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PREFACE 

These volumes contain written and tape recorded letters which Mark 

sent home while he served in the U.S.M.C. from April 29, 1966 to August 

14, 1967. There are also pictures which he took during his tour of duty 

and ether pictures have been added which pertain to his family, 

friends, and references mentioned in certain letters. Also included are 

clippings of the Vietnam war, letters from U.S. senators, tributes, 

memorials, and et cetera. 

The 93 original hand written letters are a part of him which he 

left with us that I could not dispose of, therefore I chose to 

include them also. 

A lot of his expressions in his MOMENTS OF SERIOUSNESS and 

SPIRITS OF HUMOR have been lost in transposing the spoken letters 

onto paper, but an earnest effort has been made to capture as many of 

them as possible. 

The last thing Mark said when he left home on the morning of April 

29th was, "Don't expect me to write-much." The letters verify that he 

could not have been more faithful in writing. (Throughout his letters 

it seems like things were, more often than not, just the opposite to 

what he would anticipate. Note the similarity of his death, described 

in the memorial on page 265, to the previous attack on the compound which 

he tells about in his May 25th letter, and how confident he always 

was that their compounds was RELATIVELY safe.) 

Sweetser, Indiana  

July 18, 1974  

Mrs. Paul Black 

(Mark's Mother) 

 

(Finalized on the 7th anniversary of Mark's death, August 14, 1974.) 
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INTRODUCTION 

During the time L/Cpl Mark Black was in the Marine Corps he sent 

home many letters and pictures. Some of his letters were tape recorded 

and have been transferred to paper. His hand written letters have been 

type written for easy reading. 

Mark was a native of the small rural town of Sweetser, in Grant 

County, Indiana. 

His first experience in learning responsibility began in about his 

6th year of school when, for 3 years, he delivered the Indianapolis 

News. 

He was active in sports, and football was his favorite. He 

closed his football career by scoring 5 touchdowns in his last game. 

After graduating from Oak Hill High Schools he went to 

International Barber College in Indianapolis. He acquired his Barber 

License and worked in his father's Barber Shop, in Sweetser, one year 

to earn his Masters License. 

THE UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS BUILDS MEN appealed to him. 

Knowing it was inevitable that he would soon be drafted into the 

Army, he chose to enlist in the Marine Corps. He preferred the 

Corps 2 years of duty and the rice paddies in Vietnam to 4 years in 

the Army. 

He left home on April 29, 1966 and his last words were, "Don't 

expect me to write much." Surprisingly the first letter he wrote was 

that same day as he was flying to the San Diego Marine Corps Recruit 

Depot. This was the beginning of his many letters. In addition to the 

89 written letters: and 26 tape recorded letters, he also wrote to 

other relatives and friends. 

After 8 weeks of training at the M.C.R.D. and 4 months of advanced 

training at Camp Pendelton, he was granted a 25 day leave. Just one 

week before leaving the states he had the privilege of being best 

man for his brother's wedding. 

 On October 29 he departed, by plane, for Okinawa making a short 

stop in Hawaii. Part of his time in Okinawa was spent in jungle 

training. 

 



 

December 2, 1966, he went by ship to the Philippines for 

more training. He left there December 29 for the Mekong Delta 

in South Vietnam where he was engaged in his first major combat 

operation. 

He returned to Okinawa on January 18, 1967. The 31st of 

January he was sent to Phu Bai in the northern part of South 

Vietnam, just below the DMZ, arriving February 5th. There he was 

engaged in 4 major combat operations. 

After being transferred out of the fighting zone he took 

training and schooling to join a Combined Action Company 

(C.A.C.). He spent the remainder of his time with a C.A.C. unit. 

His attitude throughout the 16 months of serving in the 

Corps was that of a positive out-look. His thoughtfulness of 

others, his feelings of gratitude and of appreciation are 

outstanding in his letters. His often humorous remarks and good 

mental attitude is almost unbelievable under the circumstances. 

Sometimes he expressed anger about the war, their rifles 

and the Vietnamese people. The Vietnamese could not he 

trusted. They betrayed our Marines. 

He was concerned that the news media did not always tell it 

like it was. He felt the United States government did not know 

what was going on in Vietnam. And considering how he was 

killed, his feelings were verified because the telegram from 

the government said he was killed while on patrol. This was not 

true. The facts of his death would not have been known if his 

father had not written to the Sergeant in charge of the 

compound asking for details. Letters from the Marines in the 

compound gave detailed descriptions of how Mark was killed. 

We, his parents, believe that Mark's intention for the many 

letters and pictures he sent home was to tell his family, friends and 

barber customers, the best he could, what the war and the people in 

Vietnam were like. 



 

A 55 minute slide program consisting of his pictures and selections 

from his taped letters has been prepared for public use. 

Mark was actually looking forward to building his own home when he 

returned from his tour of duty. In High School he enjoyed working with 

wood and took a course in construction. During summer vacation he 

worked for a contractor. It was this enthusiasm, hope for the future, 

and faith in God, that helped preserve his good attitude and sanity. 

The Oak Hill Memorial at Oak Hill High School was initiated, in 

lieu of flowers, at the time of his death. It became a reality by 

contributions from relatives, friends, and residents of the 

community. It is dedicated to the graduates who gave their lives in 

the Vietnam conflict and a tribute to those who served. 

An athletic award in memory of Mark was established at Oak Hill 

High, and is presented each year to a Senior athlete who bas 

displayed the most outstanding dedication, desire, and competitive 

spirit in High School sports. 

The following words of scripture from 2nd Timothy, chapter 2, 

verses 3 and 5 are on a memorial in the Methodist Church he 

faithfully attended in Sweetser, Indiana. 

"Take your part in suffering as a loyal soldier of Christ 

Jesus. An athlete who runs in a race cannot win the prize 

unless he obeys the rules." (Good News for Modern Man Version) 

His book mark was at this place in his Testament when it was received 

with his personal belongings. 

It is intended for these letters of facts, truths, and actual 

experiences to be informative for all who read them. 

 

Parents: Paul and Carol Black, 1555 N. Main St. Frankfort, Indiana 

46041



 

SUMMARY 

 Mark flew to the Marine Corps Recruit Depot (M.C.R.D.) in San Diego, 

California April 29, 1966 for 8 weeks of recruit training. After graduating 

from M.C.R.D. he had 4 months of advance training (ITR & BIT) at Camp 

Pendelton. 

 He had a 25 day leave from August 27th to September 20th, 1966. The 

last family get-together was a week-end in Las Vegas when he was BEST MAN 

for his brother's wedding on October 22nd. 

 October 29th, 1966, he departed, by plane, for Okinawa, making a short 

stop in Hawaii. Part of his time there was spent in jungle training. 

 On December 2nd, he went by troop ship to the Philippines for more 

training. He left on December 28th, by ship, for the Delta in South Vietnam 

where he was engaged in his first major operation. 

 January 18, 1967 he returned to Okinawa on the Iwo Jima. He left 

Okinawa, the second time, January 31st, and arrived at Phu Bai, South 

Vietnam February 5th. He was engaged in four more major combat 

operations, took C.A.C. schooling, and the remainder of his time was 

spent with a C.A.C. unit. 

 His Chaplain paid tribute to him by being at the airport the evening 

he begin his last Journey home. (see the Chaplains letter on page 267.) 

 



 
 

Envelopes used in first letters.

 



 

 



 

 



 
 
 

First handwritten letter on plane to San Diego, CA.

 



 

 



 

In flight Altitude 31,000 

Location: Just left Chicago 

AMERICAN AIRLINES 

Hi 

Help! 

 We left Indianapolis at 4:30. There are 11 of us going together 

straight to San Diego. Tom is the officer in charge of us until we get 

there. The weather is good. We took a 707 from Indy--now we are on a 

990. They are just getting ready to serve us dinner. They told us at 

Indy we might be in Airborne, ha ha.  Airborne is Paratroopers (isn't 

that great.)! 

Love Mark 
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Pvt. Mark R. Black 2210392 

Plt. 2012 

Sat. 2:00 

M.C.R.D. afternoon & eve San Diego, 92140 

UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS 

Hi again, 

 I can't remember what time we got here last night but they kept 

us up all night giving us some of our supplies. We did get one hour 

sleep though. Today we stood at attention just about all day it seemed 

like. So far I like it. We are on our feet all day. The food is not 

very good but we get all we can eat. 

 The first thing we did was to get a hair cut, A 1 top and 1 

sides, It is hard to finish a letter in one setting, we are on the 

move all the time. 

 I am sending you this letter because I may not have time to write 

again soon. I'll try to write David (I did) a little letter if I have 

time. I won't have visitors for quite awhile. Got to go. 

Love Mark 

 

 

 May 3, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS 3 May 66 

Hi 

 Doing the same thing, getting all of our gear. Saw John today, he 

walked by our Platoon with his Platoon. He saw Tom but not me. I saw 

him looking at Tom. 

 We do not have much time to eat, everything is hurry. One D. I. 

tells one thing and the other another thing, can't do anything right, 

they say. 

 Had our physical today, start running real soon. Must break my 

boots in. See ya. 

Love 

Mark 

(D. I. is Drill Instructor) 
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May 7, 1966 Sat      UNITED STATES MARINE CORP. 

Hi 

 Time goes fast. I had to ask what day of the week this was. They 

haven't given us time to do any thing. I had two of your letters one 

day before I had time to read them, One D.I. (Drill Instructor) tells 

us to do one thing and then the other one tells us to do another so we 

had to change clothes three times in 5 minutes. The D. I's. use all 

kinds of language. This camp is real beautiful. It is in a valley and 

you can see San Diego all around it. From the Obstacle Course you can 

see downtown and the airport is beside that. When a plane takes off 

you can't hear yourself all over the camp. 

 In the middle of the camp is the parade field, 10 football fields 

long and 3 wide (blacktop). All around are Spanish buildings with 

arched porches, walk ways, and palm trees. You have to yell 

everything. I didn't send any radio message. 

 The obstacle course is hell. We took our PT test today, pull-ups, 

pushups, setups, squat thrusts, 300 yd. run. I did 47 pushups, It's 

not too bad, just a lot of yelling, but you get used to that. If I 

don't write for awhile don't worry, I haven't time, we go to bed at 

about 8:30 or 9:00 and up at 5:00 with about 5 minutes to dress and 

make beds. 

 We have our rifles and are marching with them. I have a few 

little blisters but not bad. That's it for now. 

Love Mark 

 

 

May 11, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS     Wed.  

Hi 

 Not much time, got letters 4, 6, 7 last, read them tonight. 

Talked to John at church Sunday. He graduated Thursday. First free 

time since Sunday. Wrote Grandma Sunday. All right, got to go. 

Love Mark 

P.S. Take swimming tomorrow, One hour float. Our Platoon got last in 

P.T. test the other day. We are against 3 other platoons. 

 

3



 

May 13, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS      Fri. Night  

Hi 

 No free time since Sunday. I am getting a little cold because we 

got our hair cut yesterday and I sleep beside a window. Sometimes when 

it gets real cold I pull the covers over my head. 

 We went to the PX yesterday for the first time. I passed that 

swim test. 

 We have gotten 5 shots so far. We got one Wednesday in the butt 

with a needle and some of the guys still can't walk very well. The 

rest of them were in the arm with a gun, you can hardly feel it. 

The weather is real nice. My ears are sun burned. We go to a lot of 

classes on the rifle guard duty, history of M.C. and we have a test on 

all of it next week. Just kike school. 

 Three of our D.I.s are Mexicans (little ones). Nobody likes one 

of them. He is all the time yelling and sometimes hitting somebody. I 

have stayed out of trouble so far. 

 How are things at the barbershop? I hope that things aren't too 

busy. We had a class on the year book and I ordered one. 

You can't hardly move in your beds because they are made tight and if 

you move too much it will take too long in the morning to make it. We 

only have about two minutes each time we go to the restroom so you 

have to grunt real hard, 

 I haven't written David for about two weeks (no time). Wrote 

Cooley and De Moss Sunday. Got a letter from Dick. That's about it. 

Love Mark 

 

Thursday (19th) (Post card) 

 First time since Sunday. We had drill Tuesday, we got 3 out of 4, 

test Wednesday and rifle inspection. We got last. At inspection Sgts 

ask you questions and yell at you, try to get you mixed up but not me, 

I did good in all of them. Got 3 more shots. Got a letter from 

Marjorie Way, was surprised. Quit training next week and go on mess 

and maintenance duty for one week. D.I.s are mad at us, all 

dirty clothes, no wash for 2 weeks. 

Love Mark 
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Front of postcard mailed during basic training. 
 

 
 

Reverse side of handwritten postcard.

 



May 23, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS        Mon. 

Hi 

 We had a parade last Friday and it was our turn to be in it. 

There were about 1,500 men in it and the Marine Band. If you want to 

hear a band you should see this one. The parade was something to see. 

This week we are working in a mess hall. We get up at 3:30 in the 

morning and off at 8:00 at night. I have never worked so hard. We 

never set down. 

 Our mess hall feeds 1/2 recruits and 1/2 P.F.C's. in school. I 

work on the P.F.C. side. It's like a Cafeteria. I wipe off tables for 

about 2,000 men, I'm the only one. Sometimes I have to clear off the 

plates when the men give them to you. We get behind and they pile way 

up, We wipe the food off with our hand--it's a mess. 

 We wash down the floors, squeegee them off and dry mop them two 

times a day and move all the tables and chairs out. It's a lot of 

work. You should see the kitchen, it's big. 

 They make you clean places where I would not even think of 

looking. There are about 70 of us working there and nobody likes it. 

Sometimes us workers have to eat these meals 1 1/2 to 2 hours apart. 

We did take time to walk all the way across the base to get a haircut. 

They left a little on top this time. 

 We go to the rifle range Saturday morning for two weeks. There it 

gets hard, run all the time. 

 I am out of stamps, send some, about 10. 

 I was in charge of my hut but Sunday morning we were late getting 

out so I got relieved of that. My sinuses are running again. 

We finally got to do our washing after two weeks. 

That's it. 

Love Mark 
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May 28, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS SATURDAY  

Hi 

 We are at the rifle range now. We took buses here and it was real 

nice to see the outside again. We are at Camp Edison (address remains 

the same). It looks like a college campus. We live in a building that 

looks just like a college dorm--two stories high and the whole Platoon 

sleeps in one room. We have real nice restrooms, no more running 

outside to the shed (restroom). We can see the ocean from outside. 

 We got paid last week, $20, they took the rest out for clothes, 

etc. We get visitors June 12. 

 If we make expert rifleman we get to make a telephone call home 

when we get back to MCRD in two weeks. Training hasn't been bad for me 

yet. I haven't been pushed very hard yet but the time might be in the 

next two weeks, 

 Got to take a shower and get ready to hit the rack at 8:30 and up 

at 4:00 at the range. We start shooting live shells Thursday. 

All my love 

Mark 
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June 1st, 2nd and 4th    UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS           Wed. 

Hi 

 We just got back from the PX and getting another haircut. It's 

the first PX call in 3 weeks so everybody was kind of low on things, 

Sunday morning we sleep until 6:00--how great. We didn't do anything 

all morning, In the afternoon we went on a two mile run with full pack 

and full canteen, We stopped half way and did exercises and I was 

about dead. 

Thurs. 

 We get less time here than we did at MCRD. Tuesday night we went 

on a 3 mile run and it didn't hurt me at all. All week we have been 

learning the four positions for shooting the rifle. You have to get in 

the most uncomfortable positions you ever saw and wrap the gun strap 

around your arm so tight that your arm goes to sleep in a few minutes. 

And then we stay that way for about 1 1/2 to 2 hours. 

 Today we took a bus over to where we shoot 5 miles away and shot 

15 rounds and came back. Tomorrow we walk over there and stay there 

for a week (move there). 

 We have mountains in back of us and the ocean in front. We can 

see cars and hear trucks on 101. Out front there is a sand pit and 

when we get in trouble they put us in it and do exercises. When in it 

they also make us play like it is a swimming pool and dive in it and 

do the butterfly stroke across it, etc., and also put your face in it 

and make noises like a worm while going across it. 

Saturday. 

 We took a 5 mile hike with full pack, canteen and rifle to the 

place where we are going to shoot for this week, up and over the 

mountains. It took us 1:15 hr. to make it. It was a fast walk. We just 

got back from another 3 mike run up and over the hills, they are 

getting easier. 

 About the sand pit at the other place. Tom and the other three 

squad leaders were in it for one hour one night, so we have new squad 

leaders and also a new guide. We live beside the new 5th Marines that 

are getting ready to go to V.N. 

 We get visitors next Sunday back at MCRD so I have to write Dave 

to see if he can make it. 
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 We practice shooting starting Monday and qualify Friday. 

I never did make it in the pit, I stay out of trouble. I don't think they 

(DI's.) know my name yet or who I am. 

Better go. 

Love 

Mark 

Mon. June 6, 1966 

UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS. 

We fired today and I didn't do very good but I am going to get 

better. We can hear cannon shells going off all the time. They 

practice close to here. 

It is getting hot and I am losing my appetite. I drink about 

6 cups of milk every meal. I haven't lost or gained any weight 

that I can tell, 

Last night the men that clean up the heads had to stick their 

heads in the stools because it wasn't clean. I wasn't one of them. 

Someone in the DJ's. office is playing like bat man and making 

noises like animals. It's kind of funny. 

We have fire watch every night. One man is on watch for one 

hour in the hut at night, they watch for fires, ha, ha. 

You can tell everybody that I like it very much and the Marines are 

the best in the world. 

I got a letter from Becky Weaver (John Riser's granddaughter) and 

she said she runs around with Karen Fisher from Wabash and she just 

found out that we are cousins (small world). 

That's about it, 

Love Mark  

P.S. No more colds or anything, all is well. 
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Card Mark sent to his Dad on Father’s Day.

 



 
 

inside card 

 



 

 



 

 



 
 

 

 



 

(Card content) 

THANKS DAD .... 

You tot me 

everything 

i no 

Hapee Farther's Day! 

(this note included) 

The only way we found out that Father's Day was coming up was 

that they told us to buy a Father's Day card when we went to the PX 

today. We passed Dick two times today. They are pushing us hard, 

because everything comes up at once in the last two weeks--final P.T., 

final drill, final inspection, ran 3 miles with full pack and the 

obstacle course, and the final test over all of our classes. When we 

were at the range we also shot the .45 pistol, it was fun but it hurt 

my ears. They haven't let anybody make phone calls yet. They may not 

let anyone because we always came in last in everything. 

Better go,  Love Mark 

P.S. Don't work too hard. I'll take it up when I get home. 

Monday, June 13, 1966 

Hi 

I shot 219 at the range, missed expert by one point. I get a 

sharp shooters medal, it looks like this (drawing). David was here 

Sunday and we had a real nice visit. We had a hard day today, a lot of 

P.T. and hand to hand combat (biting, kicking anywhere). David said 

something about you and Dad coming out for graduation. I don't think 

it would be worth it for such a short visit. I'll be able to go home 

about 6 weeks from now--we only have 14 days left. It's the 29th at 

10:30--I can't wait! 

 I got a letter from Bob Cooley and he said they can go to the PX 

and drink Coke and smoke just about every night. I had 1/2 a Coke 

yesterday, first in 
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6 weeks. 

We talked to Dick at church Sunday for about three minutes. He's 

okay. 

I hope things get easier the next two days because everybody 

is worn out. Better go. 

P.S. Tell Bill the Pepsi man that I want a Pepsi so bad! 

Love Mark 

Sunday, June 19 

Not much time. I'm glad that you are coming out for my graduation. 

Sunday when you come to visit me get here at 1:00 if you can because 

if you don't we might be out on a 3 mile run like we were today and 

you won't be able to get a hold of me. 

 I may or may not get to make a phone call. The D. I's. tell us we 

can do one thing and then do another. 

You can bring the clothes with you. You won't have to let out any of 

my clothes. I think I have held my own. Bring one of my gas cigarette 

lighters with my clothes. 

We got fitted for our uniforms Friday. They are real nice. 

Better go, See ya Sunday. 

Love 

Mark 

1 0 days 
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Friday, July 1 

Hi 

 Well, I finally made it out of Boot Camp and to Camp Pendleton, 

but there is nothing to do. Tom & I are not together anymore. There 

are only 30 men in my Company right now. We are waiting for 200 more 

men to get here and we start training next Friday. In the meantime all 

we do is sit around and clean the place up all the time. 

We get up at 6:00 and are done at 5:00 or 6:00 at night. I 

think it will be like that all the time. We get good food and we 

can go back for more if we want it. 

 We went to the show last night (outdoors). We can have radios 

and cameras and we have a lot of freedom. It beats boot camp, but 

anything would do that. We get liberty in 2 weeks of ITR and 20 

working days of B.I.T. (basic infantry training). We only work 5 

days a week. 

 I just moved over to another hut to write--they have a radio. We 

can make a phone call at night if we want to. I'll call before long. 

 I got my watch out last night for the first time and I think it 

is broken. All the huts were a mess when we got here, it Looked like 

they had a party in all of them, so we had to clean them up. But we 

have that done so I don't know what we will do until next Friday. 

That's about it. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. We are at Camp San 
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Sunday, July 3 

Hi 

 Well, here we are doing nothing again. Today we didn't have to do 

any work so we've been playing volley ball, sleeping on the bunks and 

listening to the radio. We could sleep until 7:30 this morning. They 

had two chow calls today, one from 7:00 to 9:00 and the other one 3:00 

- 5:00. 

The guys in the other Co. that came here with us had base 

liberty yesterday, today, tomorrow. That means they can go anywhere 

on base and also to the beach but not us. We have to stay here and 

do nothing. We got another 110 men in yesterday, more are coming in 

next week. 

I've shined my boots and brass about 5 times and sleep awhile. I 

was running around in my T-shirt this morning and got my arms a 

little sunburned. We can't lay out in the sun unless we go to the 

beach. We should be able to do that next weekend. 

 I went to church this morning, there was only about 20 people 

there. My watch works. Something is wrong with the stem, it only winds 

about every 1/2 turn but it keeps good time. 

We are going to the show again tonight to see "A Shot in the 

Dark." We went last night also. It gets awful cold here at night. 

We'll just about freeze when we have to camp out.  

At the show they sell all of that junk and we can buy it so 

everybody is getting out of shape again. 

Here at the ITR the PFC's are in charge of the troops and if you 

do something wrong they can give you PT or tell you what to do. 

That's about it. 

Love Mark 
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Tuesday, July 5 

Hi 

Just the same as always, we did nothing all day. We got the 

rest of our Co. in today. There are about 250 of us. Most of 

them went to the show, but I didn't want to go. 

Yesterday I had Regimental Guard duty. The rest of the Co. had 

base liberty and went to the beach and got sunburned. Since I 

couldn't go I'll have that much more money for this weekend. We are 

getting shore liberty this weekend so I'm going up to David's. I am 

going to call him tomorrow night. 

On guard duty you have to wear the uniform that I graduated 

in. We carry an M-14 rifle with 10 live rounds. I guarded the 

motor pool. Some others had the armo dump and warehouses. I went 

on duty at 12 noon until 4:00 and then went back on at 12 midnight 

until 4:00, so you don't get much sleep by the time you get done 

running around and stuff. All you do is walk around and at night 

you just about freeze. That's one reason why I didn't go to the 

show. I need the sleep. Some guys saw Tom at the beach and he goes 

home in 16 days. 

This weekend we get off at 12 noon and we have to be back at 

6:00 Sunday night. I'm taking a bus to San Clemente and get a 

Greyhound bus to Long Beach or Huntington Beach or someplace, but 

I'll get there. 

You can hear guns fire all night from troops on field maneuvers. 

Here they don't call you all those names, they call you Marines and 

troopers. That's about it. I'll call you from David's. 

Love 

Mark 
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Monday, July 18 

Hi 

 Well, I got your letter tonight. I like parts of the house 

and there are parts of it I don't understand. The part on the 

end where the patio is, I don't know what it's for. I like the 

fireplace very much, the kitchen, well, all of it except the 

patio end. I don't think I'll be able to have a water front home 

so I'll need one with a front entrance. 

 You need to make a place for my TV and stereo and I would like to 

have sound all through the house. I also don't understand where the 

family room is. Maybe you could draw plans of a house just like this 

one with a front entrance and put in a TV and stereo. We have a lot of 

time to plan a house, though. 

Last weekend I got a real good burn at the beach. 

Next weekend David said he's going to get me a date and 

we're going to the Playboy Club. 

 Today we learned how to climb nets for getting on and off of 

ships. We had to walk about four miles to get to the class. We were in 

full gear; rifle, 2 canteens, pack with blanket roll and shovel and 

helmet. All of these were heavy. 

 I got a letter from Janice. She said she was in bed for three 

days with intestinal flu or something. It was almost hepatitis, but 

she's all right now. 

That's about it. 

Love 

Mark 
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October 29, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS Saturday 

Hi 

Well, we are somewhere over the Pacific. We took off at 7:00 this 

morning on a Continental 707. There are 160 of us. We had a nice 

little breakfast on the plane. We had a 30 minute stop in Hawaii (it 

took 5 hours) and they let us off the plane. It is a beautiful place. 

 From the air the water is deep blue and you can see bottom and 

surfers all over the place. I got some pictures of it. The native 

people are really beautiful, especially the girls with their dark skin 

and long dark hair. Most of them wear long dresses with a slit half 

way up the side and some of them wear short ones with the slit. 

 We are on our way to Okinawa now. It is another 10 hour flight 

from Hawaii.  We have four pretty hostesses on the plane and they are 

real nice even though we do give them a hard time. When they came on 

the plane everybody yelled and whistled. 

The TV is broken so there's no movie and most of the guys are sleeping 

and everybody is in real good spirits. 

That's about all for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. Take Stella's phone call out of my money. We talked for quite 
awhile. 
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October 31, 1966 UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS Monday  

Hi 

 We are on Okinawa, they said we'll be here for about a month 

for more training. I don't know what kind. They don't even know 

what to do with us right now. There are 13 of us from my unit and 

they have moved us two times today. We are just sleeping in this 

place for tonight, with no sheets or blankets. That's how organized 

this thing is. 

 The camp I am at now is right on the ocean. I could throw a rock 

out the window and hit the water. The natives are something else, they 

are real short. They live in grass huts or oriental homes, no doors, 

just a big opening and the place looks like a pig pin. I thought 

Tijuana, Mexico was bad. It reminds me of the movies I've seen of 

Japan by the way they dress and with the women working in the fields. 

The fields look like Viet Nam with jungle around them but it's not 

jungle. 

 I went to the P.X. today. I couldn't believe the prices, 

things are so cheap and me with only four cents. I think we get 

paid tomorrow. I saw Tom and Mike at breakfast. He doesn't know 

anything either. 

The plane ride was real nice. We flew over Iwo Jima. I 

can't believe we lost so many men there. There's nothing on it. 

It's not very wide and about 10 miles long--it's flat except 

for that big hill on one end of it, I took a picture of it. 

Have you ever seen about 20 hours of daylight? We did 

yesterday, it's a funny feeling. 

It gets dark here about 6:00, the weather is real nice 

day and night. They said it would be about 12 days before 

we would get any mail. 

That's all for now, think I'll hit the rack. 

Love 

Mark 
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November 1, 1966  Tuesday 

Hi 

 I finally got to my unit after setting around all day. We leave 

here around the last of the month and we go aboard ship for another 

month or until they need us, but when we do go there it's to the 

D.M.Z. They said we might spend Christmas in the Philippines.  

 This whole unit has been to Viet Nam and back here just for a 

rest and to regroup so most of them are veterans. All of them say it's 

not as bad over there as you see on the news. They said not too many 

get shot--if you do get hit it's from a booby trap.  

 We are having a typhoon here and it's been raining all day. 

 I think I told you I was down to four cents. Well, not anymore. 

Today I was throwing some paper away and I found a dollar in the waste 

paper basket. It's the first lucky thing since I've been in this 

thing. 

 The living quarters are real nice. They are divided into little 

rooms and two men to a room and you have two wall lockers and I don't 

have enough stuff to fill one of them. 

 That's it for now. One more thing, you can put my new address in 

the paper now with my picture if you want to. 

Writing letters in Okinawa Love Mark 
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November 9, 1966 Wednesday 

7:30 

Hi 

 It's been a week since I've written any letters. We've been out 

in the jungle for 7 days training. It took us 3 hours by truck to get 

there and the roads were so rough about all you could do was stay in 

the truck. 

It rained four of the seven days we were up there. It's on the 

north end of the island. The second night we went on a compass march 

through the jungle and it wasn't on a trail. The undergrowth is so 

thick that in the day you can't see 20 feet. It was all hills and 

some of them were straight up. 

At one time we had a ten man pile-up at the bottom of a hill, 

and there was always a stream at the bottom! It was so dark in 

there that you couldn't see your hand in front of your face, and 

that's not stretching it. 

Yesterday we went on a patrol and were lost for four hours 

in the same stuff but it was in the day, and talk about some 

mad Marines! 

One night back at camp when it stopped raining I stayed up for 

three hours drying out my clothes by the fire. All of us looked 

like animals and did we need a shave and shower! It was the best 

training I have had. 

Tomorrow is the Marine Corps birthday and it is nothing but a 

big party. I got three letters today; yours, one from Dick and a 

real nice one from the preacher (Rev. Karstedt). 

I can buy Christmas cards at the P.X. My teeth started bleeding 

last week but it was because I couldn't brush them but I bought a 

little kit to take out with me. They are better now that I brushed 

them and I bought some One-A-Day vitamins. A month ago I bought the 

softest brush I could find but they're still not as good as yours. 

The weather is real good now that we are down out of the 

hills. It sure doesn't seem like winter. 

Better go, I have more letters to write.   Love Mark 

 

18 



P.S. When I get paid the next time I am going to buy a 3 band, 

11 transistor Sony radio for $40. 

Put my Platoon Number on my address, it's easier for them to get it to 

me. 

  The guys are real nice her, the best ones I have met since I’ve 

been in the Corps. They tell you anything you want to know and help 

you all they can. There are no wise guys like there have been in the 

past. 
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(This letter was written to David and Donna, brother and sister-in-

law) 

November 10, 1966 Thursday 

Hi 

How are the new Blacks getting along? Not much new on this end, 

just more training. We just got back from seven days in the jungle and 

that's just what it was. It rained four out of the seven days we were 

out. The second night we went on a compass march and there was no 

trail to follow. The undergrowth is so thick that in the day you can't 

see 20 feet but we had to go at night and you couldn't see your hand 

in front of your face and that's not stretching it! Have you ever been 

anyplace where it is so dark that it hurts your eyes? 

It was all hills too, and I mean straight up and down. At one 

time we had a ten man pile-up at the bottom of a hill. We rolled over 

trees and everything and ended up in a stream. We looked like a bunch 

of animals when we got back yesterday, no shaves or showers for a week 

and we were covered with mud. 

I have all my gear that's going over with me, everything from a 

flak jacket to an air mattress, and it's all new except my rifle. The 

unit I'm with has been over but came back to regroup so most all of 

them have seen action. I like all the guys real well, they help you 

all they can. 

This training is the best training I have had but still who likes 

to train? I'm ready to go. We go aboard ship about the 25th and they 

say we will spend Christmas in the Philippines and then on to the 

D.M.Z. Today is the Marine Corps birthday and tonight this island will 

be one big party. 

I was looking around at the Marine P.X. and they have dishes 

(china, I think). I didn't look that close but a set of 12, that's 

everything, was $53. Right now I don't have any money and when I get 

$40 I'm going to buy a 3 band 11 transistor radio. I'll look for 

some china in the Philippines when I get there. That's about all for 

now. Take care.  Love, Mark 

P.S. We just got our jungle utilities. They are fast drying and have 

pockets 
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all over them, two big ones on the legs. The boots have those 

little squares on the soles so you won't slip and the sides are 

canvas and drain holes around the bottom. 

 

Nov. 11, 1966    Friday  

Hi 

Not much going on, I've been writing letters all day. Yesterday 

was the birthday and today is a holiday and the weekend is next so I 

have a lot of free time coming up. 

We had a real good meal yesterday with barbeque steaks to 

shrimp cocktail. Last night I went to town. It's just about like 

Tijuana but not quite as dirty. The place is full of pawn shops and 

I bought a rain jacket with a hood for $2.75. We have all the gear 

that we are taking with us, everything from a flak jacket to a 

rubber air mattress to sleep on. The rifle is a rebuilt one. We 

also got our jungle utilities, they are light weight so they will 

dry fast and have pockets all over them, one big one on each leg. 

The boots have little squares on the sole to keep you from slipping 

and the top part is canvas with drain holes around the sole on the 

inside so the water will drain out. 

I got a haircut the other day. They have native barbers and 

they are pretty good. It is 35 cents for a haircut. The chair is 

facing the mirror all the time and they work around it. The shears, 

they use, Look like sewing shears they are so big. 

I saw a 14 transistor radio with AM/ FM in the P.X. for $27. I 

think I'll try to get it instead. I don't know if I should have you 

send my barber equipment or not, what do you think? 

My teeth are getting better, they didn't bleed this morning 

when I brushed them. That's it for now.  Love Mark 
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November 13, 1966 Sunday 

Hi 

 Not much going on today, we had a Co. party on the beach. 

Hot dogs and beer was about all there was to it. 

This morning I went to church, there were about 120 there. They 

have a new chapel and it is real beautiful. I got some pictures 

of it. 

 Friday night I went to the Enlisted Men's Club, it is a real nice 

place. They have a band there and they are better than most of the 

ones back home. They were Okinawains, and they also have native girls 

there to dance with. 

 I got your letter and package yesterday, it took about five days 

to get here. Send some of my barber tools, I think I can make some 

money when we are on the ship. Send a comb, shears, and clippers, and 

the hand clippers. (Do you think I should have the Osters?) Could you 

also start sending me Sports Illustrated and the Marion Sunday paper. 

We can get magazines at the P.X. but they are about a month or two 

old. 

Also send me about $20, we have another four day weekend next 

week. The Co. has a 100% on Savings bonds so we get a 48 hour liberty 

Thursday and Friday and then Saturday and Sunday. We get paid next 

week but I'm going to buy that radio and I have a $6 laundry bill and 

I have some film to turn in. I hope I can start saving money instead 

of spending it, but right now we have more time than money. 

Send me Ottie Buroker's address, too. Last night at chow I meet a 

boy from Oak Hill, he's two years younger than me but he came in a 

month before I did. He was home the same time I was. He is in 1-9, 

too, but a different Co. By the way, 1-9 is 1st Battalion 9th Marine 

Amphibious Brigade or just 9th Marines and 1-9 is in the 3rd Marine 

Division. 

That's about it for now, think I'll go to the show tonight. 

Love Mark 
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November 15, 1966   Tuesday  

Hi 

 I got your letter today and three from Stella--they are the first 

ones from her. I think the idea about the recorders is a good one. 

I don't know how I would be able to use it when we get down south. I 

would have to have a small one so I could pack it easy. The P.X. has 

all kinds of recorders so the only problem I have is no money. I'll go 

to the P.X. this weekend and see what they have. The P.X. I will go to 

is at another camp, it is a bigger one. 

 We got paid today but I am almost broke again. I had that $6 

laundry bill and I bought a radio for $25. It is a Sony 9 transistor 

AM/FM with a night light, ear phones and a high-low tone switch. It 

also has an antenna you can pull up. I got it just in time to hear the 

Clay-Williams fight. Wasn't much of a fight, was it? 

 Last week we had some pictures taken of the whole Co., the 

Platoon and individual. I ordered six color individual for $4. I think 

I get them or they might send them to you. If they do, send Stella 

one. 

 We haven't been doing much the last two days. We have some 

classes which are taught by our own guys. They are classes on things 

that we don't ever need like bayonet, hand to hand combat and we saw 

some films on boot camp. All they are for is to keep us busy. We've 

been getting more shots, too. I've had two more. 

 We are going to have a parade Saturday morning in honor of the 

Marines from the 1st Battalion who died in Viet Nam. All we do is 

march onto the field and stick our rifles into the ground with the 

bayonet on the end and put our helmet on the top of the rifle and 

march out of there. You know, like you see in the movies. (picture) 

I got your $20. Another thing about the recorder, I might have 

trouble sending the tapes home when I get down south. So you think 

about it some more and if you decide to get some, send me some 

money or a tape recorder and I'll just look around, I know I can 

get one here either in the P.X. or they have 
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lots of them in the pawn shops. I don't think it would be hard getting 

one to me. It'll just be hard for me to send tapes home from down 

south. I wouldn't have anything to put them in and things that big we 

have to put stamps on and it is hard to keep stamps over there because 

it is so wet. They lose their stick. And I might lose it or it might 

get broken, but I like the idea. You don't need to send any more 

Christmas cards. 

That's it for now. Love, Mark 

November 16 Wednesday  

Hi 

  Another day of doing nothing. This morning we had another hand to 

hand combat class, All we did was go out and lay on the ground. This 

afternoon we practiced for that parade again. 

We have the next four days off and here I am with only $4. That's 

all right with me, because I can't spend any that way. When you do go 

to town about all there is to do is go to a bar and drink with one of 

the girls. 

I haven't gotten very much mail yet but I'm starting to get it.  

I've talked to some guys about the tape recorder and they said 

a lot of guys use them down south. So I think I would like to get 

one. I think that's a good idea about you sending me a tape and I can 

find a recorder that it will fit on. Don't forget to send some money 

with it so I can buy one. 

 How has business been? I hope you've not been working too hard. 

   The weather is real nice here, it is in the 700's during the day 

and at night it is around 65°. My gums are all right now, I think 

those pills helped. Every morning at chow I buy the Stars & Stripes, 

the Marine Corps newspaper for overseas, it's 10 cents. It has all the 

world news in it. I would still like to have the Sports Illustrated 

magazine and Marion Sunday paper so I can keep up on the local sports, 

I enjoy my radio very much, they have a civilian station here that 

plays all the latest songs.  

 

2 4  



 

 I have nine of the Christmas cards so far. Maybe I haven't gotten 

all of your letters yet. They changed our address again, it's not a 

change, it's just the way they want us to write it. Either way, I'll 

get it, but maybe faster with this new address. 

P.F.C. Mark R. Black 2210392 USMC 

1st Battalion. 9th Marines (underline it) 

Company "D" 2nd Platoon 

F.P.O. San Francisco, Calif. 96602 

 I've been going to the show just about every night, but not 

tonight. They've been having some good ones. Tomorrow night is "Agent 

8 3/4" and Friday is "The Pawnbroker." That's about it for now. I 

better write to Stella. 

Take care. 

Love 

Mark 
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November 20, 1966 Sunday 

Hi 

I haven't done anything all weekend. This morning I got up at 

3:30 to hear the Notre Dame vs. Michigan State University game on 

radio. It was live by satellite. I used the earphone and just laid 

in my rack and listened to it. After it was over the U.S.C. & UCLA 

game was on. I heard Mike's name. He was in there the first quarter 

but I fell asleep after that. I wanted to hear how he did but I 

couldn't stay awake. 

We just had mail call. I got a letter from Myrna and Stella and I 

have a package from you at the post office but it's closed today. I'll 

get it tomorrow. I got the letter 8A in four days, it came the 18th 

and this package today. 

This morning at church there was a chaplain there that just got 

back from Viet Nam, he's with 2--4. He gave the sermon, and it was 

very good. He has a very strong voice and he had everybody setting on 

the edge of their seats before it was over. He sure got his point 

across. After it was over he stood outside in the rain shaking hands 

with everybody and he had a little conversation with each one of us. 

The parade yesterday was real nice. The band played and the whole 

Battalion was there, four companies--about 900 men. I enjoy being in 

them. I like marching with the band, especially when they play the 

Marine Corps Hymn, it makes me glad I'm a Marine. We also had an 

inspection yesterday morning by the Co. Captain. It was about junk on 

the bunks.  

I have some pictures at the P.X. and will send them as soon as I 

have the money to get them. 

That's it for now. 

Love, Mark 

Have Stella come to see the pictures. I haven't got the money to 

get some made for her. 

*Sermon Title -- I Am Ready!" (as printed in the bulletin) 
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November 21, 1966 

Monday Hi 

 I just got your letter 8B (6 days) and I got 8A (4 days) the 

18th. I also got my barber tools today and the package was in real 

good shape. I also got a letter from Jane Jones and one from a Mrs. 

Cunningham. She said she was Terry and Bobby Burkes' grandma. (I 

couldn't remember who Terry & Bobby were but I just remembered). 

The next time she's in, tell her thanks for writing. 

 It sounds like you and Stella are getting along real good. I hope 

you like her because I think a lot of her, but I hope to get that 

house before I get stuck on a girl like I was with Diana. 

 I think I'll be able to use the barber tools a lot. The reason 

I wanted them was to keep off of mess duty on ship and my Squadron 

leader said since they knew I was a barber just about all I would do 

on ship was cut hair. That's what he said so he won't put me on mess 

duty. 

Where is that other $20 I wanted you to send? I am broke and we don't 

get paid until next week. I did get some money off of another guy to 

pick up those pictures at the P.X. I told you that I got the pills in 

another letter (I think) maybe you didn't get it. I can't believe it 

either, that you get my letters so quick. 

 I am sorry to hear about the Sweetser gym. It's too bad there 

wasn't some way to keep it for the town. 

 Stella will probably ask you what she can get me for Christmas. 

She asked me, I really don't know, there's not too much I can use over 

here, but there's always Playboy Magazine. It's not the kind of a gift 

a girl would send a boy but that's about all I can think of right now. 

Maybe she should just wait until I need something little and she could 

send it to me. I really don't know? I haven't been getting letters 

from her like I used to. In the last week I've only gotten two 

letters, maybe it's because I'm not getting them. I hope she's still 

writing like she used to. °I hope, I hope." 

 Jane said in her letter that Pat and Herman King saw David and 

Donna in Vegas. 
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Did I read that right? 

It's been raining all day and cold, so we haven't done anything 

all afternoon We were supposed to play soft ball this afternoon but it 

got rained out. 

This morning we had a class on Viet Nam's army and a Lieutenant 

was teaching it and he asked me a question and I couldn't answer it so 

he called me up in front of the class and gave me some of his lesson 

plan and told me to study it and see him after class. He was real nice 

about it after class and said he was just trying to keep all the guys 

on their toes during the class. 

We are still trying to get all of our gear. They are real slow 

down at supply in getting it to us. It seems like we just get one 

thing at a time. It's all messed up just like the Corps. 

When we were up at the Northern Training Area (that's where we 

were out in the jungle for a week) I was sliding down a hill (or 

falling down it) on that compass march and one of my canteens was torn 

off of my cartridge belt and you couldn't see anything, besides I 

didn't even know I lost it until we got back that night. Anyway I have 

to pay for that. The Corps give you bad gear and you lose it and you 

still have to pay for it. 

That's about it for now. Don't forget my $20--make it $30. I am 

going to buy Stella something for Christmas with it. It only costs 

about $10. The rest is for odds and ends I need. 

Love 

Mark 
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November 23, 1966   Wednesday  

Hi 

I finally got a letter from Stella today and was I glad. I got 

the $20 yesterday and a letter from Grandma today. I got the barber 

tools before I got your letter that said you were going to send them. 

I also got a letter from Catherine and she said she couldn't believe 

how quick they got my letter, either. 

Yesterday I went out to the rifle range to get my battle sights. 

They told us when we are going aboard ship and it's real soon, but 

we're not supposed to tell anyone. They had a big meeting with all the 

officers in the Battalion today to tell them all about it but they 

haven't told us yet. 

There's a man in my Platoon that has a big tape recorder but I 

don't know if he is going to take it with him. When you do send the 

tape don't forget to send some money so I can buy a recorder. I will 

say this much, I'll get the tape while aboard ship so I'll have to get 

the recorder in the Philippines. 

 That boy I met from Oak Hill that is here, his last name is 

Rennaker. I don't know his first name. I think he graduated in '65 and 

is married to a Swayzee girl. 

We have tomorrow (Thanksgiving) off so I'm going to town to get 

Stella's Christmas present and I will send it to you and you can wrap 

it and give it to her. I hope it gets there all right, I'll make sure 

it is packed real good. 

 We get paid Saturday and they also told us about that 10% savings 

plan. I am going to take it. Have you heard anything about the combat 

pay going up to $105 a month? That's the rumor over here. And what is 

the latest on the extensions and the tour of duty in Viet Nam? The 

weather is still kind of chilly for here, about 65° and windy, but 

it's starting to warm up a little. That's about it for now. I haven't 

heard from Dave yet. That's all right, it sounds like he is keeping 

busy.   Love Mark 

P.S. Did you know that Grandma's zip code is 46951 and Stella's is 

46952?  PPS. Could you get me some return address stickers for the 

envelopes? I get tired of writing it all the time. 
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November 26, 1966 Saturday 

Hi 

I finally got some hair cuts. Last night I cut six and this 

morning I had five. I am charging 25c, they are 35c at the barber 

shop. The Lieutenant came in and saw me and said, "Good deal, now 

nobody in 2 Plt. has an excuse for not having a hair cut." One of 

the corpsman gave me a razor. It is one that uses "wedge blades", 

the ones with the rib on one edge. Send me some of those blades. 

We had rubber boat training yesterday and it was cold and 

windy--we just about froze but the water was warm. It was kind of 

fun rowing around. You should have seen some of those waves. 

We got paid today, I got $40 so I'll send Stella's Christmas. 

You see that she gets it somehow. I hope it gets there alright. I 

sent her one of these  terrible pictures. Have her come to see those 

snap shots I took "OK." 

We are having a Platoon party at one of the bars in town today, 

all the booze you can drink for $3, It's our last weekend here. 

Have you sent that marshmallow stuff yet? I haven't gotten it. 

And keep sending cookies and stuff. We are the last ones to chow 

every day and by the time we get there and stand in line for about 

45 minutes to an hour they are out of almost everything. I spend 

most of my money at the P.X. buying things to eat--nuts and candy. 

When we get on the ship there won't be any P.X. so I don't know what 

I'll do. Starve, I guess! 

That's about it for now. Write more tomorrow or Monday. 

Love 

Mark 
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November 27, 1966    Sunday afternoon  

Hi 

 I just got back from the Club and they had the best band I have 

ever heard. They were all girls from the Philippines. Just before I 

left the States they had a record that was popular in California. They 

were all clowns. Two of them could play the drums and they made Ringo 

look sick. They even made me homesick--it's the first time but I'll 

get over it. When they quit everybody started yelling. and pounding 

bottles on the tables until they came back and played some more. They 

were good looking, too. They looked like dark American girls. I'll say 

it again, they were great and I really enjoyed it. 

 Our Company party was nothing but a big drunk and after awhile it 

turned into a big fight. After it was over three of us went to another 

town to a bar where we met our Lieutenant. One of the guys got into a 

fight and when the Lieutenant tried to break it up they swung at him. 

So he took them back to base and wrote them up. He got us out of that 

mess. 

Now everybody is out of money again the day after pay day, but 

that's all right, it was our last weekend here. When we go aboard 

ship we might not get any mail. It will be a helicopter ship so I 

don't know. I'll just have to wait and find out. 

We just had mail call and I didn't get any this time. One 

guy got five big boxes of things to eat. 

That's about it for now, think I'll go to the show with what 

money I have.                                    

Love, Mark 
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November 29, 1966 Tuesday Hi 

Excuse the paper, it's all I have. I got a letter from David today 

with some clippings of the USC-UCLA game. Mike was named the lineman 

of the game. 

We haven't done anything for the last two days, just packing and 

getting ready to leave. The mess men go aboard ship tomorrow. I get 

out of that, thank goodness. 

We got our teeth cleaned today. a fluoride treatment. My gums are 

all right now and I'm still taking the vitamin pills. 

Our Thanksgiving dinner was the same one that was in the paper. 

But it wasn't as good as it sounded. Better than they usually have. By 

the time I got through the line they were out of some of the things, 

but I got all I wanted. 

I have started sending Christmas cards with a 5c stamp so it will 

take some time to get where they're going. 

The weather is getting hot again, it was in the 80's today. 

I hope you aren't getting tired of me asking you to send me so 

many things. Some of the things I guess I don't really need but I just 

enjoy getting things and I haven't got money to buy things sometimes. 

I'm finding out what it's like not having money and not able to run 

around when I can. We get off-base liberty every night if you can 

afford it. So I hope I'm not causing you too much trouble by asking 

you to send me things. I think I have just about everything now. The 

way I was going I would have all my money out of my account in no 

time, so I'm going to cut down on my spending. I want to say, "not 

spend it. That's about it for now. Write more soon. 

Love, Mark 

P.S. Here I go again, asking for something. I just remembered this. I 

need some film mailers for 126 color 12 exposure. They don't have them 

at the P.X. and from now on I might not be in any one place long 

enough to get it developed so I'll have to send it back State side. 
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(leaving Okinawa) 

December 4, 1966 Sunday 

Hi 

We've been aboard ship for a day and a half now. It's a troop 

ship, the kind with the small landing boats all over it. There's 

nothing to do, if there was there's no room to do it in. They have 

room for about 800 men and there are 1,360 on here. Some of them have 

to sleep on the decks, life boats, landing boats, and on tables in the 

mess hall. The compartments we are in are something else. They are a 

little bigger than our living room and there are 300 men in it and not 

much light. The racks are 8 high, about 2 feet between each one and 

all they are is a piece of canvas, no blankets. No place to put your 

gear and we have all of it with us. Rifles, machine guns, mortars, 

rocket launchers, radios, and our sea bags. It is tied on racks from 

the ceiling or laying on the rack and you have to sleep on it. Sea 

bags are all over the floor so in order to walk you have to straddle 

the aisle and walk on the edge of the racks about the fourth one up. 

Another thing, they have six showers--that's just the showers for 

two compartments. That's about 600 men and you can only use water two 

times a day which amounts to four hours. 

The chow is real good and you get a lot but the line is just 

about all the way around the ship. It's our own little mess hall with 

our own Marine cooks. 

It's hard to walk on board. The ship is rocking back and forth 

all the time. Sometimes if you're not careful you will lose your 

balance and fall down when it rocks. It hasn't bothered me at all and 

I haven't seen hardly anybody sick. 

We just had church services on the main deck by two Chaplains. 

Last night they had a movie on the main deck but I didn't watch it. We 

came aboard Friday and left Friday night and they say we will get to 

the Philippines Monday morning. That's about it for now. It sounds 

kind of bad but I think it's fun aboard ship like this--for awhile 

anyway. Love, Mark 

P.S. You can tell we are going South because it is getting hotter all 

the time and we can see part of the Philippines now. 
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December 6, 1966 Tuesday 

Hi 

 We've been here in Subic Bay for a day now! I don't know when we 

are getting off the ship! All day yesterday they unloaded trucks, amo 

and everything! The Bay is full of ships! The carrier Midway is here, 

about two submarines, six troop ships with troops, (I don't know where 

they're going), one destroyer and a lot of civilian cargo ships! There 

are small landing boats running all over between ships like taxis! 

 Yesterday some of us went to Grand Island at the entrance of the 

bay! It’s run by the Navy and it's just like a big park (everything 

free), baseball, basketball, beach, swimming pool, pool hall, Par B 

golf course and a snack bar and bar with a band! Today I am on mess 

duty so another guy could go. I work in the Officers mess and talk 

about a plush mess. It's just like a restaurant. All I do is wash the 

pots! That's about it for now. Take care! 

Love, Mark 

P.S. On the island there is a big concrete fort with two 10 inch 

guns. The island is in the middle of the entrance to the bay. It 

is hot here and real hot in the galley where I work,  

December 6, 1966 Tuesday 

Hi 

 Boy! is it hot here! We just had P.T. and after it was over I sat 

here and the sweat dripped off me for about an hour! I don't think I 

ever sweat so much! Answering your question--I didn't get wrote-up by 

the Lieutenant, the other guys from another Company that started it 

did! Wrote-up is when you are put on report or in other words, you are 

in trouble! I wasn't in the fight! I run from those things (if I can)! 

I cut hair all morning, 20 heads and I have 11 more to do. That's the 

whole Platoon! 25 cents is about all I can get, they can get it cut 

for 35¢ at the barber shop. There are about two other guys in the 

Company that cut hair, too. But you should see the hair cuts! We get 

paid Saturday! We have about four days of training here and then we 

move again. I know where but I can't say now! We will be moving around 

for about two months. 
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I am glad you got 3 inch tape recorders. I will need around 

40 or 50 dollars to get one. I don't know when I can get one 

though, we will he on the move for awhile. The guy that had 

the recorder sent his home, it was a big one! I think I can 

get one here if I get paid enough Saturday. 

It sounds like you are getting a lot of snow back 

there, sure wish I could see it. That's about it for now. 

When you send that tape find out how much it costs and 

send me some stamps for that much. 

Love 

Mark 
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December 7, 1966 Wednesday 

Hi 

 We got off ship this morning. We had to walk about two miles up 

hill with all our gear and was it hot! I didn't think I was going to 

make it! We are wearing our jungle utilities now with no underwear or 

T-shirt (it's too hot)! We live in huts with no racks, we sleep on our 

air mattresses. We can only take showers at three different times a 

day and they have no hot water! No sinks or mirrors so we shave in the 

shower. We have to eat out of our mess gear and wash it in cans! No 

seats, just tables. Everything here is made out of mahogany wood. That 

boy Terry and I are in the same battalion but different company. I 

don't know how much I would pay for a recorder. Myself, I think one 

with a 3" reel would be the best because it is smaller, but 5" is all 

right. 

 Stella sent me that clipping from Bob Lee's column. I was sure 

surprised to see it in the paper! 

 I finally got that candy last night on ship--that was the 6th! 

The corners were kind of bent! The next time you see Jeff tell him he 

better not join the Marines! The longer I am in the more I hate it. 

That's about it for now! 

Love 

Mark 

P.S! Are David’s coming back there for Christmas? That's the way it 

sounded. I sent Sherrie a card about a week ago. 

Everybody is out of money and payday is a week away and 

there are no cigarettes either: We'll make it though! 

 We are on top of a big hill overlooking the bay and a town on 

the other side! The lights at night are sure beautiful! 
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December 9, 1966 Friday  

(I think)  

Hi 

I've gotten more mail today. I sure am glad to get it. Four 

letters from you, one from Stella, one from Nan, a card from Catharine 

Rundio, your package with the tapes and etc. and a Christmas present 

from David’s. They got me a knife and a small razor and I sure can use 

them. 

I was just telling some guy that I needed some envelopes and I got 

some! I am sure glad to hear that about Mike Roof, I can't wait until 

I get the magazine! I got the pictures of the wedding a long time 

ago. 

You guessed it, Dad--we are going to the Delta! I wish Premier Ky 

would keep his mouth shut, it might help us! Now every Cong in the 

place knows we are coming. 

 It sounds like Marion might go places this year. It's about time, 

I've told you how hot it is here! Today there is no water anywhere, 

not even in the chow hall. Isn't that great! 

One of the guys got a small artificial Christmas tree in the 

mail today. Once in awhile some of the guys get a letter from a girl 

they don't know that just wants to write to someone overseas. The 

letters sound pretty good but I doubt if they're much to look at. 

The price of hair cuts is going up to 40 or 50 cents. This 25c 

just isn't getting it. 

Send me about $30--I am going to the P.X! tomorrow and try to get 

a recorder if I have enough money. 

That's it for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.N! Terry Rennaker is here talking with me. 

(NOTE; The first taped letter follows.) 
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Mark's first taped letter. 

Stationed in the Philippines 

December 10, 1966 

Well, we finally got paid today, I got paid $44.00 and this 

afternoon, as soon as I got liberty, I went over to the PX and bought 

this RCA all-transistor tape recorder. It might be just like the one 

you have, I don't know. It's got 3 inch reels and it's Solid State. I 

just hope I can find room to put it in my sea bag with all the rest of 

my "junk" I got in there! I had to get rid of a lot of my stuff the 

other day cause my sea bag was getting kind of full, but I think I can 

manage all right. 

 The recorder cost $34.95, so as soon as you get this tape you had 

better send me about $30.00 so I'll have a little money to "play 

around" on! I got about $15.00 left. 

     As soon as I got back to the barracks I opened it up and read the 

directions. I thought I knew how to work it, so after I experimented 

with it a while, I put your tape on and pushed the "record" button and 

the "play" button without the microphone plugged in, and played your 

letter just about all the way through it didn't work! I thought maybe 

you....well, I just didn't know "what the heck" I was really doing. 

Finally one of the guys came along and told me how you're supposed to 

work it----and I had erased just about all your letter, but I got in 

on the last part where Dad was telling me what he got David for 

Christmas. 

 By the way, I'd better tell you the date--this is Saturday, the 

10th of December. I got your other box of Rice Crispies today, and I 

also got a Christmas Card from the HAPPY CIRCLE CLUB in Sweetser 

(whatever that is), a bunch of ladies, I guess you know who they are. 

If you see them, thank them for sending the Christmas Card to me. I 

told you in a letter I wrote yesterday that I got all kinds of mail. I 

got your film-mailers and that big envelope you sent! I got a 

Christmas Card from Catherine Rundio. 

 Here the last 2 or 3 days we've been having 2 mail calls a day! 

We've been getting a lot of mail here lately. Yesterday a guy got a 

small artificial           
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Christmas tree. He's got it put together and up in the middle of the 

barracks! 

 You can't believe how HOT it is over here! You just sit around 

and sweat all the time! I told you it was so hot we don't wear any 

skivvies or anything. Right now I'm sitting out here at the end of our 

barracks, out in the "boonies" a little bit, 'cause I didn't feel like 

recording in the barracks in front of ail the guys. 

The jungle over here is worse than Okinawa. I thought Okinawa 

was bad, but you ought to see this! It's got a lot more trees and 

they are big trees, they're TALL too,--they must be about 100 feet 

tall and just "straight as an arrow," just right straight up! 

 There are bugs all over the place, big ol' black ants 

crawlin' all over the ground all the time! 

     We are up here on top of a big hill over-looking the bay. It's a 

big naval base and right along the edge of the bay they got a big 

airport. It's Air Force, I think. There are jets going over all the 

time. Right now there's quite a few ships down in the bay. I told you 

the carrier "Midway" was here, but it's gone now. The carrier 

"Enterprise" is here. The "Coral Sea" (I think that is a carrier, too, 

I'm not sure) anyway, it's here, too. 

The base we are on is a Navy base and it's just "swarmin' with 

swabbies." The EM Club that we go to here is a Navy Club! There are 

all the time fights between the Navy and Marines. The other night 

they had a big riot--a real big fight--and to break it up they had 

to start shooting rounds in the air! The Club is pretty nice, it's a 

big place. They have a real good band, it's just a rock-and-roll 

band. They just play one number after another,--there's no break! 

They have girls there, and you can "rent em" for a night. It's 25c 

an hour or 75c all night! You just dance with them, that's all you 

can do----you can't take them out of the Club or anything, "Durn 

it!" Anyway, they just sit with you all night and talk. They don't 

drink liquor, all they drink is Cokes, and they're pretty nice 

lookin' girls, too! 

 The people over here are a Spanish race, but they don't speak 

Spanish. 
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I don't know what it is they speak. They got some pretty nice looking 

girls, lots better than Okinawa. 

Yesterday morning we went on a 5 mile conditioning hike. It wasn't 

too bad, you just sweat like a dog, that's all. It wasn't too tiring. 

We walked about 4 miles on a black-top road with our rifles and 

cartridge belts! 

One of the guys in my squad has been to Vietnam and has malaria! He 

had it in Vietnam, (I think I'm about ready to run out of tape, I'll 

see if I can't flip it over on the other side--if I don't mess it up. 

I'll....................................................... keep 

talking 

'til it runs out............ ) 

About this guy, his malaria is flarin' up again! They think they are 

going to send him back to the States 'cause he can't take this hot 

weather. He just gets SICK all the time! 

They have an outdoor movie here. Tonight "El Cid" is on and 

tomorrow night "Zorba the Greek." I think I might go see "Zorba the 

Greek" tomorrow night. 

Oh yes, one more thing. Over at the PX they have some beautiful 

wood carvings real cheap. I was thinking about getting one for David 

and Donna, but since I'm low on funds, and we're not going to be here 

long enough for me to mail it, I just decided not to get one--but they 

are sure beautiful! 

Well, that's about it for now. Tell Stella I said "hello," and all 

of you take care of yourselves. I'll see ya!       
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December 12, 1966 Monday 

Hi 

 Today was our first training day. We had helicopter training and 

rode in them twice. We also ran some patrols in the jungle and was it 

hot! My clothes were dripping wet all the time. There are vines all 

over the place and bamboo so thick that you can't walk--it's 

unbelievable. We did stop and go swimming in a stream with our clothes 

on. 

 I went to town yesterday and it's dirtier than Tijuana. The shoe 

shine boys grab your arm and follow you all over town trying to shine 

your shoes. They even put polish on your shoes while you are walking. 

 They sure have some beautiful clubs and great bands. This one 

club had a swing and sway band that was out of this world. There's 

this one club called ("D" Cave) and it's just like a cave inside with 

those icicles hanging from the ceiling and it is even damp inside. 

  You have to get your money changed to Philippine money to spend 

in town. I only spent $2 all day. I saw a wood carving of the "Last 

Supper" and was it beautiful for only $600. Ha! Ha! 

  I sure got the mail tonight. Nine letters and your cookies 

and Playboy. Most of them were Christmas cards. Thank Wayne 

Renbarger (the Postman) for sending one. I got a card and letter 

from Sherrie. I can't get used to her calling me Uncle and you 

Grandma and Grandpa. I hope she can see some snow. 

That's about it for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. The bill is worth about 25c. 

Send a book of air mail stamps.                           
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December 14. 1966    Wednesday 

U. S. NAVAL STATION Subic Bay, Philippine Islands 

Hi 

We finished training today! We climbed aboard a ship with nets 

this morning and this afternoon we rode around the bay in 16 ft. 

fiberglass boats with 30 H.P. motors on them. We had different 

formations and then they let everybody drive them. One guy drove our 

boat into the side of another boat. 

 Yesterday we went across the bay to fire our weapons. We were 

done at 2:00 but the Navy forgot to send someone after us. At 5:30 

there just happened to be a landing boat going by so we flagged it 

down and they brought us back! The tide was low and the boat couldn't 

get in very far so we had to wade in water up to our waist to get to 

it. 

 We were out in the middle of no where firing and some natives 

followed us there to sell us soda and beer. 

 We have guard duty for the next two days and I have it 

Friday! I hope I can lay around tomorrow. 

 I got a card from Zack Way and one from Rita Tyner. Monday I got 

the cookies and yesterday I got the Sports Illustrated and paper! 

My hair cuts have gone up to 50c. 

That's about all for now. 

Love Mark 

 
End of Volume I 
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PREFACE 

These volumes contain written and tape recorded letters which Mark 

sent home while he served in the U.S.M.C. from April 29, 1966, to 

August 14, 1967. There are also pictures which he took during his 

tour of duty and other pictures have been added which pertain to his 

family, friends, and references mentioned in certain letters. Also 

included are clippings of the Vietnam war, letters from U.S. Senators, 

tributes, memorials and etceteras. 

The 93 original hand written letters are a part of him which he 

left with us that I could not dispose of, therefore I chose to 

include them also. 

A lot of his expressions in his MOMENTS OF SERIOUSNESS and SPIRITS 

OF HUMOR have been lost in transposing the spoken letters 

onto paper, but an earnest effort has been made to capture as many of 

them as possible. 

The last thing Mark said when he left home on the morning of April 

29th was, "Don't expect me to write much." The letters verify that he 

could not have been more faithful in writing. (Throughout his letters it 

seems like things were, more often than not, just the opposite to what 

he would anticipate. Note the similarity of his death, described in 

the memorial on page 265, to the previous attack on the compound which 

he tells about in his May 25th letter, and how confident he ALWAYS 

was that their compound was RELATIVELY safe.) 

Sweetser, Indiana   

July 18, 1974  

Mrs. Paul Black 

(Mark's Mother) 

 (Finalized on the 7th anniversary of Mark's death, August 14, 1974.) 
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SUMMARY 

 Mark flew to the Marine Corps Recruit Depot (M.C.R.D.) in 

San Diego, California, April 29, 1966, for 8 weeks of recruit 

training. After graduating from M.C.R.D. he had 4 months of advance 

training (ITR & BIT) at Camp Pendelton. 

 He had a 25 day leave from August 27th to September 20th. The 

last family get-together was a weekend in Las Vegas when he was BEST 

MAN for his brother's wedding on October 22nd. 

 October 29th he departed, by plane, for Okinawa, making a short 

stop in Hawaii. His time in Okinawa was spent in jungle training. 

 On December 2nd he went, by troop ship, to the Philippines for 

more training. He left on December 28th, by ship, for the Delta in 

South Vietnam, where he was engaged in his first major operation. 

 January 18, 1967, he returned to Okinawa on the Iwo Jima. He 

left Okinawa, the second time, January 31st and arrived at Phu Bai, 

South Vietnam, February 5th. He was engaged in four more major 

combat operations, took C.A.C. schooling, and the remainder of 

his time was spent with a C.A.C. unit. 

 His Chaplain paid tribute to him by being at the airport the 

evening he begin his last journey home. (See the Chaplains letter on 

page 271.) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
v



 



 



 



 



U. S. NAVAL STATION Subic Bay, Philippine Islands 

December 15, 1966, Thursday  

Hi 

It's 1:00 in the afternoon and most of us are laying around doing 

nothing. Tomorrow we leave here for a three day practice operation on 

the island of Mindoro and back here for Christmas. So I won't be able 

to write for about three days. 

I hate living like this. I would rather rough it in the jungle 

than live like this. It seems like everything I need is always at 

the bottom of the sea bag. I think I can get everything in the sea 

bag. 

I got your card and letter today. When we get to Viet Nam I 

don't know how much I'll be able to use the tape recorder. It will 

be in my sea bag back at Regiment Headquarters and I don't think 

we'll be back there much. It depends on where we go how much I can 

use it. We might be on the move all the time or maybe in one place. 

I told you that I'm not supposed to tell anyone what we are 

doing but I am anyway. It's not that big of a thing. This three day 

thing is nothing and we are back here for Christmas and around the 

28th we go to Viet Nam, the Delta, they say, for about 15 days and 

then back to Okinawa for about three weeks to drop the guys that 

rotate home in February and March, and to pick up new guys to 

replace them. After that nobody knows. 

That's about it for now. I have a few more letters to write and 

some hair cuts to give. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. I got the $20 today and that will be enough until we get paid 

January 3 and we will be in country then anyway. I really enjoyed 

the Sports Illustrated and paper; Oh, yes, the Playboy, too. 
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U. S. NAVAL STATION Subic Bay, Philippine Islands 

December 18, 1966, Sunday            On the Iwo Jima   

Hi 

We have been aboard ship setting here in the bay since Friday. We 

are on the helicopter carrier (Iwo Jima). It's just like an air craft 

carrier but not quite as big. The hangar deck is about two times as 

big as Oak Hill's gym and they keep about 12 helicopters on it. The 

ship is all air conditioned and we even have mattresses to sleep on 

and our own wall lockers and gun racks for our weapons. Yesterday we 

had a practice landing with the helicopters and to show you that they 

know what they are doing, they took us back to the wrong ship! I sure 

hope they don't make a mistake like that down South. 

I went to church this morning up in the Anchor Room and you 

should see the size of that anchor chain. I couldn't believe it when 

we started singing Christmas Carols. I just can't believe that it is 

that close, and I did die when the Chaplin said it was next Sunday. 

With the weather so hot and no lights or music, it's just hard to get 

the Christmas spirit. I think the thing I miss the most is hearing 

Christmas music and I haven't heard any. They don't even have any good 

radio stations here. All they do on them is talk. There's hardly any 

music. 

We start on our three day operation tomorrow. They say the island 

is just like the Delta, all rice paddies and swamps. It sounds like 

fun. Ha! Ha! After that we are coming back here. 

I got your tape yesterday but no recorder. We had to leave our 

sea bags back at camp. I wish I could send a tape home in time so 

Davids could hear it but I won't make it. I sure wish I was there to 

spend Christmas with you and David, Donna and Sherrie because I miss 

and love all of you very much, but you can bet I'll be there next 

year. I wish I had the time and money to get you and David’s something 

for Christmas, I saw a beautiful wood carving of horse for Sherrie. I 

hope I can get some of them for my house if and when I get it. They 

sure have some nice big ones. 
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Dec. 18 continued 

I wanted to save this letter so I would have something to tape 

when I get a chance, but there'll be something else to talk about. 

I hope Davids are there when you get this letter. I also hope 

that Donna and Sherrie can see some snow, --if they do, I want them to 

give Dave a good snow balling like I used to do. Ha! Ha! 

               That's about all for now and this will probably be the last letter 

before Christmas so I wish all of you the very best of the Holiday 

Season. All my love 

Mark 

P. S. Dad, wish all the customers Merry Christmas for me. OK! and 

I'll be doing the hair cutting next year. 

December 21, 1966 Wednesday 

Hi 

We are back on ship now after two days of living in the mud and rain 

again. 

Would you believe that they have about five Christmas trees here 

on ship with lights and everything, they sure look nice. 

I hate to say this but I lost the knife David’s got me. I'm sure 

going to miss it because I sure got a lot of use out of it in the time 

that I had it. I hope they can get me another one like it and this one 

I'll tie to my belt and put it in my pocket. I didn't have this one 

tied to me. I'm also using the little razor. It's easier to carry than 

the big one. 

 The island we were on is something else. It's just like the 

Delta. We go back to Subic Bay tomorrow so I'll tape everything we did 

on the operation. I hope Davids will be there when the tape gets 

there. 

That's it for now. 

Love Mark 
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Second taped letter 

Philippines 

December 23, 1966 

    Hello! This is Friday the 23rd. We got back to camp today here in 

the Philippines. We left ship this afternoon about twelve o'clock, and 

as soon as we got back here we had mail call. It was the first mail 

call we've had since we went aboard ship. The first night we went 

aboard we had mail call, and that was because we were still in port, 

we hadn't left yet. 

    Today when we got back we had all kinds of mail. Myself, I got 19 

letters (mostly Christmas cards) and 4 packages. I got one card from 

Russell Cates, a card from Don Shane’s, a card and letter from 

Grandma, a card and a letter from Wayne's, a card from Jan, and let's 

see who else--5 letters from you, and 2 from Stella. I got Stella's 

cigarette lighter, I got your can of cookies, and I got your Sports 

Illustrated, and the U. S. News and World Report and the Sunday Paper. 

     We are living in the same huts we were in before--still sleeping 

on the air mattresses and living out of sea bags. It's quite a mess! 

Right now everybody is taking off on liberty. I don't think we have 

any more training while we are here. 

     I got 3 letters from Stella and one of them was what you might 

call a "Dear John." She wants to quit writing me, and myself, I kind 

of like the idea 'cause we really haven't known each other that long--

and she has been trying to get serious--I really don't want to. To 

tell you the truth, I have been kind of leadin' her along. You don't 

need to say anything to her about this, but I think it's a good thing 

that we quit writing. 

     I got your second tape on that mail call we had when we were 

aboard ship. I listened to it again today. One of your letters I got 

today was postmarked Nov. 24. It took a long time in getting here, it 

was the one that had the $30.00 in it. The other letter I got from you 

today had $10.00 in it, so I'm pretty well fixed for money. I have 

just about $85.00 on me. I don't know where it all came from, but 

tomorrow the first chance I get, I'm going to the 
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PX and get it made into a money order and I might send part of it 

home, I haven't decided yet. 

     To answer some of the questions in your letter here, don't worry 

about anybody NOT getting mail. Everybody gets plenty of mail. Yes, we 

do have a feast on all the candy we get. We pass it back and forth 

between all of us. Really, to tell you the truth, sometimes we get too 

much of it. Especially like right now, we have more candy and cookies 

and everything than we know what to do with--everybody got some. One 

boy even got a portable record player with some records. I got that 

card you made out, Dad, with that check list on it, and I'm going to 

set down tomorrow and check off all those things. 

     I've got a lot of things to do tomorrow. Let's see....it's 

Saturday. I had to ask what today was 'cause I lost count. I got to 

clean my rifle tomorrow. It's filthy, it's got rust all over it. I 

couldn't clean it aboard ship 'cause we didn't have any steel wool. 

All we had was oil and a toothbrush and you can't get rust off with 

that, so I "flunked" the inspection we had there on board ship! I've 

got to write a few letters tomorrow--answer that "Dear John" from 

Stella. That's about it on the mail situation. 

     Now to tell you a little bit about what we did on this operation. 

First of all, the knife that David and Donna sent me for Christmas, 

I'm sorry to say, I lost it! I hated to lose it, too, 'cause I really 

got a lot of good use out of it. For one thing, I repaired my rifle 

with the pair of pliers on it. We didn't have any pliers, and I needed 

a pair to make my rifle shoot automatic, so it came in handy then. I 

just used it for a lot of things, and I'll say again, I'm sorry I lost 

that thing! I hope they can get me another one just like it. This one 

I'll take better care of. I'll tie it onto my belt and stick it in my 

pocket (this one I carried in my shirt pocket). I don't know, I must 

have laid it down somewhere and forgot to pick it up. And that razor 

they sent me, I took that with me. It's a lot easier to carry than 

that regular size razor, and I got a lot of good use out of that. 

 Anyway, about the operation. Our company, Delta Company, is a 

helicopter 
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assault company. We go in by helicopters. The Island we went on for 

this operation was, as far as I can tell, just like the Delta. It's 

all flat--there were no hills. There wasn't too much jungle. There is 

some undergrowth, but not much. It was all palm trees--not palm trees, 

coconut trees--all coconut trees, rice paddies, swamps; not really 

swamps, just marshes, just wet and muddy everywhere. It was full of 

rivers--rivers all over the place. 

You talk about getting wet, we were wet all the time! The first 

morning we went in, we set up a platoon base camp right around a 

little native hut they had. There're no real towns on the island, just 

huts all over the place--all of them are thatched huts built up on 

stilts. We set up a 360 degree perimeter around it, with our "big 

wheels" and everything-they sat underneath the hut where it was dry, 

and we had to set out in the water and stuff. It rained just about all 

the time, and we were soaking wet! Both nights it rained, so we had to 

sleep in the rain and stand 50 percent watch all the time. 

The first night we went out on a night patrol. There wasn't much 

to that-- just kind of "spooky!" I was walking point and I almost 

stepped on a water buffalo. They use water buffaloes all the time. I 

almost stepped on one! I couldn't see him till he jumped up in front 

of me and "scared the daylights" out of me! 

I know now where they made those movies from World War II of 

the Pacific campaign. I think they made them on that island, 'cause 

one thing you see in those movies, as soon as they hit the beach 

it's nothing but palm trees, and that's the way it is there--there's 

no beach. As soon as the water ends it's palm trees and coconut 

trees, and it's all flat. 

Most of the time we just sat around at the platoon base 

camp and ran different patrols. I only went out on one patrol. 

All the time the natives around there--they sell Cokes to you. 

They're constantly coming up to you and wanting you to buy a Coke with 

Philippino money. The only words they know in English are "You like 

Cokes, Joe?" "Want'a buy a Coke?" Once in awhile we would jew them out 

of a Coke with some American 
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money. We would say, "Here!...this dime is worth a peso, one peso in 

Philippino!'" We'd talk with 'em about half-an-hour and finally we'd 

talk 'em into it. Whenever we got hungry, between meals, we would go find 

a coconut and break it open, and if it had milk in it, we'd drink the milk, 

and then we would eat the coconut meat. It's pretty good--I like those 

coconuts; we'd set around with our knives and chip out the coconut meat and 

eat it. 

The second day we were there, we went on a river patrol, that's 

what we had our boat training here in Subic Bay for (with fiberglass 

boats). My whole platoon, no, my whole squad, took about 4 or 5 boats 

and went patroling the rivers. Really, it's a suicide squad is what it 

is. We had, oh, 125 aggressors out there--(different guys picked out 

of our platoon which were supposed to be the enemy). We got ambushed a 

couple of times by them on those boats, and when you get hit in them 

there's nothing you can do. It's pure suicide almost, and I think they 

decided not to use them down south, 'cause it's just pure suicide, 

really! So we're going to do away with that, thank goodness! 

We were out there on that operation for two days and then we came 

back to the ship by helicopter. When we got back to the ship my 

platoon was made what they call "Sparrow-hop Platoon" (it's on a ten 

minute stand-by all the time). When somebody gets in trouble, they fly 

us in by helicopter and we have to get 'em out. We were no more on the 

ship a half-hour--we got all showered, cleaned up and everything--and 

they called us out! So we had to go jump on the helicopters-and go 

back--this operation lasted about two hours, then we went back aboard 

ship. We will be doing the same thing when we go down south on the 

"Sparrow-hop." We will have to go in and pull anybody out that gets in 

trouble. 

 I told you a little about the ship we were on in one of the 

letters I wrote you. I said it was a lot better than that other ship 

we were on when we came over to the Philippines. It was all air 

conditioned. We had a mattress on our canvas racks, we had pillows, we 

had linen, and each rack had a little reading light you could read 

with. We had wall lockers. The chow wasn't as good, though. The chow 

was really terrible! You couldn't get outside either. 
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          The only place we were allowed to go was on the hangar deck, and it 

was kind of "stuffy" in there all the time. They had a fork-lift in 

there, and they had their own little street cleaner they used to clean 

the decks with, so there were gas fumes in there all the time. They had 

movies every night for us on the hangar deck--and that hangar deck is 

a pretty big place. It's just about two times as big as "Oak Hill's" 

gym. 

We really don't know when we are going to go down south. It will 

be before the first of the year, I imagine around the 28th or 29th. 

They said we are going to the Delta. This is what they have said so 

far, (I don't know if it's true or not). They said we will be the only 

American troops in there, just "one battalion." They say there are "22 

Viet Cong battalions" in the Delta right now. 

It's all swamp they say, and we'll probably be in water up to our 

waist just about all the time. They plan on us being down there 

anywhere from 15 to 30 days, and then we go back to Okinawa. We drop 

the February and March draft (a bunch of the boys are going home in 

February and March) and we'll pick up replacements. We will be in 

Okinawa for about 2, maybe 3 weeks, and then we head back to Vietnam 

and we don't know where we are going then. They say the DMZ, but we 

don't know for sure. 

In one of the letters I got from Stella today, she sent some 

newspaper clippings that John Kincaid had written about the Vietnam 

people and customs. He must have sent them back home and they printed 

them in the Gas City paper. I plan to write John a letter tomorrow, if 

I get a chance. I wrote him one about a month ago and he never 

answered it, but I think I'll write him another one. 

Oh yes, you don't need to send me any more envelopes. I got plenty 

of envelopes now--I just bought a box before going on board ship. I am 

pretty well fixed for stamps now--I believe for awhile. You said on 

the tape I just got that most of the boys in the States will be coming 

home for Christmas--I'm sure glad to hear that. I want you to tell 

Dick "hello" for me when he gets home. He probably will get to see 

Donna and David. I want you to tell the rest of his family "hello"--

his mother and two 
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sisters and Mike--and, I hope they are all right. 

David and Donna, they should be there by now while I'm recording 

this, I hope they are--I hope they got there all right. I hope they 

see some snow, too, so Sherrie and Donna can really give David a good 

"going over" like he used to give ME all the time. I think it might be 

the other way around now--if I was back there--I'd show HIM a few 

tricks! 

I'd like for this tape to get back there in time for them to hear 

it, but I don't think it will, since this is the 23rd. I don't think 

it will get back there in time, so, if it doesn't, why don't you just 

send it on to them so they can hear it. Then if I get a chance, I'll 

record them another one and send to them later on. 

    By the way, I said in one of the letters I sent you that I don't 

think I will be able to use this tape recorder down south, 'cause I 

won't be able to carry it with me, and I won't have access to my sea 

bag very much. 

There are two other fellows here in my platoon that got tapes 

through the mail today and they don't have a tape recorder so I'm 

going to let them use mine, and also, if they want to record a tape to 

send back home. 

We got a new boy in our squad just before we left Okinawa. He is 

real short--"five foot two" and the smallest, boy in the battalion. 

He's from Virginia, and you talk about a "Southern accent," boy, he's 

got one! We just razz him all the time. He's crazy--not really, he's 

just funny! The things he says--he doesn't mean for them to be funny, 

but they just come out funny, and he's all the time got us laughing. 

They just call him every nickname in the book! Our platoon Sgt, just 

rides him all the time, not really harassing, just comical really! 

I know I'm jumping around here on different subjects--I'm just 

talking on what comes to my mind. I don't know whether you played back 

that tape you sent me after you recorded it, but the music on it 

didn't come out too good. A couple of the tunes I couldn't recognize 

except for that "Westminster Cathedral." I could recognize it because 

when I was in Okinawa they played that all the time on the radio 

station. It was popular in Okinawa at the time. 
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Oh yes, when we were on ship they had an intercom down in our 

compartment and they piped music down to us. One day they played some 

Christmas Carols which I thought was very nice and they played a lot 

of rock-and-roll music and once in awhile they would throw in... (end 

of tape on that side for him). 

I'm glad to hear that Marion has a good basketball team this year. 

I hope they go places this year, sure sounds like they got a winner. 

As for Oak Hill, I don't know--it sounds like they are kind of 

"hurtin'." That eighth grade team, they sound pretty promising--I hope 

they go places. 

Most of the guys that are going on liberty tonight are going into 

town. I'm not too crazy about that town myself--it's so dirty and 

filthy. I think I just might get cleaned up--take one of those "nice 

cold showers" we got here, and head over to the club tonight and 

listen to the band. I get just as much enjoyment going over here to 

the club as I do going into town. It's a lot cheaper, too! 

Promotions come up the first of January and I'm looking forward to 

making Lance Corporal--I hope! I've been pretty well squared away, I 

haven't been in any trouble, so I hope maybe I will make Lance 

Corporal with only two months in grade. You're supposed to have four 

months in grade, but I think I might make it in two,--I sure hope I 

do, 'cause it means, ..what is it?...a four dollar pay raise, I 

think.-Well,--big deal! It just means you're all the closer to making 

Corporal, plus you get out of a lot more working parties, too, the 

more rank you get. 

I'm glad to hear that Gary Drook is doing so well down at IU. I 

hope he keeps up the good work and really goes places. Sounds like he 

is getting up there pretty high in rank. Max will probably be home 

over vacation and I want you to tell him "hello" for me. Tell him to 

take care and stay out of trouble, if he can! 

That's about all I have to say right now. Think I'll sign-off. I just 

want you to take care of yourselves and I wish you All the best of a 

Marry Christmas, even if this does get there late. I'll see you now, 

good-bye. 
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Third taped letter 

December 25, 1966 

Well hello, this is Christmas afternoon here. I haven't done 

anything all day. This morning I got up about seven o'clock, and went 

to church at ten o'clock. There were only about 30 guys there. It was 

a pretty good church service, though, it lasted about 55 minutes. 

After that I came back to the barracks and wrote a letter, read Sports 

Illustrated and two newspapers (which I got Thursday in the mail). 

Then I decided to come out here and record a letter. 

This will probably be the last time I will be able to use this 

tape recorder, 'cause we leave to go down south the 29th. I'll have to 

wait until we get back to Okinawa, so it would be best if you don't 

send me any more tapes after you get this one. Just wait until you 

hear from me again. I'll let you know when to start sending them. 

Yesterday afternoon I opened shop again and I cut the platoon's 

hair. I raised the price to 50C and I made about $12.00 all together* 

so that wasn't too bad! 

I got ten more dollars from you in the mail and another newspaper 

and that caramel corn you sent. 

I also got some Christmas cards yesterday, one was from Ralph 

Farmer (I couldn't remember who that is). One from Gladys Winger and 

Darrell Clarks, a card from Max, a card and letter from Dick Braggs 

and also one from Bill and Jane. If you can remember, I'd like for you 

to thank those people for writing to me. 

Yesterday morning (Saturday morning), we had another rifle 

inspection. Since I was cutting hair, I got out of that one. That's 

the second inspection I've "skated" since I've been cutting hair here. 

That's fine with me! I get out of a lot of inspections and make money 

while I'm doing it! 

Yesterday afternoon I went up on top of the hill here to the big 

PX. I had about $100 on me, so I bought an $80 American Express money 

order and mailed it to you last night. I have left about $20 which is 

plenty for me. 
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Oh yes, last night when I got to the PX I almost bought David and 

Donna a little wood statue. I told you they have a lot of wood 

carvings over here, and they have a place there in the PX where they 

wrap them and send them home and they also have a post-office right 

nearby, but I didn't have their address with me so I didn't buy it. I 

didn't want to lug it back here to get their address and mail it from 

here, so I just decided not to buy one. 

 Just about all the guys took off and went to town yesterday. They 

all came back last night pretty well out of it, and then they got up 

this morning and took right off again. 

Yesterday, Bravo Company was supposed to stand guard duty here on 

the base, but they didn't 'cause half the company took off and went on 

liberty. Because of that about three o'clock they secured the whole 

battalion with liberty, we couldn't go off base. That made quite a few 

guys mad, 'cause if you went on liberty before three o'clock (before 

they secured it) you were all right. So the ones that didn't make it 

were stuck here on base. I wasn't planning on going into town anyway, 

so I didn't really give a care. 

You said in one of your letters I got yesterday that Sue Keefer was 

going to have a party for David and Donna when they got home. If she 

has it, I bet it'll sure make David awful happy seeing all his old 

friends together again. Sure wish I could be back there and go to it! 

I think I got a cold somewhere on the island. I got the sniffles 

this morning, and I've been coughin' quite a bit. I got some cold 

pills one of the corpsman gave me, I guess I’ll have to go dig them 

out of my jungle kit and take a few of them. 

Last week before I went aboard ship I ran out of film for my 

camera so I went over to the PX and bought some more film. I bought 

color, twenty exposures, but the lady gave me slides instead of 

prints. They'll be all right, it's just that you'll have to get the 

screen and stuff out to look at 'em. The next time I buy film I'm 

going to specify prints. That last roll of film I sent to you, I 

haven't seen them yet. I sent them to be developed and they sent them 

to you. If 
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you can, send them back to me so I can see them, and the guys always 

like to look at them, too. 

You wouldn't believe how much this island here really looks like 

the States, especially when you're walking down the road. Just about 

every car on the road is an American car, and they have new cars over 

here, too. 

     The people over here try to dress like Americans. The girls all 

wear go-go-boots, short skirts, and have their hair all fixed up. They 

dance like Americans, and I noticed at the club last night that the 

band plays a lot of songs that kind of makes you home-sick--they try 

to get you home-sick or something. They play songs like "I Want-a-go- 

Home," and they always throw in a song like "I Want-a-go Stateside" or 

always something referring back to home. 

 I haven't been to dinner yet. This morning we had brunch from 

eight to eleven, and I think the noon chow is from two to four, and I 

don't know what kind of Christmas dinner they're going to have. 

After chow I have to go up to the company office and be Assistant 

Duty NCO for the day. My squad leader, Sgt. Morgan, is the Duty NCO. 

He's the one who calls all the chow formations and checks guys in and 

out on liberty, and I have to be his assistant. He came into the 

barracks a couple of hours ago and said I could either be his 

Assistant Duty NCO today and half the night, or be on guard duty 

tomorrow. So I said, "Heck, I'll be Assistant Duty NCO today and stay 

up half the night, rather than be on guard duty tomorrow." They can 

have that guard duty. You're on four hours and off eight, but I still 

don't like walking that post. This way when I'm Assistant Duty NCO, I 

can set up there in the company office and read magazines, write 

letters anything I want to--just as long as I'm around here in the 

area all the time. 

This morning I was thinking back a year ago today, I can remember 

what I was doing. I had Steve Piper's Corvette and Catherine's came 

down to see us. I took Jeff and Cathy into town in Steve's Vet and we 

went bowling, and a year ago tonight, I took Steve's car and went into 

town to a party at Harvey Lewis's. It really doesn't seem like very 

long ago, doesn't seem like a year ago. I hope this coming 

55 



year goes as fast as last year did. 

 Oh! and Dad! you can ask Louis Bolten if any doors have hit him 

in the "rear-end" here lately, I just about "cracked up" when you said 

that in your tape I got yesterday, that Louis still remembers that. 

Well, I haven't got much more to say right now. I'm not going to 

mail this until tomorrow morning. The mail doesn't go out until nine 

o'clock, so I may record more later on this evening. 

Well, I just got back from chow. Boy!--did they have the food 

there. They had all the turkey and ham you could eat; had sweet 

potatoes, mashed potatoes, gravy, dressing and all kinds of salads. 

They had apple salad, this salad with little orange sections in it, 

tomatoes, a tossed salad, and for dessert they had fruit cakes, cup 

cakes and mince-meat pie. It was real good mince-meat pie, but it sure 

didn't compare to the mince-meat pie that you and Helen McGraw can 

make up. 

After I got back from chow, I was talking to one of the Corporals 

(in the barracks) in my platoon. He went to town last night and he 

said he met a girl in one of the bars that was a "Christian." By the 

way, this Marine is planning on being a minister when he gets out of 

the Corps. Both of us found it kind of hard to believe, finding that 

kind of girl working in a bar. He said the only reason she worked in a 

bar was, it was the only work she could find. This morning he went to 

church with her down in the city. After he went to church with her (to 

Catholic services), they went to a Lutheran Church. He said there were 

a lot of Americans at that church. Then he came back and went to 

church here on the base--I saw him at church this morning. That's just 

really amazing that he found that kind of a girl working in a bar. 

Also, last night in town he got his pocket picked and lost $10. 

These kids in town, runnin' around in the streets--if you have a watch 

on your wrist with an expansion band, these little kids will come up 

behind you and just pull it right off your arm and just take off 

runnin' down the street, and you can't catch 'em! He said some kid 

tried to steal his watch like that, but he didn't get it. 

 I had Assistant Duty NCO this afternoon for about three or four 

hours, then 
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Sgt. Morgan came and relieved me so I could go to chow. All I did was 

just sit around the office and read part of the U. S. News and World 

Report, wrote a letter and ran a few errands for one of the 

Lieutenants. It was another hot day today, I just sat in there and 

sweat all the time! 

There are quite a few ships in the bay, now. Just from the door 

of the barracks I can count nine or ten, and you can't even see much 

of the bay from my door. It's really a beautiful sight from up here! 

We are way up above the bay, and just on the other side is the town we 

go to on liberty called "A-Long-A-Po." All the buildings over there 

just look like a bunch of dots really, we are about 10 or 15 miles 

away. 

Most of the ships I can see from the door are in kind of semi dry 

dock. There are also a few civilian tankers setting out in the middle 

that I can see. 

 Not to many guys are left here on base today. I think just about 

all of them took off into town. There wasn't hardly anybody at chow 

tonight, and they had all kinds of food left over. I don't know what 

they do with it, I think they just have to throw it away. It sure is a 

shame that all that food goes to waste. 

Oh yes, you said something about Tom, that he wrote his Dad he 

might volunteer for a machine-gunner on a helicopter. I don't think 

his Dad has to worry about that, 'cause Tom is "way too big" to be a 

machine-gunner on a helicopter. The helicopters we were on had two 

pilots and two machine gunners and they could only carry five combat 

troops. One time when we were out on the operation they had the four 

crew members plus the five troops, and the helicopter couldn't get off 

the ground because there was too much weight, so one of the troops had 

to get out. It was kind of funny when it happened. I thought the thing 

was crashin', the helicopter took off and all of a sudden it just 

came, "plonk," back on the ground. So you can tell John I don't think 

he has to worry about Tom being a machine-gunner on a helicopter. 

They've been playing Christmas music just about all day on the 

radio and I've really been enjoying listening to that while sitting in 

the office on duty. Right now it's five-thirty,--I think I'll go to a 

movie tonight if I'm not         
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on duty at that time. They got two movies showing at the outdoor show. 

They're not very good ones but at least it's something to do. 

That's about all I have to say for now. Just take care of yourselves 

and I'll see you real soon. Good-by. 

Well, I hadn't planned to record anything on this second side, 

but after I got finished I remembered a few other things I was going 

to say. 

 They have Philippins here that come on base all the time to sell 

knives. They have every kind of knife you'd want. They make the knives 

themselves. I don't know what they're made out of but they're real 

good knives and they're strong and sturdy. Most of the guys buy jungle 

knives. They have all different kinds and shapes and sizes. They have 

straight ones, curved ones, wiggly ones, short ones, fat ones, skinny 

ones--any kind of knife you'd want, Most of the guys buy one about the 

size of a machete and use it for a jungle knife to cut limbs and 

bushes and stuff--like on that three day problem we had, the guys who 

had those knives used them to cut off cocoanuts. The biggest knife 

runs about $5.00 and you can usually jew 'em down to a dollar or so. 

They have some small ones about like hunting knives, shaped like a 

dagger, and a lot of guys buy them, they're good throwing knives. They 

are balanced real good and they say you can stick them just about 

every tim. They have some that look like bowie knives. Myself, I'd 

like to buy one, but my cartridge belt is full of magazines (magazines 

for my rifle) and my jungle kit, and a little magazine pouch that I 

carry my camera and billfold in (which are in plastic bags). I bought 

some plastic stuff at the PX that you can put on your pictures--like 

my ID card, so they won't get wet. I carry about four or five pictures 

in my billfold. 

Let's see,...what else,...Oh! I'm setting up here in the hills 

still looking out over the bay. It's dark here now and the movie's 

started (I can hear it). Looking out here over the city--it's really 

pretty at night, there's lights on the ships over there, looks like 

your looking out over a big piece of glass! A lot of the ships have 

lights strung from the mast. They're not decoration or anything but 

they sure look like Christmas lights. A few of the ships even 
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resemble a Christmas tree with all their lights on. 

Another thing I remembered I went into town a couple of weeks ago 

and they don't have taxies here, they have "jeepies." They're a 

regular jeep but they don't have a back seat. It's like s pick-up 

truck with a seat along the side and you enter it from the rear. They 

have a canopy over the top and they're painted all different colors 

and have all kinds of designs on them. They got streamers hanging from 

'em just everyplace and they have a lot of chrome on 'em. They got 

fancy hubcaps and great big ol' radio antennas that stick way up in 

the air. They go down the street honkin' their horns all the time, 

trying to get riders. You can just be walking down the street and one 

of these "jeepies" will pull up beside you and honk the horn, the 

driver will lock at you and want you to get in. You give him a "peso" 

and he'll take you anyplace you want to go (peso is 25ç American money 

and is the same size as a dollar bill). When you start giving out that 

money and you say, "the peso, my gosh, that’s one bill," and you keep 

thinkin' "that's a dollar," and really it's only a quarter, but it 

takes you awhile to get used to it. You walk around with a billfold 

full of pesos and you think you have a lot of money, but really you 

only have maybe, five or six dollars. 

Well, I think this about does it. I can't think of anything else 

so I'll just say it again, "take care and be good. And see you. Good-

by." 

 
59



U. S. NAVAL STATION Subic Hay, Philippine Islands 

December 27, 1966 Tuesday 

Hi 

We haven't done anything the last two days. This morning I cut 

some more hair. I still have my cold so one of the corpsman is going 

to get some penicillin for me. 

Sunday night the Company had about 10 guys that didn't even come 

back from liberty so yesterday we couldn't even go to the club, we had 

to stay in the area, but tonight we can go to the club if we want to. 

 The weather has been real nice here today, it's been cloudy and 

not very warm. We leave to go aboard ship tomorrow. Everytime we move 

we have to throw something else away to have room in our sea bag. You 

should see all the stuff, boots, uniforms, utilities, underwear, 

shelter halves, mess gear, you can find just about anything. It's too 

bad the Salvation Army can't follow us around and get all this stuff 

each time we move. 

I hope you aren't sending me the barber shop's Sports 

Illustrated, because what's a barber shop without a sports magazine? I 

guess you can keep sending tapes. They say we will be in country for 

seven days and back on ship but we will stay down there and maybe go 

back in. We are supposed to have access to our sea bags. 

The corpsman just gave me about 100 pills of vie-celon. 

I just found out that we won't be getting any mail while we are 

on this operation and that will be about a month. So you can send 

tapes if you like but I won't get them until we get back to Okinawa. 

That's about all I have for now, I’ll write again as soon as I 

can, in about 20 to 30 days. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. There is a typhoon heading this way, good thing we're leaving 

tomorrow. 
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January 3, 1967 On board ship off the coast of Viet Nam  

Hi 

I'm still on the ship and we go in tomorrow for ten to fourteen 

days. They just told us what and where we are going. It is in the 

Delta and it is one of the biggest supplies center the V. C. have. If 

we destroy 70% of it, it will set them back three years in supplies. 

They make just about all their weapons there and a lot of hospitals. 

There are a lot of mangrove swamps all around. 

We will have Naval gunfire and air support. There are about 1,200 V.C. 

in the area. The name of the operation is "Deckhouse #5." 

I cut more hair yesterday. I forgot to tell you that they have 

Osters you can use with 000 and #1 blades and white barber jackets. 

We just put some stuff on our feet that is supposed to keep us 

from getting emulsion foot--that's when your feet swell up from being 

wet all the time. It is in a big tube and it is just like glue. You 

put it on once a day--the whole tube. It's all kind of fun trying to 

get your socks on afterwards. 

 I just met a boy that is in this Company that is from Southwood, 

"Class of '64." He knows a lot of people that I know. 

There are all kinds of people on the ship: Army, Air Force, Viet 

Nam Advisors from the Marines and newspaper people. 

I could use the tape recorder but it is at the bottom of my sea 

bag and it is in a real little room that is full of sea bags, not very 

easy to get to. There's not room to do much of anything here. 

That's about all for now. 

Love, Mark 

(Philippino money 1/4 of a paso, about 5c) 
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January 3, 1967 Wednesday 

Hi 

This is the second letter today. 

We just had mail call and I got your candy, Sports Illustrated, a 

paper, a letter from Roy Weaver, a card from Lanie Bovie, Roy 

Haskells, Jim and Marilyn, a letter from you (Dec. 24) and a letter 

from Kenny Carl's mother. I didn't know there was a school in 

Indianapolis named Kennedy. 

Everybody is running around getting ready for tomorrow. They are 

bringing up amo from below and the hangar deck is covered with boxes 

of it. Everything--even T.N.T. They closed the big doors on the hangar 

deck facing the coast because they were shooting at us. 

We leave in the morning at 6:00. Our Company is going to be the 

blocking force, we just set in one place and wait for the V.C. to walk 

into us. 

 Not much else to say for now, write more later. 

Love, 

Mark 

 

P.S. The ship is rocking a lot again. 

Tell Roy Weaver I'll write him when I have time. 

I also got the Oct. 24 Oak Bark. 
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January 5, 1967 Thursday 

(Still on board the Imo Jima) 

Hi 

We are still on the ship. The operation has been called off two 

times now because of the weather. I don't know when we're going in 

now. 

I cut more hair today. I don't know if I told you or not but they 

have Osters and white jackets in the shop for us to use. 

Yesterday I sent a tape to Davids. I hope you got them a 

recorder. 

The Commandant of the Marine Corps, Wallace M. Green, was on 

board along with the Vietnamese Commandant of the Marines, to give out 

some air medals and silver stars. I was in the honor guard. He was 

only two hours late and we were standing on the hangar deck waiting on 

him all that time. So the Corps is messed up all the way to the top. 

Yesterday I had to clean up one of the heads in a ward room. I 

was down on my hands and knees scrubbing the deck with a brush. They 

said it was going to be a powder room for the lady newspaper 

reporters. I hope they enjoy it. 

We don't do much, sleep most of the time. Yesterday afternoon the 

ship's band gave a concert. It sounded like a Salvation Army band, but 

they tried. And last night there were three sailors that sang folk 

songs, they weren't bad. There is a movie every night and they have 

been having some pretty good ones. 

That's about all for now. 

Love, 

Mark 

P.S. I got a card from Mick Wilson today. 

 I just found out that we are going in tomorrow no matter what the 

weather. There was a UPI reporter down here talking to us and asking 

us questions. He was wearing jungle utilities and looked just like a 

Marine except he hasn't had a hair cut for about six months. He didn't 

get much out of us because we didn't know what to say. It's just 

another day for us and it's what we have to do. 
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Fourth taped letter 

On-board the ship Iwo-Jima 

January 5, 1967 

Letter to David and Donna: 

Hi, this is Thursday the fifth--(I think). I hope you have a tape 

recorder. Mother said they were going to get you one for Christmas. I 

hope you have it so you can listen to this tape. 

Right now I'm still on the USS Iwo-Jima. The operation was 

supposed to start today, but we're setting here in the middle of a 

"typhoon"--I believe--so they had to call it off until tomorrow. It 

gets so anymore you have to "wait in line" to go into combat! 

We're about two or three miles off shore--you can see land from one 

side of the ship. Yesterday, they had to close the hangar doors--(here 

on the hangar deck that were facing the coast), because they were 

shooting at us. 

The waves are pretty big, once in awhile they will splash in 

through the hangar doors. The ship is just rocking all the time, and 

like I said in one of my letters, you'll get thrown out of your chair 

if you're not careful when you're watchin' a movie, and you just roll 

around in your "rack" all the time. When you're walking across the 

hangar deck, it's kind of funny, it looks like everybody is drunk all 

the time. They just stagger all over the place, and they can't go 

where they want to. Just the other day, I was walking across the 

hangar deck and it felt like I was walking on air, 'cause the side of 

the ship I was going towards just happened to be rocking down at the 

time, and every time I put my front foot down I'd try to lift up my 

back foot before my front foot would touch the deck. It was really a 

funny feeling. 

My rack is right along the side of the ship. You can hear the 

waves hitting the side and it sounds just like the water is going to 

come through the bulkhead, and the ol' rack just vibrates and shakes 

all over the place. 

It's fifteen after twelve right now, I just got back from chow. 

An hour ago they had a band concert here on the hangar deck, about a 

ten piece band made 
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up of Marines and sailors. It sounded about like a Salvation Army 

Band' it wasn't too good but you gotta give 'em credit, they tried! At 

least it was something to break the monotony! It was mostly made up of 

officers, and I noticed one of the officers was a Navy Lieutenant, 

(he's equal to a Marine Corps Captain), and all he did--he was just 

setting on a box playing the triangle all the time, and someone said 

that’s probably all he does in the Navy--just play that triangle for 

the band! 

This hangar deck is a pretty big place. It's about two times as 

big as Oak Hill's gym--it's not as wide but about two times as long 

and not quite as high. They have about 5 helicopters in here all the 

time. There's room for about 15 or 20, but they're in here working on 

them all the time. They pull the engines and overhaul them. One end of 

the deck is full of ammunition to distribute to us for the operation. 

They got every kind of ammunition you could think of--mortar rounds, 

M-14 rounds, grenades, TNT--just about anything you'd want. 

Yesterday we had our first mail call aboard ship and I got 

several letters. I got one from Mother--it was written the 24th when 

you were there. I got a can of candy from her, a Sports Illustrated 

and newspaper, and several Christmas cards from other people back 

home. 

Did you see Donna Sue Kendall when you were home? She wrote me a 

Christmas card and said she was going to get home over Christmas. 

The operation we're going on tomorrow is called "Deckhouse V." It 

takes place in the Delta. It's supposed to last from 10 to 14 days. 

Most of it is in man-grove swamps, they say. We are going to be a 

blocking force, as far as I know, and just set in one spot and wait 

for the rest of the battalion to drive them in to us. We just "pick 

'em off" I guess. That's about all they've told us so far. We'll just 

have to wait and see what happens when we get in there. 

They've been showing movies every night on the ship and they've 

been havin' some pretty good ones. They've had "Thunderball" and "Dr. 

Kno." last night they had "Ship of Fools"--I don't know why they 

showed it, they've got a whole ship of 'em right here! I can't 

remember what's on tonight. 
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They have a barber shop for Marines. I worked in it a few days--

it is a real nice shop. They have five chairs and their own sinks and 

mirrors, and it's air conditioned. They even have a latherizer--that's 

a lather making machine for shaving. They have their own tools. They 

have osters--those black motor driven clippers with two different 

heads for them. They also have barber smocks you can wear. I really 

enjoy cutting hair up there--what hair I did cut! The only trouble is, 

you don't get paid for it! The only money you get is maybe once in 

awhile you get a tip from someone. 

The compartment we live in down below is lots better than the 

ship we were on when we came over to the Philippines. It's all air 

conditioned. The racks are only four high and we have wall lockers to 

put our gear in. There's still guys lying all over the floor, though; 

you have to step over 'em every time you walk. We have mattresses for 

the racks--we have linens and a pillow. Every rack has its own little 

reading light, so if you want to stay up and read at night you can. 

There are all kinds of people here on ship. There're Marines, and 

of course sailors, a few army guys, and a few Air Force. They have 

Vietnamese Marines on board, they have advisors to the Vietnamese from 

the Marine Corps; they also are going to have some press people 

aboard--press and newspaper. 

Here this morning I had to go down in one of the ward rooms and 

clean up one of the "heads" down there. I was down on my hands and 

knees scrubbin' the deck with a brush. They said they were going to 

make that a "powder room" for the "lady press people"--I hope they 

enjoy their "powder room" 'cause it's nice and clean now. 

They announced about an hour ago that the Commandant of the Vietnamese 

Marine Corps just came aboard. I don't know what he's aboard for, or 

how long. 

Before we left the Philippines we were on ship about three days, 

and the day before we left Cardinal Spellman came aboard and gave 

about a ten minute talk, then he left. He was touring the Philippines 

on his way back from Vietnam to New York. 
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I'm just about to run out of tape, I'm recording this on the fast 

speed. 

I had some music on this tape and I forgot to slow it down when I 

started recording. I hope everyone is fine back there, and I hope you 

had a real nice time back home in Indiana for Christmas. I think maybe 

I'd better quit now and go down below and see what's happening, We 

might be having a formation coming up here pretty quick, so all you 

take care and be good, and you'll be hearing 

from me when I get back off the operation. Good-bye now. 
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Fifth taped letter 

After Operation "Deckhouse V" Back on-board the ship Iwo-Jima 

January 15, 1967 

Well, hello. This is Sunday the 15th. We just got back from the 

operation here about two hours ago. We had mail call and I got two of 

your letters, one from Cathy, and this tape that I'm using now. 

The first thing I did when I got back on ship was to take a shower and 

put on clean clothes 'cause I was sure DIRTY. I was going to go to 

chow but there's a great big chow line. I think the whole battalion is 

on here right now. Usually before, we only had three companies on 

here. This hangar deck is quite a mess, there's gear laying all over--

guys packs and rifles and stuff and guys sleeping all over the place. 

It's pretty quiet right now, everybody is just all wore out, most of 

'em are sleeping. 

To start telling you about the operation--I can't remember what 

day we went in--I think it was the seventh. We got up at three in the 

morning and started getting our ammunition and everything up here on 

the hangar deck, and getting in our helo teams. It really didn't 

bother me too much about going "in country" until we got on the 

helicopter and I saw the crew chief--he is the guy that sets at the 

machine gun. He opened up the machine gun and put live ammunition in 

it, and I knew this is the "real thing"--we were going in! 

We flew in and landed in a rice patty. There wasn't any rice in 

it--it was just all mud. As soon as we stepped off of the helicopters 

we sunk in the mud "boot-top-high." We stood around the LZ (Landing 

Zone) for about two hours, and then we moved out about two hundred 

meters from it. 

Second platoon of Delta company, they "skated" this whole 

operation--they didn't do hardly a thing and I'm glad of it. We were 

security for artillery batteries all the time. We ran a few patrols, 

but not too many. 

The second day we were there, my squad went out on a patrol and 

it was out through a swamp. We were in mud just about knee deep all 

the time. It was all mud, and real thick undergrowth--about eight feet 

high, and real little rivers 
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all over the place that we had to cross. Some were over our heads and 

we had to use a rope to get across them. Once in awhile we would sink 

in mud waist deep and we'd get stuck and have to have somebody pull us 

out. We went through this one great big rice paddie and it had holes 

we'd step in up to our necks. This real little guy I told you about in 

our squad that's only five foot two--he went under a few times and we 

had to pull him up. 

We didn't see any action except on about the third day. We were 

right beside a vill. There's little vills all over the place. There 

are no towns--just maybe 6 or 7 huts make up a vill. There are no 

stores around, they get their own food and survive themselves. 

In this vill, about 200 meters from our position where we had 

security for first artillery battery, a sniper started "dinging" at a 

helicopter. We started to run a patrol over to that vill and the 

sniper started "dinging" at us so we started chasing him through the 

vill. There was this great big river right beside the vill, about 150 

meters across, and we were in a pretty open space in this vill chasing 

the sniper when about ten VC opened up at us from on the other side of 

the river. I hit the deck right in an open space--there wasn't any 

cover around me anywhere. I could hear the rounds "zinging” over my 

head--they'd just go zoom! zoom! zoom! Just like that! Sgt. Morgan 

told me to get over there behind the dike with my team leader, Skee. 

So I got up...ran over there...j u s t like John Wayne...jumped in the 

water, fell down behind this dike and started "shooting away." We 

couldn't see what we were shootin' at though, but we were sure putting 

out the lead at 'em! Of course, they were pouring it back at us, too! 

They called in artillery on those "Gooks" across the river, and after 

that they quit firing--we don't know what happened. Then we went on in 

and finished the patrol. 

The day after that, we were setting on the edge of our fox holes, 

around in position, and a sniper started "dinging" at us. He only shot 

about three or four rounds. We were at that position for about five 

days and then we pulled out, the artillery pulled out, too. Everybody 

was out of that place except about 
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five or six guys, and snipers started up on 'em all over the place. We 

weren't there at the time. I guess one of the helicopters blew one of 

the snipers away. 

We went to another position with first artillery. We were there 

for one day. The only thing we did was go on a night ambush. Then we 

moved out on the beach. We did all this moving by helicopters, we 

didn't hump any--second platoon was very fortunate. We went right out 

on the beach, and we climbed on amtracks and rode down the beach about 

two miles and set up security for amtracks--they 

had some big cannons on the amtracks. We were there for one day--

nothing happened there. Then we came back on ship today. 

I think they killed about 15 "Gooks." They destroyed a lot of 

rice, and a couple of companies captured a lot of hospital supplies. 

They didn't find any factories or anything--they said most of them had 

moved out. 

Bravo Company got hit bad. This Terry Rennaker I told you about--

he's in Bravo, he got "dinged" two times (he got wounded). He got hit 

once in the arm and once in the finger. He said they were out on a 

nine man patrol walking through this vill and they got ambushed. They 

got on the radio and called for his platoon and if his platoon had 

been ten minutes later, they'd all been wiped out! There were about 30 

Gooks and they were hard-core. He said it was pretty bad. Five of his 

men got killed and twenty got wounded in that battle. When his nine 

man patrol got hit they were really pinned down--the Gooks really 

thought they had 'em. He said they got up out of their fox holes and 

started laughin' at 'em, and this one wounded guy--wounded Marine 

lying on the ground--a Gook came up and tried to steal his weapon off 

of him, but somebody on a machine gun blew the Gook away. 

We usually set around just about all day and slept, unless we 

went out on patrol. We had our shirts off most the time--it was pretty 

hot. The weather was real nice, it never did rain. The only time we 

got wet was when we went out walking through the swamps. I got quite a 

tan--I'm pretty dark--I'm so dark the hair on my arms is all bleached 

out. 

At night we'd have to stand lines; we'd be up two hours on watch, 

sleep two 
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hours, up two hours on watch--so we never did get much sleep at night. 

Once in awhile we'd go out on an ambush for three hours at night, or 

we'd alternate night patrols and LPs (Listening posts) between squads 

every night. If you got an LP you went about a hundred meters out in 

front of your lines (about four guys) and you just stood watch out 

there. If you heard anything or saw anything you came back and warned 

everybody--it's just an early warning system is all it is. 

The country we went into was all rice paddies--it was all flat 

and full of rivers, water all over the place. There would just be a 

little patch of water with a dike around it. From the air it looks 

like just a bunch of squares. 

There's no towns—just a lot of little thatched huts with a dirt 

floor, and over in the corner they'll have a little fire where they do 

their cooking. They're real dirty--I don't see how they stand to live. 

The beds are just a platform built up off the ground about three feet 

with a wooden plank to sleep on. About every hooch would have a little 

hammock they had woven out of weeds and stuff. They were pretty 

comfortable. The people all wore black pajamas. We never saw any men--

all we saw were women and children. If we saw a man we would take him 

prisoner, he'd be a suspected VC--we only saw 4 or 5 of them. Pigs and 

chickens were running all over the place, and they lived in the 

hooches with them. 

When we'd move into a position, we'd run all the people out of 

their hooches and we'd take over the hooches and live in 'em. We'd 

just tear "heck out of 'em," and before we'd leave, we'd burn 'em. 

We'd burn the rice stacks, and as soon as we'd set fire to them, 

they'd come running along right behind us tryin' to beat 'em out, but 

those hooches--they just go up quick as heck--they're real dry. 

Once a helicopter came down and landed close to a hooch and almost 

blew the thing over, and an ol' lady came out just raisin' heck, just 

carrying on. I don't know "what the heck" she was sayin' but she was 

really carrying on 'cause the hooch almost got blown down! 

At night there was artillery fire going on all night. Most of it was 

from ships off shore, you could hear the explosions, see the flash and 

every once in awhile you could hear the shell going over your head.

 It was just a "big ol' 
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whistle" and you thought sure it was going to hit you, but it would 

land about a mile away. It was just a "big ol' boom!" 

A couple of days two airplanes were bombing the heck out of 

something about a half mile from us. You could see the bombs falling--

they were so close. The ground would shake when they hit. These planes 

have machine guns on them that shoot about a hundred rounds a second, 

and when they shoot that thing it's just a 

big ol' werrrrrrrrrrrr - just like that. When it goes off there's no 

"rat-tat-tat" to it or anything--it sure puts out the firepower. 

 One vill we went into to set up a position, the day before 

yesterday, they blew heck out of it the night before. The hooches were 

blown all over the place. There were big ol' holes in the ground where 

the bombs had hit--it was sure a mess! That was right around the area 

where Bravo Company got ambushed real bad, but we didn't get any 

sniper fire or anything around that area. 

Everybody was sure a mess when they came back in. You couldn't 

believe how DIRTY they were--no shaves. and everybody was dog-tired! I 

hear we're going up towards Saigon to drop some people off, then we're 

going back up to Okinawa--for I don't know how long. The word is that 

when we go back to Vietnam, we are going up to the DMZ close to the 

Cambodian border, so we might catch a "lot of stuff" up there. 

When we came back on board ship today, they had a band playing 

for us and a big sign up, "Welcome Back 1-9." They had Kool-Aid and 

hot coffee for us, which we sure drank that stuff up. I'm sure looking 

forward to my first hot meal here, if this chow line ever gets down. 

We only had two meals a day out there--that's all they issued us. 

These artillery batteries we're with, they sure "skate." They get 

three meals a day. They take all kinds of gear out in the field with 

'em to sleep. They pitch tents--they even started taking baths in the 

rice paddies, but not us "grunts"--we just get a kick out of gettin, 

dirty all the time. We just see how DIRTY we can get! 

I really enjoyed this tape I just got of every one talking on it--

Grandma, Gordons and all those people. Sure glad everybody had a nice 

time. It sure 
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sounds like David’s really had a ball, and I'm glad they did! Sounded 

like Sherrie had a real good time in the snow, too,--can't wait to get 

back there to see her! 

There's still guys coming in from the helicopters--there're two 

guys going down below now, they got all their gear and they're dirty 

and scroungie, and all worn out. A lot of guys didn't even get to fire 

their rifle. I think that fire fight I was in was the only action 

Second Platoon had--that was the only action Delta Company had, 

really. 

Oh yes, my camera got ruined. When we went through all that water 

up to our necks it got full of salt water. All that water in the rice 

paddies is salt water from the ocean. I didn't mind losing the camera, 

it's just that I had some good pictures on it, that "bugs me"--some of 

the hooches and stuff. I'll see if I can't pick up another camera--a 

little Instamatic when we get back to Okinawa. 

You can tell Gordon these here "swabbies"--they sure "skate" on this 

ship. They set nine miles off-shore, and they get the same pay we get 

when we're in there living in the dirt and filth and gettin, shot at 

and everything. A lot of these guys don't think they should get the 

same pay we do, but I guess there is nothing we can do about it. Maybe 

I should have joined the Navy! 

Some of the guys in my platoon were sure glad to be back aboard 

ship, 'cause that's the last time they'll ever see Vietnam! They'll be 

going home as soon as we get back to Okinawa and I'm sure happy for 

'em! 
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January 18, 1967 Wednesday 

(On their way back to Okinawa) 

Hi 

Not much going on board. About half the guys are sea sick. One of 

the sailors said the ship is rocking up and down 40 ft. When you walk 

into the head you about fall down from the smell (everybody getting 

sick). 

Monday we pulled into Saigon Harbor for awhile. I don't know what 

for. We are on our way back to Okinawa now and they say now that we 

are going to Phu Bai when we go back in country. 

Here are some of the things I forgot to tell you about the operation. 

Do you remember the actor, Glenn Ford? He is a Lt. Commander in the 

Navy and he was out in the field with us one day. 

One of the Platoons had to sleep in the swamp one night so a lot of 

them bad to stay in trees and every once in awhile someone would fall 

out and you would hear a big splash and somebody would start cussing. 

About that time everybody would break out laughing. 

There were a lot of big red ants all over and whenever you would 

set down they would crawl all over you and could they bite! 

The beaches are something! When the tide goes out it goes out about 

one-half mile. About two miles out you can still see sand bars in the 

water. The water is real muddy too. When we were coming back to the 

ship by helicopter we were about six miles out and the muddy water 

ended and the water was blue. It was a real break too, the muddy water 

stopped just like that and the blue started just like somebody had 

drawn a line. 

We got paid Tuesday and I got $147. 

That's about all for now. Oh yes, I am cutting hair for 50¢ now. 

Love, Mark      
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Sixth taped letter 

January 24, 1967 

Well hello. This is Tuesday the 24th, we're back in Okinawa now, 

we got here yesterday afternoon. The Iwo Jima pulled into the bay here 

and we came in by boat. 

We're living in barracks just like we were before except we don't 

have any racks to sleep in--we gotta' sleep on cots. And we don't have 

any hot water yet--and no Coke machines--we just haven't got the 

luxuries we had in the other barracks when we were here before. 

We were really glad to get off the ship; even though it was a 

real nice one we were getting kind of tired being cramped up all the 

time and not doing anything--we just laid around all day and slept, 

except me...I'd go up in the barber shop and cut hair every afternoon 

from about 2:00 to 4:00. They usually tipped us about 50c, so I made 

about five or six dollars every day, which was pretty good. 

I was just listening to one of your tapes and you asked me where 

I got my hair cut. Well, there's a guy in first platoon here in this 

company, from Illinois, up near Chicago. He's been cutting hair about 

four years--he gives a real decent hair cut--so that's who cuts mine. 

There were about three other white barbers on the ship, and the rest 

were black. 

I told you about the ship rocking all the time, you just couldn't 

imagine how that thing would rock. One of the sailors said we were 

going up and down twenty feet. The barber shop is clear up in the 

front end of the ship and it's really something cuttin' hair up there! 

Boy!...you just get thrown all over the place--here I thought it was 

rough chasm' those little kids all over the chair to cut their hair, 

but after workin' in that shop on ship, I think they'll be a "breeze" 

to work on any more. 

A lot of guys got seasick all the time, we were in some pretty 

rough water coming back. 

We could stand on the hangar deck and look out the elevator 

doors--they had them open a lot--and every once in awhile a big wave 

would come up and hit the 
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side of the ship. It'd just make a great big ol' thud, and the ship 

would even vibrate a little. The water would splash way up in front of 

the hangar door--just a big ol' wall of water--it'd splash clear up on 

the flight deck almost and that's a good ways up there from the water. 

It was really beautiful--watching that water! 

We also had that folk singing group sing for us again (the Navy 

folk singing group) and the band gave another concert. The band on the 

ship is led by a chaplain--he's a Lt. Commander in the Navy--and he's 

quite a guy. They had three chaplains on the ship all the time; a 

Jewish chaplain, a Catholic, and a Protestant. The Protestant chaplain 

was really some guy, he was just like one of the boys. Every time he'd 

talk to you he'd put his hand on your shoulder and everything--he was 

just like a real buddy, everybody liked him real well. 

Every day they had Catholic confessions and in the morning they 

had morning devotions in the crews lounge, and once in awhile in the 

evenings they'd have a Bible study class. 

That tape I recorded right after the operation--that's the only 

reel I had and I had a lot to say and didn't get it all on there, like 

Glen Ford being out in the field with us one day (he's a Lt. Commander 

in the Navy now), and about the red ants all the time biting us and 

one of the platoons spending the night out in the mangrove swamps 

sleeping in trees. Once in awhile one of the guys would fall out in 

the swamp and you'd here a big splash and he'd get up and start 

cussin' and the other guys would start /laughin'--that wasn't our 

platoon--that was the 5th platoon. 

On the ship they had a real big sick bay, they brought all the 

wounded back to the Iwo Jima. They had two surgical rooms and they had 

the only surgical team in the Pacific fleet on ship--they even had a 

neuro surgeon. 

We lost six men in that operation--six men were killed. 

We got mail today, the first time in about a month except one 

mail call on ship right after the operation. Someone said they had two 

six ton trucks loaded with bags of mail, so we got a slew of mail! I 

got three Sports Illustrated 
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and a lot of newspapers, five tape recordings (one from David)--let's 

see, what else did I get? I don't know how many letters from you--six 

or seven, three of them had pictures in. I got two letters from Myrna 

Way--Oh yeah!--Myrna sent me a can of fudge and some fruit cake. That 

was the best fruit cake I've ever had, it was real delicious! I'll 

have to write her and thank her for that. I really enjoyed listening 

to the tape from Davids. it was very nice. I got the knife David sent 

me. I was really glad because it came in handy when I was on the 

operation. 

The water along the beach, where we were security for the 

amtracks, is real muddy and shallow. It looks like the Mississinewa 

River and even dirtier. When we were going back to the ship by 

helicopter you could see where the muddy water leaves off from the 

tide coming out, and the blue water starts. It was just like somebody 

drew a line there--it was something to see! 

When we got back on ship we had to get rid of all our ammunition-

-I had one hand grenade in my pocket, I didn't remember having it in 

there and when I reached down in my pocket and pulled it out the only 

thing that came out was the explosive part--and I held it up and 

looked at it and thought, "MYGOSH!...WHAT THE HECKS HAPPENED TO IT!!" 

The firing pin and the spoon and the firing shaft had come unscrewed 

from it and was still down in my pocket. It kinda' scared me at 

first...but it was harmless--it couldn't hurt you because the firing 

cap was out of it. But it was just the thought of it. Like there it 

was fallin' apart, you know, what the heck! 

The next morning the ship had rifle inspection. It took us about 

half a day to clean up our rifles--to get all the mud and rust off of 

them. They were just filthy! 

We got paid when we were on ship. I got $147.00, some guys got 

two and three hundred dollars (those with more rank). There was a lot 

of gambling going on after we got paid, one card game had $1,000 in 

the pot at one time. One of the Sgts. won $1,500 playing cards and 

some guys lost everything they had. 

Oh yes! While I was on ship my watch quit running. I think it 

just finally 
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rusted out from being in all the water in those rice paddies. And you 

know my temper--I got mad and threw it on the deck--and it broke! 

The morning we left ship (yesterday morning) my squad cleaned up 

the compartment and you wouldn't believe all the gear that was left 

behind--cartridge belts, full cartridge belts, canteens, flak jackets, 

jungle boots, jungle utilities, helmets, everything--you name it--they 

left it behind. The guys were just too lazy to take them off the ship 

with them, I guess. They thought they could get away without carryin' 

'em and the company captain got pretty mad at 'em. 

While I was cleanin up I found a 104 Instamatic--I got a film in 

it and I'm taking pictures so I'll find out if it works. I don't have 

to buy a camera now. And I also found a Timex watch--now I don't have 

to buy a watch, so I came out pretty good on that deal! 

 We had a big inspection today of all our gear, packs, cartridge 

belts and all that junk, we had to have it displayed. The Captain came 

around to see what gear we were missing and if we had it all cleaned 

up good and everything. My platoon did--we were all squared away in 

good shape! 

I got moved to third squad today--they took me out of first squad 

and put me in third squad. I was awful disappointed about that 'cause 

I got a lot of buddies there in first squad. Now I'll have to start 

running around with third squad guys 'cause I'll be living with them 

and I'll have to get to know 'em and work with 'em. Our squad leader, 

Sgt. Morgan, was really disappointed in losing me--he said he really 

argued and talked fast trying to keep me, but he just couldn't do it. 

I'm still with the platoon and everything--still with the same bunch 

of guys--just a little different clique, more or less, you might say. 

We didn't have liberty last night, we just had base liberty, 

tonight we got off base liberty. I think I'm about the only guy left 

in the squad here tonight. I had fire watch last night and I'm kinda 

tired and wore out so I decided to stay here, listen to all these 

tapes, read my mail, and record a few tapes to you and Davids. 

 

 

 

78 



 I'm setting here on my cot, with the tape recorder on one side 

and listening to the radio (you might be able to hear it in the 

background) and eating the candy Myrna sent me--just more or less 

relaxing. 

Dad, you were telling me about Mike Kendall's fight--I'm glad to 

hear he whipped Svendsen, Svendsen had it comin'. I just hope Mike 

remembers all the little wrestling matches we used to have out there 

beside the barber shop—maybe I taught him a few things he knows. Sure 

sorry to hear he broke his hand, though. Just tell him to next time 

watch what he's hitting! 

That basketball game--I listened to it all the way through but I 

wasn't too enthused about it 'cause I don't know too many of the kids 

anymore so you don't need to send me anymore taped games. 

You said you wanted to know if there was anything else like canned 

foods you could send me. You can send me a lot of canned food. We're 

going back to Vietnam in about 8 or 9 days and you can start sending 

me small cans of fruit cocktail, pineapple, baked beans and franks, or 

anything that you can think of, or find. We'll sure appreciate them 

over there because those C-rations you get sick of after awhile, and 

you don't get hardly any fruit in them. Maybe once in awhile you can 

slip in a package of instant iced tea or Kool-Aid, 'cause we can put 

that in our canteens. 

You told me Norman Kendall died. 1 feel like I should know him, 

but I can't place him right off hand. I've probably cut his hair but I 

can't remember him. 

I sure enjoyed listening to Max on tape. 

We think we know where we are going when we go back to Vietnam. 

The word is now, and it's pretty definite, that we're going to Phu 

Bai. We're going to be security for the air strip there. 

There's a battalion back here right now, 1-4 (first battalion, 

4th Marines) that just got back from Phu Bai, and they said there was 

nothing up there at all hardly, it was just about like being back 

here. They were up there for about a month, and they found 3 or 4 

booby traps. They say we'll be up there for maybe 
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2 months. Then they don't know where we're going. 

You said in one of your letters or on a tape that one lady said 

she heard where the 9th Marines were up at the DMZ. Well, there's more 

than one 9th Marines. We're 1st battalion, and there's also 2nd and 

3rd battalion, I believe. 

One incident I remember when we were on the operation in the 

Delta. We had sniper rounds one evening around 6:00. There were four 

guys settin' in my fox hole, or "our" fox hole I should say--it's only 

big enough for 2 (my fire team leader and myself). One of the fellows 

was making a cup of coffee--and we got 2 sniper rounds. They came 

pretty close to us, we could hear 'em go over our head and whistlen' 

through the air. Soon as they went over, boy!--we just "dove" in that 

hole, you know! It was only big enough for 2 and I dove on top of one 

guy that was settin' in the hole--had my rear end stickin' up in the 

air. I couldn't get down far enough. We were laughing and everything, 

it was kind of funny. We were lying all over each other and the guy 

that was making coffee was trying his "durndest" to keep from spilling 

that coffee and I had my knee in his ribs, but he didn't spill it! One 

of the guys had his knee on the can of heat that he was heating it 

with and burned his knee a little. It was really kind of funny, but we 

didn't get anymore sniper rounds. A couple guys shot 3.5 rocket 

launchers at a hootch out in the direction that the fire came from and 

we didn't get anymore action that night. 

We won't get paid any more while we're here in the Okinawa. 

Dispersing pays us and they don't have any American money to pay us 

with. So they'll pay us when we get on ship with "AMPCS", that's 

"American Military Payment Certificates." It's really just a piece of 

paper that we supplement for American money over seas. We can cash it 

in on the ship or any military base and get American money for it or a 

money order. It's just a form of money we use over here to keep from 

using American currency. (We don't use AMPCS here, just in Vietnam). 

They say if the Communists get a hold of it they can cash it in for 

gold. 

Tonight I'm too tired to go on liberty so I'm going to rest up 

and go out tomorrow night. Just about all the guys are gone tonight. 

Last night we could go over to the club and a lot of the guys got 

pretty well "wiped out" over there. 
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I haven't seen Terry Rennaker yet, they just got back in today, I 

believe. I imagine his arm is all right now. When he was on ship it 

was in pretty good shape. I saw his finger--it looked pretty chewed 

up. It had 4 or 5 stitches in it and was pretty sore, but it didn't 

bother him any. I imagine I'll see him here on the island before we go 

back. 

I was reading in the newspaper you sent me about the operation. 

They sure made a big thing out of it. I couldn't believe how it was 

publicized. They really "blew it up" and made it sound like a big 

thing, and we were really getting into a lot of trouble down there. 

But really, it didn't amount to anything, it was just a waste of time, 

we thought! We didn't find anything down there. They heard we were 

coming in and they all pulled out! 

I just looked under my cot here, I've got all my 782 gear lying 

under there and it's all torn apart. I had to take apart my cartridge 

belt and everything, it's quite a chore getting it all back together. 

I've got my cartridge belt so full that I have to get everything just 

right or it won't all fit on there. I'll have to do that tomorrow 

morning and get everything all squared away and put back together. 

I got the Playboy today, I looked through it pretty good and gave 

it to one of the other fellows. I don't know where it is right now, 

it's floatin, around here somewhere, someone's gettin' enjoyment out 

of it. I'll go lookin' for it tomorrow and I'll find it around here 

somewhere! 

I got a bunch of letters to read and I want to record a letter to 

Davids yet tonight. It's 8:15 now, and when I get that done I'll 

probably "hit the rack." 

I'm really amazed to hear that all the fellows at the barber shop 

enjoy hearing these tapes. Since they enjoy them so much I'll really 

try to describe everything better, if I can. There's sure some sights 

over here and I'd like for everybody to be able to see them but I know 

they can't so I'll see if I can't bring them all back home by tape. 

Well, I'm running out of things to talk about. I'm all the time 

jottin' down notes of things to say and I had a whole page full of 

notes that I've  
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talked about so I guess I'll sign off now and you'll probably hear 

from me again in 3 or 4 days 'cause I've got quite a few tapes here 

that I've got to send back to you, so I'll be seeing you. Bye now.                

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

82 



Seventh taped letter 

January 27,1967 

Well, hello, this is Friday, the 27th,7:30 in the evening. I was 

going to write a letter but I have two extra reels of tape so I 

decided I might as well use them and record a letter. I don't think 

I'll get a whole tape filled, maybe not even this one side, but this 

is what the recorders are for, to send letters back and forth. 

Right now I'm sitting here in the barracks drinking Coke with 

"sake" in it. One of the fellows here got a bottle of it and a case of 

Cokes. I'm not crazy about it, it doesn't taste too good with Coke, I 

don't know how it is straight. I'm scared to drink the stuff! 

Terry Rennaker was over here to see me this evening and we went 

over to the club and ate supper together. I told him about the letter 

I got from you and he said you had sent him one. I told him his wife 

was informed that two men in his squad were killed and two men 

wounded. That just shows you how much the Marine Corps is all messed 

up--they got that all screwed up. There were five men wounded in that 

ambush that he was in, no one was killed. There were six men killed in 

the operation but none in the incident he was in. He said his wife was 

informed that he was shot in the leg, also. 

I've talked to him a little about that ambush. He said his rifle 

stock got all chewed up by bullets and it was a good thing too, or 

he'd got shot in the back about five times. I guess they just filled 

his rifle stock full of rounds. He also said they were so close to 

them that they were throwing hand grenades back and forth at each 

other under handed, said he never wanted to go through that again! 

I've got new batteries for this recorder and I hope this tape 

comes out better than the last one. I take the batteries out after 

using it to keep them from corroding. 

Yesterday and today I got three more letters from you. I think 

I've got all 

* sake -- a Japanese alcoholic beverage made from fermented rice. 
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the pictures you've sent, taken at Christmas. The pictures taken in 

the Philippines and on board ship, I'm going to write what they are on 

the back of them and send them back to you. If you want these other 

pictures you tell me and I'll send them back. I'll keep them in my sea 

bag but they MIGHT get ruined. 

In the mail today I got a letter from Grandma and a Christmas 

card from Don, Martha Bell and Max. I want you to thank them (it was 

late getting here, I don't know why). I got a letter and a school 

picture from Patty Bisig which was very nice--she looks real good. 

She's got real long hair now, really lookin' "tough!" 

I got another letter from Myrna too, she's been writing quite 

often. I'll have to answer it and thank her for that candy and fruit 

cake--it sure was good! Oh yes, I got that can of cookies you sent 

that you always get from one of your customers. 

They sure are good. They're a little crushed and mashed but 

they're sure good! Another kind of canned food I've thought of that 

you can send me is little cans of Chef-Boy-ar-Dee spaghetti and meat 

balls and Ravioli, but don't start sending them until I tell you to 

'cause I don't want them until I get "in country." Maybe once in 

awhile you could put in a Twinkle or Hostess cup cake too. 

 Night before last (Wednesday) we had s 24 hour liberty. We took 

off at 10:00 in the morning and we could stay out all night. I took 

off about ll:00 and went in to Kin Village about 15 miles from here. I 

walked around just most of the day. Things didn't start happening 

until about 7:00 at night when everybody started hittin' the bars. I 

got in about 4:00 the next morning. When I got back here there wasn't 

a blanket on my rack--someone had taken it. I got it back the next 

morning. I thought someone had stolen it but they just borrowed it. I 

got kind of chilly without a blanket so finally I got tired of being 

cold and I took my mattress off my cot and put it on top of me and 

used it as a blanket. It's one of those little two inch thin things 

like we used to have on our beds at church camp. 

Yesterday our platoon had guard duty. We had to go down to White 

Beach to the pier where we got on and off the ship when we went to 

Vietnam. The battalion has a lot of gear stored down there on the 

beach and we had to guard that. 
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Right down there beside where we have it stored is about four or 

five huts or homes where Okinawains live (right beside the road) and 

they're Communists. Out in front they've got all kinds of Communist 

flags--about 15 of them flying--and all kinds of propaganda signs like 

"Yankee go home" and "stop taking our land" and all kinds of stuff. We 

almost ran a "search and destroy mission" over there last night. We 

wanted to go over and steal their flags but we didn't, guys have tried 

it before. 

This morning we went to another Marine base camp down there to 

eat chow in their chow hall. It's all Military Police there (MPs) and 

you wouldn't believe the chow they have there. We were going through 

the line and came up to where they were fixing eggs, and I couldn't 

believe it. The cook that was frying them said, "What do you want, 

hard egg, soft egg, or scrambled?" I took a soft egg and the guy 

behind me said he wanted an egg omelet, and he said, "I want cheese on 

it, no onion, no peppers, and no meat'" and I couldn't believe that! 

Hot! In our mess hall you either get scrambled eggs which aren't even 

"all fried" yet or either you get all hard eggs--you don't have a 

choice! It just goes to show you how poorly we grunts live, we get all 

the rotten stuff! 

That last Playboy you sent me--I took the center fold picture out 

of it and put it on my wall locker. The other guys around here have a 

lot of "pin-ups" around, I think mine is about the favorite one--"Miss 

January." Everybody stops and drools at her every time they walk by my 

locker. 

That new knife David sent me--I carry it in my shirt pocket now. 

I've got a shoe string tied on it and tied to the button hole and I 

keep the shoe string inside my pocket so I can't loose it. 

Another guy around here has been using my tape recorder quite a 

bit. He's been getting tapes in the mail and he answers them and sends 

them back. 

I sent another roll of film in and when you get the pictures send 

them back to me so we can see them, and I'll write some notes on the 

back of them to tell you what they are then I'll send them back to 

you. And don't put your address on the next film mailers you send. 

I'll put mine on them so the pictures will come 
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to me then I'll send them to you to keep there. 

These new barracks we stay in here at "Schwab" are even closer to 

the ocean than the other ones were. You can walk out the back door of 

my barracks and the beach is less than 50 feet away. Off to the side 

of the barracks here is "Camp Schwab" that's out on a peninsula--it 

sticks out there in the ocean. 

 Today is another big day for me in the Marine Corps, I made Lance 

Corporal today! You are eligible for it in four months and I made it 

in four months. I had pro and con marks of 4.6 and 4.7 out of a 

possible 5 points and that is very high. Usually if you get in 4.4 or 

4.5 that's real good. I don't know how I did so well though! Just 

keeping my mouth shut and doing what I'm told, I guess! Then after six 

months I'll be eligible for Corporal. Over here you can make it in 

four or five months and I'm sure going to try. My Lance Corporal isn't 

official yet. I have to get a warrant--that's a certificate that says 

I'm a Lance Corporal and I haven't gotten it yet so don't start 

addressing my letters L/Cpl until I tell you to. They said I'm 

supposed to get that warrant the 1st of February. I think I'll get 

about a $20 raise. 

There's also a "skuttlebutt" going around here that combat pay 

went up.  I don't know if it's true or not. I think this is pretty 

true, though, they say we only get a 20 day leave now when we go home 

because they need replacements in the United States for men who are 

coming to Vietnam. 

Well, I just took a shower and I'm getting ready to hit the rack 

now, and I just remembered I got an "Upper Room" from Mrs. Wayne 

Renbarger and a Sunday School Class at church. I can't remember what 

class it was, you probably know. 

 We're still getting a lot of back mail. They said they sent it to 

us in the Philippines and we had already gone. Then they sent it to 

Saigon, and part of it to Phu Bai, so it's scattered all over the Far 

East and we'll probably be awhile getting all of it. 

There're two records that're real popular here in Okinawa, they 

play them all the time on the radio. One of them is "Georgia Girl" and 

the other one is supposed to be an imitation of Bobby Kennedy--it's 

pretty funny, really. I wonder if you've 
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heard it there in the States. 

Tomorrow night I think I'll make a tape and send to Davids. I got 

one tape left. 

That's all I have now so I think I'll call it quits on this tape. 

I'll see you now. Bye. 
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Eighth taped letter 

January 29, 31, 1967 (Sunday, Tuesday) 

Some of Marks buddies started talking in this letter...   

Lee Fair from Cincinnati, Ohio (he was razzing Mark about his haircuts 

and pictures of his family. etc.) 

Ray Boar from Yonkers, New York (he read a poem he had written) 

Tony Martenis (he said Mark might be a "John Wayne Jr.") 

You said you wanted to hear some of the boys talk and you just 

did. I hope Ray didn't get a little "too carried away for you." 

I got your last tape yesterday and I'll try to answer all the 

questions you asked. 

We had to wear our flak jackets when we went out on patrol, 

that's the only time we had to wear them. 

And about that fire fight we were in--I just ran a straight line 

when I went for that dike, just the quickest way to get there! The 

dike was around a paddie so I had to jump down in the water and lay 

down in the water and look up over the dike to fire. The guy right 

beside me--the firing pin in his rifle broke and he was pretty mad 

about that because he couldn't shoot, so he crawled over beside me and 

started loading my magazines for me while I shot. The VC that we were 

shooting at were across the river. We couldn't see them but I think 

they could see us because the rounds were coming awful close. As soon 

as we got hit, our Lieutenant that was with us on the patrol called in 

artillery and in about four minutes they were "blowing the heck" out 

of the other side of the river with artillery. The river was about 100 

meters wide. 

I heard about the trouble that Bravo Company had when we were on 

the operation but I didn't know Terry was in it. I didn't think about 

him being in Bravo Company at the time. As soon as I got back on ship 

(no more than five minutes) I saw Terry. He looked kind of pale and I 

asked him what was wrong and he told me he got hit two times. He's 

fine now and he's going back "in country" with us. He was only on the 

hospital ship (Iwo Jima) about three days and then he went back to 
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his own ship. 

And by the way, I just found out about an hour ago that we are 

leaving Tuesday to go back to Vietnam. I heard we are going on a 30 

day operation before we go to the base, but I'm not sure about that. 

I'll tell you more as soon as I can find out. 

There are twelve men in a squad and there were two squads on that 

patrol when we got ambushed. There are three squads in a platoon 

(there're about 40 men in a platoon), four platoons in a company and 

four companies in a battalion. 

Your envelopes and cans of goodies get here all right--there's 

nothing wrong with them. The envelopes might be bent up a little but 

not too much, they're okay. 

I was sure surprised to hear about Stella going to get married to 

Ronnie Karnes. I know Ronnie and she's known him for a long time. He's 

in the Army, I believe, and he came home on leave and I think that's 

one reason she wrote me the "Dear John" letter 'cause he was back 

home. 

We don't lose any squad leaders or officers back here by 

rotation, yet. Like they told Sgt. Morgan that he wouldn't be going 

back for a long time, yet. 

 We've had two over-night liberties since we've been back here in 

Okinawa, one Thursday night and last night and I've taken both of 

them. I'm just about broke now, I think I've got about $4 left. I 

decided since this would be our last liberty I might as well go out 

and blow just about all of it and I think everybody else did the same. 

I'm on fire watch right now from 10:00 to 12:00 (it's 10:00 and 

the lights just went out). Quite a few of the guys went over to the 

club tonight and they're starting to come back now and just like 

always, they're pretty well intoxicated again! 

The first day we had over-night liberty I went into town about 

10:00 in the morning and the first thing I did was go to a barber shop 

and get a shampoo, a mudpack facial and a massage. I got a complete 

body massage with the hand vibrator and altogether it cost $2.25 for 

everything. They do a good job, too. They give you a good shampoo and 

a real good massage. It was a lady barber that 
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did it. I just walked around town the rest of the afternoon and then 

in the evening I started hittin' the bars. Last night I went into town 

about 6:00 and started hittin' the bars and I didn't get in until 

early this morning. 

I recorded a tape to Davids and I'll send it out tomorrow with 

this one. It was a little half reel, I didn't say a whole lot, just 

rambled on, mostly. 

I was sure surprised to hear about Oak Hill loosing so many games, 

especially that one with Northwestern. I can't figure out what "in the 

heck" Huffman's strategy was leaving Steve down at the other end of 

the court all the time. 

It's been kind of chilly here the last few days. It's been rainy and 

misty today and cold enough that we need a jacket. 

I've been in the barracks all day--there wasn't anything to do if 

I'd gone out and I only have about $4. The only time I went out was to 

go to morning chow and afternoon chow. I've been laying around all 

afternoon, talking to the guys and listening to the radio. I wrote a 

letter to Myrna Way. I had trouble writing it, couldn't think of 

anything to say but I finally squeezed out a page and a half. 

I think I'll call it quits on this tonight and I'll talk to you 

tomorrow. 

 Well, I'm back again! This is Tuesday. I didn't think I was going 

to be able to finish this. I was planning on finishing it Monday but I 

got up Monday morning and they told us we were leaving Tuesday and 

told me I had guard duty and had 45 minutes to pack all my gear and 

get on the truck to come down here on the beach to stand guard. I 

thought I might be able to finish it down here on guard duty but when 

we got down here we had to leave our sea bags one place and go stand 

guard another place so this is the first chance I've had to get in my 

sea bag. 

We've just got aboard ship here--we were one of the last to come 

aboard from off guard. This time on guard we had to sleep down on the 

beach all night in a big ol' tent which was pretty cold! We had about 

200 candles that we got out of a supply tent next to us and we set up 

half the night burning them which   
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warmed us up some. 

They haven't told us yet where we are going, they just said it 

was going to be cold where we're going and they gave us some small 

camouflage blankets to take with us. 

I hope this tape gets out in tonight's mail; if it doesn't, I 

doubt if it goes out for three or four days 'cause we're pulling out 

pretty shortly so I'm going to try to hurry up and get it in the mail. 

I just wanted to let you know I'm aboard ship now and I don't 

know if I'll be able to use the recorder much more or not but I will 

if I can. If it gets to the point where I can't use it for a long 

period of time I'll let you know, but until then you keep sending 

tapes, but not a whole lot 'cause I wouldn't want to get stuck with a 

whole lot of tapes and I couldn't use them. And don't start sending 

that food until I tell you to. 

That's about all I have for right now so you'll be hearing from 

me here pretty shortly, I hope. I'll tell you what's going on, if I 

can, so I'll see you now, Bye, bye 
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February 3, 1967 

(On board ship) 

Hi 

I am still a P.F.C. They told me that I made L/CPL but when 

promotions 

came out I didn't make it. Maybe next month. 

We are still on ship and won't get off until Sunday. As far as I 

know we are still going to Phu Bai but I don't know what we are going 

to do. You better not send any more tapes. I hate to say that because 

you have spent so much money on the recorders and Davids haven't had 

much of a chance to use theirs but I can't take mine into the field 

with me. 

You can start sending the food I told you I would like to have. 

You can send a little box about every two weeks or ten days. Better 

make that every two weeks. I don't want to get too much and not be 

able to eat it. 

 The ship is just like the one we went to the Philippines on. It 

was built in 1943 and it got a purple heart in WW II, so it has just 

about seen its days. 

Terry made L/CPL but he's been in longer than I have. 

I don't think I'll be able to write like I have been because we 

are going to be in country from now on, so tell Grandma and Gordons 

that I won't be able to write like I have been. 

I am sending this tax form home because I don't know what it's 

for. 

 When the new "Upper Rooms" come out send me one. I really enjoy 

reading them. 

That's about all for now. 

Love Mark 

 

 

 

 

 

 

92 



 

February 6, 1967 Monday (At Phu Bai) 

Hi 

We just had another mail call and I got the peanut brittle, 

Knight and the milk shake. Sorry to say, I can't use the milk shake. 

We don't have milk here at the chow hall, just Cool-ade. 

They just told us "Sparrowhawk" is going out tomorrow. They don't 

think  it will be for more than a day. I hope not. 

The guys sure like the Knight magazine. 

I also got a nice letter from Catherine Rundio. 

I'm sure glad to see they're putting a roof on our out-house out 

here in back. 

I am going to send the pictures back. I don't have anyplace to 

keep them. That's all for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. That ice storm sure did make a mess. I hope everybody can get it 

cleaned up real soon but somebody will let it go for a long time. 
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February 6, 1967 

(Note: He does not tell us the date this letter was taped but we 

received a written letter dated Friday, the 3rd, stating they would be 

getting off ship on Sunday, the 5th. This letter states they arrived 

yesterday, so we assume that this was taped on Monday, February 6.) 

Ninth taped letter. 

Well, hello! Here I am again using the tape recorder. Seems like 

every time I record a tape I tell you this will probably be the last 

one I'll be able to make. but--I don't know--seems like I always get 

another one in somehow. But time's getting pretty short before we go 

out in the field again--this may be the last one for sure. They said 

within two or three days we'd get a tent to store our sea bags in and 

I think we have to leave them there. 

We're at Phu Bai now at the air base. We got here yesterday 

afternoon. We got off ship yesterday morning and came in by boats. The 

boat ride was really  beautiful coming into Hue. We came up a channel, 

or river. When we first got into the channel (which was pretty wide) 

there were a lot of small fishing boats all around (Vietnamese 

fishing) and a lot of sand dunes and pine trees. As we came on up the 

channel farther there were still fishing boats all along. They had big 

nets sticking up out of the water. I guess they let 'em down when high 

tide came in to catch fish. 

There were some larger boats on the river that people lived in, 

they had those little rounded roofs on them for shelter. Every once in 

awhile a channel boat would come along with people just "jam packed" 

on it, hanging out of the windows and doors, and all kinds of bicycles 

stuck on top, and when it'd go by the people would wave and yell, at 

us. 

All along the river there were homes and they weren't just 

"hooches" either. A lot of them were nice stucco homes. There were all 

kinds of vines and big green plants--Mother, I think you'd like to 

have a lot of those plants in your living room, they were really 

beautiful. 

Every once in awhile there would be a sea wall along the canal, 

and all along 
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the canal they had steps that came right down into the water and there 

were always people out there washing their clothes on the steps. 

You see a lot of men around here and there's a lot of kids--

especially real little kids, I imagine maybe one or two years old. 

They are running all over the place, and they don't wear any pants or 

anything, just a shirt. They're bare from the waist down. 

And the girls!!! They are really good lookin' down here, I tell 

you! -- They sure got some good lookin' girls. 

When we came into Hue it looked just like an American town. They 

have light poles all over the place, electric wires strung, all stucco 

houses, no thatched hooches or anything like that--not until you get 

outside of town and into the country. 

We got off the boats at a little city park. It had a little 

fountain in the middle of it, and we waited around there for about two 

hours for trucks. Just across the street from where we were there were 

big apartment buildings. I don't know whether American service men 

lived in them or what, but they were sure beautiful. There were 

sailors walking up and down the street all the time. I guess they just 

got off work, they were drinking beer and everything. They sure got it 

rough over here, boy, I tell you! They get as much money as we do and 

they drink beer every day and live in nice homes, it's just hard to 

believe! 

There was a lot of traffic going up and down the street beside 

the park where we were. Some cars and a lot of bicycles--just about 

everybody rides a bicycle or motor bike. We got a big kick watching 

"all the girls" go by. Like 

I said, they got some beautiful girls over here. They have real long 

black hair, nice figures, and every once in awhile you'd see a girl 

dressed in American clothes--a short skirt--but most of them wear 

Vietnamese costume. That's white slacks with a dress clear to the 

ground, slit all the way up the side, and some of them are really 

beautiful. All the men dress American style; trousers, shirts, 

sweaters, suits. Once in awhile you'll see a girl with a long sweater 

on but underneath she will still have the Vietnamese costume. They 

wear 
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sunglasses and a little make-up. They didn't like to have their 

pictures taken, They'd be riding along on their bicycles and we'd 

flash the cameras at them and they'd turn their heads away. Like I 

said, they're really beautiful, boy!!! All of these white "flicks" 

kind of give us a "charge" and remind us of American girls. 

When the trucks came we loaded on them and drove through the 

outskirts of Phu Bai. Like I said, it's just like an American town, 

blacktop streets--awful rough, bumpy, and dusty. They have curbs and 

the houses are all stucco. 

 One time we drove by a big house, I reckon where American 

servicemen stayed, (must be nice). They had barbed wire strung all 

around it and had it all sandbagged. Had a gun position on top of one 

of the corners all sandbagged up. 

 Then we came out here to the Air Base. This is a BIG base--must 

be three or four square miles. Mountains all around it. It's all sand, 

just like a beach--real sandy. No permanent buildings, really, they're 

all temporary. Most of them are just a frame building, with canvas 

around the sides for the siding, with tin roofs, and built up off the 

ground a little for protection from the water. They have a lot of rain 

up here during the Monsoon season but I think it has just ended. 

We live in tents, tents big enough for about 15 men. And we have 

a mess hall here. We have to use our own mess gear and we have pretty 

decent chow. We have an Officer's Club, Staff NCO Club, and an 

Enlisted Men's Club here. They also have a small PX and a couple of 

barber shops, and a laundry. I don't know what else they've got all 

over the base. I'm just here in this one area and that's all the 

farther we can go. 

Here off to one side of me, off towards the side of the base, 

they've got a big area which is all radio antennas--big towers like 

WBAT. Must be about 15 of them, and mountains in the background. 

They've got big guard towers out there in the distance that you can 

see and a lot of fences and barbed wire strung. 

As we were coming in you could see a lot of artillery pieces--

tanks and the big guns. These are for security, and a lot of these 

buildings have sandbags all around them--a lot of bunkers in case they 

get mortared. I don't know, but I think we're about a mile or so from 

the runway--the airstrip itself. It's 
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mostly helicopters, I believe, not too many planes. 

 We get paid tomorrow, just about everybody is broke. We don't 

have any money and we're hurtin' for cigarettes and everything, so 

tomorrow we get paid and we get to make a PX call. We get paid in 

MPC's (Military Payment Certificates) and Vietnamese "peninsula"--or 

whatever it is--that's all we can use over here, no American money at 

all. 

We had mail call last night. I got one letter from you, and I got 

your can of cookies and caramel corn, your Sports Illustrated and the 

adaptor for the tape recorder. I don't think be able to use that, I 

just won't be around electricity. They have electricity on base but we 

don't have any in our tents, so I think I'll just keep that in my sea 

bag. I got one of your tapes that described the "snow storm" you had. 

You said it was cold back there. Boy! You'd ought to be here, you just 

roast during the day but at night you get cold. You really get cold at 

night but the day is something else! 

You said on your tape something about the "milk shake" you sent. 

I haven't gotten it yet so I don't know what it is. It may be awhile 

before I get it. 

And my watch--you said to describe it. It's a Westclock, it's 

round and is gold, the face has no numbers on it--just those little 

marks, and it keeps excellent time. I got a pretty big crack in the 

crystal the other day and I don't think it's waterproof. It's not 

self-winding but it keeps real good time and that's all I want--

something that keeps good time. 

The 2nd platoon here (my platoon) is on "sparrow hawk." I told 

you that's when someone gets in trouble then we have to go out and 

help 'em. Right now, we've got all of our gear--that is our cartridge 

belts, packs, flak jackets, helmets and rifles--on a truck. When they 

need us, all we've got to do is go jump on that truck (just like 

firemen) and "take off." I reckon we go to the airstrip and get on 

helicopters, and we put on our gear on the way to the airstrip. So we 

can't go anywhere--we have to stay right here in the area. We're on a 

five minute standby ALL the time. 

You asked about Terry Rennaker. He did not get shot in the leg, 

I'll 
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verify that for sure. He got shot in the arm and finger. He's not with 

us any more, I don't know where his company went. 

They say we will be here at the airbase for about seven to ten 

days and then we go on an operation somewhere--I don't know for how 

long. I think they said 30 days or so or until we finish, and then 

they don't know where we go from there. It might be back here, we 

don't know. 

I got a tax form while we were on ship. It was a form for how 

much money we made and how much we took out for taxes and everything, 

and I sent it home to we you while/were on board ship----and let's 

see, what else----I got to stop and think what else to tell you. Oh 

yes, they are going to send me to a mine warfare school. I don't know 

when I go and I don't know how long it's for, probably two or three 

days. I don't know what I'm going to learn there, either. That's why 

I'm going, I guess! Should be kind of interesting--I ought to learn 

what we're going to be up against--a lot of mines, probably! So, I'm 

kind of looking forward to going to that. 

I'll tell you, these "guys" that have "permanent personnel" here 

in these towns like Da Nang, Saigon, Hue, and Phu Bai, --they really 

disturb us "grunts" 'cause, like I said, they get to live in houses, 

sleep in beds, get three square meals a day, showers and shaves every 

day--they really have it nice! They're making the same amount of money 

we are, and we have to go out and live in the mud, get shot at, two 

meals a day, no beds to sleep in'--it really "honks" us grunts off to 

think that someone's making the same amount of money we are and we're 

out there getting all the dirty work while they're back here living 

like "kings." I guess there's nothing that we can do about it though, 

but we sure "bitch" a lot about it. 

Dad, go ahead and send those Mad magazines, we sure do get a big 

kick out of them. Everybody enjoys reading my Playboys when I get 

them. I have to pass them all around--everybody wants to look at them. 

Everybody asks, "Where's your Playboy, Black, Where's your Playboy?" 

I haven't had a chance to read the newspaper or Sports 

Illustrated yet, I'll 
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do that later on this afternoon. I just hope they don't send me to 

that mine warfare school for a few days yet so I can read that 

magazine stuff and get my gear squared away. 

Here, we're sleeping on our "rubber ladies," "rubber bitches," 

whatever you want to call them--some guys call them a "rubber whore." 

(That's our air mattresses we sleep on.) 

And like I said, it's all sand here and it's pretty messy. All 

our gear--a lot of our gear right now is laying on the ground all full 

of sand and everything. But it's better than living out in the field, 

we can't complain! 

 Oh, and our "heads"--we've got a little "head" out here in back 

of our tents. It's just a little frame building. There're no showers--

it's just a "head." And you sit on it just like an outhouse--well, 

that's what it is--"an outhouse," you sit on a little "hole." They've 

got little barrels in here--little half a barrel--they call them 

honeybuckets. And we have to carry those, I don't know how far--but we 

have to empty them every day. I just hope I don't get that job--might 

be kind of a "hairy" job. 

We have showers around here somewhere. We didn't get to use them 

last night 'cause we weren't organized enough yet. They say we have 

them around here somewhere though--we have hot water, too. This 

morning we had to shave out here with no mirrors or anything, using 

our helmets to put water in and stuff, but I think that from now on 

we'll be able to use the showers and stuff that they have for us. 

Just right behind our tents (we've got two rows of tents here) no 

more than 100 meters away is the headquarters for the General of this 

base. He's a Major General--a two star General--and he doesn't have it 

much better than we do. He lives in a little "hut" about like we do--

one of those little frame huts with canvas around it. So he "roughs" 

it a little, but I doubt if he roughs it any more than he has to! 

There's a lot of guys out here playing football all the time, so 

all these "pogues" we call them, "permanent personnel,"--they've got 

time to play football 
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and stuff and they make sixty-five bucks a month for it, extra! 

 In the tent beside us is my old team leader, Corporal Ski, I told 

you about-- he has a record player. It plays with batteries and he's 

got all the latest records that he plays all the time, which helps a 

lot. We can't get a radio station her., We can get some, but they're 

all "Gook" stations. We can't get that Armed Forces station here, I 

guess they're too far north. Once in awhile a Vietnamese station will 

play some American music, but no rock and roll--it's all that "mood" 

music, you might say, which I like, but a lot of the guys don't. 

You asked me what I thought about getting switched from squads. 

They rearranged the whole platoon about a day after I got switched, so 

they changed the whole platoon around. Everybody is in different 

squads. 

 Got a break now, going to chow, be back in a little bit! 

Well, here I am again! Two of the guys in my platoon shipped for 

six months, (they extended for six more months in Vietnam) and when 

they do that they get a 30 day leave. They go back home for 30 days 

and then they come back here for six more months. My squad leader is 

one of then and the other guy is the one I told you was going to be a 

preacher. I don't know why they did it, everybody thinks they are 

"fools" for doing it! They'd get 30 days leave when their tour of duty 

is over, but they want to come back here for six more months. They're 

crazy, I guess! 

Right now I'm standing outside the tent here, everybody's just 

sitting around inside the tents. We had to dig trenches all around the 

tents--drain trenches in case it rains. It's 2:30 in the afternoon, I 

read Sports Illustrated and the newspaper, and I was reading in the 

back of the Sports Illustrated that 19th hole where the readers take 

over, about that January 16th issue. A lot of people wrote in--they 

didn't "like" that issue. It had something about a "bare girl" in it 

and I haven't gotten that issue. I was wondering if you had seen it. 

I'm kind of curious to know what their "gripes" are about. 

The mountains are all around here and you can see them a lot 

better now in the afternoon. The haze is all gone and they look like 

the Smokey Mountains. 
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They're not too big, they're all green--I don't know if it's all trees 

or vegetation, probably mostly jungle. Over to my left is a real big 

one, it's even above the clouds. Over to one side there's no mountains 

at all--that must be the side where the ocean is.---(Noise in the 

background)---That was a tank taking off. 

"Hi Mom and Dad Black( how are you?" ---that was one of my 

buddies talking to you. 

This is about all I have to say right now--I guess I'll sign off. 

There's another guy here that wants to use my recorder to make a tape 

to send home. So unless I get another tape from you before I store 

this away in my sea bag this will be the last time you'll be hearing 

from me until after I get back from the Operation. So until then, I'll 

be seeing you. 

Bye bye 

Cutting hair with hand clippers,             
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February 9, 1967  Thursday 

Hi 

Another hot day. I started the mine warfare class today. It is 

held three miles outside the perimeter. It is three days long but we 

come back here every night at about 4:00. It's in the same place they 

had some trouble with V.C. last night. They about called us out for it 

but didn't. We could hear shooting and the sky was lighted up with 

flares. Some tanks that they keep beside us went out there. 

We got paid today and I'm sending this $100 check and I am 

keeping $10, That will do me along with the hair cut money. Total of 

$110 paid. I cut a lot of hair the day before yesterday with the hand 

clippers with the guys setting on boxes of ammo. I got a good picture 

of it, the Andis clippers burned up, the coil I think. We don't have 

electricity here anyway. 

 We drove by an Army camp here today on the way back from class 

and they live in house trailers and they have a swimming pool. Not 

bad, ha? 

 Yesterday I got a letter from Kathy, Jan, and one from Linda 

Tribbett. Linda gave me all the latest news. I sure enjoyed reading 

it, you know how she has her own little way of putting things. Kathy 

sent me a picture of herself and Jan sent me a picture of Carol. 

That is hard to believe about Stella but it didn't bother me any. 

I think it is kind of funny. All the guys get a big kick out of it, 

too. I'm sure sorry to hear that about Bill Jones. I hate to see them 

leave. I don't need anymore Vitamin C pills. I got your film mailer 

today. Could you send me some 126 color film, they don't have it at 

the P.X. and I only have one more picture left. 

We heard the Clay fight on the radio the other day and every 

night we listen to Hanoi Hanna. She tells us all the latest news, kind 

of blown up. It's kind of funny, the things she says. That's all for 

now. 

Love Mark 

P.S. Yesterday the Platoon got a letter from a Tri-Hi-Y group in N. Y. 

and said they are going to start sending us things and wanted to know 

if we needed anything. We sure appreciate things like that. 
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February 12, 1967 Sunday 

Hi 

 Not much going here, we are still at the Air Base but we are 

supposed to leave tomorrow. But you know how the Corps works so we 

might not. 

 We are going to turn in our sea bags today so no more tape 

recorder. 

I finished the mine warfare school yesterday. We learned how 

to use TNT' blasting caps and how to arm and disarm mines and how 

to use the mine detector. Also some about booby-traps. 

They have a chapel here so I went to church this morning. We 

(1-9) have a new Chaplain, he is a Southern Baptist from Georgia 

and you can tell it. Everything he says is just like a Southerner. 

Everything he says he puts real simple and easy to understand. 

It has been raining for the last two days and everything is a 

sea of mud. We moved into some of those frame buildings yesterday 

because our tents were full of water. The first night it rained our 

tent fell down and by morning the whole inside of the tent was full 

of water, so most of our gear is wet. 

I don't need a photo album because I have no place to keep it. 

That boy from Southwood, his name is Bill Heath. 

Send me a writing pad, a small one with lines like I use all 

the time for my letters. This big paper is all the P.X. had. 

That's about all I have for now. I think I'll write Tom 

Shaw and John Kincaid while I have time. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. Two of the guys are answering the letter from the Tri-Hi-

Y group in New York and they have a dictionary trying to spell 

all the words right. 
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February 13, 1967 Monday 

Hi 

It stopped raining today and the sun finally came out. It's still a 

sea of mud but things are starting to dry out. Still don't know when 

we are leaving but we don't have our sea bags anymore. 

I got a hair cut today at the Vietnamese barber shop. They use 

hand clippers, no electricity. It must be 100 years behind us. When 

they shave around the ears they just use water so you really get a dry 

out line shave. 

They got some 1 1/2 lb, canned hams and canned winners at the P.X. 

today, and some of the guys got some of the. They also got some 

crackers. Maybe sometime you can send me some of these, also some soup 

in the package. 

Sometime in March the Corps is getting the M16 rifle. The Army has 

it now. You probably have seen pictures of it. It looks like a toy but 

it is just as powerful as our M14 and it makes a bigger hole when it 

hits you. The difference is that the M16 is smaller and weighs 5 lb. 

less than the M14. The round is smaller also, so you can carry more 

ammo. 

 Yesterday I got your candy and peaches. Catherine sent me a 

letter, too. This Viet Namm money is called "peaster and this bill is 

worth about 18 cents. 

NO. That's about all for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. Send more things to eat; candy, hostess cup cakes, etc. Just 

anything we can eat without much fixing or no fixing at all. We don't 

get a whole lot to eat at the mess now and I get hungry between meals. 

When we get to the field we only get two meals a day. You can tell 

Grandma and Davids and anybody else they can send things if they want 

to. The P.X. doesn't have candy like the one in Okinawa did. Extra 

food is hard to come by over here and we sure like to get it. Boxes of 

those party crackers would be good. Cans of nuts. 
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February 16, 1967, Thursday  

Hi 

We leave the air base tomorrow, looks like we are going to get the best 

job again. Security for the Battalion C. P. I don't know how long the 

operation will last but I think after it is over we are coming back 

here. I hope. It finally stopped raining and the sun is out today. It rained 

for seven days and was it cold or it seemed like it. 

I got some pictures of the ice storm from Davids and also a tape from 

them. I had to send it back though because my recorder is in the sea bag. 

They didn't get to use theirs much to talk to me. If we come back here 

I'll have it again. We aren't getting much mail, I think they're playing 

games again. Nobody got any letters today but my Platoon did get a package 

from the Tri-Hi-Y Club in N.Y. They sent ball point pens, playing cards' life 

savers and razor blades. I needed blades and they don't have any at the 

P.X.--now you don't have to send me any. Yesterday I got a military catalog 

from the company you got my new address labels from. 

Dad, tell Steve Weaver thanks for his letter. That's about all for 

now.    Love, Mark  

February 17, 1967, Friday 

Hi 

 I got your Sports Illustrated and newspapers today and the 

Knight. The guys sure go crazy over the Knight, we really enjoy it. I got 

that Sports Illustrated with the girl on the cover about one day after I 

asked you about it. The caramel corn was real good, I sure liked it. Could 

you send me one carton of Viceroy cigarettes? I am almost out and by the time 

I noticed it tonight the P.X. was closed. We are going on an operation 

tomorrow so I can't buy any. We were supposed to go today but tomorrow we are 

going for sure. We already have two C rations and ammo. The area we are going 

to--there was a book written about it about five years ago, "The Street 

Without Joy." Terry's Company is not with us (the Battalion). They ate 

somewhere else doing something. I don't have anymore tapes, and we are 

getting mail while we are in the field this time. We might be out for a long 

time so my writing will taper off. The reason this letter is so messy is 

because I'm writing this on my knee and by candle light. That's about it for 

now. Love' Mark 

P.S. I don't know the name of the operation. 
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February 18, 1967, Saturday  

Hi 

Another big day in the Marine Corps. They fell through there—

again today. As I said in the letter yesterday, we were going on the 

operation today. Well, we started to but it was raining again and 

overcast. Yesterday it was sunshine and hot but not today. 

To start it off this morning' the trucks we were on didn't know how to 

get to the "helo" port and when we did get there we stood in the rain for two 

hours. They finally called it off and we had to walk back to our huts, about 

one mile. Tomorrow they say we are going no matter what. If the weather is 

good we go by "helo" and if not, we have a two hour truck ride and walk about 

six miles with all that gear and over wet ground and through rivers. Sounds 

like fun! 

Don't send me any barber clippers, I can't use them in the field and 

no place to carry them. My others and the rest of my tools are in my sea bag 

and they are all right, I'll send my old clippers home when I get a chance to, 

it'll be awhile. The P.X. doesn't have clippers. 

You can start sending goodies now. 

That's all for now. 

Love 

Mark 
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February 24. 1967 Friday 

Hi 

We've been on the move for the last three days and I mean moving. 

It's been walking all day long. When we left the church we walked about 

seven miles and it was all sand. Just like the Dunes. There were big grave 

yards all the way, some of them about a mile long. The graves are mounds 

of sand with no markers and some of them are big mounds. You have to 

zig zag all over the place. 

When we got to where we were going, we (that's the whole Company) took 

off again on a sweep, over the Dunes again, and spent the night out there. 

We didn't have any chow so we went for 34 hours without food. After we got 

out of the sand it was all rice paddies and mud. We can't walk on the 

dikes because some of them are mined. 

When we got back to the Battalion C.P. yesterday we moved out again at 

2:00 last night. Out through the Dunes again. When we got to the rice 

paddies my squad was walking point for the Company and we walked into an 

ambush and all hell broke loose. It lasted for about 15 minutes and 

believe me I was laying low in the water. Nobody got hit and I don't see 

how because we were in the middle of the paddie and the V.C. were in the 

tree lines on both sides. We have had nine W.I.A. from mines. To put it 

all together, we have been walking for the last three days in the sand, 

mud, and water, and we are tired and mad. 

The name of the Operation is "Chinook" and we are north of Phu 

Bai. 

I got your apples last night and they were all right, send some more. I 

ate the last one when we were in the ambush watching them call in artillery on 

the V.C. I also got your Playboy calendar. That's about all for now, I 

better get some sleep. Make sure you don't send the barber clippers, the gear 

I'm carrying now is about to do me in. Send some Lipton Instant Tea with 

lemon and more food. (canned fruit). 

love 

Mark 

(Editors note: This was all useless and a waste.) 
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February 26, 1967 Sunday 

Hi 

This morning we walked back to the place where we first got off the 

trucks a week ago. We are now dug in just outside of a town. It has 

stores and everything. I don't know how long we'll be here. 

I got your potato chips yesterday and there're all right. Today I 

got your Hostess Cup Cakes and the pictures, too. The camel corn 

was very good. 

I sent some slides in to be developed, you don't need to send them 

back for me to see. You don't need to send me any of the pictures 

anymore. I hate to throw them away and sometimes it's a problem to send 

them back so just don't send them. 

Last night two V.C. dropped three mortar rounds into our position. 

Nobody was hurt. 

We are going up into the mountains in a few days, I think. 

 It's another cold day. Yesterday was hot. I don't know about this 

weather. That's about all I can think of for now. 

Love, 

Mark 

P.S. Send a ball point pen, mine ran out of ink and I am using someone 

elses. Black ink if you can find it. 
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February 28' 1967                   Tuesday  

Hi 

We are camped just outside of that little town still. It has been cold 

and raining. Yesterday we went on a sweep in the hills and didn't get back 

until dark. We didn't find a thing, all we did was walk and walk and all it 

did was rain. When we got back we were frozen and we had to find our gear in 

the dark and sleep outside while we were all wet. Along with it being wet 

this place here is all white sand so we and our gear are full of sand. 

Four of us got into a hole and layed on top of each other, just about, and 

tried to sleep. 

This morning we bought some wood off of the Vietnamese women to dry off. 

We also bought bread and candy. After we dried off we had some little boys 

build us tents out of bamboo poles and our ponchos. All you have to do is 

give them a cigarette and they will do anything. They work like crazy, too. 

The little kids smoke more that we do (7 and 8 year olds). You get in 

good with them and they jew the ladies down so we can get bread and candy 

cheaper. 

When we got back last night they had hot chow for us. All they had was 

paper plates and we hadn't eaten all day so we ate it like dogs, but it was 

sure good. 

I got my cigarettes this morning, I just ran out yesterday. And also got 

your Man to Men magazine. I got your can of fruit three days ago. 

I have cuts all over my hands from walking through the tall grass 

yesterday, it was sharp grass. 

That's about all for now. 

Love 

Mark 
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March 1, 1967 Wednesday 

Hi 

We are at the air base at Dong Ha getting ready to go about three miles 

from the D.M.Z. We moved out from the town last night, didn't even get to use 

our tent, spent the night on the roadside beside our trucks. 

Better go and get ready to move out. 

Here's my pay check. 

Love, Mark 

March 7, 1967 Tuesday 

Hi 

We are back at Dong Ha and have we been through "hell." They took us out 

by chopper up into the hills and jungle. For three days we tried to hump the 

hills. It was so thick that it took us about 30 minutes to go 100 meters. We 

had to chop our way through. We spent two days on top of a hill and the V.C. 

mortared the heck out of us. We spotted some V.C. about a mile from us and 

they called in artillery and air strikes and they accounted for 195 V.C. dead. 

It was real hot for about three days and we only had about one canteen of 

water that whole time. After we left the hill we went down onto level ground 

and it rained and was cold the rest of the time we were out there and was it 

terrible. 

We had four tanks with us and the V.C. were all over the place. The V.C. 

knocked out one tank. The last two days we were out there it was raining and 

all of us were in bad shape. I'm sure glad we came in. 

When we started on this operation there were 212 in the Company and we 

are down to 150 now. Most of them are W.I.A. We had some K.I.A.' too. I 

made it through without a scratch and am I thankfull! 

I saw Ottie, his Company was coming out to help us but we were on our 

way in. He lives just across the road from us. He is supposed to go to the 

field today. I haven't seen him yet today so I don't know. We spent 

more time 
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together last night. 

The last two days we were in the field we didn't have any chow so besides 

being cold we were starved. I don't know when we are going out again but I 

think we are going back to the area we came from with all the sand and rice 

paddies and that's all right with me. Anything is better than this place. 

I got that canned orange juice and it sure was good. Last night we 

got our first mail for a week. I didn't care for the cream of wheat so don't 

send any more. Send that soup you can heat without using water and the hot 

chocolate. We have heat tabs to heat it with. 

I also got a letter from Davids last night and I was sure surprised to 

hear that they are buying a house and I'm sure happy for them. I can't wait 

until I can get back to see them again. 

That's about all for now, write more later. 

Love, 

Mark 
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March 8, 1967 Wednesday 

Hi 

 We are standing lines here at Dong Ha living in sand bag bunkers. 

I am writing this by candle light. It is wet and cold but at least we 

are dry. I don't know how long we will be here. Tomorrow we are going 

on a road sweep and coming back here at night. Today my squad went on 

a patrol outside the lines. All we did was play around. We walked up 

the main road and stopped at about every house and bought sodas, and 

talked to a lot of Arvines--Vietnamese Soldiers. One of the guys in my 

squad used to work with the civilian people and he can talk their 

language pretty good. 

We eat our meals at the Air Wings mess hall, that's the Marines 

who have the choppers here, and the chow is out of this world. I told 

you about the food at El Toro just before I came over, well, it's just 

as good and they even have music. Tom Lobsinger is in the Air Wing so 

you know he eats good. I don't know why all we Marines don't eat like 

the Air Wing does. For example, this morning we had blueberry pancakes 

and ail kinds of other good stuff. 

That operation we just came off of was Prairie II. They said we 

killed more V.C. in 48 hours than anyone has yet. Most of them were 

from air strikes and artillery. Just about every night we were out 

there the sky was lit up with flashes of light and a big bang and some 

of them were real close. It didn't bother me though because it was 

ours. I sure have seen some bad things in the last week. You just 

can't imagine what the war is like over here. It is "hell" at times. I 

just can't tell you what it's like in a letter. Other times it's not 

bad though. We haven't gotten any mail since that first night here. 

It's all at Phu Bai and somebody has to bring it up here if they ever 

get around to it. 

That's about all I have for now. Write more later. 

Love Mark 

P.S. The other night I got another "Upper Room" and a nice letter from 

Roy Weaver. I get Stevie's letter back at Phu Bal. I also get your new 

Sports Illustrated. 
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March 10, 1967 Friday 

Hi 

My platoon is guarding an artillery battery now about 15 miles 

from Dong Ha. It is right outside of a town so there are people 

running all over the place trying to sell things. It is still 

raining but it has stopped for the past hour so I am trying to dry 

my things out. 

Last night there was an Army guy that stayed in the hole with me. 

He works at the air base and just came out here to help us stand 

lines. I couldn't believe all the stuff he had. All kinds of candy 

that he got in some kind of a care package--it's like a care package 

for service men. The Marines don't get them. He had the new Army flak 

jacket that the Army has that only weighs about 3 lbs. Ours is real 

heavy. He also had a little gas cooking stove that we cooked our food 

on and keep warm with it. He is from Chicago and is 28 years old with 

five kids. He is a body guard for the big wheels in the underworld. 

That's what he said anyway. He even looks like that kind (big and 

Italian). 

I sure need a hair cut and a shave, it's been about three 

weeks now. I'm going to let the beard go until they tell me to 

shave it off. 

I got your hot chocolate the other day. It's good but not that 

much better than the hot chocolate we get in C rations sometime. Don’t 

Send anymore, since I get it in C rations it's just extra stuff for me 

to carry and I have enough of that now. Tell Helen thanks anyway, it 

is real good but there's no sense in sending something I already have. 

This is the last envelope I have. I told Grandma and Gordons to 

send me some. I wrote Grandma a letter about a week ago and told her 

to give it to Gordons too. Two birds with one stone. 

That's about all I have for now. 

Love 

Mark 
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March 13, 1967 Monday Hi 

   We are still guarding the artillery battery and I love it. We don't 

do anything. That Army guy brought out some more stuff the other day. 

About six boxes of candy, a case of beer and 2 lb. of bacon to fry on 

the stove he has. 

Yesterday we got our first mail in a long time and did I get mail! 

I'll try to name off the things I got from you, film mailer, soup and 

crackers, party crackers, onion rings, fruit cocktail, peanuts, 

popcorn, punch, orange juice. All of it was in good shape and it is 

all very good, those are the things I like. Don't send too much soup 

in packages because some times we don't even have enough water to 

drink. Send some every once in awhile. I have enough Kool-Aid to last 

for awhile so hold off on that for about two weeks. 

 I got your Sports Illustrated, U. S. News and World Report and 

newspapers, I can't wait until I get Playboy to see that bachelor pad. 

   I got a letter from Dick Shirer, Mrs. Shane, Tom Shaw, Ottie, but I 

have already seen him, Jim Spangler and a few others. The weather is 

starting to warm up and the flys are getting bad. Not much else to 

say. I got your envelopes, to. That's about all for now.  

Love, Mark 

   * P.S. We are somewhere around Dong Ha, right beside a town called Cam 

Lo. That's how you say it, I don't know how to spell it. I thought you 

might want to see where I was on the map. 

* Mark spelled it Cam Low. 
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March 15, 1967  

Wednesday  

Hi 

We are leaving the artillery battery today and going on another 

operation, as much as I hate to. They just set up a mess tent and 

we were getting hot chow, now we have to leave it. 

I got more mail yesterday, and a lot more goodies from you: 

soup, apples, ice tea and I can’t remember what else. I have eaten 

most of it already and was it good. I also got the Playboy. I sure 

am crazy about that house in it. I don't think mine will look like 

that but I want that kind of furniture and maybe that kind of rug. 

It's sure nice. 

The envelopes you sent me aren't any good anymore. They are 

stuck together already. I got some from Catherines yesterday, too. 

The same thing happened to them. Next time send the ready seal kind. 

The ones that you don't have to lick. 

I finally shaved off my beard yesterday after two weeks and it's 

been three weeks since I've had a bath or hair cut so I'm looking 

pretty bad. 

I don't know where or how long this operation will last. I'll 

write every chance I get which probably won't be very much until we 

get back. 

We have a new Lieutenant now, our old one rotates back 

so we have a "boot" Lt. now. Not much else to say so better 

go. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. I got a letter from Terry's mother. 
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March 18, 1967 Saturday 

Hi 

 We are out in the hills again, my whole Battalion along with 

about four others someplace. I think it is still operation Prairie II. 

Yesterday we walked about 6,000 meters to where we are now, up on top 

of a big hill. It just had to be the hottest day we've had so far and 

we ware carrying all our gear. For awhile I didn't think I was going 

to make it. My body felt like it was burning up. 

 Two days ago my Company was set up along a river. It wasn't too 

deep and it was fast moving and the water was clean. I got my first 

bath in three weeks and washed my clothes. I think the whole Company 

was swimming in the river. That area was pretty secure. 

 Like I said, it is getting hot. The sun doesn't come out until 

about 12:30 noon, it is cloudy all morning. 

There must be something around us because they are shooting 

artillery all around us. 

 You had better send me another carton of Viceroys if you haven't 

already, I am still carrying the Playboy magazine with me. I love to 

look at that house and try to figure out how I can have my living room 

look like his. Maybe I'll have to put the fireplace in the wall 

instead of having it out in the middle. I've got a long time for that 

though but it helps pass the time thinking about it. 

 I said it's getting hot here now. I would rather it be hot than 

cold, rainy and muddy because you can beat the heat and it's not hot 

at night. When it's raining you are cold and miserable all the time. 

  That's about all for now. Try to get me those envelopes as soon 

as possible. 

Love, Mark 
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March 20, 1967 Monday 

Hi 

 We're out here in the field now. We had to do it the hard way, by 

the trucks. 

Yesterday morning while we were waiting for the trucks I was 

looking at Knight magazine and a photographer with a movie camera took 

my picture. He took my name, rank and serial number and said the film 

was going to Headquarters Marine Corps to make a movie out of it. 

Maybe I'll be a star. 

After we got off the trucks we had to walk about 10 miles with 

all our gear and were we hurting when we got here. The area we walked 

across was just like a desert, all sand, but it wasn't hot. There was 

a trail to walk on but I had to walk out to the side in the sand all 

the way. I was flank security, and was it hard going. 

We are set up around a church. It's an old Catholic church and is 

it big. It's not being used anymore but it still has a beautiful altar 

in it. There must have been missionaries here at one time because 

there're also three other buildings around it. One of them was a 

hospital at one time because it has a red cross on it. 

Don't forget to start sending things to eat now because we only 

get two meals a day and I sure get hungry. (A lot of canned fruit.) 

We have Vietnamese soldiers with us, too, and they have American 

advisers with them. When we were on our way here two guys stepped in a 

pungie pit but didn't get hurt too bad. That's about it for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. The general of the 3rd Marine Div. Just flew out here from Phu 

Bai. They came down by my hole and I could hear them talking. We are 

dug in right along a trail and they said it is the "Street Without 

Joy"--the book was written about this trail. I guess the missionaries 

that were here wrote it. It's about how every year the V.C. came down 

out of the hills and took all the people's rice and just about 

everything, the young men also. We have a chaplain out here with us 

and they are having Mass in the church now. 
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March 22, 1967 Wednesday 

Hi 

 We just got back to the river last night, this is where we 

started out from. I don't know if I told you or not that everybody 

took baths in the river the last time we were here. It was something 

to see all those Marines out in the water with no clothes on, washing 

themselves and their clothes. All we have been doing the last few days 

is walking the hills with all our gear and has it been hot. There are 

guys passing out all the time from the heat and most of the time we 

don't have any water, let alone food. We usually go about a day on one 

meal and sometimes two days with no food. Believe me, I have lost some 

weight. 

 I am squad radio man now so I am carrying about 28 more pounds on 

my back. Sometimes I don't think I am going to make it up some of 

those hills. The operation has been changed to "Prairie III" now. 

About two nights ago we got mortared real bad again. Delta Company had 

27 W.I.A. and 4 K.I.A. The Battalion lost 34 altogether. Right now 1-9 

is the smallest Battalion in the 3rd Marine Division and Delta Company 

is the smallest Company in the Battalion. When Delta hit "the Nam" we 

had 208 men in the Company. Now we are down to 104. We didn't see a 

single V.C. while we were out this last time. To tell you something 

else, I have never seen a live V.C. except the ones we have captured. 

When we do get hit all we can do is shoot where we think they are. 

When we got in last night they had hot chow out here for us. We 

had to eat it out of our helmets with our fingers (just like animals) 

but it was good. The first food in two days. We are hoping to get a 

rest since we are in such bad shape but we don't know. 

I got your letter with the list of things you have sent me and I 

have gotten all of them. And this morning I got your March 12-14 

letters and one from Aunt Catherine. We don't get packages while we 

are in the field but keep sending them anyway, I'll get them sometime. 

Last night when we got in here it started raining and did it rain. It 

only lasted for about 1/2 hour but when it was over it was nothing but 

a big lake around here. The sun is out today and we are drying out. 

That's about all I have for now. I am fine and all right, just tired, 

but I'm going to make it. Love, Mark 
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March 29, 1967 Wednesday (The letter showed the 28th- Wed.) 

Hi 

 Well, it's me again. We just got back from the D.M.Z. again. We 

went up to the same place where we got hit hard when we had the tanks, 

and this time A Company got hit. They had 47 W.I.A. and 5 K.I.A. They 

walked into an ambush and had to retreat. So for 1 1/2 days we set 

back and watched them pound it with artillery and air strikes, after 

that we went in and you should have seen the place. There was gear 

left behind by the Marines and we found all kinds of V.C. gear, and 

bodies. We found mortar rounds, all kinds of gear, food and 35 dead 

V.C. They were dug in, they carried out a lot of dead because we found 

one tied to a piece of bamboo but they didn't get him out. We even 

found three V.C. women. We also found one wounded V.C. and they say he 

talked his head off. He said there were 400 V.C. there. It's just hard 

to believe what it was like. 

 Right now our Battalion has two ex-V.C. for guides. Today we came 

back to Camp Carrol, it's about 15 miles from Dong Ha. It's a big 

artillery battery. We will be here for about four days and then back 

down by Hue. They say we are going back on Operation Chinook, that's 

the one with all the sand and rice paddies. That's all right with me 

because up here they don't play games. Tomorrow we get our M16 rifles. 

 We got mail today and I got 21 packages from you, none of the 

guys could believe it. I can't begin to tell you all I got. You don't 

need to send anymore Kool-Aid for awhile and when you do, send some of 

that Pillsbury stuff. I don't need any toothbrush because we don't 

have water to brush them most of the time. And I don't need socks 

because we got new ones today and also took a shower which was great! 

When we're out in the field sometimes they get good to us and send out 

hot sauce for our C rations and cans of orange juice and apples, but 

when they do that you can stand by for trouble because they're going 

to send us out on a big hike or something. I asked Davids to send me 

some peach brandy and he said he would if I could have it here. Tell 

him to send it, what we get over here we keep, I don't care what they 

say, but it's all right to have it. I'm writing this fast because it's 

getting dark. I'll write more tomorrow or the next day. 

Love, Mark 
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March 31, 1967 Friday 

Hi 

 We are supposed to move out tomorrow if not today.  Last night 

they put us on a 30 minute stand-by to go up to Kha Sand or to the 

place we just came from. 

 I finally got all the food eaten that you sent and it was all 

good. We never get anything like that. Maybe sometimes when we're out 

in the field we might get one candy bar for the whole squad. It is 

really something to get something cold to drink over here, too. We get 

beer and soda but it is warm. At the mess hall they have Kool-Aid with 

ice in it but you only get one glass. Believe me, you really learn to 

appreciate the better things.  Like a shower and shave, brushing your 

teeth, ice, something to sleep on besides the ground, and still I'm 

looking for clean clothes, I have clean socks. 

 We got our new rifles yesterday, the AR 15 and they sure are 

nice. We call them our "toys" because that's what they look like. 

 I haven't been writing too many letters lately because I don't 

have the time to and all I have to write about is the war, so tell 

Grandma and everybody else not to worry. I'll try to write you as much 

as I can. 

 Too, I cut some hair yesterday but not much because the clippers 

didn't work half the time and it is so hot over here. This camp is up 

on a big hill and they have the biggest guns in Nam here. You should 

see how long the barrel is and it makes the biggest bang I have ever 

heard and the ground shakes. We are about 500 meters away from it and 

you can feel the shake from it. It shoots 27 miles. 

That's about all I have for now. 

Love 

Mark 
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April 1, 1967 Saturday 

Hi 

 Tomorrow we are going back to "Chinook." The way things are now 

we are going to set up permanent position and stay there. We have a 

new corpsman in the platoon and he used to be here at this camp and he 

knows where to get cold beer, so the last two nights we have been 

doing a lot of drinking. 

 Last night on the radio (that's the radio that I carry, not a 

transistor) we found a channel that nobody uses, so some of the guys 

that are stationed at this camp use it for a radio station and they 

play some good music on it. Between records they talk to each other 

and you should hear them, it's real funny. They talk like your 

supposed to on the radio with Roger, over, wait one, and all that 

stuff along with all their slang, like, turn the wax or spin another 

tune. Each man has his own call sign so you can call him. They are the 

funniest, like "brandy brandy," "mouse," "toe jam'" "numb nuts," 

"short timer." You really should hear someone use the radio the right 

way and then listen to them just so you can hear how funny they are. 

 That clipping you sent me about the jet pilots--we have a jet 

pilot with our company that goes out with us and his job is to call in 

air strikes. Anyway, he really enjoyed reading it. Every few weeks he 

goes back and flies a few missions but he is "hell" in the field, This 

last time we were out he was with A Company when they got ambushed and 

all by himself he killed four V.C. and captured a machine gun. If I 

was him I would stick to flying planes but he likes it out here. 

 It's not too bad here at this camp. I have enjoyed myself and had 

some fun. It's not really too bad when you're in the rear. It's just 

when you're out in the boon-docks that it's bad. 

 David’s sent me the plans to their house. It sure looks nice. You 

don't need to send any pictures of it. I'll just wait until I get back 

to see it. I am sending more plans to my house I drew up one day, it's 

just another idea. I got a letter from Bob Cooley yesterday, so I 

wrote him one last night. 

You better send me another writing tablet just like this one. I'm just 

about out. 
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That's about all for now. Write again in a few days. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. This morning we had some real milk for breakfast and it was a. 

It's the first milk I've had in I don't know how long. That's just 

another luxury over here that all the people take for granted back 

there. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

122



 



 



 



 



 
 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



(Editor's note: This letter tells about getting the birthday cake for 

his 22nd birthday which was April 10th.) 

April 4. 1967 Tuesday  

Hi 

 We finally got away from the DMZ and are down here on Chinook 

just north of Hue again. There aren't as many hard Corps down here but 

it is full of booby-traps. I think it's the lesser of two evils. 

 Right now we are at a big camp they set up for the battalion. 

They have mess halls and all kinds of artillery. Tomorrow we are going 

out in the field again for about six days and back here again. I hope 

we work out of here for awhile because most units work out of 

someplace, but we haven't been. We have been all over the place. 

Sunday we took a convoy up to Khe Sanh. All it is, is s little air 

base way up in the hills and I mean way up. 

 They say we have some mail here but we haven't gotten any yet. 

This is my last piece of paper so we better get some soon. 

 I cut the platoon's hair the other day at 50c a head so I have 

more money coming in. I got paid $162 and I kept $12 out of it. 

Somebody just said they brought in our mail. 

 We had church services this morning, the first time I've had a 

chance to go since Phu Bia. Not much else to say. I'll try to wait 

until I get our mail before I mail this. 

Love 

Mark 

 

P.S. I don't have much of a chance to write anybody else so tell 

everybody "hello" for me. 

 We got our mail and I got the birthday cake. It was real good and 

fresh. Thanks a lot. 

 We took some pictures but it is a rainy day so I don't know if 

they took or not. I also got the suckers, orange, pop corn, cans of 

fruit and Juice and other 
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cans of candy, also the cigarettes and envelopes, and the mailer. 

The picture of the dead person is a dead "V.C." We called air strikes 

in on a lot of them one day and two of them must have gotten scared 

and started walking up the hill we were on. Third platoon shot both of 

them as soon as they saw them. The other one was still alive so we 

flew him out to the hospital. 

 We did not have church on Easter Sunday. We were out in the boon-

docks, but I did know it was Easter Sunday. 
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April 11, 1967 Tuesday 

Hi 

 We are back off another operation, the name of it was operation 

"Big Horn." That's the fifth operation we have been on this year and 

we have been on every major operation this year except one. We are out 

in the white sand and rice paddies just like the last time but the 

paddies didn't have water in them this time. Didn't fire a single shot 

with my new toy and I am thankful for that. It wouldn't bother me in 

the least if I never fire it again. We did run into some trouble 

though. The battalion had five K.I.A. and 27 W.I.A. Before we went out 

they told us that when we got back we would be standing lines at this 

new camp for about two months--never happened. 1-26 just got off a 

five day operation and said they were tired so they gave it to them 

and we are going back up to Dong Ha. I don't know what for or how 

long. On this last operation I had tonsillitis. I had a fever of 102 

and couldn't eat for about two days. The Senior Corpsman said there's 

a war going on and they couldn't get me out of the field. 

 The other day in the field I got a letter from you, Davids, and 

from Jane Jones. David asked me some questions so I'll answer them and 

you can tell him, because I probably won't have time to write him. We 

don't have any ammo shortage that I know of and once in awhile we get 

the "Stars and Stripes," a military newspaper and they really let you 

know what's going on over here. It's too bad you can't get it back 

there. 

 The other night while I was on an ambush I redesigned my house. I 

think it is a lot better this way. (goodies) 

 We just got more mail but not packages. I eat most of them 

myself. The way things look I won't be able to use my tape recorder 

until get R. & R. and that'll be a long time. I can just see Dad out 

there trying to fix that rose bush and then cutting it down! 

 I got a letter from Linda Tribbett, and one from Gordons. Tell 

them I'll try to write if I can. I want to but I just don't have time. 

I'm never in one place long enough. That's all for now. 

Love 

Mark 
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April 14, 1967 Friday 

Hi 

 Well, l-9 finally has a home here at Dong Ha. This will be where 

we will be working out of from now on. As far back in the rear as 

Okinawa they were starting to call us the "homeless maggots" because 

we didn't have a home and we lived like animals. I think I have 

received all your envelopes now. I have enough to last for awhile and 

I got another roll of film last night so don't send anymore of that 

for awhile. David told me about Tom and Karen Irby. 

 Here comes my big news!!!! I'm getting transferred to 3-26 along 

with all that came over when I did is going to 3-26. We have all our 

gear (that's sea bags, too) and are waiting to go down to Phu Bai. 

That's where 3-26 is. They are standing lines there, I think, so maybe 

it's a good thing I'm getting transferred. I might be able to use my 

tape recorder but I won't know until I get there. Everything in my sea 

bag is all wet but the recorder and radio still work. Don't send any 

tapes unless you get one from me, I have one. I should have my new 

address in the next two days. It will probably mess up my mail getting 

to me for awhile so I'll be getting back mail for a long time. That's 

about all for that. 

 I got moved up to platoon radio man two days ago, just to fill in 

for the one who was sick. The Battalion went back out to the field 

today for about ten days. They are going out as a blocking force, that 

means no walking. But I didn't have to go. I sure hated to see them 

leave. I had a lot of friends here and it was my home but I think I'll 

like 3-26 too. That's about all for now, write more later. 

Love Mark 

P.S. The Battalion mail clerk just came up to me and said I would get 

all my mail all right. I came over with him but he's not leaving. He 

said I should get about four of those little round packages today. He 

couldn't believe all the little round packages I get and all the other 

guys can't either, but keep them coming. The guys helped me eat my 

birthday cake, said it was very good. Better go. 

Love 

Mark 
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April 15, 1967 

Tenth taped letter 

The account of his eight weeks in the field  

 Well, hello! This is Saturday, the 15th. I'm back here at Phu Bai 

now with my new company, and I hope this tape works (it's a little 

damp), I just dug it out of my sea bag. I'll give you the address to 

my Company right now. The first line is the same--my name and serial 

number and everything. The second line would be: Third Battalion, 26 

Marines. Third line would be: Mike Company, First Platoon. The last 

line is still the same; FPO San Francisco, 96602. 

I'm settin’ outside on some sand bags recording this and it's startin' 

to rain a little bit right now. It's been drizzling here all 

morning...."heck with it'" I'll set out here through it: 

 There were about nine guys they transferred to my Company down 

here to 3-26, and right now there's three of us together in Mike 

Company. They split the rest of us up in different Companies. They say 

they are going to take us back up in "Chinook" where we just came 

from, and we might be going out tomorrow, but Mike Company is supposed 

to come back in here Monday or Tuesday so they don't know whether 

they'll take us out or not. I may be "skating" for awhile, I sure hope 

so. 

 We're sleeping here in "hard-backs" (in wood buildings, on cots). 

They've got a real nice chow hall. We got a club we can go to, a PX, a 

laundry--sure looking forward to gettin' to that laundry. I've been 

wearing the same utility jacket for four months now, it's never been 

washed yet--just in rivers when me went swimming--my skivvies are 

about the same. I need a shower pretty bad, too, so I'm looking 

forward to getting that done this afternoon. 

 You'd never guess who I met when I got off the plane here in Phu 

Bai. By the way, we flew from Dong Ha to Phu Bai by military plane 

(it's about a 20 minute flight). Soon as I got off the plane Lobsiger 

was there at the airport--Tom Lobsiger. He came up from--where's he 

at?--Chu Lai! He and some other guys came up to take a "cultural tour" 

of Hue, of all things! We had a nice talk for 
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about a half hour. It's amazing who you meet over here. 

 He tried to tell me how much he hated being a cook, he wanted out 

of it so "durn bad" and I tried to tell him how crazy he was. I told 

him some of the things we'd been through and he said they got mortared 

up there where he was once, and he said they had a mortar land a 

"hundred yards" from them one time and he thought that was "really 

hair-raising." I told him, "You ought'a have 'em land three feet from 

you!" 

 I don't know--those guys--guys like Lobsiger, they just don't 

realize there's a war going on. We got two guys back in my old 

company, Delta, that had extended over here for six months. They went 

home on 30 days leave and then came back to start their six more 

months. They said the people back home--they just don't realize 

there's a war going on over here, they could care less, except for the 

people that have kids over here or people they know over here--they 

keep up on what's going on. But everybody else, they could just "give 

a durn" about what's going on over here. But let me tell you, it's no 

picnic over here! I'm going to try to tell you now what the war is 

like over here. 

 Where I first got in real action was when we went up to Dong Ha 

and got on those helicopters and flew out in the mountains. The first 

day we got there, by the way, that picture you sent me out of the 

newspaper of us up on hill 162, that was the hill we got hell-lifted 

in on. Well, the next day we started "humpin'" it across the hills, 

all our gear on--and those hills almost straight up and down--and it's 

just the thickest jungle you could ever see. We had to chop our way 

through all the time. I was on point one time for the company choppin' 

my way through, and I just "cut the heck" out of my hands--it's all 

vines and most of it are "sticker" bushes. 

 There's no trails, you have to make your own trails--and that 

first evening we got ambushed. We were just about to our objective 

where we were going. We came out of the hills down in this little 

valley, and up on the side of the hill there's a bunch of bomb 

craters. You couldn't believe some of these bomb craters--they're 

enormous things. Some of them are, oh my gosh, I'd say about 
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thirty feet deep and about fifty feet wide--you could set a house in 

'em, some of them are so deep. I don't see "how in the heck" a bomb 

could make such a big hole in such hard ground, but they do. Anyway, 

there was a bunch of "gooks" up there. They were above us on the side 

of the hill shootin' down at us in the valley. It was pretty big fire 

fight and we didn't have any cover at all--we just had to lay down in 

the grass, and to shoot at 'em we had to stand up and look out over 

the top of the grass to see what we were shooting at. There was a guy 

about five feet from me, and about half way during the fire-fight he 

was up on his knees trying to shoot a LAW and he got hit, right 

between the eyes--all you could hear was a "thud" and just heard him 

hit the ground. 

 While this was going on the rest of the company was still up in 

the hills following us down in a column, so part of the company was in 

position coming out of the hills but they were kinda, behind the 

"gooks." They sent a platoon in behind the "gooks" to sweep through 

them down the hill. Well, they started doing that, but somehow our own 

men started shooting down the valley at us and there were rounds going 

all around us--rounds hittin', oh my gosh, just inches from me, and 

about twenty feet behind me an M79 round went off (that's that real 

sawed off shotgun like thing that shoots grenades). After it was all 

over, we had killed one of our own guys and seriously wounded another. 

So we came out of that with two KIAs. Our whole battalion was up there 

and my company alone took 20 WIAs and one KIA in that mortar attack. 

 After we got that taken care of we went on up to our objective on 

top of another hill and stayed there for two or three days, and that's 

where I got that picture of the dead gook. 

 Every night we'd have to dig a hole because of mortars, and I'm 

so sick of diggin' holes, but it pays off, and most of the time we 

have to dig in solid rock, almost. It's "harder than heck" diggin' but 

believe me, you want a hole to get in when those mortars start comin' 

in! 

 When we got to this hill we noticed a big stake stickin' in the 

ground with a bunch of sticks or branches or something tied on the end 

of it, it looked 
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like a broom. We noticed it but we didn't think anything about it. 

But, after we got mortared once real bad we discovered that stake was 

an "aiming stake" for mortars. The V C had put that up there just 

hoping that maybe we would camp up on top of that hill and they would 

have a stake to aim on. We had to go out and take that stake down and 

after that we didn't get mortared there any more. There's nothing you 

can do when those mortars start coming in...just get down in your hole 

and "hope and pray." You can hear those things coming in--you can hear 

a whistle just before they hit the ground. They just come in 

"shuuuummm m" and then "phu m m m m"--and the dirt starts flyin' all 

over the place. I don't know how the gooks pin-pointed us all the time 

but they sure did. We'd call in artillery on 'em, we'd have a general 

idea where they were shooting from, but not really, --we'd just call 

in artillery and saturate the whole area all around us. 

 Then one day when we were up there we saw some gooks about a mile 

from us down in the valley. They were movin' around, so we called in 

artillery on 'em and later in the afternoon they called in air strikes 

on 'em--and that went on all day. The next day, somehow, they got a 

body count--I think by these little spotter planes, these little piper 

cubs that fly around. They counted 700 and some odd V C bodies. Our 

battalion got a record kill that day, we were accredited for those 

kills, the most V C killed in one day. But we actually didn't do it 

ourselves, artillery and air strikes did it. 

 That one dead gook I got a picture of--him and another one 

started walking up the hill toward us when that air strike was going 

on. I guess they got scared, and I don't know if they knew we were up 

there or not, but third platoon picked 'em off. That one was dead and 

the other one was still alive and we medivaced him out so I didn't get 

him in the picture. 

 We moved out of there and started humpin' again. That afternoon 

we came across this wooded area and someone in the wooded area started 

yelling, "Hey, Richardson, are you lost? ..Answer up if you are!" And 

they'd say "We're over here!" It wasn't one of our guys, and we were 

the only Marines out there! 
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So we just came to the conclusion it was some of the V C --he could 

speak perfect English--and he was trying to get us in an ambush. But 

we didn't fall for it, we just kept on going. 

 Later on that afternoon about four o'clock, our point element got 

hit again--that was first platoon, they got hit by controlled mines. 

You'd be walkin' along and the V C would be hiding off in the bushes 

somewhere, and when you'd get to a certain spot, they'd push a button 

and the mine would go off. We lost three or four men that way. We lost 

one platoon commander, a lieutenant, he got shot in the back by a 

sniper and it killed him. 

 We stayed there that night, got up the next morning and moved 

out. It started raining--it rained all day--and we were just soakin' 

wet and freezin' to death and everything! And that's the day we got 

hit real hard! We had tanks with us that day--and after havin' tanks 

with us I don't want to be with tanks any more 'cause they attract too 

much attention. It was real slow movin' that day, my platoon was in 

the rear of the column, so fortunately, I didn't fire a single shot--

thank goodness! But up towards the front of the column--what it 

amounted to was a seven hour fire fight. We'd just walk awhile and 

we'd get hit by snipers, and we'd just have to "search 'em out"--the 

tanks, they'd "blow heck" out of everything. 

 We were just walking down this real narrow road and all along the 

sides were big tall hedge rows--real thick--you can't see through 'em-

-you can't walk through 'em or anything, and the V C hid behind these. 

When they're hiding behind them they're really only about four or five 

feet from you, and they lob grenades over the top of the hedge rows on 

you. You can't see them, you don't know where they're at, you just 

have to shoot where you think they are. They're dug in little holes 

and everything. You just have to spray the whole area and hope you get 

'em. We don't have any cover to hide behind or anything. 

 Later on that evening is when we got hit real hard, especially 

first platoon. The whole battalion was with us--I don't know where the 

other companys were at 
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this time. But we started gettin' mortared. We were out in this open 

field, without any cover. We had to lay down on the ground, and the 

"gooks" really had us pinpointed for the mortars. They also ambushed 

us--we couldn't see 'em--they were hiding in the hedge rows again and 

we just had to spray the area where they were. One gook even ran out 

in front of the tank. He had a rocket launcher--it was one of our 

weapons. I don't know where he got it, but he was gonna, "square away" 

that tank, but the machine gunner on the tank saw him in time and 

"blew him away." So, that's the night the "mighty Marines" had to 

retreat. We were gettin' hit so bad we called in artillery on the 

gooks and it was coming in so close it was almost gettin' us so we had 

to stop that. 

 We started retreatin'--we started carrying back our wounded. I 

was helpin' a wounded guy back to our perimeter and all this time it 

was rainin' and we were all wet and had to sleep out there that night. 

 We had about twenty WIAs—and we had nine KIAs. We couldn’t get a 

helicopter in that night to medivac them so the wounded had to stay 

out in the field that night along with the dead. The next morning we 

got one chopper in, we medivaced the wounded and all their gear, and 

we had to throw the nine KIAs on the tank--we had to take 'em all the 

way in on the tanks--and it was still rainin' and was all muddy. We 

had a few sniper rounds on the way in and this was the day that 

Ottie's battalion was coming out to get us. 

 We walked all day, and by the way, we hadn't had any food for two 

days. We were tired and worn out, wet and miserable, and the bodies on 

those tanks were just wrapped in ponchos and half of them were about 

ready to fall off the tanks and they were coming out of their ponchos! 

It was really a terrible sight...really sickening! By the time we got 

to the artillery battery the guys that had to unload the bodies said 

they were stiff as boards, and they had started to stink and 

everything. This is when we went back to Dong Ha and that evening 

Ottie and I had a nice chat. 

 The next day we started standin' lines. A couple days later my 

platoon went out to the artillery battery and my position was on top 

of a grave in a grave yard. 
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I had a little Vietnamese boy help me build my hootch. 

 About four days after that we moved out again--back up in the 

hills and it started getting hot then. These hills had paths on 'em--

some one had been up there before us so we had paths to follow--but it 

was so hot that we had guys passin' out from heat exhaustion all the 

time. All we did was just "walk!. walk!...walk!"--that's all we did. I 

don't know what we were trying to accomplish! 

 The second hill we were set up on, we got mortared again. I don't 

know "how the heck" the V C knew we were there. I mean- yeah, they 

knew we were in the area but I don't know how they knew exactly where 

we were. They had us pinpointed to a "T" on those mortars. We didn't 

know "where in the heck" they were coming from, so we couldn't even 

call in the artillery on these. In this attack the whole battalion was 

there but it seems like Delta Company slways gets hit the hardest. All 

together we had fifty some casualties. We had four KIAs out of the 

deal--two of 'em didn't need to die, they were just wounded. It was at 

night and we called in medivacs. About an hour after the attack we had 

flare ships flying over our positions dropping flares, lighting up the 

sky and everything so the choppers could see. It was a little hazey 

but not much. The choppers flew around over us for about an hour then 

they said they couldn't land, it was too bad, so they left. We had to 

leave all the wounded there, and during the night two guys died 

because the choppers wouldn't come in--and I guess those chopper 

pilots are in kinda, hot water now because of that. But that was 

really needless--the choppers could have come in but they didn't. 

 We moved out the day after that and started on our way in. It was 

"hotter than heck" again, sometimes we'd go all day without water--

we'd just have to get water out of a mountain stream. We walked down 

the side of this one hill and saw a dead helicopter laying there that 

had been shot down (by the way, they called this valley we walked 

through "Helicopter Valley" 'cause so many chopper have been shot down 

there). 

 We got back in to the place where we started the operation and 

they had hot chow waitin' there for us. (This is where we had to eat 

out of our helmets). 
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 They said, "We got hot chow, take your helmets with you, you'll 

have to eat out of 'em." But heck! We didn't care! We hadn't eaten in 

a day! So we grabbed our helmets and went over there where they were 

servin chow--they had chicken, potato chips and cake, and soon as we 

got our chow it started rainin', and I mean it rained. It's the 

hardest rain storm I've ever been in--it was just like some one was 

pouring it out of a bucket--and the wind was blowin'--oh! it about 

blew you down! All of a sudden they yelled "seconds" on chow, and you 

never saw such s mob, specially after that cake--everybody just ran 

out there and grabbed a hand full of that cake, just like a bunch of 

animals reachin' and grabbin' hands full of it, and threw it in their 

helmets. We stood out in the rain and watched our helmets fill up with 

water, eatin' soggy potato chips and wet cake, but it was good! 

 We stayed out there that night and the next day it cleared up so 

we all went down to the river and took a bath. It was a nice big 

river, real clear and swift moving. We took a bath and shaved--tried 

to wash our utilities the best we could. All this time there were 

Vietnamese women and children around tryin' to sell us bananas and 

sodas and gook candy and bread and stuff--and we all just walked 

around there "stark naked"--just like a nudist camp, you know. I hope 

all those Vietnamese women were gettin' a charge out of it! I wish I 

had gotten a picture of it but I never thought of it, durn't--I wish I 

had of. 

 What'd we do after that? Oh yeah! After that we went back up to 

the DMZ. We went up to the same place where we had come from before 

with the tanks and Alpha Company was leading that day. They got to 

this same vill that we had gotten sniper fire from and they got 

ambushed, and I mean ambushed bad--they got "the heck" mortared out of 

'em. The gooks were dug in all around 'em, they had machine guns and 

they just cut Alpha to pieces and Alpha even had a "heck of a time" 

gettin' out of there. All that day and half the next day we called in 

artillery and air strikes on that village. Then we went in there a day 

and a half later and Delta Company swept through the vill to see what 

they could find and we found every thing! We found forty dead V C--all 

kinds of gear--even 
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found our own gear the Marines had left there--they couldn't get it 

out, it was really a mess. It was all burnt up, trees layin' all over 

the place, it was just blown to shreds. We found all kinds of V C 

bunkers, V C gear, mortars, mortar rounds, grenades, cartridge belts, 

packs--you name it--it was there! They found one V C that was still 

alive and they took him and got him to talk, and he said there were 

four hundred V C there when Alpha Company got hit. 

 We don't know how many we killed for sure. We know we got forty 

of them 'cause we found that many bodies. We don't know how many they 

carried out--they carried a lot of them out because we found a lot of 

bodies wrapped up in cloth or hammocks (or whatever they were) tied to 

pieces of bamboo that they were trying to carry out but never made it. 

 That was the day before Easter, and Easter Sunday we set in about 

a couple miles from that vill--nothing happened, but we found two 

Vietnamese Catholic Nuns that had been hiding out from the V C and we 

flew them out by helicopters. They were dressed in their regular Nun 

attire and they were clean clothed, too--they weren't dirty--they were 

really nice looking Nuns for livin' out there in the boonies. Anyway, 

we got them out of there, then we started comin' back in. Let's see, 

where in the heck did we come back in to? Oh! Then we went up to Camp 

Carrol (up there with all the big guns) and stayed up there awhile. 

Those big guns are really something. When they shoot, the whole ground 

shakes all around. You've probably seen 'em on TV. We stayed there 

awhile then we took this truck convoy up to the Sanh. That was about 

an all day truck ride, and it was rough! We passed some engineers 

workin' on bridges and stuff, and when people back in the States see 

what's going on over here (how the war's bein' fought) you probably 

see people like the engineers. They were workin' on a bridge over a 

river only none of them were working at the time, they were all 

swimmin' in the river on their "rubber ladies", drinkin' beer--just 

havin' a heck of a time! That's how they fight the war--and that's how 

most people back home think "WE" fight the war--but they don't get the 

true picture of "us grunts." 

 Khe Sanh is just a little ol' air strip on top of a hill and it's 

way up in 
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the mountains. It's right on the "Ho Chin Min trail" they said. Terry 

wasn't up there, it was during the time when he was wounded and in the 

hospital but Bravo Company was still there. We stayed up there one 

night and came back to Dong Ha and then on down to the "Chinook" area 

all in the same day by trucks. 

 We set up on "Chinook Hill" there at that big camp for one night 

than we started out on operation "Big Horn"--out in that same area--

out in the sand dunes and the rice paddies. We moved out at seven 

thirty one night--out in the dark—across the sand dunes, and it was so 

dark you couldn't see the man in front of you. You had to hold on to 

his "U tool" so you wouldn't loose him, and when he'd stop you'd just 

run right smack in the back of him and it was just a big ol' chain 

reaction, everybody runnin' in the back of each other. Once in awhile 

you'd get separated two or three feet and you'd get lost so we'd have 

to hold up the whole column (that was the whole battalion) to find out 

where the rest of the guys were. There was a few places we had to jump 

across the paddy dike--from paddy dike to paddy dike--and I was 

carrying the radio plus my pack, and believe me that is heavy--and 

this one guy said, "Hey, you gotta jump this place" and he said, "It's 

a pretty far jump." He didn't tell me where I was jumpin' from, he 

didn't tell me I was jumpin' from one dike to another, so I just give 

a "big healthy jump"--SPLASH!... I landed in the water. I jumped clear 

over the dike I was supposed to jump on and landed in the rice paddy. 

So I crawled out of the rice paddy, walked a couple more feet and 

there was another paddy I had to jump. I made this one all right but 

the trouble is I fell down on the dike and I couldn't get up—I 

couldn't get up to save myself! I had this radio on, this pack on and 

this gear on and I couldn't get up at all and after I finally did get 

up I'd lost the rest of the column. I got on the radio and called up 

ahead to my lieutenant and said, "Delta 2 Delta 2 to Alpha 2 Alpha 

over." They answered and said, "2 Alpha, this is 2." I Said, "2,be 

advised to hold up the column, 2 Alpha is separated--over." They said, 

"Roger, we are straight up the trail to the left, just keep comin' and 

you will meet up with the tail end element—you copy? over." I said, 

"Roger, will do." So I "gitty bopped" along and fell 
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in a couple more holes and finally met up with 'em. 

 We spent the night out in the middle of the sand dunes and the 

next day we started sweepin'. That's where you get all in line and you 

walk and walk and walk through the rice paddies--and we were sweepin' 

through the same area we had swept once before when we were down there 

on "Chinook", but there wasn't any water in the paddies this time. 

They were dry, thank goodness! We were walking right along the "Street 

Without Joy" again--part of the company was on one side and part of 

the company was on the other side of the street, and we started 

gettin' a few sniper rounds right in front of us--(cough, cough, I'm 

gettin' the sore throat from talkin' so much). We didn't pay any 

attention to 'em though 'cause it was gettin' late in the evening and 

we were looking for a place to set up. We set up in this vill off to 

our right flank, and that evening they were supposed to bring some 

otters (armor personnel carriers) in to resupply. 

 The otters were starting to come in and they got ambushed about 

300 meters from us, right where we were gettin' the sniper fire from. 

What that sniper fire was for--it was tryin' to lure us into that 

ambush but we didn't go that far--we decided to set up in this vill. 

The otters got ambushed so they sent the 1st and 3rd platoon out to 

help 'em--thank goodness they left 2nd platoon behind! Charlie Company 

was over on the other side of the ambush tryin' to get the "gooks"--

and Delta was on the other side--so what it was, Delta couldn't shoot 

at the "gooks" because if we would, we'd be shooting at Charlie and 

Charlie couldn't shoot because they'd be shootin' at Delta. So it was 

all messed up. 

 1st and 3rd platoons got right up on top of the "gooks" and we 

were getting hit pretty bad. We were so close that they were throwin' 

grenades at us and one guy got hit in the mouth with a gook grenade--I 

mean it didn't go off, it just hit him in the mouth and bounced off. 

Another guy got hit in the back of the head with one and it bounced 

off. It was almost hand to hand combat. We had two KIAs out of it and 

about five WIAs, I think. 

 It was getting dark when all this happened and we had a "heck of 

a time" getting our men back in 'cause we were out in the rice paddies 

again with no 
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cover and the "gooks" were all dug in. 

 First platoon had two guys that were wounded and they couldn't 

get to 'em--I don't think they knew exactly where they were at but 

they knew they were wounded and they couldn't get to 'em--so they had 

to pull out and leave 'em out there all night. The next morning they 

went back out after 'em and they found 'em both--one was still alive, 

thank goodness--and the other one--he was dead. Some one said that the 

"gooks" had come back during the night and found him, and shot him in 

the head--but I don't know--any way, he was dead! 

 That day we moved out and my platoon swept through that area 

where the fighting was going on the night before. We were looking for 

gear. We found a lot of our own gear. We also found a lot of gook 

grenades. We didn't find any weapons--the gooks don't leave weapons 

behind very often. They leave a lot of amo behind but no weapons. We 

found grenades and a couple mines and cartridge belts and stuff like 

that. We had some" Chu Holes with us. They are ex V Cs that have given 

up or we've captured them and brain washed them. They're guides for 

the Marines--they tell us where the "booby traps" are and they act as 

interpreters for us. They don't speak English. They always have one 

guy along with 'em that can speak English though so they can interpret 

to them. These Chu Hoies saw some of this V C gear layin' there on the 

ground and they just went "bananas." They said, "Ah h h hi! V C, V 

C!!"--you know--they were "jumpin' with joy" 'cause it meant that we 

had had to kill some V C or something during the night. Anyway, these 

Chu Holes come in pretty handy once in awhile. Lots of times they tell 

us where the "booby traps" are, and some times they're not worth "two 

hoots" though. 

 After that nothing else happened, we just "humped around" out 

there for a few more days. We came back in to Chinook Hill (this big 

new camp) and they told us before we went out on "Operation Bighorn" 

that when we got back there they were going to give us a break and let 

us stand lines here at Chinook Hill--but it just happened that some 

other battalion came in off a five day operation (first one they've 

had in a long time). They took five  KIAs, and they said they 
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were tired and worn out--so they said, "All right, we'll let you have 

the line." So "they" got the line! 

 The next day we moved up to Dong Ha and they finally gave us a 

permanent position there. We moved everything up that the Marines had 

and they were starting to build their own area. They were setting up 

tents and soon they're going to start building hard-backs. 

 Thursday we started to move out to this vill (not too far from 

Dong Ha) that the V C were tryin' to take and there were three phases 

to the operation. The first was to attack the town and take prisoners 

and hold them for 24 hours--and the V C did that. The second phase was 

to mortar the city--and the V C did that. The third phase was to come 

into the city, capture it and hold it for 24 hours and get out. That's 

what moving out was for--1-9 was to start that phase of it, 'cause the 

V C had already done the other two phases. This is all for a morale 

booster for the V C, I think, 'cause they need a victory real bad. 

There are "Arvins" guarding all these towns but the V C just kick the 

heck out of the Arvins. These "Arvins" over here are Vietnamese 

soldiers. I've never seen any of them do anything--all they do is just 

run around in the vills in uniforms like Marines. They stay in the 

vills all the time and the Msrines go out in the "boon docks" and do 

all the fighting, and the dirty work. We're fightin' this war and the 

"Arvins" aren't doin' a thing. The newspapers say they are but the 

Marines capture the area and the Arvins come in and secure it and to 

keep it secure, but they don't. 

 They say this battalion I'm with is supposed to go down to Da 

Nang in a couple months, I don't know what for though. I don't know 

what all us "grunts" are going, to be doin' here--I think it's gonna' 

be better than 1-9 though. I think I'm gonna' like it pretty well. 

 (Cough, cough) When I was out on "Operation Bighorn" they thought 

I had tonsillitis. I told you I had a fever a couple days and both 

sides of my throat were sore and all swollen, I could hardly eat and 

talk. They wouldn't let me get out of the field--they wouldn't let 

anybody get out of the field for anything. 
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 When I got back to the rear I think half of the company went to 

sick bay. The doctor said I had a virus and my throat still is a 

little sore. A lot of the doctors were pretty mad at our battalion 

'cause they wouldn't let any of the guys come out of the field and our 

battalion was pretty bad off. Half of them were sick or something was 

wrong with them. 

 Dad, in this letter I got from you yesterday you said something 

about you thought we'd get the M-16 instead of the AR-15. They're both 

the same rifle. The AR-15 is the civilian name for it and the M-16 is 

the military name for it. Both names are stamped on the rifle. It's 

made by Colt and really out in the sand dunes it's proven to be not a 

very good weapon 'cause sand gets in it and it jams real easy. It 

fires about like the kick of a 22. You can always set it on the jaw 

and shoot it, and when you put it on automatic and fire it, it doesn't 

climb at all, you can just hold it in one spot. It's real light 

weight, the rounds are small. You can't believe how big the rejector 

is on it when the rounds are so small. It doesn't look like it's much 

bigger than a 22 but it sure blows a hole in you though. 

 I got a box from Grandma yesterday with some raisins and peanuts 

in it and a letter from Jan. I've been getting your packages all the 

time. All the guys can't believe I get so "durn many" little packages. 

And that birthday cake--that sure was good! It was sure fresh and 

moist and all the guys went crazy over it! 

 You don't need to send any more Kool Aid, I've got "boo koo" Kool 

Aid. I've gotten all your envelopes and I got your writing tablet, and 

I'm pretty well fixed on film for awhile. You can go ahead and start 

sending me tapes now. You can send this tape on to Davids and maybe 

they can send me a few tapes, too. I hope I have access to my sea bag 

for quite awhile now 'cause I've been without it for so long. 

 Well, I think I'll sign off here. So until the next time I'll be 

seeing you now.  

Good Bye. 
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April 17, 1967 Monday  

Hi 

 Not much more has happened since I made that tape. The rest of 

the Company got back from the field today and they say we are going 

back out Wednesday. I don't know any of the guys yet but I think I'll 

like it. At least when we come back in we are coming back to something 

good and we call it home. 

 About all I have been doing is filling sand bags the last two 

days. 

 They have real good chow at the chow hall and real milk and it's 

cold, too. We didn't even get real milk in Okinawa and believe me, 

real milk never tasted better. I haven't gotten any mail yet and 

probably won't for a few more days. 

 Could you tell Mrs. Renbarger my new address for the "Upper Room" 

and also for the "Oak Bark", also anybody else that might write me. If 

they use my old address it could be a month getting here. 

 I took everything out of my sea bag and turned it into the 

laundry, my boots were starting to mold. One thing you could do for me 

is start looking around for a rain jacket with a hood, like the one I 

have in my golf bag. I could use it but it's red and makes too good of 

a target. I'm in no hurry and don't want it until the monsoon season 

starts and I'll tell you when to send it. So just keep it until I ask 

for it. It won't be for awhile. I had one but it was all torn and 

coming apart. It had been through a lot so I threw it away. 

That's about all for now. Write more later 

Love, 

Mark 
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April 19, 1967 Wednesday  

Hi 

 It's raining again here. One time it's hot and the next time it's 

raining. You never know what it's going to do. 

 We haven't been doing anything. Today they had promotions and 

just like always, I didn't make it again. Since I got transferred here 

it'll hurt my chances because I'll have to prove myself all over 

again. The way things are going now I just might come home a P.F.C. 

It's getting so now I couldn't care less if I make L/Cpl. or not. I'm 

getting tired of putting out for nothing. 

 You can stop sending me all those canned goods now. I get all I 

can eat at the mess hall here. Keep sending candy and cookies and 

things like that though. You can send me three 1.5 volt batteries for 

my radio and two regular size flash light batteries. You can't get 

them over here. 

 Tomorrow we are going to ride escort for a truck convoy up to 

Dong Ha. We will most likely stay all night there and come back the 

next day. That's about all for now. 

Love, 

Mark 

P.S. That rain jacket--see if you can get one 3/4 length. Maybe 

somebody could find one at Ball State or some other college. It really 

doesn't matter what kind it is and there's no hurry to get it. 
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April 22, 1967 Saturday  

Hi 

 We're still sitting around doing nothing and I love it. Today our 

Platoon went on "Sparrow Hawk." We'll be on it for about three days so 

we can't go anyplace. Thursday we rode a convoy up to Dong Ha and came 

back Friday. We stayed at 1-9's area right beside "D" Company. They 

are out in the field on Prairie II. Some of the guys were there 

though--"the Walking Wounded." 

 I got four of my packages and when I got back four more were 

here, no letters yet. I got the brownies and some other goodies.  

 On our way back Friday one of the trucks hit a mine on the road. 

It was a controlled mine. A V.C. set it off when a truck with four .50 

caliber machine guns on it, was on top of it. It blew the front of the 

truck off but none of the men on it were hurt. It blew a big hole in 

the road so they had to build a bridge over it so the rest of the 

trucks could cross it. Every convoy carries portable bridges with it 

and in 30 minutes they had it all put up and the trucks rolling across 

it. The truck I was on had already gone over the mine along with a lot 

of other trucks, too. The V.C. just wanted the truck with the 50's on 

it. The 50's are protection for the convoy and are set up so one man 

can fire all four at the same time. (That's a lot of fire power). 

There are ARVINS all around that place and the V.C. still put a mine 

in the road right under their nose. That's how good the ARVINS are. 

That's about all for now. I hope you got my tape. I think it's a good 

one. Let people listen to it so they can find out what is really going 

on over here. 

 Tell Davids my new address. I haven't told them yet. Better go.  

Love, 

Mark 
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April 23, 1967 Sunday 

Hi 

 It's been a long boring day. No working parties, I just laid 

around all day. I think I'm getting lazy. Tomorrow we are going to the 

field. It's just our platoon so it's hard to tell what we're going to 

be doing. It won't be any operation, I don't think. We are taking 

eight meals with us. 

It rained again today for about half an hour. It's so it rains just 

about every day. But it's still hot. 

 I am sending another roll of film to be developed. If all of them 

don't come out it's because sometimes the button gets pushed somehow 

when it is in the pouch on my belt. So a lot of them are blank. I took 

a picture of Tom and me. 

 I hope it comes out. You don't need to send so much stuff to eat 

now because I eat so much at the mess hall, I'm not too hungry between 

meals. You can send some but not as much. Before, I never had chow 

like this, and I could eat it. I told Gordons to send me a carton of 

cigarettes because they don't have Viceroys here. Sometimes they do 

but not lately. In about another week I'll be ready for another roll 

of 126-20 EX film. That is, send it in a week. I just put a new roll 

in today. 

 I haven't gotten any letters yet but I should any day. I don't 

know how long we'll be in the field this time, not too long, I hope. 

That's about all for now. Tell Max and Steve and everybody else "hi." 

Tell all the customers I'll be back there before long. By the way, how 

is Cal Jacob? Ask Louis if any doors have hit him in the butt lately. 

Love, Mark 

P.S. That tape isn't very "pretty" to listen to but I hope a lot of 

people hear it. After hearing the tape you know how we feel about 

people like Clay and all these Anti-Vietnam marches. Myself, I would 

like to get my hands on some of them. 

(Editors note: Mark didn't know that he wrote this letter on our 28th 

wedding anniversary.) 

End of Volume II 
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April 26, 1967 Wednesday 

Hi 

 We are back out in the field again but we're not doing much. We are set 

in on top of a hill right beside Highway #1 south of Phu Bai. It is also 

beside a big inlet from the ocean and there are a lot of fishing boats. It 

reminds me a lot of Lake Tippy. About all we do is go out on all night 

ambushes and sleep all day. We have a radar set up here with us that picks 

up any kind of movement. So far we haven't gotten anything but we've only 

been here two days. I think we are going to be out here about six or 

eight more days. 

Today we had some kids and one lady come up here to sell us Cokes 

and beer. We didn't have them come up, they just came. The lady is 

expecting a baby--I don't see how she could make it up here. It's about 

all I can do to get up here myself. 

Yesterday we got mail out here and I finally got some. I got a 

letter from Sylvia and Virginia Ditmire. They sent me a pack of lemonade 

mix. I also got two old letters from you. One was March 25 and April 8. I 

know John Campbell real well and that was the Cam Lo river. I can't 

remember what that "salad bowl" thing would be in that picture. That's 

about all for now, not much going on. 

Love Mark 

P.S. I'm not thin anymore, I think I'm getting my weight back. It must be 

the chow at the chow hall. Believe me, I sure put it down three times a day 

and they even have cold milk (real milk) every meal. I can't wait to get 

back there.  

P.P.S. That lady that was selling us Cokes--she started having pains about 

every six minutes and our two Corpsmen thought they might have to deliver a 

baby out here. But instead we called in a medi-vac and took her to the 

hospital at Mu Bal. I think it was just the walk, and so did Doc but Doc 

said she is going to have a baby in the next few days. (Is there any 

business the Marine Corps isn't in!!!) 
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April 30, 1967 

Eleventh taped letter 

This is Sunday, the 30th, here. I received your tape yesterday, 

Saturday. We just got back out of the field yesterday morning about 10:30. 

We cleaned up the gear and layed around most of today. It's been pretty hot 

here. Today, especially--it's real hot. They said we could do anything we 

wanted to today so about all I did is strip down to my skivy drawers(or I had 

to put my skivy drawers on 'cause I don't wear any) and just laid around and 

slept most of the day 'cause it's so "durn" hot. You just lay there on the 

cot in the "hootch" and the sweat just pours off of you. Right now, it's 

about 6:30 and the sun's just about all the way down behind the clouds and 

I'm still setting outside here just sweating. So it's pretty hot over here 

and it's going to get hotter. In June and July it gets real hot. 

I said we didn't do much today. We did have an inspection this 

morning at 10:00 and that kept me from going to church again. Last week 

I couldn't go to church 'cause we were on Sparrow Hawk. So, I would Like 

to go one of these Sundays if I get s chance--I haven't been for so 

long! The inspection this morning was a bunch of "petty stuff," the 

rifle inspection (782 inspection) and then the personnel inspection. 

One thing--the biggest thing I don't like about this company is 

too much "petty stuff." They go into too fine details on things. 

When you're in the rear (they call it "back in garrison") it's just like 

you were back in the States. You go for inspections: you've got to 

have shined boots, real clean utilities, and rifle inspections all the 

time. You've got to keep everything spit and span. It's really 

ridiculous. In "1-9" we didn't have to do any of that stuff. You just 

lived the way you wanted to--usually--but here, they run it in the 

ground! 

I got quite a bit of mail yesterday. I got your tape and I got some 

letters from you, and one from Myrna. I think the fartherest letter dated 

back from you was March 9th. Then I got one every day from then on. I 

got a nice long letter from Donna and a birthday card from Ralph Small, 

and I'd like you to thank Ralph 
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for sending me a birthday card. They also sent me an Easter card which I 

was very glad to get and to hear from them. Thank Ralph for sending those 

and tell him I said "Hi," And, let's se, I got two Sports Illustrated. The 

Sports Illustrated--they're not coming in order. I got the March issue and 

an April 24th issue. I'm missing one issue in there somewhere. I forgot about 

a Knight magazine, and a couple more cans of goodies. And I told you in a 

letter or on a tape--I can't remember which, that you can quit sending me 

so many goodies, but I've thought about it quite a bit now and I don't know 

whether I want you to stop or not. Let's put it this way--don't send me 

quite as much! You can quit sending me that Campbell's Soup and you don't 

need to send me any more Kool-Aid. And, I guess you can keep sending just 

about everything but not quite as much. Maybe like you said, you send a can 

every, day, you can make it every other day this time. But I would like 

to have some, so keep sending a little. 

 Donna said in one of her letters to let her know when we come out 

of the field so she can start sending me goodies and I can eat them before 

I go back in the field. We never know when we're coming out of the field 

until the day we move out. We never know when we're going back in until, 

if we're lucky, the day before. So if you want to send something, just 

send it. I'll get it and it'll most likely be fresh. Everything else has 

been. I had one orange spoil, but Mother, I think that was one of yours. 

I got the smoked oysters, they were real good, too. 

 I'm sitting outside here not too far from the hootches. You can 

hear a record player in the background, at least I can (doubt if you 

can!). A lot of the guys over here have record players and you can get 

records at the PX. And, by the way, I was over at the PX this afternoon, they 

just built a brand new one. Before, they just had a real little one--wasn't 

much in it. But now they have a real big one. It's real nice--they have 

everything in it! Just like everything the ones back in the States have, 

except not quite as big a scale, and it's not as elaborate. They have 

cameras, and they have a place where you can get suits made, radios, and 

record players. They have a little record shop in there, 
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jewelry, all kinds of engagement rings, silverware, a nice magazine 

stand, and clothes (they even sell some civilian clothes). They have a 

few goodies, fizzles and canned orange juice, (this concentrated stuff) 

and grape juice. 

 Once in awhile they have some canned hams. Today I noticed they had 

some canned corned beef, and then of course, they have all the necessities; 

shaving gear; cigarettes--all they have is Camels, big old shelf full of 

Camels. So, I'm hurtin' for cigarettes hope Gordons have those Vicroys on 

the way by now. I got down to my last one here tonight. I'm gonna' have to 

start "bummin'", I guess. But, I make out all right, I went all day today 

with only two. I was trying to conserve them so I can get along without 

them. And, let's see, what else?--we had real good evening chow; 

barbecue steaks, baked beans, tossed salad with dressing, apricots, 

and that good old milk. Of course, I had to stand in line about an 

hour and a half, but it was worth it! 

I thought I'd try to tell you a little bit about what we did when we were 

out in the field the last time. We were out for six days. We went out last 

Monday and came in yesterday morning. Like I said in the letter, we were up 

on top of this hill. To stand down on Highway 1 and look up at the hill, 

it didn't look like much, but when you start climbing it, boy!--it was 

pretty steep, and pretty rough going up. It was all covered with grass, 

with big rocks all over it. You couldn't dig a hole, a "fighting hole," so 

we just took a chance and laid out on the ground. And, we didn't do 

anything all during the day, we just laid around in the hot sun. Some 

Vietnamese helped to build a hootch so we could get in some shade. And at 

night each squad took out a night ambush which lasted all night, so we 

had three ambushes out each night. 

There were three bridges we had to guard along the highway there that 

the V C had been trying to blow up. But then, we didn't make any contacts 

with anything. We had a radar unit up there on the hill with us that could 

detect movement and we didn't even pick up anything with that. There's 

supposed to be a battalion of V C operating in that area but you can 

never believe what you hear. Half the time Intelligence reports it all 

"messed up"--they don't know what they're 
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talking about. 

Like I said, this Vietnamese woman would come up on the hill to 

sell us Cokes. She always brought some kids with her, and we always ended 

up having a "slew" of Vietnamese kids up there. The first day she started 

having labor pains, so we medivaced her. She could speak pretty good 

English. We flew her in (or medivaced her) and the next day she was 

back out there again. I guess they brought her in by helicopter to the 

hospital, they told her she was all right and to just get on "out of 

here" and go home. But the next day she "humped" back up the hill again, 

and the kids were right behind her, carrying all the goodies they sell--

bread and Vietnamese popsicies (they aren't worth too much). Some of 

the little kids--they are pretty intelligent. A few of them can speak 

three languages; Vietnamese, French, and some pretty good English. One of 

them spoke real good English, excellent English, as good as I do! I don't 

know where they learned it, but they could sure rattle it off. 

And, let's see, when was it? Friday? Friday morning, yeah, this 

battalion likes to "hump" all kinds of ammo. They make each man carry 

about 540 rounds and about four hand grenades and all kinds of 

illumination--all kinds of goodies. It's really ridiculous! All the time 

I've been over here and all the fire fights I've been in, I don't think 

I've shot more than 300 rounds. But everytime you go out in the field 

they make you carry 540'--it's really stupid. So, Friday morning we 

just sat up on one side of the hill and "popped caps" all morning. 

Just "shot up" all our extra ammo. I shot up 280 rounds and just about 

everybody else shot that much or more. And, if there are any V C around 

here I imagine they "dee deed" after that--after hearing all that 

firing going on! We were up there shooting our M-16's, M-79's, mortars, 

LANs, 3.5's--we threw out everything we had. We were shooting at this 

tree over on another hill, about 300 meters away. We were trying to cut 

it down with our rounds but we never could. We sure chopped it up, 

though. And, we've come to find out that those M-16's, those AR-

15's, whatever you want to call them, those new weapons we got, they're 

not 

* dee dee - go, get out of here 
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too reliable! We don't care for them! Even though they are lightweight and 

easy to carry, we'd like to get rid of them and get our old M-14's back. We 

have too many malfunctions with them, they "jam" too easy. Mine jammed on me 

five times. The round of fire won't eject, it just stays in the chamber so 

you have to get a ramrod and poke it out. (Just like the "Daniel Boone" guys 

did.) You have to run a ramrod down the bore to get a-try again. So, we'd 

like to get rid of those things, but I doubt if we will. We don't feel too 

safe with them 'cause when we were back with 1-9 the last time we were out on 

Chinook (I told you about this last big fire fight we were in) Charlie 

Company had a platoon that got on line and we were going to sweep through the 

V C and we started firing at them and seventeen of the rifles quit firing. So 

we had about seven KIA's because of the malfunctions. They're not too 

dependable a rifle. Those old M-14's, they would shoot anytime. You could 

throw it down in the mud and the dirt and the sand and leave it lay in water 

all night, and it would still shoot. You'd never have a malfunction with 

that thing. 

Friday morning we moved down off the hill right beside Highway 1 and 

stayed there a day. We went swimming Friday morning, it's right beside 

the ocean, so we walked over and went swimming, took a bath and washed 

our clothes (as good as we could). And, that's about all we did. We 

came in Saturday morning. We didn't do a whole lot when we were out 

there in the field and I hope we do about the same when we go out this 

time. 

I'm going to try to answer some of the questions you asked me on the 

tape and a few other things I got out of letters. You asked me if I was 

still a Radioman, and how long that would be. I'm not a Radioman any 

more. I was in 1-9, Delta Company, but not here. I hope I'm not, 'cause 

I don't like carrying that radio very well. I like to monitor it--listen 

to it--'cause you always find out the "hot scoop" and what's going on. 

But, it's a pain to carry, but! it's heavy! I started out as a squad 

radioman and worked my way up to a platoon radioman, that's a 

Lieutenant's radioman. I was a platoon radioman for one day and then I 

got transferred over here. 
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        I got the canned ham all right and I ate it here last week, ate it 

cold, right out of the can. I missed chow one night so I just sat down 

and ate that. 

   And, those "Sergeant Mike" clippings, I enjoy them. You don't know 

how really true they are! It's just like the Marine Corps--how "messed up" 

they are{ Everyone of those cartoons I've asked myself the same questions 

"Sergeant Mike" has. Like this one I remember; he's down in the Delta, and it 

says there's supposed to be 80,000 VC in here, "if we find them what the heck 

we gonna, do with 'em?" That's about right! 

And, let's see, oh yeah, you said six months ago we were in Las Vegas 

together at David's wedding. Sure as heck doesn't seem like that long ago. 

Here, I think back on that quite a bit, and it just seems like yesterday that 

we were in Vegas at David & Donna's wedding. So I hope these next six months 

go just as fast as these last six months went. That's about all the notes I 

have here for the questions you asked, and I'm running out of things to tell 

you. I've only got about three-quarters of this one side filled. So I guess 

I'll just let it go here for awhile and see if I can't think of a few more 

things to say a little later. 

You sent me that electrical outlet jack for this tape recorder. We have 

electricity here--we have lights--but we don't have any place to plug it in 

and besides, I'm kind of shy, you know, so I don't want to record this inside 

the barracks. I'm always out here by myself when I record so I don't use that 

jack. I've just got it put away in my sea bag. 

We had a shakedown last night. Something was missing, I don't know what it 

was, but we had to empty out our sea bags and everything we had on our racks 

so they could come and "shuffle" through and see what we had--see if we had 

anything stolen. 

My belt I had with my civilian clothes (that wide leather belt)--I had to 

get rid of that. It was all moldy--completely covered with mold. It was 

really in a mess so I had to throw that away, but everything else in my sea bag 

was all right. Oh yes, I put in for R & R in July. I don't know when in 

July. It's the 
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first time I've been asked about R & R. I put in for Hong Kong but you usually 

don't get what you put in for. It's hard to tell where I'll end up going. I 

could go to Tokyo, Bangkok, Taipei, a few other places in Japan, to Hawaii--I 

hope I don't go to Hawaii,  it's too much like the States--too expensive. If I 

went there I wouldn't want to come back. They've got some new ones, Phanang 

is one. It's in Malaysia someplace. And there's another one in Malaysia, one 

in the Philippines--the capital of the Philippines, Manila, and a few others I 

can't think of right now. 

This paycheck I'll send home and probably the next two I'll keep so I'll 

have some money to go on R & R. Everybody spends somewhere around $250-300 

dollars on R & R. I may not even get paid this time--I don't know, 'cause 

getting transferred messes up your pay records and stuff. You usually 

miss a month getting paid when you get transferred like this. They passed the 

pay roster around here two weeks ago for people that signed to let them know 

how much money they wanted in cash and check, and my name wasn't on it then. 

So if I don't get 

 paid, I can always go to Dispersing and get it straightened out or just let 

it go and get paid double next month. Probably I'll got to Dispersing and get 

paid over there 'cause I'm running low on money. 

Today it was so hot I didn't want to do anything,  I just layed around all 

day. I felt like I should write a few letters--I don't know who to--but I could 

always think of someone, but it was so hot I didn't feel like writing so I 

just slept half the day. 

I don't know whether you heard about it or not but Phu Bai got mortared the 

other night. I wasn't here--I was out in the field when it happened. I don't 

know too much about it, just what I heard. I don't know if it was in the 

papers back home or not but someone said we took around 80 rounds in here. 

They just hit all over the base. The closest one to where I live was about 

150 yards away. It hit the corner of the mess hall, it just went through 

the very edge of the roof and it put a hole through the overhang and threw 

shrapnel all over this side of the mess hall. I was amazed it didn't blow a 

hole in the side of the mess hall,  
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but it didn’t. And, one of the officers billets right around here got 

hit and wounded six officers.. No one was killed but we had sixty-some 

casualties, I think. Someone said they were aiming for the hospital 

here on the base, but they didn’t hit it. 

 The airstrip caught a few rounds, kind of tore it up, but really 

didn’t do too much damage. It would take a heck of a mortar attack to 

do much damage to this base ‘cause it’s so big. Really, they would 

have to concentrate them all in one area. And, myself, I don’t see how 

they got in close enough to drop mortars ‘cause the hills are — oh — 

about two or three miles away from here. It’s all flat land between 

here and the hills, and the perimeter is pretty far out, too. So I 

don’t see how they got in here close enough to set up the mortars. It 

takes them about two or three days to set up a mortar site. They have 

to come in and dig holes to set the mortars in and set the mortar 

tubes in, and they’d have to have camouflage to do that. There are 

choppers flying around here all the time, and I don’t see how they 

kept from getting spotted. But they said the next day they went out 

around the sides of the perimeter here and found three mortar sites, 

and about six or seven graves (brand new graves). So our artillery got 

some of them that were shooting at us. There were 61 and 82 millimeter 

mortars shooting at us. We have 60 mortars and 80 mortars, but the 

Communists, they just go one millimeter larger than we do with a 61 

and 82. That way, they can use our mortars and their tubes but we 

can’t use their mortars and our tubes. So, that’s an advantage they’ve 

got over us. The “Gooks”—they can hijack our roads and stuff and use 

our mortars in their tubes, and they’re not even the same size tube. 

 It’s getting kind of noisy here, we’ve got 1, 2, 3, 4 helicopters 

going over here, three big ones, and a little one (that’s a 34, one of 

those real little slow things like we used down in the Delta all the 

time). 

 The General’s headquarters is just about 200 yards from my front 

door. We’ve got a new general here, General Hochmuth. He’s the one 

that was at San Diego MCRD when I went through boot camp. His picture 

is in that year book 
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you've got there. And the way things are around here, you can tell 

he's straight from the States for he has a spic and span base like he 

had at MCRD. He's trying to make a parade field outside his house over 

there. He's planting grass (or sodding it), he has Vietnamese women 

working out there about every day putting sod down. He's building all 

kinds of roads here and he's the one that made everybody build these 

great big bunkers alongside the hootches--he's making all kinds of 

changes around here. Before they got mortared I noticed he just had a 

real little bunker beside his house over there--it didn't have a top 

on it. Now, I see he has a top on his bunker. "He must've got kind of 

scared." Also, I think he's trying to make a heliport out of his 

parade ground 'cause he's all the time having helicopters landing over 

there. (I don't know what for.) One day I saw he had five helicopters 

sitting over there, I can see him using maybe,one--but they just come 

in and out of there all day like it's a supply depot. I don't know 

what "in the heck" they're doing over there all the times. It sure as 

heck stirs up the dust around here and gets everything all dirty. Our 

hootches are full of dust all the time from his "durn" helicopters 

coming in. 

 Oh, another thing I just remembered sitting here scratching my 

mosquito bites. I got ate up with mosquitoes out there on that hill 

last week--it's the worst mosquitoes have ever gotten to me. We have 

"bug juice" we use (mosquito repellent) which is real good, but they 

were so bad out there they just ate us all up--the "bug juice" didn't 

help much. You couldn't cover up with anything 'cause it was so "durn" 

hot. You can't use a blanket or anything at night, it's so hot. So we 

just had to suffer through the mosquitoes out there. But it was pretty 

easy out there, I'm not complaining. 

 Well, after playing this second side back, I want to make a few 

points a little more clear. I haven't listened to the first side yet 

so I don't know what I said on there. 

 You might not have caught it but I did, on those mortar sites--I 

said it takes about two or three days to set them up. I meant it takes 

about two or 
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three days for the Vietcong to set them up, to come in and dig their 

positions without being seen or anyone catching them, and working 

under camouflage all the time. Really, it only takes about a half hour 

to set up a mortar site, you can set one up in about two minutes if 

you don't dig a hole. But for the "Gooks" to set up a good one, it 

takes about two or three days working under cover. And also I heard at 

the same time that Phu Bai was getting mortared. They hit Dong Ha and 

Khe Sanh real bad with mortars. If there's anything you didn't quite 

catch you can ask me about them on the next tape or in a letter. 

Till the next time now, I'll be seeing you. Bye, Bye, 
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May 2, 1967 Tuesday  

Hi 

 We didn't go to the field yesterday but we are going today. I 

think it'll be for about six days and do about the same thing as we 

did the last time. 

 Yesterday I got three shots and played softball all afternoon. It 

was 

a lot of fun. I was catcher and we had a real good pitcher, too, so my 

hand is kind of sore today. 

 I am getting my mail all right now. I am sorry to say but these 

radio batteries are the wrong size. I need size "C." I should have 

told you but I didn't know they came in different sizes. 

     That rain jacket sounds just right so get it and hang on to it 

until I ask  

for it. We are just about ready to leave so I better close. Write more 

later.  

                                        Love 

                                           Mark 
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May 5, 1967 Friday 

Hi 

 Right now we are half way between Phu Bai and Da Nang at a C.A.C. 

unit. That's a unit of about 30 Marines and about 10 ARVINS that live 

here. They have the wood buildings and big sand bag bunkers with barb 

wire all around it. They work with the people in the day and go on 

ambushes at night. So really, they don't do much of anything. 

 The first night we went out by the hills and came back in here 

the next day and we are going back out again tonight. This time we are 

going to stay for about three days. 

 We got mail yesterday, I got two letters from you, one from 

David’s and one from Linda Tribbett and Jan. Also I got the new "Upper 

Room." One of your letters was an old one and I'll answer one of the 

questions in it. When I got transferred the whole Battalion moved up 

to Dong Ha from Phu Bai, so my sea bag was at Dong Ha. 

 I was surprised to hear that Phil is going to let the student 

body listen to that tape. There's one thing that I left out about the 

V.C. They are all doped up most of the time and they don't know what 

they are doing. That's why they do crazy things, like run right at a 

machine gun. Do you remember when the V.C. tried to overrun that 

artillery battery and they were shooting point blank at them with 

105's? The V.C. were all doped up. That's another reason why they are 

so hard to fight. 

That's about all I have for now. I'll make another tape when I get 

back in.  

Love Mark 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

157



 

May 9, 1967 Tuesday  

Hi 

 I'm out of the field again back here at Phu Bai, the rest of the 

Platoon is still out. Guess what - I got transferred again. This time 

it is to something I will like and wanted. I am in C.A.C., that is 

said "CAC." It is Combined Action Company. I told you a little about 

it. We go out and live with the people and do a little patroling, very 

little. Most of the time we just lay around and do nothing. 

 I was lucky to get in it and glad too. Everybody would like to 

get in CAC. For the next eight days I will be going to school, 

learning how to speak a little of the language and some of the 

customs. The rest I'll have to pick up as I go. I don't know where 

I'll be going yet. This means another change of address and the mail 

clerk here said it would be best not to write until I have my new 

address in about eight days, because my mail would be going all over 

the place trying to run me down. 

 I got your new address labels today and they are outdated now. I 

know this is going to cause some trouble with another change of 

address but it's worth it to get out of the "grunts." 

 Last night I got your house plans. I like them very much but I'm 

doing a lot of thinking about them. How much would a house like that 

cost? I also got David’s oranges and beans, etc, your fruit and potato 

sticks. Everything was all right. That's about all for now. I'll tell 

you more when I find it out. Just don't write until you get my new 

address. 

Love Mark 

P.S. I got paid $162.00 today and I am keeping the rest. 
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May 11, 1967 

Twelfth taped letter. 

Well, hello! 

 This is the llth of May, Thursday, and by the way, if you hear a 

motor or something running in the background that's a generator about 

100 yards from here supplying electricity for this side of the base. 

 Like I told you in that letter I wrote a couple days ago, I got 

transferred again, to "CAC," that's "Combined Action Company." I'm 

very happy to be in it actually. It's better than an infantry outfit 

yet you still do some of the work, a lot of the same work that the 

infantry does. 

 They asked for volunteers for anyone who wanted to go to "CAC" in 

my old outfit when we were out in the field, and everybody volunteered 

for it. All the "grunts" want to get in it because it's really a 

pretty good program. For some reason they picked me,  I don't know 

why! Also another boy who came down here with me from "1-9" made it. I 

went through ITR and BRS with him and he was in my platoon in Delta. 

His name is Bartos. They also sent two other guys from my 

platoon down here from Delta, so it is just like being back home 

really, with the four of us being all together again--it's really 

pretty nice. 

 We're going to school here right now for eight days, and then 

they are going to send us out to different units. The biggest part of 

us will go up North around Cam Lo, just this side of Cam Lo, and 

around Dong Ha to units there. Maybe a few of us will go right around 

this area here as replacements for guys rotating. 

 I'll tell you a little of what the school is about and what we 

are learning. A lot of it is map reading, learning how to read a map, 

calling in artillery and using the compass. Because "CAC" is such a 

small unit, anybody, from a Pfc. up, could be taking a patrol out. 

The highest ranking man in a CAC unit, in each unit out in the field, 

is a Sergeant, and he is in charge of everybody, and anybody could be 

taking a patrol out. So it is a lot of map reading, compass reading 

and we will have some Vietnamese customs--the chaplain is going to 

give us that--and the general is going to talk to us. We get seven 

hours of Vietnamese language. Really, we won't learn too much 
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language in class, just words and a few phrases, the rest of it we 

have to pick up out in the field. 

 We have quite a few inspections here because since we are out in 

the field working with the people, we have to be pretty "squared 

away." We have to have out boots shined,  brass shined and clean 

utilities all the time, so we have inspections like that around here 

quite a bit. 

 (Cough! Cough!) Boy, I'm gettin' that ticklish throat again from 

talking so much. Now I'll tell you what the CAC unit does itself when 

it's out in the field. There are usually about 18 to 20 Marines in a 

compound and about 15 PFs, these are Vietnamese soldiers, they are 

something like "Minute Men" used to be. They are not real soldiers, 

they are kind of like part-time soldiers. They are volunteers from the 

village that the CAC unit is actually in. They live in the compound 

with us and go on patrols with us. They have been trained a little, 

but not much, so therefore we have to further their training, and 

really what we do is act as a "police force" out in the vills. We have 

day patrol and night patrol, usually each guy goes out every third 

day. We never go out hardly any more than 1000 meters from the 

compound. We just keep the area secured right around the immediate 

vill itself,  and we win over the people to our side, make them feel 

safer since we are going to be a permanent unit there and will not 

move out. After we win the people over to our side they start giving 

us information about the VC, where they are, when they are going to 

come into the vill and collect rice, or recruits. and things like 

this. It is a lot better than the "grunts" but still you have the 

patrols and ambushes, and there is always that--oh, what shall I say?-

-always that chance you are taking. 

 We have these wood buildings to live in. We have two hot meals a 

day, a rack to sleep in every night (we won't be out sleeping in the 

rain or on the ground anymore), plus we can sit around in the vills 

and be able to buy Cokes and everything, and really lay around and 

relax (just all the time take it real easy from here on out), That's 

really about all the CAC unit does. It's just a 
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small "police force" out in the vill working with the people. I think 

it will be real interesting work, I'm looking forward to it. I think 

it'll be fun trying to learn this language, talking with the people, 

learning how they live plus the fact I have a rack to sleep in every 

night and I can take a shower every day. CAC units are really pretty 

nice compounds. Like I said, three wood buildings and another small 

wood building for a kitchen, sandbags all around the compound, 

barbwire, mines and four big sandbag watch towers, one on each corner, 

so you are really pretty safe in there. Once in awhile they get "hit," 

but not too often. 

 I told you in that letter that I wrote you a few days ago that I 

know it's going to mess up my address again 'cause I had just written 

everybody a letter telling them that I had been transferred to "326" 

and given them my new address and everything, and here I got 

transferred again, and I have to do it all over. But it's all right 

with me. I'm getting in a better outfit. 

 Just the other day I got those new address labels in the mail. 

but I can't use them now so I gave them to some guys over in 326 and 

they said they would just cross out my name and put in theirs. 

 I've been going over to "326" every evening and getting my mail. 

I've been getting quite a few packages here the last few days. I got a 

letter from Jane Torgerson which is a very nice letter. I got one from 

Becky Weaver, Linda Tribbett and your usual letters. Let me see if I 

can remember the packages I got--I got another orange, David's 

packages of corn chips, fired beans, shrimp, clams, oysters, twinkles 

and peanuts. I got three Sports Illustrated, the other night I got the 

April Playboy and then last night I got the May Playboy. By the way, 

that May "play girl of the month," I love that pink outfit she's got 

on,  it's something else! I've gotten two tapes from you, and a tape 

from David and Donna last night. I really enjoyed hearing that tape 

from you, Dave and Donna. I really enjoyed hearing from you, you 

really sound good! 

 That fish aquarium, I don't know what you're trying to do, pinch 

your pennies or what? Anyway you will get a lot of enjoyment out of 

it. I like to sit around and watch fish myself. 
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 To answer one of your questions Dave, no we don't get liberty to 

go off the base here, except when we go out in CAC fields, that will 

be all liberty out there, nothing but liberties, so it might be kind 

of fun to be out there, I don't know. I have to wait and find out. 

Maybe if I can learn to communicate with them it won't be too bad. 

 Mom, to answer some of your questions about those suckers that 

Harold sent me. I ate three of them and gave the others away to some 

of the guys. One of the Holloway suckers I was eating out on operation 

"Big Horn" (right along the Street Without Joy) while we were taking 

sniper rounds, I was helping on radio, too! Good thing nothing came up 

that I would have to use the radio 'cause I had a mouth full of 

Holloway sucker and I couldn't have done much talking on that "juke 

box" with that sucker in my mouth. 

 I got a picture of Jan the other day. 

 About this milk we've been getting, it's not powdered milk, it is 

refined milk. I read an article on it here in the Stars and Stripes a 

couple of months ago. It is sent over here from California and it's 

made in Da Nang, they put it back together or whatever they do to it, 

in Da Nang. It's put out by the Foremost Company in California. I 

always thought it was real milk myself, but it's refined milk and it 

sure tastes like real milk, it's really delicious.  

     Let's see what else can I say?--I got those house plans the other 

day—the A-frame, and I like them. I have been thinking a lot about 

them and I have thought of some problems I might run into on them but 

like you say, there are a lot of advantages, too. One advantage to 

having that house over the plans that you and I drew up is that 

someday I will get "hooked" probably, and get married, and that A-

frame would be a nice house for a family. That little house I have 

been drawing sketches of was only a one bedroom "jobber" and I tried 

to figure out a way to build onto it but there's not much of a way to 

build onto it the way I've got it set up. But there are some things I 

haven't figured out about this A-frame yet. One thing is that when you 

have visitors, where in the heck  is the front door, out there on the 

"deck" or down there in the "rec" room? 
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Course, that wouldn't be much of a problem. Another thing, everytime 

you wanted to go down to the car you have to go down stairs. The 

living room I like it very much but there's not hardly anyplace to put 

a TV and stereo and all that stuff. So I thought maybe I might do 

this--the bedroom right beside the master bedroom, or what I would 

call the master bedroom, I think you know what I am talking about.  I 

could make a TV room out of it, put my TV and stereo in there 

and have the walls all paneled in some kind of dark wood, have my easy 

chair in there and have it decorated and fixed up with nice modern 

furniture. I'd leave that upper bedroom and the recreation room 

downstairs vacant, just leave the ground floor and second floor empty 

and live on the first floor. I wanted to have the complete house wired 

for my stereo and if I could do it that way,  I would like the house 

very much. I was just wondering what the price on a house like that 

would be. It's all under one roof and that would cut down a lot of 

expense. 

 I'll have a lot of slack time here in the CAC unit to think about 

all that stuff plus you will probably run across some other pictures. 

I enjoy going over them! 

 The CAC unit here is right beside the mess hall and so is the EM 

club, and the shower is about three hootches down, so we are pretty 

well located. There is a real nice mess hall, pretty good chow, not 

quite as good as 326. The club is real nice, they have a juke box and 

everything in there. The base here is really expanding, really getting 

nice. General Hochmuth is really doing it over big but he is a "hard-

nose" general. He is real strict, making all the movies close down 

early, closing all the clubs early. He is really strict about this 

place but he's charging it around, too. He's building lots better 

roads than what were here. They were just dirt roads which always 

turned into mud holes and lakes when it rained. He is having them 

graveled and it's really turning into a lots better base than what it 

was. 

 Over across the road from the Marine base here is a great big 

Seabee base.  On the other side of the Marine base is the Army base, 

which isn't quite as big as the Marine or Seabee base. 
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 The Sea Bee base is mostly supply because they do all of the road 

work around here (more of construction)--well, that's what SeaBee's 

are, construction. There's a lot of supplies over there, so it's a 

pretty big base. On the end of the Marine base here, between the Army 

and the Sea Bee's, is the air field. 

 The weather has been pretty nice around here, hot, and not much 

rain. It just sprinkled a little here this evening, but that's all. 

Other than that it's been pretty warm and pretty dusty around here. 

 I got your flashlight and radio batteries, those radio batteries 

were the wrong size, I need size C. 

 The rain jacket sounds like just what I wanted, sounds just 

right, and you don't need to put any elastic in the sleeves, just 

leave them the way they are, it's fine that way. I'll let you know 

when to send it, probably when I get out to this CAC unit and get 

settled, then I'll have a place to put all my gear and everything. 

 I wonder if Gordon’s sent those cigarettes? (I'm out again.) 

Well, like you said, I can go without them, I've only had three today. 

I "bummed" them. The PX has been closed for the last two day, 

inventory, so I haven't had a chance to buy any. Besides, what they 

have is Camels anyway and I don't want to buy any of them. You can 

start putting a pack in a can every now and then because when we get 

out to the unit, out in the field, we won't have access to 

the PX much. 

 Oh yes, before I forget it, I told you not to write me for about 

eight days. You don't need to do that, you can keep on writing. You 

can send it to this CAC address, I've got just about all of it. What I 

don't have they can look through their mail records and find out where 

I'm at. Here's my address you can 

 send it to: PFC Mark R. Black  

              2210392 USMC Headquarters Bat.  

              3rd Marine Div. Sub unit 4 C.A.C. 

          FPC San Francisco       96602 

 I was sure glad to hear everyone enjoyed that tape of mine on the 

war story. After I sent it I started thinking about it and I wondered 

whether I 
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should have sent it or not, it was kind of gory in places, but that's 

what goes on here, and "war is war, " you shouldn't hide it! Anyway, 

just thought the people should know what's really going on over here. 

That will probably be the end of my war stories and I hope it is 

because in this new unit there won't be any more of that stuff going 

on, and I'm "durn" glad of it too. So that will be the first and last 

tape like that I'll make. 

 This is just about all I have for now, I'm running out of things 

to say—I can't think of much more to tell you. So if I think of 

anything else, I have one and a half more tapes here that I can always 

use. So, till next time, I guess I'll just be seeing you now!. Bye,  

bye. 
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May 13,  1967 Saturday 

Hi 

 Not much going on. just going to classes from 7:00 to 4:00. 

Tomorrow we go out on top of some hill and practice calling in 

artillery. We are starting to get ready to go to our unit. Today I 

bought a foot locker to keep my things in instead of living out of my 

sea bag. Tomorrow I am going to buy a lawn chair, too. We get this 

stuff at a little Viet Namese store here on base. They sell all kinds 

of Junk. Remember me telling about all the guys that set around all 

the time and don't have it very rough? The ones that the "grunts" 

don't like. Well, I am going to be one of them now that I am in C.A.C. 

It's all right with me because I've had my share of the dirty work. 

It's still not the safest job in the world but it is better than being 

a "grunt" and I'11 have real good living conditions. 

 I got your can of cheese crackers today and a letter from Carl’s 

and you. About those little V.N. kids. The ones that talk English are 

all right and know what we like and don't--that is as far as what they 

do. Usually the ones that can't speak English are always asking for a 

cigarette or "chop chop," that's chow. That we don't like! A lot of 

them like us very much but are scared of us because our ways are so 

much different and they don't know how to take us. 

     As for house plans, etc., I'll tell you all about them on the 

next tape. The more I think about those houses I think I like the one 

I drew best if I could just figure out a way to build onto it. Instead 

of having that big stone fireplace, how about one of those round ones 

with the hood above it or something like that? Just another idea. The 

P.X. just got a new stock of everything yesterday and are sold out 

already. I did get some Viceroys though. The chow hall is getting 

better all the time. They had water melon today. It wasn't as good as 

state side melon but anything is better than nothing over here. Matter 

of fact, it was good!--I thought. That's about all for now. 

Love Mark 

P.S. Add a little more to the address but this is still not all of it.  

I'll get the rest when I get to my unit. P.F.C. Mark Black 

  EQ. BN, 3 Mar. Div.,  SUB Unit 04 C.A.C.,  F.P.O. San Francisco 

(The rest of the address goes here when I get it) 
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May 16, 1967 Tuesday  

Hi 

 Still going to school. We graduate tomorrow but we still don't 

know where we are going. 

 I got the clipping that you wrote to the paper, tonight. That 

tape sure must have been something. I don't know if I told you or not 

but I got a tape from Davids. I did tell you. I got a letter from 

Catherine also. 

 I'm sitting here in my lawn chair listening to my radio. The 

batteries you sent sure helped it. Every night they play two hours of 

the latest songs. I don't know where it's from. I think it is recorded 

in California. 

I cut some hair tonight and made $3.50. Other than that nothing here 

has been going on. 

 I have another shopping list for you, I can't get them over here. 

I need a box of Q-tips to clean my rifle with, and some more Scotch 

tape. Also they don't have envelopes at the P.X. 

 Every night they have the 10:00 news on the radio and they give 

the real Vietnamese news so I am going to record it tonight just to 

see if you get the same news. I doubt it. 

That's about it for now. Write more later. 

Love Mark 
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May 18, 1967 

Thirteenth taped letter 

 This is Thursday, the 18th. What you just heard was the radio 

newscast from Viet Nam here, we get it at Phu Bai. I just wanted to 

let you hear that we really have a good newscast over here, they 

really let you know what has been going on. I doubt if you get that 

back in the States. 

 The first of that newscast you heard them talking about elements 

of the 9th Marines. Well, I found out here last night that was Delta 

Company of 1-9. They walked into an ambush (that same spot where I 

told you Alpha Company got hit real hard up there by Gio Linh) just 

north of Dong Ha right up by the DMZ. 

 Like I said, the ambush was in the same vill, the same spot, and 

Delta Company got surrounded, really pinned down, and they took a lot 

of casualties! Four of the guys in the second platoon were killed, the 

lieutenant, who was a wonderful guy, "he was a great guy," (he would 

sit down and talk to you just like another Marine would, really a 

wonderful person), and another one who got killed was his radio 

operator, platoon radioman, which was one of my good close friends in 

Delta. "It really got to me when I heard that he had been killed." 

Another reason it got to me is that it could have been me because the 

day I left I had taken over as platoon radioman, so that could have 

very easily been me had I been with Delta. In a way I wish I was still 

up there with them but in another way I'm sure thankful I'm not! I 

guess they're still up there and they're getting hit pretty hard. They 

called in 3-9 and 2-9 to help out and they flew 3-4 back from Okinawa 

straight to Dong Ha (that's Ottie's battalion) to go in there and help 

out (that's what I heard). 

 We got on the newscast, too, that the NVA (the North Vietnamese 

army, the real hard core) is trying to take over that position 1-9 has 

for a birthday present for Ho Chi Ming. I don't think they're going to 

do it though. Since Ho Chi's birthday is getting real close the NVA is 

really hitting hard up around the DMZ. 

 Last night Dong Ha got mortared real bad and Cam Lo got mortared. 

They are 
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expecting Phu Bai here to get hit, they said either last night or 

tonight. But you never know, so they are just always prepared all the 

time! 

     Well, school's over for me here in this CAC outfit. I was 

supposed to go out to my unit today but they didn't have 

transportation for me so I'm going out tomorrow. I'm going out south 

of Phu Bai hereabout 27 miles. It's almost exactly halfway between Phu 

Bai and Da Nang. It's right on Highway 1, so you can mark that pretty 

easy on the map. 

 I'll be stationed there permanently unless I get transferred, 

which they might transfer some of us up north around Cam Lo when they 

get some more "CAC's" filled up there. 

 I've been telling you that my address isn't complete, well, I've 

got all of it now. All you add to it is on the third line, you put 

"H6," that's for "hotel 6." That completes the address. 

 Today, this afternoon, I went over to the PX to look around. I 

had been looking for a watch but never had found one that I cared for 

and today I found one over there and bought it for $23. It's a 

Vintage, that's the name of it, and it's a skin divers watch, a real 

popular watch over here. A lot of the guys have them, it's just like a 

Zodiac. Sports Illustrated usually have a Zodiac advertised. It's got 

that little dial around the outside that you can turn, I don't know 

what for except to set seconds and stuff. It's all illuminous, it's 

got a black face. The band is black and it's rubber. It's waterproof, 

shock resistant, corrosion proof, and condensation proof. It's really 

a good watch, it's got 17 jewels in it. I'm really happy with it! I've 

been listening to the radio all day and I set it by the radio when I 

first got it, and this evening at 6 o'clock newscast, it was right on 

6:00. I hope that it keeps up that good time. 

 Here in one of your letters you ask me about the Vietnamese kids 

and what we think of them, and what they think of us. Well, they're 

around us all the time, constantly. We drive by them in trucks and 

they just yell at us and say "Number 1" and "OK" and all that stuff. 

Most of the time they just say 
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that so we might throw them some chow or something, or C rations. They 

are all the time asking "you give me chop-chop" or "you give me 

cigarette?" That gets on your nerves, that kind of perturbs us, we 

don't like that! But other than that they are all right. They're 

dirty, all the kids over here are real dirty. They all need baths and 

everything. They come up to you and hang around you, and maybe if you 

talk to one for awhile and you give him a cigarette (real little kids, 

four or five years old smoke over here)--if you get to be their 

friends they'll come up and grab a hold of your hand or put their hand 

on your leg or something. That type of friendship, they just hang on 

to you. Some of them are kinda' shy, when you talk to them they kind 

of shy away; and others will talk to you a little, the ones that can 

speak a little English. Just about all of them can speak a few words 

of English and those are all "cuss" words. It seems like the first 

words they pick up are "cuss" words, because Marines swear quite a 

bit. (That's just the Marines I know that swear a lot). All the 

Vietnamese people know just about all the swear words. The kids that 

do speak English are real friendly, they enjoy being around you and 

they like to talk to you. A lot of them can speak French and English 

both, it's really amazing how fluently they can speak English. 

I believe I told you in one of my letters I sent a shopping list home.   

I need envelopes, not immediately but within the next couple of weeks 

I'll be needing some. The PX here very seldom has envelopes and when 

it does they're those kind that you have to lick. They don't have 

those kind that are the ready seal ones, and that's the kind I want. I 

need more Scotch tape, a box of cue tips to clean my rifle with 

(they're real good for cleaning rifles, getting down in the corners 

and stuff), and what else here--I've got it written down but I can't 

read it--socks. Oh yes, I got two new pair of socks today, I have four 

pair all together now. Maybe you can send me one more pair if you can 

find some, black cotton, kind of long work socks, I think you know 

what kind they are. 

 Just a minute, I've got to figure out what I've got written down 

here. Oh yes, I was reading in the Leatherneck magazine we have around 

here--the April 
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issue--an article about CAC. It really doesn't tell all about what CAC 

does but it tells the biggest part of it, you can get a real good idea 

about what kind of work I'll be doing. I think about it as a police 

force with social work added to it, that's really what it amounts to. 

 I think I told you the other day I cut a little more hair, I made 

$3.50 one evening after class. That was the day before we were to have 

inspection and had to get a haircut. I guess the Sergeant didn't like 

the way I cut a couple of guys so he gave them another haircut 

himself. He's really a pretty good barber but he takes it a little 

close and high to suit the fellas. I gave them a decent haircut but it 

just wasn't high enough to suit the Sergeant. The haircuts were for 

final inspection and what it amounted to was we had to have clean 

utilities, shined boots, shined brass and after inspection we were 

marched over to 3rd Marine Division Headquarters and Brig. General 

Ryan gave us about a ten minute talk. 

 School itself really didn't amount to very much, We had classes 

on map reading, compass reading, how to call in artillery, sanitation 

and hygiene, how the CAC operates and just what its purpose is, 

religious customs and all the different religions of Vietnam, that was 

really interesting. A chaplain gave it to us and maybe when I get home 

I'll sit down with you and tell you all about the different kind of 

religions they have over here, it is quite interesting! We had seven 

hours of Vietnamese language; we really didn't learn too much of the 

language. One of the Marines who went to school with us taught the 

class. He had gone to the Vietnamese language school in Monterey, 

California, before he came over. He could speak it fluently but he 

wasn't a very good teacher and really didn't have the time to teach 

either. About all we learned was some phrases and some of the more 

common words, how the Vietnamese form the sentences, how they make up 

the sentences. It's really kind of different from what we speak but 

yet their language is similar to ours, too. Like in their language, a 

lot of their letters have different marks above them to tell you how 

to pronounce the letter in the word. Take the word MON*--it can have a 

mark above it and mean something *MON- he spelled this word out  
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and the word spelled the same way can have a different mark above the 

"0" and mean a completely different thing. The sentences are formed 

different from ours, too, like we say "where are you going?" But the 

Vietnamese say "you are going where?" Or another one is, we say, "It 

is 9 o'clock." They say, "It is 9 o'clock all ready." Maybe to give 

you an example of one of the phrases we learned and one we will be 

using quite a bit is, "Co chi con cook." That's, "Give me your I.D. 

card." Some more examples of their language are, maybe one word will 

mean a whole sentence, like "tingi." That means, "What is your name?" 

Or, "mayah," "What time is it?" Things like that. 

 Here, I've been having a little trouble with my tape recorder on 

this side when I first turned it over 'cause it was running real slow. 

When I played it back, it played back all right, but it made me talk 

real fast, so I rewound all that back to the start of the tape and 

started all over again, and it came out all right. But I notice that 

once in awhile when I turn it on to speak in the microphone I have to 

hit the tape recorder to get it to start working. It must be dirty or 

something. Maybe I'll have to tinker with it, take it apart and clean 

it or something. I hope I don't tear it up when I do it. 

 Tomorrow I go out to my unit. I leave about 9 or 10 o'clock in 

the morning. When I get out there I know there won't be much going on 

so I may not be writing too much. We get mail out there every second 

or third day. We get resupplied and they bring mail out then. It'll be 

easy work, a lot of laying around but still like I said on one of the 

other tapes, there is always that little danger because we are going 

out on patrols. We are just about 15 or 20 Marines and about 10 PF's 

living out by ourselves, by a vill where the "gooks" can come and get 

us. We just gotta' hold them off, but usually they don't mess around 

with us. They very rarely give the CAC any trouble. I think it'll be 

real enjoyable work, I know I'm going to like it.  I hope things keep 

going as good as they are, I just hope and pray! 

Oh yes, one other thing. I noticed since I've been back here at Phu 

Bai I've been laying around a lot these last couple of weeks, eating 

all this good 
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chow three times a day and I'm getting fat. Maybe when I get out there 

to my unit I might lose a little because out there we only get two hot 

meals a day, Plus we'll be going on some patrols and getting a little 

exercise, so I may lose a little. I hope so, I don't want to get much 

fatter. 

 Right now I'm sitting here taking it kind of easy, sitting in my 

lawn chair I bought, got my bermuda shorts and my shower shoes on, 

really taking it easy! I guess I'll have to close this out. I'll be 

seeing you now, 

Bye bye, 
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May 22, 1967 Monday 

Hi 

 I finally got out to my unit yesterday. This C.A.C. is new so 

there is still a lot of building to be done. Yesterday and today I 

have been stringing barb wire. We had hot chow tonight. One of the 

guys here does the cooking and he does a good job. 

 We spent two days at Dong Ha before we came out here and that 

place is nothing but a dust bowl. I even had dirt in my foot locker 

and it was closed all the time. 

 I went over to 1-9 area the first night to see some of the guys. 

The Company was still out in the field but the walking W.I.A. were 

there. I couldn't believe it, everybody had bandages all over them. It 

looked like a hospital. This compound is half way between Dong Ha and 

Cam Lo, it's not the best looking thing but it's nice. I'll tell you 

all about it on the next tape. 

 Send some more ice tea with lemon flavor. We don't have a store 

around here so I make tea. We were up all night last night because 

there were about 100 V.C. around here but nothing happened. 

 I haven't got much else to say except I'm having a hard time 

learning to speak Vietnamese but I'll learn. That's about it for now 

so I'll go.  

Love Mark 

P.S. My address is on the envelop, it's different from the other one 

but it is really the same. The only reason for the change is because 

my mail will come through Dong Ha instead of Phu Bai. 
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May 25, 1967 

Fourteenth taped letter. 

 Hello, this is Thursday the 25th, it's 6:15 in the evening. I'm 

sitting out here behind the hootches, it's still pretty hot! It will 

start cooling down in about another hour, probably. 

 I've been doing a lot of work here since I came to the unit. I've 

been here three or four days now. We came up to Dong Ha and stayed for 

two days, I told you in a letter it's quite a dust bowl here, it's 

really windy--the wind blows all the time, pretty hard, and all during 

the night, too. 

 The dust at Dong Ha is really almost unbearable, I don't see how 

they stand it, there's always dust in your food. I told you I had my 

foot locker closed just about all the time and it was full of dust 

when I opened it.  I lost another camera, it's not lost but it's 

ruined. I had it in my pouch on my cartridge belt but I didn't have it 

in a plastic bag. About the only time I put it in a plastic bag is 

when I'll be around water or something, so I had it out of the bag 

because it's easier to get to that way. It got full of dust and won't 

work anymore. So next time I go into Dong Ha, which will be, probably, 

one or two weeks, I'll go over the PX and get another one. First, I 

have to get paid though so I can have enough money to get one. 

 I still have a lot of film. I've got one whole roll I haven't 

used yet and I've got about eight more pictures left in this roll in 

the camera. 

     This CAC unit I'm at, Papa 3, is about half way between Dong Ha 

and Cam Lo. It's about 100 meters off Highway 9. There's a vill in 

back of it, but it doesn't have a market place or any stores or 

anything, it's just farmers. 

     This compound here on the 15th of this month, 15th of May, got 

hit by the VC and they kind of tore it up pretty bad. They lost one 

Marine and just about everybody else got shrapnel wounds. It happened 

about 3 o'clock at night and (they didn't have too much barbed wire up 

at that time) the VC cut a few strands of barbed wire and crawled in 

and started throwing satchel charges, (that's just sticks of TNT and 

stuff), They were almost right in the compound before 
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anybody noticed them. 

 The way it happened, they found out the next day that seven of 

the PF's that were on guard here were VC sympathizers and they let 

them in. So they got those PF's locked up now, it's hard to tell what 

they'll do with them. 

     Just like I said, they tore the place up pretty bad, blew the 

back ends off of two hootches, one hootch burned completely down--that 

was because the ammo bunker was right beside it and it blew up. It 

blew the whole side off the mess hall and that's about all the damage 

they did. 

 So we're stringing a lot more barbed wire here on the back of the 

compound where the vill comes almost up to it. That's the side they 

got hit from so we got all kinds of barbed wire strung up there--you 

wouldn't believe it! It looks like a prison, really looks terrible, 

all this barbed wire, but it's going to serve its purpose, I know. 

That's all we've been doing the last couple days, stringing barbed 

wire. I'm getting pretty good at it, too. Course, I wouldn't want to 

be an engineer though, it gets boring after awhile. I got my hands all 

scratched up, too. 

 We can't do anything to the hootches because we haven't got any 

material. We're going to wait on the SeaBees to come out and repair 

them whenever they get around to it. The two hootches still standing 

here are livable and the mess hall--we are using it, but like I said, 

the whole side is blown out. 

 We have two hot meals a day. One of the Marines here does the 

cooking and he is a pretty good cook, too. Tonight we had pork chops, 

corn, mashed potatoes and tossed salad. For breakfast we usually have 

sausage, eggs and coffee. We have milk out here, too, once a day. But 

once in awhile we get Cokes and beer. 

 * Editor's Note: This is ironic because it is exactly the same 

way Mark was killed--in this same compound--just three months later, 

Mark was the only one killed and just about everyone else was wounded. 

They were attacked about 4:15 a.m. on Monday, August 14th. (May 15th 

was also on a Monday.) 
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 Yesterday me and another Marine went out to the highway and 

hopped on a truck and went into Cam Lo and got some ice. Remember when 

I told you we were standing security for that artillery battery in Cam 

Lo that a little boy helped me build all my bunkers? Well, I saw him 

there in Cam Lo and we had a pretty good little visit (what we could 

communicate). 

 Every third day we have a patrol and a night ambush in the same 

day. All the other days we work around here, and then when we get all 

the work done, which probably will be maybe a month from now, from the 

way it looks, we will probably start laying around. 

 But today, part of us--all but about four Marines and some PF's--

went out helping on an operation with 1-9, Charlie company, about 1500 

meters from here. We took about eight Marines with us and eight PF's. 

We just sat in along side the river as a blocking force and got back 

here about two, there really wasn't much to it. All the rest of the 

days I've been just working. That about sums up what I've been doing 

since I've been here. 

 Oh yes, I can speak some Vietnamese pretty good. I can't carry on 

any real long conversations but I can sit down and chat with them a 

little. I ask them what they did today and what their name is, how old 

they are, do they have children, and stuff like that (broken 

Vietnamese mostly). They like to help you learn it and vice versa, 

They like to learn some English too, so we sit down and I try to 

explain a word to them and they tell me how to say it in Vietnamese, 

and I tell them how to say it in English. We have a lot of fun doing 

that, they're real friendly, they like to learn. 

 Every evening here they have a formation of the PF's, they're 

about fifteen of them. I wish I could get a picture of them but they 

always have it so late in the evening it's too dark. To see them, you 

wouldn't believe these are the men that we fight with! They're a sorry 

looking bunch. There's no continuity in uniforms, some of them wear 

civilian uniforms and some of them have the regular green utilities. 

 The Vietnamese are real short and skinny real young ones, real 

old guys, 
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some pretty old guys and long hair, a real sorry looking bunch. Some 

of them are pretty good fighters, some of them aren't. 

 They don't do a whole lot--the PF's are the Popular Force, about 

like our National Guard. They're ready on a minute's notice all the 

time. During the day they usually work. They live right around this 

area, so during the day they go work in the fields and at night they 

come in here and help us stand guard at the compound and run ambushes 

with us. 

 There's about fifteen PF's and eight or ten Marines here, so it's 

not too big of a fortress, but it's pretty well fortified, big sandbag 

bunkers on each corner, and like I said, all kinds of barbed wire 

around it. And "boo-coo" * ammunition here, you'd think it was an 

ammunition dump with all the ammo we got here. 

 I got some mail two days ago for the first time. I got two 

letters from you; one from Dick's mother, Mrs. Reynolds; and 

Catherine's cigarettes finally got to me--and I got them just in time, 

too, I was down to my last pack. 

 In one of your letters you asked me if I would speak to that club 

that Martha Oyler is in. Yes, I'd like to speak and give them a little 

information on the people over here, how they live and maybe a little 

on how the war's going. I can't tell you the date that I'll be home, 

but the month will be November, I'm pretty sure. They say twelve 

months and twenty days from the day that you left the States. I left 

the States the 29th of October, so I figure the middle of November 

I'll be home, and you can tell her anytime toward the end of November 

I would be available (or Christmas is all right). I'm pretty sure I'll 

be home around Christmas time, I sure as heck hope so. But probably as 

soon as I get home from Nam will be the best time. 

     We get mail about every three days out here, just when they get 

enough to bring out, I think. We get resupplied every day, I don't 

know why they don't bring out the mail every day but they just don't. 

*Boo-coo -- a lot 
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 Right now I'm sitting out here in my bermuda shorts and shower 

shoes. During the day I usually go without a shirt all the time and 

I'm getting pretty dark, but not as dark as I'd like to. I don't think 

the sun tans as well over here as it does back in California. I was 

getting kind of burned and red so I had to get some suntan lotion off 

the PX truck that came out here yesterday. 

 I told you in my letter when I was at Dong Ha I went up to the 1-

9 area, and by the way, Ottie's battalion is back there right beside 

1-9 now, C-4. I went over to see if he was there but they were all out 

in the field so I didn't get to see him. 

 I went on over to Delta to see my second platoon there, and there 

were about eight or ten guys back in the rear, the rest of them were 

out in the field, These were, like I said, the "walking wounded" back 

there in the tents. I walked into that tent and it was just 

unbelievable, everybody in there had bandages on. One guy had a 

bandage around the head. Another guy had his head shaved and a bandage 

on his head. Another guy had his mid-section all bandaged up. It 

looked like a hospital ward, This guy that I said had his head shaved 

and a bandage on it, he sure made out pretty lucky--he got grazed in 

the head by a bullet. The round went right through his helmet. He 

showed me the helmet, there was a real little hole in the front where 

it went in (you could barely see it) but in the back where it came 

out, the hole was about the size of a quarter. So, that's what I call 

just coming within a fraction of an inch of getting "dinged." 

 I talked to a few of the guys about what happened out there on 

the other side of Gio Linh when they got hit, Delta Company was 

walking point and they walked into this ambush. They just surrounded 

first and second platoon (they were in front) and cut them off from 

the rest of the company. They couldn't do anything, they said the VC 

had them pinned down there for two days, they couldn't move! They 

couldn't get their wounded out, they couldn't get their dead out, they 

couldn't do nothing! They were so close to the VC that when they 

called in air strikes the planes could only drop 150 pound bombs. 
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 During the night the VC would try to sneak up on them and throw 

satchel charges. A couple of guys said they had four or five VC 

"stacked up" in front of their hole (the dead ones that they had 

shot). One guy said a VC got so close to his hole when he shot him 

that the next morning he grabbed him by the heel and pulled him in to 

get his rifle because Delta was getting low on ammunition. Finally 

they got a helicopter in with an emergency supply of ammo, and they 

said it was really amazing how that chopper got in and out. 

The VC themselves shot down two jets while they were straffing them. 

One was from ground fire, and another from a rocket of some kind. 

 Like I said, they were pinned down there for two days, no one 

else could get to them (I don't know why) and they couldn't get out. I 

can't see why anyone couldn't get to them, but they couldn't for some 

reason. 

     After the second day they finally got out of there, carrying the 

wounded and  dead. They carried them back about 2,000 meters and set 

up again and they finally got resupplied and everything. I guess it 

was really a terrible thing. 

 I told you in my letter that you can send me some more of that 

iced tea mix with lemon flavor. We don't have any stores down here to 

buy sodas or anything. I had a package of that iced tea and used it 

all up. It's pretty good when you get thirsty out here, there's 

nothing else to drink besides water. Kool Aid I'm getting so I don't 

care for that anymore, it leaves a taste in my mouth or something, and 

that iced tea doesn't. That lemonade mix, it kind of leaves a taste in 

my mouth, too. It doesn't quench my thirst like that iced tea does. So 

you can send some more of that. And just keep sending the rest of the 

stuff like you are. 

 I have a little more to add about the compound; we have showers 

here, or should I say a shower. I take a shower every night. It's just 

a big six gallon drum we stand under and water comes down on us, so 

that makes it real nice. What else was I going to say now? ...Just a 

minute. I hope you got my change of address and I hope it stays the 

same now so I can get some letters written to some people. Just before 

I came up here to Dong Ha 
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I thought I knew my address and so I wrote a few letters and here it's 

changed on me again. That makes what--about the fourth time it's been 

changed in a month? I hope it stays the same, but there is still 

always a chance that they could transfer me to another CAC up here. I 

hope I stay here in this spot for the rest 

of my tour over here. 

 Well, I think that about rounds it out. One of the other guys 

here wants to use the recorder tonight to send a tape home. 

 I'm going to have to figure out a way to address this tape, the 

box I got it in has an address all ready on the front of it. I guess 

I'll have to take a piece of paper and scotch tape it over that 

address. I guess that's about all for now. Can't think of anything 

else to say, so take care of yourselves back there, and I'll do the 

same here. Tell everyone I said "hello." 

Bye, bye. 
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May 28, 1967 Sunday 

Hi 

 Not much going on here. Friday and Saturday I went on patrols and 

I am off the next four days. We do a lot of visiting when we are on 

patrol. We stopped at two homes and had tea. Other than going on 

patrol, I haven't done much, just work as little as possible. 

 I went to Dang Ha today and they don't have any 104 cameras at 

the P.X. so could you buy me one with my money and send it. 

 I got another letter from Mrs. Ditmire and one from Dick. It 

seems like I haven't been writing very many letters lately, maybe it's 

because there's nothing to write about, I read your letter that you 

wrote to the paper and also the one about the cartoons. That lady 

doesn't know what she is talking about. 

 A lot of guys here have Sgt. Mike cartoons up on their bulletin 

boards. 

It's been hot here, today I saw a thermometer and the temperature was 

98° in the shade. It is about 5:00 now and it is getting cool. I think 

it is going to rain. 

 The way I got to Dang Ha was by thumbing, it's not hard to get a 

ride, I think I'll go take a shower and get ready for chow. 

Love Mark 

P.S. You might as well send that rain jacket when you send the camera. 
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May 31, 1967 

Fifteenth taped letter 

 Hello, this is the 31st, Wednesday (I believe it is). I didn't 

know yesterday was Memorial Day until I got my calendar out and looked 

at it. I wrote a few letters. I wrote one to Dick and one to Grandma. 

I haven't been doing much here lately, just more of the same stuff, 

just stringing barbed wire, filling sandbags, and carrying sandbags. 

The engineers came out two days ago and built us some pre-fab bunkers. 

There's four of them. They are just wooden framed bunkers, 8 x 8 and 

7' tall. They are made out of 2 x 8 and 6 x 6's. They are pretty 

sturdy things. It is just the framework, and we build the sandbags 

around them. (That sound you just heard was a jet going over, it's 

really moving out, too. It's headin' south, I imagine it's going back 

to Da Nang. It's just coming from the DMZ.) We put sandbags all around 

them, and on top, and put a little watch tower up on top, so it makes 

a real good observation post and it would take a heck of an explosion 

to hurt anybody inside. 

 This afternoon me and another Marine went into Cam Lo to buy some 

ice (we've got an ice chest here). About every day somebody here makes 

an ice run into Cam Lo, buys a couple blocks of ice for about three 

bucks, while we're in there we drink a few Cokes ourselves. 

 Today the PX truck came out here and they had some Dr. Pepper on 

it, so we bought ten cases of Dr. Pepper. We're going to be stocked up 

on soda for awhile. We went through one case today--it might last at 

least ten or maybe eleven days. 

 Our chow hall, like I said, got torn up pretty bad when the 

compound got hit and it's been pretty dirty since then. They can't 

keep it clean because one whole side is all blown out, so we've only 

been eating one meal a day in there, (the evening meal) because a few 

of the guys came down with dysentery (had the runs, you might call 

it). So we're going to quit eating in there altogether until they get 

some facilities to clean it up. But we don't like eating C-rations so 

we'll eat one meal in there a day and we'll just put up with what we 

got. 

 I got your tape here two days ago. It's about the only mail I've 

gotten 
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besides a few letters; I got a newspaper and a couple of cans of candy 

from you. Like I said, the mail situation here is pretty bad, nobody 

gets much mail out here because it's all messed up, I don't know why. 

I got one big package the other day, a pretty good sized one, it's 

from Bob Cooley. I didn't have the slightest idea what he'd be sending 

me, but Kenny Carl's mother( she writes me once in awhile) said in a 

letter that her sorority was going to send a package of goodies to one 

of the men over here, and they sent it to Bob Cooley. Bob received it 

and decided that I needed it more than he did so he sent it on to me, 

which is very thoughtful of him. I have to get a letter right off to 

him and thank him for sending it. 

 Right now he is in Hong Kong. He's on the Ticonderoga Aircraft 

Carrier, and they're on their way home now. He should be home on leave 

around the 5th of September sometime. Maybe he might make it up to the 

barbershop and you can talk to him. 

 Remember, I told you in the last letter I wrote that on one of 

our patrols we made quite a few house calls? We get kind of tired just 

walking around out here on patrols, so when we get thirsty we stop in 

to a house and have something to drink, hot tea usually. The people 

are very friendly to us. We just walk up to the house and they ask us 

in and start serving us tea. The PF's go for that, too, because 

they're kind of lazy, they don't like to get out and look for VC's. 

They're usually scared to go into an area where there are VC's. Some 

of them are all right, and some of them aren't. 

 I said there's not much going on around here to write about so I 

find it's much easier to sit down and record a letter because I can 

say much more on tape, and if I rely on writing letters I wouldn't get 

anything written. So I'll just start sending quite a few tapes. 

 I'll try to answer some of your questions you put in this last 

tape I got. That rifle Tom had in that picture was his rifle, M-14. He 

carried it with him down to Hue. Everywhere you go over here you have 

to take a rifle, no matter what kind of work you do--if you work in an 

office, you take it to work 
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with you. Even walking around on the base, like at Dong Ha or Phu Bai, 

some outfits make you carry a rifle, but "the grunts," they don't, 

because we're "hard" you know, nothing can hurt us inside the base 

like that! 

 That church in one of the pictures is the Protestant and Catholic 

chapel at Dong Ha. It's an all thatched church, just like one of these 

huts that the natives line in. It's a beautiful church. It's right 

behind the mess hall. The sign beside it is a dedication sign, I guess 

you could call it; it's dedicated to sailors, or Marines and sailors 

that died in "operation Prairie." 

 The picture of the Marine in front of the sandbag bunker--I 

believe that bunker is a bunker at Camp Carroll up on a hill, where I 

stood watch while we were at Camp Carroll (I believe that's the 

picture). If it is on the same roll with one or two other pictures 

taken from high up on a hill looking way down in the valley, why 

that's taken from right beside the bunker, so we're up there pretty 

high. 

 They also had a few tanks up there on that hill. Had 40 mm 

cannons that they fired during the night for harassment. That was not 

part of the lines, the perimeter of Camp Carroll is about 200 meters 

beyond out in front of the lines of Camp Carroll. It's called an OP, 

out-post. We were out there more or less by ourselves, as an early 

warning, but it's pretty easy duty up there. We stood watch all night 

and slept all during the day. 

 I'm going to gripe a little more on these M-16's they said the 

Pentagon is starting to investigate, I also read that clipping you 

sent me about--I forget what general it was--who said the only trouble 

with the M-16's is with the Marines because they don't keep them 

clean. Well, if this general was out here in the front lines I would 

like to see him keep that rifle immaculate, and to keep it from 

jamming it has to be immaculate because you get just a little grain of 

sand or dirt in the chamber and that round won't eject. Over here, in 

the conditions we have, it's impossible to keep it clean! Like I said, 

out there on the operation Chinook and Big Horn when we were in sand 

constantly, sleeping in it and everything, the wind blowing sand in 

our faces, it's impossible to keep a 
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weapon clean out there. You "sure in heck" can't stop every ten 

minutes to run a ramrod down in the bore to clean the thing. Down in 

the delta we were in water all the time, sometimes over our heads. You 

"sure in heck" can't keep a rifle clean there, and out in the brush, 

in the boonies, it's impossible in combat conditions to keep a rifle 

clean. That M-14 we had you could do anything to it and it would fire! 

I've never seen a Marine over here have a malfunction with his M-14. 

You can do anything with the old M-14, you can throw it down in the 

mud, sand, water, leave it there all night and take it out the next 

day and it would fire! 

 Now the Army has the M-16's, they've had it for quite awhile but 

I believe it's a different version. The M-16's we have is a new model, 

different from the old ones that the Army first had. By now the Army 

might have the kind that we have, but I don't know. There is just a 

very small difference in the two rifles, but that might be the 

difference that makes them malfunction, I don't know. But anyway, 

they'd better get it taken care of or give us our old M-14's back. The 

M-14's are heavier than the M-16's, more cumbersome but a "heck of a 

lot" safer and all the Marines want them back, I tell you! 

-- Vietnamese conversation -- 

 I'm kind of running out of things to say--I'll figure out 

something here just to use up the other side. 

 I was carrying sandbags all day and I got kind of red, seems like 

I never get real brown, just red. I had my shirt off all day. 

-- Vietnamese conversation and singing -- 

 That was a few of the PF sergeants here having a little fun with 

the tape recorder, singing a little, and one of them said in English, 

"Tomorrow you souvenir me corn and boocoo rice," that means he's going 

to give me corn and a lot of rice. 

 The other night we had an Army guy out here, he had a tape 

recorder and a loud speaker system. He broadcast some propaganda to 

the VC's trying to get them to surrender and give up and come into 

this "Choo Hoi"* program. They had it 

*Chu Hoi -- open arms 
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setting out back here and you should have heard it, it'd really blast 

you out! 

 It will broadcast for 3,000 meters and it's really a loud thing. 

One time we got kind of tired listening to all that propaganda in 

Vietnamese, we couldn't understand it, so one of the other fellas here 

had a tape of American songs and we put that on and turned it up full 

blast and played that for about half an hour. If that didn't make the 

VC's throw down their weapons and surrender, I don't know what will! 

 Right now the PF's are out in front, they are having their 

nightly formation. Like I said, I wish I could get a picture sometime. 

They're a sorry looking bunch but they get the job done. 

 I hope you got that straight in that last letter I wrote, to buy 

me a new camera with my money and send it to me, another 104. Also my 

rain jacket, you don't need to put any elastic in the sleeves, I think 

I told you that in a letter once before. 

 This is about all I have to say, it's getting kind of dark. I'd 

better cut this off and get this addressed while I still have some 

light. I guess I'll be seeing you now. Take care. 

Bye bye. 
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June 3, 1967 Saturday  

Hi 

More sand bags today. 

 Last night I went out on an all night ambush so I'm kind of tired 

today. 

 We finally got all our back mail today. I got seven packages and 

about seven letters and three tapes. It was sure good to hear from 

Louie, I really enjoyed it. 

 I hope you have my address now, it's been changed a lot in the 

last month. Today I was thinking about my camera and wondered if you 

could send me the Argus C-3 camera if you haven't already got me a 

104. A lot of times it is too dark or not enough light to take a 

picture with the 104. There's always a chance something could happen 

to it but I could take better care of it here. If you do send it, give 

me directions on how to use the light meter. Also when I go on R & R I 

would like to have a good camera to take pictures with. If you have 

already got the 104 that's all right. 

 I heard the "500" race yesterday on Armed Forces radio. 

It's a little later now and I have listened to all three of the tapes, 

one was from Davids. The more I think about it the more I would like 

to have the Argus C-3, if you think it would be all right. 

I'd better go now. 

Love Mark 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

188 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



June 4, 1967 Sunday 6:00  

Hi 

 The Chaplain was just here and gave services. It's the first time 

I've been to church in a long time. 

 We worked this morning and I slept all afternoon. We rebuilt the 

mess hall. Some of the wood wasn't any good so we had to make it half 

as big. 

     The last two days it's been raining off and on but not enough to 

hurt anything. 

     This letter isn't going to be very long because I have nothing to 

say. Matter of fact, I think this is about it. Next time I'll try to 

write more. 

 Love Mark  

The Vietnamese are real short and skinny, page—177            

Mark cleaning his M-I6 rifle 
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June 9, 1967 

Sixteenth taped letter 

 This is Friday, the 9th, here. Right now I'm sitting out here in 

the radio bunker. I'm on radio watch now and Papa 2, a CAC unit, just 

about five miles south of us and a little east of Dong Ha, just made 

contact with a VC patrol and the CAC unit took one casualty. They're 

calling in a Medi-Vac and I'm sitting here listening to them do that. 

When the Medi-Vac starts coming in over them, I'll let you listen to 

the Medi-Vac pilot talk to them, and flag him in. But until then, I'll 

just see if I can't use up this tape. 

 I've gotten two letters from you since I've received these three 

tapes, and that's all the mail I've gotten. All I've been doing the 

last few days is just filling more sandbags and stringing more barbed 

wire, seems like we never get that finished. 

 Yesterday and the day before my fire team and eight PF's went on 

patrols. The day before yesterday we went across the Cam Lo river and 

ran into a company of ARVN's that was patrolling over there. We didn't 

know they were over there at the time. We stayed and talked to them a 

little while and found out where they were going and everything. They 

were going the same place we were so we just called off our patrol and 

let them do it. When we got back here we found out nobody knew the 

ARVN company was supposed to be in the area over there. Even the 

general back at Dong Ha tried to tell us it was a company of VC 

dressed up like ARVN's, but we knew it wasn't because they couldn't 

very well fool us and the PF's and the people over there, too. Anyway, 

they were pretty sure it was NVA, but finally, after awhile, they 

worked it out and found out they were actually ARVN's, Yesterday we 

patrolled down along the river on this side. We stopped at a hootch 

down there and had some hot tea and ate peanuts. (They grow a lot of 

peanuts over here.) We stayed there for about an hour and I talked to 

the little kids (what I could) and played with them. They sure have 

some cute kids over here! This one boy that does my laundry, he is 

about twelve, I believe. He's a real bright boy, speaks a little 

English and is one of the cleanest children 

 

190 



 

I've seen over here. He always has on a nice clean, pressed shirt. He 

is always washed clean and is just real friendly, he's a real nice 

guy. As soon as I get a camera I'm going to take a picture of these 

kids around here so you can see what they look like, how they dress 

and things. 

 Last night and today it has been raining. Last night it just 

poured, mostly it came in spurts. I was laying in my rack about ten 

o'clock and just all of a sudden it started pouring, I mean it gushed! 

And it didn't start out as a sprinkle either, just all at once like 

someone poured a bucket of water on you. It lasted about a minute and 

then quit. Then this morning we had to go on a little half-hour patrol 

and it rained while we were on that. 

 Last night while we were out on the ambush, we spotted a squad of 

VC. They were about 1000 meters away, and we called in artillery on 

them--or tried to. It took an hour to get artillery on them and when 

we did finally get it, it was way off target! So we just scratched 

that up as "one lost fire mission." One of the rounds even came kind 

of close to the compound here, it was off so far. We told them to 

"cease fire"--they were just wasting their time. Here's Medi-Vac now, 

I'll let you listen to it.   

 I just found out something else on that Medi-Vac. That's an old 

34 helicopter that's picking then up and the wounded guy is so bad 

that they want a doctor on board the helicopter (and they got that) 

but since they were receiving fire from 360 degrees, the 34 would not 

go in without a gun ship. (That's a Huey, one of those jet helicopters 

with two machine guns and all kinds of rockets on them.) So they're 

going to wait for about five minutes until the gun ship gets there to 

give the 34 protection when it goes in. Well, that's enough on the 

Medi-Vac. You kind of got the idea of what goes on by the conversation 

on the radio. 

 These house plans you sent me, and the plans I drew, I've been 

studying them. I like that A-frame better--I believe. I agree with 

you, I think it would be more practical. I don't know about the price 

and stuff, you probably know more about that than I do. I don't really 

care for the idea of building on to the back there. I kind of think 

that's putting the built-on bedroom way out of the 
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way from the other bedrooms and bath and the rest of the house really, 

so I don't care for that. The other plan here (where I have the 

utility room next to the garage), you said I'd have trouble getting 

furniture into my bedroom. Well, I had sliding glass doors in my 

bedroom and that would have taken care of that problem. But anyway, 

I'm going to "scratch" these plans for awhile and go back to the A-

frame. Like I told you in one of my tapes, I could make the second 

bedroom downstairs into a den. I have a picture of the way I'd like my 

den to look. I got it out of Sports Illustrated, Also, the other 

bedroom upstairs (the third bedroom),I could use that for a weight-

lifting room and leave the ground floor vacant. I might see something 

I like better in the little book you are going to send me of different 

homes. I'm anxious to get that to see what it has in it. 

 You asked me what the P stood for in my address. That stands for 

"Papa." "Papa" is the company I'm in, just like "Delta" company when I 

was in 1-9, or "Mike" company, Every company has a name and they take 

the first letter of that name to abbreviate it (like A company, B 

company) but they use a phonetic alphabet like Alpha, Bravo, Charley, 

Delta, Foxtrot, and so on, so I'm in "Papa" company here. 

 In your letter today you ask me why we only had ten Marines. All 

CAC's are like that, they only have ten or twelve Marines, or maybe if 

it's a double CAC where they have a lot of contact with VC (like this 

one CAC we always listen to when they call Medi-Vac), they have two 

squads of Marines there--twenty Marines and about thirty PF's. But 

really, ten Marines is plenty. Here we have about thirty PF's every 

night, during the day we only have about ten because the rest of them 

are at home working, (PF's are like our National Guard). Ten Marines 

is sufficient here for this CAC and we take care of everything and 

handle it real well. 

 We got the "Sea Tiger" out here today. They brought some out to 

us--the June 3rd issue, They have a lot of articles in that issue 

about the CAC's and I'm going to see if I can't "scarf" one up around 

here and send it home to you. 
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It has a lot of good information about the CAC's. 

 Each unit has a Corpsman and they hold Med-Caps all the time. 

Yesterday they had a boy come in, about ten years old, who had split 

his thumb wide open. He said he did it with a knife and it was split 

all the way down to the knuckle. It was really sickening, it made me 

kind of sick! I watched the doc fix him up. He had a real long 

fingernail (the boy did), all cruddy and dirty and doc had to cut that 

fingernail off. Everytime he would snip part of the fingernail off, 

half of his thumb would just wiggle back and forth. I know that boy 

was in real pain, but he sure took it. He didn't let out a sound or 

anything! I've noticed a lot of these kids around here, these little 

ones, when they come in to the doctor, some of them are really messed 

up pretty bad from sores and stuff--most of it is from not washing. 

The doc always fixes them up, he says he makes it hurt so they will 

remember it and they won't let it happen again. He always takes water 

or alcohol or something, and a brush, and scrubs all their sores. I 

know "durn" well it hurts, but these kids, real little kids one and 

two years old, they don't cry or anything, they just bear it. They've 

got a lot of guts! 

 Well, I've been sitting here listening to that Medi-Vac, they've 

finally got it completed. I guess the gunships had a little trouble. 

There were two of them and they received some fire so they went to 

work and fired all their rockets, but I don't know whether they got 

anything or not. 

 That sounded like quite a party they had out at King's (that 

graduation party). I can't imagine anyone hitting Bob King in the 

face. I don't know what he'd do to make anyone mad. I don't think he'd 

start much trouble so they must have had quite a few drunks there that 

didn't know what they were doing. Well, I'm kind of running out of 

things to say. I'll see if I can't stall out this one side, it's just 

about finished. 

 It's been a few days now since I've written letters to anyone. I 

can't seem to think of anything to write about anymore. It's kind of 

dead around here. 

 I'm stringing barbed wire everyday, I don't want to write about 

that all the time, it's not much to write about. 
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 The other day the CAC unit got a barber kit and they designated 

me the barber, so I've been cutting everybody's hair. It's a real good 

barber kit, two hand clippers (the 000 and the 1) and a pair of shears 

and a comb, a straight razor--a pretty good straight razor, too, a 

strap, hone, some shaving cream in a tube, two hair cloths, and some 

talcum powder, just about everything I need. I've given about five 

haircuts now, I don't know who's going to cut mine, I guess one of the 

guys around here will "whack" on it awhile. I really don't care too 

much what I look like out here, there's nobody here to impress! Not 

too many young girls around. The young girls that are here are 

married, they marry kind of young. 

 The other night one of my Neiquin (PF) friends and I want over to 

the vill right behind the compound here to a little store, it's not 

really a store, just an ordinary hootch, or home. They have just a 

little cabinet in there with knick-knacks and they have soda and beer 

and stuff. Every once in awhile we will have one of the little boys 

run back here to the vill and bring us something and we buy it from 

them. 

 Well, I think I've just about done it for this tape, I can't 

think of much else to say. Something I just remembered now--thinking 

about today. Since I've been in this CAC unit it seems like time has 

been going awful fast for me, it's just flying by! It seems like the 

days go real quick and the nights, too. Usually during the day we're 

working all the time or running patrols and at night we have to stand 

a two and one half hour watch (stand guard here on the bunkers) so 

that kind of passes time pretty quick. I just hope it keeps going that 

fast until I get out of here! I'm getting pretty anxious to go on R&R. 

I kind of look for it around the last of July some time. Then after I 

get back from R&R I will be getting pretty short, next thing will be 

getting out of this "hole" and getting home. So I hope R&R hurries up 

and gets here! 

 I guess this just about does it, I think I'll close out for now. 

Nothing else to say. I'll put these house plans in with this tape and 

send them home. I'm going to keep this A-frame plan here with me and 

look at it some more. So I guess I'll be seeing you now. Bye, bye. 
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June 10, 1967 Saturday (Editor's Note: Mark had written Sat. 13, 

letter was postmarked 12th) 

Hi 

 It's just like it always has been, a lot of sand bags. We had a 

General out here the other day and he said we had to run this place 

like a guard detachment in the states. Everything spick and span to 

impress the people. He said all we are is a show case. He also said we 

had to wear shirts, so could you send me two T-shirts--two of my old 

ones. I think I have enough envelopes to last for awhile now. 

 There is a lot of fighting going on around here but not close. 

All night we can hear bombs going off and jets flying over. 

 Go ahead and send the pictures of Davids' house, etc. I would 

like very much to see them. I had to throw away my Playboy calendar so 

you can send another one I'm glad to hear the weather is getting nice. 

I got an invitation to Jan's graduation, too. That little thing Jeff 

did with the out house was sure something, Sounds like some of the 

things I did when I was in school. 

 I hope you decide to send the Argus C-3, if not a 104 will be all 

right. 

 The cook we have here is really good, he's getting better all the 

time. He can sure make up some good things with no more than he has. 

He has never cooked before either. 

 That's about all I have for now. I haven't been getting any mail 

from anyone but you and David’s. The other people should have my 

address by now, maybe the mail is just slow. Don't forget to make that 

little change in my address, Second line.. Headquarters 9th Marines. 

That's all for now. 

Love 

Mark 

P.S. I don't know if I told you or not but I am leaving my money on 

the books so I will have some here when I get R & R. 
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June 15, 1967 THURSDAY 

Seventeenth taped letter 

 Hello, this is Wednesday, the 15th. I think it's Wednesday, 

anyway I know it's the 15th. I'm sitting out here in front, on top of 

a bunker, in my lawn chair. I'm on watch right now for three hours. 

The general (that I told you came out and inspected) said we had to 

set up "day time" watch, too. I don't know what for, nothing has ever 

happened during the day. But anyway, we've got to do it. 

 Our sergeant left for R&R today. He'll be gone for about a week 

so we have a corporal in charge. 

 I haven't been doing much of anything different lately, just more 

sandbagging and more barbed wire. The last two days I went on patrol, 

Three nights ago Cam Lo got mortared so we were on 100% watch all 

night, and I'm trying to catch up on my sleep. Today and tomorrow my 

fire team just has radio and bunker watch because we've been on patrol 

the last two days. As I said, we had 100% three nights ago, and two 

nights ago we had an ambush (four hours). Last night we had another 

four hour ambush, so I'm kind of hurtin' on sleep. I'm trying to catch 

up on it here. 

 The mail situation is getting to be pretty good now, I'm getting 

mail pretty regular. The last few days I've been getting quite a bit 

of mail. I've gotten three Sports Illustrated and a Knight magazine, a 

lot of letters. I got this last tape from you which I'm using now. I 

got the magazine of house plans and the box of potato chips and stuff, 

it was in good shape. I ate the barbecue chips yesterday when I got 

them. They were lust a little stale from dampness. 

 I got a letter from David. He wrote about the M-16. He got 

carried away on that. I hope someone takes a little action on this M-

16. I also got the letter you sent me from Congressman Brey. I don't 

remember this Congressman Brey, Is he that newly elected congressman 

from Indiana or what? 

 That package I got from Bob Cooley, I remember I forgot to tell 

you what was in it. It had four cans of potato stix (potato strings or 

whatever they are), 
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four apples, four oranges (they were all rotten, I had to throw them 

away), a big box of raisins, two 10 packs of chewing gum and some life 

savers and a few other little odds and ends. I wrote Bob a letter and 

thanked him for sending that. We also got an "SP" pack yesterday. 

These "SP" packages are for 100 men but we get a full one here for 

about 16 or 17 Marines, so I've got "boo-coo" candy now with the candy 

I got from you yesterday and the "SP"--I got all kinds of candy. I 

said "boo-coo" candy, that's another Vietnamese word. It means "many" 

or "big." Just the opposite of that, "little" or "tiny" or "few" is 

"tee-tee." I don't think those are the actual words for "little" and 

"big," I think they're slang words, but that's what we use all the 

time. While I'm on the subject, a few of the other words we use a lot 

are "dee-dee"—“go, get out of here;” and “come here” is "li di," we 

use them quite a bit. I can't speak the language really good enough 

yet to make a full sentence. I can just usually speak broken 

sentences, usually just a few words here and there. I don't know the 

words for and, is, the, and that, just broken Vietnamese. Here's one 

sentence I can put together: "toi dee Cam Lo moo-enic' tah." That's, 

"I go Cam Lo buy ice." I probably could put a few others together but 

I'm going to wait and learn it a little better and then put some 

sentences together for you. I told that Vietnamese boy that sang for 

you that you liked it and wanted him to do it again and he was real 

happy about it. He said he would be glad to do it again. 

 By the way, the guy that sung is a sergeant, "tong see" (that's 

"sergeant in Vietnamese). He is about 32, I think, He's a real short 

cocky guy, pretty well built for a Vietnamese. They don't sing with 

instruments over here, at least these fellows don't. They rarely sing 

themselves, He just wanted to sing, and 

Vietnamese words: 

 “boo-coo” means “a lot” 

 “tee-tee” means “little” 

 “dee-dee” means “go, get out of here” 

      “li-di” means “come here” 

  “toi dee Cam Lo moo-enic' tah” means   “I go Cam Lo buy ice” 

       “tong see “ means  “sergeant” 
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I'll see if I can't get him to speak to you in English. He can speak 

pretty good English. These Vietnamese PF's here (PF stands for 

"Popular Force," or in Vietnamese it's *"Niequins"), they are what we 

might call "ditty-boppers" or "sissies," Everyone of them has a 

transistor radio, and everywhere they go they take that transistor 

with them, They're all the time playing this Vietnamese music and it 

doesn't mean "diddley" to me--I can't get anything out of it! You know 

how Oriental music is, that "twangy stuff." It really sounds like a 

bunch of moaning and groaning. That's all they play all the time is 

Vietnamese music! We get the Armed Forces radio station here from Phu 

Bi, They play real "rock and roll" music every evening from 7:00 to 

9:00 and when that comes on all us guys gather around the radio and we 

really "cut loose." The Neiguins really think we're crazy or something 

when we start dancing and everything. But all during the day the Armed 

Forces Radio is playing music just like stateside. Here the last two 

days it went off the air, and it does that every once in awhile. It's 

on for about two weeks and off for about two weeks, I don't know why. 

We get it pretty good up here but I can't get it too good on my radio, 

I don't know why. One reason is the batteries are weak. That radio 

really takes the juice out of the batteries for some reason. Some of 

the fellas around here have pretty good sized radios and they pick it 

up pretty good. 

     I got the camera day before yesterday, and the rain jacket. The 

rain jacket is just fine, that's what I wanted. It will sure come in 

handy. It's rained about three times now and I've had to use in on 

watch. I need some more film, I went through that roll of film the 

first day I had the camera. I took it mostly of the compound here and 

the fellas in the compound. That same day I went into Cam Lo, so I 

took it with me and took a few pictures. I took one of the barber shop 

there. 

 About the ice runs into Cam Lo, we walk out to Highway 9 here 

(it's about 100 meters from the compound) and we just catch a ride on 

anything that comes along. Usually the first military vehicle will 

stop and give us a ride, It's 

* Niequins or Neiguins   Vietnamese PF's (Popular Force) 
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about four miles into Cam Lo. Like you said, it's really not too safe, 

but yet it's not real dangerous because there's traffic going up and 

down that highway all the time (civilians traveling the road). We take 

a weapon with us and one magazine. "Chow Hong!" There was a man 

walking down the road here, I just said * "hi" to him, which is "Chow 

Hong!" He said "Hi" to me and I had to answer him back. He is standing 

here looking at me now, he's probably never seen a guy using a tape 

recorder before.   

 More about the ice run, it's about four miles into Cam Lo and we 

have three ice chests we take with us. We usually get a couple of 

Cokes while we're in there. (Cokes cost 50c over here, black market, 

everything is black market.) 

 I'm out of film now, durn it. I wish I had some more film for my 

camera because here comes a little boy down the road beside the 

compound herding two gigantic water buffalo, they are huge. 

 You can send a few more packages of Viceroy in each little can of 

goodies you send, I'm getting kind of low. I've got a list of 

questions here I'm going to try to answer for you. 

 About sending the PF's something, these Vietnamese people, they 

don't appreciate anything you give them. They are all the time begging 

for something, which really perturbs us Marines. They are always 

asking you for cigarettes and they don't give you a thing in return. 

It's all "give me" and no "give back." A lot of times you give them 

cigarettes and they'll go sell them on the black Market. A lot of the 

PF's want us to buy them a carton of cigarettes at the PX, sell it to 

them, which is $1.20, and they take it and sell it black market which 

is about $3.00. A lot of times if they see something that you have and 

they want it, well, they'll steal it, so you've got to keep all your 

gear over here locked up. I really don't know how to say it, or how to 

describe these Vietnamese people but it's all "give" and "no return." 

Even if you did send something I don't know what it would be. If you 

did and I would give it to them, two days later they would ask for the 

same thing again. So we found out the best policy 

* Chow Hong ---- Hi, hello (man) 
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is not to give them a thing, usually, but you can't help feeling sorry 

for them. They have a way of making you feel sorry for them, so we 

usually end up giving them a pack of cigarettes, and we give them a 

lot of candy from the "SP" packets we get. One example of them 

selling, things is, they come here to see the doctor or the Corpsman, 

and maybe a little child is so dirty he needs a bath real bad. So, the 

Corpsman will give them a bar of soap and what does the mamason do, 

she takes it to the nearest vill and sells the stuff so she can get 

the money. That's the way they are over here. They just try to get all 

the money out of the Americans they can. Just like I said, these black 

market Cokes and stuff, they charge 50¢ for a Coke and for a beer. 

It's just outrageous, they're out to "get you," that's what they are! 

They don't care about the war over here, they could care less, they're 

getting rich on it, they're making money! 

 You asked if I had some little children as friends. I've got this 

one little boy here, his name's Lou, he does my laundry. I told you 

about him, he's the one that always has on a clean shirt. I had my 

picture taken with him and another boy--Lou is the one in the light 

blue shirt. Maybe if you wanted to, you could send something for him, 

another shirt or something like that. Something he could wear or a few 

canned goodies or something along that order. 

 The name of the vill here behind the compound is "Cam Hieu," it's 

pretty small, about ten houses. I guess about 60 to 75 people live 

there. The compound is kind of out in the middle of nowhere really, 

there's no big vill around. Just off to the east, about 200 meters, is 

the Cam Lo River. They have towns like they do in the States, like Cam 

Lo and Dong Ha, but out in the rural areas it's not like it is 

stateside, like a home here and home there, hootches spotted here and 

there, they're just all clustered together to make a little vill. 

They're not beautiful by any means, they're ugly, dirty, stinky and 

smelly, but that's the way they live. 

 There's no grass around the hootches, they keep it all bare; it's 

packed, hard clay, just like concrete. That's the way it is on the 

inside, the floor is the same thing. They keep it all swept down but 

it's really just like 
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concrete. Out in front on the packed clay is where they dry their rice 

and potatoes--they lay them all out to dry. Chickens and dogs live in 

the houses with them. Out in the real "boonies," out in the real 

"sticks," pigs even live in with them. The houses themselves are all 

made out of grass with thatched roofs. Once in awhile you will see one 

made of brick with a tin roof, but not too often. They usually have 

two or three rooms. They sleep on just a plank board up off the 

ground. Over in one corner they will have a little fire on the ground 

where they do their cooking, Every hootch has a "spirit house," (we 

call it that). They're Buddhist so they have their own little altar 

where they give their offering. They put their little bowl of rice up 

there every day. 

 There's no flowers around, no beauty to a vill at all. They 

usually always have a little garden around the hootch somewhere, Out 

around the edge of the vill (around this area) is all rice paddies. 

They just harvested the rice about three weeks ago, and it's pretty 

well all finished up now. 

 They have corn here and in the same field they've got peanuts. 

Right now they're starting to harvest the peanuts and then in a couple 

more weeks they'll start to harvest the corn. When they harvest the 

rice they cut it by hand in the fields, then they have to carry it, 

usually quite a distance back to their hootch. They beat the rice out 

of the stalks and then they've got kind of a little round "disc", 

something like a shallow basket, they keep bouncing the rice on and 

the wind blows the hulls off, then the hard shell around the rice--I 

don't know how they get that off really. I haven't seen that done. 

They dry the rice by just letting it lay out in front of their house 

on that hard dirt. 

 Out here in the rice fields they have a lot of buffalo grazing 

and the little kids are tending them. There's buffalo all over this 

place here. 

 There's no electricity around here. Cam Lo has some electricity 

but not much, The people always have candles for light at night, They 

cannot go out at night after 7:30; if they do they have to have a 

light in each hand--if they don't and they're out after 7:30 they're 

considered "VC" and they're "open game." 
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So no one is out at night except the "Marines" or the "VC." We don't 

have any power here in the compound. Once in awhile we might use a 

candle, but not very often because it's kind of risky. It lights up 

the hootch pretty good and a "VC" could be setting outside the wire 

here and have one of us "beaded in on his sight," and just "blow us 

away." So, we don't have light, usually after dark we just run around 

in the dark and that's it. 

 About that Dr. Pepper, that 10 cases only lasted two days. We 

really went through that quick! 

 Like I said, off to the east here it's all rice paddies and the 

river. To the south, just on the other side of the highway, are little 

hills, then off to the northwest, on the other side of Cam Lo, are the 

big mountains that I "humped" there for a long time. 

 One of the last things I have to talk about now is that magazine 

of house plans I got. There's a lot of good ideas in it but I didn't 

find anything I liked except for those prefab fireplaces, those little 

round ones with the chimney. I'm kind of interested in a few of those. 

I got a few ideas on decorating but the homes I didn't care for too 

much because they were vacation homes and not hardly any of them had a 

garage, and most of them had quite a few bedrooms. I'm still 

thinking the best one is that "A-frame" you sent me the blueprints of, 

so I'm still working on it. I'm trying to figure out how to decorate 

that one bedroom and make it a den and maybe put one of those prefab 

fireplaces in it. I'm just "brainstorming" here. I was trying to 

compare the price of that A-frame with some of the A-frames in that 

magazine. I've kind of decided that the one you sent me would come to 

around $18,000 and $22,000. That's just a rough guess for me. 

Sounds like the beauty shop is really looking good. I like that sample 

of carpet you sent me, it's really pretty! The price really surprised 

me, too; the total price of the whole beauty shop and what it came to, 

that's kind of "scaring" me now on my house. It's going to take a lot 

of "coins" I know. 

 I received the Q tips and scotch tape. You could probably send me 

three more batteries for my radio, the 1 1/2 volt, size C. The 

batteries in the tape 
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recorder are still holding out pretty good, you can hold off sending 

more of them for awhile. It's been getting a pretty good workout here 

lately. I've been using it a lot and about three other fellows here 

have been using it to tape letters so it's being used about every 

other day. (Vietnamese con-versation) That was Lou, my buddy, talking. 

Boy! I could hardly get those kids away from this thing, they really 

went crazy over it! Lou wanted to buy it, he has offered to buy my 

radio, too. He asked me how much the tape recorder costs and I said, 

"$30." He said, "I give you $30." I said, "No, Lou, I don't want to 

sell it." He said, "I give you $50." "No, Lou, I don't want to sell 

it." But anyway, they're really crazy over it. I don't know what they 

said, they were just rambling on. One little boy was singing in the 

background while Lou was talking. 

     This is about all I have for right now, so I guess I'll sign off. 

Maybe this evening I'll get this one "tong see" to sing for you some 

more, and maybe speak a little English (if he can). So I'll be seeing 

you now. 

Bye, bye. 
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June 18, 1967 

Eighteenth taped letter 

 Well, hello. This is Sunday the 18th here, I'm sitting out in one 

of the bunkers recording this. It's rather a hot day. We worked all 

morning filling sandbags and we've got the afternoon off. 

 (The beginning of this tape was really something! David sent it 

to me. They said why don't you send it on home to Mom and Dad, it's 

probably something they'll never want to forget. You might already 

have a copy, I don't know, but I really think it's something, I really 

enjoyed it. I played it through three or four times, and I'm sending 

it back home for you to put with all the other "treasures" we have on 

tape.) 

 I really don't have a whole lot to say, I'm just too lazy to 

write a letter. There's been quite a few boys using my tape recorder 

lately. I think the batteries are still holding out, You can go ahead 

and send me some for my radio though, it's "shot" now. I can't get a 

thing on it. 

     Yesterday morning, we filled 400 sandbags. We have to do it up 

across the road because we don't have any dirt here that we can use 

for them. There were already about 600 up there, so all together we 

had 1,000 sandbags and brought them down here. By the time five 

o'clock rolled around yesterday I was pretty well "beat" from loading 

and unloading a thousand sandbags, that's quite a bit of dirt. 

 My mail is starting to come through pretty regular now. I got 

that box of candy and potato chips. Today I got a Sports Illustrated, 

Playboy and the Indianapolis Newspaper. I don't know if you just sent 

that to me, or subscribed for it. I knew you were going to send me 

that sports edition, "Vietnam Sports Special," but I didn't know I was 

going to get the Indianapolis News, I enjoyed reading it. Maybe one 

reason they sent it to me is because it had a lot of the "Indianapolis 

500" in it. 

 I got your little "Awake" can of candy, the caramel corn with 

mixed nuts (which is very delicious)--I really enjoyed that, and a big 

can of popcorn, that's delicious, too. I got a letter from Dick, and a 

letter from Patty. That's about 
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it on the mail situation. I'm going to have to get busy and start 

answering some of them. I also got a letter from Cathy yesterday and I 

think I got one from you, too. 

 I told you on the last tape about some of these PF's around here 

stealing a lot of things. Well, this morning we caught one of them 

stealing a bottle of peroxide that the Corpsman uses to clean out 

sores and stuff. One boy saw him take it and saw him walk down the 

road with it under his shirt. One of the fellas here ran him down and 

asked him what he was doing with it and he said the doctor "gave" it 

to him. We tried "chewing" the PF out but he really didn't understand 

what we were doing. We told his sergeant that was here at the time and 

he didn't do a thing to him, he let him go on home. That's just the 

way these people are, if they can take something or can get away with 

it, all right; if they get caught, well "the heck with it!" He might 

have been taking that to sell to the VC. I imagine he would have 

gotten a good price out of it. They just use us Americans and take 

everything they can get out of us, so I wouldn't waste your time 

sending anything over here to them, it's not worth it! 

Another example of why these people don't care, why should they do 

something if they can get somebody else to do it for them. The 

Corpsman fixed up one of the Neiquin's little children here yesterday. 

He was filthy dirty and Doc had to give him a shower, wash him up and 

everything before he would work on him. There were sores all over his 

feet from dirt and not washing, they were all infected. Doc cleaned 

him all up, bandaged his feet and sent him on his way. On his way home 

the Neiquin stopped up across the road where we were filling sandbags. 

It just "so happened" that one of the boys was down here helping Doc 

and he had already come up there to help fill sandbags before that 

Neiquin had got up there. Doc told that Neiquin to not let that kid 

walk, to keep him off his feet. Well, as soon as that Neiquin got up 

there on the other side of the road where we were, the first thing he 

did was to put that kid down. This one boy jumped all over the 

Neiquin, but he didn't care, he just stood there with a big grin on 

his face. They're "dumber than heck!" But that's just the way these 

people are, they could 
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care less what happens to them. Since we're "over here" doing all the 

work, paying all the bills, they just say, "Well, heck, the Americans-

-they've got more of it, they've got more men, let 'em go, let 'em do 

what they want to!" Well, that's enough griping on the Vietnamese for 

awhile. 

 Yesterday I got out those Christmas pictures you sent me of 

David’s and everybody. All the boys here really enjoy looking at 

pictures even though they don't know who the people are in them, they 

just enjoy looking at pictures of Americans, people from back home. A 

lot of them got a big thrill out of Cathy, they think she's real good 

looking--the guys really went for her. 

 On one of the next rolls of film you send me, don't address the 

mailer. I want to get a roll developed and have them sent back to me, 

then I'll send them on home. I've taken a lot of pictures over here 

and I've never seen any of them yet. I just want to see what some of 

them look like. I'll take some "gungy" pictures of me and see what a 

Marine is supposed to "look" like! 

 Also if you can find anymore of those Home magazines, send them 

to me, I really enjoy looking at them. If you can find one that's got 

the regular homes for year-round living, I'd like to have one of them. 

I might let a few Neiquins talk to you later on this evening, if I'm 

still on speaking terms with them. I just heard one of the fellas in 

the hootch arguing with one of them. They were arguing over 

cigarettes--this Neiquin asked this guy for a cigarette. These 

Neiquins are always "bumming" you for cigarettes, all the time! They 

always want you to give them the whole pack or even a carton, just 

give it to them! They don't offer to buy it, they want you to give it 

to them! Once in awhile we will buy a carton of cigarettes and we'll 

sell it to them cheap, a buck a carton, and they'll buy it, and the 

next day, the very next day, they'll come back in and they'll be 

asking you for cigarettes again. We'll say, "I just sold you a carton 

yesterday." They say, "Oh, me give mamason, home, me give mamason," 

"Bull!" They probably went to Cam Lo or Dong Ha and sold the things 

and made about three times as much as they paid for them. We're 

probably going to have a little "brawl" here between the Neiquins and 

the Marines, and 
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they'll probably all walk out on us, but I really couldn't care less! 

They're not worth that much. 

 One more thing while I remember it, could you send me one of 

those plastic boxes that you send tapes in. I've got a cardboard box 

with a tape in it, but the box is all torn and ragged, and it's got 

post marks stamped all over it. 

 I don't think it would last through the mail another time. Maybe 

you had better send me another set of batteries for this recorder, 

too. I notice the needle down here is not moving like it should, and I 

got the volume turned clear up and holding the microphone close to my 

mouth. So send me three batteries for this and three for my radio. 

 I just remembered another thing, one of the Marines here is 

interested in buying my engagement rings, the ring set, but he would 

like to see them first. Maybe you could take pictures of them, a top 

view and a side view. He will send the pictures to his girl and if she 

likes them maybe I can get rid of the things. I told him $150, I think 

that's pretty reasonable. Let me hear your thoughts on the idea. 

 I just remembered another thing I wanted to tell you. I keep 

remembering things, it seems like I do a lot of "skipping" around. 

Here at this compound, Papa 3, there's another Marine, Tim Brewer, 

he's from Anaheim, California, and he only has about 30 more days left 

before he goes back home. He only lives about a mile from David in 

Westminster, and we found out that we've been through Vietnam 

"together" quite a bit--we've been in the same places. Both of us 

spent most of the time up North, and he was down South in the Delta 

with 1-9 with the Delta company. He was also on the "Iwo Jima" with me 

but we didn't know each other until about three weeks ago and we've 

gotten to be pretty good friends. He is 23 years old, and he's 

originally from Michigan, but when he graduated from high school he 

went to California, by himself, on his own. He went to Stanford. He's 

more or less just a "nomad." He went to Stanford University for about 

a semester, and he either quit or got kicked out. Then he got a job at 

Disneyland and worked there for awhile. He went to Hawaii and to 

Hawaii University for a year. After 
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that he went to Japan and to school there for about two or three 

years. All this time he has been studying Oriental languages. He can 

speak Japanese fluently. His travels are really interesting. When he 

went to school in Japan he lived in a temple. He didn't have much 

money, he more or less "bummed" really. He lived in some kind of a 

religious temple, and he also had a Japanese lawyer friend that he 

lived with. That's how he learned to speak the language fluently by 

just talking with the Japanese. He told us how it was hard for the 

Japanese to accept an American. Also while he was there he studied the 

Oriental "martial arts," they call it. The "martial arts" is this art 

you see of sword fighting, real long swords, "samurai swords" and 

stuff. He studied that for five years, partly at Stanford, and Hawaii 

and in Japan. He really got interested in it, he said. He told me how 

he went up in the mountains with them and studied. He studied with 

them for seven days at a time. He told us all about the meditation 

that they do and how this "martial art" is all mental. He said it's 

real interesting. He watched a guy take a piece of paper, fold it up, 

something like a little fan and run it through a board. He said he 

actually saw a guy do that. I don't know--it's really amazing to 

listen to all of his adventures and everything. At the time he got 

drafted into the Marine Corps he was in Japan "illegally." The draft 

board didn't know where he was and the FBI found him. He said that 

when they found him he was on the docks ready to beard a ship and come 

to Vietnam to teach. I don't know what, he never did say what he was 

going to teach. But he said that after he gets out of the Corps, which 

is about two more months, he is going to go to India and study there 

for awhile. Then he says he wants to go to China. But we're going to 

try to get together in California when I get out (when I rotate back 

home). We'll get together for a few days. He's a real nice guy, 

interesting to talk to. He's been a lot of places. He really has a 

wide scope of the world, and things that go on. 

 I told you he was in Delta company, and on Iwo with us. The 

reason I never knew him is he was in Recon battalion, which is the 

real "hairy" outfits which go out on seven man patrols for three days 

at a time, and go out looking for the 
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enemy. It's really a "hairy" job, it's really pretty dangerous, more 

dangerous than the Green Berets actually, but they're not publicized 

like the Green Berets. So he's been through a lot of stuff over here 

and seen a lot of action. 
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June 22, 1967 (Thursday) 

Nineteenth taped letter 

 Hello, I'm not sure what day this is, I think it's the 21st or 

22nd, something like that. Today is my day off again. We had patrol 

the last two days so we get the next two days off. We just stand radio 

watch or "hole" watch. I just now got off bunker watch, it's one 

o'clock in the afternoon, so I'll be off for a couple more hours to 

just lay around and do whatever I want to. I decided to tape a letter 

since I'm too lazy to write one, and use up some of these tapes. 

 Yesterday we had church services. "Yesterday" was Wednesday, 

"today" is Thursday, I don't know the date. We had church services out 

here and after it was over the Chaplain handed out some New 

Testaments. It's a brand new New Testament, called "Good News for 

Modern Man." It's written in modern, up-to-date language, just like a 

book would be written. It's real simple to understand. I've been 

reading some of it, starting with Luke. I said I was going to read the 

Bible while I was over here, so I got Matthew and Mark read first, in 

that New Testament "Gideon Bible" I got. Then I got this, and started 

on Luke, and I can hardly put the thing down, it's so interesting. 

It's just like a story book, really. You just can't believe the way 

it's printed, it's so modern and up-to-date. You lose some of the 

meaning in it, but you can understand it much better. I've noticed a 

few places back in Matthew and Mark where they leave out some things, 

but the things they have in it are the important things. They also 

have a lot of drawings in it, real "stick-like" drawings, for 

illustrations. In the back they have a word glossary for words that 

maybe you don't know the meaning of. Also in the back is an index so 

you can refer to some man or some town or some event. It's really an 

interesting book. I mean it's really something different! You ought to 

see if you can get one if you don't already have one. 

 It's put out by the American Bible Society, copyrighted in 1966. 

The New Testament is in today's English, and it is in today's English! 

It puts everything right down to the point just like we speak it. It's 

really interesting! In the contents it has all the books, all of 

Paul's letters to the Romans, First letter 

210 



 

to the Corinthians, Second letter to the Corinthians, and so on. Then 

down here it has the Letter to the Hebrews, Letter from James, First 

letter from Peter, and so on, It tells what all the books are about, 

what they refer to. I think maybe it would be interesting to get this 

for your Sunday School Class, and read it to them. They could really 

understand it. There was one part I wanted to read to you but I can't 

find it. But it really came right down to the ground and explained in 

words that we use today. It was talking about Mary giving birth to 

Jesus and bringing out the fact that she was a virgin. It came out and 

said that she had not had any sexual relationship with Joseph. It 

really comes down right to the modern day language in explaining 

everything. 

 I got that Argus C-3 camera in the mail, it came through all 

right. I got a few letters too, and your tape of party records. I've 

already taken up one roll of film on the Argus. I don't know, I just 

kinda went crazy. It's fun to operate! I hope the pictures turn out 

all right. I know how to work it but it seems like every picture I 

take the light meter always registers so high that I have to have 

between an 8 and a 16 lens opening. I can't believe some of the light 

readings, they're so "high." But I guess that's how much light there 

is, so that's what I set it on. Like I said, I've already used up one 

roll of film so you better send me another one and I also need a roll 

of 126 film. This next roll I'm going to take some pictures of myself 

in my combat gear and send them home to you. When you get them I want 

you to take five or six of the best ones and get prints made and send 

them back to me. I want to send a few to Patty Bisig, and maybe Myrna, 

and a few other girls, because they've sent pictures to me and maybe 

they want to see what a "real" Vietnam combat veteran looks like! Hal 

Ha! 

 We've got a new cook out here now, a new boy. He took the other 

cook's place, and ha! can he ever cook! I'm not kidding you! Last 

night we had roast beef, mashed potatoes, corn, green beans, 

asparagus, was it ever good, and cold pineapple slices--he had them on 

ice. This morning we had french toast, scrambled eggs, cold juice, 

apple juice--we always have an assortment of juices we keep on ice. We 

got a turkey in on the supply truck today, it's one of those already 
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prepared jobs. We'll have that tonight, and cranberry sauce, green 

beans, mashed potatoes, asparagus and gravy (if he has time to fix it 

up). He is really an outstanding cook, he can really whip up some 

things. 

 I've been on mess duty for the last couple of weeks. We keep 

trading off and on for mess duty, so I've been washing the dishes 

every morning and evening now. That takes up a little of my free time, 

but I rather enjoy doing it. I get a "kick" out of doing it, it's more 

like home, washing dishes! 

 If Dick didn't get me those socks don't worry about it, because 

I'm getting along all right on the ones I have. I wear a pair for 

about four days and then change them, so it's not really that big a 

thing. Right now I'm chewing on a piece of candy I got from you. 

 I got the new Sports Illustrated with Billy Casper on the front 

of it. I finished reading it. I got the new Playboy, too. I read the 

article in this new Sports Illustrated about Bill Toomey and Russ 

Hodges, those decathlon men. Boy, I tell you, I really envy them, the 

life they lead, just like a bunch of "playboys" is what they are, 

living in an apartment like that. "Big bad Olympic stars"--I bet they 

can get all kinds of girls! And they do, too, it says in there they 

do. They really have a "blast." I just wish I could live a life like 

that. --You had better tell the girls back home to "watch out" though, 

when I get back and get my house built. 'Cause things are gonna 

"breakkkk" loose! 

 They came around with the pay record yesterday for us to sign. We 

won't get paid for about another two weeks yet, but this month I get 

paid $289. I don't know how that came about, they're either overpaying 

me and I'll come up short the next couple of months, or I've been 

behind that much. I really don't know. I'm leaving all but $30 of that 

on the books. I'll leave it there for R&R and I'll keep $30 to have 

for spending money. 

David and Donna, you can maybe send me one reel of recorded music, 

some Herb Alpert and Jackie Gleason, and all that "stuff." I want to 

try it here on the recorder and see how it does. It's been playing 

music pretty good lately. This is about the end of the tape, so I'll 

be seeing you now. Bye, bye. 
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* June 27th is the day Bill Travis was killed in a mortar attack on 

Khe Sanh,about 25 miles southwest of Mark, but he was not aware of it. 

June 27, 1967 

Twentieth taped letter. 

 Well, hello, this is Tuesday, the 27th. Like always, I'm sitting 

out here on bunker watch. The last two days we've had patrols, I'm 

pretty well "pooped" again. Night before last our ambush went out at 

four o'clock in the morning, came back in about seven, and then we 

went out on the day patrol yesterday at 10:30 and came in at two. Last 

night we went out on night ambush at nine and came in at one. After I 

got in from the ambush I slept for an hour, got up and stood two and a 

half hours watch from 3:00 to 5:30 and then went back to bed for 

another one and a half hours, so I'm kinds hurtin' for sleep. It's 

that way all the time when your time for patrols comes around, you're 

always hurtin' for sleep. 

 I got the T-shirts yesterday and roll of film. Today I got 

another box with film and batteries, and my address labels. Oh yes, I 

got a taped letter from David and Donna which I enjoyed very much. I 

just finished listening to it for the second time, and I'm using it 

now to record this letter to you. 

 We had a big event here at the compound about three days ago, we 

got a whole "gob" of packages (I took some pictures of them). One 

Marine here at the compound had taken a liking to these people and 

felt sorry for them, so he wrote to his hometown and got this thing 

going. They sent over all kinds of clothes, and medical supplies. The 

Marine that did this is now in the hospital. He got wounded pretty bad 

when the compound got hit. We distributed all this stuff to the PF's 

and to the villagers. Like I said, there were "gobs and gobs" of 

clothes and things. We unpacked all of them and sorted them all out 

and we had a heck of a time  doing that (it was a lot of fun, is what 

I mean)--we had a ball doing it. That evening we dressed up and some 

of the guys put on dresses, I took pictures of that. You'll see all 

that we did. We kept some of the civilian clothes and are going to 

wear them around here. 

 We had all kinds of food. There must have been $40 worth of 

groceries, canned 

* Bill Travis was the first Oak Hill graduate killed in Vietnam. 
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goods, instant mashed potatoes, a lot of Campbells soup, Kool-Aid, 

pork and beans. That was supposed to be distributed to the villagers 

too, but we said, "Oh no, we're keeping that for ourselves." Because, 

like I told one of the guys, a lot of people back home think we get 

all that good stuff over here but we don't, so I'll be durned if we're 

going to give it away to these dumb villagers over here. So we kept 

that for ourselves. But after that we gave the PF's their clothes, 

then we were going to hand out the rest to the villagers. First we 

sorted all the good things for the kids and gave it to our little 

friends here (our laundry boys). When we took the clothes out here in 

front to distribute them, all the people started gathering around, it 

looked like a herd of animals gathering for the kill. They just kept 

edging closer and closer. We asked a few of them in to start picking 

out we knew what was going to happen and tried to keep it from 

happening, but we couldn't, it eventually happened. After we asked a 

couple in to start rummaging through, well, here came three or four 

more, and then some "snuck" around behind, and before you knew it, 

they were all in there, just running in and grabbing something and 

taking off. The PF's were out there yelling at them, trying to get 

them away but they couldn't. So we just said, "The heck with it, come 

on, come on and get it!" You should have seen the mob! It looked like 

a bunch of mad dogs going for a bone! They were in there fighting, 

pushing, pulling, shoving. They didn't know what they were getting, 

they were just getting something. When they got it, they took off. One 

of the things that made me so mad was they didn't know why they were 

getting it and they didn't care, it was just something free. Anything 

for nothing over here. Here this Marine had almost given his life for 

these people and that didn't mean a thing to them, they didn't care. 

They were just getting something free. The dumb Americans are giving 

them something, that's all it amounted to! 

     While they were out there fighting over this rummage, one of the 

PF sergeants was out there--he was a sight, you should have seen him. 

He had on a woman's bra over the top of his utility jacket,--he was 

all "honked off" about them. He was out there yelling, and screaming 

at them, but he couldn't control them. After it 
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was all over they had left one big box of Kleenex behind and he got 

that and went running after them and threw, it at them. He was yelling 

all the time. I don't know what he was saying, but he was very 

disturbed with them. I can't blame him, they acted just like a bunch 

of dumb animals, which they are! They don't care what they have to do 

to get something for nothing, they'll do it--cheat, steal, scheme. 

They're just not worth fighting for over here, I'll tell you! They 

don't give a "damn" themselves! Why should they put out effort if 

somebody will do something for them! It's the same way with these PF's 

here. Some of them are real good fighters, but others, they could care 

less. If a good hot and heavy fire fight breaks out why they'll "make 

their hat." They don't care, they don't want nothing to do with the 

VC. Like on one of my patrols here the other day, there's an area over 

here that's strictly VC and the PF's know it, but do they want to go 

in there and clear it out? No, they want nothing to do with it! 

Anytime there's VC around in the area you won't find the PF's, they'll 

be "making their hat." They want someone else to come in and do it, 

let the Americans fight the VC. 

 You told me to take some pictures of the PF's. I've got a few. 

One of them is a fairly old looking man, standing at attention with 

his rifle on his shoulder. This is one of my favorite PE's. We call 

him "old man." He's crazy, he's all the time cutting up and stuff. 

He's just a real likeable guy, you can't help but like him, but he's 

just like the rest of them--he's worthless. We go out on an ambush and 

he lights up a cigarette out there at night,--things like that. 

 The roll of film I got yesterday, I'm going to take mostly on 

patrol. I took some pictures here in the compound but that's not too 

realistic, so I'm going to wait until I'm out on patrol, when I get 

all dirty and sweaty, and look a little more realistic. 

 The guys in the compound are all a bunch of real nice guys. It's 

just like one big happy family here. We all know each other real well, 

call each other by our first names, and we get along real well. But 

there's still a lot of griping going on because we have to work a lot. 

We're getting the work pretty much done now, we've just about got all 

the barbed wire strung up. We need more sandbags 
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though, but there's none to be had around Dong Ha anywhere, they're 

all out of them. We finally got some gloves to wear when we're working 

with the barbed wire, so my hands aren't getting cut up anymore. But 

we kind of gave up working on barbed wire because it's so darned hot 

anymore. It's just unbearably hot in the afternoons between twelve and 

three, you just can't stay out in it. 

 This boy I told you about from Anaheim--he rotates here very 

shortly and he said he'd like to have David's address. He might look 

him up because he has some land in Hawaii too, and he'd like to 

compare it with David's. 

 David and Donna asked me about R&R. I put in for R&R, I don't 

know what month I'll be getting it though. It'll probably be a long 

ways off yet. They're slow about getting R&R here at the CAC unit. 

There's about one a month and there's four or five guys ahead of me, 

so I'm way down the line. I put in for two choices, Hong Kong was my 

first one and Bangkok my second. But you never know what you're going 

to get. 

 One of my buddies from "Papa 2" was out here yesterday. Two of my 

buddies from "1-9" that I went to CAC school with went down to "Papa 

2." One of them is Bartos that I'd been with ever since ITR, went 

through "1-9" with him and "326," and CAC, then we split up. Both of 

them got sent down to "Papa 2" and like I've told you before, they're 

all the time making contact down there with VC. (That's where I picked 

up that recording of the MediVac.) But both of them are going back to 

Okinawa now. They went to "Papa 2" when I came here to "Papa 3," and 

they've gotten three "purple hearts" in that short a time. None of 

them serious, just little scratches but they're getting out of 

Vietnam--back to Okinawa for the rest of their tour overseas. One of 

the funny things about it is when Bartos got his third purple heart 

they weren't going to give it to him because they're short-handed down 

there and they don't want the men to leave. So he wrote his 

Congressman about it, and about three days ago he got a reply, and 

Bartos is back in Phu Bi ready to go to Okinawa. His Captain up here 

at "Papa 3" is in hot water over this,--serves him right. I don't 

blame Bartos, I would have done the same thing. They do things like 

that to you over here. You get three hearts and 
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maybe they won't give you the third one because they need you. This 

just reminds me of another thing over here--how many men do they have 

over here now? I don't know how many, 100,000 men? We were talking 

about that today. Out of all the men over here there's only about 

twenty percent of them that do the actual fighting in the battle 

field. Those people back home are complaining, "Boy, they've got more 

men over there than they really need." But when you sit down and think 

about it, the VC outnumber us in the amount of fighting men they have. 

We have to have all these office "pogues" who set back in the rear and 

do nothing (all these Saigon warriors). They're the ones that get to 

see all these USO shows, "Bob Hope shows." The men that need them, the 

fighting men out in the front lines, don't get a thing like that. The 

air base at Da Nang has 6 PX's and a movie theatre that runs all day. 

I think it's the biggest base the Air Force has, or the biggest one 

outside of the States (I don't know which) and that's where most of 

these men are over here, back in the rear. There are very few of them 

out in the field doing the fighting. So we are actually shorthanded 

over here. What they need to do is get all these office "pogues" out 

here on the front lines and throw a rifle in their hands and let them 

start "dingin'." 

 There's been a few rumors going around over here that they were 

talking about "extending" us a year in the Marine Corps. This is 

"scuttlebutt" mostly, I think (not extending us over here, just in the 

Corps.) But I haven't really heard anything about it so I'm not going 

to worry about it. 

 Another thing you asked me, David, what do we give these laundry 

boys over here? We pay them Vietnamese money, equal to about one 

dollar to do two sets of utilities, couple of T-shirts, towels and 

couple pair of socks. Once in awhile we might trade them a few packs 

of cigarettes for the laundry. This Lou, I was telling you about, is 

one of my friends and he does my laundry. He also sells Cokes for 

forty cents apiece, if you can believe that! You can go into Cam Lo 

and get them for fifty cents apiece,--they're "black market" Cokes 

there. But they're worth it. Cokes are hard to come by over here! 

 I was kind of surprised to hear about David and Donna's baby 

coming along. 
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I just hadn't given it any thought mainly because I guess they were 

building a house and they couldn't afford a child. But I'm real happy 

for them. Like you said, David, it had better be a boy. That's what we 

Blacks have, "all boys!" It's going to be an "all-American", I know 

that! Of course, if it does turn out to be a girl it's going to be a 

"cheer leader," I know that much, too. 

 I'm running out of things to say and one of the other boys here 

got a tape in the mail today and he wants to use the recorder to 

listen to it, so I guess I'll be signing off now. 

I'll be seeing you now. Take care. 

Bye, bye. 

Editor's Note: 

The baby David and Donna were expecting was a boy and they named him 

Mark Ryan II ...and if there is any way of Mark knowing -I know he is 

really pleased. 
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June 27, 1967 Tuesday 

Hi 

 I just finished making a tape and I am writing this to send the 

pictures back. Also, I forgot to put a few things on the tape. 

 We are getting the radio station again and it comes in real good. 

In the morning and afternoon they play classical music and a lot of 

albums. It's really good music and in the evening they play all the 

latest Rock & Roll. They have news too, just like they do in the 

states. 

 Also, don't forget to send back the 104 snap shots and also send 

me another ball point pen (black ink). 

Love 

Mark 

 

 

Editor 's Note: 

7 years later....I AM STILL USING THIS PEN I have used it to write 

more than 950 letters of sympathy to parents of Indiana service men 

killed in Vietnam. 

When I retire the pen it will join the collection of other cherished 

keepsakes which belonged to Mark. 
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July 2, 1967 

Twenty-first taped letter 

 Hello, this is July 2nd, Sunday. It's been another hot day, 

really a scorcher, today. I think it's getting hotter, all the time. I 

didn't do anything all day but just lay around. I tried to sleep but I 

couldn't, it's too hot. You just lay there and sweat. This morning I 

laid in my rack and listened to the radio. They had church services 

on, a lot of church music and I really enjoyed that! 

 We got the mail this afternoon. Some of the guys went into Dong 

Ha to get paid; a couple of them hadn't been paid in about two months. 

I haven't got much to say, nothing much going on. I guess I'll answer 

some of your questions, and one is about the river here. There's fish 

in it but I've yet to see any. There's a lot of fishing boats on the 

river. We have to cross it by boat when we patrol on the other side. 

We've been swimming in it a couple of times, and so far nothing has 

happened (as far as sniper fire) but they tell us not to swim in it 

because there are supposed to be a lot of VC on the other side, but 

we've never found any. A lot of times, on patrols, we stop and play 

around and maybe "crank off" a few rounds in the river, and throw a 

few "grenades" in it. And soon as we do that, here comes a couple 

fishing boats to try to get the fish that the concussion from the 

grenades brought to the top. The water is not crystal clear but yet 

it's not too muddy either. It's over our heads in the middle. 

This new cook we got, I found out that he did go to cook school, but 

he's actually not a cook. I don't know what he was doing going to cook 

school, he's got these Marine Corps cooks beat all over the place. He 

really whips up some good chow. 

 About some of the fellas here at the compound--we're all real 

close, just like a family. We've got one boy from Ohio, one from 

Illinois, one from Oklahoma, one from Texas, three from California, 

one from Connecticut. Corporal Leitch is my fire team leader, he's a 

real short, blond-haired boy from San Diego. He's a "lifer," he's 

going to make a career out of this. We razz him all the time. Really 

he's not too well liked because he's all the time "brown-nosin'" 

(trying to get rank). He thinks you've just got, to get rank! He tries 

hard, too hard really, and 
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that's why we razz him all the time. He's really kind of dumb in a lot 

of things he does. He's a high school drop-out, I think he quit in 

about the 10th grade. He's always talking about how great the Marine 

Corps is. His father was in the Corps for twenty years, his 

grandfather for thirty-two years. He's always bragging on his father. 

He was in the Corps for twenty years and came out a "gunnery 

sergeant," and that's not too good. So we have a lot of fun razzing 

him. He's so dumb he doesn't know we're making fun of him. We have one 

colored boy here in the compound. He's 27 years old and a school 

teacher. He got drafted, and he's a real nice fella, real easy to get 

along with. 

     That kind of surprises me about Karen Kendall going to get 

married. I never heard anything about her dating around or anything, 

David never mentioned anything about it. I imagine Don and Martha Bell 

will end up going out to California (if they get married out there). I 

just thought Donna would end up getting married before Karen, but 

everything is full of surprises, I guess. 

     So Steve Poe* thinks he "won't like" being a Corpsman here. I 

think he'll like it once he gets into it. In the Marine Corps, all 

their Corpsman are Navy, so Steve will be working with the Marines 

unless he's put on board ship or something. Of course, he might be 

attached out to a Field Corpsman then he would be working with Marines 

and most likely come to Vietnam, but he could be stuck on a ship all 

the time, you never know. The Marines think the world of Corpsmen! 

Boy, they'll stick up for them in anything! They sure help us a lot, 

we really need them. We are short of Corpsmen over here too, we're 

hurtin' for them real bad. When I was in 1-9 there was supposed to be 

one Corpsman for every squad, and a lot of times we only had one 

Corpsman "per platoon." A couple of times we didn't have any for the 

platoon. So they're hurtin' for them bad over here. The Corpsman in 

the compound here broke his arm messing around, so he can't go on 

patrols with us anymore. He just holds Med Caps around here. 

 I got one card from Myrna while she was in Hawaii. At the time I 

didn't know she was going to school there. I just thought she was 

visiting so I didn't keep her address--I threw it away. I wrote her a 

letter as soon as you told me 

* Steve was killed in S. Vietnam August 20, 1969. (the fourth Oak Hill 
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she was going to school there and addressed it to her home and they'll 

forward it to her. I told her I'd keep her address this time. 

 I got the pictures of my birthday cake, and I sent them on to 

David. I'm getting some newspapers, I don't know how often they send 

them so I don't know how regular I'm supposed to get them, but I am 

getting some. 

 One thing is kind of foggy in my mind about this professional 

basketball team Indiana's getting. I just kind of got in on the middle 

of it, of them signing players. Maybe you could tell me a little more 

about it, how it came about, and who's sponsoring it, etc. 

 We got a horseshoe set here that they brought out to us, so we've 

been doing quite a bit of horseshoe pitching in the evenings when it 

cools off. I've completely lost my touch, I'm not worth a thing at it 

anymore. A few of the guys here can beat me pretty easy, so I'll have 

to practice up on that and get in a few games here and "beat the socks 

off" of some of these fellas! 

 I was laying in my rack the other night thinking back on a lot of 

my barber customers. Boy, I tell you! I've forgotten the names of a 

lot of those fellas! I can place the faces but I can't remember their 

names. I can remember the last name of some of them but not the first. 

When I get back there and start cutting hair again, it's going to be 

just like starting all over again. You're going to have to use your 

little pad and write the names down on it. I've forgotten how a lot of 

the guys get their hair cut, too. Maybe once I get back at it and get 

behind the chair again, it'll all come back to me. 

 Could you bring me up-to-date a little on my stocks, the "Pan 

American stocks." I know they "split" and the last I saw in the Stars 

and Stripes, which was a good while ago, they were 32 1/2 a share. 

Could you tell me just what that means, "when they split?" I think 

they divide in half and you get twice as many, but the price went in 

half too, so really the way I look at it, I haven't got any more than 

I started out with. 

 I got a letter from Mike McDonald, do you remember him? He was 

the red-haired boy that always came with Tom and me to David's 

apartment in California when we 
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were in staging. I was real glad to hear from him. He must be down in 

Chu Lai with Tom because he said Tom came to visit him once, and they 

really had a good time. The three of us are going to get together when 

we get back home. Mike said it's going to be for Tom's wedding, which 

it'll probably be, "the idiot!" I answered his letter yesterday. 

 I've had a few pictures taken of me just sitting around here. 

It'll probably be quite awhile before you get them, but when you do, 

send the prints back to me. Also send that last roll of prints back. I 

want to see those taken of me in combat gear, those real gungy ones! 

 I got a letter from Norma Nottingham today. I wrote her two weeks 

ago and she answered it right away, it's a real nice letter. Maybe now 

that she's out of school she can write a little more regular. I'll 

start corresponding with her again. I also got a letter from you. I'm 

going to take a break right now and read through it, it's that real 

long one. 

 Sounds like you're really doing a lot of work around the house, 

sounds like you're going 100 miles an hour. Take your time! You've got 

a lot of time to do  that stuff! Don't do it all at once, one of these 

times you'll run out of things  

to do! 

 About a year ago you were out in San Diego visiting me. It sure 

doesn't seem like a year ago. Like you said, time sure does go fast. 

 Don't worry about sending me goodies and stuff, I get plenty of 

chow here. I usually don't piece too much between meals. We get apples 

and oranges here all the time, so we can piece on them between meals. 

They usually always have soda, and we get all the milk we can drink, 

so I don't go hungry anymore. If I do, I can always tear into the C-

rations, we have them here too. If I want anything I'll let you know. 

I got my T-shirts all right. I'm pretty well stocked up on film now. 

Whenever you get a film from me you can send one back to replace it. 

 We have some conflicts here with the PF's stealing things every 

once in awhile; and they spit on the floor a lot, we chew them out for 

it, but they're so dumb they don't know what's going on, so it just 

goes in one ear and out the 
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other. We're really on pretty good terms with them, but once in awhile 

things get kind of furious around here! A lot of times they don't show 

up for patrols, they don't want to go out so they just don't show up. 

That makes us mad too, but there's nothing we can do about it, we just 

have to put up with it! A lot of times they don't show up at night and 

we're shorthanded here at the compound, but that's just the way they 

are! 

 I got the recorder and transistor batteries. I got that 12 

exposure film and the mailers. I sent that last film in and it'll come 

to you, I didn't put my address on it. 

 That boy at Cam Lo who helped me build my bunker when I was 

standing security at the artillery battery is living with us here at 

the compound now. He's our interpreter, He's learned to speak English 

a lot better since I first knew him. He's just like one of the 

Marines. Maybe you could find some of my old clothes around and send 

to him, he's pretty hurtin' for clothes. 

 I'm getting towards the end of my tape and I've been talking real 

fast to get everything on it. So I'll close for now, be good and take 

care. 

Bye, bye. 
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July 9, 1967 

Twenty-second taped letter 

 Well, hello, this is Sunday, I don't know what day it is. The 4th 

was this week, it's either Tuesday or Wednesday, so you can take it 

from there. I haven't been doing much of anything lately, just laying 

around mostly, still going on patrols and ambushes. I'm sitting on 

bunker watch right now, you probably hear the wind blowing into the 

microphone. 

 I haven't done any writing for the last week or week and a half. 

It seems like there's nothing to write about anymore. I really don't 

have a whole lot to say either, I'll probably have trouble filling one 

side of this tape. 

      You've probably heard that the war has been picking up quite a 

bit up north here, especially around Con Thien, we've been getting a 

lot of action up here. Dong Ha is getting mortared quite a bit. This 

week they got mortared three times in 50 hours, no real serious damage 

or anything to the base. All the ground action is up at Con Thien. We 

looked on the map the other day and that's close to 6000 meters north 

of us, so it's really pretty close. "1-9" has been in on a lot of the 

action up there. I don't know whether you heard it on the news or not 

but Bravo Company of "1-9" (that's Terry's old outfit) got "wiped out" 

up there. They had 80 KIA's and 34 MIA's (they might have found a lot 

of them by now), and everybody in the company was wounded, except for 

ten men. We got the story from a lieutenant who came out here. He was 

up there just about a day after that happened, and he said the VC is 

all "NVA hard core," and when they hit Bravo Company, all of them had 

on slacks, jackets, helmets, and were using M-16 rifles. He said they 

found a lot of dead Marines that were completely stripped down, the VC 

had taken all their gear! So they're fighting with the same gear we 

are now. Maybe they'll find out this M-16 isn't worth anything either! 

I hope it "jams" up on them, too! We haven't had any incidents at all 

here at our compound, or seen anything on patrols. ---But you never 

know, we might catch something one of these days. I just hope we 

don't. 

 I was really shocked to hear about Bill Travis. I'm really sorry 

to hear 
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that. I never gave any thought to him "getting it," but I guess it can 

happen to anybody over here. I really feel sorry for his family. I 

hope them all the  

best.  

((36 days later Mark was killed.)) 

 A little more "bitching" about these people over here! We gave 

some red flares out to the people, they're warning flares, just like a 

little rocket. You hit them on the end and the flare shoots up in the 

air and comes down. It lights up in a red cluster in the air just like 

fireworks. We handed out about 20 of them (or had the village chief to 

do it) and told the people to use them to warn us whenever VC came 

into the area so we could get ready for them. The people kept them for 

about two days and then gave them back to us. They said they didn't 

want to risk their lives by using them. That just goes to show how 

much they're concerned about this war! They don't want to put forth 

any effort on their part! 

 You asked about the dogs in the pictures I sent. We have two dogs 

here at the compound. When I first got here that little black dog was 

just a little "bitty" thing, he could hardly walk. He's grown up that 

big now, and the other one isn't much bigger, but they're both the 

fattest things you ever saw. They really eat good around here. The 

white one goes on patrols with us every once in awhile. He gets out 

and walks right along with us, he never wanders off, he stays with us 

all the time. On one of the patrols out here along Highway 9, early 

one morning, a truck came along heading right for us. I don't think 

the dog had ever been that close to a truck and as soon as he saw it 

he took off running, running the other way down the road right in 

front of the truck. He was scared to death! We couldn't find him,--but 

he finally came back to the compound about three hours later. I don't 

think he will go on anymore patrols with us after that. 

 It really sounds like you've got the remodeling fever back home. 

You're really going "gung ho" on the house and the barbershop. Myself, 

I think that siding will help the shop 100 per cent, Dad! I really go 

for the idea of putting 
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that red stripe around the top, that'll really set if off! It'll make 

the shop look like a big "hunk" of candy, just like a regular barber 

pole. 

     I got that photo album of families in the Methodist Church. I 

thought it was very interesting. I've looked at it two or three times 

now, and I told you on one of my tapes that I was kind of forgetting 

some of the names of my customers; after looking at that now they all 

came back to me. I'd like to ask you one question, how did they get 

all the families together to take the pictures like that? Seems like 

it would be a pretty big undertaking. I noticed some of the families 

in there don't attend church too regular, or maybe the husband or wife 

doesn't attend and the children do. I'd like to know how they went 

about doing that. 

 That one tape where I didn't sign off, I never realized I didn't. 

I just forgot to do it, I guess. I was probably going to have some 

PP's talk on it but I never did, and I just wrapped it up and sent it 

without signing off. 

     Speaking about the PP's now--they had the captain come out here 

from Cam Lo, he really "chewed" them out yesterday. The PP's are 

getting so they don't show up anymore for patrol. We've had to cancel 

three or four patrols this week because none of them showed up. They 

just won't come, they're getting lazy or something! They're saying, 

"Oh, the heck with it, let the Marines do it." Well, we won't do it if 

they're not here. It's not our job to run things here, they're 

supposed to do that and we're supposed to be helping them, but it 

seems like they don't know that. They want us to do all the work! So 

this Vietnamese captain who's in charge of them had better take some 

real action. He'd better do something, because this CAC right now is 

not doing a thing. It's really worthless, because we just haven't got 

the Vietnamese with us. 

 I got a letter from Myrna this week, it had her Hawaii address in 

it. She wrote the letter around the 6th of June, before she went to 

Hawaii. I just now got it, so that's the reason I didn't have her 

address. 

 We really go through some chow here at the mess hall. One of the 

cooks told us we ate 70 eggs the other morning for breakfast. Once in 

awhile instead of 
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getting milk in cartons, we'll get a big plastic bag full--six 

gallons--, we drink it all in one meal. 

 Right now we have a Marine Lt. Colonel out here at the compound, 

he came yesterday. He went on the ambush with us last night and on the 

day patrol with us today. We really don't know what he's here for. 

He's investigating something, I think it's the CAC itself to see how 

it's doing (the CAC program as a whole, or the PF's). He kind of keeps 

off to himself. He's a real good guy, but he doesn't associate much, 

he just hangs around. 

 I've been trying to draw some more plans for my house. I drew an 

L-shaped and then gave up on it. I had it all finished but I didn't 

think I had enough closets and I didn't like the location of the 

utility room, bathroom, and furnace room. (I had them all in one 

spot.) So I'm trying again! I'll start from scratch again and keep 

looking through this home magazine I got to get ideas. I'm waiting for 

that other one you said you've got on the way. Sometimes I get 

discouraged and say, "the heck with it," and other times I say, "well 

come on, there's nothing else to do, let's try again." So I may come 

up with something before long. I sure hope so! 

 Here's some more on the war. You might not be getting news back 

in the States about how this war is escalating over here. About three 

nights ago North Vietnam started shooting their SAM missiles down in 

South Vietnam. We could see and hear them going through the air and we 

could see the after-burners (just two big orange flames up in the 

air). They were really moving fast. Like I said, there were two of 

them coming over and it looked to me like one of them was moving 

faster that the other one. It shot way out in front and all of a 

sudden it blew up. We could hear the explosion. They have a timing 

device on them, they go off after awhile if they don't hit anything. 

We heard that the North Vietnamese are shooting these SAM missiles 

"surface to air missiles" from North Vietnam and they're shooting them 

at aircraft over Con Thien. They have shot down one jet already with 

them. So it's hard to tell what those "gooks" will start using next. 

This war is really coming up to conventional warfare, with artillery 

battles back 
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and forth, Dong Ha getting mortared and rocketed, and artillery fire 

from across the DMZ. If you ask me, Johnson had better get his head 

out of his rear and start doing something over here, or we're going to 

be up the creek before we know it! 

 Well, here I am again, this is Monday now. I didn't get to finish 

this yesterday. Today they finally got the mail out to us. I got a box 

from David. He sent me the book "Green Beret,“--he wants me to read 

it. I also got three Sports Illustrated, the Barber's Journal, that 

house magazine and two envelopes of newspapers. I got a letter from 

you and the ballpoint pen. I'm going to stick that questionnaire in 

with this tape and sent it back to you. I went crazy over that house 

magazine! There's two houses in there I really love, I'll tell you! I 

think they're the greatest! I know you have already looked at the 

magazine and one of them is that real contemporary house. It's 

decorated real modern, is a one level job and has a garden in it. I 

like that one real well, except it has a carport, and I want a garage: 

and I couldn't figure out where I would put a TV and stereo. That 

garden would be a pain to take care of, but if I had it I would have 

all artificial plants. The other one I liked is kind of an L-shaped 

house, real modern style. I think I like it best because it has a two 

car garage and a few other things. I'm kind of scared of the price of 

it though--it would probably cost about $45 or $50,000; that's too 

much money, I'd say! I'll write you a letter in a couple more days if 

I want you to send for the blueprints. They've got an ad in there 

where you can send 25¢ and get a catalog of about 100 different homes, 

so I'll be sending that to you. For the time being I guess I'll just 

"drool" over that one home and dream about it. (Something to take my  

mind off of everything else.) Keep sending more magazines like this, I 

really enjoy looking at them. Some of the other guys do, too. 

 I'm going to wrap this tape up and put it in the mailbox here, 

it'll go out tomorrow. I got a letter from Myrna in Hawaii, she's 

really enjoying herself there. This about does it for now. I'll be 

seeing you. Take care. 

Bye, bye. 
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July 18, 1967 (Tuesday) 

Twenty-third taped letter 

 Hello, this is July 18th over here. Something went wrong with 

this tape recorder, every once in awhile you have to pound on it to 

get it going. The batteries are strong, maybe it's just because it's 

getting all worn out, it has a lot of use and maybe it's getting 

dirty. 

 I haven't got a whole lot to say but I'll answer a lot of 

questions I've got written down here. It's been hot here. We've been 

doing some more sandbagging, that's about all we've done. I'll try to 

bring you up on some of the mail I've gotten here lately. 

 About three days ago I got two tapes from you, one from Ronald’s 

and one from David’s. I got that church book, I really enjoyed looking 

at that. That brought back a lot of memories, by memories I mean I can 

remember a lot of names now. I can put the names with the faces. 

 I need some more mailers for film, and I need some more film, 

both 35 mm and 126. I just sent in a roll of 35 mm yesterday and I 

hope the last picture on the roll is good. I tried taking a time 

exposure, at night, of a hand illumination flare that we threw out. 

 Two days ago I sold my radio, that little funny radio I bought in 

Okinawa, sold it to a Neiquin for $25. I bought it for $20. It got so 

it would go through batteries in about one and a half or two weeks. 

The first chance I get I'm going to buy another one (if I ever get a 

chance to) so you don't need to send batteries for that anymore. Here 

I find out I'm missing the radio already, but there's others around 

here I can listen to. Today's been a great day for the radio, they've 

been playing some good tunes. They played everything that Herb Alpert 

has out, I believe, like the Marines say it, "They played the hell out 

of Herb Alpert today." It was really great! They played a lot of Percy 

Faith and all that mood music. There haven't been advertisements all 

day and very few newscasts, just music. 

 About that trouble you had at the barber shop, Dad! Sounds like 

you're 
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really getting some juvenile delinquents around Sweetser there. You 

ought to box them in the ears a few times and settle them down! About 

you getting the car run into, that was kind of comical! 

 Say "hi" to Mike Kendall for me. I've been meaning to write him a 

letter, but I have never done it, so just say "hi" to him for me. Is 

he still working in the hardware? 

 My Pan American stock you filled me in on--do you think it would 

be worthwhile to buy anymore of that? Or just let it go as it is? 

 You don't need to send any popcorn, we probably wouldn't have too 

much time to fix it over here. It's a lot of mess and trouble to get 

into that kitchen, and the stoves we have aren't too good. They're 

like a big lantern, with a bunch of wicks in them; they run on diesel 

fuel. We've got a new stove that they just brought out but it hasn't 

been hooked up yet,--it runs off gas. It has a deep well in it, you 

can lift that out and you've got a hot plate down there. That's going 

to be a big improvement when we get it hooked up. They brought out 

cooking utensils with it, we've been hurtin' for cooking utensils out 

here. We haven't had any butcher knives, we use hunting knives for a 

butcher knife. We've got one spatula, it's a great big thing, a long 

handled thing. That's all we had, now we've got knives, some small 

spatulas, dippers and stuff like that, which will help out the cook 

quite a bit. 

 Somebody on one of the last tapes said something about an "Orange 

Julius." Believe me, we sure think about them a lot over here. There's 

about four or five of us guys that are from California, or like me, 

have been in California quite a bit, and know about "Orange Juliuses." 

We talk about them quite a bit, I'm not kidding! Believe me, we sure 

would love to have one over here. It would sure hit the spot! 

 We got a lot of mail today. By the way, they said our mail would 

be mixed up for awhile, but it hasn't yet. They said Da Nang got 

mortared and the post office down there took two direct hits that just 

about wiped it out. That is the main post office for the "I Corps" 

area up there. I never heard anything about 
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it and our mail hasn't slowed down any, so it may start next week or 

tomorrow, or we may go for a week without mail, I don't know. I got 

quite a bit of mail today. A couple of weeks ago I wrote Dick and 

asked him to send me some boot bands, and today I got them. He sent me 

what I wanted and he sent me two sets of them. It was very nice of 

him. I also got a letter from him and some socks. He got promoted to 

Lance Corporal, if you didn't already know that. I got that candied 

popcorn today, it's all gone already. I ate it all myself, it sure was 

good. I got the pictures of the rings. The boy I gave them to says he 

doesn't care for the rings but he's considering buying them anyway and 

taking the stones out of them and putting them in his own setting. I 

don't care what he does with them, he can buy them and do that if he 

wants to, he can throw them away if he wants to! 

 I got two letters from you, a letter from Jan, and those 

snapshots of me and the PF's on patrol. I have your little 

questionnaire all filled out and I'll send it back to you. I got 

Playboy Magazine (all the guys are still fighting over it). The 

"Playmate" of the month didn't do much for me, I think she's kind of 

hurtin'. I got that Home Magazine, I just glanced at it, I haven't had 

time to read it yet. I'm getting cigarettes from Roy now. I want you 

to thank him for me and I will personally write him a letter and thank 

him myself. 

     I'll answer some questions now that David asked me on the tape I 

got from him today. I've seen very few wild animals over here. There 

are lots of water buffalo, they're tame and the people use them to 

work with. We see snakes now and then, but they never bother us. I 

thought I would be "scared to death" of snakes before I came over 

here, but I've seen about five since I've been here; I've seen three 

since I've been in this compound. When I was in the "grunts" I only 

saw two of them all the time I was out in the "boonies." We heard of 

an incident when I was in the "grunts" in "1-9" of some boy from 

another outfit getting bit by a tiger. He was sitting out on a night 

ambush and the tiger snuck up behind him, the kid turned around real 

fast and the tiger bit him. 

     About the compound here, David, you asked if we had any real 

plans if we ever got hit. No, there's no real plan because every post 

is always manned at 
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night with guys standing watch. We're usually assigned a bunker to run 

to if we do get hit, but that's as far as the plan goes. We have 

barbed wire all around the compound (quite a bit of it). It would be 

almost impossible for the VC to get through, unless it's an awful big 

unit, and they'd have all kinds of explosives to blow their way 

through. But it's very unlikely that they could infiltrate again. When 

they got hit here the first time they didn't have much barbed wire up. 

I think about one or two strands, so it didn't take much to get 

through. We have all kinds of wire up now. We have claymore mines set 

up all around and in through the barbed wire. They're not buried in 

the ground, they are electrically detonated. We detonate them when we 

want to and it's like a gigantic, shot gun blast. It's a mine that 

sets on top of the ground, but we try to camouflage it. When you set 

it off, I think it covers an area like in your peripheral vision. You 

know, like you see out of the side of your eves, it covers that much 

on an angle. It's buckshot and I think there's 180 pellets in each 

mine. It has a killing radius of about 100 meters out in front of it. 

In every bunker here (one on each corner) is a stack full of ammo. 

There's four cans in this bunker here that I'm in right now. Each can 

has 720 rounds in, so that's quite a few rounds, plus a case of 25 

hand grenades. Each bunker has six LAWS (light assault weapons), 

they're the same thing as the disposable or 3.5 or bazooka (you fire 

it and throw it away). The ammo bunker itself has more cases of hand 

grenades and Willy Peter grenades, which are really bad things, I hate 

to use them. It's white phosphorus, it burns, and if the wind is in 

the wrong direction it'll blow right back on you, so they are a bad 

thing to use. We have no machine guns. We want one and we're trying to 

get one but we can't. We have/mortars, we have one M-79, that's a 

little "sawed off" shot gun deal that shoots hand grenades (or similar 

to hand grenades). We shoot that every night for harassment (H&I 

fire). Just for the heck of it we shoot out to where we think is a 

logical avenue of approach--just in case there might be somebody out 

there. We also have three shotguns that we use for "H&I's" too. We 

fire them a lot at night. 

 Dad, about those rocks you said we had raked up in wind-rows. It 

just 
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happened the day I took the picture we had them raked up like that, 

because we were going to take them outside and throw them in a hole 

some place. So they were not serving a purpose. There are a lot of 

rocks around here in the compound, it's awful rocky, you about break 

an ankle when you walk around here at night. 

 David, we have a "head" here to use. It has honey buckets in it 

(two half barrels). We have to take them out and burn them every other 

day. We burn them, empty them, burn them out again, and then put a 

couple of inches of diesel fuel in them, and set them back in the 

head. We have a shower made with a 55 gallon drum up on a rack that we 

stand under, and every day the supply truck comes, and we fill that up 

with water for our showers, and also our lister bags for drinking 

water. 

 One thing you said, Donna, that kind of made me laugh.--You said 

to tell a little more of what we do when we go on our "outings." That 

kind of tickled me, referring to our patrols as "outings." They're 

something like an outing, yes, but I'll tell you, on all the outings I 

went on back home I never carried three hand grenades, 120 rounds, and 

an M-16. But other than that, they are about like an outing, because 

we never run into much, but we might run into something here some 

time. (It's a combat patrol, not an outing). That just kind of tickled 

me! Most of the time we just walk out through the boonies, through the 

rice paddies and through the vills, and stop and talk to the people, 

and go in and have tea. Once in awhile we'll check their ID cards. 

Everybody over here is supposed to have an ID and if he doesn't have 

an ID he's considered a VC. We do it a lot at night instead of going 

on night ambushes, we'll go "con-cooking." ID cards are called "con-

cook," so we say, "we're going con-cooking tonight." We pull raids in 

these vills,--we just go up and get people out of bed and ask for 

their ID cards. It's really a lot of fun. We walk in these "hootches" 

at night, 

kick the door down (not really) but you just go right in and pull them 

out of the racks and say, "Hey, how about showing us your ID?" The 

other night we went on one, it was about 7 o'clock and most of the 

people were just coming in from the 
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field, so we corralled a bunch of the people down on the trail, and 

set up more or less a road block and checked a lot of them. It took 

about half an hour. It reminds me of the highway patrol (state police 

or something) running a road block and checking ID cards. So that's 

what we do on the "tun cheos" and "pukat's;" "tun cheo's" a patrol and 

"pukat's" an ambush. On a regular ambush we just go out someplace and 

set in. We set there for about three and a half to four hours, waiting 

on someone to come stumbling along, but they never have yet! We get up 

and try to "snook and pook" back here trying to keep from getting 

ambushed ourselves. 

 David, I've never heard from Kincaid, so I don't know where he is 

or what he's doing, or how he is. Like Mom, you said you tried to get 

in touch with his parents there one time, but they had moved. 

 Oh yes, I got a letter from Lobsiger the other day. He's doing 

all right. He's going on R&R in 30 to 35 days, he said he's going to 

Hawaii. He is going to see Eve; I guess they're going to meet there. 

Man, he was still talking about  getting married! He said it's too bad 

I don't have a girl yet. He said it's really great, he's the happiest 

now he's ever been since he's got Eve! Awww, isn't that touching! He 

said I won't last long when I get back to the States; I'll find 

someone and get married. He said Shirar won't last long either. I got 

news for that boy! I'll tell you--when I get home I'm gonna build that 

house if it's the last thing I do before I get married! I'm not 

kidding there! I'm gonna get that house before some "broad" gets a 

hold of me! I'm going to live in it for about two or three years too, 

I'll tell you that, and get some enjoyment out of being a bachelor. So 

Donna and Dave, you can just hold me to that if you can, don't let me 

slip up, okay? 

 Well, Dave, you said something about me writing a lot of girls 

while I'm over here, and trying to get them all on the string for when 

I get back. Yes, I'm trying to do that, so I won't have to go hunting 

around a lot when I get back. But I'm just going to have them "on the 

string" and that's it, they're just going to be "dangling" out there 

and I'm gonna keep 'em "dangling!" 
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 Another thing about Tom, he made corporal. He's Corporal T. J. 

Lobsiger now. I said Shirar made Lance, and here's "little ol' 

'Markie' here still PFC!" Lobsiger, I'm kind of jealous of him now, 

he's making twice as much money as I am, but I don't know, I've just 

been in the wrong places at the wrong time, and anymore, "I just don't 

give a damn" if I make rank or not. I let people know about it, too! 

There's a couple of other guys here in this CAC the same way as I am. 

We're the saltiest PFC's in the Marine Corps. I think! We just don't 

care whether we make rank anymore or not. I could go home a private 

and it wouldn't bother me any. All I want is out of this place! So I'm 

not looking forward to making Lance Corporal; I won't make Corporal by 

the time I get out of here, I know. If I don't make Corporal here, I 

know "durn well" I won't make it in the States before I get out of the 

Corps, because it's harder than heck to make rank back in the States. 

Over here is where you make it all the time so I'll stay the "little 

peon" all the time and I'll make all my money on the outside. The heck 

with it in here! 

 I'm getting stock piled up on tapes now. I've got more tapes than 

I can send back home. I always have three extra ones laying around 

here, so if you want any tapes or need any back home there, just send 

me some wrapping paper and some of that tape you use and I'll wrap 

them up and send them home, because I don't have any way to wrap them 

over here. 

 About the Vietnamese language, I'm kind of at a standstill on it 

now. I think I've mastered about all I can just by picking it up 

unless I really sit down with someone who knows it and have them teach 

me. I still can't speak any big sentences, it's just a few words here 

and there. It's enough to communicate. The words I know I use to 

communicate with the PF's fairly well. But the civilians they can't 

catch on to it, it's more of a "slang"--or "lingo" we have here with 

the PF's. They know what we're talking about, but when we get outside 

in the vills it's hard to communicate with the people. I doubt if I'll 

ever learn it much better. There's one boy here in the compound who 

went to language school and he can speak it pretty well, he can really 

rattle it off, but he's the only one. 
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 The girls over here are called "coes." We razz them all the time 

when they walk up and down the road here beside us. They won't look at 

us, none of the Vietnamese people will, it's their way I guess. The 

girls won't have anything to do with outsiders. When ever they walk by 

they always pull their little straw hats down over their face and look 

the other way. We always razz them and yell at them "Chow coe." That's 

"hello, girl." But they never look up. It kind of perturbs us after 

awhile, too. But anymore we don't care, we just harass them all the 

time. The heck with them! 

 I'm getting kind of behind on my letter writing. It seems like 

I've been getting a lot of letters here all at once, from different 

people, so I'm going to have to get on the stick and start writing 

some more. Like I said, there's not much to write about here, so every 

letter I write is only about a page long. Mother, you said on your 

tape I got today that you're going to send some more envelopes. Well, 

I need some so start sending them. I've got plenty of address 

stickers. Well, I'm about to the end--not the end of the tape, but 

running out of things to talk about. So I think I'll close this off, 

get it wrapped up, put it in the mailbox and it'll go out tomorrow. 

 Dave, I wrote you and Donna a letter today and like you said on 

your tape, it looks like we need sun glasses over here, and we do, and 

I don't have any. I wrote in that letter for you to send me some 

"shades." So if you don't get the letter, you'll hear about it on this 

tape. "I need a pair of shades!" 

     This about does it now, I guess I'll close out. Everybody take 

care back there in Indiana and California. Tell everybody I said 

"hello." I'll be seeing you now. 

Bye, bye. 
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July 26, 1967 

Twenty-fourth taped letter. 

 Well hello, it's July "hin way sou," that means the 26th. I'm 

sitting out here in the bunker again. It's Wednesday morning, about 11 

o'clock. We just finished church services, the chaplain was here. He 

had a guest speaker with him, it was the assistant division chaplain 

for the 3rd Marine Division--he gave the sermon. It was a real good 

sermon. We're supposed to have free time here for the rest of the day. 

I don't know if we will or not though, they've been working us pretty 

regular here the last couple of weeks (we never know). I'm supposed to 

go out on patrol tonight at 5 o'clock. It's combined action patrol 

(that's patrol and ambush). We go out at five and patrol until dark 

and then sit in ambush, and come back in at 11 o'clock. We went out 

last night on an ambush, are from 8 'til 12. There/supposed to be 200 

VC's just across the river but we didn't go over there. We just went 

outside the compound here about 200 meters. I was kind of scared going 

out there, but after we got out there it was just an ordinary ambush. 

Me and Willie, another boy here, we just set there together and talked 

for about half the ambush, just "shooting the bull." It was so dark we 

couldn't see anything, we just kind of said "the heck with it." I had 

the radio there and had to fool around with it for awhile because we 

didn't have radio contact with anybody! I played around with that for 

about an hour trying to get contact and never did get anybody. But we 

hardly ever do. These cheap radios we have here, "PRC-10's," are not 

too good. So it's just one of those things, when you don't have radio 

contact you just learn to live with it just like every-. thing else 

aver here. 

 The last two or three days the weather has cooled off quite a 

bit, it has been cloudy. Yesterday morning about 5:30 it started 

raining and it's been light sprinkle now and then ever since, but not 

enough to get the ground wet. It's been kind of windy, so that makes 

things kind of chilly. I don't know if the monsoons are getting ready 

to start or not, I don't believe so. I think it's just a cool spell 

passing over. 

hin way sou ---- the 26th 
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 I've been getting some mail, not a whole lot. I got the cannel 

corn and peanuts the other day, we ate that up! All the guys just love 

that stuff, so it didn't last too long--I get my share of it. I got a 

tape from you yesterday, a letter from Steve Fagan, a postcard from 

Myrna. I got the kitchen magazine, I looked through that three or four 

times. All the fellas here, they like to look through that magazine. 

All those home magazines I get, they enjoy looking through them, as 

well as myself. I really enjoy them! 

 Last week we went on two big patrols across the river with the 

Neiquins. There were about eight Marines and about 15 Neiquins. It was 

an all day patrol, left about six in the morning and came back about 

four in the afternoon. They really don't amount to much, we patrol in 

the morning until about 11 o'clock and then we go some place and just 

sit there and sleep the rest of the day, maybe go to some store (a 

Vietnamese home that has a little store in it). It sells cookies, and 

sodas and stuff, and we go over there and drink sodas and eat cookies. 

Every once in awhile me and another Marine, and maybe a PF, will go 

into the "hootches" and check ID cards to pass the time (more or less) 

and visit with the people. 

 We did that two days in a row, so after those two days I was 

pretty well "pooed" out. But I kind of enjoy them, it beats staying 

around here and working all the time, I'll tell you that! 

 I went on an ambush night before last, and I told you on the last 

tape (I think it was) I have never seen any wild animals over here. 

The other night I didn't see any, but about 10 meters from me there 

were two or three tigers. It was at night, about 11 o'clock, it was 

real dark (there's no moon over here now). We couldn't see them but 

you could sure as heck hear them, growling, sniffing, and walking 

around! After they caught scent of us and took off the Neiquins told 

us they were tigers. First I thought it was maybe a wild pig or a 

water buffalo, but still I thought it was making an awful funny sound 

(the growling and grunting). The PF's said there were two or three 

tigers. They wanted us to open up on them and shoot them and if we had 

known they were tigers we sure would have, but we thought they were 

water buffalo. That's the experience I've had 
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with the wild animals! I actually didn't see one, one of the Marines 

said he did, he could see the outline of it. He said it was a pretty 

big one. 

 I got those flints you sent me with the tape. They ought to last 

me for a long time. You don't need to worry about flints anymore. I'm 

getting cigarettes from Roy, I'll have to sit down and write him a 

letter. Like I said before, I'm getting behind in my letter writing 

again. I have to write Steve, and I still have to answer Dick's 

letter. Well, I have whole page of questions here I'm going to answer. 

I'll try to get all of them together as much as I can instead of 

jumping around. 

 Yesterday I got a tape of music from David; Herb Alpert and Percy 

Faith, and it really turned out good. I really enjoyed it! I've been 

playing it quite a bit. I got three extra reels of tape here that I'm 

going to send home and you can send them on to David, and David, you 

can record some more music for me. This time you can put on some of 

the Baja Marimba Band, and maybe some Jackie Gleason, and Barbra 

Streisand, and whatever else you have. 

 About that party record you sent, Dad, I'm just like David, I 

couldn't understand much of it. I played it through twice and I 

couldn't catch too much of it. I just said "the heck with it" and 

recorded over it and sent it home as a letter. 

 Oh, Mom! About that big stomach of mine! Yeah! I am getting kind 

of fat. I'm getting all out of shape, I tell you! Everybody over here 

is all out of shape and fat, all the guys here in my CAC unit. They're 

all "fat" and "blubbery." There's one boy here, man, he's a football 

player, played for Arizona State, he had a scholarship there. He's a 

well built boy, he's about six foot, weighs 180, he was defensive 

half-back. He's played against Bernie Rivers, from New Mexico, and he 

also runs track and he's run against Bernie Rivers, too. He's all out 

of shape, he's getting "fat" and "blubbery," he's like me, "his belly 

is hanging over his stomach." All of us are in real sad shape. It's 

just something about the climate, the kind of work we do, kind of food 

we eat or something. We haven't been eating a lot, and only two meals 

a day. It's too hot, and we're usually tired. You can't stay in shape 

over here! 
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 I'm really looking forward to getting back home so I can get back 

in shape again! 

 The other day I went into Dong Ha. I had to go mail my watch back 

to the company (that watch I bought). On the second hand was an 

luminous dot and the dot fell off. Every once in awhile it would get 

in a certain place and it would stop the minute hand, so I sent it 

back to the company in Pennsylvania. (It has a year's guarantee on 

it.) You had to put in one dollar for handling. I thought I was going 

to have trouble getting the dollar but it just happened that one of 

the guys here got three dollars from some friends back home (American 

dollars) so I just paid him Vietnamese money for an American dollar. I 

really made out there! 

 While I was in there I bought a Life magazine at the PX. It's the 

"Asia Edition" of Life, I don't know if it's the same as you get back 

there, but in it there is an advertisement for Mennen. They have seven 

girls in bikinis and are they good looking! You vote for them, it's 

"Mennen girl of the year." You vote for one of them and the one you 

vote for will send you a free color pin-up of herself, and she 

autographs it, too. So all of us guys here are going to vote for one 

of them, send it in and get a picture of all of them. I'll tell you, 

all of them are really decent. Everyone of us have a different one we 

want to vote for, they're all so good looking! I forgot how good 

looking girls really were until I looked at them. I get a bigger kick 

out of looking at them than I do these "Playboy girls." 

 One of the boys here had a Newsweek Magazine. I can't remember 

what issue it was, but it had an article in there about Con Thien when 

1-9 got hit real bad. It's a real good article, it really describes 

what an actual battle is like. I don't know whether you read it or 

not, if not, maybe you can get the magazine. It told about one of the 

corporals having to "prop up" his wounded men so they could keep 

firing. One man was wounded so bad he had to help him load his rifle 

(to put a new magazine in). It was really something, I thought! When I 

read it, it just made me feel like I was right there, it was so true 

of war. It's not like these newspaper articles you get, sporadic 

fighting here and there, it really 
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came down to detailed descriptions. 

 I got another Sea Tiger paper in the mail for you. I don't know 

whether I told you I needed stamps or not. I don't need them now, I 

got some in Dong Ha, I got a book of airmail stamps. I'm going to try 

to send home some of these Stars and Stripes Magazines, if I can. They 

really have some good articles in them about the war over here (like 

that Newsweek article). The Stars and Stripes is similar to that. It 

really lets you know what's happening and it gives all the casualties 

over here and everything. It's not like the newspaper articles back 

home, they always say we killed so many VC and they never say how many 

Marines got killed. But the Stars and Stripes tell how many Marines 

got killed and sometimes the Marines killed outnumber the VC, quite a 

few times. 

 About the Lt. Colonel that was out here. He was here for a day 

and we really enjoyed having him, he was just like one of the guys. He 

went out on ambush and patrol with us. It's very rare to see a man 

with that much rank out on ambush and patrol. I gave him a haircut and 

he gave me a dollar for it, that's more than I get from these guys 

here! We still don't know for sure what he was here for, we had to 

guess, maybe he's intelligence or something. 

      I told you I sold my radio, and right now I'm looking at these 

magazine advertisements for different radios. I'm writing to these 

companies and getting information on them. Just yesterday I wrote a 

company in Japan for information on one of their radios, it's a 4 

band, 15 transistor. I asked them the price and what it would cost for 

them to send it to me. Also, this tape recorder here, I don't know 

what's wrong with it but it doesn't always work right. The ear phone 

has a short in it so I quit using that and just listen through the 

recorder. I think maybe when I go on R&R I'll buy another recorder, 

maybe a bigger one with 5" reels, and sell this one to one of the 

Neiquins or someone for about $30 or $35. I'll get rid of it 

somewhere. I've been thinking about getting a new one when I go on 

R&R, which should be pretty shortly now. Willie's R&R comes up next 

and I'm supposed to be after him, so it should be within one and a 

half or two months. 

 Tim Brewer just got back from R&R, he went to Hong Kong. He 

bought a suit 
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there, it's really a decent looking suit for $35. He got it tailor 

made. He bought a pair of alligator shoes, had these made too, for 

$50. I don't think I'll spend that much on shoes, but I am going to 

get a suit, a shirt and a pair of trousers made, maybe. So that'll 

take some of my money. I signed the pay roster the other day and I 

have $420 on the books for R&R, and that's more than enough. But when 

I go, I'm going to make sure I have plenty of money to really enjoy 

myself, if I want to. A lot of guys run out of money, I'm going to 

make sure I don't. Because believe me, after spending eight months 

over here, and going through almost hell, I deserve a good time, and I 

got a good time coming, and "the heck with money." I haven't spent 

money for a long time, so I'm not going to blow it, but I'm really 

going to have a good time with it, when I'm on R&R. 

 I'm glad to hear about Max going to go to California for Karen's 

wedding. I was really glad for Max that his girl got second runner up 

for Miss Indiana. I imagine he's really proud of her, boy! I would be 

if I had a girl like that! Sure hope I can get a hold of someone like 

that, but not for a long time anyway. 

     I was kind of surprised to hear of Max dropping out of school and 

leaving his girl there, too. I don't know, maybe he's having a little 

trouble with her, you never know. Tell him I said "hi" though, when 

you see him, and "to hold  things down back there." 

 That's about all I have right now, I'm at the end of the tape 

here and can't think of anything else to say. If I do, I'll flip it 

over. 
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August 4, 1967 

Twenty-fifth taped letter. 

 Well, hello, this is the first Friday in August--I can't tell you 

the date right now--I'm too lazy to run in and look. It's a pretty 

nice day, it's been real windy this past week. I think maybe we're 

over the real hot spell. It's starting to get a little cooler so maybe 

the monsoons are on the way. 

 There are only about five of us left around the compound today, 

the rest are out on patrol. It's gotten so any more our patrols are 

pretty big and we have about three a week. We go out about 8:00 in the 

morning and come back about 4:00 in the afternoon--but most of that 

time is spent sleeping somewhere so it's not too bad. 

 Tim Brewer and another boy rotated back this week. Tim lives in 

Anaheim and I gave him David's address. He said he might look him up. 

 Another one of the boys here went to Phu Bai yesterday. He is 

trying to get out of the Corps on a hardship case--or something like 

that. His Dad is a farmer and he's getting behind in all his work and 

needs him to help do the farming. He has been going through a lot of 

red tape trying to get out. He's got the chaplain working for him and 

he has all kinds of letters from home--like the Red Cross, farm 

advisor, different lawyers and people. Right now he is in the process 

of getting out and it looks like he will, too, so all the more power 

to him! 

 We haven't been working a whole lot around here lately. About 

four days ago it was real hot, you could barely stand to be out. The 

sun kind of got to me one day, I had to quit working and the next two 

days I came down sick--a little touch of the flu or something. Another 

boy had the same thing, upset stomach, headache, dysentery and 

feverish. I got out of going on patrol for two days. I'm better now, 

it's just that my stomach is a little "woozy" at times. 

      Last night one of the other fellows got real sick! The doctor 

here (the Corpsman) said he had the stomach flu, He was sick at his 

stomach all night. He was "really in a hum," boy--he was in a bad way! 

That's about all that's been going on around here lately. 
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 We got three new boys in, one of them is home on a thirty day 

leave right now. Looks like we are losing more boys than we get. We 

are kind of "hurtin'" for men. 

 One of the new guys is from Oregon and he's a real nice guy. He 

has had two years of architectural engineering and he is going to be 

an architect when he gets out of the Corps. He has already designed a 

few homes and he said he might sketch out a little plan for me so I'm 

going to "keep on him!" I want you to send back that favorite house 

plan of mine, I want to see if he can give me any ideas on it. 

 He is living in the corner of the hootch here and you ought to 

see how he has that place all fixed up! He has a little cabinet with 

shelves built onto the wall, and all decorated real nice. He's really 

got a mind for doing things like that. 

 We haven't been getting too much mail lately, it's all stackin' 

up some place but I don't know where. I got your tape last night and a 

letter from Myrna. The other day I got a letter from Linda Tribbett, 

the Sports Illustrated, newspapers, and the Vietnam Sports Special. 

That tout does it on the mail. I haven't a whole lot to say so maybe 

I'll try to answer some questions I have here. 

 First, about the rings--I haven't said any more to this boy about 

them. He is waiting to hear from his girl before he buys them. You 

could send them by certified mail though because one of the boys here 

got a certified letter that he had to sign for. If they wouldn't bring 

a certified package out here I could always go in to the post office 

at Dong Ha and get it. He would pay me for them by either check or 

cash. 

 Those last pictures I took are too dark. I think I know how to 

operate the camera better now--I have to open the lens more than what 

the light meter reads. 

     You asked what that little hootch was out in front of the 

compound on the right hand side of the picture. That is the doctor's 

office--that's where the Corpsman holds his Med-caps. The people 

aren't allowed to come in the compound 
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here so he holds his sick calls out there. 

 Linda Tribbett said in her letter that Carston Strom is back in 

the States and was visiting Browns. Do you know why he is back, is he 

going to school or just visiting? I'm kind of interested to know, I 

would sure like to see him. 

     You said Charlie Cummings is going to the World Horseshoe 

Championship, and I sure wish him all the luck there--hope he comes 

out on top! I've sure lost my touch pitchin' horseshoes, I tell you. I 

can get to the stake good--I got good aptitude in going to the stake 

but I can't get the things to turn right any more--can't get 'em to 

turn to save my soul! I can't keep the same arch, some go real high 

and some real low. I don't know if I can get my touch back or not. We 

don't have the stakes set here at the right distance and that kind of 

throws me off a little. We got a new colored boy here--boy!--he can 

really throw those shoes, but he doesn't throw them really the right 

way. He stands in the pit right in front of the stake when he throws, 

and he throws the "loop over" kind (they just loop over one time, 

really) and he throws real hard. They're not over four feet off the 

ground the whole distance they are going, but he sure throws some 

ringers on there, I'll tell you! We played doubles; another fellow and 

I played him and another guy and the two of us couldn't even beat him 

by himself--that's how much better he is than us. We have regular 

horseshoes just like Charlie uses--we have three sets of them. 

 About a month ago I cleaned the heads on this tape recorder and I 

cleaned them again last night with Q-tips and lighter fluid and I'm 

starting to keep the recorder in a plastic bag now in my foot locker. 

A lot of dust gets in my locker so maybe the plastic bag will keep 

some of it out of the recorder. 

 You asked how Lou does my laundry. Lou doesn't do it, his mother 

does. I've seen people do it down here at the river. They don't beat 

the clothes on rocks, they rub and work them back and forth in their 

hands. Lou's mother does her laundry at a well over here by the vill, 

it has real good water in it. I give them laundry soap to do it with. 

I don't know if she presses the clothes or not but they come back all 

folded nice and neat--the trousers even have a 
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little crease in them but I think that is from the way she lays them 

out to dry. She might iron some things, I don't know. 

 Just the other day I saw an iron for the first time over here. It 

was a big shiny copper iron. They don't have the kind you set on the 

stove and heat. They have the kind that the top opens up and they put 

hot coals inside. This iron was full of hot coals and there was a 

little boy there who kept fanning it trying to get the coals going to 

keep the iron hot. 

 Just about every vill over here has a school. They are real 

little though, and usually made out of concrete. They are pretty nice 

buildings--like the one you saw in that picture I took. There is one 

right behind the compound here. Just little kids go to school here. 

Maybe up to ten or eleven years old. This school back here I think 

maybe only has first and second grades. Third, fourth and fifth grades 

go to another school on down the road. 

 They only go to school maybe four or five years at the most. 

There are a few boys around here sixteen or seventeen years old that 

are still going to school but they have to go to Quang Tri (the 

district headquarters). It's about 15 miles from here, and I imagine 

when they go there they have to stay all week. The boys who go there 

can speak English but they still have the Vietnamese accent and it's 

hard to understand them. The girls go to school until they are about 

ten and then they don't go any more. Just the boys go on to what we 

would call high school. It's not mandatory that the kids go to school 

'cause a lot of them don't, but the biggest part of them go the first 

four years. 

 I don't know what subjects they learn. They learn some English 

because a lot of them speak a little English but most of them are too 

shy to speak it. The schools just have tables and benches in them and 

a piece of plywood stuck up on the wall for a blackboard. 

 They go to school about four hours a day and they go in shifts 

because I know different kids go at different times of the day and 

they go up until about 6:00 in the evening. I think maybe their school 

year is a little longer than ours or maybe they break every time they 

have a harvest so the kids can help in the 
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fields. 

 You asked where the PF's got batteries for their radios. If they 

have a real good radio they most likely will go to Dong Ha and buy 

some, but most of them have real little radios and use old batteries 

out of our big communications radios--our C-25 and PRC-10 that we use 

on patrols. They tear these big batteries apart and take two or three 

little cells (about half the size of an egg) out of them and tape them 

to the bottom of their radio and run wires inside the radio and this 

serves as the batteries. It works pretty good but doesn't look too 

good. They are all the time asking us for PRC-10 batteries. It's quite 

a big prestige thing over here to have a radio, if you don't have one 

you're just not in the "in crowd." No matter where they go they have 

their radio strapped over their shoulder or hanging on their bicycle 

or holding it in their hand. They are all the time trying to buy ours 

even though they already have one. They have them going here at the 

compound about all night long, everyone has a different station and 

they like to play them loud. All that "gook" music really drives me 

buggie, it really gets on my nerves; sometimes I tell 'em to turn the 

bum thing off. 

 You asked about the "Chu Hois"--a Chu Hoi is an ex-VC and he is 

like a "Kit Carson scout," usually. "Chu Hoi” means "open arms"--

that's the name of the program which means they can come back to an 

"open arms program" which rehabilitates them. Just brain washes them 

is what it does. "Open arms" in Vietnamese is "Chu Hoi"--that's how it 

got the name. 

 Another note I got down here to talk about is concerning this boy 

I told you is an architect. He had a pamphlet on motor boats and I was 

looking at it the other day. I got the fever for a boat--it only 

lasted one day though, and I'm back on the house "kick" now. I was 

just thinking though, if I ever get some land there on the reservoir, 

or real close, I'm going to have to have a boat! You should have seen 

these boats, --ooh, they are fabulous! Small ones--run about, let's 

see, the price of the one I like was $3,400. That's quite a bit! It 

was an inboard-outboard with bucket seats and the color of it was 

called British racing green. It was really a beautiful boat. The name 

of them is 

(Chu Hoi ---- ex-VC and means “open arms”) 

248 



 

Travelers, and they are made in Danville, Illinois. I'm going to keep 

the name and the address and whenever I do get the fever for a boat 

(ten, fifteen years from now) I'll know where to get one, --but I'm 

still on that house kick, though. I'm going to get that thing yet! 

 You said Ottie is due home any day now, and you said he has that 

fungus on his feet. I hope they don't keep him over here on a medical 

hold because of that fungus--they have been known to do things like 

that but it may not be that bad. I sure hope they don't keep him. 

 Like you said--the months are still "clicking" off for me, too. 

The end of my thirteenth month is December 1st and we are supposed to 

be out of Vietnam at the end of thirteen months. We are supposed to be 

out of the field and back in the rear at twelve months and twenty days 

(12 and 20) but they don't do that. Like this Tim Brewer was out here 

12 and 28 and he was really getting kind of perturbed. Finally, he got 

his flight date and I imagine he is in Okinawa or probably in the 

States by now. 

 You can look for me being home about the 5th of December. I'm 

supposed to be out of here by the 1st of December, if not a little 

sooner, or later--give or take a week, you never know. 

 One of the fellows here has a catalog of sporting equipment and 

I'm going to send for a little Coleman cook stove. When we were 

standing security for the artillery battery one of the boys had one. 

I'm going to use it to make coffee on when monsoon season comes along. 

It cost $8, probably $10 by the time I get the shipping charges. When 

I get it I'm going to ask you to send me a little cheap coffee 

percolator and maybe a can of coffee. We don't have a percolator and 

they don't give us instant coffee so we use the regular percolator 

coffee (that "ukie" tasting coffee) and the way we have to make it is 

put it in boiling water and strain in through a T-shirt. That's the 

way we have to do it! A lot of times after chow they have the chow 

hall locked up and we can't get in there so I'm going to get a little 

stove and we can make coffee any time we want. When we come in off 

patrols all wet and cold we can just whip up a cup of coffee. 
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Maybe you can be looking around for a little percolator and have one 

in mind to send me when I give you the word. 

 I got a letter from Aunt Marilyn the other day--I'm going to have 

to "get on the stick" and write her. 

 David, you should be getting close to moving into your house now. 

Mom and Dad said the fireplace is sure beautiful. I'm anxious to see 

the picture of that. Maybe I'll want to put one like it in my home, 

you never know! I'm sure anxious for you to get in that home there and 

get all settled so I can come back and see what you've got there! 

 I've about run out of things to talk about--Oh, yes!! About that 

car you bought, Dad! I was kind of figuring maybe you were going to 

buy another car and like Mom always says, --when you set your mind to 

doing something you really do it up in a big way, you just go out and 

snatch one up right away. This way I'll have a car to drive when I get 

home. I won't create any transportation problems for anybody. Like you 

said, Mom can have that old Cadillac settin' in the garage and keep it 

all clean and shined up and Dad can take the "old bomb" up to the 

barber shop and do all his hauling and everything in it. He can throw 

his fishin' tackle and boat in the back and go all over the country in 

that thing. I'm sure glad you got it, that second car will really come 

in handy, especially being a station wagon. 

 I'm glad you got to meet Bob Cooleys, Dad. All of us fellows 

think a lot of Bob's Dad, we call him "Chuck" all the time. We used to 

see him and his wife out to the bowling alley and he'd always come up 

and start "shootin' the breeze" with us. I hope Bob gets home and gets 

over to see you for a haircut when he gets back. I know I miss him and 

maybe after he gets out of the service we'll get back together. 

 Jerry and Tom should be gettin' home pretty quick now, too (you 

said Karen is home now). I just wonder when they get out of the 

service? 

     This is about all I have to say now, I think I'll sign off--so 

until next time now, take care and be good and I'll be seein" you.

 Bye, bye. 
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August 10, 1967 (Thursday) 

Twenty-sixth taped letter 

 Well, hello, this is August 10th over here. Kind of a dreary day. 

It's about 11 o'clock and we're taking an early lunch break. It's been 

sprinkling like all morning and last night it rained. It just happened 

to rain while I was on watch. It really poured, too, so I got kind of 

wet. I had my rain jacket on but my legs got a little wet, so from now 

on, I guess I'll have to take my poncho out (wear my rain jacket and 

put the poncho on over that) and stay a little drier. I hate to see 

these monsoons come, but yet I hate to have this hot weather. I don't 

know which is worse, I think I'd rather have the hot weather than the 

monsoons. 

 I started to write you a letter, I got two pages done, and 

decided the heck  with it, I'll make a tape. First I didn't think I 

had enough to make a tape, and then I sat down and started writing and 

I found out I had quite a bit to say. Most of it was just notes, but 

then I guess I got kind of lengthy after I started writing. I guess 

I'll just start going down here through the notes. 

     In today's mail I got the pictures of David's house. Also I got 

the letter telling about the letter you got, Dad. I don't know what 

feelings you had about it but it kind of perturbed me, but there's 

nothing we can do about it! We don't know who it came from. It's just 

more or less a "harassing" letter, probably. I hope nothing else comes 

of it. It's probably some union guy in Marion trying to give you a 

little trouble, and it'll probably end at that. Like we say over here, 

"maintain your cool." I know you will! 

 Yesterday I got that "New Home Guide," and I'm going to cut out 

those two order blanks and send them back to you, Mom, and you can get 

those catalogs--there's about three of them I want. About a week ago I 

got more film mailers, and today I got another writing tablet, so I'm 

pretty well fixed on writing paper now, I won't need anymore for a 

long time. I think maybe I might be getting low on envelopes so in two 

and a half or three more weeks you can start sending a few envelopes 

at a time. I just remembered another thing, in the last tape I made  
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I mentioned about you buying a little coffee percolator, that wouldn't 

be too much trouble for you to send through the mail, would it? And 

maybe a can of coffee. 

 Oh yes, another thing, this boy who's going to buy my rings 

thinks he might buy them now. He sent the pictures home to his mother, 

and his mother is going to show them to his girl's mother. He said you 

wouldn't need to send them over here, you could send them to his home 

address in the States, in Oklahoma. 

      About four days ago I got a letter from you that was postmarked 

June 16. I'm just getting it now, I don't know why, it must have 

gotten lost along the line. It had a lot of questions in it about the 

vill and compound here. I think I've already answered those for you. 

If you want to know more about them just let me know. You said 

something about drawing a picture of the compound. Well, today I'm 

going to try to do that, and I'll send it in a letter with these order 

blanks for those house plans. I'll attempt to draw a picture of the 

compound, and if there is anymore you want to know about it, or the 

vill, well go ahead and ask and I'll answer it for you. 

 You asked about Bill Heath. As far as I know he's still with 

Delta 1-9. The last word I got, they are up at Camp Carroll, that's 

just on the other side of Cam Lo, up on top of the mountain where all 

the big guns are. They are up there trying to regroup, and get back up 

to size, so they can go back out in the field. As you know, they got 

torn apart pretty bad, but as far as I know he's still all right. 

 Three days ago we had a platoon of "grunts" come out here to the 

compound and stay with us. We were supposed to have gotten hit in that 

three day period so they came out to help us, but nothing happened! I 

really enjoyed having them here, "it felt like old times," having the 

grunts around, "listening to their sea stories." They went out on 

ambushes of their own and ran patrol. Mostly they went out here on the 

other side of Highway 9, that's out of our territory, we don't go over 

there. It's just up in the foothills, and that's where the VC were 

supposed to be that were going to hit us. 
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 One night they were up there on ambush and they heard some 

noises, so they sent four men to check it out, and they spotted "three 

bushes" running across the hill. Everybody on the ambush saw them, 

said they were really "making their hat." The four men that went up to 

check them out opened up on them. Everyone of the men fired one shot, 

and his rifle jammed. Every one of the four men that went up there, 

his rifle jammed. One of the CAC guys went along with them as a guide 

and he said you should have heard the language. They were swearing, 

yelling, cussing, and everything because of those rifles. One guy even 

threw his. I can't blame them though, I would really get "honked off" 

if my rifle jammed on me when I had something to shoot at! But the 

rest of them couldn't open up at the "bushes making their hat" because 

of the four guys in front of them. At this same time we were on a 

regular CAC ambush with the Neiquins. We went across the river here, 

which we rarely do on ambush because there are supposed to be VC over 

there. We don't like to go over there, the PF's especially, they're 

scared to death! Anyway, we were over there and one of the PF's 

thought he saw something, so he opened up, and I opened up, emptied a 

full magazine, --I didn't know "what the heck" I was shooting at, but 

that's what we're supposed to do! If anybody springs an ambush, we're 

supposed to just spray the area, whether you see anything, or not. We 

threw a couple of grenades and just had a "heck of a time" shootin' up 

the area. The Neiquins said they saw something out there but I don't 

believe them. I think they just sprung the ambush so we could get back 

in here. But anyway, our dumb team leader wouldn't come in, you know 

this little "lifer" guy I can't stand, the one that's always bucking 

for rank. He's bucking for sergeant now like it's going out of style 

and he's just walking right over us doing it, but there's nothing we 

can do about it. We didn't have radio contact while we were out there, 

something was wrong with the radio, and he stayed right out there, he 

wouldn't come in. He wanted to get some "gooks," he's crazy, man, I'm 

not kiddin'! He's never been in a real fire fight, he's never had a 

real round shot at him, he doesn't know what it's like! One of these 

days he's going to get hit and I hope it's good, teach him a lesson! 

So that's the excitement we had while the grunts 
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were here. By the way, these grunts were a part of 2-9 that got 

ambushed up here by the DMZ, and they were part of this 2-9 that you 

send me the clipping about. 

     Boy, these "big wigs" over here, they've got two different 

stories on what happened during that ambush. I didn't know anything 

about it until I got that clipping the day after they left, so I 

didn't know they were in an ambush and got hit real hard. I did hear 

them talking about an ambush, and the battalion got hit real hard, but 

not their particular company. 

 Well, I'm going to take a break here now. I just saw the PX truck 

coming and it's full of soda, so I'll be right back! 

 Well, I'm back again, I bought a case of soda, box of soap and a 

pack of razor blades (Gillette Stainless Steel). About one half hour 

ago two of our guys went into Dong Ha to the PX to buy some things 

because it's the first time the truck's been out here in three weeks. 

But that's all right because the truck doesn't always have everything 

we want anyway. They had all kinds of sodas on the truck today, but 

they have a new man running it and he wouldn't let us have but one 

case per man. It made some of us a little unhappy, me too, I would 

have bought two cases, but one case is good enough. 

 Back to that incident about 2-9, I can't remember whether I 

covered everything or not, but like I was saying, I heard some of the 

guys talking about being in some action just recently, but I didn't 

talk to them too much about it to find out what it really was. I 

didn't know anything about what was going on until you send that 

clipping, so that just goes to show how messed up this war is over 

here, and the "big wigs" don't know what they're doing. One of these 

times they're really going to get someone really wiped out because 

they don't know what they're doing, they're not together over here, so 

somebody had better get together and start working over here and clean 

this mess up before we really lose a lot of guys. 

 I don't know whether I told you about this or not, but another 

thing that really makes it bad about living over here is the flies. 

The flies are just 
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terrible over here! You can't believe how many there are! You try to 

lay down to sleep and you can't sleep because of the flies, they're 

just all over you! They crawl over your face, fly around your ears, 

they land in your eyes, they try to get in your mouth, it's lust 

sickening. You're swattin' 'em all the time and they just drive you 

crazy. You can't do anything at all! You go out in these vills and you 

see the little kids sleeping, or just walking around, and the flies 

are all over them, crawling in their eyes, all around the edges of 

their mouth, almost in their mouths, it's lust sickening. These people 

are just used to it, I guess.  Myself, I can't stand it! Nobody else 

over here can stand it either, it just drives you "buggy." You get a 

little sore on you, which you have quite a bit of over here, and the 

flies, they're just on that thing like "flies on honey." They have a 

feast on that sore! That's why there's so much infection and sickness 

over here. The people, they don't cover their sores or wash them and 

take care of them. One of their favorite, medications over here is 

putting buffalo manure on a cut or something, they think that heals 

it. You should hear the doc when people come in with that stuff on 

them. It's "harder than heck" to get off once it dries on there, it's 

hard and crusty, and when you try to wash it off--oh--it has the most 

terrible stink to it. And the flies are just all over sores and 

infections, it's harder than heck to keep them off, that's why it 

takes so long for a sore or a scratch or something to heal. You just 

get a little scratch on you, you don't think it'll be anything, but 

the flies will get to it and it'll get infected just big as heck. 

 I don't know whether you know this or not, but about three weeks 

ago they issued everybody gas masks over here. All the grunts carry 

gas masks with them now, and we have them here. I don't know whether 

the VC have used gas against us or not, but they must be expecting 

them to use it. They're for tear gas but if the gooks use gas they'll 

probably use nerve gas (I'm not too much up on my gases, we had 

classes back in the States on it). Nerve gas will kill you, and a few 

other deadly gases, so we have gas masks and we also have "Atropine 

injections" (that's a little "surette" that you give yourself a shot 

with) which is supposed to help 
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you against nerve gas. 

 Well, just about an hour ago we lost another boy here. He rotates 

to his home back in the states. It was one of the colored boys, the 27 

year old boy that is a school teacher. He is the one I told you they 

messed up on--he was supposed to go home by ship and they didn't tell 

him, and he missed the ship. but he finally went home today. I'm sure 

glad to see him get out of this place! He hasn't got much more time to 

do in the Corps. So he'll soon be back teaching school and all the 

luck to him, he's really a nice guy! 

 I haven't yet got my watch back. I'm going to have to write them 

a letter and tell them to hurry up on that because I'm just about lost 

without a watch over here. I'm always having to ask what time it is. 

So I guess I'll have to get on the stick and get them on the stick to 

get it back to me. 

 David, I don't know whether you got sunglasses in the mail yet 

but I've been waiting on them. Like I said, maybe the monsoons are 

here now, but we don't know for sure. When the sun is out it's awful 

bright, and I would like to have some "shades," I sure need some over 

here (hint, hint). I did have a pair of sunglasses, but they were 

Vietnamese sunglasses and they didn't last too long, they broke about 

the second day I had them. 

 Well, I'm getting down to the "end of the wire" here now, I've 

run out of things to say. Oh yes, I got another letter from Mrs. 

Ditmire, in Fulton, I'm going to have to answer hers now. She doesn't 

really tell me a whole lot in her letters, but I really enjoy getting 

them from her, just to know someone else back home cares for us guys 

over here and wants to know what we're doing and what's going on. I 

enjoy hearing from her and I enjoy writing to her. She likes to know 

what's going on over here, so I like to keep her filled in as much as 

I can. I wrote Grandma a letter yesterday, and I wrote Kathy one the 

other day.   

     Here I noticed since school got out I haven't been getting too 

many letters from kids, like Kathy or Patty. Nan said she would write 

back, said she wasn't dating anyone special this summer so she would 

have a lot of time to write. I wrote her back and I haven't gotten an 

answer from her yet. I guess it's just because summers 
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here and they're doing a lot of running around and everything. Maybe 

they'll start writing again when school starts, if they don't, it's 

all right, it's just one of those things. So that's just about the end 

of it, I guess I'll be signing off now. I hope this tape comes out all 

right. I've been watching this needle down here and it doesn't 

register very high unless I get my mouth real close to the mike and 

I've got it turned up all the way to 7, it didn't used to do that. I 

hope it comes out all right. But I'll soon find out here when I play 

it back. So until next time now. I'll be seeing you now. 

Bye, bye. 

 

 

Editor's Note: 

This time there wasn't any next time -- four days later he was killed 

-Monday, August 14, 1967 

 We received this letter on Thursday after we were notified of his 

death on Monday. 

 Our little family gathered together and listened to it, knowing 

all the time he would never again, in this life, be talking to us. 
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 LCpl Mark Ryan Black, USMC, was laid to rest in Grant Memorial 

Cemetery, Marion, Indiana, beside other area servicemen killed in 

Vietnam, including the two Travis brothers, Bill and Mike, both USMC,   

and also Sweetser, IN, residents. 

 

End of Volume 3 
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