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Greetings to all Echo Raiders and your 
families. I am writing this between 
the December Holidays. Christmas 
Day has passed. New Years is upon us. 
Christmas decorations are still up at 
our house though most of our neigh-
bors have removed theirs. The Winter 
Solstice has passed, and the hours of 
daylight are increasing ever so slowly. 

Christmas Long Ago
It was 56 years ago that many of us 
shared Christmas together in Vietnam. 
That was, by far, the 
most unusual 
Christmas 
I have had. 
Yet it is one 
that I won’t 
forget because 
of the people I 
was with. In this season 
I hope the things you value 
most have brought you joy and peace 
regardless of your external circumstances. 

Echo Gathering
As you start planning 
2023, please join us 
at the Hampton Inn, Prescott Valley, 
AZ, the week of 30 Apr – 5 May. 

Some of us will be there all week. Some 
plan to arrive Tuesday, 2 May and depart 
Friday, 5 May. To make reservations 
please call the Hampton Inn at 928-772-
1800 and tell them you are with the Echo 

Raiders Group. 
The rates will be 
better than if you 
make your reser-
vation online. I 
look forward to 
seeing you there.

Hope Springs Eternal
The change of the year brings opportunity 
and hope for the future. Some of you have 
had a great 2022. Some of you may still 
be rebuilding from the storms and other 

natural disasters of 2022. Some of you 
may still be digging out of more 

recent winter storms. Some of 
us are grieving a loss or set-
backs and are learning that 

grief does not come with 
an expiration date print-

ed on it. Regardless of our 
past, there is still hope. 

Gather your friends 
and loved ones close. 

Stay in contact with 
people. Find someone 
to encourage you and 
perhaps even laugh at 

your jokes. Join us in Prescott Valley 
for the Echo Raiders Gathering. 
I look forward to seeing you there. And 
I wish you all a Happy New Year.

Lt. Marshall Croy 
Platoon Commander 

2nd Platoon 
Echo 2/1 

— Marshall Croy

See: The Phantom of the 
Rice Paddies, page 4.



Chaplains were always around and some would venture out on patrol with us. Father Gerlach was that kind of Chaplain. 

Chaplains were always around and some would venture out on patrol with us. Father Gerlach was that kind of Chaplain. 
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It was a good 
hot day in 
1968 Vietnam, 
around noon, 
when our 12-
man squad 

patrol was ambushed by the North 
Vietnamese Army.  It came from 
a couple of thatched roof huts on 
a tiny island in the rice paddies 
maybe 60-70 yards away. The burst 
of gunfire dropped two Marines. 
It kept coming and we fired back 
with all we had. No Corpsman was 
with us that day and I looked over 
my shoulder to check the two shot-
up Marines. 
India company’s Chaplain was 
with them, Father Gerlach, a Jesuit 
priest. It looked like one Marine 
was dead and the other badly 
wounded. Father Gerlach kneeled 
beside them, his green Stole of 
priestly authority around his neck, 
the Latin of the Christian Last Rites 
in the air. 
Little dusty puffs from 
bullets nicking the 
ground appeared to the 
left and right of Father 
Gerlach. Then a machine 
gun burst stitched the ground in 
front of him. He seemed unaware.
From the NVA’s point of view,  
Father Gerlach was an easy target. 
We Marines were hugging the 
ground, flat as possible, blasting 
away with our machine gun and 
rifles. Father Gerlach was behind 
us, kneeling, silhouetted against 
the sky. Another enemy machine 

gun burst hit the ground inches 
from his kneeling figure. “He’s 
gonna get it for sure,” I thought, but 
Father Gerlach, lost in devotion, 
continued on with the Roman 
Catholic sacrament of Extreme 
Unction. He was lucky. No bullet 
hit him. 
The enemy fire stopped, the ambush 

broken. 

One Marine died, the other was 
lifted out by helicopter with serious 
wounds. We picked up our gear 
and moved out. Father Gerlach 
shouldered his M1 Carbine and 
continued on with us as if nothing 
had happened.
It was only luck that Father Gerlach 
wasn’t cut to pieces by enemy 
bullets. But, I couldn’t help but 

wonder, was it something else?
1.	 Had divine intervention taken 

place. Was the Lord protecting 
Father Gerlach?

2.	 Why wasn’t he afraid? Did 
Father Gerlach believe God 
was on his side?

3.	 Was he unhinged? Did he have 
a death wish?

I was hoping to ask him those 
questions but, after that day, I 
never saw him again. I never knew 
his first name and over the years I 
tried to find him but all inquiries 
hit a dead end. Searching the web, 
I emailed Catholic parishes across 
the country that listed the name 

“Gerlach” as one of their priests. 
No replies. 
Later I heard that Father Gerlach 
had left the priesthood. Did the 

same individual with the courage 
to do the Lord’s work under fire 
give in to despair? Had Father 
Gerlach lost the faith?

Maybe, but that doesn’t 
change what he did. 
Those of us there that 
day saw Father Gerlach’s 
valiant actions impart 

dignity to a dying teenager, a young 
Marine rifleman giving his life for 
his country. 
Father Gerlach was a brave man, 
greatly respected. To us combat 
Marines there that day, living and 
dead, he stands tall.

 
Purple Hearts

Decorations
Awards for heroism are deep-
ly personal. Quite a few Echo 
Co. Raiders were decorated. 

If you received the Bronze Star, Sil-
ver Star, or Navy Cross, and would 
like to share your story, please let 

us know. We’ll publish your citation 
along with your story and photo 

in the Raider Tales newsletter.

tdunne3@tampabay.rr.com
(352) 999-1576

First Person Account

Father Gerlach and the Ambush
Many were wounded while participating in the 

amazing exploits of Echo Co. If you received 
the Purple Heart and would like us to write up 
your story about what it was like to get hit, the 
circumstances involved, and the recovery peri-
od, let us know. We’ll publish your story along 
with your photo in the Raider Tales newsletter.

 tdunne3@tampabay.rr.com • (352) 999-1576
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— Terrence Britton Dunne

 In the middle of a deadly fire fight with 
the North Vietnamese Army, Father Ger-
lach, India Co’s Chaplain, administered 

the last rites to a dying Marine. 

Sgt Terry Dunne 
 

Platoon Sgt 
India 3/1



must’ve had him under control 
because the F-4 made his pass 
and then came back once more, 
then passed 
directly over 
me again 
to make his 
bombing run.  
We were on 
one edge of a 
small  triangle 
bordered by 
three Marine 
battalions, 
separated by 
only a few 
hundred 
meters, so the 
Phantom had 
to drop whatever he had with 
extraordinary precision or he 
would kill some of us. He was 
flying very low and slow, so 
slow that the plane was making 
that distinctive moaning sound 
Phantoms usually made when 
they were slowing for landing. 
Then I saw a whole, solid wall 
of muzzle flashes coming 
from the enemy tree 
line and the enemy was 
standing up, at least a hun-
dred of them, pouring fire at 
the oncoming Phantom. 
Without flinching, the pilot 
kept coming and dropped four 
Snakeye 500 pound bombs 
directly on the enemy position. 

First Person Account: Operation Union

The Phantom of the Rice Paddies
In April, 
1967, as an 
artillery 
forward 
observer, I 
was trans-
ferred 
from 
Echo 
to Golf 
Co. and 
soon 

we were on Operation 
Union southwest of Danang. 
It was the beginning phase 
of a regiment-sized attack 
on a suspected Viet Cong 
battalion headquarters. 
The plan as briefed was that we 
would infiltrate by platoons  by 
night, then link up with the 
rest of the battalion and assault 
near dawn the day after. During 
our movement, we could tell 
that the enemy was watching, 
moving parallel to us in the tree 
lines about 400 meters away. 
Foxtrot Co., ahead of us, hit 
a large booby trap and it was 
a monster. It was a 155mm 
Howitzer round suspend-
ed in the trees and it killed 
more than a dozen Marines 
and wounded several more. 
I won’t describe what I saw. 
Some time mid-morning the 
other two battalions were in 
their blocking positions on the 
far side of the objective,  which 
was a long thin tree line on the 

edge of a long open field of tall 
yellow grass. I was in the cen-
ter of our company, which was 
in reserve, 

right behind 
the two assaulting 
companies, so I had just 
broken into the open when 
the lead companies ran into the 
enemy defenses. The VC opened 
up with several machine guns, 
including one heavy machine 
gun, and we took casualties im-
mediately. The leading compa-
nies recoiled and returned fire. 
It was 
obvious 
that it 
really was 
an enemy 
battal-
ion, and 
they were 
staying put. 
I lay down flat in the grass and 
tried to send an artillery fire 
mission, but the medevacs were 

going on because of all the 
wounded and that stopped all 
artillery and mortar fire in our 

area until the evac-
uations were 

complete.
We 

were 
pinned 
down and 
it looked like it was going to be 
really tough to cross that 300-
400 meters of open ground to 

get to the 
VC when it 
was our turn 
to attack.
While I was 
lying there, 
a single U.S. 

Marine F-4 Phantom ap-
proached and crossed over me, 
very low and heading straight 
for the enemy line. Echo’s For-
ward Air Controller (FAC) 

The Snakeye had a tail fin as-
sembly that popped open upon 
release to form a broad cross at 

the rear of the 
bomb, slowing 
it drastically 
to allow the 
bombing air-
craft to escape 
the blast.
Huge clouds 
of dirt, debris, 
rooftops, and 
trees soared 
high in the 
air after the 
stunning 

concussions of 
the bombs faded. All the ene-
my fire ceased and we raced 
up and forward to get them. 
When we got into their po-
sition, we discovered that 
the VC had built concrete 
and sandbag bunkers, plus 
barbed wire and 
mines, but 

the 
four 
bombs 
killed 
many of 
them and those 

that escaped ran into our two 
blocking battalions. We could 
hear the gunfire from that 
direction as what was left of 
the VC were torn to pieces. 
I saw that Phantom turning 
towards Danang. There was 
smoke trailing behind him 
but with Phantoms always 
smoking it was hard to tell if 
he had been badly hit or not. 
I would love to find out who the 
pilot was and buy him a case of 
whatever he wanted to drink. 

Operation Union

—  Lt. Colonel Rick 
Lindsay, USMC (ret) 
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“I saw a whole solid wall of 
muzzle flashes...the enemy 
was standing up, at least a 
hundred of them, pouring fire 
at the oncoming Phantom.” 
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L/CPL Rick Lindsey
Battery B, 1st Bn,  

11th Marines,  
Artillery Forward  

Observer (FO)  
attached to Echo Co. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Operation_Union
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Operation_Union
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Operation_Union


Bud Strope
Ivan "Bud" Strope served with the 
1st Marine Division in I Corps, 
South Vietnam, 1966-1967. 
He is on the board of directors 
for Camp Centurion, which 
provides housing for veterans, 
and is Pastor of Veteran's 
Ministry at Journey Fellowship 
in Wylie, SC.  He is the author 
of "W is for Warrior," a 26-day 
devotional (one day for each letter 
of the alphabet) that draws on his 
experiences in Vietnam and how 
the Lord used those experiences 
later in his life to lead him to  “my 
new life in Him.” 

Bud says, “I hope you receive as 
much from reading it as I did 
from writing it.”

Ivan “Bud” 
Strope was 
pretty good 
with a gun 
and a knife 
when he 
was an 
18-year-old 

rifle squad leader with Echo 
2/1. He’s even better at seeking 
the Lord’s help to sort out the 
moral consequences of the 
deadly combat in which he 
engaged as a young man.

When Bud came home, he suffered 
from the enormity of all that he’d 
seen and done. He didn’t realize 
it but, like so many, he had all 
the symptoms of PTSD. In his 
case, he was able to resolve the 
suffering with—his words—“a 
new life in Christ.” That’s what 
W is for Warrior is about:  
forgiveness and redemption 
through Christ, backed up with 
liberal quotations from the Bible. 

For example,  when Bud describes 
how he was brushing away the dirt 
to disarm a VC booby trap — a 
Marine had stepped on it and was 
about to trip the trip wire when 
Bud slowly backed the Marine’s 
foot out — he pairs the booby trap 
description with a  quote from the 
New Testament’s Colossians: “For 
he has rescued us from the dominion 
of darkness and brought us into 
the kingdom of the son he loves, in 
whom we have redemption...”

With PTSD, if you have it, or have 
had it, or if you have conflict between 
what it meant to be a Marine and 
the perception of a morally correct 
life, you’ll find this book helpful. 
Bud resolved PTSD in his own way, 
through his closeness to God.

The book finds its strength in 
countering the hopelessness and sense 
of futility so common to PTSD. Bud 
punches PTSD in the nose with 2 
Corinthians:“Therefore, if anyone is in 
Christ, he is a new creation: old things 
have passed away: Behold all things 
have become new” and Ephesians: 
“Get rid of all bitterness, rage, and 
anger brawling and slander, along 
with every form of malice. Be kind and 
compassionate to one another, forgiving 
each other, just as in Christ forgave 
you.”

Bud questions the obscenity of war 
but refreshes the reader with his 
stand on war’s nobility. He quotes 
General Robert E. Lee, “It is good 
that war is so terrible lest we should 
grow to love it” but then states, “There 
can be no wars without warriors” and 
follows up with “...he must learn to be 
a warrior: He must conquer fear”. He 
finishes this treatise against fear with  
2 Timothy: “For God has not given us 
a spirit of fear, but of power and of love 
and of a sound mind.”

Anyone who has served their country 
in combat will enjoy this book. Like 
Christianity, it redeems.
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Member News 
Seeking Family News
The most important goal of the Raid-
er Tales newsletter is to keep track of Echo 
Co. members and their families. 
Vacations, wedding anniversaries, fami-
ly milestones, grandchildren — these are 
the things we want to hear about. 

Send or text your photos to:
tdunne3@tampabay.rr.com • (352) 999-1576

1st Person Accounts

Combat Stories 
Send in your combat stories. Email  
them, text them, dictate them. 
Remembering the exploits of 
Echo Co — the hair-raising 
close calls, the brushes with 
death, the ass-kicking we gave 
the Viet Cong and NVA — it 
would be a shame not to record 
for posterity the things we saw 
as young men in Vietnam. 

All combat stories are wel-
come. First person accounts 
of fire fights and booby traps 
make them come alive. Am-
bush descriptions, ours and theirs, have great value. Multiple 
first person accounts shine light on long ago complex events.

Send them in. We’ll publish them in Raider Tales 
for the Echo membership to view, discuss, and con-
tribute to. Email/text combat stories to:
tdunne3@tampabay.rr.com • (352) 999-1576

W is for Warrior
Book Review

— Terry Dunne

“God has not changed. 
He still hates war and 
he still loves warriors”

Sgt. Ivan Strope
Rifle Squad Leader

Echo 2/1
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Let me tell 
you about 
Cpl. Tilo 
Oesterreich 
and LCpl. 
Dennis 
(Knobby) 
Knoblock.  
When I took 
over the 3rd 

Platoon, Echo Company, 2nd Bat-
talion, 1st Marines as a new, green, 
2nd Lieutenant, I quickly became 
aware of these two “Indian Fight-
ers,” as we liked to call them. They 
were legends among their fellow 
Marines when I arrived in 1967.

Everywhere we went in the Phung 
Nu area south of Danang, these 
two were on point. They wanted to 
walk point. Knobby once explained 
to me that walking point helped 
alleviate the monotony of patrol.

Operation Medina
Operation Medina was a bat-
talion-sized search and destroy 
mission in the Hai Lang Forest. 
There was a lot of fighting during 
Medina, most of which Echo was 
not involved in. I’m told that Hotel 
Company was ambushed badly 
as the operation was coming to a 
close and that many casualties were 
taken. The place was a jungle. 

We usually worked with 1:25000 
Photo-Picto maps with contour 
lines every 10 meters. With such 
maps, you could easily identify your 
spot on the ground using roads, tree 
lines, elevation, rivers, etc. These 
maps were very accurate, and you 
could call in artillery fire with con-

fidence. When we moved into the 
Hai Lang Forest, we changed to a 
1:50000 (details four times smaller) 
with a contour elevation every 20 
meters. That’s 60 feet, my friends, 
and that’s not very helpful at all. 
There were no roads, villages, etc., in 
the jungle. The map was solid green. 
The only thing 
we had to go on 
was the contour 
lines, which were 
too far apart to 
be able to read 
the map with the 
limited visibility 
in the jungle. As 
a consequence, 
we stayed lost. 

Once, the Bat-
talion Com-
mander called in 
helicopters and 
fired starburst 
clusters through 
the canopy so 
that we could be 
located by air.

Operation Medi-
na lasted a week 
or more. As usu-
al, Echo was in the lead with my pla-
toon, 3rd platoon, on point with our 
two natural-born Indian Fighters, 
Cpl. Tilo Oesterreich and LCpl. 
Dennis Knoblock, in the lead.

NVA Hospital
We came upon a stream. We all got 
cautious. Suddenly, there was ma-
chine gun fire and return fire. I ran 
forward with others to find that Tilo 
and Knobby had stumbled onto an 

NVA hospital complex guarded by 
a single rear guard with a machine 
gun. Knobby took the machine gun 
out in a few short minutes. These 
empty hospitals were about 60 feet 
long, open air buildings with grass 
roofs and wooden floors. There were 
other living quarters and supply 

buildings. 
Echo Compa-
ny followed 
us into this 
clearing and 
long after we 
left, we could 
hear the crackle 
as the flames 
consumed this 
jungle facility.

Stuck In 
The Jungle
We were in the 
jungle a long 
time. We were 
hungry. We had 
taken a sleeve 
of rice from 
the hospital 
complex. It was 
like a pant leg, 
filled with rice, 
tied off at each 

end with a rope that could be slung 
over the neck and shoulder. The rice 
was crude, unprocessed nodules of 
grain. If you know Uncle Ben’s, you 
wouldn’t recognize this material as 
rice. With a little C-4 or a heat tab, 
you could boil up a small handful 
which gave quite a satisfying result.

Hundreds of NVA
Later, we came upon another 
clearing. The canopy was whole, 

der-to-shoulder with the others 
facing the grenade. I tried to lean 
backward in the brush, but it was 

not forgiving. 
So, I pulled my 
helmet over my 
face before the 
grenade went off. 
We were sprayed 
with shrapnel. 

A nickel-sized piece of shrapnel hit 
me on my third rib. My flak jacket 
was open. It cut a hole in my shirt 
and left a bloody spot but did not 
penetrate. I felt that we were all dead 
men if we didn’t find that machine 

gunner quickly.

Knobby 
Takes Out 
the NVA Gun

Meanwhile, Tilo 
was in the main 
clearing. He had 
figured out that 
the machine gun-
ner was in a hole 
in the triangle 
of brush. Like 
Indian fighters, 
Tilo moved his 
fire team into the 
brushy triangle 
on their bellies. 
Since the bad 
guy was between 
the main body 
and us, none of 
us could have 

fired without hitting friendlies. 

Knobby thought he saw something 
like a head coming up out of a 
spider hole and he fired, dispatch-
ing the NVA soldier and silencing 
his machine gun. We were saved. I 

but the underbrush was cut out. This place 
looked like a Boy Scout campground. There 
were worn places on the ground where 
hundreds of men had 
recently slept. We moved 
cautiously but rapidly. I 
didn’t want to be caught 
in the middle of the 
clearing and I wanted 
to get to the other side 
quickly. I was about 3/4 of the way across 
when a machine gun barked to my left. I 
ran left, toward a little stream and a trail 
that went away from the clearing, backward 
and to the left about 45 degrees. The trail 
intersected with another trail that left the 
clearing at 90 degrees 
to the left. So, there 
was a little triangle 
of brush between the 
men on the short trail 
and the clearing where 
the main body was.

NVA  
Machine Gun
When I got to the men, 
there were three on 
the short trail and one 
dead, Cpl.Terry Fenen-
ga, in the intersec-
tion of the two trails. 
More machine-gun 
fire. We mistakenly 
thought the fire was 
coming from the 
left. Then, a grenade 
sound, like a rock fall-
ing through the trees. 
Being close enough to throw grenades was 
not good news particularly when we did 
not know where the enemy was. The gre-
nade landed in the triangle of brush not far 
from us. I was sitting down almost shoul-

was saved. It was the second ma-
chine gun captured by Knobby on 
Operation Medina. I cannot heap 
enough praise on these two heroes. 

Summing Up
Every man of ours was a comrade 
whether he was personally known 
as a friend or just another brother in 
uniform. When a brother fell, it was 
a time for remorse. If the brother 
was a dear friend, all the more rea-
son for anguish and bereavement. 

But I tell you, dear reader, there 
were no losses more bitterly suffered 
than the loss of those dear friends 
and comrades that fell to friendly 
fire, as Tilo did. All too frequently, 
and because of the lethal nature 
of all tools in combat, men died 
from the killing power of our own 
weapons misdirected by accident 
or used too close to our forces. 

All the Marines I was privileged to 
serve with stand tall in my memory. 

Semper Fidelis.  
Always a Marine

— Lee Suydam
 

About Tilo 
Tilo and his family were refu-
gees from East Germany. Tilo 
was later killed in action by 
friendly mortar fire on April 7, 
1968. Four shells came in on 
top of Tilo’s fire team. Three 
died instantly including Tilo. 
The others that died with 
Tilo were LCpl John Mount 
of Vineland, NJ, and PFC 
Thomas Nash of Atlanta, GA. 
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First Person Account

Those Who Walked Point

Two 21-year-old youngsters, my 
hero, Dennis “Knobby,” Knoblock 
(L) and me, Lee Suydam. We’ve 
seen each other twice in the last 
50 years but we keep in touch. 

Tilo Rudolph Osterreich
Echo 2/1, KIA 7 April 1968

Panel 48E Row 45

”I felt that we were all dead 
men if we didn’t find that 
machine gunner quickly”
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Lt. Lee Suydam
Platoon Commander

3rd Platoon 
Echo 2/1

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Operation_Medina
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Operation_Medina


RAIDER TALES, Winter 2023																							                           RAIDER TALES, Winter 2023

First Person Account

Dispatches From The Front
The Sea Tiger was the III Marine Amphibious 
Force’s weekly newspaper that covered the 
Marine units in Vietnam’s I Corps area. Sgt. 
Steve Berntson was assigned to the 1st MarDiv 
Informational Services Office (ISO) but spent 
most of the time out in the field with the 1st 
& 5th Marine regiments. He was embedded 
(long before the term was developed) with 2nd Sgt. Steve Berntson 

Sea Tiger Reporter, 
Embedded w/Echo 2/1

Bn/1st Marines and Echo 2/1 was his favorite 
company to go out with because Captain 
Pratt, the commanding officer, “let me go 
where I wanted and sent Gunny Weathers 
looking for me when something was coming 

down, “ he said The majority of his Sea Tiger 
2/1 stories were about the exploits of Echo Co. 
The first issue was published on 10 November 
1965 and the last issue on 14 April 1971. 
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