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Field Sanitation—Vietnam Style
by Harry Hooper

In mid-September of 1966 I was ordered to an observation post called Crow’s. Nest. It was on top of Marble
Mountain south of the airstrip at Danang. It was the mission of the Crow's Nest. observation post to protect
the airstrip, and to keep the Viet Cong from damaging the air-conditioned trailers of the aviators, and the
nice barracks of their support troops, by firing rockets or mortars at them. The aircraft were a concern
also. The mission was to be accomplished by raining artillery fire onto the heads of any VC who had the
temerity to attack the big base and the Marine air base which was north and east of the mountain. Marble
Mountain was actually several spindly shafts of rock. The highest one rose 105 meters straight out of the sand
just west of the South China Sea and it was upon this rock that the Crow's Nest sat. The mountain was
mostly made of marble except that the marble became karst at the highest elevations. The entire mountain
was full of caves and tunnels. Most of them were too small for a man to enter. I think if it had been possible
to saw it in half it would look like a plank eaten by termites. At the summit was an area which was 20 feet at
its widest and in length, it was perhaps 150 feet. This was occupied by a wooden platform upon which was
emplaced a 106 millimeter recoilless rifle. The plan was that anytime the wily Cong fired rockets at the
airstrip, they would be engaged immediately by the 106 while the FO, me, would send a fire mission to my
artillery battalion which would blast the offending VC into rubble. Since the VC only fired rockets at night,
Continued on Page 4

MARINE CORPS MUSTANG
ASSOCIATION, Inc.
P.O. Box 190
Quantico, VA 22134-0190
Phone: 703-349-0873
Email: BusinessMngr
@MarineCorpsMustang.org
www.MarineCorpsMustang.org
OFFICERS
President: Maj Joe Featherston,
USMCR (Ret)
Vice President: CWO-4 Tim Cook,
USMC (Ret)
Secretary: CWO-5 Ronald K. Cookson,
USMC (Ret)
Treasurer: Maj John Darracott, USMC (Ret)
Chaplain: CDR Paul A. Hyder, USN
DIRECTORS
LtCol Mark C. Blaydes, USMC (Ret)
CWO-4 Mark Butkovich, USMCR (Ret)
BOARD MEMBERS EMERITUS
Capt Robert E. Richter, USMC (Ret)
PAST PRESIDENTS
Capt Herman H. Walbert, USMC (Ret)
(1985-1989)
LtCol Paul L. Hirt, USMC (Ret)
(1989-1992)
LtCol Thomas E. Graney, USMC (Ret)
(1992-1994)
Maj G. Radford, USMC (Ret)
(1994-1998)
Capt Robert E. Richter, USMC (Ret)
(1996-1999)
Maj Jerry V. Lasher, USMC (Ret)
(1999-2002)
Maj Peter E. Bocker, USMC (Ret)
(2002-2005)
LtCol Phillip Ray, USMC (Ret)
(2005-2007)
Capt Joseph B. Davis, USMC (Ret)
(2008-2009)
Capt Sidney L. Spurgeon, USMC (Ret)
(2009-2010)
Maj George W. Fritchi, USMC (Ret)
(2010-2014)
1stLt Ernest E. Johnson, USMC (Ret)
(2014-2018)
CWO-4 Alex J. Childress, USMC (Ret)
(2018-2019)
HONORARY MEMBERS
Gen Alfred M. Gray, USMC (Ret)
29th Commandant of the Marine Corps
Gen James J. Mattis, USMC (Ret)
Capt Herman H. Walbert,
USMC (Ret)
BUSINESS MANAGER
PUBLISHER/EDITOR THE MESTENGO
CWO-4 James R. Casey, USMC (Ret)
703-349-0873
LAYOUT/DESIGN THE MESTENGO
Laura C. O’Hara

CHAPTERS
FLORIDA MUSTANGS
Don Davis, President
6211 Ingalls, St.
Melbourne, FL 32940-8659
Ph: 321-978-5147
Email: grey.eagle95@gmail.com

***

DESERT MUSTANGS OF ARIZONA
Mark Blaydes, President
2819 N. Bandura Dr.
Casa Grande, AZ 85122-5827
Ph: 520-723-0347
Email: markblaydes@aol.com

***
CAMP PENDLETON MUSTANGS
Anthony (Tony) Perez, President
10315 Larrylyn Dr.
Whittier, CA 90603-2613
Ph: 562-947-6558
Email: tony.usmcr.ret@gmail.com

ON THIS DAY...
October 1, 1880—John Phillip Sousa was named leader of the
Marine Band.
October 20, 1926–President Calvin Coolidge ordered Marines to
guard the US mail.
October 31, 1955—Lewis B. “Chesty” Puller, who earned five
Navy Crosses, retired as a lieutenant general.
November 4, 1948—Col Katherine Towle became the first
Director of Women Marines.
November 7, 1976– First Marine Corps Marathon.

November 15, 1950—Elements of the 1stMarDiv reached the
Chosin Reservoir in North Korea.
December 1, 1947- The Corps’ first helicopter squadron, HMX-1,
was commissioned at Quantico.
December 16, 1946—Fleet Marine Force, Atlantic was activated
under CINCLANT.
December 28, 1901—Maj L.W.T. Waller’s ill-fated “March
Across Samar” began.

FROM: THE PRESIDENT
Holiday Greetings,
This will convey sincere and heartfelt greetings to all of our
esteemed members and their families. As your newly
installed president, I wanted to reach out to you across the
country with my personal good wishes and, on behalf of the
officers and Board of Directors, our collective hopes that the
holidays will be most pleasant and very safe for everyone.
Whether you stay close to home or travel miles to be with
family, our thoughts are with you during this holiday season.
You will begin to see a positive change in communications
with you from me and the association as we move into 2020.
Major Joe Featherston, USMC (Ret)
You may appreciate the challenges of address changes,
phone and email changes, and loss of many valued members to illness or death. We understand those
difficulties but are committed to making each of you a more inclusive member, better informed, and
part of the overall strength and survivability of the Mustang Association. You are the reason we are
here as volunteers dedicated to a viable future for fellow Mustangs following us in trace.

Whether you are included in one of the three current chapters in Arizona, California and Florida or a
member-at-large across the country it is critical that you know that you are valued highly and we try
hard to have your best interests in our view constantly. We need you! Your best ‘gift’ to us would be the
proactive recruiting of just one new Mustang member by every single one of you no matter where you
are located. Without your personal involvement, we face a bleak outcome as membership dwindles
naturally. Please do all you can to get the word out by being really creative. That is a constant trait of
every one of you across your career and life. We have all heard the adage to “adapt and
overcome.” Now is that time! Please update your contact information as something changes.
Please feel free to contact me with thoughts, comments, concerns, as you move forward. I am here to
serve you, and I intend to hit it hard. You can reach me either by email (jrhdusmc@gmail.com), by
phone at 803.644.5995, or by mail to 223 Hamstead Place, Aiken, SC 29803-8052.
My work/official email is president@MarineCorpsMustang.org
Merry Christmas and a most Happy New Year.
Semper Fidelis Marines,

Joe Featherston
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and usually moonless nights, exactly how we
were to accomplish this was never revealed to
me.
Life on Crow's Nest was not unpleasant. There
were eight of us up there. There was the 106
crew, a couple of machine gunners manning a
single M-60, my trusty radio operator, Lance
Corporal Papkin, and my wireman, PFC
Clapp. Once a week a CH-34 helicopter would
appear slinging beneath it a cargo net containing
C-rats, beer, and cigarettes. Prior lifts had
delivered timber and corrugated tin which had
been used to construct a comfortable hooch. We
had all of the comforts of home and unlike home,
we could wake up mornings to a splendid view of the

Marble Mt. on left, Crow’s Nest on right.

South China Sea and enjoy spectacular sunsets over the Annamese Mountains. Moreover, we felt
safe. The climb to the top of Crow's Nest was quite difficult and entailed shinnying up a hawser for part of
the way. At night we would pull the hawser to the top and we felt pretty sure that no VC could get to us, at
least not without working up a substantial sweat. Occasionally, at dusk, a sniper would crank off a round
or two in our direction and we would answer with a short blast from the M-60. If we were feeling
particularly surly, or if a round holed our tin roof, we would reply with a 106 HEAT round. It did occur to
me that my military career would be in serious jeopardy if some enterprising VC got to the top, swung the
106 to the north, and proceeded to blast away at important people's command posts and trailers.
Consequently, every time we heard any strange sounds from the side of the mountain we tossed grenades
at them.
Days were spent eating, drinking beer, smoking cigarettes, and listening to a tape player which had a
single Beatles tape. The album was called "Revolver" and Eleanor Rigby was the featured song, or at least
the only one I remember. We must have heard it a thousand times. After enough beer I would actually
begin to worry about Eleanor's plight. On typical day we would watch air traffic circling and landing at
Danang. One day we saw a B-52 make an unsuccessful emergency landing. The Crow’s Nest must have
been at least ten miles from the airfield but nevertheless, when the wind was favorable, it was possible to
hear C-130's revving up. At night we would watch F-4's and F-105’s scream overhead with their
afterburners flaring. One night we saw an F-4 get hit by an errant 105 millimeter illumination round and
watched in amazement as the pilots parachuted from the plane. More astonishingly, a little Kaman
helicopter was there to pick them up almost as soon as they hit the ground.
When vehicles traveled the MSR heading south, to what was then the 1st Battalion, 1st Marines CP, we
would watch closely for snipers shooting at them. Occasionally we would see a small firefight between the
Marines in the vehicles and the VC. The 106 gunners, who were truly crack shots, would fire at the
snipers, undoubtedly scaring the bejesus out of the truckers, and perhaps erasing a few VC. The 106 had
a .50 caliber rifle on top of the weapon. This was called the minor caliber. The 106 itself, was called the
major caliber. The gunner, when he found the target with the minor caliber, would yell, "fire the major
caliber." The explosion from the recoilless rifle was like the crack of doom. The difference between the
minor caliber and the major caliber was like the difference between a hand grenade explosion and the
atom bomb.
We also had a dog which provided some entertainment. The dog was named Boom Boom, either out of
respect for the 106 or after entertainment of the same name which was available for a few piasters from
one of the professional women who plied their trade in the village of Nui Kim Son. It was a nice little dog
and probably lived its entire life on top of Crow's Nest since I am sure the OP was occupied by U.S. troops
until the pullout. That is not a lot of running room for a dog for an entire lifetime but it probably beat
becoming rotisserie dog.
One of the problems with eight Marines on a small piece of real estate was that of field sanitation. This had
been temporarily solved by placing a 106 ammo box, with an appropriate hole cut into it, over a shaft in
the limestone which was at least 12 to 15 feet straight down. It seemed to angle off to the side after that

and we suspected that it continued deep into the mountain. When relieving oneself of C-rats washed down
with beer, the alimentary canal produced a product which resounded with a satisfying splat as it bottomed
into the abyss of the pit. In time, the OP, especially at night, became redolent of sewage. As a highly trained
second lieutenant, having been a recent graduate of The Basic School, Quantico, Virginia, I resolved to solve
this. Someone could have become ill as a result of this situation, or at least gag. Accordingly, I contacted the
S-4 on the radio and requested gasoline so that the offending matter could be incinerated. In due time the
supply helicopter arrived with its cargo net and with it, four jerry cans of diesel fuel. It may have been a
product of our boredom or the excitement of having something new to accomplish, but in any event, as soon
as the cans were unloaded, we removed the ammo box and poured twenty gallons of diesel fuel into the pit.
With great anticipation we threw a match into the pit. Nothing. Then we lit a pack of matches and tossed it
into the odoriferous hole. Nothing. Then we lit a large splinter from an ammo box and tossed it into the
maw. It made a nice little fire for a while but the diesel didn’t catch. Next came an illumination grenade. The
pit remained as fireless as a tenderfoot with flint and steel. That is when we learned that diesel doesn't
burn, at least, it didn't on Crow's Nest. Our disappointment was palpable. This failure resulted in a radio
call to the air officer requesting gasoline. We were informed that the pilots thought gasoline to be unsafe
cargo when put in a cargo net which had to be deposited on a narrow rock ledge. If the gasoline can collided
with the rock, the whole helicopter would erupt in flame, or so I was told. It was suggested that we should
climb down the mountain, walk to the CP, strap a five gallon can of gasoline on a pack frame, and
manhandle it up the mountain. This suggestion, it should be noted, came from the air officer. The situation
was becoming one of those righteous welfare of the troops issues and with all of the indignation that could
be mustered by a second lieutenant, I suggested that this was a matter which should be kicked upstairs.
Eventually, the battalion executive officer came up on the net and we had a serious discussion about field
sanitation and the lack of an infantry battalion commander's power to order Marine aviators to do
anything. The next week the cargo helicopter arrived and in the big net I spotted five jerry cans. I knew
right away they contained gasoline because the pilot flipped me a bird right before he chopped back to the
Marble Mountain Airstrip. I don't know how battalion got it done but, in any event, we were in
business. Into the abyss went twenty-five gallons of gasoline which mingled with the diesel which had
pooled there from the previous week's effort. It was late
afternoon. The sea breeze wafted in from the South
China Sea, rustling the hairs on our heads which were
already tingling with excitement. I delivered a safety
lecture of sorts on the explosive tendencies of gasoline
and suggested that we ignite the gas with an illumination
grenade tossed from a safe distance. A volunteer agreed
to do the deed and pulled the pin from the grenade. We
watched over his shoulder as he tossed the device into
the pit with precision. For a moment, there was silence.
Then the mountain began to shudder and then to vibrate
and then a loud roar split the silence of the
afternoon. Flame burst from the mouth of the pit like a
mighty tongue, and to our astonishment, additional
blasts roared from the sides of the mountain like
fumaroles on the cone of an erupting volcano. It in fact
Burning the waste
was Vesuvius, Krakatoa, and Pinatubo, rolled into one. We marveled at the magnitude of
our work.
The radio crackled to life immediately. It was battalion headquarters, located in the flatlands some three
miles away, excitingly inquiring as to the nature of the calamity. Flame and smoke, they stated, were coming
everywhere from the mountain. They demanded information as to the cause. We were safe, we
reported. We were just conducting routine field sanitation. In time the holocaust subsided to a mere
roar. The air smelled of burning petroleum products. By dusk the fire was out and the opening once more
sported the ammunition box with the hole in it, the box which was so supportive of our daily life on the
OP. I never had the need to conduct field sanitation on Crow's Nest again.
Shortly after this event, I rejoined my rifle company and became engaged in more serious business. Fifty
years have passed since that day and I still think of the Crow’s Nest every time I hear the Beatles wailing
about Eleanor Rigby. It's the nearest thing to a flashback I've ever had.

NOTICE
Pursuant to the nomination of Tim Cook to fill the office of Vice President, a poll of elected officers,
Executive Committee and the Board of Directors was conducted for confirmation. MCMA is very
pleased to announce that Tim Cook has been confirmed as our new Vice President and his significant
business and technology skills already so evident will now be integrated into the long-term success of
our association. We congratulate Tim and welcome him to this new position.
J.F. Featherston
President

The Desert Mustangs of Arizona want to wish all Marines a Happy Holiday season.
Most of us have been around long enough to remember a Christmas War Story. Somewhere at some
time, we were deployed on an exercise, or facing an enemy, or maybe at home fighting to get back to
normal. It was the season that brought us back. It was the guy next to you that brought us back. It
was the loved ones that brought us back.
Those events, those war stories, kept us grounded and helped us realize why we joined in the first
place. It gave sense to the incomprehensible. It eased our minds to the chaos of conflict, if only for a
few moments. The power of those shared experiences was huge. And now that it is in our past and we
can talk about them is even bigger.
As we go through the Christmas season, each out to a buddy. Share that Christmas story. We, as
Marines are some of the toughest, meanest, ornery fighters on the planet…because we are just teddy
bears inside. Because we care…because our hearts are in the right place…because someone has to
answer the call…we realize that someone has to be the baddest in the room! It is that outside persona
that wins battles, but it is the inside persona that gives us purpose.
As you go through the weeks ahead, know why you are a Mustang…a Marine. You belong to a unique
organization that through the power of shared war stories and experiences, we become stronger. It is
what gives us the reason to belong to this organization and follow its Mission and Purpose.
Cindey and I are getting ready to go to a Christmas picnic! Only in Arizona! Now that is a Christmas
War Story. The both of us extend our holiday wishes to all of you on behalf of all the Mustangs in
Arizona.
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year.
Mark Blaydes
President, Desert Mustangs of Arizona

WELCOME ABOARD
1stLt Richard M. Alleman, Marine Veteran, Hamilton, VA
Col C. Lee Bennett, USMCR (Ret), Greenville, SC
Maj Paul A. Brillant, USMC (Ret), Dumfries, VA
Maj Howard P. Clarke, USMCR (Ret), Orange, CA
CWO-2 Michael K. Lahammer, USMC, Mt. Vernon, IA

Col Burrell H. Landes, Jr., Littleton, CO
CWO-5 Mark D. St. Amand, Winchester, VA
Col William R. Whittington, USMCR (Ret) Atlantic Beach, FL
Capt Erik C. Woods, Marine Veteran, Kingwood, TX

The Association thanks the following for their generous
donations:
Col Wilburn R. Bowers

Capt Mark W. Burdette

Ms. Kathy Dewildt

CWO-2 L. Randall Hack

Ms. Jennifer Hirt

Mr. & Mrs. Ronald and Mary Hirt

SgtMaj John D. Olexa

Capt Roger P. Roux

Maj Michael R. Schaffer

Ms. Mary Shields

Mrs. Sandra Van Winkle

FLORIDA MUSTANG CHALLENGE
I'm the new president for the Florida Mustangs. Our total membership is fading because we have been
unable to recruit new blood, both from our retired Marines, and also those on active duty! Somehow,
we need to come up with some incentives that are attractive to both the young and old. I wish I could
wave the magic wand and all the WO's/LDO's, plus those who are/were Officers that at one time held
an enlisted rank, would just automatically sign up. But that will never happen unless there is a real
compelling reason to join. I would suggest we ask the membership to submit some ideas that they
think would attract those potential Mustangs to join our organization. Or perhaps another thing to
ask, is why those that could be Mustangs don't see the need to come into the fold?

Semper Fi,
Don Davis

iPHONE ACCESS TO VETERAN HEALTH RECORDS
A new integration between the Department of Veterans Affairs and Apple lets veterans easily access their
VA health records from their iPhone.
Using the Health app, which is automatically installed on iPhones as part of Apple's package of applications, veterans can sign up to integrate their health records into the app's database.
The capability first rolled out late last month, although the VA did not officially announce it until Nov. 6.
"We have delivered Veterans an innovative new way to easily and securely access their health information," VA Secretary Robert Wilkie said in a news release. "Veterans deserve access to their health data
at any time and in one place and, with Health Records on the Health app, VA has pushed the Veterans experience forward."
So how easy is it to use? Our test found that as long as you have your VA.gov log-in handy, the process is
basically seamless.
To set it up, veterans will first need to open the "Health" app. Once inside, they should scroll down to
"Access Your Records," and then tap "Get Started."
That will lead them to a search page. By searching "VA," they can pull up and then tap the "Dept. of Veterans Affairs (VA)" option, then tap "connect account."
From there, it's as easy as signing into VA.gov and granting your iPhone permission to access the records.
After the process is complete, all of the records in the online system will be viewable from the app.
-- Amy Bushatz can be reached at amy.bushatz@military.com.

To My Brother Devil Dogs;
Here is a poem I came across and I had to share it with you. Pass it on to any other “Marines” you
know. Have a joyful and Merry Christmas with family and Friends. Stay healthy and be safe.
Semper Fi,
Tony Perez

T

was the night before Christmas, he lived all alone, in a one bedroom house made of plaster and stone. I
had come down the chimney, with presents to give, and to see just who in this home did live.
As I looked all about, a strange sight I did see, no tinsel, no presents, not even a tree. No stocking by the
fire, just boots filled with sand. On the wall hung pictures of a far distant land.

With medals and badges, awards of all kind, a sobering thought soon came to my mind. For this house was different,
unlike any I’d seen. This was the home of a U.S. Marine.
I’d heard stories about them, I had to see more, so I walked down the hall and pushed open the door. And there he lay
sleeping, silent, alone, curled up on the floor in his one-bedroom home.
He seemed so gentle, his face so serene, not how I pictured a U.S. Marine. Was this the hero, of whom I’d just read?
Curled up in his poncho, a floor for his bed?
His head was clean-shaven, his weathered face tan. I soon understood, this was more than a man. For I realized the
families that I saw that night, owed their lives to these men, who were willing to fight.
Soon around the Nation, the children would play, and grown-ups would celebrate on a bright Christmas day. They all
enjoyed freedom, each month and all year, because of Marines like this one lying here.
I couldn’t help wonder how many lay alone, on a cold Christmas Eve, in a land far from home.
Just the very thought brought a tear to my eye. I dropped to my knees and I started to cry.

He must have awoken, for I heard a rough voice, “Santa, don’t cry, this life is my choice. I fight for freedom, I don’t
ask for more. My life is my God, my country, my Corps.”
With that he rolled over, drifted off into sleep, I couldn’t control it, I continued to weep.
I watched him for hours, so silent and still. I noticed he shivered from the cold night’s chill.
So I took off my jacket, the one made of red, and covered this Marine from his toes to his head.
Then I put on his T-shirt of scarlet and gold, with an eagle, globe and anchor emblazoned so bold. And although it
barely fit me, I began to swell with pride, and for one shining moment, I was Marine Corps deep inside.
I didn’t want to leave him so quiet in the night, this guardian of honor so willing to fight.
But half asleep he rolled over, and in a voice clean and pure, said “Carry on, Santa, it’s Christmas Day, all secure.”
One look at my watch and I knew he was right, Merry Christmas my friend, Semper Fi and goodnight.

Gunny Claus knows if you’ve been bad or good

WHAT TO DO WHEN A MUSTANG IS DECEASED…
Unfortunately, the day comes for all of us. As a member of the MCMA, we’d appreciate it if
you would report the death of your beloved Mustang to the MCMA Business Manager via
Phone (703) 349-0893 or email at BusinessMngr@MarineCorpsMustang.org so that he may
update the membership directory. Please let us know if we can do anything for you as well.

MOVED RECENTLY OR CHANGED YOUR CONTACT INFORMATION…
Life keeps us all busy and our best intentions get overcome and forgotten but if you have
recently moved or changed an email address or purchased a new phone, we’d appreciate it if
you would take a minute and report it to the MCMA Business Manager via Phone at
(703) 349-0893 or email at BusinessMngr@MarineCorpsMustang.org so that he may update
the membership directory. Please let us know if we can do anything for you as well.

CALLING ALL MUSTANGS
Do you have an amusing story or anecdote about a
Mustang you served with? Maybe a Sea Story or two?
Perhaps something after the statutes of limitations has
run out and you no longer have to worry about locking it
up in front of the XO? Well, now’s your chance for fame &
glory, or at least a byline recognition. Send your missive to
the Mestengo editor so all of our members can enjoy it
too. You can send it via email to:
BusinessMngr@marinecorpsmustang.org or
MCMA Mestengo
PO Box 190
Quantico, VA 22134-0190

——————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

MCMA APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP
NEW

RENEWAL

Name:_________________________________________________Date____________________
Address:_______________________________________________________________________
Phone:_____________________________ Email:______________________________________
Please Circle One

USMC (Active) (Ret.); USMCR (Active) (Ret.); Marine Veteran; Other:______________________
Rank:__________________________ MOS:___________ Birthdate:_______________________
Dates Enlisted:___________________________ Dates Officer____________________________
Date Retired/Released from Active Duty:_____________________________________________
Annual Membership Dues: $40 - 1 year ($35 renew) / $90 - 3 years
Send payment to:

Marine Corps Mustang Assn., Inc.
PO Box 190
Quantico, VA 22134-0190

LAST PROWLER SQUADRON
On 8 March, 2019, the Marine Corps deactivated its last EA-6B Prowler squadron. Marine Tactical
Electronic Warfare Squadron 2 (VMAQ-2), which was the first squadron so designated, had its Sundown
Ceremony at MCAS Cherry Point, NC. Cherry Point was home base for the squadron since its inception on
1 July 1975. Thus ends the squadron’s illustrious 67 year history starting as Marine Composite Squadron 2
(VMC-2) 1952 – 1955; Marine Composite Reconnaissance Squadron 2 (VMCJ-2) 1955 – 1975; and Marine
Tactical Electronic Warfare Squadron 2 (VMAQ-2) 1975 – 2019. Charlie Yankee Bunny will be missed but
never forgotten.

The Corregidor Marines’ Hymn –
Navy Evening Gopher, Corregidor,
Philippine Islands, February 1942
From the holes of Mariveles
To the shores of Cavite
We watch the Nippon bombers
On the land as on the sea.
First to jump for hole and tunnel
And to keep our skivvies clean,
We are proud to claim the title
Of Corregidor Marines.
Our drawers unfurled to every breeze
From dawn to setting sun
We have ducked in every hole and ditch
Where we could quickly run
In the holes of far off hilltops
And in gloomy deep ravines
You will find us always in a hole –
The Corregidor Marines
Here’s holes for you and for our Corps
Which we have dug in dirt
In many a strife we’ve jumped for life
And damn near lost our shirts
If the Army and the Navy
Ever look out Tunnel Queens
They will find that they are guarded
By Corregidor Marines.

Mustang Honor Roll
Capt John R. Crusing

Col Joseph J. Kelly

LtCol Richard A. Lenhart

Escondido, CA

Laguna Woods, CA

Warner Robbins, GA

22 March 2019

May 2018

August 2019

CWO-3 William J. Parker, Jr.

Col William J. Spiesel

Capt Howard R. Van Winkle

Last Active Duty Marine on Leatherneck

Vero Beach, FL

Bettendorf, IA

Magazine Staff

12 September 2019

8 January 2019

Elizabeth City, NC

Do you have something you would like to share with your fellow Mustangs? Send your
articles/photos to BusinessMngr@marinecorpsmustang.org by the dates listed
below for inclusion in an upcoming issue of the Mestengo.

Flamethrowers and Christmas Trees
By Ryan Pickrell

Sgt.Maj. William Carter, the sergeant major of Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris Island, uses a World
War II-era M2 flamethrower to burn last season’s Christmas trees at Elliot’s Beach Feb 1, 2019.

Leave it to the Marines to turn an annual fire safety demonstration into a fun-filled flamethrower festival.
Their annual Christmas tree bonfire is a yearly event that was started by the Parris Island Fire Department
to educate the public about the dangers of a dry Christmas tree, which is highly flammable, 1st Lt. Bryan
McDonnell, Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris Island spokesman told Business Insider.
The Marines then added a flamethrower, excitedly pulling a World War II-era weapon out of the museum.

U.S. Marine Corps Brig. Gen. Austin E. Renforth, Commanding General of Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris
Island/Eastern Recruiting Region, fires a flame thrower at Parris Island, S.C., on February 23, 2018.

The flamethrower used at the annual Christmas tree bonfire is an actual Marine-issued M2 flamethrower
maintained by the Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris Island Command Museum. The weapon used in the
tree-scorching was only slightly modified for convenience and safety.
A handheld propane torch was added as the ignition source to ensure constant ignition, as the original
igniters are old, temperamental, and ridiculously expensive. And the fuel is diesel, not napalm.

The commanding general of Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris Island/Eastern Recruiting
Region fires this M2 flamethrower.

While the annual Christmas tree bonfire has been around for a few years now, the Marines first introduced
the flamethrower to the event last February. The first person to pull the trigger on a Christmas tree was
Brig. Gen. Austin Renforth, the depot’s then-commanding general.
Renforth donned a WWII P41 Marine Herringbone Twill (HBT) uniform, helmet, boondockers and leggings
to “look the part” for the show, which was also meant to celebrate the Marine Corps’ WWII heritage.
“After a safety brief on the history and operation of the flamethrower and short rehearsal, Brig. Gen
Renforth lit the tree,” Junger said.

Sgt.Maj. William Carter uses a World War II-era M2 flamethrower to burn last season’s
Christmas trees at Elliot’s Beach, Feb. 1, 2019.

The addition of the flamethrower last year was such a crowd pleaser that the Marines decided to do it again this
year.

Renforth advances with the M2 flamethrower to contact—with a Christmas tree.

The fire department, in coordination with the Marine Corps Community Services South Carolina, provides
hay rides and movies for kids. There are also food and drinks, such as grilled hot dogs, hot chocolate and
popcorn.
The focus of the event, however, remains the proper torching of dry Christmas trees.
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Moving? Retiring? Address Wrong?
Please let us know your new address!
Your date of Retirement! Any required corrections!
And, don’t forget to let us know your new phone number
and email address. Please include all nine digits of your zip
code!

PURPOSE
The principal purpose of the Marine Corps
Mustang Association, Inc., is to advocate and
provide career enhancing support for Marine
Officers and Associate Members from other
military services who have enlisted Marine Corps
experience. We are an organization made up
primarily of Mustang Officers with a broad
spectrum of successful military and civilian
experience. We pursue this mission through
mentoring, networking and facilitating
relationships that assist Mustang Officers in their
careers and civilian transitions. We provide a
venue of sharing lessons-learned in occupational
fields and industry initiatives that support the
mission of the United States Marine Corps.

