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VETERAN: MAx HEATHERINGTON

HIGHEST RANK/GRADE: COXSWAIN (SEABEES)

INTERVIEWED BY: SHANNON CARTER

The interview I did with my grandfather was very interesting. He told me a lot of personal experiences he
remembered. I really enjoyed listening to him telling his stories; he never shared much of his past with me before
this interview. He showed me pictures of the B-52 that dropped the bomb on Hiroshima and the Seabee emblem
carrying a gun and a wrench. He told me that if I ever joined the military to always make friends with one of the
cooks, that way you won't every go hungry.

Max Heatherington enlisted on November 2,1942, at the age of eighteen in Houston, Texas. He was assigned
to the 92nd Battalion of the U. S. Navy SeaBees, with a rank of Coxswain.

The SeaBees were a construction battalion which was also trained in warfare. They would go in after the land
had been secured and build barracks, landing strips, and ports for the incoming supplies and soldiers. My
grandfather's specialty was the repair of heavy equipment, such as tractors and pumps.

He was sent several places for his training from Virginia to Rhode Island, Panama and back to Hawaii, and
finally Tinian where he stayed until his enlistment was over. In Virginia, he saw the training of the UDT's
(Underwater Demolition Teams; they were the pre-Navy Seal crews). He showed me pictures of all the men he
served with in Tinian. When I asked him if anyone on the island knew about the Atomic Bomb, he said he had
heard nothing about it until the plane was taking off.

He said the hardest thing for him and a lot of his friends was being away from home. The hot, humid weather
of Tinian closely resembled the climate of his hometown of Port Arthur, Texas.

There was one questions that I wanted to ask him, but I wasn't sure how he would reply. I asked him if would
do it over again; he told me yes, but only if he was a lot younger and if he was an officer.

He wanted me to know that war if nothing like we see on television; that it was real scary. I imagine seeing
friends killed in battle could change anyone. My grandfather wished there had been no need for the war, but was
still proud to have had a part in restoring peace. I am proud that he shared some of his history with me.
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