
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
September 7, 2017 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
Over 1965-1970, Bob Gibson pitched five twenty-game seasons for the St. Louis Cardinals. Inducted into the 
National Baseball Hall of Fame in 1981, his biography on the Hall of Fame website quotes two Cardinal greats 
from the past, the legendary Stan Musial, and Tim McCarver, who caught for Gibson through much of the 1960s: 
 
 "Gibby is one of baseball’s greatest competitors," said Hall of Famer Stan Musial. 
 
 "He didn’t like to lose to anyone in anything," said Cardinals catcher Tim McCarver. "Bob was a man of mule-
 ish competitive instinct."   
 
Gibson’s biographical sketch continues: 
 
 Bob Gibson may have been the most intimidating pitcher in history. . . . 
  He was a 20-game winner in 1965 and ’66, winning the first of nine consecutive gold gloves in ’65. . . . He 
 went 3-0 with an ERA of 1.00 in the Cardinals [1967 World Series] victory over the Red Sox, winning games 
 1, 4, and 7, and picking up his second World Series MVP award in two tries [In the 1964 World Series against 
 the Yankees, he had gone 2-1, winning Game Seven on two days’ rest]. . . .  
 
 

Bob Gibson’s St. Louis Cardinals jersey number 45 was retired in 1975. Left photo, Game action of St. Louis 
Cardinals pitcher Bob Gibson - BL-6256-88 (Fred Roe/National Baseball Hall of Fame Library); Right photo, 
St. Louis Cardinals pitcher Bob Gibson is congratulated by catcher Tim McCarver and third baseman Mike 
Shannon following his three-hit 7-2 victory over the Boston Red Sox to win the 1967 World Series at Fenway 
Park in Boston, Thursday afternoon, October 12, 1967. Also coming in to offer their congratulations are Bob 
Tolan (17) and Orlando Cepeda (Credit: AP Photo). 
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  He went 22-9 [in 1968] with a sparkling ERA of 1.12, to go along with 268 strikeouts, 13 shutouts, 15 
 consecutive wins and a stretch of 92 innings in which he gave up just two runs. He was again 2-1 in the World 
 Series, . . . 
  Gibson brought home both the 1968 Cy Young Award and the NL Most Valuable Player Award, and, in 
 the ultimate compliment, baseball actually lowered the mound the following season, because pitchers, led by 
 Gibson, were dominating hitters . . . 
 
But,  
 
 A broken ankle in July of 1967 slowed him down to a 13-7 record, including three wins late in the season to 
 help the Cards clinch another pennant. 
 
The first of those three late-season wins came in a night game at Shea Stadium, against the New York Mets. Gibson 
allowed eight hits over five full innings, but the Cardinals scored nine runs on sixteen hits of their own. Home runs 
by Roger Maris and Julian Javier contributed three of those scores. Completing the starting outfield lineup for the 
Cardinals that night, in addition to Maris, were Lou Brock and Curt Flood. With Javier at second base, the infield 
included Orlando Cepeda at first, Dal Maxvill at shortstop, and Mike Shannon at third. Tim McCarver – a Memphis 
native – caught Gibson that night, and Harry Caray and Jack Buck were undoubtedly calling the play-by-play for 
KMOX radio in St. Louis. 
 
In 1967, the National League included only ten teams; there were no divisions within the league – that level of 
organization would not come until 1969. Bob Gibson had returned to the mound, for his first start in almost eight 
weeks, after recovering from the broken ankle. At the conclusion of league play that night, the Cardinals would lead 
the league by 11½ games. They would maintain at least a share of first place from June 19 through October 1 – the 
day the team won the 1967 National League pennant. 
 
Bob Gibson’s late-season contribution to the Cardinals National League championship – and to their subsequent 
conquest of the Red Sox in the World Series – began that night in Shea Stadium. 
 
The date was Thursday, September 7, 1967. . . . 
 

* * * 
John Laurence did three tours of Vietnam as a correspondent for CBS News over 1965-1970. In his Vietnam War 
story, The Cat from Hué (2002, PublicAffairs), the author recalls a dinner conversation with a photographer friend 
(Jim Wilson, who worked as Laurence’s first cameraman during his 1965-1966 tour in Vietnam) in Nha Trang, 
from August of 1965: 
 
 ‘I didn’t want to be a TV reporter,’ I said. ‘I was happy doing radio.’ 
 
Returning to the States in the spring of 1966, Laurence phrases his decision, in the summer of 1967, to return for a 
second tour: 
 
 I called the manager of news at CBS, Ralph Paskman, and asked if he would be interested in hiring me to go 
 back to Vietnam. . . . Paskman called back and said, "How soon can you be ready?"   
 
John Laurence returned to Vietnam in August of 1967; his second tour would last through the end of the battle of 
Hué, near the end of February of 1968. 
 

* * * 
Part Three of The Cat from Hué is titled, "1967–1968." The first chapter (http://tinyurl.com/Laurence-Cat-from-
Hue) immortalizes the date of the author’s first visit to Con Thien and is titled, 
 
 "September 7, 1967"  
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 Artillery rounds crashed down on Con Thien like thunderbolts. North Vietnamese shells flew out of the long 
 guns hidden in the mountains on the other side of the DMZ and swept across the sky in long looping parabolas, 
 whooshing . . . whistling . . . screaming . . . shrieking . . . hurtling onto the Marine camp and cracking open in 
 bursts of fire and steel. Long-range artillery, self-propelled rockets, recoilless rifles and mortars were fired at 
 Con Thien, one angry shell after another, until the Marines in the camp counted them by the hundred, then by 
 the thousand. The shelling became a siege. Life for the Marines at Con Thien existed largely underground. 
 Visitors made comparisons with Verdun. It was not Verdun—fewer troops were involved and the lines were 
 not  as static —but there was a front and a rear on both sides, a no-man’s-land between, and snipers, dugouts, 
 trench lines, barbed wire, minefields, mass attacks, merciless shelling, and casualties—including shell shock—
 in near proportion to those at Verdun and the Somme in that earlier war. Among themselves, Marines had a 
 name for the place. They called Con Thien "the graveyard." . . . 
  To look at Con Thien [see map, below] was only a hump—three small hills about five hundred feet above 
 sea level sitting  alone on a wide flat stretch of scattered shrub and stunted trees a mile south of the DMZ. Its 

 only value was its location. From the observation 
 tower at the top of the hill, you could see 
 everything that moved in all directions, ten to 
 fifteen miles into Vietnam. Otherwise it was 
 worthless. Mud and dust. Sandbags and bunkers. 
 Almost nothing grew on it. The only thing that 
 thrived there were the rats.    
 

* * * 
 The first time I went to Con Thien, it wasn’t my 
 idea. In August, shortly after the start of this new 
 tour, I was introduced to Keith Kay, a twenty-five-
 year-old freelance film photographer who was 
 looking for work. None of the staff cameramen at 
 the CBS bureau in Saigon wanted to work with me 
 thanks to my reputation  from the first tour. . . . 
  At the Combat Information Bureau in Danang, 
 we  re-
 quest-
 ed 
 per-

 mission to visit Gio Linh, another combat base near Con Thien that 
 was under heavy fire. . . . 
  A Marine NCO at the press center suggested we go to Con 
 Thien instead. ‘It’s a helluva lot worse,’ he said. ‘Nobody from 
 down here’s been up there for months.’ . . . Kay and I decided to 
 go to Con Thien. The Marines put together a multinational group to 
 go with us. Our sound technician, Pham Tan Dan, was 
 Vietnamese. A Marine sergeant . . . was a British citizen named 
 Ray Wilkinson . . . The fifth member of our group was Catherine 
 Leroy, the diminutive photographer for Paris-Match, who was 
 French. All of us were traveling and working together for the first 
 time. 
  On September 7, we flew north to Quang Tri, hitched a ride 
 farther north to Dong Ha, then drove to Cam Lo, where a convoy 
 of trucks was getting ready to make the daily supply run to Con 
 Thien. Seven flatbed cargo trucks were filled with . . . and about a 
 dozen Marines who were returning to their units at the front. One 
 of them was Captain Ned LeRoy, 28 [see photo, right; John 
 Laurence was himself 27 at the time], of Simsbury, Connecticut, a 
 friendly, relaxed officer from 3d Battalion, 4th Marine Regiment, 

Con Thien, Fall 1967, with the permission of James 
Coan as it appears in his book, Con Thien: The Hill of 
Angels. 3rd Battalion, 9th Marines, replaced 3rd 
Battalion, 4th Marines, at Con Thien, effective 
September 10-11, 1967. In Robert McNamara’s 
"Wall," Con Thien was the A-4 strongpoint. 

LtCol. Lee Bendell (left), with 
Captain Ned LeRoy (Kilo Co., right) 
and Captain Raymond Kalm (Mike 
Co., left of Capt. LeRoy). Not 
pictured: Captain John Prichard 
(India Co.) and Captain John Carr 
(Lima Co.). Photo likely taken 
between November 20-December 26, 
1967, at C-2. 

3 
 



 who was going back after a break. Three/Four was currently defending Con Thien, and Captain LeRoy said the 
 battalion had been stationed there since July 14, a week short of two months. He was going up now to take 
 command of Kilo Company. . . .    
    

* * * 
In his book, John Laurence writes about sharing a cottage on Long Island, earlier in that summer of 1967, with 
David Halberstam and John Sack, "two gifted authors of books about Vietnam:" 
 
 I . . . was introduced to some of the most interesting people . . . One of them was Michael J. Arlen, the New 
 Yorker television critic who was writing more and more critically about the quality of television coverage from 
 Vietnam. That summer the magazine published an essay by Arlen called "Television’s War," which impressed 
 me as perceptive and true. 
 
"Television’s War" concluded: 
 
 All those quiet streets, all those brave middle-class apartments—and what lies beneath those manhole covers? 
 Wires? Cables? Dying soldiers? Dying children? Sounds of gunfire? Screaming? Madness? My television set 
 plays on, talking to itself—another baseball game, in fact. Juan Marichal is pitching to Ron Hunt. Hunt shifts 
 his stance. Marichal winds up. The count is three and two. 
 
Both Michael Arlen and David Halberstam came over to Vietnam not long after Laurence returned in August of 
that year. As John recalled recently, 
 
 Michael was in Danang when we formed up to go to Con Thien. The Marines would not allow him to join our 
 group [described above] . . . because he was so inexperienced in combat situations. . . . So we went. Michael 
 Arlen was waiting when we got back to Danang a couple of days later. He interviewed Keith Kay, Pham Tan 
 Dan, . . . Sergeant Wilkinson . . . Cathy and me for hours and hours, both in Danang and again in Saigon. He 
 went over every detail more than once. . . .   
 
The result of Arlen’s intensive interviews with Laurence and his group was an article, "A Day in the Life," 
(http://tinyurl.com/Arlen-Day-in-the-Life) which was 
published in the September 30, 1967, issue of the New 
Yorker. The article in many ways provides a parallel 
perspective, when compared with Laurence’s book, in 
describing his first visit to Con Thien on Thursday, 
September 7, 1967. The article was published within 
three weeks of that visit, while the war was still very 
much in progress, and may offer a somewhat different 
historical perspective as well. The following story is 
excerpted from the Arlen article: 
 
 During the ride from Dong Ha [to Cam Lo], 
 Laurence had noticed a seemingly introspective 
 young Marine, sitting toward the front of the truck, 
 who had something written on the back of his flak 
 jacket, and while they were stopped he asked him 
 about it. The Marine—Corporal Edward 
 Broderick [see photo, right] —said it was a poem 
 he’d written a few months before. Laurence asked 
 him if he would recite it on camera. The Corporal 
 nodded. Kay clambered down from the cab of the 
 truck, Dan adjusted his sound equipment, and 
 Laurence held the mike. 
  "I don’t know that I can remember it right off," 

September 7, 1967. Corporal Edward Broderick, 20, 
of Alton, Illinois, was scheduled to go home in fifteen 
days. Here, during the stop in Cam Lo before 
proceeding on to Con Thien, Cpl. Broderick recites 
his poem, "When youth was a soldier . . ." for John 
Laurence. Photo credit: CBS News, "The Ordeal of 
Con Thien," © MCMLXVII. 
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 the Corporal said, looking at Laurence’s mike.  
  "Well, try it once on your own," said Laurence. 
  The Corporal took off his flak jacket, read the poem, then put the flak jacket back on again. "O.K.," he said. 
  Kay’s camera started whirring. The Marine stared straight ahead and recited. "When youth was a soldier," 
 he began, his voice low and flat, "and I fought across the sea,/We were young and cold hearts, of bloody   
 savagery,/Born of indignation, children of our times,/We were orphans of creation, and dying in our    
 prime." Everyone in the truck was very silent. 
  Kay was shooting back through Laurence and the Corporal to the other trucks in the convoy.  
  "What made you write that poem?" Laurence asked. 
  "Well, just the way things are," the Corporal said. He then went on to say some things about how it was 
 better anyway to be in the front lines at Con Thien than back at some base camp like Danang. 
  Laurence asked him what his overriding feeling about the war was right now. 
  The Corporal thought for a moment. "Better to be fighting the Communists here than fighting them back in 
 San Diego," he said. 

      * * * 
 When the convoy [to Con Thien] started up again, 
 the Marines seemed to be in a changed mood. . . . 
 Shortly, one by one, they started inserting 
 ammunition clips in their M-16s and putting them 
 on safe. . . . Twenty minutes farther on, at a place 
 called Charlie Two [C-2; see map, left], . . . the 
 convoy passed the burned hulk of a light tank, 
 lying abandoned twenty feet off the road. . . . The 
 men had now stopped every other activity, and 
 were only looking out on either side of the road 
 with peering, impassive faces. The convoy bumped 
 along. The sun grew hotter. For the first time, 
 some of the men began to sweat a little. 
 

 * * * 
As described in the previous story 
(http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967), James Coan served 
in Vietnam as a tank platoon commander with Alpha 
Co., 3rd Tank Battalion, 3rd Marine Division. For eight 
months over the period, September, 1967, through July, 
1968, he and his platoon operated out of Con Thien. In 
his book, Con Thien (2004, The University of Alabama 
Press), in a chapter titled, "The 'Thundering Third,'" 
(http://tinyurl.com/Coan-Hill-of-Angels) Coan also 
remembers the date – Thursday, September 7, 1967: 
 
 The 3d Battalion, 4th Marines, commanded by Lt. 
 Col. Lee R. Bendell, were no strangers to 
 incoming. Since their mid-July arrival on The Hill, 
 the "Thundering Third" had come to expect and 
 even anticipate occasional recoilless rifle and 
 mortar fire and even sporadic artillery fire. . . . But 
 life on The Hill became more perilous as August 
 rolled into September. . . . Death could fall from 
 the sky at any hour, any moment. 
 
 The NVA had moved back in on all sides of Con 
 Thien, . . . On September 6, an AO circling 
 overhead spotted a large number of NVA, perhaps 

Con Thien Area Battles, 1966-68, with the permission 
of James Coan as it appears in his book, Con Thien: 
The Hill of Angels. The locations of Con Thien, the C-
2 fire support base, and the "Trace" are given. The 
abandoned hamlet and churchyard labeled "Nha Tho 
Bai An" was the scene of heavy fighting for 3/26 
Marines on September 7, 1967. An Dinh and Phu Oc 
locations were described in the previous story 
(http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967).  
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 a company, in trenches and bunkers one thousand meters northeast of Con Thien . . . The next morning, 
 September 7, some Marines found four more breaches in the northeastern portion of the perimeter wire, . . . A 
 sense of urgency percolated through the ranks at every level of command on Con Thien. 
  Lima 3/4 had responsibility for manning the base perimeter, and Lima's Marines were getting shell 
 shocked. . . . 
  Lieutenant Robert McIntosh had the 1st Platoon of Lima. His platoon had been on the north side of the 
 perimeter since mid-August. At 11:02 a.m. on September 7 [John Laurence and his group would not reach Con 
 Thien until around noon], he and several of his men were sitting on some sandbags outside their bunker when 
 they heard that dreaded sound—boom-ba-booom—from north of the Ben Hai [see map, page 2, 
 http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967]. They had seconds to act. McIntosh dove into a trench. A corpsman and two 
 grunts dashed into the bunker. An ear-splitting explosion blasted their bunker into a pile of ripped-open 
 sandbags and splintered wooden ammunition crates. The lieutenant ran over, ears still ringing from his near 
 miss, to find both Marines dead. His corpsman died in his arms.    
 
On September 7, 1967, John Hudson was a Private First Class serving in one of the fireteams in Sergeant Stanley 
Strobel's squad, 1st Platoon, Lima Co., 3/4 Marines. Then-PFC Hudson had completed almost six months of service 
with Lima Co. On August 15, 2015, Mr. Hudson recalled, 
 
 On 7 September 1967 Lima Company was holding the lines at Con Thien (since 16 August when we replaced 
 Kilo Company). I was a salty PFC in Cpl John Gunther's fireteam. My squad leader was Sgt Stanley Strobles, 
 my Platoon Commander was Lt Bob MacIntosh and Lima's Skipper was Captain John David Carr. 
  It was the 24th day of my sixth month with Lima 3/4. 
  The day before Cpl Dennis Plue received two new replacements for his fireteam, two Lance Corporals 
 named Otte and Moore. Also in Plue's bunker was a Corpsman named Randy Gamet. Doc Gamet was the 
 junior corpsman in the platoon and Lt MacIntosh placed him with Plue's team so that  both corpsmen would not 
 be taken out if the CP took a hit. 
  We were under heavy bombardment of incoming at Con Thien from NVA gunners all around our position. 
 Mortars, rockets and artillery pounded us almost constantly. 
  At 1102hrs as I sat and listened to a tale being told by PFC John Kmiec, three men were outside Cpl Plue's 
 position washing up. Otte, Moore and Doc Gamet were washing themselves when a 152mm artillery round 
 from North Vietnam hit less than 20 feet from them. 
  The round came in so fast they never knew what hit them. 
  The explosion was tremendous, I was 25 meters away and it knocked the breath out of me. 
  The three men were killed instantly and Cpl Plue was wounded seriously. The only reason that Plue 
 survived was that he was inside his bunker and so protected from the worst of the blast. 
  I thought that night about those casualties. 
  Otte and Moore had been in the field less than 24 hours! 
  Doc Gamet had joined Lima only a few weeks before but I'd chatted him up some. Doc was popular in the 
 platoon and was missed by his platoon mates. 
 
"Death could fall from the sky at any hour, any moment." 
 

* * * 
Back in New York, 8,500 miles away, it was two minutes past midnight. The date on the calendar had just changed 
to Thursday, September 7, 1967. Bob Gibson slept in anticipation of his first start in almost eight weeks, which 
would come later that evening against the Mets. 
 

* * *  
Returning to Michael J. Arlen's article, "A Day in the Life," 
 
 Around noon [about one hour had elapsed since Lance Corporal Richard L. Otte, of Traverse City, Michigan, 
 Lance Corporal Gary L. Moore, of Lineville, Iowa, and Corpsman Randolph M. Gamet, of Canton, Missouri, 
 had been killed in that NVA artillery strike], the trucks [carrying CBS news correspondent John Laurence and 
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 others] reached Con Thien—the end of the road. The road points directly toward the camp, then stops at the 
 base of a slight hill. . . .  
 
Laurence, the others in his group, and the Marines all clambered out of the truck, and then he, Keith Kay, and Pham 
Tan Dan walked up the hill – the Hill of Angels (http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967). They threw their packs off and 
followed the battalion executive officer into the command bunker, where they were briefed on the various places 
where the infantry companies were operating that day. Once that had ended, Laurence had walked away from the 
bunker, up toward the top of the hill. . . . 
 
 A corporal came up and asked Laurence to come down the hill a bit and see the new infrared radar beam— 
 [there had been no visitors from the press at Con Thien in about three weeks] . . . Suddenly, in midsentence, the 
 corporal's head turned toward the north. He quickly got down on his knees and seemed to be looking at the 
 ground. He glanced up at Laurence. "Hell, no sense staying out here," he said. "Let's get in a bunker." Laurence 
 and the corporal started walking quickly, then ran. From somewhere, a voice yelled, "Incoming!" There was a 
 large explosion quite far away. Laurence and the corporal tumbled into a bunker where there were about twelve 
 men. Everyone else seemed very casual. 
  "I'm Jack Laurence, from C.B.S. News," said Laurence. 
  "Have a beer," said one of the men. 
  Some of them were talking about the war, and Laurence took out a small tape recorder and turned it on. 
 "What do you think of the enemy?" he asked. 
  A big Southern corporal leaned forward. "When we first came up here, we used to call the enemy Victor 
 Charlie," he said. "But now we call him Charles, Mister Charles." 
  "Lord Charles," somebody else said, and laughed.  
 
Returning to The Cat from Hué, by John Laurence, 
 
 We talked for about twenty minutes. When the shelling stopped, the corporal suggested taking a look at the 
 observation post. Outside, the sky was bright. An elevated tower about thirty feet high stood at the highest point 
 of the hill. At the top of the tower was an observation post with sandbags about three feet high all around it. 
 The corporal led the way up the ladder. Two young Marines sat inside the observation post with a field radio 
 and a telescope next to them. . . . Outside, someone cried, "Incoming!" and Marines on the ground ran for their 
 holes. An explosion sounded in the distance. The field radio came alive in the watchtower. . . . 
  More explosions hit the camp. "Every time we get incoming," the Marine said, confidentially, "that 
 lieutenant calls and asks if we see where it’s coming from and every time we say, ‘No, sir, don’t see a thing.’ 
 Fact is, those damned guns of theirs are firing from the back slopes in the DMZ. We can’t do much about 
 them." 
 

* * * 
 When the incoming stopped, I thanked the corporal and the men in the OP, wished them luck and walked back 
 to the command post. Lieutenant Colonel Lee R. Bendell [see photos, pages 3 and 9], commanding officer of 
 3d Battalion, 4th Regiment, was waiting. He shook hands and welcomed me. He said they were busy now 
 because Kilo Company was still in contact about fifteen hundred meters west of the base, on the plain between 
 us and the mountains. . . . He offered to point out Kilo Company’s position from a better vantage point around 
 the side of the hill. Leaving the bunker, he led the way along a shelf of disused ground cut into the side of the 
 hill. About fifty feet from the CP he came to a cleared piece of earth with five rectangular foxholes neatly dug 
 in a line, each about five feet long, four feet wide and three feet deep. . . . The position faced west, toward the 
 mountains. 
  Bendell looked through his binoculars toward the scattered trees and scrub on the low ground about a mile 
 west. "You can see Kilo Company moving down there," he said, pointing to a large tree in the foreground. 
 "Look. Three fingers to the right of this tree. See them?" 
  A platoon of Marines, forty to fifty men, were moving north (from left to right as we looked) spread out in 
 a skirmish line across an open field. Suddenly, dark puffs of smoke and flame burst among them and the 
 Marines dropped to the ground. A second or two later we heard the sharp brraak . . . brraak . . . brraak . . . of 
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 the mortar rounds exploding, one after another. When the explosions stopped, the line of men got up and 
 moved forward in a run. Some did not get up. 
 
In his book, James Coan provides another perspective on the action that involved Kilo Co., 3rd Battalion, 4th 
Marines, that Thursday afternoon in September: 
 
 Kilo was within two hundred meters of Mike Company when they started taking incoming as well. Navy 
 corpsman HM3 Ron "Doc" Smith [see photo, 
 right] remembered that terrible day in a letter to his 
 former platoon commander, Peter Wymes: 
 
  We were just "shootin' the shit" when we  
  heard the first gun fire across the DMZ. . . . It 
  seems like the screaming started after that first 
  round hit. I got up and grabbed my unit one  
  and Jeffries reached up and grabbed me by the 
  nap of my flak jacket and pulled me down. He 
  said, "Wait, Doc, you're no good to us  
  dead." . . . Every time a round came in there 
  was more screaming for corpsmen. Shrapnel 
  was tearing the limbs off the tree over us.  
  Some of the rounds were so close the impact 
  bounced us a few inches off the ground. After 
  the chopper came in, we were throwing the  
  wounded in like crazy. I went over to where  
  you were and gave you the names and types of 
  wounds for the casualty report. I went to light 
  a cigarette. My hands were shaking so bad I  
  couldn't light it. I was hoping you didn't notice. 
  My fingers were so bloody they were sticking 
  together, and by then, I didn't even care. 
 
The Michael Arlen account continues: 
 
 The Colonel [see photo, page 9] put down his binoculars and held the radio. "O.K., Bill," he said, speaking in a 
 fatherly tone. "Just try to pull your people together and get them linked up to Mike Company. This is still your 
 show." 
  There was silence for a moment. Then the voice came back: "I think we may have to have help. We might 
 get overrun." 
  "All right, Bill," the Colonel said, still in a fatherly voice. "I'm going to try to bring Mike Company up to 
 you. I'm positioning tanks to fire in your support. . . ." 
  Just then, somebody yelled, "Incoming!," and Laurence, . . . jumped into one of the foxholes, and  so did 
 Kay and Dan. . . . A shell exploded somewhere on the other side of the hill. . . . 
  Laurence moved forward into the foxhole now occupied by the Colonel and Captain Jansen, and motioned 
 to Kay to continue taking pictures. The artillery barrage was coming in steadily, with two or three very loud, 
 ground-shaking explosions at a time. The staff were all crouched low in the foxholes, except for the Colonel, 
 who was standing up, with one foot on the edge of the hole, and leaning forward. Laurence huddled low over 
 his microphone and spoke in a soft voice: "You don't spend long in Con Thien before the action starts. Some 
 time ago, two companies from the battalion defending this outpost ran into enemy contact, and it has become 
 increasingly heavy. Colonel Bendell is watching the action less than a mile away and moving his troops into 
 position." 
 
 More and more bullets were now buzzing by. The Colonel continued to stand with one foot on the edge of the 
 foxhole. Jansen was seated on the edge. Laurence got up beside Jansen, and, . . . again spoke softly into the 

Left to right: HM3 Ron "Doc" Smith, Jeffries, "Mojo" 
Morales, and Rick Satterlee. Photo taken ca. late 
August, 1967, during Operation Kingfisher, near Con 
Thien. Doc Smith and the three Marines were 
assigned to Kilo Co., 3/4 Marines, commanded 
(beginning early that September) by Capt. Ned 
LeRoy. Photo credit: Ron Smith. 
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 mike. "That whistling sound you hear is incoming 
 artillery fire," he said. "You may actually be able 
 to see it landing." . . . 
  "That one landed about one hundred and fifty 
 yards away," Laurence said into his  
 microphone, . . . 
  Two helicopters came into view and landed 
 beside the camp, their engines roaring, the dust 
 blowing up around them. Soldiers appeared from 
 within the camp carrying men on stretchers—men 
 who had been wounded by the artillery 
 bombardment. 
 

* * * 
 Kay called to Laurence that the camera was really 
 dead. . . . 
  "If you want to get out of here, you can go 
 back with the convoy," Jansen said. 
  Laurence considered for a moment. "O.K.," he 
 said. "I guess we will." 
 

* * * 
Returning to The Cat from Hué, by John Laurence, 
 
 Kay, Dan, Cathy Leroy, Sergeant Wilkinson and I 
 climbed onto a truck near the front of the  

 convoy. . . . The truck moved off before everyone was aboard, and we pulled in Marines who were hanging off 
 the sides and tailgate. They armed their rifles and sat down on the metal bed and looked out the sides. . . . 
 About halfway,  gunfire cracked from the bush on the right side of the road, a few single shots at first and then 
 automatic weapons—heavy, persistent. Muzzle flashes from the rifles were visible about 250 yards away. 
 Marines on the truck fired back into the brush on full automatic. One of the trucks behind was hit and crashed 
 at the side of the road. . . . No one was left behind. 
  The convoy came to an artillery post between Con Thien and Cam Lo called C-2 [see map, page 5] and  
 stopped. . . . It was six o'clock. The sun was falling behind the mountains. 
 
Cathy Leroy went on with the rest of the convoy toward Cam Lo. But Laurence, his crew, and Sergeant Wilkinson 
would stay at C-2 for the night. . . . 
 
 Thinking of the pictures Kay shot at the start of the convoy earlier in the day, I [Laurence] tried to write a 
 simple narrative that would complement the film. 
  "The convoy to Con Thien goes once a day and it does not stay long," I wrote. "It is the only source of 
 supply for the Marine outpost on the Demilitarized Zone, and it rides the only road that goes there. The convoy 
 carries food, water and ammunition, and returns the few men who have been lucky enough to get away for a 
 few days. The Marines say the worst part of a pass from Con Thien is coming back." . . . 
  Sergeant Wright came into the tent with a can of cold beer and gave it to me. I thanked him, took a sip and 
 continued writing: "The enemy is one hazard, nature another. Two days of rain have nearly washed out the soft 
 dirt road. It will be impassable within a month, with the coming of the fall monsoon." . . . 
  Then: "The convoy arrives safely, unloads quickly, and turns around, because the camp is continually under 
 artillery attack." . . . How to describe the incoming? . . . "Every few minutes, and sometimes every few seconds, 
 the guns go off, their guns and our guns, whistling and pounding with the incessant, methodical efficiency of a 
 carpenter hammering nails. In the battle outside the camp, at least twenty men are killed on both sides, perhaps 
 a hundred wounded, as each recovers its casualties quickly and prepares for the night of shelling, and the 
 following day of fighting."  

September 7, 1967. LtCol. Lee Bendell, battalion 
commander, 3/4 Marines, is watching the action less 
than a mile away and moving his troops into position. 
"O.K., look, . . . Do you see where that smoke  
is? . . . That far, where the shells landed, is about three 
hundred meters, . . . right where that big tree is out 
there, three hundred to four hundred meters 
southeast." Photo credit: CBS News, "The Ordeal of 
Con Thien," © MCMLXVII.  
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    When the narration was finished, Sergeant Wright gave us another beer and we ate supper. I was too 
 restless to sleep, so I wandered through the camp. C-2 was a small base with one or two artillery batteries and a 
 few tents. Its guns supported Con Thien and the rifle companies that maneuvered in the field to the west and 
 north. . . . 

 
* * * 

 The next morning [Friday, September 8, 1967] at Charlie-2, a tall suntanned Marine saw me standing alone by 
 the road and asked if I was a reporter. . . . 
  

* * * 
Back in New York, at Shea Stadium, Bob Gibson had given up four hits through three complete innings in his first 
start in almost eight weeks. The Cardinals game against the Mets was still in progress, but Gibson's team had a 3-0 
lead going into the top of the fourth inning, thanks in large part to Roger Maris' two-run homer in the top of the 
third. . . . 
 

* * * 
 [September 8, 1967] The guns at C-2 were screened by a low ridge. To the west, mountains rose above five 
 thousand feet, cool dark green in the early light. Kay and Dan came up and said the camera was working; they 
 had charged the battery overnight. We walked to the top of the ridge and looked up the road at a company of 
 Marines with tanks and amtracks who were moving off the road from right to left into an open field of 
 scattered brush about a hundred yards away. The company was fresh, from 3d Battalion, 26th Regiment, about 
 two hundred men. . . . 
  
From James Coan's Con Thien,  
 
 When the NVA broke contact [with Kilo and Mike Cos., 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, see pages 7-9] at dusk 
 [on September 7], the Marine companies were ordered to pull back closer to Con Thien's perimeter. The 
 battalion CP had learned that another Marine Corps battalion had made heavy contact with a large force of 
 NVA only fifteen hundred meters south of the Thon An Hoa [An Hoa; see map, page 5] encounter, and that 
 battle was still raging. 
 

* * *  
2ndLt. Carlton Crenshaw had graduated with 2ndLt. Norman Lane and 542 other young Marine Corps officers 
from The Basic School Class 3-67. He then attended 
artillery school at Fort Sill, Oklahoma, before 
beginning his tour in Vietnam. 2ndLt. Crenshaw would 
serve as an artillery forward observer with Mike Co., 
3rd Battalion, 26th Marines. In 2016, Mr. Crenshaw 
prepared this recollection: 
 
 On my second day in Vietnam, three of us 0802's 
 [field artillery officers] checked into the 13th 
 Marines and were informed that at least one of us 
 would be dead within two weeks - - and this 
 happened to one of our classmates, Charlie Ryberg 
 at Con Thien on 7 September. Within a few days 
 of checking into Mike Company, 3/26 as their FO 
 we were flown to Dong Ha and trucked to C-2, just 
 outside of Con Thien. . . . Over the next six-day 
 period 3/26 was engaged by two different NVA 
 regiments and absorbed losses exceeding 70%. We 
 were withdrawn on 11 September after the biggest 
 battle in the history of 3/26 the previous day and 
 trucked to Camp Carroll. Steaks and beer awaited 

On Veterans Day, 2009, then-US Army Chief of Staff 
George Casey Jr. viewed the plaque in Harvard 
Memorial Church honoring the memories of 
Harvard’s Vietnam War dead. The name of Charles 
Edward Ryberg is immortalized on that plaque. 
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 us. However, we were too tired and shocked to enjoy them. Mike Company was attempting to reconstruct the 
 loss of 150 Marines the prior day. It started to rain heavily. I lied down and covered myself with a poncho in 
 the mud and just reflected on my first three weeks in country. Incredible. 
 
From a 2004 post on the Virtual Wall site for 2ndLt. Charles E. Ryberg from Jackson, Minnesota, who was serving 
as FO with India Co., 3rd Battalion, 26th Marines, when he gave his life for his country on Thursday, September 7, 
1967, 
 
 Charlie was an interesting fellow. I understand that he graduated from Harvard in 3 years. I recall him in the 
 classes on various military subjects, reading something other than what was being instructed. It always amazed 
 me that he could do that and still "ace" the tests. Unfortunately, this may have been his undoing, since those 
 with the highest grades in the company were assigned to Military Occupational Specialties that required 
 officers who were a "cut above" in intelligence. Artillery was one of those MOS's. I always thought that the 
 USMC would have been better served by having Charlie in a more "organizational" MOS such as supply or 
 communications. It was a sad loss for everyone. . . . 
 

* * * 
James Coan continues (http://tinyurl.com/Coan-Hill-of-Angels, page 193),  
 
 [September 8, 1967] Capt. Richard D. Camp, the CO of Lima Company [3/26 Marines], had been a Marine 
 officer for five years, . . . He had taken over Lima a month earlier, in August. His company . . . came up the 
 MSR by truck convoy to join 3/26 on September 8. . . . Altogether, 270 men made the trip out to beef up their 
 battalion's lines. Kilo [3/26]  accompanied Drnek's [2ndLt. Paul Drnek, commander of 2nd Platoon, Bravo Co., 
 3rd Tank Battalion] tanks with the dead and wounded and met the convoy on the MSR shortly before noon. 
  As the replacements dismounted, Kilo's Marines unloaded casualties from the tanks and put them in the 
 "deuce-and-a-half" trucks. The tanks, trucks, and hundreds of Marines out in the open made an irresistible 
 target. . . . Seconds later, that boom-ba-boom sound was heard coming from the north. Marching down the 
 length of the truck column, twenty 140mm rockets screamed down on the stalled convoy. . . .  
 
Continuing, from The Cat from Hué, by John Laurence,  
 
 [September 8, 1967] The armored force was moving northwest of C-2, away from the road. Advancing toward 
 the mountains, the Marines had gone a few hundred yards when an explosion burst in the middle of the 
 formation, then another. Everyone ran for cover. . . . 
 
 After several minutes of incoming rockets, Marine drivers gunned the engines of their tanks and amtracks, 
 turned around and raced across the field back toward the road. The shelling subsided. Kay, Dan and I got out of 
 the trench and ran up the road to meet the tracks coming back toward C-2. Between twenty and thirty wounded 
 Marines lay on top of the armor. Navy corpsmen [see photos, page 12] attended them, cutting away clothing, 
 applying field dressings, giving injections, inserting IV needles. Kay rolled film on a corpsman who was 
 working with intense concentration on a wounded Marine on top of an amtrack. The corpsman looked up for a  
 moment and saw another medic a few feet away who must have been an old friend. He shouted the other man's 
 name, reached over, smiled and shook hands. Then both of them turned back to the wounded Marines in their 
 care and continued their work. . . . The tops of the tanks and amtracks were covered with wounded Marines and 
 their blood. 
  We [Laurence, Kay, Dan, and Sergeant Wilkinson] got back to Danang before dark [late afternoon, Friday, 
 September 8]. . . . Kay brought me a beer. "The next day on the road to Con Thien," I wrote, "another American 
 company is shelled in an open field a hundred yards ahead, again with amazing accuracy, this time with 
 rockets. One tank is hit, a tread knocked apart, and the rest of the tanks, vulnerable to rockets, pull back out of 
 range. They carry some of the casualties from the rocket attack—some of the young men Corporal Broderick 
 wrote his poem about [see page 4]." I figured the editors could insert a reprise of the poem "When youth was a 
 soldier . . ." if they wished. . . . A few days later, on [Monday] September 11, 1967, it [the film and tape] 
 arrived in New York [aboard a United Airlines flight from San Francisco]. Four minutes of film were shown on 
 the CBS Evening News. Afterward, we received a cable from Walter Cronkite complimenting us on our work.  
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* * * 
 Broderick took off the flak jacket, read the poem to himself, and put it back on again. "Okay," he said, more 
 confidently. With the camera rolling, Kay signaled that he was ready. Broderick recited in a flat, even voice: 
 
  When youth was a soldier 
  And we fought across the sea, 
  We were young and cold hearts, 
  Of bloody savagery. 
 
  Born of Indignation 
  Children of our time 
  We were orphans of creation 
  And dying in our prime. 
 

* * *  
John Laurence had returned to Danang before dark on that Friday, September 8, 1967. Four minutes of the Con 
Thien story that John and his crew had compiled over those two days were shown on the CBS Evening News on 
Monday evening, September 11. . . . 
 

* * *  
On that Friday, September 8, 2ndLt. Norman Lane was still serving (http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967) with 3rd 
Battalion, 6th Marines, and the Ground Defense Force at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba – almost 10,000 miles from Con 
Thien. A straight line connecting Dong Ha in Vietnam with GTMO on a world map is virtually horizontal – the two 
locations are separated by three degrees in latitude. Norman had been at GTMO for just over four months. Sarah 
Shepard, the Navy captain’s daughter whom Norman had dated that summer, had returned to her studies at Loretto 
Heights College in Denver. At some point on that Friday in September – as John Laurence returned to Danang from 
his harrowing adventure at Con Thien – Norman wrote Sarah a letter: 
 
                Guantanamo Bay, Cuba 
                8 September 1967 
 Dear Sarah, 
  I finally got a letter from you yesterday afternoon (postmarked Sept 1), and need- 
 less to say I rejoiced. In fact, I killed a fatted calf I had been saving for the occasion.  

September 8, 1967. Navy corpsmen attending to wounded Marines near C-2. Left, corpsman working on a 
wounded Marine (presumably, from 3/26 Marines) on top of an amtrack. Right, two corpsmen recognize and 
greet each other, while attending to their wounded Marines. Photo credit: CBS News, "The Ordeal of Con Thien," 
© MCMLXVII.  
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 Your stationery certainly is dainty. . . . 
  We are packed and ready to mount out tomorrow [September 9]. Our ship is due  
 to leave here Monday morning [September 11], but hurricane Beulah is due to arrive  
 at the same time, so we may be delayed. In any case, I am sure I will be writing you  
 while aboard ship and again from Camp Lejeune. Last night I was off, so I sat around  
 in Brian Jennings’ room telling droll stories and drinking beer, etc. Cliff Cheney joined  
 us for most of the evening, and several others stopped in from time to time. Today has  
 been a quiet day. I spent a good while reading Tess of the D’Urbervilles, of all things.  
 A pretty good book. Please write me again soon. I miss you. 
                   Much love, 
                    Norman. 
 

* * * 
On Sunday evening, October 1, 1967 – almost three weeks after airing four minutes of John Laurence’s Con Thien 

story on the evening news, CBS News presented a 
thirty-minute Special Report, "The Ordeal of Con 
Thien" (http://tinyurl.com/Ordeal-of-Con-Thien). The 
televised report included film and interviews 
conducted by Laurence and by his CBS News 
colleague Robert Schakne and was hosted by Mike 
Wallace. Two days later, the Chicago Tribune 
provided this response to the special report: 
 
 A CBS television report Sunday from the redoubt 
 of United States marines at Con Thien, just south 
 of the so-called demilitarized zone [DMZ] in Viet 
 Nam, brought a graphic picture of Americans 
 under communist siege who must stand fast in the 
 face of terrible losses. Officers and platoon leaders 
 alike testified to the toll in their commands. . . .   

 
 
 
 
 
 

* * *  
Norman Lane’s record indicates that he returned to the US (Camp Lejeune) on Tuesday, September 12. He would 
remain on active duty with 3/6 Marines at Camp Lejeune for another month, through Thursday, October 12, 1967 – 
the day that Bob Gibson and the St. Louis Cardinals defeated the Boston Red Sox to win the 1967 World Series. 
The next day, October 13, 1967 – Friday the 13th – 2ndLt. Lane would begin his thirty-day leave, prior to departing 
the US for his tour in Vietnam. Hurricane Beulah would come and go, but storm clouds were on the horizon for 
Norman Lane. . . .  
 
Thank you. 
 
 
  
 
 
  
     
 
  

 

The CBS News Special Report, "The Ordeal of Con 
Thien," was broadcast on Sunday evening, October 1, 
1967. Photo credit: CBS News, "The Ordeal of Con 
Thien," © MCMLXVII.  
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