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COLIN KEITH HIPKINS 
We Honor a Fallen Hero 

 
Colin “Keith” Hipkins, was born 15-OCT 1948.  He lived in Defiance MO., St. Charles 

County, MO. Colin Keith Hipkins was born on 15-OCT 1948.  
His mother was Violet Darlene Sears Hipkins (1931-2002).  
His father was Charles R. Hipkins (1928-2017).  Keith’s 
father Charles served in the Marine Corp.  He had four 
brothers; Grant, Charles, Stuart, Todd and three sisters; 
Tracy, Dixie and Terri. Keith attended Fox Junior High, 
Ladue High School and after moving to St. Charles Francis 
Howell High School in Weldon Springs.  In November, 1961 
he participated in KMOX Radio Spelling Bee in, 
representing Fox Junior High. He lettered in Cross Country 
at Francis Howell High School. Keith had perfect 
attendance awards in 1964, ‘65, ’66. Keith held the record 
for pushups (1000) at Francis Howell High School during 

President Kennedy’s Physical Fitness Program. 
 
An entry in his yearbook says, “C. Keith Hipkins (forget the first name) is a brown 
haired, 5 ft. 4 in. short boy.  He was born Oct. 15, 1948.  He likes Elvis, wrestling, a 
certain blue-eyed brunette and sharp girls.  He dislikes most English singing groups, 
stuck-ups, bossy or conceited people and report cards.  His future plans are for an 
engineering degree at Columbia.”  He graduated in 1966.  He was accepted into 
University of Missouri and planned to pursue an engineering degree.  Instead he 
enlisted in the Marines on his birthday 15-OCT 1966.   
 
Keith served in the 1st Marine Division, 5th Marines Regiment, 1st Battalion, B 
Company.   LCpl Hipkins died through hostile action 6-SEP 1967 and multiple 
fragmentation wounds from an explosive device during Operation Swift.  He was 
killed because he refused to leave a badly wounded comrade (Steven L. Grant).  
Colin Keith Hipkins was killed in action 6-SEP 1967.  He was 18.  He is buried at 
Jefferson Barracks National Cemetery.   
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Keith’s mother Darlene  wrote several poems memorializing her son… 
 
 
 

A memorial to Lance Corporal Colin Keith Hipkins 1948-1967 USMC 
 

It was just a year ago today 
You had barely begun to live 

In that sunbaked valley far away 
Your sweet young life did give 

 
You could have chose to bring us shame 

But that was not your way 
You left us proof to share your name 

Proud – and way sad today. 
 

As long as the mighty eagle soars 
And the drums of time drone on 

You’ll lay at rest among the heroes 
Of the ages you belong. 
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STILL 18 
It's been said by men of lore 

That God does not hear the sounds of war; 
That he never hears a battle cry, 
As men go forth prepared to die.  

But, there is much doubt in my own mind 
That he would fail to hear a child of mine; 

Fail to hear a fervent plea; 
I pray, dear God, that it won't be me. 

 
There's a million things I've yet to do; 

It's much too soon for that rendezvous; 
There's college, marriage, and children you see; 

All of these things are waiting for me. 
 

The prayer went unfinished-there wasn't time; 
Came the crash of mortar, an exploding mine; 

The battle was on-here come the V.C., 
Making a frontal charge at Company B. 

 
The battle rages, hand to hand, 

Darkness descending over the land; 
Contact goes on by parachute flare; 

Rockets and mortars exploding in air. 
 

Sometime in the middle of that ill-fated night, 
Our lad was cut down in the thick of the fight; 

Strong and husky at age eighteen, 
His deeds of heroism all go unseen. 
By everyone except his dad and I, 

And the One who lives up there in the sky; 
He has gone home, so young and fair, 
Still with the gold of spring in his hair. 
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Dreams are not always realized; 

We are not promised all blue skies; 
Many things aren't as we think they should be; 

Prayer does not always change destiny. 
 

On a sunny day when my eyes are clear, 
I can see him standing so very near; 

Straight and neat in his suit of green; 
Strong and husky and still eighteen. 

 
 
 

Sept. 6th 
Sept. 6th – an ordinary day 

No doubt to many a happy one 
But that was the day I lost my son 

Oh, how I dread Sept. 6th! 
 

He never owned a hot-rod car 
Nor ever bought beer at the local bar 

He couldn’t vote at election time 
But he could die on the battle line. 

 
His life was less than two score years 

Hardly a wink in time 
Yet he would not question his time to die  
But on Sept. 6th, I will always ask “Why”? 
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A Proud Tribute 
You say you’re worried about the teenage crowd, 

Well let me tell you a story, 
About one who made me very proud, 

One who died for Old Glory. 
 

He was a dedicated lad- 
One of the mighty First Marines. 

Just to think of him makes me sad, 
To win a medal was one of his dreams. 

 
Good Friday night was when he sailed 

Across the sea, to a place called Da Nang; 
Nd when he landed he was hailed 

By other grunts as one of the gang. 
 

He wrote us letters about the firefights 
And told us not to worry. 

About “Charlie” and his grim delights. 
He was a veteran in such a hurry. 

 
He never seemed to be afraid, 

Though I wonder how many nights he cried – 
And how many prayers he must have prayed, 

Never seeking a place to hide.  
 

On Sept. 6, in Que Son Valley, 
A purple medal he won, 

Fighting there in V.C. alley 
My dear, beloved son.   

 
On 12-JAN 2011, Keith’s family donated his two $25.00 Savings Bonds 

(purchased June 1967 while in Vietnam) to the Vietnam Memorial Fund.  
 The bonds were worth $256.00 in 2011.  

 The donation was made in honor of Charles Hipkins, Keith’s father.  
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Operation Swift was a military operation in the Vietnam War, launched by units of 
the U.S. 1st Marine Division to rescue two Marine companies which had been 
ambushed by the People's Army of Vietnam (PAVN). The operation took place in 
the Que Son Valley, beginning on 4-SEP 1967.  The 1st Battalion Commander, sent 
1/5 Marines Company B to assist Company D. With Companies B and D heavily 
engaged, Companies K and M from the adjacent 3rd Battalion, 5th Marines were 
sent to relieve them. Ambushed and aggressively attacked, these two companies 
were also pinned down in separate areas by the early afternoon.  Marine artillery 
fire and Marine jet fighter-bombers prevented the Marine infantry companies from 
being overrun.  A fresh Marine company launched a dawn counterattack on 5-SEP 
forcing the PAVN to break contact.   

With all engaged companies now relieved, Colonel Stanley Davis, commanding the 
5th Marines, ordered 1/5 and 3/5 to pursue the withdrawing PAVN, this officially 
began Operation Swift.  In the early afternoon of 6-SEP, two battalions of the VC 
1st Regiment attacked Company B (Keith’s Co) the lead company of the 1/5 
Marines. Company B was isolated and nearly overrun but held when Marine 
artillery rained tear gas around their position.  In the ensuing battles, 127 Marines 
and an estimated 600 PAVN were killed.  In this action, Keith was killed in action.   

Incident location: Vinh Huy 12 km SW of Thang Binh, South Vietnam, Quang Tin 
province.   
 
Colin Keith Hipkins was killed in action 6-SEP 1967.  He was 18.  He is buried at 
Jefferson Barracks National Cemetery.   
 
From 1/5 Marine After-Action Report (AAR).  061515H to 070100H 1st Battalion, 5th 
Marines commenced attack on objective 6, company B and company D, 1st 
Battalion. 1st Marines attacking online with Company B in the Southern zone.  
Company B immediately received sniper fire which became more intense as 
Company D advanced towards BT 104304 (grid reference).  Company D, 1st 
Battalion 1st Marines maneuvered to the enemy’s left flank as Company B’s 
casualties mounted.  It was obvious that an enemy of at least Battalion also had 
been engaged.  With night approaching 1st Battalion, 5th Marines was ordered to 
consolidate its forces at BT 100307 (grid reference).  At this time, 1st Battalion 5th 
Marines began to receive intense mortar and small arms fire.  The consolidation 
was hampered by the enemy fire and consequent casualties.  As the lines were 
consolidated, the enemy attempted to infiltrate.  At one point 5 to 15 were within 
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15 meters of the perimeter before they were killed by the defensive fires.  The 
perimeter was consolidated as 1st Battalion, 5th Marines continued to receive small 
arms fire and motor fire roughout the night.  Casualties were treated and the night 
defense established as the enemy ceased activity except for small arms fire at the 
medical evacuation helicopters coming into the LZ.   
 
Results for 6 SEP 1967:  35 USMC KIA, 92 USMC WIA, 61 NVA KIA confirmed, 106 
NVA KIA probable.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Below are selected excerpts from his letters home… 
 
20-OCT 1966 
Dear Mom, Dad, kids, 
I LOVE THE MARINES!! 
I really like it here so far.  What’s it like here?  Well all right you slimy eyed bastards 
if I catch you looking at me again farm boys I’ll kill you.  DO YOU UNDERSTAND?  
That’s just a little bit of it.  Kill, Kill, Kill that what you’re here for isn’t it?  To kill the 
VC?  Be a VC stamper – Be a Marine!   
 
I don’t get too much to write letters so I have to hurry.  It’s pretty humorous around 
here most of the time.  We’ve had an average of 1 PVT a day pass out. Right now 
we’re being brain washed into becoming the honor platoon.  Will write again.  
Much to tell about.  I’m chief runt around here (house mice of the duty -  but I have 
3 men under me). 
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P.S. Be sure and number your letters for my sake.  Did you get my class ring that 
was in the change of clothes in the box?  The reason the buttons are tore off is 
because we had to change fast our first night and I was scared but those was the 
only bad day.   
Please get my red address book out of my gym bag (if it has gotten there) and send 
me Janice Davison’s and Jim Ballin’s address at the college not home addresses, but 
the one in S. Carolina Bob Jones University. And Mary Rivers home address 
Thanks! 
 
5-NOV 1966 
Dear Dad, 
The first night even though I expected most of what happened, I got the holy crap 
scared out of me by general hollering, rushing around and name calling (all of which 
I heard before).  Some of the names like four-eyed shirt bird and stuff like that 
which I won’t go into detail about, I found amusing.  After that first night I wasn’t 
worried too much and began to adjust pretty easily.   
 
I’ll probably get to come home about the last part of January.  After leave, I’ll be in 
Vietnam within a month or so.  Don’t send my class ring or anything.  Pictures are 
o.k. if they aren’t obscene but that’s all.   
 
We get up at 4:50 a.m. every morning, get 10 min. to get dressed, racks made and 
in roll call formation on the platoon street.  We go to chow about an hour later 
after PT of pigs which I instruct (this is because I got almost if  I didn’t, the highest 
physical training score in the series (4 platoons – platoon about 65 guys) or police 
call.  I was pretty proud of that score.   
 
Dad, I don’t know how I managed it, but I’m in the worst platoon in our series.  We 
haven’t won any streamers at all for our guide pole.  I have made good on all of our 
tests and inspections but we have a few clowns that make it discouraging.  This is 
the only discouraging part of being here.  So far I have been to first aid, M-14, 45 
cal pistol, bayonet, interior guard drill (and lots more drill) and hand-to-hand 
combat classes.  I like the hand-to-hand best then the bayonet. 
 
I have to knock it off for now.  Write soon.  Sure like to get mail. 

Love Keith 
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16-NOV 1966 
Dear Dad, 
Received your letter last night during mail call.  Things have settled down for the 
last couple of days since our platoon has mess duty.  I contacted a cold and sore 
throat do they made a liaison runner out of me.  I salute more lieutenants and 
captains than I can shake a stick after.  As of last Saturday night there have been 8 
or 9 fights.  I have been in six of these.  I am squad leader for now for the third time 
and they tell us if we square those bastards away (that goof up) then he’ll get rid 
of us.  I haven’t lost any of these grudges yet and I suppose the best way keep it 
like that not to go looking for a fight.   
 
They tell us we’re professional killers, 
nothing more, nothing less.  That is all we 
are here for is to kill.  Last night our drill 
instructor (a colored guy) told us what we 
were going to dream about (I had planned 
to dream about Janice whom I also got a 
letter from last night).  He said, you are 
going to dream about killing little dark 
men that stink and run around in black 
pajamas. Say kill for me once.  We KILL!!  
We go through crap like that all the time.   
 
I’ve become to feel the satisfaction of 
accomplishing more by heading a team 
also.  I’m thinking about going to college 
if I make it back from Vietnam.   
 

Well take care and write soon, 
Son, Keith. 

 
31-MAR 1967 
Dear Dad, 
Well I’m here.  And it’s hotter than hell!  Right now I’m sitting in a tent with a slight 
breeze coming in and I’m still sweating.  I’m in a bad outfit.  What I really mean is 
they are mean.  Real mean.  The first division is supposed to be the best.  If it is, I’ve 
reached the best of the best.  I’m in the 1st Bn, 5th Reg.  The 1st Bn is the most 

Photo developed from film in Keith's camera after his death. 
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decorated in the division.  These guys are really some bad characters.  They take 
scalps, fingers, and ears and do other things to put a fear in Charlie.  But please for 
my sake, don’t tell anyone because I can get put in the brig for writing this home if 
it gets out.  A lot of guys write home and tell of lots of things that they done over 
here that weren’t true they get in hot water.  But I’m not lying.   
 
I sure could use some fruit cocktail and cigarettes out here.  I only have Uncle 
Walley type money and we can’t spend U.S. greenbacks because it is a court-martial 
offense.  We use piasties (gook money) and MPC (military payment certificates for 
spending at base special services (when we can get it for beer etc).   
 
Where I’m at right now is no seat but it won’t be nice very long.  We just told us 
today, we can forget about everything they taught us in boot camp.   
 

Write soon.  Keith 
 
25-APR 1967 
Dear Mom & Dad, 
Got my first letter day before yesterday from Dix.  Today I got one from you all and 
two old ones from Janice.  It sure is nice to mail over here you can be assured.  
Everything is fine here.  The other day we diddy-bopped over in the mountains on 
a search and destroy mission.  We were to set up numerous ambushes because a 
neighboring battalion was supposed to be hit by a regiment of gooks.  Well we 
finished the job and came back to the area with full gear at a real fast clip.   
 
I go on a lot of patrols, ambushes and stand night bunker on the perimeter of 
wherever our CP (command post) is but it has to be done to keep up our security 
and gather information about what Charlie is up to.  What you all hear back home 
is what they want you to know.  I’m pretty sure they aren’t telling it in the papers 
all the guys that are dying in small firefights etc and that can mount up.     
 
I think a lot about people living in the states.  I sure do appreciate things a lot more 
that I once took for granted.  Back home it may have been a girl & a bottle of booze.  
To me now being over here it is often a drink of water, a cigarette and a little extra 
to eat.   
 

Keith 
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26 MAY 1967 
Dear Mom & Dad, 
At this writing, I owe so many letters to so many people that it is pathetic.  But I 
thought I owed letters to you all first because you are my immediate and would be 
most concerned with my safety.  Before I go an further I thought that you would 
want me to tell you the truth about how I am and everything so you wouldn’t have 
to worry about my lying to you and not actually know how I was.  So I will tell you 
the straight dope so you won’t have to worry about me.   
 
After Operation Union we set up defenses on a hill and started to build it up from 
scratch.  We are in an area heavily operated by VC and NVA.  So we pulled a 
company operation trying to clear out area.  They were calling in air strikes right 
outside our perimeter in the daytime to rid us of snipers and we were hit with 
mortars one night.   
 
Do you think you could send me some writing papers, envelopes and a couple of 
pens?  We are out of everything except ammo and chow.  I sure could use a hot 
meal or a can of something like chili or meat balls & spaghetti or vegetables because 
we haven’t had anything but c0rations for over a month.  You see, everyone back 
home thinks that ALL the guys over here have it bad.  That’s not true at all.  I don’t 
think anybody has it as bad as the “grunts.”  We haven’t slept on anything but the 
ground for about a month.   
 
Well I think I’ve finally gotten into the field I wanted to.  I was taken out of my 
platoon on this last company operation and put into a weapons platoon as an asst 
machine gunner.  They’ll try (they say) to keep me since they need people bad as 
gunners etc.  
We have a thing going on over here where we send home a letter and ask the family 
to send a package of Kool-Aid or lemonade in the letter so this way we don’t have 
to get a package that will take a while to get here.  So if you have any extra, I’d sure 
appreciate a pack of it when you write to put in our canteens.  The water doesn’t 
taste too good and the Kool-Aid sure breaks up the taste.  over here.   
 
Do you think you could drop me a toothbrush in your next package to me?  I haven’t 
brushed my teeth in almost a month either and worn one set of utilities for almost 
as long.  All these discomforts are bearable though.  I think I can call myself a 
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combat veteran already.  I’ve been in 7 firefights and a couple of them were pretty 
hot but all I came out of them with was a few scratches.    
 
When I get a chance, I’ll try to write letters again but like I said I’m out of writing 
materials and I just got a new hoe so the letters are sloppy and dirty because we 
don’t have any installations except sandbagged bunkers but things should get 
better. 
In the meantime, the days pass quickly as a rule.  Write soon. 
Love, Keith 
 
9-JUN 1967 
Dear Dad, 
I leave for the bush again in a few hours.  My gear is packed!  6 meals, 100 rd gun 
ammo, 4 grenades, 1 gas grenade, poncho, entrenching tool, extra shirt, extra pair 
of socks, 400 rds M-16 ammo, 6 grenade launcher rds. (M-79), 1 pop flare (illum), 

3 qts water, bayonet, a new K-
bar (I received it in the mail the 
day before yesterday), first aid 
pouch, plus some more misc. 
gear.  My M-16 is here but I 
wouldn’t say it is ready to go.   
 
I am very sorry about the mix up 
in letters between you and 
Janice.  There are things I tell 
you about that I don’t normally 
tell others that I write but we 
don’t have time to permit small 
mix-ups like that to be one of 
our problems over here.   

 
Do you remember the M-1 carbine that Steve Warren has (had?).  Well, I think 
when I go home I’ll never go anywhere with him if he takes that weapon.  Reason?  
The M-1 carbine is the weapon mainly used by the gook snipers! have been shot at 
a few times with them and I’ll never forget the sound of the projectile cracking as 
it passes over my head.   
 

Photo developed from film in Keith's camera after his death. 
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Well, it’s three days later and a lot has happened and I feel pretty good.  I have just 
read 4 letters that I just got today (June 9).  Two from Mom, one from Todd & Tracy.   
 
Now I was walking the point for our company and was told to shoot any gook that 
refused to halt when we shouted tam dung lai (halt) and den dai (come here).  Well 
instead of walking across the paddies we stayed in the tree line and we caught 
Charlie off guard.  They went parallel to us as usual and we went to the tree line 
making us perpendicular to them.  I stepped out of a tree line and there walking on 
the road on front of us were two gooks.  The man behind me and myself shouted 
dung lai and they didn’t stop.  We both opened up automatic.  They both ran up a 
road there were on.  We ran up there and I started tracking them.  I followed the 
blood of one up the trail and found him full of holes.  He died a short time later.  
The other we tracked a good way as he was bleeding quite heavily but must have 
crawled into a cave as we lost track of him.  He was considered a probable K.I.A but 
I considered him damn still dead as much as he was bleeding.  That was my first 
confirmed kill.  Usually we don’t know if we got them because they are 
camouflaged in the side of hills when they open up.  This gook was searched and 
he had radio (U.S. transistor type) which I didn’t want to carry so I let the other guy 
have it.  We also found $2500.00 on him which went to the command post.  This 
mean that he was a VC tax collector and his credentials were checked later and we 
got word that he a big honcho (V.I.P) and that he possibly could be a regimental 
commander.  How’s that!  We had a sniper with us that picked off a gook at 700 
meters approx. We had no W.I.A’s or K.I.A’s on our side and enemy got 3 K.I.A’s 
and 4 W.I.A.  It was one of our better days.   
 
As far as the camera goes, I would rather have one where I get the pictures on the 
spot and send them home in an envelope.  That way it saves a lot of trouble with 
mailing rolls of film.  If the Polaroid isn’t too large I would mind the extra weight.  
Color pictures of Vietnam would be very interesting but black and white are just as 
good.  Send as much film in the packages and you want since I can’t get any and 
there are beaucoup (boocoo) things around here that would do justice to a flick.   
 
Well that’s about all for write now.  I sure do appreciate those letters today.  We 
are supposed to leave for the field again tonight or tomorrow.  I have been assigned 
as an A-gunner this trip.  Happy hunting!   

Love to all, 
Keith 
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P.S. we have been 46 or 47 days on c-rations  now.  Have only received your first 
package and K-bar from you.  I have patience.  The mail is sometimes slow – 
especially packages.   
 
1-JUL-1967 
Dear Mom, Dad, & Kids, 
I just got back off another operation.  So far I have been in Operations Union I & II, 
Adaire, Calhoun with possibilities of others I don’t know about.  I’ve hardly had time 
to write letters since the battalion has been working pretty hard to clean up this 
area (Que Son in the Hiep Duc Valley) out.   
 
(A Vietnamese wrote this.  I found this paper filler in a hooch).   
 
I have gotten 2 boxes so far but I may be able to explain that.  If the boxes are 
heavier than 5 lbs.  they go by ship and if lighter they go by plane. 
 
Well, I’m credited with two kills so far.  It doesn’t bother us a bit because we know 
it’s us or them.  We are even in competition laughing and talking about it.  What 
else is there for us to do?  It’s too dark to write anymore.  Will continue tomorrow.   
 
I hope I wasn’t too gory last night.  I doubt if you’d understand how I felt unless you 
had experienced it yourself.  The battalion commander told Bravo Co. today that 
he got word from the commander of all Marine forces in the Pacific (CG FMF Pac) 
that the war isn’t being fought on hill 881 on the DMZ or in the Delta but right in 
1/5’s area (Hip Duc Valley).  That made us all feel important.  Here’s some more 
news.  The 1st Battalion 5th Marines is up for a Presidential Unit Citation for its 
actions during Operation Union I & II.  So I will have another medal to wear besides 
the National Defense and 2 Vietnam ribbons if it goes through.       
 
I do appreciate the mail.  I will be getting another $50.00 check to send home to 
you this month to cover some of the packages you’ve been sending me.  I’ve been 
thinking about sending you the money to get me a small tape recorder that plays 4 
song tapes.  I think Dixie knows what I’m talking about.  I’ll write some more the 
next time since I’ll have to wait a while to get the money.  Music sure helps over 
here.  It’s hard to get on a radio since we’re pretty far out but last night it came in 
real clear we really went ape over it.   
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That’s about all I have for now.  Will write again when I get time.   
 

Love, 
Keith 

 
P.S. Got a package from grandma Morgan. 
 
17-JUL 1967 
Dear Dad, 
How’s everything at home?  
Everything is all right out here.  
You asked where I was and where 
I’ve been in your last letter.  It’s 
been working like this: 
Our battalion was moved off our 
original hill and helilifted out of 
Tam Ny into Operation Union I 
(30 miles south of Da Nang) 
where we worked up the Hiep 
Due Valley to our present site.  
Our new hill (51) has become our 
combat base from which we pull 
operations.  Our objective here is to clear out our THOR (total area of responsibility) 
and make this given area free for the Vietnamese to go to and fro as they wish 
without harassment from Charlie.  It is also, (as the scuttlebutt goes) a small part 
of larger plan to connect the perimeters of Da Nang and Phu Lai thus causing the 
gooks to lose more ground.  So any time you hear or read anything about actions 
south of Da Nang (or thereabouts) it’s a good chance I was there.   
 
Well those dense bastards up at Da Nang have done it again.  All they have to do is 
sit on their asses and enjoy life and do their dinky, little jobs.  All they did this time 
was let 1,800 confirmed VC escape during the last attack on the air base.  People 
back in the States just don’t have any idea how much sweat and time it took the 
grunts to gather up these 1800 dudes.  A couple I have captured were probably in 
that bunch, too.   
 

Photo developed from film in Keith's camera after his death. 
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There isn’t much I need in the line of a nothing special except that camera and some 
brushes for my rifle.   
 
I just got word that we are to move out to Da Nang tomorrow and kick off an 
operation with 1/7.  We are going into a place heavily booby-trapped to chase these 
1800 gooks in a place called “Happy Valley.” 
 
I also might be able to get you a few tapes (in fact I know I can) of a firefight the 
next time I’m in one.  That would be a priceless article to me and you I’d think.  I’d 
carry it in a mask pouch and when the gooks opened up, I’d just flip it on and go 
about my business. 
 
That’s about all for now.  Sorry I haven’t had time to write each of the kids 
individually.   
 
From the buddies I came over here with, they say a lot of the guys have been blown 
away – either killed or seriously wounded and that’s in 4 months’ time.   
 
Wish me luck and pray for us over here.   
 

Always, 
Keith 

 
25-JUL 1964 
Dear all, 
At this writing I have not been to the field for a full two weeks and I think the 
company fully deserves it.  They have worked us pretty good.   
 
I  have both good and bad news.  I’ll finish off with the good.  We are due to go to 
Nevey Loe Son for a month’s rest whereas we would only run ambush and patrols.   
 
During Union I Delta Company ended up with 2 men missing in action.  They were 
spotted just after he operation by a U.S. Air Force spotter plane and radioed in.  
This information was either lost or not believed because no rescue team was sent.  
About 2 or 3 weeks ago the bodies of the two Marines were found dead of course.  
Editor note:  the letter contains graphic description of torture.     
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There was a note with them contained somethings about negro rioting in the States 
and Negroes shouldn’t have to fight with the white Marines in Vietnam.  All this 
does is create a deeper hatred for the Viet Cong among the Marines. 
 
Delta Co went out into the field this week and got hit by 60 mm mortars.  They set 
up after dark in a 360 perimeter unknowingly around 5 gooks.  They killed one of 
the gooks but lost two Marines in the process.  They must have gone to sleep on 
the line and lost the two Marines and the gooks slipped out of the perimeter losing 
the 2 M-16’s in the process.  That’s bad.  They lost 7 dead and 14 wounded and 
they were only 500 meters outside the base.  We can expect a step-up in operations 
in “Happy Valley” now.   
 
Something else I forgot to mention was that for the past week we have been 
enjoying cold cuts, olives, steak, fried chicken, beer, soda, milk, Kool-Aid and ice.  
We are pretty close to  
Da Nang where they enjoy this sort of thing all the time.  We are still thinking that 
we will wake up any day now.   
 
We should get paid in about a week.  I’ll be sending another $50.00 check home 
then so maybe you can be scouting around for a tape recorder and some tapes.  
Both recorded songs and unrecorded.  I like the Righteous Bros. The Temptations, 
Dave Clarke Five and some others that Dixie should know about.  Just let me know 
how much it costs and I’ll send it along.  To be safe I may send a larger check in 
order to be sure of covering the costs.  I reckon I could even go for a couple of 
Beatles’ tapes or Mitch Ryder.  I wouldn’t be the only one listening to them and we 
have a variety of favorite singers that are well liked around here.   
 
There isn’t much else to say around here so I’ll sign off for now.   

Love to all, 
Keith 

 
P.S. I got the pictures of the kids in your last letter.   
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9-AUG-1967  Editor Note:  from Darlene Hipkins…“This is the last letter that our 
son sent us – he didn’t sign it.” 
 
Dear Mom, Dad, & all, 
How’s everything in the states?  Ol Vietnam is still pretty much the same.  There 
have been a few minor changes concerning myself though.   
 I didn’t go on that one operation in that heavily booby-trapped area.  One 
day a week or so ago all of Bravo was called out to assist a plt of Charlie Co. who 
had run into a few gooks.  I got the only kill for Bravo Co. that day.  It happened to 
be a woman.  She was with a small group of either VC or NVA.  You see, the NVA 
take their female companions with them when they go into the bush to snipe at 
Marines.  I spotted two gooks (one in uniform) with weapons.  I opened up and got 
her.  The man got away with the weapons but didn’t have time to grab the chow 
and the other gear.  I’m now a fire team leader and the point man for first squad.   
 We leave for operation Comanche tomorrow.  We will play war games with 
the 73rd VC bn, 2nd NVA Division and a few other units know to be in the area.  We 
will have 9 rifle companies with us which should total close to regiment size.  
They’ve also call up a crack Vietnamese Ranger units of 3 companies to go along.   
 The operation will take place (the first week – phase 1) in a valley a few clicks 
from our hill. The second week – phase 2 will be in my “beloved” Hiep Duc Valley 
where we saw all that action on union II.   
 In my last letter I said we were taking a rest.  Well. That’s ended now – cut 
short because of the colonel.  He said he had to have his best Co. out there and 
stood up before everybody at the big honcho meeting for this operation and told 
them that company was Bravo.  We are supposed to come back here to Lae Son 
after the operation though.  It is supposed to last anywhere from 2-4 weeks so I 
doubt if you’ll be hearing from me for a while.   
 I just got the 16lb box and really enjoy that canned chow you sent.  You seem 
to know just what I’d like.  I could use another carton of Salems.   
 I never heard from Pete Litzsinger.  I can’t remember whether I answered 
Dorothy Fienups letter.  Isn’t that a hell of a note?  Be sure and send those air mail 
stamps when you can because I got some more coins and bound to get a souvenir 
or two on this operation.  I heard from Todd and Grandma Morgan the same day I 
got your last letter.   
 I’m glad Todd is doing well and I hope things continue to turn out for the 
best.  Let him know that I’m quite proud of him.  He certainly has the makings of a 
future Marine.  Here’s something that may interest you.  A buddy of mine that was 
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right next to me when he got wounded at Union I just got and was telling me that 
his first chopper crashed after he was switched to a Huey during his medi-evac.  As 
you know a chopper ride is a little bit bumpy.  After the first one crashed killing all 
aboard 15 men.  After he switched choppers, he was pronounced K.I.A and this 
news was relayed to his parents.  The big shock was while he was on the 2nd 
chopper.  He was laying there alongside the “K.I.A.s” zipped up in plastic bag when 
one started moving.  The machine gunner jumped up and tore open the bag and 
the guy sat up!  He said that surprised the hell out him.  The guy had been shot in 
the forehead just above the eyes and pronounced dead by a corpsman.  They later 
figured that by some freak that his nervous system was pinched by the round and 
the movement of the chopper jarred the round loose. 
 Here are some leaflets dropped as psychological warfare propaganda.  One 
with Chieu Hoi written on it is a surrender leaflet.   
That’s about all I have for now.  Write soon and send a package if you get time. 
 
 
Note:  The letter below was “Returned to Writer.”  It contained a pack of raspberry 
flavored Kool-Aid.  (This letter has been condensed/edited by the editor). 
 
30-AUG 1967 
To: Colin Keith Hipkins 
From: Violet Darlene Hipkins (Mom) 
Dear Keith, 
 Hope this finds you well and in good spirits.  We are all just fine here at home.  
School has started and the kids are getting settled down to routine.  It doesn’t seem 
like we had any summer at all.  I have the heat on this morning.  It will warm up 
later in the day though.   
 I hear by the news the V.C. are making several attacks on different outposts.  
They claim it is to offset the election coming up next week.  Can you get a detailed 
map of South Vietnam?  The map we have doesn’t have anything on it but Da Nang 
and Qu Lai.  All the other names you mention are not on the map at all.  It’s a good 
map of the main place but there are no details.  I guess by the time you get this 
letter you will have spent 5 months over there and I guess you are anxious for your 
leave now.  How many days do you expect to get?  This paper I’m writing on is so 
think I can only write on one side.  It seems to blur together if I write on both sides.  
Do you have enough pens and paper?  We have a hard time keeping it around here.   
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 It looks like maybe the Cardinals might win the pennant this year although 
they lost the last two games but they are still 9 1/2 games out front and its almost 
Sept. 2.  Would like to see them play the Minnesota Twins in the series.   
 I will close for now and get this in the mail.  Let us know if you need anything.  
Write when you can and be careful.   
 

With Love from us all, 
Mom, Dad & the kids. 

 
 
Colin Keith Hipkins was killed in action the day this letter was mailed on 6-SEP 
1967.   This letter was also returned to writer, unclaimed.   
 
5-SEP 1967 
To: Colin Keith Hipkins 
From: Charles R. Hipkins (father)  
Dear Son, 
It sure has been a long time since my last letter to you.  Every night I plan on writing 
you a letter but it just doesn’t get done.   
 
After hearing today’s news I kinda got shook and stimulated into sitting down and 
getting a letter written.   
 
On the front page of the newspaper they had an account of the action on Hill 63 by 
Maj. Ernest Cheatham of the 1st Bn. 5th Marines in the Que Son Valley which is 30 
mi. south of Da Nang.  They listed the Maj. As Bn. Commander and Col. Stan Davis 
as Reg. Commander.  We are certainly worried about your safety.  We don’t often 
read news where the outfits of battalion size are identified.   
 
They had a nice piece in the Blairstown, Iowa newspaper about your promotion to 
Lance Corporal.  It was sent to the paper by the Corps.  We want to keep it and I 
will get it copied at work and send it to you.   
 
We have about $150.00 of yours now including over $50.00 from your income tax 
return.   I found a good tape recorder for $80.00 but I was afraid to get it because 
it may be too large.  It was about 5” x 2 1/2” x 8”.  It was  real quality recorder 
though not a cheap one.  It is a Wallensak which is the best name there is.  These 
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recorders don’t have the most popular size tapes because they aren’t the cheaper 
size.  They don’t sell tapes with songs recorded on them but you can make 
recordings yourself with them.  It you want one of these write and tell me so.  The 
cheap recorders are about four times as big as these are.  My typing hasn’t 
improved through the years.   
 
I am going to Chicago to the General Motors school to learn about our new 
locomotive size diesels next week for one week.   
 
Our mornings are already getting cool so it looks like our warm weather won’t be 
with us very much longer.   
 
Terry has a sore throat and she didn’t go to school today.  Terry, Tracy and Cody all 
have bad tonsils and may have to have them taken out.  Todd has really improved 
his speech since he was operated on.   
 
Well in about six weeks you will have half of your enlistment done ad I wonder if 
you feel glad you didn’t sign for three or four years.  Of course you would have the 
same time over there.  
 
Have you decided where you want to go for R & R?  I would think that Japan would 
be the best choice.   
 
We are getting to feel like Iowa is more like home now but we still aren’t sure that 
we won’t ever go back to Missouri.  We like everything about this part of the 
country except the longer winters.  
 
Have you a feel about where that you want o settle down?  When a person leaves 
a place for a while it changes and doesn’t seem like home anymore.  I thought for 
a long time that I wanted to back to Hannibal after leaving it but now it is about the 
last place I would want to go back to live.  We sold the place at Arnold and loaned 
the money that we got to your grandpa Hipkins to buy his new place with.  His new 
place is next to the fish market that is located on the highway that runs under the 
bridge on the way to East Hannibal.   
 
Well Son, we are all well except for what you have already been told, and the kids 
are all growing like weeds.  You will be surprised at how much they have changed 
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when you get home.  Your mother and I are also getting older and fatter and I am 
losing more hair.  That is the way of the world though.   
 
Take care of yourself and don’t take any extra chances because when we are gone 
we are a long time gone.  We are still saying a prayer for you each night. 
 

Love, 
Mom, Dad & the Kids 

 
 
27-OCT 1967 
From: 2nd Lt. H.B. Drollinger 
B Company, 1st Battalion, 5th Marines     
 
To: Mr. & Mrs. Hipkins 
 
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Hipkins, 

I would first like you to know that I am 2nd Lt. H.B. Drollinger.  I was your 
son’s platoon commander although I was not in the field at the time of his death.  I 
was just getting out of the hospital myself from wounds the months before.   
 
I ask the men of my platoon about his death and will try to relay them to you the 
best I can.   
 

The operation that “Hip,” this was his nickname; was killed on was 
“Operation Swift.”  It all started on Sept. 3 when “B” Company was sent out to help 
“D” Company 1/5 who had heavy contact with the NVA.  They thought at the time 
we were up against a reinforced Company but it later turned out to 2000 armed 
V.C. 

Contact lasted all day the 4th and into the night.  Late the night of the 4th 
contact was broken and things quieted down.  Nothing happened on the 5th or the 
morning of the 6th.  Later in the afternoon of the 6th contact started again.  The 
first platoon was given the mission of point for the Battalion and lead out against 
the V.C.   

About half-way across a rice paddy, well dug in V.C. opened up on the 
company.  The first platoon was pinned down for some time, then the V.C. made a 
frontal assault on them.  Part of the first platoon was cut off and the attacking 
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forces drove the company back about 75 meters.  It then into hand to hand fighting 
until after dark.   

It was not until the next morning that we were organized enough to find out 
who was missing and just what had happened.  We found that your son along with 
4 other men had been cut off from the company the night before.  A patrol was 
sent out to see what had happened to the men.   

Your son was found with the four other Marines about a 100 meters in front 
of our lines.  It looked like they had been overrun and died fighting for what they 
believed was right for there (sic) country ad families back home.   

Your son died of gunshot wounds which were clean and quick.  I was quite 
upset when I learned of his death and I will say that your son was one of the finest 
young men I have met in this country.  He was well liked by everyone and thought 
highly of by all who meet him.  His loss was a heavy burden to all that knew him 
because we all became brothers over here. 

Your son will not be forgot by those who served with him because you don’t 
lose a hand and forget it.  The loss of your son was a personal loss for me, because 
I was the man who knew him so well.  He was my point and I spent many evens 
talking to him and the other men about home, what they wanted to do once they 
were home, and their hopes for the future.   

 
Yours Truly, 

2nd Lt. H.B. Drollinger, “B” Company 1st Battalion, 5th Marines 
 
P.S. My men would like to thank you for the boxes from the state sand pass on their 
personal feeling of sorry at “Hip” death.  He was liked by all. 
 
From Douglas Bauman, 
31-JUL 1969 
 
Dear Mr. & Mrs. Hipkins, 
 My name is Douglas L. Bauman.  I doubt if you’ve ever heard of me but I am 
an X marine.  I was a squad leader in “B” Co. 1st Bat. 5th Marines from June through 
Nov. 1st and a member of “B” Co. 1st pl. from Oct. 1966 til Nov. 1967.   
 
Your son “Hip” as everyone in our plt. Called him was in my squad.  He was my 1st 
fire team leader, a very responsible position in a squad.  Because “Hip” was a good 
trustworthy dependable man is the reason I chose him for this position in my squad.  
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I was in the operation your son was killed in operation “Swift.”  I remember 
everything that happened very well.  I was wounded in the operation myself but 
not seriously.  I was also wounded in the neck in Jan. of 1967.  Mrs. Hipkins, I don’t 
know what you want to know etc.  I do have some pictures & slides of your son plt.  
I will do anything to help you and I can’t personally know the feeling your family 
has because of this terrible thing. 
 

Sincerely yours,  Douglas L. Bauman 
The Hipkins family visited Douglas a month after receiving this letter. 

 
 
 


