Everywhere I looked I saw Chinese soldiers running at me. Flares illuminated the area sometimes and when it did you could see hundreds of Chinese all over the place. Grenades exploded with their shrapnel whizzing across the snowy field. There were machine gun bullets ripping through the air looking for a Marine's body to tear into. 

   The Chinese had been in front of us and in back of us. We were surrounded.

Harry told me the road to Hagaru-ri had been cut. The Chinese were definitely here to annihilate the First Marine Division.

   During the night of November 29, six inches of snow fell on the Marines. It was subzero with gusting winds blowing the snow. It was difficult to see at times. It was on this night that I had a "religious experience." I have always been a Bible-believing, God-fearing man, but on this night, in the severe cold and wind of North Korea, I "felt the Lord so near." It wasn't a voice, but some sort of spirit that filled me and let me know that I was about to go through the trials and tribulations of Hell itself, but that I would make it through the terrible ordeal. I cannot explain just what it was, but it was extremely moving and real.

   The enemy would attack at 0200 in the morning, the coldest, darkest part of the night. They would blow bugles and ring gongs and shout. Then they would come as one giant horde rushing to attack our defensive lines. It was truly nerve-wracking.

   We found Chinese with their bodies wrapped in tape. This was to "soften" the blow of bullets and shrapnel. Many seemed to be on opium or dope of some kind. I recall watching a column of Chinese walking down the road, in broad daylight, and our planes strafing them. They were singing.

   We found some Chinese that were carrying wooden dummy rifles with a bayonet attached. For God sakes, how can you fight someone like that? They overwhelmed us with men. They never seemed to run out of troops. Our rifle fire, grenades, machine guns and mortars would cut them down like a scythe, but still they came.

   I had seen Japanese banzai attacks, and they were frightening, but I had never seen anything like the Chinese assaults. I heard that the other regiment at Yudam-ni had been attacked by approximately 4,500 of the enemy.  One company had been outnumbered four to one; yet, they held them back. This was Marine Corps combat at its finest.

   The following morning, as the raw wind cut into my frozen face, I looked around me. The scene was something out of a Dante nightmare. There were hundreds of dead Chinese lying in many and varied positions. Some were lying slumped over, as they had fallen rushing into our fire, others lie twisted and ripped apart. They wore mustard-colored uniforms and most of them had white coverings of some sort. The poor bastards had rubber tennis shoes and I saw several with their feet the size of footballs, frozen and split. I never saw one of them wearing a helmet. They all had winter-type caps with earflaps.

   In places, they were stacked like cord-word, piled on top of each other. I was told the entire main supply route, from Koto-ri to Hagaru-ri to Yudam-ni had been hit with full fury. Outnumbered by an overwhelming force, the Marines had killed approximately three-to-one and had inflicted casualties beyond all belief. The American position was still in doubt as we gathered our dead and our wounded to await the next blow.

   I was cold, wet and hungry as snowflakes beat against my face. I walked down to the warming tent and had one of the corpsmen "chisel" ice out of my nostrils. We had set up these warming tents so that the men could come off the line for a few minutes and get somewhat warm. They never really got warm because they couldn't stay long and others were waiting their turn.

   The warming ten I stopped in had quite a few bullet holes and shrapnel tears in the canvas walls. Even the stove had two bullet holes in the smoke pipe. Both sides of this fight were feeling the harshness of the coldest winter in one hundred years. 

   I became acquainted with a middle-aged Marine Reservist who had been in the Army during World War II. He had fought in the Ardennes during the Battle of the Bulge. He told me he always believed nothing could be colder than Belgium in the winter, but the Chosin was by far the worst.

