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he exact details of the planning for the Huntington
Beach escapade are lost after the passing of 54 years.
The memory of the event, however, is forever burned indelibly into the memories of those who participated.
Some weeks before the event, scheduled for 18 May
1957, it was announced that Captain McMichaels, then
the Commanding Officer of Recon Company (or Charlie
Company 1st Recon Battalion…...take your pick), needed volunteers to conduct a demonstration at the City of
Huntington Beach celebration of Armed Forces Day. The
event would take place on a Saturday……..prime liberty
time…….and that fact would be recognized by offering
special liberty to those who volunteered. In those days
“special” liberty was usually granted during a period
when those not on liberty would be sweating in the
Recon routine during the week.
I’m not sure…...but I think the reward was two days
(and nights) away from daily agony that was being offered
for relinquishing one day, and night, of routine liberty.
This was a bargain by any 1957 Recon standard and
there were plenty of volunteers. Those who survived the
drab existence of Recon in the latter part of 1957 remember that life was somewhat boring. Comrades were being
swifted away to form the Battalion or were off to the exotic schools that were to be the norm for Recon from then
on. Before our move to Horno we had been the all-stars
of the 1st Marine Division and now we doubted that we
had a future……..those of us who languished in the confusing routine of forming a Reconnaissance Battalion
with a starting cadre of less than 150 Marines. Our former close fellowship was being disrupted by a lot of
strangers in a strange place and with an uncertain future.

President Harry S. Truman led the effort to create a
single day for citizens to come together and thank military members for their patriotic service in support of
the country. In the time before the establishment of
Armed Forces Day, separate Army, Navy, Marines Corp
and Air Force Days were celebrated around the country.
The concept of a single-day celebration stemmed from
the unification of the Armed Forces under one department after World War II -- the Department of Defense.
On February 27, 1950 President Truman signed a
Presidential Proclamation proclaiming that the third Saturday of May each year would be Armed Forces Day.

E. Penland Photo—1957

Huntington Beach Pier lined
with spectators during
The noisy assault

(Continued from front page)

Our part in the festivities of the day began long before daylight when we loaded up at Horno and then napped during the
cool damp ride north to Huntington Beach in the back of sixby’s. We carried a couple of nylon boats, barbed wire and empty sandbags. Dressed in cammies and with personal weapons,
M1, M3A1 and a couple M1919 machine guns.
The operation plan called for two boats to paddle out of
sight before spectators arrived and wait until a pre-appointed
time to assault the beach. The rest of us prepared a bunker of
sandbags on the beach and circled it with the wire. All hunkered down in the sunshine and waited for the attackers to arrive. We popped a few blanks back and forth and those on the
beach were neutralized by the attackers.

E. Penland Photo—1957

“Buzz” coaches future Marine
In handling the M3A1
Submachine Gun

Another feature of the day was the arrival of Johnny
Weismueller………”Tarzan of the Apes” …...the Olympic
gold medal swimmer turned movie jungle hero. His arrival
immediately followed our demonstration on the beach. It was
rumored at the time that he swam from an offshore island……..but we all poo-pahed the idea. He was mobbed by
the crowd but made a special point of greeting us.
After the demonstration was completed we secured our
gear and were granted the liberty of viewing the various static
displays provided by our sister services.
We were given permission to run the pubs on Main Street
in our cammies and with our weapons and we were liberally
doted upon and treated by the locals. Their generous hospitality provided many with a warm glow for the ride back to Pendleton and the (then) dry dusty wasteland and daily routine at
Horno.

E. Penland Photo—1957
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“Thank God,” exclaimed Puller, “at
least there’s someone up there who
knows how to count!”

as they were called during the Korean War), and
a quarter shitload”, which equates to 250, or
about a reinforced rifle company. A “mini shitload” referred to a squad, which could normally
be taken out with several well aimed bursts of a
tripod mounted light machine gun at ranges up
to 1000 meters along the Korean DMZ. Although I never actually served with him, Puller
was rumored to be a stickler for numbers and
was renowned throughout the Corps for his
mathematical genius.
And, then you have the “micro shitload”,
which equates to a fire team.
The term
“shithead” refers to the individual Chinese soldier, as in, “You shitheads keep off the skyline,
or that machine gun will get the entire mini
shitload of you!” At the other end of the scale
there is the “gigantic shitload” which equals a
Chinese infantry division and the “mega shitload” which equates to a field army. In the case
of the situation with Puller as described above,
we know that the ROK unit in question survived
the Chinese assault because they were confronted with only a “whole shitload”. Had it been a
“gigantic or mega shitload”, no one would have
been around to tell the story as they would have
been over run and destroyed.
The question of why a reinforced Chinese
rifle/burp gun company (or “quarter shitload”)
was so much larger than an equivalent US formation can be easily answered. The Chinese
“quarter shitloads” were usually reinforced with
machine gun teams using the obsolescent Soviet SG43 7.62mm Goryunov Heavy Machine Gun,
(See article on next page for the complete skinney) which was mounted on a heavy steelwheeled carriage and weighed a ton. Since it
took a large number of “shitheads” to move these weapons, the overall head count of the
“quarter shitloads” was quite large.

An Organizational and Mathematical Analysis of This Situation

See how easy it is when you
know what you’re talking about?

while back this story about Lieutenant General Lewis B. “Chesty” Puller
appeared on the internet. It had been
excerpted from the Burke Davis biography of Puller, “Marine” written in
1962. After receiving the story I did my
analytical interpretation of the math involved in this exchange for the benefit
of non-warrior civilians.
THE STORY

The Korean War, in which the Marine Corps
fought and won some of its most brutal battles
was not without its gallows humor.
During one such conflict a ROK (Republic of
Korea) commander, whose unit was fighting
along with the Marines, called legendary Marine
Chesty Puller to report a major Chinese attack
in his sector.
“How many Chinese are attacking you?”
asked Puller.
“Many, many Chinese!” replied the excited
Korean Officer.
Puller asked for another count and got the
same answer “Many, many Chinese!”
“X*#dammit!” swore Puller, “Put my Marine
liaison officer on the radio.”
In a minute, an American voice came over
the air: “Yes sir?”
“Lieutenant,” growled Chesty, “exactly how
many chinese you got up there?”
“Colonel, we got a whole shitload of Chinese
up here!”

You just have to know the terminology to
understand this story. “Many, many” is an inexact number, however a “shitload” equals 1000,
or a Chinese battalion. And of course you have a
“half shitload”, which equals 500 or about two
reinforced rifle companies (or burp gun companies,

“Analysis” by Dirck Praeger
Reflections is proud to hereby continue its policy of
interpreting “Marine-speak” to the uninitiated mass
of mankind and for others not privileged to be
Marines !
(100 OORRAH’s! + kudus to Sgt John Camara for
sending this choice morsel of Chesty wisdom)
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The Goryunov was developed during WWII as a replacement
for the PM1910 (Maxim). Goryunov used a tilting breechblock, moving sideways and locking into the side of the receiver. The feed is not
straightforward, as the gun fires the 7.62mm rimmed rifle round, and
this has to be withdrawn rearwards from the belt before ramming into
the breech. The reciprocating motion is achieved by using two claws
to pull the round from the belt, and then an arm pushes the round into
the cartridge guide ready for the bolt to carry it to the breech. Despite
this complication, the Goryunov was remarkably reliable and feed
jams were apparently few.
The barrel is air-cooled and massive, contributing to a fairly
high overall weight. The bore is chromium-plated and able to withstand continuous fire for long periods. The barrel can also be easily
changed by releasing a simple lock, and the carrying handle allows a
hot barrel to be lifted clear without difficulty. The WWII version of
the gun (i.e., the captured weapon pictured below) had a smooth outline to the barrel, and the cocking handle was under the receiver, with
no dust covers to the feed and ejection ports.
The SG43M included the first improvements to the primitive
original gun. Dust covers and a new barrel lock were fitted, and a
splined barrel was fitted to improve cooling. The CCF manufactured
their own version of the SG43M. It was virtually obsolete at its inception, but the CCF probably appreciated the gun's extreme ruggedness
and reliability.
American forces used the light and heavy machine guns mostly
at a few hundred yards or less, contrary to their design concepts. This
was the nature of the battles our company and platoon sized forces
faced, which were mostly defensive. The Chinese used them at greater
distances but, at least in the early phases of the Korean war, used them
sparingly at these distances. Probably because of the difficulty of
transporting the heavy guns and ammunition over long distances on
foot, which was often their only available method. They were used
most effectively in defensive positions, and blocking positions for
their attacking units to safely fall back to and re-group.

http://www.mcleague.com/mdp/index.php

H. Campbell Photo—1957

War is an ugly thing, but not the ugliest of things: the decayed
and degraded state of moral and patrio c feeling which thinks
nothing worth a war is worse. When a people are used as mere
human instruments for firing cannon or thrus ng bayonets, in the
service and for the selfish purposes of a master, such war de‐
grades a people.
A war to protect other human beings against tyrannical injus‐
ce; a war to give victory to their own ideas of right and good, and
which is their own war, carried on for an honest purpose by their
free choice, is o en the means of their regenera on. A man who
has nothing which he is willing to fight for, nothing which he cares
more about than he does about his personal safety, is a miserable
creature who has no chance of being free, unless made and kept
so by the exer ons of be er men than himself. As long as jus ce
and injus ce have not terminated their ever‐renewing fight for
ascendancy in the aﬀairs of mankind, human beings must be will‐
ing, when need is, to do ba le for the one against the other.

Photo by Vyacheslav Ryzhenkov, Central Museum of Armed
Forces, Moscow

—John Stuart Mill (1806–1873), “The Contest in America,”
Disserta ons and Discussions, vol. 1, p. 26 (1868).
First published in Fraser’s Magazine, February 1862.
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BUT FOR NEARLY FIFTY YEARS THE
M1919 BROWNING MEDIUM
MACHINE GUN WAS THE MARINE
GRUNT’S
DEFINITION OF FIREPOWER
“Give ‘em half a belt waist high.”
Captain Kenneth Houghton - CO , Recon Company, Headquarters Battalion, 1st Marine Division Korea

- C. S. Lewis -

The M1919 Browning is a .30 caliber medium machine
gun that was widely used during the 20th century. It was used
as a light infantry, coaxial, mounted, aircraft, and anti-aircraft
machine gun by the U.S. and many other countries, especially
during World War II, the Korean War, and the Vietnam War.
Although it began to be superseded by newer designs in the
later half of the century (such as by the M60 machine gun), it
remained in use in many North Atlantic Treaty Organization
(NATO) countries and elsewhere for much longer. It is very
similar in design to the larger .50 in (12.7 mm) M2 Machine
Gun, which is also a Browning-designed weapon and is still in
NATO service.
Many M1919s were rechambered for the new 7.62 × 51
mm NATO round and served into the 1990s, as well as up to
the present day in some countries. The United States Navy also
converted many to 7.62 mm NATO, and designated them Mk
21 Mod 0; they were commonly used on river craft in the 1960s
and 1970s in Vietnam.
The M1919 was an air-cooled development of the standard
US machine gun of World War I, the Browning M1917, as
designed by John M. Browning.

As the bolt went into battery (ready to fire) position the extractor grabbed the next round on the belt that was advanced and
was resting in the feedway waiting to be loaded. Every time the
gun fired, the gun performed the simultaneous operations of
ejecting the spent round, loading the next round to be fired into
the barrel, advancing the belt, and grabbing the next round in
preparation for loading again.
The gun's original design was as a watercooled machine
gun. When it was decided to try to lighten the gun and make it
an aircooled gun, its design as a gun that fires from the closed
bolt created a potentially dangerous situation. If the gun was
very hot from prolonged firing, the cartridge ready to be fired
could be resting in a red hot barrel, causing the propellant in the
round to "cook off": firing from the intense heat without any
warning.

OPERATION
Loading
The M1919 originally fired the .30 cal M1906 (30-06) ball
cartridge, and later the .30 caliber M2 ball cartridge, contained
in a woven cloth belts, feeding from left to right. A metallic
link was later adopted, forming a "disintegrating" belt.It was
usually Dark-Grey to a mixture of Olive-Green
Loading was accomplished by inserting the pull tab on the
ammunition belt from the left side of the gun (either metal links
or metal tab on cloth belts), until the belt- holding pawl at the
entrance of feedway grabbed the belt and held it in place. The
cocking handle was then pulled back (hand palm-up, to avoid
thumb dislocation from a potential 'hot-barrel-cooked-off'
round, (explained hereafter), and released. This advanced the
first round of the belt in front of the bolt for the extractor/
ejector on the bolt to grab the first cartridge. The cocking handle was pulled and released a second time. This removed the
first cartridge from the belt, advanced the next round into position to be grabbed and moved the first round down into the
chamber of the barrel ready for firing.

Firing
When the rear of the trigger was pivoted upwards by the
operator, the front of the trigger tipped downward, releasing the
sear, and the sear, in turn, released the firing pin allowing it to
strike the primer of the cartridge.
As the assembly of bolt, barrel and barrel extension recoiled to the rear of the gun, following the firing of the cartridge, the locking block which locked the bolt to the barrel and
barrel extension was drawn out of engagement by a cam in the
bottom of the gun's receiver. The recoiling barrel extension
struck the "accelerator" assembly, a half-moon shaped piece
pivoting from the front of the lock frame. The tips of the accelerator's two curving fingers engaged the bottom of the bolt and
caused it to move rapidly to the rear, extracting the fired cartridge casing from the barrel. A track in the top of the bolt
caused the feed mechanism to advance, providing a new cartridge to be chambered as the bolt moved forward under pressure from the recoil spring. If the trigger was still being
pressed, the cycle then repeated itself.
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DWIGHT D. EISENHOWER
PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
22 JUNE 1954
Executive Order 10538--Establishing a seal for the
United States Marine Corps
WHEREAS the Commandant of the United States Marine Corps with approval of the Secretary of the Navy has
caused to be made, and the Department of Defense has recommended that I approve, a seal for the United States Marine Corps, the design of which accompanies and is hereby
made a part of this order, and which is described as follows:
Standing upon the western hemisphere of the terrestrial
globe containing the lines of latitude and topographical outlines of North, Central, and South America, an American
bald eagle with wings displayed horizontally and inverted
holding in his beak a scroll inscribed with the motto
"SEMPER FIDELIS", all bronze. Behind the western hemisphere a foul anchor bend sinister-wise with stock, arms,
and flukes in slight perspective, all bronze, on a scarlet background and within a dark blue band edged in gold circumscribed by a gold rope rim and inscribed "DEPARTMENT
OF THE NAVY • UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS" in
gold letters. The central device of the seal is the emblem of
the United States Marine Corps;
AND WHEREAS it appears that such seal is of suitable
design and appropriate for establishment as the official seal
of the United States Marine Corps:
NOW, THEREFORE, by virtue of the authority vested
in me as President of the United States, I hereby approve
such seal as the official seal of the United States Marine
Corps.
Source: The provisions of Executive Order 10538 of June 22, 1954, appear
at 19 FR 3827, 3 CFR, 1954-1958 Comp., p. 195, unless otherwise noted
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BOWERS, Robert L. Jr
MOSCICKI, Eugene M.
MOONEY, Gordon W.
FORD, Paul L.
FERKO, Leonard J.
PAIGE, Billy J.
PAVEGLIO, Eugene J.
RICHARDS, Sumner E.
DURAM, Anthony D.
SKWIERCZ, Walter L.
KENNY, James R.
WARNER, Bruce M.
ALLEN, Johnny L.
ABBAS, Dirk R.
RUNCIE, Jerome A.
HARTLEY, Kenneth
MAYBERRY, James P.
OWENS, Carl H.
SMALLEY, Lloyd B.
BUSH, Robert A.
ERRGANG, Joseph R.
BENENATI, Frank J.
WHITSON, John B
DAY, Gerald J.
RIGHTMIRE, Louis James
ALFORD, Horace, Jr.
PIERCY, Zachary T

Rattlesnakes were common at Pendleton and were encountered regularly. Their rattles were highly prized as ornaments. We were constantly warned that the snakes were a hazard but I don’t recall
anyone ever being bitten by one. Many of us who had not seen rattlers in the wild before were quite
wary of them at first but soon discovered that they would usually try to flee so they soon became prey
for their rattles. Contraband blank cartridges caused many rattlers to lose their heads (and their
rattles) We were required to “blouse” our trouser legs, presumably to decrease the “danger”.
We were not, however, forewarned about another denizen of the Pendleton boondocks. One
morning I was sent to a Company (Battalion?) storage room at Camp Horno where maps were
stored. The maps were rolled up in a pigeon-hole cabinet suspended on the wall above a plywood
shelf. I was to assemble several sets of maps for an upcoming exercise. The maps were rolled up and
needed to be unrolled on the table and folded in a prescribed way. After unrolling and folding several maps I laid a roll on the table and began to unroll it. Before I got the roll open a very large spider
scurried out of the end of the roll and ran to the corner of the shelf which was attached to the wall.
With no exit the creature halted in the corner. A second spider emerged from the roll which I had
dropped on the floor in a fright. The second one knew the way out of the room and headed for the
door. I also headed for the door. I had never seen such a large spider and was not willing to become
acquainted. I found a man at a desk in the building and told him about the spider……...I noticed
that he had a letter opener on his desk and I asked him to get it and come with me. He and I, armed
with letter opener, returned to the map room. The spider was still cowering in the corner. I impaled
him with the letter opener, asked the fellow to hold him for me while I went to get my camera…….two buildings away. When I returned I photographed the impaled spider as it was held by
the other man. We then started taking the rolls of maps out of the cabinet and in the process disturbed several more of the huge creatures. We ushered one onto a ruler and photographed him. As
the spider walked across the ruler we noticed his stride to be somewhere between 4-1/2 and 6 inches,
depending upon his speed.
I tore a leg off one of the other creatures and included it into my next letter home to let the folks
know that although we were not allowed to have pets, we did have small fuzzy animals to cuddle.
We soon learned that the spiders were common in the area, were seasonal, relatively harmless,
and did not pose as serious a hazard as the rattlesnakes were supposed to .
HU
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This letter from a peacepeace-loving Christian lady is both compelling and inspiring. It is a fitting tribute to our
Marine brothers who are in harms way in Iraq and Afghanistan and all who serve to support them.
Dear Marines,
I worked nights as a waitress, paying my way through college, in
Honolulu during the early 80s. Between work and school, I didn't
have much time to meet other people, and my family was thousands
of miles away. Several Marines frequented the bar, and one GySgt. of
a Marine sniper platoon, Larry Hatfield, sensed my shyness and invited me to participate in a lot of Marine recreational events. We became close friends, but I could never understand how a person could
look through a scope and willingly kill another human being. As a
Quaker, the very concept of a sniper troubled me. I was raised that
killing is always wrong - period. I often told him, and the other guys
in the sniper platoon, my opinion on this. They usually remained
silent on the subject.
As time went by, I lost contact with the Marines I knew from that
sniper platoon, but I was privileged, later on, to be invited to produce
tours as a volunteer (USO/AFE) for Marines on various bases overseas. Those of you who have met USO/AFE entertainers know that
we are nowhere near the combat zones, and are in fact well-insulated
from the horrors of war. We have fun entertaining you; we love eating
with you at the mess halls or sitting out in the dirt and hearing your
crazy jokes; we do our handshake tours of hospitals and PR tents and
feel good and then are lucky enough to go home while you stay behind.
But Iraq was different. For the first time I found myself weeping
at night after I came back from doing handshake tours. I couldn't
adopt the USO maxim of looking the Marines in the eyes and shaking hands on the hospital tours, because there were teenage Marines
with no hands and no eyes. A bomb at a well while I was there on my
last tour left 200 women and children dead or injured at the hands of
their own countrymen. The image of a Marine, badly wounded, struggling to carry a small 3 yr old girl to safety is forever seared in my
mind.
I wondered - a lot - about the kind of sacrifice that it takes for a
person to volunteer in the Corps and experience this kind of tragedy
on a regular basis.
That I have never heard any politician or corporate leader describe
to me, as one Marine did after a show, that she wanted a better life
for her child back home but wanted better lives for the children of
Iraq, too.
Iraqi women refugees would tell me, through translators, about
how the Kurdish women would throw their infants from trucks on
their way to being executed by Saddam Hussein in the hope that
strangers would raise the soon-to-be-orphaned children, and how
often it was only the U.S. Marines and military units who would help
them get medical care if they did survive the terrors inflicted upon
them.
This is what I have learned about war and the Marines: that I have
never seen a U.S. senator cry while telling me about holding a dying
friend in his arms, and there's precious few senators who come home
from work missing a leg or two.
That I have never heard a U.S. congressman tell me what it's like
to pass out soccer balls and writing paper to children who have been
denied an education since birth.
Marines are living - and sometimes dying - for democracy, not
just talking about it for the CNN cameras. They do their jobs, and
come home, quietly, to go back to farming in Iowa or driving trucks
in Kentucky , and, for the most part, don't talk about it. And God

knows we civilians don't get an accurate picture back home of what is
going on.
I still think killing is wrong, but I have come to understand that
sometimes it is necessary and that lack of intervention, especially in
humanitarian missions in oppressed nations, is tantamount to pulling
the trigger on innocent civilians who only want what we want: a safe
home for their children and food on the table and the right to be who
they are.
I'm not naive enough to think that most of our political leaders go
to war for compassion (I think most of them want to protect corporate
interests), but I do believe, from knowing the Marines I have been
lucky enough to know, that Marines act from compassion, decency,
and with hearts bigger than most people will ever experience.
I understand now that a sniper - or any Marine, in any job supporting the ideals of the Corps - does what he or she does because the
Constitution of the United States is not some remote piece of paper;
the idea of freedom is real to a Marine.
As one young lance corporal told me, as he guarded us during a
show set-up in a particularly volatile area (after our show had been
cancelled the day before because terrorists had blown up another 27
children nearby), "Don't worry - we got your back."
It shames me to think that I had to leave my country on these
tours in order to understand what precious gifts I have as an American,
that every day, somewhere in the world, a Marine is watching my
back. I never considered that a sniper, or any Marine, may be asked to
kill in order to save innocent lives but now I understand.
So to all of you Marines out there, please accept this heartfelt
thanks for what you do. To the guys from the sniper platoon in Kaneohe - this is a late apology for questioning you, and a thank you for
what you have taught me, but I hope some of you read this. In our
American culture, we don't talk much about being noble, decent, loyal
and honorable. I have yet to meet a Marine who did not possess all of
those qualities. You are the big kids in high school who didn't let the
bullies hurt the little kids.
If you are reading this from Afghanistan or Iraq or Camp Lejeune;
if you are reading this from a V.A. facility; if you are reading this from
your home, know this: that what you do is important. When you are
feeling weary and discouraged, remember that there are people in the
world living in freedom because of you. Not only the refugees from
war - but me, too.
Sincerely,
Laura Minor
This letter has been widely circulated and appears on several websites. This
copy was posted by Sgt Tony on Leatherneck’s Open Squad Bay Forum.
http://www.leatherneck.com/forums/showthread.php?t=63616
It is reproduced here for the edification of those who have not seen it and to provide
opportunity for further reflection for those who have .
HU
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“ADAPT, IMPROVISE, OVERCOME” —— Clint Eastwood had at least that one thing right in “Heartbreak Ridge”

This photograph hangs in the corridor of the Headquarters building of the 1st Special Operations Battalion at Camp Pendleton,
California, the former Headquarters of 1st Force Reconnaissance Company, Fleet Marine Force Pacific, their predecessor. It reminds today’s
high-tech Special Operations and Recon Warriors of the legacy which the 1950’s provided them………….HU

GET YOUR NOTEBOOKS OUT….
I’M ONLY GONNA SAY THIS ONE TIME
You can read all sixteen previous Issues
of Recon Reflections (Count ‘em if you can
count...take your boots off if you need
to.) by going to reconmarine.com, the
website of Sgt. John Camara, or to the
website of the First Recon Battalion
Association.

http://www.reconmarine.com/recon-reflections.html
http://www.1streconbnassociation.org

DISCLAIMER
Fine Print Follows
Any distinctions made regarding truthfulness or the lack thereof in this publication are made at the risk of the distinctor and are
not the responsibility of the distinctee who caused the distinction to be brought into question. Likewise, all photographs are
to be considered as images only. No reality is either claimed directly or implied indirectly, obtusely or on purpose. No model
releases have been asked for or obtained from anyone victimized digitally. All copyrighted material was copied
right. This publication claims no endorsement from any government agency, Pizza Hut, Mariott Hotels, Buca di Beppo, Jack
Daniels Distillery, Café del Sol, the distillers of American Military Brandy, Toys-R-Us, Victoria’s Secret, Nabisco Fish Crackers,
Pepperidge Farms, the Pepsi-Cola Company, Bubba O’Malley’s Wild Irish Inn or Boudro’s Texas Bistro.

During the reunion the 1st Reconnaissance Battalion has
tentative plans to dedicate a marble memorial to Marines
lost in Korea and Vietnam at the National Museum of the
Marine Corps. The ceremony is planned for Thursday, August 18 beginning at 1200. A reception following the ceremony is being planned. Chartered transportation will be
arranged between the Reunion Hotel at Arlington and the
Museum of the Marine Corps at Triangle. Accomodations
at Dumfries, VA are being negotiation for those not attending the Arlington Reunion.
DEVELOPING— MORE DETAILS TO FOLLOW
Plan Now To Attend

http://www.afr-reg.com/1stMarine
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