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Cuban Crisis: Where Were You?
After snoop’n—poop’n and creating havoc within the lines of FMF
forces, the two of us found a quiet
hovel amid the kunai grass just
below the military crest of a steeply
sloped hill and grabbed some zzz’s.
We’d been functioning as a two
man team of civilian attired guerrillas on Viegues for about three
days and had absolutely no knowledge of events unfolding a few
hundred miles to our west.
It was mid-October 1962. The
combined effects of three nations
vying for a controlling influence in
the Caribbean thrust the U.S, the
U.S.S.R and Cuba to the point of
nuclear holocaust. Anxious to expel
communism from America’s doorstep, JFK’s Camelot had suffered
more than one political setback in
Cuba. CIA efforts to kill Castro had
failed. And, more publicly, the Bay
of Pigs fiasco had created a perception of Kennedy’s inability to rule.
Russia perceived the installation of
missiles in our backyard realistic
and unlikely to be effectively resisted, neither politically nor militarily. Castro, ever hopeful of ensuring control of his nation, played
the U.S. and the U.S.S.R. to his
every, though nearly cataclysmic,
advantage. Stuff had hit the fan and
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Kennedy quietly set into motion a
massive accumulation of air, naval
and land forces.
It was already hot when I awoke. I
sat up and tapped the shoulder of
my “comrade” as the thunderous
sound of a jet filled the air. Entering the horseshoe shaped valley
from its opened end, a beach area
about 1000 yards to starboard of
where we sat, it was visible for but
a split second. The aircraft climbed
from the floor of the valley, passed
us at eye level and disappeared
over the hillcrest. We’d been ‘fried’
by the Navy’s virtual napalm. Next,
and soon, the FMF would get its
licks in.
Even before Kennedy’s 22Oct62
announcement of the island’s
“quarantine,” nearly 3000 civilians
had been evacuated from Gitmo,
and replaced by two Marine BLTs.
Aerial surveillance, fighter interceptors, HAWK and NIKE missile
battalion resources had converged
in the nation’s south-east. Naval
resources, including four aircraft
carrier task forces, had formed an
arch of surveillance in the air, on
and under the ocean’s surface, set
first at 500 miles and then increased to 800 from Cuba. All
United States military forces were

placed on a DEFCON 3 alert status.
Still stunned by the violence of the
sound and sight of a jet streaming
passed us, we stared incredulously
at its shimmering vapor trail. A
dozen “green-side-out” camouflaged helmets appeared at the
ridgeline above us. Then a hundred.
Seconds later, atop both sides and
the closed end of the entire horseshoe shaped hilltop was the advancing “green machine” of a Marine
BLT shooting blanks. They “‘kilt’
us...dead.”
An umpire announced our demise,
that “guerrillas” were to be airlifted
to North Carolina while the BLT
was to embark via transports to
Cuba. With backpack, rifle and still
wearing a sport shirt and chinos, I
arrived at Lejeune before mid -night.
By 24Oct62, virtually all FMF Atlantic forces were on station [Cuban
vicinity] or enroute. Four west coast
BLTs, composing the 5th MEB,
were in transit to the Panama canal.
The 82nd and 101st Airborne were
on immediate alert. No less than
three Soviet submarines were
sighted in the North Atlantic, within
easy reach of the quarantine line,
reset to 500 miles. The DEFCON
alert was raised to 2, the highest in
U.S. history.
Returning to “A” Company, 2nd
Ontos Battalion, from which I had

Grant the wish of a child with a life-threatening medical conditions.
Donate to your local chapter of the Make-a-Wish Foundation.

been detached to play rebel in the hills
of Viegues, only a Lieutenant, Gunny
Sergeant and the office poges remained.
Indeed, Camp Lejeune was damn near
empty. FMF Atlantic was enroute to the
Caribbean without us.
Between 25 and 28Oct62, diplomatic
efforts seeking removal of the medium
and intermediate range Russian missiles
from Cuba went fruitlessly on and on,
with both parties never quite sure of
what the other really had in mind. At
risk of a nuclear Armageddon, the participants played their fearful parlor
games. On 26Oct, an American U-2
pilot, Major Rudolf Anderson, was shot
down over Cuba. A U-2 strayed into
Soviet airspace and was nearly intercepted by Soviet aircraft. Then, when
nearly all seemed futile, a crack appeared in the wall of insanity and a
bargain was struck. The missiles were to
go, if the United States promised to not
invade Cuba and to remove missiles in
Turkey, deemed a threat to Mother
Russia.
As Lejeune’s base management folks
had nothing to do with the Caribbean
conflict, they’d remained stateside maintaining the water skiing facilities and
more, without missing a beat. Eligible
for up to three shotgun shells a month,
we “challenged few” of the FMF remaining on base signed out armory
shotguns to hunt squirrel and the like.
There was a ceramics facility! So, we
made pitchers and coffee mugs. While
doing so, we listened for news of events
in the Caribbean and of nuclear threats
to the east coast. Likely as not, anywhere but Lejeune, as its pottery making
(Continued on page 2)

“Flyboys….” Another Literary Gem by James Bradley
Flyboys – A True Story of Courage; by James Bradley, author of
Flags for Our Fathers. Published
by Little, Brown and Company in
2003, the text is a brief history of
the Japanese Empire as well as
what happened to nine American
pilots downed on or in the waters
around Chichi Jima Island during
WWII, among them George W.
Bush, Sr.
The book announces the U.S.
government’s conspiracy to withhold information acquired during
a war crimes tribunal held after
WWII and concerns itself, principally, with the executions of
American pilots that had fallen

into the hands of Japanese forces.
After reading about the incredible atrocities committed by the
Japanese on Chichi Jima…and
elsewhere…one can understand
why it was kept under wraps.
Bradley does a really good job
with the effort, though some of
his insights remain questionable.
Bradley equates Japanese barbarities with those perpetrated by
American servicemen. He appears to believe the wholesale
slaughter by bayonet, sword and
bullet of perhaps a half-million
civilians, the Rape of Nanking”,
the “Pillowing” of Korea women

or the common practice of Japanese soldiers cannibalizing their
victims are comparable to ANYTHING Americans have done
since our nation’s inception. He
also proposes that the fire bombings of Japan and Germany were
something we should feel sorry
about.
Frankly, after reading Flyboys, I
believe we should have done the
same thing in North Vietnam.
And to hell with political correctness. If, as he suggests, the firebombing was perhaps more effective in persuading the Japanese of
the dismal likelihood of their
survival than the atomic bomb

attacks on Hiroshima and Nagasaki,
then we should have turned Hanoi...and more ..into crematoriums.
How many U.S. servicemen’s lives
thus would have been saved, hmmm?
————————

Tarawa —After 76 hours of battle on
the three mile long island of Betio,
4,386 Japanese lay dead...146 survived. During those same three days,
1,020 Marines died; 2,296 were
wounded. Four MOHs were issued,
three posthumously.
A filmed documentary of the event,
which won an Academy Award the
following year, devastated USMC
recruitments efforts at the time.
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The First Marines in Monrovia
Where were you during the Cuban Crisis?
kilns presented no military objective
that I know of.
On a Thursday evening, I learned
that I had to be in New York City on
Saturday for a civil service physical
endurance test. Telling the Gunny,
he said that I should go and, after
the test, call him for further orders.
When I did, he said, “Return on
Monday. If we’re not here, you’re
on your own. Otherwise, have a
great weekend.” I did and three
years later began a career of
twenty-three years with the Fire
Department of New York.
Pentagon first ten day projected loss
estimates for Airborne and Marine
infantry assaults were set at 18,500.
In the years since, acquired intelligence has confirmed the island’s
defense posture was much stronger
than believed. Castro’s armed
forces, the cadre of which having
years of revolution combat experience, consisted of 250,000 person-

nel. And, Mother Russia? Well, it
had amassed 40,000 troops, twice
that of which the U.S. was aware.
Even more startling, among the array
of Russian weapons facing the
American forces were dozens of
tactical nuclear missiles and an
onsite commander with the authority
to use them! The specific purpose of
these weapons was and remains the
annihilation of naval armadas and/or
VERY LARGE accumulations of
such invading forces as were to be
presented by the airborne and infantry invasion scheduled to come
ashore on Cuba’s north-central coast
that, otherwise, very pleasant fall of
1962.
I marvel at times at how things in life
work out for the best, for individuals
as well as nations.
——————[Share whatever it was you were
doing during the Cuban Crisis.

“KFB” and Form SF-180
Leaving Morehead City on the
USS Graham County, we sailed to
Viegues for two weeks of combat
infantry training. We’d been told
the purpose for the rerouting was
“to allow for the rest of the fleet to
catch up with us.” Uh, huh.
Anyway, while there, we went
through a relentless array of combat drills: fire discipline, platoon,
squad, even fire team tactics. As I
remember, we were filthy, dirty,
grungy, tired, hungry and generally really pissed off. The Red
Rooster caught hell in Isabella
Segundo on a regular basis.
While preparing to go through one
of those fire team exercises, it was
explained that we were to first
crawl, then proceed forward at a
ready-crouch, make a daring sprint
for a bit and then...creep, ever-soslowly - and- quietly, through a
“simulated” mine field. A mine
field with roped-off areas filled
with UNsimulated explosives!
The stage was set for disaster.
Team Leader K.O. Brinlee, myself...the team’s BARman...and
two other Marines came upon an
area of explosives the Engineers
had NOT roped off. And when
they detonated, with a well defined
KFB [Ka-Friggin'-Boom], well,
we were thrown to four and more
points of the compass.
To say that we were dazed would
be an understatement. To this day,
I remember Brinlee, with bleeding

What some of us have been doing since last we published
Ron Smith, Baltimore’s Voice of
Reason, has returned to the internet airwaves. Just proceed to the
radio station’s website at
wbal.com/commentary/smith/
then move your curser to the
section on the left that says
“Listen Now,” mouse-click and
stand-by to hear Ron at his verbal
best between 1500 to 1800, Monday through Friday.
You’ll find that the timbre, inflection, resonance, intelligence and
expert use of diatribe reminiscent
of his squadbay and shipboard
outbursts of forty plus years
ago…sans the expletives.
Trivia Question 1: What was a
foxtail? Answer found at sections
end.
Cruising Charlie LaMarr and his
wife, Rosalie, were sidetracked by

hurricane Jeanne.
According to Charlie, “Somewhere
between Cuba and Florida, the
ship picked up some anxious Cubans adrift on a raft in rough seas.
The ship turned them over to the
Coast Guard later that night. We
had a cabin with a veranda and
saw the whole rescue. The ship
sank the raft which was made from
four 55-gallon oil drums, 2X4's,
and canvas with a sail.”
It had been Charlie’s 10th cruise,
Rosalie's third. And, Charlie insists, “She’s ready to go again.”
Trivia Question 2: To what did
“3.2” refer? Answer found at sections end.
A letter with a self-addressed postcard was sent to what was and
remains, in my belief, to be Amadio DiBounoventura despite the

fact I’ve received no response.
His phone number remains unpublished. Only a personal visit
can provide assurance of the
accuracy of the address furnished
by Dick and Diana McGibbeny.
Charlie Wilson, who served with
DiBo in the Philadelphia PD,
believes the address to be accurate. [Perhaps DiBo just wants his
privacy.]
Trivia Question 3: When did the
Battle of Tarawa begin? Answer
found at sections end.
Jose “John” Balboza, Graduate
of Platoon 220-59 and former
member of 1st Platoon, G-2-6 has
been located in New York.
Answers: 1) a short -handled
broom; 2) Alcohol content in 20
cent/can slopchute Hamm’s or
Falstaff beers; 3) 19Nov43.

ears, shouting emotionally while I
heard nothing. Later, I came to
realize he’d been trying to tell me
that blood was coming from one of
my own ears. A Corpsmen cleaned
us up and said our ears would
“ring” for a few days, then stop.
Well, it never cleared up. And it
would come to bite me on the butt.
Three years later, I reported to
Causal Company, Treasure Island
Naval Base, San Francisco for
separation/discharge, after near six
years in the Corps. Everything was
going along just great until the
doctor learned I could hear NOTHING in one ear and made it clear
that I was not to be discharged if I
could not pass the hearing test.
I was given and failed another test.
Casual Company was becoming
rapidly depleted of personnel, except for me.
The very next day, reporting for
what I thought would be another
test, a document was shoved in
front of me, requiring a signature.
It released the government and
USMC from the responsibility of
any hearing losses acquired during
my active duty years. I was told
that if I signed the paper, I would
be on my way home within an
hour. If I didn't sign, they added,
they did not know how long it
would be before I would be discharged. I signed the paper and got
out of Dodge.
Now I have symptoms of Vertigo.
And, on occasion, my balance has
gotten so bad that I’ve found myself inexplicably on my knees.
More recently, I was advised to
pursue a VA disability. It’s in the
works. It seems the document I
signed was illegal and was filed
with my medical records, copies of
which being available via form SF180, ironically, the same form
Senator Kerry has refused to sign.

Trevor E. Davies
——————

[Form SF-180 is posted on website’s “Links & Things” page. It’s
needed to obtain military records.]
Mailed as a black on white copy
to those without computers, a
colorized version can be found at
our website, where on page one
you will find a link to a
downloadable version.
I hope you’ve enjoyed this effort.
Send us your stories to make for
an even better next issue.
Semper Fi; Ed Shea

