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SS Sultana was a Mississippi River steam-
boat paddlewheeler that exploded on April 27, 
1865 in the greatest maritime disaster in United 
States history. An estimated 1,600 of its 2,400 
passengers died when three of the ship's four 
boilers exploded and it sank near Memphis. 
This disaster was overshadowed in the press by 
other recent events. 
John Wilkes Booth, 
President Lincoln's as-
sassin, was killed the 
day before. 

The wooden steam-
ship was constructed in 
1863 by the John Lith-
erbury Shipyard in Cin-
cinnati, and intended 
for the lower Mississip-
pi cotton trade. Regis-
tering 1,719 tons, the 
steamer normally car-
ried a crew of 85. For two years, it ran a regular 
route between St. Louis and New Orleans, fre-
quently commissioned to carry troops. 

Under the command of Captain J. C. Ma-
son of St. Louis, the Sultana left New Orleans 
on April 21, 1865, with 75 to 100 cabin passen-
gers, deck passengers, and numerous head of 
livestock bound for market in St. Louis. At 
Vicksburg, it stopped for 
a series of hasty repairs 
to the boilers and to take 
on more passengers. Ra-
ther than have a bad boil-
er replaced, a small patch 
repair was made to rein-
force a leaking area. A 
section of bulged boiler 
plate was removed, and a 
patch of lesser thickness 
than the parent plate was 
riveted in its place. This 
repair took about one 
day, whereas a complete 
replacement of the boiler would have taken 
about three days. During its time in port, men 
tried to muscle, bribe, and threaten their way on 
board, until the ship was bursting at the seams 
with soldiers. More than 2,000 men crowded 

aboard. 
Most of the new passengers were Union soldiers, 

chiefly from Ohio and just released from Confederate 
prison camps such as Cahawba and Andersonville. 
The US government had contracted with the Sultana 
to transport these former prisoners of war back to their 
homes. With a legal capacity of only 376, it was se-

verely overcrowded. 
Many of the passengers 
had been weakened by 
their incarceration and 
associated illnesses. Pas-
sengers were packed into 
every available berth, and 
the overflow was so se-
vere that the decks were 
completely packed. 
The cause of the explo-
sion was a leaky and 
poorly repaired steam 
boiler. There was reason 

to believe allowable working steam pressure was ex-
ceeded in an attempt to overcome the spring river cur-
rent. The boiler (or boilers) gave way when the steam-
er was 7 to 9 miles north of Memphis at 0200. The 
enormous explosion flung some of the passengers on 
deck into the water, and destroyed a large section of 
the ship. Hot coals scattered by the explosion soon 
turned the remaining superstructure into an inferno, 

the glare of which was visi-
ble as far away as Mem-
phis. 
The first boat on the scene 
was the southbound steam-
er Bostonia II which ar-
rived at about 0300, an 
hour after the explosion, 
and overtook the burning 
wreck to rescue scores of 
survivors. The hulk drifted 
to the west bank of the 
river, and sank at around 
dawn near the tiny settle-
ment of Mound City near 

present-day Marion, Arkansas. Other vessels joined 
the rescue, including the steamers Arkansas, Jenny 
Lind, Essex, and the Navy sidewheel gunboat USS 
Tyler, manned by volunteers. The ship's regular crew 

(See Sultana on page 4) 
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Deceased Shipmates 

The shipmates listed      
below are assumed to 

be deceased. 
Information comes 
from shipmates, the 
V.A. and relatives of 

the shipmate.  
 

This information is 
not  

Official 
Please advise of any 
errors or omissions 

TAPS 
 Gone the sun,Gone the sun,Gone the sun,Gone the sun,    
    From the lakes,From the lakes,From the lakes,From the lakes,    
    From the hillsFrom the hillsFrom the hillsFrom the hills    
    From the skyFrom the skyFrom the skyFrom the sky    
    All is well,All is well,All is well,All is well,    
    Safely rest,Safely rest,Safely rest,Safely rest,    
    God is nigh.God is nigh.God is nigh.God is nigh.    

    

This is the day the Lord hath made!  As 
you rejoice in this day of life, it will yield 
up to your precious gifts and beneficial 
training.  Walk with Him along the high 
road of thanksgiving, and you will find all 
the delights He has made ready for you.  
Let us look at 2014 with a daily walk and 
praise with the Lord. 
 
When is the appropriate time to praise the 
Lord?  Isaiah Chapter 25 is a song of praise 
for God's Favor. 
Praise the Lord often, regardless of your 
circumstances.  We exalt Him because He 
is worthy of our devotion and because we 
love Him.  Therefore, praise Him on the 
basis of who He is in the midst of our cir-
cumstances.   
 
Don't limit your worship to the songs you 
sing at the Sunday church service.  Praise 
the Lord often, in both words and songs.  
All around you, at all times, you can find 
countless things for which to praise God.  
Look for those things, and throughout the 
day, voice your heartfelt praise and thanks-
giving to Him.  As you exalt Him, your 
entire attitude will shift from an unhealthy 
“I focus” and “problem focus” to a healthy 
and joyful “God focus” and “answer fo-
cus”.  Praise be to God! 
 
We were sad to hear of the passing of John 
Worman, our Newsletter Editor, this past 
year.  We will all miss him.  He contribut-
ed so much to the Whetstone Association 
and gave of his time cheerfully to all of us.  
We send our prayers to his family. 
 
We look forward to seeing you this year at 
our ships reunion September 11th to 14th in 
Portland, Maine. 
Hope you will be able to come and fellow-
ship with us. 
 
Marv Watson RM-3 (60-63), Chaplain, 
USS Whetstone LSD 27 Association 
  
 
 

T he 
Chaplain’s  

Cor ner  

Voluntary Dues 
Again, thank you to all shipmates that 
have contributed dues and donations to 
the Association.  Your support helps 
publish "The Rolling Stone", maintain 
the Website and assist with the reun-
ions.  Dues are $25.00 a year, are tax 
deductible, and are voluntary .  Dues 
are applied for one year (using date of 
check as beginning point, i.e. 01/01/13 
check applies until 01/01/14).  Dues 
received to date for 2013 are listed 
below.  An asterisk designates dues for 
additional year(s).  If anyone has paid 
and your name is not listed, please 
accept our apology and contact Kay 
Goble at 6200 Emerald Pines Cir, Ft. 
Myers, FL 33966, 239.768.1449 or e-
mail (mariongoble@comcast.net).  
Please make checks payable to: USS 
Whetstone Association.    

Please use this list as your receipt. 
 
 

Anderson, Robert* 
Arata, Sil 
Barrett, Marvin* 
Bisping, Neil A.* 
Blenkhorn, Charles* 
Bommer, David R.* 
Boren, Ben 

Brannigan, Christopher 
Brasher, J. C. 
Buchanan, Kenneth* 
Caffey, Irby R. 
Carson, Cpt. Grant 
Cickavage, Joseph J.* 
Coakley, Bill* 

Coldren, Wayne* 
Cox, Millard A.* 
Croxton, Mike C. 
Doerr, Gary T.* 
Dunn, Jim 
Durnil, Allen L.* 
Edney, Edward L.* 
Edwards, H.. "Sonny" 
Engelken, Ralph L. 
Fox, Sebastian 
Frans, Jack* 
Fraser, Douglas* 
Fry, Stephen 
Fulghem, Richard* 
Goble, Marion* 
Gordon, Eddie* 
Green, Larry 
Gross, Richard* 
Grubb, Jack* 
Hager, Robert* 
Hall, Charles* 
Haueter, Hylton* 
Holleman, Jimmy 
Hoover, Fred* 
Johnson, Merrill* 
Jones, Dale* 
Kirby, Joe* 
Kircher, Vincent 
Klebacher, Gene 
Kuehn, Melvin* 
Leopold, Vince* 
Lister, Jerry* 
Manatt, Jim 
McClellan, G. A.* 
McCray, David 
McDowell, Allen* 
McGrew, Joseph R. 
McManus, Peter* 
McNitt, Russell* 
McQuillen, Tom* 
McVicker, Eugene C. 
Mezzanotti, Paul D. 
Milton, Douglas* 
Mitchell, Burley* 
Moore, Lane* 

Moree, John E. 
Myers, Warren* 
Needy, Cliff* 
Nichelson, Joe 
Oremus, Vern C. 
Paine, John M. 
Parks, Joe D. 
Pearson, Ray 
Peters, Lester* 
Pierce, Charles* 
Piersee, Charles* 
Pilgreen, Vince* 
Raymie, Jerry D.* 
Reid, James P. 
Remington, Richard* 
Richey, Albert D. 
Sandwisch, Larry* 
Savoie, Donald* 
Seaton, Walter* 
Sharkey, Robert L.* 
Shimmell, Thomas* 
Shrader, Daniel L. 
Smith, Don 
Smith, Harry J. 
Stanford, Roy* 
Stergeos, Jim* 
Stief, Bernard D.* 
Teske, Glenn 
Ward, Everett* 
Watson, Marvin* 
Weigt, Earl 
Weston, Keith 
White, David 
Widrig, Lewis* 
Winslow, Leonard 
Yedowitz, Joe 
Young, Robert 

Note:  Due to the length of our de-
ceased shipmate list, we are no longer 
printing the complete list in the newslet-
ter.  If you would like a complete list, 
please contact Kay Goble at marion-
goble@comcast.net..   
******************************** 
We have been notified regarding the  
following shipmates have passed since 
the  October 2013 newsletter: 
 
   Butler, Eugene F.     (QMC 1950-52)   
   Peterson, Clarence J.  (XO 1950-53) 
   Proft, Gerald “Jerry” (BT 1967-68) 
   Worman, John           (BT2 1960-64) 
 
 

Gerald “Jerry” Proft 
(BTFN  1967-1968) 

passed on November 24, 2013 
 

Gail wrote us regarding Jerry’s passing 
due to his may health issues due to expo-
sure to Agent Orange. Due to previous 
chemo treatments, he developed Myelo-
dysplastic Syndrome (a bone marrow 
production problem) and was unable to 
fight the infection in his body. 
 
Jerry enjoyed the time he spent on board 
the Whetstone.  He had many good mem-
ories and told Gail of his days at sea.  He 
especially enjoyed the reunions and find-
ing his shipmates through the Associa-
tion.  Both he and Gail enjoyed all the 
fun they had at the reunions.  Gail writes 
that “Jerry will be with you in spirit at 
the reunion in Maine.”  
 

 

I want one of those jobs 
where people ask. "Do you actu-
ally get paid for doing this?" 
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Greetings from  
Your President 

   Today, I received an e-mail informing me of the passing of John 
Worman.  We of the Whetstone will miss John, not just as the editor 
of the newsletter but as a genuinely good person and friend.  John was 
always smiling, always in one way or another going out of his way to 
help someone out.  Personally, I go back to the days we served togeth-
er on the Whetstone.  The one thing I remember about John aboard 
ship was you could always tell he was a “Snipe.”  He would come out 
of the boiler room at the end of the day just covered from head to toe 
with fuel oil, but always with his smile in place.  As young Bluejack-
ets on the Whetstone, I recall many nights at sea while off watch, sit-
ting at the table B and M’s compartment with John.  While we both 
drank a gallon of coffee playing acey doucy (well it seemed like a 
gallon), I can recall how much John enjoyed being on the Whetstone, 
enjoyed being in the boiler room and in general just enjoyed life.  As 
hectic as things may have been in the hole, I can’t ever remember 
John getting rattled.  It is as if he was born to be in the boiler room 
covered in oil, making adjustments to make sure things worked 
smoothly and truly enjoying every minute of it. 
 
To John’s family, the crew of the Whetstone are truly sorry for your 
loss.  Sandy, we will be looking for you in Portland.    
 

“Rest in Peace, John Worman, BT/2, USN. 
 
God Bless and Support our Troops. 
 

Bill Coakley 
USN  1958-1962 

 

What’s for Dinner? 
How about Beef Stew? 

 

· 600 lbs Beef, diced, thawed 

· 16 lbs. Flour, wheat, sifted 

· 2 1/2 lbs. Salt 

· 8 oz black Pepper 

· 8 oz Dehydrated garlic 

· 20 lbs Melted Shortening 
 

Dredge beef in mixture of four, salt, pepper and 
garlic.  Shake off excess.  Brown beef in hot shortening 
in steam-jacketed kettle. 

· 50 gals. Hot water 

· 100 #10 cans Canned crushed tomatoes. 

· 20 tbsp. Thyme 

· 80 bay leaves 
 

Add water, tomatoes, thyme and bay leaves to 
meat.   

Cover, simmer 2 hours. 

· 160 lbs. Carrots, fresh,, 1/2 inch rings 
 

Add carrots, to beef mixture 
Cover, simmer 15 minutes. 

· 80 lbs,  Celery, fresh, 1 inch pieces 

· 24 lbs dry onions, in quarters 

· 200 lbs white potatoes, peeled, in pieces 

· 2 1/2 lbs salt 

· 20 lbs Flour, wheat, sifted 

· 20 gals. Cold water 
 

Add celery, onions, potatoes and salt.  Stir to mix. 
������� �	

��� ��� 
	����� ��� ��	�� ����������� ���� �� �
der.  Remove bay leaves.  Thicken gravy, if desired.  
Combine flour and water.  Add to stew while stirring. 

Cook 5 minutes or until thickened. 
Yields 2000 1 1/2 cup portions.  
—————o——————— 
There, you have one entrée of one meal served on 

the USS Midway. 

Picture was returned 
Seventy years later, the pretty red-haired girl has her portrait back. 
Jim Williams of Springfield, Ill., says he went dancing with the 

young woman who was then Ruby Ruff in 1943 in Portland, Ore. They 
���������������������	����������������������	�	�� ���	
��������������
for lemonade and he stole a photo of her that he saw there. 

Williams says he intended to return it but was sent to the World 
War II war zone in the South Pacific. He kept the photo pristine all 
these years. 

During a recent 
vacation to the West 
Coast, he told his 
story to The Orego-
nian and was able to 
get in touch with Ru-
by Hazen, now of 
Silver Lake, Wash. 
Both are now 92. 

Wil- liams 
mailed back the pho-
to, along with a 
dozen roses, and the 
two friends chatted by Skype. 

Ruby Hazen says she accepts his apology and  says "he's really a 
very nice man." 

If there was a way to read a woman's mind, 
I am not sure I would want to.  I hate shoes, 
shopping, gossip, and I already know I am    
annoying. 
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had been discharged days before 
Passengers who survived the initial explosion had to risk 

their lives in the icy spring runoff of the Mississippi or burn 
with the ship  Many died of drowning or hypothermia. Some 
survivors were plucked from trees along the Arkansas shore. 
Bodies of victims continued to be found downriver for months, 
some as far as Vicksburg. Many bodies were never recovered. 
The Sultana's officers, including Captain Mason, were among 
those who perished. 

About 500 survivors, many with horrible burns, were trans-
ported to hospitals in Memphis. Up to 300 of them died later 
from burns or exposure. Newspaper accounts indicate that the 
people of Memphis had sympathy for the victims despite the 
fact that they had recently been enemies. The Chicago Opera 
Troupe staged a benefit, the crew of Essex raised $1,000, and 
the mayor took in three survivors. 

Monuments and historical markers to the Sultana and its 
�	��	
������������������������
��	������	�����	� ������	�
��� 	�!�������"�	�	��	��#�$�	�����%	���������� 	��	�������
Mansfield, Ohio. 

Casualties 
No exact death toll is known. Estimates range from 1,300 

to 1,900. The official count by the United States Customs Ser-
vice was 1,547. Final estimates of survivors were between 700 
and 800. Many of the dead were interred at the Memphis Na-
tional Cemetery. 

Cause 
The official cause of the Sultana disaster was determined to 

be mismanagement of water levels in the boiler, exacerbated by 
the fact that it was severely overcrowded and top heavy. As the 
steamship made its way north following the twists and turns of 
the river, it listed severely to one side then the other. Its four 
boilers were interconnected and mounted side-by-side, so that if 
the ship tipped sideways, water would tend to run out of the 
highest boiler. With the fires still going against the empty boil-
er, thus creating hot spots. When the ship tipped the other way, 
water rushing back into the empty boiler would hit the hot spots 
and flash instantly to steam, creating a sudden surge in pres-
sure. This effect of careening could have been minimized by 
maintaining high water levels in the boilers. The official inquiry 
found that the ship's boilers exploded due to the combined ef-
fects of careening, low water level, and a faulty repair to a 
leaky boiler made a few days earlier. 

(Sultana from page 1) Sailor Graduates 70 years later 
World War II veteran and Battle of Midway survivor, Mr. 

Joe Sanes, Wilmette, Ill., became an honorary graduate of Re-
cruit Training Command (RTC) here at Naval Station Great 
Lakes, more than 70 years after enlisting in the Navy, June 14. 

Sanes enlisted in the Navy on Nov. 14, 1941, and attended 
boot camp at Great Lakes. However, after the bombing of Pearl 
Harbor, four weeks into boot camp, Sanes was immediately 
assigned to the destroyer USS Hammann (DD 412). He never 
graduated. 

During the Pass-In-Review (PIR) recruit graduation cere-
mony, Capt. John Dye, commanding officer of RTC, recog-
nized Sanes' service, presented him with an honorary gradua-
tion certificate and designated him an honor graduate of the 
PIR. 

"When we say the Sailor's Creed, when we say the words 'I 
represent the fighting spirit of the Navy and those who have 
gone before me to defend freedom and democracy around the 
world,' we are talking about men like Mr. Joe Sanes," said Dye 
to the new Sailors their friends and family members. 

During the ceremony, nine divisions comprised of 701 
Sailors, or 702 including Sanes, graduated from RTC, the Na-
vy's only boot camp. The ceremony was attended by more than 
1,500 friends and family, including Libby Sanes, Joe's wife of 
65 years. 

"After 72 years, I am proud and happy to be a part of this 
graduation," said Joe. "The Sailors today are better looking 
than the Sailors of my time. I was impressed with what I saw 
today. I am sure the graduations back in 1941 wouldn't have 
been anywhere close to this." 

Joe was aboard Hammann during the Battle of the Coral 
Sea. Hammann helped rescue more than 500 Sailors from the 
crippled USS Lexington (CV 2). On June 6, 1942 during the 
battle of Midway, Hammann was assisting USS Yorktown (CV 
5) recovery after the carrier had been damaged during the bat-
tle. While participating in a defensive screen of Yorktown, 
Hammann was struck by a torpedo from a Japanese submarine 
and sank in less than four minutes. Seventy-nine enlisted crew 
members died along with 10 of the 14 officers. 

"My battle station was on the port side, I saw the torpedoes 
coming at the ship. I was in water up to my ankles by the time I 
got to the deck," said Joe. "Most of the casualties came when 
the Hammann exploded underwater after she sank. I was lucky. 
The survivors are not the heroes. The real heroes are the ones 
who never came back." 

Joe also took part in the Solomon Islands Campaign, the 
Aleutian Islands Campaign, and the Mariana Islands Cam-
paign, before receiving an honorable discharge on Nov. 14, 
1947. 

It is with sadness that we inform you of the passing for John Worman, our newsletter editor, and friend.  John has been an intricate 
part of the Association and was dedicated to providing the best newsletter, along with serving as photographer at reunions and put-
ting together the DVD with reunion events that we mail to attendees.  Obviously, our Association has a void  with his passing.  At 
this time, Kay and I will prepare the newsletter in February (which John had almost completed) and June and pray that someone will 
want to take on the task of editor at our Portland Reunion.  Due to the contributions that John has given the Association, we are 
providing a full page honoring him.  We send our regards to Christel and Sandra.  John sent us some pictures “of his life” some time 
back that we thought we would enjoy and we are sharing with you.  We will always treasure our thoughts of he and Sandra at the 
reunions. 
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   JOHN EDWARD WORMAN 
  March 11, 1943 - November 29, 2013 

Christel sent us the obituary that was published in the Alamogordo News, LaLuz, NM on December 15, 2013 (written by Sandra) 
and “wanted those to know how much John enjoyed the emails you sent in reply to her message after she hijacked his account.  Your 
emails were the gift that kept on giving.  He smiled and sometimes cried when she reread them to him daily the last week of his life 
during which he was at home.  You were truly his friends and you were dear to him.” 
 
John Edward Worman, 70, beloved husband, father, brother and uncle, passed away after an irritatingly fierce illness, on November 
29, 2013, in La Luz.  Ironically, the man who had been such a devoted friend and contributor to Find-a-Grave, opted to be cremated 
and scattered in the yard of his home of 42 years.  “Take that, tumbleweeds!” we are instructed to say.  No service or formalized fu-
neral arrangements are planned.   
 
John was technically born in Shreveport, LA, to George T. and Ada H. Worman.  Though he, himself, would have said he hailed 
from Shiprock, NM, by way of Otis, KS and Kansas City, KS, with strong ancestral ties to Dearborn, MO (pronounced Missour-uh).  
He is survived by his wife, Christel, of 44 years, daughter, Sandra Worman, son-in-law, Robert MacNeil, and the original member of 
his chosen family, the yellow 1967 CJ-5 Jeep.  He is also survived by his best friend (and sister) G-Ann Jessup, her husband Don, 
and nieces, Kelly Jackson (art), Stephanie Stone (Jeff) and nephew, Christopher Jessup (Debbie Kennell).  His dear nephew, Richard 
Jessup, already awaited him on the other side.   
 
He graduated from high school courtesy of his remarkable luck and a chance offering from the Navy to spend a WHOLE DAY in-
side a classroom, taking some indeterminate test, which turned out to be for his GED.  His younger sister, G-Ann, walked across the 
stage of Kirtland High School twice that year:  once for her own diploma and once for his.  He went on to earn an AS degree in Me-
chanical Technology from NMSU and retired from IBM after 30 years.  While 4 years in the Navy as a Boilerman aboard the USS 
Whetstone were enough, the camaraderie and friendship he found in his association with his ship’s reunion group was an enduring 
pleasure.  He also enjoyed being editor of the reunion’s newsletter, “The Rolling Stone.”  (They have yet to be sued for copyright 
infringement.  Apparently, even the large media publications know better than to aggravate a dedicated group of old Salts.) 
 
He had a wonderful mind for how things worked (he taught himself to tie a bow-tie from a magazine article) and a passion for all 
things computer.  He was a devoted garage-saler, a skilled welder, a decent wood worker, a fine mechanic, an accomplished waffle-
maker and a tenacious bricklayer (with 30 years spanning the first cornerstone he laid on his house's foundation to the final brick in 
the garage's upper corner).   He never met a firearm he didn't want to shoot and was an excellent gunsmith.  He was a kind and pa-
tient mentor/coach when his daughter followed in his footsteps and picked up the sport of shooting.  He also passed on to her his life-
long love of cribbage.  In addition to his accomplishments and hobbies, John was  a marvelous friend, a dedicated husband, a first-
�����&�����������&�������������&�����
���������	�� '���
�������&���������	���������������������	���	& ���	�������	���&���	� s who 
agreed that HE was the Alpha Dog.  John kept his delightful sense of humor to the end, and managed to keep telling his beloved sto-
ries about anything and everything, until almost the last. We are missing you already.  
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CIC Trilogy—Part Three— 
Chores and Disasters. 

By Everett Ward 
During amphibious operations things were intense and noisy 

as Primary Combat Information (PriCI) radio channels blared 
away between ships, landing craft, beach masters, troop elements 
ashore, and airborne assault helicopters.  To the din was added the 
function of radio guard for the ship's command group:  Operations 
Tactical Command Channel (OTC) through which vital directions 
and task group commands were broadcast.     

In Vietnam,  Whetstone radar men guided waves of troop 
loaded LCUs, LCMs, LARCs, and LVTs to assault landings on 
the shores.   Being launched from Whetstone and several other 
PHIBRON THREE ships in the Ready Group, the waves were 
coordinated and maintained in columns 500 feet wide and 3000 
yards long.  Sometimes there would be twenty five or more am-
phibious craft in each wave.    CIC maintained the radio guard for 
the marines in the boats and ashore where a detachment of Beach 
Masters managed the arriving landing force.  These were not rou-
tine watches and everyone felt the responsibility of getting it 
right.  Each combat landing meant no second chances.  Hundreds 
of lives were at stake and it had to be done right and with preci-
sion.  The landings were conducted in timed sequences that were 
punctuated by aerial strafing runs, ship to shore bombardment,  as 
well as aerial bombardment---napalm, white phosphorus, and 500 
pound bombs.  Ship to shore helicopter troop carriers were simul-
taneously programmed to land precisely on station and on time.   
After the marines had landed, CIC would settle down as a radio 
guard and maintain boat control for a variety of landing craft shut-
tling for supplies, equipment and ammunition as Whetstone  re-
mained ballasted down in condition "One Alpha." 

Equally significant in CIC  activity was tracking and keeping 
station for the many ship replenishment operations.  Course rec-
ommendations and stationing information were relayed to the 
bridge that gave courses and speeds to engage the supply ship in 
high line fuel and cargo transfers.  Once alongside, the next task 
was keeping a sharp radar and visual  lookout in the operating 
area as the two ships steamed side by side with just one hundred 
feet or less separating them. A contact ahead of the operation 
meant trouble and early warning was critical.  On occasion, a junk 
or san pan would appear on the radar in a position directly in the 
path of the replenishment operation.  Early warning would allow 
gradual course changes that prevented dangerous emergency 
breakaways.   To emphasize the importance of keeping a straight 
course, orders to the helmsman when alongside an oiler, ammo 
��	�����������'���	�����������	����
���()���	���� ��	��������	��
to the left."  That meant the ship could not be off course by as 
much as a degree.   

Air in Combat tended to get stale and the heat given off by 
the large repeater scopes combined with the closeness to present a 
subtle distraction in which an unguarded minute would creep in to 
undermine needed vigilance.   A lead- like eye lid affliction would 
develop.  Eye lids would grow sluggish, then heavy, very heavy, 
particularly during a midwatch.    Most of the time conversation 
dealing with any subject kept things alive.  But conversational 
banter would  gradually subside and a prevailing quietness would 
creep in.   Midwatches were the worst.  

Any sailor will agree that midwatches could get very quiet.   
It is a fact that it was a common thing to find the only thing that 
kept things alive was a neck to neck race with Old Man Morphe-
us, a.k.a, "The Sandman."   Sometimes  a man would arrive on 

watch after a full day of drills or ship evolutions, or general 
quarters, or one Alpha stations.  Sometimes the ship would 
replenish by high wire at night and there would be no sleep 
for anybody.    Frequent nighttime "All Hands" working 
parties and other underway evolutions generated  anxiety 
complexes which  manifested  thought patterns of never 
getting enough sleep ever again.  Sleep was a valuable 
commodity even in routine conditions.  Off Vietnam it 
became a treasure when it was available.   

Under conditions that incubated sleep, CIC could have 
served as a cure for insomnia.  An alliance of  monotony, 
heat, stale air, and sometimes  boredom--- sometimes ex-
haustion, worked with darkness and was as potent as a 
knockout pill, giving the sleep man  easy opportunities.  
Keeping awake was sometimes a chore.   Occasional trans-
missions over the phone circuits could seem distant, placid, 
and relaxing.  It was when the Stone was steaming inde-
pendently that silence would settle in like fine dust on an 
empty road.  It could get really quiet. The consoles cast 
their soft green hues into the shadows  giving them a glow 
---round and round, round and round, round and round---- 
one revolution about every three seconds, twenty revolu-
tions per minute,  twelve hundred  revolutions per hour, 
forty eight hundred times in four hours---- round and 
round, round and round.  The circling green sweep induced 
a mesmerizing tonic.   The watch standers were susceptible 
to fixation, staring at the round screens and breathing deep-
ly, eyes fully open, and oblivious to the rest of the world.  
The huge repeaters warmed the stuffy air making the dark-
ened gloom work like a seducing cloak that softly shrouded 
the body, embracing slowly over the shoulders.  Eyes 
would unconsciously roll and lids would flutter gently 
down and rest closed, as peaceful as a feather might ap-
pear, drifting downward from a cloudy sky.   Heads would 
slowly descend as though being lowered by a guiding hand, 
finding rest as chin met chest. 

Two men manned the watches, one on each scope,  
monitoring the silent and monotonous green sweep circling 
���� ����� ������� � � ����� �������� �����	�� ���� ����� �&��
�
the possibility of nodding giving away to a sleepy oblivion. 
The stool that each sat on was the early warning alert tool 
for nodding.  Conversation would come in decreasing 
spurts followed by nothing.  There might be some little ad 
libs, and then nothing again. Finally there would be noth-
ing at all.   On the drop of a head-- at the first eye roll clo-
sure, the table stool on which the somnambulistic watch 
keeper was perched would detect the slump on its seat and 
dump the crumbling form like a collapsing chimney. The 
sudden loss of gravity and the sensation of falling was 
enough to keep the dozer going  just a little more as the 
bulkhead clock ticked its slow way forward,  second by 
agonizing second to the termination of the long, long 
watch. 

Not so dramatic were the cleaning spaces assigned to 
the Combat sailor.  Each morning, just after reveille was 
piped and just before the first dog watch ended, one or two 
red eyed, low ranking swabies from CIC would appear on 
the port side of the 04 deck armed with swab and pail to 
carry out the morning watch routine.   This ritualistic  prac-
tice extended along the forward railing to the fore and aft 
weld seam, vertical to the wheelhouse, that formed a  mid-
ship dividing line to the starboard side and the radiomen's 
cleaning domain.  The left boundary belonged to the radar 
men and encompassed all  the  deck back to the signal flag 
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locker--- the "flag bag."  Each morning the 04 deck got a fresh 
water swabbing.   Sometimes, it got a second fresh water swab-
bing, usually the final product of a petty officer's sharp eye detect-
ing streaking as the surface dried.   Sometimes, a similar observa-
tion might be made from the bridge just overhead by a vigilant 
JOOD, fresh on the job, who had just relieved the off going 
watch.  Such might have been expected when working under such 
proximity to the bridge.   

The same area was the designated maintenance space of the 
CIC crew.  The deck, bulkhead, ventilators, stanchions, railing, 
and non skid tracks were scraped, chipped, sanded, primed and 
painted with a naval style regularity that would have matched any 
boson' mate.   On one occasion, off the coast of Vietnam, deck 
temperature was hot enough that when a paint brush touched the 
deck surface smoke plumes  wisped up.  The leading PO was fi-
nally convinced it was too hot to paint that day and he had to find 
some other means of keeping  the non rated charges "gainfully" 
occupied.   

Another cleaning zone was the Operations Department head 
and showers.  From time to time these compartments would be 
"field day-ed."  In port that meant needle guns, electric wire 
brushes, and bare metal preparation reinforced with a full coat of 
red primer before a finish layer of off white paint and a buffed 
deck.  At sea it meant  scraping, sanding,  chipping,  and lots of 
work by hand and then the red primer went on, and then the fresh 
paint, topped off with a buffed deck. On one occasion the Ops 
head and shower compartments were being cleaned and made 
ready for a XO zone inspection.  This meant a thorough cleaning, 
fresh paint, polished brass, and port hole knife edge flanges shiny 
bright, thus assuring the rubber gasket would seal when dogged 
down.   A zone inspection meant "A-J squared away".  Brass was 
to be immaculate--- no verdigris!  In the head and showers that 
meant sink drain drop pipes, faucets, and shower drains were to 
have a mirror gloss.  Commode seats were popped tall, hinges 
free from green brass mold even in the hidden recesses.   Brass, 
cotton waste, cans of that chalky, runny- liquid, navy- supplied  
brass cleaner, sand paper,  and lots of elbow power were applied 
with full vigor.  Most cherished of all was the privileged use of a 
cleaning agent that came in a small can called "Never-Dull." Rare 
and hard to get--- probably because of its flammable qualities, it 
would magically appear for special occasions such as zone in-
spections.   

There were two ops guys doing the work, one non rated radar 
striker and another E-3 seaman, a designated ET striker.  Whet-
����� � ���� ������ ���� ��'�� ���� �&� ���	��� ������� ��� ���&��
�  	�
etnam for upkeep, and the prospects of liberty after some extend-
ed line duty provided a high motivation factor in the quality of 
work being  achieved.  The  inspections were to be the next day 
and by late afternoon the field day was in its final stages.  The two 
sailors had worked diligently  and were exhibiting pride in their 
accomplishments.  All that was left was another light buffing  to  
the brass spigots. A gentle flick with the rag here and there and 
the job would be perfect, just perfect.  The new paint was bright. 
The space smelled good.  All the brass sparkled and the port hole 
knife edges would blind a man with their luminosity.  Decks were 
waxed, buffed, and mirror like, leaving the two cleaners wearing 
socks to preserve the luminescence. The place sparkled, unques-
tionably 4.0.  In fact, it was easily above and beyond expectations 
and a real credit to the navy and its ships, and all who sailed in 
them, and all that.    The Ops head and shower compartments 
were pristine---squared away, ready for inspection.   

Precisely, at the moment of final satisfaction there was a 
sound that began as a low toned gurgle.  It grew louder and louder 
and more pronounced .  There was a sudden belch, and then  a 

great hiss and then a mighty rush.   Then it roared.  Some-
where the bowels of the ship seemed to be growling and 
the sound quickly reached threatening heights.   Within 
seconds, each of the lavatory and shower drains suddenly 
exploded in an eruption of  slimy gunk.  A black mixture of 
water, scum, rust, and a smelly concoction of whatever 
accumulates in drain pipes gushed and squirted.  It shot, 
splattered, and convulsed up and out  the openings – all the 
�	!� ���	��� ���� ���� ������� ���	� —all of them.  They had 
instantaneously reversed their roles as slaves of gravity and 
assumed the characteristic of jet exhausts  in a violent effu-
sion of blown matter.   It was like the pipes had been sick 
for a long time and finally vomited.   The spew  cascaded 
off the overhead and poured onto the deck, sinks, bulk-
heads, shower stalls, and the two astonished seamen.   That 
which had been white was now black.  That which had 
been anesthetically clean was now dripping in wet filth, 
giving the compartment a grotesque transmogrify.  Like a 
short lived reign of terror, it was over as soon as it had be-
gun.  

The two men stood aghast, frozen in amazement at the 
sounds and sudden transformation of what had been a dis-
play of perfect order to a scene of drizzling disaster.    In-
deed, it was a disaster of the first magnitude, deserving in 
title the quintessence of negative  military superlatives---
the FUBAR!.  "What the hell was that!" each asked the 
other.   Stunned, at first, then dumbfounded, standing there 
in the aftermath transfixed, they were looking at each other 
as unrecognizable strangers, totally dismayed.  The evalua-
tion lasted but an instant before the disaster turned to a 
belly rolling comedy.   The cleaners were  soaked in the 
inky stuff.  White T shirts were disgustingly black.  Dunga-
rees were soaked and smelly.  It ran down the hair and 
dripped off the end of fingers.   When they cleared away 
their eyes they looked at each other and saw a weird 
change in which only the whites of the eyes and teeth were 
visible.     

The ET guy was settling into a state of shock and was 
not amused.   His grim expression and widened eye whites 
complimented white teeth which appeared to flash like a 
signal lamp when he spoke.  His outrage added to the 
breathtaking laughter of his working partner who had to 
pause and get his breath.  The whole thing was just too 
ridiculous to believe.  It was obvious that something had 
gone  wrong somewhere in the ship and the job would have 
to be repeated, but the visual effect was too much and had 
to be shared.  The giddy seaman dashed off to Combat to 
share his new appearance with the watch.  After the big 
surprise they quickly recognized the grinning spectacle 
before them and they all had a good laugh.  Order was re-
stored in due time with some more help from the rest of the 
radar gang.  They all pitched in.  The zone inspection went 
well with a 4.0 for the head and showers and, after that, the 
ship fitters decided not to use high pressure air to blow out 
any more drain pipes.   

Time and place would reveal many more similarities if 
the Whetstone stories and the Artimis story were to be 
fused together somehow.  A  thread  of different colors 
would be woven connecting the two.  There would be an 
equal number of stories and tales and reflections with the 
same title and drive of "What we did then.”  It would be 
amusing to see that the number of strangers in 

one ship would be equal to the same number in the 
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other.   There would be one common thread extraction, an excerpt 
from the Captain's log of HMS Artemis, a closing acknowledge-
ment that sums up the strength of each member one ship would be 
equal 

 to the same number in the other.   There would be one 
common thread extraction, an excerpt from the Captain's 
log of HMS Artemis, a closing acknowledgement that 
sums up the strength of each member of each crew in a 
common vein:  "The behavior of the ship's company was 
most satisfactory." 

The Stone completed it final Wes-Pac deployment 31 
October 1969.  The last CIC watch closed when the ship 
returned to San Diego after a quick trip north to Seal 
Beach to offload the magazines.  She arrived in the even-
ing of 30 December and made fast to Mole Pier, at the 
south end of Navy Station, San Diego, relegated there to 
commence the process of de-commissioning.  That night 
the first line went over and a pea whistle blew.  The ship 
was moored.   The time was 2058. The officer of the deck 
shifted his watch to the quarter deck.  The big antenna  
stopped rotating and was center-lined.  CIC secured. The 
radar screens went blank for the last time.  It was the end 
of an era.   The End. 

E. Ward YN3 , 1967-1970 

I stand corrected! 
Back in the February 2013 issue of the newsletter I mentioned that the Whetstone’s Fire room was noisy, hot, and dirty 

(just the way  I liked it).  I now notice I was in error.  This Fire room from the  U.S.S. Massachusetts (BB-2) was noisy, hot, 
and dirty with hard work thrown in for fun.  Shoveling coal would get old in a big hurry.  It even looks like the shoveler’s shoes 
are pretty shiny. 
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Revealed: Extraordinary story of British WWI captai n released by Kaiser from Ger-
man prison camp so he could see his dying mother in Kent - on condition that he re-

turned to his cell... and he DID 
Remarkable: Captain Robert Campbell returned to a German POW camp after being given permission to leave to visit his dying 

mother in Britain by the Kaiser 
When British prisoner of war Robert Campbell asked the Kaiser if he could visit his dying mother, he was astonished to be giv-

en permission – on condition that he promised to return. 
The Army captain kept his word and returned to the German camp after 

the two-week trip in November 1916, remaining in captivity until the end of the 
First World War. 

Historian Richard van Emden, who discovered the incredible incident, 
said such an act of chivalry was rare even a century ago. ‘Capt Campbell was 
an officer and he made a promise on his honour to go back,’ he said. ‘Had he 
not turned up there would not have been any retribution on any other prison-
ers. 

‘What I think is more amazing is that the British Army let him go back to 
Germany. The British could have said to him, “You’re not going back, you’re 
going to stay here”.’ 

Capt Campbell, who joined the Army in 1903, was leading the 1st Bn 
East Surrey Regiment when his battal- ion took up a position on the Mons-
Condé canal in north-west France just weeks after war broke out in July 1914. 

A week later, his troops were at- tacked by the German forces and Capt 
Campbell was seriously injured and captured. The 29-year-old was treated in 
a military hospital in Cologne before being sent to the prisoner-of-war camp in 
Magdeburg. 

In 1916, he received word from home that his mother Louise was dying 
of cancer. He wrote to Kaiser Wilhelm II, begging to be allowed to see her one 
last time. The Kaiser gave him two weeks’ compassionate leave, including 
two days travelling in each direction by boat and train, on the proviso Capt 
Campbell gave his word as a British Army officer that he would return. 

Capt Campbell reached his moth- er’s bedside in Gravesend, Kent, on No-
vember 7 and spent a week with her before keeping his promise and returning 
to Germany. His mother died three months later in February 1917. 

After the war, Capt Campbell was released and returned to Britain where he 
served in the military until retiring in 1925. 

However, he rejoined his regiment in 1939 on the outbreak of the Second 
World War, serving as the Chief Ob- server of the Royal Observer Corps on 
the Isle of Wight. He survived that war unscathed and died in Britain in July 
1966 aged 81. 

It didn't work both ways: German Peter Gastreich asked to be allowed to leave the Isle of Wight to visit his dying father, but the 
British refused to accept Captain Campbell's case set a precedent 

The highest display of respect he discovered was between pilots fighting above the lines. The pilots did not carry parachutes 
because they were too bulky for the narrow cockpits of the day. 

If their aircraft caught fire, they faced the choice of burning alive or jumping out. 
German pilots made it a habit to find their victims, dead or alive. If dead, they sent details of their names and burial sites across 

British lines. If found alive, they would invite them to a slap-up meal in their mess. 
Both sides were ruthless when fighting each other in the air but observed the rules of chivalry on the ground. 
Prisoner of war: Capt Campbell had been leading the 1st Bn East Surrey Regiment when his battalion fought at the Monds-

Conde canal in north-western France (pictured), where he was injured and captured 
Incredibly Kaiser Wilhelm II granted the request allowing the officer two weeks leave as long as he returned 
Wilhelm developed a passion for Britain, but was furious that he was never accepted by its high society. 
Historian David Fromkin said: ‘The half-German side of him was at war with the half-English side. 
He was wildly jealous of the British, wanting to be British, wanting to be better at being British than the British were, while at 

the same time resenting them.’ 
As the First World War dragged on, Wilhelm’s influence with the military faded and he was reduced to handing out awards. 
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USS WHETSTONE LSD-27 ASSOCIATION  

REUNION --  PORTLAND, MAINE 
 

September 11, 2014  --  September 14, 2014 
Clarion Hotel 

            1230 Congress Street, Portland, Maine    

The Clarion Hotel has recently renovated spacious, non-smoking, 
guest rooms with pillow top mattresses, free wireless internet ac-
cess, hair dryers, coffee makers, iron and ironing boards, 72 cable 
channels, HBO and in-room movies on new flat screen TVs, free 
local and 800 Number access calls.    Refrigerators are available in 
some of the rooms.  (Pet designated guestrooms are available for 
an additional fee).  
 
The hotel offers a full service restaurant at Pete and Larry’s Restau-
rant,  as well as room service.  A full service or a la carte breakfast 
is available (15% discount for Association).  Happy Hour from 4-6 
p.m. includes modestly priced beer and wine, as well as other 
drinks.   In addition, you can take an invigorating swim in the in-
door pool, luxuriate in the spa or recharge your body in the well-
equipped fitness room.   
 
Complimentary parking and shuttle service to and from Transporta-
tion Hubs are available.  Taxi service to the wharf and downtown 
area is available for $7.00 to $10.00.   
 
We have reserved a block of rooms (2 queen beds) at the affordable 
rate of $99.00 per night for single or double occupancy, plus pre-
vailing city and state taxes (currently 7%).  There is a $15.00 charge 
for each additional person up to 4 people in a room.  Rollaways are 
available at $10.00 per cot.  King bed rooms and suites are availa-
ble for an additional cost.  The room rate is good for three days pre 
and post reunion.  A refrigerator and microwave are not availa-
ble in every room.  If you need a refrigerator and microwave, 
please request when you make your reservation.   In addition, 
there are 3 handicap rooms (2 with roll-in showers).  If you will 
need this type of room, please reserve your room as soon as pos-
sible.   
 
When you make reservations, call 207-774-5611 and use the name 
U.S.S. Whetstone Reunion so you receive the special rate.  You 
may begin making reservations October 1, 2013.  All individual 
guestroom reservations must be guaranteed.  For guarantee of an 
individual reservation, the hotel will accept an advance deposit (by 
cash, certified check, cashier’s check or money order) or acceptable 
credit card number with valid expiration date at time of reservation. 
   
RESERVATIONS MUST BE MADE BY AUGUST 11, 2014 
and rooms after that date will be provided on a space available 
basis at prevailing rates. 
 

MAKE PLANS NOW TO ATTEND THE 
 USS WHETSTONE REUNION IN  

PORTLAND, MAINE.   
YOU ARE GUARANTEED A GREAT TIME! 

 

We are very excited about our reunion in Portland, Maine.  
The city and area offer Naval history, Lighthouses, Muse-
ums, Specialty Shops, Boutiques, Art Galleries, along with a 
large number of  restaurants of all descriptions.  Downtown 
Portland’s best feature is that it is walkable with the water-
front always just a few blocks away.  Old Port (the center of 
the city along Congress Street) offers a number of museums, 
shops and restaurants and one could spend a day exploring.   
*��������� ���
���� �&���	��� ����� ����+����	��	�� �� ���� �����
however, we are planning two trips, along with the Welcome 
Reception and Banquet.  The Hospitality Room, of course, 
will be available, as always, throughout the reunion.  We 
would appreciate you bringing any items to share that others 
might find of interest.   
 
 If you are flying to Portland, a shuttle is available to 
the airport.  In the event you do not wish to rent a car, taxis 
are available to Old Port and/or the wharf area from the hotel 
at a reasonable cost.  If you are planning on a rental car, the 
hotel suggests that you call Enterprise Rent-A-Car on Mar-
ginal Way (207.772-0030) as the cost is somewhat less than 
renting at the airport.  If you are driving, there is ample park-
ing space at the hotel and the city is relatively easy to get 
around.  We highly recommend renting a vehicle 
  
    ,	������!��'���-���	�����������#���������� 	���-� ��	����  
      Kay Goble, Secretary/Treasurer 

We are providing 2 trips - An all -day trip to Bath, which 
includes lunch in Bath at a riverfront restaurant, Maine 
Maritime Museum and Bath Iron Works tour, plus a stop 
in Freeport for LL Bean, shopping on the way back.  We 
will depart the hotel at  8:30 am, returning at 4:00 p.m.  
We think it will be a wonderful “Navy” day.   
 
Our second trip is a Portland City Tour on board the Port-
land Discovery trolley providing an overview trip of Port-
land historical buildings, museums and lighthouses, de-
parting the hotel at 3:00 and returning at 5:00 p.m.   
 
We are leaving a lot of free time for you to explore the 
area on your own. 
 
Please make your reservations quickly, so we  have an 
idea of the number of attendees and can plan accordingly.   
 

PLEASE JOIN US AS WE EXPLORE   
THE PORTLAND MAINE AREA    
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USS WHETSTONE LSD-27 
2014 Reunion Reservation Form 

Thursday, September 11 — Sunday, September 14, 2014 
Clarion Hotel, Portland, Maine 

 
A couple optional events have been selected for you to participate.  If you aren’t interested in attending the optional events and 
would prefer to do things on your own, there are many sites and tours in the Portland, Maine area.  A Hospitality Room will be avail-
able from 12:00 p.m. Thursday through Saturday, 12:00 p.m. for shipmates to gather and visit (refreshments provided).  Ship store 
items and ship memorabilia will be on display.  Please bring any items you want to share.   
 
NAME:______________________________________________ PHONE #:__________________________________ 
 
GUEST/GUESTS: ____________________________________ E-MAIL: ___________________________________ 
 
SPECIAL DIET REQUESTS:    Vegetarian _______         Gluten Free __________ 
 
Complete Reservation Form and mail with money to:  Kay Goble, 6200 Emerald Pines Circle, Fort Myers, FL 33966   
Make checks payable to USS Whetstone Association    
 

DEADLINE:  Reservation forms and money must be received prior to August 11, 2014 
 
 

Thursday—September 11, 2014 
 

Hospitality Room:  Opens at 12:00 noon 
Check-in & Registration         3:00 - 5:00 pm 
 
Welcome Reception:              6:00 - 10:00 pm 
Cash Bar:                                6:00 - 10:00 pm 
Welcome (Bill Coakley)         6:00 - 6:30 pm 
Light Meal                              6:30 - 8:00 pm 
 
Acknowledgement of  
Attendees and Door Prizes    8:00 - 10:00 pm. 
 
As always, the Hospitality Room will be availa-
ble throughout the reunion.  Please feel free to 
bring any items you would like to share. 

Friday, September 12, 2014 
Hospitality Room:     8:00 am - 11:00  pm 
Friday Day Tour:      8:00 am -  4:30  pm 
 
Friday Night is a Free Night 
Enjoy dinner at the Clarion Hotel, at the 
Wharf or one of the other fine restaurants in 
the area.  
 
Saturday,  September 13, 2014 
City Tour, of Portland        3:00 - 5:00 p.m. 

 
Saturday Night is a Free Night   
Enjoy dinner at the Clarion Hotel, at the 
Wharf or one of the other fine restaurants in 
the area.   

Sunday, September 14, 2013 
Hospitality Room:    Opens at 8:00 am  
 
Memorial Service:               1:00 - 2:00 pm 
Service will be held at Clarion Hotel in the 
Hospitality Room. 
 
Men’s Business Meeting 2:30 - 3:30 pm 
Women’s Meeting           2:30 - 3:30 pm 
 
Banquet:   
Cash Bar Available:        6:00 - 10:30 pm 
Welcome (Bill Coakley) 6:30 pm 
Dinner                             7:00 -   8:30 pm 
Speaker                           8:30  -  9:30 pm 
Farewell & Door Prizes  9:30 - 10:00 pm 

DATE EVENT (Transportation & Gratuity Included) Cos t/PP Attendees Cost 

May be Paid First Day 
of Reunion 

Registration Fee Per Shipmate 
(Covers expense of hospitality room and miscellaneous items) 

$15.00 per 
shipmate 

1 $15.00 

9/11/2014 
Thursday Evening 
6:00 pm - 10:00 pm 

Welcome Reception @ Hotel  
(Light Meal w/hot and cold hors d’oeuvres & Cash Bar) 

$20.00   

9/12/2014 
Friday Day Tour 
8:00 am - 4:30 pm 

Trip to Bath with lunch in Bath at riverfront restaurant, Maine 
Maritime Museum and Bath Iron Works tour plus stop in Free-
port for L.L. Bean shopping on way back to hotel 

$80.00   

9/13/2014 
Saturday Afternoon 
3:00 pm - 5:00 pm 

City Trolley Tour $24.00   

9/14/2010 
Sunday Evening 
6:00 pm - 10:30 pm 

Banquet and Cash Bar 
Speaker and Entertainment 

$55.00   
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SHIP’S STORE 

NONPROFIT 
US POSTAGE 

PAID 
FT. MYERS, FL. 
PERMIT NO. 422 

USS Whetstone Association  
The Rolling Stone Newsletter 
6200 Emerald Pines Circle 
Fort Myers, Florida   33966 

Return Service Requested 

To order any Ship’s Store item please contact 
Marion Goble, 6200 Emerald Pines Circle, Ft. 
Myers, FL 33966, (239)768-1449 or e-mail mari-
ongoble@comcast.net.  When submitting an 
order, please make checks payable to USS Whet-
stone Association. All jackets and golf shirts are 
navy blue with gold lettering. T-shirts are navy 
blue with gold lettering or gray with navy letter-
ing. Hats are navy blue with gold silhouette of 
ship, white with navy blue silhouette of ship, or 
red with gold silhouette of ship.   
 
Items for Sale: 
Ball Caps (With Silhouette)  $20.00 
Copy of Cruise Books  
       (57, 61, 66, 67/68 & 69)  $20.00 
DVD of Reunions (1996-2006) $  5.00 
DVD of 2008, 2010 & 2102 Reunions $  5.00 
Golf Shirts (S, M, L, XL)  $37.00 
T-Shirts (S, M, L, XLG, XXL) $27.00 
Jackets (S, M, LG, XLG)  $52.00 
Jackets (XXL & XXXL)  $54.00 
Whetstone Picture on Canvas  $25.00 
Yosemite Sam Patches  $  8.00 
Zippo Knives w/Ship Silhouette $20.00 
Zippo Lighters w/Ship Silhouette $13.00 
 

Note:  All Prices Include Shipping  

 
The Can Opener 

Re: “A CIC Trilogy: Part II ----“ I was an HM2 on Whetstone 1960-1961. I 
changed rates from HMCS to MACS on 1 Oct 73. Following MA School at Lack-
land AFB, I was assigned to the USS Coral Sea (CVA -43) as the CMAA. In Apr 
of 75, we did the Saigon Evacuation (Operation Frequent Wind) and the Cambo-
dia Evacuation (Operation Eagle Pull. We returned to Subic Bay and in May we 
headed for Perth, Australia as part of the Battle of the Coral Sea remembrance. We 
got turned around and became part of the Mayaguez Rescue/Recovery operation. 
We took the Marines back to Subic and again headed to Perth. We pulled into 
HMAS Leuwin, the RAN base in Perth for a 5 day “port call” (duty section on 
board only). 

I met and became a friend of their “Conn”, equivalent to our Command Mas-
ter Chief. He had a very interesting story to relate. His story was affirmed by other 
CPOs in the Senior Sailor’s Mess. He was a crewman aboard the HMAS Voyager, 
a Destroyer, on 10 Feb 1964 when she was cut in half by the HMAS Melbourne. 
On 3 Jun 1969, he was a crewman on the I-IMAS Melbourne when she cut the 
USS Frank Evans in half. He said when the RAN accident board found out he had 
been on the Voyager, they didn’t want to hear his testimony about the Evan’s col-
lision. He also told me that from that time on, the Melbourne was known as ‘The 
Can Opener”.  

 
      J Hank Rausch 
      HM2 (1960-61) 


