
GUNNY SGT. DANIEL DALY 

     YOUR LOVING SON  
 
ñCome on, you sons of bitches - do you want to 
live forever?ó  
                             - Gunny Sgt. Daniel Daly, USMC, WWI, June 1918,     

                               Belleau Wood, Two-time Medal of Honor recipient ï 
 

 

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; heôs an expert at both.  A 

Marine pilot can put a missile up your 

nose or your choice of orifices from 

inside the cockpit of his Harrier or 

blow your brains out with a handgun; 

heôs an expert at both.  A Marine 

lawyer can cite military law or lay 

down the law, or if necessary, 

exterminate an enemy combatant.  He, 

too, can call upon deadly skills few people ever 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 kindness and respect for their 

fellow human beings.  The key word is Discipline. 

 



     MARINE CAPTAIN WILLIAM JONES 
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On March 20, 1779, Marine Captain 

William Jones advertised in the 

Providence Gazette for óa few good 

menô to make a voyage aboard the 

Continental ship Providence.  Ever 

since publishing that advertisement the 

United State Marine Corps has 

continued to pick óa few good menô to 

become the standard bearers for an 

elite group of fighters steeped in 

tradition, dignity, and honor.  I have 

known and interviewed more than just 

óa fewô Marines, but they are all ógood men.ô 

                      

                   THE PROPOSAL  
 

I received an e-mail from my editor asking that I contact an 

organization called the Atlanta Vietnam Veterans Business 

Association, better known as the AVVBA.  The group requested 

that a local columnist assist them in promoting a memorial event 

scheduled at the Walk of Heroes Veterans War Memorial in NE 

Rockdale County, GA.  I jumped at the opportunity. 

 

I e-mailed the AVVBA with my proposal.  They liked it. Thus 

began a two month mission promoting a memorial service for a 

young Marine chosen to be honored that year by the AVVBA.  I 

considered the assignment as an occasion to make new contacts and 

was elated when informed that the article would be featured on the 

front page of the East Metro section of the Sunday paper.  Ideas 



   KHE SANH UNDER ATTACK, MARINES TAKING COVER 

flourished on the prospects of additional readership and media 

exposure. 
 

However, it wasnôt very long before I realized my self-centered 

discernment was inappropriate and embarrassing.  As I began my 

research and discovered new comradeship in the long list of 

interview candidates, I increasingly understood that as an Air Force 

flyboy Iôd be interviewing Marines with hands-on combat 

experience, Marines with psychological and physical wounds, 

Marines devoted to the memory of fallen comrades, Marines that 

expected things to be done right. 

 

I started second-guessing my writing skills.  The young Marine to 

be honored lost his life during the historic Battle of Khe Sanh. So 

how could I, a 

typically well-fed 

and clean shaven 

Air Force veteran of 

Nam, usually with 

access to a cold beer 

or a hot woman or 

both, write a 

narrative paying 

tribute to a US 

Marine who lived in 

the mud and dirt, ate cold food, patrolled some of the most 

dangerous real estate on earth in 1968, dodged rockets and mortars 

day and night, and participated in one of the few battles in Vietnam 

when Leathernecks were ordered to ófix bayonets.ô 

 



To use the term óhonored to write the articleô doesnôt even give 

appropriate reverence for being offered the privilege to do so.  

Nevertheless, ópanickyô may be a better term for the emotions that 

fogged my creativity as the graphic specifics of the bloody mêlée 

that morning at Khe Sanh was articulated by the battle-hardened 

Marines who fought there.  I had to face facts, that, as a flyboy, 

writing about Marines was an endeavor best reserved for a Marine 

historian.  I decided to axe the opportunity until an easy-going 

member of the AVVBA, Lt. Col. Jon Bird, offered a little 

thoughtful advice on how to write the story.  He suggested, ñThink 

like a Marine.ò 
 

So I tried; I gave it my best shot.  But Iôm not a Marine, and the 

Marines that put the event together knew I wasnôt a Marine.  I 

didnôt fit in.  I felt uncomfortable and lacking the needed skill by 

my own insecurities.  But then again, all that didnôt matter.  The 

Marines chose me to do the 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 what 

it means to be a Marine.  As I observed and learned from the 

Marines, I finally understood my necessity to muster the same 

resolve as they do in combat with the simple words, ñFollow me.ò  

For two months I 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. 
 

 
 

The ceremonial, sponsored by the Atlanta Vietnam Veterans 

Business Association, will feature bag pipes and a Marine band.  A 

USMC Color Guard will present the colors plus an UH-1 Huey 

helicopter and a C-130 Hercules transport will perform flyovers.  

The dedication address will be presented by Medal of Honor 

Recipient Col. Harvey ñBarneyò Barnum, USMC, retired.  The 

Britt family and honored guests will witness the Folding of the Flag 

Ceremony after which the flag will be presented to PFC Brittôs 

mother and his kid brother, Brigadier General Tim Britt, ret.   
 

                         FIX BAYONETS  



 
Pfc. Ted Britt arrived ñin-countryò on December 15, 1967.  This 

young Marine knew, as did every Leatherneck at Khe Sanh, the 

President of the United States, and even a local tribal chieftain, that 

something huge was in the making. 
 

 

               KHE SANH MARINE 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 strengthened their 

defensive positions, giving them the much needed staging area and 

fortified strong point to conduct spoiling attacks against the North 

Vietnamese Army (NVA) infiltrating across the DMZ into South 

Vietnam.  Itching for their own fight, an estimated 40,000 battle-

hardened NVA soldiers laid siege to the 6000 Leatherneck 



contingent on January 20, 1968.  From that ill -fated day 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 Marines, 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 held 

their ground, waiting for opportunities, then would counter-attack 

in what became free-for-all engagements.  Casualties mounted; 

reinforcements poured in, on both sides. 
              

On February 23 Khe Sanhôs ammo dump took a direct artillery hit.  

Over 1500 American artillery rounds blew sky-high with the 

resulting detonations continually rocking the entire base.  American 

air power pulverized the surrounding hills into a No Manôs Land 

moonscape even as NVA anti-aircraft fire took an appalling toll on 



the supporting aircraft.  Then on February 25 a Marine platoon 

conducting a perimeter sweep stumbled into an ambush and was 

annihilated almost to the man.  Unavoidably, Marine dead were left 

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 BRTT, SECOND FROM LEFT.  KHE SANH, VIETNAM, 1968 

 

Pfc. Ted Britt and the Marines of B Company, 1st Battalion, 26th 

Marine Regiment, 3rd Marine Division, were roused from sleep 

around 3:00am on the smoggy morning of March 30, 1968.  

Moving carefully outside the base perimeter, the detachment 

paused until the supporting artillery barrage lifted.  As it lifted, an 

unnerving graveyard silence encompass the thick fog bank, no 

sound, no nothing.  Tense moments passed.  Then somebody heard 

the clicks of metal scrapping and muffled voices speaking 

Vietnamese: there was no doubt, weapons were being armed and 



the voices were NVA soldiers.  Shadowy movement was noticed 

within the fog bank, stealthy, eerie, but detectable.  In whispers, the 

order filtered down from the Captain to the platoon leaders to squad 

leaders to fire support leaders: óFix Bayonetsô! 
 

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 North Vietnamese Armyôs 8th Battalion, 66th 

Regiment - the infamous 304th Iron Division, the same division that 

defeated the 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 steel, a knock-down drag-out 

barroom brawl for which the United States Marine Corps 

throughout their rich 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 field.  But the 

NVAôs best was simply not good enough. 

 

Pfc Brittôs squad was abruptly pinned down by machine gun fire 

and mortars. Aware that his squad faced imminent annihilation, 

Britt identified the main threat then charged an enemy automatic 

weapons emplacement.  He singlehandedly destroyed the enemy 

emplacement, killing four NVA soldiers in the process. With the 

threat neutralize, his squad moved out.  Within moments another 

enemy position opened up with lethal fire that held the Marines at 

bay.  Courageously, Pfc. Britt launched another single-handed 

attack against entrenched NVA.  While delivering accurate fire 

against an NVA fighting hole, Britt was fatally wounded. 

 



The Leathernecks won their barroom brawl and decisively so.  

Casualties for the Marines numbered less than 40, yet over 150 

NVA soldiers were killed including their battalion commander and 

his entire staff.   
  

        VOICES  
 
Peter Weiss, PFC Brittôs platoon leader: ñI didnôt personally see 

Tedôs fearless heroics but I heard about it from other platoon 

members.  I was a 24 year old lieutenant leading seventeen and 

eighteen year old Marines into combat for their first time.  I was so 

proud of them.  Those young Marines proved their courage in hand 

to hand combat.  I think the order to óFix Bayonetsô came from 

Captain Pipes so we understood we would be mixing it up at close 

quarters with the North Vietnamese.  We lost an entire platoon a 

month earlier so the order to ófix bayonetsô provided us with a 

psychological óedgeô as we moved forward.ò 

 

Mike McCauley, Tedôs best friend at Khe Sanh:  ñI landed óin-

countryô during November of 1967.  Ted and I met on Hill 881 

overlooking Khe Sanh.  My Boston accent and Tedôs southern 

drawl formed a quick friendship, me being the damn Yankee and 

Ted being the southern Rebel.  I remember Ted always 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 

so much mail.ò  

 

ñDuring one shelling our ammo dump took a direct hit.  Live 

munitions were flying all over the place.  A lot of our guys were 

injured when unexploded shells struck them.  We would shell the 



NVA then they would shell us right back.  We loved the Air Force.  

When the B-52s dropped their huge payloads we would jump up 

and down cheering.  It was awesome.ò 

 

ñIn February we lost about 25 Marines in an ambush.  We were on 

the line and could overhear the radios crackling with guys 

screaming back and forth; we actually heard what was going on but 

couldnôt do a damn thing about it.  And we couldnôt retrieve our 

deadé.that was tough to take.ò 

 

ñWhat we experienced is like it happened yesterday.  On March 30 

we were nudged awake around 0300 then silently worked our way 

outside the base perimeter.  There we paused and waited in dense 

fog for the artillery barrage to lift.  I was squad leader.  At 

daybreak, Lieutenant Weissôs voice suddenly cracked over the 

radio, óMac, tell your squad to fix bayonets.ô  I kept thinking, óOh, 

Jesus, this is scary,ô but I told my squad to ófix bayonetsô. There 

was a lot of nervous laughter, until the artillery stopped.  Instead of 

the incoming we were surrounded by a dead calm, it was weird, 

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

became a noise like popcorn in a microwave.  Pop. Popépop.  

Popépopépopépop, pop, pop, pop, thatôs how it got started, 

then all hell broke loose.ò 
 

ñWe fought tooth and nail for the better part of four hours.  The 

NVA fired on us from spider-holes burrowed under root systems of 

damaged trees.  Grenades started falling on us, too, and the 

automatic weapons fire was so thick it pinned us down.  I got hit in 

my hand and leg, thatôs when I saw Ted jump from the safety of a 

trench and assault an enemy emplacement.  He wiped it out, 

singlehandedly.  
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ñWe started moving forward again but a rainfall of mortars came 

down on us.  We hit the dirt and covered up, except for Ted.  He 

rushed forward to engage the enemy by himself.  Thatôs the last 

time I saw Ted until we found him the next day.  My best friend 

saved a lot of Marines.  I still miss him.ò 

 

The USMC officially recorded the Siege of Khe Sanh lifting on 

April 8; one day after Mike MaCauleyôs 20th birthday. 
 

        TEDôS MOTHER AND KID BROTHER: 
 

Brigadier General Tim Britt; 

retired:  ñI was seven years old 

when my big brother lost his 

life in Vietnam.  Heôd pick on 

me and tease me just like any 

other big brother, but I always 

wanted to be where Ted was.ò 

 

Tedôs mother, Joyce Britt: ñI 

had three children.  Ted was 

my oldest son and I lost him in 

Vietnam, then I lost my only 

daughter to breast cancer in 

2004.  Timôs the only child I 

have left.  I sure wish heôd stop 

riding his motorcycle.ò 

 

General Britt:  ñIôm not the only general who saddles a Harley, 

mom.ò  His thoughts returned to his older brother.  ñAnyway, it 



 SISTER, BRENDA �± TED �± FATHER, DOYLE  

was somewhat rough on my parents when I joined the Army.  I 

guess it would be painful for any parents that had already lost a 

child in combat.  Not a day goes by that I donôt think of Ted.  He 

loved to hunt, fish, he loved baseball, and he loved the Marines.  

Ted enlisted right out of high school.ò 

 

Joyce Britt: ñTed joined 

the Marines because he 

said he wanted to learn 

from the best.  After basic 

training he was sent 

straight into combat at 

Khe Sanh as a fire team 

leader.  I didnôt know 

what it meant to be a fire 

team leader, but when I 

found out it really worried 

me.  But after that, things 

happened pretty fast.  It 

seemed like he had just 

got to Vietnam when we 

were notified that Ted was 

missing.  It took the 

Marines some time to find my boy before they notified us that heôd 

been killed.  They brought my son home on Motherôs Day.ò 

 

General Britt: ñItôs like it happened yesterday.  I was coming home 

from school and noticed several cars parked at the house.  When I 

went inside my sister took me by the hand and led me into the 

bedroom then told me what happened.  I never thought  that would 

happen, not to my big brother.ò 


