
September 3, 1969
 I got to the 7th Marine Regiment at LZ Baldy and received the 
run around for a couple of days.  The Division likes to give new peo-
ple a week to acclimatize (no way) so that the new guy won’t get killed 
the first week.  At any rate, I didn’t know if I was coming or going. The 
ending was spectacular, though!  I was rushed over to my battalion at LZ 
Ross the minute it came in from the field, given my gear and my pla-
toon, and left that night on an operation. Wow!  What a rush.  
 The Company came in to Fire Base Ross for a hot meal.  After the 
meal, they immediately left the Base to begin another operation. As the 
Company lined up to receive their meals, one Marine had an accidental 
discharge (all rifles were supposed to have been cleared upon entering 
the Base).  That created quite a stir!  It would have been a heck of a note 
to get shot while getting my meal before even going to the field!
When I picked up my platoon it was a dark, rainy night.  I was intro-
duced to my Platoon Sergeant and, of course, promptly forgot his name.  
The Platoon Sergeant introduced me to my squad leaders and the Pla-
toon Guide.  Naturally, I immediately forgot their names, too.  In the 
dark, they all looked alike.  Fortunately, I soon met my radioman who 
was called Bo.  That I could remember and, having the radio, I could 
always recognize him.  
 We marched most of the night to our starting point and collapsed 
toward morning along side the road.  We were drenched clear through, 
but nevertheless wrapped ourselves in our ponchos and poncho liners, 
lay down in the mud and slipped into an exhausted sleep; no holes dug, 
no sentries posted, nothing.  We all could have had our throats cut and 
we would never have known the difference.  
 The next morning we started a sweep.  I was loaded for bear; hel-
met, flack jacket, pack, M16, web gear, canteens, ammo pouches, first 
aide pouch, grenades, etc.  The gear I was issued at Battalion was very 
worn.  I would swear my flack jacket had blood stains from its previous 
owner, though that may have been my imagination.  The suspenders 



holding up my pistol belt definitely were of WW II vintage as was my 
back pack.  I might add that there weren’t enough compasses for every-
one so the only guy in the platoon with a compass was a squad leader. 
Fortunately, I brought my own jungle boots because jungle boots were 
not part of the issue, either.
 I was covered in every piece of armor I could wear. Being new, 
and having heard all the gory stories, my main fear was that I would 
trigger a booby trap. In wet terrain and unbearable heat we walked up 
and over paddy dikes, through tree lines and hedge rows.  We changed 
direction several times as someone higher up changed the plan.  By af-
ternoon, with all the weight of my equipment and the heat and humidity, 
I was staggering along just trying to keep up.  I definitely was not accli-
matized!  



 We finally stopped.  I immediately dumped all my gear, rifle, 
helmet and flack jacket included. The Company Commander, Captain 
Stanat, called for the Platoon Commanders. We were deployed across a 
series of rice paddies.  The Company Commander was holding his con-
ference on a raised mound which was probably an old grave.  He was 
near the front of the column and I was at the back with the 3rd Platoon, 
my platoon.
 My Platoon Sergeant and I made our way to the Captain Stenant’s 
position.  We no sooner arrived than a couple of snipers opened up on us 
with automatic weapons. Everyone was hugging the ground.  My Pla-
toon Sergeant was shaking (it was near the end of his second tour) and 
my adrenalin was soaring.  Captain Stanat turned his head and told me, 
“Lt. take 3rd Platoon and envelope that tree line.” He indicated the area 
from which we were taking fire.  That meant crawling back across all the 
paddies separating me from my platoon with bullets flying and no hel-
met, flack jacket or rifle. 
 Passing a wounded Marine, I crawled back, scrunching up and 
lunging head and shoulders then rear end over the paddies dikes in a 
caterpillar like movement. I was operating under the theory that if I got 
shot, it would be in the rear end since that was the last part over the dike. 
I got back to my platoon and yelled “guns up!” I set up a base of fire and 
swept the area with my machine guns.   The shooting stopped but I was 
reluctant to have my platoon get on line and walk across the open rice 
paddy.  If the gooks were still there, we would take far too many casual-
ties.  I looked to my Platoon Sergeant, tapping his experience.  He said, 
“Lt., why don’t you send a couple of scouts across before sending the 
platoon.”   I did. Two Marines got up and cautiously walked across the 
open ground. The enemy was gone.  We swept the area, but found noth-
ing.  
 Watching the two Marines get up and walk across those wide open 
rice paddies, it really hit me how important it was to make good deci-
sions.  A decision I made could literally mean life or death.  That is an 



awesome responsibility for any one, much less a young, inexperienced 
2nd Lieutenant.  The fact that those two Marines would get up and walk 
across an open field is testimony to the discipline that the Marine Corps 
instills.  
 After sweeping the paddies we moved up into the mountains for the 
night.  I set up in my platoon headquarters and began to clean my rifle.  
Unfortunately, we had been trained with the M-14 rifle and I had to suf-
fer the indignity of having the Corpsman show me how to break down 
my M-16 so that I could clean it.  I was glad none of my Marine Corps 
buddies were there to see the Navy showing me how to clean my rifle.  I 
would never have lived it down!  That night I slept right next to my hole, 
with my rifle in one hand and helmet in the other. If you want to call it 
sleep.  

7th Marine Regiment Journal
M Co. 3/7
Spotted two NVA/VC  sitting around bunker.  Opened fire with S/A’s at approx. 25 
meters.  Fraged bunkers.  Resulted in two NVA/VC KIA, one AK-47, one carbine, 
documents, medical supplies, one NVA cartridge belt w/canteen and knife, one 
USMC pack, civilian clothing, 03 NVA helmets, and clothing, 10 lbs of rice, one 
chicom, five lbs tobacco.  Destroyed rice and tobacco.

September 5, 1969
 I led my first platoon patrol.  We were sent to explore the surround-
ing foothills for trails.  After a short walk we came to a trail that branched 
off in three directions.  I set up a patrol base with my Platoon Sergeant 
and radio operator and sent a squad up each branch.  Within a few min-
utes, bursts of automatic fire broke out down one of the branches.  We all 
hit the deck. The squad leader radioed, “One confirmed enemy KIA and 
one enemy WIA.”  There was silence and then a single gun shot.  The 
squad leader radioed back, “We now have two enemy KIAs.”  
 When the squad leader got back we got all the gory details, brains 
being splattered, etc.  I sort of lost interest in the meatballs and beans 



I was eating at the time.  Everybody seemed to think that it was pret-
ty good, two kills for the new Lieutenant, but I couldn’t see how I had 
much to do with it.  

7th Marine Regiment Journal
M Co., 3/7
Spotted three NVA/VC opened fire wounded one personnel in ankle.  Returned fire 
swept area with neg. results.

September 8, 1969
 After two days and about five changes in plans we moved up into 
the mountains.  At times we had to hack our way through the under-
growth.  It wasn’t really jungle, more like high, thick bushes.   Captain 
Stanat became very agitated over our slow progress and ordered me to 
get up to the front of my platoon, as we were the lead platoon, and bust 
my way through.  Since the longevity of the people up front is not great, 
in the Basic School we were taught to stay right behind the lead squad, I 
wasn’t overly eager to be up there.  But the C.O. was right behind me, so 
I didn’t have much choice. I positioned myself right behind the point as 
he broke brush forcing his way through the heavy growth. I rotated the 
point as each became exhausted with the exertion.  We were all bathed 
in sweat.  Finally, we found a trail leading to the top of the mountain that 
was our objective.  
 My platoon had been on the trail a while when I stopped them so 
I could find our position on the map.  By this time I was in my usual 
position behind the point squad and the C.O. had gone elsewhere.  It 
occurred to me that I ought to put out security while we were stopped.  
I was just telling the platoon sergeant to do it when the bullets started 
flying.  Everyone hit the deck.  I thought my goose was cooked since we 
were sitting in a line on the trail and we had been told hair-raising stories 
in The Basic School of entire units being wiped out in ambushes. 
  I immediately began yelling for the machine guns, “guns up!” “Get 



the grenade launcher working!” “Squads on-line!”  We put out a lot of 
suppressing fire power.  Fortunately, the gooks, there were only three 
as it turned out, showed their poor marksmanship or at the least were as 
startled as we were.  
 The only casualty we took was a man with a small fragment in his 
heel.  That probably was caused from one of our own M79 rounds ex-
ploding prematurely.  We were lucky.  The point man had seen the three 
gooners walking toward him on the trail.  He tried to shoot them but had 
forgotten to chamber a round.  By the time he did, the gooners saw him 
and everyone started shooting.  
 We could tell from a heavy blood trail that one of the gooners was 
badly hurt.  We followed his blood trail for a short distance and then 
were ordered to wait for one of the other platoons to catch up with us. 
They had taken four prisoners that day, one a Lieutenant Colonel as we 
later found out.  We spent the night there on a plateau which we had 
used as a landing zone to get out the prisoners, my casualty and some 
sick Marines.  
 Several small plateaus were stair-stepped up the mountainside and 
were probably abandoned fields. The trail we were on ran along one 
side of the plateaus and a stream bordered the other side of the plateaus.  
Foliage and large rocks surrounded the trail and plateaus.  The Platoon 
Sergeant took me aside.  “Lieutenant, tone down the yelling.  It is a good 
way to get shot.  With all that noise, you draw attention to yourself.”  

7th Marine Regiment Journal
M Co., 3/7
While setting in defensive position spotted one NVA/VC standing by stream bed.  
Advanced on personnel and personnel Chu Hoied.  Captured one NVA pack, 20 lbs 
of rice.

 The next day the C.O. had my platoon come to his position which 
was near a stream.  We were to clean up before going out on a patrol.  I 
set my platoon in a perimeter on a plateau below the Captain’s and went 



up to see him.  I no sooner got to his position than he said, “Lieutenant 
Curry, what’s the deal on the prisoner?”  “What prisoner, sir?”   I had no 
idea what he was talking about.  Apparently, while I was on my way to 
see the C.O., some Marines had walked over to the stream and caught a 
gooner standing in the stream right in front of our perimeter.  After that, 
I was careful about going anywhere that had not been secured.  
 On the trail between our perimeter and the stream lay a dead gook.  
Whenever we went to wash or fill our canteens, we would gingerly step 
over him.  This was the first dead person I had really seen up close and 
personal.  I wasn’t quite sure how to handle the situation.  On the one 
hand, I wanted to look like a veteran.  On the other hand, I didn’t want 
to look at him and get sick.  That would have been a little hard to ex-
plain. One thing about which there was no doubt, I didn’t breath through 
my nose at any time while in his vicinity!  As it turned out, he looked 
just like a wax dummy so it was no big thing; at least until he started 
to swell and his skin began to peel.  One of the troops remarked that he 
couldn’t help but think of the dead gook every time a fly landed in his 
food.  After that, I couldn’t either.

7th Marine Regiment Journal
M Co., 3/7
Found following articles in bunkers and tunnel complexes: five NVA uniforms, 
three NVA packs, two 60 mm mortars (complete), one light weight machine gun, 
five NVA canteens, nine ponchos, five M-16 magazines, one bag of antibiotics, two 
documents, 13 large cooking pots, eight small cooking pots, one US blanket, one 
gallon can, one NVA helmet, three yds of guaze, five lbs. dry fish, two RPG rds, one 
new RPG-2 launcher, two new sighting devices for 60 mm, 110 blasting caps, one 
small bag DDT poisoning, eight new AK magazines. 

 After my platoon had washed and eaten, we were sent out on a 
patrol.  Within a short walk we came upon an empty enemy base camp.  
Actually, there turned out to be two camps.  In the first, the largest, we 
found all sorts of gear.  The base camp was tucked into a formation of 



rocks.  A sleeping platform was situated in the middle of the formation 
with an earthen oven off to one side.  The rocks formed all sorts of little 
caves and nooks and crannies.  Hidden in these places we found a ton of 
rice, mortars, machine guns, RPGs, and a lot of gear.  The more stuff we 
found, the more nervous I got.  I figured the gooks wouldn’t leave some-
thing behind as important to them as mortars.  


