
Greetings to all former 458th members 
(DUKW’s, LARC’s, BARC’s, PBR’s, Whalers, 
and associated Military Police). This is the 
October 2013 issue of the newsletter. 
Subsequent issues published quarterly.

SECRETARY’S RAMBLINGS:
As we get into the fall of 2013 all I can think is 
another year is passing by. Seems each year 
picks up speed and “POOF” it’s  gone. The 
Portland reunion was a great time and brought 
forth the opportunity to see some faces I hadn’t 
seen before as well as some I hadn’t seen in 
40 plus years. Thank you to all who attended. 
Plans are coming together for 2014. At this 
time we are looking at the third week of 
September. Although no contracts have yet 
been signed, I believe we will be staying at the 
Holiday Inn Airport. It is located across the 
Ohio River from Cincinnati in Covington-
Erlanger, KY. Our hotel rates, including 
breakfast each day, should run us about 
$96.00 per night plus 5.3% hotel occupancy 
tax. I believe for 2014 we will cut back on the 
bus excursions. The past couple of reunions 
we have simply spent too much time and 
money on buses. I know several have 
commented on wanting more time together to 
just relax and reminisce. We will be working on 
that. At this  point I plan to send out the usual 
reunion call in December and by then I should 
have much more information on the itinerary. I 
know many may be asking “Why Cincinnati?. 
The short answer to that is, as I look at my 
map of where everyone lives, Cincinnati is 
central or within about a day’s drive of 
approximately 60 to 70% of our membership. 
Hopefully this will give many more the 
opportunity to attend a reunion. Hoping to see 
you all there!

On another note, when I send out the reunion 
call, I plan to send a card so you can update 
phone, address, and email info. For many of 
you I don’t have an up-to-date email address or 
I have several and don’t know which one is 
good anymore. Please update the information 
for me if you would. It will be much 
appreciated. One other item that needs to be 
mentioned is 2014 the position of secretary as 
well as  treasurer is  up for election. Keep it in 
mind. Thank you and be well.
                                      Bill Northrop, secretary

● The annual business meeting of the 458th 
Sea Tigers Association was held Friday June 7, 
2013 at 0845 hrs. The meeting was opened 
with the Pledge of Allegiance followed by a 
prayer by Chaplin Scott Fultz.

Secretary Northrup read the minutes of the 
2012 business meeting. Motion by Jerry 
Wallace and second by Ed Doak to accept 
minutes as read. Voted and approved.

Pete McGuirk gave the treasurer’s  report, 
motion by Terry Romine, second by Jim Farmer 
to accept. Voted and approved.

Tom Farrell introduced Dan Damjanovic, a 
friend of Denny Hull and also a friend to the 
organization who does a lot of artwork for the 
Association. Thank you, Dan.

Old Business:

Discussion was held about the by-laws and by-
law committee. The by-law committee was to 
be comprised of Jim Anderberg and Jim 
Fleming. Since the resignation of Mr. 
Anderberg as president and not hearing from 
Mr. Fleming it was decided to table the idea of 
a by-law committee at this time.
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Discussion about charitable donations was 
brought up. Chuck Petch, having had some 
experience along these lines, volunteered to 
look into it.

Discussion carried over from 2012 business 
meeting about modernizing the website. Terry 
Romine commented that they were in the 
process of getting the pay-pal account 
activated and that it should be done in the very 
near future.

President Farrell inquired about proposals for 
the 2014 reunion. Secretary Northrop proposed 
Covington, KY and that he had with him 
proposals from several properties in the 
Covington, Cincinnati area. No other proposals 
being brought forward a motion by Terry 
Romine, seconded by Bob Amick, for Northrop 
to choose what he thought would be the best 
one and have the reunion there. Approved. 
Tentative time would be the 3rd week of 
September 2014.

New Business:

Secretary Northrop brought up the subject of 
making a donation to the Gamewardens N.W. 
Chapter operat ional fund. After some 
discussion Northrup made a motion to donate 
$1000.00 to this fund. Bob Amick second, 
voted and approved.

Treasurer Pete McGuirk brought up the subject 
of bricks for the Transportation Museum 
entryway. Discussion was held on how many. 
Jerry Wallace made a motion that we purchase 
3 bricks, one each for PBR’s, LARC-V’s, and 
DUKW’s. Motion seconded by Jim Farmer 
voted and approved to purchase the 3 bricks at 
$75.00 apiece. Pete to take care of ordering 
and inscriptions. Further information to be 
forwarded to Mike Hebert to post in newsletter.

Secretary Northrup inquired if anyone would 
like to volunteer to be membership chairman. 
Thank you Glen Booth for stepping forward. It 
will be greatly appreciated.

Tom Farrell introduced the new members in 
attendance.

Motion by Terry Romine, second by Jim Farmer 
for the Association to reimburse the reunion 
account for the extra meals for Gamewardens 
guests. Voted and approved.

Being no further business, a motion by Denny 
Hull, second by Ray Simpson to adjourn.

Meeting adjourned at 1030 hrs. Friday June 7, 
2013              
                               William Northrop, Secretary

OBITUARIES:
● The 458th Sea Tigers extends our heartfelt 
sympathy and condolences to Lou and Nancy 
Baumann on the tragic loss of their beloved 
daughter Karen of Broken Bow, NE. Our 
thoughts and prayers are with you both.

● Orville McCarty, 63, of Salyersville KY 
passed away July 29, 2013 at his  home. He 
was employed as a heavy equipment operator 
in the mining industry. During the Vietnam War, 
Orville served with the 458th Sea Tigers (PBR).

He is survived by his  wife, JoAnn, son Gary 
McCarty, daughter Melissa Holbrook, and 
seven sisters, two brothers, and f ive 
grandchildren
A military funeral, performed by Magoffin Co. 
Chapter 15 DAV, was held at the Beecher 
McCarty Family Cemetery in Salyersville.

● Warren “Big Daddy” Whipple, passed 
away June 3, 2013. Born in Quicy, CA, Warren 
moved with his family to Susanville where he 
attended Lassen High School.
During the Vietnam War, Warren served as an 
MP aboard PBR’s. He was also quite good at 
fiberglass repair.
He is survived by a brother, Donald, a sister, 
Nancy Lucero, and several nephews and 
nieces.
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Memorial services were held June 12, 2013 at 
Northern California Veterans Cemetery, Igo.

● Howard Sadler passed away Oct. 6, 2012 in 
Jackson, TN. Howard served with Denny Hull 
and Orville McCarty in Vietnam. He had many 
friends and always enjoyed attending the 458th 
reunions.
  Howards daughter, Sunday Sadler, would like 
to hear from anyone who knew Howard. Send 
her a card or a note at 2635 Maroon Bells Ave, 
Colorado Springs, CO 80918

MEMBER NEWS:
● Two anonymous members  have graciously 
donated $100 each to the newsletter fund to 
help defray publication costs. The newsletter is 
an expensive venture, as I’m sure most of you 
can appreciate. These donations will help us a 
lot. Thank you very much! It is greatly 
appreciated.

● The most senior member of the 458th Sea 
Tigers, Rich Leibel, has presented the 
organization with a 58-page documentary of 
his war years  (World War II). It is  an absolute 
treasure trove of memories from one of the 
most important times in the history of our 
nation. Look for chapters to appear in the 
Riverine Reporter beginning with this edition. 
For those wanting to read the transcript in its 
entirety, please visit our website www.
458thseatigers.org. We wish to extend our 
sincere gratitude to Rich for taking the time and 
effort to preserve his legacy in print.

MY FIRST COLONOSCOPY
by Mike Hebert

Those of you who have read my two previous 
articles on Veteran’s Administration health care 
are well aware of my aversion to doctors, 
nurses, and medicine in general. I’ve never 
been one to frequent the doctor – ever.

My wife finally prodded me into getting a 
colonoscopy - my first - at age 64. I made an 
appointment with the V.A. and showed up early 
on the appointed date. After checking in at the 
desk, I was told to have a seat in the waiting 
room and a short while later a male nurse 
called my name and led me to a small room 

down the hall. He was very thorough in 
explaining the procedure and provided me with 
some chalky-looking stuff called Golytely that I 
was to mix with water. He asked if I had any 
questions. Noticing that the gallon jug was 
labeled ‘Pineapple Flavor’ I politely asked if it 
might be available in Mango. No!

I was sent home with written instructions for 
the week preceding my procedure. A non-fiber, 
non-roughage diet was required: no fruit, no 
vegetables, no spinach, no kale, and no red 
meat. It was actually a blessing in disguise. I 
don’t care all that much for vegetables anyway. 
I just eat them because my wife makes me. 
The only thing I missed was the red meat.

The day prior to the procedure I was not 
permitted to eat anything at all during the entire 
day, but for some reason I never felt hungry 
anyway. I was to drink 8 ounces of Golytely 
every 10 minutes. It took three hours  to 
complete that task. Several times I felt like just 
throwing up. Golytely is a gross misnomer. 
Close your eyes and say it softly to yourself 
three times. Golytely –Golytely –Golytely. The 
name conjures up images of skipping down a 
quiet country lane on a bright and sunny 
summer morning. In reality, it tastes like rusty 
bilge water recovered from a shipwrecked 
Chinese fishing trawler.

 After that miserable day-long adventure, I 
showed up at the V.A. early in the morning and 
was led into the prep room where a nurse took 
the required blood pressure, temperature, and 
a few other minor medical tests. Then I was led 
to another room where a nurse prepped me for 
the endoscopy. The entire thing took two hours, 
from the time I arrived until I finally escaped. 
T h e p r o c e d u r e i t s e l f w a s s l i g h t l y 
uncomfortable, though not painful. My results 
were good, with a suggested re-evaluation in 
10 years. Hmmm….yeah, right!

After sending a nasty email to Golytely HQ, I 
was informed that there is a new product on 
the market called NuLytely. It contains no 
sodium sulfate (bilge water), has 52% less salt, 
and is supposed to taste better. (Anything 
could make THAT claim!) It is available in 
cherry, lemon-lime, orange, and pineapple. The 
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V.A. obviously only carries the old stuff (regular 
and pineapple) so I would suggest asking them 
for a prescription and go out and buy NuLytely 
at the drug store. If you decide to go the V.A. 
route, DO NOT get the pineapple flavor. You 
will hate pineapple for the rest of your natural 
life.

Anyway, to those of you out there, who like me, 
have never had a colonoscopy, I strongly urge 
you to make an appointment with the V.A. and 
have it done. I write this  not to scare anyone 
off, but to inform you, truthfully, what to expect. 
It could save your life and also contribute to 
your peace of mind, and besides…. 
                                     misery loves company!         

♦ ♦ ♦
CUSTOM MADE MK-2 PBR MODELS
All models are custom built using wood, brass, 

zinc, & poly resin.  The scale is 1/20.
Model size 19 ¾” X 7” X 12 ¾“. Display board 

is made of Red Oak w/303 cal. rounds.

Price is $369 w/Free Shipping
Miniature Dream Models, Inc.
13291 Haverhill Drive, Spring Hill, FL 34609
TO PLACE ORDER CALL: (352) 684-8591
EMAIL: sales@miniaturedreammodels.com 
WEBSITE: www.miniaturedreammodels.com

REFLECTIONS by Tom Wonsiewicz

 Askhim and Friends

     Loneliness is part of a GI’s  life, so having a 
dog around is a real tonic. “Askhim” was one of 
the unit mutts in Cat Lai. On my first visit (as a 
self-important lieutenant) I found him sitting on 
my seat in the Jeep. Raising a hand and 
motioning for him to move, he bared his  teeth 
and growled. My driver explained, “He doesn’t 
like officers.” How convenient (and humorous).

     After we were properly introduced, the 
growling stopped and a friendship formed. 
When I asked how he got his name, I was told 
there had been a crusade to ensure that the 
dogs had the appropriate vaccinations. When 
the Army vet asked what the dog’s name was 
for the record, the GI said, “I don’t know, “ask 
him.” And that’s  what stuck. I also remember a 
pooch named DEROS (for Date of Estimated 
Rotation Overseas), and an interesting looking 
local breed. I think they were called Phu Quac 
dogs, having curly tails as distinctive whorled 
hair pattern down their spines.
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At one point, there were too many dogs in the 
compound. Some genius issued an edict: all 
dogs without “papers” had to be removed. A 
short deadline was set. Separating a soldier 
from his  dog is  dicey business. The bond is 
strong and everyone is armed. The solution 
was to round up the dogs and put them in a 
landing craft where they were ferried across 
the river and turned loose. I swear, half of them 
swam right back across a swift river more than 
a mile wide. I suspect the remainder were 
rounded up and brought back later. That was 
the end of the purge.

Zip- a Phu Quac dog

     There was also a big mother of a pet boa 
constrictor and a monkey, named Jo Jo, in the 
Unit at one time or another.

♦ ♦ ♦

A SURVIVOR’S STORY, VUNG RO ‘68
by Chris Schuehle, MIUWS, Vung Ro Bay

A constant high pitched tone was ringing 
through my head. I felt disoriented. Where the 
hell was I? It was June 1968, South Viet Nam, 
an Army Medevac Unit. My right hand was in a 
cast. My body was bandaged extensively. Both 
of my eardrums had been ruptured. Ugly fluid 
stained the pillowcase. My eyes were swollen 
shut and bloody. I could hardly see or hear. 
The events of the past few days were 
becoming clear. I was a member of MIUWS, an 
obscure Navy team of about 30 men. We had a 
couple of gun boats and a fast, armed Boston 
Whaler which we occasionally used for water 
skiing. As the coastal water of Vung Ro Bay 
were teeming with saline, fragmentation and 
concussion grenades  provided the main course 
for many a fish fry dinner. Our job was to patrol 
rivers and harbors and our assignment 
included reconnaissance, transporting Army 
personnel, providing cover and staging 
ambushes. I had been on and off patrol for 
several weeks and it was now my turn for a 48-
hour break. I was  going to spend the day with 
P.J., a fellow crew member.

We walked to the beach and came upon a 
small group of South Koreans barbecuing a 6-
foot monitor lizard just outside of the concertina 
wire that marked our perimeter. Beer cans 
holding a few pebbles  dangled from the wire to 
form a primitive security system. The pebbles 
would rattle when set in motion by trespassers. 
Low, jagged mountains rose beyond the beach. 
On top of one crag stood a natural rock 
monolith. We called it Finger Mountain, 
because, to us, it appeared the country was 
giving us the giant finger.

The afternoon was spent swimming, drinking 
beer and eating. It was a very tasty monitor. 
We tossed the empty beer cans into the bay. At 
each splash, everyone opened fire with M16s, 
M14s and even an M60 machine-gun until the 
can sank. We exchanged weapons back and 
forth. The Koreans photographed everything.

P.J. went to clean up. He had the mid-watch 
from midnight until 4:00 am. I went to the day 
room and played mahjong. It had been a good 
day and tomorrow promised to be more of the 
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same. Sleeping in seemed like a good idea, 
but I was awake at 12:30 am. My body was 
unable to sleep for eight uninterrupted hours.

I dressed and put on the required flak jacket. 
The night was cool for Vietnam. The sky was 
overcast which shut out the moonlight. I walked 
to the communications bunker where everyone 
was holding cups of hot coffee. I filled a mug 
and joined P.J., his best friend Tom, and “Molly” 
Brown. The four of us were very close. As we 
sat together, we had no way of knowing what a 
hellish scene was about to unfold.

While looking cross the bay, I glimpsed a bright 
flash out of the corner of my eye. P.J. 
instinctively raised his  arms to protect himself. 
The explosion from the RPG (rocket propelled 
grenade) blasted me to the floor. I found my 
M16, chambered a round and fired. Although 
darkness hid the sapper, there was sufficient 
back light from the beach and he dropped. 
Another RPG came in.

Immobilized, I heard voices…loud voices. One 
was Tom, terribly hurt and afraid. He was 
screaming for P.J. to help him. The other voice 
was P.J. screaming at Tom to be quiet. We all 
knew the drill. After the frag, Charlie would 
enter the bunker to finish off anyone left alive. 
They came in shooting and as their bullets  tore 
into Tom, his screaming stopped. Two or three 
slugs went into Molly who was already dead. 
P.J. was next. Each time the guns fired, I could 
see silhouettes. A muzzle moved and pointed 
at me.

It was my time to meet death and I have two 
vivid memories. My life would be over at 21 
and my mother would be heartbroken. These 
thoughts came without fear, without anger, 
without pain. I felt calm and peace and the 
moment passed. How was I still alive? In 
Charlie’s haste to grab all of our weapons, I 
was spared.

One of my knuckles had been shot off and I 
had been hit with shrapnel. I had beaten death, 
but what now? Time became the new enemy. 
How bad were my injuries? I was passing in 
and out of consciousness. It was still dark. Was 
it the same night? I seemed to be drifting 
through a “twilight zone.”

Then I heard the reassuring sound of American 
voices. The dead and wounded were trucked to 
the beach where gunships had already landed 
to transport the wounded. The door gunner 
strapped me into his seat behind an M60 
machine gun. The dead and the wounded were 
stacked together and we lifted off. Although the 
sky was filled with tracers, everything seemed 
very quiet to me. The door gunner was busy on 
the floor doing what he could for the wounded. 
As the chopper banked out of harm’s  way, it 
occurred to me that I would soon be seeing 
Minnesota corn fields instead of these 
Vietnamese rice paddies.

The door gunner jumped to the ground before 
the landing struts even touched down at Tuy 
Hoa Medevac Hospital. Medics, doctors, 
hurries, cooks, grunts were everywhere. 
Someone signaled for me to carry one end of a 
litter. We carried the stretcher inside and 
placed it on a table.

A medic took my arm and turned me to face 
him. He asked where the holes were, but I 
could not understand him. Leading me to a 
sink, he handed me a bar of soap and mimed 
for me to clean myself. He would find the 
holes.

Doctors and nurses were bent over tables 
holding the wounded men as they tried to save 
them. Two medics carried Tom past the tables. 
He was stacked in the corner with the dead. I 
was at the end of a line of gurneys awaiting 
surgery.

I woke in the intensive care unit to the soft 
sound of a wavering moan. My ears were 
ringing as I turned and saw a young man in the 
next gurney. His face was unmarked. No 
wounds, no acne scars, no blemishes. He was 
a boy. A high school quarterback, perhaps. His 
mouth was moving. He was screaming. Below 
his perfect face was a full body cast exposing 
only fingers and toes. I turned to call for help, 
but a medical team had already rushed to his 
side. The nurse explained that the boy’s  cast 
was too tight. They cut through the plaster and 
his screaming stopped.
I was rolled into a ward. A medic asked if I 
wanted anything and I had never been so 
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hungry in my life. The mess hall sent over a 
tray of boiled hot dogs and potatoes. They 
were delicious.

That afternoon, a full bird colonel came to my 
bed and asked what the hell I was doing there. 
I could not figure out what he was talking 
about. Apparently having the Navy in his Army 
hospital was causing some confusion. He 
didn’t know what to do with us. It was this 
commanding officer’s attempt at wry humor.

I was reunited with P.J. in the ICU the next day. 
We were the only survivors, but both of his 
hands had been blown off. I put my hand on 
P.J.s remaining arm and the tears came from 
our souls. We tried to talk, but we both had lost 
our eardrums. A unit of whole blood led to P.J.s 
jugular and IV’s were not allowed on the plane. 
A doc took the bag in his hands and told P.J. 
not to worry. Next stop would be Peoria, Illinois 
and mom’s cooking. Then he squeezed the 
sack, forcing the blood into my friend’s neck. It 
was painful to watch but P.J. was  heading 
home.

I asked the nurse if the boy in the body cast 
would be going home. She said that his 
wounds were too severe for him to be moved.

Later that day, the doctor stood in the middle of 
our ward and called out names. A medic 
handed a box to each patient on the list and 
saluted him. The GI was told that on behalf of 
the United States of America, he was awarded 
the Purple Heart for wounds received in 
combat. A he passed by my bed, the colonel 
gave me a sympathetic look. He knew that I 
also deserved a Purple Heart, but I was in the 
Navy. I shrugged that I understood. Mine would 
come through Navy channels.

After supper, the good doctor returned and 
presented me with a Purple Heart. It was the 
medal intended for the boy in the cast. He had 
died that morning. I thought back to the night I 
was wounded. I thought of my dead friends 
and the boy. I thought of their families receiving 
letters of condolence.
The Army would send another Purple Heart to 
the young soldier’s family along with a gold star 
to be placed in their window. His mother would 

be a Gold Star Mother. Her son had paid the 
ultimate sacrifice for his country.

It was my turn to go home. The colonel shook 
my hand and handed me an envelope 
containing my medical records and orders. The 
medic also shook my hand and wished me 
well. He gave me a Red Cross box containing 
a Bible, toiletries and cigarettes.

I left Vietnam wearing pajamas, a faded blue 
bathrobe and shower shoes. My only 
possessions were the envelope, the Red Cross 
box…and the soldier’s Purple Heart.

Chris Schuehle is a combat wounded Viet Nam 
Veteran and is the founder of Veterans 
Industrial Source of St, Paul, MN

♦ ♦ ♦

THE 458th IN WORLD WAR II
by Richard Leibel

This is the first in a series of the World War II 
memoir of Richard Leibel. Richard operated 
DUKW’s with the 458th Transportation Corps. 
 

War stories are like good wine. The older they 
get the better they become. So many things 
happened in my nearly 5 years in the service; 
serious, funny, sad, and glad, that it will be 
difficult to condense what occurred some 70 
years ago in a reasonable space.
I was drafted into the Army to serve one year. I 
was notified on a Thursday to report the 
following Monday. On the Saturday in between, 
my parents’ house caught fire. (I was still living 
at home). The two nearest fire stations argued 
which station was responsible. By the time they 
decided, the large 8 room house was totally 
destroyed. The only thing I had was the clothes 
I had worn to work. I slept in a chair at a 
neighbor’s home.
I reported for duty on Monday, February 27, 
1941. There were six of us  – the first draftees 
from Draft Board 35 and I think the first 
draftees from Cincinnati, OH. All of us proved 
to be casualties. Two of us were injured in a 
truck accident; two were taken prisoner early in 
the war. They were captured in North Africa. 
One was killed (he earned 3 Purple Hearts), 
one went to Officers Training School and was 
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seriously injured in the Battle of the Bulge in 
Europe.
When I reported for duty I had nothing except 
the clothes that I had worn to work, not even a 
comb or toothbrush. The only day I had free 
between the disastrous fire and the day I was 
to report for Army duty was a Sunday. 
Unfortunately, at that time, Ohio had what was 
commonly called “The Blue Laws.” The Blue 
Laws made any business illegal to be open 
and operating on a Sunday, except those in the 
Amusement, Safety, Church, Hospital, or Hotel 
Industries. To this day I do not understand why 
it was not a sin to work in the aforementioned 
businesses, and a grievous sin to work in any 
other field of business.
Well, anyway, getting back to my Army career, 
the kind folks at Draft board #35 were aware of 
my plight so they gave me two pairs  of white 
socks. After thanking them I wondered what I 
could do with white socks in the Army. Being 
frugal (some say cheap or tight; one had to 
learn to be frugal to survive during the Great 
Depression of the ‘30s) I put the white socks to 
good use – shining my Army boots!
We were sent to Ft. Thomas, KY for our 
physical/induction into the 7th Infantry, stationed 
at Ft. Lewis, WA and given our uniforms. (Ft 
Thomas was located in the City of Ft. Thomas, 
KY, just across the Ohio River from Cincinnati, 
OH). I say ‘was’ because it was  closed many 
years ago – except for the hospital. The 
hospital has been used as a nursing home for 
veterans. Even that will soon be closed as they 
are replacing it with a new VA Hospital in 
Cincinnati.
We traveled to Ft. Lewis  by Pullman car going 
the northern route through Chicago and the 
northern states. The first night we were 
covered by quite a bit of black soot coming 
through the drafty windows. Some of the soot 
was as large as big black ants. (Pre-diesel 
engine days!) The following 2 nights, and the 
day in between, we were snowbound by a 
terrific blizzard. It must have been about 30 
degrees below zero with a 30 mph wind. The 
heat pipes froze up. I have never been so cold 
before or since. We crawled into the sack 
wearing all of our clothes including our shoes 
and covered up, including our faces, with only 

the one blanket that was  provided. The only 
heat we had was provided by our breath. We 
remained in bed the entire 2 nights  and 1 day. 
It was  entirely too cold to get out of bed to go 
to the dining car. When the storm subsided and 
we threw back the blanket we were covered 
with snow and all of the metal parts  of the 
Pullman car (screws, handles, etc.) had a 
buildup of frost at least 2 inches high. It looked 
eerie – like we were in a fantasy land.
We finally arrived at our destination – Ft. Lewis, 
WA in early March of 1941. Being so far north, I 
expected Ft. Lewis to be in a cold climate but 
the part of Washington, west of the Rocky 
Mountains, has a very pleasant climate if you 
do not mind rain. It rarely freezes and never 
goes higher than 75 degrees due to the 
Gulfstream. As a result, summer-weight khaki 
uniforms were not issued to us. Ft. Lewis was 
a huge place – it went on for miles on both 
sides of a major highway. It even had its own 
airfield – McChord Field. The permanent 
section of Ft. Lewis  was like any midsize city. 
The downtown section had any store I 
imaginable, theater, nightclub, post office, 
clothing store, etc. It had a large area of nice 
brick homes for the officers with winding streets 
and beautiful lawns. The enlisted men were 
housed in the large brick barracks that looked 
like, from the outside, modern apartment 
buildings. The inside was anything but. The 
rooms were dormitory style with plain concrete 
floors, walls, and ceilings.
When I first arrived at Ft. Lewis, myself and the 
other draftees from the troop train were united 
with other draftees to form Company “C” 7th 
Infantry. We were houses in new frame 
barracks about a mile from the older portion of 
the fort. We had far too few toilet facilities. You 
had to wait in line to use the toilet, to shave, to 
shower, and to do your laundry. As a result, 
there were always some men not ready for 
morning roll call. These late dressers would 
have their buddies holler “Here” when their 
names were called. I am sure the authorities 
were aware of this system but they could not 
do anything about it short of waking us up at 
3:00 am or adding more facilities.

                …continued in Winter 2014 edition
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458th Sea Tigers shirts and hats are now available for purchase. To order send form below to 
Bill Northrop at 2600 East 49th St. Sioux Falls, SD 57013

Bill Northrop: norwill6@sio.midco.net
Phone: (605) 339-3381

To view items in color or to order online please visit 458th Sea Tigers website http://
458thseatigers.net/shop_front.php
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