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This article appears here due to the efforts of
Corporal Bill Hay (“Recon Bill”) who forwarded a
magazine article (where else but from Leatherneck) describing the adventure here presented.
Perhaps no other exercise in the “Cold War” period of 1st Recon Company’s history evokes so
many memories. It developed into an adventure
to be relished and rehearsed for a lifetime
SCUTTLEBUT BECOMES STRAIGHT SCOOP
By late November of 1955 the scuttlebut which
had circulated at 15-B-9 Mainside began to take a
serious tone. It had been rumored earlier that we
would be going to Pickel Meadows for more cold
weather training. This brought groans from the few
veterans of Chosin that remained in the Company.
Then the rumor matured and straight scoop
emerged……...not the Sierras…...but ALASKA! The
Second Platoon would go to Alaska with the 1st Marine Regiment for a Cold Weather Landing Exercise.
Intensity of groans increased.
Students of Recon history will remember that in
1950 elements of the newly formed Recon Company
sailed to Alaska to register U.S. military presence in
the Bering Sea. It was during that exercise that
“The Sub That Probably Never Was” was “sunk” by
depth charges from the USS WANTUCK. If you
haven’t heard the story , we leave it to the curious
to check it out…...or drop me a line.
History did, indeed, repeat itself....in a measure…. when we found ourselves aboard the USS
WANTUCK APD 125, a high speed transport, in
company with (guess who) UDT personnel from
Coronado. We were bound for the icy waters of the
Bering Sea. The exercise posed the problem of a
Russian missile launching site secreted on one of
the Aleutian Islands. The 1st Marines were given
the mission to neutralize it. We would be their Recon element.
By Mid December we had all been issued what
seemed to be a burden of cold weather cloth-
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ing……..waterproof bags…...and pack boards. We
sported the pile lined field jackets with fur hoods
and wool long-john underwear in the near tropical
climate of Camp Pendleton and sat through what
seemed endless sessions on cold weather life.
The WANTUCK was one of the fastest transports
in the task force. We headed for a stop at Bremerton Washington (Seattle) and enjoyed liberty while
the slower elements of the convoy strained to keep
pace with us.
Foggy headed liberty-goers found themselves underway the next morning with no respite in the ships
routine to commemorate our brief debauch at Seattle.
As our Task Force continued north we began to
experience heavier weather. The temperature began
to drop and the landlubbers aboard the WANTUICK
became accustomed to “Prepare the Ship for heavy
Weather”. Ice formed on the ships exposed ladders.
It was rumored that our objective was on Umnak,
one of the Aleutian Islands, but by the time we arrived there the seas were so heavy that 15 foot
swells accompanied by high winds, snow, sleet and
freezing rain advised S-3 to revert to plan
“B”…..whatever it was.
It turned out to be Unalaska Island. But battling
the heavy seas to Umnak made it necessary for the
little Wantuck to refuel. Our course was altered to
Great Sitkin where a fuel tender was located.
The writer remembers the refueling maneuver in
heavy seas and watching the fuel line between the
WANTUCK and the tender uncouple when the two
vessels suddenly found themselves at 30 to 45 degrees with respect to one another in the swelling sea.
Diesel spilled into the sea…..but the able seamen of
both ships seemed to re-couple almost immediately.
Refueled, we immediately headed for the shelter
of Makushin Bay to escape the weather. Here we
learned that our objective would be on Unalaska Island.
The entire landscape seemed unreal for its bleak
darkness, constant snow and rain, and cold temperatures. Not appealing to visitors from sunny
southern California.

Our Task Group (53.6) entered the Bering Sea by way of Unimak Pass and proceeded to Umnak where a
landing was scheduled. Heavy weather and very rough seas caused the landing to be cancelled. From
Umnak we proceeded to Great Sitkin for refueling. We then went to Adak and back to Makushin Bay for a
landing on Unalaska Island.

We defer to UDT to declare our landing site
safe……...They return to the Wantuck for hot coffee……..we land to find the elephant hiding ashore.
COWLEX 1956 (Continued from Page One)
Our departure from the WANTUCK on D-1 was
preceded by a sounding venture of UDT to the
beach where we were to land. Upon signal from
them we boarded the WANTUCK’s LCVP’s and
headed for the Island.
Once ashore we began a trek inland over tundra
covered with snow and ice. We wore our Combat
Boots and the small footprint in the soft snow

No rubber boats in this ice water……….the first
load of Recon Company is ferried to the Unalaska
beach by steady handed Wantuck Sailors.
made travel difficult. We also carried an assortment of cold weather clothing, chow, and elements
of the Platoon’s communication gear which we were
told would give us “better traction” (sic) over the
frozen tundra.
As the day wore on we became jaded from the
effort required to travel on the tundra. On several
occasions men would penetrate the snow or ice and
find their feet in water beneath the tundra.
(Continued on Page Six)

A windward refuge where the snow did not drift during
the night. Left to Right: Lew White, Buzz Penland, Unknown
radioman,
Unknown,
Andy
Anderton
and………………Can’t remember…..but he has to be a
Staff Sergeant with that full length Parka. Somebody
recognize him ?

Sweet Refuge. Left to Right: Sgt Strickland, Bell,
…….and could that fellow on the right be Hawks?

BODFISH FOREVER
WE LOVE THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
WE ARE UNIQUE IN OUR INFORMALITY
WE RESPECT EACH OTHER
WE TAKE PRIDE IN TRADITION
WE SUPPORT OUR MILITARY PERSONNEL
WE HONOR AND REMEMBER OUR VETERANS
WE ARE SO PROUD TO BE MARINES

Pfc’s Lewellyn White and Ray D. Anderton in 1956. Both
made the Corps their profession. Lew retired as a Captain and Andy as a Master Sergeant. Some attribute the
high number of professional Marines that the Company
produced to the drinking water at 15-B-9. Others suspect
that it was the example provided by Gunnery Sergeant
(Sergeant Major of the Marine Corps) John R. Massaro.

A youthful Pfc HU Campbell in 1956 sailing into San
Francisco Bay on the way home from COWLEX. The sun
on the fantail of the WANTUCK was a magnet which attracted everyone on board.

COWLEX 1956 (Continued from Page Three)
During our trek across the frozen tundra Pfc James Severson
found himself knee deep in a stream beneath the tundra. The
procession halted to aid him. By the time his boots were removed the water appeared to be freezing on his trousers
By what would normally be called “nightfall” the proces-

Lieutenant Bradley and Sergeant Strickland oversee
Severson’s recovery from the dunking.
sion began the ascent of a snow and ice covered mass that presented itself before us. It would prove to be a test as we struggled to gain foothold to climb over 2000 feet to its crest. A
contemporary article in Leatherneck Magazine describes the
feat in what, after half a century, appears to be somewhat superlative terms:
“On the evening of D-day minus
one, the 2nd Platoon of the Divvy’s Reconnaissance Company landed on the
island for a look at the Agressor defenses. Recon Men are a hardy lot;
their missions demand it.
At Unalaska 20 foot snowdrifts failed to sto
them. When a sheer wall of ice threatened to impede their progress they
crossed it by niching holds in the ice
with knives as they progressed slowly,
hand over hand, seemingly unmindful
of the 2000 foot drop beneath them.”
As we progressed upward the wind seemed to pick up and
snow began to fall. By the time we reached the crest it was
difficult to stand upright in the fierce wind and the snow was
very heavy, windblown, and blinding. It became nearly impossible to deploy any of our personal shelter items in the wind.
Most of the men at the crest lost most of what they removed
from their packboards. Shelter halves and air mattresses were
immediately grabbed by the wind and spirited away into the
darkness.
Even with the plethora of cold weather clothing that we had
been issued, it became difficult to stay warm while we were
wet from the earlier rain and in the now cold wind. The wind
was so fierce that we were often in fear of being blown away.

As the storm progressed we were unable to travel or find
adequate shelter. Most of the men were in a state of near exhaustion from the climb and the cold. We were told to bivvy
as best we could.
Nothing more need be said………..this pilgrim laid shelter
half on the ground, removed boots, and crawled into his winter
sleeping bag. Sleep came immediately.
When morning
came we found ourselves buried under a snowbank on the
ledge where we had bivouacked the night before.
Some were surprised to learn that a patrol had been
mounted in the night to search for lost Marines from another
unit. It was reported that they were found dead from carbon
monoxide poisoning inside a vehicle.
The storm had subsided by “daylight” and we were
greeted by a bright but cold morning……..still wet from the
previous days activity in the rain and snow we found ourselves
beneath a layer of snow deposited during the night.
We could see a small nylon “Jolly Roger” flag fluttering on
the whip antenna of a radio while the operator slept cozy under the snow.
We were advised that the exercise was terminated and that
we were to descend to the beach by a route different from the
one which we had used the day before, That path had been
covered by deep snowdrifts. Some as deep as 20 or 30 feet.
As we descended we were eventually able to see the beach
where an LST appeared, literally, to be aground.
We were directed to a location where we could get a hot
meal but the line was so long that most of us decided to seek
shelter and attempt to dry out. We entered a tent where we
found several Marines with “Sterno” from C Rations burning.
They were drying out socks and gloves. We contributed ours
and began the process of drying out.
Before we were able to enjoy the result of our stop we were
ordered out of the tent. It was discovered that we had inadvertently entered the tent being used a morgue and medical store.
There were dead Marines in the tent.
We were eventually ordered to get in line to enter the LST.
We were examined by Corpsmen for frostbite or other injury,
given dry clothing and two small bottles of medical brandy.
I am unable to remember the trip back to the WANTUCK.
It is one of those lost episodes in life for me. I do know that
during the process I was either fished out of the drink or became totally soaked. I was told that I lost my hold on the
landing net. A seaman on the WANTUCK removed my totally
soaked field jacket and gave me his wool–lined canvas deck
jacket. I never saw the field jacket again but I kept the Deck
Jacket.
Once the Task Force was underway for the return trip we
settled in to the ship’s daily routine, already familiar to us, and
life was easy. Our only port of call on the voyage home was
at Treasure Island (San Francisco)
Most of the men who joined Reconnaissance Company
after it returned from Korea remember COWLEX as one of
the most significant events in their tenure with the Company.
Those who stayed with the Company beyond 1956 would have
other milestones to compare COWLEX with………..but all
agree that it was an adventure.
Having been duly indoctrinated into “the silent mysteries of
the Northern Lights” we were glad to arrive back at sunny
San Diego.
Morning runs were again the greatest test of our daily
routine…..but we were all hot to trot …..and dry.

This ballad, and several others which were critical of the
U.S. Army, was frowned upon by MacArthur’s Far East
Command in Korea. It is said to have been banned in
some units.

The Bug-Out Ballad
(Moving on)
Hear the patter of doggie feet
It's the whole Eighth Army in full retreat
They're moving on; they'll soon be gone
They're haulin' ass, not savin' gas
They'll soon be gone.
Over on that hill there's a Russian tank
A million Chinks are on my flank
I'm movin' on, I'll soon be gone
With my M-1 broke, it ain't no joke
I'll soon be gone.
Million Chinks comin' through the pass
Playin' burp-gun boogie all over my ass
I'm movin' on, I'll soon be gone
With my M-1 broke, it ain't no joke
I'll soon be gone.
Twenty thousand Chinks comin' through the pass
I'm tellin' you, baby, I'm haulin' ass
I'm moving on; I'll soon be gone
I'm haulin' ass, not savin' gas
I'll soon be gone.
Standin' in a rice paddy up to my belly
From then on, they called me "Smelly"
I'm moving on; I'll soon be gone
I'm haulin' ass, not savin' gas
I'll soon be gone.
Here's papa-san comin' down the track
Old A-frame strapped to his back
He's moving on; he'll soon be gone
he's haulin' ass, not savin' gas
He'll soon be gone.
Here's mama-san comin' down the track
Titty hangin' out, baby on her back
She's moving on; she'll soon be gone
From her tits to her toes, she's damn near froze
She'll soon be gone.
I sung this song for the very last time
Gonna get Korea off my mind
I'm moving on; I'll soon be gone
I done my time in the shit and slime
I'm movin' on.

Publication of this ditty is, in no way, meant to lessen the significance of
the courage and sacrifice of many U. S. Army brothers at arms in Korea.
It is, simply, part of history and is repeated here as such.

H. Campbell Photo
Here the worn yellow footprints mark the path to
what was once Building # 1, the Receiving Barracks
at the Marine Corps Recruit Depot, San Diego, California. Although Receiving was relocated decades
ago, these fading prints remain as a reminder to
many of us of our first steps on the pathway to becoming United States Marines.

Pfc’s Lew White and Phil Clark working hard at something
important as we sail northward on COWLEX. Probably an
overdue Marine Corps Institute Lesson on Field Hygiene…..or
somesuch.

"We earned the title "Marine" upon
graduation from recruit training. It
wasn't willed to us;
it isn't a gift. It is not a
Government subsidy. Few can
claim the title; no one can take
it away. It is ours forever."
Wear It Proudly
With apologies to Tom Barlett - Leatherneck Magazine

Captain Slagle was born in Mosgrove, Pennsylvania on 14
December 1922. He entered the Marine Corps in 1940 and
began his 25 year career as a Marine. As a Platoon Sergeant of
a Rifle Platoon of Company B. 1st Battalion, 25th Marines ,
Fourth Marine Division, he earned the Navy Cross on Saipan,
Marianas Island, on 15 June 1944 during action against enemy
Japanese forces. His citation reads, in part:
“When his unit was subjected to heavy enemy artillery and
small-arms fire during the establishing of a beachhead, Platoon Sergeant Slagle, on his own initiative, proceeded on foot
approximately two hundred yards through hostile fire to secure two armored amphibian tractors which were vitally
needed to further the attack. Finding, upon his return, that
heavy casualties were being inflicted by enemy fire from a
fortified position, he quickly organized an assault team composed of several men and personally led them and the two
armored amphibian tractors in a vigorous attack against the
hostile emplacement. Although painfully wounded during the
action, he continued to lead and direct the assault team until
the enemy position was completely wiped out, thereby contributing materially to the success of his unit in reaching its
objective. His fighting spirit and courageous leadership reflect the highest credit on Platoon Sergeant Slagle and the
United States Naval Service.”
When Korea called he found himself the Gunnery Sergeant
of the Detachment Reconnaissance Company of the 1st Provision Marine Brigade on his way to Korea with Recon Company, 1st Marine Division (-). He distinguished himself further as one of the swimmers in the aborted Han River Reconnaissance swim on 19 September 1950 where 1st Recon suffered its first KIA in the Korean War.
In March of 1958, now a Captain, Slagle was the Commanding Officer of his old Company, Recon Company, Headquarters Battalion, 1st Marine Division (now Charlie, 1st Recon Bn. Out of ignorance we must leave his career here
chronologically but with the proviso that he was a moving
force for Charlie 1st Recon as a result of the “Sub”Lift” covered in the last edition of Reflections. He is remembered as an
able commander by those who can, half a century later, attest
to his abilities.
Captain Slagle left this mortal world on 17 February, 2006.
He left immediate family after several years retirement in California and Oregon…...but he also left many Marines who
served under his command. Notable among them is Sergeant
Everette M. (“Buzz”) Penland who speaks of the Captain in
Superlative terms. “Buzz” was promoted meritoriously to Sergeant (leaving the rest of us behind) by the Captain, due to his
leadership abilities in the Communications Section of Charlie
Company, 1st Recon Battalion.

In that rankless beyond where he now serves we suspect
that Lou Mayers has managed to secure a lower bunk for him.
If not.…..we can correct that at San Antonio in August .
Captain Slagle was interred at Arlington National Cemetery
next to his wife at Section 64 Site 2141.
We might better remember the Captain as a Marine Warrior
with the Navy Cross (the nation’s second highest award for
valor), the Marine Corps Commendation Medal with Combat
V, two Purple Hearts, The Silver Star, Five Presidential Unit
Citations, Combat Action Ribbon, Three Korean Presidential
Unit Citations and a Special Commendation from the President
of Korea.

THIS IS A TESTIMONIAL OF APPRECIATION AND
SATISFACTION AND NOT A COMMERCIAL
ADVERTISEMENT
John Dalton at Dalton Sportswear humped the
extra mile more than once for the 50’s dudes. He
made and delivered samples to us twice to make
sure we were happy with our Gung Ho Covers.
Thanks John !
Check him out at
http:/www.daltonsportswear.com/

WE WERE SO PLEASED WITH THE COVERS THAT WE ARE NOW ORDERING SHIRTS FROM HIM

The teacher gave her fifth grade class an assignment: Get their parents to tell them a story with a moral at the end of it. The next day, the
kids came back and, one by one, began to tell their stories. There were all the regular types of stuff: spilled milk and pennies saved.
But then the teacher realized, much to her dismay, that only Janie was left.
“Janie, do you have a story to share?' ''Yes ma'am. My daddy told me a story about my Mommy. She was a Marine pilot in Desert
Storm, and her plane got hit. She had to bail out over enemy territory, and all she had was a flask of whiskey, a pistol, and a survival
knife. She drank the whiskey on the way down so the bottle wouldn't break, and then her parachute landed her right in the middle of 20
Iraqi troops.
She shot 15 of them with the pistol, until she ran out of bullets, killed four more with the knife, till the blade broke, and then she killed
the last Iraqi with her bare hands. ''Good Heavens,' said the horrified teacher. 'What did Daddy tell you was the moral to this horrible
story?
"Stay the Hell away from Mommy when she's been drinking."
— Beaucoup Gung-Ho Kudos are extended to Maury Starr for forwarding this one. —
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Forty-five states attorneys general have signed a "friend
of the court" brief in support of the father of a fallen Marine
who is taking his case against a radical church that picketed
his son's funeral to the Supreme Court.
The Westboro Baptist Church, made up primarily of
founder Fred Phelps and his family, picketed the funeral of
Lance Cpl. Matthew A. Snyder in 2006 because they believe U.S. troop deaths are God's revenge for tolerating homosexuals. Church members held signs that read "God hates
you," "You're in hell," and "Semper Fi fags."
Snyder's father Al sued the church, but an appeals court
ruled against him earlier this year and ordered him to pay
the church $16,000 in damages. The case is expected to go
before the Supreme Court this fall.
Kansas Attorney General Steve Six drafted the brief, in
which he argues in part that the Church's practice of targeting servicemembers' funerals "is a particularly intrusive and
harassing form of speech," according to the attorney general's office. "The Constitution does not give the Phelpses
the right to hijack solemn proceedings such as funerals in
order to spread their hateful ideas," Six said in a May 19
news release.
The five state attorneys general who have yet to sign
the brief are from Virginia, New York, Maine, North Carolina and Tennessee.
In a separate move, Senate Majority Leader Harry Reid,
D-Nev., has asked his fellow senators to join a brief that he
is filing in support of Al Snyder.
"The brief will argue that the law should continue to
protect, as it long has, the rights of all private persons—
including the families of fallen Soldiers—to mourn their
loved ones at a peaceful and solemn funeral," Reid wrote in
a letter to his colleagues.
Reid plans to argue that the law provides private funerals with protections against disruptions, the letter said.
"Having the support of the United States Senate is immensely comforting," Al Snyder said in a news release. "It
is not just symbolic support. It is tangible – and will hopefully make a real difference in helping us win the case, not
just for me and my family, but for over 200 other military
families subjected to similar abuse by the defendants."

At Great Sitkin during refueling the heavy seas
caused the fuel line to become uncoupled. We were
ushered off the fantail while the line was restored.
After refueling we headed back to the shelter of
Makushin Bay and on to Unalaska Island.
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