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We know that some of you are in love
with the Horace A. Bass…….where Recon
history was made 200 miles into North Korea………….but some of us love the Wantuck….where
we
learned
to
be
“seaworthy”. She served us well, as did
the men of UDT 12 and 13 from Coronado.
The little Wantuck was their home and
they shared it with us.
Whenever we boarded the Wantuck we
were not treated as “passengers”, but
rather as comrades on a mission. It was a
not-to-be-forgotten experience for a Recon
Marine to be treated as an equal by the
crew of the Wantuck and its resident
UDT’s.
True, they would take advantage of you
at poker…..but that is the “swabby” nature….(entirely foreign to Marines)…….and
they would do anything to get your
gear……(the writer lost his field jacket but
ended up with an APD-125 wool-lined
canvas deck jacket)….but that is a story
for another time.
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We found ourselves aghast when they
conducted “Target Practice” on the fantail
and were throwing empty 30 round M3A1
magazines overboard. (The writer still has
a brand-spanking-new one snatched from
Davey Jones’ pruny fingers before the icy
Bering Sea could claim it). We were later
discouraged from displaying our virginblued treasures at inspection and some
were relegated to the armorer. Incidentally, we were not overly impressed by their
marksmanship.
Those who smoked couldn’t believe the
price of cigarettes….cartons sealed in wax,
purchased from the Ship’s Store…….And
who could ever forget feasting on beans at
(Continued on page 4)
breakfast!
O. K. Purists ! We know that
the Wantuck was not a UDT Flagship,
but we were too young to have been
on the Lanier. The fantastic Navy
warriors of UDT’s 12 and 13 considered the Wantuck their home and that
made the Wantuck special to them.

ligence and fire-support.
"Each MSOC is commanded by a Marine Major and capable of deploying task-organized expeditionary Special Operations Forces to conduct special reconnaissance and direct action and missions in support of the geographic combatant commanders."

(DON’T BE INTIMIDATED BY ALL THE ACRONYMS)
by Stew Smith — Marines.Com

The selection process for MARSOC has changed significantly compared to the previous Force Recon indoctrination.
Before, each Force Recon company did their own Indoctrination. Now, all O-4 and below operational positions at MARSOC units must go through a 3-week central screening overseen by the Marine Special Operations School (MSOS). It is
pretty standard physical and tactical testing for the special operations community under USSOCOM operational control.

In the past few years, as the United States has ramped up its
battle against terrorists worldwide, the special operations community has grown and changed to better prepare our special
operators to do their mission. The Marine Corps has also
changed the way they do business on the special ops side of the
house. With the development of U.S. Marine Corps Forces,
Special Operations Command (MARSOC), the Marine Corps
joined forces with U.S. Special Operations Command
(SOCOM) to perform a variety of special operations missions
around the world, including foreign internal defense, special
reconnaissance, direct action and other missions.
Here is the breakdown to clear up any confusion with the
changes in Marine Reconnaissance and the structure of MARSOC.
Marine Recon Battalions still exist and their missions are
largely unchanged. See the details at Camp Pendleton's Basic
Recon Course. But in a nutshell, all future Recon students must
attend the Basic Reconnaissance Course (BRC). You can still
do this as a new Marine, but you must first qualify after boot
camp and School of Infantry (SOI). The link above will describe the standards that a Recon applicant must adhere to before joining the 0321 Military Occupational Specialty (Recon
Marine). Recon Battalions remain an element of the Marine
Divisions and continue performing missions for the deployed
Marine commander. BRC is open to Marines and Navy Hospital Corpsman.
The Marine Corps took both Force Recon Companies and
made them into the foundations for the two MSOBs (Marine
Special Operations Battalions) within MARSOC. The 1st
MSOB is located at Camp Pendleton, CA., and 2d MSOB is at
Camp Lejeune, N.C.
From the MARSOC Website; "(The) MSOB is organized,
trained and equipped to deploy for worldwide missions as directed by MARSOC. It will consist of four Marine Special Operations Companies (MSOCs) and can be task-organized with
personnel uniquely skilled in special equipment support, intel-

Here is a quote from a Marine lieutenant who is considering
attending MARSOC in the near future:
"MARSOC likes for you to be (at least a noncommissioned
officer) before you can tryout, which means that you have to do
about three years or two deployments before you can tryout.
The tryout consists of a pool portion to see if you know what
you are doing in the water. Then, you take a (physical fitness
test) and see between the two of those if you can go to the
three-week screener. They give you a packing list and do not
tell you much more than that - you just go and have fun for
three weeks. Similar to the Army's SFAS and BUD/S Indoc,
which screens you prior to entering, the MARSOC training
school is the goal of the screener. I think that it is more intimidating than anything else, as I hear that it is physical, but if
you can run a 300 PFT you will do well physically, but you
still need to be able to learn new operations and tactics."
MARSOC is quickly becoming more than Force Recon.
There is a Marine Special Operations Advisor Group
(Continued)
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(MSOAG) that has two battalions of advisor teams like the
Army Special Forces ODAs (Operational Detachment Alpha).
Their main mission is foreign internal defense. The MARSOC
component staff has a broad range of officers with Recon or
SOF experience.
About the MSOAG, the MARSOC website states, "The
Marine Special Operations Advisor Group provides tailored
military combat-skills training and advisor support for identified foreign forces in order to enhance their tactical capabilities and to prepare the environment as directed by USSOCOM. Marines and Sailors of the MSOAG train, advise and
assist friendly host-nation forces - including naval and maritime military and paramilitary forces - to enable them to support their governments' internal security and stability, to
counter subversion and to reduce the risk of violence from
internal and external threats. MSOAG deployments are coordinated by MARSOC, through SOCOM, in accordance with
engagement priorities within the Global War on Terrorism."
A forward deployed Marine officer said it best when commenting about the MARSOC-trained Marine, "The product
going in is far more advanced. It is still growing, but you cannot argue with results. They have done well while deployed to
Africa doing FID, and equally well in Afghanistan doing DA/
SR."
— Thanks to Military.Com —

From 1959 Magazine Advertisement

1955

Captain David D. Finne.
Commanding Officer, Reconnaissance Company, Headquarters Battalion, 1st Marine
Division 26 May 1955-19
February 1956.

SSgt; Dick Davidson. 1st
Platoon, Reconnaissance
Company, Headquarters
Battalion, 1st Marine Division until September, 1956

2010

Hello Hu: I've told this story to one other only---Andy, as it
was "kinda" a direct order from Capt. Finne. With his passing
I dare to pass it on to the general "Recon" brotherhood. Anyhow----- Back in 55/56, the first platoon was detached to the
7th Marines for some kind of operation. I was the Platoon Sergeant, Don't remember where SSgt Adisey was. A very salty
MSgt asked me if our Skipper was a D.D. Finne. I answered
that he was. He said he had a story for me to ask Finne
about. It seems that after Guadalcanal, when the 1st Division
went to Australia for R&R, they were encamped a long way
from town and transportation was by railroad only. Problem
was that the last train left town at 02:00. Now, we know that at
02:00 Marines are just getting into the "swing of things" so
naturally, they missed the last train back to camp. Finne, displaying his natural leadership qualities, decided that they
should go to the rail yards for possible solutions to their transportation problem. All Right-----Finne found a engine that still
had steam up and their problem was solved. They, with Finne
as the engineer STOLE the engine and got back to camp
O.K.
When we got back to 15-B-9, I reported the platoon
back to Capt. Finne. I also told him I had a message for him
from MSgt (don"t remember his name) . Capt. Finne asked me
if the MSgt said anything else and I said that he related a story
to me about some Marines stealing a steam engine in Australia
after Guadalcanal. Capt. Finne replied, "SGT DAVIDSON,
THERE ARE TWO PEOPLE IN THIS COMPANY WHO
KNOW ABOUT THAT SITUATION, YOU AND I, AND IF I
HEAR ANYTHING ABOUT IT, YOUR ASS IS
GRASS!!!! I replied, "Aye Aye,Sir" and left his office. I'm
quite sure that the "Skipper" approves the sharing of his story
now. For those who didn"t know, Capt Finne was enlisted
during the 2nd war, got out, went to college under the G.I. bill
and came back in with a commission. He held the Good Conduct Medal w/1 star and the Pacific Campaign medal w/4 stars,
in addition to several others. Very seldom did we see Capt.
Finne wearing his decorations. Remember, back then decorations were not worn on the shirt, only the blouse or Ike
jacket.
Enjoy---SF Dick

http://www.mca-marines.org/
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Wantuck’s history is readily available online but
little detail is given regarding her final days. The
following article and photograph appeared in a
California newspaper late in August of 1957. They
are reproduced here for the benefit of those who
may not know how she met her end.

working on damage control were ordered to stay on the top
decks. If weakened bulkheads gave way, said Howland,
ship might have gone down in a few minutes.
The Wantuck today counted many heroes in its battle to survive.
Skipper Howland praised dthe work of Ltjg. Harry Krug, 25
of 3903 Jewel St. Pacific Beach.
A merchant marine serving his obligated military time in the
Navy, Krug is the Wantuck’s engineering officer.

Heroic Battle Told In Crash At Sea
A desperate and heoric battle with the sea was recounted by
crewmen of the high speed transport Wantuck here today.
The little Wantuck is in dry dock at the Naval Station where
welders, machinists and pipefitters have begun the long job of
repairing a jagged gash in the vessel’s port side.
The hole is a wide as a garage door.
The 306-foot Wantuck was rammed by the 455 foot attack
transport Lenawee at 3:18 Friday when the shops were 180
miles west of San Diego bound for Hawaii.
One Presumed Dead
Fireman L.D. Tenniston is missing and presumed dead after
the bow of the Lenewee cut through the Wantuck’s side, driving part of the steel hull halfway through the little ship.
Three other men were burned and taken aboard the Lenawee
which is proceeding to Pearl Harbor where a board of investigation is being convened.
The Wantuck was towed back to San Diego Saturday night.
Cdr. Frank S. Howland of 2603 Niblick Drive, La Mesa, the
Wantuck’s skipper, today told how his vessel fought a nip-andtuck battle with the sea.
Sinking Three Hours
“For the first three hours we were sinking.” he said.
“It was three hours before we got enough pumps to working
and knew we had a good chance to stay afloat.”
Howland said he was on the bridge when the Lenawee hit
them.
“The impact rocked us and pushed us sideways through the
water for a considerable distance,” he recalled. “The ships
crashed an d banged as we rocked against their bow.”
The lights went out.
Steam lines were smashed as the Lenawee’s bow sliced
through the Wantuck’s engine room. The blast of high pressure steam shot piping insulation and packing higher than the
mast.
The forward engine room was flooded.
Water poured into the forward fireroom so fast after the collision that the boiler fires were turned out. The fireroom was
next to the flooded section.
It was feared that water would rise around thr fires and cause
an explosion, breaking the shattered hull in half.
Ordered to Top
Even after the Wantuck was taken in hand by the submarine
rescue ship Florikan and the Navy tug Cree, all hands not the

Party Quickly Organized
Within minutes after the crash Krug organized a damage
control party and led them into forward compartments on each
side of the flooded engine room.
They shored up the weakened bulkheads with 4-by4 inch
timbers kept aboard for such an emergency.
“If either of the bulkheads had given way,” said Howland,
“it’s pretty likely that all of Krug’s men couldn’t have gotten
ot. There wouldn’t have been time.
Fast Work Needed.
“We didn’t have much chance to think about the danger,”
said Krug. “We had to work too fast. Every man did a wonderful job.”
Electrician’s mate Cecil Burgess, 20 of Berkeley, and Machinist’s Mate Warren Wise, 21, of Wayne, Mich., were on
watch together in the after engine room when the ship was
struck. The Wantuck has two separate engine rooms and firerooms.
“We really felt it,” Burgess said. “We knew we had been hit.
We heard a blast on the whistle. Then the lights went out. We
stood there in the dard, wondering what was happening. It sure
makes a guy feel funny.”
“Funny and scared.” said Wise.
Boiler tender William Boyden, 23 of Monroe, Wash., was in
the after fireroom at the time.
Water Pours In
“I knew it was something drastic.” he said. “I just hoped we
weren’t sinking. Water was pouring through a crack in the
bulkhead almost at my feet and running into the bilges. In the
dark it wounded like Niagara Falls. When we got a light, we
grabbed rags and dungarees and tried to plug it up.”
Chief Machinist’s Made Donald Cowan of 4658 Shoshone
Drive, Clairemont, who had joined th ship Wednesday just
hours before it sailed, was met at the dock by his wife, and children David 4, and Bobby 8.
Wife Tells Story
“When I read in the Tribune that the ship had been hit in the
enginer room I was real worrked.” Mrs. Cowan said. “It’s
wonderful to see he’s all right.”
Mrs. Virginia Hawkins of 1831 Saipan Drive was one of
about a dozen other wives who were on the dock at the Naval
(Concluded on next page)
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Station when the Wantuck came back.
Her husband is Chief Quartermaster R. M. Hawkins, a veteran of 14 years in the Navy and 21/2 years on the Wantuck.
Crewmen Look Tired
The Wantuck’s 150 crewmen looked tired and sea-weary
when the ship docked about 8:15 P.M.. All were dressed in
dungarees and whowed the results of hard work and the uncertainty of their fight with the sea.
Soon after the ship docked the men were brought ashore by
divisions and marched to the Naval Station mess hall for a hot
meal.
The rescue ship Florikan had sent some hot food to the Wantuck on the way in, but for many of the crew it was their first
hot meal since Thursday night.
Although her crew saved her after being rammed by
the much larger USS Lenawee, APD 125 USS Wantuck
was too badly damaged for efficient repair. She was
decommissioned November 15, 1957, sold October 27
1958 and broken up for scrap

INTO DRY DOCK — A gash in the port side of the Wantuck
makes it look like two ships instead of one as it is edged into dry
dock today.
(California newspaper—August, 1957)

Supporting arms notwithstanding, the
Marines who faced the suicidal attacks of
the enemy on the Jamestown Line in Korea, to a man, would extoll The virtues of
the “deuce” (Mark II Fragmentation Grenade).
Often in short supply on the Combat
Outposts, the Mark II Fragmentation Grenade was an effective weapon in response
to the mass attacks of the suicidal Chinese

Description
The Mk 2 was commonly known as a
"pineapple" grenade, because of its shape
and structure. Grooves were cast into the
cast iron shell to aid in gripping the grenade—this provision gave it the appearance of a pineapple fruit. Although TNT
was used as a filling, EC blank fire
(smokeless firearm) powder was also used
instead in some models due to the tendency of TNT to over-fragment the cast iron
body. EC powder produced an adequate
amount of fragmentation and did away
with the need of a detonator. The detonator
was initially replaced by a small length of
safety fuse terminated with a black powder
igniter charge. Production grenades with
the EC powder filler used the M10 series of
igniting fuse. It was also commonly referred to as the "frag". The Mk IIA1 was introduced in 1942 and lacked the bottom
filler hole of the Mk II being filled through
the fuse well. The Mk II was identify with
an all yellow body prior to1943. They were
now painted olive drab for camouflage purposes with a narrow yellow band below the
fuse. Repainted yellow grenades usually
lacked the yellow band.

HONEY BABE
Lift your head and hold it high, honey
Lift your head and hold it high, baby
Lift your head and hold it high
First Recon is passing by, honey, baby mine.
I don't want a B.A.R., honey
I don't want a B.A.R., baby
I don't want a B.A.R.
I'll get me a babe with a candy bar, honey, baby mine.
The Captain's got a heavy pack, honey
The Captain's got a heavy pack, baby
The Captain's got a heavy pack
Oh, Lord I hope it breaks his back, honey, baby mine.
Don't want hashmarks on my sleeve, honey
Don't want hashmarks on my sleeve, baby
Don't want hashmarks on my sleeve
All I want's a ten year leave, honey, baby mine.
You don't have to call me Sarge, honey
You don't have to call me Sarge, baby
You don't have to call me Sarge
All I want's a quick discharge, honey, baby mine.
The BAMS and WAVES will win the war, honey
The BAMS and WAVES will win the war, baby
The BAMS and WAVES will win the war
So what the heck are we marching for, honey, baby
mine.
The Marine in this photo is believed to be Terrell R.
Sanders Jr., an Administrative Man in Headquarters Section. It appears that the photo was taken
in a Quanset ..……...perhaps the duty hut at Horno
shortly after we moved there in May of 1957.
Any Comments………….confirm or deny?

Lift your head and hold it high, honey
Lift your head and hold it high, baby
Lift your head and hold it high
First Recon is passing by, honey, baby mine.

SAEPE EXPERTUS
SEMPER FIDELIS
FAETERNI RATRES
Often Tested * Always Faithful * Brothers Forever

Some say the event was precipitated by resentment at not being sent to Jump School. Others say it was boredom. Whatever
the reason it was apparently reason enough to inspire a thoughtless act which still haunts the minds of several aging Recon
Marines. While some details of the event are still unknown, we here present what is known after 53 years.
PREAMBLE:
Most of the details included in this article are hearsay
gathered 49 and 50 years after the fact, so the writer can
attest to only two things .
1.

It really “Ain’t no shit”…. The event occurred pretty
much as described here.

2 He is reasonably certain that two days before Halloween, 1957 a member of Charlie 1st Recon Battalion was
recruited to participate in a clandestine activity to take
place after midnight the next night. He was under the
impression that the detail ( a second Marine presented
himself as part of the detail) were going to pull comm
wire from the dumpster (?) behind “C” Co. barracks in a
ditch to a location behind one of the other barracks buildings in our Battalion area. The wire was to be thoroughly
concealed and no revelations were to be made about its
existence. It was assumed that the wire would be used for
EE-8 field telephones. At least one other such
“underground” link existed in the camp so the venture
just seemed like routine Recon “happy grabass”.
Memories fade and details vanish with the passage of
time. This account may not be chronologically accurate.
No names are revealed (though some are definitely known
and others have been suggested)
We encourage anyone with more details or with a more
accurate account to contact the writer.
CID and Military Police are discouraged from responding.
HU
A few minutes after 2200 hours on Halloween
night in 1957 at Camp Horno, Camp Pendleton,
California, the men of the embryonic First Reconnaissance Battalion were in the process of retiring
for the night. It was time for “lights out” and
many of the men of Charlie Company were already
sacked out. Some were showering.
The “GI Cans” in the buildings were being carried to the “Dumpster” behind the barracks building. A couple of radios were playing a contrasting
cacophony of “Shitkicker” and “Rock and Roll”
music. It was a typical sack-time scene.

The explosion was deafening. The concrete floor
of the barracks heaved and transferred an uncomfortable feeling to the soles of bare feet. The thunder echoed up the canyons behind the camp and
then died. A moment of utter silence and then
mayhem as we all spilled outside to see what was
happening.
Days earlier, so the legend tells, two Charlie
Company malcontents hiked down the road to the
2nd ITR “Mines and Booby Traps” area at Tent
Camp #2 and pilfered the storage locker where TNT
was stored. The quantity is not known but more
than 10 pounds has been mentioned.
Behind our S-4 Butler Building there stood a
very large tree. S4 was the last structure in a line
which included low concrete buildings that served
as Headquarters and Barracks for the Company.
The tree shaded a cavity dug into a hillside which
served as an outdoor classroom area, or kiva, which
had wooden ammunition crates dug-in for seating.
The tree had a large hollow area which began at
ground level and extended upward in the tree trunk
for a distance of three or four feet. The cavity was,
no doubt, the result of an injury when the tree was
young. The pilfered explosive was carefully doubleprimed and then packed into the cavity.
No one involved had any idea what the effect of
detonation would be so it was [apparently] decided
to set the charge off remotely.
A few days earlier two (possibly three or four)
men were duped into pulling wire under cover of
darkness from the dumpster, through the dumpster’s drain into a drainage ditch behind the row of
buildings. The wire was likely pulled in two pulls,
one beginning inside the dumpster and another beginning at the tree. The two wires met about midway in the ditch. The ditch was full of plant detretis and contained mud in one place. The wire was
concealed beneath the debris.
Those who pulled the wire were told that it would
be used for communications and that they were to
keep quiet about it.
(Continued)
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It is still unknown who pulled the wire from the
tree or who connected the two wires. The names of
two men who pulled from the dumpster are known.
Yet another man was recruited to empty a designated GI can into which a communications battery
had been concealed. He was to empty the can in
the dumpster and then return to the dumpster, enter, and wait for a designated time to touch off the
charge.
The amazing thing about the entire episode is
that apparently only two or three of those directly
involved knew what what was about to happen.
The entire Company area was littered with debris
from the tree. Pieces of the tree were on the roofs of
the nearby buildings. The S-4 Butler building was
near the blast and suffered some damage. Windows
were damaged on the mess hall.
Shortly after the blast the lights came on in every
building in the camp and all occupants were out on
the “grinder” in front of the barracks buildings staring into the darkness trying to fathom what had
happened.
Sirens were heard from afar and soon vehicles
began to pour into Horno.
The first rumor that went through the crowd of
onlookers was that an aircraft had crashed into the
hill directly behind the camp. A trailer with searchlights eventually arrived and men were scouring the
hillside with metal detectors. Another postulation
stated that the Ontos ammo dump had exploded.
Ontos was on the other side of the hills.
Everyone was ordered to return to their barracks.
The remainder of the night was spent in speculation
and finally in restless sleep.
The next morning the area behind S-4 was found
to be cordoned off and placed off limits.
The men who pulled the wire made no connection with that activity and the blast. Only time
would reveal their involvement. It appeared that
only the two who devised the plot and the unfortunate dupe who touched wires to the battery had any
idea what had transpired. The passing of 53 years
has not revealed whether anyone else was privy to
the plan.
If memory serves, our CO was away for training
with a contingent of the Company and we had an
acting CO. Could have been Captain Fred McLean,

but not sure at this late date. The Captain made it
plain in our morning formation that he “knew” that
we were responsible. He was not pleased that the
event had taken place on “his watch”.
The next few days were filled with scuttlebut
and and speculation. CID had established an office at Bn. Headquarters and was conducting nonstop interviews in hopes of getting to the bottom of
the matter. The writer was interviewed twice. The
investigations were in vain and none of the participants were ever identified.
Several questions still nag the minds of those
who witnessed the event. Perhaps foremost in
some minds is “did someone retrieve the wire after
the blast?” A careful survey of the scene would
have revealed the wire and its course directly to
the dumpster behind Charlie. Was it simply overlooked or did someone clean up the evidence.
Since the principals in devising the plot were
artful enough to use others to carry it out, and
hiding the intent with a careful “need to know”
strategy, then why not plan to have someone undo
the wire? The answer will probably never be
known.
Our Maker was smiling on us because no one
was injured in the insane venture.
The men of Recon Company were noted as
pranksters but no other “frivolous” activity can begin to equal the “Big Bang”.
The writer was transferred to Reserves in November of 1957. He would trade yearly Christmas
cards with another witness to the event. We have
since lost touch…….but our cards would always
end with…………..”BANG !”.

“…...Skillfully reconnoitering
defiles and fords, providing
himself with trusty guides,
interrogating the village priest
and the chief of relays,
quickly establishing relations
with the inhabitants,
seeking out spies,
siezing letters.”
—Napoleon Bonaparte, on the duties of a chief of reconnaissance,
Maxims of War, 1831

Hu, Your story about the torpedo juice and the
180 proof grain alcohol reminded me of my service
as the Targets Chief, S-2 Section, Marine Aircraft
Group 12 at Iwakuni, Japan in 1963 1964. Once again this is no shit. All the sergeants in the MAG lived in one barracks about
300 yards from the Group headquarters buildings
and 400 yards from the mess hall. It was quite a
bit further for us to walk to the NCO club. Because we were all the Sergeants in the group, we
had a considerable mix of MOSs in the long Butler
hut we called home. There was a metal bender
(air frame specialist) who had access to uncounted sheets of aluminum plating that had corroded. He would make you anything you asked
for if it could be made of metal. There were several avionics techs who were very adept at fixing
almost anything electronic (tape recorders, radios,
etc.) Most important of all though were the aircraft ordinance men and the mess sergeants who
had nearly unlimited to straight grain alcohol
(without the poisons) and fruit juices respectively. The ordinance guys would bring a box of 1
pint cans to the barracks (12 pints) and the mess
guys would go to the messhall and bring back
cases of either pinapple or grapefruit juice
(sometimes both), and the party would ensue. This probably took place once a month each
month I was at Iwakuni (13 month tour of duty.)

—President of the United StatesRonald Reagan

Recon Rendezvous

www.firstmarinedivisionassociation.org

MSgt Ray D. “Andy” Anderton USMC (Ret)

Photo by Sgt. Robert W. Luster

Left: Movie Amphitheater with Red Dog Saloon tent in Background. Right: Fortini and F. O. Anderson

JOURNAL OF THE CONTINENTIAL CONGRESS
(Philadelphia) Friday, November 10, 1775
Resolved, That two Battalions of marines be raised,
consisting of one Colonel, two Lieutenant Colonels, two
Majors, and other officers as usual in other regiments;
and that they consist of an equal number of privates
with other battalions; that particular care be taken, that
no persons be appointed to office, or enlisted into said
Battalions, but such as are good seamen, or so acquainted with maritime affairs as to be able to serve to
advantage by sea when required; that they be enlisted
and commissioned to serve for and during the present
war between Great Britain and the colonies, unless
dismissed by order of Congress: that they be distinguished by the names of the first and second battalions
of American Marines, and that they be considered as
part of the number which the continental Army before
Boston is ordered to consist of.
Ordered, That a copy of the above be transmitted to
the General.
[Probable scenario] “Robin” Cunningham, under restraint
by Lou Mayers (hand in face) and two other Marines, refuses to pay Lou the five dollars he has owed Lou for two
months. Robin arrogantly resists shakedown. Marine on
left expresses disgust and gestures appropriately to Robin
or for the camera. Can anyone identify the Marines on the
left and right? This photo was probably taken late in 1957
or early 58 at Camp Horno.

Captain Eugene Breeze (USMC Ret.)and Sergeant Robert
W. Luster both report that Colonel B. S. Pickett passed
away on 9 December, 2009 at his home in South Carolina.
Colonel Pickett, as a First Lieutenant, was the Executive
Officer of Reconnaissance Company , Headquarters, Battalion, 1st Marine Division during the command tenure of
Captain Walter V. Walsh in Korean during most of 1954.
Unfortunately, We do not have a photograph of Colonel Pickett.
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