The Panama Years

O

rion was ordered to Balboa, Canal Zone,
arriving on 24 January 1946. Orion remained
at Balboa, servicing Submarine Squadron
Six until 2 March 1946 when she sailed for
the Virgin Islands to take part in Fleet exercises together with her submarine squadron.
On 15 March 1946 she sailed for Portsmouth,
New Hampshire, for a three-month overhaul.
On 11 June 1946, Captain F.W. Laing, USN, relieved Captain Hannon as Commanding Officer.
Orion was underway again in September 1947, in
company with a division of submarines. On that
cruise, at longitude 82 degrees West, 500 Polliwogs
became Royal Shellbacks.
On 1 December 1947, she again pointed her
nose south, this time with nearly 300 Army, Navy,

and Marine Corps passengers aboard and sailed to
Callao, Peru, for a five-day visit.
On 1 June 1948, Captain J.F. Davidson, USN,
relieved Captain Laing as Commanding Officer.
On 11 May 1949, Orion, together with Submarine
Squadron Six, departed Balboa for Norfolk and Orion
entered Portsmouth Naval Shipyard, Virginia, for a
two-month overhaul. During this overhaul, on 1 July
1949, Captain Davidson, USN, was relieved by Commander L.D. McGregor, USN, as Commanding Officer.
After completing three weeks of refresher training
in the latter part of August, Orion returned to Norfolk
and resumed her duties in Submarine Squadron Six,
with Norfolk as her home port.
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Panama: Bright Sunshine, Blue Waters
By Harry Alsman
1948-52, EN3, Forward Engine Room

It was snowy and cold in Norfolk during Thanksgiving
of 1948. The day after, the
AKA I was on left port and
headed for Panama. I was a
passenger heading for Orion which was based in Panama. I had never been at
sea before and was so impressed on the third morning out when I awoke to
bright
sunshine
and
warmth. I went on deck and
was amazed at the deep
blue water. It looked as
though you could fill a
fountain pen and write a letter. I enjoyed watching the
flying fish which were sailing ahead of the ship. I saw
porpoises and sharks from time to time. I was fascinated
by the trip through the canal and stayed on deck most of
the time.
The first morning I awoke on Orion and could hear
noise coming from the dock caused by people going
through the dumpsters. The weather was perfect and insect
-free because our government sprayed daily to kill mosquitoes. One time, during the Indo China war, a French
ship tied up alongside to use Orion's huge cranes. We

loaded landing craft from the dock to the French ship. I
went aboard the French ship and was treated to a little
wine, which the French seamen were allotted. What a navy!
I was assigned to the Forward Engine Room and remember the noise and heat. Christmas and New Year’s
days I was swimming in the Pacific. About six or seven
months later, Orion was transferred to Norfolk and back
through the canal I went. I had promised myself that when
I was discharged I would move to Panama permanently. I
still think about it.
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My Time With USS Orion in Panama

W

By Ron Crager

e graduated from boot camp in early December of 1947. I went home for a 12-day leave,
then had to report back to Great Lakes before
Christmas, which was a bummer! Spent a
week in O.G.U. messing around doing work details, wondering where we were going to go, no word as yet.
Finally they shipped us out on, of all things, a troop
train, slower than a snail. No beds, had to sleep sitting up,
food was awful. It took us, I think, about three or four
days to get to Philadelphia. Still no word of where we
were headed. We spent Christmas in Philly and were there
ten or twelve days.
Then, if I remember correctly, they sent us to New
London Submarine Base. That is when we finally found
out where we were headed. After we heard we were going
to Panama, some of the guys started asking questions, you
know the things, girls and all.
I remember there was some old salt sitting there, with
about three or four hash marks. Someone asked him how
the women were down there. I’ll never forget the answer
he gave them. He said there were a lot of women there,
but they were all black. The young sailor came back, “all
black?”
He said, “Yeah, but the longer you’re down there, the
whiter they get.”
I’ll never forget his answer.
Then we were on our way. Get this, they shipped us to
Quonset Point Navy Air Station, in cattle trucks, I’m not
kidding, snow ass deep, all we had were our shoes, no
boots you know, and all we had on were our blues, pea
coat and blue flat hat.
When we got to Quonset Point we had to jump from
the truck into about three foot of snow, our feet were all
wet. We waded through slush and snow to the barracks. I
don’t know if you’ve ever been there or not, but the
weather gets so bad there, that all the barracks are fastened
together with hallways, so you didn’t have to walk outside
in bad weather.
I remember I had to laugh: Every morning at muster
when they called your name they would put you on work

detail, but for some reason they forgot to call my name. I
didn’t tell them either, so for the next ten days they did not
call my name. One of my buddies, (Chuck Feeser) asked
me how I kept getting out of work details. I told him and
he laughed.
But on the day we were supposed to leave, they called
my name. Till this day, I don’t know how they kept missing me. I know I spent a lot of days in the coffee shop.
They boarded us in a big four-motored job to fly us to
Panama. Now remember it was cold and snow that we
were leaving from and we were still in our dress blues. No
one had any money. Our pay had not caught up with us
yet and none of us had been getting much to eat.
I remember we landed in Key West to refuel. So while
they were doing that we went inside this small terminal.
There was no one in there except the guy behind the bar,
and a chief sitting there drinking coffee. The coffee
smelled so good, and they had a soup pot sitting there. We
were all so hungry.
Continued on Page 4
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see the great Orion!
You know most of us had never been this close to a
ship, we thought it was huge! We unloaded, took our sea
bags, then they guided us to the sleeping quarters of the
First Division. What a joke! Wasn’t hardly room to turn
around. We were still in dress blues, hotter than you know
what!
We finally got a chance to change clothes and get in
our dungarees. What a relief! Then we packed our blues
away not to see them again for at least two years.
The next morning we got to meet our chief of the First
Division. He was a real ass hole. He thought he was a Marine drill sergeant. I don’t remember his name, and don’t
care to. He was worse than the chief we had in boot camp.
I remember one time while we were out to sea I had to
stand watch on the bridge looking through binoculars. I
spotted something on the horizon that the radar had not
picked up. The O.D., Commander Hess, was beside himself because he could not see it.
He kept saying, “Ron, are you sure you see something?” I told him, “Yes I see something.” It took them
another five hours to find it. It was a ship’s running lights
on top of the mast and the reason they were having such a
hard time was because they were running parallel with us.
He called me to his office later to tell me I had done a
good job.
I was only in the 1st Division about four or five
months. They had an opening in the 6th Division so I
asked for a transfer to the 6th. Got the job of being a yeoman for the Chaplain and taking care of the library. So
from then on I was YNSN.
Continued on Page 5
Continued from Page 3
The guy behind the counter asked us if we wanted anything. We told him we didn’t have any money, and that we
hadn’t had much to eat for two days.
The chief sitting at the bar turned around and looked at
us. I’m not sure how many there were of us, maybe thirty
or forty. He told the guy behind the counter to give us all
some soup and coffee and he would pay for it. I’ll never
forget what he did, but I never did get his name.
We got back aboard the plane to fly over the Gulf.
I remember landing in Panama still in dress blues. It
was hotter than hell. They put us on an open air train, (no
windows) riding through the jungle. People on there were
carrying chickens and small pigs. Every time we made a
stop, people would try to sell us stuff through the windows. The blues were getting hotter and hotter! Finally,
early morning we got to the train station and were picked
up in busses that took us to the base mess hall for breakfast. The duty cooks were really mad about getting up that
early, like 4:30 a.m., to cook us breakfast. We had not had
anything to eat except the soup that the chief bought for
us. So we chowed down on breakfast.
Then they loaded us up again on busses and drove us to
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I remember another time while we were having gunnery practice in the Pacific, we were supposed to be shooting over this island. My G.Q. station was under the forward five-inch gun mount and I was wearing the head
phones for directions. Then I heard the 1st Lieutenant start
yelling and cussing. He said we’re not supposed to be
shelling the damn island, we’re supposed to be shooting
over the damn thing. I about died laughing. I guess there
were some radio towers on the island and they didn’t want
to wreck them!
I remember another time we were out to sea and all at
once the engines stopped. I thought, “now what?” I looked
out the porthole in my office, and I could see an island
with a four-masted schooner anchored nearby.
I went topside so I could see better. I could see a rubber raft, with an outboard motor attached heading in our
direction. I watched as they pulled alongside, and brought
this guy up the boarding ladder with his arm all bandaged
up, all bloody. I found out later, that he had cut his hand
real bad. They took him to Sick Bay and that is where he
stayed until we got back to our dock in Panama. I guess
the reason we stopped is because they had sent out an
S.O.S.

USS Kittiwake
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Transferring the Troops
My time in Panama was very short as I went aboard
Orion in Portsmouth while in dry dock.
After arriving in Panama several of us were transferred. This picture shows the number being transferred.

I went to the Pacific and later I served aboard Fulton.
My brother, Don Goodwin and I served together
aboard Orion. He has since passed away. He took this
shot. — Jack Goodwin, 1947, PM3
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A Night Out
By Ken Larsen

A

1945-48, DT2, 9th Div.

fter Orion was in Panama
for awhile, four of us had
our wives come down. My
wife and I had a baby girl
less than a year old. “Tex” Ryder,
from L.A., brags that he and his wife
were our child’s first babysitter. (The
baby is now 65 years old.)
The four of us were: Tex Ryder,
Bruce Beasly, Duke Saboda and me,
Ken Larsen. My wife and I visited
Tex and Ruth in L.A. about five
years ago, but now have lost contact.
Tex and his wife cared for our
little girl while we went out for a
night. We went to the El Rancho
where a group of guys I knew from
Orion happened to be. They invited
us to join them and we had a great
time. I knew most of the guys very
well, but have now forgotten their
names. This is a picture we had taken
that night. The year was about 1945
or 1946.
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Lessons Learned Lasted a Lifetime
By Orlando Magnifico
1946-48, ME2, 11th Div.

Hi Shipmates:
My stay on Orion was from 1946 to September 1948. I
was discharged Sept. 10, 1948. My story of Orion was a
very good one with a lesson in growing up. I was only 18
then, a kid from the sticks, North Adams, Mass. You sure
learned fast in the Navy.
My arrival on Orion was in April 1946. The first thing
I remember was the two gangways. One was for the officers and the other was for us enlisted men. I didn’t know
which one to use until the officer of the day shouted to
me. He said use the one on the left. So I did.
I also noticed on the dock next to Orion a few subs
were tied up.
As you know we didn’t go to sea very often, most of
the time we only went out in the Pacific. We always had
subs trail us for the most part. The subs would shoot dummy torpedoes at us, then we would send out to a motor
whale boat to pick them up and bring back to the ship for
use another time.
Continued on Page 9

Subs attached to USS Orion
Taken off Pier #3 on starboard side

Gangway for enlisted men — Starboard side

Gangway for officers — Starboard side
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Continued from Page 8
After being on the ship awhile you picked your friends.
I shot a photo of a few of them. After six months on the
deck force I made Seaman 1st Class. I was getting sick of
the deck force so I transferred into the shipfitter section.
Thus I became a Shipfitter striker. This was a great difference from the deck force. About nine months later I was a
3rd Class Shipfitter. This was even greater because you
got more freedom. I had been taught to weld and in time I
did a lot of welding on subs when they came into port.
Continued on Page 10

Mid-section of USS Orion

“Oke” and me on Naval Base in Panama April 11,
1948. We were allowed to have a locker on the base so
we could change into civilian clothes.

Orion salvage crew taking off a sub screw for repairs

Front: Me and Hobbs. Back: Hurst, Hickey, Haas.

Motor whaleboat getting ready to bring the fish aboard
USS Orion in the Pacific Ocean
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Continued from Page 9
My department had shipfitters, metalsmiths, welders,
molders, and pipefitters; also deep sea divers, who performed underwater maintenance.
One time we went to sea just to go over the Equator.
As you know once over the Equator and you are a Shellback; until then you are considered a Pollywog. When we
reached the Equator we met up with Davey Jones and the
Royal Family. They came aboard and we all stood at attention. We had a few fights with the Shellbacks which
didn’t last long.
The next day we got our induction into the Shellback.
This was quite an experience to go through. All the Pollywogs lined up one after the other. The first thing we knew
a full pressure fire hose was put on us. Then we had to
crawl in a garbage chute which was made up of canvas
about 10 feet long. We were introduced to the Royal Family. We had to kiss the foot of the Royal Chaplain, which
had some purple stuff on it, then the Royal Baby’s greased
belly. The Royal Surgeon operated on us and the Royal
Barbers clipped our hair almost bald. Then the chair
flipped up backwards into a dirty, oily pond made from
canvas. There the Royal Bears dunked us until we almost
ran out of breath. Then we crawled out of the pond and
again the fire hose hit us full force. Last but not least, I ran
a gauntlet of Shellbacks whacking with canvas clubs. Af-

ter that we were Shellbacks. Boy was I glad that was over.
No matter what rate or rank you were you had to go
through this.
We also had a few more experiences which maybe I’ll
tell another time.
In the meantime, about into the last year in the service,
I made 2nd Class petty officer. Later on my rate was
changed from Shipfitter to Metalsmith.
This experience of being a part of USS Orion was the
best of my life and I wouldn’t give it up for anything.

Sept 28, 1947, Crossing the Equator
Executive Officer and Chief Master-at-Arms.
Both were polliwogs.

Mid-section of USS Argonaut

Sept. 29, 1947 Equator crossing.
The Royal Doctor looking over his patient
before he starts to operate.
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Cruise Brings Back Memories
By Paul Wallen
1945-46, PO2, Print Shop

I

just came back from a cruise on the Norwegian Cruise Line Jewel from
the port of New York City to Port Canaveral Florida and then to the Bahamas. As the Jewel passed by Staten Island, I remembered my days
stationed there aboard USS Orion in 1945-1946 and my liberties in New
York City.
This cruise also gave me the time to recall some of the memories of our
passage to Panama in January of 1946. One was when we were in Hampton
Roads, Virginia, loading ammunition and the cover of the hatch fell and nearly
hit us. I knew then that I needed to get off the deck gang. That’s when I found
out that there was an opening in the Print Shop for a striker and I requested
transfer and was finally accepted. That was a happy day!
When we were going through the Panama Canal I was on duty on the
bridge serving Captain Edward R. Hannon as “the captain’s runner.” The atmosphere on the bridge was routine until “all hell” seemed to break out. I could
see that we were running into land on the starboard side and from my vantage
point I could see the action taking place both on the forward deck and on the
bridge. Orders were being given back and forth and for a while it looked like
we were in serious trouble but the situation was soon corrected and we continued on our way.
At the time I wondered how that incident could have happened. Thanks to
December 2010 issue of the Scuttlebutt I will be researching the deck logs to
see what has been recorded about that incident. On page five we were told
“Where to Get Navy Deck Logs” that are more than thirty years old. I will be
contacting archives2reference@nara.gov for “the rest of the story!”
I was transferred to the Print Shop on the U. S. Submarine Base Key West
Florida on July 6, 1946, proud to have served on Orion with such a fine
crew!!!

Five of us from Orion on liberty in a
Miami bar taken in March of 1946

Gun drill on Orion underway

Subs tied up in Balboa
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Life Is What You Make It
By Harold Zink
1948-50, EM3, Forward Engine Room

My big day had finally come and most of us were
ready to leave for the good old USA. The thoughts of Norfolk were not too enticing after
hearing the “Sailors Welcome”
during the war. I expect the local
rancor was caused by many sailors
who didn’t have scruples. Those of
us who hadn’t already known liberty in Norfolk and Newport News
were more anxious to go stateside.
We got underway and proceeded with our appointment
to go through the canal. Pictured at the bridge that separates to allow ships to pass on to the locks are the dependents and acquaintances of the ship’s company. Entering
the first lock finds many of us crowding the rails to observe again or for the first time, the moving of a ship from
the Pacific to the Atlantic.
History goes through your mind as you recall from
school days, the extraordinary feat of building this canal
for the purpose of expediting shipping for the entire
world. We finally see how it is done. The Army Band is
on hand to play as an important ship of the U.S. Navy is
leaving Panama. It is indeed a thrill to experience what the
world’s shipping has been doing for a long time.
Thoughts of my short time in Panama seemed to surface with the realization that it was over. When I arrived
there in January 1949, we soon learned that we would be
going to the States soon. Outfitting the ship for the trip
was the daily routine.
The hot weather was different for me as I had just
come from Iowa in winter and very cool weather on the
East Coast. Three or four work details were called every
day to lay on supplies for the trip. We observed tropical
working hours by starting early and quitting early. We
were allowed to use the base swimming pool and frequent
other facilities there.
Some friends and I used the pool often. Pictures show
us enjoying the pool. See me standing near the pool with
my foot on the chain. Notice how brown I was.
Continued on Page 13
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A couple of years ago, I went to see a dermatologist to
check out all my barnacles. I
showed her the picture and
told her how me and all my
siblings (6) turned dark brown
every summer. My sisters
were all lifeguards. We lived
in the sun and had no ill effects. I told her that after I
started taking blood pressure
meds in the ’90s I burned
while working in the yard
without a shirt. The outcome
is that my back is covered
with moles.
In Panama, I swam almost
daily with R. L. Filkens and
sometimes others. We encountered a canal worker dependent Rose Ann almost every visit. We also went to the bar there and were served
booze even though I was just a kid.
The picture below has me on the right, Filkens in the
middle and the other guy is a husky Finnish kid whose

name escapes me. It was a good afternoon activity. I remember that we had to wear sleeves at night because of
the mosquito problem. Liberty was scant during those few
months and I wasn’t disappointed. The lifestyle in town
didn’t appeal to me. I remember the small very tasty bananas that we bought for 5 cents a pound. I would buy three
pounds of ripe ones and three pounds of green ones. Being
ripened on the tree made them very tasty.
The first time I had liberty and saw plantains at the
market, I thought, “damn those are big bananas.” Then I
learned that you had to cook them. We were leaving just
about when the local girls were starting to look good to
me. Some enjoyable stops on the way to Norfolk then into
the dry dock for another adventure. I stood watch a couple
times in dry dock at the sea gates. It is the only time I carried a firearm all my time in the Navy. It wasn’t even
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loaded. We got lots of liberty during that time. The biggest problem was: we never had enough money to get out
of sight. The Navy would have been much more fun if the
income was better. I was fortunate to have a friend whose
mother had bought him a nice car that we used to ram
around in. We visited lots of Civil War sites, spent time at
Virginia Beach and made it to Richmond now and then.
We went to his home in Charleston, West Virginia, a time
or two. We kept civvies in a locker at the main gate and
changed to go ashore. Panama seemed a long way away
and was nearly forgettable after a time.
A few years ago, at a golf course in Cedar Rapids, my
brother and I caught up to a single playing alone. We
joined him and I noticed he was wearing a cap with a submarine emblem. Conversation led to discussing his and
my service and, low and behold, he had been to Orion in
Panama on one of our boats. He told us that he had two
other guys in our area that he had lunch with who were
submariners. I had written down his name and have misplaced it. It is a small world if you are out and about
enough. I enjoy the Scuttlebutt very much and have submitted many stories that are precious to me and I hope you
enjoy them. Life is what you make it. Enjoy yours.
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Memorable Movies and Tunes
On the Screen
1946 – Top 10
The Postman Always Rings Twice
Notorious
It's a Wonderful Life
The Big Sleep
Beauty and the Beast
Great Expectations
The Stranger
The Best Years of Our Lives
The Killers
My Darling Clementine

On the Juke Box
— 1946 —
Symphony
Freddy Martin

I Can't Begin to Tell You
Bing Crosby and Carmen Cavallaro

Let It Snow! Let It Snow!
Let It Snow!
Vaughn Monroe

Doctor, Lawyer, Indian Chief
Betty Hutton

I'm a Big Girl Now
Sammy Kaye

1947 – Top 10
The Bicycle Thief
Body and Soul
A Double Life
Gentleman's Agreement
Dark Passage
Kiss of Death
Life with Father
Crossfire
A Miracle on 34th Street
The Bishop's Wife

1948 – Top 10
Hamlet
The Treasure of the Sierra Madre
Macbeth
Red River
The Lady from Shanghai
Sorry, Wrong Number
The Search
Rope
The Red Shoes
Unfaithfully Yours

1949 – Top 10
The Third Man
All the King's Men
Adam's Rib
White Heat
On the Town
A Letter to Three Wives
The Heiress
She Wore a Yellow Ribbon
Twelve O'Clock High
They Live by Night

Prisoner of Love
Perry Como

The Gypsy
The Ink Spots

Surrender
Perry Como

To Each His Own
Eddy Howard

Five Minutes More
Frank Sinatra

Rumors Are Flying

— 1948 —
Ballerina
Vaughn Monroe

I'm Looking Over a Four Leaf Clover
Art Mooney

Mañana
(Is Soon Enough for Me)
Peggy Lee

Nature Boy
Nat King Cole

You Call Everybody Darlin'
Al Trace

Frankie Carle

Twelfth Street Rag

— 1947 —

A Tree in the Meadow

The Old Lamp-Lighter

Buttons and Bows

Pee Wee Hunt

Sammy Kaye

(I Love You)
For Sentimental Reasons
The King Cole Trio

Open the Door, Richard
Count Basie

Managua, Nicaragua
Freddy Martin

Heartaches
Ted Weems

Mam'selle
Art Lund

Peg o' My Heart

Margaret Whiting
Dinah Shore

— 1949 —
All I Want for Christmas
(Is My Two Front Teeth)
Spike Jones

A Little Bird Told Me
Evelyn Knight

Cruising Down the River
Blue Barron

(Ghost) Riders in the Sky:
A Cowboy Legend

The Harmonicats

Vaughn Monroe

Chi-Baba, Chi-Baba
(My Bambino Go to Sleep)

Some Enchanted Evening
Perry Como

Perry Como

You're Breaking My Heart

Smoke! Smoke! Smoke!
(That Cigarette)

That Lucky Old Sun

Tex Williams

Near You
Francis Craig

Vic Damone
Frankie Laine

Mule Train
Frankie Laine
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In Memoriam
Alcamo, Leonard
Arant, Robert
Austin, Joseph H.
Beeson, Joseph
Bennett, Gordon
Berger, William
Bergman, Howard
Biemesderfer, Warren
Boland, Richard T.
Brafford, Ralph
Brocke, John
Cesarec, Frank
Churchill, Sam
Chviek, Ed
Collins, M.C.
Crawford, Clem
Davey, Charles
Davis, Calvin S.
Davis, Thomas L.
Dennis, Bruce
Dickerson, Edgar
Driscoll, Robert A.
Eichler, Richard D.
Fadness, Harold
Fittery, Robert J.
Garabedian, Harry
Gentry, Barney
Gidley, J.T.
Goodwin, Donald
Gorman, Joseph
Gray, Glenn G.
Griffin, Jarrell D.
Grogan, Richard
Guglietta, Loreto
Gurry, James L.
Hanson, Gerald A.
Hawkinson, Kenneth
Hino, Millard J.
Ingles, Leroy

43-46
44-48
47-52
49-52
43-46
43-46
47-52
47-50
43-47
43-46
45-53
45-46
43-46
46-48
49-52
48-50
43-46
43-46
43-46
46-47
43-46
49-59
49-52
43-46
48-52
45-46
46-48
49-52
44-47
44-46
45-47
48-52
46-48
44-46
45-46
48-50
43-46
43-47
45-47

MM2/c
d. 1995
CWO-2
d. 5-3-05
CWO, CMAA
d. 6-98
S2/c
d. 1992
MM1
d. 1998
CWO
d. 1997
MR2
d. 1-20-06
d. 8-20-96
FC3
d. 2006
EM3
RT 2/c

d. 2008
d. 1995
d.12-1-02

PH2
FA, S1/c
Storekeeper
MoMM1
FC3, 4th Div.
S2/c, 1st Div.
RM1, 6th Div.
HTCN, Diver
MR3
SSML2/c
Engineman

d. 2-2-09
d. 1-29-88
d. 1990
d. 4-6-08
d. 2005
d. 11-9-04
d. 11-3-03
d. 11-4-03
d. 9-23-67

SM3
MR2
PM3
FC3, 4th Dv.

d. 7-4-07
d. 4-16-09
d. 2006
d. 6-18-04

MR2
d. 5-2-03
FC3
GM3, 4th Div. d. 9-4-07
d. 4-27-03
SN-FC3, 2nd Div.
EMC
d. 2003
MLC
d. 6-19-99
WO-1(SS)

Juberian, John
43-46
Kelly, Robert R.
44-46
Krempecke, Edwin
49-51
Krzeminski, Clarence
43-46
Larson, Warren R.
43-46
Latrany, Edward
44-46
Lavoti, Joseph
43-46
Lewis, Claude
46-48
Lombas, George J.
48-51
Maistrelli, Eugene
43-46
McAnany, John J.
48-51
McElderry, William S.
44-46
Metzger, Robert
49-53
Miller, John A.
47-50
Montgomery, Richard
43-46
Moore, Joseph
43-46
Morel, Theodore
43-46
Morphew, T.K.
48-53
Nelson, Warren C.
43-47
Nichols, Robert
43-46
Nyland, Glenn G.
43-46
Radford, Joseph
43-46
Raley, Clifford N.
43-50
Also aboard 57-58, W-1
Reece, Kenneth B.
48-52
Rosecrans, Robert L.
48-49
Royal, Zara
49-52
Shields, Arthur E.
46-50
Siwiecki, Alex
43-46
Smith, Paul F.
43-46
Smith, J. B.
46-52
Stimpson, Howard C.
43-46
Stoutenburg, King H.
43-46
Suprenant, Leo
45-47
Tapp, Starling R.
47-49
Watson, Albert
44-47
Weisbrick, Al
43-46
Williams, James F.
45-46
Zanglein, Walter H.
47-54
Also aboard 51-54, 56-57, MRC

MM1

d. 12-99
d. 1996
IC2, EM Div. d. 3-08
S2/c
d. 1-23-00
SM3, 6th Div. d. 4-20-04
S1/c, 3rd Div. d. 11-4-08
d. 1997
d. 4-21-05
SF3, R-1 Div. d. 3-3-01
M1/c
d. 2006
d. 9-7-05
MM2
d. 5-13-04
CDR
d. 1995
OM3, R-2 Div. d. 7-6-01
EM 1/C
d. 5-22-09
Chief Yeoman d. 1-18-04
F3/c
SN to GM1
d. 4/28/08
Y3/creported Feb. 2004
SF2
d. 3-28-09
F3/c
MoMM2/c
d. 2009
M&A Div.
d. 1999

PO2/c
SK2
RM1

BM

d. 1999
d. 4-3-95
d. 2001
d. 5-13-02
d. 4-8-04
d. 1946
d. 7-1-04
d. 9-1-00

ENC d. 1998
Storekeeper
CY
Machinist

d. 2002
d. 1988
d. 8-17-03
d. 2-28-02
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