
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

July 27, 2017 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
The twelve-month period beginning this July (2017) brings the fiftieth anniversary of an especially important time 
in the Vietnam War – which can also be viewed with a focus on the United States Marine Corps and its service in 
Vietnam. Names and phrases – Con Thien, Khe Sanh, Hué, the DMZ, McNamara's Wall (see map, page 2) – all 
virtually unknown to the American public before the summer of 1967, would become all too familiar and would be 
branded into the 240-plus-year history of the Corps. As James Coan writes in Con Thien: The Hill of Angels, over 
September, 1967, through July, 1968, he served in Vietnam as a tank platoon commander with Alpha Co., 3rd Tank 
Battalion, 3rd Marine Division. For eight of those months, he and his platoon operated out of Con Thien – the 
Marine firebase located two miles south of the Demilitarized Zone (DMZ):  
 
 Military maps of the area indicated a prominent terrain feature 158 meters in elevation labeled "Nui Con 
 Thien," which in English means . . . "the hill of angels." 
 
As there had been no Saint Mary those nights of May 11-13, 1944, south of Rome (http://tinyurl.com/robert-
claiborne), there would be no angels at Con Thien over the summer and fall of 1967 – now fifty years ago. During 
the endless shelling of the exposed Anzio beachhead by reinforced German defenses, over the months following the  
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A day at Windmill Beach, Guantanamo Bay Naval Base, Cuba, in the summer of 1967. Left photo, Lou 
Farthing, Cynthia Shepard, 2ndLt. Norman Lane; Center photo, Lou, Cynthia, Norman, and Sarah Shepard; 
Right photo, Cynthia and Norman.  
 
"It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, . . . it was the season of light, it was the season of  
darkness, . . ."       

—Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
 

http://tinyurl.com/robert-claiborne
http://tinyurl.com/robert-claiborne


January 22, 1944, Allied landing, the Allied position 
was eloquently summarized in a quote attributed to an 
American soldier: 
 
 After one massive shelling, a mess sergeant fell to 
 his knees and began loudly to pray. "God, help 
 us," he said. "You come yourself. Don't send 
 Jesus. This is no place for children."  
 
No Saint Mary, no angels, no Jesus . . . James Coan 
continues, describing one particular day at Con Thien 
(see map, left) in the summer of 1967: 
 
 July 27, 1967, was another broiling hot day 
 around the DMZ. Gunnery Sergeant ("Gunny") 
 R.B. English and his platoon leader, 2d Lt. John 
 Brock, knew that their tanks badly needed 
 preventive maintenance performed. Their platoon  
 had been busy that entire spring and summer, 
 operating in the heat and dust around Con Thien 
 alongside various infantry units. . . . Their tank 
 platoons had been involved in some of the 
 heaviest fighting of the war. They had suffered 

 extensive losses in personnel and equipment to mines, rocket-propelled grenades (RPGs), and incoming 
 mortars, rockets, and artillery. RPG holes were patched; mine-damaged track, road wheels, and road wheel 
 arms were repaired as well as one could expect in a combat zone. . . .    

Northern Quang Tri Province, with the permission of 
James Coan as it appears in his book, Con Thien: The 
Hill of Angels. Of primary importance is the location 
of the Con Thien firebase. The locations of Highway 
1 and Route 9 are given, as are those for Khe Sanh, 
Camp Carroll, Dong Ha, and Gio Linh. In the vicinity 
of Camp Carroll, Route 9 ran east-west along the 
south bank of the Cam Lo River. 

 
* * * 
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This photo of the school's main building appeared in 
the 1967 Purple and White, the HHS yearbook. The 
northeast corner of the building, closest to the 
photographer, housed the library on the ground floor. 
The main entrance was in the center of this view, and 
the school office and a second entrance were at the 
southeast corner of the building. Our house was just a 
short walk down College Hill, and Richard's house on 
Key Corner was even closer. Norman Lane had taught 
sophomore English and French at HHS over the 1965-
1966 school year, before enlisting in the USMCR. 

Richard Carlton and I were fifteen years old that 
summer of 1967. We had finished our freshman year 
at Haywood High School (HHS; see photo, right) i
Brownsville that spring. I took two courses in school 
that summer, a typing class with Mrs. Mary Evelyn 
Bond and a drivers education class (instruction only) 
taught by Mr. Edwin "Babe" Felker (see photo, page 
3). The highlight of the typing course, which was 
strongly recommended for those of us planning to go 
to college, was the last day of the class – we were 
allowed one class period to work with new, electric 
typewriters! Mr. Felker – best remembered as "Coach 
Felker," or "Mr. Babe" – was one of the assistant 
coaches for the HHS varsity football team. Richard 
and I had survived spring practice with the varsity – 
and the much-feared "graduation" drill, a one-on-one 
play that usually pitted a freshman against a rising 
senior or starter. According to HHS football historian
Robert R
 
 The varsity football team was asked to report to 
 the field house on Monday, August 7, 1967 at 5 
 p.m. to begin fall work outs [see photo, page 3]. 
 

* * * 
Eleven days would have passed since that late July 
afternoon at Con Thien, where 2ndLt. Brock had 



directed three of his fifty-two-ton tanks into an open area on the base for some much-needed preventive 
maintenance. Then, as James Coan describes the horrific scene, 
 
 In one terrible instant, a deadly barrage of NVA artillery bracketed the tanks. Three entire tank crews, a dozen 
 Marines, were wiped out.  
 
Three died instantly, and one nineteen-year-old Marine died of his wounds the next day. 
 
"You come yourself. Don't send Jesus. This is no place for children." 
 

* * * 
Back in Brownsville, it was 7 a.m. on that Thursday morning in July. Within a week, Bobbie Gentry's "Ode to 
Billie Joe" would debut on the record charts. Richard and I were only fifteen, and Con Thien was 9,000 miles away. 
What did we know?  
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Coach Felker (see photo, left) had attended high school in Kossuth, Mississippi, where he 
was recognized as a force on the football field. So much so, that his family moved to 
Corinth for his senior year, so that young Babe Felker could play for Corinth High 
School. There he became a teammate and close friend of Robert "Bob" Thompson of 
Corinth. After two years in junior college, Babe Felker transferred to Union University in 
Jackson, Tennessee, where he was reunited on the football team with Bob Thompson. 
Babe and Bob rekindled their strong friendship, on and off 
the field. Mr. Babe married Mary Jane Lanier of Brownsville, 
and when the young couple were expecting their first child, it 
was Bob Thompson who suggested the name "Rockey," a
Rocky Marciano, the world heavyweight champion at the 
time. The name stuck, and it would be Rockey Felker as 
quarterback who would lead the HHS Tomcats through back-
to-back undefeated seasons in 1968 and 1969. And it would 
be Lieutenant Colonel Robert Thompson, USMC, who wou
receive the Navy Cross for leading First Battalion, Fifth 
Marines during the battle of Hué in February of 1968. The 
photo at right is taken from the 1967 HHS Tomcat varsity 
team photograph – it was taken at Memorial Field, almost 

certainly in August, 1967, while Norman Lane was serving with 3/6 Marines at GTMO 
(see below). Among those pictured are rising sophomores Richard Carlton (number 50) 
and Al Claiborne (number 73).  

Coach Edwin 
"Babe" Felker's 
faculty photograph, 
as it appeared in 
the 1967 HHS 
yearbook. 

The Tomcats would 
go 9-1 for the 1967 
season. Richard 
Carlton (number 50) 
and Larry Baddour 
(number 66) would 
anchor the offensive 
line for the coming 
1968 and 1969 
seasons. With 
Rockey Felker (see 
above) at 
quarterback, the 
Tomcats would go 
undefeated over 
those twenty-one 
games. The 
Associated Press 
would vote the 
Tomcats state 
champions for 1969. 

 
That summer of 1967, Coach Felker held a part-time position – I'm not sure whether 
this was with the school or possibly with the city – supervising the two fields that 
hosted organized baseball in Brownsville. The Little League field was across town, n
to Memorial Field, where the Tomcats would play football on Friday nights in the fall. 
The second field hosted Dixie Youth Baseball games and was located at the back of the 
HHS College Hill campus, overlapping with the Tomcat practice field. I worked that 
summer of 1967 under Coach Felker's supervision, maintaining those ball fields. As I 
recall, the major responsibilities included mowing the outfield grass with an old 
1967) International Harvester Farmall tractor that had a mower deck attached. On game
days we also chalked the first and third-baselines and the batter’s box, watered down
pitcher’s mound, etc. Not that I did, but you could easily have thrown a baseball from 
pitcher’s mound on the Dixie Youth field and hit Richard Carlton’s house.  
  
To the best of my recollection, as of July, 1967, I had no knowledge of Norman Lane’s 
involvement with the Marine Corps. He was eleven years older than I was, so the fact 
that I was clueless about this – at age fifteen – should not be surprising. I do remember a 
day, probably during the 1965-1966 school year when Norman was teaching at HHS, 
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that he had visited our house in Brownsville – but that is the last in-person recollection I have of him. Among the 
many things I did not know about Norman and his Marine Corps experience was the fact that he had graduated, 
earlier that spring of 1967, with some 543 other young Marine officers from The Basic School (TBS) Class 3-67 at 
Quantico. 
 

* * * 
On February 27, 1967 – one month before his completion of The Basic School course – 2ndLt. Norman Lane and 
several of his classmates had been issued the same permanent change of station orders from the Commandant of the 
Marine Corps. Norman and the others (there are nine other officers named on the orders that Norman received) 
would report for duty with the 2nd Marine Division at Camp Lejeune, North Carolina. And so it was that Norman 
was among the 62% of his graduating class who were not ordered, without delay, to Vietnam. After two weeks' 
leave following the March 29 graduation exercises, Norman reported to the 2nd Marine Division on Friday, April 
14, 1967. Like his TBS classmate from Foxtrot-2 platoon, Steve Joyner – Norman was assigned to Third Battalion, 
Sixth Marines (3/6 Marines) – after a week with an infantry platoon, he became assistant commander of the 81mm 
mortar platoon, H&S Co., 3/6 Marines, effective April 25. The annual Purple and White game, climaxing spring 
football practice for the 1967 HHS Tomcats – including Richard Carlton and myself – had been played at Memorial 
Field back in Brownsville, two weeks before. 
 
But Norman didn’t get to spend the summer of 1967 enjoying the North Carolina beaches. On May 2, he left the 
US, bound for Cuba. As Dan Moore has written in Promise Lost – the story of Norman’s TBS classmate, Lt. Steve 
Joyner – 3/6 Marines departed in early May by Navy ship, most likely from the port of Morehead City, North 
Carolina, for Naval Station Guantanamo Bay (GTMO), Cuba. The battalion would serve in Cuba for four months as 
a Ground Defense Force. As Dan has pointed out, there was a very serious side to the battalion’s deployment to the 
US naval base on the Caribbean island nation, then ruled by the Marxist-Leninist regime of Prime Minister Fidel 
Castro: 
 
 At GTMO, as the heat and humidity soared, the battalion undertook intensive training in preparation for 
 possible assignment to Southeast Asia. "The training," he [Steve Joyner]  wrote, "is entirely counter-guerilla in 
 nature: search and clear, destroy, patrolling, population control." 
 
Forrest Dickinson had been a classmate of Norman’s in TBS 3-67, but the two men had not known each other there. 
In November of 2016, Mr. Dickinson provided this recollection, from his home in Fredericksburg, Virginia: 
 
 Your letter evoked many memories of years past but they are cloudy now for I have tried to dim them 
 intentionally. Vietnam was a horrific experience "on the ground" and a botched operation politically. The 
 wonderful young men such as Norm died in vain as far as I am concerned and it tears at my conscience and 
 there is no path to rectify it. 
 
 Having said all that, yes, I first met Norm at Camp Lejeune when we were assigned to the same battalion (3rd 
 Bn 6th Marines). He was sent to H&S Co. to run the 81 mm mortar platoon I believe and I to one of the rifle 
 companies so consequently we did not meet often. It was not until the Battalion was deployed to Gitmo for 
 about 6 months that I got to know your cousin. We were billeted in the same BOQ [Bachelor Officer Quarters] 
 together and he was an absolute pleasure to be around. Immediately I recognized his scholarly training and 
 having graduated from Washington and Lee Univ. [Mr. Dickinson], his persona was very much appreciated. 
 Norm was always cheerful and positive and we enjoyed the deployment through the many conversations we 
 shared together on that island where outside entertainment was extremely limited. Norm kept my mind off the 
 dreadful fact which we all knew was soon to develop for us-orders to West Pac. . . .  
 
Chuck Mansfield served as a communications officer with Headquarters Battalion, 3rd Marine Division, in 
Vietnam over 1968-1969. As he has described, "WestPac was a contraction for 'Western Pacific' but invariably 
meant Vietnam, at least at that time." 
 
But in the summer of 1967 – even as thousands of Marines at Con Thien and other bases below the DMZ slugged it 
out with the NVA, becoming, as James Coan has written, 
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 human pawns in a bloody, stalemated war of attrition created by our own government . . . 
 
Norman Lane was able to experience a memorable and warm human relationship – stark in its contrast to the 
"horrific experience" that awaited him in Vietnam – perhaps a peaceful interlude and source of joy, within the last 
twelve months of his life . . . 
 

* * * 
The story begins, almost forty-nine years after it took place. On Memorial Day, 2016, I was contacted by Cynthia 
Shepard Finnerty of Gig Harbor, Washington. Cynthia had been referred to me by Allen Willyerd of Sidney, 
Arkansas, who had been a great friend of Norman's – both growing up in Brownsville and serving with Third 
Battalion, Fourth Marines (3/4 Marines), in Vietnam. Allen's post on Norman's Virtual Wall page had led Cynthia 
to him. Her family had known 2ndLt. Norman Lane during the summer of 1967, while he had been posted at 
GTMO. I received two e-mail messages from Cynthia on May 30, 2016. They are reproduced below:  
 
 Dear Al, 
 
 I knew your cousin in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba and would love to talk to you  
 as would my sister. My name is Cynthia Finnerty . . . I live in Gig Harbor,  
 WA. . . . My whole family thinks so fondly of Norman every Memorial Day.  
 He touched all of our hearts and we loved him so much. 
 Thanking you in advance, 
 Cynthia 
 
 Dear Al, 
 
 Thank you so much for your kind email. Today I called my two brothers and   
 my sister to talk about Norman. It is so fitting that this happened on Memorial  
 Day. I have read all of the information about Norman on your page and at  
 other sites. We as a family have never forgotten him. My sister still has some  
 letters from Norman that he wrote to her from Vietnam. All of us separately  
 except for one brother have visited the Vietnam memorial in D. C. to see  
 Norman's name inscribed on the wall. We all cried when we were there and  
 my brother, Bill, even has a rubbing from the wall. 
 I cannot wait to talk more with you tomorrow. 
 Cynthia 
 
Almost five months passed before Cynthia was able to send me a written synopsis of her family’s friendship with 
Norman, from that summer of 1967. She also sent a few photographs from that time. Her sister Sarah had kept a 
number of letters and postcards she had received from Norman, and she and Cynthia shared several of these with 
me – spanning the dates August 28, 1967, to February 24, 1968. The Shepard family’s introduction to, and times 
with, Norman Lane are described in Cynthia’s synopsis, as reproduced below: 
 
 Dear Al, 
 
 I just read the forwarded pages. What a wonderful tribute to Norman, he was  
 such a special young man. He is forever frozen in our memories as a young  
 man of 26 with unlimited potential. How rare it is to meet a natural born  
 teacher who was so gifted with kindness, an all encompassing intellect, and  
 such a sense of fun and childlike delight. It was so painful to read of those  
 horrible twists of fate that led him into the Marine Corps. Truer words were  
 never spoken than this "the good die young".  
 Thank you for collecting those memories.  
 Cynthia 
 
         



         * * * 
 These are remembrances of the Shepard family who were living in  
 Guantanamo Bay when Norman Lane was stationed there. 
 
 My father [Captain George Shepard, USN] was in the Civil Engineer Corps of  
 the US Navy. He was a Captain  and was the head of the Public Works Center 
 in Guantanamo Bay from 1965-1968. My mother was a very friendly, 
 welcoming person who had many friends among the wives who were married 
 to senior officers at GTMO. One day, the wife of the commanding officer of 
 the Marines told my mother about one of the most outstanding young Marine 
 officers she had ever met. She was, of course, referring to none other than 
 young Norman Lane. It was summer and all of the college students were home 
 in Cuba for the summer break. This friend of my Mom suggested that my 
 sister [Sarah Shepard; see photo, right] should be "fixed up" with Norman. 
 And so, Norman asked my sister out and she agreed.   
 
         * * * 
 Norman came to pick my sister up at our quarters. My younger brother Bill, 
 who was 13 at the time, met Norman in his uniform and remembers him 
 saying "I've been waiting so long for your sister to come downstairs that my 
 brass has started to tarnish". My brother laughed because Sarah was very, very 
 slow in coming downstairs. My sister was studying nursing at Loretto Heights 
 College in Denver, Colorado. She had received a NROTC scholarship for her 
 studies and eventually served in the Navy Nurse Corps and the reserves for 
 many years – Sarah eventually retired as a Captain in the U. S. Naval 
 Reserves. . . . 

Sarah Shepard met 2
Norman Lane while he
was stationed at GTMO 
over the spring and 
summer of 1967. They
dated until she returne
her nursing studies in 
Denver late that summ
and they continued to 
write while Norman was 
in 

ndLt. 
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         * * * 
 While Norman was in Cuba he was known for taking his young Marines into  
 the open fields and pointing out where the constellations were and much about  
 the fauna and flora of Cuba. 
 
 One of the things that the local tv station did besides showing stale American  
 reruns on the only tv station in town was a show called Command Quiz –  
 everyone on the base watched it. This was a quiz show that pitted various  
 commands on the base against each other - for example, the Public Works  
 Center vs the Supply Corps etc. When I was in high school at GTMO, I had  
 been chosen as one of the school’s representatives to go against the Navy  
 Exchange. I can remember how hard the show was and I don't think I even was  
 able to answer a single question because we were against adults most of whom  
 were college educated. The competition was fierce and everyone seemed to  
 know who beat who. The summer of 1967 – when my family met Norman –  
 the Marines were chosen to compete against a team. The MC [emcee] barely  
 got the question out of his mouth before Norman had the answer. This situation  
 went on and on until their opponents were almost left crying for Mama. Norman  
 was the unrivaled star of the show. Even his own Marines couldn't keep up with  
 him. Every week, the show was on and every week Norman defeated every team.  
 It started getting embarrassing for other commands until finally the powers that  
 be declared that the Marines would have to resign so that other commands had  
 a chance to be victorious. Singlehandedly, Lt Lane had obliterated the opponents.  
 This story just goes to show how quick and bright he truly was. 
  
 My whole family fell in love with Lt. Lane. We all found him to be almost  
 magical. My Dad was a very serious Naval officer but even he was enchanted  
 by Norman. His sense of humor and his childlike wonder at the world around  
 6
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 him was infectious. Norman was the most special and memorable man I have  
 ever met. My sister always thought that she would marry him one day and to  
 this day I think all of my family feel grieved over what might have been.   
 
         * * * 
 Their relationship [Sarah and Norman] started that summer. Cuba had very,  
 very few available girls for all of the thousand marines and sailors stationed  
 there. The men had a pretty lonely time of it on GTMO so Norman was a lucky  
 Marine in that [he] could date anyone at all.  
  I can remember that my sister and I double dated with Norman and my  
 boyfriend [Lou Farthing, a student from Old Dominion College in Norfolk,  
 Virginia] to a remote beach called Windmill Beach [see photos on page 1]. 
  It was a beautiful sunny day [Cynthia recalls that it was in June or July of  
 1967] and we packed a case of beer and a lunch and headed out to Windmill.  
 I can remember how dull my own date seemed in comparison to Norman. I was  
 secretly wishing that I could be the one dating him rather than my sister. But  
 my sister was a beautiful blond girl with dark green eyes and she was the  
 perfect foil for Norman as she was as quiet as he was gregarious. I think that  
 he was entranced by her beauty and kindness. Norman was so alive, so  
 enthusiastic, and especially so amazingly funny. We all had a little too much  
 to drink and we laughed at Norman's witticisms until our sides ached. We stayed  
 until darkness was coming and my sister and I hated to see that special day end.  
 They continued dating until she had to go back for her junior year. Once she  
 was back in Denver, they continued to talk on the phone and to write letters. 

 
* * * 

In November of 1967, a few months after that idyllic day at Windmill Beach, Norman was en route to Travis Air 
Force Base, California, where he would leave the continental US, bound for Vietnam. Cynthia continues, 

 
 Norman was leaving for Vietnam and stopped in Denver to visit Sarah. They  
 went out to dinner and had a lovely time. Sarah said that Norman was very  
 upbeat about going to Vietnam. They continued their relationship through letters  
 while he was deployed. . . . 
  
Cynthia expanded a bit on this last segment in a separate message: 
 
 Sarah said that their last night together [this appears to have been Thursday  
 evening, November 9, 1967], Sarah and Norman went out to a very nice dinner  
 in Denver. Then they went back to her friend’s apartment for a while until they  
 sadly said goodbye. He came by the next morning to say goodbye again and  
 to her great, great regret, she thought that she didn’t look very nice so early in  
 the morning so she didn’t let him in. . . . She said he was very upbeat and  
 excited about what he would find in Viet Nam. . . . She said that it was one of  
 the greatest regrets of her life that she didn’t let him in to see her one last time.  
 She also reinforced what I said in that our whole family even my Dad, the  
 imposing Navy Captain, loved Norman. No one had ever captured our collective  
 hearts in that way. 
 

* * * 
On Saturday, November 11, 1967, Norman left for Vietnam, flying out of Travis Air Force Base – about sixty miles 
from San Francisco. There would be an intermediate stop in Honolulu for refueling before proceeding to Okinawa 
for processing. Norman sent Sarah two postcards – one from Travis on the day he left, and one the next day from 
Honolulu. Four days later – now on duty, as his "company is guarding an important bridge [Cam Lo bridge, labeled 
"C-3 Bridge;" see map, page 8, left] on the Cam Lo River" – Norman wrote "by moonlight" from Cam Lo. His next 
letter came from C-2, "a big base (600 men) on top of a big old hill." On New Year’s Eve Norman wrote from a  



Left: Leatherneck Square, with permission, from James Coan's Con Thien: The Hill of Angels. In the 
terminology of Robert McNamara's "Strong Point Obstacle System," also known as "McNamara's Wall," bases 
A-2, A-3, and A-4 were designated "strongpoints," backed by "fire support bases," which were given the "C" 
designation. The chapter, "McNamara's Wall," as it appears in James Coan's book, can be accessed here (pages 
24-29): http://tinyurl.com/James-Coan-ConThien. Right: Topographic map corresponding, in general, to 
Leatherneck Square. Highway 1 and Route 561 are given numerical designations; Hills 28 and 42 are given 
italicized numerical designations. Strongpoints and fire support bases are given their alphanumeric designations. 
Villages and towns are named accordingly. The southern boundary of the DMZ and the Ben Hai River are also 
shown. 

new, unnamed location. "It is definitely out in the field. I bathe in a bomb crater, eat only C-rations, drink Kool-
Aid." A week after New Year’s Day, he sent a letter to Sarah from "Quang Tri Province." Quang Tri Province  
today covers over 1,800 square miles. A letter written two days earlier, also from "Quang Tri Province," reported 
that Norman was "living on an unnamed hill [presumably "Hill 28;" see map, above right] between Con Thien and 
Gio Linh . . . The DMZ is a couple of hundred yards north of us."  
 

* * * 
Later that January, on the 24th, Norman started a letter at "Hill 42" (see map, above right) but was not able to finish 
it until four days later at Camp Carroll (see map, page 2). According to Mr. John Hudson, who was serving with 
Lima Co., 3/4 Marines at the time, Hill 42 was two kilometers south of An Dinh, south and east of Phu Oc. 
According to the battalion "Command Chronology, January 1968," (section IV, page 12), 
 
 21Jan: . . . At 211807H [6:07 p.m. local time, Sunday, January 21, 1968], the Battalion [position at An Dinh] 
 came under an artillery and mortar attack receiving 250 mortar rounds, 80 artillery rounds and six rounds from 
 a direct fire weapon believed to be a 75mm recoilless rifle. The attack lasted for 13 minutes and ten friendly 

 8

http://tinyurl.com/James-Coan-ConThien


 9

 WIA evacs were sustained . . . [The siege of Khe Sanh had begun just twelve hours earlier and would continue 
 for seventy-seven days. See: http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968.]  
  
 22Jan: . . . At 220100H, the Battalion requested that it be allowed to relocate its position. . . . At 221020H, 
 approval was received . . . At 221330H, the lead company proposed the new position be at the vicinity of YD 
 149692. 
 
YD 149692 was the position for "Hill 42." As Norman continued in his letter to Sarah Shepard, later on the 24th,  
 
 Hill 42 was neat – a big jungly [hill]. I lived in a sort of tent in a grassy meadow. Lots of fighting going on.  
 
He also referred to the artillery and mortar attack that had hit the battalion at An Dinh three nights before, but he 
got the date wrong in the letter: 
 
 Then on the 22nd we got hit hard by artillery, mortars, and recoilless rifles. 
 
From Jack Solitario’s One Avenue of Approach, 
 
 Camp Carroll was the most important artillery firebase along the demilitarized zone (DMZ). It supported the 
 combat bases from Gio Linh on the coast to Khe Sanh near the Laotian border. Early in the day on January 24, 
 a convoy was ambushed along Route 9, below Camp Carroll [see map, page 2] . . . This closed the main supply 
 route (MSR) not only to Camp Carroll but all the way to Khe Sanh [The siege of Khe Sanh was entering its 
 fourth day on January 24, 1968]. There was a failed attempt to rescue the ambushed convoy and bring it to 
 Camp Carroll in the middle of the day . . . Then the Third Battalion, Fourth Marines got the call . . . 
 
Continuing from the "Command Chronology," 
 
 24Jan: . . . At 241400H, an operational immediate message was received . . . ordering the Battalion to be 
 prepared to  move by helicopter as soon as possible. The Battalion Commander took an advance party to Camp 
 Carroll. . . . 
 
Norman’s letter, begun earlier that day at Hill 42, continues: 
 
 Later same day . . . I am now at Camp Carroll, in mountains west of Cam Lo. This afternoon – I’m not sure 
 what happened exactly – we were suddenly ordered to pack up and move here by helicopter at once, the whole 
 battalion. Well, I’m here with the advance party, . . . 
 
Norman did not realize it at the time, but he and the battalion were preparing for the battle for Mike’s Hill – a hill, 
"in Northern I Corps . . . just off Route 9 between Cam Lo and Camp Carroll with no name, until the Marines gave 
it one." As Mr. Hudson wrote, in February of 2016, 
 
 The NVA attack started about 0545hrs on 27 January on the hill position just north of Rt 9, manned by the 
 Marines of Captain Bill Kalm's Mike Company on the perimeter, the 3/4 CP [Command Post] Group and 
 81mm mortars. 
  Captain McLaughlin's Lima Company was 600 meters south up on a prominent ridgeline overlooking Rt 9. 
  Captain Pritchard's India Company was farther west down Rt 9. . . . 
  As soon as it was light we could see NVA troops in fighting holes and some moving in the open and we 
 took them under fire with M60 machineguns and Lima's 60mm mortars. 
  Lt Colonel Bendell ordered Captain McLaughlin to move Lima (-) down to Rt 9 east of Mike's Hill and 
 sweep westward on both sides of Rt 9 to the blown up bridge. 
  We left 1st Platoon, the 60mm mortars and the Lima XO 1st Lt Steven Joyner on Lima's hill and moved 
 down the footpath toward the battle. . . . 
  Just before we reached the valley floor the NVA must have spotted us because suddenly NVA mortar 
 rounds began hitting around us and PFC Buck was killed and one other Marine was wounded. 
  Then a few 12.7mm heavy machinegun rounds sprayed our positions but no one was hit. 

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


  I recall thinking "oh no, not 12.7s again". It was the third time that I'd been shot at by 12.7s that month. 
  That fire was coming from across the Song Cam Lo, the river running from west to east about a quarter 
 mile north of Rt 9. The NVA had emplaced several heavy machineguns and recoilless rifles on hills across the 
 river to support the attack on Mike's Hill. 
  Lima Company deployed for the assault with Lt Christy's platoon on the right (or north) the CP Group in 
 the middle and Lt Holladay's platoon on the left or south side as we attacked west.        
  Some artillery fire from Camp Carroll knocked out the NVA mortars that were firing at us and some 
 Marine A4 Skyhawks showed up to attack the NVA positions where the 12.7s and the recoilless rifles were. . . . 
  Then two F4s showed up and began attacking the NVA positions. We were halted and watched as the F4s 
 screamed in toward the NVA guns dropping 500 pound snake eye bombs. . . . 
  I believe that some 105mm battery from Cam Lo Hill finally hit those NVA positions knocking out the 
 guns. 
  Once we were no longer under fire from across the river Lima Company started forward,  it was about 600 
 meters to Mike's Hill. 
 
After the battle was over, on Sunday, January 28, Norman finished his letter to Sarah: 
 
 I got hit in the right forearm by a bullet, but it was about spent and it just bruised me. There were bullets 
 whizzing all around. Gooks were everywhere. All this happened in a big valley north of here. We were hit by 
 rockets and artillery. When we finally pulled out there were gook corpses all over the area, some blown all to 
 pieces. I thought it was all very exciting. . . .  
 

* * * 
On February 24, almost a month later, Norman wrote (see part of the letter, below) to Sarah from Dong Ha (see 
maps, pages 2 and 8), "Am now stationed at C3, a position just north of Cam Lo. . . . I see Forrest Dickinson [see 
page 4] pretty often." 
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         * * * 
Cynthia’s synopsis continues, 
 
 After a while, she [Sarah] did not hear from him and grew worried. Her worst  
 fears were confirmed once she received a return to sender letter. 
 

* * * 

 11

 Statement:" 

At some point during their short time together – either at Guantanamo Bay or in 
Denver – Norman gave Sarah a book (image, right), titled Greek Gods and Heroes, 
that had first been published by the English poet and classicist Robert Graves in 1960. 
As a 2ndLt. in The Basic School Class 3-67, Norman had expressed his love of 
languages on his "Preference of Duty
 
 I would like to go to language school. I would prefer to learn (1) Russian (2) 
 Chinese (3)  German, but I love languages and would be very glad to study any 
 language, including  Vietnamese. I will be willing to spend an extra year in the 
 Corps after going to language school. I studied Latin and French in high school, 
 minored in French in college, spent 6 months in Europe, most of it in school in 
 France. In 1965-66 I taught French in high school. From study and travel I have 
 some acquaintance with German, Italian, and Russian. I have a smattering of 
 Polish, Dutch, Swahili, Spanish, and Greek. 
 
The inscription that Norman penned in the foreword of the book, before giving it to 
Sarah, read, 
 
 For Sarah 
 from Norman 
 with Platonic affection 
 
Then, in Greek, followed, 
 
 Χαιρέτε, Νικόμεν! 
 "Rejoice, we conquer!" 
 

 
 
 
 

 
* * * 

The plain of Marathon, in Greece, is about twenty-five miles from Athens. There the Athenians and their allies, the 
Plataeans, defeated the army of King Darius of Persia in 490 B.C., in one of the most decisive battles of history. 
From the 1962 World Book Encyclopedia,  
 
 The powerful Darius had determined to conquer Greece because that little country was an obstacle in his path. 
 He gathered a powerful army and a great fleet and sent them to Greece under two generals, Datis and 
 Artaphernes. The forces captured the island of Euboea and set up a base there. From this point the Persian army 
 landed on the coast of Greece and the fleet anchored by the Persian camp. The Greeks watched the Persians 
 from the surrounding hills. After eight days, part of the Persian force, including the cavalry, boarded their ships 
 and set sail for the Bay of Phalerum. This force was to attack Athens from the southwest. The other force of 
 about 20,000 marched along the beach in the direction of Athens. 
  The Greeks were commanded by the Athenian general, Miltiades. Miltiades had a force of 10,000 
 Athenians and 1,000 Plataeans. The army of Sparta was delayed by religious observances and did not arrive 
 until after the battle. But Miltiades attacked the Persians with a running charge. The Persian bowmen fired a 
 great shower of arrows, but the speed and heavy armor of the Greeks enabled them to reach the Persians with 
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 small losses. When the two armies came to grips, the superior weapons and bodily strength of the Greeks were 
 decisive. The Persians lost 6,400 men, but the Athenians lost only 192. These men were buried under a mound 
 of earth which may still be seen on the battlefield. The Greeks drove the Persians to their ships. 
  As the fleet sailed away, Miltiades feared that the ships would attack Athens by sea. He was afraid that the 
 city might surrender without knowing of the victory at Marathon. He chose his swiftest runner, Pheidippides, 
 and sent him to carry the news of the victory to the city. Pheidippides had just before carried dispatches to 
 Sparta and back, but he raced the 25 miles to Athens. . . .  
 
"Pheidippides reached the city, stumbling and exhausted. He gasped out,  
 
 ‘Rejoice, we conquer!’ 
 
and fell dead." 

 
* * * 

In 1879 the Victorian poet Robert Browning immortalized the legend of Pheidippides, with a poem in his name. 
From the two concluding stanzas of Browning’s poem, 
 
 Unforeseeing one! Yes, he fought on the Marathon day: 
 So, when Persia was dust, all cried "To Akropolis! 
 Run, Pheidippides, one race more! The need is thy due! 
 ‘Athens is saved, thank Pan,’ go shout!" He flung down his shield, 
 Ran like fire once more: and the space ‘twixt the Fennelfield 
 And Athens was, stubble again, a field which a fire runs through, 
 Till in he broke: "Rejoice, we conquer!" Like wine through clay, 
 Joy in his blood bursting his heart, he died—the bliss! 
 
 So, to this day, when friend meet friend, the word of salute 
 Is still "Rejoice!"—his word which brought rejoicing indeed. 
 So is Pheidippides happy forever,—the noble strong man 
 Who could race like a God, bear the face of a God, whom a God loved so well; 
 He saw the land saved he had helped to save, and was suffered to tell 
 Such tidings, yet never decline, but, gloriously as he began, 
 So to end gloriously—once to shout, thereafter be mute: 
 "Athens is saved!"—Pheidippides dies in the shout for his meed. 
   

* * * 
Recently I was contacted by Sergeant Allen Fisk, USMC (Retired), of Nighthawk, Washington. Over the first three 
months of 1968, then-Corporal Fisk served with 1stLt. Norman Lane as forward observer for the 81mm mortar 
platoon, H&S Co., 3/4 Marines; Norman was the assistant platoon commander at Mike’s Hill, over January 24-28 
of that year. As Mr. Fisk recently recalled, 
 
 My eyes always leak when I hear his name or think of him. I remember (and see him) running down Mike's Hill 
 to where I was in the rock quarry of the hill. He was running to me. . . . 
 
Perhaps the legend of Pheidippides was running through Norman's mind, as he ran down Mike’s Hill to Allen’s 
position, 
 
 Rejoice, we conquer! . . . 
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nt la  

 victoire 

     Le Soldat de  
    Marathon  
    annonça
   
     "The Soldier of  
    Marathon   
   Announcing the 
    Victory" 
 
     Jean-Pierre   
    Cortot, 1834 
 
     The Louvre  
    Museum 
 
     
     Thank you. 
 
 
 


