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Starting in August 1942, 

the Quartermaster Corps 

set up dog training cen-

ters in Front Royal, VA; 

Fort Robinson, NE; Cat 

Island (Gulfport), MS; 

Camp Rimini (Helena), 

MT; and San Carlos, CA.  

The K9 Corps initially ac-

cepted thirty-two breeds 

of dogs for training. How-

ever, by 1944, the Army 

narrowed this list down to 

seven breeds: German 

shepherd dog, Belgian 

sheepdog,  Siberian 

huskie, collie, Eskimo 

dog, malamute, and the 

Doberman pinscher of 

Marine Corps fame. 

After being evaluated by 

Dogs for Defense, the 

Army sent approximately 

18,000 dogs to the train-

ing centers. However, 

nearly 8,000 of these 

donated dogs failed to 

pass the exams conduct-

ed at the centers. Com-

mon reasons for disquali-

fication included excitabil-

ity in response to noise or 

gunfire, health issues, a 

poor sense of smell, or an 

unsuitable temperament. 

Check inside for an intro-

duction to one of the first 

dogmen at Fort Robinson.  

May 30-31 Knoxville, TN 

University of Tennessee 

First Responder Event 

September 14-21—

Kokomo, IN. All Veterans 

Reunion 

October 17—                             

San Antonio, TX. US War 

Dogs 25th Anniversary 

Celebration 
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I'm not the best to com-

ment on their greatness, 

but you be the judge. #4. 

What type of dogs keep 

the best time? Watch 

Dogs! #3 What do you call 

a dog that does magic 

tricks? A Labracadabra-

dor! #2 What do you do if 

your dog chews up your 

dictionary? Take the 

words right out of his 

mouth! And #1: What do 

you get when you cross a 

dog with a calculator? A 

best friend you can count 

on!  

OK, OK, enough dad 

jokes. I can hear you 

groaning from my place. 

To all of the fathers out 

there, Happy Father's 

Day! 

Now, on to more serious 

topics like the US Army's 

250th birthday! Happy 

birthday to all of you Sol-

diers who carried the 

torch of America's free-

dom. You wrote a blank 

check payable for your 

years of service, up to 

and including your life on 

the line.  

Founded on June 14th, 

1775, as the Continental 

Army to fight in the Revo-

lutionary War. The theme 

for this year's significant 

occasion is the Army's 

motto,  "This  We' l l         

Defend."   The Army hon-

ors its rich history and 

legacy and looks ahead to 

shape a future full of bat-

tlefield innovation and 

security and its continued 

excellence. 

Keep an eye on our up-

coming events calendar 

as we fill the remaining 

months with exciting 

events dedicated to all 

things Dawg! 

This edition of the Paw 

Print gives us a glimpse 

at a treasure of a man 

whose reputation is sec-

ond to none. In the early 

1940s, very few under-

stood dogs like this man. 

I won't give too much 

away, as his story is well 

worth the read. 

This edition also includes 

an advertisement for our 

new army-themed swag, 

available on our website 

at mwdheritagemuse-

um.org/store. Get it while 

it's hot because every 

purchase moves us closer 

to funding our physical 

location. 

Greg Dunlap does it again 

in his article Blackie Gets 

the Brass. You will have 

President, Albert Johnson 

If you know a Veteran in Crisis, the VA Veteran’s Crisis Line is: Dial 988, Then Press 1. 

to tune in next month to 

get part two, but he 

leaves you sitting on the 

edge of your seat, won-

dering if the inevitable 

comes to fruition. Much 

like Curtis Hendel, one of 

our other Air Force writ-

ers, Greg's storytelling 

abilities never cease to 

amaze me. 

In "A Letter to a Colonel," 

Lt. Head offers a unique 

glimpse into his daily life 

in 1944 as the leader of a 

dog unit in New Guinea. 

It's interesting to see 

something written so long 

ago that it continues to 

address everyday issues. 

Well, that's all from my 

desk for this month.  

Have a wonderful sum-

mer. 

I hope you enjoy this edi-

tion of the newsletter and 

as always,  

 

From the President’s Desk   

K9 Leads the Way!  

 

President, Albert Johnson 

Albert Johnson 

Hello to our fearless read-

ers! I hope your May was a 

great one. The June Paw 

Print Newsletter is here! 

June brings us the Army's 

250th birthday and Fa-

ther's Day. 

While I am not a father, I 

am a massive fan of dad 

jokes. You know, the ones 

I'm talking about, those 

corny jokes that get 

groans from the rest of 

the family when you tell 

them. Well, I have a cou-

ple to share with you. 

Aren't you in luck? Haha-

ha.  

Here are my top 5 dad 

jokes related to dogs. #5. 

What do dogs eat for 

breakfast? Pooched Eggs! 

Get it pooched…eggs. 

These jokes get better, or 

at least I think so. Maybe 
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1.  

 

with specialized skills, such 

as the dog training talents 

possessed by Wunderlich. 

The Army often filled its ear-

ly K9 Corps with men who 

had previously showcased 

their skills in the most pres-

tigious of settings-the AKC 

show rings. Some of these 

men had handled breed 

champions at events like 

the Westminster Show just 

months before enlisting. 

 

Answering Uncle Sam 

As with many young able-

bodied men following the 

tragic events at Pearl Har-

bor, which pulled America 

into WWII, young Bill 

Wunderlich swapped his 

duck–hunting waders for 

US-issued Army boots and 

enlisted in the military. 

When the Army brass devel-

oped the K9 program, they 

had few experts in place, so 

they searched for recruits 

Bill Wunderlich: An Exceptionally Talented DogMan                                             by Dixie Gilmore  Whitman 

 

cars of the Chicago and 

North Western Railroad. The 

crates were bound for Craw-

ford, Nebraska, and the 

newly established War Dog 

Training Center at Fort Rob-

inson. 

Winona, Minnesota 

Bill Wunderlich grew up in 

Winona, Minnesota,  sur-

rounded by the wetlands, 

forests, and the bluffs along 

the upper Mississippi River.  

Many German immigrants, 

drawn by the fertile lands 

and abundant wildlife along 

the Mississippi Flyway, fun-

neled into the heartland of 

America, and Bill’s family 

followed that same path. 

Over nearby waters, young 

Bill Wunderlich would have 

heard the raspy decrescen-

do hail calls of the female 

mallards, which made this 

tiny corner of America a 

duck-hunting paradise. 

Also born in Winona, Minne-

sota, Ralph G. Boalt, Sr., an 

authority on duck hunting 

and a specialist of the gold-

en retriever breed, made a 

significant gesture of gener-

osity. Considered an expert 

in the world of goldens, he 

shared his knowledge and 

training expertise, but more 

importantly, he gifted a dog 

from his kennels to young 

Wunderlich. Two years after 

high school graduation, Bill 

proudly advertised his Flat-

Broke Kennels as the 

“Home of Future Champi-

ons” and accepted the mon-

iker of a “golden special-

ist.”2 

 

Walking through the barks, 

whines, yips, and growls 

echoing from the thick walls 

of the Milwaukee Dog 

Pound in the late summer of 

1942, Wi l l iam “Bi l l” 

Wunderlich studied the dogs 

with an educated eye, spot-

ting details and subtleties 

that others might overlook. 

Some dogs eagerly ap-

proached the kennel door, 

anticipating food or atten-

tion. Others quivered in the 

back of their runs.   

The soundscape of a munic-

ipal "pound" kennel in the 

1940s would have been 

jarring for most dogs and 

people. However, Bill 

Wunderlich, a seasoned 

dogman, was well accus-

tomed to the raucous noises 

typically found in kennels. 

Bill’s background helped 

him cut through the noise 

and focus on the tractability, 

intelligence, and soundness 

of mind and body in this 

mob of dogs.  

As a point man for the new 

Army K9 Corps, he didn't go 

to the Milwaukee shelter to 

find a pet; instead, he 

aimed to handpick the first 

75 K9 prospects for ship-

ment to Fort Robinson, Ne-

braska.1 

Also at the Milwaukee 

pound that day stood Alene 

Erlanger, doyenne of the 

Dogs for Defense. She coor-

dinated the arrival of sever-

al donated dogs to augment 

Bill's talent pool of K9s. Af-

ter carefully making his 75 

selections, those dogs were 

loaded into wooden crates 

and placed in the luggage 

Above: Bill Wunderlich, with his trademark wide grin, 

stands in front of the first kennels built at Fort Robin-

son. This design of one long kennel building later tran-

sitioned into individual dog houses anchored across 

acres of open Nebraska sandhill prairie. 
 

Published Courtesy History Nebraska Photography Collection,  Earl Nills Collection  Collection Code: 
RG2310.PH  1942. Lightly cropped and scratches edited out.  
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on others only broadened 

his smile, such as when he 

went on a “dog buying” trip 

and shipped a bloodhound 

back to Fort Robinson’s Col. 

McDaniels. While blood-

hounds expertly track and 

trail, they are not known for 

their stealth mode. 

 

San Carlos 

 

Bill Wunderlich's skill and 

reputation brought him new 

challenges. After helping 

organize and run the K9 

program in Nebraska, the 

Army shipped him to its 

newest dog center in San 

Carlos, California, where he 

replicated his success. 

Opening in October 1942, 

Bill arrived in California just 

a couple of months later to 

coordinate and train hun-

dreds of new dogs and han-

dlers from across the mili-

tary spectrum: Coast Guard, 

Army, and Marines were all 

trained under Wunderlich's 

tutelage. 

As with talented men and 

wartime needs, Bill Wunder-

lich's rank rose quickly. He 

Fort Robinson 

“I was the first soldier here 

for dogs," said Wunderlich 

in a 1977 interview.3 

When he arrived in June 

1942, only a long, empty, 

and echoing kennel building 

stood ready to accept the 

onslaught of dogs the next 

few hectic war years would 

bring.  

Fort Robinson, fondly re-

ferred to as “Fort Bob” by 

some, served as a Calvary 

Remount Station. Thou-

sands of horses and mules 

grazed there across the 

sand hills of northwestern 

Nebraska. In 1942, this old 

Wild West fort, a remnant 

from the Indian Wars, would 

undergo a rapid and remark-

able transformation. It 

would eventually become a 

training ground for thou-

sands of dogs and their han-

dlers, a far cry from its ori-

gins. Bill Wunderlich stood 

boldly front and center of 

that change. 

 

With his trademark wide, 

cheeky grin, Wunderlich eas-

ily made friends and influ-

enced people. Playing jokes 

Bill pushed for the building 

of the National Retriever 

Museum/Retriever Field 

Trial Hall of Fame at the 

National Sporting Dog Cen-

ter in Grand Junction, Ten-

nessee.  

In 1994, Bill Wunderlich 

was elected to the Retriever 

Field Trial Hall of Fame. And 

in 2008, at the age of 88, 

Bill died on his Angus cattle 

ranch in Montana. 

His love of dogs, training, 

and the Golden retriever 

remained with him for his 

entire lifetime and influ-

enced generations since. 

 

 

1 Wanderlick, Bill (Bill Wanderlick Fort 

Robinson Transcript) Interview by Vance 

Nelson. (Note: The transcript is docu-

mented as Wanderlick instead of 

Wunderlich.) 

https://nebraska.access.preservica.com

/uncategorized/IO_4c5c7f1d-4d9b-

41d5-8943-03de8a625c24/ 

2 Davis, Tom. June 14, 2024. Sporting 

Classics Daily. Accessed  Feb. 4, 2025. 

(https://sportingclassicsdaily.com/hall-

of-fame-trainer-billy-wunderlich/)  

3 Ibid. Wanderlick, Bill. 

arrived at Fort Robinson as 

a Buck Sergeant, soon 

made Tech Sergeant, and 

quickly became First Ser-

geant at San Carlos before 

returning to Fort Robinson in 

1944.  

After WWII 

Joining shortly after WWII 

broke out meant that Bill 

Wunderlich’s time in the 

Army came to an end in 

1945.  

Returning to his roots, Bill 

once again took up dog-

training, working with ex-

traordinary retrievers, gener-

ally Labradors and Goldens. 

His expert eye pulled him in 

the direction of dogs with 

stardom in their future and 

he handled two different 

males to the National Re-

triever Club Championships 

in 1951 and 1958. 

His 1951 entry, Ready Al-

ways of Marionhill “Lucky”, 

would be the last Golden 

retriever to bring home the 

trophy. All winners since 

have been Labradors. 
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ging. The banty rooster had 

been here two whole days, 

and the rumor mill churned 

full blast. He planned to 

check all the posts!! Asking 

for security questions and 

instructions. Remember 

those from basic training? 

What's your fourth security 

instruction, Airman? You'd 

better know your password 

of the day. Cobra and Tiger 

(the security police flights 

with flightline security dur-

ing the day and night) were 

going nuts about what he 

had done the day before. He 

had chewed out so and so, 

done this, done that. You'd 

have thought he was Uncle 

Ho and the devil rolled into 

one entity. And all things 

considered, he was. The 

announcement arrived that 

he would check the K9 

posts.  ‘Tonight!’ 

Spit and Polish 

Now, the reader has to un-

derstand the differences 

this poses. Second Lieuten-

ant pain-in-the-butt is all spit 

and polish, pressed and 

double-starched. He's just 

out of the tailors, the bath, 

and basic training, with a 

class 1-A me-officer, you-

enlisted-man attitude. He's 

come here to single-

handedly straighten us out 

and win the war for us. And 

we're supposed to be happy 

to see him.  

Sentry dog handlers were 

somewhat the opposite. Our 

uniforms were clean, or at 

least they once were. I 

doubt they had ever seen an 

iron or been anywhere near 

starch (unless potato spills 

DaNang steamed with dis-

mal days, always hot and 

sweaty. The nights we spent 

on post could have been 

better used for sleeping: 

‘After all, it got down to 85 

tonight!’ One day followed 

the next. Routine set in. We 

sought something, anything, 

to break the boredom. 

And it arrived in the form of 

a banty rooster - or the Air 

Force equivalent, a 5 foot - 5 

1/4-inch Second Lieutenant, 

a Pain-in-the-Butt. He'd been 

through Officer Candidate 

School (OCS) and probably 

even took ROTC twice. He 

majored in proctology and 

minored in smelling salts (in 

other words, he resembled a 

body opening).  

Most likely, right after get-

ting his bar (singular, brass, 

and unscratched) pinned on, 

he begged, demanded, and 

threw a fit until he got a 

Combat Posting. 

We could almost hear the 

band in the background. 

Newly minted officers loved 

their Combat Postings. Flags 

waved, and hearts swelled 

with pride. 'Isn't life wonder-

ful? Can you say Combat 

Posting?' 

He probably got sent out 

because he threw such a fit 

that they got rid of him, hop-

ing he'd qualify for a frag-

Blackie Got the Brass - Part I                       by Greg Dunlap 

"Yeah, sure thing, Sarge. 

Haven't these jerks got bet-

ter things to do than bother 

us?" 

"Maybe he'll not stop when 

challenged, and we can feed 

him to the dog."  

"Which post does Lance or 

Blackie have?"  

Start with Blackie 

The handlers muttered 

these endearments as we 

filed away to grab our part-

ners and start our evening. 

The sergeant called me 

aside, however.  

"Dunlap, I put you on kilo 17 

because I will start the in-

spection tonight with you."  

"Ok, Sarge, why are you tell-

ing me this?"  

"Just thought if the Lieuten-

ant met you and Blackie, it 

may cause him to stand off 

the rest of the guys, and we 

never had this conversation, 

and don't mention this to 

anyone either. Got it?"  

"What conversation?" I ask, 

leaving to get Blackie out of 

his kennel.  

at the chow hall count). 

Boots, without exception, 

had never been polished; 

however, we hosed the mud 

off of them and managed to 

wash our socks simultane-

ously. Generally, we kept our 

hair cut and didn't smell too 

badly unless in a group, but 

individually, we were tolera-

ble. We were taught to 

march in basic training and 

probably had done it at least 

once since then.  

On the plus side, most of us 

walked upright, controlled 

our drooling, and spoke in 

intelligent sentences. Those 

who couldn’t, had their dogs 

do the talking for them. 

There were a few recorded 

cases where you did get a 

better-qualified answer by 

asking the dog and not the 

handler, but let's not go into 

that. We generally tended to 

keep amongst ourselves.  

At guard mount, the Flight 

Sergeant informed us that 

he would accompany Lieu-

tenant Pain-in-the-Butt as he 

made the rounds that night, 

"So be sharp, and let's get 

this over with." 

 
This article is another gem from a 

suite of articles by Greg Dunlap 

about his time serving as a USAF 

Sentry Dog handler with the 366th 

SPS during the Vietnam War.  

This month and next we take a look 

at an eventful inspection by a newly-

minted lieutenant. 

Greg Dunlap and Blackie X129, part of the 366th Da Nang Air 

Force Security Police Squadron.  Photo: Courtesy Greg Dunlap 

 

 

 Greg Dunlap and Blackie X129, part of the 366th Da Nang Air 

Force Security Police Squadron.  Photo: Courtesy Greg Dunlap 
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going to strike first. I won-

dered what Blackie and I 

were going to do when he 

landed on us to crow.  

Peeling off first on the way 

out, I wished everyone else 

good luck and prepared for 

my chore that evening. One 

of the problems with our 

warning system was that 

the radios always made 

noise anyway, and some-

times you needed to check 

if it was the signal. Other 

times the squelch knob 

would rotate out so it would-

n't go 'Psst' no matter what. 

All this was going through 

my head as I awaited my 

fate. Added to this was the 

fact that I had to wear the 

helmet, wear the gear, 

couldn't let Blackie off 

leash, etc. What a pain in 

the backside!! 'Maybe we'll 

get lucky and have a genu-

ine attack, and the enemy 

will get this inspection post-

poned. Well, let's get Black-

ie in a good mood for this 

anyway.' 

We swept our area, and 

then I kept Blackie alerted 

on the Marines walking the 

back road and in their bun-

kers. Of course, he thought 

it was all fun and games. 

Usually, I tried to keep him 

from terrorizing the Marines 

too much. After all, he had 

quite a reputation with 

them, and it was unneces-

sary to keep adding to it. I 

was startled when I heard 

the radio squawk, Psst-Psst-

Psst, Psst-Psst, Psst. We 

were on notice!  

"Let's do this Blackie, watch 

him!" I put him on alert, and 

we started to sweep our 

area. The time had come, 

and I still didn't know what I 

was going to do. Short of 

I was relieved to find Black-

ie happy to see me and rar-

ing to go. 'We get to go play, 

I get to go play, let's go play, 

play, play!!! Put on the 

chain, put on the leash, put 

on the muzzle, now let's go, 

go, go!!! Watch out, here I 

come, I get to go out.' 

Sometimes, you have to 

wonder if we really deserve 

such attention and affec-

tion.  

Walkout Posting 

The walkout posts generally 

grouped up and took off 

together as a unit. Each of 

us would drop off in our 

area, giving us an oppor-

tunity to BS on the way out. 

We were all reviewing our 

signals on how to alert eve-

ryone else if we got inspect-

ed first. We carried 

Motorola radios that were 

half the size of a cereal box 

to communicate with. If one 

of us got hit by a post-

inspection, we would key 

the mike in a pattern of 

bursts, 3, 2, 1. Everyone's 

radio would go Psst-Psst-

Psst, Psst-Psst, Psst.  

Also, the driver back at the 

kennels would do this when 

the sergeant walked out to 

check on us or if he had to 

drive him out to do it. Sort 

of an advanced warning 

system. We'd get the first 

warning that they were leav-

ing, then the second when 

they arrived. Not very origi-

nal, but it worked. Also, this 

way, the 2nd post anywhere 

on the line could check out 

the one beside them and 

pass the word down if it was 

in their area or not that the 

inspection was happening. 

Everyone was wondering 

where the banty rooster was 

Lieutenant Pain-in-the-Butt 

was beside himself. He 

sputtered in his excitement!  

"A-A-A-Airman, aren't you 

supposed to salute when 

you report your post as be-

ing secure?" He finally 

forced out the words.  

A light began to shine in the 

back of my mind; an idea 

was forming.  

He moved closer, within 5 

feet now. A moth circling a 

candle.  

"Well, aren't you???"  

"No  s i r " ,  I  s ta ted . 

"Regulations say that I am 

not supposed to salute you 

when reporting my post be-

cause my dog may interpret 

that as a signal to attack, 

sir!"  

"Regulations? What regula-

tions?" 

"I have never heard of any 

regulation stating that, Air-

man!" 

Lieutenant Pain-in-the-Butt 

was in full swing. He fancied 

that he had caught himself 

one and would do the officer 

squeeze play.  

"Air Force regulations re-

garding Sentry Dogs, Sir!' I 

replied. The Flight Sergeant 

tried to back me up, but 

Lieutenant Pain-in-the-Butt 

would have none of it.  

"Airman, I have never heard 

of any such regulation. I'm 

an officer, and you will sa-

lute me when you report 

your post to me, got it?" 

The Lieutenant had sealed 

his fate.   

 

 

Continued next month 

letting Blackie eat him, I 

had to encourage Lieuten-

ant Pain-in-the-Butt that 

this was not all fun and 

games and to encourage 

him to go play somewhere 

else. The evening was dark, 

and what little moon shone 

was blotted out by cloud 

cover. You had to have good 

night vision to see anything, 

and I was counting on 

theirs still needing adjust-

ment. I saw Blackie make 

them out, abreast of each 

other, walking along the 

perimeter. I knew they had-

n't spotted me yet, so I 

squatted down and let them 

come to me. When they 

were about 20 feet away, I 

stood and challenged them.  

The Challenge  

"Halt, who goes there?"  

At the same time, I allowed 

Blackie to go to the end of 

his leash. He knew some-

thing was up, and he was 

playing his part perfectly— 

watching and growling. 

There was no doubt that he 

wanted some action.  

"Sergeant So-and-So and 

Lieutenant Pain-in-the-

Butt!" came the reply. The 

sergeant was around 6 foot 

2, and with the 5 foot 5-1/4 

inch Lieutenant, they made 

a Mutt and Jeff-looking pair.  

"Advance and be recog-

nized!" I stated, still unsure 

of what I was going to do 

next. They moved within 7 

or 8 feet, and I told them to 

stop. Putting My flashlight 

beam on them, I acknowl-

edged them while reeling 

Blackie in close to me. I 

reported my post as secure 

and waited for what I 

thought was the inevitable.  
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must be on standby at all 

times, ready to respond to 

urgent requests. 

Military working dogs are 

granted a rank and grade 

one position higher than 

their handlers, recognizing 

them as servicemembers. 

Abuse of a military working 

dog is a crime punishable 

under the Uniform Code of 

Military Justice, equivalent 

to assaulting a non-

commissioned officer. 

Dogs reside in a kennel 

managed by a “kennel mas-

ter” and are fed twice daily, 

at 6:00 a.m. and 6:00 p.m., 

by their handlers. An Army 

animal care specialist (MOS 

68T) weighs and inspects 

each dog weekly, adjusting 

their food rations based on 

weight and activity level. 

While dogs are allowed su-

pervised playtime, they are 

not permitted to interact 

freely to prevent aggression. 

The Department of Defense 

acquires dogs through con-

tracted breeders in Europe 

and the United States, as 

well as the “Puppy Pro-

gram” at Lackland Air Force 

Base, Texas. This program 

breeds accomplished mili-

tary working dogs, with 

pups beginning their train-

ing pipeline at age one. 

Training at Lackland, lasting 

three to six months, focuses 

on three phases: obedi-

ence, aggression, and de-

tection. Obedience training 

emphasizes responding to 

commands and body lan-

guage, with a key test in-

volving releasing a toy on 

Since the founding of the 

United States Army, Sol-

diers have relied on military 

working dogs for support in 

a variety of roles. Today, 

these highly trained canines 

are utilized across all mili-

tary branches at a signifi-

cant rate. 

Handlers undergo 21 weeks 

of advanced individual train-

ing to earn the military oc-

cupational specialty of 31K. 

At the 525th Military Work-

ing Dog Detachment in Vi-

cenza, Italy, five handlers 

work alongside five dogs – 

three Belgian Malinois, one 

German Shepherd, and one 

German Shepherd/Belgian 

Malinois mix. 

The detachment faces a 

consistently high operation-

al tempo. “The day is never 

the same, the schedule is 

never rigid and is always 

changing,” said Cpl. Cody L. 

Knecht of the 525th. 

The U.S. Army fields approx-

imately 500 military working 

dogs. These teams routinely 

deploy to support combat 

arms units and, when not 

deployed, augment base 

Military Police, conducting 

searches at entry control 

points and participating in 

anti-terrorism measures. 

They also secure locations 

ahead of diplomatic visits, 

often working directly with 

the Secret Service. 

The high demand and lim-

ited personnel – with only 

five handlers assigned to 

the Vicenza detachment – 

can strain mission capabili-

ties. At least two handlers 

training are often placed in 

adoption programs. Upon 

retirement, typically around 

age ten, dogs often live with 

their last handler. 

Military working dog teams 

play a critical, in-demand 

role in safeguarding person-

nel. The 525th Military 

Working Dog Detachment 

consistently delivers effec-

tive and proficient support. 

Soldiers and civilians in Eu-

rope can be assured that 

these highly trained teams 

are actively working to pro-

tect them.  

command after a stressful 

situation. Dogs are reward-

ed with toys for successful 

obedience, maintaining 

strict dietary standards. 

Aggression training evalu-

ates bite work, requiring 

dogs to attack and release 

on command while a trainer 

wears a bite suit. Detection 

training assesses the ability 

to identify explosives or 

drugs in various environ-

ments, including vehicles 

and buildings. 

Graduates are assigned to 

units across the military. 

Dogs that fail to complete 

Not All Soldiers Wear Green—Some Have Four Legs                                          by Sgt. Andrew Torrance 

 Military working dog Staff Sgt. Vegas sits patiently during 

his interview at Caserma Miotto on March 27, 2025.  

(U.S. Army photo by Sgt. Andrew Torrance)  

https://www.dvidshub.net/portfolio/1875270/andrew-torrance
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Here's the schedule we fol-

lowed enroute: 

7:00 -   First call. 

7:00 – 7:15 Get dogs 

staked out. 

7:15 – 7:30 Calisthenics 

(2 groups, 15 min. each) 

7:30 –  8:30 Policing up, 

watering dogs, etc., getting 

ready for the day. 

8:30 – 9:30 Breakfast 

9:30 – 10:30 Massaging 

& grooming dogs. 

10:30 – 11:00 Military  

instruction. 

11:00 – 12:00 Bayonet drill 

& unarmed defense (1/2 hr. 

ea.) 

12:30 – 13:30 Lunch 

13:30 – 16:00  & 

16:15 – 17:30       Leisure time 

spent in the immediate vicinity 

of the dog (Plenty of reading 

material is available.) 

16:00 – 16:15       Feed dogs. 

17:30 – 18:30  Dinner 

18:30                      Return dogs 

to “igloo.” 

We watered the dogs very 

sparingly the first few days 

to prevent intestinal disturb-

ance but, thereafter, they 

had drinking water available 

at all times during the day 

(none at nite in the crate.) 

This system helps very 

much toward keeping the 

crates clean. Because the 

crates were seldom messed 

up at night, it was never 

necessary to remove any for 

the purpose of cleaning. 

We attributed the total ab-

sence of sore feet and skin 

New Guinea 

5 July 1944 

Dear Colonel – 

We arrived in New Guinea 

16 June after an exception-

ally fine trip. We had a few 

hot humid nights but, in gen-

eral, the temperature was 

very comfortable. No difficul-

ties were encountered dur-

ing the occasional rough 

seas. 

One of our dogs embarked 

with a severely injured leg 

and later developed eczema 

over his back. He has now 

recovered completely. I be-

lieve the skin condition was 

caused by the soaking in hot 

water (2 hrs. daily) which 

was done in treatment of 

the leg. All the other dogs 

disembarked in fine condi-

tion and were looking better 

than any group I have ever 

seen. 

We were very fortunate in 

having a deck load of vehi-

cles and I strongly recom-

mend that future shipments 

be made, whenever at all 

possible, on ships that carry 

a similar deck load. The 

deck load with vehicles ena-

bles us to take all of the 

dogs out on deck early in 

the morning to be staked 

out in the shade of the vehi-

cles throughout the day. The 

men are permitted to leave 

their dogs staked out all 

night provided that the dog’s 

master stays out with him. 

About 5 to 12 men re-

mained out with their dogs 

regularly. 

  A Letter to the Colonel                                                 Letter from Lt. Head to Col. Koester 

Our dogs were grouped on 

deck by squads and squad 

leaders supervised the de-

tails of grooming, massage, 

watering, feeding, and polic-

ing. Each squad had its own 

shovel, feed & water pans, 

and 5 gal. water can. It 

would be more convenient if 

2 feed & water pans were 

provided per dog. 

The shed on the “igloo” was 

indispensable. I suggest it 

be made larger (12 ft. long 

would not be too big.) One 

man was assigned perma-

nent quarters in the shed. 

He was put in charge of the 

care and preservation of all 

our equipment & the police 

trouble to the extreme care 

taken in keeping the ship-

ping crates dry and in choos-

ing a place to stake the dog 

out that would drain immedi-

ately. No attempt was made 

to protect the dogs from rain 

or from the spray of rough 

seas except what was of-

fered under the vehicles. 

Vigorous massage proved a 

very satisfactory substitute 

for physical exercise. After 

30 minutes of massage the 

dog is content to relax & 

sleep for several hours. One 

dog became constipated but 

was relieved without medi-

cation by walking and mas-

saging his abdomen. 

This letter from Lt. Head to Col. Koester at Fort Robinson discusses 

the  26th War Dog Platoon ocean crossing to New Guinea.  As the 

second Army K9 platoon to arrive in the Pacific, the 26th handlers 

were later assigned to the  31st and 32d Infantry Divisions.   

On the island of Morotai, the 26th QM War Dog Platoon 

participated in 250 patrols over two-and-a-half months.  Over the 

course of these patrols,  not a single one was ambushed, proving 

the invaluable nature of the scout dogs. 1 
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dog, & 1 combination scout 

& messenger (the best we 

had) handled by T/Sgt Rob-

ertson, Sgt. Schut, & T/S 

Thompson (also the best we 

had.) They left 21 June & I 

haven’t heard anything from 

them since. 

At this moment, I am await-

ing air transportation to CHQ 

– for what purpose, I can 

only guess. 

We have completed our 

staging – have all of our T/

BA & T/E equip. The men 

are ready and anxious to get 

to work. The jeeps & trailers 

have enabled us to get the 

dogs away from camp to 

work in the jungle – they’ve 

been getting out at least 5 

days per week. The messen-

ger dogs are working better 

than ever before. The scout 

dogs are working very well 

but the work conditions are 

very poor in the jungle. They 

seem to be improving, how-

ever, with practice. 

We have received fullest 

cooperation here at the 

Port. The fact that we’re 

tactical gives us many ad-

vantages. 

We arrived here with 1000 

lbs. of fresh horse meat & 

some meal. I thought it ad-

visable to avoid changing 

diet until after the dogs had 

become acclimated but 

within 2 weeks we had 7 

cases of moist eczema. I 

think it must have been 

caused by the damp heat in 

combination with the rich 

protein diet. I’m not sure 

because there seems to be 

many strange skin troubles 

here. We stopped feeding 

of the “igloo.” Each day 1 

man was assigned to help 

him. 

The facilities and comforts 

aboard ship were excellent. 

The food was very good and 

the Captain and crew were 

very cooperative. Captain 

Conrad took a keen interest 

in the welfare of the dogs 

and he told me that he 

would stop to see you on his 

return to the States. 

We had no trouble in disem-

barking. It took considerable 

arranging to prevent eager 

troop movement and cargo 

control officials from moving 

men, dogs, and equipment 

in three or more directions, 

but I managed to keep eve-

rything in one place under 

armed guard while I person-

ally arranged for transporta-

tion. In the interim, T/Sgt. 

Robertson went ahead and 

scouted out a very suitable 

camp site. He took a squad 

& had it all ready to move 

into by the time I had trans-

portation. 

We received a request from 

the combat front for 3 war 

dogs & necessary handlers 

a few days after arrival. 

There was nothing in the 

message to indicate for 

what purpose they were de-

sired. I radioed a request for 

clarity & permission to ac-

c o m p a n y  t h e  d o g s 

(suggesting to bring 3 scout 

dogs & 1 Messenger team.) 

After 2 days I sent the 3 

dogs as requested because I 

had no answer to my radio. 

I assumed they wanted to 

see what we had so I sent 1 

scout dog, 1 messenger 

I’d hate to be without some-

one, who had some experi-

ence in treating dog ail-

ments but I can’t take very 

much more. At the first op-

portunity, I will investigate 

the possibility of replacing 

him. 

Everything else is set and 

ready and every man is anx-

ious to get started. I hope 

our opportunity will come 

soon. 

What we’ve seen of New 

Guinea has not been nearly 

as bad as was expected. 

The mosquito has been 

practically exterminated in 

this area and, at present, it 

is not extremely hot. There 

is very much rain (36” in 30 

hrs. is a recent record) but 

it’s not so bad after you get 

used to being wet all the 

time. It’s very beautiful, too. 

I guess it’s a bit silly describ-

ing these islands to you. 

The unit as a whole feels 

privileged to be the one op-

erating in this particular 

theatre because of where 

we think our operations may 

be in the future. 

Give my regards to Mrs. 

Koester and to my many 

friends at the Dog Center. 

Lt. Head 2 

 

 1 Paltzer, Seth. “The Dogs of War: The 

U.S. Army’s Use of Canines in WWII.” The 

Army Historical Foundation. https://

armyhistory.org/the-dogs-of-war-the-u-s-

armys-use-of-canines-in-wwii/ 

2 July 5, 1944. Letter written to Col. 

Koester, Fort Robinson, Nebraska from 

Lt. Head of the 26th QM K9 Platoon. 

HistoryNebraska Archives.  

 

the horse meat, however, & 

are now feeding canned 

food – 24 oz. daily – corned 

beef 3 days, corned beef 

hash 2 days, and salmon 1 

day – alternated each day. 

We’ve been feeding the 

above for 1 week and have-

n’t had any more eczema 

since the change. 

Gentian violet jelly has been 

effective in treatment. Since 

we will probably need it in 

considerable quantity & 

there is none available here, 

I would like for you to ar-

range the shipment of a 

supply to us. 

Pvt. Sullivan, our vet tech, 

continues to be a problem. I 

think his trouble is a driving 

desire to display his veteri-

nary talents together with a 

resentment toward being 

directed by the ordinary lay-

man. I haven’t been able to 

decide whether he deter-

mined to operate the way he 

wants to, or if he’s too stu-

pid to understand what I 

want. 

About a week ago, I criti-

cized the way he trimmed 

away too much of the coat 

in treating eczema cases  & 

carefully explained that, alt-

hough it is necessary to trim 

the immediate area of a skin 

sore for treatment, the dog 

needs his coat for protection 

here against the heat and, 

particularly, the insects. Dur-

ing my absence yesterday 

he clipped off one dog’s 

coat entirely. The dog looked 

like his entire body had 

been shaved. This is just an 

example of several similar 

occasions. 
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From the Team at MWDHM... 

We invite you to join the  museum’s journey    

by signing up for a free Paw Print subscription. 

Email: info@mwdhm.org 

We’re on the Web: mwdhm.org 

We’re on Facebook: 

Military Working Dog Heritage Museum 
 

Military Working Dog 
Heritage Museum   & 
Handler Center 
P.O. Box 54 
Newport, TN 37822 
Phone: 865-507-8903 

Military Working Dog Heritage:  

Always on Point  

Share your story. 

Share your vision. 

Share your voice. 

Share your copy of 

our newsletter. 

 

Submitted Photo of the Month 

"The appearance of U.S. Department of Defense (DoD) visual information does not imply or constitute DoD endorsement."  

     Recycle, please. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

Secret Service Dogs: The Heroes 

Who Protect the President of the 

United States by Maria 

Goodavage dives deep into the 

world of highly trained canines 

that guard the President, Vice 

President, and their families. 

G o o d a v a g e’ s  s t o ry t e l l i n g 

illuminates the often overlooked 

but vital role of these K9 units. 

 

The detailed accounts of the 

dogs' training and real-life 

missions are fascinating and 

humbling. They are a testament 

to the incredible capabilities 

and dedication of these dogs 

and their handlers. 

 

By Greg Dunlap. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From Ken Claflin: 

Two of Prinz's canine teeth were 

broken off and jagged when I was 

assigned to him in January 1970. 

On this training session at Team F, 

Camp Coryell he ripped our team's 

only sleeve to shreds. Sgt. Griffis 

was not happy! Sgt. Boughton 

(left) trying to keep his distance. 


