














and stay there until dark on August 2, 1944. On July
2nd a contact report stated ROBALO had sighted a
Fuso-class battle ship with air cover and two
destroyers for escort, just east of Borneo. No other
messages were received from ROBALO and when
she did not return from patrol, she was reported as
presumed lost The following information was
received via the Philippine guerrillas and an U.S.
Navy enlisted man who was a prisoner of war at
Puerto Princesa - Prison Camp, Palawan, P.I. On
August 2, 1944, a note dropped from the window of
the prison cell in which survivors from ROBALO were
held was picked up by an American soldier in a work
detail and given to H.D. Hough, Y2c¢, USN, another
prisoner. On 4 August, Hough contacted Mrs.
Trinidad Mendosa, wife of guerrilla leader Dr.
Mendosa, who furnished further information on the
survivors. From these sources, he put together the
following facts. ROBALO was sunk July 26, 1944,
two miles off the western coast of Palawan Island as
a result of an explosion of her after battery. Four
men swam ashore, an officer and three enlisted
men: Samuel L. Tucker, Ens.; Floyd G. Laughlin,
QMlc; Wallace K. Martin, SM3c¢, and Mason C.
Poston, EM2c. They made their way through the
jungles to a small barric northwest of the Puerto
Princesa camp. They were captured there by
Japanese Military Police, and confined in the jail
They were held for guerrilla activities rather than as
prisoners of war, it is said. On August 15, 1944, a
Japanese destroyer evacuated them, and nothing
further is known of their destination or whereabouts.
The Japanese may have executed them or the
destroyer may have been sunk. At any rate, they
were never recovered and their note stated that
there were no other survivors. It is doubted that a
battery explosion could be sufficiently violent to
cause the sinking of the ship; more likely ROBALO
struck an enemy mine. In her first patrol, in the area
west of the Philippines, ROBALO damaged a large
enemy freighter. Her second patrol was in the. South
China Sea near Indo-China where she sank a 7,500-
ton tanker.

De strong S ks:

For those that don't know, Dex Armstrong and
Adrian Stuke served together on the USS Requin
55481. This is how the idea of having Ed Brooks,
carve yet another set of Dolphins. As told to this
editor by Gleen Derold: Hoot Gibson told me that
Dex was talking about getting some dolphins for his
Den wall. But that he did not want the heavy, brass
kind that you see made in the ship yard, and on the
tenders. Hoot had spent the night with Dex ad his
wife when he flew in last May, 2001 at the work
week end. When he told me about it, 1 got the idea
that we might lure Dex to town to visit Adrian and his
wife, and in around about way get him to a meeting.
and make a presentation of the dolphins to him. This
was suppose to happen around Christmas or New

Years time. But the 9/11 bombing, changed
everyones timing. Dex is the Deputy Director of the
General Services Administration He oversees both
the Pentagon and the White House. Therefore he
could not get away. When the idea was brought up
to Ed Brooks last year, he thought it was a great idea,
he proceeded to make Dex’s dolphins, 1 had hoped
that, Adrian Stuke, Ramon Samson, and I, could
make the presentation collectively as Perch Base, but
as it turned out only myself was able to make it. That
is how this came about. The following is Dex’s email
to Glenn Herold. Glenn ... Didn’t realize that the first
word of your email address was "duke'....] kept
getting back my message as "undeliverable’ . 1 tried
to call Stookeyman but no answer...I told
Solveid...Man, 1 must look like the most ungrateful
bastard on the planet....... Thanks for your E-mail
Glenn, the generosity of Perch Base has to have set a
major world record in generosity. | was...and
continue to be totally and absolutely overwhelmed. 1
am prone to exaggeration but 1 have never been
more sincere in saying that Perch Base gave me a
day that has to rank with best days of my life...a
memory that you tuck in your pocket to retreive on a
tough day...one that I will carry up to the time God
issues me my pine peacoat. Mo one in this world
appreciates hand workmanship more than I do....and
your gift amazes me. That someone would take that
kind of time on my behalf....WOW, as 1 say, 1 wish |
could find the words to express the depth of my
gratitude...... Never in my wildest dreams did I ever
expect to find anything like this in my search for a
set of Dolphins for my wall....To be honest, 1 didn't
know anything this nice existed....I don’t even think
Shakespeare could find words to fashion into a
proper expression of appreciation for such a
wonderful gift. 1 had hoped to locate a pair of those
polymer cast jobbies that they made for cumshaw
swapping on the tender...that was the top of the
totem pole in the world of a raggedy E-3...Only
Admirals...Electric Boat Company executives....Folks
on the Armed Services Appropriations
Committee....Tom Clancy...and the PERCH BASE
even know these things exist. One thing for sure, you
take one Ilook at those Dolphins and you
immediately hook your smoke alarm up to a DELCO
lvolt truck battery. Glenn...How does one thank the
PERCH BASE for such an overwhelming gift? | mean 1
was already deeply in debt to them for their kind
acceptance of my blood brother and lifelong running
mate...The E-3 Superhero that I rode shotgun for...1
was the Tonto to his Lone Ranger....The guy who let
me cover the front door while he was cleaning out
the safe...The fellow who always said.."Oh no...After
you' when it came to tip toeing through minefields.
PERCH BASE adopting that good-fer-nuthin
rapscallion was the finest gift they could have given
me...but then Saturday morning, you bought my
soul...I can't get over it. I want to sit down and write
to the Perch Base folks and thank them properly,





















