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BBBASEASEASE   MMMEETINGSEETINGSEETINGS.........   

The December Meeting will be held 

prior to the annual Christmas Party. 

———————— 

This year the Christmas Party 

will be held at the 

Milwaukee American Legion Post 

on 

Saturday 11 December 

starting at 1400. 

———————— 
See Page 3 for details. 
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Support our troopS…Support our troopS…Support our troopS… 

Bill Bryan and his wife Shelia continue to ship your contri-

butions to our troops.  Most of the packages go to Afghani-

stan.  Your thoughtfulness and generosity is greatly appreciat-

ed by those who receive ―care packages‖ from home.   

Bring your donations to the next meeting or contact them at 

(360) 546-1111 or you can E-mail them at 

bill@hodgepodgeia.com 

Some recommended items for mailing are: 

Books, Magazines, Puzzle Books, Cards, Hard Candy, Sta-

tionary, Tea Bags, Beef Jerky, Gum, Wet Wipes, Bug Wipes, 

Personal Hygiene Items (such as Soap, Deodorant, Tooth 

Paste), DVD‘s, and Computer Games, Small United States 

Flags.  Thank you and keep up the good work! 

Blueback Base 

Meeting Minutes 

11November 2010 

1900—Meeting was called to order by Base Vice Commander 

Gary Webb. 

Moment of silence for Lost Shipmates. 

Reading of USSVI purpose and Creed. 

Tolling of the Lost Boats for November; Tim Smart 

and Gary Schultz. 

Invocation by Ray Lough 

Pledge of Allegiance. 

Introductions:  ALL 

Secretary‘s Report (E-Board Minutes) by Base Sec-

retary, Dave Vrooman 

Treasurer‘s Report by Base Treasurer, Collie Col-

lins 

Old Business: 

Gary Webb reported on the Veteran‘s Day pa-

rade.  There were 12 member‘s who participat-

ed.  Fred Carneau‘s float, a submarine he con-

structed from a torpedo, was a new addition this 

year.  Everyone liked the new parade route and 

best of all was that there was, not like last year, 

no RAIN. 

Christmas Party:  Need to pay Collie NOW. (See 

Page 3) 

Gary Webb is still selling raffle tickets for the 

pair of dolphins donated by Sue McLaughlin. 

New Business: 

The base election was held and Ray Lough was 

elected as the Base Commander with Gary 

Webb elected to continue as Vice Commander.  

Both will be sworn in at next month‘s Christ-

mas party. 

Gary Webb reported that the base was invited to 

the 2011 4th of July parade in Molalla.  It was 

discussed and will be decided on at a future 

meeting. 

Arlo Gatchel volunteered to organize a trip to 

Bangor to tour their training facility and a boat,  

most likely next spring or early summer. 

50/50 $32.00 Won by DeAnna Thrall. 

Good of the Order: 

Several members reported on Veteran‘s Day 

treatment they received: 

Larry Johnson—another customer paid his bill at 

Costco; George Hudson was at Mt Vernon and 

George Washington‘s tomb.  As a Veteran he 

helped lay a wreath at the tomb; Bob Sumner 

did not have to pay to use landfill in Cowlitz 

County;  Jim Marr had a free meal at Apple-

USSVI  DUES 

ANNUAL NATIONAL BASE 

1 YR $20.00 $15.00 

3 YR pre-pay $55.00 $15.00 / Yr 

5 YR pre-pay $90.00 $15.00 / Yr 

LIFE NATIONAL BASE 

< Age 45 $500.00 $300.00 

Ages 46-55 yrs $400.00 $250.00 

Ages 56-65 yrs $300.00 $200.00 

Ages 66-75 yrs $200.00 $150.00 

Ages 76 + $100.00 $50.00 

by‘s. 

Bricks at the Albacore Memorial are still availa-

ble.  Sounds like great Christmas present (See 

Page 6). 

Benediction by Ray Lough 

1945—Meeting adjourned. 

Sailing List — 30 hands aboard:  Bryan Jr; Car-

neau; Collins, Collie; Corbett; Crosby; Curtis; 

Darkes; Dennis; Fong; Hansen; Hudson; Jackson; 

Johnson, L.; LaPan; Lines; Lough; Marr; Now-

land; Pleming; Schultz; Smart; Smith, D.; Staf-

ford; Sumner; Thrall; Tzevelekos; Vrooman; 

Webb and visitors Tom Foglesong and 

Matt Carlson (Richard Hansen‘s 

grandson). 

Respectfully submitted 

Dave Vrooman, 

Base Secretary 

mailto:bill@hodgepodgeia.com?subject=Support%20Our%20Troops
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Lost Boats,  Lost Boats,  Lost Boats,  ———   DecemberDecemberDecember   

USS Capelin(SS-289) — Lost on 2 December 1943 
with the loss of 76 Officers and Men while on her 1st 
war patrol.  Her exact location and cause of loss re-
main a mystery.  She may have been lost to mines 
or an operational casualty. 

USS Sealion (SS-195) — Lost on 10 December 1941 
with the loss of 5 Men during a regular overhaul at 
Cavite Navy Yard, in the Philippines, she took two 
direct hits in the Japanese air raid that demolished 
the navy yard.  4 Men died when a bomb exploded 
in the after engine room.  1 crewman died as a 
POW.  The destruction of the navy yard made re-
pairs impossible, and she was ordered destroyed.  
All salvageable equipment was taken off, depth 
charges were placed inside, and on 25 December, 
the explosives were set off to prevent her from be-
ing made useful to the enemy. 

USS F-1 / Carp (SS-20) — Lost on 17 December 
1917 with the loss of 19 Officers and Men.  While 
maneuvering at sea she collided with the USS F-3 / 
Pickerel (SS-22) off San Clemente, CA. and sank 
in 10 seconds, her port side torn forward of the en-
gine room.  3 of the crew were rescued by the sub-
marines she was operating with. 

USS S-4 (SS-109) — Lost on 17 December 1927 with 
the loss of 34 Officers and Men when she sank after 
being rammed by USCG Paulding (CG-17), ex 
USN destroyer USS Paulding (DD-22), just north-
west of the very hook of Cape Cod.  Paulding was 
making nearly 18 knots when a lookout spotted the 
periscopes and shears of S-4.  Engines were or-
dered full astern with rudder hard to port, but 
Paulding struck her at nearly the point of max 
beam halfway between the forward and after bat-
tery compartments with a glancing blow.  She was 
salvaged in 1928 and re-commissioned.  Finally 
after having served well, USS S-4 was scuttled 
in deep water off Pearl Harbor on 15 May 1936. 

2010 Christmas Party… 

This year‘s Christmas Party will be held at the Milwaukee 

American Legion post on Saturday 11 December starting at 

1400.  The entrées will be Sirloin Steak or Baked Salmon. 

Cost is $25.00 per person.  Please pay Collie Collins and let 

him know you choice of entrée ASAP!! 

The rest of the menu will include: 

Salad Bar 

Fresh Vegetable 

Garlic Potatoes 

Desserts 

2 Drink tickets per person 

(valued at $4.00 each) 

Map to Christmas 
Party 

You can exit I-5 or I-205 onto 99E (McLoughlin Blvd) 

and take it to S.E. Monroe St.  The Milwaukie American 

Legion Post 180 is located at 2146 S.E. Monroe St.  

Milwaukie, OR  There is parking along side the building 

and across the street. 

Their phone number is (503) 659-1300. 

American Legion 

Post 180 
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New Holland Club Member… 

At the November US Sub Vets WW II — USSVI 
luncheon Ed Stowe (left) received his Holland 
Club Certificate, Patch and ID card from 
Blueback Base Commander (elect) Ray Lough. 

Congratulations ED! 

This month in submarine history This month in submarine history This month in submarine history ———   

1 December 1913 - USS H-2 (ex-Nautilus) (SS-29) commis-

sioned at Union Iron Works, San Francisco, CA; Lt (j.g.) 

Howard H. J. Benson commanding. 

5 December 1922 - USS T-1 (ex-Schley/AA-1/SF-1) (SS-52) 

decommissioned; laid up at the Submarine Base, Hampton 

Roads, VA.  During her service life, flaws in her design and 

construction - particularly in her propulsion plant - became 

apparent. 

18 December 1938 - Ex-S-19 (SS-124) was towed to sea off 

Pearl Harbor and sunk in accordance with the terms of the 

London Treaty. 

7 December 1941 The U.S. Submarine Force drew first 

blood in this war when USS Tautog (SS-199) and USS 

Narwhal (SS-167) shared credit with a U.S. destroyer 

for splashing a Japanese torpedo plane as it came over 

Merry Point. - Commander Submarine Force, U. S. At-

lantic Fleet (COMSUBLANT) was established.  Instruct-

ed to groom his submarines for combat duty RADM 

Richard S. Edwards, the first Force Commander, set out 

(Continued on page 6) 

MetalMetal  

SignSign  

12‖12‖  

byby  

20‖20‖  

ComingComing  

SoonSoon  

ToTo  

OurOur  

BaseBase  

SKSK  

Remembering those who served 
The Oregonian Friday 12 November 2010 

Korean War and World War II veteran Clare Pense  
and Vietnam War veteran JD Corbett salute the 
American flag during a Veterans Day ceremony at 
Bethel Congregational United Church of Christ in 
Beaverton.  Pense served on the submarine USS 
Grouper (SS-214) and fought in the Pacific during 
WW II.  Corbett served on the submarine USS 
Halibut (SSN-587).  There were 52 submarines lost in 
WW II.  “We keep those in memory,” Corbett said. 

Thank you… 

Virginia ―Virgie‖ Walters recovering from knee re-

placement surgery sends — 

T he get well card signed by those at the November 

meeting is very much appreciated!  Thank you all 

very much!  Virgie 
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You can also download a PDF order form from our web site:  http://www.bluebackbase.org 

with a capacity for work; coupled with experience, this 

spelled success. 

6 December 1953 – USS Albacore (AGSS-569) commis-

sioned at Portsmouth Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth, NH, to test 

new submarine technology.  Lt. Comdr. Kenneth C. Gummer-

son commanding.  Her most important innovation was her 

teardrop shaped hull form. 

9 December 1961 - USS Plunger (SSN-595) launched at 

Mare Island Naval Shipyard, Vallejo, CA; sponsored by Mrs. 

Clinton P. Anderson.  She was the 500th vessel built by the 

shipyard before the yard was closed in the spring of 1966 thus 

ending 142 years of United States Navy history. 

25 December 1967 - The Observer (1/7/1968) reported that 

speculation was circulating that a U.S. nuclear-powered bal-

listic missile submarine suffered serious damage during ma-

neuvers in northern waters just before Christmas.  The U.S. 

Navy declined to confirm or deny the reports (for security 

reasons) which came from unidentified sources at the U.S. 

Naval Base in Rota, Spain.  In London, it was suggested the 

damage was caused by pressure changes during a deep dive. 

14 December 1974 - USS Kamehameha (SSBN-642) struck 

submerged fishing gear during independent exercises in the 

central Mediterranean. She bore deep hull scrapes on the port 

side, a sheared underwater log sword and a damaged screw.  

She returned to port under her own power for repairs. 

31 December 1984 - Ship repair contractors in Sasebo, Japan, 

accomplished $288,965 of repair work on USS Darter (SSN-

576) during an emergency 45-day drydocking to repair dam-

ages following a collision. 

11 December 1998 - USS Connecticut (SSN-22) commis-

sioned at the Electric Boat Divi-

sion, General Dynamics Corpo-

ration, Groton, CT. 

13 December 2005 - Christmas 

decorations adorned the deck of 

the Los Angeles-class fast attack 

submarine USS Key West (SSN-

722) while she was in her 

homeport of Naval Station Pearl 

Harbor, HI. 

http://www.bluebackbase.org
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From the crew From the crew From the crew ———   

Bob Lee Sends —Old, But still good! 

One dark night outside a small town near Everett, Washing-

ton, a fire started inside the local chemical plant and in a blink 

of an eye it exploded into massive flames. 

The alarm went out to all the fire departments for miles 

around.  When the volunteer fire fighters appeared on the sce-

ne, the chemical company president rushed to the fire chief 

and said, ―All our secret formulas are in the vault in the center 

of the plant.  They must be saved. I will give $50,000 to the 

fire department that brings them out intact.‖ 

But the roaring flames held the firefighters off.  Soon more 

fire departments had to be called in as the situation became 

desperate.  As the firemen arrived, the president shouted out 

that the offer was now $100,000 to the fire department who 

could bring out the company's secret files. 

From the distance, a lone siren was heard as another fire 

truck came into sight.  It was the nearby Norwegian rural 

township, volunteer fire company from Stanwood, Washing-

ton composed mainly of Norwegians over the age of 65. 

To everyone‘s amazement, that little run-down fire engine 

roared right past all the newer sleek engines that were parked 

outside the plant.  Without even slowing down it drove 

straight into the middle of the inferno. 

Outside, the other firemen watched as the Norwegian old 

timers jumped off right in the middle of the fire and fought it 

back on all sides. 

It was a performance and effort never seen before.  Within a 

short time, the Norske old timers had extinguished the fire and 

had saved the secret formulas. 

The grateful chemical company president announced that for 

such a superhuman feat he was upping the reward to 

$200,000, and walked over to personally thank each of the 

brave fire fighters. 

The local TV news reporter rushed in to capture the event on 

film, asking their chief, ―What are you going to do with all 

that money?‖ 

―Vell,‖ said Ole Larsen, the 70-year-old fire chief, ―Da first 

thing ve‘s gonna do is fix da brakes on dat focking truck!‖ 

 

Larry Johnson sends — 

Having served his time with the Marine Corps, a man be-

came a school teacher but before school started he injured his 

back. 

He was required to wear a plaster cast around the upper part 

of his body.  Fortunately, the cast fit under his shirt and was-

n‘t even noticeable. 

On the first day of class, he found himself assigned to the 

toughest students in the school.  Walking confidently into the 

rowdy classroom, he opened the window wide and sat down 

at his desk. 

(Continued on page 8) 

Navy tests salvage, recovery system... 

The U.S. Navy‘s new Saturation Fly-Away Diving System 

for salvage and recovery operations has undergone its first 

manned dive.  The Naval Sea Systems Command said the 

exercise was carried out by the Naval Experimental Diving 

Unit in Panama City, Fla., and that bell operations will be 

conducted in the near future. 

The SATS FAD System will provide critical organic satura-

tion diving capability to support Navy salvage and recovery 

operations around the world.  It is designed to support sus-

tained diving operations to depths of 1,000 feet. 

The SATS FAD will replace two decommissioned Pigeon-

class submarine rescue ships (ASR), which operated to 850 

feet. 

―This system will allow us to put United States Navy satura-

tion divers on the bottom of the ocean to conduct deep ocean 

salvage and submarine recovery operations,‖ said Paul 

McMurtrie, SAT FADS program manager and a retired Navy 

master diver.  ―This new asset greatly increases our manned 

salvage capabilities onto the continental shelf.‖ 

SAT FADS supports six saturation divers for a period of 21 

days, with an additional nine days of decompression.  The 

system consists of five major components: a main deck de-

compression chamber, a manned diving bell, the bell handling 

system, a control van and two auxiliary support equipment 

vans.  

System commissioning will continue through 

an operational evaluation, series of manned 

dives pier side and culminate with a 1,000 

feet dry saturation dive. 
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When a strong breeze made his tie flap, he took a stapler and 

stapled the tie to his chest. 

He had no trouble with discipline that year… 

 

Dallas Dolan sends — 

To add a piece of my History. Bernie Schwartz (Tony Curtis) 

was aboard the USS Proteus (AS19) in Tokyo at the signing 

of the Papers.  Unknown to me at the time, as I was crew on 

Proteus. 

I found out that the Original owner of Poor Richard‘s Res-

taurant [in Portland‘s Hollywood District], Harold Hubert, 

was TM3c aboard the USS Dentuda (SS-335) on refit in 

Guam and was called for a member of Prize Crews taken 

from fleet and was aboard the Proteus.  Also later learned that 

Tony Curtis was aboard.  Never met either at the time.  Small 

world. 

The Evans product spread [Page 10 of the November Sani-

tary, on line edition] shows a submarine underway.  That is 

the Narwhal class, sister to the Nautilus.  These were Divi-

sion boats and I spent many days working, standing watches 

and qualifying on these boats along with the Argonaut 

and Dolphin, before making my first Patrol on the USS 

Haddock.  Old Memories  

Dallas 

(Continued from page 7) This is interesting reading by a retired chief… 

Our Navy.   Lord help us!!!  You have to read the whole thing to 

get the picture. 

5 January 2010 

The Navy!  Before you get all up in my face ‗bout what I‘m ‗bout 

to ramble on about, lemme first say that I know the human memory 

tends to heavily discriminate the stuff it stores, cataloguing things 

the way it wants to and reserving special places for certain select 

events, sounds, sights, smells, and scenes.   And not only does it 

selectively edit things in and out, but it tends to embellish events 

with its individualized set of filters, ethics, morals, priorities, and 

tastes, magnifying some episodes and minimizing others. 

O.K.   That said, I recently came across something that triggered 

memories of my early experiences in the Navy.   ‗Smatterafact, lotsa 

things do that as I get older.   My holistic retrospect on my 24 years 

in the USN is quite positive, and I often willingly go back to relive 

what were my most exciting and satisfying times .  .  .  all the way 

from a raw unranked boot in San Diego to the guy responsible for 

maintenance and repair of elex comm & crypto equipment for 

CincPac, SubPac, CinCPacFlt, Com7thFlt, and several other high-

powered commands in Hawaii. 

Hair all shaved off.   Personal effects confiscated.   Clothes that 

didn‘t fit.   Strangers yelling stuff at me I didn‘t fully understand.   

Food that tasted like stewed dirt.   Beds that spoke of the hundreds 

who‘d slept in ‗em before.  Marching in formation with guys wear-

ing exactly the same clothes I had to wear, carrying an out-of-date 

rifle with which I had to master and demonstrate skills useful in no 

situation my fertile imagination could conceive. 

My entire personality dragged out, ridiculed, abused, and tossed on 

a scrap heap only to be replaced by one that knee-jerked instantly to 

commands and single-mindedly carried out lawful orders, even 

though no one had ever explained to me what exactly an unlawful 

order might have been.  No longer was I a college boy pursuing lib-

eral arts and intellectual growth but a cog in a 72-man machine dedi-

cating every single waking moment to causing no demerits to the 

company during inspections, drills, skill training, or parades. 

Home was a narrow cot in an open-bay barracks featuring gang 

showers and rows of sinks, urinals, and commodes with no provi-

sions for individuality, much less privacy.   Lights out happened 

when the Company Commander decided we‘d absorbed enough 

humiliation for that day, that our lockers were properly stowed, that 

our shoes were properly shined, our barrack was properly cleaned, 

and that we clearly understood that we were still useless raw meat 

that some unfortunate Chief Petty Officer would one day be bur-

dened with molding into halfway decent sailors. 

Reveille was 0500, even before the seagulls which swooped down 

to pick up the lungers off the grinder were up yet.   Formation was 

20 minutes later, after shaving and dressing and fixing bunks and 

being reminded that the coming night would indeed be damned short 

if we screwed up ANYthing that day. 

Breakfast was hard-boiled eggs and beans and soggy toast one day, 

chipped-something-or-other on soggy toast the next, greasy fried 

mystery stuff with soggy toast the next, hamburger with tomato 

sauce on soggy toast the next, and all served with something vaguely 

white called ―reconstituted milk‖ and a dark, vile, burnt-smelling but 

otherwise tasteless fluid some would-be comedian labeled ―Coffee.‖ 

One good thing, though .  .  .  you could have as much as you could 

eat in the 15 minutes you were allowed inside for breakfast.  Lunch 

and supper were always filling and nutritious, even if often unpalata-

ble, indefinable, and unrecognizable. 

(Continued on page 9) 
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It was cold all morning out marching around toward no place in 

particular and hot in the barracks at night when the giant inventory 

of our individual and collective miscreancies was recited to us by 

members of our own group temporarily endowed with positional 

authority over us.  And I loved it.  I‘d go back and do it again if 

they‘d let me and I thought my digestive system could survive it.  

Yes, I loved it, yet I counted the days, the hours, the minutes that I 

had left to endure in that young-adult Boy Scout camp before I 

could go see the real Navy and have some fun .  .  .  AND get paid. 

Once actually out IN the real Navy, I was astonished at the im-

portance, the almost religious reverence, that people in khakis 

showered upon two things: control over the free time of non-rated 

personnel, and rust.  To me the sole purpose of Chief Petty Officers 

was to ensure that anybody in pay grades E-1, E-2, and E-3 get dirty 

as soon as possible after morning quarters and NEVER have an 

opportunity to go ashore and act like sailors (i.e., drink beer and 

bring great discredit upon their beloved United States Navy). 

My first assignment after boot camp was on a tanker whose duty 

was to fuel ships anchored beyond the breakwater, deliver AvGas 

and MoGas to detachments on islands off the California Coast (San 

Clemente, Santa Catalina, and others), and defuel ships going into 

the yards for overhauls or extensive refits. 

When not involved in the specific act of transferring fuel in one 

direction or another, my primary value was in ferreting out and an-

nihilating pockets of rust everywhere on the ship except in the engi-

neering spaces, where my red-striped non-rated peers busied them-

selves at the same thing, except that their enemy was oil, grease, 

steam, and water leaks. 

Six months later, now a fully-fledged sailor in all respects with 

three white stripes on my left arm, I got orders to Electronics Tech-

nician School at Treasure Island (San Francisco), where my primary 

duty was to listen to fatally boring lectures on basic electricity and 

make absolutely certain that my shoes were spitshined at all times. 

A giant conspiracy existed amongst the staff, primarily the CPOs, 

at the school command to do everything in their power to keep 

those of us who had actually been to sea from contaminating the 

ones who‘d come to school straight from recruit training.  The strat-

egy consisted mainly of ensuring that we fail enough quizzes and 

tests to require our spending all our evenings at night study, thereby 

keeping us from going into town or to the club to fill our bellies 

with beer and our eyes with the silicone boobies of Broadway. 

Probably what amazed me even more than the fanatical interest 

that Schools Command CPOs had in ascertaining that everyone‘s 

shoes reflected light better than polished onyx was the number of 

people who couldn‘t take the pressure of boot camp or service 

schools and went to extreme lengths, such as bed wetting, to get out 

of the Navy and go back home to Mama. 

Other than its unnatural interest in shoe shines and haircuts, tho, 

the Navy‘s plan was beginning to make sense to me.  First you got 

stripped down nekkid, both inside and out, all your strengths were 

identified and your weaknesses exposed, you were shown how to do 

a job, and then you were sent out into the field to see if you could 

hack it.  In front of you at all times were both good examples and 

bad examples: you saw the carrot side reflected in the gold hash-

marks on Chiefs who‘d learned how to work within the system and 

you saw the stick side in the red ones on career E-5s who either 

couldn‘t cut it or didn‘t know how not to get caught. 

Everybody smoked.  Everybody drank beer.  Everybody had a dis-

gustingly nasty coffee cup.  Everybody cussed, except when the 

chaplain or some officer‘s wife was around.  You did your job, and 

if you were good at it, you got pay increases through promotions.  

(Continued from page 8) 

You pissed people off and didn‘t get the message, you stayed in the 

lower pay grades and got really good at handling brooms, trash 

cans, and scrub brushes. 

The Navy I joined had the old-fashioned Chiefs, those keepers of 

tradition, guardians of ancient lore, solvers of problems, those 

grouchy, irascible, sarcastic, but indispensable guys who‘d been 

around longer than anybody else on the ship, except maybe the Cap-

tain.  They knew where everything was, how everything worked, 

what everything was for, and who was responsible for what. 

Becoming a CPO was really a big deal in that Navy, involving a 

time-honored festival of near-orgiastic silliness designed to close 

out the years of irresponsible ignorance with one last naked dance 

through the fires of humiliation and excoriation to emerge reborn as 

full-grown lion guarding the gates of the repository of all useful 

knowledge. 

Amongst the Chief‘s primary duties were making sailors out of 

farm kids and smartalecs and goldbricks and Mama‘s boys, showing 

them the skills and qualities required for them to fill his shoes when 

the time came for him to retire his coffee cup.  The Chief nominally 

reported to a young butterbar whom he had the awesome challenge 

of transforming into a leader of those other young men he was mak-

ing sailors of. 

Chief reported to the Ensign, but he delivered the real status to the 

Ensign‘s boss, usually a seasoned Lieutenant or Lieutenant Com-

mander. 

Chief generally had a special relationship with both the XO and 

CO, both of whom sought his advice and assistance in all sorts of 

problems and situations.  His niche and his positional authority were 

well established and completely understood by every member of the 

crew.  Any white hat entering the Goat Locker had better have his 

hat in his hand and a damned good reason, and Heaven help him if 

he forgot to knock first. 

Today . . .  I‘m not so sure I‘d make it.  Chief no longer has that 

special relationship with CO and XO, and he rarely does business 

directly with his department head.  As soon as he sheds his dunga-

rees and shifts into khakis, he enters a confusing political arena of 

Senior Chiefs, Master Chiefs, Warrant Officers, and LDOs all doing 

what the Chief used to do.  He‘s simply gone from technician to 

supervisor, and his initiation has become as watered down as his 

authority. 

In the Navy of the 50s and 60s, traditions aboard ship were hon-

ored, cherished, and observed.  Various initiations occurred from 

time to time, such as making Chief or crossing the equator, during 

which rookies or newbies were ritually cleansed, humiliated, and 

physically abused to degrees generally powers of 10 more severe 

than anything the Gitmo terrorists ever had to endure from their 

guards. (to be continued) 

This is part one.  To be CONTINUED next 

month in the January 2011 Sanitary, sort of 

like the old serials in magazines to get you to 

buy the next month’s issue! 
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The lighter side The lighter side The lighter side ———   

Diesel Boat Cruise... 

Subject: 2012 Reunion: 

Now that Carnival Cruise Line has commenced a Diesel Boat 

Theme Cruise, I suggest we book a Cruise on the Carnival 

Cruise Line‘s ship ―Splendor‖. 

Just imagine, a few days at sea with no A/C, no showers, an 

inoperative Sanitary System, and SPAM for food!  Talk about 

recapturing your youth! 

 

Real Respect… 

It was opening day of deer season and a Southern hunter and 

his friend were sitting in a tall deer tree stand near Highway 

I85 in South Carolina in the morning.  Suddenly, a huge buck 

walked out of the woods into the food plot field. 

The buck was magnificent, a once in a lifetime animal.  His 

rack was huge. The hunter‘s hand shook as his mind was al-

ready counting the Boone and Crockett points. 

Moving quickly, the hunter spit some tobacco juice on the 

ground from the Redman chaw that he had in his mouth, care-

fully aimed the Leopold scope on his .300 Win Mag at the 

unsuspecting buck.  As he was about to squeeze the trigger on 

this deer of a lifetime, his friend alerted him to a funeral pro-

cession passing slowly down Highway I85. 

The hunter pulled away from the gunstock, set the rifle 

down, stood up in the deer tree stand, took off his hat, bowed 

his head and then closed his eyes in prayer. 

His friend was stunned, 

―Wow, that is the most thoughtful and touching thing I have 

ever seen you do.  You actually let that trophy deer go to pay 

respects to a passing funeral procession.  You are indeed the 

kindest man I have ever known, and I feel lucky to call you a 

friend.‖ 

The hunter shrugged. ―Yeah, well ya have to show some re-

spect and remember that, after all we were married for 37 

years ya know.‖ 

 

A Wine Truism… 

Wine Does NOT Make You FAT 

It Makes You LEAN… 

Against Tables, Chairs, Floors, Walls and Ugly 

People. 

The foundation submitted its proposal to the city in August 

and discovered then that the island‘s developer needed to first 

do an environmental report. 

The developer says the report is being prepared, but it‘s still 

unclear when it will be completed. 

Former crewmen of the submarine who 

raised money for the project told the Vallejo 

Times-Herald that their hopes are dwindling 

that it will be ready in time for their July 4 

reunion. 

Snag in plan... 

VALLEJO, Calif.—A plan to put part of a former Navy nu-

clear submarine on display in a Mare Island park is on hold 

after the project hit an unexpected snag.  

The Mare Island Historic Park Foundation wants to move a 

65-ton section of the Mariano G. Vallejo (SSBN-568) to 

Alden Park to preserve the island‘s naval history.  The sub-

marine launched in 1965 and was mothballed 30 years later. 

Woman gets late dad’s WWII Purple Heart... 

by SARAH SCHUCH The Flint Journal 

The box Nancy Wilson received in the mail containing the 

gold heart-shaped medal on a purple ribbon symbolized honor 

and heartache.  On Oct. 13, Wilson‘s father was recognized 

with a Purple Heart that was long overdue.  William H. Cuth-

bertson Jr., was one of 70 crew members of the submarine 

USS Grunion (SS-216) that was last heard from on 30 July 

1942 when the submarine sent a radio transmission to Dutch 

Harbor, Alaska, reporting heavy enemy activity from the Japa-

nese.  Now 68 years later, Ensign Cuthbertson and six other 

Naval officers are being awarded a Purple Heart. 

Cuthbertson was 27 when he went missing, before Wilson 

was born.  On 2 Aug. 1943 all crew members on the Grunion 

were declared killed in action.  In 1944, all the enlisted men 

on the submarine were honored with Purple Hearts which 

were given to their families.  But, the seven officers were 

overlooked.  Mary Bentz, 66, of Maryland was determined to 

see that changed. 

Bentz started researching families of Grunion crew members 

in 2006 when the sons of Lt. Commander Mannert Abele led a 

crew that found a shape resembling the sub in a sonar image 

near the Aleutian Island of Kiska, the site of the Grunion’s 

final radio transmission.  After spending a week at the Nation-

al Archive and Records Administration in St. Louis in 2009, 

Bentz was able to prove that the seven officers were in fact on 

the Grunion, died on the submarine and had no record of re-

ceiving a Purple Heart.  Bentz first approached the American 

Battle Monuments Commission in December of 2009 about 

awarding the medal to the Grunion's officers.  She said she 

was told it could be done, but not right away.  She then ap-

proached the Navy POW/MIA/KIA Casualty Assistance 

Branch, based in Tennessee.  By the end of the summer this 

year Bentz said she was starting to get frustrated.  She finally 

asked Bruce Abele, the son of a lieutenant commander on the 

Grunion, to write a letter outlining her case to the chief of Na-

val Operations.  That was in mid-September.  Two weeks lat-

er, she received a phone call and things started moving quick-

ly. 
―To finally have the (missing in action) business over 

and to know where your dad is, is such an incredi-

ble relief.  It was a part of who I was for so many 

years,‖ Wilson said. ―(The Purple Heart) is a 

nice thing, but it brings back memories.‖ 


