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IF YOU NOTICE THE ABSENCE OF “MEATY”
CONTENT IN THIS ISSUE OF REFLECTIONS,
THE CONTENT IS WHAT IT IS BECAUSE YOU
HAVE NOT SENT YOUR PHOTO’S,
RECOLLECTIONS , OR SEA STORIES TO:
scoutr831@ameritech.net
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In mid-March 1952 the 8th Army, to whom the
Marines were attached, instituted Operation Mixmaster.
The operation was a massive redeployment of UN forces
designed to put more South Korean Army units on the
Main Line of Resistance. The 1st Marine Division was
reassigned to the far western end of the United Nations
line defending a 35-mile line that encompassed the
Pyongyang to Seoul corridor. For much of the next year,
in what would be termed the "Outpost War", action
along this line consisted of small, localized actions
because much of the fighting revolved around the holding and retaking of various combat outposts along key
pieces of terrain.
During this period elements of Reconnaissance
Company were assigned to the Kimpo Provisional
Regiment, posted at Khangwa-do Island on the extreme
left of the Division’s area of responsibility.
The 1st Marine Division — including the Kimpo Provisional Regiment, the amphibian tractor battalion, the
Korean Marines, and two Marine regiments on line —
defended some 60,000 yards, two to four times that
normally assigned to a similarly reinforced division......such was the degree of the Eighth Army’s confidence in the Marines.
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On Nov. 15, 2003, an 85-year-old retired Marine
Corps Colonel died of congestive heart failure at his
home in La Quinta, Calif., southeast of Palm Springs .
He was a combat veteran of World War II. Reason
enough to honor him. But this Marine was a little different. This Marine was Mitchell Paige. It's hard today to
envision -- or, for the dwindling few, to remember -what the world looked like on 26 Oct 1942.
The U.S. Navy was not the most powerful fighting
force in the Pacific. Not by a long shot. So the Navy
basically dumped a few thousand Marines on the beach
at Guadalcanal.
As Platoon Sgt. Mitchell Paige and his 33 riflemen set
about carefully embracing their four water-cooled .30caliber Browning machine guns, manning their section
of the thin khaki line which was expected to defend
Henderson Field against the assault of the night of 25
Oct 1942, it's unlikely anyone thought they were about
to provide the definitive answer to that most desperate of
questions: How many able-bodied U.S. Marines does it
take to hold a hill against 2,000 desperate and motivated
Japanese attackers?
Nor did the commanders of the Japanese Army, who
had swept everything before them for decades, expect
their advance to be halted on some jungle ridge manned
by one thin line of Marines in October of 1942.
But by the time the night was over, The Japanese
29th Infantry Regiment has lost 553 killed or missing
and 479 wounded among its 2,554 men, historian David
Lippman reports. The Japanese 16th Regiment's losses
are uncounted, but the [US] 164th's burial parties
handled 975 Japanese bodies. ... The American estimate
of 2,200 Japanese dead is probably too low.
Among the 90 American dead and seriously wounded
that night were all the men in Mitchell Paige's platoon;
every one. As the night of endless attacks wore on, Paige
moved up and down his line, pulling his dead and
wounded comrades back into their foxholes and firing a
few bursts from each of the four Browning's in turn, convincing the Japanese forces down the hill that the positions were still manned.
The citation for Paige's Medal of Honor Citation defines the event: "When the enemy broke through the line
directly in front of his position, P/Sgt. Paige, commanding a machine gun section with fearless determination,
continued to direct the fire of his gunners until all his
men were either killed or wounded. Alone, against the
deadly hail of Japanese shells, he fought with his gun
and when it was destroyed, took over another, moving
from gun to gun, never ceasing his withering fire."

In the end, Sgt. Paige picked up the last of the 40pound, belt-fed Browning's (the same design which John
M. Browning fired for a continuous 25 minutes until it
ran out of ammunition, glowing cherry red, at its first
U.S. Army demonstration) and did something for which
the weapon was never designed. Sgt. Paige walked down
the hill toward the place where he could hear the last
Japanese survivors rallying to move around his flank,
the belt-fed gun cradled under his arm, firing as he
went.
The weapon did not fail.
At dawn, battalion executive officer Major Odell M.
Conoley was first to discover the answer to our question:
How many able-bodied Marines does it take to hold a hill
against two regiments of motivated, combat-hardened
Japanese infantrymen who have never known defeat?
On a hill where the bodies were piled like cordwood,
Mitchell Paige alone sat upright behind his 30-caliber
Browning, waiting to see what the dawn would bring.
(Continued on next page)
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(Continued from previous page)

But "In the early morning light, the enemy could
be seen a few yards off, and vapor from the barrels of
their machine guns was clearly visible," reports historian
Lippman. "It was decided to try to rush the position."
For the task, Major Conoley gathered together "three
enlisted communication personnel, several riflemen, a
few company runners who were at the point, together
with a cook and a few messmen who had brought food to
the position the evening before."
Joined by Paige, this ad hoc force of 17 Marines counterattacked at 5:40 a.m., discovering that this extremely short range allowed the optimum use of grenades. They
cleared the ridge.
And that's where the previously unstoppable wave of
Japanese conquests finally broke and began to recede.
On an unnamed jungle ridge on an insignificant island
no one had ever heard of, called Guadalcanal .
But who remembers, today, how close-run a thing it
was, the ridge held by a single Marine, in the autumn of
1942?
Some time after, when the Hasbro Toy Co. telephoned
asking permission to put the retired Colonel's face on
some kid's doll, Mitchell Paige thought they must be
joking.
But they weren't. That's his face on the little Marine
they call "G.I. Joe."
(Thanks to Rick Conn, US Navy Seabee Ret)

An Army Ranger was on vacation in the
depths of Louisiana and he wanted a pair of
genuine
alligator shoes in the worst way,
but was very
reluctant to pay the high
prices the local vendors were asking.
After becoming very frustrated with the “no
haggle” attitude of one of the shopkeepers,
the Ranger shouted, “maybe I’ll just go out
and get my own alligator so I can get a pair
of shoes at a reasonable price!”
The vendor said, “ By all means, be my
guest. Maybe you will run into a couple of
Marines who were in here earlier saying the
same thing.”
So the Ranger headed into the bayou that
same day and a few hours later came upon
two men standing waist deep in the water.
He thought, “those must be the two Marines
the guy in town was talking about.” Just
then, the Ranger saw a tremendously long
gator
swimming rapidly
underwater
towards one of the Marines.
Just as the gator was about to attack, the
Marine grabbed its neck with both hands and
strangled it to death with very little effort.
Then both Marines dragged it on shore and
flipped it on its back. Laying nearby were
several more of the creatures.
One of the Marines then exclaimed,
“Damn!, this one doesn’t have any shoes
either!”
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The average age of the military man is 19 years.
He is a short haired, tight-muscled kid who, under
normal circumstances is considered by society as
half man, half boy. Not yet dry behind the ears,
not old enough to buy a beer, but old enough to
die for his country. He never really cared much
for work and he would rather wax his own car
than wash his father's, but he has never
collected unemployment either.
He's a recent High School graduate; he was
probably an average student, pursued some form of
sport activities, drives a ten year old jalopy, and has
a steady girlfriend that either broke up with him
when he left, or swears to be waiting when he
returns from half a world away. He listens to rock
and roll or hip-hop or rap or jazz or swing and
a 155mm howitzer.
He is 10 or 15 pounds lighter now than when
he was at home because he is working or fighting
from before dawn to well after dusk. He has trouble
spelling, thus letter writing is a pain for him, but he
can field strip a rifle in 30 seconds and reassemble
it in less time in the dark. He can recite to you
the nomenclature of a machine gun or
grenade launcher and use either one effectively if
he must.
He digs foxholes and latrines and can apply
first aid like a professional.
He can march until he is told to stop, or stop
until he is told to march.
He obeys orders instantly and without
hesitation, but he is not without spirit or individual
dignity. He is self-sufficient.
He has two sets of fatigues: he washes one and
wears the other. He keeps his canteens full and his
feet dry.

He sometimes forgets to brush his teeth, but
never to clean his rifle. He can cook his own meals,
mend his own clothes, and fix his own hurts.
If you're thirsty, he'll share his water with you;
if you are hungry he will share his food with you.
He'll even split his ammunition with you in the
midst of battle when you run low.
He has learned to use his hands like weapons
and weapons like they were his hands.
He can save your life - or take it, because that
is his job.
He will often do twice the work of a civilian, draw
half the pay, and still find ironic humor in it all.
He has seen more suffering and death than
he should have in his short lifetime.
He has wept in public and in private, for
friends who have fallen in combat and is unashamed.
He feels every note of the National Anthem
vibrate through his body while at rigid attention,
while tempering the burning desire to' square-away'
those around him who haven't bothered to stand,
remove their hat, or even stop talking. In an odd
twist, day in and day out, far from home, he defends their right to be disrespectful.
Just as did his Father, Grandfather, and Greatgrandfather, he is paying the price for our freedom.
Beardless or not, he is not a boy.
He is the American Fighting Man that has
kept this country free for over 200 years.
He has asked nothing in return, except
Our friendship and understanding.
Remember him, always, for he has earned our respect and admiration with his blood.

Eugene
Breeze
Ralph
Demers

Bob
Luster

- Anonymous -
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Bob Luster and “Ma’ Deuce” Crew at Khangwa

Who can forget the sense of brotherhood and
singleness of purpose that we felt with our Navy
UDT brothers on the speedboat Wantuck?
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LCM Patrol departing Khangwa
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THE WANTUCK’S NAMESAKE
Private John Joseph Wantuck, U. S. Marine Corps
John Joseph Wantuck was born in Elmira, New York on
November 26, 1923. He was killed in action July 17,
1943.
Wantuck enlisted in the United States Marine Corps in
Syracuse, New York on January 6, 1942,
and served continuously until the time of his death.
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His awards included the following:
l American Campaign Medal --- 1942
l Asiatic-Pacific Campaign Medal --- 1942-43
l Purple Heart --- 1943
l NAVY CROSS with the following citation:
"For extraordinary heroism while serving as a
member of an Anti-Aircraft unit, New Georgia Island, in
action against enemy Japanese forces on July 17, 1943.
With the entire American occupation force endangered
by approaching hostile troops intent on recapturing the
beachhead, Private Wantuck and a comrade unhesitatingly volunteered to man two light machine guns in a
desperate effort to defend the inadequately protected
position. Relying solely upon the doubtful performance
of a weapon taken from a salvage pile, Private Wantuck
cooly waited through the night for the enemy to aproach
within easy range and then opened fire. As a result of
his courageous and daring strategy, morning light
disclosed six dead Japanese in the vicinity, evidence
that twelve to fifteen more dead or wounded had been
carried off and that an enemy 90-MM mortar crew had
been wiped out. Private Wantuck was found lying near
his gun but the Japanese force had been completely
disorganized.
His valiant spirit of self-sacrifice and his steadfast
devotion to the accomplishment of a dangerous mission
were in keeping with the highest traditions of the United States Naval service. He gallantly gave his life for his
country."

George Mason (1725 – 1792)
American Patriot, statesman and a delegate from
Virginia to the U.S. Constitutional Convention.
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FROM A DECEMBER 1957 EDITION OF THE PENDLETON SCOUT NEWSPAPER
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AN INSTITUTION LONG SINCE GONE
As regular as the changing seasons the prospect
of a general equipment inspection struck terror in
the hearts and minds of all 50’s era lower enlisted.
“Junk On The Bunk” accompanied virtually every
unit inspection by general staff, from the Inspector
General down to the Division Commander. It was
not at all unheard of to have the dreaded event
called for by field grade brass when they became
bored.
The “inspection” rarely lived up to its definition.
The inspecting officer would seldom take notice of
any particular display. On rare
occasions,
however, lower ranking members of the inspector’s
staff would cast knowing glances at something
obviously out of place or missing.
Hour after hour was spent in preparation for
the inspection and it was usually held with most
of those who had equipment displayed half asleep
from working on their gear the night before.
The inspection was designed to insure that
every Marine had all his gear and that it was in a
serviceable condition.
Who remembers a buddy rich enough to own a
car where all civvies, tailored shirts and contraband items were stashed during the inspection.
Individual clothing lockers and footlockers were
also inspected during the J.O.B. They often
garnered more attention than the bunks.

A roadmap copied from the Guidebook For Marines, 4th Edition,
June 1954 which was issued to all Marine recruits
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The wonderful love of a beautiful maid,
The love of a staunch true man,
The love of a baby, unafraid,
Have existed since time began.
But the greatest of loves, The quintessence of loves.
even greater than that of a mother,
Is the tender, passionate, infinite love,
of one drunken Marine for another.

MCRD San Diego Date unknown

BOB LUSTER
HU CAMPBELL

Pamela Tucker Photo—Nashville 2010

"Semper Fidelis"
General Louis H. Wilson
Commandant of the Marine Corps
Toast given at 203rd Marine Corps Birthday Ball
Camp Lejueune, N.C. 1978

BODFISH FOREVER
The answer to
in the
last issue of Reflections

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
We oldies have only recently discovered
the pleasures of building and shooting type
AR-15 rifles. This is an AR firing pin.

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, Mickey Finn MCL , the
Officers Club at MCB Quantico , The Old Spaghetti Factory of Portland Oregon or The Charleston Club at
Charleston Air Force Base, Charleston SC.
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