Officer of the Week as published in the Bradley Beam August 12, 1944
The “Beam” was a “Publication Dedicated to Bradley Field Personnel”
Captain Parker R. Tyler, Jr.
Captain Parker R. Tyler, Jr., Assistant Base Director for Maintenance and Supply was one of
those unfortunate young Americans who graduated from college into the lap of the late, but not
lamented 1929 crash. However, claims the Captain, since he was employed with a small Wall
Street bank during that year, he at least had a “grandstand seat” for the business collapse.
Born in Somerville, Massachusetts, near the City of Beans and Cod, Captain Tyler’s family
headed south to New York City when he was still a youngster. After attending primary and high
school in the great business capitol, he moved to New Haven, Connecticut, to attend Yale
University, receiving a B.S. at “Sheff” in 1929. With the degree under his arm the Captain
returned to New York and it was during this time that he watched Wall Street go “boom” from
the all around advantage point of a bank. Captain Tyler’s next position took him from the land of
ticker tape to the realms of esthetics, for his second job was as a guard at the Museum of Modern
Art in New York City. However, before the works of the masters became too familiar to him, he
was back at Yale University serving as a Dining Hall Director during Yale’s House Plan
transition period. Two years later he entered his fourth job as Sales Promotion Manager and
Assistant Advertising Manager of Taco Heaters, Inc., New York office. “It was at Taco,” says
Captain Tyler, “that I got most of my business experience.”
On 25 July 1942, the Captain left the Taco Company to enter the service as a Second Lieutenant.
Following six weeks at an OTS at Miami Beach, Florida, he was assigned to Bradley Field as
Mess, Supply, and Special Service Officer of the 36th Aviation Squadron. Among the officers
who arrived here with the Captain at the same time was Captain Jay E. Morehouse, Adjutant of
the 121th Base Unit (F), and Captain A. Gardiner Layng, Base Personnel Officer. Captain Tyler
was promoted to the rank of 1st Lieutenant on 26 January 1953, and to his present rank on 4
March 1944. By way of amusement he likes to write letters and collect coins that are fresh from
the mint and untouched by human hands. He also likes to walk through slums and housing
projects to note improvements as he is deeply interested in economies. Married in 1940, the
Captain’s wife, Gloria, and 17-month-old daughter, Alice, reside at present in Windsor Locks.
When he doffs his uniform for the last time, he wants to go into business for himself as he thinks
it’s about time to start “working for Tyler.”
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War Stories
Wes Tyler

My father, Parker Tyler, enlisted at the age of 34 in 1942, and often told the story that he
did so after seeing a newspaper advertisement. Apparently, the Army Air Corps was looking for
businessmen to join and offered immediate commissions as Second Lieutenants. He never spoke
of how likely it was that he would be drafted at that point in time, but he was certainly motivated
to enlist as an officer rather than be inducted to an unknown rank.
His first assignment was at Bradley Field, the site of today’s Bradley International
Airport just north of Hartford, where he served as Assistant Base Director for Maintenance and
Supply for over two years.
A recurring theme of his stories about this period related to commanding black soldiers in
the segregated army. Having spent most of his life in New York City, his eyes were now opened
wide to new aspects of racial inequality. First, and obviously, black soldiers were generally
relegated to the most menial duties and led exclusively by white officers. Second, the life
experience, education and demeanor of black men from the south vastly differed from black men
in New York City. Third, although his past had exposed him to other religions and nationalities,
he had never worked beside black men. As their commander and as a man with a conscience and
religious conviction he was deeply affected.
According to my Mom, Dad was determined to help his black troops “lead a better life”,
but I don’t know what he actually did for them at the time. However, later in life, he sought to
recruit blacks into his business, supported a local black Baptist church and, in other ways, showed
a commitment to those he saw in need.
When you read From Seattle to Ie Shima, it’s difficult to reconcile the Parker Tyler I’m
writing about and the one who described men as “colored” and “Japs” and identifies them by
religion and heritage. While one has to recognize the context of the era, it’s also true that my
father was prejudiced. He was prejudiced in that he held beliefs about the motivations and
behaviors of other ethnic and religious groups than his own. He did not, however, treat people
badly because of these prejudices. Instead, he extended his hand to them first and set an example
to his children that diversity was a value in a time before the word became overused.
In November 1944, Dad reported to Bluthenthal AFB and became the supply officer for
the 413th fighter squadron with the assignment of assembling supplies for the 413th Fighter
Group’s trip to Ie Shima.
Dad recognized that as a supply officer that his role was to get his unit what they needed,
when they needed it, whether or not they were due it. In some cases a supply officer might be
expected to fulfill a desire of a superior officer regardless of need.
He alludes to this when, in From Seattle to Ie Shima, he provides a hypothetical situation where a
General orders that lumber not be used to build mess halls, but a unit commander expects his
supply officer to get lumber to build a mess hall. In actuality, this was not hypothetical and Dad
was the one that got his unit’s mess hall built before any other on the Ie Shima.
These procurement feats were accomplished through “wheeling and dealing” and Dad
arrived on Ie Shima prepared. He often told us that when he shipped out, he had brought a
footlocker filled with bottles of liquor for trading purposes. He relished the memory of his
bunkmates using the footlocker as a table on which to play cards during the journey, never
knowing what was inside.
As the war came to a conclusion, Dad’s skill at trading and selling continued. In his
letters to my Mom, her Father and his own Mother he pestered them to send him rolls of film as
every soldier wanted photos as souvenirs. Dad was selling cameras too, but I don’t know where
they came from. When after the war he was able to visit Tokyo, Dad seems to have been loaded
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with cigarettes, chocolate and booze to trade or give as gifts. As Bert Collison of the 21st
Squadron recalled, “Your dad was a great scrounger… always had things to trade… always
trading something.”

Parker Tyler Obituary
Hilary Tyler
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