
  

However, between bouts of debauch-

ery, some of you may have also 

walked along the archaic streets and 

purchased barbecued monkey meat on 

a stick, observed mural artwork in the 

numerous church interiors, taken a 

cab south to the reef protected 

beaches of southern Recife or north to 

the four hundred year old city of 

Olinda, all in an effort to learn some-

thing about the country and its people. 

And G-2-6 had a second helping of all 

this cultural exchange in February 

ó61, after the Graham Countyôs trip up 

the Congo River and the 3rd platoonôs 

month long stint on a destroyer and 

assisting the capture of the pirated 

passenger liner, Santa Maria. 

However, let me move this tale for-

ward óbout a quarter century, to the 

year 1986 when I scraped together 

enough cash to swing a three week 

solo-vacation to Rio De Janeiro and 

guided tours in several additional 

cities of Brazil including Recife. 

Clearly, a lot of things had changed in 

the passing. 

Arriving by plane, I found the appro-

priate public bus and managed some-

how to make clear to the driver where 

it was I was headed. Some forty min-

ute later I arrived at the Othon Hotel, 

( Continued on page 3, column 4 ) 

Christmas in Recife and the Small World We Live In  Ed Shea 

particularly difficult for the aver-

age Marine with an E1 or E2 pay 

grade. And most in G-2-6 had less 

than two years in the Corps, mak-

ing us eligible for only $85.80 a 

month. Add to that the fact that we 

were five days from payday and 

had pretty much shot our limited 

economic load in Trinidad nearly 

two weeks earlier. 

Six months out of boot camp a 

soldier, airman or sailor had only 

to blow their nose and made E3. 

Our ship was loaded with E3s and 

with what seemed to be as many 

E4s...and up. ñThese guysò I 

thought, ñwere for damn sure go-

ing to drive the costs for every-

thing through our tented roof!!!ò 

So, with all of $4.75 at hand in 

what was unexpectedly one of the 

best kept sin-capital-secrets of the 

western world, I stepped from the 

ship for my first day of liberty: 

Christmas day, 1960. And, surprise 

of all surprises, like many of you 

and despite the enumerated obsta-

cles to our doing so, after two days 

of port-and-starboard abuses uni-

maginable, I left Recife with some 

cash still in hand and a life-long 

and yet unfulfilled hope to find a 

similar bargain. 

  Worldõs Alleged òHatredó for America is Hardly New  

Seven days out of Trinidad the 

ship, having crossed the equator 

and passed the headlands of 

northeastern South America,  

closed on the coast of Brazil. It 

was nearly mid-night of Christ-

mas Eve 1960 and we could see, 

from ocean-side of its inner har-

bor, the lights of Recife.  

The air was warm, oppressively 

humid with nary the hint of a 

breeze. And weôd remain there 

until the next morning before 

receiving permission to enter 

port. Off-duty crew and the al-

ways off-duty Marines of the 

Gator Fleet stood along the 

shipôs lifelines contemplating 

liberty and whatever it was they 

were going to do: In a really 

Christian country on a weather-

wise hot Christmas day with very 

few dollars in our pockets. 

My God, how was a guy to sin 

under those circumstances? 

With the shrill sounds of the 

bosonôs whistle; a shave-shower-

and-S...; the tad bit of required 

ñheave to and truss upò stuff; and  

a breakfast of S.O.S, greasy ba-

con and very bad coffee, it was 

not long thereafter that  the ship  

Recifeôs Port Entrance 

lay secured to a dock starboard-

side to with all hands chafing at 

the bit to lay their well shined 

shoes on both terra-firma and a bar 

rail. 

Of course, there remained that  

issue of money to deal with, more 

specifically, the lack of it.  

Though always a problem for 

servicemen at the time, it was 

F i r s t 

published 

in 1958, 

The Ugly 

American 

became a 

runaway 

na t iona l 

bestseller 

for its 

s lash in g 

exposé of 

American 

arrogance, incompetence, and 

corruption in Southeast Asia. 

Based on fact, the book's eye-

opening stories and sketches 

drew a devastating picture of how 

the United States was losing the 

struggle with Communism in Asia.  

Written by William J. Lederer and 

Eugene Burdick, it was at the time 

touted as ñThe multi-million-copy 

bestseller that coined the phrase, 

óthe ugly American,ô for tragic 

American foreign policy blunders 

abroad.ò Policies economic. Poli-

cies military and political. Policies 

implemented and thought to be in 

the best interest of OUR citizenry, 

if not those of another nation. Poli-

cies, though poorly implemented, 

that were well intentioned like 

those of our own countryôs Wel-

fare, Education and Immigration 

programs. 

Combining gripping storytelling 
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Have you noticed? When you 

put the words "The" and "IRS" 

together it spells "Theirs." Why 

is that?                   Anonymous 

" Whoever said the pen is mightier 

than the sword obviously has never  

encountered automatic weapons." 

General Douglas MacArthur  

 

  

M E R R Y   C H R I S T M A S    M A R I N E S    

with an urgent call to action, The 

Ugly American prompted President 

Eisenhower to launch a study of 

our military aid program which 

led, ultimately, to much-and-still 

needed reform. Indeed, it was the 

results of the inquiries that pro-

vided the essence of what has 

become known as Ikeôs 1961 

ñMilitary Industrial Complex 

Speech.ò 

And nearly fifty years later, we 

find ourselves still struggling with 

the principle issues of both the 

costs and implications of the de-

famed military-industrial complex 

as well as a mindset...by some, 

most notably the present entourage 

of Democratic candidates for the 

Presidency...that America is hated by 

ALL the worldôs peoples: Something 

of a truly absurd notion. 

However, and independent of all the 

blathering, we should care about 

wasteful spending. It affects how 

much we pay in income taxes. But, 

we shouldnôt care what the Russians, 

Arabs, Persians, Chinese, Somalians 

or the worldôs likes of a Hugo Ch¨vez 

think about our nation. THEY con-

tribute little to it or the 21st century. 

Their complaints are neither new or 

born of anything more than hubris, 

jealousy and self-interest.  

Indeed, the greater question is: What 

have these others contributed to civili-

zation in the last four hundred years 

except mayhem? 
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Iõve a confession: 

Iôm am a Jew, 

and every sin-

gle one of my 

ancestors was 

Jewish. And, 

no, it doesnôt 

bother in the 

slightest  little 

bit if people 

chose to call 

those beauti-

ful lit up, 

bejeweled trees ñChristmas trees.ò I 

don't feel threatened. I don't feel 

discriminated against. That's what 

they are: ñChristmas trees.ò 

It doesn't bother me a bit when 

people say, ñMerry Christmasò to 

me. I don't think they are slighting 

me or getting ready to put me in a 

ghetto. In fact, I kind of like it. It 

shows that we are all brothers and 

sisters celebrating this happy time 

of year. It doesn't bother me at all 

that there is a manger scene on 

display at a key intersection near 

my beach house in Malibu. If peo-

ple want a crèche, it's just as fine 

with me as is the Menorah a few 

hundred yards away.  

I don't like getting pushed around 

for being a Jew, and I don't think 

Christians like getting pushed 

around for being Christians. I think 

people who believe in God are sick 

and tired of getting pushed around, 

period. I have no idea where the 

concept came from that America is 

an explicitly atheist country. I can't 

find it in the Constitution and I 

don't like it being shoved down my 

throat.  

Or maybe I can put it another way: 

where did the idea come from that 

we should worship Nick and Jes-

sica and we aren't allowed to wor-

ship God as we understand Him? I 

guess that's a sign that I'm getting 

old, too. But there are a lot of us 

know what he's talking about And 

we said OK.  

Now we're asking ourselves why 

our children have no conscience, 

why they don't know right from 

wrong, and why it doesn't bother 

them to kill strangers, their class-

mates, and themselves  

Probably, if we think about it long 

and hard enough, we can figure it 

out. I think it has a great deal to do 

with ñwe reap what we sow.ò' 

Funny how simple it is for people to 

trash God and then wonder why the 

world's going to hell. Funny how 

we believe what the newspapers 

say, but question what the Bible 

says. Funny how you can send jokes 

via an e-mail and they spread like 

wildfire but when you start sending 

messages regarding the Lord, peo-

ple think twice about sharing. 

Funny how lewd, crude, vulgar and 

obscene articles pass freely through 

cyberspace, but public discussion of 

God is suppressed in the school and 

workplace.  

Are you laughing? Funny how when 

you forward this message, you will 

not send it to many on your address 

list because you're not sure what 

they believe, or what they will think 

of you for sending it.  

Funny how we can be more worried 

about what other people think  

Pass it on if you think it has merit. 

If not then just discard it... no one 

will know. But, if you discard this 

thought process, don't sit back and 

complain about what bad shape the 

world is in.          

who are wondering where Nick and 

Jessica came from and where the 

America we knew went to.  

 In light of the many jokes we send 

to one another for a laugh, this is a 

little different: This is not intended 

to be a joke; it's not funny, it's 

intended to get you thinking.  

Billy Graham's daughter was inter-

viewed on the Early Show and Jane 

Clayson asked her ñHow could 

God let something like [Katrina] 

happen?ò Anne Graham gave an 

extremely profound and insightful 

response. She said, 'I believe God 

is deeply saddened by this, just as 

we are, but for years we've been 

telling God to get out of our 

schools, to get out of our govern-

ment and to get out of our lives. 

And being the gentleman He is, I 

believe He has calmly backed out. 

How can we expect God to give us 

His blessing and His protection if 

we demand He leave us alone?ò  

In light of recent events...terrorists 

attack, school shootings, etc. I 

think it started when Madeleine 

Murray O'Hare (she was murdered, 

her body found recently) com-

plained she didn't want prayer in 

our schools, and we said OK. Then 

someone said you better not read 

the Bible in school. The Bible says 

thou shalt not kill, thou shalt not 

steal, and love your neighbor as 

yourself. And we said OK.  

 Then Dr. Benjamin Spock said we 

shouldn't spank our children when 

they misbehave because their little 

personalities would be warped and 

we might damage their self-esteem 

(Dr. Spock's son committed sui-

cide). We said an expert should 

òWho was that Marine?ó 

Born Hugh Krampe in Rochester, 

New York on 19Apr25, he let-

tered in football, basketball, wres-

tling and track. Upon graduating 

high school in 1941, he joined the 

Marine Corps, eventually, becom-

ing its youngest Drill Instructor. 

Offered an appointment to the  

Naval Academy, he passed the 

entrance exams but declined the 

appointment indicating an interest 

in attending Yale law school. 

However, when discharged in ó45, 

he soon found himself distracted 

by acting opportunities in Califor-

nia. Thereafter ñdiscoveredò by 

Ida Lupino, he joined Universal 

Studios. However, as something 

of a rebel, his career stalled: Play-

ing secondary roles in movies like 

Red Ball Express and Seminole.  

Finally, leaving Universal, he was 

in 1955 offered the starring role in 

the TV series which ñmade him.ò  

However a durable talent of the 

ó60s and 70s, he faded into obscu-

rity. Part of the frontline celebrity 

Vietnam tours; a singer on the Ed 

Sullivan, Dinah Shore and Jackie 

Gleason variety shows; the last 

person killed on screen by John 

Wayne in the Shootist and induc-

tee of the National Cowboy and 

Western Heritage Museum in 

1992, he had moved on. 

Then, on 25Jun06, with the ap-

parent aim of leaving his vast 

stock and real estate holdings to 

something other than a Jesse 

Jackson foundation, the man 

married...for the very first time 

...at 81 years of age: Rev. Robert 

Schuller presiding; a ñholy-crap!ò 

chorus by Debbie Reynolds.  

Who was this ñdevil dog?ò (See 

the photo spread on page 4.) 

"Five second fuses last only 

three seconds!"  

Army Infantry Journal.  

"Bravery is being the only one 

who knows you're afraid." 

Lt. Col. David Hackworth  

 

 

Ben Stein  
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Neither Donald or Trevor had spent 

any time contemplating how much 

more had really been accomplished 

in their working together. They had 

simply enjoyed the cooperative 

effort with few but minor disagree-

ments over process that worked 

themselves out. But, it was more 

than that. 

the Carter-Davies ñArts & Craftsò 

Project of 2007. 

The installation of electrical wiring 

and light fixtures, by a certified 

electrician, awaited the dynamic 

duoôs completed efforts.  

First, they drew a carefully meas-

ured and level line around the pe-

rimeter of the work area, two inches 

below the exposed joints. Upon this 

they would attach ñLò shaped 

bracketing to support the subse-

quently installed wired to the joistsô 

ñTò bars. Onto these were laid 

acoustical ceiling tiles. 

Over three weeks and gallons of 

coffee, ever conscious of the first 

rule of tradesmen everywhere 

[measure twice, cut once] they 

struggled at first with double, then 

triple and finally quadruple measur-

ing efforts before putting even one 

of those left-or-right handed avia-

tion tin-snips to the angle iron. Hey, 

perfection ainôt easy. 

Ahhh, then came a true test of their 

working talents: A great array of 

offsets and angles created by those 

ducts and the center support beam. 

And, in short order, they mastered 

that monster as well. Then, came the 

foyer, where Don thought theyôd be 

having some real problems but their 

accumulated talent for problem 

solving had obviously reached a 

peak and they swept through the last 

tangle of angles and wire suspen-

sions without much effort at all.  

And so it was that they finished 

their objective. 

Well, at least and finally, the ceiling 

was finished The rest, like the addi-

tion of wainscoting, chair railing, 

base boards and more, would be 

done in time. As well as the electri-

cal ñstuff.ò But, like writerôs block, 

the ceiling issue had brought his 

earlier renovation efforts to a halt 

and now it was completed. 

"If your attack is going too well, 

you're walking into an ambush." 

Army Infantry Journal 

"Any ship can be a mine-

sweeper...ONCE."  

Anonymous  

( Continued from page 1) 

at the northern end of Boa 

Viagem, a road adjacent to the 

several mile long north-to-south 

running Recife beachfront. It was 

dark by then, so I settled down in 

my room to read and later went to 

the hotelôs rooftop observatory to 

catch a look at the expected but 

ñno showò Haleyôs Comet. 

The Carter -Davies Project  

Though sounding like a govern-

ment program, it was far from it. 

Just after we ñfoundò Donnie 

Carter back in September ó07, he 

and Trevor Davies...who had been 

living only fifteen minutes from 

him since the ñO, my God 

60sò...began spending some of 

their free time together, kicking 

back a dozen or so coffees at a 

sitting and exchanging conjured 

images of their USMC yesteryears. 

An extraordinary find at the Vietnam Wall recently. Except for 

the names of the three addressees the message read as follows:  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pace was the first Marine to Chair the Joint Chiefs of Staff  

Bonnie and Donnie Carter 

In 2003, when the effort of a few 

were put to, first, finding the former 

members of the 3rd Herd of G-2-6 

and later expanding that search to 

finding still more of the entire com-

pany, about the most we ever hoped 

for was that someday we would have 

a reunion. Of course, we recognized 

that such an event would require that 

our numbers reach a point of critical 

mass adequate to stimulate such an 

event.  

Now into our 5th year, a great many 

of us communicate daily by email.  

Some not so much. Others make a 

point to send birthday and holiday 

cards to friends of yesteryear, no 

longer ñlong lost.ò Others, in addi-

tion to or instead of the above, have 

and continue to reach out by phone 

to men with whom they shared a 

very important part of their youth. 

Men that were their equals, their 

subordinates, their leaders are linked 

by the USMC thread that will bind 

us all beyond the grave. 

It is, perhaps, at this time of the year 

more than any other that we seem to 

grasp the importance of family and 

friends. I do and, thus, kudos to you 

both: Don Carter and Trevor Davies. 

  ñHey Don, instead of inches, why 

not drop the ceiling two feet?ò 

During one of these caffeine ex-

travaganzas, Donald explained that 

heôd been renovating his home in 

Plympton, Massachusetts and 

spoke of both the objectives and 

obstacles he faced. Of the latter, a 

hanging ceiling presented the 

greatest challenge.  

Trevor explained that, though his 

primary trade was that of a ñtin-

knocker,ò heôd worked around 

guys for years that strung-up ceil-

ings for a living and that he had 

enough knowledge of the subject 

for he and Don to get the job done. 

A few days later, they picked up 

the building supplies and a few 

designer tools like ñleft-and-right 

handed aviation tin-snippersò  and 

scheduled a starting date. 

The ñdie had been cast.ò 

Now, basically, the spaces in-

volved include what was once a 

garage and an adjoining foyer 

situated below the principle living 

areas. Over time, Don had already 

wood-framed and sheet-rocked 

them. Heating ductwork, conduit 

tubing, the homeôs central support 

beam, the joists and joinery re-

mained exposed. THIS was to be 

Amazon youngster and friend. 

In the morning, I woke early, 

checked out the local area, the 

private homes along the beach 

and later toured the larger city 

area with a guide. She, for what-

ever reason, was not familiar with 

the port area. Thus, I was unable 

to visit the haunts of old that I so 

wanted to see. 

However, in returning to Recife a 

year later during the last week of 

December, I was able to find what 

I had been looking for and one 

really amazing experience more. 

This time, I stayed in a hotel mid-

way along Boa Viagem. Its owner 

was a retired sailor, who had 

gained his citizenship serving in 

the US Navy. He told me where 

those old piers were as well as the 

bar [Chanticleer (a rooster)] with 

the spiraling staircase, so many of 

us remember. AND, he invited me 

to a New Yearôs Eve party which 

was to include his family. 

Well, that night, his mother, an 

English teacher, asked me how I 

came to know anything about 

Recife. I told her of our visits in 

1960-61 and spoke of the Santa 

Maria incident. When she smiled, 

I asked why. 

ñWell,ò she said, ñ I was an inter-

preter for the reporters of three  

New York newspapers on the 

destroyer Gearing.ò 

With little else to say, I muttered 

a last ñHoly crap!ò for the year 

and thought ñHow small the 

world.ò 


