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Greetings to all former 458th members 
(DUKW’s, LARC’s, BARC’s, PBR’s, Whalers, 
and associated Military Police). This is the 
January 2015 issue of the newsletter. 
Subsequent issues published quarterly. 
 

2015 REUNION 
 
The annual reunion of the 458th Sea Tigers 
Association will be held September 22 thru 
September 26, 2015 in Hampton, VA. 
Hampton’s ties to history are many. 
 
Founded in 1610, Hampton is the oldest 
English-speaking settlement in the United 
States and is home to Langley Air Force Base 
and NASA, the training site for America’s first 
astronauts, the Mercury Seven.  
 
Old Point Comfort at Fort Monroe was the site 
of the first landing by English colonists led by 
John Smith and Christopher Newport in 1607. 
 
The severed head of Blackbeard the Pirate 
was hung at the mouth of the Hampton River. 
 
Hampton sits at the southern end of the famed 
Chesapeake Bay and is accessed via the 
Hampton Roads Harbor, site of the Civil War 
Battle of the Ironclads.  
 
The largest naval installation in the world, the 
Norfolk Naval Base, is located just across the 
harbor. 
 
This year’s reunion will be held at the 
waterfront Crowne Plaza Hampton Marina 
Hotel. Room rates are $99 per night, including  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

a breakfast buffet voucher for two (a $28 value) 
(No, you cannot skip breakfast and get a 
reduced room rate!) This rate is available for 3 
days prior to the reunion and 3 days after the 
reunion for those of you who might like to take 
some time to visit the many area attractions. 
 
For our hospitality suite, we will have weeklong 
access to the Dockside Ballroom, a secluded 
venue that opens out onto the Hampton City 
Docks. Our banquet will also be held there. 
 
Currently, there are plans to have two fully 
operational PBR’s present. Both Dennis 
Ambruso of Shiloh, NC and David Pizzoferrato 
of Richmond, OH intend to transport their 
vessels to our reunion. If all goes according to 
plan, there may also be one or more of the new 
US Navy RCB’s (Riverine Command Boat) on 
hand. 
 

The activities for the week include a trip to the 
US Army Transportation Museum at Ft. Eustis, 
a visit to the Casemate Museum at Ft. Monroe, 
a dinner cruise aboard the Miss Hampton II, 
and other events to be announced at a later 
date. 
 

We may also be joined by a small contingent of 
our US Navy PBR brothers from the 515th 
River Division. We look forward to having them 
participate with us in our annual reunion.  
 

We also wish to thank David and Dennis for 
their unwavering support of the Sea Tigers. 
Dennis has many contacts with the US Navy 
and is actively working on getting the Navy 
Riverines to visit our reunion 
 

It’s never too early to begin planning for this 
reunion. It’s definitely going to one that you 
won’t want to miss. 

Fifth Year Anniversary Edition 

The Riverine Reporter 
A publication of the US Army 458th Trans. Co (PBR) 

Sea Tigers Association 
 

Founded 1996 by Lee Helle, US Army, Ret. 
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MEMBER NEWS: 
 
● This edition marks the fifth year anniversary 
of the Riverine Reporter. We wish to thank 
everyone who has helped support the 
newsletter during this period. A very special 
thank you goes out to our anonymous 
benefactor who has been there for us through 
it all. It would have been impossible to publish 
without the kind generosity of all you.  
 
● John Hoetker has renewed dues for 3 
years. Michael Goins has also renewed his 
membership, and Glenn Moore signed up for 
a lifetime membership. Thank you all for your 
continued support. 
 
● The 458th was represented at the funeral 
service of Richard Moore by David Hunt of 
Sturgeon Bay, WI and George Olson of 
Norway, MI. Thank you both very much for 
attending. See obituary on Page 2. 
 
● A new shipment of Richard Leibel’s book 
“The 458th Transportation Corps in World War 
II” has arrived. This witty, well-written account 
of the Normandy Invasion and other exploits 
sells for $9.95 (plus shipping) to 458th 
members. Richard is graciously donating 
proceeds to the 458th general fund. Contact 
Mike Hebert at michaelhebert@cox.net.   
 
● Sgt. Jack Teatsorth of Lincoln Park, MI and 
former NCOIC SFC John Carpenter of 
Colorado Springs, CO have been located. Both 
were stationed with Paul Wayne Kirby in Vung 
Ro Bay with the 218th MP Company. Welcome 
aboard to you both! 
 
Read Jack’s account of the first PBR’s to arrive 
in Vung Ro Bay on page 8. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

● We regret to report that one of our members 
has resigned his membership in the 458th Sea 
Tigers. He stated simply “That part of my life is 
over.”  It is over for all of us, but that is not the 
point. This reprint from a previous newsletter 
pretty much says it all. 
 

“I now know why men who have been to war 
yearn to reunite. 

 

Not to tell stories, or look at old pictures. 
Not to laugh or weep. 

 

Comrades gather because they long to be with 
the men who once acted their best; 
 men who suffered and sacrificed,  

who were stripped of their humanity. 
 

I did not pick these men. 
 

They were delivered by fate and the military. 
 

But I know them in a way I know no other men. 
  

I have never given anyone such trust. 
 

They were willing to guard something more 
precious than my life. 

 

They would have carried my reputation, 
the memory of me. 

 

It was all part of the bargain we all made, 
The reason we were so willing to die  

for one another. 
 

As long as I have my memory,  
I will think of them all every day. 

 

I am sure that when I leave this world, 
 my last thought will be of 

 

my family and my comrades… 
Such good men.” 

 

                                                      Author Unknown 
 

I have been very fortunate to re-connect with 
three of my Vung Ro Bay brothers at various 
458th Sea Tiger reunions. We shared good 
times and bad times together during our year in 
Vietnam. 44 years have since passed, yet a 
special unspoken bond exists among us. I 
know that, no matter what, Bob McCabe, Lou 
Baumann, and Tom Farrell have got my back.  
I can count no greater friends. 
 

In closing, former member, we are all 
saddened by your departure and we respect 
your decision, but please rest assured, should 
you ever need us, we’ll be here. 
                                                                  

                                                   Mike Hebert, Editor 
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458th Sea Tigers short 
sleeve tees, denim long 

sleeve shirts, polo shirts, 
jackets, and hats are 

available thru 
458thseatigers.org. 
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OBITUARIES: 
 
Richard “Deakin” Moore, 458th Sea Tigers 
member, of Iron Mountain, MI passed away at 
age 66 October 15, 2014, at his home. 
 
He was born October 28, 1947, in New Port, 
Mich., son of the late Carl and Margaret Moore. 
 
Rich grew up in Tomah, Wis., and graduated 
from Tomah High School, Class of 1966. He 
served in the U.S. Army during the Vietnam 
War and upon being discharged from the 
service he resided in Aurora, Wis.  
 
He worked as a machinist for 20 years, then 
opened Moore’s Garage in Aurora and after 
five years, retired. 
 
Rich was a very active veteran serving as past 
commander of the American Legion Uren-
Cooper-Johnson Post No. 50, Iron Mountain 
and the VFW Post No. 3674, Iron Mountain. He 
enjoyed fishing, camping, boating, gardening, 
bird watching, the outdoors and spent many 
years volunteering as a youth wrestling coach. 
 
He is survived by his wife, Peggy, five sons,  
three daughters,  four brothers, five sisters,  
fifteen grandchildren, seven great-
grandchildren, numerous nieces and nephews 
and his dog Zeus. 
 
The American Legion Post No. 50 accorded 
Military Honors at Jacobs Funeral Home, 
followed by a Celebration of Life Service.  
 
You may light a candle in remembrance of 
Rich, or leave a condolence for his family 
online at www.JacobsFuneralHomes.com 
 

PATRIOT’S POINT NAVAL MUSEUM 
by Mike Hebert 
 
Well… sometimes you just don’t know what to 
say. I visited the restored and expanded 
Vietnam Exhibit at Patriot’s Point in Charleston, 
SC a day after it re-opened in November 2014. 
 
My wife and I traveled with another couple and 
while they were all impressed with the facilities 
that attempted to replicate a wartime 
experience, veterans - such as myself - may be 
slightly disappointed. 

While I appreciate the efforts of Patriot’s Point 
to preserve our PBR heritage, the restoration 
of the Mark I PBR is an embarrassment. It is 
quite obvious upon close inspection that the 
fiberglass work was performed by amateurs. 
The most glaring oversight, however, was the 
placement of the ballistic plates amidships. 
They are located to either side of the boat 
rather than being in between the engine 
hatches. How would one open an engine 
hatch? Didn’t anyone consult a PBR veteran? 

M-60 machine gun mounted on out of place 
ballistic plate 

 
The paint work is not what one would expect 
from a “professional restoration”. Maaco could 
have done a much better job. 

 
 
There is also a restored ambulance nearby. 
The entire vehicle was painted – even the 
seats! Never mind restoring them with OD 
color canvas – just spray paint them! 
 
The rest of the Vietnam Exhibit portrays a US 
Marine fire base with 3 types of helicopters, a 
guard tower (with a .50 caliber you can fire that 
sounds like a toy), a few buildings and 

3 



   Cat Lo – Di An – Newport – Qui Nhon – Vung Ro Bay – Cam Ranh – Vung Tau – Cat Lai - Cogido 
 

bunkers, a 105 Howitzer gun, and various 
types of other weapons. 

 
 
The museum also boasts state-of-the-art 
technology to bring to life the history of the 
Vietnam War, including a hologram of an over-
the-top marine officer straight out of Hollywood. 

 
The exhibit was built “to honor the veterans 
who served in the Vietnam War and to educate 
new generations…” 
 
Again, while all of their efforts are sincerely 
appreciated, the museum staff seems to have 
overlooked one simple, wise old adage: 
 

If you’re going to do something… 
 

Either do it right, or don’t do it all. 

NAVY CREATES HYDROCARBON 
FUEL FROM SEAWATER 

Courtesy Gary Wollenhaupt, Professional Mariner 
 
The U.S. Navy has created a breakthrough 
process to convert seawater into hydrocarbon 
fuel, a process that could lead to fueling 
stations at sea in decades to come. 
 
Scientists at the Naval Research Laboratory 
were looking for a way to reduce the fleet’s 
reliance on the 15 oilers operated by the 
Military Sealift Command that deliver 600 
million gallons of fuel each year for aircraft-
carrier jets as well as vessels. That mean ships 
must refuel at sea by running parallel with the 
tankers, regardless of the weather. The oilers 
are part of a supply chain that can stretch 
thousands of miles. 
 
If the Navy could develop a reliable, cost-
effective way to make fuel from seawater, it 
could shorten the supply chain and reduce 
risks to vessels. Also, it would reduce the 
Navy’s reliance on fossil fuels. 
 
Research chemist Heather Willauer was part of 
the NRL team that developed a workable 
method for recovering carbon dioxide and 
producing hydrogen from seawater. Then, 
using a catalytic conversion, the gas-to-liquids 
process converts carbon dioxide into fuel. The 
Navy focused on JP-5, the fuel used for navy 
jets. 
 
“Nobody had ever made fuel from seawater 
and demonstrated it before, and not only did 
we demonstrate it, we have a technology that 
will get hydrogen and CO2” Willauer said. 
 
The process should be able to adapt to 
produce liquid hydrocarbon. It could also be 
adapted to produce liquefied natural gas or 
compressed natural gas. 
 
The NRL is currently working with Huntington 
Ingalls’ Newport News Shipyard to put the 
technology into a ship design. 
 
A major challenge is to make the process more 
efficient. Currently, it takes 23,000 gallons of 
seawater to make 1 gallon of fuel. The process 
also requires very large amounts of electricity. 
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REFLECTIONS by Tom Wonsiewicz 
... Continued from Summer 2014 
 
Cyclos 
 
Cyclos are what you get when you motorize a 
rick shaw. Instead of a human being pulling a 
two-wheeled cart, the motive force is a 100cc 
or so 2-cycle engine. It, and the driver, is 
positioned behind the seat for two. The 
passengers become the front bumpers. 
 
Saigon traffic was congested and noisy. Traffic 
signals were ignored—positioning was 
everything. If traffic was stopped in your lane, 
move to an open one even if it normally flowed 
in the opposite direction. At busy intersections, 
cross traffic would gradually ooze out into the 
flow and eventually “pinch it off” and gain the 
right of way and go like hell for a while. The 
stopped traffic would start to ooze its way out. 
It didn’t matter what color the traffic lights were. 
 
It was noisy too. The whine of 2-cycle and the 
fume of the oil-gas mixture permeated 
everything. I recall seeing one family riding on 
a small Honda motorcycle: mom, dad and two 
small children—amazing. 
 
We didn’t use cyclos much, but they were 
always a thrill to ride. 

Thunder in the Night 
 
It wasn’t really thunder. It was a sound that you 
could feel more than you could hear—a deep 
rumbling sound. You could feel it in your gut. 
Someone said it was B-52’s bombing 
Cambodia which wasn’t all that far away (about 
30 miles). It was a sobering, disconcerting 
noise. I remember wondering what it must be 

like to be under that. How could anyone stand 
it? And yet, they did. 
 

Entertainment 
There were a few Officers’ Clubs in Saigon we 
could get to by Jeep. While not gourmet, the 
steak and potato meals and free flowing booze 
was always welcome. Some would have live 
music, meaning a Pilipino or VN trio with a 
female singer. They would pound out the 
popular music of the day. Most didn’t speak 
English, but they sang it, having memorized 
the words: “Oh baby ruv, oh baby ruv…” It 
wasn’t the Supremes, but it was close enough. 
 
One evening, our entourage included an MP 
Captain, me, another lieutenant and a young 
driver—a buck sergeant. When we arrived at 
the club, the captain (already lubricated) said it 
was unfair for the sergeant to sit around and 
wait for us. We had enough extra gear to outfit 
the sergeant as a captain. He was very 
nervous about getting busted for 
“impersonating an officer”. We assured him of 
our protection. The captain developed a taste 
for Crème De Menthe and drank most of a 
bottle by himself that night. The E-5 loosened 
up and began to enjoy the feel of being a 
captain—to the point of “pulling rank” on us 
lieutenants. We had a good time just enjoying 
each other’s company. 
 

Drinking yourself into bed at day’s end was 
pretty routine. While booze was rationed, 
plenty was available. I developed a fondness 
for Vodka Gimlets, with extra olives. A small 
bottle of Rose’s lime juice cost $3.50. A quart 
of good vodka cost $.90—no wonder we drank 
so much. 
                           … Continued in Spring 2015 

● ● ● 
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The 458th Trans. Co in World War II 
by Richard E. Leibel 
 
The morning after our one night bivouac, or 
campout, we boarded our Army truck and 
continued our journey south. Our driver's ability 
to drive never improved one iota. The further 
south we traveled the hotter the weather. Our 
driver was grinding the gears, falling behind the 
convoy, racing around the curves at a 
breakneck speed to catch up. I was seated 
directly behind the cab and in the shade of the 
rolled back tarp of the truck. Farther back in the 
truck was a redheaded, fair-skinned guy by the 
name of Edgar Dow. I'll remember his face and 
name the rest of my life. 
 
Edgar asked me if I minded if we traded seats. 
I gladly obliged. The seat was directly under 
one of the bows that supported the truck’s tarp. 
We were then coming into some good-sized 
mountains. Our driver was still grinding the 
gears and racing to catch up with the convoy. 
Suddenly my head hit the tarp bow so hard that 
I was knocked unconscious. The next thing I 
remember I was awakened by smelling salts 
given to me by two medical corpsmen. I was 
lying at the base of a very high mountain, 
approximately 2000 to 3000 feet high and very 
steep. From my view the hill looked almost 
vertical, about 15 to 30 degrees. I was unable 
to see the road so I don't know how far we 
tumbled down the hill. In the 1940’s guard rails 
were unheard of and there were no trees or 
bushes to slow our descent. At the speed we 
were going at the time of our crash I doubt that 
a guard rail would have slowed us down 
anyway. I do not know when or how I was 
ejected from the truck bed. 
 
After I was awakened by the smelting salts 
from my unscheduled sleep, the first things I 
saw were the two Corpsmen working over me. 
I was just lying on the ground. At this time I did 
not know if or how bad I was injured. The first 
thing that came to my mind was how I was 
going to tell my girlfriend and my mother. I then 
turned my head and saw that I was lying on a 
grass covered mesa and I saw two men 
standing by the truck with its wheels pointing to 
the sky. Also, there was one Army ambulance. 
The truck was on the edge of the mesa. A few 

feet farther, and the truck would have tumbled 
further downhill. I then realized that I had a 
mouthful of loose/broken and dangling teeth. 
When I felt the inside of my mouth I cut my 
tongue on the broken sharp edges of my 
remaining teeth. 
 
The truck was about 30 yards from where I 
was lying at the foot of the mountain. The 
ambulance was for me. I suppose the reason l 
was the last one to be carted away was that 
they thought I was dead since I was just lying 
there for a long time without moving. I was 
taken by this last ambulance to a small hospital 
in Grants Pass, OR. The name of the hospital 
that comes to mind was St. Joseph. At St. 
Joseph they pulled the parts of my molars that 
were still dangling in my mouth. I lost all of my 
lower molars and all of my upper molars except 
two to three on one side and one on the other 
side. Even the remaining molars had some 
pieces chipped away. They ground the sharp 
edges of my front teeth so I no longer cut my 
tongue. Every tooth was either knocked out or 
was seriously damaged. At this time they also 
gave me a quick physical exam. They found no 
obvious injuries. Not even a scratch. I do not 
know how one can get thrown out of the back 
end of a truck, going some 60-plus mph and 
not get hurt. Perhaps, being in an unconscious 
state helped a lot. I was limber as a drunken 
sailor as we plunged down the mountainside. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 
 

MONKEY STORIES 
by Doug Foss, 127th MP Co. Vung Ro Bay 
 
The monkey’s name was JoJo and he jumped 
into an armored jeep on a checkpoint one night 
near Qui Nhon. I put my MP lanyard around 
him to prevent his escape. Well, I got in trouble 
because I was on Article 15 detail and had to 
clean the Captain’s Office. I had a little too 
much to drink, then went over to clean his 
office. There was a shotgun sitting there and 
as I was inspecting it with a heat on… you got 
it – it went off. The next day I was reduced in 
rank to E-3 and transferred to the PBR’s in 
Vung Ro Bay. I was to take a chopper to Vung 
Ro the next day and had to figure out how to 
get my monkey there. I stuffed him in a duffel 
bag and boarded the chopper. The pilot looked 
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back and saw the bag moving vigorously and 
said “I don’t know what you’ve got in that bag 
and I don’t want to know, but it better stay 
there.” 
 
When we landed at Vung Ro Bay, I took the 
duffel bag, with monkey inside, to a metal 
ammo bunker, closed the door, and let him out. 
He did about ten 360’s around the inside of the 
ammo bunker. Finally, he settled down and I 
took him out to introduce him to his new home. 
I didn’t know what to with him, so we stuck a 
box on the side of the sandbag bunker, which 
was visible from our bunk area. I chained him 
to his box with hand grenade pin rings joined 
together.  
 
On one occasion, I took the monkey out on the 
PBR with me. Terry Yocum was the coxswain. 
I was in the front .50’s and the monkey was 
sitting right above the hatch to go below. All of 
a sudden I heard Yocum calling me with a real 
panic in his voice. The monkey was baring his 
teeth at him. He could sense fear, and when he 
did, he would take advantage of it. The monkey 
was never allowed on the boats again. 
 
I remember one day he was running around 
loose for some reason and no one was around. 
He was mad about something. He went to a 
couple of the beds and wiped himself on the 
pillows, leaving a nice little brown stripe on 
them. Boy, the guys were pissed! 
 
One day a couple of visitors came down from 
the transportation company down the road. 
They would tease the monkey despite the sign 
I had posted on the box warning that he bites. 
They would stand there just beyond the length 
of his leash and taunt him. Sometimes the 
monkey would get so mad, he’d jump at them, 
and get pulled back by the leash, much to the 
enjoyment of the taunters. After a couple of 
episodes of this treatment, I went out and 
unhooked the monkey but left the chain so it 
looked like he was still hooked up. Along came 
the men from the transportation company as 
usual and they started teasing the monkey 
again. That monkey played the game like he 
still had his leash attached, and when they 
were really harassing him, and got as close as 
they could, he dropped the chain, letting it 

dangle, obviously unattached. He bared his 
teeth and leaped. I never saw a group of 
soldiers run so fast. They were running and 
yelling as the monkey would reach out and 
almost grab their leg, when he would have to 
stop because they kicked up mud in his face. 
After he rubbed his face, he took off after them 
again. I believe they made it to safety, but I’m 
sure it’s something they will never forget. As for 
myself, I couldn’t stop laughing. 
 
After this event, the monkey was so worked up 
that he wouldn’t come to me. I chased him all 
over the entire compound. Some of the others 
joined in, but none of us could catch him. 
Unfortunately, I finally had to end the chase 
with a shotgun. We gave him a burial at sea, 
using one of our PBR’s. 

● ● ● 
 

NEW OUTBOARD MOTOR 
Courtesy of Workboat Magazine 
 

For those of you who keep dropping your 
outboard motor in the river, Evinrude has just 
the thing for you! Two new models, the 30 MFE 
and the 55 MFE, have just been released; both 
designed to run all day long on multifuels, 
including jet fuel and kerosene! The engines 
are fully submersible and are designed to be 
dropped from the air or launched from a 
submerged submarine. The US Marine Corps 
is using them with an optional jet drive instead 
of propeller blades. They come in one color: 
tactical black. (Wouldn’t this have been a hoot 
on the old Boston Whaler!) 

 
Jet Drive Version                 Propeller Version 
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VUNG RO BAY, Day One 
by Jack Teatsorth 
 
I was in country from May 1968 to May 1969. 
Sgt. Kirby, SFC Carpenter, and myself were 
the NCO’s that opened up the Vung Ro Bay 
detachment. The US Navy was there with very 
old outdated steel hulled boats. We worked 
with them for about 7 days until our new PBR’s 
from the builder arrived on the deck of a 
Korean crewed LST. 
 
There was an engineer company stationed in 
Vung Ro who were responsible for off-loading 
ships at the DeLong Pier. They tried to off-load 
our new PBR’s and the very first one they 
dropped on the dock. Being fiberglass, that 
meant that the boat was destroyed. It had a 2-
foot hole and countless cracks in the hull. It 
was the decided that the 2 remaining boats 
stay on board the LST and 2 crews of 458th 
Transportation Co. and 218th MP Co. 
personnel would ride the LST back to Nha 
Trang where they had a much larger crane. 
 
The next morning the boats were unloaded in 
Nha Trang and the 2 crews sailed the 2 
remaining PBR’s back to Vung Ro Bay. Upon 
arrival in Vung Ro, patrols started immediately. 
It was approximately January of 1969 when 
this took place. 

● ● ● 
 
 

US Navy Ray Gun 
Yahoo News 
 
The US Navy has developed a new laser 
weapon that is currently in use on a daily basis 
in the Persian Gulf. It is able to fire an invisible 
ray that can disable engine systems on 
incoming planes or boats with a high degree of 
accuracy. 
 
Known as the LaWS system (Laser Weapons 
System), the 30 kilowatt laser is mounted 
aboard the USS Ponce, a 1970’s vintage LPD, 
or amphibious assault ship. 
 
Recently converted to a floating special ops 
base, the Ponce is capable of carrying over 
300 troops, 4 MH-53 Sea King helicopters, and 
up to 12 specialized Riverine Patrol Boats. 

 
USS Ponce 

 
Even though technically considered as being 
“tested” the laser is operational and fully 
integrated into the weapons systems aboard 
the Ponce. 
 

 
US Navy Laser Weapon 

 
The US Central Command has given the 
commander of the Ponce permission to use the 
laser weapon to defend itself if needed. The 
testing aboard the Ponce has also included 
targeting swarms of fast speedboats similar to 
the tactics employed by Iranian speedboats 
that sometimes harass US Navy vessels 
transiting the Persian Gulf. 
 
The laser can also be used to transmit a low 
intensity beam to “dazzle”  incoming threats. 
 
The unit is controlled by a sailor sitting at a 
console below decks using a controller similar 
to a video game. 
 
The $40 million laser weapon, developed with 
unique technologies as well as off-the-shelf 
components, shoots laser bursts at a cost of 
only 59 cents each. 
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Don’t forget to visit the following 458th  
Transportation Company web sites: 
 

www.458thseatigers.org 
 

www.458pbr-vungrobay.com 
 

We really, really need stories from your 
experiences in Vietnam! Please send 
submissions to one of the staff listed below. 
 
Back issues of the newsletter are available. 
Just contact one of the staff listed below. 
 
We appreciate your submissions, feature 
ideas, corrections & criticisms. Please submit 
info to: 
 

Bob Ness: robertlness458@q.com  
Mike Hebert:  michaelhebert@cox.net  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

          
 

458th SeaTigers Officers 
 

President: Tom Farrell 
Vice President: Denny Hull 

Secretary: Robert Ness 
Treasurer: Jerry Wallace 

Chaplin: Scott Fultz 
Historian: Bob Brower 

Membership Chairman: Open 
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458th SEA TIGERS ASSOCIATION 
Robert Ness, Secretary 

108 Tewa Drive 
Colorado Springs, CO 80991 

Email: Robert.Ness@schriever.af.mil  
MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION / RENEWAL 

 

Name: ________________________________ Phone: (_____) ______________ 
 

Address: _________________________________________________________ 
 

City: _________________________________State: ________ Zip: ___________ 
 

email: ___________________________________ 
 

Military Info: 
Unit: __________ Dates w/Unit: _________ Location: _____________ Rank: ______ 
 

F Please check this box if you DO NOT want information on this 
application shared with other members of our organization. 

 
DUES (check box):        F 1 year; $20.00         F 3 years; $45.00          F Lifetime; $195.00 
 

NEWSLETTER DONATION:  Amount $____________  (Thank you!) 
 

Please submit verification of service with application. We will need any of the following: 
copy of orders, copy of 201, photos, or a member who can vouch for you. 

 
Thank you for your support! 

 

 
 
 

Deadline for Spring (April) 
issue of newsletter is 

March 15. Please submit 
materials prior to that 

date. 


