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February 12, 2018 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
LCpl. Robb Stall had given his life for his country, and for his fellow Marines and Corpsmen, on Thursday, January 
18, 1968 (https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-An-Dinh). 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, Texas – would 
receive the tragic news. 
 
The next day would be Sunday, January 21, 1968 . . . 
 

* * * 
As Professor George Herring describes, in America's Longest War: The United States and Vietnam, 1950-1975 
(Fifth Edition, 2014): 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
 

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-An-Dinh
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 Serious planning [for the Tet Offensive, which would begin on January 31, 1968] began in 1967 and provoked 
 fierce debate within party councils. . . . As before, the relentlessly aggressive first secretary Le Duan pressed 
 for much bolder – and more risky – action. . . . He opposed serious negotiations prior to a military victory 
 [italics mine]. To lure U.S. troops away from the major population centers and maintain high enemy casualties, 
 a series of diversionary attacks would be launched in remote areas. . . . Le Duan outflanked Giap [Defense 
 Minister Vo Nguyen Giap] by recruiting his second-in-command, Gen. Van Tien Dung, to direct the war in the 
 South. He ignored Ho's [President Ho Chi Minh] repeated objections. . . . The full plan for a general offensive, 
 general uprising gained final approval in January 1968 just weeks before it was to begin. 
  Hanoi began executing its plan in late 1967. In October and November, North Vietnamese regulars attacked 
 the U.S. Marine base at Con Thien, across the Laotian border, and the towns of Loc Ninh and Song Be near 
 Saigon and Dak To in the Central Highlands. Shortly after, two North Vietnamese divisions laid siege to the 
 Marine garrison at Khe Sanh near the Laotian border [italics mine]. . . . To spread dissension between the 
 United States and Thieu [former general Nguyen Van Thieu had only been inaugurated as president on October 
 31, 1967], the front [National Liberation Front (NLF), revolutionary, Communist-led organization founded in 
 South Vietnam in 1960, at Hanoi's direction] opened secret contacts with the U.S. embassy in Saigon and 
 disseminated rumors of peace talks. Hanoi followed in December 1967 by stating categorically that it would 
 negotiate if the United States stopped the bombing.  
  The first phase of the plan worked to perfection. . . . By the end of 1967, moreover, the attention of 
 Westmoreland [General William Westmoreland, commander, US Military Assistance Command, Vietnam 
 (MACV)], the president, and indeed much of the nation was riveted on Khe Sanh, which many Americans 
 assumed was Giap's play for a repetition of Dien Bien Phu. The press and television carried daily reports of the 
 action. Insisting that the fortress be held at all costs, Johnson kept close watch on the battle with a terrain map 
 in the White House war room. Westmoreland sent 6,000 soldiers to defend the garrison. B-52 bombers carried 
 out the heaviest air raids in the history of warfare, eventually dropping more than 100,000 tons of explosives on 
 a five-square-mile battlefield. 
  While the United States was preoccupied with Khe Sanh, the North Vietnamese and NLF prepared for the 
 second phase of the operation. . . . 
 
In Valley of Decision: The Siege of Khe Sanh (1991), John Prados and Ray W. Stubbe offer a parallel perspective: 
 
 Hanoi made a decision during the summer of 1967, but what that decision was cannot be said with precision in 
 the absence of authoritative documentation from the Vietnamese successor government. Actually, even if there 
 were such an authoritative statement, historians and former participants on various sides of this debate would 
 probably continue to dispute it, questioning the quality or veracity of the sources. The debate is rooted in the 
 close relationship in time between what happened at Khe Sanh and the massive offensive the North Vietnamese 
 and Viet Cong launched throughout South Vietnam at the moment of the 1968 lunar new year, or Tet. Either 
 the Tet offensive was a diversion intended to facilitate NVA preparations for a war-winning battle at Khe Sanh, 
 or Khe Sanh was a diversion to mesmerize Westmoreland in the days before Tet. Thus Hanoi's decision in 
 summer 1967 was either to fight a battle for Khe Sanh or to conduct an offensive at Tet. . . . 
 
As Prados and Stubbe describe the situation in mid-January, 1968, "By now the North Vietnamese around Khe 
Sanh were becoming so numerous that the indications of their presence could hardly be avoided." Then, in the early 
morning hours of Sunday, January 21, it happened: 
  
 Disaster came to Khe Sanh combat base. The beleaguered reconnaissance team Nurse, out beyond Hill 689, 
 were among the first to realize what was about to happen. They radioed a report of rockets launched and flying 
 toward Khe Sanh. Soon there were plenty of rockets and mortars too, in the stiffest bombardment the combat 
 base had sustained in many weeks. Certain moments at Khe Sanh everyone would remember, this night among 
 them. There would be many [seventy-seven] days of  siege, and numerous bombardments heavier than the one 
 this night, but the rockets and mortars of January 21 could never be forgotten. . . . 
 
 Marines later calculated that between 5:00 and 5:30 A.M. the combat base was hit by approximately a hundred 
 rounds of 82mm mortar shells and sixty 122mm rockets. Though not an especially fierce bombardment by later 
 Khe Sanh standards, what made the shelling of January 21 so awesome and memorable occurred fifteen 
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 minutes after it began. At that moment one or more North Vietnamese shells fell in the base's main ammunition 
 dump. The effect was devastating. 
  At the 1st Battalion [26th Marines] combat operations center, Lieutenant Reeves walked over to Lance 
 Corporal Seitz and warned, "The ammo dump is on fire and it's going to blow up any minute." Not more than 
 five seconds later, Seitz remembers, "it was like watching on the TV set – they simulate an explosion. You'll 
 see the picture shake, at least in the old movies, and you're sitting still. That's exactly what I felt like. I was just 
 watching the whole world shake and I was sitting still." . . . 
 
 Hours after the bombardment actually ceased the combat base was still in danger from burning ammunition. In 
 fact, one of the worst moments of all came at about 10:00 A.M., when the fire ignited a large quantity of C-4 
 plastic and other explosives. The shock wave cracked a large timber that supported the roof of the battalion 
 combat operations center bunker. . . . After a time it became clear the roof had settled but would not collapse, 
 and the men breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
In the same time frame, over January 21 and 22, Khe Sanh village, located on Route 9 about four kilometers from 
the combat base (see map, page 1), was taken by the NVA. This, in turn, helped to seal the fate of the US Special 
Forces and CIDG (Civilian Irregular Defense Group) camp at Lang Vei, which fell two weeks later, on the evening 
of Wednesday, February 7, after twenty hours of fighting.  
 

* * * 
In its issue of Monday, January 22, 1968 – the day after the siege of Khe Sanh had begun – the Midland (TX) 
Reporter-Telegram carried the front-page report of the death of LCpl. Robb Stall in Vietnam ("Ninth Midlander 
Dies In Vietnam"). The newspaper that day carried a banner headline, "Marines Abandon Border Town," referring 
to the impending loss of Khe Sanh village to the NVA. A third front-page story reported on the visit of British 
Prime Minister Harold Wilson to Moscow, "for talks that diplomatic observers expected to produce little of 
significance:" 
 
 Wilson's conference bid [to get the Soviets to join Britain in reconvening the 1954 Geneva peace conference on 
 Indochina] follows the statement last month from Hanoi that it will talk if America stops the bombing [see page 
 2] and other war acts.  
 

* * * 
Following Route 9, the distance from the now-abandoned Khe Sanh village back to Cam Lo village – near the 
southwest corner of Leatherneck Square – was about thirty miles (see map, page 1). Allen Willyerd, from 
Brownsville, Tennessee, was with Kilo Co., 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, at Gio Linh – the northeast corner of the 
square. 1stLt. Norman Lane, also from Brownsville, was with the rest of the battalion at their patrol base near An 
Dinh, to the northeast of Con Thien – the northwest corner of the square. It was Sunday, January 21, 1968 . . . 
 
From the Command Chronology for January 21 and 22 (please refer to the topographic map, page 4), 
 
 21Jan: . . . At 211515H, a Co "I" OP [observation post] spotted five NVA to the north side of the "trace" at YD 
 136715 apparently climbing a tree to establish an FO [forward observer] position. . . . A patrol was sent out to 
 check the area but returned with negative results. At 211807H, the Battalion 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 WIA evacs were sustained. 
 Immediately following the attack, counter-battery fires were called on suspected enemy gun positions. . . . A 
 check of the area the following morning yielded negative results. . . . 
 
 22Jan: . . . At 220100H, the Battalion requested that it be allowed to relocate its position. The proposed position 
 would be farther south but to include the present AO [area of operations] and an additional area to the  
 south. . . . At 221330H, the lead company proposed the new position be at the vicinity of YD 149692. . . . The 
 Battalion moved to its new perimeter. . . . 
 
"YD 149692" was the position for Hill 42. Two days later, on Wednesday, January 24, Norman Lane had started a 
letter to Sarah Shepard, from "Hill 42," that began by describing his encounter (see page 10, https://tinyurl.com/Jan-

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-An-Dinh


1968-An-Dinh) with the bodies of the four dead Marines, "all covered by rubber ponchos, lying all stiff and cold in 
the grass." He continued the letter, 
 
 Then on the 22nd [actually referring to the evening of January 21, see above] we got  
 hit hard by artillery, mortars, and recoilless rifles. 
 

 

The earlier topographic map for Leatherneck 
Square (page 9, https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-
Hill-28) has been extended westward, to include 
more of the Cam Lo map region. Markers for X-
axis (04-12) and Y-axis (55-65) grid coordinates 
have been added. In particular, Route 9 (9) is 
labeled, and the location of Camp Carroll is 
given. The "explosion" and the lettered black 
diamond give the locations of the January 24 
convoy ambush and Mike's Hill, respectively.  

* * * 
Three full days would pass before Norman would have the chance to finish that letter to Sarah, but later on January 
24, he was able to add: 
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                    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, and  
 it seems Camp Carroll is being attacked. I hear a lot of shooting about a mile to the  
 north. I am sitting at the landing zone waiting [for] the helicopters to start bringing the  
 troops in, and I will direct them to their new area. 
 
Norman then changed gears a bit, as he concluded his writing for the day: 
 
 Hill 42 was neat — a big jungly [hill.] I lived in a sort of tent in a grassy meadow.  
 Lot of fighting going on 
 
I had originally thought that Lt. Lane's reference to "Lot of fighting . . ." was based on his two days at Hill 42. But 
further reading of this phrase, in conjunction with his conclusion to this letter on Sunday, January 28, leads me to 
the interpretation that, while sitting at the landing zone writing this part of the letter on the 24th, he has been 
distracted by the sound of fighting in the vicinity, "about a mile to the north." So he interrupts his train of thought, 
and writing, with, 
 
 Lot of fighting going on 
 
"I'm not sure what happened exactly . . ." The three sources cited here, as to "what happened," are then-Lt. Jack 
Solitario's (Mike 3/4 artillery FO) Vietnam memoir, One Avenue of Approach, an article, "The Battle for Mike's 
Hill," published by R.R. Keene in Leatherneck Magazine (March, 2007), and the Command Chronology. You can 
access Mr. Solitario's complete chapter, "Mike's Hill," here. You can access the full Leatherneck Magazine article, 
here. Please refer to the map (below), "Clearing of Route 9: 24-29 January 1968," reproduced as it appears in the 
magazine article. Major focal points are Camp Carroll, Route 9, Cam Lo River, Mike's Hill, and the "24 Jan 
Ambush Site."  
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As R.R. Keene wrote, 
 
 It didn't take a military genius to realize that the main lifeline for leathernecks in Northern I Corps was Route 9, 
 winding west from Dong Ha to the Khe Sanh escarpment and the Laotian border. Keeping it open ensured 
 supplies, communications and security to combat bases, firebases and outposts. 
  On Jan. 24, elements of the NVA's 320th Division ambushed a Marine "Rough Rider" convoy headed west 
 to Camp Carroll. There were casualties and calls for help. A reactionary force was sent to the rescue. It, too, 
 was ambushed. Eight were dead and 44 wounded. . . .  
 
Mr. Solitario's chapter, "Mike's Hill," begins: 
 
 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 . . . This closed the main supply route (MSR 
 [Route 9]) not only to Camp Carroll but all the way to Khe Sanh. 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 . . . This is how I saw the remaining events unfold: . . . 
 
From the Command Chronology, page IV-12, 
 
 24Jan: . . . At 241400H, an operational immediate message was received from 9th Marines ordering the 
 Battalion to be prepared to move by helicopter as soon as possible. The Battalion Commander took an advance 
 party to Camp Carroll [Lt. Lane was included with the advance party]. At 241705H, the Battalion Commander 
 directed Co "M" to move by helicopter to Camp Carroll. The remainder of the Battalion was ordered to remain 
 at its present position. The lead elements of Co "M" lifted off the Battalion LZ at 241739H. At 241845H, Co 
 "M" was ordered to attack to relieve a convoy ambush, YD 062570, moving at night   
 
1stLt. Bill Willett had been CO of Lt. Lane's H&S Co. since the end of October (see pages 3ff, 
http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout), but on about January 21, he was assigned command of Weapons Platoon 
with Mike Co. 2ndLt. Jim Singer (see pages 14-15, http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout) became the new CO for 
H&S Co. As such, Lt. Willett was with Mike Co. when the company was moved by helicopter to Camp Carroll, in 
the late afternoon and early evening of Wednesday, January 24, 1968: 
 
 About 3 weeks later [following the move to Hill 28 and A-3] we were emergency choppered west-southwest to 
 an ongoing battle involving a blown-up bridge on Route 9 a few miles north of Camp Carroll. The chopper 
 movement took the better part of a day with choppers going back and forth all day long. There were hot LZs. 
 When my chopper was about 25 feet off the ground, and we were all getting ready to jump out right in the 
 middle of a firefight, we started receiving a lot of fire. Bullets hitting the chopper, and as I recall, through the 
 chopper. It was wild! Our chopper pilot just started to go straight up and got the hell out of there. He took us to 
 Camp Carroll where we stayed that night, and then we hiked back down to Rt. 9 the next day. When we 
 arrived, on foot, there was a temporary lull as Mike Company and the Battalion CP [Command Post] took 
 positions on what became known as Mike’s Hill, which was just on the north side of Rt. 9. Lima Company 
 positioned themselves on a hill on the south side of Rt. 9. India Company took their position on a hill on the 
 south side of Rt. 9 about 500 yards west of Mike’s Hill. The engineers got the bridge and road repaired to allow 
 supplies to be trucked to Khe Sanh. The next day was 1/27/68 when all hell broke out, i.e., The Battle for 
 Mike’s Hill.  
 

* * * 
The world, along Route 9 at least (see maps, pages 1, 4, and 5), had begun to spin violently over the three days of 
January 21-23, 1968. Now, early on the 24th, there had been a convoy ambush, and this had been followed by an 
operational immediate message to 3/4. Lts. Lane and Solitario had left with LtCol. Bendell and the advance party 
for Camp Carroll. Mike Co. had been moved to Camp Carroll as well, with orders to relieve the ambush. Lt. 
Solitario, with LtCol. Bendell and other members of the Mike Co. reaction team, were dug in in the dark, along the 
trail that would lead them down to Route 9 and the ambush site early the next morning. As Bill Willett has 

http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout
http://tinyurl.com/Dec-1967-Washout


indicated above, on the third day following, Saturday, January 27, 1968, "all hell broke out" – the Battle for Mike's 
Hill. 

 
* * * 

 Time present and time past 
 Are both perhaps present in time future, 
 And the future contained in time past. 
 

* * * 
It was another Saturday – June 24, 2017. More than forty-nine years had passed since that Saturday in January at 
Mike's Hill . . . 
 
The message came from Mr. Allen Fisk, who lives near the community of Nighthawk, Okanogan County, 
Washington – in the central part of the state, on the Canadian border. The town of Oroville, population of about 
1,700, is nearby. Nighthawk is located on the Similkameen River, which runs through southern British Columbia 
until it meets the Okanogan River near Oroville. The river shares its name with a subdivision of the Okanagon 
(both spellings are correct, with "Okanagon" being commonly observed in Canada) tribe of native Americans, the 
Similkameen Okanagon, who were themselves grouped into three bands – the Upper Similkameen, the Ashnola,  
 

"Close to the Old Hedley Road, which winds along beside the Similkameen River, remain the last visible traces 
of the earliest travels recorded in this valley. With stories to be told of hunts and journeys, of tragedy or victory, 
the cliffs and rocks form a message board to tell of the exploits of those who passed." Left, The Similkameen 
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River. Picture taken near Keremeos, BC, in August, 2005. Right, top, Red ochre cliffs near Princeton, 
Similkameen Valley, BC. Right, bottom, Pictograph along the Old Hedley Road, Similkameen Valley, BC. 
Pictures taken near Princeton and Hedley, BC, in March, 2006. Credits: Virtual Museum of Canada, Wikipedia.

 

and the Lower Similkameen. Western Canada and the northwestern part of the United States were almost wholly 
unknown and unvisited by Europeans until the latter half of the eighteenth century, when traders of the Hudson Bay 
and Northwest Companies made their appearance among the native American peoples of Washington. The descent 
of the Columbia River by Lewis and Clark in 1805-6 led to the first general description of the region and these 
native peoples. The 1846 Treaty of Oregon, which established the mainland border between the US and Canada, the 
discovery of gold in California, and the opening of the Oregon Trail led to the large-scale influx of settlers from the 
eastern states into Washington. The history of the Okanagan tribe and the Similkameen, prior to this time, appears 
to be somewhat obscure, except for the fact that the new US-Canada border did lead to a realignment of the 
Okanagan tribe, with some parts now living in the US and some parts living in Canada.  
 
Different sources give varying meanings for the native American word, "Similkameen," but one interprets a sister 
word, "Tulameen," as meaning "red earth." "Red earth" refers to the plentiful deposits of the ochre pigment (see 
photo, page 7) that were common to the areas on the river where the Similkameen villages stood. In early times, the 
ochre pigment was used by the Similkameen people to make paint for pictographs, or rock art, many examples of 
which can still be viewed today in that part of southern British Columbia (see photo, page 7). Ochre was an 
important trading commodity, and the pigment was also used for important spiritual and ceremonial purposes. 
 
But today, the Similkameen River is an important part of Allen Fisk's livelihood, because of another mineral 
discovered in that region much more recently than the impure iron ore that was used for rock art by the 
Similkameen. There is gold in the bed of the river – placer gold is present in the deposits of sand and gravel found 
in the riverbed, and Allen Fisk mines the placer gold from the river. 
 

* * * 
But Allen Fisk had not reached out to me to talk about placer gold mining . . . 
 
He had contacted me because, on that Saturday more than forty-nine years before, January 27, 1968, when "all hell 
broke out" at Mike's Hill, then-Cpl. Allen Fisk had been there. Cpl. Fisk was serving as the FO for the 81mm 
mortar platoon, H&S Co., 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines. His commander was 1stLt. Norman Lane, from Brownsville, 
Tennessee. As assembled from a number of e-mail messages and phone conversations, aided by several 
photographs taken that weekend, now fifty years ago, Allen Fisk told me his story of Mike's Hill, so very long ago, 
and so very far away from the community of Nighthawk, Okanogan County, Washington, on the banks of the 
Similkameen River.   
 
Then-Cpl. Allen Fisk's story follows: 

 
* * * 

Sat, 24 Jun 2017:  
 
 I found your site 30 minutes ago and am now crying, at 71 years old. When I first met Lt. Lane in the bush near 
 Con Thien [Hill 28 or A-3] I didn't like him. He was too "gung-ho" for a "green" lieutenant. Later I came to 
 love the man after I came to realize what a decent human being he was. What a great man and Marine. 
  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 [see pages 11-13, 
 http://tinyurl.com/July-27-1967]. I was a corporal forward observer for 81's. 
  He told me to "take a couple of Marines and go outside our line, around the hill and get ammo". I almost 
 refused the order, but I knew I couldn't. We had to go through the enemy. When we arrived at the other side of 
 the hill, our guys said they almost shot us thinking we were Viet Cong. . . . 
  I carry his spirit next to my heart, always. 
  Thank you for the memorial to him. I'm so glad I found it. 
  Semper Fi, Allen Fisk, Sgt. USMC (Ret.) 
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Allen Fisk was eighteen years old and living in Arizona when he enlisted in the Marine Corps. He reported for 
basic training at Marine Corps Recruit Depot, San Diego, in December of 1964. One set of recollections that Allen 
had about his time with the Marine Corps, prior to Vietnam, was a Med Cruise with 1st Battalion, 6th Marines, in 
1967. He reported for duty with 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, in Vietnam in September, 1967. His recollections from 
Mike's Hill continue: 
 
Sun, 25 Jun 2017: 
 
 I've att[ached]. a pic of Mike's Hill from a helicopter [not shown] and a pic of my fighting hole on the east-
 southeast side of the hill. 81's position was in a rock quarry at the bottom of the hill. 
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"Digging my 
'fighting 
hole' on the 
SE base of 
Mike's Hill. 
PFC or 
LCpl. Lopez 
[in flak 
jacket] in 
upper right 
corner." The 
date of the 
photo is 
most likely 
Friday, 
January 26, 
1968. 
 
A red-and-
white aiming 
stake for the 
81mm 
mortars can 
be seen (top, 

center). Cpl. Fisk's helmet, flak jacket, M-16 and bandoleer with extra magazines, and canteen can also be seen 
around the fighting hole. 
 
Tue, 27 Jun 2017: 
 
 Al . . . If I can jump in here I would like to comment. For the life of me I can't remember where I was when we 
 (?) got called to mount up, that we were the reaction force. It was not Camp Carroll or Cam Lo Hill, but we 
 choppered in south of Hwy 9, and worked our way up a dry creek bed. 
  The ambush site had been cleared. We hunkered down around the clearing on the south side of road. We 
 were getting a few mortar rounds. One of the rounds killed a water buffalo. All enemy fire stopped. Later, 
 many locals arrived, butchered the buff, and went back. 
  81's moved around Mike's Hill, up a access road to a rock quarry at the east-southeast side, bottom of  the 
 hill. Later "Wink" was killed by a sniper. Later that night our LP [listening post] killed an NVA Lt. that walked 
 up on their post. 
 
From the Command Chronology for Thursday, January 25, 1968, 
 



 25Jan: The remainder of the Battalion, Co's "I", "L" and H&S (-), moved by helicopter to vicinity 094579 in the 
 following order: 251105H, Co "I"; 251120H, CP [Command Post] Group; 251300H, Co "L". At 250630H, Co 
 "M" moved out from vicinity YD 077571, sent a platoon to high ground vicinity YD 074574 [Mike's Hill] and 
 began sweep of road from east to west [see maps, pages 4 and 5]. Two jeeps, a tank, three 6X6 trucks, four 
 KIA's from the convoy and miscellaneous equipment were found on or near the road. 
 
Then-Cpl. Fisk's recollections continue: 
 
Fri, 30 Jun 2017: 
 
 I have attached 2 photos of .81s in the rock quarry at the base of Mike's Hill.  
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"Setting up 81's at 
base of Mike's 
Hill." Most likely 
Friday, January 26, 
1968. 
 
The rock quarry 
was near the base 
of Mike's Hill (YD 
074574; see maps, 
pages 4 and 5), on 
the east-southeast 
side. One mortar 
tube is visible near 
the center of the 
photo (left), as are 
two aiming stakes. 
At least seven 
Marines can be 
seen with the 
group. A Marine 
standing at the far 
right seems to be 

h
 

olding a branch. 
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The second photo 
(left) gives a 
different view of the 
81mm mortar crews' 
position. 
 
The rock quarry 
location is clear, and 
the poncho in the 
center of the picture 
is covering one 
Marine's fighting 
hole. In the 
forefront, there is an 
aiming stake, and to 
the right of the 
poncho one can see 
the pickax that was 
probably used to 
make the fighting 
hole. The Marine at 
lower right (no flak 
jacket or helmet?) is  

 

looking toward the poncho. Toward the back, there may be a group of Marines with a mortar tube in position. Photo 
taken on Friday, January 26, 1968. 
 
Repeating from Allen Fisk's narrative, page 9 of this story, 
 
 81's moved around Mike's Hill, up a access road to a rock quarry at the east-southeast side, bottom of  the hill. 
 Later "Wink" was killed by a sniper. Later that night our LP [listening post] killed an NVA Lt. that walked up 
 on their post.      
      
"A Death on Mike's Hill." 
During the night of Friday, 
January 26, 1968. 
 
"Looking East . . . on the road 
leading up to the rock quarry 
where 81's were. This was an 
NVA lieutenant carrying 
AK47, gas mask, helmet, and 
first-aid kit. He was shot 5 
times by Cpl. Fisher, who was 
on an all-night listening post." 
Photo taken on Saturday, 
January 27, 1968. 
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"In one photo you can 
see my right boot in the 
lower right corner. We 
were getting sniper fire, 
which killed 'Wink.'" 
Saturday, January 27, 
1968. . . . "when all hell 
broke out . . ."  
 
"Taking sniper fire at 
the base of Mike's Hill. 
PFC 'Wink' had just 
been killed by the 
sniper." 
 
Cpl. Fisk's right boot 
can be seen near an 
empty 81mm mortar 
plastic tube. At least 
four Marines can be 
seen in the foreground. 

 
An 81mm mortar is positioned near the center of the picture, between the two aiming stakes, surrounded by "junk" 
– dud ammo, empty boxes, etc. Another Marine on the radio can be seen in a position between the mortar and the 
aiming stake to the right..  
 
In a separate message, Allen Fisk remembered "Wink:" 
 
Thu, 13 Jul 2017: 
 
 I don't remember any names, except for "Wink". He got that name due to always squinting. He was Marine 
 Reserve back east somewhere and was activated by his reserve unit C.O. because he was always missing drills. 
 Yes, we're getting sniper fire. That's my boot toe in the foreground. Empty .81s plastic tubes. I never had any 
 contact with any of these guys (except for story below). 
  Story: After getting out of the hospital [two months after Mike's Hill, Cpl. Allen Fisk would be seriously 
 wounded (see page 13) and would be sent back to the States] I had an apt. [apartment] with 2 "buddy's" from 
 the ward. One of the guys and me decided to drive a girl from the apt. complex to Minn./St. Paul and hitchhike 
 back to  Seattle. I'm on crutches, one full cast, one half-cast on legs, cast on left forearm. Tim, my buddy, had 
 his left arm in a full, bent cast attached to his chest for support. We had sea bags. On the way home in Montana 
 we got picked up by 2 guys. After a bit I told the passenger that I thought I recognized him. Yep . . . he was in 
 .81s with me. He told me what happened to Lt. Lane. Small world. I didn't need the information. 
 
Working with Allen, we did attempt to identify "Wink" by his real name. Allen confirmed that Wink was with 
H&S, in one of the .81 gun crews. The Coffelt Database identifies two Marines from H&S Co., 3rd Battalion, 4th 
Marines, who were killed in action at Mike's Hill on January 27, 1968. The most promising identification is 
described below: 
 
PFC Donald L. Hunter, age 18, was from Salem, New Jersey. His MOS was 0341, Mortarman. His tour in Vietnam 
had begun on December 3, 1967. Allen's response was that since PFC Hunter was 18 years of age, he probably had 
not been in the reserves (Allen recalled that Wink had been activated by his reserve unit back in the States). 
However, in January of 2018, I received this information from Ron Smith, who served as a Corpsman with 3/4 
from July, 1967, through the spring of 1968: 

 

 
 



 The BAS [Battalion Aid Station] at C2 [Charlie 2 fire support base] was manned by H&S Corpsmen who had 
 done their time attached to companies of 3/4. Mike, Kilo, Lima, etc. . . . Bob Wilson, Claire, Richardson, 
 Walden, Sears, Rose, Rosa, Gartlin, Graff, were the Corpsmen at the C2 BAS. . . . BAS Corpsmen were sent 
 out to provide medical assistance where needed while attached to H&S 3/4. Chris Rosa [see photo, below] was 
 on the convoy when they got hit at Mike’s Hill so it was always a roll of the dice as to where you might be next 
 [italics mine]. 
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On PFC Donald Hunter's VVMF site 
(http://www.vvmf.org/Wall-of-
Faces/24798/DONALD-L-HUNTER), there is 
a memorial post titled, "Mike's Hill," dated 
November 10, 2010 (Marine Corps Birthday, 
2010) by Christopher Rosa. I am reproducing 
this post exactly as it appears there: 
 
 I WAS THERE WITH YOU THAT LAST 
  DAY BROTHER, AND IVE CARRIED
  YOU IN MY MIND AND HEART FOR
  42 YEARS. I JUST NOTICED THAT I
  GOT SOBER ON YOUR BIRTHDAY IN
  1996! IS THAT ODD OR GOD? I ALSO
  YELLED YOUR NAME IN THE
 CHAPEL AT QUANTICO AT A 
   34 [3/4] REUNION. ILL NEVER 

                           FORGET YOU. DOC ROSA 

Photo, left. From Ron Smith: "L→R, 
Corpsmen of H&S Company – Dong Ha – 
waiting for convoy to Camp Carroll: Doc 
Mullins, Doc Hudson, Doc Wilson, Doc 
Rosa, Doc John Rose . . . circa – Jan, Feb 
'68" 

 
There is nothing in the above that confirms the identity of "Wink," the H&S 3/4 81mm mortarman who was lost at 
Mike's Hill, with PFC Donald Hunter of Salem, New Jersey. But the circumstantial connection with "Doc" Chris 
Rosa and Mike's Hill, as given in the above, is a strong, and very compelling one.  
 
Two months after Mike's Hill, Doc Chris Rosa would be the Corpsman who would save Cpl. Allen Fisk's life . . . 
 

* * * 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.vvmf.org/Wall-of-Faces/24798/DONALD-L-HUNTER
http://www.vvmf.org/Wall-of-Faces/24798/DONALD-L-HUNTER


The next two pictures from Mike's Hill (see below) show the Marines of the mortar crews making preparations to 
leave the hill for Camp Carroll, later in the day of Saturday, January 27, 1968.  
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Photos, left. Top, "After the 
fight, moving out." Bottom, 
"Some of the guys . . . Linton,
Mazza, Nevins, Rivers, and 
'Smitty Ray.'" Saturday, 
January 27, 1968.

 

 
 

 
 

t. 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The two photos appear to have
been taken in succession. One
mortar tube is leaning against 
a rock, soon to be carried ou
The stack of ammo boxes (top
picture, center) containing dud
ammo and other explosives 
would later be blown by
engineers with C-4 (see page 
15). One Marine (sleeveless,
flak jacket only?) seems to
appear in both photos. 

In the bottom photo, Rivers is
carrying the aiming stakes, the 
mortar tube is clearly visible, 
and the stack of ammo boxes
appears at the far left. 
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Allen's after-action recollection continues: 
 
Fri, 14 Jul 2017: 
 

  

"An unnamed Marine, after the fight. We are the last ones out." Saturday, January 27, 1968. 
 
 Attached is a photo of an unnamed Marine . . . After the battle and we were moving to Camp Carroll, our 
 Gunny told the two of us to stay behind and blow up a very large pile of dud ammo and other explosives (pile 
 of ammo boxes in photo 002 [the two photos on page 14]). We had no C-4, only rifles and grenades. 
 
 No way to blow it up besides toss some grenades on it and run like hell. We determined we would not escape 
 the blast radius. We ran to catch up with the Gunny and advise him of the situation. He was angry with us but 
 sent some engineers back with C-4 to blow the pile of duds. (More of this story that maybe I shouldn't say, but 
 will.) . . . 
 
 The reason the Marine has an E-tool (on his leg) along with his rifle is that right behind me [not in view] in the 
 photo is the body of the NVA lieutenant [see page 11] killed the night before when he walked up on our LP 
 (listening post). The Marine wanted to take his head, using the E-tool. I told him he would not touch the body. I 
 outranked him (which wouldn't have mattered). That has always bothered me. Human nature is so complex. 
 

* * * 
It was late in April, 1945, and T/5 Alex Claiborne's 85th Reconnaissance Troop had just crossed the Panaro River, 
near the small town of Camposanto in the Province of Modena, on the south side of the Po River Valley in northern 
Italy. The war would be over in a matter of weeks. In his 1998 recollection of his experiences, my father wrote of 
two events that he remembered: 
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 After crossing the bridge we drove on until we came upon a couple of French vehicles, smaller than jeeps, 
 blocking the road and occupied by 6 or 8 Germans. They started shooting at us with rifles and burp guns, 1100 
 rounds a minute. 
  We had a tank that had been going along with us, and the tank lobbed one shell into the vehicles and 
 sprayed it with machine-gun fire. The Germans that were not killed came out with their hands up, and those 
 that were wounded were pulled out on the side of the road. 
  One of their men had been almost cut in two by our machine guns, and was obviously not going to make it.  
 The boy with me wanted to kill him, but I said, "No." [italics mine]. The wounded German asked for a cigarette 
 in English, so I lit one and gave it to him before we drove on, leaving them for our medic to see to. 
 
The second event took place on Saturday, April 21, 1945: 
 
 Soon after we entered the Po Valley, 3rd platoon was given the job of cleaning out some German-occupied 
 houses. Together as usual, Soderman and his young buddy, Barron, entered a house they thought was empty, 
 not knowing a German was hiding behind the door. He stepped out and fired his burp gun, riddling Eddie 
 Barron and killing him immediately. 
  Of all the people in our troop, Soderman was a soldier whose rifle was always perfectly clean and ready for 
 action. However, when he needed it most, his rifle jammed when he tried to shoot the German. In a rage, he 
 threw it at the enemy, who then took the unarmed Soderman prisoner. 
  We were eating chow on a road close by when Buck [Lt. Tom Buck, 3rd platoon commander] got word 
 what had happened. He said, "You've got a mortar in your jeep. Let's see what we can do." Buck and a fellow 
 named Bruce from North Carolina, and I drove the 300-400 yards to the edge of the town where this happened, 
 taking mortar fire on our left all the way down the road. 
  Taking cover behind some buildings, we set up our mortar and shot about 8 rounds. This was the only time 
 my mortar was ever fired, but it rescued Soderman. We were about 1200 yards away and could not see what 
 was going on, but we had flushed the German out, as the prisoner of Soderman. 
  I always wondered if Soderman killed that German. When I asked him that question at reunion, he just 
 looked at me and never answered [italics mine]. 
  
As Allen Fisk says, from his experiences in another war, against another enemy, in another time and place, 
 
 Human nature is so complex. 
 
To which could be added, 
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Especially for men in war . . . 

* * * 
Allen Fisk recently added this 
photo from his experience at 
Mike's Hill: 
 
"Photo 0005 [left] is of 
Marines of M Co. and 81's 
down on the road (Route 9) 
waiting to move out to Camp 
Carroll, after the fight for 
Mike's Hill, Jan. '68." 
Saturday, January 27, 1968.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



Allen Fisk's Mike's Hill recollections, from June and July, 2017, continue: 
 
Fri, 30 Jun 2017, and Thu, 13 Jul 2017: 
 
 The other is of an ARC light bombing mission after we were all at Camp Carroll. 
 

 

"ARC light bombing mission . . ." Saturday, January 27, 1968, from Camp Carroll (see maps, pages 4 and 5). 
 
 When the ARC light bombing mission happened we were off of Mike's Hill and up at Camp Carroll. From 
 memory, photos, and Google Earth the ARC light was about 1500 meters away. The trenches are at Camp 
 
 

Carroll. We had to don flack jackets and helmets and get in the trenches just in case.  

A good background on "Arc Light" missions is given by Marshal Michel, who flew 321 F-4 and RF-4 combat 
missions over 1970-1973 (including the 1972 bombing of Hanoi), in The Eleven Days of Christmas: America's Last 
Vietnam Battle (2002): 
 
 In February 1965 thirty B-52Fs specifically modified to carry conventional bombs were sent to Guam. The B-
 52Fs had added wing racks to carry 24 bombs in addition to the 27 bombs they could carry internally, 
 increasing their conventional bomb load from ten tons to almost twenty tons. After many delays, on June 18, 
 1965, thirty B-52s took off with great fanfare from Andersen [Andersen Air Force Base, Guam] on their first 
 combat mission, called Arc Light One. . . . 
 
Although that first mission had somewhat disastrous consequences, as two of the B-52s collided, killing eight of the 
twelve crewmembers, including the brigadier general who was the overall mission commander, . . . 
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 It was soon clear that a bombing attack by a three-ship cell of B-52s was an awesome spectacle that impressed 
 both the U.S. Army and the Vietnamese. Even when the raids had no visible results, the B-52s were considered 
 to be effective in denying the Viet Cong jungle sanctuaries, and soon Arc Light operations had become a 
 permanent part of the Vietnam War.  
 
From then-Lt. Jack Solitario's One Avenue of Approach, 
 
 It was about 1530 [Saturday afternoon, January 27, 1968] when we got the word that we had to move out 
 immediately . . . Our evacuation route was east on the MSR [Route 9] and back up the winding trail to Camp 
 Carroll . . . the same trail that we originally took down here just three days ago . . . Everyone was accounted for, 
 and we left as fast as we could move . . . When we reached the trail and started climbing, we got the word to 
 take cover . . . A few minutes later, the sky opened up with a B-52 bombing run called an arc light . . . These 
 were two-thousand-pound bombs saturating a target area one thousand meters wide by three thousand meters 
 long . . . On the northern side of the Cam Lo River . . . the ground rumbled like ten points on the Richter scale; 
 huge chunks of earth and debris were erupting all over the place . . . Some small bits of dirt, dust, and smoke 
 covered us . . . The air was brown with noxious fumes, causing us to gag and cough . . . Danger close for an arc 
 light is 1,500 meters; we were within half that distance . . . I didn't feel one morsel of pity for the NVA under  
 it . . . 
 
Cpl. Fisk and his group at Camp Carroll had witnessed what, in all likelihood, was the same Arc Light mission, at 
the "danger close" distance of 1,500 meters.  
 
Then-Cpl. Fisk did add one anecdote from later that day, at Camp Carroll: 
 
 Another story . . . When we all got to Camp Carroll we had hot showers and chow. While standing in line for 
 chow there was an artillery fire mission . . . We could see the rounds above us (seriously). As we watched, we 
 all saw one round above us explode (short round). We all ran under the overhanging metal roof of the  chow hall 
 as shrapnel rained down on us. I don't know why we all thought it was funny. Nervous energy, I suppose. 
 

* * * 
The Command Chronology for the 3rd Battalion, 4th Marines, covering the month of January, 1968, was submitted 
on February 7 of that year. On page IV-14, the report makes the first reference to the phrase, "Mike's Hill:" 
 
 By 271700H, vehicles were able to move without harassment along Route 9 from both directions to the 
 destroyed bridge [vicinity YD 074572, the bridge had been blown by the NVA during the night of January 25], 
 the enemy had been killed, captured, or had fled the area, and the Battalion mission had been accomplished. 21 
 friendly KIA's and 62 med-evacs resulted from the day's action. . . . 
  At 291530H, the destroyed bridge site had a trafficable bypass. At 291531H, a huge Dong Ha convoy 
 began moving through the bridge point, enroute to Camp Carroll. . . .  
 
I wonder whether that bridge near Mike's Hill is still there today. . . . 
 

* * * 
In the Leatherneck Magazine article, "The Battle for Mike's Hill," the author describes a journey back to Vietnam 
by Douglas "Doc" Lesher. Doc Lesher had been a nineteen-year-old Corpsman at Mike's Hill with India Co., which 
lost eight Marines that day. In May, 2006, Doc Lesher returned to Mike's Hill with a small group of Marines. 
Thirty-eight years after the battle, a modern two-story home stood at the base of Mike's Hill, which was itself 
covered in dense jungle trees. An English-speaking member of the household led Mr. Lesher and the Marines to a 
Buddhist shrine (see page 19) on the residential property. 
 
The younger Vietnamese tour guide explained to the Americans that, according to Buddhist tradition, their 
brothers-in-arms who had fallen at Mike's Hill had never really left, in the spiritual sense. They would be able to 
depart, however, on that spring day in 2006. But they would need things for their journey. Because they had died as 
illustrious warriors – heroes – they would need water to fill their canteens, C-rats to eat, cigarettes to smoke, and a 
little whiskey to sustain them on their journey. They would be given money to spend on their way and boots  

https://tinyurl.com/Mikes-Hill-Keene


Thirty-eight years after the loss of his brothers-in-arms at Mike's Hill, Doc 
Lesher raises burning incense at the shrine that is filled with offerings that 
will sustain their spirits on their journey. Photo credit: R. R. Keene

and uniforms to replace those 
they had died in. 
 
All of these offerings were 
carefully placed in the shrine, 
at the base of Mike's Hill: 
 
 As Doc sets it all aflame, 
 the smoke rises and wafts 
 toward Mike's Hill. 
 Maybe somewhere they 
 are eating their C-rats, 
 drinking the whiskey, 
 smoking and laughing as 
 men do when the fight is 
 over.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

* * * 
Seven thousand miles from Mike's Hill, the Similkameen Spirit Trail (see pages 7 and 8) in the Upper Similkameen 
River Valley is a designated National Historic Site of Canada. Situated in the traditional territory of the 
Similkameen people, the Spirit Trail evokes for them the journey and connections between the physical and 
spiritual realms. Connecting the west and the Tulameen Ochre Bluffs, with the east and the Chuchuwayha Rock 
Shelter, the dozens of pictograph sites along the north side of the valley provide representations, all painted in red 
ochre, of the dreams and guardian spirits of the Similkameen people. Excavations inside the rock shelter have 
provided archaeological evidence for human use of the shelter, spanning the period from 200 to 4,000 years BC.  
 
A present-day description of the ochre bluffs and pictographs in the Similkameen Valley seems appropriate for the 
ending of this story of Mike's Hill: 
 
 Close to the Old Hedley Road, which winds along beside the Similkameen River, remain the last visible traces 
 of the earliest travels recorded in this valley. With stories to be told of hunts and journeys, of tragedy or victory, 
 the cliffs and rocks form a message board to tell of the exploits of those who passed.  
 
Thank you. 
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