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LITTLETON, HERBERT A.

Rank and ovganization: Private First Class, U.S. Marine Corps
Reserve, Company C, 1st Battalion, 7th Marines, 1st Marine
Division (Rein).

Place and date: Chungchon, Korea, 22 April 1951, Eniered
service at: Black Hawk, S. Dak. Birth: 1 July 1930, Mena, Ark.
Citation: For conspicuous gallantry and intrepidity at the risk of
his life above and beyond the call of duty while serving as a
radio operator with an artillery forward observation team of
Company C in action against enemy aggressor forces. Standing
watch when a well-concealed and numerically superior enemy
force launched a violent night attack from nearby positions
against his company, PFC Littleton quickly alerted the forward
observation team and immediately moved into an advantageous
position to assist in calling down artillery fire on the hostile
force. When an enemy hand grenade was thrown into his
vantage point shortly after the arrival of the remainder of the
team, he unhesitatingly hurled himself on the deadly missile,
absorbing its full, shattering impact in his body. By his prompt
action and heroic spirit of self-sacrifice, he saved the other
members of his team from serious injury or death and enabled
them to carry on the vital mission which culminated in the
repulse of the hostile attack. His indomitable valor in the face of
almost certain death reflects the highest credit upon PFC
Littleton and the U.S. Naval Service. He gallantly gave his life for
his country. Buried at Kohler Lawn Cemetery in Nampa, ID.



“HILL 44~
(The Ballad of Herbert T, Lritleton )

He’s born and raised a country boy —
So young — and he must go.
He heeds the call of distant drums
To fight on foreign soil
With dark of night and fierce fight
He breathes a silent prayer
That night will end with battle done;,
Oh Lord, let’s not despair.

He thinks of time not long ago
With mom and dad back home,
His girl and friends he left behind —
For them he’ll fight the foe.
The bitter hell of human plight
Has brought him to this place
And every man with him that night
Looks death right in the face,

It happens now, it's laying there;
The enemy’s grenade!
We cannot lose the lives of all —
No time to be afraid.
It's over now and day has come
Each thankful sigh for light.
A brave young man from Spearfish town,
Saved many lives that night.

We shan’t forget our native son
Who died on foreign ground.
For him the battle’s over now,
He’s laid his weapons down.
He’s born and raised a country boy
So young — and he must die.
He heeds the call of distant drums
Away up in the sky.




"Lookout, Lieutenant”
Written by Father Timothy Mullvany

Herbie Littleton is a Private in the United States Marines. Physically, he is not big. He is a medium-
sized kid from Nampa, Idaho. He sits, tonight, in a shallow foxhole, which he shares with his buddy, Bill
"Gunner” Greenwood.

"Do you think Lieutenant Donovan will recommend me for corporal?” Herbie asks.

"Naw,” Greenwood answers. "You're on a dead end as far as Donovan is concemed." Greenwood
enjoys getting Herbie's goat.

"| don't know about that, Gunner. | think | get along okay with Donovan. I'm slated to be forward
observer on his team.”

"Where will that get you?"

"It puts me right up there with Donovan, and let me tell you, they need more than knuckle-heads these
days to handle radios on the line.”

"What do you know about radios?"

"Gunner, I'm an old Bell Telephone lineman. The Marines were lucky to get a guy like me," Herbie
laughs.

The moon circles lazily over the Korean hills. April, cool and full of the promise of spring, setties on the
land. it creeps into a man's thinking in a dozen subtle ways.

"Gunner, this war can't last forever,” Herbie says. "There's going to come the day when we pack gear
and head back for Idaho."

"Bonner's Ferry, here | come.”

"I've got a girl in Idaho.”

"Are you going to talk about Barbara again? You've got a one-track mind, Littleton.”

*No fooling, Gunner. I'm serious.” Herbie faces Greenwood and his expression is almost wistful. “There
are a lot of guys in this outfit I'd give my right arm for-Babe Holden, Patts’ Bill Donovan, you, of course,
and a lot of other guys. But I'm not going to marry the Marine Corps. I've got plans of my own."

"Sure, | know. You're going to marry Barbara Sawyer.”

"That's right. But first of all, Gunner, a fellow’s got to amount to something these days,” Herbie
continues. "I didn't tell you this before, Gunner. | never graduated from high school. | was wondering if
you'd..." Herbie kicks the dirt with his shoes.

"Wondering if I'd what?"

"Well, when | go back to the States, I'd like to enter the University of Idaho. I'd need a lot of credits and
stuff.”

Gunner Greenwood is interested. "So the little boy is going in for caps and gowns.”

"No fooling, Gunner.”

"All right, Herbie. I'l help you as much as | can to get through this Marine Corps Institute. 'm no brain,
but I'll try to polish up your English, to0."

"Thanks, Gunner."

Herbie Littleton sits back in the foxhole and in his eyes is a distant dream. Practically everybody in the
outfit is acquainted with Herbie's dream—Barbara Sawyer.

Herbie has at least twenty snapshots of Barbara. These are passed out regularly for company
inspection. Everybody in Charley Company knows that Herbie first met Barbara at a dance in Nampa,
that she worked in a grocery store, and that now she is a student nurse at the Mercy Nurses Home in
Nampa. Even the Chaplain was briefed on Herbie's dream.

"It's hard to explain her, Chaplain, but she's one of those girls that makes you want to go out and make
a success out of yourself." Herbie was emphatically eamest. "That's why I'm going to get myself a college
education."

Chaplain Joe Fitzgerald appreciates this ambition.



"Furthermore,” Herbie continued, "she's a good girl. She's got plenty on the ball when it comes to
religion. 1 was wondering if you could sort of set me straight on some things so as I'll be squared away
when | see her again.”

The Chaplain, even now, was in the process of squaring Herbie away.

The moon is high over the Korean hills and Herbie continues to weave dreams of Barbara. “I've got
fiity-six bucks that I'm sending to Barbara for a wedding dress. That ought to buy a pretty decent outfit,
don't you think, Gunner?"

"The prices are murder back home, Herb. | wouldn't know."

"Yeah, that's right. Money is always a problem.” Herbie begins to frown. "If | could only make corporal,
I'd have twelve extra bucks a month. No insurance, no income tax overseas."

"Donovan'll recommend you, don't worry, Herbie."

"You really think so, Gunner?"

"Sure."

“I'm going to try hard as a forward observer. | don't mind telling you that, Greenwood. | was never an
apple polisher, but | know that a guy don't amount to much if he doesn't try. Lieutenant Donovan is a
good Joe. He's jumpy at times. Three packs of cigarettes a day he smokes. That's a lot of responsibility
he's got up there on the ridge line."

"So you are going to walk out on us rear echelon birds?"

"You know how it is, Gunner."

It is still April. It is, to be exact, April 22, 1951. Herbie Littleton, with a 65-pound radio strapped to his
back is forward observer for Item Battery, 3d Battalion of the 11* Marines. Lt. Bill Donovan and Sgt. Babe
Holden are sharing one bunker. Herbie and Jimmy Patts, his wireman, occupy a foxhole close to
Lieutenant Donovan.

It has been a hard day. Hard, exciting, bruising. Herbie, with all the burning enthusiasm of a novice,
feels like a tremendous cog in the United Nations machinery. He has called in with his own voice the big
and shattering blasts of the 105s. Far behind them he knows what his communication on the 619 radio
meant. His voice was the signal that put the gunners on the sights. He was the guy who started the
cannoneers and the chiefs of section shouting. The smell of smoke and powder and the whistle of the
shell were his, Herbie's doings. On this 22 day of April, the breeches of the big guns were closed, the
projectiles were sealed in the chambers, the primers were set, and "ready” was the cry when number one
pulled the lanyard: all this was done at Herbie's bidding. Oh, naturally, there were a few technical
assistances. Donovan and Holden plotted the azimuth. Back at Fire Direction Center, the S-3 board was
broken into exact coordinates, and the horizontal and vertical control operators had to compute range
and deflection. But Herbie's was the voice that put the machinery into motion. Today on the Quantico
line, central Korea, Herbie Littleton was the big gun.

The April moon rides late in the sky.

“Hey, Patts," Herbie speaks to his wireman.

"Yeah?"

"| think I'll give my old pal, Gunner Greenwood, a buzz on the radio.”

"Go ahead, but take it easy. We have a hundred percent watch tonight.”

"l know it. You can hear the Chinese talking over there."

Herbie spends the next few minutes joking with Gunner.

"Go on, you dope,” he says over the radio, "why don't you come here on the front lines? What are you
looking for--a soft berth, Gunner?”

"Hey, Herbie, did you hear the news?"

"What news?"

"Machine gun Kelly Higgins was killed today. A short round from Item Battery at about seven-thirty did
it. The whole observer team was wounded.”

Herbie becomes very solemn at this news. "Okay, Gunner, | guess we'd better call it off."



The crunch of gravel sounds in the night. Lieutenant Donovan stares down at Herbie. "Littleton, you
know you're not supposed to use a radio for private calls.”

"Yes, sir."

“What do you think we're running up here? A picnic?"

"Sir.. ... ‘i

Lt. Bill Donovan, in choice, clipped phrases, proceeded to dress down Littleton on radio procedure.
When the Lieutenant left, Herbie stared dismally at Jimmy Patts.

"Well, I guess that's it, Jimmy."

"Don't worry about Donovan. He barks a lot.”

Litleton leans against the edge of the foxhole. He does not say much more. The clean light of the
moon shows dejection on his face. It is the dejection of a boy who tries to put on a good show and who
realizes that somewhere along the line he has "goofed off."

"Look at the moon, Herhie,” Patts says.

"Do you think Denovan will keep me on as a forward observer?"

"Forget about Donovan. You're doing a good job, Herbie,"

This is about the time the firing starts. It is one-thirty in the moming. Out of the dark shadows that the
moon spills, the Chinese rush up Hill 44. All along the ridge linemen leap to life and shoulder carbines.

Lt. Donovan is calling for counterfire. He shouts an order to get the radio off of the hill. The antenna,
thin as it is, can be seen under the bright moon. The radio and the man shouldering it are the lifeline in
this emergency.

"Littleton,” Donovan shouts, "Littleton.”

"Yes, sir.”

"Take care of that radio."

"Yes, sir."

Then the dark, small cbject comes rolling over the top of the hill. It is a grenade. It comes slithering into
their midst. Death is a black shadow no larger than a small tumip.

"Watch that grenade,” Donovan yells.

How fast does a man act?

There are those who knew Herbie Littleton—the boys who lived with him-Lieutenant Donovan, Jimmy
Patts, Miller, Gunner Greenwood, and the others. These men will tell you, as they told me, how fast one
man can act. In a flash, Herbie Littleton slipped out of his radio hamess. He made a flying leap on the
grenade.

"Lookout, Lieutenant!" he cried as he sailed through the air.

It lifted him off of the ground. His chest had covered the grenade squarely. It tossed him about five
yards down the hill against a tree. Blood trickled out of Herbie's mouth when he was rolled over. His neck
was broken. He died, roughly, in ten minutes.

Herbie Littleton is still a Private in the United States Marines. He never made corporal. "l chewed him
out only a couple of minutes before he died," Donovan said. The Lieutenant's lips frembled. His voice
was hoarse as he fingered a piece of shrapnel in the calf of his leg. "I chewed the litfle fellow out royally.
Yet he saved my life, he saved his radio, and he saved Charley Company. We would have been overrun
if it wasn't for that piece of equipment that Herbie shook off his back. His last words were, Lookout,
Lieutenant.”

Here tonight in Korea, where Marines sit around and talk, they remember the Private who never had
time to make corporal. But tonight, there is never a mention of rank or rating. Five stars on a man's
shoulder could not have been more gallantly graced than the single stripe Herbie wore on his jacket. In
life he was Private First Class. In death, he went down as a man first class.



PFC Herbert A. Littleton
Medal of Honor Monument
Dedication

PROGRAM SCHEDULE

September 7, 2000
Spearfish, South Dakota

10:00 AM Prelude and Seating
Spearfish High School Band, Duane Niles, Director
10:30 AM Entrance of Dignitaries
M.K. and Darlene Littleton and Military Escort
Chuck and Donna Littleton and Military Escort
Michael J. Fitzmaurice and Military Escort
Jerry Krambeck, Mayor of Spearfish
MG Philip G. Killey, Adjutant General of South Dakota
Governor William J. Janklow
10:35 AM  Opening Remarks and Introduction of Dignitaries
Charles Hejde, Master of Ceremonies
10:40 AM Invocation
Pastor Jeff Sackett, Black Hills Baptist Church,
Whitewood, South Dakota
10:45 AM Presentation of Colors
MG Philip G. Killey, Adjutant General of South Dakota
Black Hills State University ROTC Color Guard
10:50 AM  Our National Anthem
Ryan Aalbu, Doug Dodson, Kevin Stilson, Adam Miles, vocalists
Spearfish High School Band
10:55 AM Remarks
Jerry Krambeck, Mayor of Spearfish
11:00 AM Remarks
MG Philip G. Killey, Adjutant General of South Dakota
11:05 AM Remarks
Governor William J. Janklow
11:20 AM  Remarks
Littleton Family Spokesperson
11:25 AM  Official Monument Unveiling and Original Song
Governor William J. Janklow — Littleton Family — Michael J. Fitzmaurice
“Hill 44" (The Ballad of Herbert A. Littleton) — Dan Coleman, Original Song
11:30 AM Taps and Flyover
SD Air National Guard - 114th Fighter Wing
Spearfish High School, Trumpet — Duane Niles
11:35 AM  Conclusion and Presentation
Charles Hejde, Littleton Family



PFC Herbert A. Littleton

Marine Private First Class Herbert A. Littleton was born
July 1, 1930 in Mena, Arkansas to Paul N. and Maude Littleton.

Herbert's family moved from Arkansas to the Spearfish area
in 1931. When World War Il started, they moved to Port
Orchard, Washington, to work in the shipyards. Herbert
attended elementary school in Port Orchard. The Littleton
family later moved back to South Dakota where Herbert
attended school in Sturgis. While in high scheol, he played
basketball and football.

Herbert was employed by Electric Appliance Company in
Rapid City, South Dakota. He enlisted in the Marine Corps
on July 29, 1948. He completed his recruit training in San
Diego, California, then was trained at Camp Pendleton,
California, before going to Korea with the Third Replacement
Draft. His fighting action took place in the south and central
Korean operations from December 17, 1950, until his death
on April 22, 1951.

He is survived by 2 brothers, M.K_ Littleton of Petershurg,
Alaska, and Charles Littleton of Nisland, South Dakota, one
half sister, Mary Andrews of San Ansilmo, California, nine
nephews and cne niece. He is followed in death by his
parents.

His brothers remember “Hal” as a loving, polite young man
with an infectious sense of humer and big smile. He had a
tough resolve of right and wrong — the true character of a
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