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Shipmates at the 2007 Reunion in Norfolk
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Charleston, South Carolina, Here We Come!!!
Have you always longed for that
“ROOM WITH A VIEW”? If so,
then save these dates: Sunday, October 5 through Thursday the 9th
and join us for the 20th annual USS
Orion reunion at the HOLIDAY INN
RIVERVIEW in Charleston, S.C.
It’s located just two miles from
the historic downtown area where
dining, sightseeing, and shopping
abound. Being a round hotel all the
rooms offer one heck of a view, including the ocean, the rivers, and
downtown Charleston.
October is a great time of the year
to visit this historic area, enjoy the
downtown shopping, the fine restaurants, the exciting tours being
planned and best of the all, the camaraderie of your shipmates at just

$79.00 a night plus tax. For the
ladies, a free downtown shuttle bus
to satisfy your shopping desires.
For those with Internet access
try this site:
www.holiday-inn.com/
chs-riverview
The April Scuttlebutt will have
all the details and sign-up forms.

Your hosts:

Tom Pieper: ttp@fuse.net
Rich Sager: rjsager@comcast.net
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MINUTES OF THE
ANNUAL MEETING

“Women Aboard”

Reunion Hosts Tom and Lorraine Pieper (left) and Jean and Dick Sager

Sager and Our Prez in a Tight Spot

Liberty Call in Jamestown

Out and About in Williamsburg

Down and Out in Williamsburg

Reunion Host Helbert Doing Well After Heart Attack
Our third host for this year’s reunion, Glenn Helbert, suffered a heart attack
en route to Norfolk, near Lexington, Va. After recognizing that something
wasn't quite right, he went to a nearby hospital and was transferred by helicopter to Roanoke for treatment.
He had a stint put in the artery that was blocked. From there he spent several days in the hospital and a few more days in Roanoke before going home.
He left there on Monday, Susan drove and it took them two days to get
home in Garrett, Ind. He is doing well and goes to therapy. Currently they
are in Texas, down by Padre Island, fishing for the winter. — Tom Pieper

Norfolk, VA
October 6, 2007
Meeting was called to order by
President Jack Dulaney. After the
Pledge of Allegiance, the opening
prayer was offered by Bob Podgorski.
Secretary/Treasurer Dave Peckinpaugh read the minutes of the 2006
meeting. A motion was made, seconded and approved to accept the
minutes as read.
Financial Report: Peckinpaugh
reported that as of September 30,
2007, we had income of $6,157.00,
expenses of $8,622.65, for a total of
$21,571.29 in the treasurer’s funds.
The storekeeper reported income of
$2,0921.00
and
expenses
of
$3,142.38 for a balance of $815.35 in
the stores fund.
Membership Report: Peckinpaugh reported that as of October 1,
2007, we had 795 shipmates and 72
family members for a total of 867 on
the mailing list.
Chaplain’s Report: Jack Dulaney
read Chaplain Dusty Rodes’s report.
Dusty announced his resignation for
the third time.
Old Business: None
New Business: None
Next reunion: Dulaney reported
that Charleston will be our next reunion site. Exact date will be determined after contract with hotel is
signed. It will be published in the
December Scuttlebutt.
Election of Officers: Nominations
from the floor for President, Vice
President and Secretary-Treasurer
resulted in election of President Jack
Dulaney, Vice President John Klena,
and Secretary-Treasurer Dave Peckinpaugh.
President Dulaney introduced
members attending their first reunion.
Motion to adjourn was seconded
and carried.

Reunion Financial Report
Tom Pieper reported that after
paying all the bills there was a
balance of $1,722.25 in the reunion fund.
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Chaplain
Dusty
Happy Thanksgiving Orion Scuttlebutt Readers!
December 2007

Sure missed you old sailors at the October reunion in
Norfolk this past October. Heard you had some new
brothers and sisters there! Sure glad you moved the 2008
Reunion to Charleston. Charleston? Where is that? Is that
in Idaho! Lots of good reports came back to me.
Prez Jack Dulaney tells me my choice for the next
chaplain, Brother Jack Prendy tried to get my job and lost
his bid 30 to 1. You didn’t make it, Jack. I guess you didn’t get out there on the campaign trail and politik hard
enough. Go back to the drawing board and come back
next year charging and maybe you can get me ousted.
Lot of competition for my job, you know. Seriously, Jack,
thanks for being a good sport and letting us kid you.
Well, on a more serious note! Thanksgiving will have
come and gone by the time you get the Scuttlebutt. But as
I write Thanksgiving is just about here. So here’s my
thought for you! True Thanksgiving comes in two packages.
Give thanks to God! We here in the greatest land of
all are so blessed with things, money and stuff like that

that we are nearly drowning in them. In 1988, when we
were in India, I saw open sewage running down the
streets of Calcutta being used as a Maytag washer by
some and by others for a restroom, saw little children
competing with stray dogs for bits of food, saw many
people living off the streets trying to keep alive one more
day…well, when I got back to the U.S. and got out of
bed, put my feet on carpeted floor, walked into the bathroom and drew clean water from the tap, went into the
kitchen, opened the refrigerator and saw it stocked with
food, I realized I was just Mr. Average American and by
world standards was a very wealthy man. Even our poor
are well-to-do by third world standards
We have so much that we are in danger of forgetting to
give thanks to God who planted us here in this great land.
We are reaping from the sacrifices of our forefathers who
made it possible for us to have what we have. So thank
God with a sincere heart!
Complete your thanksgiving with Giving! If we don’t
give out of our abundance, then our thanks are pretty shallow. Giving God his percentage acknowledges that He is
the Owner and Provider just as a man rents land, makes a
crop and pays the owner a percentage, so we need to give
to our church, our charities a significant gift! Giving
saves us from the greed factor knowing there is a God
bigger than us to Whom we shall give account some day!
Well, since no one is lining up to get my high paying
job, guess I’ll go on being your chaplain either till I drop
or someone comes along and wants it! Just let me know!
God bless! Have a great Christmas Season and Straight
ahead — Chaplain Dusty Rodes

Taps
Adele Carlson

David Bailey reports that Maxine Decker, Dick and
Adele Carlson’s daughter, called him on October 23 to
say that her mother had died, unexpectedly.
Adele had called him just before the Norfolk reunion,
to say that she was going to cancel out. She had undergone bypass surgery in early September, after complaining about throat discomfort. She was using a walker, and
felt tired then, but sounded upbeat. She seemed better the
week before, when we called to tell her about the reunion.
Maxine had taken her mother out to lunch the day before she died.
Dick died at Christmastime, 2004. The Brockton reunion was their last. They had attended every reunion up
until that time.

Lareto “Ray” Guglietta

Lareto Guglietta, 85, of Applehouse Drive, Cranston,
R.I., died Tuesday, September 4, 2007, at Lydia Taft
House, Uxbridge, Mass. Born in Cranston, he was the son
of the late Vincenzo and Albina (Lorocca) Guglietta. He
was an insurance agent for the John Hancock Insurance
Company for thirty-seven years before retiring in 1983.
Mr. Guglietta was a WW II veteran serving in the U.S.

Navy aboard USS Orion in the Asiatic and Pacific theatres. He was a Past President of the City Hall Athletic
Club, member of the Tabor Franchi Post
V.F.W., member of the Cranston Rod
and Gun Club and the St. Mary’s Feast
Society. Mr. Guglietta was a former
Scout Master of Troop 1, Knightsville,
and Troop 16, Cranston. He was a dance
instructor for the Home for the Aged at
Knightsville Manor. Mr. Guglietta was
associated with the Gold Star Mothers, a
past basketball coach for St. Mary’s
C.Y.O. He was a member of the AFL-CIO and a local
office committeeman for Local #61, AF of L. Mr. Guglietta was a communicant of St. Mary’s Church.
He is survived by his two sons; Lareto P. “Larry” Guglietta and William R. Guglietta. Lareto was also the loving companion of Ruth LeBlanc of Milford, Mass. He
was the husband of the late, Edith (Meier) Guglietta , the
brother of the late, Joseph and Claudio Guglietta, Nancy
Mancini, Josephine Mulvaney and Antonetta Romano.
Funeral services were followed by a Mass of Christian
Burial in St. Mary’s Church, Cranston. Burial with Military Honors was in St. Ann’s Cemetery, Cranston.
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Taps
Thomas Wayne Cooper

Tom Cooper died July 31 in Vincennes, Ind. He was
an MR2-MR1 aboard Orion in the late Forties/early Fifties. He left the ship in 1952. — From Dave Bailey

Barney Gentry

Curtis B. Massey, 1950-53

I am writing to inform you of the death of my husband,
Curtis B. Massey. He died the 7th of Nov., 2004, in Richmond, Va. He served on Orion from 1950-53.
— Virginia Massey

It is with much sadness that I am informing you of my
husband’s death. Barney G. Gentry died July 4, 2007,
after a lengthy illness. He was 79 years old.
— Mary Chambers

William Mays

William Gwinn, 1952-62

Sylvan Sanborn

William Gwinn passed away July 15, 2007. Bill enlisted in the Army in 1949 and served in the Korean War
where he received two Purple Hearts. He was discharged
from the Army in 1952 and joined the Navy and served
there until 1979. He was proud to have served aboard the
Orion. — Elizabeth Gwinn

Paul Konczewski

Another of our old shipmates has passed away. With
deep sorrow I am informing you of the passing of Paul
Konczewski, FP2, 1952-55. He was my very dear friend
for 52 years. — Bob Hendrickson

Arthur A. Ludwig, 1974-75, DTC

Arthur Ludwig died July 21, 2007 at Ladson S.C. Funeral services were held July 25 in the All Saints Chapel,
Naval Weapons Station, Charleston. Interment with military honors was in Plantation Memorial Gardens.
— JoAnn Ludwig

William Lynds

I am writing to inform you of the death of my husband,
William W. Lynds on September 26, 2007. He served on
Orion from 1953-55 as a Pipefitter FP3, 11th Div.
— Joan Lynds

William Mays passed away July 13, 2006.
— Verna Mays

Sylvan passed away February 15, 2007. He had diabetes and a heart condition for many years. He lost a foot
and half a leg. He handled it very graciously. He was able
to get a prosthetic leg for a few years but all of a sudden
his diabetes and heart condition progressed. He asked for
his last wishes to be granted and we fulfilled them for
him. He is being researched proudly in Memphis, Tenn.,
on Genesis. He was a very gracious and loving man. He
helped everyone he possibly could until the day he died. I
know he was very proud of everyone he served with in
the Navy and very proud of the friends he made, especially Robert Pritchard of Illinois. — Linda Kuopus

Stella Sequin

I want to inform you that my wife of 59 years passed
away at the age of 90 years from heart failure on Dec. 21,
2006. We all miss her very much.
– Al Sequin, 1952-57, DC1, R Div.

E L Westbrook

I called my old second-class IC, retired CPO E L
Westbrook of Jacksonville, Ala. He served in the IC
Room in the late Fifties and early Sixties. Talked to his
wife. West died in 2005 of heart failure. — Roy Smith

Evening at Hurd’s

By Dave Bailey
Hurd’s didn’t advertise, and they didn’t have to, because they were an old, established operation. They started out as an
open-air fishfry, or clambake, and word
spread mouth-to
-mouth.
After
you
left
Virginia
Beach Boulevard, you’d take
side roads that
kept
getting
narrower until
finally you thought you were turning into a cow pasture,
and there was Hurd’s, all lit up, just like downtown.

Photo provided by Dave Bailey

Clockwise: Don Gould, John Andreas, Tom Kistka, Marv
Elliott, Walt Steinbring, Dave Bailey, Dick Davey, Duane Brown,
Ray Johnson, Rollie Stafford and Chuck Burgio.
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During underway training at Newport,
R.I., in 1954, we had been called to many
a varied drills for about two weeks when,
at about 2:30 a.m., the word was passed
to station a maneuvering watch. “This is
not a drill!”
In about 2½ minutes word was passed
from main engine control to the bridge
that the engineering department was
manned and ready and standing by to
maneuver on eight main engines. The
only ones fully dressed were the mid
watch, the rest of us were in skivvies and
shoes. We took turns going up to get
dressed.
We learned that hurricane Carol had
zeroed in on Newport. The wind started
blowing us up the bay dragging anchor.
A second anchor was dropped and the
dragging continued so we started making
underway turns on the propellers. When
we got to about 10 knots we stopped and remained stationary. We spent the rest of the night at that place until it
got light. At that time we hoisted both anchors and headed
out to sea.
Once at sea we ran into waves that made Orion seem
very small. There were times when we looked way up to
the tops of the waves. At other times on top of the waves
it seemed that one could see forever.
We finally turned and followed Carol north. She had
made a wreck of Newport. We left Newport and went to
New York for a few days of R&R and then back to Norfolk. – Ron Medlock, 52-57, EM1, E Div.
* * *
Returning to the ship from liberty in Monaco, I was
with the CO and when we reached the port we found most
of the crew camped out on the jetty. The water taxis were

Photo provided by Fred Klena

Storm off Cape Hatteras in the Fifties

secured because of storms and we were
anchored out. The seas were so rough the
sub tied alongside had to get underway
with dependants and guests on board
from a tour. Needless to say, the CO was
frantic and got the harbor master to take
the officers and chiefs out to the ship.
The seas were still so rough we still
couldn’t get aboard. The CO had the harbor master pull his boat under a boat
beam with two lines hanging down. The
CO climbed the rope and was “Bonged”
aboard. – Larry Hellman, 82-84,
CAPT, Dental Officer
* * *
Summer 1982. We are anchored off
Monte Carlo with a SSN alongside. The
submarine CO and I were attending a
reception in the city late one afternoon,
The wind picked up. We had a great
view of the harbor and the sea from the
reception location. As we admired the view, the submarine backed away from the tender. The CO and I stood
there and watched. You can imagine the look on the SSN
CO’s face as his submarine departed without him. It returned alongside the next morning and the event ended
well. – Dan Branch, 82-84, CAPT., Commanding Officer
* * *
Time – about 1992:
While not my “favorite” it certainly was “memorable.”
Orion anchored out off the coast of Alexandria, Egypt, for
liberty. The USS City of Corpus Christi (SSN-705) came
alongside and moored next to Orion. The seas were calm
although it was expected to pick up “a little.” We went
ashore on liberty and were having a great time when
about 2300 I received a call from the Orion’s duty officer
that the seas had picked up considerably and the submarine alongside was about to put a hole in Orion’s side
from rolling about. The Commodore, myself, and the
sub’s CO rushed back to the dock and planned to get back
to the ships. The rest of the crews were recalled also and
most were on the pier awaiting a liberty boat ride back to
the ships. By now, the weather had deteriorated significantly and the harbor seas were very rough. We managed
to get on a small liberty boat, “civilian,” with very little
free-board and started out to our ships. The ride was horrific with the seas coming into the boat with every wave.
There was a small landing barge alongside Orion and the
liberty boat was riding up and down alongside it while we
all tried to disembark. There were 10 feet or more of vertical differences at times as the liberty boat and the barge
were in different wave patterns. It was a miracle that no
one was killed or injured while getting off the liberty
boat.
By this time, the sub was rolling into Orion and hitting
Orion with its sail planes. The sub’s decks were awash, so
we couldn’t get to the cleats to unmoor. So we had to cut
the mooring lines and the sub backed away. What a
night!! – Ted Hack, 91-93, CAPT, Commanding Officer
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The War Years
I boarded USS Orion in 1944 at Mios Woendi Island
off Biak. I had previously served on two different LCIs up
and down the coast of New Guinea.
On Orion I was a Gunner’s Mate 3rd Class in the 4th
Division and was responsible for the maintenance of three
20mm guns located on the port side. I kept temperature
records on two different
magazines and logged the
highs and lows every morning and evening and during
the day. After leaving Mios
Woendi Island, the Orion
sailed to Pearl Harbor to go
into dry dock. Here a mark
37 director was mounted on
Philip Strong, Before and After the ship to control four 5”
— Before all this happened
38 guns.
and after a few years
The Orion left Pearl Harbor after dry dock and sailed
through the Marshall Islands and the Marianas. We
stopped at Guam and then sailed on by Tinian and anchored in the harbor of Saipan where we serviced many
submarines. We had 2 or 3 hospital ships tie up to our
ship that were loaded with wounded servicemen who had
been fighting on Iwo Jima.
The sailors cherished Orion because it was our “home
away from home.” We saluted the flag flying on the ship
every time we boarded or departed the ship. We were
very proud of the Orion.
The most exciting, memorable and happy event that
happened during my Navy career was the day we received
the news of the end of the war. In the middle of the afternoon of August 15, 1945, the foghorn on the Orion started blowing. We could hear the sirens at the airport on Saipan. We could not imagine what had happened. An announcement was made on the PA system “the Japanese
have surrendered” and the “war is over.”
To hear that the war was over was the happiest event
of our lives. I cannot explain in words the feeling we felt
to know that the war was finally over because we were
there for the duration and we knew we would have to be a
part of the invasion of Japan.
There were tears in some of the sailors’ eyes. Others
were shouting and patting each other on the back. We
were all so thankful that the war had ended.
The gunner’s mate in charge of the 2nd turret had set
up a makeshift whiskey still using a coffee pot and copper
coil. He had made a hot plate from German silver wire
and had gotten some denatured alcohol (torpedo juice) in
5-gallon cans. He hooked all that up somehow and
cooked the alcohol and strained the result through bread
and we had a jug of “gilley.” We bought fountain Cokes
from the ship’s store and poured the gilley into the Coke
and celebrated the ending of the war through the night.
Three days later Orion up-anchored and sailed to Pearl
Harbor where we had two days liberty. Then we sailed to
Balboa to go through the Panama Canal. We had liberty
in Balboa and Panama City and Ralph Brafford and I

walked about Balboa but did not go into Panama.
Orion then sailed through the Caribbean by Puerto
Rico and Cuba to the Atlantic Ocean. The ship stopped at
Yorktown, Va., and stayed a couple days. From there it
sailed to Staten Island, N.Y.,
and anchored, then we went up
the Hudson River. A small naval vessel came close to our
ship and we could see President Harry Truman. He was
waving to the crowds. Of
course, we waved back to him.
After a couple of weeks in
Staten Island, I was sent to
New Orleans for my discharge
from the Navy. I had a wife
and a small child at home and
was discharged a little earlier
than some of the sailors.
The day I heard that the war
was over was the most memorable event of my Navy career. I was proud to serve my country and have a lot of
fond memories of those years. – Philip J. Strong, 44-45,
GM3, 4th Div.
* * *
When Orion was docked at Perth, three storekeepers
decided to go in town and were caught in a rain storm.
We decided to run to the Red Cross Club. While there, we
decided to have a bridge game and began looking for a
fourth. The only one in the club who knew how to play
bridge was a lady who was volunteering in the cloak
room. She agreed to play with us. She had such a good
time she invited us to dinner at her home the next time we
were free. The lady happened to be the wife of the Ford
dealer in Perth. She had a beautiful home on the river
bank. We went to dinner and met her lovely daughter,
who was a college student about our age. She had several
parties that season and we were invited to all of them. It
was fun being part of the social life in Perth. – George
Shaffer, 43-45, SK1/c, Supply Office
* * *
During the years I was aboard Orion, because it was
wartime, there were no lights topside after sunset. Coming off an engine room watch late at night or early in the
morning, I frequently went topside to cool off and enjoy
the bright moonlight.
We were at Saipan when the Japanese surrendered and
Orion headed back to the States via Pearl Harbor and the
Panama Canal. Because the war was over, we had running
lights topside every night. There were a number of soldiers and Marines aboard and the ship took on an almost
“cruise ship” atmosphere. There were crap games all over
the ship and the rules were relaxed to promote a “social
like” atmosphere.
During my tour on Orion, I had many memorable experiences, but the trip back to the States stands out in my
memory. – Gordon K. Branes, 43-45, MM2/c, 7th, 12th
Div.

PAGE 8

DECEMBER 2007

THE SCUTTLEBUTT

End of the War and Panama Duty
Around the spring of 1945, Orion was anchored at Tanapag Harbor in Saipan with a few submarines tied up alongside. We were on-loading Mark 18
warheads for torpedoes (the electric torpedo, which ran on batteries). The warhead was made of torpex which would explode on contact even without an
exploder mechanism . . . needless to say we had to be very careful with them.
In the after mess hall, there was an electric crane that we could use to lower
the warheads down three decks to the warhead locker. There were two torpedo
men standing at the bottom of the shaft waiting for the next warhead to come
down. I put the hook into the nose of the warhead and we lifted it just slightly
over the opening of the shaft.
After it swung all the way out, I started the crane to move the torpedo
down three decks to the warhead locker. The two men at the bottom of the
shaft were just standing there waiting for the warhead . . . they could then cradle it and swing it into the locker, which already had almost 30 warheads in it.
As the warhead was starting down the shaft, maybe 4 feet, the crane’s cable
snapped! And the warhead plummeted. I will NEVER know how those guys
got into the locker THAT quickly, but . . . they did!!!! The warhead slammed
onto the deck – I expected a huge explosion and to have Orion disappear. God
only knows why it didn’t … a big chunk of it had broken off, but it didn’t
blow. Later, a barge was brought alongside; the warhead was removed, taken
to the sea and dumped.
The next day, all departments received a memo to check all of their electrical apparatus. This hadn’t been done since we were commissioned.
And needless to say – we all had to change our skivvies when it was all
over!!!!! – John (Jack) W. Condon, 43-45, TME2/c, Div. 13 (member of the
commissioning crew).
* * *
It was April 1945, we were leaving Pearl after being in dry dock headed for
Eniwetok, Guam and Saipan. As we were headed out in the channel, coming
in was a carrier!
I could not believe my eyes. It looked like a giant pile of rusted steel, but
was under way by her own power. It was the USS Franklin. — Wally Wade,
43-46, S1/c, 3rd Div.
* * *
Every day I was on the Orion was my favorite memory. I just loved it. –
Melvin Sumner, BM2, 2nd Div., 43-46
* * *
While at Panama the Engineering Department had an old speed boat or sort
of a cabin cruiser. They fixed it up to run and, while running it in the bay, lost
the prop and the divers could not find it. One of the enginemen found out there
was a boat shop up the river but we had to go through the locks to get to it.
So one morning they called out the motor whaleboat of which I was coxswain. I don’t know who the engineer was but I think he was a first class. We
were told we may have to wait for a ship and go with it through the locks. As
we came to the first lock there was no ship in sight.
We pulled in and the man in charge asked us what we wanted. The engineer explained our quest. He said “no problem” and shut the lock and passed
us on. He even told us where the boat shop was so we would not miss it but
told us we might have trouble getting back. If so, just tell the other person in
charge his name and it would be OK. I guess we were the smallest boat that
went both ways through the locks. When I see what it costs a ship to go
through now, I shudder at what it cost for us to go through. – Truman Sieck,
43-46, S1/c, 3rd Div.
* * *
The Navy was a great transition from high school to becoming a responsible family man. I was told that I would be an Aviation Machinist Mate but
somehow ended up in a submarine squadron. After recently visiting an aircraft
carrier, Orion was a better choice. — Robert Pease, 47-48, FN2/c, Gyro Shop

Penna’s Panama

Tony Penna, EM2, 1948-51
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More From Panama, On to Norfolk
Memories about my four years on Orion have faded somewhat. Sometimes
memories of old friends flash across my mind – good times, not so good, and
some memories of loneliness. I can still see the pelicans diving for fish as we
would sit on a hot Sunday evening in Rodman in the Canal Zone.
One of the chaplains who helped everyone have happier memories was
Chaplain Ahern. He was quite a man. I believe he was a Baptist – but I’m not
sure and it didn’t matter. He was a REAL chaplain – would stop by just to
talk. He tried to play things that were a little different. Everyone on board had
a lot of respect for him. After he left Orion he was assigned to duty in Korea. I
read later in the Navy Times that he was wounded while ministering to the
wounded in the 1st Marine Div. He was always a very special man to the entire crew. – William Eady, 46-51, SK1, 10th Div.
* * *
Probably in 1948 a French LST was tied alongside using our cranes to load
heavy equipment from the dock over to the LST. They had tried to defrost a
refrig and punctured a line thereby draining the R-12. We fixed it and had a
refrigerant man from Orion recharge it. Since George Lombas could speak
French, he interpreted for us. George and I were pretty close so we enjoyed
the wine they served us. In fact, I was still aboard when they began to shove
off. They had to come back to get me. – Roger Edwards, 48-50
* * *
When we were stationed in Panama, we had a great captain by the name of
Davidson. He was the best skipper I ever had while aboard.
The captain liked to fish and when we would go out to sea and get all of
our drills down pat he would find an area to anchor and we would have fishing
and swimming parties. Even the men on restriction got to go. I really hated to
see him leave Orion. – Charles Feeser, 48-51, 6th Div., Post Office
* * *
I thought it was unique that I started my Navy career on the Orion and ended my sea duty on the same ship – first and last. Also my brother was a CPO
and served with me in 1948 on Orion in Panama. – Clovis Tapp, 1948, 197172, CWO-3, Stores Officer
* * *
I remember getting a 30-day leave in December 1950 and going home to be
married. Best thing I ever did! I also remember an explosion and fire in the
after engine room. They installed a 278A General Motors engine in the after
engine room when we were in the Navy yard and this happened shortly after
we left the ship yard. Can’t remember what year. No one was hurt. – William
Scully, 49-53, EN1
* * *
Enjoyed my time aboard Orion, it was a great introduction into my Navy
life. Had a great chief – Chief Sandberg, remember him fondly. – Al Stairs,
50-54, ME2, 11th Div.
* * *
During all the hurricanes of 53-54-55, getting caught at anchor in Narragansett Bay was my most memorable experience. I could see daylight beneath
one of the subs that went out with us.
I hated to leave my wife and baby in Norfolk while we went to sea. – Murlin Talbott, 52-55, EM2, EM1, 7-E Div.
* * *
I boarded the Orion in mid-September 1951 for a re-training cruise to
Gitmo and beyond. We were returning to Norfolk in early November and one
of my friends had a watch up in the starboard crane in early evening. I had
nothing better to do, so I climbed up in the crane to keep him company.
We were cruising northward and we could see lights or bonfires on a nearby island. We could also see lights from other ships passing in the night. What
a grand sight it was . . . how beautiful was that night! – Don McInnis, 51-53,
DK3
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Norfolk, 1950s and 60s

I really didn’t like my time on the Orion when it was
first happening. As a reserve being called back it was not
appealing, but as time went on, along with bringing my
wife and son to Norfolk, I grew to like the experience.
I remember getting my notice to report to the Great
Lakes Naval Station in Chicago and, after reporting and
seeing the doctors, I was issued new clothing and sea bag
and a set of orders to go to Norfolk to report aboard the
Orion after going home to get my business in order.
Arriving in Norfolk, the thing I remember most was
taking a taxi out to the ship at 2:00 a.m. After taking my
sea bag from the trunk and paying for the cab, I looked up
at that big ship with only a light on the gangway and got a
real lonely feeling and thought “what now?”
After getting squared away I found that the ship was
going to be there a while so I got my father to bring my
wife out and we decided to get an apartment. I got advanced leave, we went home and brought a few things
and our new son to live in Norfolk. After six months we
found out the ship was leaving so I again got advanced
leave and took them back home.
The Orion went out on maneuvers for a month. When
she stopped in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, we had liberty
and rode a train into one of the cities. Then I had Shore
Patrol duty, not a pleasant experience as most of these
ships had been out to sea too long. Then we went to Portau-Prince, Haiti, and I had Shore Patrol again, another
poor experience. Then out to sea. The Captain ordered
everybody over the side for a swimming party, fun and a
first for me. Orion then went to San Juan, Puerto Rico,
where we had some good times, then back to Norfolk
with everything being prepared for dry dock. Prior to dry
dock we lost a diver working under water. He hit his head
and drowned, a great guy from our division. His future
wife was coming out to the ship when it happened, really
sad. Dry dock is not a fun thing, as any who have been
there knows.
My work area was in the Optical Shop. We fixed type-

The USS Conger (SS-477), a New London submarine, pulled
alongside Orion with its side agape (left) on Tuesday, Feb. 8. A
24-hour, around-the-clock schedule by the Orion Repair Department was maintained as shipfitters, welders and others burned
and twisted metal for a new skin. Conger was a scene of activity
at all hours, until Friday, Feb. 11 when a new exterior by the
Orion and a paint job by the Conger crew had the submarine in

Photo provided by Dewey Holt

Convoy Escort Piers in the Fifties

writers, adders, calculators, watches, bearing circles, binoculars, gauges and periscopes. A crane would lift the
scopes off the subs, the overhead would open up and they
laid them in a cradle that ran most of the length of our
shop. We also had a small machine shop to make parts.
The head Chief of the 12th Division was a man by the
name of Hatch. In the directory you sent out Chief Mayo
Selby was listed, one of the first names in the Scuttlebutt
that I knew. He taught me to tie a fishing fly, where to
buy supplies and equipment. Also there was a Anderson,
Hubert, Gaston, Doerscher and a Master Watch Maker by
the name of Sandow, (I’m not sure of the spelling). He
died of a heart attack before we came back from our little
cruise as I remember, a surprise to all. He was a man everyone liked and most spent a lot of time just talking to
him. He had a couple of chairs in his shop and could
work, fix your watch, and talk at the same time.
There was a shipmate aboard, a storekeeper named
Walter Allison, from my hometown. He was in the Cobbler Shop at the time I was aboard. He later became a recruiter in Galesburg, Ill., and then I lost track of him. If
anyone knows his whereabouts I would like to know myself. — Neal L. Bunce, 50-52, IM3, 12-M Div.

operating shape (right). The Conger, which was on a shakedown run from Portsmouth Naval Shipyard, lost part of its skin in
rough waters. The repair job demonstrates the ability of the Orion in administering its services, which is only a part of the Orion’s job. — but a job well done. — Star and Bull, Feb. 17, 1955
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One afternoon when the ship was in St. Thomas our
duty section was given the job to fill some voids on port
and starboard sides. We decided to fill all the ones on the
port side first. After opening all the valves we sat down to
wait while they filled. The next thing we knew we were
called to explain why the ship was listing so far to port
that the scuppers were crushed and the officers couldn’t
flush the toilets.
I’m not sure if it was 1953 or 54 when a picture was
taken of the Fifth Division on the boat deck. I had one
with everybody’s name on the back, but I can’t find it. If
anyone has one I would appreciate it if you could e-mail it
to me: mfbirney@verizon.net. — Frank Birney, 51-55,
DC2, 5th Div.
* * *
My friend Ray Tupper came into the Print Shop to let
me know a shipmate working on deck had my dungaree
shirt on. Name on shirt: KANE, R.A. Not missing a shirt

and very curious I went to the work area. There I met
KANE, R.A. who was from Lynn, Mass. I was from Clinton. Ind.
In 1956 or 57 I went to Lynn to play softball. Took a
chance and was lucky to get through to Richard Arthur
who came to the ball field with a friend. Had a nice visit.
My name is Robert Anthony. – Robert A. Kane, 51-52,
PI3
* * *
Started out in the engine room where it was hotter than
hell. I got very seasick and puked all over. Made other
guys sick so I was transferred to the paint locker and became a very seasick deck ape. – Dick Fiora, 55-56, SN,
Div 1
* * *
During “Spring Board” 1955-56 we left the island of
Martinique and saw the biggest, clearest rainbow coming
from what appeared to be out of that famous volcano and
going over the island into the sea. A fellow repair division
buddy named John Griffith had a movie camera which he
had won in an Acey-Deucy tourney and filmed it. He
showed it (film) later. It was awesome! – Jack Prendergast, 55-56, MR3, R-2 Div.
* * *
Some time in 1955, while I was in charge of the engineering storeroom, two sailors from a destroyer paid me a
visit. They needed a part for a pump before they could get
underway. I happened to have what they needed and issued the part without fanfare (I don’t like “red tape”).
Word must have gotten to Captain Kinsella because at a
later inspection he made mention about our being a Destroyer Repair Ship! I never did discover how they found
me or who sent them to the Orion. – Richard Meyer, 5355, END2, Aft. Eng. Room, 7-M Div.

The Tigrone limped in last Friday with a ‘broken nose.’ At 350
feet Tigrone had hit an uncharted coral head. By Tuesday afternoon Tigrone was underway again. Orion’s Repair Department

replaced the broken bow in two working days. Shown left, the
broken bow, right, the new nose. — Star and Bull, Feb. 24, 1955
(Star and Bull articles provided by Ralph Mayford)

Pier 22 Today

Photo provided by Roy Smith
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Beachwalkers

Standing: John "Jack" Cameron
(Canadian), D. Holt, Redfern (guessing).
Sitting: Ed Schneider

By Dewey Holt, MM2, 7th Div., 1951-55
When we were in St. Thomas at the sub base, the Fireroom (Auxiliary
Machinery Room) was on five-section liberty. I think this was by order of
the Engineering Officer. It was hotter than the “Front Gates of Hell”
down there. If it had been left to Mr. Messina, he would have said “let
’em melt.” The only time we had to be aboard was when we were on
watch. Since we had steam and water from the pier the only duty we had
was to paint during our four-hour watch. We were coming up on a big
inspection when we got homeport. We spent at least 12 of every 24 hours
on the beach, either swimming or trying to out-drink the Frogmen. (Can't
be done !!)
One outstanding story I can recall. As you noticed in the photos there
were quite a few “Beachwalkers” showing their “Beautiful Bodies.” We
always wondered why some of them never got wet. Leroy T. Hirth admitted he couldn’t swim, so some of us would help him to the “Float.” He
was a real likeable guy. (He was never a Beachwalker).
One day we asked one of the walkers why he didn’t go out to the float
and he decided he would take our dare and come on out. Miller and yours
truly had a beer in each hand and were going at the same time. The walker thought because the water was so clear that it wasn't deep. At a point
about 5-foot deep the beach fell off sharply. The walker went into panic.
Roy and I told him we would help him as long as he didn’t drop the beer.
(We were trying to get his mind off himself and his predicament.) We got
him back to shore. He left almost immediately.
When we got back to the ship the story was going around that Miller
and Holt were going to allow a shipmate to drown over two beers!!!
( THE NAME OF SAID BEACHWALKER SHALL REMAIN ANONYMOUS).

Paul A. Tobasso

Belaud, Roy Miller, L. Hirth, D. Holt, Ed Schneider,
DiGiandomenico

Float at beach. We swam out there, carrying two beers
and stayed out there until they were consumed.
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Frenchy Belaud (he spoke
French with the ladies of
St. Thomas) and Bucci

I only know Roy Miller

Curtis Huddle and Hahn (the Hahn part is a guess)

D. Holt, Neal Rhymer R. Miller, Robert "Nick" Pahler
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From left: (I only remember him as "Rocky"),
Roy Miller, Belaud, Dewey Holt

Hahn (I hope someone can recognize him)

Roy Miller, Leroy T. Hirth, Belaud,

J. Camerom
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Photo provided by Ralph Mayford

Print Shop, Winter ’54

Edward Moore (Ed Mo) Cotton, LI3; Robert Peterson, PI3;
Ralph Mayford, PI2; Lou Smith, LI3, with creation by Ed Mo Cotton.

One night while we had movies, I had the duty in the
engine room – electrical board. At 12 o’clock I had the
duty to switch the electrical load from the forward engine
room to the after room. When it came time to switch, I
missed the clock. Well guess who came down to see what
happened? My brother (Richard A. Schmidt). He was a
2nd class electrician mate. Well, I got my ass chewed out
because Capt. Nimitz was watching the movie too. So
that’s how that ended. We got it straightened out. It was
great to serve and be part of a great ship. – William E.
Schmidt, 55-57, FN, E Div.
* * *
Getting busted to FN for something minor and getting
my 3/c crow back again in only six months. Working on
various subs and keeping up with the transitions they
went through. – Paul Rimarcik, 59-61, IC3
* * *
Of my many memories of my time on Orion, a short
one that comes to mind is the time one of the mailmen off
one of the boats brought us an industrial size container of
ice cream when he came for the mail. This all had to do
with an agreement with us and the mailmen from all the
boats. This is a story in itself. Anyhow, we worked on
that container of ice cream, until we had our fill, and
passed it over to the guys in the Repair Office, across the
passageway from the Post Office. When they had their
fill, they passed it on, and so forth. I have no idea when it
was gone, or turned to soup, but the last time I saw it, it
was back in the Electrical Shop, quite a while later!! –
Art Mager, 60-61, PC3, X Div.
* * *
Remember going to Key West, Fla., after the fire on
the USS Bushnell – enjoyed Duval Street! — Jim Bell, 66
-67, SK3
* * *
We had great pinochle card games in the R-2 Machine
Shop. On some weekends we would play till the deck was
wore out. — Richard Kolucki, 66-68, MR3, R-2 Div.
* * *
All I can remember is working very hard on the en-

gines in Shop 38 and doing repair work on all the boats
themselves. Can’t hardly remember anyone’s name I
worked with except for a very few. I had the pleasure of
going back to Orion with the “Torsk Bandits” a couple of
times back in 2000 and 2003. Really enjoyed that trip
back after 40 years. It’s too bad they had to cut her up. –
Dennis Troutman, 61-63, EN3, R-2 Div., Shop 38
* * *
I truly enjoyed my time in the torpedo gang. Would
love to find guys from the “Torpedo Gang” from Orion
especially Chief Melberg. Loved working for him. – Paul
Jason, 64-65, TM3
* * *
Short-Timer
After being trained as an Electronics Technician, some
techs quickly think they could leave the Navy and make
much more money as a civilian and have fewer regulations to cope with than in the Navy. Most units have usually had such a person who has a calendar marked so as to
the numbered days left on their enlistment contract. During the 1962-64 period one person on Orion with that attitude was a member of the R-4 Division (outside electronics section of the Repair Department.) I don’t recall this
person’s name or why he was so disgruntled.
One day it was announced that COMSUBLANT
(Commander Submarine Force, Atlantic) was going to
hold a personnel inspection aboard Orion. It was considered an honor to have the big boss honor us with his presence. We all wanted to make a favorable impression with
the Admiral; I think his name was Grenfell, as he came
aboard on a Saturday morning.
The R-4 division spaces were on the second deck over
the fantail and therefore among the last to be inspected.
This short-timer was grumbling continually as we awaited
the inspection group attending the Admiral. This time was
usually spent primping each other as we noted minor discrepancies while checking each other. I told him to knock
it off when I heard the approach of the inspector team. Of
course, the Captain, I think he was Capt. Vandergrift, was
the one attending the Admiral.
The R-4 Division had a good reputation for the work
accomplishments and the Captain was proud of R-4. The
Admiral liked to chat with some of the crew as he made
his inspection rounds. Murphy’s Law came into operation
and as one could guess, Admiral Grenfell, short statured,
slightly bent, with nearly white, big, bushy eyebrows,
stopped to ask this disgruntled ET “How do you like the
Navy, son?”
“I don’t, sir,” replied the short-timer.
The Admiral then asked, “What is it that you don’t like
about the Navy, son?”
“There is too much chicken shit, sir!” was the remarkable response.
“Well, son, I hope you can find something good about
your naval experience as you look back on those years.”
The Admiral continued his tour but the occasion left
disappointment with me, the Captain, and some others
embarrassed by this nincompoop as he chose that instant
to express his disillusion with the Navy. – Harold Meeker, 1956, ET, R4 Div., 62-64, Lt (jg), R4 Div. Off.
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After Norfolk, Duty in Charleston
In 1966 or 67, while we were underway to Norfolk
after several weeks in Key West, I, another DM and, I
think, one of the photo mates decided it would be cool to
fly a kite off the fantail. So, in the Orion “Can Do” tradition, we built a kite out of drafting vellum and coat hanger wire and proceeded to let her go off the fantail at the 02
level, right aft of the blueprint shop.
We probably had a 30-knot breeze so, after several
crashes into the sea, we got it to fly with about a 20-ft.
tail. That vellum was sturdy stuff. It trailed behind the
ship probably a quarter of a mile or so. You never saw a
kite fly so well in that consistent heavy breeze. Of course,
as you might expect our fun was soon cut short when a
messenger from the bridge showed up to inform us the
kite was picked up on radar and created some consternation in the radar shack and that we should cut it loose immediately and report to the bridge, which we did. And, of
course, this included a chewing out by the O.D. But I suspect, judging from the lip biting expressions — the folks
on the bridge got a kick out of it as well. Fortunately no
one saw our Navy ship steaming along with a kite flying
off the stern. It would not have been good for the image,
especially if we were spotted by one of the subs.—Pat
Patrick, 61-62, DM1, Repair Dept. Blueprint Shop, Tech
Library
* * *
I reported aboard midnight Nov. 1968. We got underway at 6:30 the next morning for some training somewhere. For a 19-year-old kid who had never seen more
water than Lake Cumberland it was something I will never forget. The friends I made aboard are something I’ll
never forget. In the Shipfitter Shop, Tom Horner, Rodney
Mitchell, John Lozier and Chief Bauserman are just a
few. – Gary Cummins, 68-70, SF2
* * *
I was aboard Orion during 1960-62 as a Commander
in the Dental Corps. I had two other dentists in my department and glad to have them. The whole crew of the Orion
was courteous and very friendly.
I was on my 20th year of service in the Navy when
staff promotions in the dental corps were selected for the
rank of Captain. Luckily my name appeared in the group
for Captain. Thus I recall the joy of being promoted and
the rank it carried.
From the Orion I left for Naval Station in Great Lakes
and then home for retirement in Corpus Christi, Texas
Naval Air Station in 1968.
I’ll never forget being a member of the crew on the
U.S.S. Orion. – Dr. Enrique Valentin, 60-62, CAPT,
Dental Dept.
* * *
While serving aboard Orion my last four years (the
last two the Captain was Bergner) I was considered a
“jock strap” because most of my time was spent pitching
fast pitch softball for Subron 6 and playing basketball and
bowling on Orion teams. It just so happened that Capt.
Bergner was an avid bowler and I bowled with him along
with Chief Daly who was in ship stores division and other

enlisted. I have forgotten their names.
The Captain would come down to the Supply Office
and someone would call “attention on deck.” He would
reply “at ease, I’m just here to see Todd.” We had a W-4
supply officer, Stodard was his name. He would turn red
and mad every time the Captain said that.
As you might think for some reason the Captain took a
liking to me.
While on a trip to the Virgin Islands sometime in 1963
-64 we were anchored out for three months. The Captain
came to the supply office and told W-4 Stodard that I was
going to be working for him the entire time we were
there. Needless to say W4 Stodard was not pleased!
My job for the next three months was to get a team
“softball, slow pitch” for all the divisions and make up a
schedule what two divisions played each day. The Captain organized an officers team and told me the chiefs
were to be the umpires “because they were too old to
run.”
So every day I would get the bats, balls, bases and two
seamen and go ashore and the two seamen raked the field,
lined it, and put down the bases.
I started early and we were anchored out which required us to take one of the liberty boats to the dock. After finishing the field one day I went back to the docks to
wait for the liberty boat to show up so I could get back to
the ship and do whatever I did which wasn’t much.
As I was standing there the skipper came in his gig (I
think that’s what they called it) his own private boat and
saw me standing at the dock. He asked me if I was going
back to the ship and I replied, “Yes Sir.” He told the boatswain mate to take me back in his gig.
As we approached Orion I heard the OD have the person pipe “Orion arriving, attention starboard.” Well, when
I stepped out on the ladder all hell broke loose. When the
Captain did return to the Orion he told me not to ever pay
attention to him again. – Todd Leatherman, 56-59, 6064, SK2, S1 Div.
* * *
Favorite memories: The terrific men that I met and had
the pleasure to call shipmates and friends.
Biggest disappointment: Not staying in touch with
them. – Jim Maloney, 69-72, TM2, Weapons Div.
* * *
CPO initiation! -- Dennis Marine, 71-74, TMC, Torpedo Shop
* * *
While I was aboard Orion as Chief Engineer in 74-75
the crew earned the Red E for engineering excellence.
Within that same time frame, the ship completed a full
power run – and the crew earned the Red DC. It was a
banner year for Orion and me included. – Don Tuttle, 7376, LT, Chief Engineer
Send your stories about your time aboard to:
Dave Peckinpaugh, 4300 E. Maple Manor Pkwy.
Muncie, IN 47302
Or e-mail: orionvets@comcast.net

PAGE 16

DECEMBER 2007

THE SCUTTLEBUTT

Then on to La Maddalena
The Liberty ports we visited in our excursions at sea
when stationed in LaMadd. – Robert Palmer, 79-82,
CWO-3, R-8 Div. Officer, also R-1 and R-3 Div. Officer
* * *
First liberty port – Lisbon, Portugal (Fall 1988). Orion
had left Charleston, S.C., and crossed the pond. I was doing my mess cook duty for 3 months, when we hit Lisbon
and I had a lot of fun. Shipmates took me out . . . this was
the first time I had ever been to a foreign country. We met
up with some girls in a bar, had some drinks, and had a
good time. Made it back to the ship OK . . . Cinderella
Liberty at that time for E-3 and below. – Steve Reece, 8890, SK3
* * *
Winning the Golden Anchor for 1985. – Robert V.
Morgan, 84-86, CAPT, Commanding Officer
* * *
Here are two things “burned into memory” while
aboard USS Orion:
(1) The trip to Sardinia (La Maddalena) . . . the extreme security at Arrivaderci Airport in Rome. We were
traveling not long after the Navy Seal was killed from a
hijacked airliner and his body dumped on the tarmac.
There were Caberneri police all over! Every one of them
had an Uzi on a lanyard around the neck and shoulder.
Every movement of airplanes and/or luggage trains was
accompanied by a car of more Caberneri. Incredible security! Nothing evil happened. Why? Too many police! All
of us probably learned something about anti-terrorism
security on that trip. I sure did.
(2) The other was a Sublant Reserve Force exercise on
Halloween weekend (1986?). The unit went to Floyd Bennett Field in Brooklyn: DC Training, PQS etc. etc. It started with a midweek Recall Drill telling everyone to muster
Friday evening 1700 at the Reserve Center New Haven
for a sea bag inspection. (Get things started right. <Grin>)
We then boarded buses for Brooklyn. Overnight on Friday and Saturday. DC/PQS training filled most of Saturday. More PQS, a recap then finished on Sunday. Left
Brooklyn about noon, home about 1700 in New Haven.
Great exercise!! Very informative about what, how, when
to do surprise events like this. Very educational on logistics of meals/berthing/pay travel claims. Provided serious
realism to Navy Reserve participation. This surprise event
that was a trick in its own right. – O.M. Little, 85-87, XO
Orion Det. 101
* * *
When I look back on my time aboard Orion, I realize
how truly blessed I was. I was assigned to the Shipfitter
Shop, 11A, in R-1 Division. The ship was stationed in La
Maddalena, Sardinia, Italy. Right from the start I hooked
up with some really great guys. Don Wallace (Wally),
Scott Leonhart, Thomas Deiffenbacher (Deifmo), John
Herrera, Mike Wilson (Red) just to name a few.
We spent many nights cruising the streets of Palau, or
sitting in the local Restorantes, enjoying the great food
and beverages and hospitality of the Italian people. We

would occasionally go to hear the ship’s band, Straight
Razor, play at whatever venue they could find.
But for me the greatest thrill was playing on the sports
teams offered by Orion. We had a softball team that practiced on a dirt field with many stones and rocks. We got
to go to Naples to play in the COMFAIRMED softball
tournament. We played other duty stations in the Med.
We had a volleyball team that practiced in the gym after
work. We went to Rota, Spain, to play in the COMFAIRMED volleyball tournament. But for me, the best
was when Lt. Pete organized a soccer team to play in the
local Italian soccer league.
We had maybe 5 guys who could play the game, while
the rest of the guys had kicked a ball at one time. Yet we
tried to play against some pretty good players and some
good clubs. Some of the best games were against the Italian Military team stationed in La Maddalena. Being military ourselves, this made for a quick rivalry. Also, these
guys weren’t as good as some of the club teams, so we
had a better chance against them. In the 2 years that I
played, we never won a game. But we did tie three times,
and that was worth celebrating.
My time aboard Orion was a wonderful time in my
life. I got to work and play with some really great people.
I was able to travel to other places to play sports and able
to participate in the Italian culture in a way that you just
can’t get from a tour guide. – Bruce Bernard, 81-83,
HT2
* * *
Isle of Santo Stephano (Summer)
One summer day a boat filled with women in bathing
suits drifted in next to Orion saying “my motor broke” in
order to get close to Orion. Some music came on, the girls
jumped up, dropped their tops and began yelling and
dancing topless. Then the music stopped, the girls sat
down, the motor came on and the boat sped off. – Robert
Swartfiguer, 82-85, SK1
* * *
I served as one of the last crew members on the ship in
La Maddalena from 1991 to 1993. As a junior Second
Class at the time, the ship had a lot of wear and tear, and
frankly it was difficult to serve on her at times. One of my
favorite memories was working in the Mast and Antenna
shop. We seemed to be troubleshooting and repairing
BRA-34 antenna radomes about every week and it meant
some late and long nights up on the boat deck. In order to
keep the morale up amongst all of us, we kept quoting
lines from the movie Rainman. (I think it was a requirement to have the entire movie memorized). One of us
would be constantly saying, and still another would be
saying, “94X, bang, the future of rock n roll.” Of course,
when the Chief or anyone else would come to check on
our progress, they would hear this and only this coming
from our mouths and they would just shake their heads
and walk way, leaving us alone, the way we liked it.
I’m curious to know how many of us Orion sailors are
still on active duty like myself. – Mike Hatcher, 91-93,
ET2, R-4 Div.

