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n 1 July 1950, Captain I.C. Eddy relieved
Captain McGregor as Commanding Officer.
Captain Eddy was relieved by Captain
E.G. Porter, Jr., on 23 June 1951.
Orion was commended on 6 August
1951 by Commander Submarine Force,
U.S. Atlantic Fleet, for her outstanding performance during the fiscal year 1951.
On 3 October 1951, after overhaul at Norfolk Naval
Shipyard, Orion departed for refresher training, returning
to Norfolk on 18 November 1951 to resume her tender
duties with Submarine Squadron Six.
On 3 January 1952, Captain D.G. Baer, relieved Captain Porter as Commanding Officer.
On 17 January 1952, Captain C.L. Murphy became
Commanding Officer.
Orion departed Norfolk on 5 January 1953 for the Virgin Islands to take part in Operation Springboard. Upon
being relieved by USS Fulton, Orion returned to Norfolk,
arriving on 19 February 1953.
On 9 April 1953, Captain Murphy was relieved by
Captain Willard R. Laughon as Commanding Officer.
During the following year, Orion continued her tender
duties to Submarine Squadron Six, getting underway periodically for drills and training.
On 8 May 1954, Captain Laughon was relieved of
command by Captain William T. Kinsella.
Commander Submarine Force, U.S. Atlantic Fleet conducted an Administrative Inspection onboard Orion on 28
April 1955. As a result of this inspection Orion was
named outstanding submarine tender in the Atlantic Fleet

for which she displayed the traditional “E” on her superstructure.
On 8 July 1955, Captain Russell Kefauver, relieved
Captain William T. Kinsella, as Commanding Officer.
During early 1956, Orion participated in Operation
Springboard, the annual fleet training exercises in the Caribbean. During the period from 2 February to 24 March
1956, Orion serviced submarines operating out of St.
Thomas, V.I., and visited the ports of Fort-de-France,
Martinique; San Juan, Puerto Rico, and Havana, Cuba.
Commander Submarine Force, U.S. Atlantic Fleet conducted an Administrative Inspection on board Orion on 11
May 1956. As a result of this inspection, Orion was again
awarded the Navy “E” and the “Hashmark” was added on
to the superstructure.
On 20 May 1956, USS Barbero (SSG-317), the first
guided missile submarine to arrive in the Atlantic Fleet,
joined Submarine Squadron Six.
Relieving Captain Kefauver, Captain Chester W. Nimitz, Jr., assumed command of Orion on 11 August 1956.
In October 1956, a 63-foot, wooded hulled, sound analysis boat, named “Dessi Belle,” arrived to operate as a part
of Orion’s Repair Department in furnishing underwater
sound analysis services.
Submarine Squadron Six Units, including USS Pompom (SSR-276), USS Torsk (SS-423), USS Kittiwake
(ASR-13), in company with Orion, set out to sea during
the period of 19 November to 21 November 1956. Advanced Undersea Weapons were tested using the two surveyed ships of the LSIL type as targets.
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The targets were later sunk by gunfire from Orion.
During the testing of the undersea weapons, a West German Merchant vessel entered into the danger zone and
after all conventional methods of communication with the
ship had failed, six shots across the ship’s bow from Orion’s gun effectively warned the ship from the danger
zone.
The period 25 January to 4 February 1957 found Orion
taking a brief “vacation” sailing for Port Everglades, Florida, and four days of liberty for the crew.
On 25 July 1957, Captain R.H. Bowers assumed command.
On 1 August 1958, Captain C.D. Brown relieved Captain R.H. Bowers, as Commanding Officer.
On 4 September 1958, Orion departed for Yorktown,
Virginia, to embark all personnel and equipment of GNU51 for transfer to Roosevelt Roads, Puerto Rico. Debarking all personnel and equipment there, Orion departed for
San Juan, Puerto Rico. On arrival at San Juan, Orion provided upkeep and services with logistic support to units of
SUBDIV 63, homeported in San Juan, Puerto Rico. Leaving San Juan on 29 September 1958, Orion returned to

Norfolk Naval Base to assume its tender duties to Submarine Squadron Six.
On 4 December 1958, Orion departed for New York
City for a three-day visit and some liberty and recreation.
Returning on 9 December, Orion resumed its duties as
tender for Submarine Squadron Six.
On 2 February 1959, Orion made a short recreational
visit to Port Everglades, Florida, and returned to Norfolk
on 9 February and resumed her duties.
Departing Norfolk Naval Base on 15 May 1959, Orion
in company with Submarine Squadron Six submarines and
USS Kittiwake (ASR-13), visited San Juan, Puerto Rico,
and St. Thomas, Virgin Islands. Orion returned to its
homeport on 1 June 1959.
On 30 July 1959, Orion departed for a gala dependents’ cruise in the Chesapeake Bay area. With over 300
guests aboard, tours of the ship and watching all phases of
shipboard routine, was a day to be remembered by all
guests. Returning in the evening, only high praise was
heard for all phases of the operation.
On 11 August 1959, Captain J.D. Mason, relieved Captain C.D. Brown as Commanding Officer.
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Boatswain Pipe
By Gary Fletcher
1951-55, BM3, 1st Div.

As a Boatswain's Mate I would
get you up in the morning, call you
for chow, tell you it's time to go to
work, call you for lunch and supper,
and tell you good night with a very
loud boatswain pipe.
I enjoyed my time on Orion and
met a lot of good friends. I still keep
in touch with Anthony C. Beauchamp
who was in the 1st Division.
There were so many good experiences on Orion. I was blessed to be a
part of it.

Soda Fountain Duty
By Wyndham Clifton
1950-54, SH3, 10th Div.
Laundry, Cobbler Shop

While on Orion sometimes I
would work the soda fountain. While
working the fountain I had a watch
standing liberty card. When I was
off, I could go on liberty. You know
how noisy it was on the ship. Some
times you would have a hard time
getting a good night’s sleep. I would
go to downtown Norfolk to the
YMCA or a hotel to try to get a good
night’s sleep.
One night I got a hotel room and I
heard a knock on my door. Guess
who? S.P. “Why aren’t you on duty?” I told them when I wasn’t on
duty I could go ashore. After asking a
few questions they said, “OK, you
can go back to sleep.”

Foolish Virgin Bar
By Sam Gigliotti
1951-55, EN2, Fwd. Eng. Rm.

I can remember our deployment
to the Virgin Islands. I think we were
there about 3 months. We built a slop
chute on the pier and played beer ball
games between divisions every day.
Liberty was great at the local USO.
It was about the time they were
filming the picture about the UDT. I
remember a slight altercation in the
Foolish Virgin Bar in the Virgin Isles
Hotel with some members of the
UDT.
But alas, my memory isn’t what it
used to be. My best buddy was EN2
Tom Buckley who hailed from New
Jersey. I am still looking for him.

Left to right: Gary Fletcher, Earl
Hammer, 2nd Division, and Troxel,
3rd Division.
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Escaping the Stresses of Norfolk
By Peter E. Janovas
1951-55, IC2, 12-E Div.

In the summer of 2010 I received a mysterious phone
call asking if I recognized the voice.
I spent the next few minutes guessing wrong. Finally
the caller identified himself as Chester Belkholm.
Chester’s face immediately appeared in front of me and
brought back fond memories of Orion.
We served together in the 12-E Division gyro shop on
the 01 deck from 1951-1955.
We spent the next hour reliving memories of our shipmates and wondering what happened to them.
Chester returned to his farm in Minnesota and I returned to New York City and retired from the New York
Telephone Company in 1992.
I have enclosed two pictures – one was taken in Havana, Cuba pre-Castro and the other probably on our way
to St. Thomas for our annual winter vacation away from
the stress of Norfolk. I hope one of your readers can fill in
the blank names of some of my shipmates. I look forward
to the August edition as well as all of the editions of the
Scuttlebutt.

Havana, Cuba
Left to right: unknown, Peter Janovas, unknown, Don
Ballard, and Ken Pavak

1951-1955
Top row: Unknown, unknown, J. Cadigan, Chester
Belkholm, Peter Janovas
Bottom row: J. Elba, K. Pavak, unknown
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Ice Machine Gang

By Dick Morse
1951-54, EN3, 7th Div., Ice Machines

I went to boot camp in Newport, Rhode Island, on January 11, 1951. After boot camp I left for Norfolk, assigned
to Orion. I spent almost four years in the ice machines
with guys in the picture.
One of my shipmates (Dave Bailey) was from my
hometown. He was an MR in the machine shop. We spent
a lot of liberties together.
After I retired, Dave Bailey and I got together again.
We talk over “old times” every two weeks.

Dick Morse and Arthur Hammond
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Rare Sea Bat Captured
By Robert Pahler
1951-53, MM2, 12-M Div.
Oh, yes, I remember pain day like it was yesterday.
I was twenty years old, early in 1952, officially on
board a fine U.S. Navy ship, amazed at my new home and
a real smart ass. I was from a big city, been around a little
and thought I knew a lot but was soon to learn a bit more.
We departed S**t City and had been at sea for several
days. All was well, 4 on, 8 off, and heading south on
smooth water. I had finished supper in the aft mess hall,
dropped off my tray and utensils and went through the aft
hatch into the machine shop and there is was – the official
announcement “RARE SEA BAT CAPTURED,” in the
electric shop.
Oh my, I said to myself, I’ve never heard of anything
of this nature in my life. This is a must-see. Driven by unmitigated curiosity I ran up one deck and there a shipmate
was lying on a workbench apparently sleeping but later, as
I recall, I think he had one eye open. I asked about the sea
bat and he literally jumped to his feet and ushered me to a
dimly lit corridor and advised four of his cohorts that
someone wanted to see this mysterious treasure. They immediately stopped the pinochle game, pointed to a space
between two work tables where I could barely see a large
bucket covered by a heavy screen.
A smiling EM2 advised that I must proceed slowly and
quietly in order to get a look. Now the pinochle gang was
standing at attention as the number one man handed me a
flashlight. Again came the warning. Slowly and quietly
armed with the flashlight I moved forward semi-crouched
on tiptoes. By this time my mind had gone into overdrive.
I envisioned a red-eyed creature with green fangs and
dung-laden wings, oh, my. As instructed I approached
slowly, nervously, as I was almost in position to peer into

the bucket I heard a strange hissing and gurgling noise and
immediately retreated.
A hand on my back halted my retreat. A voice calmly
assured me I was safe and to advance again. This time I
was directly over the bucket which was against the bulkhead, peering into the bucket, flashlight on, when the hissing and gurgling began again only louder this time. I
froze, begging to gain a glimpse of the monster – then it
happened.
Two pains almost simultaneously, one when something
hit my backside the other when my head hit the bulkhead.
Momentarily I was stunned. Recovering quickly I spun
around preparing to defend myself and then I saw the
creature and six laughing shipmates.
The sea bat was a wooden paddle about four feet long
and four inches wide with these words, printed in bold
black letters “SEA BAT.”
We all laughed. Then they invited me to stay and wait
for the next victim, it didn’t take long!
P.S. The hissing/gurgling sound was provided by compressed air admitted into the half-full water bucket by one
of the pinochle actors.
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The JEPs
By Jack Peterson
1951-54, GM2

I joined the Navy in 1950, was sworn in at Pittsburgh,
Pa., on January 8th, 1951, and was sent to Providence,
R.I., for boot camp. I was put in troop #122 with Jordon
Potts and Jim Pritchard along with others. The significant
thing about this was Jordan, Jim and I all had the same
initials J.E.P. We were all about the same size. As you
remember we received a stencil with only our initials on
it. Well to make a long story short – we had a lot of problems and I still think we never got things straightened out.
After we finished boot camp, a number of us were
shipped to New London, Conn., sub base and from there
to USS Orion (AS-18). We didn’t receive a boot leave so
when we arrived in Norfolk and went on board Orion all
three of us were put into section three and qualified for a
48-hour pass. Guess what! We all three went to the Grey-

hound bus depot and bought tickets for Pittsburgh, Pa. We
intended to fly back that weekend. I think we only had
about eight hours at home. We flew back to Washington,
D.C., only to find that our flight to Norfolk had been cancelled so we searched and found four other guys who
needed to get back. It was about 2:00 a.m. and we needed
to be back on board ship at 6:00 a.m. so we got a taxi cab
to take us to Norfolk, Va. We arrived at the C.E. Piers at
5:45 a.m.
So that’s how the JEPs got to know each other and became very good friends. Unfortunately both Jordon Potts
and Jim Pritchard have passed away. What a great loss.
They were great sailors, honorable men, and great Americans.
By the way we traveled back and forth many times together to Pittsburgh sometimes hitchhiking and sometimes
with Jack Dulaney, another shipmate of ours, but we always got back on time to the good ole USS Orion.

Tropical Working Hours
By Ron Medlock
1952-57, EM1, E Div., every 7-E Shop

The 50's were a great time to be in the Navy especially
on Orion.
I reported to Orion November 1952 and departed February 1957 going from EMFA to EM1. The military was
expanding and the rates were open.
Our operating schedule was wonderful for a young
married sailor — lots of in-port time most of the time.
But, when the cold wind started to blow right after the
first of the year we were off to the sunny Caribbean, Saint
Thomas!! Tropical Working Hours!!
Lindbergh Bay!! Warm water, warm sand, warm sun
all for a great tan to show off when we got back the end of
February.
We thought our ship was old at the time. She had been
in the war and that seemed like a long time in the past, it
really was only a few years, we were very young!
I later learned our captains and squadron commanders
were hero submarine skippers of WW II. Our division officer had been captured and was a survivor of the Bataan
death march. Our division chief was a veteran of a number
of war patrols and was known by the captains and squad
dogs, he always wore RED socks to inspection.
One big event was underway training in Newport in
1954 and hurricane Carol. What a rough ride!!
I am still in touch with a few of my old shipmates, but I
sometimes wonder what happened to others, Big Willie,
Little Vinnie??
I did another 16 and retired as an EMCS(SS)
Fair winds and a following sea.

Charlotte Amalie — Lindbergh Bay

Downtown Charlotte Amalie
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Doing My Duty in the Caribbean
By Murlin Talbott
1952-55, 7-E Division

I was on Orion September 1952 to September 1955.
We tied up in St. Thomas, Virgin Islands, after sailing
from Norfolk in January. (I think it was 1954.) St. Thomas
was not yet the big tourist attraction it is today so we didn't realize how lucky we were to get to spend time in a
wonderful tropical setting.
One happening that I remember concerns the beautiful
white sand beach that we could walk to just over the hill
from the ship. A fellow in our 7-E division named
Huggs or Suggs (I can't remember for sure), a light complected blond from Erie, Pennsylvania, got such a severe

sunburn that he had to go to sick bay. Seems as though he
drank a few beers then laid down on the white sand beach
and went to sleep. I know he was one sick and sore guy.
St. Thomas was great but I just didn't realize it then —
clear water, gentle breezes and moderate temperatures. Then too, we had Vice President Nixon visit the
ship.
The ship set up a tent at the head of the pier to have a
beer garden. Beer was a nickel a bottle and we could wear
our dungarees. Pretty good deal for sure.
My kids laugh when I tell them about my sacrifice doing my duty in the Caribbean. My daughter has been to St.
Thomas as a tourist recently but could hardly relate to my
experience. St. Thomas was definitely super good duty.
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A Glimpse of My Naval Career
By Nathaniel D. Williams
1952-56, FSSN

My eight weeks of basic training began in January
1952 at the Bainbridge, Maryland, naval base. After basic
training, I was transferred to the New London, Connecticut, submarine base for a week. This was followed by the
long train ride to Norfolk, Virginia, where I began my tour
of duty on USS Orion.
I was assigned to the Third Division as a deck hand.
We shared an area with the First Division gunners mates,
deck hands, and ship’s stewards mates. After we completed a week of training maneuvers with other sea vessels,
we toured St. Thomas, Virgin Islands, and San Juan, Puerto Rico.
The photograph is of members of the Third Division
taken some time in 1953 after the ship’s inspection. I am

on the top row, second from the left. I remember each
person in this photo.
In 1954, I transferred to the Fifth Division where I was
assigned to work as a pipe fitter under the training of Second Class pipe fitters R. O. Hendrickson and Sam Batten.
This time, after sea maneuvers, we toured Havana, Cuba,
which was the highlight of my naval career.
The person responsible for letting me know about USS
Orion reunions was Lester Hupke of Carlisle, Iowa, who
tracked me down after years of searching for me. It was
R. O. Hendrickson who insisted that I come to my first
reunion in Norfolk in 2007. There I renewed my acquaintance with both R. O. and Sam Batten after a 50-year absence.
My naval career consisted of the four years on USS
Orion. I am extremely proud of the time I served.
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The Chain of Command
By Samuel Bimonte
1953-55, EM3 12-E Div.

Although I graduated first in my class in Electricians
Mate A School in Great Lakes and had first pick of duty
stations, none were to my liking so I picked New London,
Conn., for further assignment. From there I was assigned
to USS Orion in Norfolk, Va.
Once onboard I was assigned to the 12-E Division. It
was fully staffed with many Petty Officers. Since I was a
lowly Fireman, my job was to carry the tool boxes and
accompany my Petty Officer aboard the subs alongside
and help perform repairs.
That didn’t last long as there was an opening in the
Repair Office for a Clerk Typist to type out repair orders.
The present clerk’s enlistment was up and he was leaving.
He was a friend and told me about the open position. I
said I could do the job. He said great and spoke to the Lt.
Commander who was in charge of the whole Repair Dept.
I interviewed with him and he gave me the job.
Meanwhile, the Chief Warrant Officer who was in
charge of the 12-E division learned I was leaving for the
Repair Office and was pissed. One day he nailed me outside the Repair Office and told me if I ever came under his
command again he would nail my ass to the bulkhead for
not following the Chain of Command by going around
him for the job. I was terrified. I didn’t think I did anything wrong as I was going to work for his boss!
The change was great because we had our bunks in the
office. You didn’t have to go below decks to the sleeping
compartments. You know what they were like!
During my time in the Repair Office one of our jobs
was to dress up the subs’ living quarters with new paint
and upholstery to make them more “homey” and livable.
That was the “Habitability Program.”
I was a ship’s driver too. Besides taking the Captain to
his home in Virginia Beach at all hours I drove our Repair

Office Chief around town visiting various vendors, selecting colors and various materials for our program. More
time was spent traveling to Portsmouth to requisition parts
from Naval Stores for sub repairs.
During that time our sea duty consisted of traveling to
San Juan, P.R.; Havana, Cuba, and a 6-week stay in the
Virgin Islands where I had to apply for a V.I. driver’s license. It was my first experience driving on the left side of
the road. Then on to Newport, R.I., for shakedown, as I
remember. While we were out at sea the Chief stayed on
shore in Norfolk so we were on our own with no duties.
Orion was our own cruise ship. You couldn’t ask for better than that!
We rode out several hurricanes with parts and stock
flying around. We had to go below decks to level out
supplies. The stale air made you feel sick. During that

Me in Havana seeing the sights

Morro Castle, Havana

Beach party at Magens Bay
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12-E Division Photo

Me (Sam Bimonte) in the back row, 5th from the left — looks like I’m strung up.

time we became known as the “Hurricane Happy Orion.”
We entertained ourselves in Norfolk by going to one of
the great Italian restaurants called the Venice. The lasagna
was delicious. We also sampled the bars on East Main St.
Some were holdovers from WW II.

I really enjoyed my tour of duty aboard Orion. I want
to thank the editors Dave and Mary Peckinpaugh and all
the officers of the USS Orion (AS-18) Veterans Historical
Organization who make the Scuttlebutt possible for bringing back all these great memories.

Quite an Experience!
By Dean McMillen
1953-55, MR1, E&R Office

The submarine base in New London, Conn., is the setting for this story. Lt. Sinks said to me, “Mack, get your
blues on and go to the E&R office.” I happened to be the
only one around. The regular mailman had an appendicitis
attack and I was available for the job. I carried the
mail and then I learned to do every “white hat” job there
was to do in the office. As each of the men went on leave,
I filled in for them. That is when I decided to apply for a
second classification as a Yeoman.
When I went aboard USS Orion, who was there to meet
me but Lt. Sinks. He had a job for me there in the E&R
office. I explained that I would really prefer to go below
and work at my classification as a Machinist. We talked at
length, since I knew him before from Connecticut. It was
a pleasant conversation.
The lieutenant, who assigned everyone to a division,
thought that I should have said “AYE AYE” and since I
didn't answer in that manner he got up and walked out. I
don't recall his name, but his nickname was Caesar.

Not being assigned to a division, I carried my liberty
card 24/7. This came to an end when we went to sea.
In 1954, we were tied up in the bay at Newport, R.I. At
that time, we did not have the sophisticated weather reports that we now have. As a result of unawareness, a hurricane blew in and we were not prepared. She was named
“Carol.” We were going to be blown onto the beach, so
we immediately got underway going straight through the
“eye” of the hurricane. Quite an experience!
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Service in the Navy Changed My Life
By Tom Rooker
1954-57, Metalsmith 3rd Class

I came aboard Orion in 1954, a small town Wisconsin
kid, who lived next to an Army base which really influenced my choosing the Navy. I was pretty shy and I’d
even say a little backward. The education I received from
the time I served, no college could ever duplicate. I credit
the Navy with changing my life and any success I’ve
achieved is the result of my time in service.
My first night aboard, I sought out the TV lounge. We
didn’t have television at home. The room was dark as I
recall, more like a movie theatre. I found a spot in back.
When my eyes finally adjusted, I witnessed heads shaped
as heads were not supposed to be. Then these same misshaped heads burst into song – M-I-C-K-E-Y M-O-U-S-E,
Mickey Mouse, etc. Here were these old salts, wearing the
mouse ears, singing the club song. It really was unbelievable.
I was assigned to R Division and worked on the boats
with metalsmiths, pipefitters, and guys in the sheet metal
shop.
One of the characters was John (Fitz) Fitzgerald. Fitz
was about as tall as me, around 5’5’’ but he was as wide
as he was tall. (Well not quite, but close). Fitz lived to
party. His mode of transportation was an old Nash Rambler. You’ll notice I didn’t call it a car, because that would
have been too big a compliment. The floorboards were
gone, rusted away, so on rainy days it sat. The brakes
were almost non-existent. It would almost have been better to stick your feet through the existing holes and drag

Dick Roddy, Wally Knupp, Tom Rooker
R Div. Metalsmiths

Me with one of the local bar maids

them to stop the contraption. Seat arrangements called for
heavy people to sit behind the driver and the lighter ones
behind the passenger. If this rule was ignored metal parts
would rub on the tires. For all its drawbacks, Fitz loved it.
The reason was because the seats folded down into a bed.
The thing was junk, but junk or not – it always got us to
East Main Street and our hangouts, the “Smiling Irishman” and the “Krazy Kat.’’
My love interest served beverages at the “Smiling
Irishman.” “Pat” and I shared some of the world’s scorn,
me because of my height and her because of her lack of
teeth. It was a match made in heaven. But alas, thanks to
Fitz, I lost my love. He put a coffee can on the bar, asking
for donations for Pat’s teeth. She got the teeth and left me.
While Orion was in dry dock, I had surgery at Portsmouth Naval Hospital for a double hernia. Somehow
while recuperating, even though I still had all the stitches
in, I wrangled liberty and met the gang at the bar. The
problem was I couldn’t get served. All the barmaids
avoided me – seems Fitz told them the reason I walked so
funny was that I had the worst case of syphillis the Navy
had ever seen.
When Fitz’s enlistment was up, he returned home to
Wisconsin Dells, Wisconsin, where his parents owned a
motel. Approximately, a week later, as I’m walking down
the pier to go to work on a sub, I hear “Yo Ho Ho and a
Bottle of Rum.” Up ahead, sea bag on his shoulder and
dancing a jig is Fitz . . . he re-enlisted. In his words
“Damn civilians don’t know how to live.” Seems he fell
asleep after a night on the town and burned one of the motel units down.
Fitz made a career out of the Navy and always wanted
to make a reunion but was wheelchair bound. Fitz made
Continued on Page 13
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Service — Continued From Page 12
chief, and retired in Pensacola. Unfortunately he passed
on last year.
When I first came aboard, as far as duty was concerned, I found myself working with the cooks, mess
cooking. That’s where I met my first true buddy, a wonderful funny guy named Dave Berger. Dave eventually
ended up working in the post office. We shared some pretty wild times. One time Dave went home to West Concord, Mass., on leave. While home he purchased a new
Mercury sedan. He called me on the ship and told me to
meet him at the “Smiling Irishman” the next night at 8
p.m. so he could show me his new car. Well I went and
waited, but he never showed up. He did make it back to
the ship on time but without the car. Seems he had an accident on the way back to Norfolk and left the damaged
car in a small town body shop. But due to a few circumstances, he couldn’t recall the town. We never did find the
car despite numerous searches. However, not having the
car didn’t end the requirements of paying for it.
Dave loved the Navy so much that, one night he fell
going through a hatch and busted his kneecap but despite
being offered a medical discharge, he stayed in for his full
enlistment.
Another close buddy was Wally Knupp. Wally was a
pipefitter and one tough son of a gun. If Wally was with
you, there wasn’t any place you couldn’t go. Filiberto Islas was another super guy. He said he ran into Wally years
ago in Phoenix. Since I had done some boxing I bragged
to Wally that I could probably get three punches in for
every one of his. Of course, after a few brews, the challenge was accepted. With one punch he blackened and
shut both my eyes but was nice enough to lead me from
bar to bar for the rest of the night. That’s a friend (ha ha).
We had another good ole southern boy in the shop that
we’ll just call Rebel. One time he received an award from
the Norfolk Police for being the “Safe Driver of the
Week.” What they didn’t know was that he was just returning from “down home” with a trunk full of white
lightning – thus the careful driving.
Those southern boys were something else. A couple of
guys from North Carolina, Moore and Dills, had a friend
who wanted to sell the new tires off his almost new
Oldsmobile. I needed tires on my ’51 Ford so I bought
them and we just swapped tires. The old tires were a little
big for the Ford and the Ford tires a little small for the
Olds. I couldn’t figure the good deal I got until I heard the
Olds accidentally caught on fire and that ole boy got a
brand new Pontiac with the insurance money.
I wish the old memory bank would release a bit more
because there’s so many more great stories locked up
there. One of my favorite P.O.s was a 1st Class Metalsmith who always had an unlit cigar stub clamped in his
teeth. But can I remember his name?
Anyone who bunked aft can probably remember the
big old white-haired 2nd Class “Pop” Whitington. Pop had
a voice that was something resembling a cross between a
fog horn and a grader scraping a gravel road. Pop was in
charge on the aft sleeping compartment. On my first return trip from St. Thomas, I had to work for Pop.

Tom Rooker, Dave Berger and (The Ridge Runner) Smitty

We were bringing back some “Seals” but I think we
called them frogmen or U.D.T. guys then. They had been
training in St. Thomas. Well, anyway my job that day was
to clean the “head.”
Pop looked over and saw these “hitchhikers” as he
called them, sitting around and he didn’t like it. So he told
me – nobody rides free on my ship – go tell those guys
they’ve got to help you clean the heads.
Here I am a skinny little 118-lb. runt, going over to
these guys, who at the moment are cleaning their fingernails with these big wicked looking knives, to tell them
that they’ve got to help me clean the toilets. Never happened! I told Pop I really didn’t need the help. The voice
shook every bunk in the place but I didn’t back down and
I’m still alive today.
Being from a small midwestern town I never personally knew any African-Americans until Orion, but I soon
met some terrific guys. One in our shop was Willy White,
from D.C., and another boatswain, Big Smitty, who saved
my butt a time or two while on liberty.
We had a great bunch in our shops, Chief Robbie Robinson, George Lombas, Mac, Frenchie, Messer, Roddy,
Fettig, the Ridge Runner Smitty, Girard, etc., etc.
One guy that I’m sure will never forget me is the poor
clean-cut guy that got stuck on shore patrol with me in
San Juan. Our duty station was in a brothel. I’ll let you fill
in the blanks but we were almost waving goodbye to the
Orion from shore.
We both received some overtime work chipping the
deck’s old paint. I think we worked side-by-side for about
a month and the guy never spoke to me, not once.
Besides all the fun time I had some pretty fantastic experiences:
Seeing the first nuke sub
Liberty in Havana
Sinking the old landing ship
Having cocktails with the ambassador to Martinique’s
wife at their home
Liberty in New York
Etc., Etc., Etc., Etc.
And so so much more.
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I’d Do It Again
By Jon West
1957-62, MM1

On April 9, 1952, this 6-foot-tall, lanky, 19-year-old
from Stamford, Conn., enlisted in the U.S. Navy at Whitehall Recruiting Center, New York City. Navy boot camp
was in Bainbridge, Md., for eight weeks, then I was transferred to Charleston, S.C., and assigned aboard the USS
Ellyson, (DMS-19). During
my 23 years in the Navy I
also served on the Rockville,
Ticonderoga, Orion, Gompers, Anderson, Chevalier
and Buchanan. My longest
stint was on the USS Orion
(AS-18) for five years, 1957
-62. I worked in the outside
machine shop repairing submarines.
While on Orion, I met
and worked with Dave
Peckinpaugh
in
the
Icehouse.
During those
years I earned MM1.
Also, while aboard Orion, I worked with Petty Officer B.D. Thomas in
the Repair Shop, repairing
submarines. B.D. left Orion to go to college on the officer
program. I didn't hear from him in the next eight years.

Ocean View after the fire February 1958

When I was on the USS Samuel Gompers (AD-37), I
was walking down the pier in Sasebo, Japan, heading over
to one of the tin cans in the harbor with work orders. I saw
a sailor with the sun at his back and the closer I got to
him, I saw that he was an officer. I was ready to salute
him when I recognized who he was. It was Lt.(jg) B.D.
Thomas who I had worked with eight years earlier. “Is
that you B.D.?” “Is that you West?’’ Since we were on our
way to do our jobs, we made plans to meet later that day
going into Sasebo to a restaurant for dinner and drinks to
talk of old times. We met once again in Hong Kong, but
have never seen each other since. If anyone knows his
whereabouts, I'd appreciate knowing where he is now.
I left Orion in 1962 then going to shore duty in Meridian, Miss. A storekeeper on Orion by the name of Storey,
that I knew well, got orders to Meridian before I
did. When I arrived in Meridian, I checked with the chief
personnel person and asked about Storey. He informed me
that three days before I arrived, Storey was killed in an
auto accident.
During my 23 years in the Navy, I crossed the Equator
four times and two times was King Neptune.
It was a great life, and I'd do it again if I could.

THE FIFTIES

The Bald Eagles
By John Poland
1957-62, TM1, SR Div.

Shortly after reporting aboard Orion in February of 1957 we sailed for
Cuba on a 30-day gunnery exercise
and ASW games in May. During the
cruise, myself and four other shipmates, in the picture, decided to put
in chits requesting permission to
grow beards, but we were denied.
After a debate, we decided to shave
our heads instead and this is the result!
We were known onboard as the
“Bald Eagles.” Not thinking about
the daily sunshine, we all got bad
burns. Two were bad enough for a
Captain’s Mast where they were given two weeks extra duty. We all said
it was worth the pain and had most of
our hair when we got back to Norfolk.
The only name I remember is the
guy on left. His name was Bell, we
all called him Ding-Dong. I can't recall the others but they were all great
shipmates!

Submarine Base at St. Thomas
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Checking Into Hotel 18
By Ron Newsam
1959-63, IC2, E Div.

After boot camp and “A” school, I went aboard “Hotel
18” in October 1959
assigned to “E” Division. After my share of
deck details including
three months on mess
cooking and three
months working in the
tailor shop, I finally
managed to get my
crow.
Aside from periodically moving from one
side of the pier to the
other, we managed to
take a few vacation
cruises to exotic ports
including
Mayport,
Fla., Port Everglades, Fla., Bermuda (not Florida), and
Kingston, Jamaica.

We spent time in the Philly yards undergoing a FRAM
overhaul. Part of that time we spent in dry dock where the
yard birds cut huge holes in the side of the ship to remove
and upgrade the main engines. They also removed the two
rear 5" gun mounts and replaced them with a helicopter
deck
In the yards we had to stand fire watches — standing
by with fire extinguishers while welders did their thing.
My most prevalent memory of the Philly yards was when
Bill Mazerowski hit the home run for the Pirates beating
the Yankees.
By the way, my father was a yard bird during the war
in the Brooklyn Navy Yard helping build among others,
the USS Missouri.
While in dry dock we lived aboard a mothballed helicopter tender. After leaving the yards we went to Gitmo to
undergo sea trials. I think we were there for two weeks.
For those of us who lived in the Northeast, the joke
was that we had more sea time on the Little Creek Ferry
than we had on Orion. While on the ferry during the many
weekend leaves, we watched them construct the Chesapeake Bay Bridge Tunnel. I think it opened up about a
year after I was separated from active duty.
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Most of the Comforts of Home in the Optical Shop
By Robert Pritchard
1959-1963, OM2

I went aboard USS Orion (AS-18) as a 17-year-old seaman apprentice Opticalman striker in 1959. I never could
understand why they assigned me to T division, because I
went to optical school after boot camp. After a few weeks
bouncing around in the blanket locker, bake shop, and the
tailor shop, I finally ended up in the optical shop where I
belonged. It was a really nice place to be. It was air conditioned, not for our comfort, but for the periscopes we repaired. So that is where we bunked, hanging from the
overhead. We acquired a huge coffee pot, radio, and a TV
— most of the comforts of home.
On my very first day sitting at the work bench, repairing a pair of binoculars an unnamed 1st Class Opticalman
that worked in another shop entered carrying a huge chocolate cake all cut up, announcing “take a break, I have
cake for everyone.” Then we all got a cup of coffee and a
piece of cake. I was the last. Then he said to me, “Hey kid,
what in the hell did you do to deserve that cake?” I said:
“nothing,” and put it back on the tray and walked back to
my work station while everyone laughed at yours truly.
They tried to get me back to the cake, but I refused and
kept working. Then later that crabby old first class came
to me at the work bench patting his shirt pocket asking if I
had a cigarette. “Sure do, a whole pack,” I said. “Then
give me one,” he demanded! Being a kid from the south
side of Chicago with a quick wit, I then said “What in the
hell did you do to deserve one?” He asked again, and
again I refused to give him one. They laughed him out of
the shop. That was when my problems began, because he
was later assigned to our shop!

Every opticalman had a bottle of 190 proof alcohol for
lens cleaning but we never used it to clean lenses!

Bob Pritchard and John Keimel

I made Seaman and while in dry dock in Philadelphia,
he didn’t mess with me at all because I was able to
“acquire” things that our Master Chief and Division Officer couldn't get. Then he was back on me with a vengeance after leaving dry dock. As I made Third Class, I still
got all the sh*t details.
Then I made Second Class. We were in Cuba and I was
with another shipmate at the First Class and Second Class
bar on base, when that damned old guy entered.
Forgetting to remove his white hat, a huge bell rang
indicating that he had to buy a drink for everyone. Not
only was he a jerk, he was cheap and didn’t buy a
round. Instead, he stumbled up to me saying that we had
not gotten along for three years and he wanted to be my
friend. I told him to get away from me now! I refused to
take his crap off the ship. In his drunken state he persisted.
Then I grabbed his neckerchief, twisted it and pulled him
nose to nose saying that if he didn't get away from me,
right now I was going to break his jaw. That made him run
away like a little sissy girl! I would have decked him on
the spot, knowing full well I would soon be in the brig. If I
had known how easy it was, I would have done that three
years earlier saving myself much grief!
Back in Norfolk he wiggled out of going on permanent
shore patrol for a month and pushed it on me. It ended up

Continued on Page 18
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At home with my son Bobby

Burgess, Fulton, Granfors (in port hole), and Scoby

Most of the Comforts — Continued From Page 17
being great duty with one day on, two off. That gave a
small guy like me time to heal from my nightly encounters
and spend more time with my wife and baby. I
then volunteered for two more months just to avoid him.
Finally I went back aboard USS Orion shortly before
my tour of duty ended. We had a new Chief. Chief Pearl
asked if I was Pritchard? I thought I was somehow already
in trouble with him when he told me to sit down at his

desk. He asked if I was going to re-enlist? I told him no.
He then asked if I got along with that first class? I said no.
He then went into a long story about how a first class did
the very same thing to him when he was a seaman apprentice. His story mirrored mine. He wanted me to stick
around to see how he was going to get revenge, because
we both encountered the same first class! I got out, but
stayed in contact with my other shipmates all these years
and found out Chief Pearl made life miserable for that first
class until the day he retired!

John Keimel, Bob Pritchard, Dillard Braxton

High stakes card games always held under my bunk
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Memorable Movie and Tunes

At the Movies in 1950

At the Movies in 1951

"Cinderella"
"Annie Get Your Gun"
"Destination Moon"
"All About Eve"
"Born Yesterday"
"Father of the Bride"
"King Solomon's Mines"
"Sunset Boulevard"
"Harvey"
"The Third Man"
"The Asphalt Jungle"
"Broken Arrow"
"Mister 880"
“The Gunfighter”
“Shadow on the Wall”
“American Guerrilla in the Philippines”
“In a Lonely Place”
“Scene of the Crime”
“Battle Stripe“ (“The Men”)
“Winchester '73”
“Rio Grande”

"An American in Paris"
"Decision Before Dawn"
"A Place in the Sun"
"Quo Vadis?"
"A Streetcar Named Desire"
"The African Queen"
"Death of a Salesman"
Rain"
"Detective Story"
“Flying Leathernecks”
“Flaming Feather”
“His Kind of Woman”
"Jim Thorpe, All American"
“Operation Pacific”
“The Red Badge of Courage”
“Superman and the Mole Men”
“The Thing From Another World”
“Strangers on a Train”
“The Day the Earth Stood Still”
“Home Town Story”

Number-one hits of 1950
"Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer"
Gene Autry

"I Can Dream, Can't I?"
The Andrews Sisters

"Rag Mop"
Ames Brothers

Number-one hits of 1951
"The Tennessee Waltz"
Patti Page

"If"
Perry Como

"Chattanoogie Shoe Shine Boy"

"Be My Love"

Red Foley

Mario Lanza

"Music! Music! Music!"

"How High the Moon"

Teresa Brewer

"If I Knew You Were Comin'
(I'd've Baked a Cake)"
Eileen Barton

"The Third Man Theme"
Anton Karas

"Mona Lisa"
Nat King Cole

"Goodnight, Irene"

Les Paul and Mary Ford

"Too Young"
Nat King Cole

"Come on-a My House"
Rosemary Clooney

"Because of You"
Tony Bennett

"Cold, Cold Heart"

Gordon Jenkins and The Weavers

Tony Bennett

"Harbor Lights"

"(It’s No) Sin"

Sammy Kaye

Eddy Howard

"The Tennessee Waltz"
Patti Page

"Cry"
Johnnie Ray and The Four Lads

At the Movies 1952
"The Greatest Show on Earth"
"High Noon"
"Ivanhoe"
"Moulin Rouge"
"The Quiet Man"
"Viva Zapata"
"Come Back, Little Sheba"
"Singin' in the Rain”

Number-one hits of 1952
"Cry"
Johnnie Ray and The Four Lads

"Wheel of Fortune"
Kay Starr

"Blue Tango"
Leroy Anderson

"Here in My Heart"
Al Martino

"Delicado"
Percy Faith

"Auf Wiederseh'n Sweetheart"
Vera Lynn

"You Belong to Me"
Jo Stafford

"I Went to Your Wedding"
Patti Page

"Why Don't You Believe Me?"
Joni James

"I Saw Mommy Kissing
Santa Claus"
Jimmy Boyd
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Memorable Movies and Tunes

At the Movies 1953
"Peter Pan"
"The Robe"
"House of Wax"
"The Beast From 20,000 Fathoms"
"From Here to Eternity"
"Julius Ceasar"
"Roman Holiday"
"Shane"
"Stalag 17"
"Mogambo"
"Lily"
"The Moon Is Blue"
“How to Marry a Millionaire”
"Hondo"

At the Movies 1954

Number-one hits of 1953

"Rear Window"
"The Caine Mutiny"
"On the Waterfront"
"A Star Is Born"
"King Richard and the Crusaders"
"The Country Girl"
"Seven Brides for Seven Brothers"
"Three Coins in the Fountain"
"Magnificent Obsession"
"The High and the Mighty"

Jimmy Boyd

Number-one hits of 1954

"I Saw Mommy Kissing
Santa Claus"
"Don't Let the Stars
Get in Your Eyes"
Perry Como

"Till I Waltz Again with You"
Teresa Brewer

"The Doggie in the Window"
Patti Page

"The Song from Moulin Rouge
(Where Is Your Heart)"
Percy Faith

"I'm Walking Behind You"

"Oh! My Pa-Pa
(O Mein Papa)"
Eddie Fisher

"Secret Love"
Doris Day

"Make Love to Me"
Jo Stafford

"Wanted"
Perry Como

"Little Things Mean a Lot"
Kitty Kallen

Eddie Fisher

"Sh-Boom"

"Vaya con Dios
(May God Be with You)"

"Hey There"

Les Paul and Mary Ford

"St. George and the Dragonet"
Stan Freberg

"Rags to Riches"
Tony Bennett

The Crew-Cuts
Rosemary Clooney

"This Ole House"
Rosemary Clooney

"I Need You Now"
Eddie Fisher
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Memorable Movies and Tunes
At the Movies 1956

At the Movies in 1955
"Lady and the Tramp"
"Mister Roberts"
"Love Is a Many-Splendored
Thing"
"Picnic"
"The Rose Tattoo"
"Marty"
"Love Me or Leave Me"
"East of Eden"
"The Man With the Golden Arm"
"Bad Day at Black Rock"
"I'll Cry Tomorrow"
"Rebel Without a Cause"
“The Night of the Hunter”
“The Seven-Year Itch”
“Guys and Dolls”
“A Man Called Peter”
“We’re No Angels”

Number-one hits of 1955
"Mr. Sandman"
The Chordettes

"Let Me Go, Lover"
Joan Weber

"Hearts of Stone"
Fontane Sisters

"Sincerely"
McGuire Sisters

"The Ballad of Davy Crockett"
Bill Hayes

"Cherry Pink
(and Apple Blossom White)"
Pérez Prado

"Rock Around the Clock"
Bill Haley & His Comets

"The Yellow Rose of Texas"
Mitch Miller

"Love Is a Many-Splendored Thing"
Four Aces

"Autumn Leaves"
Roger Williams

"Sixteen Tons"
Tennessee Ernie

"The Ten Commandments"
"Around the World in 80 Days"
"And God Created Woman"
"Friendly Persuasion"
"Giant"
"The King and I"
"Lust for Life"
"Richard III"
"Anastasia"
"Baby Doll"
"The Rainmaker"
"The Bad Seed"
"Bus Stop"
"The Bold and the Brave"
"Written on the Wind"
"War and Peace"

Number-one hits of 1956
"Sixteen Tons"
Tennessee Ernie

"Memories Are Made of This"
Dean Martin

"Rock and Roll Waltz"
Kay Starr

"The Great Pretender"
The Platters

"Lisbon Antigua"
Nelson Riddle

"The Poor People of Paris"
Les Baxter

"Heartbreak Hotel"/
"I Was the One"
Elvis Presley

"Hot Diggity"
Perry Como

"Moonglow / Theme from Picnic"
Morris Stoloff

"The Wayward Wind"
Gogi Grant

"I Want You, I Need You, I Love
You"/ "My Baby Left Me"
Elvis Presley

"I Almost Lost My Mind"
Pat Boone

"My Prayer"/ "Heaven on Earth"
The Platters

"Hound Dog"/ "Don't Be Cruel"
Elvis Presley

"My Prayer"
The Platters

"Don't Be Cruel"
Elvis Presley

Love Me Tender"
Elvis Presley

"Green Door"
Jim Lowe

"Singing the Blues"
Guy Mitchell
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Memorable Movies and Tunes
At the Movies 1957

At the Movies 1958

At the Movies 1959

"The Bridge on the River Kwai"
"Peyton Place"
"Jailhouse Rock"
"I Was a Teenage Werewolf"
"Sayonara"
"Twelve Angry Men"
"Witness for the Prosecution"
"A Hatful of Rain"
"Wild Is the Wind"
"The Three Faces of Eve"
"Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison"
"Raintree County"
"A Farewell to Arms"
"Tammy and the Bachelor"
“Bernadine”

"Vertigo"
"Touch of Evil"
"Gigi"
"Auntie Mame"
"Cat on a Hot Tin Roof"
"The Defiant Ones"
"Separate Tables"
"The Old Man and the Sea"
"I Want to Live"
"Some Came Running"
"The Big Country"
"The Brothers Karamazov"
"Teacher's Pet"
"The Inn of the Sixth Happiness"
“The Left-Handed Gun”
“No Time for Sergeants”

"Ben-Hur"
"Sleeping Beauty"
"Some Like It Hot"
"Anatomy of a Murder"
"The Diary of Anne Frank"
"The Nun's Story"
"Room at the Top"
"The Last Angry Man"
"Pillow Talk"
"Suddenly, Last Summer"
"The Young Philadelphians"
"Imitation of Life"

Number-one hits of 1957
"Singing the Blues"
Guy Mitchell

"Young Love"
Sonny James

"Don't Forbid Me"
Pat Boone

"Too Much"
Elvis Presley

"Young Love"
Tab Hunter

"Too Much"/ "Playing for Keeps"
Elvis Presley

"Party Doll"
Buddy Knox

"Butterfly"
Andy Williams

"Round and Round"
Perry Como

"All Shook Up"
Elvis Presley

"Butterfly"
Charlie Gracie

"Love Letters in the Sand"
/ “Bernardine”
Pat Boone

"(Let Me Be Your) Teddy Bear"
Elvis Presley

"Tammy"
Debbie Reynolds

"Diana"
Paul Anka

"That'll Be the Day"
The Crickets

"Honeycomb"
Jimmie Rodgers

"Wake Up Little Susie"
Everly Brothers

"Jailhouse Rock"/ "Treat Me Nice"
Elvis Presley

"Chances Are"
Johnny Mathis

"April Love"
Pat Boone

Number-one hits of 1959
"The Chipmunk Song
(Christmas Don't Be Late)"
David Seville and The Chipmunks

Number-one hits of 1958

"Smoke Gets in Your Eyes"

"At the Hop"

"Stagger Lee"

Danny and the Juniors

"Don't"/ I Beg of You"
Elvis Presley

"Sugartime"
McGuire Sisters

"Get a Job"
The Silhouettes

"Tequila"
The Champs

"Catch a Falling Star"
Perry Como

"He's Got the Whole World in His
Hands"
Laurie London

"Twilight Time"
The Platters

"Witch Doctor"
David Seville

"All I Have to Do Is Dream"
Everly Brothers

"The Purple People Eater"
Sheb Wooley

"Hard Headed Woman"
Elvis Presley

"Yakety Yak"
The Coasters

"Patricia"
Perez Prado

"Poor Little Fool"
Ricky Nelson

"Nel Blu Dipinto Di Blu (Volare)"
Domenico Modugno

"Little Star"
The Elegants

"It's All in the Game"
Tommy Edwards

"It's Only Make Believe"
Conway Twitty

"Tom Dooley"
The Kingston Trio

The Platters
Lloyd Price

"Venus"
Frankie Avalon

"Come Softly to Me"
The Fleetwoods

"The Happy Organ"
Dave "Baby" Cortez

"Kansas City"
Wilbert Harrison

"The Battle of New Orleans"
Johnny Horton

"Lonely Boy"
Paul Anka

"A Big Hunk o' Love"
Elvis Presley

"The Three Bells"
The Browns

"Sleep Walk"
Santo & Johnny

"Mack the Knife"
Bobby Darin

"Mr. Blue"
The Fleetwoods

"Heartaches by the Number"
Guy Mitchell
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In Memoriam
John H. Adams
Wilbur Albright
Robert B. Bacharach
Charles A. Bair
William S. Ballard
Joseph Beeson
Fred Bender
Howard E. Bergman
Benjamon Bevelander
Warren Biemesderfer
Martin Bongers
Frank Box
John Brocke
Robert T. Bull
Billy Burke
Richard Carlson
Donald Clemmey
M.C. Collins
Lloyd E. Cook
Bard Coons
Clem Crawford
Harry C. Deiss
James DiGiandomenico
Tom Doster
Robert A. Driscoll
David Duval
Richard D. Eichler
Thomas England
Robert J. Fittery
J.T. Gidley
Jarrell D. Griffin
William Gwinn
Gerald A. Hanson
Tom E. Havranek
Jack L. Hellems
Dean Hendryx
Hugh Hollinger
Archie Huffman
Fred Huffman
Larry Hupke
Don Hussell
Keith Kelly
David J. Kelly
Frank V. Kenneally
Charles A. Kincheloe
Tom Kistka
Paul Konczewski
Edwin Krempecke
John B. Lakin
Todd Leatherman
John Linicus

50-54
53-56 EN2, M&A Div.
51-55
56-60 Coxswain, 1st Div.
57-59 EM1
49-52
57-61
47-52 CWO
50-54 TM
47-50 MR2, 12-M Div.
5458-60 EN3, M&A Div.
45-53
50-52
52-53 ME2, Repair Div.
51-54 MR1, 12-M Div.
52-55 Baker/Cook
49-52 PH2, 12-E, Div., Photo Lab
50-53 ME, 5th Div.
56-57 EMFN, R-3 Div.
48-50 FA, S1/c, 7th, 3rd Div.
53-56 LI2, MAA
51-55 BT3
57-59
49-59 HTCN, Diver
59-62
49-52 MR3, 12-M Div.
52-56 E Div.
48-52 Engineman, Governor/Injector Shop
49-52 MR2, 12-M Div.
48-52 MR2, 12-M Div.
52-62 TM1(SS)
48-50 SN-FC3, 2nd Div.
54-55 ME2, 11th Div.
51-52 SN, 1st Div.
53-53 FN (Shipfitter), 11th Div.
50s
Opticalman
50-54 TM2
50-54
50-55 DC3, 5th Div.
54-58 MR1, 12-M Div.
51-54 ET2
52-55 END2
53-58
52-56 SFP2, R Div.
52-56 MR2
52-55 FP2, 5th Div.
49-51 IC2, EM Div.
51-53 FP2, 5th Div.
56-59 S-1 Div.
51-53 FN

d. 11-98
d. 11-25-02
d. 2-98
d. 12-13-00
d. 8-1-08
d. 6-98
d. 7-19-02
d. 11-23-97
d. 1-20-06
d. 11-98
d. 9-08
d. 5-99
d. 1987
d. 6-14-02
d. 12-28-06
d. 2-2-09
d. 8-31-06
d. 12-30-03
d. 6-29-01
d. 11-3-03
d. 11-4-03
d. 3-18-09
d. 4-16-09
d. 5-2-03
d. 7-15-07
d. 1-6-11
d. 1-09-09
d. 7-8-04
d. 1991
d. 2003
d. 12-8-06
d. 10-09
d. 5-01
d. 4-18-09
d. 7-13-07
d. 3-08
d. 4-04
d. 7-17-09
d. 1-21-07

George J. Lombas

48-51

William Lynds
John Mangum
John Mariscotti
Curtis Massey
John J. McAnany
Gladston McDaniel
S. J. Messina
Robert Metzger
Donald H. Meyer
Richard Meyer
John A. Miller

53-55
53-55
51-55
50-53
48-51
54-56
54-57
49-53
53-55
59-61
47-50

Richard B. Miller
Glenn E. Miller
T.K. Morphew
Joseph A. Murphy
Andrew Naleway
Kenneth P. Nash
Chester W. Nimitz Jr.
Allen Obergfell
James E. Prichard
Kenneth B. Reece
Gary Reece
Zara Royal
Steven Rudovsky
Donald Sager
Sylvan Sanborn
Luke Sarsfield
Richard Schmidt
Dean E. Schroeder
Robert E. Schwenk
Albert Sequin
Arthur E. Shields
J. B. Smith
George Charles Smith
Patrick Snow
Donald D. Spink
Rollie Stafford
John Stagesin
Albert Stairs
Walter Steinbring
John H. Thompson
Michael Wadas
Stan Walter
William Ward
Ralph Wellman
E. L. Westbrook
Dwane Yoder
Walter H. Zanglein

51-59
56-57
48-53
56-61
55-57
51-54
56-57
51-54
51-54
48-52
57-60
49-52
51-54
51-54
58-62
50-60
53-56
57-60
52-55
52-57
46-50
46-52
52-54
52-55
51-59
52-55
56-62
50-54
53-56
53-55
57-59
58-62
50-52
52-55
57-61
50-52
47-54

Entering Havana Harbor

SF3, R-1 Div .
also aboard 53-57, ME1, R-1 Div.
FP3, 11th Div.
TM2, 4th Div.
FP2, R Div., Shop 56
CDR
EN3, M&A Div., Ice Machines

d. 3-3-01
d. 9-26-07
d. 4-17-05
d. 10-24-08
d. 11-7-04
d. 9-7-05
d. 6-7-09
d. 9-27-98
d. 11-27-95
d. 9-28-02

OM3, R-2 Div.
d. 7-6-01
also aboard 53-58, OM1, Ens., R-2 Div.
d. 8-1-99
TE1, O Div. Radio Shack, P.O.
d. 3-21-09
SN to GM1, Ordnance Div.
d. 4-28-08
MRCS
d. 10-13-94
END3
d. 8-16-08
d. 12-2-00
CAPT, Commanding Officer
d. 1-2-02
MR1, 12-M Div., Machine Shop
d. 12-24-10
PM2, 11th Div. Pattern Shop
d. 10-18-05
d. 1999
MR2, R-2 Div.
d. 2-16-04
PO2/c, 12-M Div.
d. 10-01
QM3, N Div.
d. 11-23-03
SN, Optical Shop
EM2, 7-E Div.
EN3, M&A Div., Log Room
FP3
DC1, R Div.
SK2, 1st Div., Supply Div.
MMFN, 7-A Div.
GMG2
SF1, DC Div.
FN
MR3, R-2 & A gang
ME2, 11th Div. Sheet Metal Shop
12-M Div.
PO3
SF3, DC Div.
IM2
CS2
CPO, 5th Div., DC, Ship Diver
IC2
Machinist, R-2 Div.
also aboard 51-54, 56-57, MRC

d. 2-15-07
d. 1-17-11
d. 8-18-05
d. 7-5-00
d. 11-19-00
d. 3-2-08
d. 3-95
d. 5-17-02
d. 6-6-09
d. 5-8-06
d. 9-08
d. 5-8-09
d. 7-7-10
d. 6-23-10
d. 6-20-07
d. 5-14-09
d. 6-14-01
d. 2005
d. 5-16-11
d. 2-28-02
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