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Firth and Seventh Regiment VMavines grimly Bzhit of7 oxhavstion @< they poose sear Hacaro and moke veady 1o battle their way to the 2em,

This is how the First Marine Division battled out of the icy trap at

Changjin Reservoir. through masses of fanatic Chinese. bringing their

wounded with them. A reporter who saw that nightmare trek describes

The Bloody Trail Back

By

Torvyo.

HE snow lashed hard at the raw red faces of

the marine officers as they stood in the icy

waste of enemy-encircled Hagaru plateau.

"At daylight,” said Lt. Col. Ray Murray,

of the Hth Marines, their commander, "we advance

to the rear. Those are divigion orders.”” Then he

added urgently, almost argumentatively, "We are

going Lo come out of this as marines, not as stragglers.

We're coming out bringing our wounded and our

equipment. We're coming out, I tell you, as marines
or not at all.”

The men to whom he spoke had just ﬁ;uglll five

days and five nigh!ﬁ to lead their men out of the ic_"l,'

communist trap at Yudam-ni, on the west gide of the
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Changjin Reservoir. It had been a Korean Valley
Forge and worse than anything in marine history.
The leathernecks were exhausted and the tension
among them was all-pervasive, indescribable. They
had the dazed air of men who had accepted death
and continued to live after all. They talked in unfin-
ished phrases, 'I'Ewy would start, and then umldunl'y
halt as if their thoughts were beyond words.
Despite their ordeal, they took the withdrawal
order hard. While Murray spoke, 1 watched their
faces there, as the wind buffeted them in that scenic
plateau, a kind of evil Shangri-la. Their expressions
were of deeply bruised pride. From Chiteau-Thierry
to Guadaleanal, from Eniwetok to Iwo Jima,
marines had never fought any way but lorward.
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Many thousands had died in those strange-soumn

places, but never had the marines ceased batil

till—in the matter-of-fact language of the col
the objective was secured.

Sensing the atmosphere, Colonel Murray, 8
what harshly and with emphasis, repeated the v
of his division commander, Maj. Gen. O. P. 8
"This i no retreat. This is8 an assault in an
direction.” He continued, " There are more C

blocking our paih to the sea than there are ahead

us, But we're gonna get out of here. Any officer

doesn't think so will kiln”_‘,’ Eo lame and ba evill
ated. 1 don't expect any takers. But rememb

yuu"\.‘u got to gi\.’u your men confidence.”

And so began the last phase of the epic mar

fighting exit from the irigid gray ice fields of
Changjin Reservair, This terrible trek out of
purple-ind-white mountaing of Northeastern



cost nearly B000 dead, wounded or frostbitten
marines. 1t was part of the price America paid for
once ﬂgnin underestimating the Soviet-sponsored
Oriental and his ruthless determination to push the
democratioc world out of Asin.

The bloody trail out of what the leathernecks
dubbed " MNightmare A‘\ll{:}*" taught that even a
marine, fully supported by air and equipped with
the best weapona of the modern world, cannet fand
off masses of howling Chinese soldiers when they
outnumber, him twenty or thirty to one. [ll-equipped
by modern mechanized standards, Chiness pushed
the marines back by sheer weight of numbers. We re-
learnad from the Chiness onslaught what we had dis-
covered earlier while fighting North Koreans: that
air power and artillery cannot turn the tide of hattle
when you are wul,ly outnumbered and when you are
fighting against a guerrilla-type warfare in moun-
tainous terrain, Marine close-support planes, strik-
ing sometimes within thirty-five feet of front lines,
won many skirmishes. But they could not win the
day.
"What we needed,” said Lt. Col. John Stevens,
ef La Jolla, California, commander of the first
battalion, 6th Marines, ""wag more men. We found
out that you can’t fight a halfbearted war against
these Asiatics, We have to go either sll out or get
out,™

As I pieced it together there on the plateau and
later at marine division headquarters, the full story
of the first marine withdrawnl in I\iﬂll‘lr}' b['ginsz
properly about mid-November. 1t was then that the
Ist Marine Divigion began pushing north from
Hambung on the narrow, winding road leading to
the Changjin Reservoir.

Enemy Attempts to Spring Giant Trap

FPHERE were warning signals eveén then. " The en-

emy harassed our supply lines,” the division op-
erations officer commented, “and increasingly (re-
quent ambushes showed he was operating in consid-
erable force between our supply base at Hamhung
and ferward troops at the reservoir. But we beliaved
there was only a division in the area. And they
soomed to be yielding to our pressure.”

In reality, as Pvi. Richurd Bolde, of New Pallz,
New York, expressed it, "It was a mousetrap. The
Chinese would let us in, but they wouldn't let us
out."

On November {wenty-fourth the 5th Marines
were ordered to ¢ross enowy mountain passes Temi-
niscent of the Tibetan approaches to the storybook
Shangri-la and seize the Oriental shanty town of
Yudam-ni, on the northwestern gide of the reser-
wair,

The Tth Marine Regiment, then located at
Hagaru on the sputhern tip of the reservoir, was to
follow after the 6th. The 1st Marine Regiment was
moving into Koto, situated about cight miles below
the reservoir at the point where the road drops off
the plateau and winds precipitously to the coastal
plain below,

It is an open socrot in Korea that the marines hold
alleged faulty generalship partly responsible for the
extent of their entrapment. The marines were part
of Major General Almond's 10th Corps and, as such,
W llu'lljc'cl. to Army orders, The marines assert
that they bad qualms from the first about crossing
into Yudam-ni valley. Far, according to the ma-
rines, by November twenty-fourth there were strong
reports of a Chinese build-up in the arcas to the
south and west of Yudam-ni. That put the enemy
on their west flank and to their rear, These reports
were borne out by increasingly heavy attacks on
their supply lines.

Then, on November twenty-fifth, the greal Chi-
nese offensive slashed at the 8th Ariny, situated west
of the marine forward spearheads. The Bth wan
hurled back many milea and this stripped the
marines of protection for their western fAank. The
strength of the assault on the 8th Army left no
doubt that great masses of Chinese must be awarm-
ing over the spiny mountain ridges separating the
two American forces.

Nonetheless, even after November twenuy-fifth,
the 10th Corpa orderad the marines (o I.m.-l. advanc-
ing. The lenthernecks did so, tho ugh they questioned
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“We advanee to the rear.” said L. Col. Ray Murray, commanding the 5th Marines, "We're coming
out bringing our wounided and our equipment. We're coming out, | tell you, as marines or not at all.*”

the wisgdom of the move. On November twenty-sixth
the 5th Marines seized Yudam-ni, and the next day
they began attacking westward, gaining fifteen
bundred yards

Meanwhile Chinese infiltrating back of these Bpear-
heads cut the road betwean Yudam-ni and Hagaru
and also between Hagaru and Koto,

Justifying the 10th Corps’ arder to the marines io
keep attacking on November {wenty-sixth and
twenty-seventh, a spokesman told me, * By sending
the marines westward, we hoped Lo deflect pressure
from the Eighth Army."

The marines contended that it wasa mistake to ex-
tend their outnumbersd forces any farther. Two
regiments, Lhe marines argued, could noi possibly de-
flect the dozen or more divisions pushing south, The
altack out of Yudume-ni was all the more ill-advised,
in the marines’ hpinitm_ because of the tortuous
supply route,

In the early-morning hours of November twenty-
eighth, the worst happened. Between six and eight
Chinese divisions —estimntes range from 80,000 to
120,000 men —struck at the marines, now strung out
from Changjin Reservoir back to Koto. The most

furious assaults hit the S5th and the 7th, trapped at
Yudam-ni, with supply lines already cut. From this
moment until they broke out of Yudam-ni, marines

weare m.lppiied h_v air, with inig -119"a dwpping fm-
munition and food in gaudy red and yellow ‘chutes.
The Chinese tried to develop strong positions to the
marine rear, hoping thereby to snap the trap so tight
that the marines would pever emerge from their
death \Jnlh_»y.

At four Aum. on November twenty-eighth, the 7th
and 5th reported that they were "heavily engaged™
and sent out a plea for maximumairsupport. Finally,
without waiting for word from Corps, the marine
division commander, st noon on November twenty-
eighth, instructed the regiments to cease attacking
and hold where they were, The next day — November
twenty-ninth —orders came to fight their way back
from Yudam-ni to Hagaru.

"Those five days and five nights battling our way
out of Nightmare Alley were the worst thing that
ever happened to the marines,” said Colonel Mur-
ray. “The rest (the trip from Hagaru to the coast)
was nothing compared to that. Night after night 1
thought I would never see another dawn,™

Yudam-ni waz an ideal trap. Steep-sided valloys
led to it along & narrow, ice-glazed road. Hugging
the ridges, the Chinese had clear targets. During the
struggle out of the valley, temperatures dropped way
below zero. Guns and véhiclea froze. The marines
had to chip the ice off (Continmed on Page 117 )

MANTHE CORPS

!
Dur men were sutnumhbered twenty or thirly to one. More Chinese lay behind them than in front ol
them. Their trek out of the mountains cost nearly 5000 dead. wounded or fresthitten maovines.
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THE BLOODY TRAIL
BACK

(Continued from Page 31)

the mortars to fire them, Carbines
jammed. The wounded had to take
their chances in the convoy that re-
mained under attack at every point.
Murray brought out fwo wounded
men# ed acrass his radiator. Their
hands legs froze in the (errible
cold. Nothing could be done about ii.

Riflemen were given the job of clear-
ing the ridges on both sides of the road
as the convoy inched forward. Whole
platoons were sla .

Private First C Carroll Brewer,
of Des Moines, Iows, said, ' The trou-
ble was, they are so tricky and there are
so many of them. TE':! let our pla-
toon take the forward slope of a hill and
disappear over the other side. Then, in
the dark, they'd come chﬂrfing down

u. Tt wasn't no bansai atufl like
the North Koreans, The Chinese'd wait
till they were practically in your fox-
hole before they'd shoot u:ﬂth:ow
grenades. They were swarming all over,
like flies. Some would shout in English.
They learned to yell, "Medic, Medic,”
and trick us into revealing our posi-
tions."

Lt. John Theros, of Oakland, Cali-
fornia, one-time merchant seaman and
more recently forward air observer
with the second battalion, Tth Marines,
said of Yudam-ni, " It"s a hard kind of
fighting to explain, except to say that
everyone in that valley either came out
with a Purple Heart or came within
inchee of having one. Look at me, My
pants legs got two bullet tears and the
canteen [which he carried on his hip| is
an old sieve. The Chinese headed for
the command posts, trying to gef the
afficers and disorganize the men. They
liked killin' colonels just as much as
killin' privates.

"But the guys you ought to write
about,” Theros added, "are guys like
Captain Hull of our battalion. ‘uﬁu& a
terrific guy! He was n real leader, know
what I mean? He was wounded goin'
into the valley, but he wouldn't be
evacuated out, not him. Captain Hull's
Com got off the hill
o Bolah Bt vl Bad neves

been pushed off no hill before, and he
didn't like it. He had only fifty-nine
men left in his company, but he went
back up that hill, guys said they
were stompin' over [rozen dead gonks
all the way up. Bui they got shoved
hack again, and this time Captain Hull

t hit and we didn't hear nothin® more
ahout him at battalion.

**1 thought sure he was done for, and
1 remember sittin’ around during & lull
the ame night, shootin® the hreeze and
saying what a terrific guy Captain Hull
WA, tense, you know. An' sud-
denly the old bastard walks in. He had
two more wounds, not too bad —one
high up in the chest and one in the
shoulder.

“Our regiment had been so badly
cut, up thet we were formin® that eve-
ning what we called the 'damnation
battalion.! We put all the remnants in
it. Platoon leaders without platoons,
maortar men without amoﬁarmmpani\l!,
truck drivers without trucks., Wall,
Hull didn’t have no cmnrn:g left to

k of, and damned if he didn't go to
the major running damnation battalion
and wolunteer. Hull told the major,
'T'm not much at ghootin® in this
condition, but I can still march, and if

u've got any men who want to follow
ﬂ, I'?tleayd 'em.’ Capiain Hull
marched out of the valley with the rest
of us. You know, I've read or heard
somewhere that comrades of battles are
suppased to be closer than brothers. 1
it's true, all right. I'd do any-
thing for Lhal CﬁEl:in Hull, and yet I
don't even know his first name,"

As the 7th and bth regiments, oper-
ating without benefit of division guid-
anen, batterad 'lei:rwn;; out of Yudam-
ni, they came across Fox Company of
the Tth, which had been isolated for five
days on a hilltop.

"There were seventy-five men left,”
anid Col. Alpha Bowser, division opern-
tions officer, “and every one of them
was wounded. But the woundoed —all
except the critical cases—were satill
shooting, and that's how they saved
themselves  from  annihilation. They
uged piled-up bodies of dead Chinese as
emplacements to protect their fox-

On December third and fourth the
ten-mile-long marine caravan, pursu-
ing tactice much like thoss of the pi-
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| oneers against the Indians, finally broke
| out of their death valley. When they
| finally reached the temporary haven of
Hagaru plateau with its nntural ring of
defenses and bulldozed airstrip, the
marines were still operating a8 a unit.
They had cracked halfl a dozen mad-
blocks, fixed bridges under fire and suf-
fered anguish when, time after time,
Chinese swooped into  their midst
flinging phosphorus hand grenades into
truckloads of sereaming wounded.

The marines had even brought some
Army wounded with them. These were
remnants of a Tth Division unit that
had been smashed on the eastern side
of the reservaoir. There had been a
grisly scene on the ioe where marines
dodging vicious enemy fire had sought
to reacue terribly wounded soldiers
who had spilled onto the reservoir when
Chinese attacked their ambulnnee.

Lit. Col. Olin L. Beal, of McQueeney,
Texas, one af the rescuers, gaid, " Thara
wasn't a man out there that didn't have
more than one wound —most of them
two or three, I saw a lot of heroes. One
dogface with both his legs off came
seudding by me pulling himsell along
with his hands, He woulde't et me
help him. The dogface said, "There's a
guy out there with a belly wound who
needs help more than 1 do”

At Hagaru the 7th and 5th joined up
with other marine units and with a
British Commando unit which had lost
&0 cent of ita men.

I arrived at the decrepit clapboard
village of Hngnru n# the Inst of the mna-
rines filtered through the pass. As our
two-motored “gooney bird™ — C-4T7—
ecircled over the :it}’ roller-conster
humps that passed for an mirstrip, our

ilot pointed to the snow-topped fox-

les in the ridges around Hagaru, The
foxholes, in easy rifle range of the field,
constituted the limits of our defense
perimeter. Just beyond, in all direc-
tions, there were, as he put it, “gooks,
nothin’  but sks.” Many of the
Y"gooney birds” operating the remark-
able “little life” that brought out the
marine wounded had bullet scars as
souvenirs from gooks shooting at them.

Between December third and sixth,
4500 wounded and frosthile cases were
flown out of Hagaru strip— vivid sia-
tistical evidence of the grimness of the
Yudam-ni ordeal. Doc Hering, naval
surgeon attached to the divigion, was at
the strip and stern judge of who was
sufficiently injured to be flown out. No
one could go unless he absolutely had
to, For every man able to shoot was
needed for the l'urﬂ)mminF fight. Ha-
garu was only twenty minutes from
the coast by air, but it was sixty tor-
tuous, precipitous walking miles. And
for the firet twenty miles from Hnga.r'u
to Kowo and then from Koto to fhe
hottom of the plateau at Chinhung-ni,
the marines would have to punch
through a solid Chiness wall.

When I looked at the survivors
there at Hagaru, 1 wondered if they
would have the will to make this h-
nal punch. The men were ragged,
their faces swollen from the cold and
bleeding from the lash of the icy wind.
Some marines were without [ur hats,
their ears blue in the frost. A few walked
to the doctor's tent barefooted. 'T'hcy
had to. They could not get their frost-
hitten feet into their frozen shoepacks.
They were drugged with fatigue, yet
unable to shrug off the tension of im-
minent danger that had kept them go-
ing five days and five nights without
aloep and often without foad. It took at
leagt sn hour (o thaw out a can of
frankfurtors and beans, In the fight out
of Yudam-ni, there was almost never

an hour to spare for such matters.

EVENING POST

Colonel Murray was 8 hollow-eyed
relic of the officer whom I had wntched
lead the S5th Marine asault on Red
Beach in the davs of the successful
Inchon landing, But the driving will
wns still there. When 1 entered his
tent, he wae hard at work on plnns
for the fight out to Kotori, eight
miles away.

Militarily speaking, Colonel Murray
told me, the breakout from Yudam-ni
had heen possible because the Chineso
Lad failed 10 observe one of the basic
principles of war. They had failed to
concentrate their forces where they
would do the most good,

"If the Chinese had concentrated
their troops at the point of exit,”
Murray said, ""we would never have
got out of there. But they dispersed
their strength by trying to keep us con-
sistently encircled.”

At these words, the regimental ex-
ecutive officer, Lt. Col, Josaph Stewnrt,
interjected the calm obwervation, “If 1
were running the Chinese show in this
area and had the huge number of men
they've got, I could essily keep the
marines from ever gotting oul of here,"

* ok k ok ok * ok ok k&

A suceessful politician i= one who
stunds for what he thinks the voters

will fall for. _q_j yierNeRNEY.
* ko * ok k k ok k Kk %

Y No," said Murray quickly, " they'll
make the same mistake again, They've
got to,”

And they did.

The marine trek from Hagaru to
Koto lasted two bloody days. Even as
the spearheads of the 7th Regiment
reached Koto's bleak haven, the men of
the th were still at Hagaru, fighting off
a [urious Chinese night aitack simed
at wiping out the rear guard. With
dawn the 5th Marings thrust back the
Chinese, Lk ey

An merial umbrella of marine Cor-
sairs and jets protected the bead and
tail of the column as it wound over the
road to Koto. Only the drivers stayed
in vehicles, Everyone else walked with
weapons at the ready. When Chinese
attacked, there was no time for troops
to scramble out of jeeps and trucks. So
the carnvan erawled along.

As anticipated, the bugle-blowing
Chiness harassed the column on the
sides and rear, They set up roadblocks
involving the use of white phosphorus,
mortars, machine guns and rifle fire.
But this time the casualties were in the
low hundrede.

By journalistic good fortune, 1 was
on hand at Koto to mest the marines,
The sirip at Kotori was too short, ini-
tially, to permit landings of the C-47
traneports. But the marines, ever de-
termined to get their wounded to
safety, solved that by substituting
gingle-engined torpeds bombers and
L-3"s—small observation planes, 1
hitechad a ride into Katori in the second
seat of a fighter bomber piloted by
Capt. Alfred F. MeCaleb, Jr., of New
Orleans. There were only thres torpedo
bombers in service that first du._',r.. One
blew a tire and the other tipped over on
the runway, so that left the main bur-
den on MeCaleb. I later learned that
MeCaleb, mki.ng nine wounded per
planeload, personslly flew out nearly
1000, It wan the first time in history that
fighter bombers were so used.

There was an unmistakable differ-
ence in attitude between the . .arines
arriving in Koto and the haggm 1 men
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I'd seen at Hagaru. The new attitude
was, ""'If we'va gone this far, we're
bound to make the rest.”

I was deeply impressed with the larga
number of North Korean refugees who
followed the marines and squatted
stubbornly in the snowy fislds north of
Koto, Our presence in Korea had
brought their towns destruction and
their fellows death. Yet here wers
nearly 1000 people who insisted on
leaving their homes in ond nbout
Huﬂru and followed after our troops
rather than remain and be overrun by
the Chinese communists,

Col. Bankson Holeomb, division in-
telligence officer, told me that towns-
people everywhere had been extremely
friendly to the marines and had volun-
tarily pointed out enemy hide-outs.

"When we left Haparu,” Colonel
Holcomb eaid, "some of the towns-
people actually came to us and asked us
to burn their homes so the Chinese
would not get them. Of eourse, we
didn't do so. But it's an intoresting
sidelight on their peychology.,”

As n propaganda mensure, the ma-
rines left behind at Hagaru more than
100 Chinese whom they provided with
a libernl supply of medicines and
bandages, They hoped this would in-
duce them to treat our American sal-
diers with kindness. Perhaps this policy
paid off. In any event, only a few days
later the Chinese permitted about a
dozen of our own wounded to escape.

There wors nearly 300 Chinese
prisoners of war in the improvised
stockade at Koto. I was eager to talk
with them. I wanted 1o know why it
was that they seemed to survive the
bitter eold better than we did. The
swer was, they didn’t. Their foet weps
black and frosthiiten and the gangren-
ous odor of rotting flesh filled the afr,

While [ was in the siockade, §
wounded Chinese was brought in on a
stretcher. His arms were bent at the
elbow and his clenched fists were frozen
marhle-golid, as were his feet. He v
out of his head and groaning rhyth-
mically. "

A wizened Chinese corporal —a one-
time sergesnt in Chiang Kai-shek's
Nationalist Army—plucked st my
sloove and pointed to the groaning
Chinaman usPc;le said through my 1
terpreter, "' That is why we s or, "

The Chinese captured on the north-
eastern front generally wore only tennis
shoes and several pairs of socks. This,
of course, was scant tection a :
the enld. Despite tl'l::n:'.nadequag;vm;-
their footgear, the rest of their uni-
form —quilted jacket and pants—ap-
peared to keep them very worm.

The Chinese who surrendered to us—
at least 200 eame wvoluntarily into
camp—were of course the wenhest link
in the communisi enemy command.
Significantly, none ranked higher than
corporal, and they all reported thab
their officers were fanntic communists,
I asked through my interpreter, Li.
Paul Y. Kim, one-time Hong K
businesaman, if any wanted to go bac
bJrJ:n'uunt-dﬂy China. They chorused
and gesticulated, " No." The corporal—
the oldest of the group and its self-
appointed spokeaman — recited reasons
that have become painfully familiar,
The cumulative effect of what the
POW’s gaid reminded me very much of
my interviews in Germany with Red
Army escapees from the Soviet Union.

“We were r under Chiﬂng," tha
i::i‘llnt‘rﬁ would say, "but now we am

th poor and have no liberty., Tha
cominunista do not let us move frecly.
from village to village, Many are ar-
rested. The country is mobilizing for

(Continued on Puge 1200) '



120

READING BATTERIES

INCORPORATED
READING, PEMNSYLVANIA

v" LOW PURCHASE PRICE
v LOW OPERATING COST
v~ LOW MAINTENANCE

The piencer mater scooter, Cushmaon, is
the answer ta yoor low-cast transporia-
tion problams | Easy-lo-operate, sasy-io-
park, easy-to-own, ride a Cushmon fo
work, play, for errands. Save expense
on your car. Operotes of lews than o
pn'nn'r per mile,

WRITE FOR FRIF FOLDER AND PRICES. Dept. 1P,
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED.

f(USHMAN MOTOR WORHKS, Int

OLN HEIRASEA UsA

LINCK

THE SATURDAY

{Continued from Page 118)
war, We do not wish to fight for the
communists,"”

The Chinese POW's were far too ig-
norant to have ever heard of Titoism,
but they had very clear ideas of their
country’s relationship to Russin.

" The Russians,” said the aged cor-
poral, with a distressed sweep of his
hands, " are everywhere now in China,
especially at the airfields, It is they who
decide."

It was now December seventh —cold,
Bunny, but memorable because the
racing winds were letting up. The
eanyan-edge road that lay ahead was
the sieepest and narrowest part of the
Journey. It dropped 3504 feet in the ten
miles to Chinbung-ni, the villnge at the
bottom of the mountains that marked
the beginning of the coastal plain.
Chinhung-ni was the doorway tosafety.

At General Smith’s tent a new crisis

j | had arisen. It appeared that one and

maybe two bridges on the mountain
rond hod been blown. Unlesa the bridges
were repaired, the marines would have
to abandon all their equipment and
fight their way across Lhe mountains as
scatteraed units, This the}' would not do,
Yot every day lost meant more Chinese
between them and the sea.

The problem was solved by the
world’s first air drop of a bridge. Eight

| spans of a treadway bridge hurtled out

of the big bellies of ﬂyill.g boxcurs to
waiting marine engineers at Koto.
Despite the attached parachutes, the
heavy steal spand dug hard into the
ground. But they were undamaged.
Still remaining was the tactical prob-
lom of bringing the caravan, now
swollen with the additional marine and
Tth Diivision forees, out of the moun-
tains with the least number of casual-
ties.

The Tth Regiment was to be the
spearhead. This regiment was ordered
to procesd befm'tr:,gdawn to seize key
ridges overlooking the canyon road be-
tween Koto and the bottom of the
mountain. From the south, the first
hattalion of the 1st Marines would
fight north, taking the high ground
dominating the latter half of the steep
road. The Army's Task Force Dog
would guard the road from Chin-
hung-ni to the coast, making possible a
gpecdy marine exit once they reached
flat romds. A thick air cover was called
for the next day to help the marines
fight for the ridges.

But it never came, For on December
eighth a thick mixture of fog and snow
furries masked Koto and the jagped
peaks surrounding it. One C-47 probed
miraculously through snow to land on
the field that bulldozers had lengthened
overnight. But that was all. The fa-
milianIrmwuf planes was strangely ab-
sent and a glacial, primeval silence
settled over the hundreds of tents dot-
ting the Koto plain.

It was with agonizing suspense that
division efficers waited for word from
their troops attacking the critical ridges
without air cover. The Chinese fought
hard and it was not till late in the day
that the initin] objectives were reported
secured. Actually, those rid wers
never totally secure and battles raged
on them thesentire time that the cara-
van rolled by on the road below. But
those akirmishes kept the Chinese oc-
cupied and apparently prevented them
from making a major attack on that
caravan, whese slow motion and length
made it a perfect target,

Luck was with the marines, The fog
cleared overnight and fleeta of marine
Corgairs swooped and divaed low to pro-
tect the fighting marine engineers as
they pressed forward to build their
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bridge. The Chinese harnssed them
with small-arms and mortar fie, but
they kept on with the crucial job that
meant suceesa or failure.

At Koto numbed marines made auto-
matic preparations for the final exit.
Tents were dismantled, stoves piled on
trucks, time bombs set in the huge
dump of ammunition that had to be
left behind.

The two-motored C-47's were seoot-
ing in swiftly and regularly, and by
midafternoon all the wounded were
out. But there was not time enough for
aerial evacuation of the dead, Three
mags graves were dynamited out of the
frozen earth al Koto, Then, by the
hundreds, they wére buried. The ma-
rines were wrapped in their ponchos,
Some British Commandos still wore
their berets. They were lnid beside men
of the 7th Infantry Division in a kind of
final fraternity. The chaplain spoke the
psalm, "The Lord is my shepherd,”
but the tobogganing wind swept away
his words, ond the tiny audience— two
privates of the graves-registration di-
vigion, a few reporters and several of-
fivers — ¢ould not hear, A big bulldozer
noged frozen dirt and boulders over the
graves. At the first grave there were
only thirty bodies, and small wooden
crosscs were put up inscribed with
name, rmnk and outfit. But the two
other mass graves were marked by
single red-nnd-white wooden poles.

"We preed off the spot and drew a
map, in case we should ever come
back,” said the pgraves-registration
officor.

At about noon I was in the com-
mand-post tent when a marine major
burst open Lhe flimsy wooden door and
in excited tones informed General
Smith, " The bridge will be ready at
two, gir! We can start rolling!”

The road to safaty was mag_-,' and the
camp snapped into activity, The lead of
the convoy formed up. It was so long
that according to estimates it would ex-
tend nearly twenty miles and take al-
most twenty-four hours to pass any
given point.

I had been asked by n company of
the S5th Marines, with whom I had
made the amphibious landing at In-
chon, 1o walk out with them, But Gen-
eral Smith intervened. I have found, in
my career 88 a femals war co nd-
ent, that it is always ihe higher-ups
who cause the difficulties. From regi-
ment on down, you are trented without
discrimination. General Smith disap-
provea of female correspondents, Such
an attitude makes it teugh when you
are trving to do an honest front-line
job of reporting, on an oqual basis with
men. General Smith insisted that the
walkout was too dnngnrnun for e,

But I walked down the mountain
anyway —al least a good half the way.
It was n roverse hike. I flow out of Koto
to Hamhung and from there took a
weapons carrier to the bottom of the
mountain, Then [ hiked up the moun-
tain about five miles and back down. It
was tough on the foet, but worth o
blister to be with those marines as they
emerged at last to salety,

It was a fight all the way, And the
froet and wind howling through the
narrow pass were almost as deadly as
the enemy. Bumper to bumper, trucks,
guns, half-tracks, bulldozers slipped
and scraped down (he mountain at
three miles an hour, Half a dozen ve-
hicles skidded and weni careening dewn
the sheer drop to the right of the road.

Mortars lobbed shells and sometimes
the convoy had to Ii‘l:? for hours while
frantic engineers filled the holes in the
road. Marines, who were draped over
everything from trucks to guns, had to
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struggle to keep their circulation going
during these pauses.

Once the convoy had o stop to ac-
cept the surrender of Chinese soldiers,
Maj. Welo D. Sawyer, of Toledo, whe
led the advance guard, said, "At dawn
they juat popped out of their holes and
came over and handed us their guns. It
was very strange. They wore in miser-
able shape. Maybe they had had
enough too.”

The marines were 8o exhausted thalb
they did not even bother to take cover
at sporadic machine-gun and rifle fire.
When someone was killed, they would
wearily, matter-of-factly, go pick up
the body, wrap it in a poncho and placs
it in the nearest truck.

Lead elements of the convoy plunged
out of the shivering nightmare of the
Changjin Reservoir trap about two
A.M. on Sunday, December tenth. From'
then on, the convoy, despite several
bad ambushes, Aowed intermiitently,
Late that night the bulk of the marines’
were safely in Hamhung, deep in a sleep
of exhaustion—the first sleep in two
weeks free of the sound of puns.

The lust tanks cleared Koto at six
P.M. on Sunday. A few minutes later the
time bomb exploded in the ammunition
dump, Orange and gray bursts of flama
billowed Bikinilike into the dusk, cast-
ing distorted shadows on the white
peaks of the plateau—a spectacular
epilogue Lo the marine adventure, Cols
"Chesty” Puller's 1st Marine rear
guard took one last bloodletiing in A
vicious attack at Sudong, only a few
miles north of Hamhung, But they
beat this one back too, Many of the®
marines that first morning were too
dazed by exhnustion to comprehend
that thewr ordeal was at last over,

Back at the bottom of the mountain
I hitched a ride with Lisutenant
Theros, the forward air chserver.

" We've mtllf got it made now,” he
gaid. "1 can tell you how the guys feel.
It's not havin' to look for a place to
hide. It's bem' able to sleep without
foolin' guilty. It's bein’' able to eat
something warm. It's not havin' to
spend most of your time just tryin’ to
keep from freezin’ to death., We left a
lot of dead marines up there, but you
just can't help bein” excited for your-
self, and glad that you're out.”

Theros, like all the marines, was
highly sensitive about the retreat,
“"You know, ma'am,” he said, "we
would gladly have accepted death to
attain our objective, but it was just so
impossible. There were so many of
them."

The marines came to Hamhung in
good order, bringing their equipment
and their wounded. The fighting exit
had been planned and executed with
the same methodienl precision that
charactenized their offensives. By prod-
ding their men and never pausing on
the long trail from Yudam-ni to Ham-
hung, they won the race agamnst the
Chinese divisions flocking across the
mountains, seeking to push deep behind
thom into the coastal plain and cut off
the latter part of the escape road.

As thoy boarded the transports in
Hungnam harbor thai were to take
them to new objectives, the places for
which they bhad fought so hard—
Yudam-ni, Hagaru, Koto, Chin-
bung-ni—were already swarming with
Chinese, Bul as far as the reputation of
the United States marines was con-
cerned, it did not matter. With their
epic "' advance to the rear,” the leather-
necks' reputation as fighting men re-
mained fully " secured.™ :

Just ar Colonel Murray promised,
they had "' come out like marines,"

THE END



