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The Fight in the Upper Graveyard ( in the backblast of the Ontos ) 

PFC Michael McKinnon, “B” Btry 1
st
 Bn 11

th
 Marines 

 

 

My name is Michael McKinnon. I was with 

“B” Battery 1
st
 Bn 11

th
 Marines, assigned to 

base piece (gun # 3). Capt. Brown had been 

my Company Commander until the week 

before February 7, 1968, when our battery 

relocated south from the Quang Tri area. Lt 

Hayes took over as company CO at that time 

and Capt Brown was given a promotion, 

assigned to Bn HQs – S-4.   

 

Leading up to February 7, 1968, our battery 

was firing, fire missions all day and all night 

long. Several times I thought we would run out 

of ammunition and we almost did! They 

brought a helicopter re-supply shipment of 

ammunition and food, but this was just a drop 

in the bucket. We knew that we would need a 

lot more than that to survive. On the 7
th

 we were told a convoy was coming up from Phu Bai 

with a load of ammunition and food and that Capt Brown would be the convoy commander. 

These were supplies that we needed desperately, but we knew also that because of the large 

number of enemy units around and the remoteness of the ‘Crusher it would be difficult to get to 

us. When the convoy arrived, was unloaded and refueled Capt. Brown called me in and told me 

that that he remembered that I had planned R&R.  That if I wanted to ride with his convoy back 

to Phu Bai, I could. This would be my only chance for a long time because of the Tet Offensive, 

of course, I said yes. 

 

As the convoy was forming up I asked the driver of one of the front trucks if I could ride with 

him, and he said yes. With no rifle, but a clean uniform I jumped in and away we went. We were 

behind the Ontos and Capt. Brown was in the lead jeep.  As we were riding along the narrow 

roads we could see that there were no villagers out and about and we knew something was going 

to happen. It was not too far outside the camp the convoy stopped and we all bailed out to the 

side of the road. We could hear small arms fire and loud explosions from the rear of the convoy. 

Capt. Brown ordered us back in the trucks and we started to move forward. The jeep and Ontos 

went around the curve and we heard a loud explosion. The Ontos returned with Capt. Brown 

sitting on top and at this time he had been shot numerous times. I was in a large ditch without a 

rifle. There was a Marine that had been shot in the wrist and I took care of him. I told him that if 

he did not quit screaming we would both be killed. I took his rifle and ammunition and began 
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firing over the hill. I was in the process of changing magazines when a sniper from the other side 

of the road shot me in the chest. The Marine I was helping jumped up and ran leaving me behind. 

I knew the wound that I had was life-threatening. As I was laying there I knew that this was the 

end. About this time another Marine came over and took off my shirt and began to put on a field 

dressing front and back. I did not know until this time that I had a through and through wound. 

He told me that we would have to get into a large hole behind the Ontos, so I stood up and took 

several steps and fell into the large hole. I turned around and saw the Marine that had helped me 

being shot with machine gun fire in both of his legs, he then fell into the hole with us. The Ontos 

began firing at a position where he had gotten fire from, the blast from the Ontos almost knocked 

me out of the hole. As we sat there it seemed like it was continuous machine gun fire for hours 

and hours. We saw helicopters flying over and nothing was being done. We also knew that as it 

was getting later in the day they would make their move to overrun us. As I looked around I 

could see all the Marines were badly wounded and could not fight. I also could see Capt. 

Brown’s body stretched out across the front of the Ontos knowing there was nothing we could do 

about anything. At this time the sun was going down and we knew it was over for us, but off in 

the distance we could hear a loud machine-gun fire coming from down the road. We knew this 

was it. One of the other Marines looked over the hill and turned around and said it was the Quad 

50's coming toward us. The noise was so loud I think it scared everyone out of the jungle 

including me! Next thing I knew there was a man asking who was hit the worst, everyone 

pointed to me. They grabbed my arms and legs and threw me into a truck and away we went to 

the hospital in Phu Bai. As they brought me in to the hospital I talked to the doctors as they were 

getting ready to do surgery to remove my right lung and part of my liver. Three days later I woke 

up and was there for about 20 more days to get stabilized. From there I flew to Hawaii for about 

20 days then on to Corpus Christi Air Naval Station in Corpus Christi, Texas, where I was in the 

hospital for 10 more months. A few months later I returned to active duty and was sent to 

Treasure Island, San Francisco. I worked in the brig there for a few months and then was 

medically retired from the Marine Corps. 

 

I would like to thank the Doctors, the Marine Corps, the man that took care of me on February 

7th, and thank God for bringing me home safely. One day I would love to meet the man that 

risked his life in order to save mine so that I could personally say thank-you! 

 

Semper Fi 

Mike McKinnon 

 

 


