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IF you haven’t paid your dues, you are now DINK. Please mail to; 

Tom Samuelsen 

69 Ranch Trail 

Fairfield, PA 17320 
 

Do  you  want  a  painting  of  your  Boat?  Go  to  WWW.SUBMARINEART.COM  and  order  a  

picture  today.  Great  for  an  off ice,”I   love  me  wall”,  or  as  a  gift  for  a  Submarine   lover  anywhere!  

“Life   is  simple,  you’re  either  qualified  or  you’re  not”  

November  2012  Issue  

(Semper Gumby) 
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3 Nov 2012 
BASE COMMANDER – TOM DENTON/ 8629 Discovery Blvd., Walkersville MD 21793 
Ph 301-845-0049 Email address: gcmfish@verizon.net 
 

BASE VICE COMMANDER – THOM PESCHKE/ 2 Donovan Court, Brunswick, MD 21758-9029                 
Ph - 301-712-5095 E-Mail address: tgpeschke@gmail.com 
 
BASE SECRETARY –DANA BOSTWICK/ 906 Thompson Street, Martinsburg, WVA  25401                         
Ph – 240-389-7621  E-Mail address: dtbost@AOL.com 
 

BASE TREASURER – TOM SAMUELSEN/69 Ranch Trail, Fairfield PA 17320 Ph 717-642-9445 
E-mail address:  grainary@yahoo.com.  
 

BASE CHAPLAIN - ROBERT PATRICK/50 E. Fifth St. Waynesboro, PA 17268  
Ph (717) 762-2015. E-mail address: bobpatrick60@comcast.net.  
 

COB (B) – DOUG SMITH/419 Shannon Ct. Frederick, MD 21701-6838  
Ph (301) 788-6434. E-Mail address: dsmith@ussvi-tri-statebase.org. 
 

COB (G) – RAY BUSSARD/6825 Roy Shafer Rd, Middletown MD 21769-6820 Ph 301-371-5036 
E-mail address: Rmbussard@aol.com 
 

WAYS and MEANS/STOREKEEPER - DON BOOS/116 Glade Blvd. Walkersville, MD 21793  
Ph (301) 898-5399. E-mail address: ddboos@prodigy.net. 
 

BASE HISTORIAN / WEB MASTER – DOUG SMITH/419 Shannon Ct. Frederick, MD 21701-6838  
Ph (301) 788-6434. E-Mail address: dsmith@pdr-inc.com. 
  

TRI-STATE BASE MEMBERS THAT HOLD NATIONAL OFFICE 
 

       TOM DENTON   NATIONAL ARTIST 
 
 

UNITED STATES SUBMARINE VETERANS, INC. 
 

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. 
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IN THIS ISSUE OF THE TRI‐STATE BASE DECK LOG:  

03 Nov 2012 Business Meeting at Pikes in Gettysburg 

TRI-STATE BASE 
Next Meeting Christmas Party, December 15th at the Amvets in Middletown. 

A total of 34  personnel were on hand for the Nov 2012 meeting, those in attendance were:  
Thom Peschke, Robert Lenherr Jr, Genn & Sandy Sherrard, Dan Glogg, Dana Bostwick, Les Gallipo, Doug 
Smith, Harold Wentz, Tom & Carol Ann Samuelsen, Bob & Sharon Lampron, John & Nina Price, Mike 
Naughton, Pat Poist, Pat & Jim Wilhelm, Don Boos, Ron Anstey, Ray M Bussard, Dave & Maureen Harvey, 
Buzz & Karen Bussard, Fred & Bonnie Keller, Dan Hulings, John Traxler, John & Anne Lehman, Joe Hargadon, 
Tom Denton 
 

The SUBMARINE MEMORIAL DAYS: The following submarines suffered loss of life in a shipboard disaster, either 

at the hands of an enemy or by some other means.  To honor those lost shipmates, who have departed and are 

still on their LAST PATROL, mark your calendar and fly your flag on the day of the disaster.  Also remember them 

and their families in your prayers.  THIS IS THE PURPOSE OF THE UNITED STATES SUBMARINE VETERANS. 

Stand in Chaplain Don Boos read the November and December lists;  
 
NOVEMBER 
07 1944   USS ALBACORE (SS218)   86 
08 1944   USS GROWLER (SS215)    84 
16 1944   USS SCAMP (SS277)    83 
16 1943   USS CORVINA (SS226)    82 
19 1943   USS SCULPIN (SS191)    40 
 
DECEMBER 
01 1943   USS CAPELIN (SS-289)    76 
25 1941   USS SEALION (SS-195)    Scuttled 
17 1917   USS F-1/CARP (SS-20)    19 
17 1927   USS S-4 (SS-109)     34 
 
Tri-State Base members who have departed on Eternal Patrol were then remembered. 
BILL HOOD TOM BLOCK LOU GRAVES GORDON YETTER 
CALVIN WALTON JOHN HUSTON LEONARD SINGEL ROBERT FORREST 
GLENN HILL KARL WELTY DAVE GLOTFELTY BILL COLLINS 
TONY CHIMENTI HAROLD OLIVE DICK SPRINCE JOHN LUSHER 
LEW HANSEN GLEN BEARINGER DON HORST HAL GOODNOW 
B.J. CALVERT 
JACK PRISLEY 

CHRIS KOUNAS 
RUSS  SWART 

RICHARD E. SAUNDERS 
BULL  DURHAM 

THORNTON “PAT” WHITE 
JIM FERRELL 

BOB BRITSCH 
JOE HINSON 

BOB ATKINSON 
TED LEHNHART 

HENRY CRANFORD JOHN POFFENBERGER 

 
Rest your oars shipmates, Rest your oars… 
 



 

                               
 

 
 
Birthdays for the month of November and December: 
 

NOVEMBER: 
Ray Bussard, Dottie Graves, Paula Hines, William Hines, Lynda Kuhar, Thomas Peschke, Gary Shirk, John Shirk, Toni 
Swart 
 
DECEMBER: 
Jean Brigham, Bill Buckley, Mary Buckley, Jean Butcher,  Jerald Cook, George Hinda, Dawn Hinson, Linda Kilmer, Lisa 
Martin, Barbara McCabe, Linda McGuire, Michael McMahon, Vickie McMahon, Mary Patrick, Roberta Poist, Wayne 
Schweitzer,  Michael Spittell, Allan Windle, Harold Yingling 
 

Newest Shipmates  
 

No new members this month. The only way for Tri State Base to grow is if you invite new members. If you see a 
set of dolphins on a car, please follow up. 
 

Reports: 

Secretary  
    Secretary, Thom Peschke; the minutes from the last official meeting were included in the October Deck Log.  

The report was approved. 

This will be my last Deck Log, I wish my successor well and wish him the best in taking the Deck Log to New 

Heights. I would love to see out little paper win the BEST PAPER award. I want to thank all of you for your 

patience and suggestions, but most of all I want to honor and thank Jon Fader, for without his help and efforts 

quietly behind the scenes I would have never been able to put out a paper at all. He was my guidance and 

inspiration. Thanks again Jon. 

Treasurer  
Treasurer Tom Samuelsen, presented the October 2012 and annual Treasurer’s Report (The sermon on the 

amount).  The report was approved. 

Tom also reported that dues are now due. If you are reading this and haven’t paid, you are DINK. So PLEASE pay 

your dues. 

Ways and Means 
Storekeeper Don Boos was present, so the store was open. 

Kaps for Kids 
The program needs some Kaps to show when we visit the Hospital. Tom Samuelsen will order a few caps and Doo‐rags. 

 
 



 

                               
 

Membership Tri-State Base Membership as of October 2012 

Benevolence 
 
No Benevolence report as Bob Patrick was out 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Type Number 

WWII 11 
Holland Club 19 
New Holland Club 5 
Life Members 21 

Regular Members 31 

Tri-State Members 87 
Duel Members 6 

Associate Members 5 

    
Total Membership 97 

Correspondence items: 
 
No Correspondence this month 
 

Good of the Order 
PLEASE, if you change your mailing address, let the Secretary and Treasurer know your new data. Postage is 

expensive and seeing a Deck Log come back with a .65 stamp on it is a little disheartening. Plus, when we have a 

call that you are in the hospital and call a number to find it is disconnected… Think of it as a corollary of 

Murphy’s Law, if you don’t let us know your new address and phone number, the odds of someone needing to 

reach you or you getting hurt just got very high, so fight Murphy’s law and let us know. 

 

Mike Naughton, Eastern Regional Director North, made an appeal for the Thresher 50th anniversary Memorial. 

1) We are trying to establish a Thresher Memorial at Arlington Cemetery. It used to require a congressional act 

to have a memorial, but now it just requires the executive director of Arlington. If we cannot convince him, we 

will need to apply pressure through SecDef or Congress.  

http://threshermemorial.org/template‐letters.html 

The above address will take you to the letter. 

Mike was gracious enough to offer stamped envelopes as well.  

April 6th next year, the CNO and George W. Bush will attend the memorial ceremony up at the shipyard in 

Kittery Maine. April 7th they will dedicate a 129 foot tall flagpole (one foot for each lost crew member) to the 

Thresher at the traffic circle. 

Mike also spoke about the Bases in NY and New Jersey that were hit hard by Hurricane Sandy. Please, if you are 
so moved, send money to the USSVI Brotherhood Fund. USSVI troubled bases can ask for help through USSVI 
directly. 



 

                               
 

Mike further reminded us that if we have issues with USSVI, ask and either Huey or he will find answers. 
 

WELCOME ABOARD USSVWWII Members  

We haven’t thought about it much, but there were two distinct and separate organizations in the USSV 

community. The USSVWWI and their red headed bastard stepchild the USSVI. With the passing of the 

USSVWWII into history, those members left will not be left out in the cold but are being welcomed into the 

USSVI. So, Welcome board Shipmates; Instead of two groups, we are now one big happy family. Last month we 

had a cake at Next Dimensions, but there were no USSVWWII members in attendance. So we had another little 

celebration here at Pikes with another cake. Welcome Aboard Shipmates…Now we are all one happy 

organization. 

 

Resignation of Vice CDR and special election 
John Karl stepped aside as Vice CDR, a special election was held and I was elected to fill the remainder of John’s term (all 
30 days), at which time, in accordance with the bylaws I will become the new Base Commander. 
 

New Elections  
Dan Hulings was elected to the Vice CDR position succeeding me in January, and Dana Bostwick was elected as Secretary. 
Congratulations gentlemen on your election and willingness to serve. Tom Samuelsen was re‐elected as Treasurer. 
All new members are encouraged to seek office. Next year, at a minimum, the Treasurer will not be seeking re‐election. 
 

Old and New Business 
Storage was discussed. A $40 a month fee could be saved if we could store the base “stuff”. If anyone has storage room and 
could take the material, it would be greatly appreciated. Buzz and Doug volunteered to take inventory. The current Storage 
room is about 6’ by 8’ and is about half full. Please, if you have room, take some of the material and store it. 
 
Due to lack of participants (We were looking for 8 members and only 4 volunteered) our participation in the Brunswick 
Veterans day parade was declined. The lack of a Hay wagon certainly didn’t help.  
 
The Christmas Party, Saturday December the 8th starting at 1300. The Gratuity will be covered by the 50-50 drawing at the 
Party. The Menu will be Fried Chicken, Roast beef and Ham, mashed potatoes, Green beans, both fruit salad and cole slaw 



 

                               
 

will be provided. Ice tea and coffee will be provided. The room was donated, usually it requires a $300 donation. Thank you 
brother AMVETS. Tom Samuelsen will get a barbershop quartet for our entertainment. The Budget is $300 (and meals for 
the singers). 
 
The bylaws will be revisited and revised by committee to bring them in compliance with the national bylaws. Doug Smith 
agreed to chair the committee. The goal is to come up with a revision by the January meeting. The committee will consist of 
Pat Poist, Buzz, Ron Anstey, Les Gallipo, and Thom Peschke. 
 
Dave Harvey donated items from the national convention and they were distributed using the 50-50 tickets. 
 
The Frederick Veterans Day Ceremony was held at 1400 on Sunday November 11thsoo photos below. The FSK Legion hall 
opened  heir Post for a lunch after the ceremony. 
At 6PM November 11th, the AMVETs post in Middletown offered a Turkey Dinner free to Veterans. 
 

Veterans Day in Frederick 
We gathered to pay our respects on a beautiful day. The sun was warm and the friendship and camaraderie was too! Tom 
and I laid the wreath after we got the singer of the National Anthem out of a little pickle. A singers worst nightmare, to 
forget the verses! 
Anyway, a great day and great way to honor all veterans, past and present. 

 

Holland Club 
Next year Holland Club members will be Fred Eichhorn and Jim LaVangie. 
 

 
EAGLE SCOUT program 
No new Issues 



 

                               
 

Qual boat of the Month  
Mike Naughton’s Qual Boat 

USS Baya (SS/AGSS-318), a Balao-class submarine, was a ship of the United States Navy named for the baya, a 
serranoid food-fish. 
Baya was launched on 2 January 1944 by Electric Boat Co., Groton, Conn.; sponsored by Mrs. C. C. Kirkpatrick, 
wife of Lieutenant Commander Kirkpatrick; and commissioned on 20 May 1944, Commander A. H. Holtz in 
command. 
World War II 
Baya arrived at Pearl Harbor in August 1944. During 23 August 1944 – 25 July 1945 she completed five war 
patrols in the South China Sea, Gulf of Siam, Java Sea, and Philippine Sea. Baya sank four Japanese vessels 
totaling 8855 tons and an 8407-ton passenger-cargo ship in conjunction with Hawkbill (SS-366). 

Baya departed Subic Bay, Philippine Islands, in September 1945 and arrived at San Francisco on 24 September. 
Shortly thereafter she began inactivation and on 14 May 1946 went out of commission in reserve at Mare Island 

Naval Shipyard. 

Research Submarine 
USS Baya shown during its Naval Electronics Laboratory duties. 

Baya was recommissioned 10 February 1948 and converted to an electronics 
experimental submarine. Reclassified Auxiliary Research Submarine, AGSS-
318, 12 August 1949, Baya has since conducted experiments for the Naval 
Electronics Laboratory San Diego, Calif., participated in local operations near 
San Diego; and has served with the joint American-Canadian Task Force 
gathering scientific data off western Canada in November and December 

1948. During July–September 1949 she made a cruise to the Arctic to gather valuable scientific data in the Bering 
and Chukchi Seas. Between July and October 1955 she was deployed to Pearl Harbor on further experimental 
research. 

During 1958–1959, Baya was completely reworked at Mare Island Naval Shipyard to test LORAD, an 
experimental long-range sonar. The forward torpedo tubes were removed and replaced by a blunt bow with a 
mushroom anchor in the bottom of the hull. A 23-foot (7.0 m) section was added between the former Forward 
Torpedo Room and the Forward Battery compartment, with quarters for twelve scientists. These modifications 
increased her overall length to 330 feet (100 m), and her submerged displacement to approximately 2,600 tons. 
Her maximum speed was reduced to 10.5 knots (19 km/h).[1] 

Baya was decommissioned and struck from the Naval Register, 30 October 1972, and sold for scrapping, 12 
October 1973. 

Baya received four battle stars for her World War II service. 
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SUBVETTES 

 

 

 

 

You ladies kept us going when all seemed hopeless. You have supported us and kept our minds right! If you have any 

thoughts you would like to share, PLEASE send them to me. I will publish all that I receive. 

Kluerben – A German Holiday fruitcake that will grace the breakfast table. Goes well toasted 

and will NOT end up as a Christmas holiday door stop 

Makes 6 small loaves or 2 large loaves 
 
7 ½ cups of flour 
½ cup sugar + 1 tsp 
Pinch of salt 
1 Cup Milk 
1 Cup Water (hot – 120 deg for yeast) 
3 envelopes yeast 
¼ lb butter (unsalted) 
4 eggs – reserve 1 of the 4 for the white only. 
Citrons (one package – candied fruits) 
 
Have everything at room temperature 
 
Heat, not boil, millk, into that cut ¼ lb butter, add sugar and salt – set aside to cool in small pan. 
 
Take 1 cup of water (hot) add 1 tsp sugar and 3 envelopes yeast mix 
 
In another bowl, beat 3 eggs. Get a large bowl. While milk is still warm, put in bowl, add 2 cups of flour, eggs and yeast 
mix, then mix in the rest of the flour. Set aside to proof, allowing to double in size. 
 
In the interim, rinse the fruit in warm water and allow to dry by drainage (if you leave the fruit in a colander, draining, it 
will be fine) 
 
Push down the dough and add in the fruit mixing thoroughly. 
 
Hand form your loaves, place on a greased cookie sheet allow to rise again. I put them in a warm place with a damp towel 
over them. 
 
Brush on egg white just before you put in the oven (this will allow a nice warm brown shiny finish. 
 
Bake at 350 deg F for 30 minutes or until you see a golden brown surface 



 

                               
 

 

HUMOR AND WISDOM – This time ALL wisdom 

The Mess Cook  

 By Dan Gillcrist [ Unpublished Work ]  
  
"Permission to come on the bridge!" the mess cook shouted up through the conning tower hatch. The OOD 
(Officer Of the Deck - the watch conning the submarine) stepped over to look down the hatch and saw the new 
kid on the boat looking up at him. The OOD had already cleared dumping the garbage over the side with the old 
man. It was a moonless night, and they were getting ready to change course and head north anyway. Besides, 
the garbage bags were mesh and weighted, and should leave no trace that they had ever been in this particular 
acre of the Pacific. All things considered, you never wanted to leave a trace of evidence that you had been there. 
Even if the Japs found a bag floating about two days from now, they'd have a hard time figuring where you had 
gone, anyway. It was all extra caution but a good practice beginning at Papa Hotel, the last buoy at Pearl, and 
not ending until they returned in a month or two, hopefully with a broom lashed to the number one periscope.  
"Permission granted," the OOD said as he reached over to help the mess cook struggle with the garbage bags. 
The kid passed up the two he had and then scampered up to turn around and help his mate with the two he had. 
When all four bags were on the bridge, the OOD said, "Move them aft to the cigarette deck before you throw 
them over the side. Hey, and throw them off to port, it's the lee side." The two dragged one bag at a time aft. 
There wasn't enough room to move more than one at a time in the narrow space between the sail and the rail. "I 
know you two know this, but be sure you clear that life line on the main deck and the tank tops if you can. We 
don't want that bag breaking and scattering that shit all over. This stuff has got to sink. Got it?"  
"We'll do it right, sir," said Billy the older of the two…he was 19 years old and on his second war patrol. They did 
it together, one bag at a time. One of those one-two-three- heave things. The OOD had not seen it done quite 
this way before and was pleased with the results - they cleared the tank tops nicely and at 18 knots, the spots 
where the bags hit the water disappeared in an instant.  
"Can we stay up a bit, Mister Cavanaugh?" It was Billy again. The OOD said, "Sure, but stay alert in case we 
have to clear the bridge."  Cavanaugh liked this young sailor Billy Toomy, and he knew what a lousy job mess 
cooking must be. But he knew that it was the bottom of the ladder. "They all started there," he thought to himself. 
It was a right of passage for youngsters who volunteered for sub duty. He couldn't blame them for wanting to be 
"up" on a night like this in the South Pacific. The air was balmy, and the phosphorescence in the bow wave was 
beautiful. The continuous sound of the bow wave added to the whole sense one got on the bridge of a 
submarine in the tropics at night. Cavanaugh thought, "If you could, somehow, can these elements and sell them 
to insomniacs, you'd make a killing."  
Danny Cavanaugh was a good officer. He knew the job of OOD cold and took pride in doing it well to protect 
those in his charge, which, on a sub, was the whole package - 88 men 8 officers and the boat Uncle Sam 
provided.  He got a whiff of cigarette smoke and caught himself before he gave them his little lecture about 
palming the matches and all that stuff. They knew what not to do on a bridge at night in a war. So he let them 
alone back there. After a few minutes, he turned and asked the port lookout if all was well, and then did the 
same with the man in the starboard sheers. He was always concerned that a lookout might fall asleep standing 
there, and said something to them often enough to keep them on their toes. War patrols were, after having 
seven of them behind him, definitely not a walk in the park. Cavanaugh wanted everyone focused on their jobs, 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/161077723972744/doc/211741865572996/


 

                               
 

even the mess cooks.  
After awhile the two mess cooks walked forward to the conning tower hatch and asked permission to go below. 
Cavanaugh nodded and said," Granted." He knew they'd be up at 5 A.M. or so and wanted to get some sleep. 
He was comfortable with the idea of going to sea on a war patrol where there was considerable risk with 
seasoned men like chiefs and the petty officers. They had been around, knew what it was all about and were 
grown up men for the most part. But to see kids like these two leave the safety and comfort of Pearl for a war 
patrol somehow mystified him. Basically, they peeled potatoes and did the dishes, and looked too damn young 
and innocent to be out here! He couldn't quite get comfortable with it all.  
Cavanaugh was standing the 8-to-12 watch and looked forward to getting a little sleep himself. In 15 minutes his 
relief would be up to take over at 2345.  
The waterproof 1MC speaker on the bridge came to life with, "Bridge, radar, contact bearing 193 degrees - 
range 14 miles. It’s pretty faint, but I'm pretty sure about it."  
"Very well radar, notify the captain right away, and keep me informed." He turned to the port lookout and said, 
"Keep a sharp eye out for a contact off the port bow."  
"Permission to come up!" It was his relief, a lieutenant Academy class of '44 named Pete Vaccaris whom he 
knew from the baseball team. He was a class behind Cavanaugh.  
"Granted."  Vacarris came up the ladder and put his cup of coffee on the little chart table they had welded there 
in the shipyard. On the way up to relieve Cavanaugh he had stopped in the conning tower to check the charts 
and the boat's position. The OOD informed his relief of the course, speed and the other conditions of the boat 
which he should be aware of, like the stage of the battery charge which was going on. When he had completed 
the change of the watch, Vaccaris said, "I relieve you. Have a good sleep, Danny."  
Lt. Daniel Cavanaugh was the gunnery officer which on a fleet boat meant his primary responsibility concerned 
the torpedoes. He went below and walked forward to wake up the lead torpedoman to inform him of the contact 
so he would have his ducks in a row in the likely event they made a run at dawn. In forward battery he looked in 
on the captain who was putting on his shoes. "Let's have some coffee and talk about this contact Danny."  
It was first light and they had been on the bridge since 2A.M. The captain, Cavanaugh, the exec and the OOD. 
The contact was hull-up on the horizon, and it looked like a tanker, certainly Japanese. It was on a course 
straight for the sub. The captain said to the OOD, "Pete, lets dive the boat, and when you get leveled out at 
periscope depth, go to battle stations torpedo."  
The OOD waited for the other officers to go below before he shouted to the two lookouts, "CLEAR THE 
BRIDGE, CLEAR THE BRIDGE!"  Then he hit the klaxon twice and announced over the 1MC, "DIVE, DIVE!" It 
occurred to him that it was always exhilarating to hear the loud rush of air as the main ballast tank vents opened 
just before dropping down the hatch, after his lookouts. He pulled the lanyard behind him while the helmsman 
climbed the short ladder to dog down the hatch seconds before it was covered by the sea.  
The OOD, now the diving officer, dropped into the control room to hear the Chief of the Watch shout, "GREEN 
BOARD - PRESSURE IN THE BOAT, sir."  
"Very well." The boat was heavier than usual so the dive was quick. The captain's policy on war patrols was to 
"ride the vents" which meant the ballast tanks were partially flooded. As he went through the whole diving 
procedure the captain climbed the ladder into the conning tower to make his approach to the target. This was 
easier than usual since the target was still coming straight for them. While he was on the periscope, the XO 
(Executive Officer - second in command) took bearings and read out ranges from the back side of the periscope, 
Lt. Cavanaugh cranked them into the Torpedo Data Computer, (TDC). In 15 minutes they were ready to shoot.  
"Torpedo room, Conn, flood tubes No.1, No.2, and No.3." All his orders were repeated. He turned to Cavanaugh 



 

                               
 

and told him there would be a spread of three Mk 14s. "Open outer doors on tubes 1, 2 and 3." Everyone 
thought they were due for another little Jap flag on the side of the bridge.  
The captain raised the periscope once more, nodded at Cavanaugh and said, "Final bearing and shoot". The 
sailor on the sound powered phones in the cramped conning tower was repeating all the commands to the 
forward torpedo room. "Bearing - mark." The man on the TDC replied, "Set". The captain said, "SHOOT" and the 
sailor on the phones pushed the buttons on the panel near him for tubes #1, #2, #3.   Cavanaugh hit his stop 
watch as the captain raised No.2 periscope to watch the strikes. Shortly, he saw the eruption at the bow of the 
target, but only one. The other two fish appeared to have straddled the tanker, passing to port and starboard. 
The sound of the blast then hit the boat and everyone cheered except the captain who at that instant saw 
through the billowing smoke falling away to the tanker's port side, the bow of a Japanese destroyer. From the 
looks of the smoke the destroyer was making and the bow wave the sub captain estimated it was approaching at 
flank speed.  
The captain shouted down the control room hatch, "Take her down to 100 feet! Right 15 degrees rudder, all 
ahead full and rig for depth charges! We've got a destroyer, gentlemen. It must have been exactly behind the 
tanker." The destroyer had seen the two wakes pass down its sides and decided to backtrack the torpedo wakes 
to the sub. The destroyer captain decided that the sub was not likely to just sit there, and set a course to depth 
charge to the left of the torpedo tracks.  
He thought of playing goalie on his college's soccer club during a penalty kick. He always had to choose to cover 
one side of the net or the other - sometimes he got lucky. The sub captain, regrettably decided on heading 
toward the left side of the track.  
The destroyer made a classic depth charge run, mortaring depth charges off both port and starboard and 
dropping them off the fantail. While the depth charges fired to starboard and those rolled off the fan tail were well 
behind the sub, those fired to port were on the money. The fourth depth charge appeared to the Japanese 
destroyer captain to have been a dud, and he pounded the chart table in anger. In fact, the reason it didn't 
explode was that it had dropped directly onto the sub's cigarette deck and was trapped there by the railings.  
Depth charges are exploded by hydrostatic switches. A setting is made aboard ship so that the depth charge 
goes off at a certain depth. The switch measures water pressure as the charge sinks exploding it at the pre-
determined depth. The Japs had set this one for 150 feet and the sub was then only at 100 feet.  
With depth charges going off all around, the captain again shouted down the hatch, "Take her to 200 feet!" As 
they passed 150 feet, the depth charge trapped on the cigarette deck exploded, killing everyone in the conning 
tower. The captain, the XO, Cavanaugh and the sailor on the phones. The explosion crushed the main induction 
and flooded the forward engine room whose flapper valve had been jarred open. Lt. Vaccaris quickly shut the 
badly damaged hatch to the conning tower but not before several tons of sea water dropped into the room. He 
only managed to slow the flooding through the hatch. The control room, beneath the explosion, began to flood 
quickly. The diving officer, bleeding badly from the head, ordered the safety tank and bow buoyancy blown, not 
even aware yet that the forward engine room was completely flooded. The bow planesman had an up-angle on 
his planes. They did everything to reverse the downward motion of the boat.  
The Chief of the Boat, holding on to the gyro table, quickly realized it was hopeless with the conning tower and 
forward engine room flooded and his control room with water up to their waists and rising fast. In spite of his 
overwhelming fear, he noticed how cold the water was. The diving party, Vaccaris, the chief of the boat, the 
electrician, manifold operator, helmsman and the two on the planes, just looked at one another. The planesmen 
seemed to be frozen to their wheels. The sailor on the bow planes began, "Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is 
with Thee. Blessed art thou among women…" The salty old Chief of the Boat said, "You’re all good men, and I'm 



 

                               
 

proud to serve with you." They started to tread water as their heads began hitting the overhead. In the few short 
minutes they had been breathing the remaining air, compressed by the incoming sea water, they had become 
intoxicated with nitrogen narcosis. It was a godsend. Each took a deep breath, his last. There was no place to 
go, no salvation. In the dim light of a battle lantern, each finally exhaled and stopped thinking of home. Only the 
open, terrified eyes of dead men in the control room could have seen the ships main depth gauge pass 412 feet, 
its official "test depth."  
The young mess cooks battle station was in the forward torpedo room. The boat now had an up angle of 20 
degrees due to the flooding aft and he was unspeakably terrified, but said nothing. Those in the room had lost 
contact with the rest of the boat, the lighting was very dim, supplied only by battle lanterns, one over the tubes 
and another on the after bulkhead. No one screamed, there was no flooding and they each expected and had 
faith that the now dead diving party aft in the control room would somehow turn the situation around. They 
waited in silence holding on to whatever they could to keep from sliding aft. The old first class torpedoman 
noticed the depth gauge between to the tubes pass 600 feet. He knew it was hopeless and chose not to say 
anything to the others.  
The Sonarman was wedged in his little "shack" directly across from the head when it happened. The sea water 
flushing valve in the head blew across the room with such violence and noise that everyone in the room looked 
as the two-pound valve went deep into his belly, pinning him against the pressure hull. The other Sonarman 
leaned over to look at the source of the sound and was struck, full in the face with a stream of sea  water with a 
force no one had ever seen before. Both of his eyeballs were blown out and the extremely high pressure stream 
broke the bone behind where the right eye had been, and liquefied his brain.  
Some still had hope, in spite of the Sonarman, until there was an enormous explosion knocking them all to the 
deck to slide forward down around the tubes as the boat pitched from 20 degrees up angle to 45 degrees down 
in a matter of seconds. The bulkhead between the flooded control room and the forward battery had failed 
profoundly, causing the boat to assume a vertical attitude and speeding up its decent. The mess cook was 
wedged between the tubes as all the bunks crashed forward, crushing two men. He fought to pull himself up and 
aft and grabbed on to the starboard mine table for support. The port mine table was the support for the first-class 
torpedoman - an old salt who had always been nice to the mess cook. As he smiled at the kid, the mess cook 
heard what sounded like a 20mm firing and saw that the torpedoman had only half a head. The brass sight glass 
had blown off the No.1 tube door right in front of the torpedoman and struck him on his smiling face.  In all the 
excitement of the torpedo attack, no one had remembered to shut the tube's outer doors. The stream of water 
from the hole where the sight glass had been hit the Torpedoman's body with such force that it propelled him 
into the overhead, impaling him onto the valve ends of the pair of oxygen bottles strapped up there. The boat 
was passing 800 feet.  
Numbingly cold 45-degree water was quickly filling the compartment and the mess cook, in the dimness and the 
horror, realized that he was the only one left in the room. He thought of his mother and how sad she will be not 
to have a son anymore. He then heard a very loud boom but a little distant. It was the implosion of the after 
engine room, the maneuvering room and the after torpedo room. The three bulkheads collapsed simultaneously, 
like dominos, instantly and mercifully crushing everyone and everything in the compartments. The enormous 
force was enough to detached the three compartments and they now fell separately through the ocean.  
The mess cook screamed out, 'MOOOOTTTHHHERRRRR!" and at that instant, passing through 930 feet, the 67 
tons of sea water pressure behind the No.2 tube door he was directly in front of, caused the tube locking ring to 
shear off. The door exploded into the room, filling the compartment in less than a second.  
Nine thousand miles away, to the east north east, in a little town in Iowa, a pretty 38-year-old woman sat, bolt 



 

                               
 

upright in her bed - she knew not why. Clutching the sheets to her breasts, she cried out, "Holy Mother of God!"  
The horror was over for the crew, finally. The two parts of the boat, now completely collapsed like tin cans, still 
had over two miles to go before they reached the bottom of this nameless trench in the Pacific. They landed 
violently, at over 55 knots, 800 yards apart, two tombs of honor on that sunless desert bottom.  
AUTHOR'S FOOTNOTE  
The names in this story could easily be changed to Hans, Johann or Hartmut. The German subs were essentially 
the same as those built in America during WWII. The technology was the same. The Japanese were no less 
eager to sink our boats then we were to sink the German U-boats. It mattered little whether or not one sank in 
the Mediterranean, the Atlantic or the Western Pacific or whether the boat was full of German or American 
sailors. The mettle was the same among the crews along with the horror.  
We seem to be comfortable with the notion that submarine crews, German, American, or otherwise, who die at 
sea, die from drowning and that, since drowning seems to be some dreamy loss of consciousness, the sinking is 
quick and painless. The fact is, that while there are no eye witnesses and no survivors from all those submarine 
sinkings, this story is certainly a far more likely set of circumstances. There were no Purple Hearts, as 
submariners were seldom wounded…you were dead or alive, no in-betweens. The whole crew returned or they 
all died.  
The U.S. Navy's submarine service suffered the highest casualty rate of any branch of all the services during 
WWII. The German submarine statistics were horrific, far and away worse than any of their own service 
branches or any other combatant. 28,000 of a total of 39,000 German submarine sailors and officers died! An 
astounding 781 U-boats never returned to port. 3,500 of the 16,000 U.S. Navy sailors and officers who made war 
patrols, died. Some of them drowned, no doubt. Most of them, however, died violently by trauma and most knew 
it was going to happen and had time to think about it!   
 Copyright © 1998 Dan Gillcrist 

  

50 ‐ 50 was won by John Lehman who won a total of $65. 

 

The meeting was ended with Stby Chaplain Don reading Lost Harbor. 
 

There is a port of no return, where ships may ride at anchor for a little space and then, some starless night the 
cable slips, leaving an eddy at the mooring place... Gulls, veer no longer. Sailor, rest your oar. No tangled 
wreckage will be washed ashore. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

                               
 

Next and Next 
Our next gathering is December 15th at Amvets in Middletown 
 

As the Tri State Base does some hopping to do its meetings, I figure that it would be smart to include the 
addresses of our 3 meeting houses. With these and the Calendar of events, you have a complete secret decoder 
ring and will always be at the right place on the right day… 

Pikes Resturaunt 
985 Baltimore Pike, Gettysburg PA 

Hoss's 
195 Aiken Ctr, Martinsburg W VA 

Next Dimensions 
132 Old National Pike, Hagerstown , MD 

 
USSVI Tri State Base 2012 /2013 Calendar of Events 

 
December 8th Christmas Party at Amvets Middletown  
Jan 5th -  Hoss’ Martinsburg, WV or new WV location* - Budget Meeting and form Golf Outing 
Committee for April-May timeframe 
Feb 2nd – Next Dimensions, Funkstown, MD 
Mar 2nd – Pikes, Gettysburg, PA 
Apr 13th – Next Dimensions, Funkstown, MD – Submarine birthday ball 
May 4th – Pikes, Gettysburg, PA or new WV location* 
May 18th – Armed Forces Day Parade @ Arlington, VA (Check on date) 
May 27th – Memorial Day Parade @ Waynesboro Keystone Base  
Jun 8th – Annual Picnic @ AmVets, Middletown, MD Noon 
Jul 13th – New WV Location – midterm Board Meeting following monthly meeting 
Aug 3rd – Pikes, Gettysburg, PA – Appoint Tri State Base Officers Nominating Committee 
Sep 7th – Next Dimensions, Funkstown, MD 
Oct 5th – New WV Location – Nomination Committee Report of those willing to serve; Christmas Party 
Committee 
Nov 2nd – Pikes, Gettysburg, PA – Elections  
Nov 11th – Veterans Day ceremony @Frederick, MD 
Dec 14th – Christmas Party @ AmVets, Middletown, MD 1 PM 
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