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Korea, December 1950. The temperature has plunged to 20-degrees below zero. Cold enough
to crack rocket-launcher ammo wide open. But not cold enough to stop a massive Communist
assault against U.S. forces. As the 8th Army retreats, the Marines dig in at Chosin Reservoir and
are quickly cut off and surrounded. This is the riveting account of what happened next. The
brilliant Marine attack that was to become a classic in military operations. The personal heroism,
private ordeals, bitter fighting, and final victory. Told in the powerful words of a man who was
there, it is a story you will never forget.

'This book successfully demonstrates that the experience of state-building should not be
conceived teleologically as a civilizing process. Contextualizing the evolutionary experience of
state-formation in Central Asia, the authors of this volume highlight, persuasively and shrewdly,
that this region is increasingly subject to a paradox involving external stability and domestic
fragility.' Marlene Laurelle, Johns Hopkins University, USA 'This collection of high-quality studies
provides detailed overviews of relevant scholarship as well as a comprehensive introduction to
selected empirical topics. It is thoroughly grounded in the theoretic academic literature that it
impressively reviews, criticizes and extends on the basis of particular studies of the region on its
own terms.' Robert M. Cutler, Carleton University, Canada 'This is one of the first books to try
and analyse the region as a political whole. Because of the hopeless visa regimes which persist
in Central Asia, it is almost impossible for one person to get to know all five countries intimately...
This is therefore a very useful comparative analysis of five similar, but also very different,
countries in what we think is a homogenous region...' Asian Affairs 'This volume is [...] welcome;
the conversation it crystallizes is long overdue. Emilian Kavalski has assembled a group of top-
notch Central Asia specialists, who contribute both empirical detail and theoretical value... each
chapter is entirely worth reading on its own... Readers who know what questions to ask will
benefit tremendously from reading this book. Others will read this volume differently, sticking to
individual chapters and limiting their learning to what each independently provides. Either way,
the book provides a tremendous service in generating a long-overdue conversation about weak
statehood in the region - a topic that will remain relevant for the foreseeable future.' Acta Politica
'... one will find insights in this work, especiallAbout the AuthorEmilian Kavalski is Associate
Professor of Global Studies at the Institute for Social Justice, Australian Catholic University
(Sydney). He is currently working on (i) the encounter of International Relations with life in the
Anthropocene, especially the conceptualization of and engagement with non-human actors; and
(ii) the nascent Asian normative orders and the ways in which they confront, compliment, and
transform established traditions, norms, and institutions. Emilian contends that in both these
areas the application of Complexity Thinking has important implications for the way global life is



approached, explained, and understood. At the same time, these research foci sketch a
prolegomenon to the conceptual contexts of theory-building and policy-making intent on
facilitating economic, social, and environmental interactions that promote the well-being of
people in ways that are just, equitable, and sustainable.
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reunionPrefaceDecember 10, 1950, was a very sad day. Yet as I stood on the mountainside and
watched the men of the 1st Marine Division move downhill to safety after being surrounded by
Chinese Communist soldiers for the better part of two weeks, it was a day of relief. The Chosin
Reservoir Campaign was over. Many years have passed since then, and in the minds of the
American public it is all but forgotten. But what I saw there is no less vivid to me today than the
actual event was. And when I reflect on what happened, my emotions are substantially the
same.Later in the 1950s, I visited my regimental commander, Lieutenant General Lewis K.
“Chesty” Puller, by then retired. He insisted that the 1st Marine Division at the frozen Chosin
Reservoir was the finest fighting force ever. This view from America’s most decorated soldier
had support from S. L. A. Marshall, noted United States Army historian who, in an indepth study
of that campaign said, “No other operation in the American book of war quite compares with this
show by the 1st Marine Division in the perfection of factual concepts precisely executed, in
accuracy of estimate of situation by leadership at all levels and in promptness of utilization of all



supporting forces.”Outside the U.S. Marine Corps few will know why one of our nation’s finest
military historians would proclaim the 1st Marine Division’s performance in northeast Korea as
probably the greatest ever. Under the harshest conditions ever encountered by American troops
—any place, any time—Marines faced an enemy force of twelve Chinese Communist divisions,
or approximately 100,000 men, twice the size of the British Army at its peak strength during the
American Revolutionary War. They inflicted greater casualties on the enemy than did the
Continental Army in its eight-year fight for our independence. Why such a difference? America’s
superior technical know-how was placed in the hands of properly trained, disciplined soldiers.
These soldiers were made to appreciate the dignity of the civilian population, the most important
factor in a limited war.The poorly equipped Chinese Army relied primarily on World War I-vintage
arms, but time-honored fighting methods. Its ill-provided soldiers routed our U.S. 8th Army, which
enjoyed superior firepower and was far better supplied. The victory marked a changing tide in
the political affairs in Asia. Communist China emerged as the major military power among Asian
states.The Chosin Reservoir Campaign stands out as a model military action. In contrast with
the performance of the 8th Army, the 1st Marine Division successfully fended off an enemy force
many times its size. The reasons for its success were not fully examined by our nation’s leaders
at the time; neither was the defeat of the 8th Army. Today, thirty-six years later, this story of
success and failure is still not comprehended by the great majority of literate Americans. To
understand better the art and science of modern war and its inseparable relationship to the
political structure, our political and military leaders should address themselves to the unfinished
business of Korea.During most of the campaign, the Marines fought an orderly retreat from the
mountains of north-central Korea to the sea. I witnessed the fighting from the vantage point of
Company Commander, H&S Company, 1st Battalion, 1st Marines—which we called, “the 1st of
the 1st of the 1st.” From our division commander, Major General O. P. Smith, down through the
ranks, leadership excelled at every level. But the solution to coping with the Chinese mass can
be found in the oftentimes overlooked fighting man’s performance.Historians write about wars,
battles, and generals who lead. In a ground war, most of the fighting is done at the company
level and below, by privates, corporals, sergeants, lieutenants, and captains. When an officer is
promoted to major, he becomes less the fighter and more the executive. The general in charge is
the chief executive officer—the chief decision maker. He may once have been a fighter—or he
may not have been. Historians refer to generals as fighters, while with the passage of time the
real fighters become mere statistics in the history books. Nonetheless, it is the strength and
character of these “statistics” that shoulder the heaviest burden for success in battle.The fighting
men of the 1st Marine Division were almost evenly divided between Regulars and Reserves, the
Reserves coming from 124 selected cities across the nation—Roanoke, Virginia, being one. As
the commanding officer of the Roanoke Unit, I had supervised its training prior to its dispersion
from the West Coast to Korea.This story is one of fact. There are no fictional events. All persons
are real, although the names of some minor characters have been omitted. The dialogue is
based on fact.AcknowledgmentsI wish to thank my friend the late Perry F. Kendig, a former



president of Roanoke College, who encouraged me to write this book. In the early stages he
helped me develop a style of writing. He warned, nobody will read a book that reads like it was
written by a lawyer.I thank those who read one or more revisions of my manuscript and gave
critical comments, namely: Harold Sugg, Robert Fishburn, Cy Bunting, Bill Bagbey, and Cecil
Edmunds. Cecil was also instrumental in selecting the book’s title.Thanks are due Frank Kerr,
the founder and first president of The Chosin Few, for his help in securing the many pictures
displayed in this book.Special thanks are due Gen. Robert H. Barrow, USMC (Ret.), who
graciously allowed me to use his unpublished version of the Battle of the Big Hill, and who,
together with Col. Wesley Noren, USMC (Ret.), Lt. Col. Don Jones, USMC (Ret.), and Major
James C. Adair, USMC (Ret.), contributed to the narrative. Col. David W. Bridges, USMC, now
deceased, was also a major contributor.I wish to thank the personnel at the History Division,
Headquarters, Marine Corps; General Douglas A. MacArthur Memorial Archives; Center of
Military History, U.S. Army; George C. Marshall Memorial Library; Institute of Military History, U.S. 
Army; and History Division, Boiling Air Force Base. All were very courteous and most helpful.I
wish to thank Professor Harold Hill, head of Chinese Studies, Washington and Lee University, for
his assistance in translating the Great Resist America and Aid Korea Movement, composed by
the People’s Republic Congress, which was checked out of the Asian Division of the Library of
Congress. However, the contents of this book proved to be disappointing in that the book
seemed to be a compilation of Communist China propaganda broadcasts, most of which could
be found in the Foreign Broadcast Information Service Daily Reports.Thanks are due Steven
Rhodes, who assisted in revising my original manuscript; Virginia Ann Fowler and Sarah
Christensen Cox, for their assistance in the preparation and typing of my first rough draft; and
Belle Wyatt.Special thanks are due Janet Holt Johnstone, my editor.1Return to WarThe powdery
falling snow was the driest I had ever seen, the temperature of five degrees below zero
Fahrenheit made almost unbearable by icy winds. At 0500 on December 8, 1950, it was dark,
very dark, in the Chosin Reservoir country of North Korea. Snow usually brightens the
landscape, even at night, but there was no light here to reflect against its white surface. Even so
the piercing, bone-chilling cold failed to prevent us from moving up the mountainside. The 1st
Battalion, 1st Marines, walked and climbed in silence. Snow muffled the sound of footsteps.
Occasionally a cough or a man’s fall broke the quiet, but not often.Three miles ahead, the 178th
Regiment of the Chinese People’s Liberation Army (PLA) occupied the high ground immediately
south of a blown-out bridge that had spanned a 1,000-foot-deep chasm on the only road that
could provide an escape for the entrapped 1st Marine Division and its attachments. For two
weeks, twelve enemy divisions had surrounded Marine and Army forces. Four days earlier, the
Communist Radio at Peking announced that annihilation of these United Nations soldiers was a
mere matter of time—an accurate assessment unless the blown-out bridge span could be
replaced.Unfortunately for the Marines and the other American units, the span over the deep
chasm could not be rebuilt as long as Chinese machine guns were kept trained on the
approaches to the bridge site. Our mission was to clear the Chinese from the high ground, even



though there were more of them than us, so that the span might be rebuilt and the escape
effected. In snow, darkness, bitter cold, and against adverse odds, each Marine trudged forward,
in full knowledge that a massive blood bath lay ahead.Fewer than four months ago I had been a
civilian, a 28-year-old World War II veteran with a wife and newly born daughter, halfway across
the world from this mountain road with its subzero weather and pitch-black darkness, practicing
law in the city of Roanoke, Virginia. On August 18, 1950, the officers and men of the 16th Marine
Reserve Engineer Company had boarded a westbound train at the Norfolk and Western Station
in downtown Roanoke and set off for active duty at Camp Pendleton, California. Swiftly its
personnel had been incorporated into various Marine units and most of them sent to Korea.I had
arrived in Korea too late for the Inchon landing, but as commanding officer of Headquarters and
Service Company, 1st Battalion, 1st Marine Division, I was part of the 10th Corps expedition
sent up the east coast of the Korean peninsula north of the 38th Parallel to Wonsan, and then
into the mountains toward the Yalu River. Now, encircled by the Chinese Communist divisions
that had come pouring down from Manchuria after United Nations commander Douglas
MacArthur had ignored the threat of intervention, the 1st Marines faced the fight of their lives if
they were to extricate themselves and make it back to safety.The history of my own involvement
in the Korean War began in 1940, when I enlisted in the U.S. Marine Platoon Leaders Class. I
was a student at Washington and Lee University at the time. In April 1942, my senior year, I was
called to active duty, and saw combat in the South Pacific before returning to the States in the
summer of 1944. After the war I was honorably discharged as a captain in the inactive Marine
Reserves.I had been raised in Franklin County, Virginia. My father was a circuit judge, serving
Franklin and Bedford counties. Until I was 12 years old, we lived in Rocky Mount, the county
seat; then we moved to a farm six miles out of town. At an early age I decided to become a
lawyer. So, after receiving my discharge from the Marine Corps in 1946, I entered the University
of Virginia Law School at Charlottesville, Virginia. The law is a jealous mistress, and law school
even more so. Although I read the daily newspapers, I gave little thought to what our country was
doing, either right or wrong, in the field of foreign affairs.During my stay in Charlottesville, I had
met Ginny George, a recent graduate of Hollins College, near Roanoke. We became engaged. It
had taken only a brief discussion for us to decide that Roanoke was the place where we wanted
to live and practice law. So in January 1948,1 hung out my shingle in Roanoke, sharing office
space with two older lawyers. Office expenses were paid by searching titles for them. Although
spending money was hard to come by, Ginny and I decided to get married in June. Afterwards
we rented a three-room apartment about two miles from my office. Neither of us owned an
automobile, and on most occasions I walked to and from work to save the 20 cents bus fare.In
late November 1948, Colonel Luther Brown, USMC, called at my office. He offered me the
command of the 16th Marine Reserve Engineer Company of Roanoke beginning January 1,
1949. At first I refused, saying I knew little about engineering, for I had been an infantry officer
during World War II.“Much of the training is on infantry and weapons subjects,” he persisted. I
continued to resist.“You’re paid a full day’s pay for each two-hour drill, plus a quarterly



supplement as company commander,” he continued.“Now you’ve placed the right bait on the
hook” I replied. Soon I was shaking his hand in token of agreement.I joined the Marine Corps
Reserves primarily because I needed the extra money—but having done so I was determined to
do the best I could with the company. Initially, after I took command, many members resigned
because of the strict discipline demanded. I liked living in a democratic society, but in a military
unit there was no place for democracy—fairness, yes; democracy, no. Those who stayed on had
pride in the unit. By the fall of 1949 the company had again reached full strength, where it would
remain. Our training classes and attendance at drill were taken quite seriously by the
membership, even though no one believed that we would be called to active duty in the
foreseeable future. We were totally unaware of how our nation’s leaders were dealing with the
problem of a little-known country called Korea.In May 1950 my company received orders to
attend two weeks’ summer camp at Little Creek, Virginia. Everyone was especially pleased that
we would receive training in the Marine Corps’ specialty, amphibious warfare. We left Roanoke
early in the morning on June 24. When we arrived at Little Creek in midafternoon, the men were
told that an inspection of quarters would be held at 0500. Everyone who passed inspection
could go on liberty immediately thereafter. By 0500 the bunks, lockers, rifles, and equipment
were in tip-top shape.Sunday, June 25, was a bright, sunny day at Little Creek. After breakfast
most officers deserted the barracks to spend the day at Virginia Beach. I read the Sunday
newspaper, wrote a long letter to Ginny, and then went swimming in the Officers’ Club pool in the
afternoon.That evening I ate dinner alone at the Officers’ Club. While sipping a drink, I watched
the 6 o’clock news on the brand-new medium of television—still two years away for Roanoke.
The announcer reported: “North Korean forces invaded Republic of Korea territory at several
points this morning. It would appear from the nature of the attack and the manner in which it was
launched that it constitutes an all-out offensive against the Republic of Korea. The United
Nations Security Council met this morning at Lake Placid, New York, and is still in progress.”
What could this mean? No one knew; Korea was a long way off.At Little Creek we spent two
days on the rifle range, then concentrated on amphibious warfare. The noncoms, mostly World
War II vets, joked about the attitude of recruits going aboard ship. “I never thought they carried
men across the ocean cooped up like this,” many said. The consistent frontpage war headlines,
however, caused our training to take on added significance.The company officers celebrated the
last night of summer encampment by dining at the Officers’ Club. We were chatting when it was
announced I had a long-distance phone call. Upon my return, I announced laughingly: “This you
won’t believe! That call came from Roanoke. A mother wanted to know if we were coming back
tomorrow. She said there was a rumor back home that we were staying at Little Creek, maybe
going to Korea!” All around the table broke out laughing at what we thought to be such a far-
fetched idea.Back in Roanoke, things settled back into routine. Yet there was uneasiness as the
North Korean army drove deeply into South Korea, and American forces stationed in Japan
joined the fray. On Monday, July 22, I came home early from work at my law office, took a
shower, had a bite to eat, put on my uniform, and then drove hurriedly to the Marine Armory on



Naval Reserve Avenue. When I reported for duty at 7 P.M., Captain James Einum, the inspector-
instructor for the Roanoke Marines, met me at the door. “Bill, you’ve just received a telegram
from the Commandant of the Marine Corps,” He smiled as he handed it to me.Our company was
ordered to active duty on August 10. We would travel by train to Camp Pendleton, Oceanside,
California. At about this time Ginny would be going to the hospital; we expected our first child
between August 5 and 10.Having served in World War II, I knew what the telegram meant.
Oceanside, California, was the jumping-off place to the Pacific. I read the message to Captain
Ford Carmack, the company executive officer, Captain Leon Garber, the training officer, and
First Lieutenant James Bear, platoon leader of the 1st Platoon, who were right behind me, then
to the other officers as they arrived for duty that evening. All the officers had served with Marine
units in the Pacific during World War II, and each showed deep concern.I announced we would
go ahead with drill and classes as usual. The telegram would not be read to the troops until
everyone was ready to leave. After drill the company assembled in the auditorium. Jim Einum
and the members of his staff were present. At 9:30, Ford Carmack reported that the men were
waiting. Ford called them to attention when I appeared. I read the telegram:“The 16th Marine
Engineer Company is hereby called to active duty on the 10th day of August, 1950. Captain
William B. Hopkins, Commanding Officer, with all the men of the 16th Marine Engineer
Company, will forthwith report to duty at the Marine Barracks, Camp Pendleton, Oceanside,
California.”The words were no sooner out of my mouth than the men cheered, jumped up and
down, beat their rifle butts into the floor, and threw their hats into the air. I thought to myself,
What a damn bunch of fools! Great fools, but fools nonetheless.Their reaction buoyed my spirits
for the moment. After the company had been dismissed, everyone left for home; usually some of
them stayed to chat or to gather at the beer joint down the street. I headed home to Ginny.The
war news continued bad from day to day. After the July 29 drill, I received another telegram from
the Commandant, modifying the original order. Now the company would activate for duty on
August 18, leave Roanoke on the 20th, and arrive at Camp Pendleton on the 24th. I welcomed
this news, because Ginny would have been discharged from the hospital before we left for
California.There were numerous applications for discharges or deferments, but for each man
discharged or deferred, a Marine veteran enlisted in his place. Physical examinations had to be
given for each new enlistment. If a man had been honorably discharged as a platoon sergeant,
and had a clean police record in the interim, he could re-enlist in the company at the same rank,
provided that a vacancy existed. If there were none, he could accept a lower rank. The top NCO
positions were quickly filled.One World War II ex-platoon sergeant, from the adjoining County of
Craig, when told that the highest rank available was corporal, decided to enlist anyhow. I told him
I regretted that corporal was the best the company could do, and reminded him we might be
getting orders for Korea soon after our arrival in California.“That’s fine with me if we go,” he
replied. “That’s what I came here for. There ain’t a damn thing over there as bad as living on a
farm with a bitchy wife in Craig County!”I took Ginny to the hospital on August 4. Our first child, a
little girl, came on the morning of the 5th. We named her Catherine Dabney Hopkins, after my



mother. Ginny’s good old-fashioned doctor insisted she stay in the hospital for a full ten days.
August 15, three days before our call to active duty, Ginny and Catherine Dabney left the
hospital.The last week was very busy with concerned parents, wives, or friends calling at my law
office to discuss deferments. Some were justified, some not. In some instances we were able to
do something about them, but in most we could not. Also, I had to close out my law office, after
two and a half years of practice. I had obligations to my clients. In addition to being busy, I was
worried about Ginny. Her parents were both dead, so my greatest problem was finding a place
for her and the baby to stay. We decided on Rocky Mount, Virginia, where her sister, Nannie
Saunders, lived. I lay awake every night, thinking about how I would say goodbye.When the
Sunday morning came, I arose early, had breakfast, and then went into the bathroom to wash up.
Ginny followed close by. I kissed her goodbye, and closed my bag. Just as I did, she spotted one
of her guest towels. “Don’t you dare take that guest towel with you! You don’t need it where
you’re going!” she exclaimed without shedding a tear. I gave her back the towel, got into my car,
and drove to Roanoke.The troops, except for one officer, Captain Bernard Schutt, assembled in
front of the Marine Armory at 9 A.M. Schutt had received special orders which allowed him to
drive his car to California. At roll call, two men were missing. Later we learned that one had been
seriously injured in an automobile accident en route to the armory. The other had shot himself
through the foot, and was admitted to a local hospital. The skies were overcast when we took our
report. After roll call, the men loaded equipment on trucks to take the train.At 10 A.M., we began
our two-mile march. One block from the Marine Armory, Naval Reserve Avenue runs into
Jefferson Street, a main thoroughfare. The skies were still overcast. There were no bugles,
drums, or music of any kind as we marched in silence down Jefferson Street. Gunnery Sergeant
Paul Gibson, the type of Marine seen on recruit posters, and First Lieutenant Roy Kinsey, an
excellent drill instructor, counted cadence when someone appeared out of step. A sprinkling of
people gathered on either side. No one cheered, no one waved. Two-thirds of the way down
Jefferson Street, at St. John’s Episcopal Church, a crowd of Sunday churchgoers watched in
silence as we passed.The silence was broken three blocks from the Norfolk and Western
Station. Kurt Fleming, a dapper, good-looking Roanoke College summer school student, stood
in front of The Sportsman, a news and cigar store. An inactive Naval Reservist himself and a
friend of some in the unit, Kurt shouted, “Have fun in Korea, fellows! Have fun! Don’t worry about
your women—I’ll take care of them while you’re gone!”A few smiled, but gave no answer as we
marched by at attention. When the column cleared The Sportsman, Kurt repeated, “Remember,
don’t worry about your women! I’ll take care of them. Those I can’t take care of myself, I have
friends who can. Don’t worry about your women while you’re gone!”At the station, a large crowd
of relatives, friends, well-wishers, and others had gathered. My younger brother and father had
come to see me off. R. H. Smith, president of the N&W, was in the crowd. The overcast skies
cleared while we exchanged pleasantries.An old-time Roanoke Times reporter planted himself
nearby. His story in the morning paper had read: “No flags will wave and no bands will play this
morning as the Marine Reserves of Roanoke, its rank of rookies strengthened by veterans of



Guadalcanal and Iwo Jima, leave for active duty.” The reporter had his photographer take a
picture of my father and me shaking hands. The caption in the next day’s paper read, “Goodbye,
and good luck, son!”Many NCOs and officers, with their wives and children, formed a line to
introduce family members, or just to shake hands before the train left. Corporal Paul Martin said
proudly, “Cap’n, take a look at my baby boy; he’s six weeks old tomorrow!”“He looks like he’s
going to make a good football player like you, Paul!” I replied.“I hope so,” he smiled, as he
passed with his pretty wife beside him.“Good luck,” she said in a soft voice.By 11 o’clock it had
turned into a bright day, with everyone looking happy, until the train actually began to move out of
the station. Then many of the wives, mothers, and relatives broke into tears. The troops aboard
were affected by the crowd showing such concern, although most of them felt we were going off
on a lark.The train headed for East St. Louis, Illinois, our first destination on the trip west. The
men showed excitement; some had never taken a trip this far away from home, and had never
had Pullman accommodations anywhere. Many of the older ones, primarily sergeants and
officers, were not so carefree. They sat in their seats and meditated. The officers were berthed in
the front car; James Bear, an ex-football star at the University of Virginia, was assigned to the
duties of mess officer and chief contact, with Gunnery Sergeant Paul Gibson the NCO in charge
of troops.On the third day of the trip we reached San Antonio, Texas. The conductor announced
we would have a 30-minute layover. All men were ordered to take exercise beside the train. It did
not take long for someone to discover a whiskey store across the street from the station. First a
sergeant or two bought a bottle. Then someone found ice available nearby. Soft drinks were
purchased for chasers. The runs on the liquor store gathered momentum.As we left San Antonio,
Jim Bear warned, “Captain, this train is loaded with whiskey. Frankly, I think it’s dangerous for
these men to have all this booze. There’s enough on board to float this thing to California. You
know it’s against orders to have whiskey aboard a troop train.”“Yes, but I never rode one any
distance that the noncoms didn’t sneak a drink or two. We won’t spoil the fun—we’ll control
it.”“I’m glad you’re in command, not me,” he said dubiously.Each car had a sergeant in charge.
“Call the sergeants into this car,” I ordered.“I know there’s whiskey aboard this train,” I told them,
“and this is against orders on a troop train. Now, I’m no prude, and I don’t object to drinking in
moderation. But I’m holding each of you responsible in the event anybody gets out of line.
Understand?”“Yes, sir!” the group answered in unison.“Do you contemplate any problem?”“No,
sir, Cap’n, we can handle any problem.”Each sergeant returned thereupon to his car and opened
his bottle. In many instances he was the first one of his group to drink too much.At 5 o’clock in
the afternoon, we reached a small town. It was South Texas hot; the men were ordered outside
for close order drill on an asphalt apron alongside the train. I never saw orders more botched up,
or men look so sloppy. A sergeant would call out, “To the rear march! To the rear march!” and the
men would bump into each other coming and going, giggling the whole time. The drill
embarrassed me to the point that I ordered everybody back into the train. A number of
bystanders wanted to know what was going on. I thought to myself, these men look like recruits,
certainly not like seasoned Marine Regulars and Reserves.Later that evening I was called to the



dining car to investigate a report that our men were misbehaving. By that time only the officers
had not yet been fed, and I assured the indignant dining car steward that the officers were sober
and would give him no trouble.On the way back to our car I heard a piercing scream coming
from farther back in the train. A moment later someone yelled, “Cap’n! Cap’n Hopkins, come
fast!” I found a pair of sergeants struggling with a bleeding buck sergeant. He had been beating
his fists against the walls, and had run his right fist through the window of the car’s back door.
His arm had gone completely through the window, but somehow remained unscratched to the
elbow. But there, about an inch from the elbow joint, the glass cut deeply, piercing an artery. His
was the first blood I’d ever seen hit the ceiling.Realizing what he had done, he began yelling.
Edsel Via and Jim Carper, both salty World War II veterans, had thrown him down and were
applying a tourniquet when I arrived. During the process, he passed out cold. When we pulled
into Sanderson, Texas, his pulse was weak.We were told there was only one doctor in town. We
found a cardboard clock-notice posted on his door that announced he was out on a call. The
hands of the clock indicated he would not return for an hour and a half. As luck would have it,
however, he had to come back for some instruments. We immediately brought the sergeant into
his office.After tying off the artery to prevent further bleeding, he shook his head, “My gosh, his
pulse is weak! He needs blood, Captain, and he needs it badly.”“Doc, I have a trainload of blood!
You can have all you want. Most of the damn stuff is saturated with alcohol, though!” My own
blood pressure was rising.“Sorry, I don’t have the tools to extract blood, then give it. Maybe my
friend at Alpine can give blood; that’s about 98 miles up the track. I don’t think this man can
make it to El Paso. There’s no problem getting blood there on instant notice, but that’s 380 miles
away. I’ll call ahead to Alpine. Maybe he’ll have blood available. If anything can be done, he’ll do
it. Let’s just hope and pray this man gets there alive!”At Alpine, the sergeant looked like his veins
carried embalming fluid. World War II had taught me how quickly a man could die by going into
shock from loss of blood. The doctor met us at the train. “His pulse certainly is weak,” he said
worriedly. “I’m sorry, but I have no way of giving him a transfusion.”Again the track was cleared
and we sped to El Paso. I stayed awake in uniform. Midway, I realized the officers had never
been served dinner.When we arrived early the next morning, an ambulance from Fort Beaumont
General Hospital was at the station. I rode with the patient to the hospital. Doctors and nurses
were ready in the emergency room. I returned wondering if he would live. As soon as I got back
on board, I gave orders to throw out all whiskey.From El Paso to Camp Pendleton it was a dry,
dull trip. No scenery, no conversation, and no whiskey. I sat in a seat by myself. I knew I had been
too permissive in allowing all that whiskey aboard. Because half of the men had served during
World War II, I had rationalized they should have kept everyone in line, but conversion from
civilian to soldier doesn’t automatically take place upon reporting back to active duty.We
reached Camp Pendleton at 11 A.M. on Thursday, August 24. Bernard Schutt had arrived the
previous day. He came to greet us with a contingent of Regular Marine officers, headed by a
lieutenant colonel.The troops disembarked and formed ranks about 50 yards in front of the train.
Company health and personnel records were delivered to the officer contingent. After



completion of the transfer of command, the lieutenant colonel spoke: “Captain, I’ve been
meeting this train every day for three weeks, and this is one of the finest, if not the finest looking
group of Marines I’ve seen come out here!”I thanked him, but I thought to myself, I’m glad you
didn’t see us come across Texas.2Retreat to PusanThe plight of the 1st Marine Division in North
Korea during late November and early December of 1950 was not of its own making. The
division commander had opposed the advance into this frozen mountainous area only 45 miles
south of the Manchurian border. But General Douglas MacArthur had ordered Marine and Army
troops forward toward the Yalu River border between Korea and China, in what he perceived to
be the final stage of the Korean War, even though Communist China had repeatedly declared its
intention to intervene if he did. No military commander in American history had received more
warnings of impending disaster, yet failed to heed those warnings, than had MacArthur in North
Korea.However, our grim predicament rested on broader shoulders than those of MacArthur.
The United States had not been prepared either militarily or politically to deal with the problem of
Korea. The war had its genesis in World War II. First at Cairo in 1943 and again at Potsdam in
1945, Allied leaders had agreed that at war’s end Japanese-occupied Korea would become free
and independent. With Japan’s defeat, the United States and the Soviet Union arbitrarily
selected the 38th Parallel as a convenient boundary to accept the surrender of Japanese troops
stationed in Korea. The Americans were to take command of the area below the parallel, the
Soviets above it. By agreement, a joint commission from the two occupying powers was to
develop a four-power trusteeship (the United States, the Soviet Union, the United Kingdom, and
China) which would guide a provisional Korean government until the peoples of Korea could
govern themselves.Little progress was made, due to the demands of the Soviet Union.
Meanwhile, it sponsored a Communist regime in North Korea under Kim II Sung. Years before,
Kim had left his homeland, ostensibly to fight the Japanese. He had been trained by the Soviets
as a military officer, and is said to have participated in the battle of Stalingrad.The United States
referred the Korean problem to the United Nations. In 1947 a UN commission entered the
country to supervise free elections, but Soviet authorities refused to allow the commission into
North Korea. The elected government of the Republic of Korea, with Syngman Rhee as
president, was for the southern half of the peninsula only. By the end of 1947, Soviet troops had
withdrawn from North Korea. The United States completed its withdrawal by June 1949, leaving
only an advisory group of 500 officers and men.The military capability of the United States of
America in 1950 was at a low ebb from what it had been barely four years earlier. Immediately
after the surrender of Japan in 1945, the American public clamored for dismantlement of the
world’s greatest military force. Daily the newspapers carried stories about the demand to reduce
the high cost of our military establishment. Angry mothers marched on Washington, demanding
that their sons be returned home. Congress responded, and by mid-1946 the U.S. Army had
been effectively emasculated. The majestic American fleet went into mothballs. Our military and
political figures regarded Soviet Russia as the only threat to world peace, but we had the atomic
bomb and they didn’t. The notion that there might be limited, localized warfare did not seem



likely. Our leaders reasoned that if the United States had the strength required for all-out atomic
war with Russia, any threat of lesser magnitude could certainly be handled. In the new atomic
age the foot soldier, backbone of every military victory since the beginning of time, would no
longer be needed.The Marine Corps, small in comparison with the Army and Navy, soon found
itself in danger of being erased altogether from the military picture. Unification became the key
word in reorganizing our armed services while also drastically shrinking them. In July 1947, the
Armed Forces Unification Act became law. With its implementation General Dwight D.
Eisenhower recommended that the Marine Corps be maintained solely as an adjunct of the fleet.
According to Eisenhower, no unit should be larger than a regiment. Its size should be limited to
some 50,000 to 60,000 men, approximately one-tenth of its peak strength during World War II.
General Carl Spaatz, the Air Force Commander, agreed with Eisenhower.In seeking to maintain
its tradition as a superior fighting force, the U.S. Marine Corps found itself clearly on the
defensive. In the autumn of 1946, Marine Generals Lemuel Shepherd, Field Harris, and Oliver P.
Smith formed a committee of three to orient the effort of the Marine Corps away from preparing
for the last war and toward the next. The resulting recommendations led to experiments with
helicopters as a means of tactical dispersion against an enemy deploying atomic weapons. The
committee laid the groundwork for greatly improved, close tactical air support of ground forces.
These generals became strong advocates of the “force in readiness” concept as the basic
mission of the U.S. Marine Corps.In keeping with Washington’s military retrenchment, the Marine
Corps had shrunk so in size by mid-1947 that its “force in readiness” mission could not be
sustained in a division-size operation without a well-trained Reserve. This caused Marine Corps
planners to allot a major portion of its defense budget for training active Reserve units. When the
Corps embarked on its strong Reserve program, Roanoke, Virginia, was among the first of the
124 cities across the nation selected. It had a history of Marine Reserve training dating back to
1926. Living up to its tradition, the Roanoke unit achieved the distinction of becoming the first
company in the United States to reach full enlistment of officers and men. This was shortly after
Labor Day, 1947, one month before my graduation from law school.In 1947, with Eisenhower as
chairman, the Joint Chiefs of Staff counseled that “from the standpoint of security, the United
States had little interest in maintaining the present troops and bases in Korea—[U.S. forces in
Korea] were a liability as any offensive the U.S. might undertake in Asia would by-pass that
peninsula. Enemy occupation in Korea could be neutralized by air action.” This decision was
later announced publicly by General Douglas MacArthur. When interviewed by a correspondent
of the London Daily Mail in early March, 1949, MacArthur said, “Now the Pacific has become an
Anglo-Saxon lake, and our line of defense runs through the chain of islands fringing the coast of
Asia. It starts with the Philippines and continues through the Ryukyu Archipelago, which includes
its main bastion, Okinawa. Then it bends back through Japan and the Aleutian Island chain to
Alaska.” This defense line, excluding both Korea and Formosa, was published in the New York
Times on March 2, 1949.Ten months later, on January 12, 1950, Secretary of State Dean
Acheson, in a speech before the National Press Club, adopted the Pacific defense perimeter



previously described by MacArthur. In late January House Republicans vigorously opposed an
administration bill that granted $60,000,000 for aid to South Korea for the remaining months of
fiscal year 1950. Representative John Vorys, Republican, Ohio, argued that economic aid to
Korea was “money down the rat hole.” Robert Chiperfield, Republican, Illinois, claimed that “the
loss of China rendered South Korea indefensible.” Donald Jackson, Republican, California,
contended: “South Korea is a Bataan without a Corregidor, a Dunkirk without a flotilla, a dead-
end street without an escape—Formosa is a tenable position.” With the Republicans voting six to
one against it, along with one of four Democrats, the Korean Aid Bill went down to defeat by a
margin of one vote. It was reconsidered and passed into law on February 9, but only after
substantial aid to Chiang Kai-shek was also included.The crowning blow came with publication
of an interview with Senator Tom Connally, Democrat, Texas, chairman of the Senate Foreign
Relations Committee, in the May 5, 1950, issue of U.S. News and World Report. When asked if
the abandonment of South Korea was going to be considered, he answered, “I am afraid it is
going to be seriously considered because I’m afraid it’s going to happen, whether we want it to
or not. I’m for Korea. We’re trying to help her—we’re appropriating money now to help her. But
South Korea is cut right across by this line—north of it are the Communists with access to the
mainland—and Russia is over there on the mainland. So that whenever she takes a notion she
can just overrun Korea just like she probably will overrun Formosa when she gets ready to do it. I
hope not, of course.”President Syngman Rhee, at long last, made a deeply bitter protest to the
State Department. He regarded Senator Connally’s remarks, he said, as an open invitation to the
Communists to come down and take over South Korea. Rhee also complained about the failure
of the United States to provide Korea with air support adequate to meet the North Korean
menace.When the military forces of North Korea unleashed their attack on Sunday, June 25,
1950, an emergency meeting of the United Nations Security Council was assembled.
Representatives of ten of the eleven member nations were present at the meeting. Soviet Russia
was still boycotting the United Nations, protesting the membership of Nationalist China. By
staying away the Soviet Union could not exercise its veto to nullify the Council’s action. The
Security Council called for a cease fire and directed the North Koreans to withdraw north of the
38th Parallel. By a nine to zero vote, with Communist Yugoslavia abstaining, copies of this action
were in the hands of the world press that evening.President Truman immediately sent a
message to General MacArthur: “Assist in evacuating United States dependents and
noncombatants. MacArthur authorized to take action by air and navy to prevent the Inchon-
Kimpo-Seoul area from falling into unfriendly hands.” The next day the President issued
instructions for the United States 7th Fleet to move north from the Philippines to the strait
between Formosa and mainland China. This action was taken to forestall an attack in either
direction, and prevent the war from spreading. Made upon the joint recommendation of the State
Department and the Department of Defense, it reversed Truman’s previous hands-off policy in
the Chinese civil war. The sudden reversal of American policy increased Communist China’s
distrust of the United States.The Thursday morning newspapers reported the capture of Seoul.



By the weekend, it appeared the Republic of Korea (ROK) Army was disorganized to the point of
being ineffective. The government of Syngman Rhee was operating from its provisional capital at
Taegu. With the fall of Seoul the Communist “Fifth Column” came out of hiding to help the
invaders round up trapped soldiers, police, and governmental officials. Firing squads executed
most of the officials on the spot.On June 29, 1950, the United Nations Security Council passed
the momentous resolution that put the United Nations into war against the Communists. The
next day MacArthur made a reconnaissance of the Korean battlefield. He reported that South
Korea could not be defended adequately without U.S. foot soldiers. President Truman, after
conferring with Secretaries Dean Acheson and Louis Johnson and the Joint Chiefs of Staff,
readily authorized the use of ground troops. The 24th Army Division, doing occupation duty in
Japan, was immediately sent to Korea, but did little at first to stem the tide of North Korean
advances.On July 8, General MacArthur told the commander of the 8th Army in Japan,
Lieutenant General Walton Walker, that his troops would control the campaign in Korea. Ten
days later Walker arrived on the scene to join General William Dean, commander of the 24th
Division.The war news from the front was not censored. Although the press told of many acts of
individual heroics in reporting the retreat of U.S. troops, the newspaper accounts also told of the
softness of the American soldier. The Army historian Colonel Roy E. Appleman, an observer in
Korea, had this to say about U.S. troops in the early stages of war:“There were many heroic
actions by American soldiers of the 24th Division in these first weeks of Korea. But there were
also many uncomplimentary and unsoldierly ones. Leadership among the officers had to be
exceptional to get the men to fight, and several gave their lives in this effort. Others failed to meet
the standard expected of American officers. There is no reason to suppose that any of the other
occupation divisions in Japan would have done better in Korea than did the U.S. 24th Division in
July, 1950. When committed to action they showed the same weaknesses. A basic fact is that
the occupation divisions were not trained, equipped or ready for battle. The great majority of the
enlisted men were young and not really interested in being soldiers. The recruiting posters that
had induced most of these men to enter the Army mentioned all conceivable advantages and
promised many good things, but never suggested that the principal business of an Army is to
fight.”While Generals Walker and Dean strove to coordinate the defense against the Communist
invasion, General MacArthur engaged daily in a top-secret dialogue with the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. On July 9 he sent a message that read:“The situation in Korea is critical.... [The enemy’s]
armored equipment is of the best and the service thereof, as reported by qualified veteran
observers, as good as any seen at any time in the last war. They further state that the enemy’s
infantry is of thoroughly first class quality.“I strongly urge that in addition to those forces already
requisitioned, an army of at least four divisions, with all its component services, be dispatched to
this area without delay and by every means of transportation available.“The situation has
developed into a major operation.”On July 10 MacArthur requested a full-strength Marine
division. The Joint Chiefs turned him down. Earlier, he had asked for Marines and was given the
1st Provisional Marine Brigade, which was then embarking for Korea. It was thought this force of



shock troops would be used to spearhead an early counter-offensive with just two United States
divisions.Five days after the refusal, MacArthur sent another message to the Joint Chiefs: “I
strongly request reconsideration of my need for a Marine division. Its availability is absolutely
essential to achieve a decisive stroke. If not made available, a much longer and more expensive
effort, both in blood and money, will result. I must have the Marine Division by September 10. I
cannot too strongly emphasize the complete urgency of my request.” The Joint Chiefs honored
his second plea.General Cates, the Marine Corps Commandant, told the Joint Chiefs it was
impossible to get the 1st Marine Division up to strength without calling up the Reserves.
President Truman authorized and Congress approved the call-up on July 19. The executive
order, signed by the President, also froze all persons in the Marine Corps Reserve, so that a
discharge could no longer be given upon request.On July 21 the city of Taejon, the largest city in
central South Korea, fell to the Reds. General Dean, commander of the 24th Division, was
reported missing in action. The Marine Brigade was on its way, but I had doubts that our troops
could hold out long enough for it to arrive. South Korean and U.S. forces were being backed into
a 200-square-mile area around the southeastern port of Pusan, called “the Pusan Perimeter.”At
first it seemed problematic whether Pusan could hold out, but gradually the situation stabilized.
Superior American firepower, air support from Japan, and needed reinforcements halted further
advances by the North Koreans. By September 1 the situation was well in hand there, and it was
now only a matter of time before we would take the initiative. Each day Reserve units from all
over the country arrived at Camp Pendleton in California. Optimism began to soar.Upon our
arrival at Pendleton we learned of plans for classification of the Reserve units. Marines who had
served in World War II or who had been in the Reserve for four years would be placed in the first
category, for immediate shipment to Korea. Those with previous experience but special
specification numbers would be held for further instructions. Those with no previous regular
experience or less than four years in the Reserves would be placed in cadres for further
training.Obviously I fell into the first category, even though I did not get orders to ship out
immediately. Forty-eight Marines, all enlisted men, received orders to go aboard ship at San
Diego on August 28. Platoon Sergeant Charlie Old was the senior noncommissioned officer in
this group.“Charlie,” I said, “I’m sorry you’re moving out so fast.”“Cap’n Hopkins, isn’t that what
we came here for?” he answered, smiling.Not everyone shared Charlie’s feelings. In fact, a few
felt just the opposite, grudgingly enduring the required physical exams. However, the regular
Navy doctors and dentists cooperated fully with the Commandant’s urgent request for more
Marines in Korea, a need made worse by the President’s executive order precluding 17-year-
olds from serving in a combat unit. One World War II veteran had second thoughts about leaving
so soon after arrival. He worriedly walked through the inspection line. When he got to the
dentist’s chair, he pulled out his upper and lower plates and placed them on the nearby circular
bracket table. The Navy doctor, a lieutenant commander, gave the teeth a thorough examination,
not once looking into the veteran’s mouth.“Now, that’s what I call a damn good set of teeth if I
ever saw one!” he loudly announced. “Next!”The following morning I learned that I had been



classified as an infantry officer and assigned to the first replacement draft, which put me on
immediate call for Korea. Perceiving I had little time left in the States, I phoned Ginny and asked
her to come out as soon as the doctor would permit.The 48 Roanoke Marines under Charlie Old
were pooled with other Reservists to be assigned to the 1st Battalion, 7th Marine Regiment,
then at only half strength. This battalion was commanded by Lieutenant Colonel Ray Davis, an
outstanding combat officer. Sergeant Major Sal Campalongo, formerly on the regular staff at
Roanoke, was in charge of making placements. The Roanokers asked him to put all in the same
company. “We want to be together,” they insisted.“Cain’t do that!” Campalongo protested. “I’m
going strictly by the book.”A few men with engineer’s specifications were placed in the engineer
platoon attached to the battalion. The rest were divided between “A,” “B,” “C,” and Weapons
Companies. Seeing that every fourth man would be placed in the same company, the remaining
Roanokers lined up accordingly. Midway through the assigning process, a Roanoke sergeant
asked to be put in Weapons Company. He had been a forward observer for mortars in World
War II. This broke the chain. Half of the Roanokers wound up in “A” Company; the others, with
the exception of the sergeant, were in “B” and “C” Companies. They would sail to Kobe, Japan,
aboard the U.S.S. Okanogan.When they reported alongside, the first person they met was Kurt
Fleming.“Hey, Kurt!” someone called out. “What the hell are you doing here? You’re supposed to
be home in Roanoke looking after our women!”Fleming had had a radar spec number in the
Navy in World War II. Radar men were in short supply. The Department of the Navy had issued
orders to Kurt three days after we left, flown him to San Diego, and assigned him to the U.S.S.
Okanogan.Before he could explain what had taken place, they questioned, “Kurt, did you bring
our women with you?” Roanoke Marines joshed Kurt all the way across the Pacific. The U.S.S.
Okanogan sailed for Kobe on August 31.Life at Camp Pendleton reminded me of a college
reunion. Officers I knew but hadn’t seen for five to seven years appeared on the scene daily.
Among them was Logan Bowman, from Omaha, Nebraska. Though he came with the Nebraska
contingent, I had known him in Salem, Virginia; his people were friends of my family. Logan was
tall, handsome, a gentleman of the first order. His father experienced financial difficulties when
Logan was ready for college in the late ‘30s. In lieu of college, he joined the Marine Corps as a
private and was awarded a field promotion to second lieutenant after Guadalcanal. He earned
an engineering degree on the G.I. Bill after the war.The training program at Camp Pendleton was
excellent, the work day long and hard. At night, most of the officers gathered to talk about World
War II experiences, mostly nonbattle. An officer might ask, “Whatever happened to Herr
Himmler, the Gestapo agent who was house detective at the U. S. Grant Hotel in San Diego? I
wonder if he’s still there!” Another told about his unusual experiences at the Grant Hotel in
Auckland, New Zealand, and so on.President Truman accounted for the one sour note during
my brief stay at Pendleton. At breakfast on September 6, the local newspaper headlined the
story of Truman’s blast at the Marines. In answer to an August 29 letter from Congressman
Gordon L. McDonough of California, who suggested enlarging the Marine Corps, Truman wrote
in part: “I read with a lot of interest your letter in regard to the Marine Corps. For your information,



the Marine Corps is the Navy’s police force and as long as I am President that is what it will
remain. They have a propaganda machine that is almost equal to Stalin’s.”I was shocked that
any President would say such a thing. Some officer said, “Well, there’s your World War I artillery
captain showing his pettiness. I didn’t vote for the son-of-a-bitch so don’t blame me!” I had voted
for him, and I was boiling mad. Even after President Truman apologized to General Cates, and
later to the president of the Marine Corps League, I could not take his statement with grace.
Other Marine officers there felt the same way.Ginny called to say she had train tickets to
California. My mother would keep our baby until she returned to Rocky Mount. She was due to
arrive September 15.3Inchon-SeoulAcross the Pacific Ocean in Tokyo, plans were nearing
completion for the Inchon landing. This amphibious operation, which involved transporting an
attack force by ship around the Korean peninsula and up the western coast, resulted in the
capture of Kimpo Airfield and Seoul, the South Korean capital. It was the stroke that dramatically
changed the course of war in our favor.General MacArthur conceived the plan as early as July
10. He planned for the 1st Marine Division to land at Inchon and capture Seoul. An Army division
would follow the Marines, then travel south to assume a blocking position. MacArthur felt sure
that this daring surprise blow against the enemy’s supply lines would have a devastating effect
upon the North Koreans. As MacArthur later stated: “The history of war proves that nine out of
ten times an army has been destroyed because its supply lines have been cut off. Everything the
Red Army shoots and all the additional replenishment he needs, comes through Seoul.”The 10th
Corps would be under the command of Lieutenant General Edward M. Almond, and the Navy
attack force under Rear Admiral James H. Doyle. The short time span left for planning before the
actual event posed tremendous logistical problems for the Marines and Navy. The 5th Marine
Regiment was withdrawn from the 8th Army defense perimeter, then outloaded from Pusan. The
1st Regiment, which had been brought up to strength at Camp Pendleton, was shipped to
Japan. The 3rd Battalion, 7th Marines, was serving afloat ships with the 6th Fleet in the
Mediterranean. The 1st and 2nd Battalions, 7th Regiment, with 50 percent combat-ready
Reserves, sailed from California to Japan in late August and early September. Tokyo, Kobe, and
Sasebo were the staging bases for all Marine units except the 5th Regiment. The accelerated
activity at these ports caused newsmen in Japan to label the landing “Operation Open
Secret.”Roanoke Marines with Lieutenant Colonel Ray Davis’s 1st Battalion, 7th, aboard the
U.S.S. Okanogan, were almost evenly divided between World War II veterans and those with
only four years of Reserve training in the 16th Engineer Company. A few of the latter were recent
high school graduates. “A” Company’s gunnery sergeant made light of Reserves who had never
experienced combat or gone through boot camp. “You guys gonna get your training doing the
real thing.”On September 15, the day the Marines hit the beach at Wolmi-do, which guarded the
Inchon harbor, Ginny arrived in California. We rented a one-room apartment in San Clemente.
Logan Bowman and his wife, Peg, occupied another in the same building. Ginny had a check-off
list of all the places she wanted to visit, every place I had seen and talked about on my previous
trips to California.While I trained at the base Ginny busied herself as a tourist. We visited a



different place each night—the Officers’ Club at Camp Pendleton, the Carlsbad Hotel, a Marine
favorite, and night clubs at Laguna Beach and La Jolla. An occasional bridge game at
someone’s apartment served as a respite.Two days after the landing at Wolmi-do, the Marines
climbed the 14-foot sea wall at Inchon harbor in the face of enemy fire. At one time this obstacle
was regarded as unscalable. They used ladders in the fashion of medieval warriors attacking a
castle. Afterwards cargo nets were placed at strategic spots to make climbing easier for later
waves of Marines. By nightfall they neared Kimpo Airfield. By the end of the third day they
occupied it. This greatly enhanced our offensive strength; now we had a base that gave our
troops close tactical air support for the remainder of the operation. On the fourth day, the
Marines headed for Seoul with Colonel Lewis “Chesty” Puller’s 1st Regiment leading the way.In
overall command of the 1st Marine Division was Major General Oliver P. Smith, a very fortunate
choice. He was not the typical military general. In his library were numerous books on
philosophy, politics, and history. He was born on October 26, 1895, in Menard, Texas, the
second son of a struggling young lawyer. His father died when Smith was seven years old. His
mother moved first to Austin, then a year later to Santa Cruz, California, where she settled. At an
early age, Oliver joined his mother and older brother at various menial jobs to make ends meet.
Smith was an excellent student in high school, and dreamed of going to college. He hoped to
find a career in the consular service. At age 19, with the help of his mother and brother, he
acquired enough money to pay his first year’s tuition at the University of California at Berkeley.
He arrived on campus with only $5.00 in his pocket. He put himself through school by
performing odd jobs, mostly gardening. He graduated in the class of 1916.After graduation, he
traveled to New York to join the foreign service of Standard Oil Company. The United States’
impending entrance into World War I put a hold on a foreign service career. Smith learned the
U.S. Marine Corps was offering ten commissions to graduates of the University of California after
completion of an officers’ training course. He returned to California, trained at San Diego, and
received his commission as second lieutenant on May 14, 1917. He admitted later that he had
never heard of the Marine Corps before this offer.Years later, Smith graduated from the field
officers’ training school at the Army Infantry School in Fort Benning, Georgia. He taught at the
Marine Officers’ School in Quantico. He studied at the Ecole Supérieure de Guerre in France.
During World War II he served as executive officer for the Marine Corps’ Division of Plans and
Policies, and participated in battles at New Britain, Peleliu, and Okinawa. Throughout his military
career, he embodied the best of the modern general; physically fit, a military student, intellectual,
courageous, and a respecter of human dignity.After Inchon the UN dropped leaflets around
Pusan to inform the enemy of the landing. When the North Koreans realized the truth about
Inchon, the effect was devastating. MacArthur’s prediction of disaster when an army’s long
supply line becomes severed proved correct. The enemy took flight in every direction.On
September 25 the Marines entered Seoul; its capture was imminent. The progress of the 1st
Marine Division made pleasant reading for most, but not all, in California.Late one afternoon,
when I returned to my apartment, I found a note tacked on the door. It had been placed there by



my landlord, who asked that I call at his desk. I couldn’t imagine what he wanted because my
rent was paid in advance. I found him reading a newspaper in his small office.“Let’s walk out on
the porch,” he said. “These workers make too much noise to do any talking.”We sat on the steps
of the front porch, and I saw he was adding rooms to the building.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “As Another Author Put It: The Coldest War. The author, a participant in the
combat about which he writes, offers at least four strands of information emerging from the
Marines response to the Chinese incursion into the Korean War: first, the human side of being a
member of the Marine Corps in combat; second, the organizational response of the Marines to
Chinese combat strategy; third, combat under conditions of extreme cold; fourth, opinions about
the highest levels of American military and political decision-making in the movement North to
the Chosin area.The last strand one can take or leave, since they are the ground level
observations of one who had no intimate knowledge of the basis for the decisions. My own
reaction was to take note and pass on since there is now so much detailed and informed
discussion available elsewhere. It is the three other elements which continue to make the book
useful reading for the lay reader wanting to know something about what is often referred to
today, as the "forgotten war". On the first point, he is able to convey something of the feelings of
an ordinary WW2 veteran who stayed on in the Marine reserve after its end and then found
himself called up to serve under conditions of extreme difficulty. The second point is a good
historical one pointing up some of the factors which made the Marines successful where the
Army in that stage did not fare nearly as well. (One element he did not mention at all: ,most of the
Army men were the product of reserve units and draftees who had never seriously been trained
for combat and, through no fault of their own, went in like lambs to the slaughter). Most useful of
all is the front line image of just what extreme cold can do to even the best trained of soldiers
and otherwise good equipment (on both sides of the combat line). Having just reviewed a book
on the impact of intense humidity and heat in WW2 combat, I found the contrast bizarre but the
impact similar: a reduction in efficacy of even the best trained troops.S.L.A. Marshall, in WW2,
one of the founders of the modern school of military history ( telling the story of the guys who
fought at ground level), produced a report for the Military which is seeing its first publishation as
an addendum to this book. It summarizes some of the most valuable points about performance
of men, organization and equipment during this period.For the lay reader, this is a good retailing
of one of the most brutal campaigns American troops have had to wage. There is much else to
be said of the War itself, but the story he tells is worth attending to.(He speaks of the reserve of
Roanoke being called up and marching off to War. I didn't get to live in that area until some years
later, but I did see the same picture, Marines being called up and marching, this time, through
the streets of Duluth, the Summer of 1950. Little did I think I would be joining these guys, a while
later, on that finger of land jutting out from the Asian mass, ...although in a different branch of
service and when the prospects were a lot brighter....a matter of pure chance in the draft lottery,
but one for which I remain grateful.)”

Robert L. Smith, “One Bugle, No Drums: The Marines at Chosen Reservoir - William H.
Hopkins. Hopkins', "One Bugle, No Drums" is a marvelous look at one small slice of the Korean



War; the battle near the Chosen Reservoir in North Korea. In a battle against four to one odds
and in the coldest weather ever ought in, the 1st Marine Division, surrounded by a Chinese and
North Korean Army numbering several 100,000's fought their way to safety and literally
destroyed the fighting ability of their adversary.The Korean War was the last of its kind, and likely
will the the last, unless one considers the still to come Battle of Armageddon, where there were
identifiable front lines across which the adversaries face off against each other.Initially, the war
suffered from a number of serious short-comings: America was unprepared for war, with
insufficient and largely untrained soldiers (with the exception of the Marines) and poorly
equipped as well, American military High Command remained in Japan, far removed from the
fighting men,. The intelligence gathered and disseminated from Japan was almost universally
faulty and bore little semblance to the conditions on the battlefield. Lastly, the belief on the part
of America's political leaders and the Military High Command that the Chinese would not enter
the war proved to be totally wrong and resulted in a number of serious miscalculations resulting
in unnecessary loss of life.Another miscalculation was the decision to separate American forces
into smaller units and move rapidly toward the North Korean border with China. This resulted in
large numbers of American forces being surrounded causing the destruction of a large part of an
Army Division and the 1st Marines having to battle their way to safety.This book is a tribute to the
quality of the leadership of the 1st Marines and the quality and ability of the American Marine
serviceman who fought in the Chosen Reservoir Battle in the first ever face-off between the
United States and the Chinese military. It is well worth your effort to read.”

Rudy, “Another view of one of the great military achievements in U.S. history.. An excellent read
by someone who was there at the critical choke point of the "funnel to the sea". Although it's the
4th book I've read on the subject the author added great detail to the heroic fighting and dying
that enabled the 1st Mar Div. to overcome MacArthur and the 'Bataan Gang's' vain and stupid
decisions.....that also led the US Army to its worst defeat in history on their disastrous march to
the Yalu River.The sycophantic and worse than useless X Corps commander, Army Major Gen.
Edward Almond continues to stand out in ignominy compared to the Marines regiment
commanders and their leader Maj. Gen. O.P.Smith.Readers should also be reminded that the
Marine's Chosin Reservoir campaign permanently defeated President Truman's and Generals
Marshall and Eisenhower pending decision to do away with the Marine Corps except as a
ceremonial band.”

Karen Seijas, “Heroism and The Some. Any student of the Korean War and the epic battel of the
Marines at the Chosin Reservoir must read this book. Hopkins tells the story from his Roanoke,
Virginia origins through the historic encirclement when the Chinese suddenly entered the war.
Since he was the commander of the Headquarters Company of a battalon, his perspective is a
step broader than that of the rifle companies in the line. First read "Breakout" by Martin Russ,
then this detailed account of one unit of Marines who are at the center of it all. The courage and



fighting spirit of these guys is truly inspirational. In the face of the worst weather faced by
American troops in history, and outnumbered as badly as The Alamo, they endured and they
won.  Extraordinary!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Five Stars. ANOTHER GREAT STORY ABOUT THE MARINES. WELL
TOLD”

The book by William D. Nordhaus has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 49 people have provided feedback.
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