WOMPATUCK NEWS
Annex Humor in a Time of Stress
By Jim Rose, FOW News Editor and Historian

Corona virus up close.

It’s March, Friday the thirteenth
and I’m starting the spring issue as the
world is currently suffering a Covid19 pandemic. The death count
surpassed 5000 (plus, there are no
sports on television). What should I
write about?
I know. I’ll dig up some of the offthe-wall funny stories the Annex
military and employees told me over
the years. Saint Paddy’s Day is around
the corner and we need some holiday
cheer-outside of Jameson and
Guinness.
I’ll begin with my next door
neighbor when I lived in Rockland
during the 1950s. His name was
Clarence “Rebel” Vaughan. They
called him “Rebel” because he came
from down South and had a strong
accent. He supervised the nuclear
ASROC bunker N9 along with
George Dwyer of Weymouth.
Like a lot ex-Marines, Rebel loved
his tea…and I don’t mean Tetley.
After work ended at the Annex, Rebel
would head straight to the Central
Club gin mill in Rockland to wet his
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whistle.
He always walked there through
the Saint Patrick Cemetery across
from his house. One night he did not
come home. The neighbors freaked
out and called the cops to find him.
Turns out, he fell into a freshly dug
grave after a bender and passed out.
The cops found him the next day, face
up, with a “Schlitz” smile on his face.
Or was it Pickwick Ale?
Clarence and wife Dolores (top)
sitting with my parents, James and
Dorna Rose at the Employees
Spring Dance.

The following two stories come
from Guido Guaraldi who was a
forklift operator at the depot. During
World War II, Guaraldi served in
Europe as an Army infantryman and
was wounded three times.

Clarence “Rebel” Vaughan with his
award.

He was okay and soon resumed his
duty supervising the Annex nuclear
depth charge bunker. Outside of that
scare, you couldn’t find a better
neighbor. I played Little League
baseball with his son Hugh. Vaughan
received many accolades at the depot
for safety, management and beneficial
suggestions.
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Guido Guaraldi in front of garage
built from Annex rocket boxes at
his Plymouth home.

While bivouacked during rest and
recovery, the Army engineers rigged
up showers for the troops. As the GIs
were washing away their battle dirt, a
German plane swoops down and
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drops what looks like a bomb. The
nude soldiers scattered throughout the
village to take cover.
However, the bomb turned out to
be an empty fuel tank. Nothing
happened except the German villagers
(mostly women and children) got an
eye-full and laughs from all these
naked American soldiers darting to
and fro.

Hingham Poor Farm vault

Guaraldi said the funniest incident
at the depot took place in the 1950s.
The Navy told two workers to clean
out an old vault in the side of a hill
and use it as an office. Much to their
macabre surprise they found a dead
body in it. Apparently, the vault was
part of the Hingham Poor Farm
Cemetery. No one in the depot knew.
For a highway double take tale,
Ron Meade provided an amusing one.
He was the truck driver that
transported the nuclear depth charges
from Quonset Point, Rhode Island to
the Annex. The convoy consisted of
six vehicles protected by Marine
guards and supervised by a warrant
officer. The speed was limited to 35
miles per hour.

Ron Meade talking to press at N9
bunker in 2013.

a ticket. Little did he realize it was on
a secret mission to deliver a nuclear
weapon. After a top brass U.S. Navy
complaint, the cop was later set
straight by his chief.
The Annex worker with the most
unforgettable stories was past park
supervisor Leo Parenti. In World War
II he drove an ammunition truck for
the 26th Yankee Division. During the
Battle of the Bulge in the cold winter
of 1944, he would heat up cans of
beans on the manifold of his truck.
During one convoy mission he felt a
loud explosion. He thought he was
being ambushed and dove for cover.
No attack… just a can of beans
exploded. He didn’t get a Purple
Heart, just a bean splattered truck.

Leo Parenti and his wife on left
sits with my parents on far right.

Leo Parenti and his mascot with his
GI buddies in WWII.

One of the most popular
employees at the depot was Sam
Amonte. He was a depot railroad
brakeman in the early 1950s. His job
was to flag down traffic on Route 3A
when the ammo train crossed, hookup trains and operate the switches.

As a result of the slow speed, a
rookie cop pulled the convoy over for
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Sam Amonte

He said the funniest incident was
when he and his buddies stole a hot
stove one winter night from a
warehouse. They loaded it on a flatcar
and hauled it away to their train shed.
He said it was quite a sight to see the
train roaring down the tracks with
sparks flying out of the burning stove
in the middle of these live
ammunition magazines. Ironically,
after the depot, he served as a
Hingham policeman for 36 years.
When the ammunition depot
closed in 1962, many of the workers
transferred to the Boston Navy Yard.
Donald Guilfoyle, who had supervised
the Transportation Department at the
Annex, was one of them. He said the
most comical event at the Navy Yard
was during an Open House.

Donald Guilfoyle

While a Cub Scout group was
touring one of the Navy subs, an
overweight den mother got herself
stuck in one of the hatches and had to
be rescued by the fire department.
Chance would have it; he discovered
she was his next door neighbor.
One of the last to leave the Annex
was Lt. J. George Neat. He was
stationed as a Guided Missile Officer
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at the ammunition depot from 1960 to
1962. His wife Marilinn worked at the
laboratory at the South Shore
Hospital. While working at the lab,
Marilinn saved frogs used in
pregnancy tests from being routinely
destroyed by releasing them into
Boundary Pond in the park. The Neats
lived in Quarters C next to the pond.

Spinnaker Island), as an Army
artilleryman. During one maneuver,
his unit had to test fire two 16 inch
guns, nicknamed “Big Ben” and “Big
Tom”. They rammed the charge in
and fired the gun. Boom! Boom! They
blew out all the windows in that area
of Hull. They never fired them again.

and Ends, The Horse with a
Handsome Behind and The Andrews
Sisters, where he dressed in drag.

Handrahan (left) in “The Meri
Macs”.

George Neat donating his uniform
to past park supervisor Steve
Gammon at the Visitor Center in
2014.

George Neat in 1960.

On one summer night, the Neats
observed mysterious lights moving
around underwater in the pond. It
turns out members of the base’s
Underwater Ordnance Disposal Team
e.g. scuba divers, were looking for
frogs. Little did they know they were
eating hospital survivors.
George Bartlett who worked with
my dad at Mine Anchor Building had
a couple of funny stories to tell.
During World War II, he was
stationed at Fort Duvall, Hull (now
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George Bartlett

He also said after the depot closed
down he worked as a security guard
there. One night a drunk drove the
railroad tracks thinking it was Beal
Street. Bartlett thought the car
bouncing up and down would sober
the wino up, but when he got out of
his car he could hardly stand up.
The most famous Annex worker,
as far as Hollywood is concerned, was
Bill Handrahan. He grew up in Hull
and became a star athlete, excelling in
football, baseball, hockey, golf and
tennis. He and his sister Lucille
played tennis against JFK and his
sister Kathleen in the 1930s. The
Kennedy family had a summer home
in Hull. He said, “We wupped them!”
During World War II, outside of
shooting at the Germans as an antiaircraft chief gunner, he entertained
the troops as an actor. He worked for
the USO and met Bob Hope and Andy
Rooney. His acting troop went
everywhere after the war in a
confiscated German bus and played in
acts such as: The Merry Macs, Odds
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I asked him if he ever had any
close calls in the war. He said the
closest he ever came to death was
during leave in England. After a night
of raising hell in this pub, he and his
GI buddies decided to stagger back to
the barracks. No sooner than they
were five minutes down the road, a
German V-1 buzz bomb blows the
place to bits. I told him that God must
have been looking out for him that
night. Whereupon his wife from the
kitchen yells back, “Tell that to the
bartender!”

Handrahan exhibits a poster in
2014 of his WWII act.

Well, I hope these short stories
provide a few grins in a time of stress.
The best anecdote, sometimes, is the
best antidote.
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