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Monument honors KIA Spec Ops
forces at Camp Pendleton
Five killed in action with 1st Marine Special Operations Battalion
BY GRETEL C. KOVACH , REPORTER - MILITARY
FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 16, 2011 AT 2:16 P.M.

A memorial to the fallen from the1st Marine Special Operations Battalion will be dedicated this afternoon in a private
ceremony at the unit’s Camp Pendleton headquarters.
An elongated granite pyramid stretching toward the sky is
engraved with the names of the five Marine operators killed
since the battalion was activated in late 2006. All were fatally
wounded in action in Afghanistan: Cpl. Travis M. Woods; Sgt.
Michael C. Roy; Capt. Joshua S. Meadows; Staff Sgt. Charles
I. Cartwright; and Staff Sgt. Christopher J. Antonik.
“Strong yet humble, the monument embodies the silent
professionalism of the men it memorializes,” said a major who
serves with the battalion. “The monument honors them and
their dedication to the unique missions they carried out until
they selflessly gave the ultimate sacrifice for their country.
(Continued on next page)

“These men were our team mates, brothers-in-arms and
heroes of our great nation,” he said.
“Their sacrifice will never be forgotten.”
The granite pinnacle monument, with its long piercing tip
like the stiletto dagger of the battalion insignia, was a gift from
NAIOP San Diego, a commercial real estate association that
supports the battalion with care packages and other activities.
“It is a permanent fixture that will withstand the test of time
and be a great reminder for generations of future Marines of
their legacy and the sacrifices made by those who went before
them,” said John Garrigan, community involvement chairman
of the association, and a former Marine aviator.
Paul Twardowski, president of NAIOP San Diego, said “all
of our members are grateful for and humbled by the personal
sacrifices made by these Marines.”
gretel.kovach@uniontrib.com; (619) 293-1293; Facebook:
SDUT Military; Twitter @gckov

USMC Corporal Travis Woods had already completed a tour of duty in Iraq before he went to Afghanistan.
Corporal Woods passed away on September 9, 2007 at
the Military hospital in Bastion, Germany, due to injuries
suffered in an attack in Northern Helmand Afghanistan.
He was assigned to I Company, 3d Battalion, 1st Marine
Regiment, 1st Marine Division, I Marine Expeditionary
Force, Camp Pendleton, California. He was twenty-one
years old.
Travis moved to Shasta County, CA from Mt. Shasta
when he was five years old. He was a 2004 graduate of
Foothill High School. He loved BMX bikes, snowboarding, and surfing.
(Continued on next page)
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Captain Joshua “Heehaw” Meadows joined the Marine
Corps September 28, 1996 and was trained as an infantryman. Upon his commissioning as a Marine Corps Officer, he
was trained as a UH-1N Huey pilot and distinguished himself
during multiple deployments, notably serving in the Gulf of
Aden preventing piracy. Capt Meadows joined 1st Marine
Special Operations Battalion May 28, 2009. He was killed in
action in Farah Province Afghanistan September 5, 2009
while supporting combat operations. Josh will be remembered as a Marine’s Marine who was friendly and outgoing
with everyone he interacted with. He was a true Warrior.

(Continued from previous page)

The story of Woods’ heroism while on patrol in
Northern Afghanistan was revealed by a fellow Marine
official as 300 supporters, friends and family members
came to honor Travis. As rifle rounds rained down and
rocket propelled grenades exploded around him, U.S.
Marine Cpl. Travis Woods disregarded his own life to
administer first aid to a fallen comrade. Travis had kept
to himself the tale of saving the life of a fellow Marine
sometime in the weeks before he was killed. Even his
closest friend didn’t know the story that earned Woods
a Navy Commendation medal with “Combat V” for valor.
The medal was passed to his mother, Stacey Woods.
A friend, who joined the Corps with Travis while
they were still students at Foothill High School in Palo
Cedro, was among the friends and loved ones who told
stories about the Marine during the memorial service.
Wearing his Marine dress uniform, Travis’s friend told of
Travis’s exploits, which included slipping a friend laxatives and scaring the daylights out of one of his sister’s

Sergeant Michael Roy joined the Marine Corps September 25, 2001 as an infantryman. Sergeant Roy served two
tours in Iraq before joining the Marine Special Operations
Advisory Group March 15 2008. Sergeant Roy was killed in
action July 8 2009 in Nimroz Province Afghanistan while
supporting combat operations with Marine Special Operations
Company-D 1st Marine Special Operations Battalion. Michael will be remembered as a Marine that would give you
the shirt off his back and the Marines that served under him
called it a privilege to serve with him.
dates. His friend’s father, assistant chief of the California Highway Patrol’s northern division, presented the
Woods’ family a folded California flag on behalf of Gov.
Arnold Schwarzenegger.
Maj. Gen. Dennis Hejlik, commanding general of the
Marine Corps Forces Special Operations Command announced that Travis’s name would be the first Marine
name to be inscribed on a memorial wall at the Marine’s
new special operations headquarters at MacDill Air
Force Base in Tampa, Florida. “These are hard men and
women doing a hard job at a hard time,” Hejlik said.
Friends remembered that Travis was funny and fun
and always kind of a risk-taker said a friend. But after
high school, he turned into this real man.
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Staff Sergeant Chris Antonik joined the Marine Corps
May 23, 2001 and was trained as a Reconnaissance Marine.
Staff Sergeant Antonik served with 3rd Reconnaissance Battalion Before coming to 1st Force Reconnaissance in 2005
where he conducted his first combat tour in Iraq. Staff
Sergeant Antonik returned to Iraq for one more tour before
deploying to Afghanistan with MSOC-B. 1st Marine Special
Operations Battalion, in 2010. Staff Sergeant Antonik was
killed in action in Helmand Provice Afghanistan July 11, 2010
while supporting combat operations. Chris will be remembered as a Marine that was always quick with a smile, dedicated to his job, and a Reconnaissance Brother that could always
be counted on.

Staff Sergeant Charlie Cartwright joined the Marine
Corps September 10, 2001 as an infantryman. Staff
Sergeant Cartwright served multiple tours in raq with 1st
Battalion 5th Marines before joining 1st Marine Special
Operations Battalion upon its inception in 2006. Staff
Sergeant Cartwright was killed in action in Farah Province
Afghanistan November 7, 2009 while supporting combat
operations. Charlie will be remembered as a Marine that
was always looking at the positives in life, as an extremely
talented Reconnaissance Marine, and as the man another
Reconnaissance Marine would want to stand shoulder to
shoulder with in combat.

scoutr831@ameritech.net

(See Page 5)
Recon Reflections Issue #24 - 1 November 2011- Page 4

a Charter member of the Bodfish Chapter of the 1st Marine
Division Assoc., The Chosin Few Assoc., and E Clampus Vitus De La Guerra Y Pacheco Chapter 1.5. He was well known
by his "white cowboy hat" and he made friends with almost
everyone he met. He will be sorely missed.
Howard was preceded in death by his brother, William
Ronald Bales, and his granddaughter, Amanda Lynn Bales. He
now leaves behind his wife of 60 years, Bessie; son, William
Robert Bales (wife Robin); daughter, Tammy Lynn Bales;
grandson, Jacob Allen Bales (wife Melissa); granddaughters:
Joie Flores (husband Alfred) and Jaime Black (husband Eli);
five great-grandchildren; and sister-in-law, Roberta Orvis
(Princess).
A graveside service, with military honors, was held at
Bakersfield National Cemetery, 30338 E. Bear Mountain
Blvd., Arvin, Calif., at 10:45 a.m. on Monday, Oct. 17.

Howard D. Bales, 86, of Ventura, died at home on Oct. 10,
2011, after a long battle with cancer.
Howard was born on Sept. 15, 1925, to Allen Howard and
Lola Maude Bales of Burkburnett, Texas. After graduating
from Reagan High School, in Houston, Texas, he enlisted in
the United States Marine Corps in August 1943, serving in
WWII. He was honorably discharged in February 1946 and
moved to Kernville, Calif., where he worked for the So. California Edison Co. until he re-enlisted in the Marine Corps in
September 1946. He fought in Korea, landing at Inchon and
enduring the fierce battle at the Chosin Reservoir. He was honorably discharged in August 1952 and resumed working for the
Edison Co.
While living in Kernville, Howard met Bessie Schanuel and
they were married on July 8, 1951. They had two children. The
family moved to Ventura in 1962 where Howard continued to
work for So. Cal. Edison until he retired as a Senior Patrolman
on Oct. 1, 1983.
After serving in both WWII and Korea, Howard was proud to
be a charter and life member of VFW Post 7665 in Lake Isabella, Calif. He was a member of the 1st Marine Division Assoc.,

Editor’s Note:
I have been told, by a reliable source, that Howard
was recognized as a master at demonstrating and teaching the provocative Bodfish handshake greeting. He
was one of the founding members of the Bodfish, having been present on the shores of Lake Isabella when
the Bodfish spirit was first revealed to a small group of
World War II Marine Veterans. Legend has it, though
no eye-witnesses have presented themselves since that
day, that Howard was the very fisherman who landed
and named the legendary horned aquatic oddity.
For more of the legend visit:
http://www.1stmarinedivisionassociationla.org/gbodfish.asp

Although Howard has mustered into eternity we
have reason to believe that he will not be idle. He has
before him the prospect of reunion with countless comrades and Bodfish converts and converting many more.
He may even have the opportunity to instruct Chesty (If
that is, in fact, where Chesty really happens to be).
Semper Fidelis.
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9/29/2011 By (Official U.S. Marine Corps photo by Cpl. Jovane M. Henry
I MEF

Col. Nicholas F. Marano, commanding officer, Marine Corps Base
Camp Pendleton, shares remarks at an evening colors ceremony at the
Historic Santa Margarita Ranch House in honor of Camp Pendleton's
69th year, Sept. 29. More than 150 service members, families and
distinguished guests gathered for the event.

Desiderius Erasmus Roterodamus
Dutch Renaissance humanist and theologian
1466-1536

9/29/2011 By Cpl. Jovane M. Henry, Marine Corps Base Camp Pendleton

CAMP PENDLETON, Calif. — More than 150 service
members, families and distinguished guests gathered for an
evening colors ceremony at the Historic Santa Margarita
Ranch House, Sept. 29.
The annual event marked the base’s 69th anniversary, and
was conducted in honor of the Marines and sailors who continue to devote, risk and sacrifice their lives in the name of freedom.
Guests were greeted by Col. Nicholas F. Marano, commanding officer, Marine Corps Base Camp Pendleton, in a
meet-and-greet before the ceremony, and enjoyed music and
food at the Ranch House dining facility.
The ceremony began at sunset, with Marano briefly outlining the history of the area and how it came to be Camp Pendleton.
“This base has served as a training ground for thousands of
Marines in both war and peace,” said Marano. “We are excited
to be moving forward with several construction projects so we
can better serve the more than 45,000 Marines that call Camp
Pendleton home.”
After closing remarks, the American and Marine Corps
flags were retired to the enchanting melodies of the 1st Marine
Division band.
“The ceremony was a pleasure to watch,” said Jim Wood,
mayor of Oceanside. “It’s always a treat to watch the Marines.”
Camp Pendleton, established Sept. 25, 1942, is named for
Maj. Gen. Joseph Henry Pendleton, a dedicated Marine who
for years advocated in setting up a training base for the Marine
Corps on the West Coast.
Today the base spans more than 125,000 acres and is the
site of year-round training for Marines other branches military.
Despite a daytime population of around 100,000 service members, families and government employees, the base remains the
last major undeveloped portion of the Southern California
coastline.

Only one thing approached the humiliation that a
recruit shooter experienced for being the low shooter
on any day back in the 50’s. It was bad enough to double time around the moving platoon formation as it left
the range, rifle held overhead, cover on backwards,
while reciting some self-degrading poem. Truly a hard
thing to live down…..but it did have an equal....just as
ego busting...MAGGIE’S DRAWERS…..the
red flag waved in front of your target, visible to the
entire firing line. Met with both cheers and jeers up
and down the line to announce that they knew you had
missed the whole side of the barn...damn that fly landing on your nose!
Maggie no longer wears them…...she now wears a
red disk on a stick…….just as humiliating…..but…..

you know…..today’s Corps is kinder and gentler.
See a claim to Maggies history on next page.
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A Marine Warrior’s Prayer
A FUTILE Dogface attempt at Marine BS
We try to be informative and we get horse cookie drivel
from the 7th Cavalry !

The origin of “Maggie’s Drawers” is pretty
common knowledge here in Wisconsin. The story
goes something like this:
In the winter of 1862-63, Wisconsin’s 7th Cavalry was encamped on land belonging to James R.
and Margaret Delafield, awaiting orders to attack
Vicksburg. Delafield and his whole family had fled
to Jackson, leaving the plantation, its mansion,
and all the out-buildings open to the men in blue.
Col. Chester Greeley (no relation to Horace, as far
as I know), commanding officer of the regiment,
occupied the mansion with his senior officers.
They stabled their horses in the large barns left
empty. The enlisted men and the junior officers
lived in tents and picketed or hobbled their horses
in the fields around the mansion.
When a large new contingent of recruits arrived, the colonel ordered target practice to see
what they could do. The land being almost flat,
butts had to be built, which they were, and soon
the firing lines formed and the practice started.
A Union soldier whose name has passed into
oblivion was assigned to the trench behind one of
the butts. When a soldier missed the target completely, he jumped up and waved his hands back
and forth over his head and shouted, “No hits.
Missed the
entire target.” Twice he had to jump back behind
the butt because the rifleman continued to fire at
the target.
Private Anonymous complained to his sergeant, the sergeant complained to his lieutenant,
the lieutenant went straight to the top and complained to Col. Greeley. “Hmm,” he is said to have
mused, “we need something to completely shame
that soldier who completely misses the target. Go
upstairs and get me a pair of Margaret Delafield’s
pantaloons. Fasten them to a long pole and tell
Private Anonymous to shout out for all to hear,
when a soldier misses the target, ‘Margaret’s Pantaloons!’ and wave the pantaloons above the butt
without showing himself.”
Well, you can imagine how long that lasted.
Before the day was out, “Margaret” became
“Maggie,” and “pantaloons” became “drawers.”

Almighty father, whose command is over us and whose love
never fails, make me aware of Thy presence and
obedient to Thy will.
Keep me true to my best self, guarding me against dishonesty
in purpose and deed and helping me to live so that I
can face my fellow Marines, my family.
Give me the will to do the work of a Marine and to accept
my share of responsibility with vigor and enthusiasm.
Grant me the courage to be proficient in my daily
performance.
Keep me loyal and faithful to my superiors and to the duties
my Country and the Marine Corps have entrusted to
me.
Make me considerate of those committed to my leadership.
Help me to wear my uniform with dignity and let it
remind me daily of the traditions which I must uphold.
If I am inclined to doubt, steady my faith; If I am tempted,
Make me strong to resist; if I should miss the mark,
give me courage to try again.
Guide me with the light of truth and grant me wisdom by
Which I may understand the answer to my prayer.
Amen.

And it has been “Maggie’s Drawers” ever since!
Thanks to Barney Dribble….whoever he is!
Anybody with an after action report covering this 7th Cav adventure please share
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“An army travels on its stomach”
Attributed to both Napoleon Bonaparte and Frederick The Great Regardless of how this sounds….we are honor-bound to say “This ain’t no shit”
Eugene Breeze - Korea 1954
Bob Luster -Korea 1954

I begged Captain Gene Breeze to send me a sea
story. This is what he sent:
“True Bob Luster Story”
“As everyone knows Cpl Luster put a tremendous
strain on the 1st Div food supply. Casey Springs
1955. On one of Capt Finne’s many field problems
the chow truck was late many times. Cpl Luster had the
answer to this, I was passing by his position and observed something cooking in his helmet, thinking he had
somehow squirreled a bit of food, I took a closer look
and saw a small rattlesnake being prepared for Bob's
lunch. Asked later how it tasted Bob replied, “Not like
chicken.” ”
It’s easy for some of us to appreciate Gene’s story, knowing that he was astute enough to recognize a true chow hound
when he came upon one.
Late truck or not, I remember the hot chow that Captain
Finne arranged for us during our days at Case Springs. I remember it mainly because it was the first time I ever had a
breaded veal cutlet. As a Tennessee country boy I seldom tasted beef and the veal was a wonderfully delicious new experience.
The photographs on this and the next page are a reminder
that Jim Bridger was right about meat. Bob’s rattlesnake was
not the first and certainly not the last one that testified to
Bridger’s axiom. No creature, great or small, was safe when
we were in the field.
We all fondly remember J. J. Evers and his Hobo cuisine…...who could forget it?........especially the perfect pork
roast that he produced on one occasion. It was a wonder to
behold as he spitted it over a bed of coals while most of us
feasted on Tuna and Noodles or Sausage Patties and Gravy
from green cans.
The seabag in the back of the Skipper’s Jeep was not the
Captain’s, so I learned one starry night. On that night J. J.
asked me if I wanted to ride shotgun on a run to Division S-3
(Operations), Mainside. He was to pick up some map overlays
for Lt. Meenan and the Gunny.
The Jeep flew a foot off the dusty bed of the firebreaks as
J.J. sped to stay ahead of the dust cloud. I marveled at his ability to navigate the darkness without headlights. We retrieved
the package at S-3 somewhere around 0100 and started back to
our CP in the boonies……….but…...with one diversion. J.J.
pulled into the mess hall parking lot and parked the jeep at the
loading dock…….we jumped out and went into the mess
hall…….through rear double doors that were held open by two
stacks of cardboard food cartons. It was like “Old Home
Week” with J. J. and his mess-cook friends. We consumed the

ceremonial duty-after-midnight sandwich (standard - cold
corned beef with mustard) and coffee and left for the Jeep. I
could not help but notice that the large inner breast pockets of
J.J.’s cammies now bulged with an unknown cargo. As we
exited J. J. hefted one of the cartons holding the doors open
and motioned for me to do likewise. With contraband booty
safely stored in J.J.’s seabag we took to the firebreaks and
returned to the Company CP in the boondocks.
The next morning J.J. presented me one of the cartons we
had pilfered the night before. I was then the proud owner of
four very large cans of peanut butter! I learned later that J.J.’s
carton had four cans of fruit cocktail. I snacked on peanut
butter and hardtack from C Rations and gifted out most of the
first can. The other three cans of peanut butter may very well
be excavated in an archaeological dig sometime in the next
millenium from the ravine where I shitcanned them when we
moved out.
HU

Lou Mayers

Buzz Penland

- Alexander Pope -

(C Rations make great fish bait)
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Eat’em If You Can Catch’em

Rutherford
prefers quail
to rodents but
decides to
feast on
“Charlie Rats”
in the quail’s
absence

BUZZ PENLAND’S COUNTRY KITCHEN
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Well, now......here's something I never knew before, and
now that I know it, I feel compelled to send it on to my more
intelligent friends in the hope that they, too, will feel edified.
Isn't history more fun when you know something about it?
Before the Battle of Agincourt in 1415, the French, anticipating victory over the English, proposed to cut off the middle
finger of all captured English soldiers. Without the middle
finger it would be impossible to draw the renowned English
longbow and therefore they would be incapable of fighting in
the future. This famous English longbow was made of the native English Yew tree, and the act of drawing the longbow was
known as 'plucking the yew' (or 'pluck yew').
Much to the bewilderment of the French, the English won
a major upset and began mocking the French by waving their
middle fingers at the defeated French, saying, See, we can still
pluck yew! Since 'pluck yew' is rather difficult to say, the difficult consonant cluster at the beginning has gradually changed
to a labiodentals fricative F', and thus the words often used in
conjunction with the one-finger-salute! It is also because of the
pheasant feathers on the arrows used with the longbow that the
symbolic gesture is known as 'giving the bird.'
And yew thought yew knew every plucking thing. HU

Unfortunately, that day Sgt. Burghardt was unsuccessful at
disarming an IED before the device exploded, showering and
burying him with dirt, shrapnel, and other debris. Colleagues
rushed to his aid, initially fearing he was dead, but remarkably
his injuries were mostly limited to wounds and burns on hisback, legs, and backside, and he returned to duty less than a
month later.
While Sgt. Burghardt spent over three weeks recuperating
at his unit's headquarters — days he described as "among the
most difficult of his career" — he proclaimed that despite his
injuries, he was not looking for a ticket out of the country —
the incident occurred during his third deployment to Iraq, and
he stated that he planned to see plenty more action: "I
don't
want a ticket out. I want to stay here so we can take as many
people home as possible. I'll do 30 years, as long as I'm having
fun. Unless I die."
The Omaha World-Herald photograph of Sgt. Burghardt
displayed above — taken in the aftermath of the bomb blast
and showing him "standing on his own two feet, pants cut off,
legs bandaged and directing a single-digit salute of defiance at
his attackers" — appeared in that newspaper five days later
and quickly became one of the most popular iconic images of
the Iraq War.
Curtis Bloomquist Photo 1955

BODFISH FOREVER

19 September 2005, Marine Gunnery Sgt. Michael
Burghardt, a 35-year-old native of Huntington Beach, California, who had served with the Marine Corps for 18 years (the
last 15 of them in bomb disposal), was called upon to disarm
some improvised explosive devices (IEDs) near Ramadi, Iraq.
As a member of an Explosive Ordnance Disposal (EOD) unit,
Sgt. Burghardt was tasked with locating, identifying, disarming and disposing of the IEDs that Iraqi insurgents have increasingly been using as offensive weapons against U.S.
troops.

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

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, Gaylord Opryland Hotel, Bubba O’Malley’s Wild Irish Inn ‘ Boudro’s Texas
Bistro or Mickey Finn MCL at MCB Quantico.
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