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If you received a hard copy of this Newsletter through the mail, but have access to the internet, please send
me an email with your current email address— Printing/Postage is our biggest expense.[Ed]

A Hail Mary Pass!
This issue is being emailed in the dark to over forty previously lost(?) shipmates who have been located by Pat Householder
and the USSVI’s Legacy Project team which is combing all records available to create a complete roster of each US Submarine for its entire time in commission (see Mail Bag for Shane’s work in this area). This effort could ultimately add 100’s of
names to our list of those with whom we served on 394; we must try to replenish our dwindling numbers as old age continues
to take its terrible toll. In future, I’ll post do the same with the rest of the emails we have plus the USPO addresses. On pg.10 is
a list of those with NO contact info whatsoever Know anybody? New members or old customers can find all past issues of this
newsletter at our website. RonG
Let us know if you’re going to the: USSVI 2012 National Convention, in Norfolk, VA Sept 3-8 2012: No namelist means there will
be no planning and no arrangements! Ok to change your mind, but if you think you’re likely to go, call, email or just tell somebody!
See page 2.

---------- Pride Runs Deep -------------

Postmaster: Please return undeliverable mail to:
Ron Gorence
2563 Roseview Place
San Diego, Ca 92105-4734

To:

Issue: 2012 Lobo January. Rev # 7. Last edit: 1/21/2012 11:55:28 PM
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From the Forward Battery:
Our September three sisters reunion was a wonderful
event. We had about 175 total attendance at the
banquet. Many of us reacquainted with former
shipmates and friends on the other two ships. The festivities
started with a golf tournament and trip to Memphis. A new
event was the wine and cheese party on the barge which was
very popular and featured many fine wines contributed by the
members. We actually had more wine than we could drink that
evening!! The ladies luncheon was admirably served by
shipmates. They even got to exchange Christmas ornaments.
We pretty much filled up the Arkansas Queen on the evening
dinner cruise. It was a good chance to meet members of the
Ronquil and Redfish. Ron Sagaert did his usual great job of
hosting the banquet. We raised some money for next reunion
with raffles, 50-50 tickets and auctions. Mayor Hayes spoke at
the dinner and also won the raffle for the cutaway of the
Razorback – so he now has two submarines! We also learned
about the status and history of the shrinking industrial base as it
pertains to submarines. This comes at a time when many foreign
powers are ramping up their submarine fleets. If anyone wants a
copy of my speech, let me know and I will email it to you.
At the business meeting we chose Norfolk for next reunion and
New London for the 2013 reunion. The Norfolk reunion will be
with the Redfish and the 2013 reunion will be another Three
Sisters event. We also approved the new by-laws which
Herschel has posted on the website.
Our next event is the work party in April. We plan to get #4
engine running which will be a major accomplishment. Start
planning now to attend and contribute to the effort. If I do not
see you at the work party, I hope to see you at the next reunion in
Norfolk.
Fred Reker, Capt (USNR-R), President

Thru the TBT:

Greetings shipmates. With my
apologies, this issue finds me a little late (see elsewhere
where I describe my bride’s recent operation) so I’m
filling some space with items about Brotherhood. We
frequently allude to the Brotherhood of the ‘Phin, but I’ve collected
a few worthwhile insights into other similar relationships. Most of
the men written about in these don’t rate dolphins but, in my opinion, might still deserve our respect in one way or another (remember, not everybody can wear dolphins): Ode to America gives us a
glimpse of how we may be seen from abroad; Young Man offers a
group of academy selectees some advice regarding Navy Air vs.
USAF; I Was a Sailor Once pretty well captures what all of us
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liked about our time in the Navy; Jim
Ryan’s Seabag nearly rivals Dex Armstrong’s pithy descriptive abilities; and
finally, Does He Have A Vocabulary
Or What? for a few words from the Marine Corps.
Ron Gorence, Secretary/Editor
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~An Ode to America ~
Why are Americans so united? They would not resemble one another even if you painted them all one color! They speak all
the languages of the world and form an astonishing mixture of civilizations and religious beliefs.
On 9/ll, the American tragedy turned three hundred million people into a hand put on the heart. Nobody rushed to accuse
the White House, the Army, or the Secret Service that they are only a bunch of losers. Nobody rushed to empty their bank
accounts. Nobody rushed out onto the streets nearby to just gape about. Instead the Americans volunteered to donate blood
and to give a helping hand.
After the first moments of panic, they raised their flag over the smoking ruins, putting on T-shirts, caps and ties in the colors
of the national flag. They placed flags on buildings and cars as if in every place and on every car a government official or the
president was passing. On every occasion, they started singing: 'God Bless America !'
I watched the live broadcast and rerun after rerun for hours listening to the story of the guy who went down one hundred
floors with a woman in a wheelchair without knowing who she was, or of the Californian hockey player, who gave his life
fighting with the terrorists and prevented the plane from hitting a target that could have killed other hundreds or thousands of
people. How on earth were they able to respond united as one human being?
Imperceptibly, with every word and musical note, the memory of some turned into a modern myth of tragic heroes. And
with every phone call, millions and millions of dollars were put into collection aimed at rewarding not a man or a family, but
a spirit, which no money can buy. What on earth unites the Americans in such a way? Their land? Their history? Their
economic Power? Money? I tried for hours to find an answer, humming songs and murmuring phrases with the risk of
sounding commonplace, I thought things over, I reached but only one conclusion... Only freedom can work such miracles.
Written by Mr. Cornel Nistorescu and published under the title 'C'ntarea Americii ('Ode To America') in the Romanian
newspaper Evenimentulzilei 'The Daily Event' or 'News of the Day'.

NTINS

Passing The Bar* (and they would have, too if not for me)

I left Spider and Pork-chops (PC) guarding my beer (along
with our tab backed by three credit cards) at the Wyndham’s
*bar to go out for a smoke. Just outside the glass doors leading to the lobby/bar, a young lady was bent over reading
newspaper headlines through a vending machine’s window.
She had an un-lit cigarette so I offered her a light and asked
if there was anything interesting in the papers.
She answered, “Na, dar’s not much; tanks fer da light.”
Well, I just had to ask about the accent—because it sounded exactly like PC’s—and sure enough, she too, was from
Michigan. Not only that, as I found out later, Janice was
from upper Michigan, and therefore a fellow Yooper. She
was in North Little Rock for some sort of agricultural sheeting convention so, having already been in NLR for a couple
of days, I offered to buy her a welcome-to-Arkansas drink.
I pointed through the windows at PC (Jim), who was laughing and gesturing wildly with Spider, assuring her we all
had a gentlemanly interest in sheeting but, more importantly, that PC also happened to be from Michigan—and it occurred to me that neighbors should always say ‘howdy’ or
whatever word is used in Michigan. After she agreed, and
knowing how shy old DBF sailors can be, I subtly suggested that maybe she could mention something like child-support as sort of an icebreaker—just to get a conversation
started. She thought for a few seconds, and said, “Yeah, I
can do that.”
Well, shipmates, I had no idea how much Hollywood
those Yoopers have in their blood:
When we went in PC and Spider had their heads almost
touching and PC was waving his right hand up and down in
the middle of some sort of intense Trim and Drain argument. There was an empty bar stool behind PC, who was

turned toward Spider to his left, and after I secretly confirmed to her which guy was
PC, she sat down behind him,
unnoticed. So now, my bar
stool was at the left, next was
Spider, then PC, and then Janice, all to my right.
Eventually, when beer-sipping
caused a brief lull in the conversation, a female voice came
from the far right, behind PC,
“Jim?”
He didn’t hear it—or maybe he just ignored her—so she
said it louder, “Jim!”
Spider’s eyes opened wide, surprised that somebody had
known PC’s real name, but PC only thought he’d misheard,
so he said, “Are you talking to me?”
“I’ve been on the road all day. I found you, and I’ve
come to get my child-support!”
Spider shrank down on his bar stool, his eyes wider than
ever, and looked up at me like a guy seeing his best friend
donning a hangman’s noose. I couldn’t see PC’s face, but
he was frozen on the stool with his head bobbing slightly
back and forth as though he was counting—in segments of
nine-months each—back to every single time he’d ever
gone back to Michigan over the past 50-60 years.
Dumbfounded, he sat rigidly with his back to me as she
continued, “You want to see receipts for their hospital
bills? For daycare? For food?”
I tapped Spider on the shoulder and whispered that I’d set
it all up. “BULLCRAP!” he said, “Just listen to her. She’s
serious! We gotta get him a lawyer, or something.”
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With convincing sarcasm, she said, “I have pictures of the
kids…” She tapped her purse. “…if you’re even interested
in seeing them.”
Half an hour later, Spider shook his head and reached for
his beer—he was still looking intensely back and forth at her
and then PC and then at me; he still didn’t know what to
make of it. But in about an hour, we’d lost interest. Janice
and Jim were talking about the Mackinac Bridge, old
schools long-since torn down, and Upper Michigan fall foliage. We’d just been damn near peeing our pants, and now
everybody seemed to have gotten back to a bored-zero bubble state.
Speaking of foliage, I should also mention Stacy (another
similar night). She was an absolute knock-out (also about a
third of our age) with long brown hair who had been somewhat estranged from her father for years until we, after discovering that her dad had been career-military, convinced

her of some very heroic activities he’d likely have participated in though he might have appeared less than totallydevoted to his wife and child. I think she actually called
him from the Windham and began a minor reconciliation
after we’d set her straight. She promised to doll-up and
come to the Banquet as PC’s date, but never showed up
and, as far as I know, both ladies left our company with the
same virtues they’d arrived with—even though our endaround runs and our final-approaches had been faultless.
We too, I think, had remained pure through it all.
Two old married bubbleheads (Spider and me) having a
great time trying vicariously to fix up our lone bachelor
(PC) with various sordid activities seems juvenile I know,
but it does get the juices flowing, and it always adds to our
bank account of great memories. And, just in case you’re
thinking of it: No, I do not think I deserve the nickname
pipe-pimp!
RonG

Mail Bag:
•Membership: As we transition out membership information from locally kept files to a more accessible format for our
members, each Razorback crewman can directly view and update their information. Go to www.decklog.com and check
your submarine and other Navy profile for accuracy and completeness. Correct those items that you can; for errors or
incompleteness that you can't access, contact either Rick Pressly or Shane Foraker and we will take it from there. Take some
time to locate your old shipmates. If you see errors or omissions, let us know. If you know them after all these years, invite
them to join our association. Working together we can continue to grow and, like a fine bourbon, just get better with
age.Shane Foraker.
•Max Bassett Hi all! Just wanted to send out a huge well done, and thank you to all who were involved in getting everything
set up with the reunion! We enjoyed it very much! Also, we wanted to say thank you to all of you for making our grandson
Ducky feel welcomed at the reunion. He had a great time, and made lots of new friends! We really appreciate what you did
for him. Enjoy the pictures, just a few we thought everyone might enjoy. Later.....Max & Jerri
•Hi friends/shipmates: Laptop has been sick for 4 weeks but with some APCs & rest it got well & I’m back Charlie (Brown)
•Fm Tom Desaulniers, MM2(SS) via Greg Schwerman (FYI—Pinngg…) “The Thornback bunch gathers around the
Clarksville/Scranton area each year about this time.“I am forwarding this to you to put out on the Razorback e-mail list that
all were invited to the Thornback reunion even if they were on a lesser boat like the Razorback We always have a good time.
All hands, the annual Thornback camp in the woods and drink beer muster took place on Oct 12, - 19, 2011. at Byrds Adventure land, up near Ozark. Tom, in Conway, AR 501-513-9578 / cell – 501-470-8660
• Fm Shane Foraker, [Membership]For the past few weeks I've been gathering Razorback crew names from a variety of
sources and getting them entered on the Deck Log database. As of today we now have over 1000 crew members listed. Few
have complete information, and many are on eternal patrol, but we don't have the information. In several cases I have names
that have not been entered because there is more than one candidate in the Decklog list to choose from; insufficient detail to
choose one or the other is the problem. But this is a reasonable beginning .I've used the following sources::
AIMM List of Commanding officers, AIMM list of WWII crewmembers, Typed list from Rick Pressly (dates, ranks not provided), 1970 decommissioning ceremony program, 68/69/70 Cruise books, '61 Christmas party program, '54 re-commissioning ceremony program, '52 decommissioning party program,'49 Christmas party program (ranks, first names not provided),
Jan '48 Decklog list of officers,Nov '47-Feb '48 patrol report crew list (first names not provided - just initials),May-June '46
patrol report crew list I will continue to make additions as new sources are available. Shane
• Fm Shane Foraker: Razorback in North Little Rock has a great cadre of volunteers, and can always use more. The crew
association will have their annual "sleep aboard" work party 16-20 April. All racks open except CO stateroom. The Galley
works and we'll probably have a couple meals there as well as movie call.
• Fm Ron Sagaert:Thank you all for allowing me to represent you as President the past two years. It was a humbling
experience and I came to know a lot of you much better. Our organization is truly 'one of a kind' with an unusual fervor for
our shipmates and our boat. Many or our members served on many boats but the Razorback stands alone in our memories as
special. Not sure why that is but it is. The last Three Sister Reunion was the first of its kind and hopefully just the first of
many to follow. It was a bear to organize and see to every detail but a thrill to see come together as reality. I wouldn't have
missed it for the world. I appreciate all your help these past two years and I will be there with you as we move forward - Ron
Sagaert
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. . . Young Man,
Congratulations on your selection to both the Naval and Air Force Academies. Your goal of becoming a fighter pilot is impressive and a fine way to serve your country. As you requested, I'd be happy to share some insight into which service would be
the best choice. Each service has a distinctly different culture. You need to ask yourself "Which one am I more likely to thrive
in?"
USAF Snapshot: The USAF is exceptionally well organized and well run. Their training programs are terrific. All pilots are
groomed to meet high standards for knowledge and professionalism. Their aircraft are top-notch and extremely well maintained.
Their facilities are excellent. Their enlisted personnel are the brightest and the best trained. The USAF is homogeneous and
macro. No matter where you go, you'll know what to expect, what is expected of you, and you'll be given the training & tools
you need to meet those expectations. You will never be put in a situation over your head. Over a 20-year career, you will be
home for most important family events. Your Mom would want you to be an Air Force pilot...so would your wife. Your Dad
would want your sister to marry one.
Navy Snapshot: Aviators are part of the Navy, but so are Black shoes (surface warfare) and bubble heads (submariners). Furthermore, the Navy is split into two distinctly different Fleets (West and East Coast). The Navy is heterogeneous and micro.
Your squadron is your home; it may be great, average, or awful. A squadron can go from one extreme to the other before you
know it. You will spend months preparing for cruise and months on cruise. The quality of the aircraft varies directly with the
availability of parts. Senior Navy enlisted are salt of the earth; you'll be proud if you earn their respect. Junior enlisted vary from
terrific to the troubled kid the judge made join the service. You will be given the opportunity to lead these people during your
career; you will be humbled and get your hands dirty. The quality of your training will vary and sometimes you will be over
your head. You will miss many important family events. There will be long stretches of tedious duty aboard ship. You will fly
in very bad weather and/or at night and you will be scared many times. You will fly with legends in the Navy and they will kick
your ass until you become a lethal force. And some days - when the scheduling Gods have smiled upon you - your jet will catapult into a glorious morning over a far-away sea and you will be drop-jawed that someone would pay you to do it. The hottest
girl in the bar wants to meet the Naval Aviator. The bar is in Singapore.
Bottom line, son, if you gotta ask.............pack warm & good luck in Colorado.
Banzai

If you don't read the newspaper you are uninformed, if you do read the newspaper you are misinformed.
Mark Twain

RETIRED HUSBAND [from the internet, Author unknown—but this guy

could be a brother]

After I retired, my wife insisted that I accompany her on her trips to Target.
Unfortunately, like most men, I found shopping boring and preferred to get in and get out. Equally unfortunate, my wife
is like most women - she loves to browse. Yesterday my dear wife received the following letter from the local Target:
Dear Target Customer:
Over the past six months, your husband has caused quite a commotion in our store. We cannot tolerate this behavior and
have been forced to ban both of you from the store. Our complaints against your husband are listed below and are
documented by our video surveillance cameras:
1. June 15: He took 24 boxes of condoms and randomly put them in other people's carts when they weren't looking.
2. July 2: Set all the alarm clocks in Housewares to go off at 5-minute intervals.
3. July 7: He made a trail from a jar of brown gravy on the floor leading to both the ladies and men's restrooms.
4. July 19: Walked up to an employee and told her in an official voice, 'Code 3 in Housewares. Get on it right away'.
This caused the employee to leave her assigned station and receive a reprimand from her Supervisor that in turn resulted
with a union grievance, causing management to lose time and costing the company money.
5. August 4: Went to the Service Desk and tried to put a bag of M&Ms on layaway.
6. August 14: Moved a 'CAUTION - WET FLOOR' sign to a carpeted area.
7. August 15: Set up a tent in the camping department and told the children shoppers he'd invite them in if they would
bring pillows and blankets from the bedding department to which twenty children obliged.
8. August 23: When a clerk asked if they could help him he began crying and screamed, 'Why can't you people just leave
me alone?' EMTs were called.
9. September 4: Looked right into the security camera and used it as a mirror while he picked his nose.
10. September 10: While handling guns in the hunting department, he asked the clerk where the antidepressants were.
11. October 3: Darted around the store suspiciously while loudly humming the ' Mission Impossible' theme.
12. October 6: In the auto department, he practiced his 'Madonna look' by using different sizes of funnels.
13. October 18: Hid in a clothing rack and when people browsed through, yelled 'PICK ME! PICK ME!'
14. October 21: When an announcement came over the loud speaker, he assumed a fetal position and screamed 'OH NO!
IT'S THOSE VOICES AGAIN!'
And last, but not least:
15. October 23: Went into a fitting room, shut the door, waited awhile, and then yelled very loudly, 'Hey! There's no
toilet paper in here.' One of the clerks passed out.
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2011 Three Sisters Reunion –Attendance (By boat & # attendees)
USSRazorback SS-394 (41)
Barge, Bobby
Bassett, Max, Jerris & Ducky
Bjorkland, James
Brown, Charles & Mary
Cameron, John
Davis, Frank
Foraker, Shane & Janet
Gorence, Ron & Mary Ann
Hays, Patrick
Hickey, Bob & Teddi
Hines, Ron
Holtman, Herschel
Howard, Bob & Sherris
Kleinsorge, Mel & Helen
Lammers, Lennis & Bea
Mason, James & Evelyn Feeley-Ryan
McQuerry, LaMar & Sheila
Moon, Cal, Junie, Joe & Diane
Morehouse, Jim
Opple, Robert & Chris
Pressly, Rick
Read, Dean & Sheila
Reker, Fred & Norma
Sagaert, Ron & Kathrin
Shelton, Steve & Lynda
Walker, Stanley & William
Walls, Bob
Zonner, Greg & Bonnie

USS Redfish SS-395 (27)
Abramson, Doug
Clark, Charles
Floersch, Timothy
Fromm, Bernard, Betty & Ann
Hoffart, Jerome & Rosa
Householder, Pat
Kirby, Ron
LaCourse, James & Rita Hale
Lenover, Bill
Mahaffey, Bobby & Cathy
Ottley, Dennis
Porterfield, F.R.
Posel, Eugene & Hilda Puzio
Readel, Russell
Redding, Sterling
Smith, George
Smith, Denver & Becky Rockwell
Wewers, Ray & Barbara
Wheat, Corky

USS Ronquil SS-396 (47)
Bertschinger, Alton & Barbara
Brown, Allen
Cosar, Galvos "Junior"
DuBois, Joseph
Finney, James & Jane
Gaylor, Jerry & Linda
Grosser, Hal
Hewitt, Tim
Hinds, Glenn
Hoover, Charles & Judy
Howlett, Doug & Pat
Jacobs, Danny & Judy
Kaiser,Walter & Irene
Kio, Basil & Jane
McKim, Robert & Janet
Meyers, Lew
Moss, Robert & Joyce
Oberschmidt, Roy
Oliver, Jack & Sandy
Osentoski, Ozzie & Marcia
Redman, Tim & Patrica
Roderick, Robert
Salisbury, Tom & Ann
Simpson, Frank & Francine
Tolg, Robert & Barbara
Trevelise, Al
Wade, John & Victoria Yancey
Whitford. Dennis & Carmela
Williams, Benny & Juanita

Do you
remember
when you were a
young non qual,
non rated
whippersnapper?
Do you remember
drinking Black
Label Scotch and
watching the
Silk Worm
Races in
Hong
Kong?
How sad it is to
be older and
wiser, drinking
Budwiser with the
realization that
they always
ended up in a tie!

I Was A Sailor Once
I liked standing on the bridge wing at sunrise with salt spray in and carry out her mission anywhere on the globe there was
my face and clean ocean winds whipping in from the four
water to float her.
quarters of the globe - the ship beneath me feeling like a living I liked sailors, officers and enlisted men from all parts of the
thing as her engines drove her through the sea. I liked the
land, farms of the Midwest, small towns of New England,
sounds of the Navy - the piercing trill of the boatswain's pipe, from the cities, the mountains and the prairies, from all walks
the syncopated clangor of the ship's bell on the quarterdeck,
of life.
the harsh squawk of the 1MC (ships intercom that is heard
I trusted and depended on them as they trusted and depended
through out the ship), and the strong language and laughter of on me - for professional competence, for comradeship, for
sailors at work.
strength and courage. In a word, they were "shipmates"; then
I liked Navy vessels -- nervous darting destroyers, plodding
and forever.
fleet auxiliaries and amphibs, sleek submarines and steady,
I liked the surge of adventure in my heart, when the word was
solid, heavy cruisers, battleships and aircraft carriers.
passed: "Now set the special sea and anchor detail - all hands
I liked the proud names of Navy ships: Midway, Lexington,
to quarters for leaving port," and I liked the infectious thrill of
Bunker Hill, Saratoga, Coral Sea, Antietam, Valley Forge - sighting home again, with the waving hands of welcome from
memorials of great battles won and tribulations overcome.
family and friends waiting pier side. The work was hard and
I liked the lean angular names of Navy "tin-cans" and escorts dangerous; the going rough at times; the parting from loved
- - Barney, Dahlgren, Mullinix, McCloy, Damato, Leftwich,
ones painful, but the companionship of robust Navy laughter,
Mills, Stickell, Noa, Paul, Coontz, T.C. Hart, Glover & Sulli- the "all for one and one for all" philosophy of the sea was ever
van Brothers - - mementos of heroes who went before us. And present.
the others - - San Jose, San Diego, Los Angeles, St. Paul, Chi- I liked the serenity of the sea after a day of hard ship's work,
cago - named for our cities.
as flying fish flitted across the wave tops and sunset gave way
I liked the tempo of a Navy band blaring "ANCHORS
to night.
AWEIGH" through the topside speakers as we pulled away
I liked the feel of the Navy in darkness -- the masthead and
from the oiler after refueling at sea.
range lights, the red and green navigation lights and stern
I liked Liberty Call and the spicy scents of foreign ports.
light, the pulsating phosphorescence of radar repeaters - they
I even liked the never-ending paperwork and all-hands work- cut through the dusk and joined with the mirror of stars overing parties as my ship filled herself with the multitude of sup- head.
plies, both critical and mundane in order to cut ties to the land And I liked drifting off to sleep lulled by the myriad noises
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large and small that told me that my ship was alive and well,
and that my shipmates on watch would keep me safe.
I liked quiet mid-watches with the aroma of strong coffee -the lifeblood of the Navy permeating everywhere.
I even miss the screaming winds of the North Atlantic machine-gunning sleet and frozen bow spray into my foul
weather gear as I stood lookout watch on the starboard wing.
And I liked hectic watches when the exacting minuet of
haze-gray shapes racing at flank speed kept all hands on a
razor edge of alertness.
I liked the sudden electricity of "General quarters, general
quarters, all hands man your battle stations," followed by the
hurried clamor of running feet on ladders and the resounding
thump of watertight doors as the ship transformed herself in
a few brief seconds from a peaceful workplace to a weapon
of war -- ready for anything.
And I liked the sight of space-age equipment manned by
youngsters clad in dungarees and sound-powered phones
that their grandfathers would still recognize.
I liked the traditions of the Navy and the men and women

who made them.
I liked the proud names of Navy heroes: Halsey, Nimitz,
Perry, Farragut, John Paul Jones and Burke. A sailor could
find much in the Navy: comrades-in-arms, pride in self and
country, mastery of the seaman's trade. An adolescent could
find adulthood. In years to come, when sailors are home
from the sea, they will still remember with fondness and respect the ocean in all its moods - the impossible shimmering
mirror calm and the storm-tossed green water surging over
the bow. And then there will come again a faint whiff of
stack gas, a faint echo of engine and rudder orders, a vision
of the bright bunting of signal flags snapping at the yardarm,
a refrain of hearty laughter in the wardroom and chief's quarters and mess decks.
Gone ashore for good they will grow wistful about their Navy days, when the seas belonged to them and a new port of
call was ever over the horizon. Remembering this, they will
stand taller and say,
"I WAS A SAILOR ONCE AND I WOULD DO IT
AGAIN."
[Ed note: Bitching all the while…]

My girlfriend always laughs during sex, no matter what she’s reading. Steve Jobs
I believe that sex is one of the most beautiful, natural, wholesome things that money can buy. Tom Clancy

Benefits Open to Same Sex Partners
American Forces Press Service Wash. Oct. 28, 2011 [No Comment - ed]

With the repeal of "Don't Ask, Don't Tell," Defense Department officials have now identified a total of 14 benefits [below]
where members may designate beneficiaries of their choosing, regardless of sexual orientation. The Defense Department is
also engaged in a careful and deliberate review of the possibility of revising the eligibility for additional benefits, if legally
permitted.
Department Reminds Troops of Member-designated Benefits. In their ongoing review of military benefits in connection with
the repeal of “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell,” Defense Department officials have now identified a total of 14 benefits where members may designate beneficiaries of their choosing, regardless of sexual orientation.
“We listed eight member-designated benefits in our original Quick Reference Guide, released Sept. 20. We’ve now validated
an additional six,” said Defense Department spokeswoman Eileen Lainez. “While these are not ‘new,’ now that we’ve confirmed these additional benefits, we’re updating the Quick Reference Guide to ensure all are aware of their beneficiary options.”
The 14 benefits identified for members to designate whomever they wish as beneficiaries are:
- Service Members Group Life Insurance beneficiary;
- Post Vietnam-era Veterans Assistance Program beneficiary;
- All-volunteer Force Educational Assistance Program – Active Duty Death Benefit beneficiary;
- Death Gratuity beneficiary;
- Final Settlement of Accounts;
- Wounded Warrior Designated Caregiver;
- Thrift Savings Plan beneficiary;
- Survivor Benefit for retirees;
- Casualty Notification;
- Escorts for Dependents of Deceased or Missing;
- Designation of Persons Having Interest in Status of a Missing Member;
- Veterans’ Group Life Insurance beneficiary;
- Person Eligible to Receive Effects of Deceased Persons; and
- Travel and Transportation Allowance: attendance at Yellow Ribbon Reintegration events.
Eligibility for a number of other benefits is restricted by applicable statutes, including the Defense of Marriage Act.
Finally, in connection with the repeal of "Don't Ask, Don't Tell,” Lainez said, “the Defense Department is engaged in a carful
and deliberate review of the possibility of revising the eligibility for additional benefits, if legally permitted.” Service members are encouraged to contact their personnel offices for more information.
“The money for this will be deducted from other military benefits. And they're not done yet.”
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DOES HE HAVE A VOCABULARY OR WHAT....?
For the few of you who have missed him, R. Lee Ermey is the host of The History Channel's “Mail Call" and played the Drill Instructor in the movie, "Full Metal Jacket.“ He recently played the totally unsympathetic psychiatrist in a GIECO commercial. He
is a retired Marine Gunnery Sergeant and a very plain speaker, as you will soon read. So, for your entertainment, here is Retired
Marine Gunnery Sergeant R. Lee Ermey at his first press conference. The main topic of discussion is the Marine in Iraq who shot
an Iraqi insurgent to death.
ANYWAY, THE STORY GOES: We pick up as a reporter asks about “how this potential war
crime will affect our image in the world”
Ermey: "WHAT KIND OF A PANSY-ASSED QUESTION IS THAT?"
Reporter 1: "Well, sir I think...."
Ermey: "THINK, FANCY BOY??! GET THIS THROUGH THAT SEPTIC TANK ON TOP OF YOUR SHOULDERS, MORON: I DON'T GIVE A DAMN WHAT YOU THINK, DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?? THAT MARINE SHOT AN ENEMY
COMBATANT, SHITHEAD. SO GET YOUR HEAD OUT OF YOUR ASS AND DEAL WITH IT BEFORE I MAKE YOU
MY OWN PERSONAL PIN CUSHION!!!
NEXT QUESTION: YOU IN THE BLUE SUIT."
Reporter 2: Don't you think that the world's opinion of our operations is important?
Ermey: "OH SURE! YOU DON'T KNOW THE TIMES I HAVE CRIED MYSELF TO SLEEP WORRYING ABOUT WHAT
SOME GODDAMNED FRENCH PANSY THINKS! OH THE DAYS I HAVE HAD TO WEEP, BECAUSE SOME SHIT EATING TERRORIST SCUMBAG MIGHT BE MAD AT US, BECAUSE WE WENT INTO WHATEVER GOD FORSAKEN
HOLE IN THE SHIT THAT HE LIVES IN AND KILLED HIM. WHAT THE HELL KIND OF DUMBASS QUESTION IS
THAT YOU PETER-PUFFING JACKASS?
WE ARE THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA, AND WHEN YOU ATTACK US, WE ARE GOING TO COME TO YOUR
HOUSE AND BLOW YOUR STINKING CAMEL-SUCKING ASS INTO PIECES SO SMALL WE WILL BE ABLE TO BURY
YOUR SORRY ASS IN A THIMBLE! YEAH, I KNOW WHAT YOU ARE THINKING. YOU ARE PROBABLY AFRAID,
THINK ING THAT I HAVE SUCH AN "EXTREME" ATTITUDE AND THAT I NEED TO BE MORE "SENSITIVE" TO
OTHER PEOPLE'S FEELINGS. WELL LET ME TELL YOU SOMETHING YOU POLE-SMOKING PANSY! I DON'T GIVE
TWO SHITS WHAT YOU OR ANYBODY ELSE THINKS! THIS IS A DAMN WAR, AND IF YOU CAN'T HANDLE THAT,
THEN YOU SHOULD GO HOME AND SUCK ON YOUR MAMMA'S TITS! DO YOU HEAR ME YOU RUNT? NOW GET
THE HELL OUT OF MY PRESS ROOM BEFORE I GO CRAZY AND BEAT THE LIVING SHIT OUT OF YOU!!
NEXT QUESTION: YOU WITH THE UGLY-ASSED TIE, LOOK AT THAT THING! IT IS HIDEOUS!"
Reporter 3: "Aren't you going against the freedom of the press by...”
Ermey: "FREEDOM? WHAT IN BLUE HELL DO YOU KNOW ABOUT FREEDOM? I HAVE SWEATED MY ASS OFF IN
JUNGLES, WHILE BEING SHOT AT FOR THIS NATION! WHAT IN THE HELL HAVE YOU DONE YOU LITTLE SHITSUCKING WEASEL? WHEN WAS THE LAST TIME YOU PUT YOUR ASS ON THE LINE FOR ANYTHING? AND YET
YOU HAVE THE UNMITIGATED TEMERITY TO SHOW UP HERE AND MONDAY-MORNING QUARTERBACK THE
ACTIONS OF A BRAVE MARINE, WHO WAS DEFENDING HIMSELF AND HIS UNIT FROM AN ATTACK BY SOME
MURDEROUS AL-QUEDA SYMPATHIZER!! YOU WANNA KNOW WHAT I AM CONCERNED ABOUT, NUMB-NUTS?
I AM CONCERNED ABOUT A BUNCH OF GRABASSTIC, ORGANIZED MORONS WITH CAMERAS AND MICROPHONES DOING THEIR BEST TO PORTRAY OUR BRAVE MEN AND WOMEN AS WAR CRIMINALS! I AM CONCERNED ABOUT CHICKEN-SHIT PANSIES THAT WANT US TO NEGOTIATE WITH TERRORISTS AND WHINE
ABOUT THEIR PISS-ANT "FREEDOMS"!!
NEXT QUESTION?
Reporter 3: "I...I...”
Ermey: "DID YOU HAVE A BIG BOWL OF STUPID FOR BREAKFAST THIS MORNING, NUMB NUTS? I DON'T WANT
TO HEAR ANOTHER WORD OUT OF THAT COMMIE CRY HOLE IN THAT SHIT-PILE YOU CALL A HEAD! AND
THAT GOES TRIPLE FOR THE REST OF YOU PANSY-ASSED MORONS! NOW GET THE HELL OUT OF MY PRESS
ROOM BEFORE I SHOVE MY BOOT SO FAR UP YOUR ASS THAT YOU CHOKE TO DEATH ON MY SHOELACES!!!!"
Marine DI's have a language all their own. God bless them all.
Please note: If you received this in error, tough shit, either enjoy or throw it out

Razorback Association Birthdays February - May
William Kamphausen Feb. 2 Dick Grinstead
Bob Holmes
Feb. 8
Gene Haley Sr.
Bob Werner
Feb. 9
John Ranquette
Rob McCulley Feb. 11
Geo. Stefaniak
Gil Houston
Feb. 13
Bill Bell
Jay Davis
Feb. 14
Dick Childs
Tony Caruso
Feb. 16
Fred Reker
Dick Winchell Feb. 22
Fred Wright
Bob Walls
Feb. 26
Jim Bjorklund

March 8
March 15
March 16
March 21
March 26
March 26
March 26
March 31
April 2

Gil Engels
April 2
Mel Kliensorge April 15
Jim Morehouse April 18
Talma L.Brown April 21
Ed Ettner
April 21
Bob Simonson April 22
Norm McDonald April 27
Bob McMahon May 7
Bob Bowlin
May 10

Steve Shelton
Bob Hickey
Lowell Blue
Ed Terney
Ralph Bulmer
Rollo Fischer

May 12
May 13
May 26
May 27
May 28
May 29
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This is a list of known Razorback vets for whom we have no US Post Office or email address, or phone number. All the
clues we have are listed, so if you can add any info, please contact Shane Foraker, our Membership Chairman
Anderson, Alan C, SM3, '60 Byars, Richard D, RM1(SS), '60 Conley, Raymond Niel, EN2, '60-60 Cothren, James Edward, SN(SS), '65Estrada, Pedro, TNSN, '50 Evans, Roy J, EN3, '60Fleetwood, George D. SN(SS), '65 Fordney, Donald Porter, QM1(SS), '65 Gibson, Arthur L,CA, CS1(SS), '62 Gochenaur, George E, EN1(SS), '60 Gomez, German, TM1(SS), '63-64 -

Gordon, Donald P, , , LTJG, '64 Henry, James, FN, '67 Hornung, Byron A., FN(SS), ‘47 Howell, Raymond, SN, '67-68 Johns, Earl, FC3(SS), '50 La Chappelle, Ernest, EN2(SS), '60-61 Lewis, Philip, EMC(SS), Mcknight, Cecil, Va Bch, VA, QMC(SS),
'61-63 Panganiban, Antero, SDC(SS), '49-50 Phillips, Howard M, , , RMSA, '63-63 -

Rouchon, Alvin A, , , LT, '56-57 Sabo, Cornel L, , , RMC(SS), '60-61 Samilo, Baltazar D., , , EM2(SS), '62 Sanders, Larry L, , , IC3(SS), '60 Smith, Robert J, , , ENFN, '60-61 Tucker, Mark W., Sparta, TN, IC1(SS),
'65 Wagner, Richard D, EM3(SS), '49-50 Watson, Fredrick, , , IC1(SS), '69 Watson, Unk, , , , '60Welcome, Donald E, SN(SS), '60-61 -

•Start your engines! : Video aboard USS Cobia (SS-245): youtube.com/watch?v=fWCsP8CmKP8&fmt=18 These
guys did a good job of filming the return to life of an FM. Thunderously beautiful!
•Need DD214copies? : DD214 application: archives.gov/veterans/military-service-records/standard-form-180.html
I submitted the form on this web site, and in less than a month, I received a stack of 214’s in the mail—free of any
charge. Get your grandkids to copy either bold text and paste it into your browser’s address box…
Jim Ryan's Seabag
There was a time when everything you owned had to fit in
your seabag.
Remember those nasty rascals? Fully packed, one of the
suckers weighed more than the poor devil hauling it. The
damn things weighed a ton and some idiot with an off-center
sense of humor sewed a carry handle on it to help you haul it.
Hell, you could bolt a handle on a Greyhound bus but it
wouldn't make the damn thing portable. The Army, Marines,
and Air Force got footlockers and WE got a big ole' canvas
bag.
After you warped your spine jackassing the goofy thing
through a bus or train station, sat on it waiting for connecting
transportation and made folks mad because it was too damn
big to fit in any overhead rack on any bus, train, and airplane
ever made, the contents looked like hell. All your gear appeared to have come from bums who slept on park benches.
Traveling with a seabag was something left over from the
"Yo-ho-ho and a bottle of rum" sailing ship days. Sailors
used to sleep in hammocks, so you stowed your issue in a big
canvas bag and lashed your hammock to it, hoisted it on your
shoulder and, in effect, moved your entire home from ship to
ship.
I wouldn't say you traveled light because with ONE strap it
was a one shoulder load that could torque your skeletal frame
and bust your ankles.
It was like hauling a dead Greenbay linebacker.
They wasted a lot of time in boot camp telling you how to
pack one of the suckers. There was an officially sanctioned
method of organization that you forgot after ten minutes on
the other side of the gate at Great Lakes' or San Diego's boot
camp.
You got rid of a lot of the 'issue' gear when you went to a
SHIP. Did you EVER know a tin-can sailor who had a raincoat? A flat hat? One of those nut-hugger knit swimsuits?
How bout those 'roll-your-own' neckerchiefs... The ones girls
in a good Naval tailor shop would cut down & sew into a
'greasy snake' for two bucks?

Within six months, EVERY fleet sailor was down to ONE set
of dress blues, port & starboard, undress blues, and whites, a
couple of white hats, boots, shoes, a watch cap, assorted skivvies, a pea coat, and three sets of bleached-out dungarees.
The rest of your original issue was either in the pea coat locker, lucky bag, or had been reduced to wipe-down rags in the
paint locker.
Underway ships were NOT ships that allowed vast accumulation of private gear.
Hobos who lived in discarded refrigerator crates could amass
greater loads of pack-rat crap than fleet sailors. The confines
of a canvas-back rack, side locker, and a couple of bunk bags
did NOT allow one to live a Donald Trump existence.
Space and the going pay scale combined to make us envy the
lifestyle of a mud-hut Ethiopian. We were global equivalents
of nomadic Mongols without ponies to haul our stuff.
And after the rigid routine of boot camp, we learned the skill
of random compression, known by mothers world-wide as
'cramming'. It is amazing what you can jam into a space no
bigger than a bread-box if you pull a watch cap over a boot
and push it with your foot.
Of course, it looks kinda weird when you pull it out, but they
NEVER hold fashion shows at sea and wrinkles added character to a 'salty' appearance.
There was a four-hundred mile gap between the images on
recruiting posters and the ACTUAL appearance of sailors at
sea. It was NOT without justifiable reason that we were called
the tin-can Navy.
We operated on the premise that if 'Cleanliness was next to
Godliness' we must be next to the other end of that spectrum...
We looked like our clothing had been pressed with a waffle
iron and packed by a bulldozer. But what in hell did they expect from a bunch of swabs that lived in a crew's hole of a
2100 Fletcher Class tin-can? After awhile you got used to it...
You got used to everything you owned picking up and retaining that distinctive aroma... You got used to old ladies on busses taking a couple of wrinkled nose sniffs of your pea coat,
then getting and finding another seat.

Do they still issue seabags? Can you still make five bucks
sitting up half the night drawing a ship's picture on the side
of one of the damn things with black and white marking
pens that drive the old master-at-arms into a 'rig for heart
attack' frenzy? Make their faces red... The veins on their
neck bulge out.... And yell, 'What in God's name is that all
over your seabag???' 'Artwork, Chief... It's like the work of
Michelangelo... MY ship... GREAT, huh?"
"Looks like some damn comic book..."
Here was a man with cobras tattooed on his arms... A skull
with a dagger through one eye and a ribbon reading 'DEATH
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BEFORE SHORE DUTY' on his shoulder... Crossed anchors with 'Subic Bay-1945' on the other shoulder... An eagle on his chest and a full blown Chinese dragon peeking out
between the cheeks of his butt... If ANYONE was an authority on stuff that looked like a comic book, it HAD to be the
MAA...
Sometimes, I look at all the crap stacked in my garage and
home, close my eyes and smile, remembering a time when
EVERYTHING I owned could be crammed into a canvas
bag.
[Author, Jim Ryan (?)]

Treasurers’ Reports
Below are the latest reports from the outgoing and incoming Razorback Association Treasurers as received. Questions
regarding these reports should be directed to the originators (see contact data on page 2). [Edited for space only. Ed].

Biennial Business Meeting of Saturday, September 11, 2010
Attendees:
C. Brown
F. Reker
J. Bjorklund
R. Hines

R. Gorence
M. Kleisnsoge
C. Moon
R. Howard
R. Wewers

P. Householder
M. Bassett
R. Lyle
F. Davis
R. Pressly

B. Barge
J. Cameron
S. Shelton
Fench Z. Gath?
R. Opple

D. Read
L. McQuerry
J. Moorehouse
D. Smith
R. Sagaert

R. Hickey
S. Foraker
H. Holt

The meeting opened with a prayer by Chaplain Dean Read
President Sagaert outlined major business subjects to be discussed and/or voted upon: Approval of recommended revisions to
Razorback Association’s By-Laws. Location of next and future Assn. Reunions. Nomination and election of Assn. officers,
Treasurer Foraker reported that, although reunion money was still being received and paid out, it appeared that the treasury
would end safely in the black.
The By-Laws revisions were unanimously approved provided that its statement, with regard to Biennial Business Meetings
‘alternate-year reunions should be held at the Razorback site’ be clarified by appending it with ‘with voted approval’ and confirmation of the non-voting status of Associate Membership.
The motion was made and passed to hold the next (Biennial/odd year) Business Meeting in New London, Connecticut in 2013.
Bob Hickey agreed to coordinate the groundwork. The discussion also tasked the President with coordinating arrangements for
the Razorback Association to hold its interim 2012 reunion, in coordination with USSVI’s National Convention, in Norfolk,
Va., the first week of September, providing the Membership indicates adequate interest.
Pat Householder, USSVI Past Commander presented a summary of Deck Log’s progress in consolidating and completing databases of all vets who ever served on all US Submarines (see elsewhere in this issue).
Outgoing officers were given a hand for their tireless efforts, and special recognition was given to Razorback COB (1959?)
Jim Mason, his 3 daughters, and his best friend, Ed Feeley’s widow, Evelyn Feeley-Ryane, together they donated $5,000 for
Razu’s air conditioning.
Finally, the following officers were elected for two year terms: Fred Reker—President; Jim Moorhouse—VP; Ron Sagaert—
Chaplain; Rick Pressly—Treasurer; Shane Foraker—Membership Chairman
V/R
RonG - Secretary
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Eternal Patrol

Rest in Peace, Shipmates -

12/22/2010: Whittier Gale Davis, CDR, (62-64) of Coronado, Ca
4/24/2011: Eugene “Hoot” Gibson,(‘58-59),TM1(SS), of Oxnard, Ca (Assn Member)
6/8/2011: Donald D. Snyder, RMCS(SS) (1961) of Milwaukie, Or
3/26/2011: Donald L Koch, RM(SS) (1953), of Evansville, IN
1/10/2011: John Howard Chidester, SN(SS) (45-46), of Glendale, AZ
3/5/2011: Wally Kinchen (‘62-’63), IC3(SS) (62-63), of Fresno, CA (Assn Member)
5/15/2011: Clayton Boyd Orth, Jr. of Paradise Valley, AZ
1/6/2012: Brown, Kenneth, Capt, (66-68 CO), of Honolulu, Hi (Assn Member)
Razorback Association Membership: The Association charges an annual fee. This covers costs of
the quarterly newsletter and other operational expenses. To join, fill out this application and send it
to Shane Foraker with your $20.00 check payable to the USS Razorback Association. Annual
payments are due by December 31st for the following year.
Name:________________________________________________Spouse:__________________________
Address:_____________________________________________________________
Dates on Razorback:_______________ to _______________ Highest Rank/Rate on
Razorback:_________
Home Phone:____________________________________________ Cell
Phone:_____________________
eMail Address: ________________________________________Date of
Birth:______________________ Associate Membership: If not a Razorback vet, please state your relationship
to the organization on reverse.

If I seem distracted in this issue…
My bride of 47 years has had Myelofibrosis since 2002. This is a disease of the bones which causes the marrow to produce
deformed and/or insufficient red blood cells (RBCs). Usually, this ailment turns into leukemia, an incurable cancer, but
thankfully it has not done so in Mary Ann’s case. Since her first diagnosis, her several medicine regimens have controlled
but not stopped the progression of her symptoms — severe pain in her shin bones and ankles, and increasing shortness of
breath (because an RBC’s function is to transmit oxygen to all the body’s cells). She started out receiving RBC infusions
every year or two, but toward the end of last year she needed them every two weeks or she was totally exhausted just trying
to stand up.
Meanwhile her spleen grew from the normal size (a short fat banana) to the size of a football. The spleen’s main function
is to filter out bad blood cells and store good ones for later use, and hers grew in an attempt to provide new unclogged
filtering areas; she had it removed on December 5th.
Splenectomy is major surgery so we were very concerned, but with that behind us we are now confident it will reduce her
anemia by better using whatever RBCs she can produce, and therefore reduce the infusion frequency (it’s been month-anda-half now, and we pray it will hold there). The rest of her Lymphatic System should take over most of the spleen’s duties
including fighting infections—but we’ll still have to watch out for any signs of minor infection for the rest of her life.
All prayers appreciated! RonG

Footnotes:
UQC –An underwater telephone (AKA Gertrude). Razorback’s voice call-sign was Lobo
NTINS – Now This Is No Sh*t. As opposed to Nursery rhymes, which begin with’ Once upon a time…’
TBT - Target Bearing Tracker (on the Bridge)
Bravo-Zulu (Well Done)

