
"To perpetuate the memory of our shipmates who gave their lives in the pursuit of their duties while serving their country.  

That their dedication, deeds and supreme sacrifice be a constant source of motivation toward greater accomplishments.  

Pledge loyalty and patriotism to the United States of America and its Constitution."  

That's our CREED above, but it's not who we are: 

We are United States Submarine Sailors! We were, and are,  

members of the elite fighting force of the United States Navy.  

We are all QUALIFIED IN SUBMARINES.  

South Sound Base Klaxon  

VOLUME 3   Issue 6 -  June 2011  
Base Home Page: http://southsoundbase.org            USSVI National Home Page at: http://ussvi.org  

SSB Klaxon Editor: Don “donmac” Smith     e-mail at:  don@donmac.org 

Base Mailing Address: South Sound Base, USSVI P.O. Box 814 Spanaway, WA 98387  

                          DO NOT FORGET THIS EVENT ! ! !     June Soup Down  

will be at the Poodle Dog Restaurant in Fife, June 21st at Noon. The Poodle Dog has been a local land-

mark since 1939 and serves ‘home cooked’ style meals along with their selections of sandwiches, sal-

ads, burgers and soups. It’s located on the north side of I-5 on 54th Avenue East, Exit 137 in Fife. 

                The History of Flag Day - June 14th 
           The first celebration of the U.S. Flag's birthday was held in 1877 on the        

  100th anniversary of the Flag Resolution of 1777. However, it is believed that   

  the first annual recognition of the flag's birthday dates back to 1885 when  

  school teacher, BJ Cigrand, first organized a group of Wisconsin school chil-

dren to observe June 14 - the 108th anniversary of the official adoption of The Stars and Stripes as the 

Flag's Birthday. Cigrand, now known as the 'Father of Flag Day,' continued to publically advocate the 

observance of June 14 as the flag's 'birthday', or 'Flag Day' for years.  

              Just a few years later the efforts of another school teacher, George Balch, led to the formal ob-

servance of 'Flag Day' on June 14 by the New York State Board of Education. Over the following years 

as many as 36 state and local governments began adopted the annual observance. For over 30 years 

Flag Day remained a state and local celebration. 



The USSVI South Sound Base   Dave Richards, Commander 

Meeting Minutes,  May 12, 2011 

VFW Post 969 3510 E. McKinley Ave. Tacoma, WA 98404 

       The USSVI South Sound Base meeting was called to order by Commander Dave Richards at 1900 

Hrs. There were 10 members and one guest in attendance. Vice Commander Greg Lee gave the open-

ing prayer. Commander Dave led the Pledge of Allegiance and read the USSVI Creed: "To perpetuate 

the memory of our shipmates who gave their lives in the pursuit of duties while serving their country. 

That their dedication, deeds and supreme sacrifice be a constant source of motivation toward greater 

accomplishments. Pledge loyalty and patriotism to the United States of America." 

Tolling of the Boats was conducted by Dave Richards and Greg Lee USS Herring(SS233) 1944, R-12 (SS-

89) 1943, USS Golet (SS361) 1944, USS Bonefish (SS223) 1945, S-27 SS132) 1942, 0-9 (SS70) 1941, Runner 

(SS275) 1943. A moment of silence was observed for our departed shipmates. 

          Members, including USSVI Past National Commander, Patrick Householder, and guest intro-

duced themselves by giving their names, boats qualified on and city of residence. We welcomed new 

member Mike Daniel who qualified on USS Barb SS-596 and lives on Fox Island. Guest Speaker: Jadene 

(Mansfield) Kearney, gave a very nice presentation on a PartyLite fundraising program where the Base 

will receive 50% of all products sold. Someone asked if there is a "diesel" smelling candle that might 

make members feel more at ‘home.’  

Treasury Report Mike Ellis reported $2,204.78 in the General account which includes $584.72 in the 

Storekeeper fund. 

Membership: Mike Ellis reported we have 41 members. Several members are delinquent with dues.  

Storekeeper: John Mansfield reported sales of Seal Team 6 and Western Cowboy hats are doing well 

and he turned in $225 to Mike. Patches and submarine books are also moving. The VFW is selling both 

hat styles for us in their canteen. Carmen, their canteen manager, says she has orders for five more 

cowboy hats from patrons who want different unit badges on them. John asked for suggestions from 

members of items they think might sell in the store.  

Binnacle List: Past Commander, Don Mansfield and his wife, Elaine. 

Old Business: The next "Soup Down" will be at the Poodle Dog Restaurant in Fife, June 21st at Noon. 

The Poodle Dog has been a local landmark since 1939 and serves ‘home cooked’ style meals along with 

their selections of sandwiches, salads, burgers and soups. It’s located on the north side of I-5 on 54th 

Avenue East, Exit 137 in Fife. 

Dave briefed members on our Memorial Day fundraiser at the South Puyallup WalMart. We had six 

members participate and took in $366.22. Three former ‘boat’ sailors stopped by and were given con-

tact information and membership applications. Dave also told the story of one visitor who was a Chief 

cook on the Proteus for ten years. Something about putting dish soap in another chief’s eggs that cre-

ated urgent departures for the head, which brought a round of laughter. 

Good of the Order 

Several members talked about our fundraiser, various people that came up to us, shared their experi-

ences in the military or talked about a member of their family who had served. Commander Dave and 

John talked about their visit and presentation of plaques at Stadium High School’s NJROTC Awards 

Program on June 1st. They presented an "Outstanding 1st Year Cadet" plaque to Lauren Packard and 

our first "Ron Eggimann Special Achievement" plaque to Drew Conger.  

                     Minutes continued on the next page 



May Minutes continued …………... 

Everyone enjoyed a lasagna & salad dinner as the ‘silent auction’ was  held. Then a ‘change of com-

mand’ ceremony took place and Jonathan Bautista was installed as next year’s Company Commander. 

Then many civic, military veterans and fraternal organizations presented a host of awards to cadets. 

Stadium’s cadet corp earned the National JROTC Outstanding Unit Achievement Award, for their sev-

enth time in eight years. The traditional cake cutting ceremony with swords was conducted and every-

one enjoyed their choice of four cakes. 

          Awards were given by representatives of the American Legion, American Veterans, Celebrate 

Freedom Foundation, Colonial Dames of the XVII Century, U.S. Daughters of 1812,  Daughters of the 

American Revolution, Fleet Reserve Association, Masonic Medal of Patriotism, Military Officers Asso-

ciation of America, Military Order of the Purple Heart, Military Order of World Wars, National So-

journers, Naval Reserve Association, Navy League of the United States, Non-Commissioned Officers 

Association, Order of the Daedalians, Reserve Officers Association of the U.S., Sons of the American 

Revolution, Sons of Union Veterans of the Civil War, Surface Navy Association, The Scottish Rite of 

Freemasonry, United States Marine Corp, United States Navy, United States Submarine Veterans, Vet-

erans of Foreign Wars and Washington State Army National Guard. 

Social Break for 10 minutes 

New Business: 

           Commander Dave raised the topic of "Where are we going as a Base?" He asked the group, 

aimed at the ‘young’ guys, what activities and programs are they interested in? Many comments were 

shared, and they all centered around the "common interests" we share, primarily being "We all quali-

fied in submarines as ‘brothers’." It was suggested that a phone tree be utilized, where several mem-

bers call other members who have not attended meetings for a while and invite them to return. Keep 

vigilant on finding interesting guest speakers. One suggestion was to get in contact with a ‘core’ group 

of submariners, such as the Chiefs associations at Bangor or boat crews ‘goat lockers’, or have another 

function at the Horse & Cow, or have a Soup Down at the food court of a shopping mall, or small town 

restaurant; basically ‘show the colors." 

          Pat Householder spoke of the core mission of USSVI as being three fold; to honor those who have 

gone before us, which also maintains our history through memorial programs, to maintain our 

‘brotherhood’ in sharing sea stories and events relating to our unique group, and doing things in the 

communities in which we live. Bases that seem to do well, adhere to those core principles.  

Bremerton Base has the Traveling Dolphins. 

The meeting was closed at 2100 after the closing prayer. 

Our next meeting will be July14th at 1900, VFW Post 969 in Tacoma. 

Respectfully Submitted:   John Mansfield, SSB Secretary   (253) 202-6433, johnss377@yahoo.com 

       The editor/publisher extends many thank you’s to six base members for sending in the reports and 

stories that are in this issue of the Klaxon.  Here are a few Internet links also submitted: 
 

http://kitsapnavynews.com/blog/perpetual-remembrance-tolling-the-boats/623/ 

http://www.filmpreservation.org/preserved-films/screening-room/u-s-navy-documentary-1915 

http://www.youtube.com/watch_popup?v=oXvJ8UquYoo&vq=large 

http://www.military.com/news/article/mullen-says-pay-benefit-cuts-on-the-table.html 

http://www.washingtontimes.com/news/2011/may/28/navy-too-politically-correct-for-old-salts/?

sms_ss=email&at_xt=4de5605026a681b7%2C0 



USSVI OFFICIAL BUSINESS: SubVet News - #2011-053 

                     Retiree Checklist: What Survivors Should Know 
            Shift Colors periodically provides a checklist for retirees and their surviving family members. 

This checklist is designed to provide retirees and their loved ones with some help in preparing for 

the future. Create a military file that includes a copy of retirement orders, separation papers, DD 

Form 214, medical records, and any other pertinent military paperwork. Make sure your spouse 

knows the location and telephone number of the nearest military installation. 

          Create a military retired pay file that includes the following contact information for the Defense 

Finance and Accounting Service (DFAS) and Navy Personnel Command: 

Defense Finance and Accounting Service     U S Military Retirement Pay  

Post Office Box 7130   London , KY 40742-7130   (800) 321-1080 or (216) 522-5955/(800) 269-5170  

(for issues regarding deceased members)  

Navy Personnel Command    (N135C)    Retired Activities Branch  

5720 Integrity Drive    Millington , TN 38055-6220 

         (This file should also include the number of any pending VA claim as well as the address of the 

local VA office; a list of deductions currently being made from retired pay or VA benefits. Also in-

clude the name, relationship and address of the person you have designated to any unpaid retired 

pay at the time of death. This designation is located on the back of your Retiree Account Statement) 

 

Create an annuities file. This file should information about the Survivor Benefit Plan (SBP), Reserve 

Component Survivor Benefit Plan (RCSBP) or the Retired Serviceman’s Family Protection Plan 

(RSFPP), or any applicable Civil Service annuity, etc. Additional information regarding SBP, RCSBP 

and RSFPP annuity claims can be obtained from DFAS office at (800) 321-1080. 

Create a personal document file that has copies of marriage certificates, divorce decrees, adoptions 

and naturalization papers. 

Create an income tax file. Include copies of both of your state and federal income tax returns. 

Create a property tax file. Include copies of tax bills, deeds and any other related documents/

information. 

Create an insurance policy file. Include life, property, accident, liability and hospitalization policies. 

in a secure location, maintain a list of all bank accounts (joint or individual). Include the location  

of all deposit boxes, savings bonds, stocks, bonds and any securities owned. in a secure location, 

maintain a list of all charge accounts and credit cards. Include account numbers and mailing ad-

dresses. 

Maintain a list of all associations and organizations of which you are a member. Some of them  

could be helpful to your spouse. 

Maintain a list of all friends and business associates who may be helpful. Include name, address  

and telephone number. 

          Discuss your plans/desires with respect to the type and location of your funeral service. You 

should decide about cremation, which cemetery, ground burial, etc. If your spouse knows your de-

sires, it will resolve some of the questions that might arise at a later date. 

Visit a local funeral home and pre-arrange your services. Many states will allow you to pre-pay  

for services. 

 

Continued next page …………... 



Continued from previous page:   Retiree Checklist: What Survivors Should Know 

Investigate the decisions that you and your family have agreed upon. Many states have specific  laws 

and guidelines regulating cremation and burials at sea. Some states require a letter of authority signed 

by the deceased in order to authorize a cremation. Know the laws in your specific area and how they 

may affect your decisions. Information regarding Burials at Sea can be obtained by phoning the Mortu-

ary Affairs Division at (866) 787-0081. 

            Once your decisions have been made and you’re comfortable with them, have a will drawn up  

outlining all your wishes and store it in a secure location with your other paperwork. 

When all the decision-making and documenting is completed, sit back and continue to enjoy life. 

Who should be notified in the event of my death? 

1. Defense Finance and Accounting Service (800) 321-1080 or (216) 522-5955  

2. Social Security Administration (for death benefits) - (800) 772-1213  

3. Department of Veterans Affairs (if applicable) – (800) 827-1000 

4. Office of Personnel and Management (if applicable) - (724) 794-8690 

5. Any fraternal group that you have membership with such as MOOA, FRA, NCOA, VFW, AL,  

TREA, USSVI NATIONAL OFFICE notify when a shipmate goes on Eternal Patrol. Provide Name,  

Base and date of death and obituary if available. 

6. Any previous employer that provides pension or benefits. 

The above information is not all-inclusive and should be used with other estate planning tools  

to lessen trauma to your loved ones. 

 

Base Commanders please post the Retiree Checklist in the next Base newsletter. You will be providing 

a great service to your base members by making sure that USSVI has up date information about next of 

kin in each member's record. All too often when a member passes away, the notated next of kin has 

also passed,or there in nothing noted there. Each record has a section to enter Spouse/Partner, child etc. 

The address and phone information is needed when the N.O.K. contact is not living at the same ad-

dress. The National Chaplain and Base Chaplain want to properly honor all Shipmates who leave on 

Eternal Patrol. While we hope each Shipmate's day is far off in the future, we must never the less pre-

pare for that time. 

Fraternally,  Carl Schmidt   National Chaplain USSVI 

THE WATER PISTOL    

WHEN MY THREE-YEAR-OLD SON OPENED THE BIRTHDAY GIFT FROM HIS GRANDMOTHER,  

HE DISCOVERED A WATER PISTOL... HE SQUEALED WITH DELIGHT AND HEADED FOR THE  

NEAREST SINK. I WAS NOT SO PLEASED. I TURNED TO MOM AND SAID, "I'M SURPRISED  

AT YOU. DON'T YOU REMEMBER HOW WE USED TO DRIVE YOU CRAZY WITH WATER GUNS?"  

MOM SMILED AND THEN REPLIED..... "I REMEMBER!!"  

 

GRANDMA'S AGE      

LITTLE JOHNNY ASKED HIS GRANDMA HOW OLD SHE WAS.  

GRANDMA ANSWERED, "39 AND HOLDING."  

JOHNNY THOUGHT FOR A MOMENT, AND THEN SAID,  

"AND HOW OLD WOULD YOU BE IF YOU LET GO?"    

If there are times when you’re playing on your computer and need a few smiles ,  

grins, or laughs, go to this web page: 

http://messdeck.com/forum/forum_topics.asp?FID=9&title=of-the-day 



              Submarine Commanding Officer Fired 

The commanding officer of the fast attack submarine USS Con-

necticut was fired Monday after an investigation into the mishan-

dling of classified information. Capt. Brian Howes, commander of 

Submarine Development Squadron 5, relieved Cmdr. Michael 

Varney because of a loss of confidence in his ability to command. 

According to a Navy announcement, Varney was punished for vio-

lating a general order, making a false official statement and for 

wrongful interference in an adverse administrative  

proceeding. Varney, who took command of USS Connecticut in February 2009, has been reassigned to 

the staff of Navy Region Northwest. Cmdr. Christy Hagen, spokeswoman for Submarine Force Pacific, 

said she couldn't talk about the classified information, but said Varney had no malicious intent. "He 

just failed to live up to the meticulous standards we have for control of classified material." Capt. Ben-

jamin Pearson, deputy commander of Squadron 5, has taken command of the Connecticut until a per-

manent replacement is named.  

                                   Second Group of Women Chosen for Sub Service 

The Navy has selected the second group of women to serve on submarines and plans to assign female 

officers to the crews of two more submarines. The first female submarine officers, currently in training, 

are scheduled to report to their submarines at the end of this year. Secretary of the Navy Ray Mabus 

said the second group was recently chosen because integrating women into the submarine force is a 

continuous process, "not a one-shot thing." Women in the new group will be assigned to two subma-

rines in addition to the initial four that will have women serving on them by the end of 2011. In an in-

terview Wednesday, Mabus said, "these things are moving at a pretty rapid rate" because the Navy 

was not going to make a big announcement about putting women on submarines, assign a few women 

to submarine crews and then forget about it. "We're going to do the same thing we did with surface 

ships, which is fully integrate women into the crews of all classes," he said after speaking this week at 

the U.S. Naval War College in Newport, R.I. 

The Navy officially lifted its ban last year and began preparing to bring female officers aboard ballistic-

missile and guided-missile submarines -- USS Wyoming, USS Georgia Kings Bay, Ga., and USS Maine,  

USS Ohio in Bangor, Wash. Two of the women chosen for submarine duty decided to pursue graduate 

studies, while one other was medically disqualified, leaving 18 in training today. Eight are currently in 

Groton for the 10-week officer basic course. Attrition was expected since the training is a long process, 

Mabus said, with six months of Nuclear Power School, six months of Naval Nuclear Prototype Train-

ing and the officer course. And, he said, the women still in the program "seem to be doing great," with 

no unexpected challenges in the training so far. He attributed the seamless transition to the fact that the 

Navy has been doing "nuclear and sub training for so long" and "there's no gender difference to nuclear 

power." The second group is made up of 18 women, with close to half coming from the Naval Acad-

emy and four from the Reserve Officers Training Corps. The rest are from other commissioning pro-

grams. They will serve on four crews for the two submarines. The Navy plans to assign four female 

supply corps officers to fill department head roles and serve as mentors, as it is doing for the initial 

four submarines. Women still are not allowed on the smaller fast-attack boats, and enlisted women 

currently can't serve on submarines. Mabus said that while the Navy has begun with female officers on 

ballistic-missile and guided-missile submarines, "that's going to be expanded." 



Here are photos from the fund raiser held at South Puyallup Walmart. Group collected $366.26. Had a 

good turn out and had a lot of fun. May have three new members to....it they follow thru! In some of 

the photos you see me giving kids some Seattle Mariner items (either a bobblehead or a teddy bear). I 

also gave out some Washington Husky football collector cards, and some stocking pullover hats to 

some of the kids. Base members attending were.  John M, Mike E, Dave R, Jon, Mike Robb, Greg L. 



 John, Lauren Packard, Dave       NJROTC Awards        John, Drew Conger, Dave   

Stadium Bowl                              Stadium H.S. Built in 1912.    

Guest Jadene (Mansfield) Kearney, gave a presentation on a PartyLite  

candle fundraiser program at our June 9th meeting. 



This story is an explanation of why telling ‚sea stories‛ is good for all veterans to keep doing. 

Maybe most important is those close to each of us, such as our shipmates at meetings. And always, 

Telling stories to our families and friends, especially our children and grandchildren. 

pax   

donmac 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
Midair rescue mystery solved 43 years later 
         Wayne Hague always wondered whatever happened to the pilot whose crippled plane he refu-

eled and escorted to safety over North Vietnam in 1967. 

         Ron Catton always wondered about that pilot who kept him from having to bail out of his F-4C  

Phantom fighter and right into a suite at the Hanoi Hilton. 

         More than 43 years have passed since they were linked by their meeting in the skies over South-

east Asia, even though they never knew each other's names. But fate has a way of working things out. 

This head-spinner happened because two men who live more than 900 miles apart told their versions  

of same story to the same people who helped them finally connect. 

         Here's the gist of it: Hague, 76, retired from the Air Force, spent 20 years teaching and now is a  

volunteer counselor at the Merced County Rescue Mission in Merced. Catton, 78, owns a financial  

services business in Spokane, Wash. In December, Catton spoke to a group of students at a high school 

that his grandchildren attend in Yakima, Wash. Among his flying stories was his near catastrophe dur-

ing the Vietnam War and how a pilot and crew of a KC-135 refueling plane disobeyed orders by flying 

about 100 miles into North Vietnam to get him. 

          That story sounded very familiar to Rick Van Beek, the school's principal. Van Beek had heard 

it from his wife, Lolly, who heard it from the tanker pilot during a medical missionary trip to Kenya. 

"The bells started going off in my head," Van Beek said. "How can these be separate stories?" After see-

ing Catton again a couple of weeks later, Van Beek went to his office and called his daughter, who also 

had gone on the Africa trip. She knew the tanker pilot's name. Van Beek then did a Google search on 

Wayne Hague. He printed out the info, returned to the gym and handed it to Catton. 

           "I said, 'Here's another pilot who seems to have the other half of your story,' " Van Beek told him. 

The story had its roots in the fall of 1967, as the Vietnam War was heating up. Catton served in the 8th 

Tactical Fighter Wing. On this particular day, he flew the lead plane among Phantoms providing cover 

for bombers on a mission over Hanoi. Once the bombers emptied their loads, they returned to their 

bases. Then the Phantoms zoomed down and dropped their bombs as well. 

          As Catton bombed a railroad bridge, enemy rounds ripped into the intake of his right engine. As 

he maneuvered his crippled plane, Catton said, enemy fighter jets appeared. "I looked over my shoul-

der and there were three MiGs on me." After another pilot flew in to run off the MiGs, that threat sub-

sided. Catton faced another: a plane with one blown-out engine and other major problems, including  

the fact that he was still above North Vietnamese real estate. "I was heading back toward Laos, all shot 

up and leaking fuel," Catton said. "I wanted to bail out over Laos. If I bailed (over North Vietnam), I 

would have ended up in the Hanoi Hilton." He put out what amounted to a "Mayday" call, and Hague 

– flying over Laos in his KC-135 – answered. 

           "When I heard his voice," Catton said, "it was like the voice of God. I told him I was heading 

west toward Laos. He said, 'Negative, Cadillac Lead (Catton's code name). I'll come and get you.' " 

Just one problem: Hague had strict orders not to cross over the border into North Vietnam. 

( story continued next page) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

With a pilot in trouble, though, he didn't hesitate. Hague hooked up with Catton over the Black River, 

roughly 100 miles from Laos. 

"I just went in and got him," Hague said. 

As they positioned their respective planes to connect the refueling boom, Catton radioed:  

"Understand I've got a fire warning and smoke in the cockpit. You don't have to take me on." 

Hague's response? "Cadillac Lead, get your sorry ass in position for a hookup before I change my 

mind!" 

Catton's plane leaked the fuel as quickly as the tanker could pump it in. So they stayed connected  

for more than 200 miles until Catton detached to land at an air base in Thailand while Hague returned  

to his own at Takhli. Just as Catton touched down, his left engine quit, too. 

Hague never told anyone at Takhli about the incident. Someone must have. His superiors knew,  

and the rumor mill soon began to churn. 

A day or so later, on the ground at Udon, Catton heard that the tanker pilot likely would be  

court-martialed for going over into North Vietnam, putting his crew and plane at severe risk. 

So Catton went to his commanding officer, who had a solution: He'd recommend the tanker  

pilot for a Silver Star. 

Neither Hague nor Catton can say this for certain, but both heard that the Silver Star  

recommendation arrived at headquarters the same day as the court-martial papers, leaving  

the brass to weigh an act of heroism that saved a pilot's life against the military crime of  

blatantly disobeying orders. 

Hague never got his Silver Star, but he didn't get court-martialed, either. 

Through all of this, neither Hague nor Catton learned each other's identity. 

It stayed that way until Feb. 6, 2011, when Hague got a phone call that went something like this: 

"Are you Wayne Hague?" 

"Yes, I am," he answered. 

"Were you in Vietnam in 1967?" the caller continued. 

"Yes, I was." 

"Did you enter North Vietnam to pick up a fighter pilot, shot up and going down?" 

"Yes, I did." 

"I'm the pilot." 

Only then did Hague learn the name of the man he'd rescued more than 43 years ago. 

They met a few days later. Hague already planned on traveling to Lewiston, Idaho,  

to watch grandson Jason Hague play baseball at Lewis-Clark State College. So he drove  

two more hours to Spokane, and the two pilots saw each other face to face for the first time. 

Indeed, Hague always wondered about the fighter pilot whose life he saved so long ago. 

Likewise with Catton. 

"All this time, it's been, 'Gee, I wish I knew who it was,' " Catton said.  

"Then to have it happen like that. He's a really nice guy." 



         With a pilot in trouble, though, he didn't hesitate. Hague hooked up with Catton over the Black 

River, roughly 100 miles from Laos. "I just went in and got him," Hague said. As they positioned their 

respective planes to connect the refueling boom, Catton radioed: "Understand I've got a fire warning 

and smoke in the cockpit. You don't have to take me on." Hague's response? "Cadillac Lead, get your 

sorry ass in position for a hookup before I change my mind!" 

          Catton's plane leaked the fuel as quickly as the tanker could pump it in. So they stayed connected  

for more than 200 miles until Catton detached to land at an air base in Thailand while Hague returned  

to his own at Takhli. Just as Catton touched down, his left engine quit, too. Hague never told anyone at 

Takhli about the incident. Someone must have. His superiors knew, and the rumor mill soon began to 

churn. A day or so later, on the ground at Udon, Catton heard that the tanker pilot likely would be  

court-martialed for going over into North Vietnam, putting his crew and plane at severe risk. So Catton 

went to his commanding officer, who had a solution: He'd recommend the tanker pilot for a Silver Star. 

         Neither Hague nor Catton can say this for certain, but both heard that the Silver Star recommen-

dation arrived at headquarters the same day as the court-martial papers, leaving the brass to weigh an 

act of heroism that saved a pilot's life against the military crime of blatantly disobeying orders. 

Hague never got his Silver Star, but he didn't get court-martialed, either. Through all of this, neither 

Hague nor Catton learned each other's identity. 

         It stayed that way until Feb. 6, 2011, when Hague got a phone call that went something like this: 

"Are you Wayne Hague?" 

"Yes, I am," he answered. 

"Were you in Vietnam in 1967?" the caller continued. 

"Yes, I was." 

"Did you enter North Vietnam to pick up a fighter pilot, shot up and going down?" 

"Yes, I did." 

"I'm the pilot." 

 

           Only then did Hague learn the name of the man he'd rescued more than 43 years ago. They met a 

few days later. Hague already planned on traveling to Lewiston, Idaho, to watch grandson Jason 

Hague play baseball at Lewis-Clark State College. So he drove two more hours to Spokane, and the 

two pilots saw each other face to face for the first time. Indeed, Hague always wondered about the 

fighter pilot whose life he saved so long ago. 

Likewise with Catton. 

"All this time, it's been, 'Gee, I wish I knew who it was,' " Catton said.  

"Then to have it happen like that. He's a really nice guy." 

 

Watch this video to the very end.  Makes you proud to be an American 

An inspiring true story from the Vietnam War... Brig. Gen Ritchie on the Rescue of Roger Locher 

Awesome story. Some have the ability to communicate very clearly...Ritchie is one of those.  

                        http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QvRcP4go-eg  

 

Do you have some excellent ‚youtube.com‛ videos that are good ones to share ? 

Send them to me and if I have some fill in spaces next month (like this one this month)  

I will fit them in. More nice ‚stuff‛ to share with shipmates reading this issue of the Klaxon 



Quite a story! Sort of a "McHale's Navy" account. Hollywood should make it into a movie.  

A movie with Allan Ladd was made on this ship in the 40's. 

             The stuff of legends . . .''Don't shoot, we're Republicans!'' 
           ``From November 1943, until her demise in June 1945, the American destroyer 'William Porter' 

was often hailed - whenever she entered port or joined other Naval ships - with the greetings: 'Don't 

shoot, we're Republicans!'  For a half a century, the US Navy kept a lid on the details of the incident 

that prompted this salutation.  A Miami news reporter made the first public disclosure in 1958 after he 

stumbled upon the truth while covering a reunion of the destroyer's crew.  The Pentagon reluctantly 

and tersely confirmed his story, but only a smattering of newspapers took notice. 

``In 1943, the Willie D as the Porter was nicknamed, accidentally fired a live torpedo at the battleship 

Iowa during a practice exercise.  As if this weren't bad enough, the Iowa was carrying President Frank-

lin D. Roosevelt at the time, along with Secretary of State, Cordell Hull, and all of the country's W.W.II 

military brass.  They were headed for the Big Three Conference in Tehran , where Roosevelt was to 

meet Stalin and Churchill.  Had the Porter's torpedo struck the Iowa at the aiming point, the last 60 

years of world history might have been quite different. 

          ``The USS William D Porter (DD-579) was one of hundreds of assembly line destroyers built dur-

ing the war.  They mounted several heavy and light guns, but their main armament consisted of 10 fast

-running and accurate torpedoes that carried 500-pound warheads.  This destroyer was placed in com-

mission on July 1943 under the command of Wilfred Walker, a man on the Navy's fast career track.  In 

the months before she was detailed to accompany the Iowa across the Atlantic in November 1943, the 

Porter and her crew learned their trade, experiencing the normal problems that always beset a new 

ship and a novice crew.  The mishaps grew more serious when she became an escort for the pride of 

the fleet, the big new battleship Iowa . 

           The night before they left Norfolk , bound for North Africa , the Porter accidentally damaged a 

nearby sister ship when she backed down along the other ship's side and her anchor tore down her 

railings, life rafts, ship's boat and various other formerly valuable pieces of equipment. The Willie D 

merely had a scraped anchor, but her career of mayhem and mishaps had begun. 

            Just twenty four hours later, the four-ship convoy consisting of Iowa and her secret passengers 

and two other destroyers was under strict instructions to maintain complete radio silence.  As they 

were going through a known U-boat feeding ground, speed and silence were the best defense.  Sud-

denly, a tremendous explosion rocked the convoy. 

            All of the ships commenced anti-submarine maneuvers.  This continued until the Porter sheep-

ishly admitted that one of her depth charges had fallen off her stern and exploded.  The 'safety' had not 

been set as instructed.  Captain Walker was watching his fast track career become side-tracked.  Shortly 

thereafter, a freak wave inundated the ship, stripping away everything that wasn't lashed down.  A 

man was washed overboard and never found. Next, the fire room lost power in one of its boilers.  The 

Captain, by this point, was making reports almost hourly to the Iowa on the Willie D's difficulties.  It 

would have been merciful if the force commander had detached the hard luck ship and sent her back 

to Norfolk . But, no, she sailed on. 

           The morning of 14 November 1943 dawned with a moderate sea and pleasant weather.  The 

Iowa and her escorts were just east of Bermuda , and the president and his guests wanted to see how 

the big ship could defend herself against an air attack. So, Iowa launched a number of weather 

balloons to use as anti-aircraft targets.  It was exciting to see more than 100 guns shooting at the bal-

loons, and the President was proud of his Navy.  Just as proud was Admiral Ernest J King, the Chief of  
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Naval Operations; large in size and by demeanor, a true monarch of the sea. Disagreeing with him 

meant the end of a naval career. Up to this time, no one knew what firing a torpedo at him would 

mean. 

         Over on the Willie D, Captain Walker watched the fireworks display with admiration and envy.  

Thinking about career redemption and breaking the hard luck spell, the Captain sent his impatient 

crew to battle stations. They began to shoot down the balloons the Iowa had missed as they drifted into 

the Porter's vicinity. 

            Down on the torpedo mounts, the crew watched, waiting to take some practice shots of their 

own on the big battleship, which, even though 6,000 yards away, seemed to blot out the horizon.   

Lawton Dawson and Tony Fazio were among those responsible for the torpedoes.  Part of their job in-

volved ensuring that the primers were installed during actual combat and removed during practice.  

Once a primer was installed, on a command to fire, it would explode shooting the torpedo out of its 

tube. 

            Dawson , on this particular morning, unfortunately had forgotten to remove the primer from 

torpedo tube #3.  Up on the bridge, a new torpedo officer, unaware of the danger, ordered a simulated 

firing.  "Fire 1, Fire 2," and finally, "Fire 3."  There was no fire 4 as the sequence was interrupted by an 

unmistakable whooooooshhhhing sound made by a successfully launched and armed torpedo.  Lt H. 

Steward Lewis, who witnessed the entire event, later described the next few minutes as what hell 

would look like if it ever broke loose. 

            Just after he saw the torpedo hit water on its way to the Iowa and some of the most prominent 

figures in world history, Lewis innocently asked the Captain, 'Did you give permission to fire a tor-

pedo?'  Captain Walker 's reply will not ring down through naval history... Although words to the ef-

fect of Farragut's immortal 'Damn the torpedoes' figured centrally within. 

             Initially there was some reluctance to admit what had happened, or even to warn the Iowa .  As 

the awful reality sunk in, people began racing around, shouting conflicting instructions and attempting 

to warn the flagship of imminent danger.  First, there was a flashing light warning about the torpedo 

which unfortunately indicated it was headed in another direction.  Next, the Porter signaled that it was 

going reverse at full speed!  Finally, they decided to break the strictly enforced radio silence.  The radio 

operator on the destroyer transmitted "'Lion (code for the Iowa ), Lion, come right." 

           The Iowa operator, more concerned about radio procedure, requested that the offending station 

identify itself first.  Finally, the message was received and the Iowa began turning to avoid the speed-

ing torpedo. 

           Meanwhile, on the Iowa 's bridge, word of the torpedo firing had reached FDR, who asked that 

his wheelchair be moved to the railing so he could see better what was coming his way.  His loyal Se-

cret Service guard immediately drew his pistol as if he was going to shoot the torpedo.  As the Iowa 

began evasive maneuvers, all of her guns were trained on the William D Porter.  There was now some 

thought that the Porter was part of an assassination plot.  Within moments of the warning, there was a 

tremendous explosion just behind the battleship.  The torpedo had been detonated by the wash kicked 

up by the battleship's increased speed. 

            The crisis was over and so was Captain Walker's career.  His final utterance to the Iowa , in re-

sponse to a question about the origin of the torpedo, was a weak, "We did it."  Shortly thereafter, the 

brand new destroyer, her Captain and the entire crew were placed under arrest and sent to Bermuda 

for trial.  It was the first time that a complete ship's company had been arrested in the history of the US 

Navy.  The ship was surrounded by Marines when it docked in Bermuda , and held there several 
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days as the closed session inquiry attempted to determine what had happened.  Torpedoman Dawson 

eventually confessed to having inadvertently left the primer in the torpedo tube, which caused the 

launching.   Dawson had thrown the used primer over the side to conceal his mistake. 

             The whole incident was chalked up to an unfortunate set of circumstances and placed under a 

cloak of secrecy.  Someone had to be punished. Captain Walker and several other Porter officers and 

sailors eventually found themselves in obscure shore assignments.  Dawson was sentenced to 14 years 

hard labor.  President Roosevelt intervened; however, asking that no punishment be meted out for 

what was clearly an accident.  The destroyer was banished to the upper Aleutians .  It was probably 

thought this was as safe a place as any for the ship and anyone who came near her.  She remained in 

the frozen north for almost a year, until late 1944, when she was re-assigned to the Western Pacific. 

            Before leaving the Aleutians , she accidentally left her calling card in the form of a five-inch shell 

fired into the front yard of the American base commandant, thus rearranging his flower garden.  In De-

cember, 1944, she joined the Philippine invasion forces and acquitted herself quite well.  She distin-

guished herself by shooting down a number of attacking Japanese aircraft. Regrettably, after the war, it 

was reported that she also shot down three American planes.  This was a common event on ships, 

as many gunners, fearful of kamikazes, had nervous trigger fingers. 

            In April, 1945, the destroyer was assigned to support the invasion of Okinawa .  By this time, the 

greeting "Don't Shoot, We're Republicans" was commonplace and the crew of the Willie D had become 

used to the ribbing.  But the crew of her sister ship, the USS Luce, was not so polite in its salutations 

after the Porter accidentally riddled her side and superstructure with gunfire. 

          On 10 June, 1945, the Porter's hard luck finally ran out.  She was sunk by a plane which had 

(unintentionally) attacked underwater.  A Japanese bomber made almost entirely of wood and canvas 

slipped through the Navy's defense.  Having little in the way of metal surfaces, the plane didn't regis-

ter on radar.  A fully loaded kamikaze, it was headed for a ship near the Porter, but just at the last mo-

ment veered away and crashed along side the unlucky destroyer.  There was a sigh of relief as 

the plane sunk out of sight, but then it blew up underneath the Porter, opening her hull in the worst 

possible location. 

           Three hours later, after the last man was off board, the Captain jumped to the safety of a rescue 

vessel and the ship that almost changed world history slipped astern into 2,400 feet of water.  Not a 

single soul was lost in the sinking.  After everything else that happened, it was almost as if the ship de-

cided to let her crew off at the end. 

Kit Bonner, Naval Historian 

 



Senior Discounts ----- for those can can use them ... 

Turn your senior status into a source of savings. Here's a round up of senior discounts for your perusal: Note: While every 

attempt has been made to verify the accuracy of these listings, offers are subject to change. Terms may also vary from loca-

tion to location, so call to confirm the availability of these offers in your area. 

•    AMC Theaters - A discount of up to 30% is available for ages 55+ at most theater locations. 

•    Amtrak - Everyday. 15% discount on adult rail fare with some exclusions. Ages 62+. 

•    Arby's - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 55+. 

•    Banana Republic - 10% discount everyday. Ages 50+. Discount and age may vary by location. 

•    Belks - First Tuesday of the month. 15% discount. Ages 55+. 

•    Best Western - At least 10% off regular room rates. Late checkouts and other offers also available. Ages 55+. 

•    Burger King - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 60+. 

•    Chili's - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 55+. 

•    Choice Hotels - Comfort Inn, Comfort Suites, Quality, Sleep Inn, Clarion, Cambria Suites, MainStay Suites, Suburban, 

Econo Lodge, Rhodeway Inn Everyday. 10% discount with Mature Travelers rate. Ages 50+. 20-30% discount with ad-

vanced reservations (Sixty Plus Rate). Ages 60+. 

•    Denny's - AARP members get a 20% discount off the total check amount from 4pm-10pm. Coffee is $1 a cup round the 

clock for members and guests. 

•    Goody’s - Every Wednesday. 15% discount with some exclusions. Ages 55+. 

•    Goodwill - 10% discount one day a week for ages 55+. Specifics may vary by location. 

•    Greyhound - 5% discount on unrestricted passenger fares. Ages 62+. 

•    Hardee’s - Everyday. 33-cent drinks. Ages 65+. 

•    Hyatt - Save up to 50% at participating hotels. Ages 62+. 

•    IHOP - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 55+. 

•    Jiffy Lube - Many locations offer a discount for ages 55+. 

•    Kmart - Gold K presciption discount program. Up to 20% discount on prescription medication. Ages 50+.  

•    Kohl’s - Every Wednesday. 15% discount. Ages 62+. (Day may vary by store) 

•    Kroger - Day varies by location. 10% off total order. Ages 60+. 

•    Long John Silvers - Discount for ages 55+ at participating locations. 

•    Marriott Hotels - A discount of at least 15% for ages 62+. Good seven days a week. 

•    McDonald's - Everyday. Discounted senior coffee. 

•    Motel 6 - 10% discount at over 900 locations. Ages 60+ 

•    Mrs. Fields - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 60+. 

•    National Car Rental - Everyday. Call 1-800-CAR-RENT for details. Ages 50+. 

•    National Parks - Free entrance to national parks with purchase of $10 America the Beautiful Senior Pass. 

•    Regal Cinema - A discounted senior movie ticket for ages 60+. 

•    Rite Aid - Join the free Living More Loyalty program, and save 10% off most purchases Tuesdays, plus 10% off cash pre-

scriptions and Rite Aid brand products everyday. Bonus: Get 20% off purchases the first Tuesday of the month. 

•    Ross - 10% off on Tuesdays for ages 55+ at participating locations. 

•    Shoney’s - Everyday. 10% discount. Ages 60+. 

•    Salvation Army Thrift Stores - Most locations provide discounts from 15% to 50% off. Discounts may only be available 

on certain days of the week with Wednesdays being the most popular discount day. Ages 55+ 

•    Sizzler - Typically offers a specially priced menu for seniors; other locations may provide discounts of up to 15% off the 

regularly priced menu. Ages 60+ 

•    SuperCuts - $2 off hair cut. Ages 60+. 

•    Taco Bell - Free drinks for seniors at participating locations.  

•    TCBY - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 55+. 

•    Wendy's - A 10% discount at participating locations. Ages 55+. 

If you don’t mind telling people that you qualify for senior discounts, www.seniordiscounts.com  

can be a good resource for saving on thousands of products and services including airlines, car rentals, travel, sports, rec-

reation, shopping, restaurants, national parks, medical services, pharmacies, museums, and much more. The Web site also 

offers a free weekly newsletter that focuses exclusively on senior discounts. When you log onto the Web site, search by your 

zip code or city & state, and the category you’re interested in. You will see a list that includes names and addresses, the 

amount of the senior discount, and the minimum age requirement. It doesn’t promise the best deals available, but the site is 

a good place to start. When you contact any company, don’t hesitate to ask about special offers, closeouts, or additional sen-

ior discounts that may be available.  



We rarely get a chance to see another country's editorial 

about the USA Read this excerpt from a Romanian Newspa-

per...  The article was written by Mr. Cornel Nistorescu and 

published under the title 'C'ntarea Americii, meaning  

'Ode To America ' in the Romanian newspaper Evenimen-

tulzilei 'The Daily Event' or 'News of the Day'. 

 

                    ~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 astonish-

ing 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 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 na-

tional 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.  

 Cornel Nistorescu  

This deserves to be passed around the Internet forever. It took a person on the outside - looking in - to 

see what we take for granted!  (Story checked and verified as true) 

It all began with an iPhone... March was when my son celebrated his 15th birthday,  

and I got him an iPhone. He just loved it.  Who wouldn't? I celebrated my birthday in  

July, and my wife made me very happy when she bought me an iPad. 

My daughter's birthday was in August so I got her an iPod Touch.  

My wife celebrated her birthday in September so I got her an iRon.  

It was around then that the fight started... What my wife failed to  

recognize is that the iRon can be integrated into the home network  

with the iWash, iCook and iClean. This inevitably activates the iNag  

reminder service. I should be out of the hospital next week!! 
 



Not Sub related, but Navy. From an Air Force retiree friend. Here is a story that you 

will all enjoy. A lot of "Navy talk" but you will understand of it.  Who said the Navy 

never has any fun!! This story should make each of us old single cockpit pilots 

"WONDER",  "What would I have done?"  For me; I have always hoped and tried to 

keep the number of landings equal to T. Os.  But I wonder! Sometimes you earn your 

entire yearly salary in a few minutes…….. 

                    A hectic night at the office with a Hornet 
          Editor's note: Here is the story as told from the pilot's perspective in an e-mail to 

his  buddies ashore. It is a jaw-dropper. Hornet Night Barricade (Pilot's Version) 

Greetings Slacker Landlubbers, 

Hey, I felt the need to share with you all the exciting night I had on the 23rd. It has nothing to do with me wanting to talk 

about me. It has everything to do with sharing what will no doubt become a better story as the years go by.   So, there I 

was... Manned up a hot seat for the 2030 launch about 500 miles north of Hawaii (insert visions of many Mai-Tais here). 

Spotted just forward of the NAV pole and eventually taxied off toward the island where I do a 180 and get spotted to be the 

first one off cat I (insert foreboding music here). There's another Hornet from our sister squadron parked ass over the track 

about a quarter of the way down the cat. Eventually he gets a move on and they lower my launch bar and start the launch 

cycle. All systems are go on the run up and after waiting the requisite 5 seconds or so to make sure my flight controls are 

good to go (there's a lot to be said for good old cables and pulleys), I turn on my lights.  

          As is my habit, I shift my eyes to the catwalk and watch the deck edge dude, and as he starts his routine of looking left 

then right, I put my head back.. As the cat fires, I stage the blowers and am along for the ride. Just prior to the end of the 

stroke there's a huge flash and a simultaneous boom! and my world is in turmoil. My little pink body is doing 145 knots or 

so and is 100 feet above the Black Pacific. And there it stays - except for the airspeed, which decreases to 140 knots. The 

throttles aren't going any farther forward despite my Schwarzzenegerian efforts to make them do so. From out of the ether I 

hear a voice say one word: "Jettison." Roger that! A nanosecond later, my two drops and single MER - about 4500 pounds in 

all - are Black Pacific bound. The airplane leapt up a bit, but not enough. 

          I'm now about a mile in front of the boat at 160 feet and fluctuating from 135 to 140 knots. The next command out of 

the ether is another one-worder: "Eject!" I'm still flying so I respond, "Not yet, I've still got it. Finally, at 4 miles, I take a peek 

at my engine instruments and notice my left engine doesn't match the right (funny how quick glimpses at instruments get 

burned into your brain). The left rpm is at 48% even though I'm still doing the Ah-Nold thing. I bring it back to mil. About 

now I get another "Eject!" call.  "Nope, still flying." Deputy Cag was watching and the further I got from the boat, the lower I 

looked. About 5 miles, I asked tower to please get the helo headed my way as I truly thought I was going to be shelling out. 

At this point I thought it would probably be a good idea to start dumping some gas. As my hand reached down for the 

dump switch I actually remembered that we have a NATOPS prohibition regarding dumping while in burner. After a sec-

ond or two I decided, "hell with that" and turned them on. I was later told I had a 60 foot roman candle going. 

 At 7 miles I eventually started a (very slight) climb. A little breathing room. CATCC chimes in with a downwind heading 

and I'm like: "Ooh. Good idea," and throw down my hook. Eventually I get headed downwind at 900 feet and ask for a rep. 

While waiting I shut down the left engine. In short order I hear "Fuzz's" voice. I tell him the following: 

         "OK Fuzz, my gear's up, my left motor's off and I'm only able to stay level with min blower. Every time I pull it to mil I 

start about a hundred feet per minute down." I continue trucking downwind trying to stay level and keep dumping. I think 

I must have been in blower for about fifteen minutes. At ten miles or so I'm down to 5000 pounds of gas and start a turn  

back toward the ship. Don't intend to land, but don't want to get too far away, either. Of course, as soon I as I start in an 

angle of bank, I start dropping like a stone so I end up doing a 5 mile circle around the ship. Meanwhile, Fuzz is reading me 

the single engine rate-of-climb numbers from the PCL based on temperature, etc. It doesn't take us long to figure out that 

things aren't adding up. So why the hell do I need blower to stay level!? 

           By this time I'm talking to Fuzz (CATCC) , Deputy (turning on the flight deck) and CAG who's on the bridge with the 

Captain. We decide that the thing to do is climb to three thousand feet and dirty up. I get headed downwind, go full burner 

on my remaining motor and eventually make it to 2000 feet before leveling out below a scattered layer of puffies. There's a 

half a moon above which was really, really cool. Start a turn back toward the ship, and when I get pointed in the right direc-

tion, I throw the gear down and pull the throttle out of AB. 

           Remember that flash/boom! that started this little tale? Repeat it here. Holy shit! I jam it back into AB and after three 

or four huge compressor stalls and accompanying decel the right motor comes back. This next part is great. You know those 

stories about guys who dead stick crippled airplanes away from orphanages and puppy stores and stuff and get all this 

great media attention? Well, at this point I'm looking at the picket ship at my left 11 at about two miles and I say on depar-

ture freq to no one in particular,             (continued next page ) 



"You need to have the picket ship hang a left right now. I think I'm gonna be outta here in a second."  

I said it very calmly but with meaning. The LSO's said that the picket immediately started pitching out of the fight. Ha! I 

scored major points with the heavies afterwards for this. Anyway, it's funny how your mind works in these situations. 

OK, so I'm dirty and I get it back level and pass a couple miles up the starboard side of the ship. I'm still in min blower and 

my fuel state is now about 2500 pounds. Hmmm. I hadn't really thought about running out of gas. I muster up the nads to 

pull it out of blower again and sure enough...flash, BOOM! YGTBSM! I leave it in mil and it seems to settle out. Eventually 

discover that even the tiniest throttle movements cause the flash/boom thing to happen so I'm trying to be as smooth as I 

can. I'm downwind a couple miles when CAG comes up and says "Oyster, we're going to rig the barricade." 

           Remember, CAG's up on the bridge watching me fly around doing blower donuts in the sky and he's thinking I'm 

gonna run outta JP-5 too. By now I've told everyone who's listening that there a better than average chance that I'm going to 

be ejecting - the helo bubbas, god bless 'em, have been following me around this entire time. I continue downwind and 

again, sounding more calm than I probably was, call paddles. "Paddles, you up?"  

           "Go ahead" replies "Max," one of our CAG LSO's.  "Max, I probably know most of it but you wanna shoot me the bar-

ricade brief?" (Insert long pause here). After the fact, Max told me they went from expecting me to eject to me asking for the 

barricade brief in about a minute and he was hyperventilating. He was awesome on the radio though, just the kind of voice  

you'd want to hear in this situation. He gives me the brief and at nine miles I say, "If I turn now, will it be up when I get 

there? I don't want to have to go around again." "It's going up now Oyster, go ahead and turn."  

"Turning in, say final bearing.""zero-six-three" replies the voice in CATCC. (Another number I remember - go figure).  OK, 

we're on a four degree glideslope and I'm at 800 feet or so. I intercept glideslope at about a mile and three quarters and pull 

power. Flash/boom! Add power out of fear. Going high. Pull power. Flash/boom! Add power out of fear. Going higher. 

(Flashback to LSO school. All right class, today's lecture will be on the single engine barricade approach. Remember, the 

one place you really, REALLY don't want to be is high.  

             Are there any questions?) The PLAT video is most excellent as each series of flash/booms shows up nicely along 

with the appropriate reflections on the water. "Flats," our other CAG paddles is backing up and as I start to set up a higher 

than desired sink rate he hits the "Eat At Joe's" lights. Very timely too. [note: wave-off lights - a guts-ball decision] I stroke 

AB and cross the flight deck with my right hand on the stick and my left thinking about the little yellow and black handle 

between my legs. No worries. I cleared that sucker by at least ten feet. By the way my state at the ball call was 1.1. As I 

slowly climb out I say, again to no one in particular, "I can do this." Max and Flats heard this and told me later it made them 

feel much better about my state of mind. I'm in blower still and CAG says, "Turn downwind." Again, good idea. After I get 

turned around he says, "Oyster, this is gonna be your last look, so turn in again as soon as you're comfortable." I lose about 

200 feet in the turn and like a total dumbshit I look out as I get on centerline and that night thing about feeling high gets  

me and I descend further to 400 feet. I got kinda pissed at myself then as I realized I would now be intercepting the four 

degree glideslope in the middle. 

            No shit fellas, flash/boom every several seconds all the way down. Last look at my gas was 600-and-some pounds at 

a mile and a half. "Where am I on the glideslope Max?" I ask ask and hear a calm, "Roger Ball." I know I'm low because the 

ILS is waaay up there and I call "Clara." Can't remember what the response was but by now the ball's shooting up from the 

depths. I start flying it and before I get a chance to spot the deck. I hear "Cut, cut, cut!" I'm really glad I was a paddles for so 

long because my mind said to me, "Do what he says Oyster," and I pulled it back to idle. The reason I mention this is that I 

felt like I was a LONG F$#@! WAYS OUT THERE - if you know what I mean (my hook hit 11 Oyster paces from the  

ramp, as I discovered during FOD walkdown today). 

             The rest is pretty tame. I hit the deck, skipped the one, the two, and snagged the three and rolled into  the barricade 

about a foot right of centerline. Once stopped my vocal chords involuntarily yelled "Victory!" on button 2 (the 14 guys who 

were listening in marshal said it was pretty cool. After the fact I wish I had done the Austin Powers' "Yeah Baby!" thing.) 

The lights came up and off to my right there must have been a ga-zillion cranials. Paddles said that with my shutdown you 

could hear a huge cheer across the flight deck. 

              I open the canopy and start putting my shit in my helmet bag and the first guy I see is our Flight Deck Chief, huge 

guy named Chief Richards and he gives me the coolest look and then two thumbs up. I will remember it forever. Especially 

since I'm the Maintenance Officer. I climb down and people are gathering around patting me on the back when one of the 

boat's crusty yellow-shirt chiefs interrupts and says, "Gentlemen, great job but fourteen of your good buddies are still up 

there and we need to get them aboard." Again, priceless. 

            So there you have it fellas. Here I sit with my little pink body in a ready room chair on the same tub I did my first 

cruise in 10 years and 7 months ago. And I thought it was exciting back then. 

 

( continued next page) 



P.S. You're probably wondering what made my motors shit themselves and I almost forgot to tell you. Remember the scene 

with the foreboding music? When they taxied that last Hornet - the one that was ass over the cat track - they forgot to re-

move a section or two of the cat seal (see below). The board's not finished yet, but it's a done deal. As the shuttle came back 

it removed the cat seal which went down both motors during the stroke. During the waveoff, one of the LSO's saw "about 

thirty feet" of black rubber hanging off the left side of the airplane. The whole left side, including inside the intake is basi-

cally black where the rubber was beating on it in the breeze. The right motor, the one that kept running, has 340 major hits 

to all stages. The compressor section is trashed and best of all, it had two pieces of the cat seal -one about 2 feet and the 

other about 4 feet long, sticking out of the first stage and into the intake. God Bless General Electric! 

 P.P.S. By the way, the data showed that I was fat - had 380 pounds of gas when I shut down. Again,  

remember this number as in ten years it will surely be claiming, FUMES MAN, FUMES I TELL YOU! 

 Oyster out...  

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 NOTES: 380 lbs = 50 gals, which is a drop in the bucket for an engine in and out of burner.   

Some day, I hope to buy this man a drink. The ‚cat seal‛ is a rubber seal that is placed in the catapult track to keep debris 

out of the catapult when it is not being used.  At night it is, of course, hard to see on a blacked out flight deck.  However, 

someone failed to do their job when it was not removed prior to launching aircraft.  There is approximately 200 feet of rub-

ber cat seal used to seal the opening in each of the carrier’s  four catapults.  LGC 

 MER = Multiple Ejector Rack 

 NATOPS = Naval Aviation Training and Operations Standardization  =  Dash 1 

 CATCC = Carrier Air Traffic Control Center 

 LSO = Landing Signal Officer – very experienced pilots who monitor all approaches and landing on  

a carrier and have the authorized to hit the ‚wave-off‛ lights if the situation warrants – sort of a  

seaborne Runway Duty Officer 

 CAG = Commander, Air Group – the Carrier Air Wing Commander 

Need a laugh ? 
 

LIFE AFTER DEATH …  

"DO YOU BELIEVE IN LIFE AFTER DEATH?" THE BOSS ASKED ONE OF HIS EMPLOYEES.  "YES, SIR," THE NEW  

EMPLOYEE REPLIED. "WELL, THEN, THAT MAKES EVERYTHING JUST FINE," THE BOSS WENT ON. "AFTER YOU 

LEFT EARLY YESTERDAY TO GO TO YOUR GRANDMOTHER'S FUNERAL, SHE STOPPED IN TO SEE YOU!"  

 

CHILDREN'S SERMON    

ONE EASTER SUNDAY MORNING AS THE MINISTER WAS PREACHING THE CHILDREN'S SERMON, HE REACHED 

INTO HIS BAG OF PROPS AND PULLED OUT AN EGG. HE POINTED AT THE EGG AND ASKED THE CHILDREN, 

"WHAT'S IN HERE?" "I KNOW!" A LITTLE BOY EXCLAIMED. "PANTYHOSE !! "  

 

SUPPORT A FAMILY    

THE PROSPECTIVE FATHER-IN-LAW ASKED, "YOUNG MAN, CAN YOU SUPPORT A FAMILY?"  

THE SURPRISED GROOM-TO-BE REPLIED, "WELL, NO. I WAS JUST PLANNING TO SUPPORT  

YOUR DAUGHTER. THE REST OF YOU WILL HAVE TO FEND FOR YOURSELVES."    

 

PRAYERS :  

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER ASKED, "NOW, JOHNNY, TELL ME, DO YOU SAY PRAYERS  

BEFORE EATING?" "NO SIR," HE REPLIED, "WE DON'T HAVE TO, MY MOM IS A GOOD COOK!"  

 

CLIMB THE WALLS    

"OH, I SURE AM HAPPY TO SEE YOU," THE LITTLE BOY SAID TO HIS GRANDMOTHER ON  

HIS MOTHER'S SIDE. "NOW MAYBE DADDY WILL DO THE TRICK HE HAS BEEN PROMISING US."  

THE GRANDMOTHER WAS CURIOUS. "WHAT TRICK IS THAT?" SHE ASKED.  

"I HEARD HIM TELL MOMMY THAT HE WOULD CLIMB THE WALLS IF YOU CAME TO VISIT,"  

THE LITTLE BOY ANSWERED.    

 


