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LINQ: a $550M Mall between the Flamingo and Harrah’s on what’s called the Strip’s “50-yard-line” and right behind the
Quad (old Imperial Palace), including the Brooklyn Bowl (32 lanes, sports bars, performance spaces, Blue Ribbon restaurants, etc), the Tilted Kilt, F.A.M.E. (Food, Art, Music, Entertainment), Polaroid Fotobar, The Style House, Yard House—
Nightclubs, Bars, Asian markets, cupcakes, ice-cream, numerous retail stores, etc. Linq’s centerpiece is the High Roller, the
world’s tallest observation wheel (550 ft.). It costs about $40 to travel in a glass bubble, at 1/40th RPM — cocktails available. It’s at the NE corner of Flamingo, while Margaritaville dominates the NW corner of Flamingo’s Casino floor.
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From the Forward Battery:
The Razorback Association is
alive and well. We have
added new members, Lobo is
reaching many more shipmates, and we
all had a fun time at Work Week in
April. The turnout was 18 including
friends and family. The weekend before
we hosted the Volunteer Base from
Nashville, TN, who spent the weekend
on the boat and got a river cruise on the
“Mark Twain” Saturday evening.
Attending the work week were: Ron
Sagaert, Fred Reker, John Hertzberg,
Bob Opple and his two friends Vance
and Bill Thompson, Keith Carlaw,
Mike Marmon, Mel Kleinsorge and his
two sons Brad and Brian, Ed Alves and
his son Scott and grandson Scotty,
Mike Anderson, Jeff Boland, Mike Keil
and Brian Kleinsorge’s friend Beth
Monroe. We had lots of help from the
AIMM staff: Greg Zonner, Allison
Hiblong, Mike Hopper, Jim Gates, and
Joe Mathis. Also, from the Razorback
Base, John Barr, Ray Wewers, and
David Boyer. Hertzberg did signed up
new assoc. members.
Some projects: Replace tile in fwd
battery and mess decks, refurbish the
wood RAZORBACK SS 394 signs
hanging from the sail, weld new
RAZORBACK name on the port side
aft, overhaul #1 governor, clean CFO
tank and set it up to feed #1 M.E. (Beth,
from KC, Kansas, helped a lot lining up
resources to accomplish this), clean
maneuvering room lower level, replace
some wood decking, fix hydraulic
leaks, and replace/fix rusted sections of
the deck and reversible cleats.
Tuesday night Opple got the old
movie projector running. We saw some
great old newsreels, cartoons, and
features. Mike Marmon was featured on
a local news story: Vets Sprucing up
WWII Sub. It can be seen on the AIMM

website. Thursday night we attended
“Opening Day” for the Arkansas
Travelers. They won a thriller with the
winning run scored in the bottom of the
ninth on a sacrifice fly. This the third or
fourth opening day win for the local
club. We just may be good luck
charms!!
Wednesday noon we a had a
ceremony as I was inducted into the
Holland Club, which is for USSVI
members qualified in submarines 50
years. Really special: to do it on the
same boat as I qualified.
Friday morning we had a burial at sea
ceremony for Mike Reynolds.
Razorback Base presided, many of our
members were pallbearers, complete
with Taps, a 21 gun salute, and Keith
Carlaw played his bagpipes at the end a very special touch. We lost a
wonderful shipmate and work week
supporter; may God rest his soul.
Next year Work Week is scheduled
for April 6-11, 2015. Easter is April 5.
We have one more chance this year to
celebrate Razorback, the Navy, and
meet former shipmates, at our reunion
is in Las Vegas the second week (1113) in November. Ron has details in his
TBT column. We need some help with
the reunion:
1. Norma and Kathryn, last year’s
ladies luncheon hosts will not be
there, so we need someone to
step up and take over the Ladies
Luncheon.
2. We need banquet speaker/
Master of Ceremonies,
preferably from the West Coast.
Any suggestions?
Let me or RonG know if you can help.
Finally, I sincerely hope that all who
are physically able will make the effort
to attend our Las Vegas reunion the
second week of November.
Fred Reker, Capt (USNR-R)

When you marry the right woman, you are COMPLETE.
When you marry the wrong woman, you are FINISHED.
And when the right one catches you with the wrong one, you are
COMPLETELY FINISHED.
Correction: (April issue) We have been notified that a well-intentioned member
suffered violent repercussions in a public restaurant after he quickly jumped up in an
attempt to rescue a choking female using the Heimlich maneuver. The editorial staff
sincerely apologizes for our typographical error, but in our defense, Microsoft
Office’s spell-check searched the article, but then failed to highlight hind lick.
anes
Airpl
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U.S.S. Razorback
Association: Staff
President: Fred Reker
111 Whittle Ct.
Murfreesboro, TN 37128
(615) 898-0669
fredreker56@gmail.com

Vice Pres.: John Cameron
23991 Via Astuto
Murietta, Ca 92562-3571
(951) 696-9907

jandlcameron@verizon.net

Chaplain: Ron Sagaert
3329 Griffin Ave
Lady Lake, Fl 32159-2601
(828) 461-4618
rtsagaert@msn.com

Treasurer: Ron Hines (Spider)
1221 Yale Street
Oxnard,Ca 93033-7305
(805) 377-5226
Hinesrw@msn.com

Webmaster: (We need Help!)
Website
out of
Commission.
DO NOT USE!

Any volunteers???

Editor: Ron Gorence (RonG)
2563 Roseview Place
San Diego, CA 92105-4734
(619) 264-3327
mgorence@yahoo.com

Membership: John Hertzberg
2760 E. State Rte 302
Belfair, Wa 98528-9363
(360) 275-6892
h2owhlfarm@aol.com
Night view from McCarran
Airport of HIGH ROLLER

Thru the TBT: Housekeeping: The search for membership
data takes up almost 3 pages of this issue; I
hope this will be reduced greatly as information
flows in. Please check pg 12 to see if your dues are
up to date before you send money for the reunion; call me if
there’s a problem. Eleven guys and 10 guests have already
sent in the $55 for our banquet and stocking the room with
chips, beer, wine, booze, water etc., plus 13 more with 12
guests to date have stated an intent to be there. (pg 5).
• Why Go to Las Vegas? On TV, most submariners enjoy
shows like How’d They Do That? or How It’s Made, or Myth
Busters, but I actually knew an IC Electrician who could fix
the master gyro with baling wire and bubblegum—he even
knew, hundreds of miles from land, where to find the baling
wire! I knew an Engineman who was known for his insensitivity toward women, but could read the disposition of a Fairbanks Morse engine by its breathing and moaning, and then
make it purr. Our Stew-burners could open a box of tiny
white snowflakes that melted in your hand and then turn them
into delicious lumpy mashed potatoes and gravy. A Torpedoman stopped a ‘hot’ torpedo from exploding—with a hammer!? The Discovery and Science Channels are kindergarten
by comparison. BS! Yeah…so what? Well, my friends, these
guys will be at our reunion; all you’ll have to do is sip a sarsaparilla in our Hospitality Room (HR), or look around the
tables during our Banquet and you’ll recognize them. Pick
any one and remember: he’s why we surfaced exactly as
many times as we submerged! Almost no place I’d rather be.
• RIG FOR VEGAS check-off list:
Official Reunion: November 11-13—but forget arriving
tired on Tue, free Bloody Marys on Wed and flying home on
Thur with banquet breath. Most will probably choose to arrive Mon. 11/10/14 and leave early Fri. 11/14/14 — at the
$45 rate (HR also open Mon-Thur!) Going early? Flamingo’s
holding 10 rooms for Nov 9 (Sun) at $45. Staying later? 10
rooms held for Nov 14 &15 (Fri&Sat) at $100 + tax (Still a
good deal).
1. Call: Make your own reservations at the Flamingo
Hotel: 1(888) 373-9855. Mention either the Razorback Crew Association, or Group Code TFUSS-4.
2. Send Ron Hines (Treasurer, pg. 2) your participation
fee of $55 pp (each person) to pre-pay for a Banquet
dinner ($45) plus stocking the HR ($10), i.e.: that’s
$110 for you & wife Make check out to Razorback.
3. Reserve your airline tickets or plan your driving
route; then fill your bucket list with adventure.
Details
• Hotel — $40 (~$44.80 w/tax) per night, single/double occupancy. (Don’t confuse this $45 with the above $45 Buffet
payment-in-advance). The hotel will charge you directly for
each room-night. Additional persons are $30 each (4 max per
room). The fine print: If we don’t have 20 rooms/night reserved by mid-August, I’ll have to put up $1,000 to keep
them open. Flamingo has my credit card number, so if we

cancel the entire block of rooms after that, they will keep my
deposit,which is very unlikely—but, remember if you don’t
cancel your room at least 72 hours before your reserved date,
it will be charged to your credit card—or it will be billed to
mine. Also, no rooms will be guaranteed at our rate after October 8 — they will then be subject to regular prices.
• Banquet— Our get-together dinner will be held on Wed.
Nov 12 with unlimited Miller Lite, Coors Lite, House Champagne, House Wine and Bloody Marys. Paradise Garden is
Buffet style, typically with Salad/fruit bar, shrimp, Snow
Crab Legs, Sushi, Prime Rib, Turkey, Lamb, Duck, Clams &
Mussels, Southern Fried Chicken, Catch of the Day (and a
chocolate fountain?). The Buffet’s big glass wall looks out to
the garden: Flamingos, Koi, hummingbirds, ducks, and waterfalls in a lush green setting.
• “Crew’s Mess” (HR): — a fabulous two bedroom suite
w/large parlor and floor to ceiling windows overlooking The
Strip; Open M-Th from whenever the first of six selected
key-holders gets thirsty, until the last person turns out the
lights and locks the doors).
• Remember, you’ll check in at the glassed-in VIP/Diamond
registration desks near the regular hotel registration counters
(you’ll sail right by the landlubbers waiting in long lines); ask
the clerk when you register the number of our Hospitality
Room — as soon as you put down your seabag, you should
visit the HR for the latest straight skinny on Razorback.
• Bucket List: Hearty husbands and Wives might enjoy driving Red Rock Canyon in a Ferrari, Lamborghini or other
exotic car… driving experience of a lifetime … compare the
performances of three of the world's coolest exotic cars.…
Duration: 3 hours 30 minutes…cost $504.99 ($603.99 if you
bring your husband). Helicopters over Hoover Dam?
• Ladies’ Luncheon: We need someone to organize an outing
for those ladies who might need a break from male-dominated
revisions of old NTINS stories. A Las Vegas local or someone
willing to get on the phone and determine the best time,
probably between Tuesday and Thursday when everybody
will be there, and then make whatever transportation and
reservations are needed. Perhaps a shopping lunch at Caesar’s
exclusive Forum, or just cocktails and canapes at Margueritaville, right in the Flamingo at the Linq entrance. Or… Thunder From Down Under and Chippendales, which are both
advertised as “The Ultimate Girls Night Out” … from $55.08
up…just please don’t arrange this for Wednesday (Banquet
Night); I’d get keelhauled. Call Fred Reker or Ron Gorence to
volunteer and/or ask questions.
• This Lobo is a bit heavy on Reunion info, so my apologies
to those not planning to attend — I just got carried away. If
you are attending the reunion, the NTINS Vendome on pg. 5,
will reveal secrets to you about the FIRST Mega-Casino in
Las Vegas—The Flamingo—that even its owners and workers don’t know (until now). If you can’t come, I’ll try to
keep good notes on wet napkins for the next Lobo.
V/R RonG

If you live, or have a place to stay, in the Las Vegas area you should still consider the Flamingo
Hotel at least for Wednesday’s Banquet Night (free-booze) so you don’t have to drive —each
hotel room night adds negotiating power for us, and keeps everything convenient for you.
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rotate. Additionally, there are two booths
per cabin.
Shining bright on the Las Vegas
Strip, the 550-foot-tall High Roller is Each cabin holds up to 40 people (1,120
the world's largest observation wheel. full capacity). Whether renting out a
cabin for wedding, private party or flying
This Las Vegas attraction provides the
solo, each pod features dynamic music &
ride of a lifetime. The epic wheel is the video shows as riders take in the 360crown jewel of The LINQ, the Strip's
degree sights. There's also an adjacent
all-new outdoor shopping, dining and
wheelhouse where guests can reserve
entertainment district. High Roller has
private parties and banquets.
28 spherical, Italian-handcrafted glassParallel to Las Vegas Boulevard, the
enclosed cabins, each weighing 44,000 massive wheel dazzles with 2,000 LED
pounds. Passengers enjoy breathtaking lights: The LINQ's sparkling focal point.
Las Vegas views in a 30-minute ride,
Ever-changing colors display a nightly
the time it takes for the entire wheel to
glorious light show. The lights turn on
MOST EXCITING - LAS VEGAS:

contract for two years. In ten more years, I will have paid
the equivalent of my house’s original mortgage—but I can
now keep aware if Jack In The Box moves again. This
causes me to wonder: was I a bad husband then, or am an
idiot now. No third choice.
I will get used to the little bongs, clicks, and scratching
sounds all day and all night long and my thumbs will be in
triathlon condition soon, so it remains to be seen where the
relationship will go. Meanwhile, I will continue to build a
protective wall of pipe smoke around my computer as a
shield against the Blue Ray, infra-red, WiFi, short- and
long-wave radiation, and internet data packets which apparently saturate both me and the air around me.
Finally, it may be a while before I stop missing the days
when only the person making the call was responsible for
his communications with me. Now he calls once and can
just say, “I left you a …” so I must go into a state of panic
whenever my phone is over 6 feet away— this may never,
ever, make sense to me.
Smart TV, iPhone, iPad, iPod, wireless printers/fax machines— the only actually-smart thing to do now would be
to get an exercise machine to generate the electricity to run
these things, but I don’t have the time because I need to
spend another 12 hours trying to delete a thousand irritating
rap songs on my various time-savers. I really ought to think
about retiring instead of keeping up. HE KEPT UP is a
lousy epitaph! [Leave me messages at your own risk. RonG]

UP TO DATE; To those who congratulate me for finally
submitting to relentless pressures to purchase a smart phone:
I have evolved from contempt to sheer discombobulation.
Moreover, I have just improved (by a factor of ten) my record for not paying any attention to voice mails, phone messages, texts, pics, videos, etc.
I spent one day (12 hours or so) getting my Klaxon and
Sonar ping converted to ringtones. I did so because I missed
five calls in the Casino the first night I used my iPhone because I couldn’t hear the pusillanimous little dings and
psssts, or feel any vibrations — now everyone within five
yards goes into a wide-eyed panic when some solar panel
salesmen call me. I’m trying to come up with a salutation
for the caller which will calm those around me, but the best
I’ve come up with to date is, “No! I don’t smell any smoke
here...” I have been assured over the past few years that
those 12 klaxon hours will save me a lot of time in the long
run because now I can easily find out where Jack In The
Box is: “just do this…swish, click, swipe, tap, type with a
thumb, swish … and there it is!” Meanwhile the guy next
me has said, “It’s at University and Highway 15, and, “the
Padres lost today. Want another beer?” as we watched the
jabbing and poking in awe.
I remember giving my wife a lecture, a few years back, to
the effect that her long distance calls had increased our
phone bill dangerously close to $10, and now I paid only
$280 for my iPhone (normally over $700) because I signed a

Welcome Aboard to our new members! There are about
90 new guys we’ve successfully contacted with the past two
issues of Lobo, and your editor has just realized that he hasn’t
changed his editing to compensate. My apologies to you: A
very important item to reiterate, which has appeared in past
issues, is our promise to never publish anything via eMail that
is not the same as we send out by regular mail. This is first,
to honor our WW II veterans, but also to recognize that some
of the Razorback guys aren’t avid Internet fans, and others
simply can’t afford one of these %&$!* things I am typing
on—they should all have equal access to whatever is in Lobo.
In that train of thought, it has also been promulgated from
time to time that anyone who is financially strained by paying

starting at dusk and stay on until early
morning— from bright pink, turquoise,
purple, green and white, as well as color
combinations. If you’re not into scenery,
cabins have eight monitor screens
playing video and music shows.
The High Roller and accompanying
LINQ district maintain Las Vegas as a
forward-thinking destination. Together,
they offer the most exciting range of
entertainment, dining, retail and nightlife
offerings in the world.
Tickets can be bought individually or in
groups. Groups of 10 or more receive
discounted rates.

dues needs only to talk to any of our staff (in confidence); he
already is a brother.
Back to the apology: I recently brushed off a guy on the
phone with a question saying he should just check our past
issues (I guess I’m lazy when it comes to answering the same
things twice). He had no idea what I was talking about, and
our website has been down for a year, so there was no way to
look anything up. I’m a little more aware now, and am hoping
you too are now aware that your dues are important for our
ship and shipmates; that we need somebody to overhaul what
was a fine website, and that this humble newsletter is a work
in progress. Let’s have a beer in Vegas; I have hundreds of
stories about me screwing up.
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Las Vegas REUNION: I’ll be there if my Faribanks/Morse is still a runnin’ [24 shipmates + 22 guests as of 5/26/14]
$55 pp Paid to date:
Alves, E (2) (PD)
Cameron, J (2) (PD)
Bellone, W (2) (PD)
David, D (2) (PD)
DiBari, B (2) (PD)
Gorence, R (2) (PD)
Hines, R (2) (PD)

Holland, B (2) (PD)
Kleinsorge, M (2) (PD)
Lyle, R (2) (PD)
Reker, F (1) (PD)

Planning to attend:
Alvarado, D (2)
Bassett, Max (2)
Barge, Bobby (2)
Bjorklund, J (1)
Hickey, B (2)
Hertzberg, J (2)
Kirby, R (2)

Lammers, L (2)
Morris, T (2)
Pamintuan, M (2)
Trinidad, E (2)
Williams, B (2)
Wright, R (2)
Hertzberg & Gorence already
have room reservations.

OK shipmate this is a test to see how many bubbles are still in your head:
The periscope shafts trickled salt water all the time but water leaking into the pressure hull could be minimized if the
Quartermaster pumped a little grease into the seals, but our snipes actually WANTED seawater to flood right into our
pressure-hull’s bilges. Why?
Hint: We can’t be called “Iron men who sailed on wooden ships” because there was only one part of our boat built of
(Answer on page 9)
wood. What was it? Why let it leak? How many gallons per hour invaded our life-space?

Vendome by Ron Gorence 2004
Mr. Siegel’s hand slid
smoothly down the banister’s polished mahogany handrail which
glistened under soft illumination from a pewter
chandelier as he slowly
descended into the lobby. He unobtrusively inspected his fingertips for dust,
and then looked around again at the
graceful Victorian décor as though
searching for a crooked picture frame
or a speck of lint on the carpets; he’d
already examined the huge diamonddust mirror for fingerprints last night
after supper, and had found none. The
momentary frown caused by stuffed
heads of a Mountain Goat, a Bighorn
Ram, and an Elk disappeared as he
glanced briefly aside at a man on all
fours cutting carpet in the sitting area.
He pivoted on the bottom marble step
toward the reception desk where Dottie
was standing by to check him out of the
hotel. It appeared to be a well-run establishment.
Dottie had checked both of
them into the Vendome the day
before, but only the driver of
the Packard had actually approached the mahogany desk.
He had registered himself as
Moe Sedway and his passenger as Benjamin Siegel, both of Los Angeles.
He’d paid cash in advance for the
night’s lodging while Mr. Siegel had
wandered around the lobby inspecting

the paintings of the Leadville Ice Palace
and various historical sepia photographs
of the ten-thousand-foot-high mining
town; he’d stooped briefly to read the
nickname “Cloud City” engraved on a
brass plate beneath one showing the
bustling activities of Harrison Avenue
during the silver boom half a century
ago. While Mr. Siegel had wandered
from one piece of lobby furniture to another, feeling the texture of the upholstery, Dottie wondered if he was an
antique dealer, but had otherwise paid
him scant attention.
Yesterday, several Leadville residents
had watched him step out of the back
seat of his sleek red and black Packard
and walk beneath the hotel’s green sidewalk awning into the hotel, but few
would remember him. On warm summer days, Harrison was always overrun
by moneyed strangers looking for antiques or souvenirs of the country’s
highest city, and only the local merchants paid them much notice. He was
a well-groomed and handsome man,
about six feet tall, with an athletic build.
Beneath his dark, masculine eyebrows,
bright blue eyes contrasted starkly with
his tanned skin, but to the locals, he was
just another well-off tourist, likely from
Texas or California.
Now, as he approached, Dottie saw
that his summer-wool suit was neatlypressed. None of the travel-creases remained, and the color was a slightly
lighter shade of gray than last night’s
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clothing. This sparked her curiosity because he seemed far too careful about
his grooming to be a typical tourist
looking for a gold-ore specimen.
“Good morning, Mr. Siegel. Have a
pleasant night?”
“Yes, slept like a baby. Room was
small, but comfortable and very clean.
Will you get me my case out of your
safe, please?”
“I’m sorry sir. I can only open it for
Mr. Sedway,” Dottie said with sincere
apology in her voice.
His eyes instantaneously darkened and
then brightened as he smiled, “I guess if
I handed you something of mine, you’d
also refuse to give it to . . . even to
Moe, Right?”
“Of course, sir. We promise that anything you put in our care is safe from
everyone else; our vault is burglar- and
fire-proof,” she smiled confidently,
“and we usually warn our guests about
that in advance: ‘dynamite can’t open
our safe, and it would probably take a
judge about six months to get into it. .
.’” She smiled, indicating a humorous
intent.
“Okay . . . that’s good, just doin’ your
job,” said Mr. Siegel, “Now I need to
talk to the manager,” and as she started
to protest, he shook his head, “No . . .
No, it’s not about the briefcase! Just tell
him I’d like to buy him a drink, right
now . . . before I leave.”
Shrugging, Dottie looked past him and
called softly over his shoulder, “Cliff!

Mister Siegel here would like a word
with you.”
“No!” Siegel growled, “I want the manager.”
Cliff had gotten up and brushed the
carpet fibers from his trousers and was
half-way to the desk when Dottie spoke,
“Cliff, this is Mister Siegel. Mister Siegel, this is my husband, Cliff Lessard.
We run the Vendome.” They shook
hands as Siegel frowned and Cliff
forced a smile.
“You run this hotel?” Siegel said in
disbelief, “You are the Manager, and
you’re on the floor putting down a
rug?”
Just then, the elevator’s bell announced its arrival, and Sedway
emerged heading toward them. Siegel
kept his eyes on Cliff, but pointed his
forefinger at Sedway, “Moe, get us a
bottle of Seagram’s, and then please get
my case from the lady.” Moe grunted
and whispered something to Dottie
while Siegel continued talking to Cliff
without taking a breath, “Why don’t
you hire somebody to do that?”
“I don’t mind,” Cliff replied, brushing
off the question, “Sir, was there something wrong with your accommodations?”
Siegel’s animated gestures had been
slowly backing Cliff toward the lounge
area, but Cliff stubbornly halted and
said, “I’m sure Dottie can handle whatever it is Sir; I really have to get back to
my work before our guests start coming
back this evening.”
Motioning for Cliff to sit on the nearest sofa, Siegel raised his voice just
enough for Sedway and Dottie to hear
and said, “Mrs. Lessard, I need to buy
an hour of your husband’s time; Mo’ll
give you some money, and I’d like you
find someone else to finish the rug.”
Moe counted out a hundred dollars on
the countertop while Siegel sat down
next to Cliff.
“Now,” he said, “Tell me about this
hotel, and about the owner. I may just
have an opportunity in mind for you.”
“I’ve pretty-well got all the opportunities I can handle right now … and I can
only spare you a few minutes.” Siegel
walked around the coffee table to the
sofa opposite.
Mr. Tailor was still mumbling about
the unusual phone order as he placed
several glasses, ice, soft drinks for mix,

and a fifth of VO on the coffee table between the men. He was the owner -proprietor of Tailor’s Drug Store, located in
the Harrison Avenue/Seventh Street corner of the hotel, and he’d rented the
prime store-front property from the Vendome for years. The drug store’s back
door opened into the hotel lobby, so Tailor had only to walk a few steps to deliver his order, but still, he was anxious
about the mischievous teenagers he’d
left drinking cherry-cokes in the shop—
he assumed they had started leafing
through the current issue of Esquire
Magazine the minute he’d left. As he
chewed his soggy dead cigar thoughtfully, he randomly scattered a few napkins
on the table between the talking men and
decided to say nothing about the change
from a forgotten ten-dollar bill; he’d
made up his mind that it would be adequate compensation for having to leave
his business unattended. Siegel’s head
had been bowed as he ignored everyone
and carefully placed two glasses on napkins and then slid one across to Cliff.
Suddenly there was a glint of recognition in Taylor’s eyes when Siegel finished and lifted his face toward Cliff.
Taylor frowned and opened his mouth to
speak, but he reconsidered and shrugged
as he walked silently back into his store.
Dottie’s elbows were on the reception
desk, her chin resting between her
palms, as she watched the two men. Cliff
had always been an expert at handling
difficult guests, but she was curious to
see how he’d handle this very unusual
person.
Siegel tilted his drink toward Cliff,
who started to protest, “I usually don’t
drink . . .”
But Siegel interrupted, “Listen to me! I
am building a hotel in Las Vegas in Nevada. I’m thinking that maybe I could
use a little help with it. Just humor me, I
promise it won’t cost you a thing. But
first, I need you to tell me why the man
who’s supposed to be running this place
is crawling around on his hands and
knees. And, I’d like to know what
you’re paid.”
“I’m not sure my pay is any of your
business. . . “
“Look,” Siegel put his hand on Cliff’s
arm, “We make a deal, or we don’t . . .
and I leave town. Ain’t no reason I’d
ever tell anybody what you make.” His
face expressed sincerity.
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“Well,’ said Cliff relaxing slightly, “I
install this carpet, and all the carpets in
all the rooms. I do the plumbing and the
painting and I fix the roof. I shovel coal
into the stoker, and sometimes I change
bed linen or run the elevator. I started as
a kid on the desk, and now I’m part
owner. I work hard, and I work without
salary because I’m trying to buy out my
partners.
“No salary?”
“I record about a hundred dollars a
month on the books to feed and clothe
my family. Sometimes more, sometimes
less. The more I take out, the longer it
will take to pay the partners off . . . so
you’ll understand that opportunity is
about the only thing in the world I don’t
need more of right now.”
“Mmm. . .” said Siegel softly. He
turned toward Moe and winked slightly.
Moe had retrieved the briefcase and he
now pulled a box of cigars from it. After Siegel had taken one, he offered one
to Cliff, who declined. Moe buckled the
briefcase, sat it down near Siegel’s feet,
and backed up to the wall. Cliff watched
as Siegel held the match to his cigar,
then leaned back into the cushions,
crossed his ankles on the table and stared
at something far beyond the reflected
images in the great mirror. Only his
smoke moved.
After a few awkward seconds, Cliff
said, “Where did you say your hotel
was?”
No response. Silence.
Cliff shifted his feet, swept his gaze
slowly around the lobby and watched as
Siegel finally blew a smoke ring. He
seemed to be coming back from wherever his mind had taken him.
A long pause, another smoke ring, and
then Siegel’s feet dropped to the floor,
“Yup. I knew … I liked you. Sounds
right. . .” he took his eyes away from the
mirror, and looked at Cliff without refocusing, “Leave the bottle. I’m gonna
finish my cigar.”
When Cliff hesitated, his blue eyes boring right into Cliff’s, Siegel said,
“Gimme a few minutes, will ya?” His
cigar ash fell and scattered across six
inches of new carpet as he waved Cliff
away.
Cliff stood and retreated meekly over
to the desk. He shook his head several
times as he spoke softly to Dottie, while
glancing ruefully at the unfinished car-

peting job. Moe might as well have
been a piece of furniture—neither seeking invisibility, nor leaving any doubt
that he was still nearby.
The husband and wife had exchanged
several shrugs when suddenly, just as
they had turned to Moe to seek some
sort of guidance, Siegel stood up, “Dottie and Cliff . . . can I call you that?
Both of you come over here and sit
down,” he motioned to the sofa opposite where he sat, “You can call me
‘Ben’.”
After the wide-eyed couple had complied and sat down he offered another
drink, which was refused. Dottie
looked around to make sure there were
no customers in sight, ignoring Moe.
They both leaned forward demonstrating unabashed curiosity.
“I’ve decided to invite you two on a
little vacation.” His diamond sparkled
as he fended off all responses with his
open hand, “I want you to come to Las
Vegas and see if you’d fit in. I’ll put
you in the best room in town, and treat
you like Hollywood royalty. I want to
make my place the best hotel in the
world, and I need help. I’m gonna put
in suites fit for a queen, and individually air-cooled rooms. Two—maybe
three—swimming pools; game tables
and slot-machines as far as the eye can
see. Chef from Chicago and the best
food anywhere west of the Mississippi.
Just to look around. My car, my gasoline. Do you like George Jessel, Rose
Marie, Joe Brown, George Raft, Jimmie
Durante? How about a Xavier Cugat
Tango? They’re all signed on, and
more. I just want you both to take a
look, OK?”
They were both shaking their heads,
although Dottie had stopped at the mention of Cugat. Cliff said, “I haven’t got
time for a vacation. And thanks, but I
am absolutely NOT looking for a job . .
. besides I haven’t gotten excited over
something for nothing since I was a kid
with Cracker Jacks.”
“We can’t leave here, “Dottie continued for him, “Who’d run the hotel? We
have an eight-year-old daughter. Is Las
Vegas near Reno?” Her head was
shaking again.
“Look, it’s a square deal. I’ll give you
fifty bucks a day for someone to run the
Vendome for a couple of days, maybe
five at the most. Won’t cost you a

talk about. Fix me and Moe up with
thing. And . . . I’ll pay you whatever
rooms for another night, and you can
you think it’s worth just to look at my
think about it ‘till tomorrow. We’re gooperation and tell me what you think.
ing to go across the street to the Gold
You can ride down there in the PackDonkey and grab some food, and then
ard— it’s a seven-passenger Touring
Sedan, and I’ll have Moe drive you back we’ll have a few drinks somewhere—
you should be able to find us in this
up here whenever you’re ready. Wait,
two-bit burg if you have any more queslet me finish.”
Siegel was pacing now, and looking at tions.” Moe had been edging toward the
Cliff, “I never give anybody something foyer, “How’s that sound?”
“It’s the Golden Burro . . . “Cliff corfor nothing . . . and I’ll be honest with
you: I am going to try to get you on my rected softly, “Order their hot-beef
sandwich; it’s very good.”
team. I like the way you operate and I
Then, as he felt the crisp mountain air
may even want you to run the place until it’s finished. . . or ‘till it’s profitable. . rushing in through the lobby door, he
called after them, “. . . but I don’t think
. or forever—whatever we can shake
we’ll be interested.”
hands on. I might be willing to start
Up to this point, Dottie and Cliff had
you at a couple thousand a month and
no idea who Mr. Siegel was. He was
commissions—which could be thousands more. You’ll never see that kind certainly free with his money and meticof money here! Hell, you could buy this ulously dressed, but not remarkably
more so than some of the Vendome’s
hotel in, maybe a year—which just
past summer-time customers. Only Mr.
might be about how long it would take
Taylor,
who’d
spent most of his days
us to get Flamingo off the ground. You Ron
Hines,
Treasurer
leaning on his magazine and newspaper
need to see things with your own eyes
before you say ‘no’ and regret it for the rack, had any inkling.
The Herald Democrat had undoubtedly
rest of your lives. All you have to do is
carried occasional articles about mobgo to sleep in my Packard’s back seat,
and by the time you wake up, you’ll be wars back east, but like most local pain Las Vegas. Or . . . I’ll put you on an pers, coverage of local events and gossip, and of the winding-down World
airplane and fly you there . . . new airWar, dominated the content. The Denport a couple of miles from the hotel
ver Post had carried more national
site. Fair enough?”
news, but Cliff’s brother had been fightCliff reached over to the table and
ing in Europe, so what few hours Cliff
poured two whiskeys over ice, and ofand Dottie were able to spare for readfered one to Dottie, “I just don’t know
ing had been focused on news related to
what to say.” He smiled at his wife, “I
am pretty sure, though, that I’m not go- his safety right up to the day he’d finally
returned home.
ing to concentrate much on the carpets
Neither of them had made the connecthis afternoon.”
tion, but it would later shock both of
“What about Judean?” Dottie said,
them to learn that their guest was Benja“We can’t leave our daughter for five
min “Bugsy” Siegel, whose infamy they
days. Impossible!”
had purposely ignored for years or had
There was a short silence before she
simply missed in the Herald and the
continued, “Is there an airplane from
Denver? Wouldn’t Judean be thrilled to Post. It is also happened that, by the
time Bugsy visited Leadville, he’d been
ride in an airplane? She’d love Xavier
lying low in California and Nevada for
Cugat. And two swimming pools?”
Cliff grunted at each comment, expect- some time, and the stories about him
ing her to pick up her whiskey and gulp had become more and more infrequent.
The appellation “Bugsy” was used by
it down at any moment.
She went on, “No we could never, ever the mob for members who went “bugs,”
move there. Maybe . . . if we took our meaning they had a natural tendency to
shoot first and think later. The few men
daughter along . . . just for a look.”
with that temperament who survived for
“Isn’t Las Vegas in the desert?” Cliff
more than a couple of years generally
asked.
moved up quickly in the mob’s ranks.
Siegel stood up and frowned impaSiegel had developed a solid reputation
tiently, “I’m hungry. You folks have a
lot of little things—and one big one—to of being murderously spontaneous in
7

spite of his smooth demeanor; no one
who knew him doubted that he would
have shot anyone who dared call him
“Bugsy” to his face.
In one of the Mafia’s earlier struggles
to determine the final capo di tutti capo
(boss of bosses), Siegel’s fearless assassinations of the well-protected opposition, his past friends, and anyone else
getting in his way, earned the respect of
the mob. He’d also gained their gratitude, but when the law eventually got
on his heels, first because of the New
York wars, and then in conjunction with
Al Capone’s rise in Chicago, he became
too hot to handle. The mob sent him
west to let things cool down for their
mutual benefit; Cliff and Dottie would
have been very surprised to find out
how he’d become a fellow hotelier:
Ben had convinced his fellow racketeers to pony up a little over a million
dollars to build the Flamingo. Most of
the money had come from the mob’s
earlier success with two smaller-scale
casinos in downtown Las Vegas, but
many investors had dipped into their
own savings, lured by Siegel’s song of
immense wealth and quick profits.
Bugsy was a gangster, not an architect,
and some of the builders working on the
project were stealing him blind. Legend has it that expensive palm trees
were shipped each day from Barstow,
California, only to be returned at night,
and sent back to Vegas the next day.
Bugsy wound up buying the same trees
several times.
Soon the costs spiraled upward. The
$1.2 million price tag quickly became
$6 million and Lansky, Luciano and the
other investors became increasingly
worried about Ben’s desert dream according to The Sociopath by Mark Gribben
Bugsy and Moe did spend one more
night in Leadville than intended, but the
two of them drove out of town alone.
No one still alive knows if Leadville
had been Bugsy’s destination, or if he
had just stopped over on the way to
somewhere else.
When the War ended, a quarter would
buy a loaf of bread and a quart of milk
with enough left over for a few pieces

of candy, so in spite of a slow beginning, the announcement of Flamingo’s
earnings of over $250,000 in its first
year was not a minor event. The mob
had become increasingly upset over
Bugsy’s tendency to handle problems
without consultation; his investors were
growing suspicious about cash flow and
his performance in general, but it wasn’t
about to let that kind of earning potential slip away. On June 20, 1947, after
getting a haircut and manicure in Hollywood, Benjamin Siegel, sitting on his
mistresses’ living room sofa, took one
bullet in the right eye and four more to
his body. No arrests were ever made.
Cliff and Dottie Lessard raised two
daughters, and spent the rest of their
lives side-by-side working to pay off the
Vendome.
Epilogue:
The Lessard family, including eightyear old Judean, did spend a week in
Las Vegas shortly after the Leadville
incident. They made the long journey in
their own non-air-conditioned car, and
stayed in a bungalow on the Strip, between the Flamingo and downtown, at
the El Rancho, also without air-conditioning. The only genuine Hollywood
Star Judean remembers meeting was Joe
E. Lewis, who impressed the red-headed
little girl as a rather poor comedian, who
spent most of his time drunkenly shouting, “Post time!” She was impressed by
midnight dinners at the Chuck Wagon
restaurant where she was allowed, nightly, to watch an artist carve marvelous
new sculptures in ice—perhaps because
of his artistry, or possibly because he
worked in the only cool place in town.
Cliff’s liberal attitude toward, and enjoyment of, gambling contrasted sharply
with Dottie’s, who had little tolerance
for gambling or gamblers, so it was
Cliff who attended many long and frequent meetings over the years with Bugsy, and other powerful men, during
which he received numerous lucrative
employment offers. Exactly what positions might have been offered to Cliff,
or the mention of any mafia connections, was never revealed outside the
meetings.

Judean was a fourth-generation Leadvillite, so it seems that a plan for the
family to leave town permanently would
probably have been met with no little
resistance. The family had both fully
embraced the Catholic Religion. and
consistently adhered to a protestant
work ethic believing that they deserved
only what they worked for. Therefore
there is little doubt that organized crime
was anathema to their religious devotion
and to all their most basic family values.
This may have been part of why they
rejected the possibility of wealth beyond
most peoples’ wildest dreams.
Having known them personally (my
first regular job was as Bell Hop at the
Vendome, and I went to school with
Judean), I believe that they were possessed of that special kind of heroism
which causes a minimum-wage hamburger flipper to reject the infinitely
more lucrative alternative of pushing
drugs on the street corner, or which
causes a policeman to refuse a bribe
which would pay off his mortgage.
Whatever their temptations, they must
have been extremely tantalizing.
Today, the rebuilt Flamingo sits across
from Caesar’s Palace and among other
elegant casinos clustered at the “Four
Corners” intersection of Las Vegas Boulevard and Flamingo Road: Ballagio,
Paris, and Bally’s. These three, and the
Flamingo, are owned by Caesars Entertainment, Inc. which employs 52,000
employees, and brings in $4.5 billion in
annual net revenue operating 28 properties in five countries on four continents
not counting Caesars Palace at Sea,
aboard luxury liners Crystal Harmony,
Symphony and Serenity with Crystal
Cruises, Inc. The stock trades under the
ticker symbol (NYSE:CZR).
The Vendome Hotel still stands as one
of Leadville’s most prominent historical
landmarks, but long gone are its sidewalk awnings and glistening mahogany
fixtures which exist now only in memory. The diamond dust mirror and pewter
chandelier have moved to private hands.
The painting of the Leadville Ice Palace,
admired by Bugsy currently hangs in the
Leadville Elks Club.
May Judean (Lessard) Anderson,

Stewburner: Do what, Sir!? How could you possibly think you could drop a raw egg onto the deckplate without cracking it?
Supply officer: Don’t argue with me! I just happen to know that deckplates are very hard to crack.
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MAIL BAG
▪ 3/10/14 (USPO) “My uncle is Christopher Kroll, GM1(SS)”—(discharged from SS-394 6/1/1945, and
served from 1940 on USS Pensacola CL24, S-30, S35, S18, Silverside, and 394). “I have Power of Attorney… receive, deliver his mail to him at care home…enclosed is $50 for his life membership.” Denise Partykya [May God bless this angel of a niece]
▪ March 28 (RonG email to staff): “…bothers me collecting dues from WWII vets and Past Association Presidents…you
guys … discuss this by email? Vegas won't be a Business Meeting, but … some sort of announcement … a show of hands
… decisions by the Board … honor the WWII guys, and reward those who step up…. “ And maybe even make Life dues
over 80 a voluntary $50. [Any thoughts from Membership? Our presidents already donate more time/money than we’ll ever
miss in lost dues. RonG]
▪ Hi Ron, hope all is well. my vote for Vegas is the first week of November, you don't want it to interfere with the holidays.
Teddi and I are planning to attend Bob Hickey
▪ Roy Burt is well and happy to send $. It has been a long time since being on that Boat. Now that you have a handle on me
I'll try to assist in helping.
▪ Mar 17 W/Regard your email on persons who served on Razorback. I qualified on 394 in Feb. 1954. Served on her until
1959. Went to nuclear school, then SSBN 600. If you want more info. Let me know. Bill Prather LCDR USN Retired
▪ Mar 17 [RonG reply] Congrat’s on the Cdr stripes. Remember TM's Guarasci, Myers, Brown, Feeley and Hines, & EM1
Bettencourt, etc? You probably signed off my … I came aboard in early '58 … called you "Red." I was a smart aleck … dolphins …didn't turn out too bad. Pork Chops (Bjorklund-RM) and Spider (Hines-TM) and I would … to meet you … Las
Vegas… arm-wrestle with … push your wheel chair, champagne to Avion …even call you Sir”
▪ I will not be able to attend the Las Vegas reunion. I was there early last year and had to fight for air. The 2000 ft altitude
is a challenge for me. Naturally, flying is out too. I hope to make an appearance at the convention in San Francisco, but
there is no guarantee on that. Thanks for all you do with the newsletter. Best Regards, Bob Howard [Founder of RazAssn &
past President, aboard 1956-61]
▪ 2/19/14 [RonG to staff] We lost another shipmate last week: … all my digging and scrounging … missed Don Lawrence
on my Master Roster … right here in San Diego …now on EPat … never on … Roster…no chance to buy him a beer — he
never even knew about us or Shane's bottle of Scotch.
▪ Reply from Ron Sagaert: Yeah, it's a real crock to hear of another Razorback sailor who enters Eternal Patrol and we
didn't even know about him or he about us, I guess. Here you had a beer drinking partner right there in SD and neither one
of you knew it! That is a definite bummer! I had never heard of his name so, no help from me. since both Shane and Mike
Reynolds were regular April guys, this next work party will certainly be a different animal. Last year, Max and I drove over
from Florida in my pickup. We had such a good time and talked about it while there that this year, John Hertzberg is flying
in to Orlando, staying with me a couple days and then riding out to NLR with Max and I to make sure he doesn't miss a sea
story or joke! I mean he used to fly into Little Rock but he wants to ride 10 to 11 hours in the back seat of my pickup with a
couple old shipmates instead! I asked him if he was going to fly home to Seattle from NLR but he would rather ride home
with us and then fly home! Is that dedication or what??? Thanks for all you're doing for the guys - you mean a lot to all of
us!
▪ 2/4/14 (USPO: Ron: The enclosed is a list of shipmates who put Razorback in commission and made all 5 war patrols.
When I read the names it seems that I might be the only one still this side of Eternal Patrol Also Sogmoman and Peugh
changed their names sometime after WWII; problem is I don’t remember their new names. You have 3 Smith, R’s on the lost
contact list. We had a Lt. Robert Smith. He put the boat in commission and made 3 patrols He died several years ago. Let
me know if I am the last of those on the list. Tom Massey. (Aboard 1944-46) [Sadly, shipmate, with exception of Joe Ouer,
Charles Darnell and James George, on our Lost list, you appear to be the lone survivor among the 25 men you listed; however I am having trouble identifying most of the officers, so some hope of finding them too still exists. I intend to publish the
names, exactly as you wrote them with detailed information when I can complete a good report. You have honored us all by
taking up your pen and unintentionally, but indelibly, reminding us of who we are. Thank you for allowing us to call you
shipmate — it is no small thing for any of us.
▪ 2/15/14 (USPO) Carl Schmidt Looking forward to seeing some of you in April. I was the person Bob Opple contacted in
Arkansas about [finding a home] for USS Razorback in the NLR area. That crew was Bob [Opple], Maurice [Barksdale],
Max [Basset], Shane [Foraker] and Ron. [Carl was the head of money raising efforts to get Razorback home]

My sex life is like a Ferrari… I don’t have one of those either.
BUBBLE TEST: Flooding the pressure
hull? (see page 5) Answer: The Lignum
Vitae (wood) SHAFT SEALS seals
required 5 GPH for cooling. (Still used
on modern submarines? Classified!)

Which leads right into our Latin Lessons: (1) Credo quia absurdum: “I believe it because it is absurd.” (Still the
best way for politicians to develop cult
following)
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(2) Lignum Vitae: “Tree of Life.” (Still
the best renewable, steel-friendliest,
bearing material for Electrical Power
plants, wind turbines & propeller shafts)

The Razorback Association
Below is a list of 100 men for whom I have ZERO information other than names/addresses (as of printing).
If you are on this list, please send me the information in the page 12 Application Form (in any format).
Swygart, R.
Praskievicz,
Long, Thom
Hnatowicz,
Gerry, John
Chinn, Haro
Ahlberg, Robe
Thompson, R.
Jose
Lyons, Patr
Mich
Good, Paul
Corbeil, Rodo
Ahrens, Gera
Tolg, R.
Prather, Will
Marr, Jame
Hurley, Will
Gorski, Benj
Andrezik, John Cornell, Stev
Tompkins, S.
McCloud, Larr Richter, Stev
Gossfeld, Walt Irons, Rona
Costa, Loui
Apling, Fred
Torres, F.
Rouchon, Alvi
McNeil, Robe
Kaiser, Nich
Green, Davi
Cragin, Walt
Askew, Jame
Wackerfuss, .
Meredith, Norb Santos, Jame
Gregory, Gene Kammerer,
Baldwin, Home Cudal, Joel
Walker, J.
Seitz, Carl
Miller, Rola
Davi
Guarasci, Silv
Davis, Carl
Baldwin, Rich
Watanabe, T.
Kaufman, Robe Montross, Robe Sites, Edmo
Hall, Nath
Davis, Jeff
Barker, Kenn
Whitman, R.
Small, Leon
Nelson, Wilf
Laverty, Rich
Hamm, Jame
Deanda, Manu
Barrett, John
Wiedeman, W.
Niemietz, Erne Smith, Dani
Lawson, Bobb
Hargis, Thom
Doerr, Jame
Bates, Bruc
Wingfield, A.
Smith, Denv
Nims, Jack
Leonard, Greg
Eggleston, Lore Harmon, Sche
Besett, Del
Wittgren, A.
Smith, Rich
Padua, Este
Hawkins, Haro Lister, Will
Engelby, Gary
Biggar, Will
Woods, J.
Stapp, R.
Pearl, John
Little, Lawr
Heibel, Rich
Fonseca, Aris
Boya, Rich
Younker, L.
Steckler, J.
Perrine, Phil
Logan, Sidn
Henry, John
Furio, Paul
Brenke, Char
Zook, W.
Sweigard, W.
Long, Geor
Garcia, Ambr
Bruneau, Pier
These 53 active Association Members are missing their Date of Birth, Qual Boat name & hull number, and Qual year
Addington, Jack
Amargo, Isid
Barge, Bobb
Brittain, Bobb
Buchanan, John
Cave, Rola
Chatman, NW “
Clarke, Will
Coburn, Haro

Delozier, Rich
Fordney, Dona
Foster, Denn
Franks, Jame
Fromson, Davi
Gallagher, Geor
Giarrante, Don
Haller, Gary
Hays, Patr

Hitchcock, Floy
Huffman, Clar
Johnson, Jame
Jones, Gera
Keller, Gera
Kidder, Lela
Konetzni, Albe
Kundracik, Robe
Lawson, Albe

Massey, Thom
Miller, Jose
Murray, Bruc
Myers, Rich
O’Conner, Jame
Odenweller, Dan
Pyatte, Deve
Rigg, Calv
Scott, Roy

Shoesmith, Don
Sparks, John
Szymanski, Ted
Thomas, Glen
Thrall, Gar
Underwood, Dona
Welch, Wayn
Williams, Bruc

Ladies, if a man says he will fix it, he will! There is no need to remind him every six months about it.
(On the other hand, ladies, if you can kick him in the butt and send me some data, I’ll
try really hard to cut back on the bad male-chauvinist-pig jokes.)

Razorback Lost Contact Data List (Shipmates with NO known address, phone number, or obituary)
We’ve reduced 518 ‘Lost’ men in 2013 to the current 490. Names are added here when we aren’t informed of address
changes; they are subtracted when they appear in obituaries. THE CLOCK KEEPS TICKING.
(Each issue cycles thru the next ~100 lost)
Dale, John
Dukes, Madi
Fuller, Ge
Gregory, Walt
Hartman, Lowe
Hightower, L.
Daniels, Jame
Dumlao, Lr
Gabrielson,Gab
Griffin, Dona
Hartman, Will
Hilliard, B.
Darnell, Char
Dupuy, Clyd
Ganzel, Jack
Griffin, Tomm
Harvey, Rich
Hobin, F.
Daughtrey, Alvi
Eklund, John
Garcia, Loui
Guarnes, Marl
Hathaway, Paul
Hoepner, H.
Davis, Eh
Erie, Bill
Geltz, Harr
Gullette, John
Hayes, Haro
Holman, K.
Davis, Fran
Ernst, Char
George, Jame
Haberle, Fg
Headrick, E E
Holtman, H.
Davis, Gary
Estleman, Herm
George, Wend
Hafner, Kenn
Heath, Glen
Horan, G.
Davis, Robe
Estrada, Pedr
Gibson, Arth
Hall, Elbe
Heddle, Gail
Hornung, B.
Davis, Sj
Evanger, Herb
Gilliland, Davi
Hall, Robe
Hedetneimi, Alb
Horvath, J.
DeSantis, Ray
Evans, Roy
Gillis, Aw
Hammer, Jack
Heger, Pf
Howard, J.
DeMerritt, Alan
Feitush, Clyd
Gochenaur, Ge
Hammerstone,J
HelmIII, M.
Howell, R.
Denmark, Fenn
Fleetwood, Geo
Gomez, Germ
Hammett, Geor
Helth, J.
Hoyt, D.
Dolandolan, Fru
Foltz, Rich
Gooding, John
Hamrick, Rand
Henderson, K.
Hudek, J.
Donlon, Rb
Fosnocht, Medf
Goodrich, Davi
Hanson, Vict
Hendricks, J.
Hulburt, H.
Donnelly, Jr
Fought, Robe
Gordon, Bill
Hare, Sd
Hendrickson, J.
Hunter, L.
Dorris, Denn
Francis, Raym
Gordon, Dona
Harrell, Will
Henry, J.
Huot, J.
Dubuque, Maur
Fratto, Emil
Gordon, Jame
Hart, Ra
Henry, W.
Hustad, L.
Dugo, Sam
Frost, Glen
Grant, Robe
Hartigan, Km
Herr, A.
Hyre, R.
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X Marks The Flamingo!
North, off the top of the map
is downtown, and a couple
miles to the south is McCarran Airport. Flamingo is
horseshoe shaped in both the
picture, and the map; the
orange line ends at about the
same place in both; both X’s
are at SW corner of Flamingo on the Strip.
See last month’s issue for
more info. Caution: April’s
map had floating red landmarks—no good—so if you
printed it, replace it with this
one.
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Getting around in Vegas:
Airport shuttle to/from Flamingo, $9. Las Vegas Monorail (terminal at East end of hotel):
Single ride ticket $5, 1 day pass
$12, 3 day pass $28. Busses:
$1.25, The Deuce - $3, $7 Day,
$15 3 day pass. Hop-On HopOff -Vegas double-decker bus
tour: Have a beer in Paris, than
catch the next one to NY,NY, $35 all day, or Light Nights for
$45 — you could even get back
to Flamingo in time to hear the
end of that sea story.
Tours: Pawn Stars, Ghost
Towns, Grand Canyon, Mob
Tour, Boulder Dam. Bucket
List: viewing Vegas area from
hot-air balloons, small planes,
helicopters, and/or Humvees.

o
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l=
i
ra

Tours/Entertainment samples (as of early 2014): Flamingo: Donnie & Marie, George
Wallace, Legends in Concert,Vinnie
Favorito Comedy Show, X Burlesque,
X Burlesque University.
The Quad: Frank Marino’s Divas Las
Vegas, Recycled Percussion.
Harrah’s: Big Elvis, Defending the
Cave Man, Improv Comedy Club, Mac
King Comedy Magic Show, Million
Dollar Quartet.
Caesars Palace (Across the Strip): Absinthe, Celine Dion, Matt Goss, Shania
Twain.

Razorback Association Treasurer Report as of: May 23, 2014
Balance Brought Forward
LAST REPORT:
Deposits

Total Amount Deposited
Disbursements & Dates
3/31/2014

Total Amount Dispersed

$14,342.35

Amount:
From:
$1,045.00
Banquet
$500.00
Dues
$148.50
Wine sales
________
$1,693.50
BALANCE:
$16,035.85
Amount:
For:
$165.07
Mail Lobo
________
$165.07
TOTAL FUNDS: $15,870.78

Ron Hines, Treasurer, USS Razorback Association

11

Eternal
Patrol

● [none known since last issue]

Denihan, Rich
Dewald, Sam
DiBari, Jose
Dibsie, Anth
Dickens, Char
Dickey, John
Donnelly, Jame
Dorsey, Ever
Dwinell, Bob
Dwyer, Jr
Echols, Jr
Ellis, John

Razorback Eternal Patrol Roster: Alphabetically Restart at: Adams, Denihan — Langford
Emery, Rich
Fanning, Joe
Farris, Fran
Fedor, Robe
Feeley, Edwa
Flaherty, Jose
Flint, Bren
Foraker, Alle
Fort, Henr
Freeman, Jame
Fudge, Ralp
Garrett, Clar

Gentile, Anth
Germaine, Alle
Germershausen,J
Gerow, Haro
Gerrard, Vict
Gibson, Char
Gibson, Euge
Gibson, Geor
Glennon, Phil
Goers, John
Graff, Howa
Graff, Char

Gray, Char
Gray, John
Guidry, Calv
Gural, Walt
Haegen, John
Hagood, Alle
Haines, John
Hall, Alfr
Hancock, Lloy
Hansen, Loui
Hardin, Carl
Hartey, Thom

Hawkins, Jack
Hayes, Clif
Helth, Jame
Henderson,Wil
Hershman, Geo
Hester, Jame
Hobart, Jr
Hoffman, Marv
Holmberg, Fran
Hoover, John
Horan, John
Houck, Earl

Howard, Berk
Hughes, John
Hull, Rex
Hurley, Jame
Imhof, Robe
Johnson, Edwa
Johnson, John
Jones, Lee
Julius, Will
Keck, Tony
Keohane, Haro
Kerr, Clau

Kinchen, Ervi
Koch, Don
Kohl, Carr
Kohlstrom, Alb
Konstad, Robe
Krammer, Edw
Kruming, Karl
La Jaunie, Jr
La Pointe, Alfr
Lair, Jame
Lake, R
Langford, D

Paid-up Members Is your name not on this list? Send $20 now. (You could include + $20 for 2015 while you’re at it.)
Annual Members
Alvarado, D (2014)
Alves, E (2014)
Barge B (2014)
Barker, K (2014)
Barr, J (2014)
Bellone, W (2014
Bjorklund, J (2014)
Boland, J (2014)
Borud, C (2015)
Boyer, D (2014)
Burt, Roy (2014)
Cameron, J (2015)
Carlaw, K (2014)
Caruso, A (2014)
Childs,R (2014)
Christianson (2014)
Dempsey, B (2014)
Durrange, (2014)
Foster, D (2014)
Fruhling, E (2014)
Givens, R (2014)
Hammack, P (2014)

Hammack, J (2014)
Hartpence,V (2014)
HildebrandW(2014)
Holms, R (2014)
Hopper, M (2014
Howard, R (2014
Howard, T (2014
Howie, W (2014)
Kamphousen(14)
Kingsbury,R (2014)
Kirby, R (2014)
Lowrie, S (2014)
Lyle, R (2014)
Mabry, G (2014)
Marmon, M (2014)
McNeil, R (2014)
Opple, R (2014)
Pamintuan (2014)
Potter, R (2014)
Pressly, R (2014)
Preston, R (2014)
Proctor, N (2014)
Rodgers, W (2014)

Reyes, A (2014)
Sagaeert,R (2015)
Schmidt, C (2014)
Standen, A (2014)
Trinidad, E (2014)
Trinidad, S (2014)
Thompson,E (2014)
ThompsonW (2014)
Wewers,R (2014)
Life Members
Hays, P -Hon
Jaques, J -Hon
Zonner, G -Hon
Adams, P B
Anderson, D
Bacon, H
Bassett, M
Brittain, B
Brown, C
Brown, T
Bulmer, R
Carroll, B
Cartright, G

Chasse, B
Chatman, N
Coburn, H
David, D
Davis, F
Davis, J
DiBari, R
Dick, T
Dowling, R
Engels, G
Ettner,E
Everhart, C
Gorence, R
Grinstead, J
Haley, Sr, E
Hertzberg, R
Hester, R
Hickey, R
Hines, R
Holland, W
Holtman, H
Houston, G
Howard, G

Hyde,W
Johnson, E
Johnson, J
Keil, M
Kleinsorge,M
Kroll, C
Lawson, A
Mason,J
Massey, T
McDonald, E
McDonald, N
McQuerry, L
Medearis, R
Moffet, W
Moon,C
Murphy, T
Myers, M
O’Conner, J
Pyatte, D
Read, D
Reker, F
Rigg, C L
Rothweiler, G

Schick, B
Stefaniak, G
Stitz, G
Swires, S
Terney, E
Thompson, F
Walker, S
Ward, L
Werner, R
Winchell, R
Wright, F
Wright, R

Annual: 54
Life: 71
Not on this list?
Send a check to
Hertzberg or
Hines (see pg. 2).

Razorback Association Membership: The Association charges an annual fee to covers costs of the quarterly newsletter and
operational expenses. To join, fill out this application and send it with your $20.00 check payable to the USS Razorback
Association. Dues are payable by December 31 for the following year.
Mail to: John Hertzberg, 2760 E. State Rte 302, Belfair, WA 98528-9363. (Other contact info on page 2).
Name:________________________________________________Spouse:__________________________(or NOK)
Address:_______________________________________________________________
Years on Razorback: 19____ to 19____ Highest Rank/Rate on Razorback:_________Qual Boat Hull#_____Qual Yr_____
Home Phone:____________________________________________ Cell Phone:_____________________
eMail Address: ________________________________________Date of Birth:_________Home Town_______________

Footnotes:
Bravo Zulu: =“Well Done!”
NTINS: “Now This Is No Sh*t,” as opposed to Fairy Tales, which begin with, “Once upon a time….”
TBT - Target Bearing Tracker (on the Bridge)
UQC: An underwater telephone (AKA Gertrude). 394’s voice call sign was Lobo; her radio//visual call was NKNX =
Continued:
The End:
12

