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Chicago Beckons You 

    Early  Bird 
    Drawing 

 

Reunion Registrations 
received by July 1 will be 

entered in a drawing.  
Prizes to be announced 

at a later date. 

Bob and Gloria Wolanin, John Bellis 

     On behalf of your co-hosts we welcome you to Chicago and look for-
ward to everyone coming. We have many fun and interesting things 
planned to see and hear. 
     We start out with an early tour on Friday, Sept. 24 at 7:30 a.m. to Great 
Lakes Naval Training Center — you remember the Navy never lets you 
sleep late. 
     Saturday, Sept. 25, we’re off to a full day tour of the sites and sounds of 
Chicago. Sunday, we remembered we like to sleep late so the tour to the 
Hancock Building and Museum of Science and Industry will start at 11:30 
a.m. — leaving plenty of time for church and a little relaxation. Then there 
is an evening out at the Tommy Gun Garage. We know you would enjoy 
both but if you only want to attend one we have made arrangements to get people back and forth to the hotel de-

pending on their choices. (Promise not to 
leave anyone stranded.) 
     The hotel only accepts credit card 
reservations. If that is a problem, please 
contact us at (630) 561-4617. 
     Those flying into Chicago-O’Hare, 
the hotel will provide a $3 each way 
shuttle service. The hotel will have a 
schedule of pick-ups. Contact the hotel 
(847) 619-8100 for details or look in the 
August Scuttlebutt. 
     The hotel also provides a shuttle that 
travels within a 5-mile radius of the ho-
tel to other locations such as restaurants, 
shopping (Woodfield Mall), church, etc. 
     Again, we are looking forward to see-
ing you. Hope you can come. 
 

— Bob, Gloria and John  

U-505 
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Notes From Shipmates 

Available from the Ship’s Store — See order form enclosed 
 

White polo shirts are made of cotton. Available in medium, large 
and extra large. 

$16.00 each  

     I want to give a tip of the old white hat to Milan Dady for his story about 
life on the Big “O”. He must have a heck of a memory or he took lots of notes 
back then. I really enjoyed his story. It’s good to know he went to church eve-
ry Sunday. That’s unusual for a sailor. I’m sure he was a good witness to some 
of the younger guys coming aboard. Stories like Milan’s make me wish I’d 
never got out of the greatest Navy in the world. – Loal Smith, 1957-58, MR2, 
Mach. Shop 

*   *   * 
     I am searching for Jimmy Whitehead from San Antonio, who was aboard 
54-56. – Ted Swenson, t-mswenson@sbcglobal.net  
 

*   *   * 
     Does anyone have any photos of Orion in New London in 1954? – Lester 
Hupke, 1952-55, DC3, 5th Div. 

*   *   * 
 

     One evening I was going on liberty. As I walked off of Pier 22 with my hat 
on the back of my head I heard someone say to come over here. It was the 
Captain. He asked if I was taught to wear my hat like that? I said “no” and he 
told me to square my hat and when you walk by that sailor over there, tell him 
to square his hat too. 
     While on Orion we had a material inspection one week and a Captain in-
spection the next. One week with the Captain inspection, I left a comb in my 
jumper pocket. The division officer who was with the captain didn’t like it. He 
told me to come by the division office and show him my comb every week. I 
went by and showed him my comb a couple of times, but didn’t go back any 
more. — Wyndam F. Clifton, 1950-54, SH3, 10th Div. 

NEW ITEM 
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     We took the championship for the Tender League in 
the Norfolk area in 1954. The picture of the team in base-
ball uniforms is a copy from the Periscope Views. The 
picture in the white uniforms was taken when we were 
presented our trophies. Unfortunately, I have no ID for 
anyone, except me. In the trophy picture I am next to 
Chief Lawson. 
     Orion was sent to the Caribbean and Fulton relieved 
her. This allowed the ball team to stay aboard Fulton to 
finish the baseball season. Aboard Fulton I recall sitting 
on a seat over a trough of running water and it wasn’t too 
pleasant (a situation of constant flushing). 
     After our winning season we were flown to Newport,  

Orion Baseball Team 1954 

R.I., to rejoin Orion. The flight from Norfolk to Newport 
was an experience one would not want to do a second 
time. Sitting on the canvas seats and earaches that were 
the worst, were just some happenings that would discour-
age a first-time flyer like me. 
     We arrived in time to experience the force of hurricane 
Carol and bless the Captain for getting us out of port to 
ride it out. As a result we were delayed in Newport longer 
than planned. However, that turned out to be an advantage 
for me because I was able to spend a weekend in New 
Haven, Conn., to see someone special and she has re-
mained special after 54 years of marriage. 

– Tom Havranek, 1954-55, ME2  
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Chaplain Dusty 
 
 
 

Our Father Who Is In Heaven 
 

To Our Fathers Who Are On Earth! 

Hi Folks! 
     This title fits just what I want to share with you this 
issue. Roland Warren wrote in the Christianity Today is-
sue on May, 2005, the following:  “My wife was having 
lunch with a non-Christian friend a few years ago. She 
asked her friend if she minded a prayer before the meal. 
Her friend said, “That’s fine, so my wife started her pray-
er with the phrase ‘Dear heavenly Father,’…When she 
finished, her friend said she could never pray those words 
since her father was such an [expletive].” 
   There seems to be a direct correlation between our per-
ception of our Heavenly Father and our experience with 
our earthly father.  It is said that when we have a “heart” 
wound from our ‘bringing up’ days with our earthly fa-
ther, it is like looking at God through a scratched lens. 
The wound, the scratch, is projected onto God giving us a 
distorted view of who He is and how He responds to us.     
     In other words, if you had a dad who expected perfec-
tion of you, you are likely to see God as One who expects 
perfection from you.  If you had a distant dad, you tend to 
see God as distant, if you had a harsh dad, you might per-
ceive God as harsh; lenient dad — lenient God, punishing 
dad — punishing God, caring, loving dad — caring, lov-
ing God, absent dad — absent God, too busy dad — too 
busy God, forgiving dad —forgiving God and on it goes!    
     Some noted we may need to “decontaminate” any neg-
ative dad/God connection we may unconsciously carry in 
our adult years. If it is severe enough to affect your atti-

tudes and outlook today, then aggressive forgiveness be-
comes the eyewash that allows us to see God more clearly 
with the eyes of our heart. Forgiveness polishes away the 
scratches on the lens of the eyes of our heart.   
     If you are serious about wanting to know just what 
God is really like, read Matthew, Mark, Luke or John in 
the New Testament. God sent Jesus in ‘flesh and blood’ to 
show us what God is like. Jesus demonstrates to us He is 
a loving heavenly Father and the four gospels dispel any 
notion otherwise. In fact, if you really love God, it is be-
cause you recognize He first loved you and when that re-
alization finally settles in your mind that you, even you, 
are deeply loved, you will be able to love God, love and 
forgive yourself, love and forgive people including your 
enemies, even those who have hurt you the most deeply. 
     Well, that’s my little sermonette to you good folk out 
there in the muck and realities of everyday life. I’m not 
going to take an offering today but if you want to give, 
just mail yours to us ASAP. Alberta and I are ‘livin’ un-
der the bridge these days. Yeah, sure! 
     We are blessed no matter what our circumstances are. 
It depends on our attitude, doesn’t it? The months are 
speeding by headed toward our next reunion! I hope to 
see me there and hope to see you there, too! I pray that 
God will keep His Hand upon you and you will keep your 
hand in His! 

                                           Bless and Straight Ahead! 
                                                    Chaplain Dusty 

     Here are photos of the miniature British submarine that 
I mentioned in a story appearing in the April 2006 Scut-
tlebutt. The British Royal Navy sent their experimental 
five-man submarine to the U.S. on the deck of a tanker. 
They unloaded near Orion, tethered nearby, and billeted 
the crew on Orion. 

     The mission of the little sub using a five-man crew of 
underwater demolition experts, was to slip into enemy 
ports undetected then send a diver or two into the water to 
attach magnetic mines to the hulls of ships in port. 

— Harold Zink 
(More from Harold Zink on Page 8) 
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Taps 

Enrique Valentin, Jr., 1960-62, Capt., Dental 
 

     My name is Wayne S. Valentin. My father, Capt. En-
rique Valentin, Jr., Dental Corps, served on the USS Ori-
on in the early 1960s. I am sad to inform you that he 

passed away September 18, 
2009 at 94 years of age. He was 
proud of his years of service as a 
dental officer on USS Orion 
when we were stationed in Nor-
folk, Va. 
     A World War II and Korean 
War veteran, Dr. Valentin spent 
26 years in the Navy. Among his 
many military decorations are 
the World War II Victory Meal, 
the Korean Presidential Unit 
Citation, and the Korean War 

Service Medal. 
     Dr. Valentin received his dental degree from the Uni-
versity of Texas Dental School in Houston, Texas in 
1945. Also, other degrees included those from Baylor 
University in Waco, Texas and the U.S. Naval Dental 
School in Bethesda, Md. 
     Upon his retirement from the Navy in 1968, Dr. Val-
entin was the first Director of the Dental Assisting and 
Dental Hygiene Program at Del Mar College in Corpus 
Christi, Texas. Dr. Valentin was a member of the Ameri-
can Dental Association, the Texas Dental Association and 
the San Antonio District Dental Society. He was also a 
member of the Pearl Harbor Masonic Lodge #598 in Hon-

 Geraldine Swartz 

      I lost my wife, Geraldine on January 14, 2010. 

 – W.H. Swartz, 43-45, GM3, 4th Div. 

Allen A. Bergner, 1961-62, Commanding Officer 
 

     Retired U.S. Navy Rear Admiral Allen Alfred 
Bergner, 93, passed away after a short illness on March 
22, 2010. He was born in Kankakee, Ill., attended Kanka-
kee High School, Onarga Military Academy, Northwest-
ern University, and St. John’s College prior to entering 
the United States Naval Academy in 1936. 
     Allen’s first tour of duty was onboard USS West Vir-
ginia which was sunk during the bombing of Pearl Har-
bor. Following the bombing, Allen reported to the Com-
mander Submarine Forces Pacific which was the begin-
ning of his submarine career. He commanded USS S-47, 
USS Saury, USS Pomodon and USS Orion and was com-
mander of Submarine Squadron Six. Allen was assigned 
to the Chief of Naval Operations staff, and was com-
mander, Naval Training Center San Diego. He was the 
last surviving member of the Board of Inquiry for the USS 
Pueblo. In 1969 he became commander of Service Group 
Three in the Pacific during the Vietnam War. 
     Allen is survived by his son, retired U.S. Navy Capt. 
Jon Clark Bergner. 
     Allen was interred at the United States Naval Acade-
my. A memorial service was held in Annapolis. 

     It will have USS Orion in a half circle with AS 
18 in a straight line beneath it on the back.  It will 
be 2” Tackle Twill lettering on the back. 
 

     It comes in sizes: S, M, L, XL, XXL. 

Jackets 
     You can get them in royal blue with white trim 
or royal blue with light gold trim, black with gold 
trim, black with white trim, black with orange trim, 
green with gold trim, scarlet with white trim, scar-
let with black trim or maroon with white trim. 

$70 
Includes: 

Your name on front 

Lettering on back 

Shipping 

If you don’t want to cut up your Scuttlebutt, copy this 
form and send it with your check for $70 for each jacket 
to: 

Larry Snyder 
308 Oak St. 

Rowley, IA 52329 
 

Make check payable to USS Orion Store 
 

Jacket color ______________  Trim _______________  
  
Size ____________________ 
 
 
Name you want on front: 
 

____________________________________________ 
 
 
Ship to: 
 

Name _______________________________________ 

 
Address  _____________________________________ 

 
City __________________ State ______ Zip ________ 
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Friday, September 24 

Great Lakes Naval Base 
7:30 a.m. - 3:30 p.m.   

 

Graduation, Tour of Base, Naval Museum 

Lunch included 

Memorial Service 

Navy Exchange store  
 

 

Baha’i Temple, Wilmette 
Architectural Wonder 

 

House of  worship for the  

North American Continent 

$49.00 

Saturday, September 25 

Ship and Shore Bus Tour 
8:30 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.   

 

A comprehensive tour of the most 

popular highlights Chicago has to offer.  

2 hour North Side Tour 

Millennium Park, “The Loop”  

Daley Plaza. Navy Pier, etc. 

2 hour lunch included/boat cruise  

2 hour South Side Tour 

Orchestra Hall, Shedd Aquarium, Jackson Park — Columbian Exposition of 1893 and more. 

$92.00 

Sunday, September 26 

Hancock Building, Museum of Science and Industry 
11:30 a.m. - 6:30 p.m.   

 

From the Hancock Building you will enjoy a panoramic view of Chicago’s skyline of 

skyscrapers, magnificent shoreline of Lake Michigan, and a horizon that takes in four 

states. 

Museum of Science and Industry is the largest science museum in the Western hemi-

sphere and a tour of the German submarine U-505 captured during World War II.   

                                       $52.00 
 

Tommy Gun’s Garage  

A Roaring Twenties Dinner Tour 
4:30 p.m.—11:00 p.m. 

A Roaring Twenties Musical Comedy revue with gangsters and flap-

pers, a replica of the St. Valentine’s Day Massacre and see pictures 

of gangsters and police during that era. After dinner, a glass of wine, 

and the show, we will enjoy a ride around Chicago at night. 

                                            $75.00 
     If on the first tour you will go directly from the museum to Tommy 

Gun Garage OR return to the hotel. Cost of both tours is $127.00.  

     If going to the Tommy Gun Garage only — you will be picked up 

at the hotel. 
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USS Orion Reunion 

September 23-27 

  
To make reservations by phone 

  
Local Number 

(847) 619-8100 

  
Toll Free Number 

800-883-5770 

  

  

Courtyard by Marriott 
Schaumburg 

  

1311 American Lane 
  

Schaumburg, IL 60173 
  
  

Website: 

marriott.com/chics 

  
Room Rate 

  

Basic Room $74.95 plus tax 

  
  

Includes full breakfast buffet 
 
  
  

Cut-Off Date: 
  

August 17 
 

Monday, September 27 

Banquet 
6:00 p.m.-10 p.m. 

Choose one:  
 

Crispy Seared Herb Stuffed Chicken . . .   $35.00 
 

Macadamia Nut Crusted Mahi Mahi  . . .   $35.00 
             
Prime Rib (8 oz. cut)   . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . $35.00 
 

The banquet is being held at the Entourage. 
The restaurant is connected to the hotel by 

the parking lot. It is a real short walk.  

      The Courtyard by Marriott Schaumburg is a non-smoking facility. There are nine handicapped-
accessible rooms available on a first-come, first-serve basis. 
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By Harold W. Zink, EM1, 1948-50 
 

        It was a trip to the induction center in Des Moines 
and a train ride to California. The train had been picking 
up inductees across the country as we headed for San Die-
go Naval Base. For a kid who hadn’t been much of any-
where, it was quite a trip. 
     The train had dome cars for sightseeing. We had desig-
nated sleepers and our own steward. He was a nice black 
man who took good care of us. Meals were purchased 
with government script at the dining car nearest to our 
cars. 
     It was eye-opening to travel through the Rocky Moun-
tains sitting up high in the observation car. Zooming 
through tunnels cut into the mountains was eerie. It was a 
long trip and ended in Los Angeles, where we were to 
board buses to go to the Naval Base. We had about an 
hour wait for the buses so some of us took a little stroll 
from the station. 
     I got my first big-city sight when we saw a male body 
draped across a pile of trash. We asked someone if this 
was a usual thing and were told yes; maybe drunk, maybe 
dead. No one seemed to care. Years later, a friend whose 
estranged father was living in L.A., was found dead 
alongside a busy thoroughfare, and the report they sent 

the family said he had been dead for a day or two before 
anyone investigated — so much for city life. 
     Our ride to the base was the last semblance of freedom 
for us. When you get off the bus you all remember what 
happens for a couple of months. My background helped 
me to adapt to this strange life but the varied personalities 
of the people in our company was really a new experi-
ence. Of course, practically everything that happened for 
the next four years was a new experience. Even though 
most of us thought about getting out of the Navy much of 
the time; in retrospect, some of us had a great experience. 
     Boot camp wasn’t any fun except for the new friends 
and weekends. Our Chief Petty Officer was a real grouch 
and wasn’t getting anywhere trying to teach us to march 
so they assigned another Chief to help and he shaped us 
up in time for graduation and away we went. Assignments 
scattered us like wheat chaff to the Four Corners. I had 
registered for Electricians Mate School as a condition of 
my three-year enlistment. 
     It was off for leave to visit home then back to go to 
school. We hardly had enough money to get out of sight 
so all I could afford was a bus ticket . . . three days and 
two nights later, after crossing Death Valley in summer 
and sitting until I was stiff, we came to the old hometown. 
     The visit was short and disappointing. I was all puffed 
up to be recognized but was barely noticed. You probably 
had like experiences. I would see people I knew and they 
would say, “haven’t seen you lately, what have you been 
doing?” Everyone was working and there was nothing to 
do. It was a short visit and I dreaded that long bus ride 
back. I swore never again take a long bus trip. 
     Back to the same base in a different barracks and off to 
school. It wasn’t easy as I knew nothing about electricity 
and was a math dummy. Some afternoons the hot class-
rooms and the droning of the instructor were enough to 
put you out. We had one instructor that was an expert at 
waking guys by bouncing a blackboard eraser off their 
head from the front of the room. He was a real ace. He 
reminded me of Jose Ferrer, voice and all. After a few 
weeks it got more interesting as we started doing real 
electrical problem-solving and circuit design. The instruc-
tor would rig our training exhibit of actual shipboard 
equipment. He would implant all sorts of problems that 
would keep the circuits from working properly. We would 
divide up into small groups and see who could get their 
circuits to work the quickest. 
     There were several Iowa boys in the class and we kind 
of hung together. One of our guys had such low resistance 
in his body that he could touch a live wire and barely feel 
it. He was our circuit tester. He would just go over the 
circuits with his fingers and tell us if there was any juice 
flowing. We were the first group finished in most of the 
exercises. 
     School was soon over and new assignments were be-
ing drafted. I don’t have any idea how they can make 

Off to Faraway Places 

Barely 17 Years Old from Winterset, Iowa to Orion (May 1948) 
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such assignments for the entire U.S. Navy. This guy went 
to Guam; that guy went to Boston; the next guy might go 
to England. I was assigned to USS Orion and my orders 
said that she was based on the Pacific side of the Panama 
Canal Zone. WOW! Still, being a relative neophyte as far 
as world exposure was concerned, I was a little apprehen-
sive. 
     My new adventure was beginning. I was given train 
passage to Norfolk, Virginia with a delay en route as I 
passed through Iowa. After a brief visit, I boarded the 
train for the continuance of my trip to Norfolk. The train 
trip to Norfolk was a milk run with stops every fifty miles 
it seemed. Other servicemen and women were travelling 
the same illustrious transport and they kept us together in 
a dirty old coach. The government surely didn’t spend 
much on that old coal burner. As we came nearer to the 
East Coast several guys got off at stops to get some 
hooch. It was New Year’s Eve 1948 and we celebrated it 
in that old train that was taking us all to unfamiliar places. 
      I left the train in the middle of the night in a strange 
city not knowing anything about what I was doing. I 
found a taxi and had him take me to the Naval Base Re-
ceiving Station, where I found one lonely swab on duty 
who sent me to a barracks building where I could hide till 
morning when there would be someone who could pro-
cess my orders. No bedding, no instructions, no nothing. I 
walked there toting my sea bag containing everything I 
had on this earth. I wandered around till I found a bunk 
that had a mattress, a sheet, and a blanket. I crawled in. 
      Shortly thereafter, I was rudely awakened when I hit 
the deck. Some guy had come back to base after a night 
on the town and he dumped my sorry butt out of his bunk. 
I’d learned my lesson for the day and found another bunk 
that just had a bare mattress on it so I curled up there and 
pulled another mattress on top to stave off the cold. 
     The next day I reported in and was taken to a troop 
ship that was to take me to Panama. This troop carrier had 
been really busy during the war re-supplying ships and 
stations everywhere in the Atlantic Theater. I don’t know 
how many of us transients were aboard, but enough of us 
to keep up the ship. She was in good condition and I soon 
learned why. Every morning, before we could go to chow 
we all had assignments to do. I was assigned to report to 
the flying bridge to scrub the deck and wipe the salt-water 
deposits off the adjoining bulkheads. The deck we 
cleaned was made of wood and we scrubbed it using a 
stiff bristled brush using white sand and seawater. The 
process kept it nice and was probably why it was the pro-
cess used on wood decks for hundreds of years. 
     During the day we were given other chores to do for a 
few hours. As you remember, in the Navy, someone is 
chipping paint off the steel of the ship and re-painting 
continually. We learned that fire aboard ship was the 
deadliest of all incidents. They never allowed the coats of 
paint to build up because when the steel got hot from a 
fire, the paint would burn easily and spread throughout 
the ship. I had a nice area to work. The men that didn’t 
get out of bed and report as told in the morning got to 
spend the afternoons chipping paint in the after steering 
room where it was hot as H---. 

     There were some civilians aboard, who must have 
been service personnel’s dependents being transported to 
the duty stations of spouses. We couldn’t go into that area 
but I could watch them sunning themselves from my 
workstation above them. It wasn’t a bad trip for my first 
time at sea. We made a few island stops before we got to 
Panama. We were allowed to go ashore at each stop. 
When we arrived at the Atlantic side of Panama, several 
of us got off to find our new duty stations. Mine and one 
other guy was Orion. We boarded one of those famous 
banana republic buses. You know – the ones with lots of 
people, crates of chickens and stuff. I don’t remember 
how dirty my whites were when we got off the bus, but 
I’m sure they weren’t clean. The road went through the 
jungle most of the way. I was glad to get to my new 
home. 
     We got to the Submarine Base that was served by Ori-
on. I learned at once, that we were getting the ship ready 
to go to the states for refitting in a dry dock. As a tender, 
she had about every kind of repair shop you could think 
of. I have always been a quick learner when I could visu-
ally watch someone perform some task that they were 
good at, so this was good for me. I even had to pass a 
couple of shops while in the chow line. It was very inter-
esting duty for me because everything was new to me and 
I have always been inquisitive. 
     The life experiences and the knowledge I was privy to 
in the four years spent in the Navy have been an im-
portant part of my life. The weather was hot in Panama 
and the mosquitoes were vicious. We used tropical work-
ing hours to beat the afternoon heat. It rained almost eve-
ry day for about an hour. We were allowed to go swim-
ming in a pool on the base that was furnished for the de-
pendents of canal workers. Several of us used it often. 
Time passed quickly and sailing orders were issued for us 
to leave the area. Most of the crew was happy to leave 
that tropical paradise, ha, ha. The girls were even starting 
to look good. It was an eye-opening experience going 
through the Panama Canal. You can’t possibly appreciate 
the great achievement of the building of the canal unless 
you can see it in a documentary or go through it aboard 
ship. What a fantastic boon to the shipping of the world! 
      Dry docking the ship was another strange event. The 
dock we used was huge. It was closed off from the ocean 
by huge doors, pumped dry, then large concrete blocks 
are set in a pattern to reflect the footprint of the ship from 
the time it was built. Then the dock is flooded and the sea 
gates opened to admit the ship. Once inside, the ship is 
tied off very precisely, the gates are closed and the water 
pumped out allowing the ship to settle in among the con-
crete blocks that form a “V” to support the hull. The ship 
is now as accessible as it was when being built. It was 
there that I got my first introduction to Norfolk and New-
port News where the Navy had been prominent for many 
years.  
     I made several good friends during this period and my 
only regret is that I didn’t keep in touch later on. I was on 
Orion from January 1948 until September 1950 when I 
transferred to the Kittiwake where I finished my enlist-
ment.   
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Airfield Under the Sea 
His Imperial Majesty’s Special Submarines Designed to Attack the Panama Canal 

     Japan’s submersible aircraft carrier, the I-400, was 400 
feet long and had a surface displacement of 3,530 tons. 
She was equipped with a snorkel, radar, radar detectors 
and fuel tanks that gave her a range of 37,500 miles. 
     Above her main decks rose a 115-ft. long, 12-ft. diam-
eter hangar housing three torpedo bombers. 
     She was originally designed so that she could travel 
round-trip to anywhere in the world and it was specifical-
ly intended to destroy the U.S.-controlled Panama Canal. 
     A fleet of 18 boats was planned in 1942, and work on 
the first one was started in 1943. Four were actually com-
pleted: I-400, I-401, I-14 and I-13. Completed in late 
1944, as they became available the four giant submarines 
were assigned to a newly created SubRon One. 
     Their first mission was Operation PX, a top secret plan 
to use SubRon One’s aircraft to unleash bacteriological 
warfare on populous areas of the American West Coast 
and Pacific Islands. 
     On 26 March 1945, this mission was cancelled by the 
Army General Staff. As an alternative the staff considered 
bombing San Francisco, Panama, Washington or New 
York, and decided to launch a surprise air strike against 
the Panama Canal’s Gatun Locks. Destroying these locks 
would empty Gatun Lake and block passage of shipping 
for months. 
     By early June all four boats were fueled, armed, 
equipped with new snorkels, and disguised with false fun-
nels. They sailed north through Tsushima Strait and the 
Sea of Japan to Nanao Bay on the west coast of Honshu. 
Training was hampered by B-29-laid mines, American 
submarines penetrating their training areas, and shortages 
of aviation gasoline, material and aircraft, but SubRon 
One managed to launch a number of simulated air strikes 
on a full scale model of the Gatun Locks erected at Taya-

ma Bay. 
     While the submersible carriers were perfecting their 
tactics to cripple the Panama Canal, the position of the 
Japanese Navy was steadily deteriorating. Before the sub-
marines could sail for Panama more than 3,000 Allied 
warships and transports had reached the Pacific for Oper-
ation Olympic, the forthcoming invasion of Japan. 
     Tokyo strategists reconsidered the attack on Panama 
and ordered the I subs to attack American Naval forces at 
Ulithi Atoll. On 23 July, I-400 and I-401 departed Omina-
to Naval Base on the northern tip of Honshu for a rendez-
vous with I-13 at sea southeast of Ulithi. 
 

     On 15 August, Emporer Hirohito broadcast direct from 
the Imperial Palace a dramatic decree ending hostilities. 
The I-boats had just reached the attack rendezvous but 
reluctantly carried out Tokyo’s orders to cease hostilities, 
hoist a black flag, and return on the surface to home port. 
 

     The U.S. Navy boarded and recovered 24 submarines 
including the four I-400 subs, taking them to Sasebo Bay 
to study them. While there, they received a message that 
the Soviets were sending an inspection team to examine 
the submarines. To keep the technology out of their 
hands, Operation Road’s End was instituted. Most of the 
submarines were taken to a point designated as Point 
Deep Six, were packed with charges of C-2 explosive and 
destroyed. Four remaining subs (I-400, I-401, I-201 and I-
203) were sailed to Hawaii by U.S. Navy technicians for 
further inspection. 
 

     On 31 May 1946, the subs were scuttled off Kalaeloa 
near Oahu by torpedoes from USS Cabezon. The reason 
for scuttling is apparently that the Russians were again 
demanding access to the submarines. 
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     When I was reading the Scut-
tlebutt I was so surprised to see 
the picture of the Orion basket-
ball team. It brought many mem-
ories. I am enclosing a few pic-
tures that I made copies of. One 
is the 1948 Armed Forces Cham-
pion of the Canal Zone. The oth-
er is the 1948 Champion Base-
ball team. Some players I re-
member so I wrote their names 
down. 
     We had a season in basketball 
which was unbelievable. We 
played 31 games and lost only 1 
game. The Admiral of the Dis-
trict was present when we had a 
play-off game with the Eastern 
Champs. He was so impressed 
that he said he would send us all 
to Norfolk, Virginia next year to 
play in the All Navy Tournament 
held every year. But of course 
we didn’t go because most of us 
retired. That was an experience 
I’ll never forget. — Orlando 
Magnifico, 1946-48, ME2, 11th 
Div. 

1948 Champion Baseball Team 

 
1948 Armed Forces Champions 
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     USS Kittiwake was towed from the James River Re-
serve fleet February 18, 2010, to a Norfolk shipyard 

Parting Shot 
From Dusty 

Photo by John Filipsczak, provided by Jack Dulaney 
 

     Well Shipmates, I seem to 
have my hands full right now, but I 
hope to catch you all in Chicago. 

(private) to be cleaned. It will then be towed to the Cay-
man Islands and sunk off shore as an artificial reef. 

 – Bob Hoard, 1963-65, PN3, X Div. 

 
Editor’s Note: 
 

     We need stories about your time aboard for the next Scuttlebutt. 
Also, a reminder that the election of officers will take place at the 
Business Meeting at the reunion. — Dave 


