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 “FOR THOSE WHO FIGHT FOR IT, LIFE HAS A 

FLAVOR THE PROTECTED NEVER KNOW.”  
 
 
 

Marines and Corpsmen from Kilo Company, 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, Vietnam, 1967-68. VMI, April 16, 
2016. Seated: Corpsman John "Doc" Nunn. Front row, left to right: Lt. Dale Wittler, 1st Platoon, Lt. Peter 
Wymes, Corpsman Ron Smith, Capt. Ned LeRoy, company commander, Lt. Ed Giardino, 2nd Platoon, Lt. Phil 
Stoner, artillery forward observer, Cpl. Allen Willyerd, 1st Platoon. Back row, left to right: Sgt. Paul Burto
H&S Co, Corpsman Tony Milazzo, Lt. Brad Place, executive officer, and Corpsman Bob Wilson.    

n, 

 

January 28, 2017 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
Brad Place (photo above) had graduated from Texas A&M University, where he had been a member of the Cadet 
Corps for four years. As he said in April of 2016, "I had known that I would probably go into the Marine Corps, 
pretty much all my life." Brad’s father had served with the 1st Marine Division during World War II, at places like 
Peleliu and Okinawa and so, as Brad put it, "I was sort of born and bred." He spent two summers with the Marine 
Corps Platoon Leaders Class (PLC) program while in college. "Vietnam was blaring out," through Brad’s years at 
Texas A&M, "and it was becoming apparent that not only was I going into the Marine Corps, but I was going to 
Vietnam. There was no question about it, and I got some great advice from my father about that, and it was very 
helpful." Brad graduated with a commission as a 2ndLt. in January of 1967 and proceeded to Quantico, where he  
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joined The Basic School (TBS) class 5-67. His tour in Vietnam began that October, and he was initially assigned to 
3rd Battalion, 4th Marines (3/4 Marines), as commander of Weapons Platoon. Shortly thereafter, he became the 
Executive Officer (XO) for Kilo Company (Co "K"), 3/4 Marines, working closely with Capt. Ned LeRoy (photo  
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Khe Sanh Combat Base (KSCB), the Hill outposts (numbered, yellow triangles), LZ Peanuts (red triangle), 
Lang Vei, and Route 9. Two sources give the location of the LZ as XD 811395 and XD 809393 (see page 5). 

page 1), Kilo Co commander. As Brad recalls, "I went over as a 2ndLt., and I was hard-charged and ready to go. 
Capt. LeRoy told me to go down and join Weapons Platoon, and don’t say anything for two weeks – and just listen. 
That was some of the best advice I ever got." 
 
1stLt. Phil Stoner (photo, page 1), a graduate – with Norman Lane and Carlton Crenshaw (page 9, 
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968) – of TBS 3-67 who had been working as artillery forward observer with Kilo Co, 
3/4 Marines, made one trip to Hill 689 [see map, above] on Thursday, April 18, 1968. Just two days before, three 
companies of 1/9 Marines had been engaged in fierce fighting with the enemy, near the same Hill 689. Lt. Stoner, 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
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who had been reassigned as the battalion (3/4) fire support coordinator just one week earlier, was visiting Hill 689 
with LtCol. Lee Bendell, 3/4 battalion commander, and the communications officer. The purpose of their  
visit was to coordinate the battalion’s move – starting the next day, April 19 – out to the location. Phil recently 
recalled the process of ending the visit to Hill 689: 
  
 We got rocketed on the helicopter's first two attempts to extract us. On the third try he backed the helicopter in, 
 using the hill to hide his arrival from the NVA rocket crew, and we ran onto the chopper so fast I have no idea 
 whether they tried on the third, and successful, landing. I thought I was moving pretty fast till LtCol Bendell, 
 twenty-five years my senior, passed me like a gray streak [italics mine].  
 
India Co, 3/4 Marines, arrived at Hill 689 the next day – on April 19. The Command Chronology entry for April 24 
indicates that, at 5:20 p.m. local time, "Co ‘K’ rejoined 3/4, thus completing the heli-lift of all 3/4 units to Hill 
689." As Brad Place said recently, "I seem to recall that when we first arrived at 689, we didn't experience much in 
the way of outright attacks on the hill itself but we did receive some ‘probing’ and incoming."  
 
Author’s note: The following material contains transcripts of an interview that was conducted on July 12, 2014, as 
well as transcripts of E-mail messages. In some cases, I have edited segments of the interview in order to provide a 
better focus on the topic. The full interview can be heard at: 
http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/commemoration ("Men of Kilo Company"). For the E-mail 
messages, I have made only very slight edits, and then only if the meaning of the statement was otherwise at risk. I 
have also added italics liberally, for emphasis.  
 
In July, 2014, I interviewed Allen Willyerd, Doc Nunn, and Tony Milazzo (photo, page 1), and Randy Gensamer. 
All were with Kilo Co, 3/4 Marines, and were at Hill 689. The following gives an account of their recollections of 
the move to Hill 689, in the spring of 1968: 
 
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, now they airlifted us over to 689/471. I think he touched down on 471, didn't we? 
 NUNN:   Well, we went up part of Route 9. We got ambushed part way up, and then we got choppered up to 
 Khe Sanh, and then up to 689. 
 MILAZZO:   Landed on the finger . . . one company went one way, and we went up to the top of the hill. 
 WILLYERD:   Yes, I knew we didn’t land on top of 689. I knew we landed down there. 
 NUNN:   That was a whole different world. . . . 
  
 NUNN:   Yeah, but you’d go out the gate, and go maybe a couple hundred yards and "Whew!" 
 WILLYERD:   Yeah! (Laughter) . . . I did. I did. My orders might have been to go four or five  
 hundred . . . but I went a couple of hundred . . .  
 NUNN:   "Go two valleys over . . ." F--- you! . . .  
 MILAZZO:   I can remember, once in a while, they would throw the lines with grenades. We tried to figure out 
 how could they get that close that you’re throwing grenades.   
 
Brad Place recalls further: 
 
 What our [Kilo Co’s] actual role was in the overall scheme of things would certainly have been part of an all 
 encompassing plan but that would have been determined at either a regimental or division level and I don’t 
 recall ever knowing how we fit into that plan. I think it’s likely that our battalion commander might have 
 known but as a 1st Lt performing in the capacity of an acting company commander (while waiting for Capt Sid 
 Thomas to join the company) and XO, my knowledge was more directly related to conducting operations of a 
 company or platoon size.  
 
Capt. Ned LeRoy had assumed command of Kilo Co in early September of 1967, while the battalion was still 
defending the base at Con Thien, and now in April of 1968 he was in the process of rotating home. Capt. Sid 
Thomas assumed command of the company on April 20. On April 28, LtCol. Frank Bourne assumed command of 
3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, from LtCol. Lee Bendell, who had led the battalion through nearly its entire two-month 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/commemoration
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ordeal at Con Thien. As I have written (page 7, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), the month of April had been 
relatively quiet for Kilo Co and, in fact, for all of 3/4 Marines.  
 
But as the month of May approached, the leadership qualities of both new commanders would be challenged, 
dramatically. As Doc Nunn, Corpsman with Weapons Platoon, Kilo Co, recalled in 2014, "If you want further [than 
200 yards], you were going to get your shit kicked! Because they were out there. They were everywhere. That was 
their country."  
 
Brad Place added, "I do remember that within 2 or 3 days of arriving, Hanoi Hannah welcomed Kilo 3/4 to Khe 
Sanh over a.m. radio and said we weren't going to live long. It's still a mystery as to how she knew we'd arrived." 
He continued: 
 
 I can’t say with any certainty whether the overall mission was to defend the various hills in order to protect 
 KSCB but it is my impression that because the siege had been broken and the NVA divisions were withdrawing 
 to recover and regroup, we were sent to the surrounding hills to locate, pursue and engage any remaining NVA 
 elements that might be still operating in the vicinity. Enemy contact was an almost daily occurrence, as best I 
 can recall, and came either as a result of direct enemy engagement or from incoming artillery, mortars or 
 rockets. 
 
Cpl. John Hudson had completed his first tour in Vietnam with Lima Co, 3/4 Marines. In 2016, he wrote that he had 
returned to the company from his thirty-day extension leave on April 23, 1968. Mr. Hudson continued:  
 
 On 19 April Lt Colonel Bendell with his tactical HQ and India Company helicoptered onto Hill 689 to help out 
 1/9 [see page 5]. The next day Lima arrived with Kilo and Mike [companies] following within two days . . .  
 
 We were now located two miles west of KSCB . . . about a mile from the Laotian border. 3/4 was manning two 
 hills on the prominent ridgeline that overlooked KSCB. Lima and Kilo were on Hill 689 with the 3/4 Alpha 
 Command Group under Colonel Bourne, . . . India and Mike were a mile and a half south on Hill 552 with 
 Major Meade . . . with the Bravo Command Group, . . . 
  May had started off slow with few contacts in our TAOR [Tactical Area of Responsibility], Mike and India 
 were transferred to 1/9 over north of Dong Ha to fight the NVA 320 Division on 4 May. [Don Rait was a 
 Marine with Mike Co, 3/4, at that time, and he recently wrote: "Mike and India had been sent to the coast 
 above the Cua Viet entrance for the massive battle by 2/4 that ended up protecting Dong Ha from ground attack 
 by the NVA." 1stLt. George Norris,  who had been a classmate with Norman Lane and Carlton Crenshaw in 
 TBS class 3-67, was killed in action on April 30 while commanding Bravo Co, 1/3 Marines, in the Battle for 
 Dong Ha. Cpl. Tyrone Austin, originally from Brownsville, TN, was killed in action on May 2, while  serving 
 as a machine gunner with Hotel Co, 2/4  Marines, in the same battle. The map on page 8, 
 (http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), gives the location of the entrance of the Cua (or Qua) Viet River.] 
   
John Hudson concluded, "Starting 15 May we made contact with the NVA almost every day . . ." 
 
Starting with the Command Chronology for May, 1968, each daily report began with a summary of incoming 
mortar and/or artillery recorded [italics mine, in the following]: 
 
  2 May: Hill 552 received four rounds of 82mm mortars from XD 767392, resulting in no  
  casualties. . . . 
  5 May: At 1745, Hill 689 received ten rounds of 60mm mortars from XD 781408. . . . 
  8 May: Hill 689 received 15 rounds of 60mm mortars from XD 785397. . . .  
  9 May: Hill 689 received two rounds of unknown caliber artillery from an unknown direction. . . .  
  11 May: Hill 689 received four 120mm mortar rounds from XD 791391. . . . 
  13 May: Hill 689 received eight rounds of 82mm mortars from XD 785382. . . .  
  14 May: Hill 689 received two rounds of 82mm mortars from XD 781382. . . . 
  15 May: Hill 689 received five rounds of 82mm mortars from XD 777402. 
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968


[The reader can identify the position from which each mortar or artillery attack is fired, using the "XD" coordinate 
given above and the map on page 2. The first three digits give the x-axis coordinate, to the nearest 1/10th. "781" 
corresponds to 78.1 on the x-axis of the map. The last three digits, e.g., "408," correspond to the y-axis coordinate, 
in the same way. For example, LZ Peanuts is located, on the map on page 2, at XD 811395.]  
 
Another TBS 3-67 classmate of Lts. Lane, Crenshaw, and Norris was Forrest Dickinson. Lane and Dickinson had 
really only become acquainted at Camp Lejeune, where both had been assigned to 3/6 Marines on graduation from 
TBS. Both were then deployed to Guantanamo Bay Naval Base with the battalion over May-September, 1967, and 
they were billeted together in the same BOQ (Bachelor Officer Quarters). As Forrest recently recalled, "Norm was 
always cheerful and positive . . . Norm kept my mind off the dreadful fact which we all knew was soon to develop 
for us – orders to West Pac." 
 
"We reached Vietnam about the same time and again were assigned to the same battalion (3rd Bn 4th Mar). He 
having training stateside in mortars went to the 81s and I went to a rifle company. So we were separated basically 
by the nature of the way the Battalion operated." Parallel to 1stLt. Brad Place’s assignment as Executive Officer 
(XO) for Kilo Co, 1stLt. Dickinson was serving as XO for India Co, 3/4 Marines, in the time frame of late April-
May of 1968. As Forrest recalls, "Yes, I was on my way to Hill 689 I believe (little vague about the hill number) 
when I was wounded by a mortar on hill 522 [I strongly suspect that Forrest is referring to Hill 552, which India 3/4 
was defending during that time] outside of Khe Sanh base and evacuated." Forrest concluded, "Probably a wound 
that saved my life. Then I ask why me . . ."   
 
In 2016, John Hudson wrote about a firebase named LZ Peanuts, which had been established by the 1st Cavalry 
Division in the spring of 1968. As given on the map on page 2, LZ Peanuts (red triangle) was located on Hill 549 
(not labeled), which was about a mile north of Route 9 and a mile south of Hill 689. As I have written (page 13, 
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), Operation PEGASUS had been led by the 1st Cavalry Division (Airmobile), in 
coordination with the 1st Marine Regiment and the 26th Marines, then at Khe Sanh. Relief of KSCB came on April 
8, 1968, PEGASUS officially ended on April 15, and the 1st Cavalry Division discontinued major operations in the 
Khe Sanh area on April 17. Meanwhile on April 16, men of the 1st Battalion, 9th Marines, were "fighting for their 
lives" in fierce combat near Hill 689 (see page 15, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968).  
 
As Mr. Hudson describes the situation – on that same day, the 2nd Brigade of the 1st Cavalry Division established 
three firebases southwest of Khe Sanh, in order to provide artillery support for their units, who were clearing the 
western approaches to KSCB of NVA forces. The northernmost firebase had 
originally been named LZ Snoopy, but this had been changed to LZ Peanuts. 
Eighteen days later, on the afternoon of May 4, the ammunition bunkers at the 
LZ had taken direct hits from NVA rockets. The ammunition in the bunkers 
continued to explode, into the night, and the NVA launched a battalion-sized 
attack around 2 a.m. in the morning of Sunday, May 5. The perimeter was 
breached, and hand-to-hand fighting raged as the soldiers of 1st Battalion, 5th 
Cavalry Regiment, fought it out with the swarming NVA on the LZ perimeter. 
A detailed account of the December 27, 1966, NVA assault on LZ Bird, which 
was defended by other units (primarily 1/12 Cavalry) and men of the 1st 
Cavalry Division in Binh Dinh Province, appears in an earlier story (pages 13-
15, http://tinyurl.com/zg5t4sv) and gives the reader some idea of the ferocity 
of a similar nighttime attack on a firebase
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Eleven soldiers – seven from Alpha Battery, 1st Battalion, 77th Artillery, and 
four from Alpha and Bravo companies, 1st Battalion, 5th Cavalry – died 
defending LZ Peanuts that night. The oldest was 23, and the youngest was 19; 
seven were just 20 years old. Seven or more of these men had served with the 
Army for less than twelve months. They came from cities and towns in eight 
states – from Los Angeles, CA, to New York, NY. SGT Eddie Chervony  
(photo, right), Alpha Battery, 1/77 Artillery, had graduated from Fremont High 
School in Los Angeles in the spring of 1966 and had been married for two 

SGT Eddie Chervony, Alpha 
Battery, 1st Battalion, 77th 
Artillery, 1st Cavalry 
Division (Airmobile). 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
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weeks when he enlisted on September 6 of that year. In 1950, when he was three years old, SGT Chervony's 
parents had brought him and his six brothers and sisters to the United States from their native Puerto Rico. SGT 
Chervony's own daughter was four months old when he left for Vietnam in August, 1967. He was three days shy of 
his 21st birthday when he died for his country, defending his fellow soldiers at LZ Peanuts – a series of actions for 
which he was posthumously awarded the Silver Star Medal and the Distinguished Service Cross (DSC). SGT 
Chervony's DSC Citation reads, in part: 
 
 Learning that several positions had been overrun, Sergeant Chervony unselfishly exposed himself to the 
 continuing hostile fusillade to assist  in rescuing the casualties in them. On separate trips, he evacuated five 
 seriously wounded across one hundred meters of open terrain to a place of safety. When carrying a sixth man to 
 the friendly lines he was cut off by enemy force and was attacked with grenades and satchel charges. While 
 protecting his wounded companion from the satchel charge by covering him with his own body, he received a  
 mortal wound. Sergeant Chervony's  extraordinary heroism and devotion  to duty, at the cost of his life, were in 
 keeping . . .  
 
According to the Hudson account, the Army artillery battery abandoned the LZ later that day (May 5), leaving 
some security forces from 1/5 Cavalry on LZ Peanuts for a few more days. But by April 17, most of the 1st Cavalry 
Division had already departed the Khe Sanh area for a new assault in the A Shau Valley (page 14, 
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968).  
 
Don Rait recently wrote his own recollection about LZ Peanuts, which had an operational life span of under three 
weeks: 
 
 We had been on 689 earlier in April of ‘68. I remember that the aircav had lights on at night and you could hear 
 the constant hum of a generator. It confirmed everything we had expected about how the Army conducts their 
 field operations. They had a jeep with radios that seemed to run 24/7. They also had a couple of 105’s [105mm 
 howitzers]. 
 
As John Hudson adds, "It was finally determined that the secret FADAC artillery computer [Field Artillery Digital 
Automatic Computer, the first (circa 1960) semiconductor-based digital field-artillery computer, weighing about 
200 pounds] and secret code books had been left behind. Lima Company [3/4 Marines] was sent to retrieve it and 
any other usable gear and weapons." 
 
As Prados and Stubbe wrote in 1991 (page 15, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), "they [1/9 Marines] were engaged 
on the slopes of Hill 689, one more fight on a hill that would have meant nothing except for someone’s desire to 
keep Americans at Khe Sanh." To which John Hudson added, in 2016: "LZ Peanuts would play an important role in 
3/4 history. The AirCav would be blasted off that hill in early May and 3/4 would fight the NVA for that abandoned 
and worthless hill several times."          
 
As of Monday, May 13, 1968, Cpl. Hudson had been a squad leader with 2nd Platoon of Lima Co for three days. 
He left Hill 689 that morning with two three-man fireteams and a three-man M-60 machine gun team. His squad 
was assigned the job of being first through the wire, as they approached LZ Peanuts from the east. 1st Squad was 
part of the Lima Co effort to retrieve the secret FADAC artillery computer and secret code book, and any other 
usable gear and weapons that the Army had left behind over May 5-12. 
 
LZ Peanuts, according to Mr. Hudson, had been built by AirCav engineers and had formidable defenses, which 
Lima Co would now have to penetrate on their May 13 mission. The entire area, for at least fifty meters outside the 
wire, had been bulldozed clear of brush so that the defenders – now, potentially, the NVA – would have clear fields 
of fire. Typical wire obstacles – concertina wire, razor wire, tanglefoot, barbed wire, and engineer stakes covered in 
wire – all surrounded the entire hill. As Mr. Hudson relates, "There was not a blade of grass or a bush to hide 
behind once you were up in that wire. The only cover was folds in the ground and bomb and shell craters [once the 
AirCav had left LZ Peanuts, it was shelled and bombed heavily]."        
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
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The cold hard fact, continuing with Mr. Hudson’s report, was that if the NVA were in those perfect Army bunkers 
waiting for him, his squad, and others from Lima Co, the Marines and Corpsmen would "be quickly pinned down 
and shot to pieces," if the enemy opened fire on them. As he wrote in 2016, "I was praying as we crawled forward, 
keeping my M16 sight on the closest bunker aperture, ready to fire if I saw anything." As fate would have it, the 
NVA were not on LZ Peanuts that day. Lima Co searched the entire position and found the FADAC computer, the 
code books, and literally tons of usable gear, weapons, and ammunition. A canceled helilift, due to rain, mandated 
that much of this usable hardware be left on the LZ as Lima Co departed. 
 
Two weeks later, on May 27, 1968, Cpl. Hudson and his reconstituted 1st squad, of 2nd Platoon, Lima Co, would 
return to LZ Peanuts in support of a Mike Co mission to recover an MIA Marine from action there the day before. 
John Hudson recalled that day, when the gods were not smiling on LZ Peanuts as they had been on May 13: 
 
 As I watched the Mike Company Marines start to enter the wire surrounding LZ Peanuts I thought to myself 
 "better you than me" as I thought about the time, only two weeks before when I’d crawled through that wire 
 praying as I crawled that there would not be any NVA there. 
  I’m sure that some of those Mike Marines were also praying that the NVA would not be there. 
  As I heard the first AK47s start firing, I knew that those troops in the wire would be lucky to make it out 
 alive. 
 
The Mike Co casualties for that action at LZ Peanuts, on a Monday afternoon, May 27, 1968, were 5 KIAs, 22 
WIAs medevac’d, 2 WIAs non-evac’d, and 2 MIAs known to be dead. The seven Marines who gave their lives that 
day came from Waxahatchie, TX, Woodward, OK, Alto, MI, Meriden, CT, Philadelphia, PA, El Paso, TX, and 
Baldwyn, MS. One was 19 years old, one was 21 years old, one was 25, and four were just 20 years old. One was in 
his 12th month in Vietnam, and one had been in Vietnam for 9 days. The MIA from May 26 was recovered, also 
KIA.  
 
"A week later . . . the NVA had left LZ Peanuts." 
 
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 in Brownsville, Tennessee (http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968). Cpl. Allen Willyerd from 
Brownsville was a machine gunner and leader of 3rd squad, 1st Platoon, Kilo Co, 3/4 Marines – he and his unit had 
now been on Hill 689 for three weeks, and there were four more weeks to come. Allen’s boyhood and high school 
friend, Fox Smith, was less than three weeks from graduation at Vanderbilt University – but with the draft ("until 
such person completes the requirements for his baccalaureate degree") looming as a serious prospect (pages 4-5, 
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), graduation may have seemed something of a double-edged sword. Senator Robert 
F. Kennedy’s campaign was exactly two months old, and as of May 15, he had defeated Senator Eugene McCarthy 
in their first two head-to-head contests for the Democratic presidential nomination – this included a 51%-to-31% 
margin of victory in the Nebraska primary, which had been held the day before. Their next contest would be held in 
Oregon in two weeks – on Tuesday, May 28 – a day after seven Mike Co Marines had given their lives on LZ 
Peanuts.  
 
The next story is a story about two enlisted Marines – one black, one white – and the bond that forms between 
men in combat. The photo on page 8 is that of Cpl. Allen Willyerd – Brownsville native, close boyhood friend of 
Fox Smith, avid duck hunter, HHS Class of 1964 graduate, former delivery driver for Turner Dairy, and – for the 
eighteen months or so prior to this photograph – US Marine. With him is LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, 
from Charlotte, North Carolina – the Radioman for 3rd squad, 1st Platoon, Kilo Co, 3/4 Marines – the squad that 
Allen led.  
 
About a month after I first met Allen Willyerd, in mid-July of 2014, and learned about Charles Russell Jerome 
Menton III, from Charlotte, North Carolina, some research led me to the contact information for one of his 
surviving sisters, Mrs. Anna Threatt, also of Charlotte. The first time I called, on Tuesday, August 12, 2014, I had 
to leave a voice mail. Two days later I sent a letter to Mrs. Threatt, together with a copy of this photograph. The 
letter had said, in part: 
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
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 I wanted to contact you 
 because your brother, 
 LCpl. Charles Russell 
 Jerome Menton, was Cpl. 
 Willyerd's Radioman. I 
 talked for several hours 
 with Cpl. Willyerd, and he 
 spoke glowingly — and 
 with a definite twinkle in 
 his eye — about your 
 brother, his service, and 
 his sacrifice. I am 
 enclosing a photograph 
 that Cpl. Willyerd had, 
 taken of LCpl. Menton 
 and himself in Vietnam in 
 1968. The second 
 enclosure is a memorial  
 Tribute that Allen wrote in 
 honor of your brother. 
  I, of course, would 
 love to learn more about 
 your brother — but of 
 course I respect your 
 wishes for privacy, and I 
 fully understand that 
 recalling these memories 
 may come at too great an 
 emotional price. In   

 

LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III (left), from Charlotte, North 
Carolina, Radioman for 3rd squad, 1st Platoon, Kilo Co, 3/4 Marines, and 
Cpl. Allen Willyerd (right), from Brownsville, Tennessee, Machine gunner
and Squad leader, 3rd squad, 1st Platoon, Kilo Co, 3/4 Marin

 
es.  

 closing, these words from John 15:13, 
  "Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends." 
  Please feel free to contact me at any time. God bless you and the  memory of your brother, and may God 
 keep him safe from harm, now and for all time. 
 
Earlier this year (being written in 2016), I realized that I needed to delete a number of old voice messages that had 
accumulated over almost two years. As I neared the end, I discovered that I had kept the one and only message I 
ever received from Mrs. Threatt. My phone told me that it had been received at 1:30 p.m. on Saturday, August 16, 
2014: 
 
 Yes, good evening. I hope this is the number of Professor Al Claiborne. This is Anna Threatt from Charlotte, 
 North Carolina. I am the sister of Charles Russell Jerome Menton that you left me a phone message the other 
 day, and I was going to call you back. But I got a letter from you in the mail today, thank you so much. I have no 
 clue . . . no idea how you located me, but yes, that is my brother, and I will be back in touch with you on Monday 
 so that we can talk further about this. Right now I am just reading this letter over and over . . . just trying to 
 absorb all of this, but that is my brother, and I just  thank you for your work that you put into locating me, 
 because I have no idea how you located me . . . after all of these years . . . over 45 years . . . about 46 years,  but 
 I’m glad and, yes, that picture is him. I don’t know what to make of all this right now . . . I’m just kind of taken 
 back. But I am so thankful because I do have . . . we do have lots of questions. But I will talk with you on 
 Monday. I will give you a call back, and thank you for the work that you are doing, and thank you for 
 contacting us about my brother, who did lose his life in Vietnam. Thank you so very much, and may God bless 
 you. I will talk with you later. 
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I was able to speak with Mrs. Threatt one time – my recollection is that it was later that Saturday. I didn't take any 
notes, but I have a few firm recollections. She told me that the photograph which I had sent her was the only 
photograph she had ever seen of her younger brother in Vietnam. She told me what a happy young man he had 
been, often singing around their home. But, she added that he had not been very hopeful about his chances of 
returning home from Vietnam. Mrs. Threatt told me that a granddaughter of hers, I believe, had once done a school 
project about LCpl. Menton – a great-uncle whom she had never known. Mrs. Threatt also told me that some years 
later, there had been a fire in the house where his Purple Heart and other medals had been kept, and they had been 
lost. I offered to help get the medals restored, through a local US Senator's office.  
 
These are the details that I remember. That was, now, over two years ago. I never heard from Mrs. Threatt again – a 
few phone calls, another letter or two – no replies. 
 
But I can tell you a few things about LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, from Charlotte, North Carolina. 
Born on June 1, 1948, he was a graduate of West Charlotte High School. He had enlisted in the Marine Corps on 
August 2, 1967. Five months later, on January 12, 1968, LCpl. Menton began his tour in Vietnam. In 2014, Allen 
recalled going on "bushwhacks," or ambushes, with his squad: 
 
 WILLYERD:   This is why I don’t ever remember a Corpsman. When I went out on a bushwhack, a fire team’s 
 got three . . . a squad’s got three fire teams, and on the bushwhack you have a gun team. So, you’ve got four . . . 
 you’ve got four teams . . . supposed to be four four-man teams. Never had that many men. But, we would go 
 out and I’d set a fire team here, machine guns here, fire team here, fire team in the rear, and then me and 
 Menton was right in the middle. . . . And I had . . . I had just . . .  
  
 WILLYERD:   He [unnamed Marine] would be in front of me. He was a gunner. Me and Menton would be 
 right here, and so if I wanted the gun to open up, I’d grab his foot. And if I twisted his foot, that machine gun 
 opened  up. But, yeah me and Menton would be in the middle, and we would take turns . . . maybe an hour or 
 two hours with the radio. We would set the radio on the ground and then you sat there with the mike, and about 
 every 30 minutes to an hour or whenever . . . they would say whatever your designation was that night. 
 
Allen described another occasion, when 1st Platoon of Kilo Co was based at Cam Lo District Headquarters, with 
his 3rd squad: 
 
 WILLYERD:   Now every night, I had . . . there was a CAC [Combined Action Program] village out there, 
 which . . . that consists of four Marines and a bunch of ARVNs. And so my job every night was to take my 
 squad and go out there and re-force those Marines, because they had been hit at some point previous to that. 
 Well, ARVNs are the bravest people in the world, until one bullet flies, and then you see them gone. 
 (Laughter). So they sent my squad out there to back up the . . . 
 
 WILLYERD:   And . . . that's when some . . . some different things happened. I would go out and spend the 
 night with them, and then we'd get up, and we'd make a squad-sized patrol . . . right back around into Cam Lo. 
 And we got up one morning, and we'd go through that village . . . another village  that was right out there by 
 them. Well, it's just a little old dirt sidewalk, or dirt streets, and they ain't . . . they ain't wide as this rug right 
 here. And so, Vietnamese they don't have money . . . they barter. I'll give you one chicken . . . they'll go out and 
 cut wood, and cutting wood back then consisted of a little old branch about that long, you know, but they'd 
 have a big bundle of it. And so, we'll give you one chicken for that bundle of wood . . . you know, yada,  
 yada, . . . they'd barter. Whatever they would . . . we'd go through this village. Man, you're bumping into  
 them . . . and of course, you're thinking, who's got the grenade that's going to walk up. 
 
 WILLYERD:   We're bumping into them and mingling, then . . . we're trying to get through their little village. 
 One morning, we pulled up there. They're all in their hooches, and they're looking out at us. "Whoa!" I said, 
 "Hold up!" So we set up. And so I called . . . I called Cam Lo, and our friend Fish was the radio man . . . the 
 company radio. And I said, "Fish, I got problems." And he said, "What is it?" and I said . . . told him . . . I said, 
 "They're out here, they're in the hooches looking out, there ain't a soul moving in this village." He said, "Hold 
 up!" So probably about 15 or 20 minutes . . . (Helicopter sound effects) . . . two Hueys [gunships] setting up 
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 there. They said, "Okay, go ahead!" So we walked on through the village and never had any trouble. No 
 problems. 
 
The situation was reversed, however, on one patrol, when 3rd squad was mistakenly "Fired on by a 50 cal in a 
Chinook flying back I guess from Khe Sanh." 
 
 WILLYERD:   "Menton [LCpl. Menton], pop a yellow smoke!" 
 MENTON:   "Will [Cpl. Willyerd], I did not bring any!" 
 WILLYERD:   "F---!" 
 
John Hudson’s narrative (page 4) places Hill 689 about a mile from the Laotian border. Doc Nunn has emphasized 
that if the Marines went more than 200 yards from their perimeter on Hill 689, "You were going to get your shit 
kicked! Because they were out there. They were everywhere. That was their country." In correspondence over two-
and-one-half weeks in late August and September of 2015, Dale Wittler (photo, page 1; then-Lt. Wittler had been 
commander of 1st Platoon, Kilo Co) and Allen Willyerd discussed one particularly hair-raising adventure on a 
platoon-sized patrol off Hill 689. LCpl. Menton was the 3rd squad Radioman on this patrol. 
 
 WITTLER:   Didn't Doc Milazzo get med-evaced for heat stroke/exhaustion on a patrol off Hill 689 when we 
 destroyed an NVA artillery observation bunker that was bringing mortar and artillery fire on us on 689? 
 WILLYERD:   I do remember the OP on that Ridge. Do you remember the meeting you and I had with Lt Col 
 Bourne [battalion (3/4) commander] on Hill 689 preceding that trip up to that Ridge on that day? 
 WITTLER:   I believe it was sometime in May . . . that 1st Platoon left Hill 689 to hunt for the NVA OP that 
 was calling in mortar fire on our hill. Do you remember this patrol? This is the patrol I am thinking Milazzo 
 was Med-evaced for heat stroke or exhaustion. We had to descend to the bottom of 689 and then go up the 
 adjacent hill that I believe was equal or higher than 689. Once we got to the top we could see an NVA bunker. I 
 asked for a flamethrower unit to burn them out (poor guys humping those canisters down one hill and up 
 another in that heat). As they [NVA] would rise up out of their bunker and fire or throw grenades at us I 
 believe. We ended up getting to the bunker killing three NVA soldiers inside. We also recovered their radio but 
 don't remember if it still worked as we threw several grenades inside the bunker once we got to it. 
  The flamethrower unit got to us about that time. We took a casualty or two as we had one or two med-evac 
 choppers come in – I don't think we suffered any KIA's. I remember when we pulled the NVA soldiers out of 
 the bunker they had on rather fresh uniforms and we were in rags! I know I was in awe of the enemy knowing 
 they didn't have the support we had but they were better dressed than us!  
 WILLYERD:   Yes Sir that Patrol out to that Ridge I do remember it well. I was asking you if you remember 
 just before that you and I was called up to LTCOL Bourne or Bendell can not remember who Battalion 
 Commander was at the time [it appears from the above that this was LtCol. Frank Bourne] but you and I had a 
 meeting with him at HQ [3/4 Alpha Command Group headquarters, on Hill 689].  
  Yes Sir on that patrol I was on your right flank as we got to the hill and made contact. As the initial contact 
 was slowing down Spook was up on point with Satterlee and DeSoto. He was still firing full magazines in one 
 of the Bunkers I thought, "What the Hell!" So after the 3rd full magazine and no AK-47 return fire I ran up to 
 his position to see what was going on as he was loading another magazine. He turned to me and said, "Will he 
 is still moving." I told him that after 70+ rounds of M-16 fire, his body is trying to fill in the gaps. Then I 
 moved up to where y’all were. When I got there some of the interpreters were trying to talk the NVA out of that 
 bunker with megaphones I did not stay there long and got back to my Sqd.  
  We moved around, setting up facing west toward CoRock [Co Roc Mountain, see page 13, 
 http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968] when the order came to move off of the hill Menton was talking to, I do not 
 know who, but we were told to move straight off the hill which would have been going west toward Laos we 
 moved about 100 meters and I looked back it was only us and knowing that we were not far from Laos I did not 
 think all was well with this picture.  
  I got in the Radio and questioned the route and found out y’all were moving East and we were going West. 
 Thinking that if any of the NVA had survived and gotten off the Hill they would have gone west now that will 
 make the hair on the back of your neck stand up. We turned around and got back up that hill faster than hell. 
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968


Allen Willyerd, still today, refers to the M-16 rifle as the "Matty Mattel rifle." Allen has also said, hands down, that 
the AK-47 used by the NVA was the superior weapon in the field. I recently asked Allen whether it was easy to 
distinguish the sound of AK-47 fire from that of an M-16 in the field, and he said, authoritatively, that the two 
sounds were like night and day. Over the entire month of May, 1968, the battalion Command Chronology reports 
that eight AK-47 rifles were captured in searches of NVA bunkers, etc. They say that even in war, there is humor, 
as this story related by Allen to Dale Wittler suggests: 
 
 SSgt. D was our Platoon Sergeant the next in command under you. He was one fine Marine. I remember 
 wanting to kill him coming back on one Patrol, up off of 689. We had found a NVA Bunker with a lot of 
 Weapons and Chicoms [Chinese Communist grenades] etc. Coming back to 689 my Sqd. was in the rear. As 
 we got to the base of the Hill SSgt D was carrying an AK-47 we had found, he was behind me he let off with a 
 burst of AK fire. Hearing that fire as close as it was well you can imagine what I thought, we are home and in 
 the shit. I wheeled as fast as I could M-79 [grenade launcher] at the ready to see him and the rest of my Sqd. 
 laughing.  
  I still do not think that was very damn funny. Wonder some D---head in the perimeter had not opened fire 
 on us. That was just SSgt. D.   
 
As Allen said in 2014, "Yes, those were exciting times."  
 
The excitement ended on Hill 689 at 10:00 a.m. local time, Thursday, May 16, 1968. Kilo Co had been in their new 
location for just over three weeks. On at least seven of the previous eleven days, including each of the three 
previous days, Hill 689 had received incoming mortar or artillery fire, as described on page 4. As Allen recalled to 
Dale Wittler in 2015: 
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 death as a matter of fact." 
 

a, 

 I had just made him [LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, from Charlotte, North Carolina] a Team 
 Leader. I had to send out an OP [Observation Post] that day per your orders. Menton, DeSoto and Agusta were 
 Staging at the Southeastern part of the perimeter when we took incoming, a round hit next to them. I knew that 
 one round was close. When I heard them calling for a Corpsman. I took off and got there before the Corpsman. 

Agusta was hit in the left Lung and having trouble 
breathing I had met DeSoto going up the hill to our 
BAS [Battalion Aid Station] with Arm and
Shoulder wounds he was walking ok, Menton was
sitting up in a hole leaning on his right arm with a
small puncture wound under his left eye that was
not bleeding hardly at all and no more visible
wounds. Everyone was working with Agusta.
DeSoto and Agusta recovered and Menton died.

And yes Sir one hell of a Marine. . . . I posted
a picture of him, if you Google his name you can
see  it on the Virtual Wall post.

LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, from
Charlotte, North Carolina, was medevac'd to 3rd 
Medical Battalion, Dong Ha, where he died of his 
wounds at 12:10 p.m. local time on Thursday, May 16, 
1968, "from hostile mortar fire sustained 1000H
16May68 Quang Tri Province (01) Republic of 
Vietnam while engaged in action against hostile 
forces." As Alex Claiborne had said, "You just 
accepted

Ironically, there is no specific mention in the 
Command Chronology for May 16 of a mortar attack 
on Hill 689. Back home in Charlotte, North Carolin
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black and white newsprint carried the story, "NEAR QUANG TRI: 19-Year-Old Marine Killed in Vietnam." 
 
Nineteen-year-old Marine Lance Corporal Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, from Charlotte, North Carolina, was 
buried in York Memorial Park Cemetery in Charlotte on Saturday, June 1, 1968.  
 
It would have been his twentieth birthday. 
 
The flat bronze Department of Defense marker, with a Latin cross at the top says, simply: 

 
CHARLES R J MENTON 

NORTH CAROLINA 
L CPL     CO K     4 MAR     3 MAR DIV 

VIETNAM PH 
JUNE 1 1948 MAY 16 1968 

 
The Command Chronology entry for Friday, May 31, 1968, reports that, "Co ‘K’ displaced from LZ Wren at 0830 
to Hill 881 South [see map, page 2]." Back home, the funeral service for Allen Willyerd’s Radioman and Team 
Leader, LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III, would be held at 2 p.m. EDT the next day, Saturday, June 1, at 
Simpson Memorial Methodist Church in Charlotte. It would have been LCpl. Menton’s 20th birthday. At 5:40 p.m. 
CDT on Sunday, June 2, Allen’s boyhood friend, Fox Smith, would be among the new graduates of Vanderbilt 
University joining the procession for Commencement Exercises in Nashville. Three young men, all 19-22 years 
old, all connected closely through Allen Willyerd, and all in completely disparate states.  
 
The June Command Chronology indicates that "Co ‘K’ (Reinf)" remained on Hill 881 South through June 10, 
before moving to Khe Sanh Combat Base. The "reinforcement" of Kilo Co refers to additional personnel for the 
81mm mortars and 106mm recoilless rifles present on Hill 881 South. As Allen recalled to Dale Wittler, again from 
correspondence in 2015: 
 
 My Sqd. was set up looking down towards Khe Sanh overlooking a hell of a trail coming up from the Valley. 
 Guess that during the siege the NVA really used it. You gave me an M-14 with a Starlite Scope that was one 
 heavy SOB no Ammo just Rifle and Scope. If it had gotten bad and if I could have gotten them lined up rite I 
 could have thrown it at them and taken out about 20 of them. It did do wonders at nite though. You could see 
 anything that moved really was a good nite vision tool. 
  Then at some point we went to Hill 881 South, I had a 50 cal set up in front of my Sqd. way up on a tower 
 like probably 15-20 ft up, very little protection just sandbags gunner and loader was fully exposed, a perfect 
 place to get all of the NVAs RPGs coming at you. You did not tell me to man it, or if you did I do not think I 
 heard you haha but no we did not man it not even sure there was any Ammo for it.   
  That was where I started getting sick [malaria], could not stand up if I did would fall down. Tried one day 
 to go out on a patrol my Sqd. had point made it to the wire and fell down just could not go. Every morn 
 Mississippi would come over and make me a cup of Coffee that was all I could take in, God bless him. I keep 
 telling Doc Bailey I would be better tomorrow. You are rite we did not stay too long up there we came back to 
 689 and I finally let Doc Bailey send me down to Khe Sanh BAS. To get a shot or Aspirin. While I was waiting 
 for the Medevac I was leaning up against a nub of a tree, only one left on 689. Someone had a Radio close and 
 said Kennedy had been killed [Senator Kennedy had been mortally wounded at approximately 12:15 a.m. PDT, 
 in Los Angeles, on Wednesday, June 5. He died at 1:44 a.m. PDT on Thursday, June 6, almost 26 hours later. 
 In Vietnam, 12:15 a.m. PDT on June 5 translates to 2:15 p.m. June 5. 1:44 a.m. PDT on June 6 translates to 
 3:44 p.m. June 6. From Allen’s description, it seems that he could have been medevac’d from Hill 689 on the 
 afternoon of either Wednesday, June 5, or Thursday, June 6.]. 
  When I got the BAS I had a 106 degree fever fainted twice in there, started for Chopper and fainted again. 
 Wound up on the USS Sanctuary for 6 days under ice, and a cold shower every 2 hrs then down to Cam Ranh 
 Bay for another 38 days. Life was good A/C Hot meals 24 hr snacks in Ward. When I got to get up we could go 
 to the beach one of the best in the World Whitest Sand ever looked like Snow. Hamburger stands Cold Cokes 
 Candy Bars LIFE WAS GOOD.  
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Forrest Dickinson earlier described the mortar wound he received while on his way to Hill 689 as, "Probably a 
wound that saved my life. Then I ask why me . . ." Thankfully, we will never know, but the same could have been 
said of Allen Willyerd’s case of malaria. In each monthly battalion Command Chronology, there was a section 
titled, "Medical Affairs." For all of May, 1968, "No new cases of malaria were reported." For the month of June, 
"There were two suspected cases of malaria. Both patients were evacuated immediately." Cpl. Allen Willyerd was 
one of only two malaria patients that month. On Saturday, June 15, nine or ten days after Allen had been 
medevac’d, 3/4 Marines engaged the NVA in one of their fiercest fights of the entire war, at a place called Phou 
Nhoi (XD 878261, to the south and east of the map given on page 2). In that one day, 16 Marines were killed in 
action, and 58 were wounded in action, requiring evacuation.  
 
By the time that Allen Willyerd returned to Kilo Co (this was probably around July 20, 1968), approximately three 
weeks remained in his two-year Marine Corps enlistment. Among the several dramatic and controversial changes to 
strategy and administration of the war effort in I Corps, two were the closing and evacuation of Khe Sanh Combat 
Base and the replacement of General William Westmoreland as commander of US Military Assistance Command, 
Vietnam. Several essays, much longer than this one, could be dedicated to those topics alone. But for Allen, he 
recalled the last three weeks of his tour in Vietnam this way, in further correspondence with Dale Wittler from 
2015: 
 
 Like you I kept a running log of every Sqd. Leader meeting that we had. Every nite and I used it to count down 
 my remaining days lol. I started counting with 256 days left, next nite 255 etc., until bye. I can give you the 
 Routes that we took on every Patrol we ever went on, my last patrol is still on my map where I plotted the 
 course out. What our nitetime passwords were etc. The book is at my Mother’s house in Brownsville along 
 with my Topo maps of all the places we were at in ‘Nam. 
 
 When I finally got to come back we were moving and every nite digging in at a different place no wire around 
 us. Around the 10th of Aug on Foxtrot Ridge you gave me the words that I had waited for, "Leave tomorrow."  
 
In July of 2014, Allen told me the story of his last day in Vietnam and his trip home: 
  
 CLAIBORNE:   Whatever . . . around the Khe Sanh area. And then, is that how you ended your tour over 
 there? 
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, Foxtrot Ridge, which was . . . would have been south, almost east, I guess of the old Khe 
 Sanh Combat Base [Foxtrot Ridge was located at XD 874383, just east of the map given on page 2]. We was up 
 on Foxtrot Ridge, and the Lieutenant [Lt. Dale Wittler] that night at the meeting, he said, "Will, you’re going 
 back tomorrow." "Alright!!!" . . . you know. Well, that night I just moved up to the . . . this was my last night in  
 country . . . so I wished the boys fare-you-well, and I moved up to the CP [Command Post] with the  
 Lieutenant. . . . I wanted right in the middle of everything! (Laughter). Okay, so we dig in that night. I’m up 
 there with the Lieutenant, and we had a North LP [Listening Post] and a South LP. North LP reports movement. 
 And I said, "Uh-oh!" South LP reports movement. We’re going to get hit tonight . . . my last night in country 
 and . . .    
 MILAZZO:   Good thing you are in the middle.  
  
 WILLYERD:   Well, it rocked on and got up, and we didn’t get . . . nothing happened. So, then the LZ . . . the 
 only level place was down probably 200 yards from where the rest of the guys was. There was two of us 
 coming back. So, we get down there, and they have Angel, which is the FO [Forward Observer] for the 
 choppers. It’s this foggy . . . you can’t see nothing, and the choppers are down at Ca Lu, so Angel and the 
 choppers are talking, and Angel says, "Yeah, it’s a little foggy," but they could see. You know, they could see 
 up on top of Foxtrot Ridge. They said, "We can’t even see on top of the ridge," . . . you know, that’s a little 
 problem. So, we sat, and we sat, and we sat, and I said, "Angel, you got to get me out of here."  
 CLAIBORNE:   Are you down there in the LZ, or are you at the 200-yard mark?   
 WILLYERD:   I am at the 200 yards. Yes, waiting for the chopper to come up and get me. I said, "Angel, you 
 got to get me out of here today. I’m ready to go." He says, "Don't worry Will, I’ll get you out." So, along about 
 3 o'clock in the afternoon, he called down there, and he said, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, it’s clearing up, you can get in 
 here." Man, we still can't see. "Oh yeah, you can get in here." So, you hear the chopper. (Helicopter sound and 
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 laughter). Angel says, "Yeah, yeah, yeah, come on. Yeah, you’re doing good." (Laughter). "Yeah, come on, 
 you’re doing good." Well, you pop a green smoke when you know when they are getting close . . . so they 
 know where you’re at. So you know, they broke out the top of them trees up there. Angel had already popped 
 the green smoke, and when he popped that smoke, he gave me that pin, and so I stuck the pin in my pocket, and 
 I kept it for years, and years, and years, and I’ve lost it now.  
  
 CLAIBORNE:   Now was that FO, was he down at the LZ?  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, he was with me . . . he was right there with me. He’s with me, talking to me.   
 CLAIBORNE:   He’s got communications.  
 WILLYERD:   In the Marine Corps our radios, we can't talk to aircraft. We cannot talk to helicopters. We can't 
 talk to jets. We can't talk to anybody, so you have to have a FO. So, they come, . . . it’s a Chinook. And he 
 comes in, . . . course, there’s no windows on the Chinook, which is loaded down with C-rations. Well, when the 
 chopper’s coming in, one of my fire teams comes down to help unload the chopper. Well, we run on the 
 chopper, and this guy was Mississippi, from down in Mississippi, just as country as you could be. Well of 
 course, naturally, as soon as the chopper sets down, here come the mortars, you know. We’re starting to get 
 mortared. But, I’m in the chopper! Now, if the chopper gets knocked out, I’m just there, but if that chopper 
 takes off, I’m going with it! (Laughter). We’re taking them C-rations and throwing them out the window, and 
 they said it looked like a conveyor belt . . . them C-rations coming out of there. (Laughter).  
 CLAIBORNE:   Well, that was your fire team . . . they were trying to get those rations, so you could get the 
 hell out of there.  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah. Then, of course they come down and get the C-rations and carry them 
 back up to everybody else. . . . then split them up.  
 CLAIBORNE:   And what day was that? Do you remember? August?  
 WILLYERD:   It was in the . . .  
  
 CLAIBORNE:   Well, you’re supposed to be doing 13 . . . well, I guess technically you were doing . . . well, 
 you didn't do the full . . .  
 WILLYERD:   No, I didn’t do the full tour. I didn’t have no time left. I was just in for two years . . . yeah.  
 CLAIBORNE:   Oh, so your two years ran out before . . .  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, yeah. See, when I came back . . . of course, you know you leave ‘Nam, you come back 
 into Okinawa. Then you process out of Okinawa . . . and it’s kind of a funny deal. When Norman and I . . . 
 when we left out of Travis, we flew into Hawaii . . . refueled . . . then on into Okinawa. So, we leave out of Da 
 Nang, and the Captain comes . . . I mean Okinawa, . . . I’m sorry, we leave out of Okinawa, and the Captain 
 comes on there, and he says, "We’re flying nonstop to Oakland. When we get to Oakland, we’ll have a crew 
 change, and those of you that’s going down to . . ." and I don’t remember . . . it seems like to me, I want to say 
 that they landed in El Toro, but it may have been LA, but anyway, "those of you that’s going on farther  
 south . . ." said, "there’ll be a crew change, just stay on the airplane, and then we’ll fly y’all on down south." 
 Okay, so we’re flying along there dumb, fat, and happy. And the Captain comes on, and he said, "Due to 
 miscalculations of the Gulf Stream," he said, "we’re going to make an emergency landing in Cold Bay, Alaska, 
 for fuel." And I said, "Great, I’m going to get killed on the way home because they run out of gas!" We landed 
 in Cold Bay, Alaska, and they brought out a fuel truck like the local Co-Ops have. You know, it’s your . . . just 
 a bob truck. Hook it up, and I guess you have to go through customs, because this pickup truck pulls up there, 
 and this woman with a sheriff's badge gets in the bed, climbs up on the roof of the truck, then climbs in the 
 airplane, walks down the aisle, turns around, walks back down the aisle, gets on the cab, gets in the bed, and 
 drives off. And then we get our fuel, and we take off.  
 CLAIBORNE:   They didn’t bring up a beer truck or . . .  
 WILLYERD:   Naw.   
  
 CLAIBORNE:   So, you came into California either through El Toro or . . .  
 WILLYERD:   I went to El Toro.  
 CLAIBORNE:   Okay.  
 WILLYERD:   And I spent 10 days, and . . . the last . . . all my money that I got, when I was in Vietnam, went 
 into a savings plan . . . except my last check. And so, when I got to El Toro, I had 10 days and 600 dollars, and 
 I went through every bit of it. (Laughter). We had a ball out there . . . and then.  
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 CLAIBORNE:   At El Toro.  
 WILLYERD:   Well, . . . Anaheim, LA.  
 CLAIBORNE:   Yeah, yeah, yeah.  
 WILLYERD:   Then, course I got on a plane and come to Brownsville . . . uhh, come to Memphis, come to 
 Brownsville, end of story.  
  
 CLAIBORNE:   Now . . . but . . . when . . . you got this pink card?  
 WILLYERD:   At El Toro.  
 CLAIBORNE:   Oh, so from that point, because your two years had run up, and that’s it . . . and you’re in the 
 Reserve, and you’re basically a free person?  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah.  
 CLAIBORNE:   Did you ever, being in the Reserve like that for those three or four more years . . .  
 WILLYERD:   Four years, yeah. 
 CLAIBORNE:   Did you ever have to, . . . no drills, there were no monthly meetings, . . . it’s not like that at all?  
 WILLYERD:   No, they didn’t. Actually, you might say the Marine Corps didn’t even know I existed at that 
 point in time . . . But then in, what . . . we determined was 1972, I got through the mail your final honorary 
 discharge.       
 
 CLAIBORNE:   And you got . . . when you came back for good to Brownsville – as far as employment or job, 
 or which, did you go back to Turner [Dairy]?  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah you see, Mr. P.A. [Turner, see page 4, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968] wrote me a letter.  
 CLAIBORNE:   While you were in Vietnam?  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, . . . and said don't worry about your job, your job’s here waiting on you. And so then, 
 when I came home my supervisor, he said, "Don't go back to work right now." He said, "Let's wait . . . squirrel 
 season comes in the first of September." We went down on Hatchie River and squirrel-hunted and fished, and 
 had yellow cat and squirrels . . . and that was something that . . . that one thing that really, I guess, you say I had 
 a little . . . squirrel-hunting, you know. You’re out there squirrel-hunting, well somebody’s quarter- or half-mile 
 away from you, and they shoot a squirrel. "Pop!" That’s a mortar round going off! That’s a mortar round 
 going off! You know. "Pop!" You know . . . gets your attention, gets your attention . . . ‘cause you ain’t that far 
 removed. You know, I’m just a month removed . . . from the actual mortar round coming in, you know, so . . .  
 CLAIBORNE:   Right.  
 WILLYERD:   Yeah, a shotgun go off, and you would hunker down and listen . . . you know.   
 
Back home in Brownsville, Tennessee, it was now Friday, September 6, 1968. The squirrel-hunting season that 
Allen Willyerd had referred to – and that brought flashbacks of NVA mortar attacks – had begun the first of 
September. The weekly Brownsville States-Graphic had, for years, been printed on the Thursday before the Friday 
publication date. Exactly five months before, the April 5 issue had carried the headline, "Purple and White Football 
Game On Tuesday To Climax Practice," in reference to the Haywood High School (HHS) varsity team. A second 
lead story had proclaimed, "Flo Tipton Is Miss Brownsville," and was accompanied by a large photograph of Flo 
and her court. Immediately below that photograph and legend was another photograph – a portrait photo of a well-
dressed young man, perhaps a college student, with a smile on his face. The portrait photo accompanied an article 
titled, "Norman Lane Killed In Vietnam."   
 
Now, five months later, the headline for the September 6 States-Graphic read, "Haywood High Tomcats Open Fall 
Football Season With Delta Team." The "Delta Team" was Greenwood (MS) High School. The Tomcats made the 
overnight trip and returned victorious, 21-6. Richard Carlton started at center, and I traveled with the team. Next to 
the lead story was a sizeable photograph of the three HHS Tomcat senior captains – the late Steve Stoots (died in 
2010 at age 58), Randy Pendergrast, and Robert Rooks. Classes at HHS had begun that Monday – "Everytime the 
bell rings, 647 students stampede through the halls between classes." Two of the HHS juniors were Richard Carlton 
and Al Claiborne. As senior Camille Gaffron wrote in her States-Graphic column that week, "I know that after 
weeks of hard practice and several practice games, the boys are eager to get started with the undefeated [italics 
mine] season." Indeed, under the leadership of then-junior quarterback Rockey Felker, the HHS Tomcats won every 
game over both the 1968 and 1969 seasons. Rockey’s father, Edwin "Babe" Felker, had been a high school and 
college friend and football teammate of Robert "Bob" Thompson, from Corinth, MS. One day, while Mary Jane and 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968


Babe Felker were anticipating the arrival of their first child, Bob Thompson had suggested the name, "Rockey." 
The name stuck. For his actions in leading 1st Battalion, 5th Marines, in the battle of Hué City over mid-February 
and early March of 1968, then-Major Robert Thompson, USMC, received the Navy Cross. 
 
But this story began (http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968) as the story of two boyhood and high school friends from 
Brownsville – Allen Willyerd and Fox Smith. Born three days apart in January, 1946, both had graduated from 
HHS on that warm evening in late May, 1964. Life had been good, and the sky had certainly seemed to be the limit. 
But then the war had come, and the two young men from Brownsville had lived through dramatically – and 
violently – disparate experiences.  
 
Strangely, the September 6, 1968, issue of the Brownsville States-Graphic brought them together again.  
 

The Society page led off with the announcement 
(photo, left), "Arthur Fox Smith To Marry," togethe
with a photograph of his fiancée, Miss Christy Keye
Tate. Both Fox and Christy had been in the processio
for Graduation Exercises at Vanderbilt University, n
three months past. The story reported that the couple
were to be married on October 19, before moving to
Newport, RI, in November – Fox would report there 
for Naval Officer Candidate School (OCS). He would 
not have to face Dr. T.B. King and the Haywood 
County draft board, a
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fter all.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
(continued, page 17) . . . 
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Then, elsewhere in the second section of the States-Graphic that Friday, there was a quarter-page announcement 
(bottom photo, left) sponsored by Turner Dairy (see page 15; and page 4, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968). The ad 
featured a photograph of a well-dressed young man, wearing a shirt and tie, with a smile on his face. The 
announcement read: 
 
 
 

Welcome Home! 
Allen 

 
YOUR 2 YEARS IN THE SERVICE OF YOUR COUNTRY, 10 MONTHS OF WHICH WAS 

SPENT IN VIET NAM, HAS BEEN A LONG, LONG TIME. 
 

WE, AS WELL AS YOUR CUSTOMERS, HAVE MISSED YOU, AND JOIN US IN CON- 
GRATULATIONS FOR COMING BACK SAFE AND SOUND. 

 
WE COMMEND ALLEN WILLYERD FOR HIS FINE SERVICE RECORD AND EX- 

TREMELY HAPPY TO HAVE HIM BACK WITH US. 
 

Turner’s 
QUALITY CHEKD DAIRY PRODUCTS 

 
It was a long, long way, indeed, from Hill 689 . . . 
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