
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
November 19, 2016 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
To the best of my recollection, the mailman – most likely, Mr. Lewis Taliaferro – had delivered the envelope to our 
house at 509 West College Street one day in May of 1968. Richard Carlton and I were finishing our sophomore 
years at Haywood High School (HHS) – literally, a short walk up College Hill from our house – in Brownsville, 
Tennessee. The envelope contained my one and only – to this day – Social Security Card. Form OA-702 had been 
revised in September, 1961. At the top of the card (photo, above left) was the seal of the US Department of Health, 
Education and Welfare, centered within the large, bold text, "SOCIAL SECURITY" and "ACCOUNT 
NUMBER," as printed over two lines. Classical Greek or Roman columns supported the arch that carried the seal 
and text on the card. Three horizontal lines filled the body of the card. The top line carried the Social Security 
number, printed in large, bold red type in the format 123 – 45 – 6789. Immediately below this line was printed, 
"HAS BEEN ESTABLISHED FOR." On the second line, some dedicated individual – presumably in an office in 
Washington, DC – had literally typed in my name, "Al Claiborne." On the back of the card read the instructions, 
"KEEP this card. SIGN it immediately." So, using a fountain pen with bright blue ink, I had signed the card on the 
bottom line, next to the printed text, "SIGNATURE." And I kept the card – to this day in fact – as instructed.  
 
One Sunday that spring, after the service at First Methodist Church in Brownsville, Mr. Shane Roy had asked me to 
come and see him about a job as a clerk at Roy Drug Store (photo, above right, 1969-70). In the days before Wal-
Mart, there were three stores with pharmacies on Court Square in Brownsville – Roy Drug, Quality Drug, and 
Corner Drug. Shane Roy was a civic leader in Brownsville, where he had served as city mayor over 1952-1956, and 
his twin daughters Barbara and Beverly had been school classmates of mine since the first grade. Jim Duke (top 
photo, page 2), who had been a student in Norman Lane's sophomore English class at HHS just two years before, 
was one of the 119 students in the HHS Class of 1968, and they would be receiving their diplomas at Memorial 
Field on Monday, May 27; graduation exercises would begin at 8:00 p.m. that evening. Jim had been working at 
Roy Drug, but he would be attending the University of Tennessee at Knoxville that fall. Mr. Shane needed a high 
school student who could take Jim's place. That's where I entered the picture – and that's why I had applied for the 
Social Security Card.  
 
In the meantime, I had met Mr. Shane at the drug store, had accepted his kind offer of a clerk's job, and had started 
work there as the 1967-1968 school year at HHS came to an end. Don't get me wrong, as this high school job was 
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there was plenty of work to be done. 

Jim Duke, right, selling British Sterling cologne to 
Jack Moses. Roy Drug Co., 1967-68. 

not your typical walk in the park. Mr. Shane was a 
good employer and a respected leader, and he also ran 
a disciplined store operation. This applied to high 
school clerks as well, if not especially. So I worked 
Jim Duke's "understudy" that late spring and summe
of 1968. The permanent employees included three 
older ladies, Lavinia Castellaw (the bookkeeper), Mary 
Edna Hunter, and Bess Rice, a younger full-time clerk
Johnny Forsythe, who had graduated from HHS with 
Allen Willyerd and Fox Smith (see below) in 1964, a 
full-time pharmacist, Marvin Deberry, and a young 
man – Frank Turner – who made deliveries in the store 
car, among other jobs. My recollection is that the drug 
store was open until eight or nine o'clock, six nights a 
week, as well as every third Sunday afternoon. So 

 
I mentioned the seal of the US Department of Health, Education and Welfare, circa 1968, in the first paragraph. 
Today, carefully examing the seal, I discover that it consisted of a shield, which contained the staff of Aesculapius 
over an open book, and a crest, which included an American bald eagle positioned over a wreath. On a white scroll 
beneath the shield, printed in blue, is the motto for the department: SPES ANCHORA VITAE, or, Hope is the anchor 
of life. 9,000 miles away, in May of 1968, this motto would have carried very special meaning for many of the 
approximately 530,000 American military personnel serving in Vietnam. Four young Haywood County men had 
given their lives in Vietnam over the period January 1-May 15, 1968 (see the earlier essay, at 
http://tinyurl.com/h7c3c6a) – Army Pfc. Billy Wright [battle of Quang Tri City, February 1 
(http://tinyurl.com/hwhkzsv)], Marine 1stLt. Norman Lane Jr. [Cam Lo Hill, March 29 
(http://tinyurl.com/hqd4pex)], Army Spec/4 James Young (Binh Long Province, April 16), and Marine Cpl. Tyrone 
Austin [battle of Dai Do, May 2 (http://tinyurl.com/hgord6s)]. My family and I were very close to Norman's 
grandparents, Marion and Elizabeth Thornton, who lived on North Washington Avenue in Brownsville, but as a 
then-high school sophomore, I honestly cannot say that I even knew of the other young men or their sacrifices "in 
the fields far away." 
 
Nor did I know of Allen Willyerd, who had attended HHS from the fall of 1960 through the spring of 1964 (photo, 
below left). He had worked during high school as a clerk at the Kroger grocery store (Kroger and U-Tote-Em were 
the two "major" grocery stores in Brownsville that I recall, before Big Star opened in 1965 or so), and he had been a 
member of the HHS football team during the 1961 (top photo, page 3) and 1962 seasons – the 1961 Tomcats had a 
perfect 11-0 season, which included a hard-fought 6-0 win over Jackson High in the Big Ten Conference 

championship game played that Thanksgivi
Day (bottom photo, page 3). I knew of Allen's
classmate, Fox Smith (photo, right), a little 
better – for two reasons. Fox's dad, Arthur
Smith, owned and operated Smith Lumber 
Company (bottom photo, page 4), which was a 
popular Brownsville business. Fox had himself 
been something of a scholar-athlete during h
years at HHS. Starting at the end position (on 
both offense and defense) for the 1963 
Tomcats – who had been undefeated at 8-0 
prior to their November 1, 1963, loss (20-27) 
to Ripley – Fox had received the Masonic 
Award at the end of the season. As cocaptain 
of the HHS men's basketball team that fall and
winter, Fox helped to lead the team at 
position of forward. And, with the May 

ng 
 

 

is 

 
the 

25, 
1964, graduation exercise for Fox, Allen, and 

Allen Willyerd, HHS Class 
of 1964. 

Fox Smith, HHS Class of 
1964. 

http://tinyurl.com/h7c3c6a
http://tinyurl.com/hwhkzsv
http://tinyurl.com/hqd4pex
http://tinyurl.com/hgord6s
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their eighty-three 
classmates 
approaching, Fox 
Smith and Amy 
Floyd were voted 
"Mr. and Miss 
H.H.S." by their 
peers. At HHS in 
those days, there 
were several student 
organizations – 
again, it was 1964 – 
that were devoted to 
occupational training 
and related projects 
for students who did 
not plan to attend 
college or pursue 
other higher 
education goals. So 
while there was a 
Future Scientists of 
America group, 
there were also 

Future Farmers of America and Future Homemakers of America clubs. There were also Machine Shop and Trade
and Industries clubs. For the 1963-1964 school year, Allen Willyerd served as an officer (top photo, page 4) with 
the Trades and Industries Club, which included hours in the school woodworking shop as well as construction of a 
full-scale house in Brownsville. As Allen's dad, Herman Willyerd, worked as a local home building contractor, this 
was totally logical. And as building contractors and lumber companies work together, it was equally logical t
Herman Willyerd and Arthur Smith knew each other well and worked together well. Another key ingredient to their 
friendship was their love for duck hunting – Ned Rooks, who managed 
the lumber company with Arthur Smith, was an avid duck hunting 
specialist who sealed the bond between Herman Willyerd and Arthur 
Smith – a bond that stuck with their sons, Allen and Fox. Ned’s son 
Robert recalled recently, "I remember well hunting with Mr. Herman 
because he was the caller in the bunch. Always spoke in a gravel-type 
talk. Almost like he was getting ready to be hoarse. Most of the hunts I 
remember were in Forked Deer bottom (top photo, left, page 5)."  

s 

hat 

alled recently: 

Left, HHS Tomcat varsity, 1961. #60, Allen Willyerd, #80, Fox Smith. Both were 
sophomores. Right, "Tomcats Of The Week," from the Brownsville States-Graphic, fall 
of 1961. 

 
But there was more to the second-generation friendship between Allen 
Willyerd and Fox Smith. It had all started eighteen years before, during 
the week that began on Sunday, January 13, 1946. On that day, Fox 
had been born, the first child of Betty and Arthur Smith of 
Brownsville. Three days later, on January 16, Celeste Willyerd had 
given birth to a baby boy, and she and her husband Herman had named 
their son Allen. As Allen rec
 
 Yea Fox has a birthday on the 13th and mine is on the 16th. As I 
 noticed  with Dale's [Dale Claiborne Black, 
 (http://tinyurl.com/hvfk4em)] birthday I  am and Fox is almost a 
 year older than she is, but we were all in the same class. So by 
 Fox and I turning 16 in the 10th grade we were able to get our 
 [driver's] license before anyone else. Don't know of anyone in our 
 class older than us. 

Program from 1961 Big Ten 
Championship, Thanksgiving Day. 
HHS versus Jackson High. 

 

http://tinyurl.com/hvfk4em
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Allen and Fox grew up together in Brownsville during the 1950s and 
early 1960s – as classmates at Anderson Grammar School and HHS, 
as teammates for Little League baseball (top photo, right, page 5) a
HHS football – and with their dads, together with Ned Rooks and a 
few others – they hunted many a duck together. I am sure there are 
many other stories that would rival the one below, which Allen 
Willyerd related to me in 2015. Over the 1959-1960 school year, 
Allen and Fox were students in one of the eighth-grade classrooms on 
the second floor of the main building at Anderson Grammar Sch
(http://tinyurl.com/z4rdglx). As Allen recalls: 
  
 On a snowy day in the 8th grade. We couldn’t go outside so for a 
 lack of anything to do. Fox and I went into the Cloak room 
 climbed out the window walked the ledge over to Mrs. Pauline’s 
 [Currie, seventh-grade teacher] cloak room and went into her 
 Cloak room. Someone going down the street seen us and called 
 the school. Oh to go back, life was good. That ledge was very 
 small I remember. 
 
After graduating from high school that May evening in 1964, Allen 
took a job as a delivery driver for Turner Dairy. The business had 
originated with Peter Turner, who had operated a 100-acre dairy farm 
in nearby Covington, Tennessee, dating back to the early 1900s. His 
four sons, one of whom was P.A. Turner, helped him milk cows by 
hand and bottle the milk before selling it to friends and neighbors 
from a horse-drawn wagon. P.A. Turner later served as a military pilot 

in the Pacific theater during World War II, and when he returned – boosted by the advances that had been made in 
affordable home refrigerators – he made several innovative changes to the regional dairy business. He used
wartime savings to purchase surplus Army ambulances, converting them to delivery vehicles with which 
Dairy supplied grocery stores with pasteurized, homogenized bottled milk. He added ice cream to the company's 
product line. Working with his own sons, P.A. Turner's acute business acumen drove a brand name that consumers 
recognized and trusted, and Turner Dairy thr

HHS Trades and Industries Club 
officers, 1963-64. Allen Willyerd, 
Secretary-Treasurer (front row, in 
white jacket). 

 his 
Turner 

ived over the decade of the 1960s. 

me:  

 
And so it was, that HHS Class of 1964 graduate Allen Willyerd came to work for "Mr. P.A." and Turner Dairy, 
delivering milk and ice cream products to grocers, including Kroger and U-Tote-Em, and other retailers in 
Brownsville and other west Tennessee communities. As time would tell, the employer-employee relationship 
between P.A. Turner and Allen Willyerd was a special one. 
 
Allen's friend Fox Smith had been accepted for admission to the School of Engineering at Vanderbilt University in 
Nashville – the same university that Norman Lane Jr. had graduated from, with a BA in English, just two years 
before. Fox would graduate from Vanderbilt – on Sunday, June 2, 1968 – with a bachelor's degree in engineering. 
In the summer of 2016, Fox's wife Christy related this 
story to 

Smith Lumber Co., 1967-68. 

 
 He was slated to be drafted. Dr. King [Dr. T.B. King, 
 who headed the local Haywood County draft board 
 (http://tinyurl.com/goka6tz)] . . . had assured him he 
 would be upon graduation. He [Fox] went to the Naval 
 Recruiting Station in Nashville in the summer [1968] 
 after his senior year. We were dating . . . and pretty 
 serious . . . but he told me we wouldn't marry if he was 
 drafted. He was concerned he might not come back. 
 After he got accepted to Navy OCS (Officer Candidate 
 School) in Newport, RI, he asked me to marry him. 
 

http://tinyurl.com/z4rdglx
http://tinyurl.com/goka6tz
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While at Vanderbilt, Fox 
had been a member of 
Kappa Sigma fraternity, a 
freshman advisor, and 
business manager of The 
Hustler, the Vanderbilt 
student newspaper. After 
graduation, he worked 
with First American 
National Bank in 
Nashville. He and Christy 
Tate married on October 
19, and Fox began Navy 
OCS in November of 
1968. Once Fox's active-
duty commitment to the 
Navy was fulfilled, he 
planned to return to 
Brownsville, where he 
would manage Smith 
Lumber Company with 
his father (sadly, Arth
Smith would die of a 

sudden heart attack on January 5, 1969, at the age of fifty-seven). And yes, in a 1995 interview with the late Jan 
Voogt (http://tinyurl.com/voogt), Fox showed Jan one of his hand-made fishing rods and talked about two of his 
passions – hunting and fishing. While Fox Smith and his boyhood friend Allen Willyerd had experienced vastly 
different worlds in the thirty-plus years since their 1964 graduation from HHS, some of the earliest and oldest 
bonds remained. 

Left, Happy hunters. From left to right, Mr. Herman Willyerd, Allen Willyerd, and 
Mr. Ned Rooks. January, 1958. Right, Mr. Jim Booth’s 1958 Brownsville Little 
League championship team, the Cubs. Allen Willyerd (back row, center). 

 
As I have written before (http://tinyurl.com/zkwf9od), over 1963 and 1964, the total numbers of young men 
entering military service through the Selective Service System averaged 
just under 10,000 men per month. The 1964 total of just over 112,000 
inductions more than doubled – to almost 231,000 – for 1965. The 
Vietnam-era high of 382,000 inductions recorded for calendar year 1966 
represented a 340% increase over the 1964 figure. In parallel, over th
twenty-four-month period, December 31, 1964-December 31, 1966, the 
total number of US military personnel in South Vietnam had increased 
from 23,300 to 385,300. The Selective Service System, boosted by the 
1966 (and other years over 1965-1968) draft totals, would propel the latter 
figure to its peak of 543,400 US military

Coach Russell Lindsey (in shirt 
and tie) with the 1965 HHS 
Tomcat freshman team. 

e 

 personnel in South Vietnam, as 
f April 30, 1969. 

ime 
) 
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 – 

o
 
Enrollment at Vanderbilt University ("satisfactorily pursuing a full-t
course of instruction") would qualify Fox Smith for a student (2-S
deferment ("until such person completes the requirements for his 
baccalaureate degree,"), but working as a delivery driver for Turner Da
offered no similar deferment for Allen Willyerd, whose 20th birthday 
came on January 16, 1966. Classified 1-A by the local draft board after his 
pre-induction physical later that year, Allen chose a two-year enlistment 
in the United States Marine Corps, with a 120-day delayed induction.
Allen Willyerd boarded a bus at the old Kennedy Veterans Administration 
Hospital in Memphis for the beginning of a trip that would deliver him to 
Marine Corps Recruit Depot Parris Island, South Carolina, on Se
1, 1966. Barely ten days before, on Monday, August 22, Allen's 
Brownsville friend – and Jim Duke's former high school English teacher

http://tinyurl.com/voogt
http://tinyurl.com/zkwf9od
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rman Lane Jr. had been baptized in 
952 – had begun just outside Brownsville.    

 were headed in diametrically opposite 
irections. The next two years would bear this out – emphatically. 

 
. 

16, 

 

 

y had campaigned directly against each other (photo, left). As 
as describes, on the evening of Tuesday, May 7, 1968: 

y, 
. A 

ol
    his next 

He was 
m

 percent of the 
vote to McCarthy's 31 percent. 

here the respective Tuesday primaries would be held on May 28 and June 4. 

Norman Lane Jr. had reported for the 41st Officer Candidate Course at Marine Corps Base Quantico, Virginia. 
Back home in Brownsville, Richard Carlton and I were practicing with Coach Russell Lindsey's HHS freshman 
football squad (bottom photo, page 5), and we would soon be entering our freshman year at HHS. On Friday, 
August 19, the Beatles had given two concerts, an hour away in Memphis. Ten days later, at Candlestick Park in 
San Francisco, they gave their final paid live performance. The same day that the Beatles had played in Memphis, 
the 141st annual Taylor Kinfolks Camp Meeting – where eleven-year-old No
1
 
Fox Smith would continue his studies at Vanderbilt, where he would begin his junior year in the late summer of 
1966. The map indicates that Parris Island, South Carolina, and Nashville, Tennessee, are 540 miles apart – the 
route goes through Savannah, Atlanta, and Chattanooga. But in September, 1966, the lives of Allen Willyerd – at 
Parris Island – and his boyhood friend, Fox Smith – at Vanderbilt –
d
 
May 15, 1968, was a Wednesday. In that time frame, I was beginning my new job as a sixteen-year-old clerk at Roy
Drug Store. John Lennon and Paul McCartney had appeared as guests on "The Tonight Show," the evening before
A deadly tornado outbreak had impacted ten states in the Midwest and Mid-South, beginning in the afternoon of 

May 15 and continuing into the very early morning hours of May 
killing seventy-two people and injuring over 1,200. Senator Robert F. 
Kennedy's campaign for the Democratic presidential nomination was 
exactly two months old. Early in April, in the wake of President Johnson's 
March 31 announcement that he would not seek re-election, the Kennedy
campaign, as described by Evan Thomas (in Robert Kennedy: His Life), 
had been faced "with a gauntlet of must-win primaries, beginning with 
Indiana on May 7 and ending with New York on June 18." The Indiana
primary was the first in which Senator Kennedy and Senator Eugene 
McCarth
Evan Thom
 
 Shortly after nine, the final returns flooded in: 42 percent for Kenned
 31 percent for Governor Brannigan, and  27 percent for McCarthy
 s id win, but not the knockout blow Kennedy had hoped for. . . . 
    Kennedy had to win over another naturally wary group in 
 primary a week later [Tuesday, May 14] in Nebraska. 
 re arkably successful with hardscrabble farmers. . . .  
  Kennedy won convincingly in Nebraska, with 51.4
 
 

 

As of Wednesday, May 15, Senator Kennedy had defeated Senator McCarthy in their first two head-to-head 
contests. The two candidates would now be campaigning directly against each other – again – in Oregon and in 
California, w

Editorial cartoon, Memphis 
Commercial Appeal, Sunday, 
December 31, 1967. 

 
Elsewhere, 9,000 miles and thirteen time zones away, Marine Corporal Allen Willyerd of Brownsville, Tennessee, 
was exactly six months into his tour of duty in Vietnam, where he was serving as a machine gunner and squad 
leader with 1st Platoon, Co "K" (Kilo), 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines. The platoon was under the command of 
Lieutenant Dale Wittler, and Captain Sid Thomas was continuing as Co "K" commander. There had been good 
times, and there had been very bad times. Among the best of times was Allen's discovery that his Brownsville 
friend, 1stLt. Norman Lane Jr., was serving with H&S Co, within the same battalion and area of operations. As 
Allen recalled in 2014: 
 
 And I went on over to Gio Linh, and I always saved the [Brownsville] States-Graphic paper for Norman. And 
 then we came back together a little bit longer – and it was just wonderful to have been there with somebody 
 from Brownsville – you'll never know how much that meant.   
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Back on January 6, 1968, Norman had written a letter from Vietnam to his former HHS sophomore English student, 
Rita English. As described by Rita in 2015, "he mentions seeing Allen Willyerd every other day. He says Allen is a 
machine gun squad leader in this battalion. He said they swap news about Brownsville." And, as Allen recalled on 
January 9, 2005, thirty-seven years and three days after Norman Lane had written that letter: 
 
 On Thanksgiving Day [November 23] 1967 I had a platoon size patrol into the DMZ. . . . it was late when we 
 got back to Gio Linh. All the hot chow from Dong Ha was gone – the only hot meal that I was promised the 
 whole time that I was there. But Norman showed up with a can of turkey out of C-rations and left-over 
 cranberry sauce. He said "I wanted you to have as good a meal today as we had."  
 
But that friendship between two brothers-in-arms had been shattered on Friday, March 29, 1968 – when 1stLt. 
Norman Lane Jr. was killed in an enemy mortar attack on his position at Cam Lo Hill. The words of my own father, 
Alex Claiborne, reflecting in 1998 on the loss of his closest brother Robert (http://tinyurl.com/robert-claiborne) in 
combat in Italy in May of 1944, come to mind: 
 
 It may seem strange that I was able to sleep that night, having lost my closest brother, and knowing that my 
 parents were not yet aware of this tragedy. But we had become so hardened from being in the army that you 
 just accepted death as a matter of fact. 
 
"You just accepted death as a matter of fact." Allen Willyerd, speaking in 2016, reflected on some of his own 
thoughts at the time: 
 
 When I got to Vietnam, I was scared of shadows – what's behind that bush? Is there something here? Is there 
 something there? And I was – I was uneasy all the time. And then I read a passage one time, and it said, "A 
 coward dies a thousand deaths – a brave man dies but once." And so I accepted the fact that I wasn't going to 
 get out of Vietnam alive – I was going to get killed in Vietnam – so why worry about it? And then I put my 
 faith in these men sitting up here [then-Captain Ned LeRoy and then-Lieutenant Brad Place, commanding 
 officer and executive officer, respectively, of Co "K"], and they – they was excellent leaders, and they got me 
 home. . . . So these men right here brought me home.  
 
At 9:00 p.m. EST on Sunday, March 31, 1968, President Johnson began a televised address to the nation, in which 
he would announce steps to limit the war in Vietnam and report his decision not to seek re-election:  
 
 With America's sons in the fields far away, with America's future under challenge right here at home, with our 
 hopes and the world's hopes for peace in the balance every day, I do not believe that I should devote an hour or 
 a day of my time to any personal partisan causes or to any duties other than the awesome duties of this office –
 the Presidency of your country. 
  Accordingly, I shall not seek, and I will not accept, the nomination of my party for another term as your 
 President. 
 
As the president began his address, in Da Nang, South Vietnam, it was 9:00 a.m., Monday morning, April 1. 
Sometime during that day, the silver aluminum shipping container carrying the mortal remains of 1stLt. Norman 
Lane Jr. was loaded aboard a Military Airlift Command (MAC) aircraft at Da Nang Air Base, bound for Dover Air 
Force Base, Delaware. The official Command Chronology for 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines (3/4 Marines), for that 
month of April, 1968, indicates that Cpl. Willyerd and the other Marines of Lt. Dale Wittler's 1st Platoon were 
assigned to Dong Ha (see map, page 8) over the period April 1-24, during which they would conduct road sweep 
missions along both Route 9 (east-west, leading westward to Khe Sanh) and Route 1 (north-south, leading north to 
Gio Linh). On April 20, Capt. Sid Thomas replaced Capt. Ned LeRoy, whose Vietnam tour had been completed, as 
commanding officer of Co "K." The month of April appears to have been relatively quiet for all of 3/4 Marines, 
although thirteen enlisted Marines were reported as wounded-in-action (WIA). One enlisted Marine was reported as 
killed-in-action (KIA) for that month. 
 
The Command Chronology entry for Wednesday, April 24, 1968, states that, "at 241720H, Co 'K' rejoined 3/4, thus 
completing the heli-lift of all 3/4 units to Hill 689." 
 

http://tinyurl.com/robert-claiborne


 

Northern Quang Tri Province, 1967-68. Courtesy of Jim Coan (Con Thien: The Hill of Angels). 

Khe Sanh. It must have been about twenty-five years ago. As I recall, I was coming back to my car in the parking 
lot at our neighborhood Kroger grocery store, when my eyes were drawn to a personalized license plate. There was 
nothing particularly memorable about the car it was attached to, or the man who was driving it. But the license plate 
said it all, I thought. "KAY SANH." "Kay" is considered a woman's name, and one source states that the name was 
more popular in the 1940s and 1950s, when it was used mainly as a middle name. For example, Janet Kay Hagan, 
born in 1953, served as a US senator from North Carolina over 2009-2015. But even I knew, twenty-five years ago, 
that the "Kay" being remembered on that license plate was no lady. And yet, the car’s owner could not get her out 
of his mind, even twenty-plus years later. "Kay Sanh" was a homonym for Khe Sanh, the Marine combat base 
located about four kilometers north of the village of the same name. The village served as the seat of government of 
Huong Hoa district, an area situated about seven miles from the Laotian frontier on Route 9 (see map, above).   
 
As Professor George Herring describes, in America's Longest War: The United States and Vietnam, 1950-1975 
(Fifth Edition, 2014), Ho Chi Minh and other moderates who had led the Communist Party of Vietnam had been 
maginalized late in 1963: 
 
 In a late 1963 change of power as significant as the one that had already occurred in Saigon [South Vietnamese 
 president Ngo Dinh Diem and his brother, Ngo Dinh Nhu, who controlled the ARVN (Army of the Republic of 
 Vietnam) Special Forces, had been assassinated on November 2, 1963, during a military coup], a group headed 
 by the hardline First Secretary Le Duan had seized control from moderates such as Ho Chi Minh. 
  
 Serious planning [for the Tet Offensive, which would begin on January 31, 1968] began in 1967 and provoked 
 fierce debate within party councils. . . . As before, the relentlessly aggressive first secretary Le Duan pressed 
 for much bolder – and more risky – action. . . . To lure U.S. troops away from the major population centers and 
 maintain high enemy casualties, a series of diversionary attacks would be launched in remote areas. . . . The full 

 8
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 plan for a general offensive, general uprising gained final approval in January 1968 just weeks before it was to 
 begin. 
  Hanoi began executing its plan in late 1967. In October and November, North Vietnamese regulars attacked 
 the U.S. Marine base at Con Thien, across the Laotian border, and the towns of Loc Ninh and Song Be near 
 Saigon and Dak To in the Central Highlands. Shortly after, two North Vietnamese divisions laid siege to the 
 Marine garrison at Khe Sanh near the Laotian border [italics mine]. . . . 
  The first phase of the plan worked to perfection. . . . By the end of 1967, moreover, the attention of 
 Westmoreland [General William Westmoreland, commander, US Military Assistance Command, Vietnam 
 (MACV)], the president, and indeed much of the nation was riveted on Khe Sanh, which many Americans 
 assumed was Giap's [Defense Minister Vo Nguyen Giap, commander in chief of the People's Army of Vietnam, 
 throughout the war with the US] play for a repetition of Dien Bien Phu. . . . Insisting that the fortress be held at 
 all costs, Johnson kept close watch on the battle with a terrain map in the White House war room. 
 Westmoreland sent 6,000 soldiers to defend the garrison. B-52 bombers carried out the heaviest air raids in the 
 history of warfare, eventually dropping more than 100,000 tons of explosives on a five-square-mile battle- 
 field. 
 
"The press and television carried daily reports of the action." 
 
Carlton Crenshaw was a classmate of Norman Lane's in The Basic School class 3-67, and early in 1968, Lt. 
Crenshaw was serving as an artillery officer with 3rd Battalion, 26th Marines, during the seventy-seven-day siege  
of Khe Sanh. As quoted in a 2013 newspaper article, Carlton recalled: 
 
 "Khe Sanh smelled of death," . . . "Death, cordite and red clay being turned." 
  "There were hundreds of thousands of bombs being dropped. Tens of thousands of artillery rounds coming 
 in. NVA bodies decomposed on the barbwire surrounding our positions." 
  "When I lost all my sergeants, two others came in as replacements. Within 12 hours, we lost both of them – 
 and after that, they didn't give me any more." 
  
The perspectives of Carlton Crenshaw and George Herring are expanded by John Prados and Ray W. Stubbe in 
their 1991 treatise, Valley of Decision: The Siege of Khe Sanh. In their first chapter, the authors state, "Why anyone 
would want to fight a battle for Khe Sanh is virtually inexplicable." Yet, as early as 1960, the possibility of "a major 
terrorist-guerilla campaign throughout South Vietnam and/or a military offensive across the North Vietnam or Laos 
frontier" was looming large in US State Department intelligence reports. As Prados and Stubbe put it, "So close to 
the Laotian border, . . . Khe Sanh would always be affected by what happened in Laos." And as early as 1959, the 
North Vietnamese had begun organizing the Ho Chi Minh Trail through Laos – supporting a North Vietnamese 
Army (NVA) buildup in the southern part of that country. And so it was, that the first US Special Forces 
detachment arrived at Khe Sanh in July, 1962. Less than three years later, American combat troops had arrived – in 
force – in South Vietnam, and, "By 1967 it appears to have become an idée fixe ["a rigid belief, received wisdom, a 
decision already made and one that no fact or event could derail"] with Westmoreland that a Laotian invasion, 
which could be mounted only from Khe Sanh, would seriously set back the North Vietnamese."   
 
In parallel, according to Prados and Stubbe, "Hanoi made a decision during the summer of 1967, . . . Either the Tet 
offensive was a diversion intended to facilitate NVA preparations for a war-winning battle at Khe Sanh, or Khe 
Sanh was a diversion to mesmerize Westmoreland in the days before Tet." Accordingly, in the second week of 
December, 1967: 
 
 Reports began to come in of new movements of NVA divisions down the Ho Chi Minh Trail. . . . the enemy 
 seemed interested enough in the place to be drawn into combat. William Westmoreland wanted a battle at Khe 
 Sanh [which, given the possibility of a defeat of the main body of NVA forces, would reduce the difficulty of 
 his plan to invade Laos]. . . . The Marines at Khe Sanh were about to be used by both sides for purposes that 
 had little to do with the place itself. . . . 
  On Wednesday, December 13 [1967], the time came. Colonel Houghton went to Cushman [LtGen. Robert 
 Cushman, commander, III Marine Amphibious Force (III MAF), which oversaw operations of the Marine 1st 
 and 3rd divisions in northern I Corps] with new intelligence and told the III MAF commander he needed to get 
 an extra battalion to Khe Sanh before six o'clock that night. 



The first company of 3/26 Marines set foot on Khe Sanh Combat Base within an hour. 
 
Four-and-one-half weeks later, on January 14, 1968, the Green Bay Packers defeated the Oakland Raiders, 33-14, 
in the second Super Bowl ever played. While the game was in progress, Monday, January 15, was dawning in 
Vietnam. That day, a patrol from Co "I" (India), 3/26 Marines, commanded by then-Capt. William Dabney, would 
be traversing the area around Hill 881 South. The NVA objective was to surround the Marines and to create a Dien 
Bien Phu-like loss for the Marines, similar to what happened to the French in 1954. Their objective was to retake 
the hills overlooking the combat base and to use those hill positions to pound the main combat base, the same 
strategy that they had used against the French at Dien Bien Phu. The map of the Khe Sanh area (see below) 
indicates the names and locations of several of these hill outposts, including Hills 881, North and South, Hill 861, 

 

Khe Sanh Combat Base (KSCB), the Hill outposts (numbered, yellow triangles), LZ Peanuts (red triangle), Lang 
Vei, and Route 9.   
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Hill 471 – and especially, Hill 689 – which would be home to Cpl. Allen Willyerd of Brownsville, Tennessee, and 
the other men of Co "K," 3/4 Marines, on May 15 – four months hence. All of the hills had numbers, which gave 
their heights – in meters – above sea level. The map also gives the locations of the combat base (KSCB), as well as 
Landing Zone (LZ) Peanuts and the route traversed by "Highway" 9 in this area. 
 
As Prados and Stubbe describe the situation in mid-January, "By now the North Vietnamese around Khe Sanh were 
becoming so numerous that the indications of their presence could hardly be avoided." Then, in the early morning 
hours of Sunday, January 21, it happened: 
  
 Disaster came to Khe Sanh combat base. The beleaguered reconnaissance team Nurse, out beyond Hill 689, 
 were among the first to realize what was about to happen. . . . There would be many [seventy-seven] days of 
 siege, and numerous bombardments heavier than the one this night, but the rockets and mortars of January 21 
 could never be forgotten. . . . 
  Marines later calculated that between 5:00 and 5:30 A.M. the combat base was hit by approximately a 
 hundred rounds of 82mm mortar shells and sixty 122mm rockets. . . . what made the shelling of January 21 so 
 awesome and memorable occurred fifteen minutes after it began. At that moment one or more North 
 Vietnamese shells fell in the base's main ammunition dump. The effect was devastating. . . . 
  Hours after the bombardment actually ceased the combat base was still in danger from burning 
 ammunition. . . . one of the worst moments of all came at about 10:00 A.M., when the fire ignited a large 
 quantity of C-4 plastic and other explosives.   
 
On page 3 of an earlier essay (http://tinyurl.com/hvfk4em), another map gives the reader an idea of the distance 
from Hanoi, Vietnam, to the waters off the coast of North Korea (about 1,800 miles to the northeast). At 2:55 p.m. 
local time, two days after the January 21 bombardment of Khe Sanh Combat Base, the North Korean military 
seized the US naval vessel, USS Pueblo, killing one member of the crew in the process and taking the remaining 
eighty-two men as prisoners. As Professor Herring has written, "North Korea's seizure of the U.S. warship Pueblo 
on January 23 . . . aroused concerns about other Cold War hot spots." In the same time frame, over January 21 and 
22, Khe Sanh Village, four kilometers south of the combat base, was taken by the NVA. This, in turn, helped to seal 
the fate of the US Special Forces post at Lang Vei, which fell two weeks later, on the evening of Wednesday, 
February 7, after twenty hours of fighting.  
 
The siege of Khe Sanh had now been underway for seventeen days, and there were sixty more to come: 
 
 A daily occurrence of equal or greater inevitability was the shelling. Some days the North Vietnamese 
 bombardment would be intense, others just enough to harass. . . . Soon the defenders became adept at what 
 they began to call the "Khe Sanh shuffle" or "trot," the halt and flatten, then run like hell technique of making 
 for cover at the first sign of bombardment. 
   
 Intelligence reported to Lyndon Johnson that the North Vietnamese artillery regiment moving toward Khe 
 Sanh reached battle positions near the village [now held by the enemy] on [Friday] February 23. The next  day 
 the  combat base was hit for the first time by shells of 130mm caliber. . . . 
  North Vietnamese artillerymen lost no time manifesting their new power. On February 23, . . . Khe Sanh 
 underwent its peak bombardment. The combat base suffered ten killed and fifty-one wounded. 
 
The siege had now completed its thirty-fourth day – there would be forty-three more. As Prados and Stubbe write, 
"These weeks of February 1968 very likely were William Westmoreland's worst days in Vietnam. . . . some 
prominent figures and segments of the media had begun to call for replacement of the MACV commander." In 
addition, on February 12, as the authors put it, "came the first crack in MACV's heretofore solid front on holding 
Khe Sanh."  
 
Back at home, on February 1, 1968 – the day that Haywood County, Tennessee, native Billy Lee Wright had been 
killed in action in the battle for Quang Tri City (http://tinyurl.com/hwhkzsv) – "the Lazarus-like Richard Nixon" 
announced his candidacy for the Republican presidential nomination. Quoting Evan Thomas, "In New Hampshire, 
George Romney, the presidential hope of GOP moderates, dropped out of the race, opening the way for Richard 
Nixon to secure the Republican nomination."  

http://tinyurl.com/hvfk4em
http://tinyurl.com/hwhkzsv
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Also, from Robert Kennedy: His Life:  
 
  On the fringes of politics, a "Dump Johnson" movement was stirring [in 1967]. Its leader, Allard Lowenstein, 
 was a friend of RFK's. . . .  
  Discouraged [by Kennedy's then-unwillingness to campaign, as a candidate, against the president], 
 Lowenstein wandered off to find another candidate. Most brushed him off. One, Senator Eugene McCarthy of 
 Minnesota, did not. To little notice, McCarthy declared his candidacy in November [1967]. 
 
As of February 29, 1968, Senator McCarthy was the single declared candidate for the Democratic presidential 
nomination. From Guide to U.S. Elections (Vol. I, 7th Edition, 2016): "Former Alabama governor George C. 
Wallace declared his third-party presidential candidacy on February 8, 1968. The vehicle for his candidacy was his 
personally created American Independent Party. No convention was held . . ." In the November 5 general election, 
Wallace would carry five Southern states and receive almost 15% of the national popular vote (with forty-five 
electoral votes).  
 
The Tet Offensive had begun in the early morning hours (local time) in Saigon, on Wednesday, January 31, and had 
continued until Monday, February 26, when – as John Laurence writes in The Cat from Hué – "We heard the news 
at the press center. The battle of Hué was over." CBS Evening News anchor Walter Cronkite had reported from 
Hué. On his February 27 return to the Evening News anchor desk, he delivered his well-known "Stalemate" 
commentary. Quoting from Cronkite's commentary, as described in Professor Herring's treatise, "To say that we are 
mired in stalemate seems the only reasonable, yet unsatisfactory conclusion." "'If I've lost Cronkite, I've lost the 
country,' a despairing LBJ moaned," the Herring text adds.  
 
There was also a different kind of perhaps unanticipated personal tragedy, as described by Evan Thomas: 
 
 Kennedy was deeply affected during these months [the fall of 1967] by the personal disintegration of his friend 
 Robert McNamara. Kennedy had always shared McNamara's sensitivity and bias for action and admired and 
 envied other qualities Kennedy found lacking in himself: a commanding physical presence and crisp 
 articulateness. Kennedy's most intense and greatest service had been arm in arm with McNamara, during the 
 thirteen days of the Cuban Missile Crisis. . . . He was appalled by McNamara's collapse, which was obvious by 
 August 1967. . . . Finishing his seventh year at the Pentagon, the secretary looked physically wasted and often 
 verged on tears. Watching his jaw quiver in cabinet meetings, LBJ's aides wondered if McNamara was headed 
 for a breakdown. So did LBJ. . . . In late November [1967], Johnson named McNamara as president of the 
 World Bank, without telling him first. McNamara had been looking for a way out, but he was still caught off 
 guard.  
 
From Edward J. Drea, in McNamara, Clifford, and the Burdens of Vietnam: 1965-1969 (Vol. VI, Secretaries of 
Defense Historical Series): 
 
 Whatever the facts, McNamara announced the next day [now, February 27, 1968, two days before his 
 departure] during a meeting of top civilian advisers held at the State Department that the request for 205,000 
 reinforcements made no sense to him. . . . To meet Westmoreland's requirements, McNamara foresaw a reserve 
 mobilization, increased draft calls, and spending an additional $10 billion at a time when the president was 
 fighting rising interest rates, a huge deficit, and congressional reluctance to support the administration's 
 proposed tax package to pay for the war. McNamara's fears, indeed his entire torment over the war, broke open 
 during the discussion. Tense, sarcastic, and deeply pessimistic, the secretary became visibly upset in a five-
 minute emotional appeal to other attendees, particularly to Clifford [Clark Clifford, respected Washington 
 lawyer and major adviser to Presidents Truman and Kennedy, and now, "an intimate private adviser whom 
 President Johnson had convinced to succeed Robert McNamara at the Pentagon,"], to "end this thing. . . . It 
 is out of control." . . . 
  Immediately following the meeting [on the following day, February 28], in the presence of congressional 
 leaders, members of the Supreme Court, friends, colleagues, and the press, the president presented McNamara 
 the Medal of Freedom, the nation's highest civilian award. . . . the most powerful secretary of defense the office 
 had known – was speechless. In front of the harsh glare of television lighting, holding back tears, his voice 
 breaking, he stammered a few sentences. The following day, 29 February, Johnson presided over McNamara's 



 farewell ceremony, conducted outdoors at the Pentagon in a storm of sleet and rain that seemed to fit the 
 occasion. 
 
The Winged Horse. Prados and Stubbe concluded, in their 1991 book, that Gen. Westmoreland intended to hold 
Khe Sanh indefinitely. As March of 1968 wore on, the dawning realization of a diminishing NVA threat to the 
combat base encouraged Marine commanders. The base had not been shelled at all on March 19 or 20. Still, the 
shelling that began on the evening of Friday, March 22, was the heaviest of the entire month; the heavy 
bombardment – which included almost 1,200 rounds, between 6:30 p.m. and 6:00 a.m. on the 23rd – may have 
preceded a planned ground assault on the base. But the system of seismic sensors that had been sown around Khe 
Sanh, beginning the day before the siege, "lit up in Indian country." Four ARC LIGHT strikes (twenty-four B-52 
strategic bombers) were diverted to the area in an emergency response. The best evidence as to the effect of those 
strikes comes from the final entry in a notebook shared by two NVA soldiers from the 304th Division: as translated, 
"At Khe Sanh on 23 March, a day full of bitter hardships and bloodshed." But even in mid-April, NVA strength in 
the Khe Sanh area was estimated at twelve battalions, essentially unchanged since before Operation PEGASUS. 
 
PEGASUS had been under discussion since late January. Detailed planning in March outlined what would be – in 
history – the biggest III MAF offensive of the war, with the 1st Cavalry Division (Airmobile), two battalions of 1st 
Marines, plus the 26th Marines, then at Khe Sanh. Using a new jump-off point (LZ Stud) being constructed near Ca 
Lu (see map, page 8), the objective for the combined ground-airmobile offensive was to attack and reopen Route 9  
 

 
to Khe Sanh and to relieve the combat base, then still under siege. PEGASUS, code-named after the winged horse 
of Greek mythology (a small fact that Norman Lane would have greatly appreciated), began at 7:00 a.m., from Ca 

u, and closer to midday, from LZ Stud, on April 1 (photos, above). L
 
It is ironic (one could use this dramatically understated phrase many times over) that as PEGASUS – the largest 
US-South Vietnamese offensive of the entire war, in the northern provinces (Quang Tri Province, specifically) – 
took wing, President Lyndon Johnson was making final preparations for his address to the nation. In Washington, it 
was 7:00 p.m. on Sunday, March 31. The events and decisions with respect to policy, objectives, and all other 
matters RE: the US conduct of the Vietnam War would be drastically altered by several overnight and other recent 
developments: 1) President Johnson would not be seeking re-election, 2) a new halt to bombing by US aircraft and 
to shelling by US ships on North Vietnam, except in the area north of the Demilitarized Zone (DMZ; see map, page 
8), would take effect, and 3) Clark Clifford had replaced Robert McNamara as Secretary of Defense on March 1, 
just one month before. These changes were to be combined with continuing policies which limited the ability of US 
military forces to engage the NVA. For example, about 400 of those 1,200 shells that had been fired on Khe Sanh 
Combat Base during the evening and early morning of March 22 and 23 had come from the big NVA gun 
emplacements across the Laotian border, at Co Roc. While the NVA guns were out of range for the heaviest US 
artillery, Carlton Crenshaw (see page 9) added the following in 2015: "A lot of us had similar questions about 
tactics at Khe Sanh. We were pounded by artillery (siege guns) out of Co Roc Mountain, just over the Laotian 
border but were denied the ability to go after them." Another factor, summarized by George Herring: "Support for 
the war itself remained remarkably steady between November 1967 and March 1968, hovering around 45 percent. 
But approval of Johnson's conduct of it, . . . plummeted to an all-time low of 26 percent during Tet." 
 
And there were other events in America during the spring of 1968 that would shake the foundation of the Republic 
("for which it stands, one Nation, under God"). 
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On this background, as recently as March 10, 1968, Gen. Westmoreland and MACV had fully expressed the 
intention of continuing the occupation of Khe Sanh into the fall of 1968 and beyond – and to be prepared to use the 
combat base, once relieved, as a launch-point for a swift offensive operation into Laos. PEGASUS proceeded as 
planned, unfettered by US domestic matters, as a well-executed military operation. The 1st Cavalry Division had 
now been in Vietnam for over two-and-one-half years – with their airmobile capability of 300 helicopters and 
19,000 troops, elements followed a leapfrogging strategy through a series of LZs, into the Khe Sanh area. One 
particularly violent engagement, between an estimated battalion of NVA and 1/5 Cavalry, began on Thursday, 
April 4, at the Old French Fort. The abandoned relic (circa 1952) of the First Indochina War had been  
occupied by US Special Forces in 1962 – as the first US military deployment in the Khe Sanh area (see page 9). But 
now, situated south of Route 9, roughly equidistant from Hill 471 and Khe Sanh Village to the west, it was heavily 
defended by NVA. 1/5 Cavalry suffered significant losses, including the death of the battalion commander, until the 
arrival of 2/5 Cavalry. Only on Palm Sunday, April 7, was the fort secured. 
 
Coordinated with Marine and 1st Cavalry movements westward along Route 9, toward Khe Sanh, elements of 1/9 
Marines moved out from the "Rock Quarry," just to the west of Khe Sanh Combat Base, with the assignment of 
attacking Hill 471, three kilometers away (see map, page 10). At noon on April 4 – as 1/5 Cavalry was fighting it 
out at the Old French Fort – the NVA on Hill 471 opened up against 1/9 Marines with 122mm mortars. Marines 
had finally taken the hill by 4:00 p.m. that afternoon, only to be shelled all evening and overnight by enemy 
rockets, artillery, and mortar rounds. This was followed by an NVA counterattack at 4:30 a.m. on April 5, which 
was finally stopped two hours later. As a reward for having taken Hill 471, 1/9 Marines were then ordered to take 
hills 552 and 689, in sequence, proceeding to the northwest, up the ridgeline connecting the three hills (see map, 
page 10). The first was accomplished on Palm Sunday, April 7, and the second – Hill 689 – was taken on April 9. 
The worst NVA resistance encountered involved mortar attacks on Hill 689 that began after the Marines had taken 
it. Over April 5-10, 2/26 Marines took a key ridge overlooking Hill 558 (also on the map, page 10) – in particularly 
bloody fighting. After vicious engagements on Palm Sunday, Golf 2/26 had only 120 of the 210 Marines it had had 
before starting out two days before. 
 
With respect to PEGASUS and the relief of Khe Sanh Combat Base, 2/12 Cavalry had relieved 1/9 Marines on Hill 
471 on April 6 – the linkup between PEGASUS forces and the combat base came two days later. Two days after 
that, on April 10, Maj. Gen. John Tolson, commander of the 1st Cavalry Division, received orders to terminate 
PEGASUS and begin planning for an assault into the A Shau Valley, along the Laotian border in Thua Thien 
Province. PEGASUS officially ended one week after the linkup with Khe Sanh Combat Base, and two days after 
that – on April 17 – "the winged horse flew away." 1st Cavalry Division discontinued operations in the Khe Sanh 
area. 
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Palm Sunday, 
1968, is referred 
to multiple times 
in the preceding 
stories from 
Operation 
PEGASUS. On 
Palm Sunday, 
April 7, 1968, the 
front page of the 
Memphis 
Commercial 
Appeal carried 
these headlines: 

1stLt. Norman Lane 
Jr. had been buried 
in Tabernacle 
Cemetery, just 
outside Brownsville, 
Tennessee, on 
Friday afternoon, 
April 5. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



"Hill 689 [see map, page 10] had been captured [italics mine]" by 1/9 Marines on Tuesday, April 9. One week later, 
on April 16:  
  
 Men of the 1st Battalion, 9th Marines were just then fighting for their lives. Their crisis perfectly highlighted 
 the irony of Vietnam – the war where men changed but the battle remained essentially the same – for they were 
 engaged on the slopes of Hill 689 [italics mine], one more fight on a hill that would have meant nothing except 
 for someone's desire to keep Americans at Khe Sanh.  
  Even more, the death ride of the 1st Battalion, 9th Marines happened scant days after the relief of Khe 
 Sanh, fewer than a hundred hours since the largest U.S.-South Vietnamese offensive of the war in the northern 
 provinces. 
  All this occurred simply because Marines kept running into NVA around Hill 689. There was one contact 
 on April 13, another two days later. For April 16, Captain Henry D. Banks got orders to take his Alpha 
 Company and clear the area. They came under sniper fire as soon as they began climbing the rise adjacent to 
 Hill 689, and then Lieutenant Francis Lovely's 1st Platoon was pinned down by heavier fire. . . .  
  Cahill's [1st Battalion commander] maneuver failed miserably. . . . 
  Meanwhile near Hill 689 the situation was a mess: with night [Tuesday, April 16] nearing, Cahill had two 
 companies pinned down plus a third in the area of which higher command remained completely ignorant. 
 
Three days later . . . "On April 19 India Company of the 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines arrived at Hill 689 [italics 
mine]. The worn-out 1st Battalion, 9th Marines helilifted to Cam Lo, completing the move on the afternoon of 
April 21."  
 
The Command Chronology entry for Wednesday, April 24, 1968, states that, "at 241720H, Co 'K' rejoined 3/4, thus 
completing the heli-lift of all 3/4 units to Hill 689." 
 
Paul Burton was a young sergeant with H&S Company, 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, during this time: 
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81
d that was in a 60-day period – and 

that is what changed me. 

 

 

 

 

t 

 
and, to each other, to the Corps and to 

country, no matter what.    

 I went through the summer of 1968 with the 3rd  Battalion, 4th Marines. . . . I don’t know if most people 
 realize it, but 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, is probably the most underrated, underreported outfit that was in the 
 Marine Corps in Vietnam, and I  will give you an example. A reinforced battalion of Marines, that are totally 
 staffed, are about 1,200  men. Between the first of 
 May and the first of July, 1968, we took 500 
 casualties – 500. We took  KIA and 419 
 wounded, an
 
 
It had been almost exactly four years since that warm 
evening in late May, when Allen Willyerd, Fox Smith, 
and their eighty-three classmates had gathered under
the stars at Memorial Field in Brownsville. Mr. George 
Herring, HHS principal, had handed out each diploma,
and life was good. The sky certainly seemed to be the 
limit. The photo at right is Cpl. Allen Willyerd, 
machine gunner and squad leader, 1st Platoon, Kilo
Company, 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, in May of 1968. 
He is standing on Hill 689. The Winged Horse had 
prepared the way for him. His fellow Marines and 
Corpsmen on the ground – supported by fast-burners
and gunships on-station and by artillery up at the 
Rockpile, at Camp Carroll, and at KSCB itself – all 
were dedicated to protecting him and his men, as bes
they could. As a team, all had signed on to the Marine 
Corps motto, Semper Fidelis – "Always faithful" – to
the mission at h


