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Eighteen-year-old Robb Stall had graduated from Midland (Texas) High School in 1965 (photo, left). There, he 
had played cornet in the school band, he had been a member of the Latin Honor Society, and he had served as a
editor of the school literary magazine, Candle in the Wind, for two years. After a year at the University of Texa
at Austin, he enlisted in the Marine Corps on February 1, 1967. He would marry his high school sweethe
months later, and on the last day of that summer in Midland, then-PFC Stall arrived for duty in Vietnam. Two 
days after Christmas, LCpl. Stall joined Lt. Jack Solitario as an artillery forward observer (right) with Mike Co., 
3rd Battalion, 4th Marines. Photo credits: left, Midland High School yearbook, 1965; right, Jack Solitario. 
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January 25, 2018 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
Born on Valentine's Day, 1947, LCpl. William Robb Stall had been a native and lifelong resident of Midland, 
Texas. The third of five children, he had graduated from Midland High School in 1965 (see photo above, left). 
There he had played cornet in the school band, and he had been active in the Latin Honor Society as well as a 
number of other student clubs and organizations. During his junior and senior years, he had served as assistant 
editor and editor, respectively, of the school literary magazine, Candle in the Wind, and he had attended the 
University of Texas at Austin for a year. But on February 1, 1967, two weeks before his twentieth birthday, Robb 
Stall had enlisted in the Marine Corps. Following boot camp at Marine Corps Recruit Depot, San Diego, he 
completed ITR (Infantry Training Regiment) at Camp Pendleton. On August 1, he had married his high school 
sweetheart, Florence Ann Yeager, and on September 22, 1967, PFC Robb Stall arrived for duty in Vietnam. 
 
On the second day of the battalion's (3rd Battalion, 4th Marines; see https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28) new 
defensive position at Hill 28, December 27, 1967, now-LCpl. Robb Stall (see photo above, right) joined Lt. Jack 
Solitario and his radioman, PFC Johnston, as the second enlisted member of the Mike 3/4 artillery forward 
observation team. As Mr. Solitario describes in his book, One Avenue of Approach, 
 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
 

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
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 To fill the shortage in Alpha [artillery] forward observers, there was an in-country incentive for bright PFCs 
 with radio skills and an aptitude for reading a map to be promoted to LCPL and become on-the-job-trained 
 forward observers . . .    
 
And so, as then-Lt. Solitario describes it, 
 
 The best thing that happened on day two was that our battalion artillery liaison officer brought Lance Corporal 
 Stall, my long-awaited Alpha team, to our location . . . 
 
The in-country incentive to become an FO (forward observer) had allowed PFC Stall to receive promotion to LCpl. 
after about three months of duty in Vietnam. A PFC in a rifle company could expect promotion to LCpl. after as 
many as eight months in country. Mr. Solitario continues with his recollection of mentoring his young pupil and 
FO: 
 
 My first [very] few weeks with Stall consisted of walking him through every activity and doing brain dumps 
 regarding preparation, execution, and follow-up on everything that we did . . . He was bright and eager to  
 learn . . . and always took critiques in a positive nature (as intended) . . . I was able to pass on to this eager pup 
 all this good stuff that just wasn't in books . . . When we were on patrol, I would point to a distant location and 
 tell him to call in a fire mission on it. . . . I knew exactly how to reach him without offending . . . but this time, 
 it was for real and at an accelerated pace. It wasn't nice to know stuff anymore; it was required now . . . 
 
Time was passing quickly. As LCpl. Stall was becoming more proficient in his new responsibility with Lt. Solitario 
and Mike 3/4, PFC Johnston was wounded in a field accident that required medical evacuation by helicopter. He 
would recover, but a new radioman would replace him. In the interim, the bond tightened between the college-
educated officer from Springfield, Massachusetts, and the high school graduate from Midland, Texas. Mr. Solitario 
continues, from his Vietnam War memoir: 
 
 Now that Johnston was gone, the team got small again; fortunately, I had Stall . . . We talked about it, and he 
 appreciated how I felt about the fire mission gone bad . . . Actually he surprised me . . . He told me that I saved 
 his life by giving him the opportunity to come into the field . . . "A lot of guys opted for this job [the in-country 
 incentive to become an FO] for the money, and I know that my wife [of five months] can use the extra cash, but 
 I did it to get away from all the bad blood back in the battery . . . Morale is at an all-time low back there." He 
 went on to talk about how it was a choice between alcohol, pot, and throwing smoke grenades into the CO's 
 tent . . . which resulted in global punishment for that action. It was a vicious circle . . . The worse things got, the 
 more things tightened up . . . and everyone had to choose sides . . . "I didn't come to Nam to get tangled up in 
 that stuff, I had to get away from them . . . I am grateful for being with you and doing something with our guys 
 in the field." . . . "Stall, you might credit me for saving you from the reprobates in the rear, but you just saved 
 my sanity," I told him . . .  
  We worked hard in the field days; on downtime, we got to talking about home, finding that we both came 
 from similar family backgrounds . . . We were both the oldest son, with an older sister, he had two . . . and 
 younger brothers . . . Nothing privileged about either family, just good stock with strong Christian values . . . 
 Midland, Texas didn't seem that far from Springfield, Massachusetts, after all . . . 
  I told Stall that when I was a kid and got hurt, my dad's first reaction was to make sure that I was OK, and 
 then he would crack me up the side of the head for being so dumb as to get hurt in the first place . . . That was 
 the only time I remembered him hitting me . . . (I identified much with Stall; I never said it to him, but in many 
 ways, there was this kind of naive innocence about both of us . . . We were good kids from nice families and 
 certainly not good candidates for an unpopular war; seemed like the best way to put it.) 
  At night, when nothing was going on, we would lie back, looking [at] the stars, and just talk about stuff . . . 
 I would tell him, tongue in cheek, how I thought that I was better equipped to guard the American embassy in 
 Paris than a "bug-infested swamp in South Vietnam." He was smiling at my comments, so I took it a step more. 
 "I took French in high school and college . . . And I did look great in my dress blues to my girlfriend back at 
 Mary Washington College [then, a women's college in Fredericksburg, Virginia, proximal to Quantico and 
 popular with young Marine officers in The Basic School] when I showed at her Southern belle's cotillion . . . " 
 In the middle of nowhere, we would be cracking up over stuff a million miles away . . . He was a mixture of 
 subordinate, younger brother, and confidant that no one else had the good luck to enjoy . . . Best of all, he got 
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 me and sensed where I was coming from . . . At that point, I was more interested in getting into his head as his 
 mentor than preserving the distance between officer and enlisted ranks; I was his mentor in the Marines, the 
 guy who was going to help him survive this war . . . Even when Johnston was with us, when I came around the 
 corner, he would break into a smile that could light up a small city . . . Well, one like Midland, Texas, for  
 sure . . . 
  In a day or two, we got a new radioman . . . 
 

* * * 
At the battalion level, three days had passed since Lima Co. had lost seven Marines in the January 7 fight with the 
NVA (https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28). From the Command Chronology, "Close Combat," pages IV-7 and 8, 
 
 11Jan: . . . At 110936H at YD 181750 [see map, page 4], . . . Co "K" made contact with two to ten NVA 
 entrenched and employing small arms and automatic weapons. . . . resulting in one friendly WIA med-evac and 
 one friendly WIA non-evac. . . . At 111010H, sniper fire increased. . . . AO [aerial observer, see 
 http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout] noted NVA attempting to reinforce and envelop flank and called arty. 
 NVA were observed fleeing north in final stages of contact. . . . AO was effective in observing NVA in open 
 and adjusting arty, 60mm and 81mm mortar fires. . . . Co "M" found and recovered Co "L"'s friendly KIA from 
 previous contact (7Jan68), positive identification made [PFC Donald Monkman; see https://tinyurl.com/Jan-
 1968-Hill-28].  
 
Elsewhere, the Chronology ("Enemy Situation at the Beginning of Period," page III-2) states: 
 
 During contact with an estimated 20-30 NVA at YD 174746 on 11 January [the location given is different 
 from that (YD 181750) stated above], the enemy unit was identified as the 2d Company of the 7th Battalion, 
 90th NVA Regiment.   
 
The next day, Co "K" was chopped from 3/4 to 3rd Battalion, 3rd Marines, and the rest of the battalion (3/4) moved 
to the vicinity of YD 150710 (see map, page 4).     
 

* * * 
Back in America, Super Bowl II would be played on Sunday afternoon, January 14, in the Orange Bowl, where 
Karl Kremser's 43-yard field goal attempt had sailed wide of the mark just two weeks before, giving Oklahoma the 
Orange Bowl victory over Tennessee (see https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28). The Super Bowl would pit the 
Oakland Raiders against the Green Bay Packers, who had defeated Dallas in the Ice Bowl two weeks earlier at 
Lambeau Field. 

 
About seventeen hours before kickoff, Capt. Ned LeRoy and the men of Kilo 3/4, including Allen Willyerd, from 
Brownsville, Tennessee, departed their position for their new playing field at Gio Linh. There was no one to 
applaud or cheer for them as they walked into the new arena. 
 

* * * 
As further described in the Command Chronology (page III-3), there was also a very significant finding in the 
battalion's area of operation on that Sunday: 
  
 On 14 January a large enemy harbor site (estimated battalion size) was discovered at YD 166690 [see map, 
 page 4] in a heavily wooded bamboo thicket with 15-20 feet of overhead canopy. . . . Adjacent to the living 
 area were four, 82mm mortar pits with builtin ammunition bunkers, . . . A total of 183, 82mm mortar rounds 
 were discovered. Openings were cut in the canopy in order to fire in the direction of Con Thien. . . . It is 
 probable that it was a full time staging and rest area for elements of the 270th NVA Regiment, which operated 
 in the vicinity of Phu Tho YD 178699 [see map, page 4]. 
 
I cannot say this with any authority, but I doubt that the Marines and Corpsmen of 3/4 were surprised to find that 
their opponent had the definite home-field advantage. On the next day, January 15, the Battalion (minus Kilo Co.), 
including Norman Lane, from Brownsville, Tennessee, moved to a new location further west and south of the trace 
at YD 148707 (see map, page 4). 

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout
https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28


Section of topographic map of Leatherneck Square (see page 9, https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28) described 
in this story. Major focal points are labeled as in the original map. Markers for X-axis (13-19) and Y-axis (67-
75) grid coordinates have been added. Numbered and lettered black diamonds correspond to YD coordinates, 
from the Command Chronology and other sources, for specific events (see the map inset for the key) with 3rd 
Battalion, 4th Marines, over January 11-18, 1968.   

From the Command Chronology, page III-5, the end-of-January synopsis is given: 
 
 On 16 January, information was received of a possible enemy buildup in the area north-northeast of Con Thien. 
 Elements of the 803d NVA Regiment were the probable enemy units. 
 

* * * 
Somewhere in the approximate time line of January 13-16, Lt. Jack Solitario, working with LCpl. Robb Stall and 
their new radioman, PFC (presumably) Wallace on their artillery FO team, began to feel ill: 
 
 We started to get heavy rains for the next week [before January 13] or so . . . Worse than that, my pneumatic 
 mattress, better known as a "rubber lady," developed a leak . . . Soon I was sleeping in water, and my chest 
 started to ache . . . A few days later [maybe January 13-16], I was panting short breaths and felt like a squad of 

 4
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 NVA were stabbing me in the back . . . I started to develop a wheeze and wanted to die whenever I coughed . . . 
 I went to Doc and asked for some aspirin; he said that it looked like pneumonia to him . . . and I should take the 
 morning [Thursday, January 18, 1968] convoy to Delta Med in Dong Ha . . . I checked with the skipper [Capt. 
 Raymond Kalm, Mike 3/4 CO] to see what our duty roster was like for the day . . . He said that we were the 
 reserve company [Mike Co.  did participate in the two-company sweep on January 18, moving into two 
 blocking positions north of the "trace"] and that I should go and get some medication before things got  
 worse . . . He didn't want me to be out of action . . . I told him that Stall [LCpl. Robb Stall, the FO who at that 
 time had been with Lt. Solitario and Mike Co. for three weeks] was up to speed and could easily fill in for the 
 day . . . He was  OK with it. 
  I went back to Stall and told him that he was the big kahoona today; everyone was good with it . . . I also 
 added that we were the reserve company today [see above]; it was quiet and I would be back before the 
 afternoon was over . . . "Try not to outshine me too much, I like my job." He started to raise his right hand, and 
 I quickly said, "Don't you salute me, Marine, you wanna get me shot by some sniper?" Instead I got his winning 
 smile . . . and a "Good luck with the doctors, sir . . ." "You too," I returned . . .  
  I hopped in a jeep [the morning of Thursday, January 18], and after a two-hour agonizing ride over 
 washboard roads, I was at Delta Med, getting x-rays . . . and a diagnosis of pleurisy . . . I got a shot of 
 something, some pills, and a pat on the ass . . . 
 

* * * 
LCpl. John Hudson had been a part of the three-man "Killer Team" that had been involved with Lima Co. in their 
January 7 engagement with the NVA (https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28), and at 2100 hours on that Sunday 
evening, he had been the first Marine to arrive back at the Lima 1 CP (1st Platoon, Lima Co., Command Post). Ten 
days later, on Wednesday, January 17, 1968, LCpl. Hudson was sitting in the Lima 1 CP talking to a new 
Corpsman, Doc Jeff Aker, and PFC Fred Taylor, who had been with Lima Co. since April. In a post to the 3/4 
Association Yahoo Group (January 12, 2014), titled, "'The Marketplace' 17-19 January 1968: Part One," Mr. 
Hudson provides this recollection: 
 
 By the 17th I was sitting in the Lima 1 CP talking to Fred Taylor and our new corpsman, Doc Jeff Aker, who 
 replaced Doc Zombie. Aker had been a corpsman for 3 years but was just an HN [Navy Hospitalman], an E3, 
 while Doc Cecil Belt, who had only been in a year, was already an E4 [HM3, Hospital Corpsman Third Class]. 
  In the early afternoon Lt. Hoare [1st Platoon commander] was called up to the Lima Company CP, and 
 when he returned he had a strange look on his face and told me, "Hudson, the Gunny wants to see you." . . . 
 
 "Gunny, Lt. Hoare said you wanted to see me." 
  "Hey Hudson, it's Cpl. Worley that wants to see you." 
  Thom Worley was Lima Company radioman and was sitting a few feet away in the CP hole with Cpl. Kirk 
 Grandjean, the battalion radioman, and Cpl. Burt Lancaster, who was Company Driver and Captain Carr's 
 bodyguard. 
  I walked over and asked, "Cpl. Worley, did you want to see me about something?" 
  "Hey Hudson, how you doing? You're my replacement, get your gear and move up here to the CP." . . . 
 
 "Captain Carr picked you himself, he liked the way you ran the radio on the 7th [as a member of the Killer 
 Team, during that prior engagement with the NVA; see https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28]. Now go get your 
 s--- and get  on up here; I'm short, and you are my replacement". 
  Back at the Lima 1 CP both Fred Taylor and Bob McConnell congratulated me on the new job. . . . 
 
 I moved up to the Lima [Company] CP and started doing my job. 
  Captain Carr returned from the 3/4 CP about 1630 [Wednesday afternoon, January 17], and when he saw 
 me on radio watch he called me over. 
  "You did a good job out there the other day Hudson, keep up the good work." 
  I thanked him for the job and told him I'd do the best I could. 
  "Call up the platoon commanders and supporting arms people, Hudson, for the evening briefing." 
  On the radio I called, "Swayback, swayback, this is Lima over." (Swayback meant all platoons answer up, a 
 message was coming from Lima 6 [Capt. Carr, the CO]). 
  The platoons answered, "Lima One Go, Two go, Three go." 

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
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  I answered, "Actuals up to the CP." 
  It was the first Lima Company CP evening briefing I'd ever been to, as only the platoon commanders and 
 supporting arms people attended the briefing. 
  I can still see it like it was yesterday, as I sat there beside Grandjean. 
  The platoon commanders, the FAC ([forward air controller] LCpl. Stan Piper), the two FOs (Sgt. Dave 
 Hobbs and LCpl. Mike Madden), plus the 81mm mortars FO (who I cannot recall), plus others like the scout 
 dog team leader, the head sniper, and a few others all sat in a semicircle as Lima 6, Captain John David Carr, 
 briefed everyone on a company-minus (that is, one platoon was left behind) patrol in the morning. 
  It seems that Intel had detected a new NVA unit located about a mile to our northwest [see page 4], near a 
 destroyed market, at the junction of two important trails [see map, page 4; the two trails/roads are labeled 561 
 and 605] that ran into the DMZ. 
  It was going to be a two-company patrol with Captain Bill Kalm's Mike Company departing before 
 daylight and setting up two blocking positions south of the Marketplace. 
  Lima would depart at 0700 [on Thursday morning, January 18, 1968] and sweep up between the two 
 blocking positions. 
  The 3/4 commanding officer, Lt. Colonel Bendell, would be in command himself; he and his small "jump  
 CP" would move with Mike Company. . . . 
 
 I was looking at my map as Captain Carr gave the patrol route and checkpoint locations. 
  I had been in that area before, and it was a bad place. 
  In early July Bravo and Alpha 1/9 had walked into a giant NVA ambush in that exact location and had 
 almost been wiped out, the highest loss of life in a single Marine battle in the entire Vietnam War [The Coffelt 
 Database lists the names of ninety-two Marines and Corpsmen as having died in the July 2, 1967, battle at the 
 Marketplace]. . . . 
 
 2nd Platoon would remain at An Dinh and man the lines.  
  That evening on radio watch I thought about my new job and what it meant. . . . 
  As I took sitreps at midnight, it was the 4th day of my 11th month with Lima 3/4. 
  It was also my mom's 43rd birthday. 
  I figured that was a good omen. 
  Little did I know that the 2nd Battalion of the 803rd NVA regiment was dug in around the Marketplace. 
  They were fresh from North Vietnam and had not come south to go on R&R. 
  They had crossed the DMZ to kill Marines and to win the war. 
 

* * * 
There are three sources for the events at "The Marketplace Revisited," as James Coan refers to the battle that took 
place on Thursday, January 18, 1968 – involving primarily Lima 3/4 and Mike 3/4, and their supporting arms, and 
elements of the 803rd NVA Regiment (believed to have been at least one reinforced company from their 2nd 
Battalion, with a heavy weapons unit attached). There is Mr. Coan's 2004 book, Con Thien: The Hill of Angels 
(pages 289-291), and there is the 3/4 Command Chronology for January, 1968 (especially, pages IV-10 and 11). 
There are also two multipart series posted by Mr. John Hudson on the 3/4 Yahoo Group. The first is titled, "'The 
Marketplace' 17-19 January 1968," and was posted in eight parts over January 12-24, 2014. The second is titled, 
"'You two come with me' 18 January 1968," and was posted in nine parts over November 23, 2014-April 5, 2015. 
 
This abridged account begins with the Command Chronology for January 18, 1968. Parts of that running narrative 
have been divided into four sections, in order to allow specific references to other sources: 
 
1. 18Jan: . . . The two-company sweep consisted of Co "L" as a sweeping force and Co "M" as a blocking force. 
 At 180700H, Co "M" moved into two preassigned blocking positions north of the "trace" followed by Co  "L" 
 sweeping north between these positions [see map, page 4]. At 180845H, Co "M" observed five NVA moving 
 across its front at YD 148726. . . .  
 
In a post from March 22, 2015, Mr. Hudson refers to a copy of the patrol map from one of the Lima Co. platoon 
commanders that day, January 18, 1968: 
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 All of the patrol check points are marked as are the two Mike Company blocking positions, to my great surprise 
 those two positions are almost a mile apart! 
  And Lima was halfway between them. 
 
The patrol map that Mr. Hudson refers to suggests that the two Co "M" positions (see map, page 4) were at map 
coordinates 136716 (west) and 148725 (east). 
 
2. At 180945H, Co "L" made contact with an estimated reinforced enemy platoon. Co "L" deployed all units up 
 on line to gain fire superiority. Enemy fire increased in intensity. The right [east, see above] blocking force of 
 Co "M" was directed to move on Co "L"'s right flank. The last Co "M" platoon was ordered to move into a 
 blocking position from the south side of the "trace" thus disposing two entire companies north of the "trace". 
 Between 181015H and 181100H, an estimated fifty-one rounds of enemy 100mm artillery fire impacted on Co 
 "M"'s west blocking position and the Battalion CP Group. One friendly KIA and two WIA's resulted. Co "L" 
 reported taking heavy casualties at their point of contact as they consolidated their position and attempted to 
 recover  elements pinned down by heavy enemy small arms fire. . . .      
 
In a post from January 13, 2014, Mr. Hudson adds: 
 
 About this time we got a call from some squad in Christy's Platoon [Lt. Ken Christy's 3rd Platoon, Lima Co.], 
 reporting an NVA attack from the right flank, the radioman telling me, "they must be on drugs, we can't stop 
 them," or something like that. 
  I answered back to "aim and they'll go down". 
  We also started receiving fire from an NVA 12.7mm heavy machine gun from the right flank hill, only 200 
 meters away [see also, section 3., below]. 
  The NVA battalion had a heavy weapons unit attached [see page 6] and mortar rounds also began hitting all 
 around us. 
   
3. At 181102H, "Huey" gunships on station prevented flanking NVA units from reaching friendly positions. At 
 the same time Co "L" began receiving .50Cal MG [machine gun] fire from its right flank. They delivered fire 
 on enemy elements moving across their north and northeastern fronts. The enemy returned heavy 60mm mortar 
 and RPG [rocket-propelled grenade] fire. At this time, from the increased volume of enemy fire it was 
 estimated that the enemy force had increased to a reinforced company [see page 6]. Co's "L" and "M" had 
 received an estimated 70 60mm mortar rounds by this time. At 181338H, the commander of Co "L", Captain 
 John Carr, was wounded by mortar fragments as he personally went to the aid of his pinned down men. . . . 
 
In a post from January 18, 2014, Mr. John Hudson added these recollections: 
 
 Captain Carr was relaxed and joking with the troops, as we sat there and waited for the UH-34 that was en route 
 from Dong Ha. 
  I looked at my watch and was astounded to see that it was 1335hrs. 
  I couldn't believe it and asked Piper [forward air controller LCpl. Stan Piper] what time he had (1335). 
  The battle had started at 0945, only 10 minutes short of four hours before! 
  I'd thought the whole thing only took an hour! 
  I was watching Lt. Christy talking to the wounded; he was kneeling over Madden [LCpl. Mike Madden, an 
 artillery FO badly wounded in the battle] saying something, when I heard three distinct pops from an NVA 
 82mm mortar to our northwest. 
  It was exactly 1338hrs. 
  "Incoming! Incoming! Incoming!" I yelled into the radio, as other voices began shouting incoming, too. 
  I ducked as low as I could in our small crater, the radio packboard (that I'd cussed all day) riding up on my 
 back as I scrunched down lower, the radio and plywood backboard covering the gap between my flack jacket 
 and helmet. 
  Captain Carr barely got down at all, simply laying over partially in the crater and part out. 
  The first two rounds hit; the first hit 25 meters short. 
  The second hit 25 meters past us. 
  I prayed the next one would miss us, too. 
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  God did not answer that prayer in my favor, because the next thing I knew, there was a flash and bang, and 
 I was in the bottom of the hole [bomb crater], on my face, and it felt like a swarm of yellow jackets was 
 stinging my neck! 
 
4. At 181345H, the Battalion Commander [LtCol. Lee Bendell] with Co "M" began to move forward to link up 
 with Co "L". . . . A UH-34 med-evac helicopter that had picked up four Co "L" casualties was forced to land 
 near vicinity A-3 [see map, page 4] after it had been hit by ground fire while departing the Co "L" landing  
 zone. . . . At 181412H, Co "M" had successfully linked up with Co "L" and provided covering fire for Co "L" 
 to med-evac its casualties on a CH-46. A total of three KIA's and nineteen WIA's were med-evaced. Four KIA's 
 had to be carried back to the Battalion perimeter as Co "L" returned with Co "M" providing rear security. At 
 181710H, Co's "L" and "M" returned to the Battalion perimeter.  
 
Forty-six years later, on January 21, 2014, then-LCpl. John Hudson remembered: 
 
 As I waited I looked up and the pilot [of the UH-34 med-evac chopper], was looking down as we loaded the 
 casualties. He had the tinted visor on his helmet down, and to me he looked like a man from Mars. 
  Then we were pushing Captain Carr aboard, and the gunner was hit and dropped. Then the crew chief got 
 hit, too, as we loaded the last casualty. 
  I didn't know it, but the copilot had already been shot (he was in the left seat), the only member of the 
 chopper crew not hit was the pilot. 
  Major Hank Eisenson was his name, and he was the Executive Officer of his squadron, a very senior and 
 experienced pilot with years of flying under his belt. 
  He'd need all that experience to get his crew, casualties and chopper out of the torrent of fire. 
  I dove under the chopper, as it sprang off the ground and headed southeast, staying low, trying to avoid 
 enemy fire. 
  But it was too late, hundreds of rounds hit that UH-34, smoke and debris coming off the chopper as it 
 departed, NVA tracers chasing it as it left. 
  Less than a mile away the chopper ran out of airspeed and altitude, crash-landing near Alpha 3.  
 

* * * 
Finally, on January 24, 2014, Mr. Hudson wrote: 
 
 I had just walked out of Delta Med, on the northeast corner of the airstrip in Dong Ha. 
 It was mid-morning, 19 January 1968. 
 I'd been med-evaced, along with more than 20 other lightly-wounded Marines, that morning on two CH-46s.  
 The seriously wounded had all been evaced the night before. . . . 
 
 Then I thought about Kmiec.  
 PFC John Stanley Kmiec, my best friend, a native of Chicago and a devout Catholic. We'd met in ITR on Camp 
 Pendleton and joined Lima Company together on 15 March 1967, . . . 
 

* * * 
But the story of "The Marketplace Revisited," and of Thursday, January 18, 1968, was not over. Repeating from 
then-Lt. Jack Solitario's memoir, One Avenue of Approach, from page 5 of this story,  
 
 I went back to Stall and told him that he was the big kahoona today; everyone was good with it . . . I also 
 added that we [Mike 3/4] were the reserve company today; it was quiet and I would be back before the 
 afternoon was over . . . "Try not to outshine me too much, I like my job." He started to raise his right hand, and 
 I quickly said, "Don't you salute me, Marine, you wanna get me shot by some sniper?" Instead I got his winning 
 smile . . . and a "Good luck with the doctors, sir . . ." "You too," I returned . . .  
  I hopped in a jeep [that morning of Thursday, January 18], and after a two-hour agonizing ride [to Dong 
 Ha] over washboard roads, I was at Delta Med, getting x-rays . . . and a diagnosis of pleurisy . . . I got a shot of 
 something, some pills, and a pat on the ass . . . 
 
Mr. Solitario continues his story: 



 By 1400 I was headed back to Alpha III [on January 18, the battalion base camp was near An Dinh] . . . already 
 feeling better . . . 
  When we pulled into the perimeter, the place was on full alert . . . Lima Company had gotten into a firefight 
 across the trace and got pretty well shot up . . . Mike Company minus [without one of their three rifle platoons; 
 see also page 5 and page 7, section 2.] went out to extricate them . . . I went to the edge of our lines and saw 
 guys bringing some bodies back in ponchos . . . One of them was Stall . . .  
  Mike Company was receiving artillery incoming [see page 7, section 2.] and using a bomb crater for  
 cover . . . Stall was calling in counter battery when an incoming round exploded near him, . . . He never knew 
 what hit him . . . a Lima Company FO took over his mission just  as the NVA guns fell silent . . . 
  I never should have gone to the rear today, I thought to myself. . . . I went over to his poncho, where 
 Gunny Pheringer told me . . . "He did everything that he was supposed to do, Mr. Sol." . . . 
  For me, the loss of . . . Stall felt like I had been cut off at the knees . . . I wrote . . . a letter of condolence to 
 Stall's wife . . . It was tough to put the words together. I finally got them right and sent them off . . . 
 

* * * 
Back in Midland, Texas, about 330 miles west of Dallas, it was the early 
evening of Friday, January 19, 1968, when the official cable carrying 
word of LCpl. Robb Stall's death reached Third Marine Division 
headquarters in Vietnam. The tragic news then began its journey through 
the machinery of the Department of Navy and Marine Corps chains of 
command. Late on Saturday, January 20,, Florence Ann Stall, his young 
bride of less than six months, and Mr. and Mrs. Trovall Stall, his parents – 
all living in Midland – would receive the news. Robb Stall would be 
buried in Midland on Sunday afternoon, January 28, 1968, and his young 
widow would later apply for a government marker for her late husband's 
grave. Florence A. Stall would sign that application on Thursday, 
February 15, 1968. The date came exactly four weeks after Lima and 
Mike Cos., 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, had fought a reinforced company 
from the 2nd Battalion, 803rd NVA Regiment, in a battle referred to as 
"The Marketplace Revisited." The date also came one day after what 
would have been Robb Stall's twenty-first birthday. Robb Stall – the 
young man from Midland who had played cornet in the Midland High  

Robb Stall, in life, and in death. Left, 
During the 1963-1964 academic year at 
Midland High School, Robb worked as 
the assistant editor for the school literary 
magazine, Candle in the Wind. The 
picture shows Robb, at right, working 
with other magazine staff. Above, The 
front page of the Midland Reporter-
Telegram carried the report of LCpl. 
Robb Stall's death on Monday, January 
22, 1968. The banner headline in 
Midland, Texas, that day reported the 
evacuation of Khe Sanh village, four 
kilometers south of the combat base. The 
siege of the base had begun at between 
5:00 and 5:30 a.m., local time, on 
Sunday morning, January 21, and it 
would continue for seventy-seven days.  

School band, who had been a member of the Latin Honor Society, and who had for two years been an editor of the 
school literary magazine, Candle in the Wind. And not unlike a candle in the wind, Robb Stall was lost . . . cut short 
in the prime of his life . . . 
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When Florence Stall later arranged to have the flat bronze marker placed at her husband's gravesite, the inscription 
read, below a Latin cross: 
 

WM ROBB STALL 
TEXAS 

  L CPL    US MARINE CORPS 
VIETNAM    PH 

FEB 14 1947       JAN 18 1968 
 

* * * 
As had been the case during the January 7 fighting between Lima Co. amd the NVA, when Lt. Norman Lane had 
remained with his 81mm mortar platoon within the battalion perimeter, there is no reason to think that he left the 
perimeter during the January 18 battle at "The Marketplace Revisited." But the January 18 battle and its tragic 
consequences – for Lima Co., seven enlisted Marines, one Marine officer, and two Corpsmen, KIA; for Mike Co., 
one enlisted Marine, KIA – nonetheless had an impact on Lt. Lane. No, his experience was not similar to those of  
the Lima Co. Marines or that of Lt. Solitario, all of whom had lost good friends in the fighting, but his letter (only 
one part is discussed in this story) to Sarah Shepard, written six days later, does suggest a slightly more sober 
attitude: 
 
                    Hill 42 
                    Jan 24, 1968. 
 Dearest Sarah,  
  it's [sic] been so long since I wrote you that I fear you'll think I've forgotten you.  
 Not a chance! Will never happen. Has been considerable excitement in my life lately,  
 however. On the 18th we got in a big fight with the 2nd Battalion, 803rd NVA Regiment,  
 and we killed about 200 of them and had twelve Marines killed and over thirty wounded.  
 Most of the bodies were flown to the rear immediately, but four bodies stayed behind  
 until the next morning. They were all covered by rubber ponchos, lying all stiff and  
 cold in the grass. One had his legs crossed at the ankles. He looked very casual, but  
 dead. . . .   

* * * 

 10

Norman had encountered death, or 
at least the sequelae of one death, 
on his second day in Vietnam, 
now two months past. On that 
occasion he had written to Sarah 
about finding "the remains of a 
VC who was blown up by his own 
booby trap. I found his brain,very 
neatly split into two hunks, in the 
hedge by the road." 
 
In another letter written to a very 
close friend a little more than two 
weeks later, on December 3, 
Norman had rather boldly – and in 
an academic, almost abstract sense 
– described his personal attitude 
about death: 
 
  Death to me, or pain, is just a
  part in the Great Pageant of
  Life. I face the prospect of
  death as I face any other
 aspect of life — let it come! 



Norman had majored in English at Vanderbilt, and my own honest opinion is that this statement sounds more like 
something from Shakespeare than a tragically honest statement by a Marine on the line in Vietnam. It is very 
difficult, if not impossible, for me to imagine any of the eleven Lima and Mike Co. Marines and Corpsmen who 
would die in combat on January 18 as embracing their own deaths, as Norman seems to describe . . .  
 
There is, however, an undertone to his January 24 letter to Sarah that implies a more frank familiarity with the 
reality of death, not to be compared with Norman's reaction to finding the brain of a dead VC in a hedge. Maybe in 
his mind, he actually imagines himself as one of the dead Marines he has seen on the 19th, "all covered by rubber 
ponchos, lying all stiff and cold in the grass." 
 

* * * 
Before he had written to Sarah on January 24, Norman had written, on the day after the January 18 battle, to his 
Vanderbilt Law School friend and fellow Marine officer, John Russell. John had graduated from Vanderbilt with 
the Class of 1963. He had been a member of Sigma Chi fraternity there, and he had been selected to the All-
Southeastern Conference men's 
basketball teams (second team) as 
a guard his junior and senior 
years. One source refers to John 
Russell as one of the ten best 
Vanderbilt basketball players for 
the decade of the 1960s . . . a 
sharp-shooting guard known for 
his aggressive defensive play. 
John had also heard Presiden
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Kennedy speak at Vanderbilt that 
spring of 1963, before John went 
off to boot camp at Quantico with 
the Marine Platoon Leaders Class-
Law (PLC-Law) program. That 
September John entered 
Vanderbilt Law School, and that is where he had met Norman Lane, struggling in his second year of law school. 
John, and others, were influential in cultivating Norman's interest in the Marine Corps, based on their own 
experiences with the PLC-Law program and its effect in focusing them on their own career goals. 
 
John and Norman overlapped later in The Basic School, with John's class graduating two months before Norman's. 
John (1stLt. John Russell) would deploy to Okinawa as a judge advocate, and he would serve there for six months 
before arriving in Vietnam that October of 1967. Though John and Norman both served in Vietnam over mid-
November, 1967, through March 29, 1968, they were never able to meet in-country (see Norman's January 19 
letter, below). From the battalion base area near An Dinh, Norman writes to John on Friday, January 19, 1968: 
 
                    An Dinh 
                    19 Jan 1968 
 Dear John, 
  We got in a big battle yesterday with NVA, had 11 KIA, 33 WIA (evac'd). Our  
 present position is a stretch of jungle NE of Con Thien, a couple of miles SE of A3.  
 We may go on nine day operation toward Cam Lo on Sunday [January 21]. You can  
 always find out where I am by contacting S-1, 3/4, Rear, in Dong Ha. We are under  
 OpCon of 9th Marines. . . . 
 
While Lt. Lane does describe some details from the January 18 battle, the letter has a rather detached, businesslike 
sense to it. Yes, he had spent his first three weeks in Vietnam with the same Lima Co. that had suffered the brunt of 
the casualties the day before, and yes, Lt. Steve Joyner, his TBS 3-67 classmate and member, with Lt. Lane, of the 
same Foxtrot-2 platoon there, was the Executive Officer for Lima Co. that day. Still, Norman was physically 
displaced from the fighting, and there is no evidence that he was close to anyone in Lima Co. at the time. There is 
no evidence, despite their times together at Quantico, at Camp Lejeune, at Guantanamo Bay, and over those first 
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three weeks with Lima Co. from mid-November through early December, that Norman Lane and Steve Joyner were 
close or that they even socialized together. Then too, there is an aspect that my father stressed from his experience 
in World War II – "But we had become so hardened from being in the army that you just accepted death as a matter 
of fact." Any or all of these factors could have applied, as Lt. Lane wrote to John Russell on January 19, 1968. 
 
Otherwise, with respect to the war news in that letter, the An Dinh patrol base was west-southwest of A-3, not 
southeast as stated. The nine-day operation toward Cam Lo would not happen, as other critical events would 
unfold, only five days later. Other than the closing lines of the letter, this is the extent of the news from the front. 
 
Norman continues, on matters of a more civil nature: 
 
 I saw article in Sports Illustrated. The author, Curry Kirkpatrick, is an undergrad at  
 Vandy. 
  Yes, I introduced Jim Burton to Kathy. I'm glad they're getting married. 
  Hi to Jim Ehlers. I have Ruff Fant's address if he's interested. I know Ed Creagh  
 only barely. He probably wouldn't remember me. . . . 
 
Jim Ehlers and Ruff Fant were Marine officers who had been in the same TBS 3-67 platoon (Foxtrot-2, see above) 
as Norman, at Quantico over October, 1966, through March, 1967. Ruff Fant had graduated from Vanderbilt with 
John Russell and the Class of 1963 and had also attended boot camp that summer as part of the PLC-Law program, 
with John and two other Vanderbilt graduates, Joe Myers and Chuck Cherry. Ruff would graduate from Harvard 
Law School in 1966, prior to joining the TBS 3-67 class in late October. Two of the four young Marine judge 
advocates, 1stLts. Russell and Cherry, would serve in Vietnam over 1967-1969. 
 
 Why don't we try to get R&R together? I was thinking about Japan this summer. Maybe  
 we could meet at China Beach for some in — country R&R.   
 
The reference to getting R&R together with John, in Japan during the summer of 1968, is an extension of Norman's 
previously documented correspondence with Morton Holbrook, his best friend from Vanderbilt days. There is no 
evidence that Norman was ever able to take in-country R&R at China Beach (Da Nang's China Beach was one of 
the most popular R&R destinations for American servicemen during the Vietnam War). The summer R&R in 
Japan, of course, would not happen either. 
 
 I like living in the field very much. May extend for 6 months. Need silver bars bad —  
 you got any extras? 
                    Norman. 
 
All things considered, after a little more than two months as a junior Marine officer in Vietnam, at Cam Lo River 
Bridge, at the Washout, at Charlie 2, at Hill 28, and at An Dinh, Norman appears to be upbeat about the experience. 
True, he had only participated in the two major engagements of January from "the outside of a football stadium 
while the game is going on." This would change, dramatically, and soon. He is considering the possibility of 
extending his tour for six months, a prospect that, if successful, would help to advance his later (hypothetical) 
consideration for promotion to captain. In a December 16 letter to a very close friend, Norman had in fact written: 
 
 My outspokenness may hinder me, but it is quite possible I will be a captain by June. 
 

* * * 
But, at the time of his letter to John Russell, there had been an administrative snafu RE: his December 1 promotion 
to 1stLt. On the same day that Norman wrote to John, January 19, 1968, LtCol. Lee Bendell, the battalion CO, had, 
through the S-1 (personnel) officer, 1stLt. J.A. Parker, written to the Commandant's office (see below), requesting 
confirmation of the promotion status for Lts. Norman Lane and Steve Joyner: 
 
                     
 
 



                    1/JAP/jap 
                    1300 
            UNCLASSIFIED 
                    19 Jan 1968 
 Commandant of the Marine Corps . . . 
 
 1. It is requested this command be informed of the promotion status to 1stLt of the below officers. Subject 
 officers were joined this command on 15 Nov 1967. 
 
  2dLt Stephen D. JOYNER 0100358/0302 USMC Date of Rank: 1Sep66 
  2dLt Norman E. LANE, Jr., 0100397/0302 USMC Date of Rank: 1Sep66  
 
              J.A. Parker 
              By direction 
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* * * 
That confirmation was received on
Thursday, January 25, one week 
after the battle at "The Marketp
Revisited" that had taken the lives 
of LCpl. Robb Stall and ten oth
Marines and Corpsmen. But on that
date, all personnel of the battalion 
(minus Kilo Co. at Gio Linh), from
LtCol. Bendell to Lts. Norman Lane 
and Jack Solitario to Cpl. Allen Fisk
and LCpl. John Hudson and all the 
others, would be preoccupied with a
new NVA threat, "at a hill just off 
Route 9 between Cam Lo and Camp 
Carroll with no name, until the 
Marines gave it one."
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Just over two months remained in Norman Lane's life and in his service with the Marine Corps in Vietnam, and 
events at that hill just off Route 9 in some respects would serve as a turning point for him, both professionally and 
personally . . . 
 
Thank you. 
 
      
 
 
 
    
  
 
 

 
  
 
  
 


