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Reunion Registration Deadline — August 17 
By BOB and GLORIA WOLA-

NIN 
     The 2010 reunion deadline is 
quickly approaching. For those of 
you who may not be up-to-date on 
this exciting event, the registration 
deadline is August 17, 2010. 
     We have procured some of the 
best prices that you will ever see in 
Chicago for hotel, shuttles, and 
tours. This is a great opportunity, 
especially for those of you who 
have never attended a reunion be-
fore. Just ask those of us who have 
been there and done it all. At any 
rate, whether or not it is your first 
time or not, we are looking to have 
a fabulous time in Chi-town. Here 
is a recap of the information that 
was originally sent out in the De-
cember 2009 and April 2010 issues 
of the Scuttlebutt. 
 

     Friday, September 24 at 7:30 
a.m. We start out with an early 
tour to Great Lakes Naval Training 
Center and Baha’i Temple — you 
remember the Navy never lets you 
sleep late. 
 

     Saturday, September 25, we 
are off to a full day’s tour of the 
sights and sounds of Chicago. With 
the Ship and Shore Bus Tour we 
will view the most popular sights of 
Chicago on land and then cruise 
along Lake Michigan while eating 
lunch. 
 

     Sunday, September 26, the tour 
to the Hancock Building 
and Museum of Science and Indus-

try will start at 11:30 a.m. — leaving 
plenty of time for church and a little 
relaxation in the morning. Then there 
will be an evening out at the Tommy 
Gun’s Garage which is a Roaring 
Twenties musical comedy and dinner 
theater. We know you would enjoy 
both but if you prefer to attend only 
one event, then we have made ar-
rangements to get people back and 
forth to the hotel depending on their 
choices (promise not to leave anyone 
stranded). 
 

     Monday, September 27,  break-
fast and business meeting in the 
morning and a dinner banquet in the 
evening starting at 6:00 p.m. This 
will be a good time to reminisce 
about our exciting time together and 
make plans for next year. The “Early 
Bird” drawing will take place at the 
banquet on Monday evening. 
 

     The hotel accepts only credit card 
reservations. If this method of pay-
ment is a problem, please contact us 
at 630-561-4617. 
 

     For those of you flying into Chi-
cago-O'Hare Airport, the hotel will 
provide a $3 each way shuttle ser-
vice. For a schedule of shuttle times, 
please contact Shara Gerber at the 
hotel phone number 847-908-2653 or 
email at 
 

shara.gerber@whitelodging.com 
 

     Come and renew acquaintances 
and pass on your “sea stories.” 
 

More Reunion Notes on Page 2 

Inside 

The sub that sank a train 
Page 3 

Hancock Building 
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Notes From Shipmates 

     I am searching for James R. Ray from St. Joseph, Mo., who was aboard 
from 1957-62 or 63. He was a TM2 in SR Div. – John Poland, TM1, SR 
Div., polecat4921@mail.com 

*    *    * 
     Trying to reach Bill Lillard, IC Chief from 1962-65(?), George Jolly, Char-
lie Reostreak, Bill Theriault. – Bob Evens, IC3, bob.evens@bobevens.org 

 
Editor’s Note: 
 

     A reminder that the election of officers will take place at Mon-
day’s business meeting and, if you can, bring a gift for the raffle to 
be held during Monday night’s festivities. Also, we need stories 
about your time aboard for the next Scuttlebutt. — Dave 

     If you have an emergency or become ill and cannot attend after sending in 

your reunion form, your money will be refunded. So go ahead and get your 

form in. 

     Hotel reservations must be cancelled by 4 p.m. on the scheduled arrival 

date. 

Reunion Notes 

John Bellis 

Bob 
Wolanin 

Gloria 
Wolanin 

Hosts      As of July 26, the following shipmates have already 

made their reservations. 
 

     Ernie Baynum and guest (47-50) 

     Richard and Lucille Broadfoot (53-55) 

     John Casey and guest (51-53) 

     Carl and Carol Clauson (64-66) 

     John and Aliff Dulaney (51-54) 

     John and Bernie Filipczak (55-56) 

     Mitchell and Beverly Gearhart (59-63) 

     Robert and Shelva Hendrickson (52-55) 

     Filiberto and Elda Islas (56-58) 

     John and Joan Klena (49-52) 

     Art and Carol Mager (60-61) 

     David and Mary Peckinpaugh (57-60) 

     John and Beverly Prendergast (55-56) 

     Glenn and Joyce Pierce (61-61) 

     Gene and Virginia Plunkett (53-56) 

     Bob and Phyllis Podgorski (55-57) 

     Bob Pritchard (59-63) 

     Dennis and Pat Rose (58-62) 

     Truman Sieck and Hilda Jacobsen (43-46) 

     Wally Stebbins and Arlene Alercia (54-56) 

     Ted and Martha Swenson (54-56) 

     Richard and Patsy Tisdale (59-61) 

     Rene and Helene Van Hulle (49-52) 

     Nathaniel and Maurvene Williams, (52-56) 

     Harold and Frances Wright (61-63) 

Here’s Who’s Coming So Far 
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     In 1973 an Italian submarine named Enrique Tazzoli 
was sold for a paltry $100,000 as scrap metal. The subma-
rine, given to the Italian Navy in 1953, was actually an 
incredible veteran of World War II service with a heritage 
that never should have passed so unnoticed into the grave-
yards of the metal recyclers. USS Barb (SS-220) was a 
pioneer, paving the way for the first submarine launched 
missiles and flying a battle flag unlike that of any other 
ship. In addition to the Medal of Honor ribbon at the top 
of the flag identifying the heroism of its captain, Com-
mander Eugene "Lucky" Fluckey, the bottom border of 
the flag bore the image of a Japanese locomotive. USS 
Barb was indeed, the submarine that "SANK A TRAIN". 
     July, 1945 (Guam). Fleet Admiral Chester Nimitz 
looked across the desk at Admiral Lockwood as he fin-
ished the personal briefing on U.S. warships in the vicini-
ty of the northern coastal areas of Hokkaido, Japan. 
"Well, Chester, there's only the Barb there, and probably 
no word until the patrol is finished. You remember Gene 
Fluckey?" "Of course. I recommended him for the Medal 
of Honor," Admiral Nimitz replied. "You surely pulled 
him from command after he received it?" 
     July 18, 1945 (Patience Bay, off the coast of Karafuto, 
Japan). It was after 4 a.m. and Commander Fluckey 
rubbed his eyes as he peered over the map spread before 
him. It was the twelfth war patrol of Barb, the fifth under 
Commander Fluckey. He should have turned com-
mand over to another skipper after four patrols, but had 
managed to strike a deal with Admiral Lockwood to make 
one more trip with the men he cared for like a father, 
should his fourth patrol be successful. Of course, no one 
suspected when he had struck that deal prior to his fourth 
and what should have been his final war patrol on Barb, 
that Commander Fluckey's success would be so great he 
would be awarded the Medal of Honor. 
     Commander Fluckey smiled as he remembered that 
patrol. "Lucky" Fluckey they called him. On January 8th  
Barb had emerged victorious from a running two-hour 
night battle after sinking a large enemy ammunition ship. 
Two weeks later in Mamkwan Harbor he found the 
"mother-lode" … more than 30 enemy ships. In only 5 
fathoms (30 feet) of water his crew had unleashed the 
sub's forward torpedoes, then turned and fired four from 
the stern. As he pushed Barb to the full limit of its speed 
through the dangerous waters in a daring withdrawal to 
the open sea, he recorded eight direct hits on six enemy 
ships. Then, on the return home he added yet another Jap-
anese freighter to the tally for Barb’s eleventh patrol, a 
score that exceeded even the number of that patrol. 
     What could possibly be left for the Commander to ac-
complish who, just three months earlier had been in 
Washington, D.C., to receive the Medal of Honor? He 
smiled to himself as he looked again at the map showing 
the rail line that ran along the enemy coastline. This final 
patrol had been promised as Barb's "graduation patrol" 
and he and his crew had cooked up an unusual finale. 
Since the 8th of June they had harassed the enemy, de-
stroying the enemy supplies and coastal fortifications with 
the first submarine launched rocket attacks. Now his crew 

USS Barb: The Sub That Sank a Train 

was buzzing excitedly about bagging a train. 
     The rail line itself wouldn't be a problem. A shore pa-
trol could go ashore under cover of darkness to plant the 
explosives … one of the sub's 55-pound scuttling charges. 
But this early morning Lucky Fluckey and his officers 
were puzzling over how they could blow not only the 
rails, but also one of the frequent trains that shuttled sup-
plies to equip the Japanese war machine. Such a daring 
feat could handicap the enemy's war effort for several 
days, a week, perhaps even longer. It was a crazy idea, 
just the kind of operation "Lucky" Fluckey had be-
come famous … or infamous … for. But no matter how 
crazy the idea might have sounded, Barb's skipper would 
not risk the lives of his men. Thus the problem ... how to 
detonate the charge at the moment the train passed, with-
out endangering the life of a shore party. PROBLEM? 
Not on Commander Fluckey's ship. His philosophy had 
always been "We don't have problems, only solutions". 
     11:27 a.m. "Battle Stations!" No more time to seek 
solutions or to ponder blowing up a train. The approach of 
a Japanese freighter with a frigate escort demands tradi-
tional submarine warfare. By noon the frigate is laying 
on the ocean floor in pieces and Barb is in danger of be-
coming the hunted. 
     6:07 p.m. Solutions! If you don't look for them, you'll 
never find them. And even then, sometimes they arrive in 
the most unusual fashion. Cruising slowly beneath the 
surface to evade the enemy plane now circling overhead, 
the monotony is broken with an exciting new idea. In-
stead of having a crewman on shore to trigger explosives 
to blow both rail and a passing train, why not let the train 
BLOW ITSELF up. Billy Hatfield was excitedly explain-
ing how he had cracked nuts on the railroad tracks as 
a kid, placing the nuts between two ties so the sagging of 
the rail under the weight of a train would break them 
open. "Just like cracking walnuts," he explained. "To 
complete the circuit (detonating the 55-pound charge) we 
hook in a micro switch … between two ties. We don't set 
it off, the TRAIN does." Not only did Hatfield have the 
plan, he wanted to be part of the volunteer shore party. 
     The solution found, there was no shortage of volun-
teers, all that was needed was the proper weather … a 
little cloud cover to darken the moon for the mission 
ashore. Lucky Fluckey established his own criteria for the 
volunteer party: No married men would be included, ex-
cept for Hatfield … The party would include members 
from each department … The opportunity would be split 
between regular Navy and Navy Reserve sailors … At 
least half of the men had to have been Boy Scouts, experi-
enced in how to handle themselves in medical emergen-
cies and in the woods. 
     FINALLY, "Lucky" Fluckey would lead the saboteurs 
himself. When the names of the eight selected sailors 
were announced it was greeted with a mixture of excite-
ment and disappointment. Among the disappointed was 
Commander Fluckey who surrendered his opportunity at 
the insistence of his officers that "as commander he be-

Continued on Page 4 
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     Can’t believe this reunion in Chicago is coming ‘down 
the pike’ at us like a fast freight train.  I told my wife that 
the days are going by so fast that about all I can get done 
is get out of bed in the morning, put my pants on and be-
fore I know it, it’s time to take my pants off and climb 
back into bed. 
     May I ramble about “me” a little bit? Thank you! I 
received Christ into my heart at age 21. That was a radical 
lifestyle change for me from my Navy days.  Little did I 
realize then that at age 30, God would call “me,” of all 
people,  to be a preacher.      
      I figured I just wasn’t preacher material. I fussed with 
the Lord about His call  but after two years, I figured I 
better listen up and do what He says. I preached my first 
sermon to about twenty whiteface Hereford cows and you 
know what! They walked right out of my ‘cow’ service, 
wagging their tails, leaving their droppings for an offer-
ing. My future didn’t look promising, to say the least.     
      Our five years on a farm turned out to be my semi-
nary. God was my Teacher, the farm my classroom, my 
cows taught me about people, the soil I planted the seed 
in, taught me valuable Bible truths. I had a ‘makeshift’ 
place to study out in the barn,  a bale of hay to pray on,  a 

 Bible and a few books to read. 
     Finally, at the ripe old age of 32, Alberta and I sold our 
dairy herd, left the farm and headed out to our first church 
in Roswell, New Mexico, (where the aliens supposedly 
landed) to a neglected, dying church with a congregation 
of about a dozen people who dared to come out and hear 
me preach.     
     Well, equipped with two years of formal education and 
ten years as a layman, I pastored six churches over 36 
years which amazingly grew. All lumped together it came 
to about 55 years of ministry. Alberta and I experienced 
all kinds of people, situations and emotions. I guess the 
Lord knew what He was doing after all! 
     I was calculating how many sermons I preached and 
conservatively estimate that the number is probably 
around 3,000. That’s a lot of preaching!   
      By the way, our first year with OVHO was in Bremer-
ton, Washington in 1994. After fifty years from the Navy 
days, I heard Orion people were having reunions from 
Ken Mysinger, an old radioman and my buddy from  Ori-
on days. Over the phone I told him I was a preacher and 
he about fell out of his chair. So since he knew I had been 
a preacher, he negotiated the job of chaplain which I was-
n’t seeking. But I will have to say, it has been an honor to 
be your chaplain these sixteen years even though I re-
signed four years ago. 
     Well, I would preach one of my rusty sermons but I’m 
afraid you guys would walk out on me like those cows did 
long ago. Thanks for letting me just spout off to you old 
crusty salts and those angel gals that had the nerve to mar-
ry you.  
     God bless and Straight ahead — Chaplain Dusty 

Chaplain Dusty 
 

No Sermon Today! 
 

To the salty survivors 
of USS Orion 

longed with Barb," coupled with the threat from one that 
"I swear I'll send a message to ComSubPac if you attempt 
this (joining the shore party himself)." Even a Japa-
nese POW being held on Barb wanted to go, promising 
not to try to escape. 
     In the meantime, there would be no more harassment 
of Japanese shipping or shore operations by Barb until the 
train mission had been accomplished. The crew would 
"lay low," prepare their equipment, train, and wait for the 
weather. 
     July 22, 1945 (Patience Bay, off the coast of Karafuto, 
Japan). Patience Bay was wearing thin the patience of 
Commander Fluckey and his innovative crew. Everything 
was ready. In the four days the saboteurs had anxiously 
watched the skies for cloud cover, the inventive crew 
of Barb had built their micro switch. When the need was 
posed for a pick and shovel to bury the explosive charge 
and batteries, Barb's engineers had cut up steel plates in 
the lower flats of an engine room, then bent and welded 
them to create the needed tools. The only things  
beyond their control were the weather … and time. Only 
five days remained in Barb's patrol. 
     Anxiously watching the skies, Commander Fluckey 

noticed plumes of cirrus clouds, then white stratus cap-
ping the mountain peaks ashore. A cloud cover was build-
ing to hide the three-quarters moon. This would be 
the night. 
 

     MIDNIGHT, July 23, 1945. Barb had crept within 950 
yards of the shoreline. If it was somehow seen from the 
shore it would probably be mistaken for a schooner 
or Japanese patrol boat. No one would suspect an Ameri-
can submarine so close to shore or in such shallow water. 
Slowly the small boats were lowered to the water and the 
eight saboteurs began paddling toward the enemy beach. 
Twenty-five minutes later they pulled the boats ashore 
and walked on the surface of the Japanese homeland. 
Having lost their points of navigation, the saboteurs land-
ed near the backyard of a house.  Fortunately the residents 
had no dogs, though the sight of human AND dog's tracks 
in the sand along the beach alerted the brave sailors to the 
potential for unexpected danger. 
 

     Stumbling through noisy waist-high grasses, crossing a 
highway and then stumbling into a 4-foot drainage ditch, 
the saboteurs made their way to the railroad tracks. Three 
men were posted as guards, Markuson assigned to exam-
ine a nearby water tower. Barb's auxiliary man climbed 
the ladder, then stopped in shock as he realized it was an 

USS Barb Continued From Page 3 
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Taps 

Jeff Donaldson, 1977-79, Seaman Apprentice 
     This is to advise you that Jeff died in February 2010 
from sudden cardiac arrest. He just went to sleep and nev-
er woke up. 
     He prized his time on Orion and his fellow shipmates 
he got to meet and serve with. 
     Thank you, Connie, a friend of Jeff 
 

Jordan Potts, 1951-53, QM3, 6th Div. 
     My father Jordan Potts enjoyed receiving the Scuttle-
butt. Sadly, he passed away on March 23rd at the age of 
80. He served on Orion in the early 50s. – Dave Potts 
 

L. Kim West 
     L. Kim West passed away on July 21, 2010, from 
complications of a stroke. Kim was 
born September 24, 1933, in Des 
Moines, Iowa. He attended Grandview 
College and Drake University. As a 
member of the Naval Reserve he was 
called to serve during the Korean War 
and served on USS Orion. 
     He then returned to Des Moines to 
join his dad at Mitchell West Heating 
and A/C which he later purchased and 
where he continued to work throughout 
his life. He was a very active member of West Des 
Moines Christian Church. 
     He is survived by his wife of 49 years, Jane (Cox) 
West, five children, nine grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren. He also had two children from a previous 
marriage. 

John H. Thompson 
     John Harris Thompson Sr., 76, passed away July 7, 
2010, at his home, surrounded by his loving family and 
friends. He had been ill with cancer. 
     Mr. Thompson was born Aug. 21, 1933, at the Thomp-
son home in Edinburg, Va. 
     Mr. Thompson, president of C.E. 
Thompson and sons Corporation in 
Edinburg, and Thompson Building 
Material, LLC, in Warrenton, gradu-
ated from Edinburg High School in 
1953. Following high school, he 
served in the United States Navy for 
four years. He, his father and his 
brother William, founded C.E. 
Thompson and Sons Corporation in 
1958. 
     He was a member of St. John’s United Methodist 
Church in Edinburg and also a member of the American 
Legion Post 199 in Woodstock. 
     Mr. Thompson married the former Mary Lou Line- 
weaver of Star Tannery, Oct. 16, 1954 in a beautiful can-
dlelight service at St. James Lutheran Church in Star Tan-
nery. She survives. 
     Other survivors include a son, two daughters, and eight 
grandchildren. 
     In addition to his parents, he was preceded in death by 
his brother William and his wife, the former Mary Lou 
Polk. 
     Funeral services were held Saturday, July 10, at St. 
John’s Methodist Church. Burial, with military honors by 
U.S. Navy and Strasburg American Legion Post #77 was 
in Cedarwood Cemetery. 

enemy lookout tower....an OCCUPIED tower. Fortunately 
the Japanese sentry was peacefully sleeping and 
Markuson was able to quietly withdraw and warn his raid-
ing party. 
     The news from Markuson caused the men digging the 
placement for the explosive charge to continue their work 
more slowly and quietly. Suddenly, from less than 80 
yards away, an express train was bearing down on them. 
The appearance was a surprise, it hadn't occurred to 
the crew during the planning for the mission that there 
might be a night train. When at last it passed, the brave 
but nervous sailors extracted themselves from the brush 
into which they had leapt, to continue their task. Twenty 
minutes later the holes had been dug and the explosives 
and batteries hidden beneath fresh soil. 
     During planning for the mission the saboteurs had 
been told that, with the explosives in place, all would re-
treat a safe distance while Hatfield made the final connec-
tion. If the sailor who had once cracked walnuts on the 
railroad tracks slipped during this final, dangerous proce-
dure, his would be the only life lost. On this night it was 
the only order the saboteurs refused to obey, all of them 

peering anxiously over Hatfield’s shoulder to make sure 
he did it right. The men had come too far to be disap-
pointed by a switch failure. 
     1:32 a.m. Watching from the deck of Barb, Command-
er Fluckey allowed himself a sigh of relief as he noticed 
the flashlight signal from the beach announcing the depar-
ture of the shore party. He had skillfully, and  
daringly, guided Barb to within 600 yards of the enemy 
beach. There was less than 6 feet of water beneath the 
sub's keel, but Fluckey wanted to be close in case trouble 
arose and a daring rescue of his saboteurs be-
came necessary. 
     1:45 a.m. The two boats carrying his saboteurs were 
only halfway back to the Barb when the sub's machine 
gunner yelled, "CAPTAIN! Another train coming up the 
tracks!" The Commander grabbed a megaphone and 
yelled through the night, "Paddle like the devil!" knowing 
full well that they wouldn't reach Barb before the train hit 
the micro switch. 
     1:47 a.m. The darkness was shattered by brilliant light 

Continued on Page 6 
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USS Orion with USS Arthur R. Radford (DD-968) alongside. 

and the roar of the explosion. The boilers of the locomo-
tive blew, shattered pieces of the engine blowing 200 feet 
into the air. Behind it the cars began to accordion into 
each other, bursting into flame and adding to 
the magnificent fireworks display. Five minutes later the 
saboteurs were lifted to the deck by their exuberant com-
rades as Barb turned to slip back to safer waters. Moving 
at only two knots, it would be awhile before Barb was 
into waters deep enough to allow it to submerge. It was a 
moment to savor, the culmination of teamwork, ingenuity 
and daring by the Commander and all his crew. "Lucky" 
Fluckey's voice came over the intercom. "All hands below 
deck not absolutely needed to maneuver the ship have 
permission to come topside." He didn't have to repeat 
the invitation. Hatches sprang open as the proud sailors of  
Barb gathered on her decks to proudly watch the distant 
fireworks display. Barb had "sunk" a Japanese TRAIN! 
     On August 2, 1945, Barb arrived at Midway, her 
twelfth war patrol concluded. Meanwhile United States 
military commanders had pondered the prospect of an 
armed assault on the Japanese homeland. Mili-
tary tacticians estimated such an invasion would cost 
more than a million American casualties. Instead of such 
a costly armed offensive to end the war, on August 6th 

the B-29 bomber Enola Gay dropped a single atom-
ic bomb on the city of Hiroshima, Japan. A second such 
bomb, unleashed 4 days later on Nagasaki, Japan, caused 
Japan to agree to surrender terms on August 15th. On 
September 2, 1945 in Tokyo Harbor the docu-
ments ending the war in the Pacific were signed. 
     The story of the saboteurs of USS Barb is one of those 
unique, little known stories of World War II. It becomes 
increasingly important when one realizes that the eight 
sailors who blew up the train at near Kashiho, Japan, con-
ducted the ONLY GROUND COMBAT OPERATION 
on the Japanese "homeland" of World War II. The eight 
saboteurs were:  Paul Saunders, William Hatfield, Francis 
Sever, Lawrence Newland, Edward Klinglesmith, James 
Richard, John Markuson, William Walker. 
     Footnote: Eugene Bennett Fluckey retired from the 
Navy as a Rear Admiral, and wears in addition to his 
Medal of Honor, FOUR Navy Crosses … a record of 
awards unmatched by any living American. In 1992 his 
own history of USS Barb was published in the award win-
ning book, Thunder Below. Over the past several years 
proceeds from the sale of this exciting book have been 
used by Admiral Fluckey to provide free reunions for the 
men who served with him aboard Barb, and their wives.  
 

     This story was provided by Art Mager, PC3, 1960-61 
and Bob Pritchard, OM2, 1959-63.  

USS Barb Continued From Page 5 
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     Maine Troop Greeters: Rick Watson with the Freeport Flag Ladies 
at the Bangor, Maine, airport ready to greet U.S. military personnel as 
they arrive on flights from overseas.  

Returning Troops 
Welcomed Home by 
Troop Greeters 
 

     I am one of the Maine Troop 

Greeters in Bangor, Maine. Recently 

I purchased a fleece vest from 

Goodwill and then purchased the 

crossed keys of the old storekeeper 

rating, second class petty officer 

crow and the “Don’t Tread on Me” 

flag pins from the Tin Can Sailor 

Store and put them on my vest also 

with my Troop Greeters name tag. 

In the attached photo, I am wearing 

my Tin Can Sailor hat with the Ad-

ams Class profile and, on my right 

breast, have the “Don’t Tread on 

Me” flag above the name tag. Below 

the name tag (from right to left) are 

the crossed keys and second class 

cross. 

     While I do not meet as many 

troop flights as I would like, for 

those that I do meet, the troops 

thank me for being there and, in a 

couple of cases, the hat, vest, etc., 

will get a response from one of them 

and then start a discussion. Many is 

the time, as they are returning to 

their plane, they thank me for being 

there for them. My reply, and I 

know that I am speaking for many, 

is that they would be there for us if 

the roles were reversed. 

     To a man and woman, what we 

do is appreciated by them. They are 

also comforted to know that we have 

people meeting flights around the 

clock. If there is anyone out there 

who wants to know more about who 

we are, please check out our website 

at 

www.themainetroopgreeters.com. 
 

In peace, your shipmate 

Richard Watson, Jr. 

USS Barney (DDG-6) 

USS Orion, 1983-84 
 

*    *    * 

     This article, sent in by Dave Bai-

ley, courtesy of Tin Can Sailors, Inc. 

Used with permission. 

 

Made of cotton. 
 

Available in medium, 
large and extra large. 
 

$16.00 each 

Plus $5 Shipping  

White Polo Shirts 

Check size:   Medium ___     Large ____   Extra Large ____ 
 
Name _____________________________________________ 
 
Address ___________________________________________ 
 
City ______________________ State ______ Zip__________ 

Copy this form, fill it out and send to: 
 

Larry Snyder 
308 Oak St. 

Rowley, IA 52329  
 

Make check payable to USS Orion Store 

Photo courtesy of Rick Watson 



PAGE 8 THE SCUTTLEBUTT AUGUST 2010 

     The following articles from Sea 
Classics magazine were sent in by 
Dave Bailey. 
 

Sea Mail 
What about the John Rodgers? 

 

     What ever became of the ex-USS 
John Rodgers (DD-574) which was 
transferred to the Mexican Navy in 
1971 and then donated back to an 
American museum group to become 
a museum ship a few years ago? 
There was all this fuss about her be-
ing the last of her class and how this 
old Fletcher-class was to be refur-
bished. Now no news whatsoever. 
 

     ED: According to our sources, the 
ship is tied up in litigation down in 
Mexico and is slowly being overtak-
en with vermin and rust that will 
make it ever more expensive to re-
store her to viewable condition. Our 
bet is this valued artifact will wind up 
going to a scrap dealer, especially 
now with tough economics making 
these restorations ever more difficult 
to fund. If any readers have a more 
detailed update we would like to hear 
from them. 

*    *    * 
By Kit Bonner 

Sea Classics Magazine 
 

     The USS John Rodgers (DD-574) 
was last heard of approximately 18 
months ago when Ward Brewer and 
his group acquired the ship and had 
the Fletcher-class destroyer moved to 
a produce pier near the Mexican Na-
val Station in Lazaro Cardenas (100 
miles north of Acapulco). Of special 
note is the fact that John Rodgers is 
the sole remaining high-bridge 
Fletcher class destroyer with a pole 
mast, 20-cal. weapons and a large 
number of early-WWII machinery. 
This is a very precious Naval artifact. 
     Vague promises had been made 
by Brewer and company to move the 
former USS John Rodgers to a pier in 
Mobile, Alabama. A towing firm had 
been contacted and convinced by 
Brewer and his corporation 
(Beauchamp Tower Corporation) to 
take an ocean-going tugboat to Laza-
ro Cardenas and tow the destroyer 
back via the Panama Canal. The tow-
ing expense was to have been just 
under $2 million. 

     The tug arrived to find that there 
was no money available, so they 
picked up another tow and left im-
mediately. This was over a year ago 
and Rodgers is still tethered to the 
banana pier. Now, the fees being 
charged to use the pier have topped 
$1 million. If funds could be raised, 
it would take a minimum of $4 mil-
lion for fees, towing, and repairs 
since it has been sitting alongside a 
pier for 2 years. 
 

     It is nearly impossible to locate 
and speak with any of the principals 
of this venture. Later, I found out, 
that none had a Naval or Coast 
Guard background. Ironically, none 
had the basic seamanship skills to 
ensure that the ship would be safely 
tied to the tow boat, and that the 
ship was seaworthy enough for the 
trip. 
 

     There was no technical commen-
tary, nor any other dialogue that 
would lead the reader to have confi-
dence in their ability to secure and 
tow a destroyer several thousand 
miles back to the USA. Beyond 
that, none of the principals were 
familiar with the myriad of laws 
governing a ship being brought into 
U.S. waters from a foreign country, 
and it is quite possible that written 
permission from the U.S. Depart-

Updates on the USS John Rodgers 

ment of Defense had not been se-
cured before the destroyer was turned 
over to a private group. 
     There are many lessons to be 
learned from this experience. One 
major lesson is that there are a num-
ber of people who prey on veterans 
as they hold a warship, aircraft, tank, 
or other military artifact out like a 
carrot. These people can be very dan-
gerous to older veterans who could 
lose money and their reputations. 
     The bottom line is that I believe 
that the old destroyer probably looks 
none the worse for wear and is still 
tied to the banana pier. At the time of 
this writing, I have asked the Mexi-
can Consul General to intervene and 
locate the Rodgers for me. He has 
agreed. I should know within two 
weeks (approximately June 1). 
 

*    *    * 
Latest Update: 

     The ex-USS John Rodgers (DD-
574) was recently taken from the In-
ternational Fruit Pier in Lazaro Car-
denas to a guarded Naval pier at the 
Lazaro Cardenas Naval Base. The 
ship is more run-down than ever, and 
it is obvious that parts and critical 
items are missing. 

     USS John Rodgers’ forward 
bridge and fire control radar. 

     The foredeck of the ship shows 
two 5-inch/.38-cal. dp guns, a high 
bridge, and two twin 40-mm anti-
aircraft weapons. 


