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John Ottley Jr.—Incoming commander 

I n 1942, a young man volunteered 

for service in the U.S. Army Air 

Corps.  At age 39, he would have 

been ineligible for the draft as   

specified in the Selective Training 

and Service Act of 1940, although 

the upper age limit was extended to 

45 when our nation entered World 

War II.  With three children in the 

household, he would have been    

eligible for deferment until the local 

pool of draftees was exhausted. 

Due to his civilian experience he 

was awarded the rank of First      

Lieutenant and reported for duty at 

Columbus (MS) Army Airfield. 

Ironically, his father was a native of 

Columbus. 

Without a day’s military training or 

service experience, he eventually 

rose to the rank of Major and was 

the base adjutant of Bryan (TX)   

Army Airfield.  To qualify for this   

position, he attended the Adjutant 

General School and passed with   

exceptional grades.  This was his  

only classroom military education.  

In 1945, he was offered a promotion 

CHANGE OF COMMAND 

Arnold Wall—Outgoing commander 

O ver the last couple of weeks, I 

had the privilege to see a little 

bit of the future and enjoy a stirring 

review of the past. 

Post 134 has been sending six or 

more delegates every year to Boys 

State Georgia. This year, Sam Steger 

(a 1961 Kentucky Boys State       

attendee and Chairman of the Boys 

State Committee) located, qualified 

and nominated six boys, who must 

be rising seniors  in high school with 

a 3.0 or better G.P.A. and              

recommended by the school. The 

Sandy Springs Rotary Club partners 

with our Post by providing half    

tuition funding for four of the boys.   

With the new location for the one 

week program at Riverside Military 

Academy, Sam and I drove two of 

the boys to Gainesville on June 15.  

During the week on campus, the 366 

boys in attendance learn about and 

create a state government.  They 

write laws and statutes, and elect 

mayors, councilmen, judges, and a 

governor. In the process, they learn 

how Georgia state government is 

constituted and how it functions.  

Our delegates distinguished      

themselves by being elected to the 

following positions: mayor, election 

committee representatives, Color 

Guard, councilmen, and by singing 

in the choir.  By doing so, they 

learned about themselves and about 

Commander Ottley...Continued on Page 4 
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Riverwood Charter HS 

 Ryan Fuller 

 Eli McDaniel  
 
North Sprgs Charter HS 

 Steven Boxer 

 Sam Satterfield 
 
Maynard Jackson HS 

 Kenyatta Mallory 

 Korie Gullatt 
 

The boys and their     
parents have expressed 
their thanks to the post 
for sponsoring their    
attendance at Georgia 
Boys State.  
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CONSIDER THE CASE OF MR. ZEEH, VETERAN 

An old soldier at least deserves a worthy adversary 

Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus 

Page 2 

Editor’s Note:  The following article was written and 
published (1986) in Southwords, which was an Atlanta 

Sunday Magazine (before they went to Parade).  Vic’s 
wife Mary stated he was volunteering at the VA hospital.  

Although he didn’t name the particular VA hospital, this 

article got him fired from his volunteer job. The       
American Legion still believes that veterans deserve the 

specialized care they receive at VA medical facilities.  

The Legion is actively pursuing initiatives to help rebuild 
both the healthcare system and the trust of the veterans 

they serve.  Go to the American Legion website for more 
up to date information on this topic:                           

http://www.legion.org/ 

I  found him in his wheelchair outside the      

orthopedic clinic.  A gray stubble of beard 

poked out like faded darts around his chin and 

then softened into down toward the temples.  He 

squinted up at me through spattered glasses. A tic 

pulled at his right cheek. 

“Mr. Zeeh?” I asked. 

He nodded, kept his head down. 

“I’m taking you back to your room.  All set?” 

He said nothing as I rolled him along the squeaky 

corridors toward the elevators, dodging canes and 

crutches and other wheelchairs. 

At the edge of the crowd near the south elevators, 

just as the elevator chime announced an arrival, I 

caught some words Mr. Zeeh was angling over his 

shoulder at me.  I bent into him and asked for a 

repeat. 

“Is the affairs officer here?”  He asked it with 

head down as though contemplating. 

“I don't know.  Why don't we take a side trip and 

find out?”  I tried to sound encouraging. 

As we made our way toward the Veterans Affairs 

Office, a passing parade of visitors eyed my     

patient's government-issue pajamas and robe.  

When I was able to wheel into the Veterans      

Affairs Office, I discovered it was too narrow.  To 

my right, two desks faced the hallway.  A man 

was spinning away from the farthest desk into the 

small office to the left. 

Just before I reached that farther desk, I saw the 

woman behind it for the first time.  She was  

round-faced.  Heavy arms held her head propped 

toward us. 

“May I help you?” she asked.  She stared at us 

above the upper rim of her glasses. 

I waited for Mr. Zeeh to answer.  He kept his head 

tilted at the carpet. 

“Mr. Zeeh wants to see the affairs officer,” I said. 

She shifted her eyes toward the wheelchair. 

“Do you have an appointment?” 

Mr. Zeeh moved his shoulders back a bit, lifted 

his head slightly and struggled with his voice.  It 

was weak, tightened with anxiety.  “I’ve got to see 

the man,” he said, wagging his head toward the 

office at his left. 

“Why?” 

“My pension's been cut.  I can't live on what I 

get.” 

“Who cut your pension?” 

“I don't know.  I got a letter.” 

“Do you have the letter?  Let me have it.” 

“No.  It's home.” 

“Well.  Then how can Mr. Rice help you?” 

“I’ve got to talk with him.” 

Mr. Zeeh...Continued on Page 3 
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“He’s busy right now.” 

Silence took over.  I moved my feet around, let my 

eyes run around the room.  Cluttered bulletin 

boards slowed them.  I decided that I'd keep that 

wheelchair parked by her desk. 

She gave in.  With a sigh she fingered a pencil 

across the desk toward her and poised it over a 

pad.  "Let's see if I can help," she said.  “Now, 

how much income do you get?” 

I didn't want to hear that report.  It was none of my 

business.  I looked away from them, but I could 

still hear the mumbled account as Mr. Zeeh tried to 

maintain privacy.  She made it public for the little 

world around us by reciting each figure and each 

source as she wrote it. 

“Five hundred and seventy?  That's your Social 

Security?  And your job pension is 700 a month?  

What about your government pension?  Ah, 120.”  

Her voice rose an octave with each figure. 

“Well!  That comes to nearly 10,000 a year.  That's 

a lot of money.  You mean to say you can't live on 

that?” 

I looked down at his slumped figure.  The bony 

shoulders pushed up through the thin robe,     

forming a narrow vee.  I was more than ever on his 

side now.  I trembled with him.  My anger went 

into his. 

His voice took on strength.  “I’ve got rent to pay.  

I've got payments on my car.  I've got bills.” 

“What do you pay in rent?” she asked. 

He searched his memory, came up with a figure.  It 

sounded reasonable to me. 

“That's too much.  You ought to find another 

place.” 

“I’ve tried.  I can't find anything.” 

She ignored the answer.  She was already into her 

story.  “Why, a friend of mine just moved into a 

church home near me.  She pays only 90 a month.  

A lovely place.  That's what you ought to do.” 

There was silence again.  She looked up at me, a 

smirky smile calling for my silent agreement.  I 

stared beyond her head at the wall.  When I looked 

back at Mr. Zeeh, I saw the trembling again and 

the tic fighting with his cheek. 

“I’ve got a plate in my head.  They aren't supposed 

to cut you if you've got a plate.”  Mr. Zeeh was 

pleading now.  He was looking at the corner of her 

desk, away from her. 

He raised his head, fixed his eyes on her.  She 

looked toward the hallway. 

“Look at this leg," he said.  I’ve got two pieces of 

shrapnel in it.  Forty-two years now.  They can't 

take it out.  And this shoulder here had a couple 

inches shot out of it.”  He put a shaking pair of  

fingers toward his right shoulder. 

The woman busied herself with papers at her left. 

“My brother lost only a thumb and a finger.  Hand 

grenade.  He gets 85 percent disability.”  The  

trembling was worse now.  I wanted it to be over 

with.  I wanted the affairs officer to come out of 

hiding.  I wanted that woman dead, demolished, 

destroyed. 

I listened to Mr. Zeeh sigh.  Nothing more was 

said.  I looked down at the woman.  Exasperation 

worked across her face.  She picked up the pile of 

papers, rapped them on the edges, getting them 

even. 

“You can take him away now,” she said.  I’m    

finished with him." 

Mr. Zeeh sat hunched in defeat. 

I maneuvered the wheelchair for the exit.  On the 

wall toward the hallway, facing the woman's desk 

was a poster. 

In red, white and blue, it proclaimed: “America Is 

Great Because of Its Veterans.” 

Mr. Zeeh...Continued from Page 2 
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to Lieutenant Colonel, if he would renew his      

service commitment.  The war was fast              

approaching its end, and the man wanted to rejoin 

his chosen field of advertising.  Also, he knew 

there would be no shortage of qualified officers 

wishing to make the Air Forces a career. 

This exceptional patriot was my father.  I had     

immense pride in his choosing to serve. I still do. 

How did I get here?  Charles Shepherd found my 

father’s name on an old roster of American Legion 

Post 1 (Post 134 split off from Post 1 in 1933). 

I had never given much thought to joining the 

American Legion until my friend, Buddy Lamon, 

invited me to be his guest at a meeting.  It was 

clear that Post 134 was a special group of          

veterans—not at all like the stereotype of the     

Legion.  The members made me feel at home. 

They understood, and appreciated, my own       

military service. It was a privilege to join.  It is an 

even greater privilege to serve as one of your     

officers. 

I think my father would have felt the same way. 

Commander Ottley...Continued from Page 1 

the value of working as a team. 

Saturday, June 21, Sam and I attended the      

graduation ceremony and drove Kenyatta home to 

Atlanta.  KJ is a JROTC student at Maynard  

Jackson HS in Atlanta.  He was highly             

recommended by Colonel Baker, who is in charge 

of the 250  student program.  KJ is motivated and 

personable.  As a Drum Major, he participated in 

the Color Guard.  Asked what he was most      

surprised by, he said the breadth and variety of the 

attendees.  Concerned on arrival that he might not 

fit in, he was all smiles on the trip home.  KJ also 

spent a great part of the week on the Elections 

Board, counting and certifying the votes.  With 

young men like KJ, the future is bright.   

Returning from a Florida trip this week,  I had an 

opportunity to visit the Mighty Eighth Air Force 

Museum just outside Savanna. A stern Hap   

Chandler’s visage greeted me at the entry where 

the calendar is on display.  (I have an autographed 

calendar thanks to his attendance at the last   

meeting). 

The Museum gives a glimpse into the day of a 

member of the Mighty Eighth preparing for and 

flying a bombing mission deep into Nazi         

Germany at the peak of WWII.  Also clear are the 

great sacrifices and determination that was       

required to persevere and ultimately overcome the 

German war machine.  Consider a stop on your 

next trip to the Savannah area.  The Museum is 

easily accessible off I-95, Exit 102. 

Signing Off With Deep Felt Thanks to All 

These comments conclude my term as your   

Commander of Post 134.  Thank you,               

Legionnaires, for the opportunity.  It has been my 

supreme pleasure.  All of you, who have served 

our nation so nobly from World War II to the  

present, and continue to support Post 134 with 

your annual membership, volunteer time and    

attendance, make this a unique Post.   

Incoming Commander Ottley has great plans    

going forward. I was pleased to discover that he 

and I just missed each other back in the 40’s.  As 

a young tyke, born in 1945, I often watched the   

T-28 trainers (as I recall), flying over our house 

about a mile from Bryan Air Force Base, until the 

base closed in the late 40’s, early 50’s and became 

a research station for Texas A&M University. 

Again, I thank each of you. Please complete your 

renewal online, and I hope to see you July10 at 

Petite Auberge. 

Commander Wall...Continued from Page 1 
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MEET OUR NEW SENIOR VICE COMMANDER 

Dwight Hawksworth 

D wight transferred to our post from Post 400 

in April, 2014. He was elected senior vice    

commander in May. 

He served two active duty tours in the Air Force 

and a stint in the Maryland Air National Guard as 

a fighter pilot, Director of Operations, and Group 

Plans Officer. He notes that his most important 

duty as Officer’s Club treasurer was getting the 

beer turned on in a timely manner. 

In his first year in banking, he cut data center     

turnover by 28%. He upgraded the computer       

systems, thus increasing productivity by 30%. 

Dwight was second in command of IRS operations 

in Florida.  Returning to the private sector, he 

helped grow a start-up finance company to over 

$400 million in less than three years, personally 

designing a working capital stimulus package for 

450+ entrepreneurs which generated $197 million 

in the first year. General Electric Credit bought the      

company. 

With two other men, he created Sigma Consulting 

Group, Inc., providing  a wide array of affordable 

consulting services to help people become more 

productive and prepare for larger challenges.  SCG 

created the Successful Transition and Reward 

(STAR), a 7-step transitional program for persons 

being released by the U.S. Army.  The company 

continues to work with individuals and public and  

private companies, as well as government and   

entrepreneurial enterprises. Dwight lives by the 

axiom, “faith based behavior will lead to a high 

road of achievement.” 

Dwight holds a Master’s degree from George  

Washington University and a Bachelor’s degree in 

accounting from the University of Maryland where 

he was named an All-American in lacrosse. 

Dwight and Jane have two married daughters and 

two grandchildren. 

He volunteers time daily for career coaching and 

church/community activities; such as participating 

in staffing processes of the new city of Dunwoody. 

B ill Effinger is a Marine Corps vet, serving in   

Vietnam from 1969-70.  Attending Yale  

University on a Navy ROTC scholarship, Bill 

graduated in 1967.  After attending Marine Officer 

School at Quantico, VA, his follow on training 

was set for NAS Pensacola helicopter school.  The 

training class was full, so he was ordered to    

complete rotary wing training with the U.S. Army.         

Consequently, he is one of the few Marine aviators 

to be awarded both Army and Naval aviation 

wings.  

 Active duty Marine aviator  1969-72 

 Marine Corps Reserves, 1972-77.  

JULY 10TH—SPEAKER BIO 



PETITE AUBERGE RESTAURANT 

TOCO HILLS SHOPPING CENTER 

LUNCH 11:30 AM - 1:00 PM 

COST $18.00 

(Call the JVC if you need help with a ride) 

First Class 
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Next Meeting — July 10, 2014 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

  1 2 3  5 

6 7 8 9 10 11 12 

13 14 15 16 17 18 19 

20 21 22 23 24 25 26 

27 28 29 30 31   

The American Legion year is July 1st through June 

30th.  Every member's annual dues are due on July 

1.  So, your DUES ARE DUE!!!  Renewal online is 

the preferred method.  Go to our post website and 

click on “Renew Online” and follow the directions, 

or 

Please send a check for $45 (or any amount above 

your dues if you want to offset printing cost of the 

Bugle Call Rag newsletter) to: 

 

American Legion Post 134 

P.O. Box 8086  

Atlanta GA 31106-0086  


