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Knowledge of the enemy's dispositions can only be obtained from other men…..Sun Tzu—The Art Of War (ca 512 B.C.)

June 1966 - Operation KANSAS
- Hubert E. “HU” Campbell -

The Que Son Valley straddles the border between the Quang
Tin and Quang Nam provinces southwest of the Marine Corps
Base at Da Nang. In June of 1966 intelligence reports from
the 2d Division of the Army of the Republic of Vietnam
(ARVN) indicated that the 2d North Vietnamese Army
(NVA) Division (also known as the 620th North Vietnamese
Army) was concentrating in the valley, using it for training
and staging attacks on the coastal villages to the east. The
enemy was well trained and supplied.
To counter the enemy’s growing strength in the area, the
Third Marine Amphibious Force, commanded by (then Lt.
General) Lewis (Lew) W. Walt, devised and executed Operation KANSAS. General Walt selected the 1st Reconnaissance
Battalion to carry out the operation.
KANSAS called for 1st Recon to saturate the Que Son
with reconnaissance patrols, to locate concentrations of the
enemy reported to be there, and to call supporting air and artillery or infantry upon them.
LtCol. Arthur Sullivan ordered the insertion of two patrols
on the evening of June 13. One team (including Sullivan) was
lifted to Nui Loc Son, a small mountain in the center of the
valley. A second team from the 1st Platoon of Sullivan’s
Charlie Company, led by Staff Sergeant Jimmie E. Howard,
was stationed near the military crest of 1500 foot Hill 488
(Nui Vu). Howard’s team “Carnival Time” consisted of 15
Recon Marines and 2 Corpsmen. On the following day six
additional teams were inserted in the Que Son. One of these
patrols, from the Battalion’s Force Recon Company, parachuted onto Hill 555 to the west of Howard’s team on Nui Vu
(Hill 488).
One man was injured in the drop. The team was detected and
had to ne extracted.
Howard was no stranger to hilltops. In Korea he was
awarded the Silver Star for gallantry in the defense of the
combat outpost “Bunker Hill”. He was a seasoned veteran,
liked and respected by his men.
Carnival Time spent the first two days of its patrol spotting the enemy below and calling fire missions. Howard, cautious because of experience, only called artillery missions
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when a spotting aircraft was in the area. Spontaneous artillery
would alert the enemy that Recon was on the high ground
above them.
Howard’s precautions, however, did not prevent the alert
enemy from detecting Carnival Time’s presence. Howard’s
radio was tuned to the same frequency as an Army Special
Forces unit based at Hoi An and on the afternoon of 15 June
he overheard one of their patrols near Nui Vu reporting the
concentration of a large number of the enemy at the base of
the hill on which Carnival time sat.
(Continued on next page)

First Sergeant Jimmie E. Howard

Outnumbered 25 to 1 And Surrounded

(Continued from previous page)

The Army patrol was requesting permission to engage the enemy. Permission was denied.
Howard later said that the language used by Army Sergeant 1st Class Donald Reed and Specialist 5th Class Hardey
Dandrey to protest the denial was not taught in any communications school.
Howard, now alerted to the probability of an enemy attack
on his position, was able to devise a plan before the enemy
struck. Prior to the warning the small platoon’s teams had
been assigned position on the hilltop. They were now instructed to consolidate at the crest of the hill upon the first contact
with the enemy. Carnival Time hunkered down and waited.
Howard’s location was near a large rock near the crest of
the hill. One of the positions initially established by Howard
was located less than 50 meters forward of his. This position,
occupied by the observation team of Lance Corporal Ricardo
Binns resting in small depressions made by the enemy during a
previous occupation of the hilltop had been on 100 percent
alert since darkness fell.
At approximately 2200 as the team peered into the surrounding darkness, Binns supported himself on his elbows,
aimed his rifle at a bush 12 feet to his front and fired. The
bush was seen to fall over backwards and begin thrashing
about. Enemy grenades then fell like rain all around the
Marines’ perimeter. Corpsman Billie Don Holms said later
that “They were within 20 feet of us, Suddenly there were grenades all over. Then people started hollering. It seemed like
everyone got hit at the same time.”

The enemy had effectively surrounded Carnival Time in expert fashion and cut off an escape route hastily prepared by
Howard when he prepared his plan. The grenade attack was
followed by the sound of clacking bamboo sticks and shrill
whistles signaling the start of a well coordinated attack designed to overwhelm and annihilate the Marines. The enemy
attack was supported by four 50 caliber machine guns strategically firing explosive projectiles from the four compass
points and by 60 mm mortars.
Carnival Time, consisting mainly of young, untested Marines, was in shock………but only momentarily.
Any imaginary salty old Marine, while telling such a tale
to an awestruck youngster might have ended the tale abruptly
by saying that “we were all killed”. But……..Carnival Time
reacted in savage fashion. The enemy momentum was lost
immediately when their skirmishers were cut down upon exposing themselves for forward movement by the well-aimed
disciplined fire of the Marine riflemen.
The North Vietnamese behind their attacking front sensed
almost immediately that discretion was, indeed, “the better
part of valor” as they tripped over the carcasses of their dead
comrades. They then began to probe for weakness in the
Marine perimeter and focused their attention on individual
Marines using concentrated fire and grenades.
The Marines had grenades as well….twice as powerful
and with more shrapnel than the Chinese ordnance used by the
North Vietnamese……….though in short supply. Recon patrols of eighteen men are not armed to withstand the well supplied and prepared attack of a NVA battalion with heavy

Carnival Time
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E. M. Penland Photo—1957

automatic weapons and mortar support and they carried only
the standard issue of four grenades per man.
Howard contacted Charlie Company Commander Captain
Gerachty and LtCol. Sullivan with a simple message “You’ve
gotta get us out of here…...There are too many of them for my
people”. They were outnumbered 25 to 1 with many casualties. Sometime near midnight Sullivan asked Division Direct
Air Support for the full menu for Howard immediately: flare
ships, helicopter gunships and fixed wing support.
Then, after midnight, the enemy mounted a second attempt
to overwhelm Howard and his men. By that time the
Marines were running low on ammunition and had used the
last of their grenades. Howard instructed them not to use automatic fire with their rifles but to make every round count.
Accuracy and fire discipline trumped the enemy’s fire volume
and they fell back a second time only to snipe at individual
Marines. The enemy was so close to the Marines that they
were attempting to drag dead and wounded marines away from
their positions.
It was 0100 when “Smoky Gold”, an Air Force Flare ship,
finally reached Nui Vu. The first flare that was dropped immediately revealed the gravity of the situation faced by Carnival
Time. NVA reinforcements in the valley appeared to Pfc Joseph Kosoglow as he peered down the slope of Hill 488
“……...like an ant hill ripped apart. They were all over the
place”.
Smoky Gold paved the way for armed helicopters and attack jets who had been circling above unable to act in the darkness. Hueys now hovered 20 feet above the slopes of Nui Vu
and delivered a steady stream of machine gun fire on the attackers up to 25 meters from the Marines. The helicopters alternated with the jets as they delivered bombs and napalm artfully directed by Howard.
The encircling enemy continued to pelt Carnival time with
grenades. The Marines, now out of grenades, began to throw
rocks at the enemy who, mistaking them for grenades, would
expose themselves to the deadly single shots of the Marine
marksmen.
Within an hour of the initial attack all of the Marines had
been wounded at least once, some more than once, by grenade
shrapnel, enemy small arms and automatic weapons, and their
supporting heavy machine guns and mortars which continued
almost unabated.
The exact number of dead Marines would not be known
until dawn but the volume of fire from the hilltop was reduced
considerably by their reduced manpower …...fire discipline
ordered by Howard made up for their reduced number as their
dwindling supply of ammunition was expended.
Howard maintained contact with the Special Forces Camp
at Hoi An and requested 105 mm artillery fire into the valley
on the approaches to Nui Vu to prevent enemy reinforcement.
Somewhere near 0300 an attempt was made by a flight of
H34 helicopters to extract Carnival time. Howard sent them
away with an indication that enemy fire was still too intense for
them to safely land. It was decided that Howard would have
hold out until dawn’s light.
(Continued on next page)
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“Charlie” , as the Marines called the enemy, began to yell
taunts and obscene insults at the Marines……”Marines you die
one hour”….”Marines you die !” Some already had.
The remaining Marines asked Howard if they could return
the insults. Howard encouraged them to do so. They all decided to show their contempt for the attackers by laughing at them.
The hilltop resounded with loud and raucous laughter. It
pleased some of the weary Marines to think they had unnerved
the enemy with their reply.
Shortly after 0300 Howard received a wound to his back
which temporarily rendered his legs useless. In great pain he
refused morphine from Corpsman Holmes because he feared
that it would impair his ability to care for his people. He struggled from hole to hole dragging the team’s lifeline, a PRC-25
radio, which he had appropriated from Corporal Robert Louis
Martinez, one of his communicators, while encouraging his
men to hold on till daylight.
Howard sounded revile at 0600…..literally…….after a 45
minute warning…….a new day had dawned on the 1st Platoon
of Charlie, 1st Recon…..they were still intact and still able to
fight.
Fire from the enemy slacked considerably with the coming
of daylight. Most of the attackers, appreciating the risk of exposing themselves to the helicopters and aircraft took to the
ground to await nightfall. Two of the 50 Caliber machine guns,
at least one light machine gun, and several snipers remained
active.
During the lull in firing two helicopters from VMO-6 appeared. One marked the site for a medical evacuation and was
immediately fired upon as it attempted to land. The wounded
helicopter veered away and landed in a rice paddy several miles
away. The aircraft was piloted by the Commanding Officer of
VMO-6, Major William Goodsell. The mortally wounded
Goodsell died before he reached a hospital.
The Medivac helicopter descended anyway but was waved
off by Howard as he saw machine gun fire hitting the under
armor of the aircraft.
The jets and Huey’s had another round of rockets, bombs
and strafing during which another Huey was lost with its crew
chief killed.
Above Hill 488 helicopters bearing Charlie Company of the
1st Battalion, 5th Marine Regiment had been circling for nearly
an hour waiting for an opportunity to safely land. When it finally came the relief company immediately began a mortar
bombardment of the enemy as the 1/5 grunts climbed the steep
slopes under sniper fire. The hunters now became the hunted
and tracers from machine guns were now red instead of green.

No hints this time !
The stubbornness of some of the snipers, who were still
expertly taking a toll on the Marines, frustrated the relief to the
degree that they ordered F8 Crusader jets to attack with 20
mm cannon fire aimed at individual sniper positions. The aircraft began successive passes at altitudes of 10 to 20 feet above
ground and finally silenced the last of the snipers.
C/1/5 Commanding Officer Buck Darling declared the hill
secured at noon. 39 enemy dead were searched for documents.
It is unknown how many the enemy were able to drag away
under cover of darkness. 18 enemy automatic weapons were
retrieved, mostly of Chinese manufacture. Darling then had his
men mount helicopters and they flew off the plateau.
The action on Nui Vu claimed the lives of 10 Marines.
Carnival time lost six, VMO-6 lost 2 (including their CO), and
Darling’s Charlie Company 1/5 lost 2.
Carnival Time was extracted at 0900 on 16 June after
demonstrating that the Honor, Courage and Commitment instilled into each individual Marine at his birth as a Marine was
proven real again in incredible proportion by he men
of 1st Recon and, the THIRD MAF with the aid of Air
Force TAC-4.
Editor’s Note: This article was abbreviated before publication due to circumstances beyond the Editor’s control. It
began as a derivative work from Small Unit Action In Vietnam
Summer 1966 by Captain Francis J. West Jr. USMCR, HQMC
Washington, DC 1967. Other primary souces include U. S.
Marines in Vietnam, And Expanding War, 1966 HQMC Historical and the Command Chronologies and Patrol Reports of the 1st
Reconnaissance Battalion for 1966.
The Editor cannot, however, recommend any source more highly than HILL 488 by Ray Hildreth and Charles W. Sasser. (SEE
PAGE 11 FOR COMPLETE DETAILS).
HU

Recon Reflections Issue #26 - 1 January 2012- Page 4

On 19 April 1911 Dave (Doc) Snider, Mike Robertson, Ed Rowland,
Rod Kickliter, Nick Robertson guided by two members of Vietnam
Battlefield Tours, Gene Miller and Tex Sitler visited Hill 488. It was
near the 45th anniversary of Carnival Time’s stand on Nui Vu,
(“Howards Hill). Doc Snider here briefly describes the visit.

April 19, 2011 - Hill 488
We boarded the bus and were off. We had our Vietnamese
guide, Mr. Thangh, pronounced “Tang” and affectionately
known as Poon. Tex Stitler and Gene Miller from Vietnam
Battlefield Tours were leading our group of five. We had
Mike Robertson, Ed Rowland, Rod Kickliter, Nick Robertson,
Mike’s 17 year old son and me. The drive out there took
about an hour and a half and as usual there was a lot of grab
assing going on. The Rolling Squad Bay was at its best facing
another day in the neighborhood soon to be made better by old
and new memories. The approach to 488 we used was up a
finger to another but, lower hill. The terrain is quite steep in
places and is covered with grass 3’ tall grass and scrub
trees. At first glance I thought this would be a walk in the
park………….at least I thought so. I was proven wrong
quickly. You could not see where your feet were being placed
due to the thick grass and unfortunately, below the grass and
hidden from view were countless rocks ranging in size from
fist sized to football sized. It was obvious their only reason for
being there was to cause your feet to go flying out from under
you………..and far too often they did. There were no paths,
although local Vietnamese are searching for gold up there.
We arrived scratched, cut, bruised, tired and ready to celebrate to what our GPS indicated was 488. We spent 15 minutes
looking over the hill for the “Big Rock” described in Ray Hildreath’s book “Hill 488”. This book is the story of team Carnival Time, a first hand account of the battle for 488 also
known as Howard’s Hill. The “Big Rock” was described to
rival the old Volkswagen Beetle in size. It was not anywhere
to be found on that hill.
Our GPS must have been off. There was a larger hill to the
northwest that could be reached by climbing down a saddle
and then up again to the crest of that hill. Off we went. The
terrain was the same, perhaps a little steeper coming out of the
saddle. As we neared the top, maybe another 40 meters to go
Mike Robertson, 1st Force, was moving to the left accompanied by his son Nick, Tex and the two Vietnamese guides. I
spotted a wash off to my right and Rod Kicklighter and I took
that route. The wash made movement easier and soon I saw
what looked like an animal trail, confirmed by the cow pies,
and I was soon arriving at the top, directly to the right of the
“Big Rock”. Hot damn, we had found it. I let loose with the
recon arrruugah. The rest of the men were soon walking
around the top of the hill and marveling at the view this OP
afforded. Unfortunately, the weather was not our friend this
morning and the clouds below us were intermittently blocking
the valleys.
We walked around the top of the hill and found some indentations in the ground at the northeast end of the hill. These
might have been fighting holes positioned to cover a ridge line
running directly to the top of 488. My imagination

roamed freely and the isolation a Reconner would feel in the
blackest of nights straining to hear the sounds of the enemy
sneaking towards him was palpable.
The day was streaking onward and soon it was time to
take pictures of the rock and make our didi. Kicklighter, Robertson and I climbed onto the rock, which was around 5’ tall
by 15’ long and 5’-6’ across. Tex called out, “Doc, catch this”
as he skillfully underhanded a folded Marine Corps flag to
me. I caught it like Willy Mays making a basket catch and
immediately felt my right foot slip and into the air I went. My
body lurched to the right and yes, I was in a world of hurt. I
landed on my stomach, chest and chin on top of that bitch of a
rock and slowly slid down the side only to be pinned against
the rock by a sapling. Fortunately, no damage occurred and I
lived for another day. One of the guys was exploring the
ground around the Big Rock with a stick and discovered a discarded or lost canteen cup certainly a relic from Carnival
Time’s battle. It was secured and brought back to the World,
hopefully for acceptance by the Marine Corps Museum.
We had carried with us a copy of Ray Hildreath’s book,
‘Hill 488’ with the intentions of burying it on top. Every
member present wrote a note on the inside cover prior to placing the book into a sealed plastic bag. The book was buried at
the northeast end of the ‘Big Rock’ awaiting the return of Ray
Hildreath who returned to the hill in June to observe the 45th
anniversary of the battle. We hope he read and appreciated
our sincee comments recognizing the brave men who fought
and died on that hill.
It took us a little over two hours for the climb up and
around an hour and a half for the slide down. And slide it
was. Poon tried to lead us down a different slope and this was
a grave mistake. The slope was terraced with steps about a
foot wide. Unfortunately, the steps were hidden by the tall
grass and it was impossible to judge where to put your feet.
An errant step and you found yourself falling downhill. Fortunately, no one was hurt on the descent and the bottom of the
hill was a welcome sight.
Nui Vu, Hill 488, is today an isolated but peaceful location rising over a quarter of a mile high above beautiful valleys, lush farmlands and rice paddies. It is difficult to imagine
the battle that raged on that hill top that claimed the lives of 6
members of Carnival Time, 4 members of 1st Battalion 5th
Marines and 4 helo crew members. I was honored to have had
the opportunity to stand on hallowed Marine Corps ground.
The view from the crest of Nui Vu looking north into the now tranquil
Que Son Valley. Little is left atop the hill to hint at the carnage that occurred here 45 years ago. While some would prefer to forget it, we encourage thoughtful reflection as a tribute to the 1st Recon courage and sacrifice
that took place here 1n 1966.
HU
Photo—Dave (Doc) Snider April 2011
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Strickland and Bell look for a lighted smoking lamp in respite from the wind on theAleutian Unalaska Island while
unidentified man on right tries to warm the back of his head.

H. Campbell Photo—Jan. 1956

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
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Editor’s Note (Again ?):
We are grateful to Randy Kendall who answered our call for
help in Yoeman fashion with the following moving testimonial from a member of C/1/5 who answered the call to aid
Carnival Time on Hill 488. Randy was a participant in
Operation Kansas and was on one of the 1st Recon Teams
inserted in the Que Son. Semper Fi ! Randy…...beaucoup
thanks.
HU

To whom it may concern:
It is said that each person has 15 minutes of fame in his
life. Well my brothers, I believe likewise, some of us age
gifted to be in the presence of heroes! On 15 June, 1966, I
was a PFC with Charlie 1/5. We had seen a little action.
That evening we were called on to go to the aid of a
Recon unit in deep shit. To say I was a little scared is an
understatement. Recon never gets into a little trouble they
usually get in a shit storm. And if they needed help you can
bet the farm it was not going to be enjoyable. We mounted
up, boarded the choppers and were off.
These Marines were acting as a radio rela for another
Recon unit. As we approached, all I saw were green tracers,
not a red one in the bunch. The pucker effect was total. But
we were waved off. Seems that this crazy Recon guy said it
was too hot to land: hell, that worked for me.
Shortly after that, as the sum came up, we came into the
LZ at that od-forsaken hill. What we did, the KIA’s ad
WIA’s we took, although heart wrenching, seems now just a
side note to what had happened to those brave Marines on
that Hill that night. No movie will be made about it; no history book will ever remember it; but I saw and helped some
of this country’s greatest heroes. Below is the Citation for
one of them. That night one Medal of Honor was won, 3 [4]
Navy Crosses, numerous Silver Stars and God only knows
how many Purple Heart. There were teenage boys that night
that gave everything: they would never go home to buy that
GTO or take Suzy to the Prom.
16 June, 1966, I stood with the most gallant men our Marine Corps has ever produced. There has never been a day
since that I don’t think of them. Below is Gunny Howard’s
Medal of Honor Citation, they are just words to some but not
to me.

The President of the United States in the name of The Congress
takes pleasure in presenting the

MEDAL OF HONOR
to
GUNNERY SERGEANT JIMMIE E. HOWARD
UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS
for service as set forth in the following CITATION:
For conspicuous gallantry and intrepidity at the risk of his life
above and beyond the call of duty as a Platoon Leader, Company
"C", First Reconnaissance Battalion, First Marine Division
(Reinforced), Fleet Marine Force, Pacific, in action against communist insurgent forces in Quang Tin Province, Republic of Vietnam, on 16 June 1966. During the night Gunnery Sergeant (then
Staff Sergeant) Howard's platoon of eighteen men was assaulted
by a numerically superior force consisting of a well-trained North
Vietnamese Battalion employing heavy small arms fire, automatic
weapons and accurate weapon fire. Without hesitation he immediately organized his platoon to personally supervise the precarious
defense of Hill 488. Utterly oblivious to the unrelenting fury of
hostile enemy weapons fire and hand grenades he repeatedly exposed himself to enemy fire while directing the operation of his
small force. As the enemy attack progressed and the enemy fire
increased in volume and accuracy and despite his mounting casualties, Gunnery Sergeant Howard continued to set an example of
calmness and courage. Moving from position to position, he inspired his men with dynamic leadership and courageous fighting
spirit until he was struck and painfully wounded by fragments
from an enemy hand grenade. Unable to move his legs and realizing that the position was becoming untenable, he distributed his
ammunition to the remaining members of his platoon and skillfully
directed friendly aircraft and artillery strikes with uncanny accuracy upon the enemy. Dawn found the beleaguered force diminished
by five killed and all but one wounded. When rescue helicopters
proceeded to Gunnery Sergeant Howard's position, he directed
them away from his badly mauled force and called additional air
strikes and directed devastating small arms fire on the enemy thus
making the landing zone secure as possible. His valiant leadership
and courageous fighting spirit served to inspire the men of his
platoon to heroic endeavor in the face of overwhelming odds, and
reflected the highest credit upon Gunnery Sergeant Howard, the
Marine Corps and the United States Naval Service.
/S/ LYNDON B. JOHNSON

Respectfully Submitted;
Cpl. Jim O. Davlin
0311 64-68
1/5 Hill 54.
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The Decemer 2010 edition of Reflections erroneously reported that Cpl. Randall P. Manela was a member of The Team
Rush Act Recon Patrol. Cpl. Manela was not a member of the
patrol. He volunteered to accompany Lt. Col. Leftwich on
the emergency extract mission and was therefore a passenger
inside the CH-46 aircraft when it crashed. His desire to help
in the rescue of his fellow Recon Marines cost him his life.

THE WALL

Standing here in front of the Wall
silently reading your name
solemnly I thank you one and all
Each of you different, yet the same
The list seems forever endless
but I remember your faces
you made the supreme sacrifice,
I Confess as I walk slowly with measured
paces Each one of you answered the call
willingly or not, you gave your lives
Rest easy, my Brothers - heroes all
The Nation still survives
Randy is at Panel 06W - Line 68
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The Springfield Massachusetts Republican Newspaper 2 October 2011
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Staff Sergeant Jimmie Earl Howard
Acting Platoon Leader
Date of Birth—27 July 1929
Date of Enlistment—12 July 1950
MEDAL OF HONOR—PURPLE HEART

Lance Corporal William C. Norman
Date of Birth—18 January 1947
Date of Enlistment 9 March 1965
SILVER STAR— PURPLE HEART

Lance Corporal Ricardo C. “Rick” Binns
Second Squad Leader
Date of Birth— 25 December 1945
Date of Enlistment—29 March 1963
NAVY CROSS—PURPLE HEART

Lance Corporal Thomas G. Powles
Date of Birth— March 1946
Date of Enlistment—2 June 1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Hospitalman Third Class Billy D. Holmes
Medical Corpsman
Date of Birth— 29 December 1942
Date of Enlistment— 28 May 1962
NAVY CROSS—PURPLE HEART

Lance Corporal Ralph G. Victor
Date of Birth—4 May 1947
Date of Enlistment—2 June 1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Private First Class Charles W. Bosley
Date of Birth—15 January1947
Date of Enlistment—14 August 1964
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Private First Class James O. McKinney
Date of Birth—30 October 1947
Date of Enlistment—1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART— POSTHUMOUSLY

Hospitalman First Class Richard J. Fitzpatrick
Medical Corpsman
Date of Birth—4 March 1931
Date of Enlistment—14 August 1964
SILVER STAR— PURPLE HEART

Lance Corporal Alcadio N. Mascarenas
Date of Birth—6 June 1944
Date of Enlistment—15February1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART—POSTHUMOUSLY

Lance Corporal Raymond S. Hildreth
Date of Birth— 6 April 1947
Date of Enlistment—25 March 1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Corporal Jerald R. Thompson
First Squad Leader
Date of Birth— November 1941
Date of Enlistment— 30 November 1959
NAVY CROSS—PURPLE HEART—POSTHUMOUSLY

Lance Corporal John T. Adams
Date of Birth—23 January 1944
Date of Enlistment—15 August 1963
NAVY CROSS PURPLE HEART—POSTHUMOUSLY

Lance Corporal Robert Martinez
Radioman
Date of Birth—1945
Date of Enlistment—7 January 1964
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Private First Class Ignatius Carlisi
Date of Birth— 6 October 1945
Date of Enlistment—18 November 1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART— POSTHUMOUSLY

Lance Corporal Daniel Mulvihill
Radioman
Date of Birth—28 December 1946
Date of Enlistment—18 May 1964
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART

Private First Class Thomas D. Glawe
Date of Birth—4 March 1948
Date of Enlistment—9 March 1965
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART—POSTHUMOUSLY

Lance Corporal Joseph Kosoglow
Date of Birth— 4 March 1946
Date of Enlistment 25 February 1964
SILVER STAR—PURPLE HEART
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CARNIVAL TIME
Original Roster

Original roster with status of each team member……..updated
-Thanks to Randy Kendall -

A TESTIMONIAL - Hubert E. Campbell
I have probably read a hundred or more “first-person” accounts of Marines facing an enemy. When I purchased Hildreth and Sasser’s HILL 488 for research for this issue of Reflections I expected more of what I had read before. Just ten
short minutes with the book humbled me as never before. I
suddenly found myself on Hill 488 in 1966 complete with the
sounds and smells of Vietnam. Even more telling was the way
that Sasser had wrapped Hildreth’s experience in the saltysavvy vernacular of the 60’s era Marine Corps in a fashion that
was both familiar and comforting.
Hildreth and Sasser place their readers on Nui Vu with
Howard’s “Indians” and allow them the rare privilege of vicariously witnessing both their agony and their victory.

by Maj. L. Caudill USMC (Ret)
Human beings only have two ways to deal with one another: reason and force. If you want me to do something for you, you have a
choice of either convincing me via argument, or force me to do your
bidding under threat of force. Every human
interaction falls into one of those two categories, without exception.
Reason or force, that's it.
In a truly moral and civilized society, people exclusively interact
through persuasion. Force has no place as a valid method
of social interaction and the only thing that removes force from the
menu is the personal firearm, as paradoxical as it may sound to
some.
When I carry a gun, you cannot deal with me by force. You have
to use reason and try to persuade me, because I have a way to negate
your threat or employment of force.
The gun is the only personal weapon that puts a 100-pound
woman on equal footing with a 220-pound mugger, a 75-year old
retiree on equal footing with a 19-year old gang banger, and a single
guy on equal footing with a carload of drunken guys
with baseball bats. The gun removes the disparity in physical
strength, size, or numbers between a potential attacker and
a defender.
There are plenty of people who consider the gun as the source of
bad force equations. These are the people who think that we'd be
more civilized if all guns were removed from society, because a
firearm makes it easier for a [armed] mugger to
do his job. That, of course, is only true if the mugger's potential victims are mostly disarmed either by choice or by legislative fiat--it
has no validity when most of a mugger's potential marks are armed.
People who argue for the banning of arms ask for automatic rule
by the young, the strong, and the many, and that's the exact opposite
of a civilized society. A mugger, even an armed one, can only make
a successful living in a society where the state
has granted him a force monopoly.
Then there's the argument that the gun makes confrontations
lethal that otherwise would only result in injury. This argument is
fallacious in several ways. Without guns involved, confrontations are
won by the physically superior party inflicting overwhelming injury
on the loser.
People who think that fists, bats, sticks, or stones don't constitute
lethal force, watch too much TV, where people take beatings and
come out of it with a bloody lip at worst. The fact that the gun makes
lethal force easier works solely in favor of the weaker defender, not
the stronger attacker. If both are armed, the field is level.
The gun is the only weapon that's as lethal in the hands of an
octogenarian as it is in the hands of a weight lifter. It simply wouldn't work as well as a force equalizer if it wasn't both lethal and easily
employable.
When I carry a gun, I don't do so because I am looking for a
fight, but because I'm looking to be left alone. The gun at my side
means that I cannot be forced, only persuaded. I don't carry it because I'm afraid, but because it enables me to be unafraid. It doesn't
limit the actions of those who would interact with me through reason, only the actions of those who would do so by force. It removes
force from the equation... and that's why carrying a gun is a civilized
act.
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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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