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The Old Army 

By Thomas D. Morgan 

A massed formation of color guards at Fort Lewis, circa 1937. 

The term "Good Old Days" of the Army brings 
back varying nostalgic memories for old soldiers. 
For sure, the Old Army was not as it is today. 

The Old Army has been referred to as a school, athletic 
club, home for wayward youth, and a boys' camp all 
rolled into one. Somewhere between the Old Army of 
the National Defense Act of 1920 and the current one, 
the reader will find his version of the Old Army. 

The Army between the two World Wars is the best 
remembered Old Army. It was horse-drawn and very 
traditional. When mechanization arrived in 1938 and 
the horses left the stables, it was more traumatic than 

trading in brown boots for black ones and campaign 
hats for overseas caps. Individual squad drill was 
replaced by massed battalion, marching formations; 
and the Garand M-1 rifle replaced the legendary 
Springfield. With the demise of the Old Army went 
wrap leggings, hand-powered telephones, washpan 
helmets, and afternoons off for athletics. The mood of 
the Army changed as the war plans, locked in the 
orderly room safe, changed from repelling an invasion 
of Texas from Mexico to defending overseas areas from 
the threat of global war brought on by Asian and 
European enemies . 

(Continued on page 4) 
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President's Repo:r;t 
.As the fall season approaches, I hope you were able 

to take advantage of all the opportunities for summer 
activities in the wonderful Pacific Northwest, includ
ing rooting for those amazing Mariners . 

News from the Museum continues to be good. The 
Cannon Shop is doing great (though we still need a 
few volunteers!). Thanks to Alan's masterful presenta
tion of his case, we have adequate special duty soldier 
support from the installation. And as usual, Alan and 
his staff received excellent marks from the recertifica
tion team members during a recent inspection by 
museum curators representing the United States 
Army Center of Military History. The Museum will 
receive its recertification certificate at an upcoming 
museum training course. We have a Museum that 
Fort Lewis and the Army have every right to be proud 
of, because we are blessed with a great professional 
staff. 

Thanks to the Friends who joined us at our June 
brunch in special recognition of BG and Mrs. Fenili for 
their contributions to the Museum and to Fort Lewis. 
As mentioned at the brunch, the Board members 
unanimously agreed to dedicate the Museum's Hall of 
Valor in BG Fenili's honor. Thank you again, "Flip" 

.and Louise, and we look forward to seeing you at 
future meetings and functions of the Friends. 

Please mark your calendars for October 7U" the 
date of our next brunch and meeting. As you can see 
from the flyer, the program promises to be of 
interest. See you there! 

Ian Larson 

Fort Lewis Sketchbook -C- Fort Lewis Inn 

Curator's Report 
As I write this report we are in the midst of the 

busy summer season. As usual, many visitors travel
ing along Interstate 5 stop to tour our galleries during 
their vacation time. We also get many day camp and 
youth group tours, as well as visiting military units, 
during the summer months. We are always happy to 
serve them and to promote our great military heritage. 

In May, I attended a training course in Atlanta 
hosted by U.S. Army Forces Command. The purpose 
of the course was to share information with Military 
History Detachment personnel. I was part of a panel 
of museum curators who made a presentation on how 
we teach military heritage to the military community. 

I am sad to report the death of former I Corps 
Historian and Museum Friend, Joe Huddleston. Joe 
passed away on 15 May after several strokes. He had 
retired from government service in 1997 . Several 
Museum Friends attended the services for Joe. At our 
next membership meeting, on 7 October, we plan to 
display a commemorative plaque which will be placed 
in the historian's office in Joe's honor. 

I would also like to express our sympathy to 
Museum Friend, Donnie Weeks, on the death of her 
husband, Major Frank D. Weeks, U.S. Army Retired. 
Frank passed away on 18 June. He was a proud 
veteran of World War II, Korea, and Vietnam and 
lived as a soldier to the end. Donnie has been working 
on her recollections of working on Fort Lewis as a 
civilian employee and we hope to feature her article in 
the Banner in the near future . 

Thank you to all our Museum Friends who actively 
support the Museum and its programs. We could not 
do it without you! 

Alan H. Archambault 
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A Veteran of the "Wild West" Division 

Returns to Fort Lewis 


One of the "Doughboys" who trained at Camp 

Lewis with the 91" "Wild West' Division visited 

the post on 4 August 2001. Mr. William "Bill" 


Lake reported to Camp Lewis in October of 1917 and 

was assigned to a machine gun company in the 362nd 


Infantry. Although he was born in Missouri, in 1895, 

he moved to Montana with his family shortly before 

the war. When the United States entered the First 

World War in April 1917, Mr. Lake relates that he 

wanted to enlist. However, his mother objected, stating 

that if he waited the war might be over before he had 

to go. However, Bill was soon drafted and on 4 October 

1917 he entered military service. 

In June 1918, after training at Camp Lewis, Priv'ate 


Lake and the 91" Division departed the Pacific North

west, bound for the Western Front. On the way he 

contracted the measles and had to stay in England to 

recuperate. After rejoining his unit in France, he saw 

combat during the Meuse-Argonne Campaign. He served 

as an ammunition bearer with his machine gun bat

talion and had the heel of his boots shot off and 

several pieces of shrapnel tore holes in his coat. 


Following his discharge in April1919, Mr. Lake 

returned home and worked on the farm . He later 

married, and with his wife, Gladys, raised a son and 

two daughters. Gladys passed away two years ago. 

Mr . Lake is proud of the fact that his son served in 

World War II. Today, Mr. Lake lives in a retirement 

home in Yakima, Washington. 


Mr. Lake's recent visit to Fort Lewis was hosted by 
members of the Fourth Brigade of the 91" Division 
(Training) which is assigned to Fort Lewis. Brigadier 
General Rodney Kobayashi, the incoming division 
commander, accompanied Mr. Lake on a visit to the 
91't Division Monument and the Fort Lewis Museum. William "Bill" Lake, a 105 year old veteran of World 
They also had lunch, per Mr. Lake's request, at the War I, returns to Fort Lewis where he was a private 
mess hall of the 593'd Corps Support Group. Mr. Lake with the 91" Division in 1917. 

- was interested in how Army "chow" had changed since 
World War 1. Still amazingly sharp at 105 years of age, Mr. Lake 

recounted many experience of his service in the 
"Great War." He will turn 106 in October, but still 
walks several miles a day with only the help of a cane. 

During his visit to the museum, Mr. Lake viewed 
exhibits on Camp Lewis and the 91" Division, which 
brought back many memories of his service. He was 
also presented with a Fort Lewis Museum coin which 
features a Doughboy and the inscription, "Defending 
Freedom Since 1917." Mr. Lake stated that he had a 
great day and enjoyed the hospitality of the post where 
he became a soldier in 1917. 
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The Old Army (continued from page 1) 

At the beginning of World War I, some generals had 
served during the Civil War. Retirement soon forced 
them off the active lists, but it was difficult for the 
Army to abandon old customs and adjust to new 
machines. For example, there is a story about one 
company commander who did not trust typewriters 
and required his officers to proof-read carbon copies of 
documents to ensure that they were correct copies. 
General Carl Spaatz, commander of the Eighth Air 
Force in England during World War II and first Chief 
of Staff of the new US Air Force after World War II , 
was a member of the fledgling Air Service at Fort Sam 
Houston, Texas, after World War 1. His future father
in-law was an old cavalry colonel who did not want his 
daughter going out with young Spaatz because the Air 
Service was a fly-by-night outfit and Spaatz would 
never amount to anything. 

Long-service regulars were the trademark of the 
Old Army as soldiers gathered around the company 
bulletin board to see who made private first class after 
only six years' service. Ordinary privates got $21 per 
month, privates first class $30, and corporals $42. A 
second lieutenant started out at $125 per month, one 
dollar less than a master sergeant. Apparently it was 
not the pay that kept men in the Old Army. 

It was something called "The Outfit" that probably 
kept men in the Old Army. It was-the self-contained 
company, troop , or battery that took care of the 
soldiers' mess, supply, and personnel management. It 
provided everything a man needed-food, clothing, 
shelter, and security from the civilian world where no 
one was in charge. This was especially true of the Army 
during the post World War I and Depression Years in 
the 1920s and 30s. 

First Sergeants were next to God in units. No one 
spoke to "Top" without permission, except the "Old 
Man." The "Old Man" was the commanding officer, an 
experienced captain or first lieutenant, who relied on 
the First Sergeant to keep things running like a well
oiled machine . Buck sergeants and corporals were 
barracks barons who could "field strip" a deadbeat 
recruit without breaking stride while walking across a 
barracks quadrangle. NCOs held their rank only as 

long as they stayed in the unit that promoted them. 
For an NCO to transfer with his stripes intact required 
him to arrange a trade with another NCO of equal 
rank and specialty in another unit. 

General Pershing wanted soldiers who could "shoot 
and salute." That was good enough for the Old Army. 
The Old Army did not do as much as the Army does 
today, but what it did do was done very well indeed. 
Enlisted men hardly ever saw an officer, because 
NCOs were perfectly capable of running things. There 
was no need, as today, to first examine insignia closely 
before saluting. An officer's uniform was distinctive. It 
was usually Class A, never fatigues, with "pink" trousers 
or riding breeches and boots , and a Sam Browne belt. 
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Setting up anti-aircraft guns. 

In the Old Army, it was a pleasure for soldiers to lay a 
salute on an officer from a hundred yards away. 

The Old Army was designed for single men. The 
system stressed maximum performance of military 
duty with a minimum of outside distractions. The pay 
of the lower ranks was not enough to support a family. 
The Old Army did not enlist married men. Any enlisted 
man wanting to marry had to obtain permission from 
his company commander or he could not reenlist. This 
saved the Old Army a great deal of trouble when it 
came to solving soldiers' domestic problems. It also 
saved the Army money in dependent allowances because 
few regular soldiers would give up military service for 
a wife. 

Most soldiers lived in the barracks and took their 
fun where they could find it in bars, dance halls with 
nice women or women not so nice, or at games of 
chance as long as their pay lasted. When a soldier's 
pay ran out, he stayed on post, went to the movies on 
credit, played pool in the dayroom, or fired small
caliber weapons on the unit's indoor range. Some even 
read books. 

When a soldier tired of stateside duty, he could pull 
a hitch of foreign service in one of the overseas 
regiments. "See the World" was the Army's recruiting 
slogan. These regiments were located in such exotic 
places as Panama, the Philippines, Puerto Rico, China, 
Alaska, and Hawaii. Duty with the 15th Infantry in 
Tientsin, China, was especially prized. It had the 

highest aIcohoIism and venerea[ dIsease rate In the 
Army, but it always came out on top in inspections . 
Each year the War Department Inspector General 
went out to inspect the "Can Do" regiment in China. It 
finished first because soldiers hired Chinese peasants 
to do their menial duties . Kitchen and stable police 
were performed by Chinese coolies at a trivial cost per 
man. Every soldier had a Chinese striker who cleaned 
his rifle, shined his boots, polished his brass, and kept 
his part of the barracks spic and span. 

Servants were plentiful in China, and the average 
officer family employed five. Uniforms were tailor
made, and Chinese laundries efficiently cleaned them. 
This led to the term "tailor-made outfit" for the over



seas units. All soldiers had to do was pull guard duty, 
parade for visiting dignitaries , qualify on the rifle 
range, and draw their pay. In the tropics , bunk fatigue 
or "siesta" lasted from 1300-1600 each day . Soldiers 
did not want for varied amusements overseas. Even 
21US dollars a month went a long way in China. The 
lure of the Far East appealed to all ranks. Such 
famous officers as Generals Stillwell and Marshall did 
a tour of duty with the 15th Infantry in China. 

In Panama, crossing the Isthmus on horseback was 
considered very adventuresome and a test of soldierly 
skill. The Army believed it had a tremendous stake in 
the Caribbean basin as well as in the Pacific Rim. 
Puerto Rico and Cuba guarded the approaches to the 
new Panama Canal, whose defense was of paramount 
importance . The Army garriso.ns in the Philippines 
were a hedge against further Japanese expansion in 
the Pacific after the Russo-Japanese War of 1905 and 
Japan's takeover of Germany's Pacific -possessions at 
the beginning of World War I. The Army garrisons -in 
Hawaii were considered a source of great assurance to 
the security of the American West Coast and trade 
routes in the Pacific. 

Sightseeing tours of Asia and Latin America for 
those who could afford them were deemed beneficial 
for professional education, experience, and infor
mation gained. In short, overseas travel in the Old 
Army was considered broadening and of professional 
value. Also, overseas stations were generally "wet" 
meaning that the prohibitions against alcohol con
sumption of the Volstead Act of Congress (1919-1933) 
did not apply. Barracks checks and restricting soldiers 
to garrisons without passes were liberalized a great 
deal to further enhance the lure of the Far East or 
Caribbean. Because of the nice, tropical weather over
seas , soldiers stationed in the tropics were called 
"Sunshiners ." 

Athletics were king and constituted a large part of 
the soldiers' daily program. It could be fairly claimed 
that World War II was won on the playing fields of 
army posts between the Great Wars. The quality of 
athletics was high and competition between individuals 

. and units was keen . Most soldiers played baseball, but 
football and boxing were also popular. Jogging had 

Scaling the wall with Mountain Battery. 

Barracks at Fort Lewis, circa 1944. 

not been invented yet. A man out running was probably 
a boxer, and he was not jogging. He was doing "road 
work." Officers played golf, tennis, and polo to improve 
their hand and eye coordination and to be considered 
gentlemen. During periods when units were in garri 
son, athletic activities were scheduled almost every 
afternoon and off-duty soldiers participated or rooted 
for their favorites. 

Field duty consisted of long road marches at two 
and one-half miles an hour. That equated to about 15 
miles a day. There was little motor traffic on the dusty 
roads around military posts in those days. At night, 
soldiers pitched two-man pup tents and camped along 
the roadside. Maneuvers in such places as Texas some
times were no more than chasing jackrabbits through 
the cactus and mesquite. In the tropic it meant chas
ing monkeys through the trees and avoiding jungle 
reptiles . Field duty acquainted officers and men with 
tactical operations, field communications, supply pro
cedures, and the experience of hardship living in the 
open. But it did not teach soldiers what it was like to 
face a well armed and determined enemy. General 
''Vinegar Joe" Stillwell was known and admired for 
his ability to walk long distances and live in the 
Spartan environment of the field. This came in handy 
when he had to lead his corps' command group out of 
Burma back to India on foot after the Japanese 
defeated his forces in 1942. 

The Old Army gave way to the New Army with the 
Selective Service Act of 1940. Another big milestone 
for the Army was when the Draft expired in January 
1973 and the Army went back to being a long-service, 
professional force. Did Old Army practices creep back 
into the current Army? I will leave that to the reader 
and his own memories of what the Old Army was 
really like . 

LTC Thomas D. Morgan, Retired, graduated from the US 
Military Academy at West Point in 1958. He has served as 
an artilleryman and in other positions throughout the 
United States, Germany, Panama, Vietnam, and Belgium. 
He currently works for a Defense Contractor where he 
continues to observe the Army at close range . 
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Memories of Basic Training 

By Wayne Cornell 

Second Platoon, Company B, ]" Battalion, First Basic Training Brigade, August, 1966. 

I remember Fort Lewis well. I was there from July to 
September 1966. I was in one of the first basic 
training units to train there after the training 

center was reactivated, Second Platoon, Company B, 
1st Battalion, First Brigade ("B-1-1! Hooray for the 
Infantryl Rah!"). We were in the old wooden barracks 
on North Fort. When we woke up in the mornings we 
had to blow our noses to clear out the black crud 
caused by the smoke from the coal-fired barracks 
furnaces. 

It was the hottest summer on record in the Seattle 
area since the 1890s. It didn't rain during our training 
cycle. I had a friend in the cycle that followed mine 
who claimed he nearly drowned while he was there . I 
doubt the area has gone that long without rain since. 

Our company was made up of Washington National 
Guardsmen and five Guardsmen from Idaho. We had 
all been in the Guard for at least a year, but our basic 
training had been delayed because of the Vietnam 
buildup. I had one day's notice before leaving for 
Lewis on July 6. Some of the Washington Guardsmen 
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were shipped straight from summer camp at the 
Yakima Training Center to Lewis. According to our 
DIs at Lewis, "we knew too much" in advance. 

When we arrived at Lewis it was chaos at the receiv
ing station because the cadre was still trying to get 
organized, too. They tried to break up all the National 
Guard people, putting a few into each company. But 
we understood the system well enough that as soon as 
nobody was looking, we got back together as a group. 
It took them several days to figure out there were a lot 
of people in the wrong units, and by that time they 
just threw up their hands and let us stay together. I 
think that was one of the only times there was an 
entire company of Guard trainees. 

Every day as we marched we watched the big C-141 
Starlifter transports taking off from nearby McChord 
Field . We wished we were on them instead of march
ing, until we found out they were carrying the 4th 
Infantry Division to Vietnam. When we began train
ing, main post was bustling with activity as the units 



prepared to ship out. By the time we finished, it was a 
ghost town . 

One of the first things we learned was that Fort 
Lewis isn't a good place for a funeral. A member of our 
unit got caught with a candy bar and we were ordered 
to bury it. That's when we learned that the "soil" in 
the area is about 10 percent sand or dirt and ninety 
percent river rock, which doesn't interact well with an 
entrenching tool. There wasn't much candy in the 
barracks after that episode. 

Fire drills were a regular part of life in the old 
World War II barracks . They claimed the buildings 
could burn down in less than five minutes. I don't 
doubt it. The wood was tinder dry. The inside walls 
were exposed studs. The only modernization was floor 
covering. There was always a ·race for the showers 
because the boilers were so inefficient that only about 
the first dozen bathers got any hot water. Someone 
had to pull duty at night as furnace stoker ifwe 
wanted hot water in the morning. 

You worked so hard you never seemed to get enough 
to eat. We would stuff extra miniature boxes of cereal 
in our fatigues at breakfast and hide them until after 
lights out. Then, all over the barracks you could hear 
the "crunch, crunch" of people eating dry cereal in the 
dark. 

On evening after mail call our squad leader, Greg 
Uhlin, came to each of us and told us to meet him in 
his room at the end of the bay. When the squad 
members were inside Uhlin locked the door and 
unwrapped a "care package" from home-an entire 
smoked salmon! If the rest of the platoon had discov
ered our secret there would have been a riot . We sat 
there stuffing ourselves, trying to suppress our giggles 
We picked the bones clean. It was one of the most 
memorable moments of basic. 

Today, when I listen to "Oldies" radio and they play 
"Black is Black," "Summer Afternoon" or "Summer in 
the City," I flash back to those days at Fort Lewis. 
Those were the songs we listened to in the barracks in 
the evening. KJR, a Seattle radio station, was our 
primary link with the outside world. We were quaran

·tined because of meningitis and couldn't associate 
with men in the other companies. We only got to go to 
the PX once during the training cycle. 

In those days only parents and spouses could visit 
trainees. My sister, who lived in nearby Sumner, 
Washington, was fourteen years older than me . She 
was in her early thirties at that time . She posed as my 
mother to get in to visit me one weekend. She was 
quite attractive and all the DIs hung around us all the 
time she was there. Afterward, several made it a point 
of telling me how good-looking my "mother" was . 

One of our DIs was a Sgt. Donald (or possibly 
Ronald Hale). He was the son of the sheriff in the 
Idaho county where five of us lived. He had an 
identical twin brother back home. Sergeant Hale took 
special interest in his "Idaho S---birds." We spent a 

Sunday afternoon policing up the broken bottles 
under the orderly room, crawling in several inches of 
coal dust and standing at "present arms " holding a 
floor buffer. 

During bivouac near the end of training, we were 
supposed to secure the area around our pup tents, so 
my partner and I rigged a sizable log in a tree with a 
trip wire. Our goal was to repay Sergeant Hale for the 
special attention we had received . He approached our 
tent after dark, but apparently had been tipped off in 
advance. He complemented us on our work then told 
us to tear it up before somebody got hurt. 

At graduation time, Sergeant Hale offered to give us 
a ride to Idaho where he was taking his family before 
going to Vietnam. At the last minute he had to cancel 
because of an illness in his family. Less than a year 
later he was killed in Vietnam. Despite all he had put 
us through, I was genuinely sorry when I heard the 
news. I think he was tougher on us because we were 
from his hometown and he wanted to make sure we 
had the skills we would need if we went into combat. 

Our greatest fear in basic was being "recycled"
being sent back to redo all or part of the training. You 
had to score at a certain level in physical training to 
graduate. We took a PT test the first week to see how 
we stood. I was terrible on the horizontal ladder-far 
below the skill level needed to graduate. I never really 
mastered that exercise. But when we took the qualify
ing test at the end of the eight weeks, you couldn't 
have pried my hands off the ladder rungs with a 
crowbar. The work "recycle" gave me the strength I 
needed. 

The horizontal ladder was the downfall of one 
member of our platoon . He was a big, gentle kid
probably one of the strongest people in our group . But 
he couldn't master the ladder. He was notified he 
would be held over an additional three weeks. As we 
packed our gear at the end of training, he sat on his 
bunk and watched, trying t~ fight back the tears. 

Basic training at Fort Lewis was a tough eight 
weeks, but I learned more about people during that 
period than in any other period of my life. It was the 
best thing that ever happened to me, from a character 
standpoint. I can name dozens of men my age who 
were changed for the better by their basic training 
experience. 

Today, I'm sure a Drill Instructor would be facing 
charges if he did some of the things our DI's did . Still, 
I'm glad I went through it. It was truly a defining 
period in my life. Thirty-four years later, the memo
ries of Fort Lewis are still clear. 

Wayne Cornell is currently an editor for Caxton 
Books in Idaho. 
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The Cannon Shop 

A Friend Indeed 


This summer has been an extremely 
busy one for the Museum's Cannon 
shop. Although the final tally is 

not yet in, we may have set some records 
in the number of items sold and the 
number of visitors served. Not only does 
the sale of merchandise help the Museum 
in its mission to "collect, preserve, and 
interpret the history of Fort Lewis," but it 
also provides our visitors with appropri
ate, reasonably priced souvenirs. 

In addition, the reference books, posters, 
and educational materials sold by the 
Cannon Shop help to educate the military 
and civilian communities on the military 
history of the region and the U ni ted States 
Army. It should be noted that the mer
chandise chosen for sale in the Cannon 
Shop is carefully selected to reflect the 
history and support the mission of the 
Museum. All our Friends have ample 
reason to be proud of the Cannon Shop operation. need assistance on selected days. If you can spare a 

However, the Cannon Shop is aJways in need of few hours a week or serve as an alternate for a 
volunteers to help us in staffing the shop during our volunteer who needs a day off, please contact our 
hours of operation. Although our dedicated staff do a volunteer coordinator, Mrs. Marion Ball. She can be 
great job of keeping the shop open, we desperately reached through the Museum office at (253) 967-7207. 

A salute to our Cannon Shop volunteers. 

The Friends of the 
Fort Lewis Military Museum 
Post Office Box 331001 
Fort Lewis, WA 98433-1001 

Rifle salute at right shoulder arms. 
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