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July 2005

Commanders Corner

I hope everyone is successful at beating the summer heat.  Those who have been giving tours on RAZORBACK have their work cut out for them as we don’t have any AC to date.  Speaking of that, a big BZ to those who volunteered their 4th of July to help A. I. M. M. and conduct tours; Tom Salisbury, Jim Barnes, David Dinwiddie, Ray Wewers, Jim Franks, John Barr, and me.  If I missed anyone I apologize beforehand.  On July 21st, starting at about 6:00 PM, A. I. M. M. has invited about 100 tour companies to visit the boat.  We need tour guides and let me say that the people who toured on July 4th were extremely appreciative to have Submarine Veterans walking them through.  There will be a cash bar and music, so if you want to participate, maybe give a tour and see the museum, join us.  Let Greg Zonner or me know.  The museum is very nice and shows a lot of work by the Zonner Family and others.  It is worth the admission fee to look around.  NO CHARGE.

I finalized the design of the Base Commemorative Coin and we should be seeing them within the next couple of months if not sooner.  Will let you all know when they are available and the cost.  

Don’t forget the Saturday evening activity at Murray’s Dinner Playhouse on July 23rd.  Ray has increased our seating to 30 and needs your RSVP as soon as possible.  Cost is $ 31 per person and this includes a buffet dinner and the show, “Nunsense”.  Alcoholic beverages are available at additional costs.  Come on out and join us if you can.  It’s proven great entertainment in the past.  With this activity there will not be a July business meeting.  The next scheduled base meeting will be Saturday, August 20th at 1600 at the Cornerstone Deli.

Don’t forget the National Convention in Kansas City, MO the week of 29 August through 4 September.  If you haven’t registered and want to join our group the cutoff is next week to avoid paying a higher registration fee.  Check their website at www.tjcsubbase.org.convention for details.  To date there are at least five base members plus two civilians from the convention bureaus in Little Rock and North Little Rock planning to attend.  Let’s make a good showing in preparation for our 2006 convention.  Speaking of the 2006 National Convention in Little Rock, every base member will be asked to volunteer for something and I hope you will say yes.  We cannot put on a good show without some people either helping out with information, manning the raffle sales table, whatever.  Please give us some time when you are asked and I promise we won’t abuse the privilege.

Welcome aboard to our newest member, Joseph R. Mathis, RMC(SS), USN-Retired.  Joe lives in Little Rock and served on USS HADDO, USS TAUTOG and USS JEFFERSON CITY.  Joe told me that he always wondered why the TAUTOG’s sail was warped but found out after reading “Blind Man’s Bluff”.  Glad to have him on board.

Also, congratulations to our Vice Commander, Carl Schmidt, for his position as National Memorials and Ceremonies representative.  That was a pretty closely held secret on Carl’s part.  

Don’t forget these dates; July 21st, July 23rd and August 20th.  Hope to see all of you at least once.

^^^^^

Some Definitions

Arbitrator – A cook who leaves Arbys for McDonalds.

Control – A short ugly inmate.

Heroes – What a guy in a boat does.

Primate – Removing your spouse from in front of TV.

Misty – Why golfers create divots.

Sudafed – Bringing arbitration against government official.

Polarize – What a penguin sees with.

Paradox – Two physicians.

Left Bank – What the robber did when his bag was full of money.

Selfish – What the owner of a seafood restaurant does.

Avoidable – What the bullfighter tried to do.

^^^^^
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	USS RUNNER (SS 275)

Following shakedown out of New London, USS RUNNER (SS-275) departed the east coast in late 1942, and arrived at Pearl Harbor via the Panama Canal on 10 January 1943. Her first patrol, 18 January to 7 March, was conducted in the area between Midway and the Palau Islands. Five Japanese cargo ships were torpedoed on this patrol, but none was confirmed as being sunk. In making the last attack of the patrol on a freighter off Peleliu, she was damaged by a near miss from a bomb dropped from a patrol bomber. The concussion knocked out her sound gear and the power supply for both periscope hoists. RUNNER made her escape by a deep dive, the crew made emergency repairs, and the ship returned to Pearl Harbor for overhaul.

On her second patrol, 1 April to 6 May, RUNNER's primary mission was to lay a minefield off Pedro Blanco Rock. Successful in this mission, RUNNER proceeded to Hainan Straits, off the Chinese mainland. One freighter was torpedoed, and the sound of a ship breaking up was heard over RUNNER's sound gear, but the kill could not be confirmed. The submarine returned to Midway 6 May 1943.

On 28 May 1943 RUNNER left Midway to proceed to 48 -30'N, 154 E and begin her third war patrol. She was to patrol south and west from this spot, until she came into the area south of Hokkaido and east of the northern tip of Honshu, where she was to patrol from about 8 June to 4 July 1943. The submarine was never heard from following her departure from Midway.

She was expected at Midway about 11 July, and not later than 15 July, and should have made a transmission when approximately 500 miles from this base. She was ordered on 11 July to made an immediate transmission, but no reply came. Although a careful lookout was maintained in the hope that RUNNER was safe but without transmission facilities, results were negative. On 20 July RUNNER was reported as presumed lost.

A summary of Japanese antisubmarine attacks received since the close of hostilities contains no mention of an attack which could explain the loss of RUNNER. Thus her loss must be ascribed to an enemy minefield, of which there were at least four in the area to which she was assigned, to an operational casualty, or to an unreported enemy attack. Destruction by a mine is considered the most likely of these possibilities..

RUNNER was awarded one battle star for World War II service.




Treasurer Report  for June

 

BEGINNING BALANCE:


$2963.62

DEPOSITS:

NATIONAL DUES COLLECTED
 

 $ 40.00

BASE DUES COLLECTED


  100.00






MISC.





    28.00

TOTAL DEPOSITS:



 $168.00

EXPENSES:

FLOWERS




 $ 77.20

STORES




   240.21

OFFICE SUPPLIES



     54.57

NATIONAL DUES PAID



     40.00

TOTAL EXPENCES:



 $411.98

ENDING BALANCE:



$2719.64

Submitted by

Greg Schwerman

Base Treasurer 
^^^^^

^^^^^

	DOLPHINS, SUBMARINES & SUBMARINERS
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	WE KNOW
by John Chaffey SSN639, SSN687, SSBN619
Powell, WY USSVI-SVWWII/A9)

	


 
	Your numbers are dwindling, but before you go. 
Every sailor wearing dolphins, wants you to know. 
That you have passed down a heritage, of honor and pride. 


We know of the boats, 
and submariners who died. 
We know of the deeds, 
of you World War II men. 

We know of the bravery, 
in the Combat Patrol Pin. 
We know you endured, 
the "gut wrenching" fears. 
We know of your courage, 
we know of your tears. 


We know the meaning, 
to the tolling of the bell. 
We know you have spent, 
your time in hell. 


When we travel to Groton, 
to visit the wall. 
We promise to "walk softly," 
we promise to stand tall. 


So when your final orders are cut, and you slip out to sea. 
Remember this shipmates, 
we will not forget thee.


^^^^^

USS SEAWOLF

July 1997 was the premier of USS SEAWOLF (SSN 21), the most advanced nuclear powered, attack submarine of its time.  The ship was built by Electric Boat, Groton and commissioned on July 19, 1997.  The ship’s personnel complement is 12 Officer/ 121 Enlisted.  It is 353’ long, has a submerged speed of 35 Knots and capable of launching Harpoon and Tomahawk missiles, has eight 660 mm torpedo tubes (MK 48) and can lay mines.  It is purported that the USS SEAWOLF (SSN 21) at its normal 25 kts submerged speed is quieter than a LOS ANGELES Class moored at the pier.  Some notes of interest are that the name SEAWOLF was never officially confirmed because it was given by Admiral James Watkins.  He desired to return to the tradition of naming submarines for creatures living in the ocean and ship’s names can only be authorized by a SECNAV Instruction.  Also, the hull number “21” was the idea of VADM Niles Thunman.  He felt that a submarine for the 21st Century should carry a number with that distinction.  Unfortunately in so doing, he duplicated a previous hull number for a submarine given in 1912.  One last tidbit of SEAWOLF history.  This is the third ship to bear the name SEAWOLF.  The first saw action in World War II and was sunk in 1944 by U. S. destroyers off the coast of the Philippine Islands with CDR Fortier in command.  CDR Fortier was the first CO of USS RAZORBACK (SS 394) and was relieved for cause after running aground on the shakedown cruise.  The second SEAWOLF was the second nuclear powered submarine and followed NAUTILUS into the fleet.  She saw many years of faithful service and was a main player in the book “Blind Man’s Bluff”.  Only three SSN 21 Class submarines were built because of the excessive cost, USS SEAWOLF, USS CONNECTICUT (SSN 22) and USS JIMMY CARTER (SSN 23).

Billy Holloway

^^^^^

Submarine Painting, Made Easy



by Ron Gorence

The Razorback (SS‑394) had been on Northern Patrol for 36 days, and finally, the Quartermaster's log read: "0830 ‑ Moored starboard-side-to Berth 1, Yokosuka Naval Facility, Yokosuka, Japan. Present are various units of U.S. Navy and Japanese Maritime Self Defense Force."  

Liberty was down upon arrival for all hands at the discretion of Department heads except for a third of the crew which was in the duty section.  The Quartermasters had departed about five minutes after the Old Man and their boss, the Navigator, had gone ashore, along with the Yeoman and most of the Torpedomen.  Snipes would work ‘till about noon, to line up for shore power and get their preordered repair parts aboard, and then they too would hustle into Yokusuka for, as they put it, a little R & R before the pending ship’s move to a dry dock and some major overhaul work.

An hour after Razorback had tied up, and a few necessary stores had been loaded by all hands, most of the compartments below decks looked deserted.  Topside, the deck gang was bustling, having been told that all areas with barnacles, sea-scum, rust and damaged paint would be scraped, wire brushed, and primed—ready for painting—before liberty call.  There were three of us: Hal, Indian and I, and the most exotic ports we’d ever visited were Honolulu, where all the women hated sailors, and Adak, Alaska, where there were no women. None of us had been aboard long enough to be qualified, so we expected Cinderella Liberty, meaning we’d have to be back aboard by midnight, so our work was urgent. With over a month’s back-pay in our pockets from having been on patrol, and a comparable abundance of testosterone, we worked like there was no tomorrow.

Even Gunner Meecham, the First Class Gunner’s Mate in charge of the deck gang, had been chipping paint, and by ten-thirty, we’d already rolled the ship to port and then to starboard by carefully opening the Main Ballast tank vents on one side to expose the other side for scraping, then blowing the water out with the Low Pressure Blower, and repeating the whole procedure to expose the opposite tank-tops. Most of the moss and sea-growth had been replaced with zinc-chromate primer and a hand-painted coat of black.  The tank-tops looked great. 

I had outlined the numbers 3, 9, and 4 with masking tape on both sides of the sail for painting in the ship’s ID number with white paint and black shading, and had moved on to chipping rust around number four cleat.  We weren’t naturally meticulous in our work, but Gunner had already begun to teach us that doing it right was always faster than doing it twice, so the ship’s exterior was looking better by the moment.

“Let’s get all those white spots wire-brushed and primed,” shouted Gunner up to Hal who was hanging above me on the side of the sail on a bosun’s chair, “Make sure you get all that dried salt off, and rinse it with fresh water before you prime it.  It’ll show through as soon as the paint dries if you don’t.”

He stopped by the Forward Torpedo Room escape-trunk door, where Indian was working, and pointed out some rust in the trough where the tanks meet the pressure hull, “Make sure you dry out that before you prime those spots,” he mumbled to Indian, “I’m going below for a minute.”

It must have been about 1100 when Gunner finally came back topside, now in full dress whites top-heavy with dozens of WWII ribbons and a submarine patrol pin, “OK, Gorence, looks like you got things under control; I gotta go check up on some supplies—I may make it back.  Tell the men that if they get everything done by 1230-1300, they can take off—and I mean not a bit of rust or salt showing anywhere topside.”

“What supplies?” I asked cutely, “we’ve already got all our stuff.”

“Gotta sign some paperwork!” he snarled, “And make sure those knuckleheads stow all the gear properly, or I’ll make you do it when I get back.”  

“Does this mean I’m Leading Seaman now?” I asked.

“No. It means I think you might be smart enough to tell the other two that nobody goes anywhere ‘till the ship looks decent!  OK?”

“Nobody goes anywhere . . . but you,” I mumbled—fortunately he was already out of earshot across the bow, and was hailing a Taxi.

After I’d delivered the message, we all worked just a little harder, and shortly after noon, we had used red-lead or zinc chromate primer to hide every minute blemish visible above Razorback’s waterline.  I was taking one last look around, as I started gathering up scrapers, wire brushes and the tools and Indian and Hal cleaned paintbrushes, when the 1mc announced, “Gorence . . . lay to the Wardroom. Gorence . . . lay to the Wardroom on the double.”

Lt. Speer was the Duty Officer, and he informed me that the XO had just called, and said the CO had been pleased with the look of the ship so far as he’d gone by on the way to Squadron, and wanted to make sure it would be finished today.

“Yessir,” I proudly responded, “We’re just cleaning up now.”

“No, not primed, PAINTED,” Lt. Speer calmly corrected.

“But the Weapons Officer, Mr. Montross told Gunner Meecham that we only had to get her ready for painting later in drydock . . .we’re gonna . . .”

“PAINTED, Gorence,” and he stared at me to see if I finally understood.

My mouth was still trying to form a protest, so he continued, “Skipper even told me last time you guys had done a great job feathering the paint between the black horizontal surfaces and the grey vertical ones. He said if you couldn’t finish that part today, tomorrow would do; but, except for that, he wants Razorback painted today.”

The news topside didn’t go over too well.

“How we gonna paint 306 feet of submarine in five hours?  Sun goes down about six,” complained Hal.

“Eighteen-hundred,” corrected Indian. Nobody could ever remember Indian’s name, so he wanted to be called Indian.

“Yeah, I know,” I responded, “Mr. Speer said he’d authorize the yardbirds to rig some floodlights if we needed them; I gotta let him know in a couple of hours.”

Indian went down to the After Torpedo room and brought up the paint pot and all the hoses while Hal and I hauled five-gallon buckets of paint from pallets on the pier onto the deck just aft of the sail. I covered up the newly-painted hull numbers and the bridge Plexiglas bubble and windows with newspaper and masking tape while my coworkers began spraying the top of the sail.  

By the time we’d finished painting the sail grey, with the top of the sail and the horizontal bridge areas dull black, and all edges blended into each other, my Timex said it was 1530; sunset was just over two hours away, and we hadn’t even started the bulk of the painting, which was the main deck.

“Better go tell Speer we’re gonna need lights,” said Indian.

“Yeah, I guess… if we could just get a new spray gun.  We’ve spent more time cleaning the gun out than actually spraying.” I responded.  We had two guns, and had cleaned one while the other was in use, but we’d seldom managed over a few feet of coverage before we had to switch again. 

“What in the devil is Hal doing?” I motioned to the turtleback back aft where our third member was swinging a mop over the after bullnose, “Swabbing paint?”  

We both made a beeline to Hal who was sticking the business end of the mop into and around the large metal mooring-line guide.

Hal looked up at us both and said, “Let’s get busy. I’ve painted this thing in ten seconds; a brush would have taken ten minutes.”

Indian and I raided below decks compartments for every foxtail, broom and mop we could find and I found two push-brooms up on the pier. One of us dumped paint while the other two spread it in and around cracks.  The trick was to find a flat place to dump, so that it wouldn’t all drain immediately into the superstructure. In tight spaces, a one gallon bucket was dipped into the larger container and emptied with enough force to ensure complete coverage.

Just as the sun settled behind Honsu and the Japanese Empire, we declared our job finished and disposed of all buckets, cans, most of our tools, and all of our clothes.  Most of it went into the Dempsey-dumpster on the pier.  Razorback glistened beautifully in the reflected harbor lights, as we scrubbed our bodies down with Methyl Ethyl Ketone wherever the paint would show, and with Ivory soap wherever it didn’t. Finally we went ashore, smelling even worse than the other diesel-boat sailors, but with pockets full of money. We ordered large Asahi beers by the pair.

Later events would render the night’s liberty much less memorable than we had hoped, but the next morning dawned as one thet none of us will never forget:  

I was awakened by the Below Decks Watch who shook me awake, “Gorence. Get up. You better get up topside and take a look!”

Twilight was just breaking through a fog over Yokosuka harbor which was thicker than any I’d ever seen.  I couldn’t see the top of the sail, less than 20 feet away, but the visible paint job looked fine. I immediately looked around the deck near the After Battery hatch for a spot we might have accidentally left unpainted, or a patch of green primer we’d failed to cover, but except for a few spots that looked a little more like tar than black paint, nothing really looked too bad.

One of my fondest memories is of sleeping on a submarine with the sound of waves just outside the pressure-hull gently lapping against the tank-tops. On this morning, however, my eyes went to the water a few yards away beneath the fog, and then to the tank tops near where I stood. The waves were not lapping, but instead, splattering against the ship through a scum of black rubbery bubbles and congealed black paint, part of which clung to the ship and then oozed its slime back into the sea.  I noticed that Hal and Indian were next to me, silent. 

Just beyond a patch of fog, and sticking up like a periscope, were two feet of broom handle, the business end of which was held beneath the surface by an invisible glob of paint.  Indian took off to go get the boat-hook from the bridge to retrieve the object, but by the time he came back Hal and I were pointing to several rags and paintbrushes, also floating on the paint scum, which covered the water in every direction.

Between the time of our early reveille and scheduled morning quarters, we managed to retrieve and hide several slimy brushes and swabs in the superstructure, but as the crew gathered on the pier for muster, and the sun brightened, we all looked up and saw the COB, Chief Sensney, breaking through the crowd, and peering over the edge of the pier with a scowl I will never forget as long as I live. 

“Do NOT come to Quarters,” he hissed, “Clean it upppp!”  He waved his arm in a semicircle indicating everything in every direction away from the pier as far as the eye could see, apparently including our dungarees, which by now looked as bad as the painted clothing we’d discarded last night.  As he spun back around to the assembling and grinning crew, he rolled his shoulders as though something, having thrown his posture out of whack, needed major adjustment.  “Fall in,” he growled at the rest of the crew, whose grins turned into smirks as they lined up.

Our eyes followed the sweep of his gesture, and we began to look beyond the small area from which we had been fishing for flotsam.  The mooring lines had obviously slacked enough during the night to dip into the blackened sea, and were dripping blobs of paint. So were the pier’s pilings and our fenders.  The ship’s anchor and both bowplanes were trimmed on the bottom with delicate black lace, dripping and reshaping itself as we watched. The limber holes were similarly draped in black.

The Academy for the Japanese Maritime Self Defense Force, directly across Yokosuka harbor from Berth 1, was a group of White buildings behind and upon a stone wall, which was covered with brilliantly-white plaster.  The wall emerged from the harbor’s North shore, and Indian, having claimed to have the best eyes on the ship, said he could distinguish black lace on its waterline.  Hal and I assumed he was lying to scare us, because the whole crew had been warned over and over about “International Incidents.”  We had never quite understood just exactly what might be classified as an International Incident prior to this, but Indian apparently thought painting the wall might qualify. We all prayed for an incoming high tide just in case.
During the next week in Yoko while we were voluntarily restricted to the ship, Gunner did a lot of work on improving our vocabulary.  He taught us that speed, though often critical, was always dangerous without direction.  He taught us that meticulousness was important to a point, but that it could be overdone, and he convinced us that the cliché, ‘doing something right was always faster than doing it twice’ was not just a cliché. Unfortunately, during whatever liberty we had the following week, we managed to handle our money with almost exactly the same intelligence as we’d spread our paint, but Gunner made no comment.

However disrespectful our treatment of a Man of War may have seemed, I am proud to report that the Razorback ultimately received the most carefully-inspected and precisely-applied external paint-job of her entire career during that period of time; having shown Gunner our disdain our for spray guns, we meticulously painted every inch of her teak deck boards with a tooth brush and pipe cleaners. We slowly scraped away five, five-gallon cans of paint, and then carefully reapplied two. We painted her numbers with fine artist’s brushes, and merged her blacks and grays until they faded imperceptibly one into the other. We received many compliments on the second paint job, although far-outnumbered by comments on the first. 

I don’t remember how the other guys remember the aftermath of our painting session, but I coincidentally served two, two-month tours of mess-cooking during Chief Sensney’s tenure as COB, and another tour under Chief Mason, his relief (even though I had never asked for referrals). Subjected to constant and merciless harassment by crewmembers, until they were confident that I truly realized the dangers inherent in short-cuts, I finally qualified in submarines on Razorback, donned my dolphins, and began the process of growing up.

As I began to write this, nearly fifty years later, I knew I would probably write into the night until I was finished.  I would not labor over a sea-story until it developed into a literary masterpiece because I know my limits; but neither would I be distracted and allow it be cut short or abbreviated because of time constraints.  I think Gunner Meecham would say at this point that it is, “Good enough.”

For each of us who sailed on her, a part of our soul, a fraction of our lives, will forever lie somewhere beneath her exterior coat of paint.

^^^^^

SINKING THE FLEET By ALBERT H. KONETZNI JR. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: Vice Adm. (ret.) Albert H. Konetzni Jr. testifies today before the Base Realignment and Closure Commission (BRAC), the panel reviewing proposed military base closings. He served as Deputy Commander and Chief of Staff, U.S. Fleet Forces Command, 2001-'04, and Commander, Submarine Force, U.S. Pacific Fleet, 1998-'01. 

AMERICAN military history records many instances of poor readiness or non-availability of war-fighting equipment when conflicts broke out. (More on that below.) 

In that light, consider these facts: 

* American submarines perform many missions but serve as the premier anti-submarine weapons platform in the U.S. Navy inventory today. 

* There are 400 submarines in the world today; about half are friendly. 

China has a larger submarine force than the United States. 

* China is building at least five new nuclear fast attack submarines and two new ballistic-missile nuclear submarines today, greatly enhancing Chinese capabilities. 

* Nineteen submarines were launched last year worldwide; nine of them in China. 

* And the United States has launched just four submarines in the last five years. 

I've often wondered how many U.S. submarines were lost because of faulty torpedoes during the first two years of World War II. Less than half of our torpedoes actually functioned in combat but the Navy's high command refused to admit the problem until late in 1942. 

As important; would the war in the Pacific have ended sooner if we had reliable torpedoes early in the conflict? 

Underscoring the tragedy (a scandal dramatized in the 1958 war drama "Run Silent, Run Deep") was that the problem “faulty torpedo exploders and a failure to achieve proper run depths” was well-known in the fleet, but the Navy's leaders back in Washington wouldn't believe it. 

In fact, until late 1943 it took an average of 12 torpedoes to sink a single enemy ship. Several naval officers risked their careers by voicing great concern about the problems to naval leadership: all to no avail. 

Intellectual arguments, analysis and tests were ignored and many American submariners lost their lives. It wasn't until early 1944 that the needed modifications were made. 

Sixty years later, the U.S. submarine force is once again facing a situation that will diminish its effectiveness as an instrument of national defense if not result in the effective demise of this proud force. 

The Navy, which has already been shrinking its submarine force, now proposes to compound the damage by removing the infrastructure necessary to train, develop and maintain that force by closing the Naval Submarine Base in New London, Conn., and the Portsmouth Naval Shipyard in Kittery, Me. The closures will accelerate the demise of our powerful submarine force. 

The closure of the Portsmouth facility will leave the Navy with inadequate capacity to maintain our submarines, reducing the public shipyard structure to one shipyard on the East Coast. All at a time, as a result of aging, our Los Angeles and Trident class submarines will require extra maintenance and modernization, 

Every facet of submarine warfare is represented at New London initial and ship training, maintenance, tactical development, undersea medicine, laboratories, major defense contractors creating a powerful synergy that enhances each function. Losing that base will eradicate a vital Navy center. 

That closure will also reduce our strategic flexibility: East Coast submarines deploy to the Pacific via the North Pole. New London is perfectly geographically situated to continue this practice as well as to support operations in the Mediterranean and the Persian Gulf. 

What is particularly troubling about the drive to close these critical facilities is the sudden shift in the analysis behind the U.S. military's approach to the structure of our armed forces, and its relationship to the budget. 

Our submarine force has been the subject of 14 studies in the last 12 years. These studies are time-consuming, but for the most part they are appropriate and welcome. We should be ready to justify the billions of dollars that the taxpayers spend on submarines; if we can't, the money should be taken away. 

Repeatedly, the submarine force has been able to show a solid case, both in real world "peacetime" operations and in speculative wartime usage, that provides a firm basis for the American taxpayer to be comfortable that that money is not being wasted. 

But more recent studies are different: The pragmatic and balanced approach favored in the past “one that understood the need to maintain a force ready for war” seems to have been replaced by a "reverse-engineered" analysis that starts with a fixed dollar amount, then finds and attempts to design a force structure that fits the budget. 

This approach threatens to damage national security; most of the analytically driven studies have shown a need for from 55 to 75 submarines. But the most recent Navy review in March put the numbers at 37 to 41. 

This disparity needs to be further analyzed and resolved before we disable the U.S. Navy's Submarine Force by shutting down its infrastructure. If America can't afford a submarine force as a nation, the people of America need to know it now. 

I hope that we as a nation will agree on the proper size of our Submarine Force before we decide to close important infrastructure. If we do otherwise, we imperil our national security.
^^^^^

JUNE Meeting Minutes

The meeting was held at the Cornerstone Deli, North Little Rock and called to order at 4:00 PM by Base Commander Bill Hollaway.  A total of 16 members and five guests were present.

Chaplain R. B. Casto led the group in prayer and Vice Commander Carl Schmidt led the Pledge of Allegiance.  COB Christians and his wife Mary conducted the Tolling of the Bell ceremony.

Minutes of the May 21, 2005 meeting were read by Membership Chairman John Barr.  A motion was made by R. B. Casto and seconded by Gene Prohl, and was passed to approve the minutes as read.

Treasurer Greg Schwerman read the May 2005 Treasurer’s Report.  A motion by R. B. Casto and second by Carl Schmidt was made and passed to accept the Treasurer’s Report as read.

John Barr announced four new Regular members; Stanley A. Walker, Sebring, FL. USS BUGARA (SS 331), Jesse B. Ayers, Jr., Ward, AR. USS BLUEBACK (SS 581), James W. Mason, Port Orchard, WA. USS BUGARA (SS 331), Joseph Mathis, Little Rock, AR. USS HADDO (SSN 604), and one Associate Member, Frederick N. Scott, Maumelle, AR.

Mary Christians announced the July 23, 2005 activity at Murray’s Dinner Playhouse.  We have 20 reserved seats confirmed and 17 persons committed.  Please let Ray Wewers know as soon as possible if you desire to attend so additional seating may be requested.  Also, Mary announced the National Convention 2006 Planning Committee meeting on July 9, 2005 at 3:00 PM at the A. I. M. M. Office in Riverfront Park, North Little Rock.


Frank Hampson led discussion on the potential purchase of unsold books at a significantly reduced price to be resold at A. I. M. M.  All members agreed that this was a good base initiated fund raising idea and agreed to have further discussion at a later meeting.  Also, Bill Hollaway updated the membership on the status of the Base Challenge Coin and recent requests from BATFISH and OZARK Bases for donations to help with their museums and memorials.  Also, Lee Huss was welcomed as Base Holland Club Membership Chairman, and information on the Submarine Veteran Gravesite Marker was promulgated.  These markers are available from submarineshop.com at a reduced price.  If you are interested, notify Ray Wewers of your request to enjoy the price reduction.  A motion by John Barr and seconded by Greg Schwerman to adjourn the meeting was carried at 5:00 PM.
^^^^^

WISDOM FROM CHILDREN

(Actual answers from children)

Q: How can you delay milk turning sour?
A: Keep it in the cow.

Q: What happens to your body as you age?
A: When you get old, so do your bowels and you get intercontinental.

Q: Name a major disease associated with cigarettes.
A: Premature death.

Q: What does the word "benign" mean?'
A: Benign is what you will be after you be eight.
Hawgfish Scuttlebutt                                                                          In God We Trust
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Our Creed





"To perpetuate the memory of our shipmates who gave their lives in


the pursuit of their duties while serving their Country. That their


dedication, deeds and supreme sacrifice be a constant source of 


motivation toward greater accomplishments. A pledge of loyalty and 


patriotism to the United States Government."





WW II Boats on Eternal Patrol








Sealion (SS-195)	        S-36 (SS-141)	    S-26 (SS-131)


Shark I (SS-174)	        Perch (SS-176)	    S-27 (SS-132)


Grunion (SS-216)	        S-39 (SS-144)	    Argonaut (SS-166)


Amberjack (SS-219)   Grampus (SS-207)	    Triton (SS-201)


Pickerel (SS-177)	        Grenadier (SS-210)	    Runner (SS-275)


R-12 (SS-89)	        Grayling (SS-209)	    Pompano (SS-181)


Cisco (SS-290)	        S-44 (SS-155)	    Dorado (SS-248)


Wahoo (SS-238)	        Corvina (SS-226)	    Scuplin (SS-191)


Capelin (SS-289)	        Scorpion (SS-278)  	    Grayback (SS-208)


Trout (SS-202)	        Tullibee (SS-284)	    Gugeon (SS-211)


Herring (SS-233)	        Golet (SS-361)	    S-28 (SS-133)


Robalo (SS-273)	        Filer (SS-250)	    Harder (SS-257)


Seawolf (SS-197)	        Darter (SS-227)	    Shark II (SS-314)


Tang (SS-306)	        Escolar (SS-294)	    Albacore (SS-218)


Growler (SS-215)	        Scamp (SS-277)	    Swordfish (SS-193)


Barbel (SS-316)	        Kete (SS-369)	    Trigger (SS-237)


Snook (SS-279)	        Lagarto (SS-317)	    Bonefish (SS-223)


Bullhead (SS-332)





Cold War Boats on Eternal Patrol





Scorpion (SSN-589)		                 Thresher (SSN-593)





Pledge of Allegiance





"I pledge allegiance to the Flag of the United States of America,


and to the Republic for which it stands, one Nation under God,


indivisible, with liberty and justice for all."
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