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“Don’t rock the boat. 

This is an order.”

Bury Him
A Memoir of the Viet Nam War

Captain Doug Chamberlain
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For most of his life, Captain Doug Chamberlain has lived and worked on his 
family ranch in LaGrange, Wyoming. Doug has had experience in public education 
as both a classroom teacher and administrator, in radio broadcasting, and the 
transportation industry. He has been a community and state leader serving in the 
Wyoming State Legislature for 18 years culminating in his election and service as 
Speaker of the Wyoming House of Representatives.

Perhaps his greatest public service, however, was his time as a Marine 
Company Commander in Viet Nam. It was a time for him to serve his country, 
but at the same time, the source of one of his greatest regrets. Like many Viet 
Nam vets, Doug went over alone and came home alone. And, like many other vets, 
he came home with baggage, violent memories and unfinished business. He was 
haunted by what he did and failed to do in the war.

In this frank, engaging memoir, Captain Chamberlain casts a long look back 
to his service in the Marines. He chronicles the missions, personal courage and 
sacrifice of the Marines he was privileged to command; painfully recalls the 
unspeakable order he and his Marines were forced to obey; and the cover-up 
which followed.

Nearly four decades later, Captain Chamberlain makes right what was wrong; 
brings closure to the family of a fallen and abandoned warrior; and attempts to 
put to rest the guilt which plagued his military career and life.

Unlike most books on the Viet Nam War, this book is written at a tactical 
level by a Marine Company Commander who was there. Unlike most books on 
the Viet Nam War, this book is written at a tactical level by a Marine Company 
Commander who was there. Serious historians, Viet Nam War scholars and 
military commanders at all levels and branches will laugh, cry and identify 
with the lessons of war found in Chamberlain’s memoirs as he writes about the 
indelible connection between Marines in combat.

Readers will marvel at Captain Chamberlain’s tenacity in uncovering and 
ultimately correcting a lie and highlighting the phony heroes, weak politicians, 
liars, and fabricators who tarnished the reputation and sacrifice of the men and 
women in uniform who fought and died in Viet Nam.

A must read for young military leaders who think the only enemies in war are 
those combatants on the other side of the FLOT (Forward Line of Troops).

Major General Edward Wright, United States Army (Retired)
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Captain Doug Chamberlain’s book reaffirms the stark reality, daily agonies 
and the constant vigilance of commanding a company of Marines and Corpsmen in 
combat during the height of the Vietnam War in 1968. It is both story and history 
describing threatening events with split-second decisions changing lives, forever! 
This book is a compelling read, honest, up-close and personal told by a Company 
Commander who took his responsibilities seriously! “Skipper” Chamberlain, not 
only “tells the rest of the story” but “tells the real story” of his time in the field 
with his Marines and Sailors and of the traumatic, life-changing ordeal of being 
ordered by higher-ups to bury a U.S. Marine KIA.... 

Grady T. Birdsong, Corporal USMC - 1/27, 2/9 & 3rd MarDiv 
Communications Company, RVN 1968-1969. 

Author of To the Sound of the Guns

In war, the only way to preserve one’s morality is to apply a strict moral code 
to the conduct of war itself. Captain Doug Chamberlain was one of the longest 
serving Marine Company Commanders in the Vietnam War. His honor, and that 
of the Marine Corps, was tested severely when he was ordered to bury the body 
of a Marine instead of bringing home the remains. Bury Him is the story of a 
commander’s commitment to his Marines and his determination to redeem his 
honor and that of the Corps.

Don R. Catherall, PhD.
Author of The Handbook of Stress, Trauma and the Family

and Shaped by the Shadow of War

I have known Doug Chamberlain to be a man of constant character and 
integrity since I first met him as a student athlete at John Brown University in 
the 1960s. His book recounts his agonized response to a direct order to “bury” the 
remains of a fallen Marine in Vietnam, followed by a prompt retraction at Doug’s 
urging and a heroic recovery and return of that body to the family. However, the 
confusing and critical response from a few officers in the Marine Corp Command 
set Doug upon a difficult 50-year journey of unanswered questions and great 
personal stress. His final victorious discovery of the “truth, the whole truth, 
and nothing but the truth” is a gripping and tough personal narrative that will 
inspire every reader in difficult circumstances to speak truth, regardless of the 
consequences.

John E. Brown, III
Past president of JBU, and former AR State Senator
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Captain Chamberlain’s searing memoir of combat in the southern I Corps  
zone, during the height  of the  Vietnam  War, not only tells gripping stories of 
heroism and tragedy... it also unveils, for the first time, the truth of a sorry episode 
in Marine Corps history that has remained buried for fifty years. Chamberlain’s 
earnest prose reveals a burdened conscience, but it also demonstrates his 
unflinching courage in fulfilling his duty as a Marine and a patriot, ultimately 
proving himself a warrior with his honor intact. I  was privileged to  help  him 
uncover  documentary  evidence  of the events at the heart of his story, bringing 
closure after  half a  century for  a company  of Marines  who  were  asked to  do 
the unthinkable, and for a family who never understood why they had to  bury 
a loved  one—not  once,  but  twice. Bury Him can stand proudly alongside such 
enduring classics of Marine Corps literature as Robert Leckie’s Helmet for My 
Pillow and Philip Caputo’s A Rumor of War.

Paul T. Semones, P.E.
Semones Forensic Engineering
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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all United States Marines and their 
families; Doug Berger; the memory of PFC Michael J. Kelly; the 
Marines who were serving in Echo Company, Second Battalion, 
Seventh Marines on 25 March 1968; and everyone else who has 
ever served in the Armed Forces of the United States of America. 
Semper Fi.
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 Map of Vietnam and the surrounding countries with Ho Chi Minh Trail, 
Map courtesy of Nick Zelinger, NZGraphics.com
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“Echo Company, 2nd Bn, 7th Marine Regiment Area of Operations 1967-68  
Map courtesy of Nick Zelinger, NZGraphics.com
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…The seats to Denver Bronco Football Games have been sold out 
for so many years that no one can remember when they weren’t. I have 
been a season ticket holder since the late 1990s. This particular Sunday 
afternoon was no exception. Over 76,000 Bronco fans rose to their 
feet at the Sports Authority Field at Mile High. They stood to honor the 
American and organizational flags being carried by the Color Guards 
entering the stadium through the north end zone. The United States 
Air Force, the United States Army, the United States Coast Guard, The 
Denver Fire Fighters, The United States Marine Corps, The United States 
Navy, and the Denver Police Department were all represented. The small 
contingents moved briskly to the yard markers on the east side of the 
field to which they were assigned, pivoted to their right, and then more 
deliberately and ceremoniously followed their yard line across the field. 
They stopped in a parallel line near the boundary line facing the sea of 
humanity standing in the west side of the stadium. The Marine Corps 
Color Guard was standing on the 50-yard line. In the usual sequence, 
the Stadium Announcer introduced the contingents beginning in order 
from the north end of the stadium. The roar of the crowd followed 
each introduction. I heard him say, “The United States Marine Corps”... 
and the sounds from the stadium began to fade away from me. I felt 
an overwhelming, smothering wave of shame that seemed to crush 
my chest and I thought my head was going to explode. Suddenly, I was 
standing alone in a bomb crater in the jungles of South Viet Nam. I was 
looking down at the partially decomposed remains of a Marine that 
appeared to have been abandoned and left behind. I felt myself shaking, 
and someone was approaching me with their hand out…and when they 
touched my left arm, I froze. I quickly looked at the person and soon 
realized it was a woman standing beside me who had purchased the 
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Bronco game ticket for the seat next to mine. She was rubbing my arm 
and appeared to be looking at me with concern and compassion, but she 
said nothing. I had no idea who she was before the game, and I never 
had the opportunity to see her again after that day...
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Preface

The United States Marine Corps is, and has been, the finest military 
force the world has ever known. One of the reasons is because of the 
esprit de corps that is created in those who serve in the capacity of being 
a United States Marine. The sacrifices endured in the training, and the 
expectations of those who have earned the title “Marine,” sometimes 
transcend the understanding of those who have never “been there and 
done that.” Most of the finest people I have ever known, and with whom I 
have been associated with, are United States Marines. The circumstances 
under which we became known to each other could play a part in my 
evaluation of these great Americans, but I have compared them to the 
standards of the hundreds of people I have known in public service and 
the business ventures in my life, and my dedication to these Marines has 
only been reinforced. With that said, any organization, team, or military 
branch is only as strong as its weakest member. There are always some 
in any common entity that fail to meet the standards of the larger group, 
and the results can be devastating, but not necessarily fatal overall.

Many of the names of the people in this book are individuals I was 
associated with once I arrived in South Viet Nam. Some of the names 
are fictitious to protect the identity and privacy of the individuals, 
and their families. However, the exceptions are Sergeant John “Jack” 
Johann; Lieutenant Caesar “Sid” Stair, III; Corporal Donald “Cathi” 
Catherall; Lance Corporal Gabriel “Gabe” Quinonez; Staff Sergeant Lutu; 
Lieutenant Jimmie R. Pippen; Corporal Joseph W. Freda; Corporal Joseph 
T. Wnukowski; Lieutenant Colonel Charles Mueller; and Lieutenant 
Colonel John Love, who was deceased in 2014. In addition, Captain 
Lyle Johnson’s name is listed as Killed In Action in Viet Nam in public 
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documents. The other names in the military records after my Forensic 
Investigation was initiated are as they appear in those documents.

I could not have performed my duties as the Commander of Echo 
Company, Second Battalion, 7th Marine Regiment, First Division of the 
United States Marine Corps with any kind of success if it had not been 
for the very courageous, professional, dedicated, patriotic, outstanding 
Marines in Echo Company, Second Battalion, Seventh Marines. My debt 
of gratitude to them can never be repaid. The word “hero” has been 
attributed to many in our society today. However, the word has special 
meaning to me when it is used in reference to anyone who has risked 
their own life and personal safety for the assistance to, and the defense 
of, the well-being, safety, and lives of others.

In my particular case, the Marines who served under my command 
of Echo Company, 2nd Battalion, 7th Marines will always be my heroes, 
and I will never forget the sacrifices we endured. As you read my 
accounts of the things I saw through my eyes, please keep in mind that 
every good and successful thing that happened to Echo Company while 
it was under my command was as a result of the never-ending support 
and efforts by all of us to make our unit succeed. I have intentionally left 
out many of the details of their individual work, in most cases, because 
I do not believe I can accurately describe the heroic efforts of my men 
or relate what they were thinking throughout our time together. I can 
only describe what I saw, and this book is my attempt to articulate the 
reasoning behind the decisions I made. After enormous thought and 
years of personal deliberation, this is my attempt to put into words what 
I recall during this period of my life from my perspective.

One perspective of my writing needs to be clarified as it relates to 
using the term “gook” in reference to the enemy forces in South Viet 
Nam. The term is used in a majoritive sense in the historical context 
of this writing. It also appears to have been used in the Korean War 
by American troops as nomenclature to reference the enemy. I fully 
understand that it can be considered to be an ethnic slur in today’s 
interpretation, but that is not what is intended in this book. The term is 
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only used as a historical reference to the terminology that was used by 
American forces during the Viet Nam War. We also referred to those in 
that same general group as “Charlie.” In a similar manner, I include the 
use of the terms “baby killers,” “murderers,” “rapists,” and Marine “dogs” 
that were used by our Vietnamese enemies and the anti-war activists 
in the United States and around the world to describe our American 
Military personnel during that time. I would appreciate the tolerance 
and latitude by you, the reader, to allow me to preserve the historical 
accuracy of my book in this manner.

The final impetus for me to commit myself to the effort necessary to 
write this book came as a result of a conversation I had with Dr. Brent 
Kaufman, DVN, in 2015. Dr. Kaufman is the co-owner of the Goshen 
Veterinary Clinic in Torrington, Wyoming. He was a student of mine 
when I taught at La Grange High School in La Grange, Wyoming, after 
my release from active duty and following my first attempt to study 
jurisprudence at the University of Wyoming. I was also his basketball 
coach during those years at LaGrange. On the day of the conversation, 
Dr. Kaufman was administering medical treatment to one of my cattle, 
and he and I were jokingly reminiscing about those days at LGHS when 
he suddenly became serious. He said he had always wondered why I 
always seemed “mad and angry” during those years. That was the first 
time that I could ever remember anyone asking me about my behavior 
during that period of my life who thought it was abnormal, without 
being judgmental. He was not comparing me and my conduct to what 
and who I was prior to my military service, because he did not know me 
then. He was simply making an observation. His comment haunted me 
for several months, and it eventually led to the writing of this book.
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Introduction

My “roots” are near the edge of the eastern Rocky Mountains in 
southeastern Wyoming and western Nebraska. My fraternal grandfather 
came to southeast Wyoming from northeast Indiana to live with 
relatives in the late 1800’s and to seek natural relief from the effects 
of tuberculosis, according to family historical accounts. It was while he 
was here that he homesteaded property east of what is now the town of 
La Grange. Family records indicate that my father and his four siblings 
were born on the homestead property. My father was born in 1909. Our 
family records indicate that the actual occupying of the Chamberlain 
homestead property began prior to 1900. The actual ownership 
document was called a “Patent” that could be obtained from the federal 
government after residing on a 160-acre parcel of land continuously for 
at least 10 years. Additional land was added to the original 160-acre 
parcel and I still live on that original homestead.

My mother was born in 1912 on one of the Warner homestead 
farms in extreme western Nebraska approximately 10 miles east of 
where my father was born on the homestead in Wyoming. My maternal 
grandparents were descendants of a large, extended family that 
emigrated from Sweden. The first historical record of the family involved 
Andrew Warner in Newtowne, Massachusetts, which later became the 
city of Cambridge. At what appears to be the first record of a town 
meeting held on December 24, 1632, he was given the responsibility of 
building “20 rods” of fence “to enclose the common,” a task similar to 
that assigned to many other settlers in Newtowne.

As we say in rural Wyoming and Nebraska where I was born and 
raised, “my roots go way back and are very deep.” Both of my parents’ 
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families were poor by any standard, but both families survived by 
knowing how to be good stewards of the land, excellent practitioners 
of animal husbandry, and most of all, being great friends and neighbors.

I am the youngest of five children, and I was born in 1942. I had two 
Great-Uncles who served in the United States Army in World War I, and 
both were physically and/or emotionally disabled to some degree as a 
result of their service. One was my Great-Uncle Roy Hamilton, who was 
from my mother’s side of the family. He related to me that he had spent 
43 continuous days in the trenches that were tactically used during 
his service in his infantry unit. “Uncle Roy” was plagued by continual 
“twitching” in his shoulders and torso, and he continuously tugged 
lightly at his clothing. My Great-Aunt Alice, his wife, said he had been 
like that since returning from “the War.” However, he lived until he was 
90, and she lived to the “ripe old age” of 102.

My other relative who served in WWI was my Great-Uncle Guy Hanna, 
who also served in the United States Army Infantry as a Scout. He was 
from my father’s side of the family. He returned with severe damage 
to his lungs from exposure to mustard gas, and he had overwhelming 
emotional problems as a result of his service. Family memories of him 
were that loud noises would make him very nervous, and for several 
years, when an airplane would fly over, he would dive onto the ground, 
cover his head with his arms and hands, and shout warnings for 
everyone to “get down.” My siblings who remember him said that he 
was very withdrawn, and that he would often sit in a darkened corner of 
a room by himself. They reminisced that his behavior was so abnormal 
that some of their teenage friends were afraid of him. He was born 50 
years to the day before I was. A bunkhouse where he lived near my 
grandparent’s home after his return from “the War” is still standing here 
on the homestead, although it is in a very serious state of deterioration. 
I have resolved to myself to try to preserve it, but I have never had the 
resources to be able to do it to this point in my life.

I had an Uncle Oris Chamberlain, who served in the United States 
Army in World War II in a Construction Battalion, and whose son, my 
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first cousin, Oris Chamberlain, Jr., served in the United States Army 
Infantry in the Korean War. Junior, as we called him, was seriously 
wounded shortly after his arrival in Korea, and he bore the physical 
disabilities associated with those injuries for the remainder of his life. 
He recalled that when he finally regained consciousness after being hit 
by rounds fired from a machinegun, someone had removed his boots 
and taken them for their use because they thought he was dead.

My brother, Earl W. Chamberlain, served in the United States Army 
after completion of the Reserve Officers Training Corps (ROTC) Program 
and his graduation from the University of Wyoming in 1954. He was 
stationed in Germany for a period of time during part of the “Cold War 
Era.”

Growing up in rural Wyoming was a “storybook” life. My parents 
created our sustenance by farming and ranching. We never went to 
bed hungry, but there were meals every day that were the creation of 
a mother who was very inventive and an excellent cook. There were 
few people, if any, that could be considered wealthy near the town of 
La Grange, the population of which was approximately 150 people. My 
education was obtained in a school system where there were only 30 
students in the high school. My graduating class consisted of 10 young 
Americans, the largest class in the history of the school up until that 
time. We were taught that we could contribute to the land of the free 
and the home of the brave. It was instilled in us that we should try to 
make a better life “for ourselves and those whose happiness depended 
upon us,” which was part of our Future Farmers of America (FFA) youth 
organization pledge. My childhood was one where respect for others and 
dependency on others for survival were an important key to the military 
leadership that would be required of me later in life, even though I could 
not imagine it at the time.

From this small school and town in Wyoming over a four-year 
period came four state basketball championship teams in a row, four 
college athletes, one NCAA basketball coach, one banker and financier, 
two military Officers who served in Viet Nam, one Enlisted military 
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personnel who also served in Viet Nam, some ranchers, some teachers, 
and some business owners, just to name a few of the accomplishments 
of our small group of students.

We did not have kindergarten in our small school, so some of us 
entered school when we were five years old. Our inspiration for learning 
began with Martha Ann Adams, our first and second grade teacher, who 
was one of the kindest persons I have ever known. My inspiration to 
become a pilot began with the boundless efforts of my third and fourth 
grade teacher, Shirley Mills. She was an unmarried teacher in a small 
town in Wyoming and was what adult males in our little town considered 
a “Knockout.” At our young age, we thought all of our teachers were 
beautiful, but what made Miss Mills particularly outstanding was her 
ability to relate to us and make us believe in ourselves, even if we wanted 
to be a pilot. She taught us all of the very simple fundamentals of flight. 
I eventually became a private pilot and had the tremendous pleasure 
of having her fly with me from Wyoming to southern California for an 
educational convention some 20 years later. We learned vocal music 
from Janette Kessler, a wonderful, but firm, Vocal Music Teacher who 
inspired us to love music and taught us how concentrated effort was 
essential to succeed in life. She was a fabulous mother, a great ranching 
partner with her husband, and an outstanding role model to all of us. 
Cleo Wheeland was a traveling maestro who came to our school twice a 
week and taught us instrumental music so some of us could play in the 
school band. Marching and playing in county fair parades were summer 
activities that he always demanded of us. Two coaches, Bill Perich and 
Ron Schliske, taught us the fundamentals of basketball. At the same time, 
they taught us the life lessons of self-discipline, personal sacrifice, and 
competing to win fairly while respecting our opponents. They required 
us to condition ourselves to develop endurance and instilled in us the 
courage to never quit, regardless of the difficulties we faced. Because 
of the teaching, training and inspiration of two high school Vocational 
Agriculture Teachers and Future Farmers of America Advisors, Marvin 
Riley and Jack Lester, I was elected to be the State President of the 
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Wyoming Future Farmers of America during my senior year in high 
school. I was awarded an American Farmer Degree because of the 
efforts of these kinds of great people that played such an important part 
in shaping my life during my childhood and adolescent years. Little did I 
realize at the time that the lessons they taught us would play a key role 
in the discipline required in my future military experience.

One of my classmates, Robert “Robby” Greathouse, became an 
Officer in the United States Navy, after graduating from Colorado State 
University (CSU). He attended CSU where he had been awarded a full 
track scholarship. He “walked on” and played football for the CSU 
Rams, also. Robby flew F-8 fighter jets and bombers for two tours in 
Viet Nam from August of 1968 to February of 1969, and from August 
of 1969 until February 1970 aboard the USS Hancock. After serving 
our Country for 25 years, he retired from the Naval Service as a Navy 
Captain. Captain Greathouse then pursued a career as a commercial 
airline pilot and retired from Alaska Airlines after 12 years of service to 
that organization. I was also a military officer, and served as an infantry 
officer in the United States Marine Corps.

Another classmate of ours, Robert “Greg” Gregory, was a distant 
relative of mine because one of his uncles on his father’s side of his 
family was married to one of my aunts on my father’s side of our family. 
Greg enlisted in the United States Army, and his service in Viet Nam 
was concentrated on the technological monitoring of the performance 
and capabilities of the Russian built SAMs, or Surface to Air Missiles, 
deployed in North Viet Nam. In addition, he and his unit also had the 
ability to monitor the developing Soviet intercontinental ballistic 
missile program that was later deployed in the Soviet Union during the 
Cold War Era. The Soviets used the rockets that they developed during 
that time in the early stages of the Soviet Space Program. The practical 
application of his duties in Viet Nam also included the operation of 
drones for collection of intelligence information while flying over North 
Viet Nam. Marine Infantry Units were used to help recover the cameras 
from those drones that sometimes crashed into the jungles upon their 
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return to South Viet Nam. After completing his enlistment, Greg became 
employed as a civilian to develop more sophisticated drones that were 
to be used by the United States in the future. His work, and that of his 
colleagues, laid the foundation for drone technology being used by the 
United States military today.

I was fortunate enough to receive an athletic scholarship to play 
basketball and run track at the University of Wyoming. Even though 
I was enrolled in the ROTC during my freshman year at UW, military 
service had never really occurred to me. After leaving UW, I transferred 
to John Brown University, or “JBU,” in Siloam Springs, Arkansas, where I 
continued my education to become a teacher. The cost of my education 
was paid for with a scholarship I received for playing basketball. While 
there, I was honored to be elected Student Body President. JBU is a 
private, nondenominational University that was founded by a Methodist 
Evangelist, John Brown, Sr. Upon my graduation in May of 1964, I 
returned to Wyoming to teach and coach basketball, track, and cross 
country at Veteran High School in Veteran, Wyoming.

Teaching and coaching provided me with the ability to make monthly 
payments on a new 1964 Corvette. However, after one carefree year 
of “living the dream,” my life unimaginably took a turn down a road of 
no return. I received a notice from the United States Selective Service 
Office to report for induction into the United States Army in the spring 
of 1965. I had been drafted. The draft lottery had not been initiated in 
those early years of the “Conflict.” Draft selections were determined by a 
draft board that consisted of persons in each county in every state who 
were appointed by the President of the United States. In reality, young 
people of draft age eligibility who did not have any political connections 
or financial “where-with-all” seemed to be the first that were selected, 
and I was one of them. Flexibility was allowed as far as to which branch 
of the service a draftee was to enter if the draftee wanted to enlist, and 
I thought I would like to learn how to fly and be a “jet fighter pilot.” A 
slight vision deficiency in one eye kept me from pursuing that. Since I 
was a college graduate, I reviewed the programs in all branches of the 
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military that were available for potential Officer Candidates. The Officer 
Candidate Training Program for the United States Marine Corps was the 
shortest, so I notified the Wyoming Selective Service Office in Goshen 
County that I was enlisting in the United States Marine Corps. After all, 
it would only be a few weeks of training beginning October 17, 1965.

The sudden change in my plans for my life also presented me with a 
decision as far as possible marriage plans. I had dated one young lady 
for most of my high school and college years. After I received my draft 
notice, we decided that it would be best if we were married before I left 
to fulfill my military obligation. Even though being married at that time 
was a way to be exempt from the draft, I did not avail myself of that excuse 
to avoid serving my Country. Hindsight being “20-20,” marriage at that 
time was probably a mistake. We could not, and did not, anticipate the 
life-changing experiences that awaited me. In fairness, after my military 
experience, I am sure I was not the person my wife thought she had 
married.

I was not anxious to interrupt my “budding career” as a high school 
basketball coach. Sports had always been a significant part of my life. 
However, my family heritage included military service, especially when 
our Country called. I knew very little about Viet Nam, primarily because 
I did not think about possible military duty in Southeast Asia at that 
time of my life. When the reality of being drafted finally struck me, I 
began to listen to the media coverage of what appeared to be the United 
States becoming involved in a land war in that part of the world. The 
United States government had been publicly repeating a mantra about 
the spread of Communism in South Viet Nam, Laos, and Cambodia, and 
how it was endangering Thailand, Burma, and Indonesia. Some reports 
maintained that eventually even Australia could possibly be directly 
affected. As a result of these predictions, the leadership in our Country 
at that time steadfastly insisted that U. S. military intervention in South 
Viet Nam was necessary to slow, and eventually deter, the advancement 
of this atheistic, dictatorial “scourge.” Some historical prognosticators 
through the years have suggested that the assassination of President 
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John F. Kennedy could possibly have been as a result of his determination 
that our Country should not become engaged in a land war in Asia, and 
in particular South Viet Nam. Whatever the case, President Kennedy had 
been “taken out,” and Vice President Lyndon Johnson became President 
and Commander in Chief of the United States Military Forces after 
President Kennedy’s tragic death on November 22, 1963.

The run-up to the drafting and enlistment of several million young 
Americans for service in the Viet Nam War was punctuated by an 
alleged attack on United States Navy ships in the part of the South 
China Sea called the Gulf of Tonkin, which is just off the coast of North 
Viet Nam. What now appears to have been the propaganda of the 
Johnson Administration was that on August 2 and 4, 1964, several 
relatively small North Vietnamese gunboats attacked our Navy fleet 
operating in international waters in that Gulf. It was admitted by the 
Johnson Administration at the time that there was very little damage, 
if any, to our naval vessels, and some credible military sources at the 
time claimed that the attacks did not even take place. The President 
consulted with his Secretary of Defense Robert McNamara, Secretary 
of State Dean Rusk, National Security Advisors, and Joint Chiefs of Staff. 
Their collective decisions eventually led to the commitment of American 
military aircraft and as many as 525,000 ground troops during 1968 in 
the effort to provide the South Vietnamese “self-determination.” In their 
wisdom, the alleged “attacks” were to have been so egregious that our 
Country’s chosen response led to the longest war in our nation’s history 
up until that time.

In the ensuing years, hundreds of American pilots were killed 
conducting bombing raids over North Viet Nam, and hundreds more 
were captured and held as prisoners of war, or POWs, by the North 
Vietnamese. One of the pilots who was shot down and became a POW was 
John McCain, who later became a United States Senator from Arizona. 
POW McCain was the son of a United States Navy Admiral at the time 
he was shot down and captured. Without a doubt, he became the most 
recognizable of the many POW pilots. What later became the obvious 
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“insanity” of the conduct of the Viet Nam War can best be illustrated 
by the following excerpt from a book that includes details of an alleged 
interview with the aforementioned Secretary of State Dean Rusk.

The general conversation of the interview was the issue of why so 
many American planes were shot down during the Viet Nam War. The 
source of the information was disclosed to me in early March of 2018. 
It came from a fellow Marine Officer, Captain Ron Maines, who is also a 
John Brown University graduate. Ron is the epitome of a great person, 
and he is a friend of mine who was a CH-46 helicopter pilot. He served 
in the Viet Nam theatre in 1969 and 1970.

Ron referred me to The Secret War and Other Conflicts that was 
published in 2014 by General John L. “Pete” Piotrowski, ISBN 978-1-
4931-6187-4 (h). The author rose from the rank of a Basic Airman to 
become a Brigadier General in the United States Air Force. The following 
is a quote from pages 246/247 of his book:

Nearly twenty years later, former Secretary of State Dean 
Rusk being interviewed by Peter Arnett on a CBC documentary 
called, “The Ten Thousand Day War.”

Mr. Arnett asked, “It has been rumored that the United States 
provided the North Vietnamese government the names of the 
targets that would be bombed the following day. Is there any 
truth to that allegation?”

To everyone’s astonishment and absolute disgust, the former 
Secretary responded, “Yes. We didn’t want to harm the North 
Vietnamese people, so we passed the targets to the Swiss 
embassy in Washington with instructions to pass them to the 
NVN [North Viet Nam] government through their embassy in 
Hanoi.” As we watched in horror, Secretary Rusk went on to say, 
“All we wanted to do is demonstrate to the North Vietnamese 
leadership that we could strike targets at will, but we didn’t 
want to kill innocent people. By giving the North Vietnamese 
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advanced warning of the targets to be attacked, we thought 
they would tell the workers to stay home.”

No wonder all the targets were so heavily defended day after 
day! The NVN obviously moved as many guns as they could 
overnight to better defend each target they knew was going to 
be attacked. Clearly, many brave American Air Force and Navy 
fliers died or spent years in NVN prison camps as a direct result 
of being intentionally betrayed by Secretary Rusk and Secretary 
McNamara, and perhaps, President Johnson himself.

I cannot think of a more duplicitous and treacherous act of 
American government officials. Dean Rusk served as Secretary 
of State from January 21, 1961 through January 20, 1969 under 
President John F. Kennedy and Lyndon B. Johnson.

The following two sentences were then attributed to Mr. Arnett by
the author:

Mr. Peter Arnett opined that “This would be a treasonous act 
by anyone else.” A very sad revelation.

I hope the information in General Piotrowski’s book that is alleged 
to be true will help you, the reader, achieve a more clear understanding 
of the intensely emotional contents of this book. To make the cost of the 
war more poignant, records indicate that the United States lost 3,744 
fixed-wing aircraft and 5,607 helicopters in the conflict. The number 
of aircraft and American pilots that were lost as a direct result of the 
Johnson Administration’s unbelievable practice of advanced target 
notification is unknown. The release of the documentary entitled “The 
Vietnam War” in 2017 by Ken Burns and Geoffrey C. Ward has been 
positively acclaimed by many critics, but I had not yet felt emotionally 
able to view it at the time of this writing. Marine Veterans that I know 
who have seen the series, and that I have spoken to personally, seemed 
united in their impression that the production is one that maximized the 
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mistakes of the United States participants at all levels, while minimizing 
the aggressive, murderous acts of the Viet Cong and North Vietnamese, 
especially those committed against the South Vietnamese populace.

Information attributed to the National Archives and Records 
Administration indicate that at least 58,267 American lives were 
sacrificed for our Country in this incomprehensible War, and their names 
are engraved on the Vietnam Memorial Wall as accounted for. Wounded 
Americans, both physically and psychologically, can be estimated to be 
in the hundreds of thousands, considering that an estimated 2.5 million 
Americans served in the Viet Nam War. Statistical information presents 
even more stark demographic information. According to a retired 
Marine Sergeant Major, of the total of those Americans killed:

39,996 of those killed were 22 years old or younger
8,283 were 19 years old
31,695 were 18 years old
12 were 17 years old
5 were 16 years old
1 was 15 years old
8 were women
997 were killed on the day they arrived in Viet Nam
1,448 were killed on the day they were leaving Viet Nam 
31 sets of brothers were killed
3 sets of fathers and sons were killed
Most Americans killed on one day was 245 
 on January 31, 1968
Most Americans killed in one month was 2,415 
 in May 1968
POW/MIAs still unaccounted for – 1,910

Two other countries contributed significantly to the war effort. 
60,000 Australians served in the Viet Nam War of which 3,000 were 
wounded in action, and 521 lost their lives. South Korea also made 
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a valiant attempt to prove their allegiance to the United States effort. In 
doing so, they committed 300,000 troops to the War effort of which 
10,962 were wounded, and 5,099 were killed in action trying to 
defend the South Vietnamese.

There is a “saying” among some Veterans that is simplistic, but direct: 
“If old men had to fight the wars, there wouldn’t be any.”
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The Candidate

Officer Candidate School, or OCS, for the Marine Corps was, and 
I believe still is, located at Quantico, Virginia. I arrived on a train the 
evening of October 16, 1965, along with several hundred other aspiring 
Candidates. It was very similar to what has been portrayed in movies 
with a Drill Instructor, commonly called a “D.I.,” exercising their lungs as 
they shouted profanity to impress these “college girls” with descriptions 
of how tough the next several weeks of their lives were going to be...
and they were right. Most of those outstanding D.I.’s had limited formal 
educations, but they knew more about living and dying than most 
Candidates would ever know. Looking back, I do not remember anything 
that the D.I.’s told us at any voice level that was not true.

Marine Corps Base, Quantico, Virginia, was also shared with the 
Federal Bureau of Investigation for training purposes, but we did 
not have any interaction with them that we were aware of. Every 
Candidate was a college graduate except for a few meritorious enlisted 
Noncommissioned Officers who, because of their excellent service 
record, were given the opportunity to become a Commissioned Officer. 
We called these Candidates who had come up through the ranks 
“Mustangs.” They were generally older than us “college punks,” and far 
ahead of us as far as combat training was concerned. The World War 
II era barracks where we were quartered were on the immediate east 
side of the main railroad line that stretched between New York City, 
New York, and Miami, Florida. The part of the base we were located on 
extended east to the Chesapeake Bay. The Railroad divided the Quantico 
base making it mandatory to cross it for almost everything involved 
with our training. The tracks were so close to the barracks that at night 
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the headlight from an approaching train looked like it was going to come 
through the squad bay, not to mention the noise and vibration as the 
train passed by. Even the “Mess Hall” was located on the west side of 
the tracks, which gave us ample opportunity to stand at attention while 
trains passed and our “chow” was getting cold. Because we marched 
to and from the Mess Hall, no talking was allowed, but the noise of the 
trains would sometimes allow for some “criminal mischief” in the eyes 
of the D.I.’s. The food was edible, usually, and the rule was “take all you 
want, but eat everything you take.” Anyone caught throwing food away 
was required to eat it out of the garbage can, so that did not happen 
more than once. One morning I forgot to take milk for my dry cereal, and 
when I went back to get some, the milk was all gone. I learned a valuable 
lesson while I was eating the dry cereal during the ten-minute period 
we were allowed to eat...in silence.

Every Candidate was scored in three categories: 25% of the score 
was based on Leadership; 25% of the score was based on Academic 
Achievement; and 50% was based on Physical Achievement. Examples 
of the physical scoring were the Obstacle Course, the Confidence 
Course, pugil stick fighting, bayonet fighting, calisthenics, and trail runs. 
The Obstacle Course was a timed event, but the Confidence Course was 
not. The Confidence Course involved climbing over objects as high as 
40-50 feet without the use of safety nets. A Candidate once asked a D.I. 
what would happen if one of us fell off one of the obstacles, and the 
answer was simply, “You won’t.” The trail runs were designed to make 
the Candidates stay as close as possible to the Officer leading the run, 
so that when he stopped and turned around to write names on his 
notepad, you did not get a written “chit” for lagging behind. The chit was 
a negative performance evaluation, and an accumulation of too many 
chits could cause the Candidate to be “washed out” of the program. 
If you washed out of the program, you did not return to civilian life. 
The failed Candidate was sent to Parris Island, South Carolina, to the 
Marine Corps Boot Camp where they would be trained for a two-year 
enlistment, starting out as a “buck private.”



SAMPLE
 - F

OR R
EVIE

W
 O

NLY
 

www.M
ari

ne
Dou

gC
ha

mbe
rla

in.
co

m

19

The service obligation for successful Officer Candidates was for three 
years from the date of the successful completion of OCS and attaining 
the rank of Second Lieutenant. All officers were considered Reserve 
Officers initially, and later the Marine Corps selected the Reserve 
Officers they wanted to augment to become Regular Officers. I was 
never aware of what percentage of Reserve Officers that were selected 
for augmentation. I declined my offer to become a regular officer that I 
received shortly after my graduation from OCS.

“Hazing” of Candidates by D.I.’s was not supposed to be physical or 
dangerous. However, the line was blurred. The purpose of most hazing 
was to make a very identifiable point and to observe the reaction of the 
Candidates. It started at 0400 hours (4:00 A.M.) on the first day in the 
barracks when a large aluminum garbage can was thrown down the 
squad bay by the D.I. while the other D.I. pounded on the lid of the can 
with a piece of pipe. Amidst it all was an enormous amount of profanity 
and references to our family heritage, while none of the Candidates 
knew what they were supposed to do or where to go.

The expectations of the Candidates was to do everything exactly 
the way we were told to do it, with no exceptions. Much of the training 
was designed to make sure we paid attention to detail, and we were 
scored accordingly. Immense pressure was maintained on Candidates 
as yet another way of scoring their progress, with limited time to do 
everything. One of the timed tasks was the time allowed to relieve 
ourselves. Not only did we have limited time, but the facilities were 
very limited in size and number, and urination and defecation was not 
allowed anywhere other than in the “head,” or restroom. The initial 
exposure to the pressure caused a Candidate who had graduated Magna 
Cum Laude from Georgia Tech to go AWOL, or Absent Without Leave, 
after only being there three days. He was sent to Parris Island when he 
was located and arrested.

One detail requirement was that we were not allowed to wear our 
government issued plastic wristwatch outside for physical training 
in the mornings. On one particular morning I forgot to do that. After 
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removing our “blouse” and folding it a certain way and placing it on the 
ground in a certain spot, we began our calisthenics. At one point I heard 
a soft voice behind me say, “Did you forget something, Candidate?” 
Nothing more was said until we had our nightly “rack drill” before the 
D.I. “tucked his babies in for the night.” All of the other Candidates were 
required to stand at attention while I pushed my wristwatch the full 
length of the 50-foot squad bay and back… with my nose, while I was 
berated with profanity by the D.I.

Rack drills were sometimes more physical than others. One in 
particular would begin with all of the Candidates standing at attention 
on each side of our respective steel bunk beds, clad only in “skivvies” 
and a T-shirt. The D.I. would shout, “In the rack!” All Candidates were to 
be lying in their respective bunks at attention before the D.I. counted to 
three. Invariably, the Candidates on the bottom bunks were hitting their 
heads on the bunk above, and the ones on top were hitting their shins 
on the steel frame that was under their mattress while trying to jump in. 
Because the count was always fast, it was impossible to accomplish the 
command, and at the end of the count, another shout followed, “Out of 
the rack!” The exercise would be repeated until the D.I. decided we had 
endured enough “training.”

On one particular night, when a muscular 200-pound candidate tried 
to jump into the top bunk, the small bolts that secured the top bunk 
to the frame on the bottom bunk broke, and the Candidate fell to the 
floor with the steel frame hitting his lower back as it fell on top of him. 
The Navy Corpsmen were called and he was taken to a medical facility. 
But...it did not happen during “rack drill” because “we did not have rack 
drills”...and every Candidate would confirm that if questioned about 
it. We learned some time later that the injured Candidate had been 
medically discharged from the Marine Corps because of the injuries to 
his back.

After “Lights out!” and a short night of sleep, each Candidate was 
required to be standing by their bunks with a bed sheet over each 
shoulder and their pillowcase over their head when the lights came on at 
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reveille, which was at 0430 hours the next morning. Alarms and waking 
devices were strictly prohibited, and we had 15 minutes to make up our 
bunk beds, shower, shave, dress, and be standing outside in formation 
at attention. One purpose of that particular requirement was for us to 
develop inventive ways of “beating the system,” and we did, since strict 
adherence to the rules was impossible. I found that exercise to be very 
beneficial when I was in the reality of a command in South Viet Nam.

Another requirement was to always lock our footlockers and wall 
lockers every time we left the squad bay. While we were standing at 
attention at the railroad crossing one evening, a Candidate whispered 
that he had forgotten to lock his footlocker, and word traveled through 
the platoon. When we were dismissed from formation at the barracks 
after we had eaten, we entered the squad bay to see what might have 
happened to his footlocker. To his relief, it appeared he had escaped any 
retribution until he opened the locker. His pressurized can of shaving 
cream had been used to write “Surprise Asshole” on the inside of the 
lid, and all his equipment in the locker was covered with shaving cream.

Dealing with injuries was an expectation, not an excuse to fail to 
complete duties. On one occasion, we were “bivouacked,” or camped out, 
with the other three platoons in our OCS Company in a training exercise. 
Everyone was required to have their shelter half attached to the shelter 
half of the Candidate who was their bunkmate back in the squad bay. 
It made a small tent with the use of two small stick poles, some short 
metal stakes, and a few short pieces of small cord. We had to be dressed 
down to skivvies only and be sleeping in our sleeping bag.

At approximately 0400 hours, wild outbursts of obscenities awoke 
us as the D.I.’s ran through the area kicking all of the stakes out of the 
ground that were holding the shelter halves. Profanity laced shouts 
ordered us to get in formation, creating as much confusion as possible. As 
you can imagine, trying to find your “gear” and get dressed in complete 
darkness was a “cluster” beyond belief, and getting all your gear in your 
pack and then be standing in formation seemed next to impossible. 
Numerous Candidates had two left or right boots on feet that were 
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often missing their socks. After the screams and shouts subsided, what 
might be imagined as a formation of the platoons stood at attention in 
the darkness. The Company Commander told the Platoon Commanders 
that whoever had their entire Platoon back in the barracks first would 
receive a free case of beer.

Since the barracks were three or four miles away, no one could guess 
what was going to happen. We were running in some sort of formation 
in the darkness and passing another platoon on a narrow dirt road when 
I heard the Candidate immediately behind me in the formation fall to the 
ground, shouting in pain. We were not allowed to stop, and we had to 
get to the barracks so our D.I.s could inspect our gear to see if we had 
all our equipment. Any Candidate who did not have all their equipment 
was issued a chit. The injured Candidate did not arrive until around 
1000 hours, when he finally hobbled into the barracks. An examination 
later indicated that he had broken his ankle, but he had been ordered 
to continue to walk several miles back to the barracks with the injury. 
Rumors were that he, too, was medically discharged. We were the first 
Platoon to the barracks, but since all of us were not there at the same 
time, our Platoon Commander did not win the case of beer. While this 
kind of hazing might appear to be juvenile, it was one of many ways we 
were taught that there was a consequence for mistakes...and mistakes in 
South Viet Nam could cost Marines their lives.

After all the training, hazing, injuries, and “chits,” only 32 of the 50 
Officer Candidates in my Platoon graduated and received the single 
brown bar indicating we were Second Lieutenants in the United States 
Marine Corps. One Candidate who was highly regarded as a person by 
all of us could never meet the physical qualifications. He should never 
have been recruited because of the immense amount of weight he had 
to lose, and even though he lost 40 pounds during the several weeks 
of training, he failed the final physical test. My work ethic instilled in 
me from my agricultural background and my competition in athletics 
up to that point in my life was a considerable advantage. It led to more 
opportunities for me in the months ahead.
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After being in OCS for three weeks, we were given “liberty” to leave 
the base on Saturday and Sunday. However, before we could be released 
on Saturday mornings, every member of each respective platoon had 
to pass a rifle inspection while we stood at attention in formation. One 
Candidate from Texas in my Platoon was notorious for not having a 
weapon that would meet the inspection requirements of the D.I. On one 
particular Saturday morning, a D.I. from another Platoon was inspecting 
our rifles. When he took the rifle from the Candidate from the “Lone Star 
State,” he stared down the bore, or the barrel. As part of the inspection 
procedure, the Candidate had to have the bolt of the weapon locked 
open so the person inspecting the rifle could look down the full length 
of the barrel to see if it was clean.

As the D.I. calmly gazed down the barrel, he said, “Did it snow last 
night, Candidate?” My Texas friend shouted, “No, Sergeant!” After a 
pause, the D.I. said, “That’s a shame. Now we can’t track down the bear 
that shit in your barrel.” Instead of returning the rifle to the Candidate, 
he very calmly jammed the rifle barrel into the grass-covered ground 
where we stood, forcing dirt into approximately four to six inches of 
the barrel. A few minutes later, we were notified that our Platoon had 
failed the inspection and we were dismissed from the formation. As we 
took one step backwards, pivoted, and left the area, the only thing left 
standing was the lone rifle with the barrel stuck in the ground. We were 
not allowed to assist with the cleaning of the rifle, but you can imagine 
how difficult it was to remove all that dirt from the barrel. Once the 
Candidate had spent over an hour digging the dirt out of the barrel and 
cleaning the rest of his rifle, “The Eyes of Texas Shown Brightly Upon 
Us,” and we headed for the nation’s capital for about 36 hours away from 
the rigorous training.

The “scuttlebutt” was that Washington, D.C. was the place to go. A 
mystical organization supposedly existed in the D.C. area called the 
Junior Officer’s Protective Association, or JOPA. JOPA held “mixers” every 
weekend where military personnel, even as lowly as Marine Officer 
Candidates, could go to dance, drink, party, and meet women. The only 
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restrictions were that we were not to break the law, not get arrested, 
not drive anyone else’s vehicle, and to be back to the OCS barracks no 
later than 1800 hours on Sunday. In the group I hung out with, I was the 
only one who was married and the only one who did not drink alcohol. 
Therefore, I was always the designated driver. The excuse we planned to 
use if I was ever caught driving another Candidate’s vehicle was that it 
was better for me to drive a vehicle that belonged to someone else than 
for someone to drive drunk. As far as the rules, many Candidates had the 
attitude that breaking rules was not all that important because, “What 
are they going to do to us, send us to South Viet Nam?”

One memorable night we ended up in an apartment belonging to some 
young women that one in our group had met that night at the Speakeasy 
Bar. Our Candidate from Texas who historically failed inspections, 
became very intoxicated...and sick. One of the women who lived in the 
apartment and I decided we needed to assist the drunken Texan, and we 
laid him on a bed to hopefully give him some relief from his nausea. No 
sooner had we laid him down than he vomited all over himself and the 
bed. Needless to say, I had the dubious duty of assisting this gracious 
woman in cleaning up the “alcoholic discharge” that reeked throughout 
the apartment. Little did I know that her acquaintance and the cleaning 
up of a drunk, fellow Marine would be significant later in my life.

One rule we were taught was “Marines never leave anyone behind.” 
The training was explicit that there was never a reason or excuse to even 
consider doing it. To leave a fellow Marine behind was considered to be 
the most dishonorable thing any Marine could do, and that principle was 
the very foundation of our organization...no excuses, never considered, 
and it must never happen. Marine Corps pride, tradition, and honor 
demanded strict allegiance to that history of commitment and dedication 
to fellow Marines. The training incident when the candidate broke his 
ankle seemed to be in violation of this honored Marine Corps tradition.

The Officer Candidate Graduation was an impressive day. Our families 
were able to attend, and my parents and my wife came from Wyoming 
to see the festivities. At the conclusion of the ceremonies, the Marine 
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Corps tradition at that time was that each Officer Candidate would “flip” 
their D.I. a silver dollar when the D.I. gave them their Second Lieutenant 
bars. My parents were able to locate enough silver dollars in Wyoming 
for everyone in my Platoon, and I think we were the only Platoon that 
was able to honor our D.I. that way. That was one of the few times I ever 
saw our D.I. smile.

My “overall percentage grade” in the 38th OCS class was 92.11%. 
That made my class standing 32nd out of the approximately 498 Officer 
Candidates who entered the program. I do not know what part those 
scores and/or that rating played in any of my future duty assignments, 
but it is a part of my Marine Corps Officer Qualification Records.

Thanks for reading this sample.

Please visit www.MarineDougChamberlain.com 
to purchase the book!

Available as a paperback, signed hardcover
and ebook.




