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2010 Reunion in Chicago September 23-27 

USS Orion (AS-18) Veterans Historical Organization 

What Happened in Tombstone . . .  Didn’t Stay in Tombstone 

     The 2010 reunion is scheduled 
for Thursday, September 23 to Mon-
day, September 27 at Courtyard by 
Marriott Schaumburg, 1311 Ameri-
can Lane, Schaumburg, Illi-
nois  60173. 

www.Marriott.com/chics 
 

     We are delighted to have negoti-
ated a room rate of $74.95 plus tax 
per day which also includes a full 
breakfast buffet. August 17, 2010, is the cut-off date for 
making reservations!  
     There is free parking (RV’s also are welcomed). There 
is a nominal fee of $6.00 roundtrip for a scheduled shuttle 
service from O’Hare Airport to the hotel and back. The 
schedule for the shuttle will be in the next Scuttlebutt.  
 

     Please note:  The airport service above is only availa-
ble from O’Hare Airport and NOT Midway Airport 

which is located approximately 30 
miles south of the hotel. 
     If you wish to extend your stay in 
Chicago (either before or after the 
reunion dates) the hotel management 
has kindly allowed the same room 
rates to be in effect from Sept. 17th 
until Oct. 4th, 2010.  To get these 
room rates be sure to tell hotel per-

sonnel you are with the Orion Ship’s 
Reunion Group. 

     Additionally, restaurants such as Weber Grill, Ted’s 
Montana Grill, Entourage, and John Barley Corn are 
within 2-3 short blocks of the hotel. Plus a free shuttle 
service is available to take you and pick you up anywhere 
within a 5-mile radius of the hotel to other restaurants, 
local churches, and shopping areas (including one of the 
largest shopping centers in the U.S.  — Woodfield Mall).      
     We are looking forward to seeing you in the fall.  

John Bellis, Bob and Gloria Wolanin 

Reunion photos provided by Tom Pieper and Richard Sager . . . see more pictures on Pages 6-8. 
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zation, and has no official affiliation 
with the U.S. Navy. 
     Pictures and written articles are con-
tributed by members and depict activi-
ties of the USS Orion, its crew mem-
bers, or persons affiliated with the USS 
Orion (AS-18). 
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Notes From Shipmates 
 

     We had great times at the reunions. We have been at many; also the 
“decommissioning.” We always sat with Ed Latrany, Joe Sensaler, and Wally 
Wade. I am now 82 years old and lost my wife Anita in February 2009. We 
were together 61 years. 
     Had a great time on Orion and made a lot of friends. 
     Maybe some day I will try to attend again. – Leo Turcotte, 1946-47, 
MoMM3, 7th Div. 

*   *   * 
     I served aboard eight ships during my 29-year career. Orion was the best. – 
Homer Riddle, 1957-60, DCC, R Div. 

*   *   * 
     I recall one morning, a new sailor to the repair department wore Mr. Perks, 
the repair officer’s, foul weather coat on deck for quarters for muster. An irri-
tated Mr. Perks discovered the man wearing his clearly marked foul weather 
coat and this sailor was never seen again. His name was Walker. 
     I wonder about my three closest friends aboard: Ralph Young, Larry Ar-
nott, and James Fath whom I’ve had no word from in years. Young was from 
Buford, Ga. Arnott from Pennsylvania and Fath from Ohio. – Charles 
Voelkel, 1953-55, MR2, R Div. 

 *   *   * 
     Thank you for sending me the Scuttlebutt newsletter. I enjoy reading it 
even though I know only a few names mentioned. 
     I enjoyed the pictures that Phyllis Pritchard sent as James Pritchard and 
Tom were buddies on Orion.  I think it is great that this newsletter is sent out.  
I’m sure many enjoy it as much as I do and also Tom did when he was alive. – 
Peggy England, widow of  Thomas England, 1952-56 

*   *   * 
     My time aboard USS Orion was a wonderful part of my life. I was fresh out 
of “A” School and was assigned to the Shipfitter Shop. It was a great bunch of 
guys and I learned more than I ever dreamed of. I always credit what I learned 
on Orion in the Shipfitter Shop for what I know today. – John M. Adams, 
1966-68, SFM2, R1, Shipfitter Shop 

*   *   * 
     I served on Orion from 1952-53 in the 1st Div. deck crew and enjoyed 
playing pinochle often. Anyone who remembers me please contact me.  
Donald Gullage, 171 Halls Lake Road, Newbury, VT  05051 (802) 429-2007. 

*   *   * 
     I was a “deck ape” my entire two years in the Navy, and I loved it. 
     We had an Admiral’s Inspection, and the Chief said: “If the Admiral talks 
to you, speak up clearly and be brief.” 
     Who does he choose to ask a question to? Yep, me. 
     He asked: “Son, how do you think you’d do if we went to battle?” I an-
swered: “Sir, I could do a job on some dude with my chipping hammer.” 
     He asked: “Why do you say that, son?” 
     “Because it’s the only weapon I’ve had in my hands since I’ve been in the 
Navy.” 
     He walked away laughing. As soon as he was out of sight, the Chief came 
up to me and said: “Got dang, boy, do you know who you were talking to?” 
     I said: “Yup. He sure was a nice guy.” The Chief just threw his hands up 
and walked away grousing, but all the guys in earshot had a good laugh. – 
Dick Fiora, 1955-56, SN, 1st Div. 

*   *   * 
     I will never forget my first one-on-one meeting with Captain J. C. Bellah. 
The Captain was a strict disciplinarian. My buddy Tom Horner and I had just 
got our Fireman’s stripes and decided to go downtown and celebrate. Bad de-
cision. To make a long story short we ended up as guests of the Shore Patrol. 
This was around 1969. The next morning we were invited to talk to Captain 
Bellah. I have never felt so intimidated. There I was, a 19-year-old with three 

Continued on next page 
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little Fireman’s stripes and Captain Bellah looked down at 
me with all those Captain’s bars and really gave me a 
talking to. I never got in trouble again. – Gary Cummins, 
1968-70, SF3, R Div. 

*   *   * 
     I transferred off USS Orion 61 years ago this Septem-
ber – all good years.       – Charles Crosson, 1945-48  
                                           MM 3/c, Eng. Div., Aux. Gang 

*   *   * 
     I was assigned to Electronic Shop which took care of 
pilometer log and compass. One advantage was it was in 
an air conditioned shop. We even put cots up for sleeping 
when not working nights. This started around Saipan. – 
Paul Sproul, 1944-45, EM3 

*   *   * 
     I contacted Frank Harvey who, in the last newsletter, 
asked for a letter from anyone who knew about an electri-
cian who was electrocuted. It just happened I was the guy 
who replaced this electrician. I guess my information and 
dates will help him tie up some loose ends. 
     I do think WW II did make us change a lot and most 
times for the better. I was graduating from high school as 
an eighteen-year-old kid and by joining the Navy it made 
me into a better man. I have never regretted my decision. 
     I do have to laugh as I joined to be an aviation me-
chanic which I was told would happen. Somehow I ended 
up as an electrician in a submarine squadron. Never did 
see any airplanes and I had a pilot’s license at sixteen. 
     At almost 82 I still seem to be running on all eight cyl-
inders and looking forward to a few more good years. 
Happy to be alive. – Bob Pease, 1947-48, FN2/c, Gyro 
Shop 

*   *   * 
     Re: the plea for help remembering the “electrocution” 
in the Electrical Shop in 1947. 
     As to the event, I recall the “happening” as if it were 
yesterday. At the time I was working in radio repair, 
about the same frame number and same deck as the Elec-
trical Shop, just the opposite side of the ship. I was not 

     Pictured left to right: Joe Impostato, Pipefitter 2nd 
Class from Brooklyn, N.Y.; Rudy Morilli, Petty Officer 
from Bronx, N.Y.; Billy Stapelford, Petty Officer, 2nd 
class from the deep South, and me the star of the show, 
Carl Muscarello, (aka The Kissing Sailor) Shipfitter 2nd 
Class from Brooklyn. I have been in Florida since 1970. I 
was aboard Orion from 1945-46. I came across a photo 
that was taken in 1946 on the beach in Balboa, Canal 
Zone. 

present when this occurred. However, I was in the Electri-
cal Shop within the hour after it took place.  
     The tale as related: The man had just taken a shower 
and was drying down and sat on the work bench directly 
in front of a fuse tester. The bench had an industrial type 
linoleum top with a brass strip to secure it. He leaned 
back coming in contact with the fuse tester and the brass 
stripping was the path to ground. His body was like a one 
mega-ohm resistor. Very little voltage – high resistance – 
much current. – James Limerick, 1946-49, SOM3, Radio 
Repair, Optical 

*   *   * 
     After 18 years in Florida and many rounds of golf my 
health has changed some so we moved back to Pennsylva-
nia to be close to children. 
     My son-in-law is a builder so he built us a one-level 
house – no stairs which is good for old swabbies. Ha. 
     With golf not a high priority in my life I have moved 
on to casinos. There is one about a mile from me. I enjoy 
going but I must say I make more deposits than withdraw-
als. Ha. 
     I was in hospital August 1-12 for my heart. They re-
placed my defibulator and pacemaker with newer models. 
I now have three wires into my heart. Hopefully it will 
push more juice through my body. Ha. 
     Okay shipmates may you have fair winds and follow-
ing seas. – Lt. Donald E. Tuttle, 1973-76, Chief Engi-
neer 

*   *   * 
     I will be retiring from the Navy this next year. I won-
der how many Orion sailors are still active duty? – Mike 
Hatcher, 1991-93 ET2, -R4 Div. Truman and Hilda 

     Thanks to all of you for 
such a great reunion and won-
derful time. We really enjoyed 
it and the honor you gave us. 
How great it is to have attend-
ed two great reunions in a row. 
It was such a pleasant time 
visiting and relaxing with such 
a great group. 
     Thanks to all for giving my 
new wife such a great time. 
She really enjoyed all the sto-
ries told. Sorry I didn’t get to 
visit with each and every one 
of you. Hope to do better at the 
next reunion. Thanks for mak-
ing my new wife so comforta-
ble. Thank you all again. Hope 
to see you in Chicago. 
— Yours truly, Truman Sieck 

Continued from previous page 
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     Hello all you Scuttlebutters. 
     What a great reunion in Tucson, Arizona … and it did 
not even have an ocean! A bunch of “has-been” sailors 
and proud of it, gathered to “live in the past” for a few 
days! Didn’t our host Fil and his wife do a great job plan-
ning ahead and entertaining us? You guys and gals were 
so magnanimous to us. We won’t ever want to resign now 
as chaplain. So we will try to hang on a bit longer. We 
feel there is great unity in our ranks and if that isn’t the 
case, we are blissfully ignorant of it. Praise God for the 
newer, younger couples that are filtering in! You younger 
folk are keeping the OVHO afloat because about 25 of us 
oldies filtered out last year.  
     Our courageous leader, Jack, with his great spirit, al-
ways provides us sound leadership. David Peckinpaugh 
and Mary, well, we couldn’t communicate with our 601+ 
Scuttlebutt readers strung out all over the U.S without the 
faithful, huge effort they make year in and year out.  
     Next year, we reunion in the Chicago area which has 
no desert but a big lake called Michigan. Reminds me of 
the time I graduated out of high school in New Mexico, 
hitch-hiked to Cleveland, sailed the Great Lakes on an 
iron ore freighter the summer of 1942 before I joined the 
Navy. Made $30 a week as a deckhand with great food 
and a sack to sleep on in a room. Hog Heaven, for sure! 
(Oops! Sorry for the rabbit trail.) Back on track! By the 
way, to you who have never been to a reunion but enjoy 
(we hope) the Scuttlebutt, thanks for your interest. A lot 
of you would like to attend but financial or health con-
cerns keep you at home. We would love to hear from you, 

so share your experiences on the Orion or other news 
with Peckinpaugh and Co. and he will print it in the Scut-
tlebutt. Why not plan on attending the next reunion, if 
possible, in the Chicago area? We have three great hosts. 
Thanks, John Bellis, Bob and Gloria Wolanin, who are 
already putting together a great time for us next Septem-
ber or October. 
     In the meantime, we’re in between Thanksgiving and 
Christmas. Let me remind you to intentionally choose to 
be thankful even if things went downhill for you in ’09. 
Be thankful just for the privilege of being a citizen in the 
good old USA even with all of its warts and woes. We 
have so much to be thankful for but probably lead the 
world in complaining. This Christmas, remember we still 
have freedom to worship God and celebrate the true 
meaning of Christmas, the Babe Jesus born in a stable in 
Bethlehem “to save us from our sins.” Be great to hear 
from any one of you! Just an email away! 

rarodes@msn.com  
— Bless and Straight ahead Chaplain Dusty 

Chaplain Dusty 
 
 
 

What a 
 

Great Reunion! 

Plankowners at the reunion  
Tom Stockeland, Dusty Rodes and Truman Sieck 

Taps 

John Condon, 1943-45, TME2, 13th Div. 
 

     John (Jack) Condon, 1943-45, TME2, 13th Div., 
passed away April 2, 2009. 
     He was proud of his time on Orion. – Donn Carnal, 
1943-45, TMM3, 13th Div. 
 

*   *   * 
Bruce Dennis, 1946-47, S2/c, 1st Div. 

 

     Bruce Dennis passed away four years ago. – Sybil 
Dennis 

*   *   * 
Jack Hellems, 1951-52, SN, 1st Div. 

 

     Wife Glenda reports the passing of Jack Hellems 51-
52, SN, 1st Div. 1-09-09. 

Herbert Ray Kennedy, electrician 
 

     Herbert Ray “Speedy” Kennedy, a retired Lehigh Port-
land Cement Co. electrician and an avid outdoorsman, 
died of complications from colon surgery at Frederick 
Memorial Hospital. The Union Bridge resident was 81. 
     After graduating from Elmer A. Wolfe High School in 
1945, he enlisted in the Navy and served in Cuba and 
Panama aboard the submarine tender USS Orion. 
— From Baltimore Sun provided by Richard Dzikowski 

*   *   * 
Correction 
 

      In the August issue, Rollie Stafford’s wife Joyce’s 
name was omitted from his obit. — Dave Bailey 



PAGE 5 THE SCUTTLEBUTT DECEMBER 2009 

Taps 

Tom Kistka  
     I am sad to tell you Tom passed away April 18, 2009 
in the V.A. Hospital in Ann Arbor. Tom was in the hospi-
tal Jan. 3, 2009 till April 18, 2009. He had third stage 
lung cancer. He had 27 radiation treatments. He fought 
hard to live. His brother, Robert was with him every day 
praying for a cure. God had other plans. We miss him so 
much. He was a wonderful brother, father and grandfa-
ther. 
     Yours truly, Shirley (sister-in-law) and Robert Kistka 
(brother) 

*   *   * 
Todd Leatherman, 1956-59, 1960-64, S-1 Div. 
     Mr. Todd W. Leatherman, passed away at age 71, on 
July 17, 2009.  His service ran on Orion from 1956 - 1959 
in the S-1 Division and again from 
1960-64, SK2, S-1 Div.    
     After his time in the Navy he 
moved to Maryland to pursue a 
career in the bowling industry, 
where he met Alice Rogers and 
they were married on January 27, 
1969.  He continued to work for 
20+ years in the bowling business 
as a manager for Fair Lanes, Bowl 
America & Greenway, all in the 
Maryland area.  Upon his passing, 
one of the people that visited us at 
the funeral home told us that the 
bowling business had lost "a legend."  He truly did love 
that business. 
     After leaving bowling management, he got invovled in 
the salvage business where he would assess and invento-
ry many types of losses for insurance companies, both 
business and personal.  He worked as a salvor for another 
20+ years, and continued to work until the date of his 
death. 
     My dad loved to tell stories about his time on the ship 
and talk about all of his shipmates, especially the captain, 
the softball team and the bowling league.  You could tell 
he really loved the time he served on Orion.  He talked so 
much about it we gave our son the middle name of Ori-
on!  He spent his free time with his family and watching 
his very favorite sport as a native Hoosier, basketball, 
especially Notre Dame!    
      He was predeceased by his wife of 40 years, Alice 
Leatherman, who passed on January 12, 2009 and he is 
survived by three children, Todd W. Leatherman, Jr.,  
Shipshewana, Ind.; Geneane M. Adams, Severn, Md., and 
Eric J. Leatherman, Pasadena, Md. 
     We are so sad to have lost him, but the memories of 
my father and his time on Orion will continue to live 
within our hearts. — Geneane Adams-Bazan 
 

*   *   * 
Jesse Wright 

 

          Reported deceased January 20, 2009. 

Vernon A. Malm, 1943-45, MoMM1 
 

     I am sorry to relate that my husband Vernon Allen 
Malm, MoMM1/c passed on March 13, 2009. He had 
Alzheimer’s for several years and was 89 years old. We 
were married for 66 years. 
     My husband was there for Orion’s first cruise and he 
had many happy memories. 
     He especially enjoyed being stationed at Perth, Aus-
tralia. 
     We were sorry we never attended any of the reunions. 
– Mrs. Shirley Malm 

*   *   * 
 

Gladston V. McDaniel, 1954-56, FP2, R Div. 
 

          Gladston V. McDaniel passed away June 7, 2009. 
We were married 54 years. Strokes took his life. Mac en-
joyed your newsletter very much. He was 80 years old. – 
Lia McDaniel 

*   *   * 
Daniel Rayha 

 

     With great sadness, I report the death of my good 
friend, Daniel Rayha of Cleveland, Ohio. He passed on 
about 18 months ago and I re-
cently thought that it would be 
nice to let you know. He had 
been in declining health for 
some time. 
     Dan served on Orion in the 
S-2 division, spending the ma-
jority of his time in the bake 
shop. Dan and I became good 
friends since my tenure on 
“Mother Orion” was pretty 
much in line with his. We spent 
many an evening at the EM 
club at the entrance to the D & 
S Piers in Norfolk. When he left Orion in early 1962, he 
was rated CS3. 
     Though we didn’t see one another very often, we did 
keep in touch. Dan spent the majority of his life in the 
Cleveland, Ohio area, though he did spend a few of his 
later years in the Southwest before returning to the Cleve-
land area. He is survived by his wife, Betty and their son, 
Daniel Rayha, Jr. 

 – Wayne K. Irwin, W1KI/4 
 

*   *   * 
William S. Ward, 1950-52, CS2 

 

     William S. Ward passed away on May 14, 2009. He 
would have been married 60 years on Nov. 14, 2009, and 
would have been 80 years old on Dec. 10, 2009. 
     He loved his family, friends and USS Orion. He was 
proud of his time in the U.S. Navy and was always cheer-
ful, never complained and had a great sense of humor. He 
was such a pleasure. We all loved him. We’ll miss him!! 

 – wife Evelyn 
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OVHO Memorial Service was conducted  by Chaplain Dusty Rodes 
at the beautiful San Xavier Mission in Tubac 

Reunion . . . a Time to 
Renew Old Friendships 

John Klena and Robert Ahkeah 

Harold and Frances Wright 

Carol and Art Mager Pat and Dennis Rose Jean and Dewey Holt 

Bernie and John Filipczak BJ Hill and R.E. (Tony) Collins 

John H. and Mary Lou Thompson Wayne and Jean Ehmen Jack and Bev Prendergast 

Chuck Burgio Jon West 
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The Banquet, Mariachi Band, Dancers 

Elda made the 
centerpieces which 

required hours of labor. 
Fil had heart surgery just 
weeks before the reunion. 

Thank you Fil and Elda 
for a great reunion. 

Filiberto and Elda Islas 
Reunion Hosts  

Aliff and Jack Dulaney 
OVHO President 

John and Joan Klena 
OVHO Vice President 

Shelva and Bob Hendrickson 

Nathaniel and Maurvene Williams Marion and Tom Stockeland Eric and Joan Washam 

Ray and Peilin Johnson 
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Minutes Annual Meeting 
October 17, 2009 
 

     The meeting was called to order by President Jack 
Dulaney. 
     He congratulated reunion hosts Filiberto and Elda Is-
las. 
     An explanation was given of the protocol for saluting 
the flag. 
     Pledge of Allegiance 
     Opening prayer by Chaplain Rodes 
     Secretary-Treasurer Dave Peckinpaugh gave the finan-
cial, stores, and membership report.  

 

Financial Report 
  

General Fund 
 

Beginning balance, Oct. 1, 2008  $20,109.66 
Income from dues and donations   10,006.94 
Expenses        7,998.53 
Balance, Sept. 30, 2009   $22,118.07 

 

Ship’s Store  
 

Beginning balance, Oct. 1, 2008    $1,325.06 
From sales           676.00   
Expenses           506.11 
Balance, Sept. 30, 2009    $ 1,494.95   

 

Reunion 
 

Sept. 30, 2009    $ 1,000.00* 
 
TOTAL ALL FUNDS   $24,613.02 
 
*Tentative balance, awaiting final figures 

 
Membership Report 2009 
 
 

597 shipmates on mailing list 
  30 shipmates reported as deceased since last reunion 

 
     Chaplain Rodes presented his report. 
     President Dulaney read a letter from Captain Ted 
Hack. 
     President Dulaney recognized the plankowners attend-
ing the reunion: 

Tom Stockeland, Ron Rodes, and Truman Sieck 
     President Dulaney recognized first time reunion at-
tendees:  

Robert Ahkeah, John Furlong, and Roger Furlong 
     No old business. 
     No new business. 
     President Dulaney recognized the hosts of the 2010 
reunion in Chicago:  

John Bellis and Bob and Gloria Wolanin 
     Meeting was adjourned. 

Attendees 
 

Robert and LaVerna Ahkeah 

Sam and Geneva Batton 

John Bellis 

Chuck Burgio and Dale Gray 

John Casey and Kevin Casey 

R.E. (Tony) Collins and BJ Hill 

Jack and Aliff Dulaney 

Wayne and Jean Ehmen 

John and Bernie Filipczak 

Bob and Shelva Hendrickson 

Dewey and Jean Holt 

Raymond and Peilin Johnson 

John and Joan Klena 

Byron and Myra Lewis 

Art and Carol Mager 

Irene Mariscotti 

Frank Mireles 

David and Mary Peckinpaugh 

Tom and Lorraine Pieper 

Jack and Bev Prendergast 

Ron (Dusty) and Alberta Rodes 

Dennis and Pat Rose 

Dick (Sags) and Jeanne Sager 

Truman Sieck and Hilda Jacobsen 

Larry and Lyndia Snyder 

Wally Stebbins and Arlene Alercia 

Thomas and Marion Stockeland 

John H. and Mary Thompson 

Eric and Joan Washam 

Jon and Lucille West 

Nathaniel and Maurvene Williams 

Robert and Gloria Wolanin 

Harold and Frances Wright 
 

Hosts Filiberto and Elda Islas 
 

Brothers John and Roger Furlong 

attended the business meeting.     

Frank Mireles 

Wally Stebbins 

Byron Lewis 

John Casey 

1988  Long Beach, CA 

1989  Charleston, SC* 

1990  Charleston, SC 

1991  New Orleans, LA 

1992  Sandusky, OH 

1993  Norfolk, VA 

1994  Kansas City, KA 

1995  St. Louis, MO 

1996  Bremerton, WA 

1997  Hyannis, MA 

1998  Lakewood, CO 

1999  San Diego, CA 

2000  Philadelphia, PA 

2001  Minneapolis, MN 

2002  Portland, OR 

2003  Mobile, AL 

2004  Brockton, MA 

2005  San Francisco, CA 

2006  Branson, MO 

2007  Norfolk, VA 

2008  Charleston, SC 

2009  Tucson, AZ 

 

* postponed due to Hurricane Hugo 

Sites of Previous Reunions 



PAGE 9 THE SCUTTLEBUTT DECEMBER 2009 

By Hartley Hird, 1953-55, SK2 
     In the spring of 1953 I transferred onboard Orion after 
two years on Howard W. Gilmore operating out of Key 
West. 
     The previous holiday season I took New Year’s leave 
off Gilmore to celebrate in my hometown of Philadelphia. 
As the clock struck 12 midnight New Year’s Eve, I pro-
posed to my girlfriend, she accepted and we became en-
gaged. Our agreement was that we would get married af-
ter I left the Navy in 1955, or if I got a billet close to 
Philly. Needless to say, Norfolk is a lot closer to Philly 
than Key West. 
     The wedding date was set for Oct. 17, 1953, in Philly. 
Leading up to the big day I avoided ship personnel in-
spectors and the need to maintain a military haircut. The 
civilian hairstyle at that time, at least in Philly was a D-A 
(short for duck’s behind). 
     The wedding went off without a hitch, including a 
honeymoon trip to the Poconos. A number of my ship-
mates attended the wedding. 

Orion Memories — 56 Years Later 
     Returning to Orion on a Saturday morning after the 21
-day leave I was forced to stand personnel inspection. I 
can still hear the inspection party to this day come to a 
complete stop behind me. The OOD asked “Did you get 
that haircut on board?” I tried to explain but to no avail. 
Down to the ship’s barber I went accompanied by the 
Master of Arms and back to a military cut. 
     To cheer me up, one of my buddies from the personnel 
department who couldn’t make the wedding gave me a 
special gift which will not be revealed here. Just let me 
say the gift was really appreciated when I was paid-off 
the day of my discharge. 
     I was discharged on January 20, 1955, a little early 
since the ship would be in the Caribbean when my actual 
date arrived. 
     After a 42-year career in the railroad industry we are 
now looking forward to our 56th wedding anniversary 
with our 30th vacation cruise. I think I may have more 
time at sea with this cruise than during my four years in 
the Navy. 

 By Kerry (Frenchy) LeBlanc, 1978-81, EN  
 

   I was stationed aboard Orion from late 1978 until mid 
1981. My workplace was the forward engine room. 
     In the summer of ’79 Orion started her time in the 
Charleston Naval Shipyard for overhaul and we all had to 
do our share of chipping and painting. One of the spaces 
assigned to the forward engine room was the starboard 
shaft alley with access just aft of the engineering log 
room. 
     One day it was time to complete the painting of the 
shaft alley and I was assigned the task along with Don 
DeMoss. 
     We lowered all our supplies down the hole and began 
the painting of the primer coat. Since the shaft alley was 
basically a long narrow room, if you sang, the acoustics 
carried your voice all around and created a slight echo 
effect, making anyone’s singing, good or bad, sound a lot 
better. 
     DeMoss and I were having a good time painting and 
singing together (some old bluegrass song I think) for 
quite some time when we heard a voice shouting down 
the hole. It was our chief – last name was Driver – and we 
stopped singing and went to the bottom of the ladder and 
looked up to see what he needed. He then shouted: “You 
boys come up out of there? Y’all are high as a kite!” We 
then turned and looked at each other, and started laughing 
our heads off! 
     Apparently, we were high as a kite, but we hadn’t no-
ticed as it had come on slow while we were painting and 
singing. 
     Somehow the vent fan had stopped running and all the 
fumes had concentrated,  causing our state! Good thing he 
checked on us, or we could have died down there!  

High in the Shaft Alley 

Dean McMillen fresh out of boot camp 1951 
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By Frank Birney, 1951-55, 5th Div. 
     Memorable times on the Orion. Visit to Havana, a 
beautiful city. Visit to San Juan. Visit to St. Thomas. Es-
pecially the first night. Filling all the voids on the port 
side instead of alternating port and starboard and bending 

Front row: Overstreet, Wright, Causey, Wolfe, Lowe, Greil, Kuechmann, Rosamond. 
Second row: Umensetter, Osborne, Coleman, Guftafson, Mort, Konczewski, Watson. 
Third row: Lt. Rhudy, Joyal, Birney, Spisak, Funk, Brear, Evans, Gallaher, Batton, Chief Stesney. 
Fourth row: Langston, Cox, Jensen, Rooney, Breitag, Purcell, Thorkelson, Miller, Pritchard. 

5th Division — April 1954 

C. Robert Anderson 
Norman R. Boesch 
Gordon K. Branes 
Dominic Brugia 
Alfred E. Cadreau 
Donn Carnal 
Jason M. Carter 
James S. Cimino 
Roy Cleveland 
Ray Coats 
Milan B. Dady 
Jerry R. Dalley 
Harold Davis 

L. Wayne Davis 
Willie L. Davis 
Joseph Etiopia 
Thor Feind 
George Gilstrap 
Robert Goldman 
Max J. Graff III 
A. Dale Green 
George O. Houg 
Eugene Kump 
J.S. Lamb 
Joe Laufer 
Edwin F. Longhurst 

Arthur F. Milligan 
Ken Mysinger 
Guy E. Robertson 
Ron Rodes 
Truman Sieck 
Leonard Small 
Robert Neal Smith 
Vernon J. Smith 
Don Snyder 
Arthur R. Sorries 
Stanley A. Stemp 
Thomas Stockeland 
Robert Strohamn 

Plankowners 

Below is a list of plankowners on our mailing list. 

Photo provided by Frank Birney 

D.O. Stuck 
Ernest Stump 
Melvin G. Sumner 
Warren H. Swartz 
J.B. Tinsley 
Ed Tocko 
Charles T. Turner 
Edward G. Voss 
Wallace A. Wade 
Andrew S. Wappel 
Elmer White 

the scuppers against the pier. Some people were not 
amused. Checking the forward voids during the hurricane 
in Rhode Island. Calling out the fire party for a fire in the 
torpedo stowage at 2 a.m. while out at sea. Seeing smoke 
when we opened the hatch to see what was on fire.  

Memorable Times on Orion 
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By Richard Berman 
1965-67, QM3, E. Div. 

     Straight out of high school to Bldg. 18, Norfolk Va. 
     I reported on board at midnight and was told to re-
port to the galley in the a.m. to peel potatoes. My high 
school records showed I got 95 in typing – just what the 
head of operations on the bridge was looking for. I nev-
er touched a potato (only to eat them) and became a 
QM. 

Great Memories 

     Fabulous duty with great shipmates. There was 
Frakes SM1, Davenport SM1, Poland SM3, Dranbauer 
QM3, Cotter, McGinnis, Rapoza, Walker, all SN like 
myself. 
     My tour on Orion lasted 18 months until the USS 
Kittiwake (ASR-13) needed a QM for a Med cruise and 
I was drafted . . . a great cruise with a lot of good mem-
ories.  

     Orion’s basketball team in year 1948. The only name I 
remember is WO-1 Idds who was coach and player. We 
had a pretty good team. 
     I was on Orion about 6 months in 1948 and served 
with my brother Starling R. Tapp ENC. He was trans-

ferred to Charleston, S.C., minecraft base for shore duty 
and I volunteered for the reserve fleet in Charleston and 
transferred in late 1948. 
     My last tour of duty was on Orion as ship’s store officer 
in 1972 and 1973. – Clovis Tapp 

Idds 
Tapp 
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     One story I recall:  I was watching, along with a few of 
my shipmates, a sub's crew loading food stores from the 
pier through Orion and onto their boat tied up along-
side.  When the crew got to loading ice cream I asked my 
mates if they would help me eat a case of ice cream sand-

That's me with my hand on the life 
ring. With me is EM3 Wallace 

(forgot his last name.) Me in the gun turret 

Me on left, Wallace on right. We are 
holding a sign with "Dec. 2, 1968." 

I mustered out the next day. 

Me back off liberty; too much 
champagne.   

USS Skipjack (SSN-585) at D&S Pier 

Looking forward  Looking aft from bow. 

Me at the signal light. 

Photos taken aboard Orion in the Fall of 1968. 
By E. Jim Renda, EM3, E Div., 1967-68 

wiches I spotted sitting on the pier waiting to be load-
ed.  They said yes and I joined the working party, picked 
up the target ice cream and returned to the Battery Locker 
where we commenced eating as many sandwiches as 
quick as we could. 



     The 15,000-ton, 550-foot Orion, a submarine tender, 
was built by the Moore Dry Dock Company, Oakland, 
California. Her keel was laid 31 July 1941, four months 
before the start of World War II. She was launched 14 
October 1942, and commissioned on 30 September 1943. 
Mrs. S. Culp sponsored her and Captain C. S. Isgrig, 
USN, was her first Captain. 
     Months before Orion was commissioned, the crew was 
being assembled at Treasure Island, a man-made island 
that was built for a fair that was held in San Francisco. I 
was assigned to Orion on June 1, four months before it 
was commissioned. The crew that was finally assembled 
was made up to a great extent by men like me who joined 
the Navy to serve for the duration of the war plus six 
months. 
     Orion was commissioned on September 30, 1943, and 
I went aboard; finally a sailor. When I reported to the Ra-
dio Technician work space for the first time, I met the 
whole crew of 10 or 12 radio technicians and Mr. Smith 
our superior officer. I was assigned a bunk in the aft of 
the ship close to the brig. Yes, we had a brig with jail-
type doors. The ship had a loudspeaker system to give us 
commands and the news. Food service was nothing to 
brag about. It was typical Navy — a few selections at 
breakfast and then one meal at noon and evening. There 
was always a line on Friday noon. We would have canned 
salmon and canned peaches with potatoes and clam chow-
der. The cooks couldn’t do much to spoil that lunch. I 
complained about the food, yet I weighed 250 pounds 
when I was discharged. Every day a report of Orion was 
published and made available to the crew. I was im-
pressed by the amount of fresh water that was produced 
every day. 
     One thing that came in loud and clear: democracy was 
not practiced on a ship. The Captain was supreme and 
democracy ended when you walked up the plank onto the 
ship. For minor infractions, sailors were taken to the Ex-
ecutive Officer’s Mast. For major infractions, sailors were 
taken before the Captain. 
     We were taken to a gunnery school south of San Fran-
cisco. I think it was 40-millimeter guns that we were 
learning to shoot. They were anti-aircraft guns. We were 
along the ocean and a boat was tugging a target several 
feet behind it and we were trying to hit the target. We 
were there about three days. Orion also had two large 5-
inch guns on the top deck. 
     When we were in a secure port and the weather was 
nice, we had movies on the top deck every night after 
dark. We would go up to the top deck and play Hearts 
until the movie started. Do not ask me why Hearts and 
how to play the game. Then the movie equipment became 
our responsibility to keep up, so we started to have our 
own movies in our work space. 
     A harkened addition came in my life, when I got 
aboard Orion. We had a Chaplain on board so we had 
weekly Sunday church services. It mattered not what a 

sailor’s schedule was, he would be released to attend 
church service. I never missed a Sunday. We had a piano-
type instrument and a sailor who could play it, so we had 
music. 
     We had a coffee pot in the work area and we used gov-
ernment issued mugs from the Mess Hall which was a no-
no. So when the Captain was scheduled to inspect our 
work area, we would hide the mugs. We would put mon-
ey in the kitty and when we needed coffee, sugar and 
powdered cream, someone would purchase them and take 
money out of the kitty to pay for them. 
     I must point out that, from the very beginning, mail 
was very important to sailors. Our mood would swing 
depending on whether we did or did not get mail — not 
every day, but some each week. My sister, Wanda, was 
such a dear, a letter every week. If we were out to sea, we 
would not get the mail until we got into port, but all of her 
weekly letters were always there. 
     It would be the last of November before the first sub-
marine would come alongside. We kept busy and started 
every day promptly with breakfast and then to Quarters. 
There was no sleeping in and missing Quarters. If we 
were absent, the person in charge was required to report 
us absent and that would mean going before the Executive 
Officer to explain our absence. That would be no fun. 
     Captain of the Head! Sounds impressive, but the Head 
in the Navy is the restroom. We were assigned to be the 
Captain of the Head for a week at a time. We were sup-
posed to keep the head spotless and pass the inspection 
that was held each week. If we failed the inspection, we 

My Service on USS Orion (AS-18) 
By Milan B. Dady, RTC2, 12th Div., 1943-45 



would get it another week; so you can see, we made sure 
we passed. 
     We were told that we could not have electric irons on 
board. We were supposed to pack our clothes that came 
back from the laundry carefully so they were wrinkle-
free. One day, we went out to inspection in our un-ironed 
clothes and Mr. Smith was furious, but we told him we 
were not supposed to have irons. He told us that if we had 
an iron, to use it, and no one would be taking it away 
from us. Two of the sailors had brought irons and they 
permitted the rest of us to use them. 
     The time came for Orion to be taken out for a shake-
down cruise. We passed under the Golden Gate Bridge 
and out to the Pacific Ocean. For me, it was like a roller 
coaster. First, we would be looking down into the water 
and next up at the blue sky. I wish I could say I never got 
seasick but the truth of the matter, for the next two or 
three days, I wondered why I had joined the Navy. It was 
that way every time we went to sea after being in a harbor 
for awhile. Then, I was okay after that. I remember the 
first time that I went to chow when we were out in the 
Pacific. Sailors would get their tray full of food and sit 
down to eat. Then, so many of them jumped up and made 
their way out of the mess hall to the side of the ship. I 
managed to stay put, but I admit I never ate very much. 
     A new experience for all of the men new to the Navy 
was being assigned watches. All of us would get watches 
from time to time — four hours at a time in some place on 
the top deck. We would have another sailor with us. Our 
main assignment was to watch the sky overhead and the 
water around us for anything of a suspicious nature. 
Sleeping on watch was a very serious offense so I was 
happy there were two of us together. We could talk to 
each other, so that was a blessing. We wore earphones 
and had a mike to keep in contact with the central office. 
     Orion went to the area around San Diego and we had 
one liberty while we were there. I went ashore, but did 
nothing unusual. We were in and out of the harbor for 
three or four days before returning to San Francisco. We 
did not come across any submarines in San Diego. 
     Today, we refer to men who have love interests with 
other men as being Gay. I do not know what we called 
them when I was in the Navy, but we had one and he 
would seek out men after they retired for the night. He 
would get away before being identified. But one night he 
was apprehended and put in the brig until we returned to 
San Francisco. He was then taken off the ship and I as-
sume discharged. 
     Just before we left San Francisco for the shakedown 
cruise, a new naval officer came on board. Throughout 
the shakedown cruise, he was out talking to sailors asking 
questions about how things were going and was there an-
ything we did not like, including officers on Orion. When 
we returned to San Francisco, he left the ship. Come to 
find out, he was an intelligence officer who was on the 
ship to make certain everything would go OK. In a few 
days an officer the crew didn’t like was also gone, thanks 
to the intelligence officer. 
     Nothing spectacular happened after we returned to San 
Francisco except many trucks started to come alongside 
the ship and unload whatever they were hauling. I was 

amazed how much cargo Orion could hold. But then Ori-
on was more than 500 feet long and 70 feet wide. It had 
three decks above the water and that many below. It was 
evident that we were getting ready to leave the United 
States. 
     On 22 November 1942, a new submarine tender, Ori-
on, slipped quietly under the Golden Gate Bridge and 
headed westward to join the great war of attrition that 
U.S. Submarine Forces were then waging against a deter-
mined enemy. As we were moving out of the harbor, a 
Navy boat came alongside and a sailor came onboard. He 
had gone AWOL to avoid leaving the United States. He  
had been held until Orion was leaving the States so he 
could sail with us without getting off. 
     When Orion sailed under the Golden Gate Bridge, I 
was on the top deck as we sailed under it. Someone said, 
“Take a good look at it men, it will be a long time before 
you see it again.” It has been for me since I have never 
seen it again. 
     The ship was fixed so no lights would shine out at 
night. Hatches had a switch that would turn off the lights 
when they were opened. We were on our way to the 
South Pacific and,  in five days, we arrived at Pearl Har-
bor in Hawaii. 
     It had been nearly two years since the Japanese had 
bombed Pearl Harbor. The battleship Arizona was sunk 
by Japanese in the harbor, and when we arrived, we could 
see what remained. It was already a monument for all of 
us to remember that day. The climate was delightful and 
we were ready for liberty which was granted to us, but we 
had to return by 6 p.m. We took a boat to the base and 
then, at the gate, we would catch a bus to Honolulu. We 
were warned to salute officers because officers would 
walk the streets with Shore Patrol behind them to catch 
sailors who did not salute. They would get a ticket and 
were ordered to return to their ship. We found a tavern 
and enjoyed the day until it was time to return to Orion. 
We spent more than two weeks in Pearl Harbor getting 
ready to sail again. 
     During Orion’s first year at war, more than half of the 
Japanese Merchant Fleet – 2.5 million tons – was sent to 
the bottom by U.S. submarines. Nor was the Imperial Na-
vy neglected during that year. In all, 122 naval vessels 
plunged to the bottom forever. Doomed fighting ships 
included the 59,000-ton super carrier, Shinano, six lesser 
carriers, the 31,000-ton battleship, Kango, two heavy 
cruisers, eight light cruisers, 31 destroyers, seven subma-
rines, and an assortment of sub-chasers, gunboats, mine 
craft, frigates, and other small craft. Orion’s own squad-
ron of ten submarines took more than a fair share of the 
toll. 
     On November 30, just two days after arriving at Pearl 
Harbor, only eight days after leaving San Francisco, Ori-
on serviced its first submarine, USS Gar (SS-206). In a 
few days, we were out to sea again not knowing where we 
were headed, but we had a destroyer as an escort. So we 
assumed we were heading for enemy waters, but nothing 
happened. 
     Shellbacks (sailors who had crossed the Equator) on 
Orion began to plan for the initiation of Pollywogs, sail-
ors like me who had never crossed the Equator, and they 
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started to let us know what was going to happen to us. 
Some of the sailors who were not Shellbacks petitioned 
the Captain to stop the initiation because they were in the 
Navy for just the duration of the war. But the Captain said 
it was a long-standing tradition in the Navy and he would 
not interfere. The day before we crossed the Equator, the 
Royal Family came aboard (of course they were sailors 
playing the parts of King Neptune, the Royal Highness 
and the Royal Baby). We were called to Quarters and the 
Royal Family walked through the ship. A platform was 
constructed on the top deck and we were told to report 
there sometime during the day or someone would come 
and drag us there. I reported and had to walk through a 
paddle line, then up on the platform. I had to kiss the 
stomach of the Royal Baby which was covered with dirty 
oil and grease. Then on to the operating table where some 
ugly stuff was poured over me and some of my hair was 
cut. Then I was let go and was announced as a Shellback. 
I had to walk through another paddling line to get off the 
platform. I was a Shellback. The officers were initiated 
too, but by Shellback officers. I remember one thing they 
had to do was drop a bucket down in the ocean on one 
side of the ship, bring it up full and then go over and 
dump it on the other side. Then, they would come to the 
center of Orion, salute the Officer of the Day and say, 
“The ocean is undivided Sir.” 

     On December 24, we arrived in Brisbane, Australia. 
Orion started up the river to the harbor. Suddenly, people 
were coming out on their balconies and were waving at 
us. We thought that was great until we heard that the sis-
ter ship to Orion (looked like Orion) had left port just a 
week or two before and the people thought it was return-
ing. 
 

     So I spent Christmas Day, 1943, in Brisbane. Our 
Christmas mail arrived. I remember the powdered cook-
ies. We were granted liberty even though we were there 
such a short time. Someone told us that if we spied a 
black Chrysler with a flag on the fender to be sure to sa-
lute since it would be General MacArthur. I don’t recall 
seeing the Chrysler there, but when I lived in Virginia, I 
visited the MacArthur Museum and the Chrysler was 
there. 
 

     We were in another country. Traffic moved in reversal 
to that in the United States. We were accustomed to look-
ing to our left before we started to cross a street. Looking 
that way in Brisbane nearly got me killed as the cars were 
coming from the other direction. We found a tavern, and 
then we were confronted with the money. As I recall, we 
had not been paid as yet in Aussie money, so we had a 
time paying our bill. The harbor was in the city, so we did 
not need transportation. I was in Brisbane in the winter 
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and summer. It has wonderful climate the year around and 
I thought it would be a nice place to live. 
     Mr. Smith was the man who censored our outgoing 
mail. I remember one day when another officer came to 
Mr. Smith and asked him to put his name on a letter he 
wanted to mail. Mr. Smith did what he had to do without 
reading the letter and it was considered censored. But one 
day, Mr. Smith called us all together and said, “I don’t 
know whether you are writing more letters to me or your 
family back home. If you have things you want to talk 
about, come in and tell me. Use the mail for your loved 
ones and don’t make me cut things out of them.” 
     We left Brisbane and sailed around the southern por-
tion of Australia and arrived at Fremantle, the harbor for 
Perth, a city of about a half million people. It was Janu-
ary, 1944, and summer in Australia, so we appreciated 
that. Perth was about 19 miles inland from the harbor. 
The Navy already had a base at the harbor and we an-
chored next to it. 
     We barely got settled before a submarine came into the 
harbor. The band began playing and we all went out to 
see the boat approach Orion. Its crew was standing at at-
tention topside and they were flying small flags to indi-
cate the Japanese shipping they had sunk. The boat tied 
alongside Orion and then the crew left the boat and went 
to a hotel in Perth for the next two or three weeks. Radio 
Technicians and other work crews went onboard to get 
the boat ready for another tour of duty. The crew on a 
boat would always give us a list of things that needed to 
be done. Nothing changed, submarine after submarine, 
the ritual was the same. 
     As with any submarine tender, Orion’s mission was to 
serve as a forward Navy Yard and Supply Base wrapped 
in one package as close to the enemy’s shipping lanes as 
the strategic situation would allow. Assisting in maintain-
ing the material readiness of submarines and related ships 
tended, providing adequate stocks of consumable supplies 
and enhancing the morale of the submarine crews were 
her daily tasks. How well Orion did her job is told in the 
record she set. Among the finest of these records is that 
not one of the submarines serviced by her failed to meet 
its sailing deadline. It has been reported that not one of 
the submarines leaving her side was lost due to enemy 
action although I thought two were lost. 
     Month after month, submarines came to Orion to get 
ready for another tour, and in less than a month they were 
gone. Tours for submarines from Fremantle were about 
60 days, 15 days to get to target area, 30 days patrolling 
and then 15 days return. Some of the submarines were 
alongside Orion at least three times in the seven months 
we were in Fremantle. One of the radiomen on one of the 
submarines told me his Captain was too brazen. He would 
take after Japanese destroyers that were out there to seek 
out submarines and sink them. I cannot recall whether it 
was one of the submarines that was lost. 
     We came to Australia to work on submarines, so it is 
appropriate that they be mentioned first. I remember 
many other things about my seven months in Fremantle 
and Perth. But, my memory bank did not record them in 
my mind in the order in which they occurred, so I will just 
mention them as they come to my mind. 

     I remember the newspaper in Perth that was published 
once a week on Saturday. Sailors loved to read the paper 
because it told of all the details of detectives bursting into 
bedrooms and finding couples in bed. It would be a per-
son in bed with someone other than a spouse. Unfaithful-
ness was the only valid reason for a divorce in Australia, 
so they would have proof the spouse was unfaithful and a 
divorce would be granted.    
     Before any liberty was granted, the chief medical of-
ficer met with the sailors in small groups. He told us that 
we were going to be here for awhile. When we went on 
liberty, we would meet many young ladies who would be 
vulnerable to sailors from a foreign land. If we needed 
help in knowing how to be careful, we should come in 
and talk with a member of the medical staff. 
     To go on a liberty, we had to take a boat to the other 
side of the harbor. One night, the boat moved out just as I 
stepped to get in and I fell into the water. I had to go back 
to Orion and get a complete fresh outfit before I could go 
on liberty. When Mr. Smith saw me, he laughed. He 
thought it was a great joke on me. Of course, I never felt 
that way about it. 
     We would start liberty in our favorite tavern in Fre-
mantle. We would have a couple of beers and then head 
over to catch the Jitney. The Jitney would carry about 12 
persons and it cost 25 cents one way to ride it to and from 
Perth. One day, the local newspaper carried a two-picture 
cartoon about the Jitney. The first picture showed Aussies 
in front of a group of U.S. sailors waiting for the Jitney. 
The second picture showed the sailors in the Jitney and 
the Aussies picking themselves up off the ground. I don’t 
remember us being that bad. The Jitney was powered by a 
charcoal burner placed on the rear bumper. 
     We could get a complete meal in a restaurant for about 
40 cents American. Movies cost a quarter and a glass of 
beer was 10 cents. With $50.00 a month going home, I 
was left with $42.00 a month for everything else on and 
off Orion. I must tell you that cigarettes cost 55 cents a 
carton; so we could take a carton on liberty and sell them 
for at least $5.00. I carried a sack of Bull Durham with 
me on liberty. If an Aussie asked for a smoke, I would 
hand him the sack and tell him to roll his own. 
     When we would get to Perth, we would start looking 
for young ladies standing on the corners. There were three 
women in my life in Perth, but that is all that I am saying 
about them. There were others on a one-night stand. If we 
picked up a woman, it was never to go to a tavern unless 
the woman would request it. I would never take a woman 
to a tavern. Women were not permitted in the bar area. 
There was always a room with tables and chairs where 
women would be served. It would be to a restaurant and 
then a movie. As the movie was shown, the Aussies 
would laugh at things the sailors saw nothing funny and 
then the sailors would laugh in parts and the Aussies were 
mute. Guess we had different funny bones. 
     They had an outside auditorium and I got there once 
for some reason or other. They were collecting money for 
some cause or another and they challenged the sailors to 
donate more money than the Aussies. I do not know how 
it came out, but I imagine the sailors did quite well for  
themselves since we did like the Aussies because we were 
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always treated well by them. 
     One evening a woman took me to her house for dinner 
and to meet her family. There was a young boy there 
about the age of my sister, Ardella, and I gave her address 
to him. Ardella told me that he wrote her, so they knew 
then where I was at. 
     A classic remembrance of Perth was the time a New 
Zealand transport arrived in the harbor. The soldiers on 
board were granted liberty and it was my day too. We 
found out from the soldiers that they blamed the Ameri-
cans for bombing one of their troop ships at one of the 
islands in which they were engaging the Japanese. So 
they were hostile to us. I do not remember how it was 
arranged, but a group of them and a group of us met at the 
park. Each group formed a line and the top man on each 
line came out and fought until they called it quits and then 
the next couple did the same thing. I was well back in 
line, and after 12 or 13 couples fought it out, a truce was 
called and they left. I thought we would shake hands and 
go to a tavern for a drink. In Fremantle that day, a New 
Zealand soldier was killed in an altercation with an Amer-
ican. All liberties were cancelled for us until the troop 
ship left the harbor. I think the ship stayed just another 
day or two. 
     I went on a submarine to do some work that they re-
quested. While I was working, the Skipper decided to take 
the submarine out for a dive and see if everything was 
okay. I thought it was great to go out and see how it was 
to exist below the surface of the water. It was the only 
time that I was on a sub when it submerged, so I had that 
on my record. I finished my task and the sub came back 
into the harbor and docked. I went topside and saw Orion 
leaving the harbor. Using flags, they contacted Orion on 
what I should do. I was told to report to the Base Com-
mander and wait for Orion to return. I found out that there 
was a fear that a Japanese force may be coming to Fre-
mantle to bomb us, so Orion was going south for a few 
days. I had nothing but what I was carrying, but I went to 
the base and existed for seven days until Orion returned. 
When I got back on Orion, I was told that I had been re-
ported as missing, so I had to go to Mast. When I told the 
officer what had happened, he excused me. That was a 
great ending to my stay alone. 
     I will give you a few tidbits of information. Aborigines 
in Australia were equivalent to our Indians. They were the 
natives before the other people came. They were discrimi-
nated against like the Indians in America. They were easy 
to spot in a crowd. They could not be in Perth after dark. 
There was something in the water I guess, because people 
in Australia lost their teeth at a very early age. Children as 
young as 14 years were in the work force because of the 
shortage of workers with so many men in the army. So 
many families had a casualty of a loved one being wound-
ed or killed in the war – husband, father, brother, nephew, 
uncle, or cousin. They spoke the English language, but 
like us, they put their own pronunciation to the words. We 
could communicate, but it was not all that easy. We ar-
rived in January, their summer, and we were there 
through much of their winter. Comparing winter with Ne-
braska, it was more like Arizona. Stores would have a tea 

break in the middle of the morning and afternoon. Cus-
tomers in the store were invited to participate. Tavern 
owners would cater to the American sailors. I was stand-
ing at the bar one evening, when an Aussie told the bar-
tender he would be sorry some day when the Americans 
left and the Aussies would not come in any more. The 
bartender told the Aussie, when the Americans leave, I 
will have enough so I can sell out and retire. I remember 
in Fremantle we had fresh milk. That was a welcome de-
parture from the powdered stuff, so we could have milk 
with our meals. 
     I told you about having government issued mugs for 
our coffee and how we would hide them when a Captain’s 
inspection was to come about. The men in charge of the 
mess hall began to complain about the rapid disappear-
ance of the mugs. So one day, divers went overboard and 
inspected the bottom of the harbor. They came up with so 
many mugs that the Skipper decided mugs would be al-
lowed in the work stations. It seems that instead of hiding 
the mugs, other sailors would just throw them overboard 
and then get replacements from the mess hall. 
     You would think that the Navy would be concerned 
about keeping us in shape. But there were no formal exer-
cising or marching out on the dock throughout my time 
on Orion. The only exercise we got was what we did on 
our own and the walking that we did on ship, submarines, 
and liberty. I must confess that I did little on my own. 
     On our Memorial Day, 1944, I was one of 20 sailors 
who were taken to an auditorium in Perth. We marched in 
and found our place on the stage. Then, a like group of 
Aussie soldiers marched majestically into the building 
and joined us on the stage. They put us to shame in 
marching. The speaker got up and talked about Memorial 
Day in United States and how important it was to Ameri-
cans. It could not have been said better at home. When the 
service ended and we marched out, we were free for the 
rest of the day. What a wonderful Memorial Day! 
     It was my 21st birthday, August 6, 1944, and Orion set 
sail forever from Fremantle with Brisbane its destination. 
In Brisbane, we were given liberty and reminded to salute 
the black Chrysler. Nothing eventful happened on liberty, 
but back at Orion, it was being loaded down with water-
proof packages that could be carried by one person. 
     In a few days we set sail again, the last time from Bris-
bane. After a few days, we put the anchor down in the 
harbor of Mios Woendi, part of Biak, a Dutch island. Biak 
was on the Equator, hot, hot. 
     Then the main purpose of our trip to Biak was re-
vealed. Submarines came alongside and picked up the 
waterproof packages. They were going to the Philippines 
so the people there would be ready to help when the Unit-
ed States Armed Forces returned to subdue the Japanese, 
who invaded the islands at the beginning of the war. Oth-
er submarines came for assistance, but not like at Freman-
tle. Orion became the advance Submarine Base Able. 
During her service there, Orion serviced 24 submarines 
and 476 surface vessels. 
     There was a barge a short distance from Orion. It was 
our rest haven. Every four days we could go over to the 
barge and have two beers, rest and relaxation. I chose to 
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have soft drinks instead of beer. It was there that I made 
one of the biggest mistakes in my life. I decided to go 
swimming in the beautiful looking water. That night I was 
awakened with a terrible earache. The next day and every 
day thereafter I went to Sick Bay. The doctor tried every-
thing but to no avail. Finally, he told me when I got to a 
cooler climate; I would get rid of the pain. That would be 
three months later, so I had to endure the pain while we 
were there. 
     The natives would sail around the harbor in their ca-
noes. We could spot their chief because he would sit in 
the middle of the canoe with men in front and back doing 
the rowing. One day, one of the canoes came close to Ori-
on and the Skipper ordered the fire hose be used to spray 
water on them. So after that, all of the canoes stayed clear 
of Orion. It was said that the Japanese captured on the 
island were wearing American Navy clothes. The natives 
were conducting trades with the sailors and the Japanese. 
     American servicemen from the islands were brought to 
Orion for rest and relaxation. I never thought of Orion as 
a pleasure liner, but they seemed to like coming over for a 
three-day stay. We had movies at night in the Mess Hall. 
We had three square meals a day and we had the barge for 
beer and other things. 
     The most important event in Biak was the Japanese 
attack. It was the only time in the war that we were direct-
ly involved with the Japanese. We were called to General 
Quarters. Except for two bombs that exploded in the wa-
ter near Orion, all of the bombs landed on the islands. 
Orion rocked when the bombs exploded and I must admit 
that I was scared like I had never been before. 
     Another important event at Biak was my absentee bal-
lot for the 1944 election. I do not remember whether I 
wrote for it or someone at home arranged it for me, but I 
received it and got to vote. I had just turned 21 so it was 
my first election. I went down to the Chaplain and he as-
sisted me in mailing it back. President Roosevelt was run-
ning for his fourth term. 
        We arrived in September and it was now December. 
We set sail again and believe me it was about time as I 
suffered with an earache all of the time we were in Biak. 
We arrived back at Pearl Harbor just in time for Christ-
mas 1944. Our Christmas things and other mail were 
waiting for us. The usual powdered cookies were there to 
be opened and thrown away. Weather in Hawaii was de-

lightful and as the doctor said, the pain was no longer 
with me. 
     While we were stationed in Pearl Harbor this time, 
officers were flown back to the United States for leave 
with their families. Sailors got a week at a camp along the 
ocean. We could swim and do whatever we wished to do. 
There was no work attached and the food was good. I en-
joyed swimming and riding the waves back to shore. 
     I really do not recall any submarines coming alongside 
at Pearl Harbor. But I do remember that we installed new 
radar equipment for Orion and I climbed the mast to do 
some of the work that had to be done up there. It was 
great to be able to look all over the base. I remember see-
ing an aircraft carrier that had returned to the base after 
being bombed by the Japanese in one of the sea battles. 
     Then one day a barge pulled alongside loaded with 
bags of cement. A crew of about 12 of us carried the bags 
one at a time to the place on Orion where they were being 
stored. With that many of us, it was not very hard duty. 
     It was the first of April 1945, and Orion was preparing 
to set sail again. We had a wonderful three months at 
Pearl Harbor with lots of liberty in Honolulu. The day 
came when Orion set sail. Not knowing where we were 
headed, we wondered about the cement. Where was it 
going? April 12th came and we crossed the International 
Date Line. Some time later that day, an announcement 
came across the loud speaker that President Roosevelt had 
died. It was Friday, April 13th for us. What a sad day! 
     Arriving in Guam, we discovered the cement would be 
unloaded there. So a crew of 10 or 12 men carried the 
cement bags over to the barge that had come alongside 
Orion. After the cement was unloaded, Orion set sail 
again and in a few days we anchored at Saipan, a sister 
island of Guam. Both Guam and Saipan were islands that 
the Japanese invaded at the start of the war and American 
servicemen had come back and won the islands back. 
Some Japanese were still hiding in both islands. Subma-
rines started to come alongside for minor repairs, nothing 
like Fremantle. A picture taken one time showed seven 
submarines alongside Orion. It has been reported that 
Orion worked on submarines 114 times and also worked 
on 214 surface vessels. 
     It was always a great sight to see the bomber aircraft 
circle the harbor as they were returning from a bombing 
run over Japan. Their runway was on another island close 
by that was a sister to Saipan. It was always late afternoon 
when they returned. By this time in the war, the Japanese 
had few ships left and the submarines were out there to 
pick up aircraft people who had to ditch their plane after a 
bombing run over Japan. 
     On the Saipan beach, an area had been developed to 
provide rest and relaxation for the sailors. We could come 
over every four days and two beers were waiting for us. 
Actually, I chose a soft drink because I never cared to 
drink beer there. 
     During our stay at Saipan a USO troupe came to enter-
tain us and we went over to the rest area where they per-
formed. The two people I remember were Gene Autry and 
Charles Ruggles. I tried to get Gene’s autograph for 
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Glenn Johnson, but I was unable to get close enough to 
him. 
     I went down on a submarine to do some work they had 
requested. The Captain of the boat was sitting there close 
by and shaking so badly that he could hardly hold a cup 
with two hands to drink. He was talking about one of his 
sailors going over to the beach and buying some Japanese 
teeth. I thought the sailor was taken in by someone be-
cause I doubted there were any Japanese teeth around. He 
said the sailor was going to have to get rid of the teeth 
before they sailed. I was sure glad I wasn’t going out with 
the Captain. 
     Lacy, a Radio Technician, got permission to go ashore 
and go down to the Marine Camp that was on the island. 
He got permission for me to go with him. We got on Sai-
pan and started to walk down a path toward the Marine 
camp. There were high trees on both sides of the path and 
we thought about the Japanese who were still at large. In 
any event, we got to the camp and Lacy got to see and 
visit with the Chaplain who had been his preacher at 
home. We got back to Orion okay. I picked up a paper 
flyer written in Japanese. When I returned to Pearl Har-
bor, I had someone tell me what it said. It was telling the 
Japanese that they should turn themselves in so they could 
go home. 
     It was my birthday on August 6, 1945, when the an-
nouncement was made about the atomic bomb being 
dropped on Hiroshima, Japan, and about the apparent cas-
ualties. I still remember that day. We were aware that the 

war might end abruptly, but we were concerned what it 
meant for future wars. Then on August 9, an atomic bomb 
was dropped on Nagasaki. We got a signal that the war 
was over and there was a big celebration throughout the 
harbor. But then we got word that the war was not over; 
so everything went quiet. But on August 15, the war was 
over. 
     I personally was hoping that we would go to Japan. 
We were the closest tender to Japan; so why not go there 
for a while before going back to the States. In a few days, 
another tender came into the harbor and the men an-
nounced they were on their way to Japan. They had just 
come from the States. 
     Then the arguments began on who should get out of 
the Navy first. Married men said they should get out first 
to get a job and support their families. Single men like me 
believed the motto of first in, first out should be the rule 
to follow. But the Navy came up with its plan, and argu-
ments ceased. I fared well. 
     In the first day or two of September, our officer came 
in and asked us how long it would take to get things ready 
to head back to Pearl Harbor. We told him about 10 
minutes. He said we were leaving the next day. The next 
day, Orion started its trip back to the States. As it turned 
out, we had worked on our last submarine. 
     When we got ready to leave, they brought American 
servicemen onboard for their start back home. One day, I 
was walking through a passageway and ran right into 
Boyd Carver, who was a member of my graduating class 
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in Kearney High School. Boyd had distinguished service 
as a medic in the Armed Forces and they were sending 
him back to the States. 
     Believing that we would be at Pearl Harbor only a 
short time and also believing I would be among the first 
to get leave, I estimated that I would be home by Septem-
ber 20 after 27 months. The trip back to Pearl Harbor was 
like a pleasure cruise. Hatches and portholes were open 
and we were sitting outside. We had movies on the top 
deck at night. When we arrived at Pearl Harbor, every-
thing seemed to be moving ahead for our voyage to the 
States. We were excited about San Francisco being five 
days away. 
     Then another bombshell hit us. We were not going to 
San Francisco, but instead we were going to the East 
Coast. To get there, we would be heading south to Pana-
ma, go through the Canal and then come up the Atlantic 
to Norfolk, Virginia. How was I going to get to Kearney 
from there? 
     We got one last liberty in Honolulu. We were taken 
aback because the officers were no longer walking the 
streets to catch us for not saluting. I figured they wanted 
us to forget that, so we would stay in the Navy. 
     We left Pearl Harbor for the last time and headed 
southeast for Panama. After several days, we arrived there 
and were given one short afternoon of liberty. We were 
walking to the main part of the city when we came to a 
series of buildings that looked like garages since each one 
had a large garage door. A few of them were open and a 
woman was sitting there in a rocker. Behind her was a 
bed. Then we realized who they were. If they got a cus-
tomer, they would close the garage door. Also, boys were 
running alongside us peddling their sisters. 
     We continued on to a tavern. When we went in, we 
noticed several women sitting alone at a table. So we split 
up and each went to one of the women. I sat down with 
one of the women and asked if I could buy her a drink and 
she consented. She told me the bartender knew what she 
drank. When the drinks came, she told me she could sit 
with me as long as I bought her drinks. Then she confided 
that while I was paying for an alcoholic drink, actually 
she was drinking only tea. After such a long time not talk-
ing to a woman, I bought her 4 or 5 drinks and spent most 
of my liberty time just talking to her. Then it came time to 
return to Orion. That ended my only liberty in Panama. 
     It was a learning experience to go through the Canal. 
We came out into the Caribbean Sea then headed north 
through the Gulf of Mexico. We then went through the 
Strait of Florida that lies between Florida and Cuba. We 
were in the Atlantic Ocean and on October 4 we were at 
Norfolk, Virginia. It would have been a snap to get home 
from San Francisco, but starting my 30 days leave in Nor-
folk was indeed a challenge. I came off Orion and was 
spotted by a taxi driver. Talking to him, he said for 
$10.00 he would deliver me to the train station in Wash-
ington, D.C., and I could get a train there to any place. So 
I joined three other sailors and we were off to Washing-
ton, D.C. We got there in good time. 
     I went in and purchased a round-trip ticket to Kearney. 
The train was on its way in 30 minutes. It took me to Chi-

cago, Ill., where I had to change to another railroad. We 
arrived in Kearney. I got off the train and walked down to 
8 West 17th Street, my first experience of being there 
since we lived across the street the last time I was home. I 
rapped on the door at 5:30 a.m. 
     I had a wonderful time and the days went by swiftly. I 
had received a telegram telling me where to report. It 
came time to leave and go back to Orion. But it was not 
bad this time since I would be discharged and home for 
good in two months. I boarded the train back to Chicago 
and then to Washington, D.C. Then I purchased a ticket to 
New York City and arrived at the Pennsylvania Station. I 
requested how to get to Staten Island. It was my first ex-
perience riding a subway. I got off where I was told and 
then caught the ferry over to Staten Island. Then it was 
only minutes until I was on Orion again. Catching the 
ferry and riding the subway became common occurrences 
in the days ahead. 
     One of the first things that happened was my com-
manding officer coming over to me with a billfold. He 
asked me if I had seen it before. Looking at it, I recog-
nized it right away as the billfold I had lost in Honolulu. I 
naturally checked, there was no money in it, but every-
thing else seemed to be there. 
     A large party was held for us in the Waldorf-Astoria 
Ballroom. It was one of the classy places in New York 
City. It was a grand affair and I was glad I was back. It 
was sponsored by the Navy, I guess to show its apprecia-
tion for our service during the war. Navy Day also was 
held shortly after I returned. Many ships including Orion 
were stationed in the river and people could come 
onboard. It was well advertised and many people came 
onboard Orion. 
     After the party, Orion left New York City and sailed 
up to New London, Connecticut. I don’t know the pur-
pose of going there as we were there only a few days, but 
it gave me a chance to go on liberty in another city and 
state. Then we came back to New York City. It was my 
last cruise on Orion. I had been halfway around the world 
and had sailed in seven bodies of water – Atlantic Ocean, 
Caribbean Sea, Coral Sea, Gulf of Mexico, Indian Ocean, 
Pacific Ocean, and the Tasmanian Sea. I had been in Pearl 
Harbor and had seven wonderful months in Australia. 
     My discharge date approached so I told my officer in 
charge that I had a sister living on the East Coast and I 
would like to visit her after I was discharged if it could be 
worked out for me to be discharged in New York. On De-
cember 19, 1945, I saluted the Officer of the Deck and 
walked down off Orion for the last time after 27 months. 
Later that day, I was discharged at Staten Island. I served 
3 years, 3 months, and 10 days in the Navy. I was 19 
years of age when I enlisted and was 22 when discharged. 
I was just one of hundreds of crew members who were 
discharged from the Navy about the same time that I was 
discharged. Almost all of us were Shellbacks. In 1947, 
when Orion crossed the Equator again, there were more 
than 500 Pollywogs. 
     Orion continued to serve the nation until 1993 when it 
was decommissioned after fifty years of service and 
countless crew members.  
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