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June 2004

Commanders Corner

After all these months of preparation the Razorback is almost here. In today’s report Max said they were a little over 500 miles from Key West. She will make a short stop there then on to New Orleans on June 19, 2004. If you plan on being in New Orleans, everyone is staying at the Ambassador Hotel, 535 Tchoupitoulas St., New Orleans, LA. You can call the hotel direct at 504-527-5271 to make your reservations, ask for the special North Little Rock CVB rate.  The Razorback will be coming in to the Julia Street Wharf. The time for the events to start is 1400-1500 hours. If you have questions give me a call at 501-778-6583, a lot of the things are still fluid and can change from day to day. 

A private wine & cheese (or beer & fruit!) reception will be held at the Ambassador Hotel from 1700-1830 in the Embassy Room. In addition, we will have souvenir T-shirts for anyone attending the reception. The cost for the reception and the shirt is $20.00 per person. Additional shirts will be for sale for $15.00each. I need everyone to email Karen Trevino at the following address by Friday, June 11 at 1700: ktrevino@northlittlerock.org if they plan to attend the reception and want shirts. This is very important so she will know how much food and drinks to order for the reception and in order to have the right number and sizes of souvenir shirts. You may call her at 800-643-4690 or 501-758-1424.

Note about parking at the Ambassador Hotel. The rate is $20.00 per day, go in and out as often as you like. There is a lot across the street for $10.00 per day but you have to pay each time you enter.

Some other things of interest are the plans for the barges are underway. I have the plans for the mechanical room and a restroom to be built in the Mary Munns (barge 2). We will be using one of the existing storage rooms for the mechanical room in the Savanna Lou (barge 1). The contract has been let for the heat and a/c to be installed in both barges. The bids have been or will be let very soon to start construction on the mooring site. Some of the Seabee’s will be using their two-week summer camp time on this. We have a lot of welding to do between now and the time the boat is open for the public. We are very fortunate to have the help of the Seabee’s, and all the other Navy support.

Jim

^^^^^

May Treasurer's Report

  $2056.06 Beginning Balance

  Income

    $80.00 Base Dues Collected

     80.10 Donation

   550.00 National Dues Collected

     40.00 Raffle

     10.00 Store Sales

    $760.10 Total Income

  Expenses

    $520.00  Dues Paid to USSVI

  $2296.16  Closing Balance

Any questions, please give me a call.

Wendell Dedmon

^^^^^

Chaplains Office

Blessed is the man who does not walk in the counsel of the wicked or stand in the way o f sinners or sit in the seat of mockers. But his delight is in the law of the Lord, and on his law he meditates day and night. He is like a tree planted by streams of water, which yields its fruit in season and whose leaf does not wither. Whatever he does prospers. Not so the wicked! They are like chaff that the wind blows away. For the Lord watches over the way of the righteous, but the way of the wicked will perish.

Psalms 1 NIV

^^^^^


^^^^^

Flashlight: A case for holding dead batteries.

^^^^^

A fine is a tax doing wrong. A tax is a fine for doing well.

^^^^^

Earle L. Aucoin

     My patriotic biography began on Dec. 7, 1942 when I enlisted, while still in 2nd year business school, and was sworn in 5 days later with a Y3/C rate. I never was able to return to school after the war. Boot camp was at Bainbridge, MD where I arrived with 200 new recruits after a 24-hour train ride from Bangor, ME. I was put in charge of this group and had to make sure they all got back on the train after each stop along the way. I lost 4 men while stopped in NY City, and that caused me to be a nervous wreck while awaiting my forthcoming court martial. I was not held responsible and escaped any further action.

     That was a very breezy and cold winter in those temporary barracks. Many of us got pneumonia, including me. Bainbridge had several service schools and in charge of a Lt. Lewis at that time. I was selected by Mr. Lewis right from boot camp to be his personal secretary. Being on that job I saw all correspondence and much recruiting material for submarine duty. That sure sounded more exciting than what I was doing and taking notes while attending shortarm inspection for the students every Monday morning. What I learned from those inspections kept me out of trouble the rest of my life! I applied for Sub School. At first Mr. Lewis was reluctant to let me go. One weekend while I was on Liberty the administration building burned down. It was found out that someone had left the coffeemaker on in the office. Shortly after that happening I was on my way to Sub School.

     While attending Sub School I qualified as Radar and Sonar operator, and then went into a Yeoman Pool to await assignment to a Submarine. The WW I vintage 0-4 training boat was my assignment. My office was in a large room with the yeomen for all the other subs in the training fleet. We yeomen would go to sea on a few days but would have to handle the lines as the boat left the pier every morning, and meet the boat upon its return at night to tie it up. This routine was not exciting for the next 8 months. 

     There was plenty of paper work for me because the 0-4 was the boat used for getting submarine pay for shore-duty sailors while awaiting a new assignment to a sub. I’ve forgotten what the complement for an 0-boat, but I’m sure it wasn’t 100 men!

     It looked as if I would be stationed at New London for the duration. So being engaged to my future wife Merita Marin we made plans to get hitched on June 15, 1944. I rented an apartment in New London and all was going smoothly. That changed quite suddenly, as can happen in the service.

     In the meantime the Razorback had grounded on Race Rock in Long Island Sound while on sea trials. Capt. Bontier was relieved from that duty as skipper. When he left so did 10 or 12 of his crew in sympathy for him. Some of these men got other subs, as did Capt. Bontier, and did not survive the war. There was a scramble to get a full crew to sail on the Razorback.

     Commander Roy Benson, decorated skipper of the Trigger, and just back from the Pacific, took over as Razorback skipper. Lt. Cdr. C. Donald Brown was in command of the 0-4 was made Exec. He recruited me and George Atkinson RM2/c from the 0-4 to go with him. This sounded like a good deal to me and so we signed on.

     The wedding scheduled for June 15 had to be changed. I needed to get permission from my new skipper to get married. I made a hurried trip home to Maine and we married June 10, 1944. No regrets. This was on a Saturday morning and I was on the Razorback on Monday, 2 days later. I never saw my wife again until Jan. 3, 1946. Two days later I was in Boston, MA to be discharged. How fortunate am I to have survived and now enjoying seven children and 20 grandchildren.

     The Razorback left New London on a rough stormy night around mid June and headed for Key West. Many of our crew were seasick. How lucky I was to not have this difficulty—not even through a typhoon in the Pacific later on. While on radar watch that night I had a contact at 6000 yards. We guessed that it must be a German U-boat because we had a 15-mile wide safety lane where no American ships or planes were supposed to be. We were not allowed to investigate the contact.

     Our short stay at Key West went well. I remember swimming in 92o water when a shark alert was sounded. Short swim! In Key West there was a tailor who would give overnight delivery on a dress whites uniform. I got 2 sets. During the years those whites have turned yellow and shrunk at least 5 sizes! I never got to wear them but once. On to Panama and the Canal that I looked forward to seeing. Not to be! It was around 10:00AM and extremely hot and humid as we approached.  Many ships and some subs were lined up ahead of us and awaiting their turn to go through the Canal. It was Navy payday. One of our officers, probably short on cash, got the idea that if someone of our crew got to the paymaster at Balboa ahead of all those others, we would be paid first. This officer while looking at me, and knowing that the yeoman kept the payroll records, asked for a volunteer. I was hoping someone would keep me company, but no such luck. A motor launch was sent for and away I went to make connection with the Toonerville Trolley that traversed the 20 miles across the Ithmus. This was a narrow gage railway and had about 7 open air, rickety old cars swaying and bumping while soot from the engine settled in. My new whites were a mess. I was sitting on the payroll records to keep them clean.

     About halfway across the Isthmus there was an abrupt stop. Not being able to understand the native language of the people running around, both inside and outside the train, it took me some time to find out what was happening. During the confusion I didn’t dare leave my seat. I found out several hours later that robbers had torn out some of the track and held up the train. Perhaps because of my uniform no one bothered me. I got into Balboa after dark but I have no memory of going those last ten miles. Our boat was not paid that day but we did get some temporary funds to help out the local economy.

     Mae West was at Key West while we were there, and she also was in Balboa at the same time we were. However, the big attraction in the area was the House of Love (Villa d’amour) and a street named Coconut Row. No officer was supposed to visit either place. Enlisted men were permitted to go to the Villa—a taxi ride out of town. Having had some Shore Patrol experience while in Spritz’s Navy in New London, riding the trains to Boston and Philly and Baltimore, I volunteered to help police the Row and the Villa. With the help of a Marine I kept out of trouble while doing the Row. The only English those old gals spoke was “two dollar” and “two bits” while pulling on our arms to come in and enjoy their charms. All tents and shacks along the Row.

     It was all high class at the Villa at $20.00 a pop and $1.00 for a rum and Coke. They advertised clean and medically inspected senioritis and beds. Some officers put on enlisted men’s uniforms so as to be allowed entry. In spite o fall warnings and precautions issued by the Navy, social diseases occurred. Four of our crew had to leave boat at Pearl and some lost their lives after getting another sub.

     Heading out into the Pacific into the real warfare gave us a serious outlook. However this was why we had enlisted and we were eager to face the consequences. On to Tokyo!

     After leaving Tokyo Bay at wars end heading for the States our routine changed considerably. No more pressure to drive the crew. There was a feeling of sadness in realizing we would soon be breaking up and on our own separate endeavors. The journey across the Pacific to San Diego was mostly uneventful. Most of us reservists had the necessary “points” to get discharged and go home. Only a few were interested in signing up for regular Navy. I had only a couple of months time needed to make Chief, and I was offered a $800.00 bonus to “stay in”. No deal! One by one my shipmates were leaving and I handled the paper work. This went on for three months while tied to the dock. Even though I was eligible to leave I could not because I had no one to take over as yeoman. A group o us discussed the compiling of the Razorback Yearbook and using up the balance of money left in our R & R account. In charge of this project was Thomas “Duck” Walker, MMOM 1/c. It was months later before the Book was printed and distributed to the crew. My copy has gotten dog-eared from its use as a prop during my school student interviews. “Duck” passed away many years ago. Only through his efforts and diligence were we able to have a record of our history.

  The ink has faded away on my Hawaiian Dollar Bill Deep Snorter upon which are 7 names of shipmates attesting a depth of 586 feet. I have framed this dollar after having carried it in my wallet for fifty years. All of these guys have departed on their last patrol. I can boast that I have drank them “under the table”. While killing time for three months in San Diego some of us spent many an evening at a local bistro. We would order a case of bottled beer, usually Bud or Schlitz, and place it in the center of a large table and enjoy. It was not uncommon to consume several cases during the evening. One night an Army GI came to our table and began mouthing off about his winning the War. It came upon me to tell him he was not welcome and I helped him outside. The very next night this GI came back with 6 or 8 of his buddies and we had a brawl. Broken furniture, bottles, etc. The San Diego PD was called in and proceeded to usher the combatants into the paddy wagon. It seems that as a Razorback was put in the wagon I was letting him out. That billy club to the back of my head stopped the fun. We all wound up in the cooler and through the efforts of our Exec were let go the next morning. I don’t know who paid for the damages.

     The Razorback got orders to set course for six months in the Pacific. Still no replacement for me. I went to Skipper Brown and told him I was going AWOL. He realized that I meant it and he didn’t want that to happen. Capt. Brown went over to COMSUBPAC office and found a yeoman. On the day before the Razorback left port I was out of there.

     Came time to head home and there was no means of transportation out of town. There were thousands of service people on hold for a plane, bus or train. It was a week before Christmas and I decided to buy a car. My wife wired me $1700.00 and I bought a 1941 Hudson with overdrive. Thank God it was a rugged automobile, and it would move.

     Waiting for a ride home were Razorback shipmates George Atkinson, Talma L. Brown and Eddie Bryant and they signed on, along with two GIs. So the six of us left San Diego heading east and home for Christmas. Twenty-four hours later while nearing Odessa, TX, we had simultaneous blowout of the two let tires. (About 1200 miles from San Diego). I was driving and lost control. Over we went two or three revolutions and then end over end, landing on the roof. I had to be pulled out because my left leg was pinned to the roof by the bent up steering wheel. Personal items and seabags were scattered back along the road for a hundred yards. Gasoline was leaking from the gas tank and the car was a shambles. No one was seriously injured. In the sand at my feet lay a St Christopher medal. One of the GIs in the back seat had been wearing it around his neck. I don’t remember his name but he was from New York and how fortunate to have him with us. We all went our separate ways and I believe I was the only one not to get home by Christmas. I was stuck in Odessa and Midland, TX for several days while taking care of details. I finally wound up hitch hiking, taking a bus, on which I spent Christmas Eve just outside of Chicago, and eventually getting on a train to get to Maine.

Earle L. Aucoin

5/25/04

^^^^^

Lost Boat History

USS POMPANO (SS-181)

Pompano slid down the slipway at Mare Island Navy yard on 11 March 1937 and was commissioned on 12 June 1937 under the command of Lt-Cmdr Lewis S. Parks, but trouble with her engines delayed delivery to the fleet. 

At the time of the Japanese attack on Oahu Pompano was under way from Mare Island to Pearl harbor reaching the base on 10 December. On the 18th, still under the command of Lew Parks she sailed from Pearl on her first war patrol to investigate Japanese defenses in the Marshall Islands. It was to be the first American submarine reconnaissance mission of the war and, through Park’s ingenuity, the periscope was adapted to hold a camera and Pompano became a pioneer in this type of photography. As if the operation was not hazardous enough, she was spotted by a PBY Catalina flying boat on 20 December and bombed, fortunately without any damage. However, as the bomber departed three SBD dive-bombers from the USS Enterprise (CV-6) attacked the submarine each dropping a bomb. The second bomb landed close aboard loosening rivets and causing a fuel leak which proved troublesome for the rest of the patrol. On 12 January 1942 she claimed three torpedo hits on a large freighter, but no sinking was recorded by the Japanese. On the 17th she fired two torpedoes at a patrol boat, but both of them exploded prematurely. The submarine completed her patrol and returned to Pearl Harbor arriving on 31 January.

Pompano’s second patrol commenced on 20 April and, after calling at Midway to top-up with fuel, she arrived in her patrol area to the west of Okinawa and in the East China Sea on 7 May. On the 24th Pompano sank a fishing sampan in a night gun action and so on the day after sank the 902-ton oiler Tokyo Maru northwest of Naha. On 30 May she was in action again, this time sending the 7,983-ton transport Atsuta Maru to the bottom with two torpedoes. An escort vessel got a good fix on the submarine and dropped twenty-two depth charges before leaving the scene and a relieved American crew.

On 3 June she fired a torpedo at an inter-island steamer, but as this missed and the area was clear of other vessels Pompano surfaced and destroyed the enemy ship by gunfire. On 5 June a trawler, estimated at 100 tons, met the same fate. Pompano returned to Pearl Harbor, where she was due for a refit, on 18 June 1942.

The submarine departed for her third war patrol on 19 July and under a new skipper Lt-Cmdr Willis M. Thomas she headed for the coat of Japan. On 9 August she was heavily depth-charged by enemy destroyers, but the submarine was able to escape with minor damage. Pompano was in action on the 12th when she sank a 4,000-ton freighter and fired one torpedo at a destroyer. She sank the picket boat Nanshin Maru on 4 September with this vessel also being known as Naval Auxiliary No. 163. Without further action Pompano arrived back at Pearl Harbor on the 12th.

She was ordered to Mare Island for a complete overhaul which included new engines, the cutting down of the fairwater and bridge area to mount additional 20mm guns and the moving of the three-inch deck gun to forward of the conning tower. Pompano sailed from the Navy Yard on 19 December and headed back to Pearl.

It was back to the war as she departed on her fourth patrol on 16 January 1943 and by the 25th she was patrolling off Kwajalein. Ordered to move to the Truk area Pompano damaged a large tanker with two torpedoes on 30 January but an escort vessel prevented a further attack and only damage to the enemy ship could be claimed. She fired two of her stern torpedoes at a tanker on 4 February, but only one hit and the Japanese vessel was able to escape. On the 18th the submarine damaged a tanker with two hits, but an accurate depth-charge attack from escorting vessels forced Pompano to go deep. At the end of the patrol she returned, this time, to Midway arriving on the 28th.

Pompano sailed from Midway on 19 March and headed for the Tokyo Bay area on her fifth war patrol. For the whole period of this patrol she fought rough seas and stormy weather making the sighting of potential targets almost impossible. On 10 April the submarine did fire six torpedoes at what she assumed was an aircraft carrier in a radar-guided night surface attack. The sound operator thought he heard two hits, but post-war Japanese records showed nothing of this action. She arrived at Pearl Harbor on 10 May after a frustrating patrol where the elements had come out on top.

Pompano was assigned to patrol the area off Nagoya, Japan, for her sixth war patrol and she departed on 6 June 1943. All was quiet until 4 July when she celebrated Independence Day by firing two torpedoes at the grounded seaplane tender Sagara Maru. The 7,189-ton vessel had been badly damaged by the USS Harder (SS-257) on 23 June. On 17 July Pompano gave her gun crew some practice when they sank a sampan estimated at 100 tons. On the 20th she fired two torpedoes at the 6,376-ton transport Uyo Maru in a submerged night attack, but it was thought that both had missed although explosions were heard. However, the post –war search of enemy records showed that the vessel was damaged in this attack. She ended the patrol at Midway on 28 July.

The veteran Pompano left Midway on her seventh patrol on 20 August with orders to proceed to the coastal waters off Honshu and Hokkaido, Japan. She was never heard from again, but Japanese records show a number of sinkings which could, due to their positions, be attributed to Pompano. On 1 September the 451-ton coaster Nankai Maru was sunk and on the 3rd the 5,600-ton transport Akama Maru was sent to the bottom. The 3,005-ton cargo vessel Nanking Maru was damaged in a torpedo attack on 9 September while on the 25th the 2,958-ton auxiliary vessel Taiko Maru was credited to Pompano, but this was later believed to have been sunk by the USS Wahoo (SS-238).

Thomas had orders to leave the patrol area on 27 September and take Pompano to Pearl Harbor for a refit. No transmissions were received from her after departure and as no anti-submarine attacks were reported in her area it is assumed that the submarine struck a mine and was lost with all hands in the area off northern Honshu. She received seven battle stars for her war service.

^^^^^

Blind Pilots

Passengers on a small commuter plane are waiting for the flight to leave. They're getting a little impatient, but the airport staff assures them that the pilots will be there soon, and the flight can take off. The entrance opens, and two men dressed in Pilots' uniforms walk up the aisle. Both are wearing dark glasses, one is using a guide dog, and the other is tapping his way along the aisle with a cane. Nervous laughter spreads through the cabin, but the men enter the cockpit, the door closes, and the engines start up. The passengers begin glancing nervously around, searching for some sign that this is just a little practical joke. None is forthcoming. The plane moves faster and faster down the runway, and the people sitting in the window seats realize that they're headed straight for the water at the edge of the airport territory. As it begins to look as though the plane will plow into the water, panicked screams fill the cabin. At that moment, the plane lifts smoothly into the air. The passengers relax and laugh a little sheepishly, and soon all retreat into their magazines, secure in the knowledge that the plane is in good hands.

In the cockpit, the co-pilot turns to the pilot and says, "You know, Bob, one of these days, they're gonna scream too late, and we're all gonna die."

^^^^^

Minutes of USS Razorback Base Meeting

May 31,2004

Meeting called to order by Jim Barnes, Base Commander @1300.

Jim Barnes, Base Commander presented Carl Eubanks a Certificate of Appreciation for serving as Chaplain for 4 (Four) Years.

Then Jim Presented Carl with a Plaque for second runners-up for 2004 Shipmate of the Year.

Meeting was adjourned because Jim had a Meeting with the Mayor of North Little Rock, at 2 PM.

Remaining members enjoyed lunch on the Barge. 19 Members were present.

 Submitted;

 Jane Farmer, Base Yeoman, 

05 June 2004

Events Information

June 19 events:

The celebration at the Julia Street Wharf is at 2:00 p.m. - 3:00 p.m. for the arrival of the submarine.  A private wine & cheese (or beer & fruit!)reception will be held at the Ambassador Hotel at 535 Tchoupitoulas St. from 5:00 p.m. - 6:30 p.m. in the Embassy Room.  In addition, we will have souvenir t-shirts for anyone attending the reception.  The cost for the reception and the shirt is $20.00 per person.  Additional shirts will be for sale for $15.00 each.  I need everyone to e-mail me at the following address by FRIDAY, June 11 at 5:00 p.m.:  ktrevino@northlittlerock.org if they plan to attend the reception and want shirts.  This is very important so I'll know how much food & drinks to order for the reception and in order to have the right number and sizes of souvenir shirts.  If e-mail is not available, they can certainly call me at (800) 643-4690 or 758-1424. 

Karen Trevino

July 18 & 19 opportunities:

Little Rock Tours will offer packages for hotel rooms and city tours in Little Rock and North Little Rock for those who call them. This information is listed on the website. Maximum of 33 people per tour.  Everyone needs to call: Little Rock Tours, Gina or Cary Martin, (501) 868-7287 or e-mail: cary@littlerocktours.com. The following is a list of the city tours available:

Little Rock/North Little Rock Tours     $25

An 1832 French map shows 24 cities in America - one of those approximately halfway between Philadelphia and Santa Fe was Arkopolis - the former name of Little Rock.  This old city is a treasure waiting to be discovered by you!

Events in Central Arkansas commanded worldwide attention in politics, civil rights and Hollywood You will hear fun and historical facts as well as see video footage and news clips that made Little Rock and North Little Rock famous on one of four video DVD monitors.  On your historic tour, you will visit the actual "Little Rock" for which our city is named, journey to the Old Statehouse, the 1st State Capitol and the oldest standing capitol building west of the Mississippi.  We'll visit our current State Capitol, the Governor's Mansion, the Quapaw Quarter with its renovated Victorian homes, the Villa Marre (featured in "Designing Women"), Argenta, and, of course, historical Central High School, Bill Clinton's Presidential Library site, and The Old Mill.  You may recognize The Old Mill from the opening credits of "Gone With The Wind".  If not, we'll show you the movie clip on the bus!

9am Departure

3 Hour Tour

1pm Departure      

3 Hour Tour

Stops at The Old Statehouse Museum, Central High School Museum, The Old Mill

Little Rock Air Force Base Tour     $22

Many of the men and women fighting the war on terrorism are stationed or were trained right here at Little Rock Air Force Base.  LRAFB has the largest C-130 training facility in the world.   The 314th Airlift wing trains all C-130 crew members from all branches of the U.S. armed services, the U.S. Coast Guard, and students from 27 allied nations.  The air base is famous for "The Schoolhouse", a training operations center with two flight simulators.  Little Rock Air Force Base opened in October 1955.  The base consists of more than 6,000 acres and has nearly 11,400 active-duty military and civilian residents.  The men and women who call LRAFB home have been called on time and again to defend their country and keep those Herculean aircraft in the air under the harshest conditions.  Go with us down on the tarmac, and walk through one of these monstrous cargo planes with a member of the US Air Force.

*To be admitted on base, we need your full name, date of birth, driver's license number, and state of issuance, 2 days prior to the tour.

9am Departure   

3 Hour Tour

Minimum 15 people

Military Tour      $22

Central Arkansas has played a key role in most major wars and conflicts. We'll take you to Camp Robinson, headquarters for the Arkansas National Guard and training site for 10,500 soldiers and airmen annually across the state.  See a Blackhawk Helicopter and other memorabilia in their museum.

Next we'll visit The Old Statehouse Museum, formerly a state capitol and headquarters for both Confederate and Union troops during the Civil War.

Then we'll show you the room where General Douglas MacArthur was born in a building known as the Old Arsenal.  The building now houses a museum of Arkansas' military heritage from Territorial days to present.  The Korean

War hero will soon have a new memorial built in MacArthur Park.  

*To be admitted on base, we need your full name, date of birth, driver's license number, and state of issuance, 2 days prior to the tour.

1pm Departure     

3 Hour Tour

Minimum 15 people

Stops at Camp Robinson

Old Statehouse Museum

MacArthur Park Military Museum

Marlsgate Plantation     $29

Experience genuine grand southern living at its best at Marlsgate Plantation located in Scott, Arkansas. It is cooled by the breezes off nearby Bearskin

Lake, and shaded by huge pecan trees. It is home to David Paul Garner Jr. and family and is listed on the National Register of Historic Places. It has received the Heart of Arkansas Award for outstanding efforts in promoting tourism in Arkansas. Marlsgate contains thirty-two rooms on its three floors. It houses more than ten thousand square feet of living space that includes a drawing room, dining room, music room, solarium, master bedroom, plantation office, sitting rooms, studies, and a kitchen and service wing.

The outside of Marlsgate is graced with brick Ionic columns over 40 feet in height. A lot of information about the history of the mansion is given during the tour, which takes you through the grand Greek Revival style mansion. The structure is in great condition and has various signature Greek

Revival aspects. This is another example of a grand mansion in a rural area of Arkansas used as a plantation house.

Minimum 15 people      

4 Hour Tour

^^^^^

Election of Officers

It is time we start thinking about election of officers for 2005. If you would like to run for one of the elected offices or would like to nominate someone please attend the July meeting. We need to get the ballot prepared, mailed and the votes counted before the anniversary dinner in October.

Article X, Officers, Section 1, Base officers states:

A. Elected Base Officers shall consist of the following: Base Commander, Base Vice Commander, Base Treasurer, Chief of the Boat and Chaplain.

B. Base Officers must be a Regular or Life Member in good standing a minimum of twelve months. The definition of good standing is all dues paid and present at the meeting when nominated.

C. The term of office for all elected Base Officers will be one (1) year or until their successors have been elected.

Current elected officers are:

Base Commander

Jim Barnes

Base Vice Commander

Billy Hollaway

Base Treasurer /Historian

Wendell Dedmon

Chief of the Boat

Bob Christians

Chaplain

Carl Eubanks

^^^^^

Honeymoon Couple

A honeymoon couple checked in at an old country inn. After two days and they hadn’t left their room, the manager became worried. He rapped on the door and asked, “Anything wrong—don’t you want some food?” The bridegroom answered, “No, we’re living on the fruits of love.” The manager then replied, “I wish you wouldn’t throw the peelings out the window, they’re choking my ducks!”

^^^^^

From the Editor

I would like to say a big THANKS to Bob Wight for the good words he said about us in the May issue of the Arkansas Diamond Chapter newsletter. I have been honored to be an associate member of the Diamond Chapter. Great bunch of guys and gals. You guys are invited to any and all of our meetings. 

Speaking of meetings, we had a great time on the barge Memorial Day. The base provided a wreath to drop in the river from Broadway Bridge in honor of our shipmates on eternal patrol. With a little help Ruby Goodwin dropped the wreath again this year. Then proceeded by police escort to the National Cemetery for the ceremony there. We then went to the Snook memorial and left a wreath there. After all this we went to the barge for lunch. The food was delicious as usual and the fellowship was good. It is nice to set out on the patio, watch the river flow past and visit with our shipmates.

^^^^^

Late for school

"Late again," the third-grade teacher said to little Sammy.

"It ain't my fault," Miss Crabtree. "You can blame this on my dad. The reason I'm three hours late? Dad sleeps nights in the raw!"

Now Miss Crabtree had taught grammar school for thirty-some-odd years. So she asked little Sammy what he meant by that, despite her mounting fears.

Full of grins and mischief, and in the flower of his youth, little Sammy and Trouble were old friends, but he always told the truth. "You see, Miss Crabtree, at the ranch we got this here lowdown coyote. The last few nights he done et six hens and killed Ma's best milk goat. And last night, when Dad heard a noise out in the chicken pen, he grabbed his gun and said to Ma, 'That coyote's back again, I'm a gonna git him!'" "'Stay back, he yelled to all us kids, I wouldn't want ya hurt!' He was naked as a jaybird, no boots, no pants, no shirt! To the henhouse he crawled, just like an Injun on the snoop. Then he stuck that double barrel through the window of the coop. As he stared into the darkness, with coyotes on his mind, our old hounddog Zeke had done woke up and come asneakin' up behind. Then we all looked on plumb helpless as Dad was cold-nosed without warnin'."

"Miss Crabtree, we been cleanin' chickens since three o'clock this mornin'!"

^^^^^

Next Meeting

The next meeting will be on Saturday, 17 July 2004.  This is the day before the boat gets in so everyone try to make it. We will give you the time and location later. We are trying to set it up for Gators about 1600. Gators is located on the river between the permanent mooring site and the temporary site. Everyone can become familiar with these locations. If we can’t get room at Gators we will go to the barge and cook hamburgers.

Our thanks to Bob Buschbacher for all his work trying to set up a meeting in Mountain Home. He had it all set up for June and the boat will be in New Orleans that weekend, so he changed it to July. Again the boat is coming in on the same weekend. Bob we are truly grateful for all your work and sorry it did not work out.  We will try to set a meeting in Mountain Home for later in the year.

^^^^^

PICKEREL REUNION

A PICKEREL reunion is being planned for SEP 2005 in Kansas City during the USSVI national convention.

More info to follow after this year's USSVI national convention in 

Saratoga Springs, NY.

^^^^^

Ed you are looking good, we keep you and my friend Jesse in our prayers. Hope for your safe return. Keep your head down, your eyes up and open.

^^^^^

May 07 Lonsberry Column

SOMETHING THAT DIDN'T MAKE THE NEWS

Maybe you'd like to hear about something other than idiot Reservists and naked Iraqis. Maybe you'd like to hear about a real American, somebody who honored the uniform he wears.

Meet Brian Chontosh.

Churchville-Chili Central School class of 1991. Proud graduate of the Rochester Institute of Technology.  Husband and about-to-be father. First lieutenant in the United States Marine Corps. And a genuine hero. The secretary of the Navy said so yesterday.

At 29 Palms in California Brian Chontosh was presented with the Navy Cross, the second highest award for combat bravery the United States can bestow. That's a big deal.

But you won't see it on the network news tonight, and all you read in Brian's hometown newspaper was two paragraphs of nothing. Instead, it was more blather about some mental defective MPs who acted like animals.

The odd fact about the American media in this war is that it's not covering the American military. The most plugged-in nation in the world is receiving virtually no true information about what its warriors are doing.

Oh, sure, there's a body count. We know how many Americans have fallen. And we see those same casket pictures day in and day out. And we're almost on a first-name basis with the pukes who abused the Iraqi prisoners. And we know all about improvised explosive devices and how we lost Fallujah and what Arab public-opinion polls say about us and how the world hates us.

We get a non-stop feed of gloom and doom. But we don't hear about the heroes.

The incredibly brave GIs who honorably do their duty. The ones our grandparents would have carried on their shoulders down Fifth Avenue.

The ones we completely ignore.  Like Brian Chontosh.

It was a year ago on the march into Baghdad. Brian Chontosh was a platoon leader rolling up Highway 1 in a humvee.  When all hell broke loose. Ambush city. The young Marines were being cut to ribbons. Mortars, machine guns, rocket propelled grenades. And the kid out of Churchville was in charge. It was do or die and it was up to him.  So he moved to the side of his column, looking for a way to lead his men to safety. As he tried to poke a hole through the Iraqi line his humvee came under direct enemy machine gun fire.

It was fish in a barrel and the Marines were the fish.

And Brian Chontosh gave the order to attack. He told his driver to floor the humvee directly at the machine gun emplacement that was firing at them. And he had the guy on top with the .50 cal unload on them.

Within moments there were Iraqis slumped across the machine gun and Chontosh was still advancing, ordering his driver now to take the humvee directly into the Iraqi trench that was attacking his Marines. Over into the battlement the humvee went and out the door Brian Chontosh bailed, carrying an M16 and a Beretta and 228 years of Marine Corps pride. And he ran down the trench. With its mortars and riflemen, machineguns and grenadiers.

And he killed them all.

He fought with the M16 until he was out of ammo. Then he fought with the Beretta until it was out of ammo.  Then he picked up a dead man's AK47 and fought with that until it was out of ammo. Then he picked up another dead man's AK47 and fought with that until it was out of ammo.

At one point he even fired a discarded Iraqi RPG into an enemy cluster, sending attackers flying with its grenade explosion.

When he was done Brian Chontosh had cleared 200 yards of entrenched Iraqis from his platoon's flank. He had killed more than 20 and wounded at least as many more. 

But that's probably not how he would tell it.  He would probably merely say that his Marines were in trouble, and he got them out of trouble. Hoo-ah, and drive on.

"By his outstanding display of decisive leadership, unlimited courage in the face of heavy enemy fire, and utmost devotion to duty, 1st Lt. Chontosh reflected great credit upon himself and upheld the highest traditions of the Marine Corps and the United States Naval Service."

That's what the citation says.

And that's what nobody will hear.

That's what doesn't seem to be making the evening news. Accounts

of American valor are dismissed by the press as propaganda, yet accounts of American difficulties are heralded as objectivity. It makes you wonder if the role of the media is to inform, or to depress - to report or to deride. To tell the truth, or to feed us lies.

But I guess it doesn't matter.  We're going to turn out all right.

As long as men like Brian Chontosh wear our uniform.

by Bob Lonsberry (c) 2004

^^^^^

Mary: We were having a big argument over how much more education I have over how little he does. So he said, “You think you’re so smart! Tell me something I don’t already know!”

Jill: Did you?

Mary: Of course! I said, “Your fly is open!”

^^^^^

As a mother was bribing her little boy with a quarter so he would behave, she said, “Why do I always have to pay you to be good, why can’t you be good for nothing like your dad?”

^^^^^

Psychiatrist to his new nurse: just say that we’re very busy…don’t keep saying “It’s a madhouse.”

^^^^^

A salesman, tired of his job, gave it up to become a policeman. Several months later, a friend asked him how he liked his new role. “Well,” he replied, “the pay is good and the hours aren’t bad, but what I like best is that the customer is always wrong.”

^^^^^

My husband was delighted when our 3-year-old daughter climbed up onto his knee and said, “Daddy, you’re handsome.” But his gin quickly faded when she added, “And I’m Gretel.”

^^^^^

Everyone has a photographic memory. Some don’t have film.

^^^^^

Change is inevitable, except from a vending machine.

^^^^^

I just got lost in thought. It was unfamiliar territory.

^^^^^

Light travels faster than sound. This is why some people appear bright until you hear them speak.

^^^^^

Pride Runs Deep

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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