YOUR LOVING SON

nCome on, you sons of bitches - do you want to

/| J ve forever ?o

- Gunny Sgt. Daniel Daly, USMC, WWI, June 1918,
Belleau Wood, Twdime Medal of Honor recipierit

Marines are trained to fight, to kill; to
win. A Marine cook can slice a hunk
of roast for your dinner plate or slice
your throat; heds
Marine pilot can put a missile up your
nose or your choice of orificesoim
inside the cockpit ofhis Harrier or
blow your brains out with a handgun;
h e 6rs expart at both. A Marine
 lawyer can cite military law or lay
down the Ilaw, or Iif necessary,
GUNNY SGT. DAN|E|— D exterminate an enemy combatant. , He
too, can call upon deadly skills few péogver learn.

A Marine is a Marine, from the recruit to the Commandant; and
once a Marine, always a Marine. These warriors are physically and
mentally resilient with an aura of invincibility in combat yet can
quickly convert into a messenger of kindeeand respect for their
fellow human beings. The key wordCsscipline.



On March 20, 1779, Marine Captain
William Jones advertised in the
Providence Gazetté o r Oa f e\
me nt0 make avoyage aboard the
Continental shipProvidence. Ever
since publishing that advertisement the
United State Marine Corps has
continued topickba f ew good
become the standard bearers for an
elite group of fighters steeped in
'stowel ({95 chw ¢ tradiion,dignty, and honor. | have

I known and interviewed more than just
0a fewdb Marines, but they are

MARINE CAPTAIN WILLIAM JONI

THE PROPOSAL

| received an -mail from my editorasking that | ontact an
organization called the Atlanta Vietham Veterans Business
Association, better known as the AVVBA. Tlgeoup requested
that a local columnist assist them in promoting a memorial event
scheduledat the Walk of Heroes Veterans War Memorial in NE
Rockdale CountyGA. | jumped at the opportunity

| e-mailed the AVVBA with myproposal. They likedit. Thus
began a two montlmission promoting a memorial service for a
young Marine chosen to be honored that year by the AVVBA. |
considered the assignnmexs anoccasiornto make new contacts and
waselatedwhen informed that the article would be featured on the
front page of the East Metro sectiohthe Sunday paperideas



flourished onthe prospects of additional readership and media
exposure.

However, it w avery lortg before | realizedmy seltcentered
discernment was inappropriad®dd embarrassing. As | began my
research and discoveratew comradeship in the long list of
interview candidates,ihcreasinglyunderstoodhatas an Air Force
flyboy 16 d b e Il nt er vi e wlhandgon ddmbat n e
experience, Marines with psychological and physical wounds,
Marinesdevotedto the memory of fallen comrades, Marines that
expected things to be done right.

| started seconrgduessing my writing skills. The young Marine to
be honored lost his life during thestoric Battle of Khe SanhSo

KHE SANH UNDER ATTACK, MARINES TAKING C how could I, a
| : : = typically  well-fed
| and clean shaven
& ! Air Force veteran of
' Nam, usually with
'f access to a cold beer
- or a hotwoman or
3 = both, write a
B narrative paying
tribute to a US
z Marine who lived in
the mud and dirt, ate cold food patrolled some of the most
dangerouseal estate on earth in 1968, dodged rockets and mortars
day and night, and participatedane of the fewbattles in Vietnam
when Leathernecks weogderedt o O f i x6 bayonet s




To use the term O6honored to wr
appropriate reverenctor being offered the privilege to do so.
Nevertheless O pani c ky 0 tenmafgr théemdioas thate t t
fogged my creativity as the graphic specifics of the bloody mélée
that morning at Khe Sanh was articulatedtbg battlehardened
Marineswho fought there | had to face facts, that, as a flyboy,
writing about Marines was an endeavor best kegskefor a Marine
historian. | decided t@xe the opportunity until an easyoing
member of the AVVBA, Lt. Col. Jon Bird, offered a little

t hought f ul advice on how to wr
| it ke a Marine. o

So | tried; | gave it my best sho. But | Om not

Mari nes that p ut the event t o
di dnot fit I n. I felt uncomf c
my own insecurities.But then againa | | t hat di dno

Marines chose me to dbe job; the Marines placed their trust in
me to do the suitable thing; the Marines asked me to honor a fallen
Marine as he should be honored; the Marines invited me to the
program rehearsal to acquire more appreciation of and about whal
it means to be a Mtine. As | observed and learned from the
Marines, | finally understood my necessity to muster the same
resolve as they do in combat w
For two months | almost felt like a Marine.

THE NEWSPAPER TRIBUTE

A Memorial Service will be held at the Walk of Heroes War
Memorial on the grounds of Black Shoals Park in the northeast
corner of Rockdale County at 11:00 am on Thursday, May 26. The
Marine to be honored is Silver Star recipient PFC Ted Dennis



Britt, killed in action on March 30, 1968 during the battle at Khe
Sanh, Vietnam. A graduate of Southwest DeKalb High School, he
was nineteen years old.

In Memory of PFC Ted Dennis Britt
United States Marine Corps

Born 26 January 1949 Atlanta, Georgia
Killed in Action 30 March 1968 Khe Sanh, RVN

Silver Star - Purple Heart - Vietnam Service Ribbon

PFC Britt was fatally wounded while leading attacks on a
well entrenched, numerically superior enemy force.
PFC Britt gave his life in service to his country.

Atlanta Vietnam Veterans Business Association 26 May 2011

The ceremonial, sponsored by the Atlanta Vietnam Veterans
Business Association, will feature bpipes and a Marine band. A
USMC Color Guard will present the colors plus an dHuey
helicopter and a €30 Hercules transport will perform flyovers.
The dedication address will be presented by Medal of Honor
Reci pi ent Col . Har vey refirddla rTmee y (
Britt family and honored guests will withess the Folding of the Flag
Ceremony after which the fl ag
mother and hi&id brother, Brigadier General Tim Britt, ret.

FIX BAYONETS



Pfc. Ted Bri tctouat riywe c niiiDre dl@smb e
young Marine knewas did everyLeatherneckat Khe Sanh, the
President of the United Statesd everalocal tribal chieftain, that
something huge was in the making.

KHE SANH MRINE BASE, EARLY 1968

The timeworn French airfield on the Khe Sanh plateau in the
northwest corner of South Vietnam was taken over from Army
Special Forces by the United States Marines in 1966. The
Leathernecks quickly lengthened the runway and strengthireir
defensive positiongyiving them the much needed staging aed
fortified strong point to conduct spoiling attacks against the North
Vietnamese Army (NVA) infiltrating across the DMZ into South
Vietnam. ltching for their own fight, an estimaté@,000 battle
hardened NVA soldiers laid siege to the 6008atherneck



contingent on January 20, 1968. From tHatatedday the entire
world realized the siege was on.

The NVA lobbed in as many as 1300 mortar or artillery on a single
day at the Manes, who simply hunkered down and took the best
the NVA could throw at them. Artillery duels became daily events.
The enemy dug trenches within a hundred meters of the barbed
wire and tested the defenses with ground probes. The Marines helc
their ground, waiting for opportunities, then would counggtack

in what became frefor-all engagements. Casualties mounted,;
reinforcements poured in, on both sides.

On February 23 Khe Sanhoés ammo
Over 1500 American artillery rounds blew skiygh with the
resultingdetonationzontinuallyrockingthe entire base. American
air power pulverized the suwrro
moonscapeven aNVA anti-aircraft fire took an appalling toll on



the supporting aircraft. Then o February 25 a Marine platoon
conducting a perimeter sweep stumbled into an ambush and was
annihilated almost to the man. Unavoidably, Marine dead \eére |

on the battlefield; Marines do not leave Marines on a battlefield;
yet Marine dead had been deserted, and the Marines were
determined to get their brothers back.

Pfc. Ted Britt and the Marines of B Company, $1Battalion, 28
Marine Regiment, '8 Marine Division, were roused from sleep
around 3:00am on themoggy morning of March 30, 1968.
Moving carefully outside the base perimeter, the detachment
pauseduntil the supporting artilleryparrage lifted As it lifted, an
unnerving graveyard silence encompass ttiek fog bank, no
sound,no nothing. Tense moments passed. Then somebody hearc
the clicks of metal scrapping and muffleebices speaking
Vietnamesethere wasno doubt,weaponswere being armed and



the voiceswere NVA soldiers. Shadowy mavement was noticed
within the fog bankstealthy eerie, but detectabldn whispers, the

order filtered dowrfrom the Captain tthe platoon leaders to squad
leaders to fire support leadeésFi x Bayonet s o!

As if caressed by the hand of God, the fog gently lifted. Into the
jaws of lethal metal the Marines charged headlong into the lineal
descendants of the NbBattalon, 84 et |
Regiment the infamous 30%Iron Division, the same division that
defeatedhe French at Dien Bien Phu in 1954. It has been said that
payback is hell.

For four hours soldiers fought hand to hand, man against man,
grenade against grenade; steel against st&alck-down dragout
barroom brawl for which the United States Marine Corps
throughout theirrich history are known to be most proficient.
Many of the Marines engaged in the bloody battle were rookie
replacements up against the best the NVA could fieBt the
NVAOGSs bssniplynotgaod enough.

PicBr i t t 6 s abraptlypidnedwdavar bymachine gun fire
and mortars Aware that his squad faced imminent annihilation
Britt identified the main threathen chargedn enemy automatic
weapons emplacementHe snglehandedlydestroyed lie enemy
emplacementkilling four NVA soldiers in the procesdVith the
threat neutralize, hisquad moved out. Within moments another
enemy position opened up with lethal fire that held the Marines at
bay. Courageously Pfc. Britt launched mnother singe-handed
attack against entrenched NVAWhile delivering accurate fire
againstanNVA fighting hole, Britt wasfatally wounded.



The Leathernecks won tinebarroom brawland decisively so.
Casualties for the Marines numbered less th@nyet over 150
NVA soldiers were killed including their battalion commander and
his entire staff.

VOICES

Peter Wei ss, PFC ®Iri di daodopl per
Teddos fearless heroics but I
members. | was a24 year old lieutenant leading seventeen and
eighteen year old Marines into combat for their first time. | s@s
proud of them. Those young Marines proved their courage in hand
to hand combat. I think the
Captain Pipesaswe understood wevould be mixing it up at close
quarters with the North Viethamese. We lost an entire platoon a
month wearl i er so the order t o
psychol ogi cal Oedged as we moyv

Mi ke McCaul ey, atkEe&anh:blkst afhdec
county 6 duri ng MN67v dedbardrl met fon Hill 881
overl ooking Khe Sanh. My Bos
drawl formed a quick friendship, me beitlte damn Yankee and
Ted beingthe southern Rebel. | remember Taklvays got fistfuls

of letters from home when the choppers dropped the red mail bag.
He would spend hours reading every word. We were jealous he got
Sso much mail . o

ADuring one shelling our ammo
munitions were flying all osr the place. A lot obur guys were
injured when unexploded shells stck them. Wewould shell the



NVA then theywould shell usright back. We loved the Air Force.
When tre B-52s dropped their huge payloads we would jump up
and down cheering. It wasvesome 0O

Nl n February we | ost about 25
the line and couldovemhear the radios crackling with guys
screaming back and forth; we actually heard what was going on but
coul dndomntda naygy @Gdout | t . ieve Aum d
deadé.that was tough to take. o

A Wh a texpearienced isike it happened yesterday. On March 30
we were nudged awake around 0300 then silently worked our way
outside the base perimetefherewe paused and waited in dense

fog for the artillery larrage to lift. | was squad leader. At
daybr eak, Li eutenant Wei ssOs
radi o, OMac, tell ylkeptthinkimgidGhd t

Jesus, this is scajybut | told my squadt o O f i x. Tlheey or
was a lot ofnervous laughtewntil the artillery stopped. Instead of
the incoming we were surrounded by a dead calm, it wesisd,

like an omen. Then the fog lifted. Little by little, the dead calm

became a noise | i1 ke popcorn i
Popépéopopépop, pop, p o pgetstatedp,
then all hell broke | oose. 0

AWe fought tooth and nail for the better partfofir hours The
NVA fired on usfrom spiderholes burrowed under root systems of
damaged trees Grenades started falling ons too, and the
automatioweapons fire was so thick it pinned us down. | got hit in
my hand and | eg, thatoés when |
trench andassaultan enemy emplacement He wiped it out,
singlehandedly.



NWe garted moving forward again but a rainfall of mortasne
down on us. We hit the dirt and covered up, except for Ted. He
rushed forward to engage the ¢
time | saw Ted until we found him the next day. My best friend
saval a lot of Marinesl st i | | mi ss him. o

The USMC officially recorded the Siege of Khe Sanh lifting on
April 8; one day dbithday. Mi ke Ma

LESD 695 v MO HE R AN DK D - P BER

Brigadier General Tim Britt;A. hi bD ¢95 . wL¢¢Q-
retired: il was sev
when my big brother lost
|l 1 fe i n Vietn]
me and tease me just like a
other big brother but | always s pof \

wanted to be whe! Tey . Wa's: o

Tedds motheril
had three didren. Ted was
my oldest son antllost him i
Viethnam then| lost my only§
daughterto breast cancein &
2004 Ti mds the J
have | eft. I
riding his mo

General Britt: Al 6 m not t h who saddlesa Hayby,n e r
mo m. O Hi s t houoldarlsr ortehteurr.ne din A



was somewhat rough on my parents when | joined the Army. |
guess it would be painful for any parents that had already lost a
child i n combat. Not a daHe go
loved to huntfish, he loved baseball, and he loved the Marines.
Ted enlisted right out of high

Joyce Brittt i Ted | ol
the Marines because he
sald he wanted to learn
from the best. After basic
training he was sent
straight into combat at
Khe Sanh as a fire team

| eader . I d
what it meant to be a fire
team leader, but when |
found out it really worried
me. But after that, things
happened pretty fast. It
seemed like he had just
got to Vietham when we
were notified that Ted was

SISTER, BRENDA +TED +FATHER, DOYLE = MIissing. It took the
Marines some time to find my b
been kill ed. They brought my
GeneralBritth | t 6s | i ke it Wwaspomaghed vy

from school and noticed sevedrs parkedt the house. Wheln
went inside my sister took me by the hand and led me into the
bedroomthentold mewhat happened. | never thougtitat would
happen, not to my big brother.



