating Communists.
The 187th Airborne Regimental Com-
bat Team (RCT), elements of the 2d
Infantry Division and | ROK Corps
linked with the 1stMarDiv, hoping
to surround the Commies and pull
the drawstring, thus bagging all the
Chinese Communist forces south of
the Inje-Kansong road south of
Hwachon Reservoir. The Commu-
nists were retreating so fast that the
allies had to race to pull it off.

The Marines jumped off on May
23 and moved forward with little re-
sistance. They covered more than
5,000 yards on the first day and in
four days captured 100,000 rounds of
small-arms ammunition, 12,000 mor-
tar rounds, 1,000 artillery rounds,
6,000 pounds of explosives, and
9,000 grenades.

The 187 Airborne RCT ran into
enemy resistance on May 24, but
pushed the enemy into retreating
even faster, so fast that they slipped
out of the planned encirclement.
However, it turned out the Chinese
had jumped from the cooking wok
into the fire. As they stumbled along
the south shore of Hwachon Reser-
voir, they moved into the Killing
zone of IX Corps, whose forward ob-
servers called in U.N. aircraft. In two
days of easy, killing sorties. First
Marine Aircraft Wing pilots claimed
879 enemy Kkills. While that may
have been exaggerated by overly op-

timistic controllers, there was defi-
nitely a slaughter from the air and it
panicked the Chinese.

Poor flying weather saved the
Communists who, desperate to get
away, violated their own rule of not
moving except at night and risked
movement whenever fog and clouds
set in. It proved a poor decision.
With each break in the patchwork of
clouds, aircraft would catch glimpses
of the Chinese units fleeing and
punch through the gray to drop their
napalm and bombs or strafe the
hapless survivors.

The Chinese ordered the North
Korean People's Army (NKPA) to
delay the U.N. forces and cover their
retreat. They also left orders for
Korean political commissars to "'shoot
like a dog" any NKPA soldier who
fled his post or shirked his duty. Left
with a choice of possibly dying on
the firing line or definitely dying on
the run, the NKPA proved pugna-
cious in their defensive positions.
Leathernecks of the Fifth and Sev-
enth Marines were among the first to
attest to this.

First Lieutenant Lucian L. Vestal
of “Fox™ Co., 2d Bn., Fifth Marine
Regiment was a man with an easy
smile who liked to joke with his pla-
toon. The smile left his face when he
received his mission on May 28 to
make a frontal assault across open
ground near Hangye and take a hill
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The rugged terrain made it difficult
for Marines to bring their 105-mm.
howitzers to bear on dug-in Commu-
nist forces.

heavily fortified by the Communists.
He ordered his men to fix bayonets
and led them out. There is some-
thing inherently eerie about the
command to fix bayonets in combat.
The sound of cold metal sliding
from the scabbard, the metallic click
of the knife locking to the rifle lug
and bonding with its man chills the
soul more than chambering a round.
Men can chamber a round when
hunting game or on the rifle range.
Marines seldom fix naked steel un-
less against other men when death is
imminent; one-on-one, mane a mano.

The site of Marines advancing
with fixed bayonets also has a dis-
turbing psychological effect on the
enemy. The Communists opened up
with everything they had; machine
guns, small-arms fire and grenades.
Marines around Vestal were drop-
ping and only a few feet from the en-
emy position, Vestal himself was
painfully wounded in the stomach.
They closed with the Communists,
driving them in fear from their posi-
tions while Vestal calmly redeployed
his platoon, directed the evacuation
of his wounded and set up a screen
of protective fire.

They evacuated Vestal with the
last of the wounded. He used his
smile to hide his pain and again
joked with his fellow Marines, who
promptly recommended Vestal for
the Navy Cross.

That same day over at "Charlie™
Co., 1st Bn., Seventh Marines near
Yanggu, Corporal Donald T. Toland,
a radio operator for forward observ-
ers, was trying to rejoin his team. He
never made it. Communist bullets
and explosions cut him down and
damaged his radio. He was losing
too much blood too quickly, but he
saw the Communists and knew where
they were. He remained in the open
and fixed his radio, then called in
fire mission commands for his for-
ward observer team. The enemy re-
alized what he was doing and tried
to charge through Toland and even-
tually through the observer team to
safety. Toland faced them head-on,
taking as many as he could and forc-
ing them back into the artillery kill-
ing zone before he himself was
killed. He would be posthumously
awarded the Navy Cross.

The next day, "Baker' Co., 1stBn.,
Seventh Marines ncar Hwachon made
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an assault on Communist forces de-
fending a steep, rocky ridge line. The
leading assault platoon reeled under
a wall of fire from the Communists.
Taking heavy casualties which in-
cluded the platoon commander, the
Marine attack started to falter and
become disorganized. Into this
charged 1stLt Van D. Bell, who had
been watching with a reserve pla-
toon. A barrage of bullets didn't stop
Bell who, reaching the beleaguered
platoon, started barking orders, giv-
ing commands and regaining organi-
zation.

Enemy bunkers lay ahead, one,
two, and three. He spearheaded the
assault and took one after the other.
There was, however, a fourth, and
from it came a grenade which ex-
ploded, knocking Bell off his feet
and partially blinding him. He look-
ed a mess, but regained his footing
and led a final charge to take the
hill. Chasing off corpsmen who
would treat his wounds, Bell moved
his platoon up to pursue the enemy
who'd had enough. He chased them
to another ridge line where one of
the retreating Communists managed
to wound Bell in the leg. Bell settled
for directing machine-gun fire on
the Communists and periodically
chased off more corpsmen trying to
treat him. His dogged tenacity against
the enemy and stubborn refusal of
treatment had paid off, allowing him
to consolidate his position. In S0 do-
ing, he also earned the Navy Cross.

Second Lieutenant (later U.S.Con-
gressman) Paul N. McCloskey Jr.
won his Navy Cross and PFC Whitt
L. Moreland earned the Medal of
Honor the same day with ""Charlie"
Co., 1st Bn., Fifth Marines.

Tenacity was required by Marines
who rooted the Communists out of
the hills.

McCloskey skillfully led a platoon
through automatic weapons fire and
grenade blasts against the Commu-
nists. Wounded in the initial charge,
he continued to spearhead the as-
sault, coolly directing and encourag-
ing his men. He personally went
from bunker to bunker to flush and
destroy any remaining occupants.
His daring leadership was responsi-
ble for 40 enemy dead, 22 captured
and the seizure of strategic ground.

It was at Kwagchi' i-Dong and
Moreland volunteered to accompa-
ny a rifle platoon as an intelligence
scout. It got nasty fast when the
Communists opened up on the Ma-
rines, forcing them to make an as-
sault. Moreland threw such fierce
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fire on the enemy emplacement that
it was forced to button up and al-
lowed Marines to neutralize the po-
sition. As this was happening, More-
land noticed an enemy bunker 400
meters beyond. Alone, he approach-
ed it. The Communists saw him
coming and opened up their killing
zone. Moreland moved through it
and his fellow Marines followed. As
soon as he got close to the bunker,
the Communists heaved a volley of
grenades. Moreland kicked several
grenades off the ridge line where
they exploded harmlessly. It was
steep and tricky terrain. As he at-
tempted to kick another away, More-
land slipped and fell near the sput-
tering missile. He shouted a warning
to his fellow leathernecks and cov-
ered the grenade with his body. PFC
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Moreland died, but other Marines
lived to fight on.

The Fifth and Seventh Marines
continued to steadily advance to-
ward Yanggu. On May 31, Colonel
Herman Nickerson Jr., Seventh Ma-
rines commander, managed to get
two battalions up ridge lines to a
pass that led to Yanggu. It was slow,
dangerous, hard work. Getting down
the other side was just as rough.
Some 500 enemy mortar and 76-mm.
shells rained on the regiment.

Gen Van Fleet, visiting the regi-
ment, shook his head in wonder. He
asked Nickerson, “How did you ever
get the men up those cliffs?”

“General, they climbed,” said Nick-
erson, who later in the day launched
what was called “a through-the-mid-
dle play.” Capt Richard M. Taylor's

Co. “C,” 1st Tank Bn. started up the
steep road embankments with infan-
try hugging close behind. As the
tanks drew fire, the “crunchies”
spotted the source and returned fire
from the center force as well as from
the flank attackers. The Commu-
nists beat feet. By nightfall a burnt-
out Yanggu, its airfield and sur-
rounding hills were property of the
USMC. The kill ratio for the Ma-
rines in May had been nine Com-
mies to one Marine.

In June that ratio rose to an aston-
ishing 15 to one. Cool professional-
ism and good luck were the main
reasons. Being alert and taking ad-
vantage of a situation helped. Take
Col Wilburt S. Brown, commander
of First Marine Regiment, for in-
stance. He'd learned from NKPA
prisoners of their terror of new gass-
es that Communists propagandists
told them the Americans had and
were using against humanity. Brown
knew that there were no such chemi-
cals, but he did have a supply of col-
ored smoke shells for signaling.
Sending volleys of green, red and
yellow smoke into the North Korean
lines had devastating effects on sol-
diers who believed their own propa-
ganda. Unfortunately, the supply
was not unlimited. Brown went to
Lieutenant Colonel Merritt Adel-
man of 2d Bn., Eleventh Marine
Regiment for more, but the cup-
board was bare. It was “amusing”
while it lasted.

Not to be outdone, Major David
W. McFarland of Marine Observa-
tion Squadron 6 noticed the pres-
ence of his observation planes (OY)
would silence the enemy, even on
night missions.

McFarland explained: “The aerial
observer was often unable to deter-
mine the location of the enemy artil-
lery even though he could see it fir-
ing, because he would be unable to
locate map coordinates in the dark—
that is, relating them to the ground.
Fortunately, this fact was unknown
to the enemy. From their observa-
tion of the OYs in the daytime, they
found that the safest thing to do was
whenever an OY was overhead was
to take cover. This they continued to
do at night.”

LtCol Bernard T. Kelly, who com-
manded 3d Bn., Seventh Marines,
also brought back an old infantry
tactic. He used indirect automatic
weapons fire. Four, water-cooled,
heavy machine guns provided fire
up to 2,600 yards that plunged on re-
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A mortar observation crew put the
finishing touches on retreating Com-
munist soldiers.

verse slopes of hills in support of his
leading elements during the final as-
sault on Yanggu on May 3L It hit
the enemy where they thought they
were safe and made it impossible to
determine the direction of the heavy
machine guns.

It was at Yanggu that PFC Ernest
J. Hightower earned a Navy Cross. It
was June 1, and Hightower, a mem-
ber of “Easy” Co., 2d Bn., Fifth Ma-
rines, moved quickly when his pla-
toon was pinned down by the blis-
tering fire from a heavy machine
gun during an assault on a battal-
ion-sized force of Chinese.

The Communists were innovative
too. There may have been a would-
be admiral in the Communist ranks,
for they adapted the naval maneuver
known as crossing the “T”” to moun-
tain warfare. Wherever possible, they’d
stand on a hill flanked by transverse
ridge lines. Having hidden automat-
ic weapons or mortars on these ridge
lines to pour a converging fire on at-
tackers limited by the terrain to a
single approach forced Marines to
advance through a single approach
and through the cross fire. The Ma-
rines would counter with air, tanks
(advancing parallel to the enemy-
held ridge lines), 90-mm. cannon
and .50-caliber machine guns, or in
this case, Hightower.

The Marine crawled through the
enemy’sweapon-fire lane. He reach-
ed an incline five yards from the
communist bunker and hurled his
grenade. The explosion killed the
gunner. Hightower charged and fired
point-blank into the assistant gun-
ner, killing him. It was Hightower’s
machine gun now. He turned it on
the Communists and pinned down a
second, enemy, machine-gun crew.

When the-gun jammed, he fixed a
bayonet on his rifle, rejoined his
unit and charged the communist po-
sition. He was wielding his rifle in a
bayonet attack and firing when cut
down and killed by automatic weap-
ons fire.

“Dog” Co., 2d Bn., Fifth Marines
ran into a hail of heavy enemy fire
on June 7 near Taeam-san. Two
squads of a platoon became sepa-
rated during an assault. Master Ser-
geant Edward Fristock, the compa-
ny “gunny.” took charge. He organ-
ized the two units and led them up a
hill against the deadly tire. Forced to
remain in the open. he directed and
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encouraged his tired Marines. He
continued to urge, push and lead his
Marines to the top of the ridge where
he was killed by hostile fire. He was
posthumously awarded the Navy
Cross.

The North Koreans, hoping to
buy the Chinese time, were going to
fight to the last man. They rein-
forced themselves in log bunkers,
niggardly holding on to every piece
of high ground that was defensible.
It took grenades and bayonets to pry
them out from areas north of Hwa-
chon Reservoir and south of the
Punchbowl. It came to a head on
June 10.

Col Brown, a veteran of three ma-
jor wars, not to mention Nicaragua
and China, later described it. “Eve-
rything | had ever hoped to see in
years of teaching such coordination
of fires seemed to come true that
night. | stayed in my regular CP
(command post) until I was sureall |
could do. . .was done, and then went
forward to see the finale. It was a
glorious spectacle, that last bayonet
assault. In the final analysis. . .Ist
Marines had to take its objective
with the bayonet and hand gre-
nades, crawling up the side of a
mountain to get at the enemy. It was
bloody work, the hardest fighting |
have ever seen.”

He witnessed or received reports
on men like Sergeant William B.
Lourim of “Able” Company, 1st Bn.,
First Marines north of Yanggu.
Lourim moved forward firing his ri-
fle with the point squad. He went
through enemy fire to the aid of a
wounded Marine, carrying him out

¥ b e A 2]
Marines advanced across fog-filled
valleys while supported by machine-
gun fire.

of the open and then shielding the
man with his own body. He then
charged through a cross fire to the
aid of another wounded Marine
only to be killed by hostile fire.

Cpl Charles G. Abrell of “Easy”
Co., 2d Bn., First Marines rushed
forward through the assaulting squad
of Marines who were pinned down
by automatic weapons fire from a
bunker. Wounded by grenade frag-
ments, Abrill made a single-handed
assault against the bunker and yell-
ed to his Marines, “Follow me!”

The Koreans, seeing his deter-
mined assault, poured it on and
wounded Abrell twice more. Still in
the attack, Abrell pulled the pin ona
grenade and hurled himself into the
bunker. Abrell and the Communist
gun crew were Killed in the explo-
sion. Posthumous awards of the
Navy Cross and Medal of Honor
went to Lourim and Abrell respec-
tively.
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Bunkers used by Marines for a ma-
chine-gun emplacement had often
been previously occupied by the
Communist troops.

Cpl John Barrett with “Fox” Com-
pany, First Marines was painfully
wounded by an exploding grenade
while leading his rifle squad against
a hill near Hangnyong. He refused
medical attention and continued to
move forward through enemy fire.
Wounded again, he paused only
long enough to receive first aid and
charged forward again. His men at
first watched Barrett’s bravery and
then, inspired by it, charged. They
overran the enemy emplacement
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At first,

remnants of Communist platoons started surrendering. Then,

companies and even battalionsthrew down their weapons.

and in the ensuing battle Barrett was
wounded once more, this time mor-
tally.

PFC Ora E. Barrett Jr. was with
“Able” Co., Ist Bn., Fifth Marines at
the Punchbow! when heavy fog and
darkness forced the Marines to with-
draw from a hill. Barrett, realizing
that several Marines were still wound-
ed on the hill, moved forward up the
slope, placing himself between the
casualties and the enemy in order to
lay down a base of fire while corps-
men could move the wounded. Once
the wounded were evacuated, Barrett
made a dash for his lines. He never
made it. Both Barretts, related only
as brothers in arms, were awarded
the Navy Cross posthumously.

It was attack and counterattack
for more than a week; lstMarDiv
casualties were starting to add up.
Seventh Marines’ “George” Co., com-
manded by IstLt William C. Air-
heart, met and repulsed five succes-
sive attacks. IstLt Frank A Win-
frey’s “Item” Co. made five assaults
and both companies were prepared
to go it again, when they realized
that the North Koreans, deciding to
risk execution by their own leaders

had withdrawn in the night. They
had, however, bought the Chinese
time and made it costly for the Ma-
rines who suffered 67 killed, 1,044
wounded.

Col Brown, in tribute to his regi-
ment, expressed words that any
commanding officer in the 1stMar-
Div would have felt toward his own
men: ‘They were war-wise when |
got command; | contributed nothing
to their training because they were
in battle when 1 joined them and |
left them when they came out of the
lines for a rest. They used cover, ma-
neuvered beautifully, used their own
and supporting arms intelligently,
were patient and not foolhardy; but
when it came to the point where they
had to rely on themselveswith bayo-
net, hand grenade and sheer guts,
they could and did do that too. |
have long ago given up telling peo-
ple what I saw them do on many oc-
casions. Nobody believes me, nor
would I believe anyone else telling
the same story of other troops.”

The war, however, was starting to

tum into a stalemate.
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he patrol from “Item” Com-

I pany, Fifth Marine Regiment
had run into a nest of Com-
munist vipers. Accurate enemy fire
had poured on them, sending screams
of agony from Marines stung and
tom by hot lead and grenade and
mortar fragments whipping through
the cold Korean April night in 1951

Private First Class Robert E. Beat-
ty had been in the forefront and had
taken the brunt of enemy fire. He
was wounded, but miraculously was
in one piece. His platoon comman-
der had not been so fortunate and
lay dying some distance to his front.

As in all battles, confusion reign-
ed. The Marines survived by not
heeding the natural instinct to pan-
ic. Beatty heard someone shout or-
ders to break contact and move
back. He could hear his fellow Ma-
rines gather up their wounded and
start to withdraw behind the steady
sound of their rifles throwing out
protective fire.

Beatty knew there was a time to
fight and a time to back off and
regroup. This was one of those situa-
tions where the latter was obviously
prudent. Prudent, except for the fact
that Beatty knew his officer’s body
was still out there, and maybe, just
maybe, the lieutenant could still be
alive. It was probably not a greatly
debated or even a conscious deci-
sion that took more than a fraction
of a second. It was just something
that men, against all reason, some-
times do. Instead of cautiously slip-
ping backward, Beatty found him-
self moving forward and taking ene-
my fire.

He reached the body and found it
lifeless. Lesser men might have yank-
ed the lieutenant’s tags and left.
Beatty threw the body over his
shoulder and ran the gauntlet of fire.
He zigged and zagged, nearly buck-
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Beatty threw the
body over his
shoulder and ran
the gauntlet of
fire. He zigged and
zagged, nearly
buckling under the
weight and
precarious
balance. His lungs
screamed for air as
he tumbled
headlong into
cover at the base
of a small hill.

ling under the weight and precarious
balance. His lungs screamed for air
as he tumbled headlong into cover
at the base of a small hill. The body
was slowing him down. For all he
knew, he was cut off from his with-
drawing patrol. Exhaustion and rea-
son told him to leave the body. He
tucked it, if not reverently at least
quickly, into a thicket where it
would not easily be found and he
bolted for home.

The main body of the patrol had
made it back to its own lines. Round
one had gone to the Communists.
Not only had the platoon comman-

der been killed and several others
wounded, but one man, PFC Beatty,
was missing. Only five Marines re-
mained in any shape to fight and
they, along with Second Lieutenant
George W. Alexander Jr., an intelli-
gence officer who volunteered, were
drawing ammunition for round two.

About that time the forward lis-
tening posts reported movement in
the flooded and icy rice paddies. It
was rifleman Beatty. Nobody had
noticed his wounds which Beatty
had the forethought to conceal and
consequently nobody questioned him
when he volunteered to lead the pa-
trol to the lieutenant’s body. It would
soon be dawn and the patrol would
be completely ¢xgosed,

The Korean njo¥iilng calm was
punctured with thekdeack of small-
arms fire that sent géysers of water
spouting up from rice paddies. The
patrol had taken fire almost from
the start. Also, almost from the start,
Lt Alexander proved himself as a
Marine to be reckoned with. He was
one hell of a rifle shot and had
picked off three Communist soldiers
as the patrol maneuvered slowly,
wading through the freezing paddy
water toward their objective. As they
neared the place where Beatty had
left the platoon commander’s body,
Alexander directed the automatic ri-
flemen to targets of opportunity.

The enemy fired back, wounding
several including Beatty again. They
even managed to cut off one mem-
ber of the patrol, hoping to capture
him. Alexander foiled their attempt,
promptly killing one Communist
and scaring the others off. He then
laid down covering fire to ensure the
patrol’s advance.

Beatty, in the lead, was wounded
twice more, but led the patrol to the
body. He then laid down protective
fire as the patrol picked up their
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leader’s body and hurried back to
their lines. Beatty covered them.
Then, weak from the loss of blood,
he stumbled beneath friendly cover-
ing fire into the safety of his lines.
Beatty refused any medical attention
antil all the other wounded had
»een tended. He then quietly and
:almly walked to the forward aid
itation. It was only 3.000 vards away.
Both Beatty and Alexander were
ater awarded Navy Crosses.
Lieutenant General James A Van

“leet, Commanding General, U.S.

sighth Army, had only a month be-
ore moved the First Marine Divi-
ion from defensive positions in
astern and central Korea across the
eninsula to west Korea.

His reasons were that plans to car-
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ry out an amphibious envelopment
somewhere on the east coast were no
longer seen as necessary and there-
fore were abandoned. Van Fleet was
now more concerned with weakness
in the Kimpo Airfield-area defenses
and ordered the Marines to relieve
the Republic of Korea First Division
on the extreme left of the Eighth
Army line under the operational
control of I Corps. Seoul had changed
hands too many times. The overall
situation would not permit the loss
of ground on the left flank that
would endanger the capital again.
Van Fleet knew the U.S. Marines
viewed all property they occupied as
theirs, and trespassers were zealous-
ly prosecuted.

The morale of the Marines in Ko-

rea was high and contrasted with of
the mood at home. The war in Korea
had become unpopular with many
Americans. Letters from home and
newspaper reports caused anxiety
among the citizen soldiers in the
Army. Author James Michener vis-
ited the 1stMarDiv and told Lieuten-
ant Colonel Franklin B. Nihart that
he was “impressed with the morale
of the Marines.” Michener said he
“had been prepared to find that they
didn’t know what they were fighting
for or why they were there.” He was
encouraged to find that they knew
exactly their purpose in the Korean
fighting.

Among the reasons for the Corps’
excellent morale were innovations
such as helicopter-borne assaults,
lightweight body armor, and realis-
tic in-country training for both en-
listed and officers. The Corps’ lead-
ers’ policy to issue frank and honest
replies to inquiring politicians and
members of the media played a ma-
jor role in countering any spirit of
doubt that may have arisen.

Elements of the Corps had been
in Korea for 15 months which was
then the longest stretch of continu-
ous land warfare ever experienced
by a major Marine unit. They oc-
cupied nearly 35 miles of front less
than five miles from Panmunjom,
site of the sporadic truce negotia-
tions and the most critical sector of
the entire Eighth Army line known
as “Jamestown.”

Fighting such as that suffered by
Beatty and Alexander was sporadic.
The Chinese were more inclined to
probe with artillery and mortars.. .
that is, until mid-April, at Outpost
Three near Panmunjom.

Outpost Three was one of a series
of outpost lines of resistance beyond
the main Jamestown line. Why the
Reds hit there is something nobody
knows. Some speculate that the Com-
munists hit it just because it was
there and occunied by a reinforced
platoon of Easy Co., 2d Battalion,
5th Marines.

PFCs Edgar “Bart” Dauberman
Jr., Gerald J. Genovese, Corporal
Duane E. Dewey, Sergeant Arthur
G. Barbosa. Technical Sergeants
Quinton T. Barlow, Stan Wawrzyn-
iak and James A. Harrington (as-
signed from Weapons Co.) along
with the rest of the platoon were
making their 400-foot high piece of
real estate home. For Marines, that
means digging in. They‘d have been

33


Default
Easy Co., 2d Battalion,

Default
5th Marines.

Default
Beatty

Default
Alexander


fools not to. The platoon wasn't ex-
actly praising the strategist who put
them way out front of the Jamestown
line, in an area known to be swarm-
ing with Chinese.

Digging bunkers kept them from
beating their guns in protest too
loudly. Wawrzyniak had transferred
in from Fox Co. where he'd become
somewhat of a battalion notable for
his action on "The Rock” in Septem-
ber (See ""Hill Battles," page 50 in the
September 191 issue of Leather-
neck). However, in the Marine Corps
one is only as good as his next battle,
and on April 15Wawrzyniak was busy
digging into the frozen earth with
the rest.

They congratulated themselves on
being industrious ""home" builders
for that afternoon the Commies lob-
bed in a few shells and repeated it
again at dusk when they wounded
one Marine.

A half hour before midnight a
green star cluster burst in the south-
west. There was a blinding burst of
light just below their positions. fol-
lowed by a shock wave and a horri-
bly loud, but dull crack of air. ""In-
coming!"*

The Communists let loose with 20
minutes worth of 76-mm. cannon
and 120-mm. mortars. It was heavy
and it was brain jarringly close. At
10 minutes to midnight, the barrage
seemed to drift like a rainstorm to
the west. Another green star cluster
exploded. followed by another five
minutes later.

TSgt Harrington's machine-gun
section opened up. sending a stacca-
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"There were about
80 of us. | estimate
600 to 800 Chinese
hit us hard!" The
flood of
Communists
bounced off the
machine guns' wall
of hot steel,
quickly enveloped
and charged
Outpost Three
from three sides.

to report and bursts of bullets em-
phasized by tracer rounds into the
Chinese frontal assault.

"There were about 80 of us'" said
PFC Dauberman. "'l estimate 600 to
800 Chinese hit us hard!"" The flood
of Communists bounced off the ma-
chine guns' wall of hot steel. quickly
enveloped and charged Outpost Three
from three sides.

Harrington. Wawrzyniak and Bar-
low risked becoming targets as they

USMC Photo

The 1stMarDiv redeployed to west-
ern Korea. Units from the 5th Ma-
rines en route to the new sector in
April 1952 were slowed by muddy
roads and spring thaws.

moved from Marine to Marine, try-
ing to tighten up their perimeter
which had shrunk to a circle of Ma-
rines in the southwest corner of the
outpost. In 15 minutes of burp-gun
assault, ""potato-masher" grenade bar-
rages, bangalore-torpedo explosions
and 57-mm. recoilless-rifle fire, the
Chinese had surrounded the Ma-
rines, cut off a few elements and se-
vered the command post communi-
cations, but Outpost Three had not
fallen.

One reason it held was because of
Sgt Barbosa and his machine-gun-
ners. "'During the confusion of the
attack 'Arty' [Barbosa] reorganized
us," reported Dauberman. ""He kept
going from man to man distributing
ammunition. When his men were
killed or wounded, he himself took
over the machine gun. His action
was unbelievable! He kept the ene-
my from taking over the hill and
running over us. and he protected
the wounded." Before it was over,
Barbosa would personally kill 12
Chinese, some whose bodies lay
only inches from his machine-gun
barrel.

The Chinese flood crested and
ebbed. They called artillery onto the
Marine positions, caught their breath
and charged. only to be repelled
again. In the frenzy, the Marines
came up on three hapless Chinese
who charged into captivity.

At 3:15 am., they came again.
Somewhere in the melee where rifle
butts. knives. kicks and fists re-
placed grenades and bullets, PFC
Genovese was killed trying to bring
a dead Marine back into the lines.

About a mile away, on Jamestown
line. the rest of Easy Co.. and the
battalion. tried desperately to re-es-
tablish contact with Outpost Three
and help with casualty evacuation.

Things were grim at Outpost Three.
Cpl Dewey and his assistant ma-
chine-gunner had been wounded
but pushed the Chinese off long
enough for a corpsman to take a
look. Dewey was in intense pain. As
the corpsman looked at Dewey, a
Chinaman lobbed a grenade. Dewey
shouted a warning pushed the corps-
man to the ground. and smothered
the grenade's blast with his own
body.
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Ammunition was running low:
Barlow was down to issuing words
of encouragement to his men, who
sparingly used their ammunition to
drop one of the enemy less than live
yards from their positions.

Wawrzyniak braved a hail of bul-
lets repeatedly to lead men back into
the defensive perimeter. Wounded
himself, he refused treatment but
dressed the wounds of others and
led the stricken Marines to the safety
of bunkers. He shouted encourage-
ment and disappeared in the dark-
ness, taking ammunition to Marines
manning the guns as the enemy
closed in.

It was nearly dawn and Marines
were hoping for a break. Unbe-
knownst to them, the Chinese ap-
parently had decided to call it quits.
Their mistake was to pass the word
on a network tapped by American
intelligence. Friendly artillery in the
area zeroed in on all known escape
routes. The barrage was impressive.
but unfortunately not effective. The
Marines of Outpost Three watched
in amazement as the Chinese slip-
ped through without a loss.

Dauberman was so tired that he
had slept through the artillery bar-
rage. He was surprised by Barbosa
who had shaken him. “He looked
me in the face and said. ‘Are you all
right?” He was a giant of a Marine!”

He was big enough to be sure.
Barbosa and Barlow received Navy
Crosses. Wawrzyniak. who finally
accepted medical assistance, received
a Gold Star in lieu of his second
Navy Cross. Harrington was award-
ed the Silver Star medal. Dewey.
tougher than any Chinese grenade.
somehow survived. A little less than
a year later he would be discharged
from the Corps and visit the White
House where he was awarded the
Medal of Honor, the first to be pres-
ented by the new President. Dwight
D. Eisenhower.

In all. six Marines were killed, five
were missing and 25 were wounded
and evacuated from Outpost Three.
The Chinese left 25 dead. 45 were
known to be wounded and three
were prisoners.

The First Marine Division’s com-
mander. Major General John T
Selden, shored up the Jamestown
line. Marines got plenty of physical
training and blisters from picks.
shovels and axes. as they dug. tim-
bered and sandbagged their physi-
cal defenses.
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Ammunition was
running low;
Barlow was down
to issuing words of
encouragement to
his men, who
sparingly used
their ammunition
to drop one of the
enemy less than
five yards from
their position.

Seldenwas also a Marine who be-
lieved that if forced to occupy defen-
sive positions, Marines must do it
aggressively. He ordered patrols out
forward of the line to ambush. raid.,
kill or capture any Chinese foolhar-
dy enough to come near the Marine
main lines of resistance. He placed
his best riflemen as snipers along
the line and encouraged them to
seek targets of opportunity. He knew
that artillery, tanks and air power

were designed for more than protect-
ing men in defensive positions. It
was ideal as harassment and inter-
diction fire. It could destroy hostile
defenses. break up Communist build-
ups or hit suspected assembly areas
and. in general. make life miserable
for the enemy.

The abandonment of the forward
outposts added strength to the main
line, but its length, in part. also
forced the front-line battalions to
commit all their companies on the
line. thus losing their reserve. The
division dispatched combat and re-
connaissance patrols forward of the
line to keep the Chinese from occu-
pying desirable terrain features such
as the site of Outpost Three. which
Marines who later patrolled there al-

ways treated with respect.

Thefollowing were used as references
and are recommended for further read-
ing: *“Korea: The Untold Story of the
War” by Joseph C. Goulden; *"U.S.
Marine Operations in Korea, Volume
IV’ bv Lynn Montross, Maj Hubard D.
Kuokka. USMC and Maj Norman W.
Hicks, USMC: **“Red Blood. . . Purple
Heart. The Marines in the Korean
War“py Joseph A. Saluzzi; *“U.S. Ma-
rine Operations in Korea, Volume ¥~
bv LiCol Pat Meid. USMCR arid Maj
James Yingling, USMC;and *"Korean
War Almanac”bv Harry G, Surmmers Jr.
*4vailable through MCA Bookservice,
1-800-336-0291.
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Cﬁfﬂg ssThe Life and Times of
tan Wawrzyniak

The roadfrom the brig as a private, to retirement as a
lieutenant colonel included a pair of Navy Crosses, a Silver
Star, four Purple Hearts, a sockfull of assorted campaign

medals and a change of attitude.

Story by Tom Bartlett ® Photos courtesy of Stan Wawrzyniak

comes up and says, “Today's
gonna be a good day,” get away;
put in for special liberty; get on a
bus and head out of town. Do some-
thing, but get the hell away from him.

A good day for Wawrzyniak is get-
ting hit by shrapnel, winning a high
personal decoration, and scaring the
bejabbers out of almost everyone by
spraying .45 slugs with his Thomp-
son submachine gun.

He’s not tall, about 5 feet, 6 inches,
but he has a wide, thick chest, and
arms that can carry or smash a whis-
key keg. He is a man of few words:
many of them of the four-letter vari-
ety, and he has a voice like a drill in-
structor with a sore throat.

Some have difficulty pronouncing
his name: Wawrzyniak, as in “wore-
zin-knee-ack.” His friends call him
“Ski,” but chances are you'll never
get to be his friend, so call him “Sir,*
and be relatively safe.

His journey in the Corps, from the
brig, through Korea, into the com-
missioned officers’ ranks and to Vi-
etnam and back is one of a kind.

When his troops found them-

*selves facing an enemy machine
gun, there was nobody in the world
they’d rather have at their shoulder
than “the Gunny.”

He was talking. | couldn’t see him.
but his voice penetrated the thick,
blue-gray cloud coming from his
Manila cigar. He admitted being a
young kid Marine private, having a
good time. screwing up. and not ac-
complishing a hell of a lot, early on.

“Sergeant Major John Kozak calls

26

I f Stanley J. Wawrzyniak ever

me into his office. I’'ve never been
afraid of any human being like | was
scared of him. His muscles started at
his ear lobes. And when you re-
ported, you banged three times on
the bulkhead and you’d march up to
within three paces of his desk and
stop at attention. “He was a hell of a
Marine, got a Silver Star at New
Britain in World War 11

“In China back in 1947, we were
with ‘Charlie’ Company, First Ma-
rines. | had a bad attitude. I’d been
in the Navy for three years. I'd been
around. You couldn’t tell me any-
thing | didn’t already know. | don’t
think the first four months | was in
China that | had a legal liberty.

“But the old-timers weren’t about
to put up with my nonsense, you
know? | ended up on bread and wat-
er and | worked on the rock pile. |
had more restriction than you could
shake a stick at, but as much trouble
as.| ever got into, I never got busted.

“We were at Tientsin, and the Ma-
rine Corps gave out a blanket pro-
motion. All the enlisted Marines got
promoted but me. And the company
commander calls me in and says,
‘Ski, when you work, you work like
hell, but when you go on liberty,
you’re nothing but trouble. You keep
your nose clean for six months and
Ill promote you to corporal.’

“And then it sunk in. | thought to
myself, ‘Hey, you’re not winning,
you know?” It was time to get serious
and make something out of myself.
And that’swhat | did. but | didn’tdo
iton my own. We had many senior
staff NCOs who had served in the

Banana Wars or World War 1I who
were willing to share their know-
ledge and experiences with a young-
er Marine trying to get ahead and
make something of himself for the
benefit of the unit or the Corps.”

SgtMaj Kozak called PFC Wawr-
zyniak into his office and told the
young Marine, “You asked for a
transfer here, by God, and you’re
gonna become a good Marine.” He
handed the young Marine a stack of
infantry manuals. “You start study-
ing these damned books and you
come back in two weeks and you’d
better know everything in that Ma-
rine Corps Drill Manual.”

Included in that stack of manuals
were the bibles on the machine gun,
Browning Automatic Rifle (BAR).
grenades. small-unit tactics. and more.

“Every non-working hour, I'd read
from one of the manuals, and some
senior ranking Marine would see me
and say, ‘Hey Ski, come on over,’
and he’d have a .30- or .50-caliber
machine gun or a BAR, and we’d go
over different things in the manual. |
read, | retained and before my 35
years were up in the Marine Corps, |
used much of what I'd studied.

“l did a lot of growing up. | be-
came a Marine. but it wasn’t easy.”

Time passed. He reported to Camp
Pendleton. Calif.. to train reservists.
coaching on the rifle range. He, was
promoted to sergeant and ordered to
the Marine Guard. Philadelphia Navy
Yard, but he lasted only a couple of
months there.

“Single Marines got the shaft with
all the after-hours stuff and weekend



commitments,” he recalled. “Like
there were 19 of us Marines there
and fiveof us weren’t married. Once,
I had just come off of weekend duty
and went to the mess hall for a cup
of coffee and some kid comes down
and says, ‘Hey, Sergeant Ski, you got
your blues ready?~And | say, ‘What?’
And he says, “You got the funeral de-
tail up in Johnstown.’

“And | say, “‘What do you mean? |
just got off weekend duty.” And | got
kind of boisterous, and the mess ser-
geant A. B. Collins [Silver Star, Oki-
nawa. World War II] comes over
and says, ‘Keepyour voice down. No
yelling in my mess hall.” And with-
out thinking, | turn around and tell
‘Abie’ what he can do with his mess
hall and his serving line and the
overhead fans, as well.

“And the next thing | know, old
Abie is rolling up his sleeves and he
says. ‘Come on out to the spud lock-
er.” | figure not only did | make a
mistake, but now I’'m gonna die be-
cause old Abie had this cook who
had given him a rough time. and
Abie took him out to the spud locker
and beat the living daylights out of
him. and that cook was a hell of a lot
bigger than me.

“I had better sense than to go to
the spud locker with Abie. so | apol-
ogized, and | didn‘t get stomped but
| did get office hours with the cap-
tain.

“The skipper says. ‘“You seem
unhappy here.” And | say, ‘No. sir.
I’'m happy. The liberty is great. but
the duty and work load aren’t dis-
tributed fairly. The barracks rats
catch the work load and the brown
baggers skate on evening and week-
end details. Married guys can’tgo on
funeral details because they’d get
back too late.’

“And the captain says. ‘What you’re
saying is that you don’t like it here.’
And | say, ‘No. it’s all right.” and he
says, ‘Then why are you complain-
ing like a Bolshevik private?” And
the next thing | know, I'm on my
way to Camp Lejeune.

“I get orders to Shore Party, and |
say, ‘What the hell is Shore Party?
Nobody knows, but one guy knows
where their barracks is. so he points
me in the right direction. And it’s
)0 [2 p.m.] on a Saturday. | look
around for an empty bunk and |
start squaring away my gear. Ser-
geants had a cubicle to themselves.
but the spaces were full. so | went
Into the open squadbay.

I go to chow and gét ready to go
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to the movies and here comes this
warrant officerand he says, ‘Where're
you going?’ And 1| tell him and he
tells me and everybody else in the
barracks to go outside and fall in on
the hardtop. By now, it’s almost six.
And he tells me to drill the troops
until he tells me to stop. And he goes
to adjacent barracks and shakes those
Marines out of their racks and away
from their card games, and next
thing | know, I’m drilling 100 to 150
Marines.

“So | drill them for about an hour,
and then | halt them and call anoth-
er sergeant out and tell him to drill
the troops for a while and he says, ‘I
can’t. | don’t know anything about
drill.” And | can’t figure this out.
What kind of Marine sergeantdoesn’t
know how to drill troops?”

Sunday. he squared away his gear,
preparing for the work week. A Ma-
rine introduced himself and told Ski
that Shore Party Battalion was a
great outfit. “We play pinochle all
day, don’t make formations and
don’t have weekend duty.”

““Hell. according to that guy, they
don’t work. they don’t train, they
don’t do anything.” Ski recalied.
“The guy told me that they didn’t get
up until 0730 on weekdays.

“And | say. ‘Well, I tell you what.
You’ll hear reveille tomorrow morn-
ing. So. at 0500. | get up. shower.
shave and pull on a fresh uniform
and at 0530. | get a Coke bottle and
an empty Gl can. and I held reveille.
Guys were coming out of their racks

“In China back in ‘47, lwas with the
First Marines. | had a bad attitude. I'd
been in the Navy. I'd been around.
You couldn’t tell me anything I didn’t
already know."“

like you wouldn’t believe. All except
one character.

“So 1 go to his bunk and I say, *
‘Hey! Did you hear reveille go?’ And
he says, “Yeah,”and he rolls over. So
I grab one end of his rack and |
dump the whole damned thing over
on him and | say, ‘Reveille ain’t go-
ing. . .it’sgone,” and suddenly | had
his attention, and he’s running for
the shower and a quick shave.”

At 0600, he marched Shore Party
Marines to morning chow. At 0700,
the Marines held a sweep down, fore
and aft. The company gunnery ser-
geant entered the barracks and in-
troduced himself to Ski. “Are you
the one that held reveille?”

“Yes, Gunnery Sergeant.”

“Are you the one who marched
them to chow?”’

“Yes. Gunnery Sergeant.™

“Are you the one supervising the
cleanup this morning?”

“Yes. Gunnery Sergeant.”

“And he tells me that I’m kind of
taking things upon myself. Hell, |
thought that’s what sergeants were
supposed to do. And a few minutes
later, here comes this master ser-
geant. and we go through this whole
rigamarole all over again. And he
says, ‘Why did you hold reveille:
why did you march them to chow:
why did you order the cleanup of the
barracks?” and | say | figured-some-
body ought to take charge to get
things done. and nobody else seem-
ed willing to volunteer.

“Later, | meet the commanding
officer and he says. ‘I’veheard about
events since your arrival and | like
what | hear.” He made me platoon
sergeant. and that’s when Shore Par-
ty began military training. We had a
corporal who knew machine guns.
and | had him hold school: and we
had a mortarman. and he held
school. and so forth. right up through
the BAR, grenades and bayonets
and what have you, and we went on
conditioning hikes.

“And we went on overnights and
bivouacs and we started a staff NCO
school: not as elaborate as the
schools they have today, but sudden-
ly the attitude of the whole battalion
changed. They were being treated
like Marines. for God’s sake. and
they liked it!”

He was promoted to staff sergeant
on June 15. 1950. From Marine re-
cruit to staff sergeant in four years.
“But | can tell you one better than
that.”” he said. grinning. "How about
private to master sergeant in five
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years eight months? The longest
time | ever spent in grade as an en-
listed man was two years and that
was from buck to staff sergeant.™

He landed on "Blue Beach™ at
Inchon, Korea, with Shore Party.
"We had 56 in our platoon. After
landing, we went to Kimpo [Airfield]
and set up on the Han River. We
had our own machine guns, BARs
and M1 rifles. From there, we went
to Wonsan."

At first, the unit moved supplies
Off the beach. Their secondary mis-
sion was as engineers. "We had Bay
City cranes, bulldozers and what
have you," he recalled, ""and we laid
culverts or built bridges.

“And one day they come to me
and say, "Ski, get your team. You're
going up north,’ and we go with
Korean troops on small patrol boats.

We help the South Korean troops
unioad and store suoolies, and then

we return to Wonsan. And me and
my 19 Marines come back from that
one, and they send us out again for
another such operation.

" And that's how it went for a while
until they send us to Hungnam to
help with the evacuation of the First
Marine Division and the Republic
of Korea Third Division between
December 10th and 14th. 1950. We
provided security while the First Di-
vision pulled out. after their with-
drawl from the Chosin Reservoir.

"Meanwhile. | kept trying to trans-
fer to an infantry unit and to make a
long story short. | finally got switch-
ed to Fox Company (2d Battalion],
Fifth Marines. Now it's March 1951,
and I'm working for a brand new se-
cond lieutenant, Lucian L. Vestal
[whowould win a Navy Cross in Ko-
real. My company commander was
a Reserve captain. James H. Honey-
cutt. Battalion commander was Lieu-
tenant Colonel Glen E. Martin [who
wo?ld win two Silver Stars in Ko-
reay.

“Well, Lieutenant Vestal asks me.
'Ski, how come you turned down the
chance to go home? You got enough
time here to rotate home." And | say,
I'm not going home until | get an
award of some sort," and he says. 'Do
a good job for me today and I'll see
you get a Bronze Star.'

"Well, that turned out to be one
hell of a fine day. I'll tell you. Dog
Company was going up one ridge
line on our right. Fox was going up
the left tlank. minus one platoon.
There was a small finger. so Vestal's
platoon (me included) was going to
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Guam in 1948. The big guy is PFC B.

F. Marshall from Glendale, Califor-
nia. He was 6 feet 5 inches tall, and

he was only 17, so | guess he was
still growing."

take the finger.”

As a staff sergeant. Ski began to
see young Marines who reminded
him of what he once was. "'l had this
kid that | totally hated and despised.
Every time | saw him, | wanted to
knock him up alongside his head.
He was always doing something
wrong. Tell him to put on his hel-
met. and he'd put it on backwards. |
hated that kid.

"So were going along these rail-

road tracks and I hear this 'kaplunk ..

kaplunk . kaplunk,’ and I'm won-
dering. 'What the hell is that? And |
turn around and it's this kid. Pat
Callahan. and he's dragging the butt
of his BAR along railroad ties. And |
lost all semblance of good sense. | go
charging up to him and | tell him
where I'm going to stick the butt of
his rifle if he continues dragging it
along.

"And the skipper says, ‘Take it
easy, Gunny. He's just a kid,” and |
say, 'And hell die a kid if he keeps
dragging that rifle, cause I'm gonna
kill him!I" *

The company continued the climb.
Nearing the top. the point man
turned and yelled. "Grenades!"* Small-
arms fire quickly followed.

"I had a good idea of where the
enemy was. so | took my Thompson
and a handful of grenades and

headed for the right flank. 1 began
tossing grenades, but it was rough,
getting them through the heavy brush
and all. All the enemy had to do was
pull pins and roll them down the
mountain.

"l saw this one grenade coming,
and I'm next to the tree, so | slide
around and damn! Here comes a
grenade down that side, too. | put
my hands over my head, hit the deck
and start saying the Lords Prayer. |
get shrapnel in my face, neck, hands,
back, buttocks, both legs, and my
canteens had so many holes they
looked like little showers. | reached
up to feel my face, and I'm covered
in blood."

But he could still walk. The pla-
toon went into the assault. ""We're
clearing the enemy off the hill, and
as the North Koreans run from Fox
Company, they run into the guns of
Dog Company who opened up and
killed more than 200 of them. The
Dogs were eating up whatever we
scattered their way,” Wawrzyniak
said. chuckling.

"Now, let me tell you about Calla-
han. He got shot twice in the shoul-
der during the final assault. But the
bugger never quit. He kept moving
and shooting his BAR. And he was
aiming: he wasn't spraying. He was
delivering a base of fire with accura-
cy. | can't tell you how proud | was
of that kid."

Callahan and Wawrzyniak were
evacuated. 'They lay me on this ta-
ble and they're yanking shrapnel out
of me. They patch up Callahan
nearby. And the next day, | go over
to see how this lieutenant is doing.
and hell, they didn't wash him up or
anything. Sure, they treated his wound.
but the guy is lying there in the mud
and crud that he brought down with
him. So me and Callahan find a
wash basin and we clean the lieuten-
ant up, making him look better and
making us feel better.

"We stayed there a couple of days
and they were talking about sending
us to another medical facility and 1
told Callahan, 'Let's get the hell out
ofhere and go back to the company.’
And he takes dff. A couple of min-
utes later he comes back with this set
of utilities all nice and fresh: washed
and pressed. And | say, ‘Where the
hell did you get these? And he says,
"You'll never believe it. but I walked
into this tent. and there they were,
just kind of waiting for me to bring
to you." We leave. and later, we each
get a Silver Star.
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“So We go back to the company,
which wasn’t easy because the com-
pany was in the hills. surrounded.
This lieutenant colonel walks out of
a tent and eyeballs me and Callahan
and says, ‘Where are you two going?
and | tell him, but he turns to
Callahan, who is-heavily bandaged
with one wound bleeding, and the
colonel says, ‘Not him. He’s going
back to the aid station.”

Arrangements had been made to
send a pair of communicators up to
the surrounded Marines. They hoped
to string wire to forward positions
from the battalion headquarters. Ski
made arrangements to accompany
them during the midnight patrol, con-
ducted in a heavy rain.

“We didn’t run into a thing all the
way. It was so rotten a night the ene-
my figured they could dope off be-
cause not even idiots would be roam-
ing around in no man’s land in such
crummy weather.

“I go over and wake the skipper
up and he’s obviously happy to see
me. So | find a hole and get some
sleep, rain or not. And the next
morning, | make a fire and hold re-
veille on the troops. I’m brewing cof-
fee and the troops climb out of their
holes and welcome me back by sing-
ing The Marines” Hymn.” | was
touched. [Hisvoice cracked as he re-
called the event.]”

The enemy had disappeared dur-
ing the night.

The days and weeks passed.

September 19. 1951 was a good
day for Wawrzyniak. Hill 812 was in
the area known as the Punchbowl.
One Marine unit operating in the
area “got their clocks cleaned.” They
were replaced by another unit who
got their clocks cleaned. Fox Co. was
in reserve; it was soon their turn.

“During a three-day battle up
there, units of the First Division suf-
fered 33 killed in action and 235
wounded. Enemy losses were esti-
mated at 972 KIA (265 counted), and
113 captured.

“We moved into position. It was a
good day. | could tell. We got hit
with our own mortars. four deuces,
[4.2 inch], and then we got hit by our
own artillery. Whatever could go
wrong did go wrong. And then we
. call in an air strike, and they’re
Sombing and strafing our guys.

And I'm on the extreme left
flank. When darkness came. we re-
mained in position and waited for
sunup. I'look around and | sec acor-
poral I've had trouble with before.
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He never went to boot camp. He was
a reservist,and when we were at Hill
884, before | took over the platoon,
they got hit and he broke ranks and
ran.

“So | get ahold of him and say,
“You run on me and I'll kill you my-
self,” and he says, ‘Gunny, | ain’t
afraid, but if | think it’s time to go, |
go!”” And | say, ‘From here on out,
you don’t go anywhere unless | tell
you, okay?

“And he made up for his past ac-
tions, | tell you. We go up [Hill] 812
and he takes a round in the neck,
and he’s happy as hell. because now
he rates a Purple Heart. But he
keeps on chuggin.’

“And | decided: first squad to the
right; second squad to the left; third
squad up the middle and let’s go!
And we went right up that damned
hill. 1 led the final assault over the
top, and then we set up a hasty de-
fense. That’s when machine-gun fire
started coming from the left flank,
and that damned hill was just as
bare as the palm of your hand.

“Then grenades started falling.
We had one hell of a grenade fight
up there. They’d throw and I'd
throw, and | was hoping | was hurt-
ing them as bad as they were hurting
me. because | was full of shrapnel.
My face was all cut up and | hurt
like you wouldn’t believe.

“To this day. | don’t know why.
but I ran over. grabbed a couple of
grenades and | ran right down that
hill line. I don’t know why the North
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“Can you believe the caption under
my picture in my hometown newspa-
per in Buffalo? They called me a “‘Sol-
dier.” Hell, | wasn’t a soldier. | was a
'squid,” but never a ‘doggie!* --

Koreans didn’t shoot me or whatev-
er, but | ran right at that machine
gun, about 60 to 70 yards, and | blew ::
it and the crew away without getting
hit.

“l put that old Maxim machine
gun out of action. My head was kill-
ing me from the wounds and con-
cussion, and we kept getting incom-
ing artillery and mortar fire. And we
get pulled off the hill and put in re-
serve. The corporal gets his wound
treated and returns to duty. The
corpsman gives me a handful of
pills and some medicinal alcohol,
and | sleep the night away like a
baby.”

That was the night Easy Co. got
pushed off the hill. Fox Co. was ask-
ed to send reinforcements, and Wawr-
zyniak volunteered his second pla-
toon. “Sowe go back up the hill and
you know what? The North Koreans
got another machine gun in the ex-
act same place where I'd knocked
out the Maxim the day before!

“And the guy I’d accused of being
a coward says, ‘I'll take care of the
gun this time,” and he collects a sack
full of grenades and yells, ‘Never
fear!” and he charges right into the
mouth of that machine gun. After he
stood up and did his John Wayne
impersonation, the whole squad
charged up the hill. following his
lead, and we took that hill without
suffering a single Marine casualty.”

The corporal would receive a Sil-
ver Star medal. Stanley Wawrzyniak
would receive his first Navy Cross.

Following the battle for Hill 812
Ski went to Camp Otsu. Japan. for
some rest and relaxation.

“I’m in the gym one night watch-
ing a basketball game and in comes
Ray Bowman. And immediately |
think back to when | was stationed
in China. and Bowman had me lock-
ed up. He was my company com-
mander over there.

“After | got out of the brig. we got
racing around with jeeps on the dock.
The jeeps belonged to some air wing
unit, and they were going to be load-
ed aboard the ships to return State-
side.

“We were drag racing. and some-
body passed the word. ‘Here comes
the officer of the day.” I jam my foot
on the brake pedal. but the damned
thing’s got no brakes. and the jeep
goes over th. end ofthe dock. | man-
aged to jump. and the jeep ends up
upside down on a floating causeway
leading to the ramg of an LST. Every-
body. including CID [criminal in-
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vestigators] are trying to find the re-
sponsible party, but nobody squeals.

"At Camp Otsu, Bowman's a ma-
jor, the camp operations officer. And
he comes over and says, "SkKi, | hear
you got a Silver Star and a Navy
Cross in Korea. Now will you tell me
about that jeep that rolled off the
dock in China?"

Ski was offered the opportunity to
serve at Camp O=U.He accepted and
served as a troop handler and basic
military subjects instructor. *'Butyou
can only party so much, so | started
going to school. Hell, I had never
finished high school. I figured it was
time."

He took a math course and an
English course, but then “tired of the
whole damned thing. | figured I'd go
back to Korea. Hell, | had a Silver
Star, a Navy Cross and a couple of
Purple Hearts. | figured I'd go back
and get me a Medal of Honor."

Before leaving Japan. he went to
the staff noncommissioned officer's
club and bought a case of whiskey to
take with him. "I'm going back in
style.” he said, smiling. "'l fly to Ko-
rea and report in to [First Marine]
Division Headquarters. | get as-
signed to Easy Company, Fifth Ma-
rines, and I arrive in time to make
the move from the east to the west
coast.

"My company commander is Cap-
tain Merlin "Terry" Matthews [who
received a Silver Star in Korea]. He
sends me to OP [outpost]-3 to help a
brand new second lieutenant up
there. We were 4000 meters in front
of the MLR [main line of resistance].
the northernmost position at that
time.

“We're there a few days and we
start taking enemy mortar rounds. |
couldn't figure what was wrong with
those guys. They weren't hitting any-
thing. And then it dawned on me.
They weren't trying to hit us: they
were bracketing us. We were located
on three separate small knobs. Cor-
poral Hart. a squad leader, had his
men on one knoll. My position was
center, and the lieutenant was on the
right. slightly forward."

Enemy artillery fire began slam-
ming into the Marine positions. "We
got 2,000 rounds in a half hour's
time." he recalled. 'The barrage
started right around nine o'clock
one night. and when it quit. this Ma-
rine comes running down the hill
yelling. 'Gunny. ..Gunny..." He's
been hit and his position has been
overrun. Says he pulled his guys
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"You cantell that | posed for this pic-
ture that was taken of me inVietnam
in 1966 when | was with the Third
Marines. | was a major, then. And
look! 1 don't have a stinking maga-
zine in my weapon, right?"

back to secondary positions, but the
North Koreans are really giving
them hell.”

Ski began moving. He latched
onto Cpl Arthur G. Barbosa [who
would win a Navy Cross] who placed
his machine gun overlooking a sad-
dle on the left flank. "I figured Hart
had been overrun. and the enemy
would probably slide down the hill
to hit us next,” Ski said. ""And then
the bugles and horns sounded.

"I told the lieutenant that Id
moved Barbosa's gun. | told him the
enemy was coming and | asked what
he wanted us to do. Grenades started
zinging into our positions, and the
lieutenant says. 'Gunny, | don't know
what the hell to do. Do what you
think is best and tell me where you
want me." That was some smart lieu-
tenant, huh?

"l had Harris with his heavy ma-
chine gun [assigned from Weapons
Company], and he started placing
his guns. We were definitely organ-
ized. Technical Sergeant [Quinton
T.Barlow [who won a Navy Cross]
went with his men around one side
of our hill and | went around the
other. and we were catching the
North Koreans as they came down
the middle.

“From the time the arty started
falling and Hart said his position
had been overrun. | knew what the
hell was going on. It was one hell of

a night,” Ski continued. 'The moon
was out and it was sort of cloudy.

"When the damned clouds cov-
ered the moon, the enemy would ad-
vance, and when the clouds cleared
and the moon shined, they would
halt in place and be almost invisible.
But we kept them at a distance until
our recoilless rifle got hit.

"We had one 60-mm. mortar up
there, and | tell the Marine to run
his tube up as high as he can with-
out having the rounds tumbling
back down on us. He cranks it up
and | start dropping rounds. And |
tell him to move [traverse] it 90 de-
grees, and we're spraying the area
with mortar rounds. We slam in
rounds and move it and slam and
move. We had almost 200 mortar
rounds up there and we put them to
good use that night, let me tell you."”

Their radio was knocked out. The
Marines were running out of ammo.
"Our supply dump was set up be-
tween the lieutenant's position and
mine, and now we were isolated
from each other. | crawl out [be-
tween the lines) and pick up a coup-
le of cans of ammo, and on the way
back. I get shot i the hip.

"The lieutenant comes out and
helps me with the ammo and kind of
helps me back. He asks, "What can |
do? and | say to help the wounded
when you can and shoot like hell
when you can't. and that's what he
did. He did everything right.

"A couple of enemy got into our
lines and | figure if there's two
there'll soon be 50. | killed one and
our corpsman kiiled the other. And
we had this kid. [Cpl Duane Edgar]
Dewey who'd been shot in the neck
and back. The corpsman was patch-
ing him up when a grenade came
flyina aver the hill.

""Dewey pushes the corpsman out
of the way and yells. 'l got it in my
pocket' and grabs it. Then he rolls
over on it, saving the corpsman and
a couple of other wounded Marines
nearby."

Ski stopped and drew deeply on
the cigar. He didn't seem to notice
that it had gone out. He exhaled and
continued.

"Dewey survived and received the
Medal of Honor.

"I keep moving. | figure if | stop.
the leg will stiffen up. 1 guess I'm
moving on adrenaline. When the sun
comes up, we move to take our posi-
tions back again. Reinforcements Start
coming up the hill. Helicopters come
in and take the heavy wounded. Me
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and the lieutenant grab a ride in a
jeep.”

Pulling into the battalion com-
pound, Ski immediately limped to
the supply shed and got a clean set
of utilities, borrowed a towel, bar of
soap, set of skivvies and a razor.

“I go take me a long shower and
get all cleaned up,” he said, smiling.
“I buy a couple of cartons of ciga-
rettes and I see a stash of oranges, so
I take a mittful and walk into sick-
bay. Corpsmen are running around,
going ape and I ask, ‘What the hell’s
going on?" and this doctor answers,
‘Where's this Sergeant Ski that's sup-
posed to be coming in here that every-
body’s talking about?" and I say, ‘I'm
right here, Doc.”

“And he says, ‘Where the hell you
been? And I say, ‘This ain’t my first
time to get hit. The other two times I
came in dirty, and you guys cut off
my clothes and patch me up, but you
didn’t wash me and I stayed dirty for
days. This time I got cleaned up be-
Jore you guys work on me, and he
tells me to get on that stretcher and
he points.

“I say, ‘Aye, aye sir,’ and he thinks
I'm a nut case.”

After receiving preliminary care at
the aid station, Ski was flown out to
the hospital ship Consolation, where
he remained for six weeks. It was
there he learned he'd been recom-
mended for the Medal of Honor.

“And T get off the ship and report
back to division headquarters. And
I'm in a grubby uniform; my boots
are scruffy and all the guys there at
headquarters are all shiny clean and
wearing spitshines. I feel like a bum.

“I'm told the general [Major Gen-
eral John T. Selden, Commanding
General, First Marine Division] wants
to see me. And I'm heading towards
the general’s hootch and I run into
an old China buddy of mine named
Pekela and he says. “You can't go up
o the general's office looking like
that’ and I say, ‘I got no choice,’ but
he fixes me up with a clean uniform
and I wipe off my boots and I con-
tinue the march.

“The general hands me a warrant
Promoting me to meritorious master
S€rgeant, and he says they're sending
me home. I say, ‘T want to report
, "ack to Easy Company. I got no
fason to go back to the States.’ but
he says [ got no choice because I'm a
potential Medal of Honor winner.
and they don't want me killed before
Teceiving that medal.

P-3is a place I'll never forget.”

LEATHERNECK SAPRIL 1992

he continued. “We'd gotten our heads
and butts handed to us up there, but
we killed a locker box full of North
Koreans, I'll tell you.

“I come back to the States and re-
port into the Sixth Marines at Camp
Lejeune. The Medal of Honor gets
knocked down to a Navy Cross and
General Randolph McC. Pate pre-
sented it to me, and then he asks if
I've ever considered taking a com-
mission. Hell, I was a 25-year-old
master sergeant and had the world
by the fanny on a downhill drag, you
know? But I went for it.”

During the Vietnam War, he fought
to return to combat. Eventually, in
1966, he reported to the 3d Marines
as the battalion operations and train-
ing officer. Sound safe? Not if you
stay with Wawrzyniak.

“It was a great day,” he recalled.
“We were on this operation and a
company finds a whole mess of tun-
nels and enemy bunkers. Colonel
Gary Wilder, the battalion comman-

_ der. tells me to fly out and see what it

would take to blow that place apart.
So I call back and say they should
send out 1.500 pounds of TNT and a
mile of primer cord. The whole ‘nine
yards.” And we set up a defense and
prepare to blow that whole damned
place. And as night came on. we
could hear drums from a nearby vil-
lage.

“This picture was made at the Ma-
rine Corps Birthday Ball at Cherry
Point in 1979. That's my wife, Ada-

-line, and my dad. Adaline and | have

been married 38 years and we have
five kids. None were Marines. They
said, ‘Pops, we lived the Corps all our
lives, and that’'s enough.” ”

“Dark. We started taking mortars.
And I'm counting the rounds that
hit .. .99...100. . .199. . .200. . .299. . .
300! I couldn't figure when it was go-
ing to end. Anyway, we didn't get any-
body killed, but we have four or five
wounded. I got a minor ‘ding’ [wound).
I call for a medevac because we got
one man hit bad.

“It’s the middle of the night and I
don’t want the chopper landing in
our defense, so I go out a couple of
hundred yards and guide the chop-
per in with a cigarette lighter.

“It’s darker than inside your lock-
er box. I wait outside the wire to
guard our rear while the rest of the
squad returns to camp. I'm walking
back to our lines and this Marine
challenges me. I identify myself and
he lets me in and asks what the hell
I'm doing out there. I tell him and he
says, ‘Major, with all due respect,
you got more brass than brains.’
And you know, he was right.”

For his Vietnam service, in addi-
tion to another two Purple Hearts,
he also received two Bronze Star
Medals with Combat “Vs.” Wawr-
zyniak would retire later as a lieu-
tenant colonel.

“I tell you what,” he said. “The
Marine Corps’ been awful good to
me. I was in 35 years, between the
short Navy hitch and my time in the
Corps. I got my bachelor’s and mas-
ter’s degrees from college and I got a
good job.

“But I tell you what. I probably
couldn’t cut it in today's Marine
Corps. If I got into as much trouble
today as I did back then. I'd have
gotten a bad paper discharge. I was a
hard individual to live with, but I've
always tried to be fair, be tolerant,
and be patient.

“I've seen guys who remember an
injustice that happened years ago.
They don't forget and they still look
for ‘paybacks.’ That’s nonsense.

“I came in at the right time. There
were old-timers that I learned a lot
from. But you have to be willing to
listen. Even after I made staff ser-
geant, I still listened and learned
from gunnies and sergeant majors
[sic]. You should never stop learn-
ing.

He stopped and stretched. Re-
lighting his cigar, he smiled and
said, “Hey, it's gonna be a great
day!”

I got the hell out of there. I've nev-

er stopped learning either.
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“Cripes. there were mines all over the
damn place.”

—Cpl Wes Gilliland
“How” Co, 3d 8n, 1st Marines

A { 0400 on 25 March 1952, Major
& General John T. Selden, USMC,
= Commanding General. First Ma-
rine Division, assumed responsib:lity for
carrying out the division's assigned mis-
sion: “10 organize, occupy and actively
defend its scctor of Line Jamestown.” It
would have been understandable had
MajGen Selden shaken his head in dis-
may. Facing him was a sk never befure
thrust upon the commander of a
Marine division—to actively de-
fend a front that stretched nearly
35 miles. six times the normal
frontage assigned o a division. It
was the stuff of which nightmares
are made.

Thosc nightmares began on the
division’s far left with the Kimpo
Peninsula, the long wngue of land
bounded by the Yellow Sea and
the large isiand of Kanghwa-do
on the west and by the Han River
on the north and east. Sticking
out like a hitchhiker’s thumb, the
peninsula was hou 0 a number
of critical installations, the most
important of which were Kimpo
Airfield, the port of Inchon and
the sprawling Eighth Amy logis-
tics installation known as Ascom
(Army Support Command) City.

Beyond these considcrations the Kim-
po Peninsula posed a serious threat to
the 1stMarDiv’s left flank. A successful
Chinese penetration into the peninsula
would marn that flank and with it the left
flank of the entire Eighth Army, opening
the door to the South Korcan capital of
Seoul. While the two Chinese armies op-
posite the 1stMarDiv's sector, the 63d
and 65th, had shown no intcrest in the
Kimpo Peninsula, the peninsula’s tactical
importancc was too great for MajGen
Selden w0 ignore. The peaninsula would
have to be defended.

Unformnately, the fact that the Kimpo
Peninsula wouid have to be defended did
not answer the question of how. To solve
that thorny problem, MajGen Selden had
to be inventive. In order to provide for the
an

defense of the peninsula, the Kimpo DPro-
visional Regiment was formed around the
nucleus of the 5th Korean Marine Corps
{KMC) Battalion, the 1st Armored Am-

. phibian Bn, the [3th Republic of Korea

{ROK)) Security Bn and onc battalion of
the 1stMarDiv’s reserve rcgiment. In one
sensc it was a case of robbing Peter to pay
Paul, since the subtraction of one battal-
ion [rom the division’s reserve regiment
would detract from the reserve’s ability
to reinforce or counterattack if needed.
The prublem of the Kimpo Peninsula
quickly demonstrated that MajGen Sel-
den’s assets would be thinly stretched.
What would stretch those asscts even

Sgts Kenneth R. Snyder and Lucien Parent manned a light
machine gun at a Marine outpost in Korea in April 1952,

further was the incredibly loog {ront linc
that trended ofT to the east for miles until
il reached its junction with the solid rock
of the Brilish Conunonwealth Division at
the Samichon Gang (River). Normal pro-
cedure called for the manning of a strong
main line of resistance (MLR), with units
linkcd together side by side, and an out-
post line of resistance (OPLR) sited on
key tcrrain features forward of that. No
matter how MajGen Selden and his As-
sistant Chief of Staff, G-3 (Operations),
Lieutenant Coloue!l Gordon D. Gayle, jug-
gled the figures they always came out
the same. There was wo much ground to
hold and o few Marines to hold it. The
job was going to require a constant re-
wurking and revising that would last for
the remainder of thc Korcan War.

Welcome to the Western Front

By Maj Allan C. Bevilacqua, USMC (Ret)

Somcthing that would defy any degree
of reworking or revising was the matter of
the Panmunjom Corridor. Located square-
ly in the middle of the lstMarDiv’s sec-
tor, the corridor led 10 the village of Pan-
munjom, the site of the so-calied “ruce
tatks,” in between friendly and enemy
lincs. Both the cormndor and Panmunjom
itsclf were official no-fire zones that by
otder of the I Corps commander, Lieu-
tenant General John W. O'Danicl, USA,
“could not be fired into, out of. or over.”
The Panmunjom Corridor and the tacti-
cal limitations it imposcd would be a
constant thorn in the |stMarDiv’s side.

A more painful form of thorm didn’t
take long to make its presence
known at the level where war be-
comes. personal—the division's
rifle companies. The sector the
division had inherited was lit-
tcred with mines. The ROK First
Division that had previously heid
the scctor had made liberal use
of mines, but had been less than
meticulous in recording or mark-
ing their locations.

Mines serve a useful military
= purpose. Coupled with fire and ob-
servation, mines deny the cnemy
the use of an area. They impede
his progress. They protect friend-
% ly arcas from attack. The enemy
- must redirect huis movement to
avoid minefields or slow his
march in order to remove them,
leaving himself open to friendly
counteraction.

To the man on the rccciving cnd,
though. mines are nasty things. They can
turn a man’s foot into strawberry jam,
shired his legs or blow him cnd over end.
Rigged with a tripwirc, a minc can riddle
a man with fragments from hcad to foot.
Bounding mines, such as the “Bouncing
Betty,” can dotonate at waist height. in-
flicting damage that no amount of med-
ical care can overcome.

Corporal Charlie Houchin, a Fifth Ma-
rine Regiment squad leader. remembered
one Marine’s encounter with 2 Bouncing
Betty in the early days on the Weszpsa,,
Front. “The poor guy was practically cut
in half. From the chest up and from the
hips down he was recogmizable. Every-
thing in between was justama: .ed mess
of meat and blood and guts. He lived for
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maybe a minute afier we got to him. ...
We had to bring him out in two pieces. |
never went out on patrol afterwards with-
out thinking ahout that. When | finally left
Korea [ wasn't the least damn bit sorry
to go.” In the 1stMarDiv’s first weeks an
the Jamestown Line, mines caused 50
percent of the division’s casuaities,
Mines or no mines the division wouid
carry out its order 10 “actively” defend its
sector of the Jamestown Line. It wasnot a
matter of blindly following orders. Much
more than that, it was sound military
sense. MajGen Seiden had no intention
of permitting his division to sit passive-
ly in trenches and hunkers while the
Chinese roamed the landscape unhin-
dered. Nothing good couid come of that.
Immediately upon occupying their
positions, the division’s forward regi-
ments commenced an aggressive pro-
zram of combat patrols, mostly at night,
with the objective of keeping the Chi-
nese off balance. The Chinese, who had
been unnaturaily passive while the divi-
sion moved into pasition, weren't long in

Leathernecks, who were dug in along a mecandering
trench line,. stood by to support machine-gqunners of
1st Marines who laid fires on enemy forces. (Phota by
TSgt Jack &. Slackhower) '

reacting. As March gave way to April,
clashes berween friendly and epemy
patrols out in the disputed ground be-
came the nightty norm. The secior that
had been one of the most somnolent in
Korea was fast becoming very “active”
indeed.

It soon became evident from their
increased probing and patrolling that the
Chinese were feeling the Marines out. To
the Marines on the outposts and along
the MI.R, falling back on their fractured
Japanese, it was a case of testo-testo. The
Chinese were sesking to find out what
these American Marines were made of.
From the Chinese standpoint it was a
logical undertaking. The Chinese soldiers
who could have testified to the fighting
qualities of the {stMarDiv, those who had
opposed the division during the Chosin
Reservoir campaign and on the Eastern
Frony, for the most part were dead. Very
few of them were lefl to testify to much
of anything.

Chinese activity increased sharply
during the first week of April, beginning

with a strong ground attack against the
KMC regiment when a Chinese battal-
ion, supported by a 30-minute artillery
preparation, slammed into the South Ko~
rean lines. An early penctration was sealed
off, and the attack was thrown back. The
attack set the stage for an almost nightly
series of such forays against the KMC
regiment and the 1st and S5th Marines.
The Marines struck back viciously, often
meeting the attackers forward of the
OPLR before they could deploy for attack.

It was during the course of onc such
attuck on the night of 8-9 April that Pd-
vate First Class Robert E. Beatty, a rifle-
man serving with “Item” Company, 3d
Bn, 5th Marines, distinguished himself.
Secing his platoon leader fail mortally
wounded, PFC Beatry, despite suffering
painful wounds himself, fought forward
into the teeth of the enemy fire to recov-
er the fallen officer’s body.

Exhausted and weakened by the loss
of blood, Beatty carried his dead platoon
leader through a hail of small-arms fire
to the lee of a hill where he hid the body




Frontline wounded could be whisked away to waiting medical facilities by an aerial

(Photo by TSgt Jack A. Slockbower)

in a thicket, then made his way back to
friendly lines 10 seek heip. As long as
Robert Reatty was alive, a dead Marine
would not be left on the battlefieid.

Once safely within friendly lines, Beat-
ty, concealing his wounds, volunteered
to guide a recovery party to complete the
job of bringing back the dead lieutenant.
Stepping forward to lead the party was
the 3d Bns S-2 (Intelligence), Second
Lieutenant George W. Alexander Jr.

With PFC Beatty showing the way,
2dLt Alexander led his seven-man party
forward through an intense enemy mor-
tar barrage to the site where Beattv had
secreted the dead otficer’s body. As
Beatty, wounded three times now, pro-
vided covering fire, Alexander lit into
the Chinese attempting to block his
route, killing three of them. When one of
his men was hit, Alexander attacked the
Chinese soldier who was attempting o
capture him, shooting the enemy soldier
in the face at point-blank range.
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For three hours Alexander, Beatty and
the small group of ltem Co Marines
fought off every Chinese attemmpt to
thwart their mission, returning to friend-
ly lines as dawn broke. Only afier the
other wounded member of the party had
been treated would Robert Bearty con-
sent to medical treatment himself. Even
then he did it his way. Bleeding from
three wounds, Beatty walked 3,000 yards
to the battalion aid station. For their cou-
rageous actions on the night of 8-9 April
1952, 2dLt Alexander and PFC Beatty
each would receive the Navy Cross.

By mid-April, actions such as this
were the nightly norm. During the hours
of darkness the ground all along the
1stMarDiv’s front echoed to the ripping
crackle of smail-arms fire and the heav-
ier cracks of exploding mines, grenades
and shells. It was what 2dLt Bemnard E.
“Mick” Trainor described as “a small
taste of what was to become ugly fight-
ing on the Western Front. It was to be an

ambulance such as this Bell HTL4 chopper.

outpost war of close combat, drenched
with mortar and artillery fire that turncd
the terrain into a moonscape.”
t was as well a small-unit war, an
affair of squads, platoons and com-
panies, vicious little actions that did
pot menit much more than a sentence or
two in the division’s command diary, but
which could leave a man no less dead. It
was in one of these hotly contested fire-
fights that 2dLt Trainor lost thc man who
was his trusted subordinate, his mentor
and his cherished friend, his platoon ser-
geant, Gunnery Sergeant Harold Wagner.
Wagner, a seasoned veteran of the war
in the Pacific, had taken the raw young
officer under his wing and taught him
the ropes. Sharing the perils that engulf
men who face death side by side, a deep
bond of comradeship had grown between
the old sergeant and the young lieuten-
ant. Long years afterward, following his
retirement, LtGen Trainor revisited the
places where he had fought as a young
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man. On the spot where Harold Wagner
had fallen in a blaze of gunfire, LtGen
Trainor knew once again the pangs of
loss and sorrow he had felt on that long-
ago day when he closed Wagner’s sight-
less eyes and bid his friend a last
farewell.

The Western Front was indeed going
to be one of “close combat” This was
vividly illustrated on the night of 15-16
April when the Chinese attempted to

* climinate the Marine defenders of a very

ordinary 400-foot hill known as Qutpost
Three (OP-3). Located well forward of
the MLR and close to the bothersome
Panmunjom Corridor, OP-3 was fre-

. quently used as a patrol base. At the end

of the second week in April it was de-
fended by a reinforced platoon, the 2d
Platoon of Captain Charles C, Matthews’
Easy/2/5. In the fighting that followed,
that smal} band of 80 Marincs wouid col-
lect a Medal of Honor, three Navy Crosses,
a Sitver Star and 36 Purple Hearts,

It all began routincly cnough when
OP-3 received several rounds of 76 mm
artillery firc in midafternoon. There
were Do casualties among the Marines of
the platoon. Later, as dusk began to fall,
the hill was the target of four rounds of
120 mm mortar fire. This time one Ma-
nine was wounded. No onc thought much
of it. From time to time during the pre-

ceding days the Chinese had dropped 2 _

shell or two on or near the Marine posi-
tions on the hill. It was just the Chinese
way of keeping things from getting duil.
At least that was the thinking of the
Marines manning the defenses of OP-3.
In all the actions thus far the Chinese
had never backed up their ground troops
with supporting arms. Unknown to the
Marines though, this time the Chinese
were playing for keeps. The seemingly
commonplace Chinese activity was actu-
ally registration for the supporting fires
of a major attack.

At 2330 on 15 April a green star clus-
ter burst over Hill 67, a Chinese strong
point some 1,900 yards to the west of
OP-3. A thunderous torrent of 76 mm
and 120 mm shells immediatcly fell
upon the defenders of OP-3. The hilltop
erupted in a volcanic upheaval of lurid
red explosions that lit up the night sky
and set the ground to shaking. The
Marines of Easy Two could only hunker
down in their fighting holcs, caught up
in the roaring vortex of sound, cach man
hoping it wasn’t his turn just yet.

As any combat veteran can attest, there
is no fecling of helplessness so complete
as that which accompanies being under
constant, roaring shellfire, unable to strike
back. Time can stand still, and it did
then, as the incoming fire seemed to last
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for hours. Actually, the Chinese prepara-
tory fircs, as intensc as they were, lasted
only 20 minutes before another green
star cluster above Hill 67 brought an eerie,
car-ringing silence down over OP-3. Five
minutes later the fires shifted to the west,
and two Chinese battalions threw th
selves at OP-3. :

Onc of the Marincs standing to mect
them was Sergeant Kenneth O'Farrell.
Today Ken O’Farrell is retired from 30
years in law enforcement as a police
officer in his hometown of Long Beach,
Calif,, and as a Special Agent with the
California Department of Justice. When
the Chinese barrage descended upon
OP-3, he was section lcader of Easy Co’s
machine guns, It was his habit to spend
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a night with one or another of his squads
that had been attached to the company’s
rifle platoons.

“As usual, my timing was bad,” O'Far-
rell reminisced years later, “and I was on
OP-3 during the night of 15-16 April.
That night we were hit with the most
incoming I had ever seen. We were con-
stantly shelled for what scemed like an
hour and a half. Then the Chinesc hit us
with a couple of reinforced battalions.
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MajGen John T. Selden, the commanding general of 1stMarDiv. examined a smiling
PFC’s M1 rifie. The front sight had been shot off in a firefight with North Koreans.
Better the sight than the PFC.

We beld, and 1 don’t remember seeing
anyone who wasn't wounded. We lost a
lot of guys that night.”

Among those wounded was one of
O’Farrell’s machine-gunners, Cpl Duane
E. Dewey. With one leg ripped by a gre-
nade blast, Dewey was one of several
wounded being treated by a corpsman
when another Chinese grenade landed in
the midst of the group. Knocking the
corpsman to the ground, Dewey rolled
atop the sputtering grenade, shouting,
“I've got it in my hip pocket, Doc!™

Dewey, 4 retired small-business owner
from tron, Mich., remembered it this
way: “I couldn’t throw it beyond my
pevple. [ thought if I could get it behind
my wallet, it would be smothered.” The
blast that “felt like a mule kicked me”
fractured Dewey’s hip and tore a deep
gash in his side, puuting him in hospitals
for months. Upon presenting Dewey with
the Medal of Honor at a2 White House
ceremony on 12 March 1953, President
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Dwight D. Eisenhower told him, “You
must have a body of steel”
ewey wasn’t the only member of
the machine-gun squad out of ac-
tion. More and more members of
the squad fell wounded, leaving only
squad leader Sgt Arthur G. “Artie” Bar-
bosa and one other man unscathed. Tak-
ing over the gun himself, Barbosa, with
the fierce, battling instincts that had made
him a standout Marine Corps boxer,
poured firc into the attacking Chinese
ranks, stacking them body upon body.
Skilifully moving his lone gun from po-
sition 10 position, organizing the resistance
of the Marines around him and standing
like a rock, Artie Barbosa chopped the
Chinese to bits with devastating fire.
Beyond inflicting horrendous casual-
ties upon the Chinese, Barbosa's actions
were inspirational 1o his fellow Marines.
From his home in Florida, Easy Co vet-
eran Edgar “Bart™ Dauberman remem-
bered Barbosa on that fire-swept hill long

MSGT JAMES GALLONAY

ago. “His action is still in my mind to-
day. He was unbelicvable, He was a giant
of a Marine.” Apparently the Commagn-
dant of the Marine Corps and the Sec-
retary of the Navy thought likewise. For
his epic stand on OP-3, Barbosa was
awarded the Navy Cross.

The Chinese were coming in waves,
flinging grenades, firing wildly with auto-
matic weapons, determined to overwhelm
the small force of Marines clinging to
their shell-blasted positions on OP-3.
The Chinese had attacked frontaily ini-
tially, scrabbling up the hillside in the
face of determined Marine resistance.
Eventually, through sheer weight of
numbers, the attack lapped about the
sides of the hill untii the Marines of Easy
Two were packed into 3 tight perimeter,
confronted by swarms of Chinese com-
ing at them from every direction. The
attackers were met by the cold, fighting
fury of men who refused to be beaten.

Two of those men were exceptional
staff noncommissioned officers, GySgt
Quinton T. Barlow and GySgt Stanley J.
“Stan” Wawrzyniak. Either one was a bit
more than the Chinese had bargained
for. With the platoon leader down, GySgt
Barlow took command, resolutely organ-
izing the defense, directing fire, con-
stantly ranging the firing line to the
point of greatest danger in complete dis~
regard for his personal safety. It was
Marine leadership at its finest: resolute,
stalwart and indomitable, a magnificent
display of courage and character in the
face of overwhelming numbers.

No less heroic than Barlow was Waw-
rzyniak, the company gunnery sergeant
who had volunteered to accompany Easy
Two that night. As the fighting became
hand to hand, Marines and Chinese bat-
tling each other with bayonets, knives,
entrenching tools and bare fists, a por-
tion of the hill’s defenders were cut off
from the main perimeter. Amid 2 blazing
inferno of fire, Stan Wawrzyniak, a nat-
ural-bom battler utterly without fear, -
repeatedly fought his way through the
attacking Chinese to lead small groups
of cut-off Marines back to the defensive
perimeter. Confronted by Chinese each
time, he killed them in hand-to-hand
fighting. Although painfully wounded,
he refused medical treatment and organ-
ized his own sector of the perimeter, plac-
ing deadly fires on the attackers.

Barlow and Wawrzyniak each would
receive the Navy Cross. For Stan Waw-
rzyniak it would be his second award of
the naval service’s second highest award
for valor in six months.

For more than three hours the fighting
raged without letup atop OP-3. Each
Chinese onslaught was met by furious
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resistance, the outhumbered Marines of
Easy Two fighting like men possessed.
The Chinese threw assauit after assauit
at them, hammering the Marine lines
with small-arms and autornatic-weapons
fire, grenades, Bangalore torpedoes and
shoulder-fired 57 mm recoiiless rifles.
Marines fell with wounds, rose and re-
turned to the firing line, unwilling to
seek shelter while their brother Marines
faced the enemy alone. It was Chinese
manpower against Marine resoive.

One of those resolute Marines was
GySgt James A. Harrington, the section
leader of the two attached squads of
heavy machine guns from Weapons Co.
Moving his guns from one threatened
portion of the perimeter to another, plac-
ing scything fires on the ranks of charg-
ing Chinese, GySgt Harrington ignored
the hostile fire, a leader who did his
leading from up front. For his steadfast
and courageous actions James Harring-
ton would receive the Silver Star.

Suddenty, at 0315 in the early morning
bours of 16 April, it was over. The Chi-
nese had thrown everything they had at
the small band of defenders on OP-3 only
to find that it wasn’t enough. Well to the
rear of OP-3, friendly intelligence spe-
cialists intercepted a Chinese radio mes-
sage directing the attacking force to
withdraw, Every available gun of the di-
vision's artillery regiment, 1 1th Marines,
immediately plastered the known escape
routes with volley after volley of high-
explosive shells, helping the withdraw-
ing Chinese on their way. After a mght of
carnage OP-3 fell silent.

A sadly forgotten chapter in the
“Forgotten War,” the defense of OP-3
ranks among the epics of courage pitted
against overwheiming numbers. The de-
fenders of OP-3 had stood firm against
an enemy force that outnumbered them
by almost 20 to one. In doing so they had
seen fully half of their number fall dead
or wounded. Small wonder then, that the
veterans of that night in Korea still think
back to that time 50 years ago this month
when a “band of brothers” lent new
meaning to the old, original refrain of
“The Marines’ Hymn™:

“Admiration of the nation,

We're the finest ever seen,

And we glory in the title

Of United States Marine.”

Editors note: Maj Bevilacgua, a fre-
guent contributor to Leathemeck, is a
Jormer enlisted Marine wha served in the
Korean and Vietnam wars, Later in his
career, he was an instructor at Amphib-
ious Warfare School and Command and
Staff College, Quantico, Va. 1/
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