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The Martin P5M Marlin 
 

The P5M Marlin was the last in a long line of military seaplanes produced by the Glenn L. Martin 
Aircraft Company between 1909 and 1960. Designed in 1946 to replace the venerable Martin PBM 
Mariner, the P5M-1 was the first U.S. Navy aircraft built specifically for ASW use. The P5M-1 entered 
service in 1952 followed by the P5M-2 in 1954. Although many new designs were considered through-
out the 1950s, the P5M-2 was the last production flying boat used by the U.S. Navy. At the onset of the 
Vietnam conflict, the Navy’s four remaining seaplane patrol squadrons VP-40, 47, 48 and 50 were 
called into action and played a significant role as part of Operation Market Time, from 1964 to 1967. 
The Marlins were retired in November 1967, officially ending 57 years of Naval Seaplane Aviation. 
 

The National Museum of Naval Aviation (NMNA) in Pensacola, FL is home to the sole surviving 
example of a Martin P5M Marlin. The museums’ aircraft is a Navy SP-5B, BuNo 135533. Delivered to 
the Navy in 1956, it saw active service with a number of squadrons through 1967. On November 6, 1967 
VP-40’s QE-10, BuNo 135533, flew the last operational flight of a navy seaplane at NAS North Island. 
QE-10 was restored by the Navy in 1968 and flown to NAS Patuxent River, MD, where after several 
years in storage it was barged to NAS Pensacola and placed on display at NMNA in 1976.  
 

BuNo 135533 was brought in for Hurricane Ivan repair in June 2007. The museum’s contract with 
the Navy Department was limited to storm damage repair, corrosion repair, and spot painting as 
necessary. The Mariner/Marlin Association (MMA) requested the exterior be fully repaired and painted. 
The additional cost of $54,000 to complete the exterior restoration was made possible through generous 
donations by the MMA, VP-45 Association, Lockheed Martin Company and NMNA. The external 
restoration was completed in October 2007 and serves as a tribute to all who flew, crewed or supported 
the last of the Navy’s fighting flying boats – the Martin P5M Marlin. 
 

   

PPC LCdr Don McGarrigle (VRF-32) 
prepares to launch the final flight of a 
U.S. Navy SP-5B seaplane from NAS 
North Island on July 8, 1968.
 
The special nose art applied to the bow of 
VP-40’s QE-10 lists the names of the 
crew aboard the commemorative flight 
to NAS Patuxent River, where it was 
received in ceremony on July 12, 1968 
by the Smithsonian Institution. 
 
BuNo 135533 remained at NAS Pax River 
until 1975 when it was moved to NMNA 
for display. 
                  - Bruce Barth Photo -  
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inflatable raft weren’t able to make 
headway and the natives were 
leaving them. Folz taxied over to 
them and they were able to get 
the raft along side our after hatch. 
They came aboard; we took a knife 
to the inflatable and prepared to 
take off. The JATO bottles were 
rigged and an open sea take- off in 
five plus swells was made. I don’t 
know if the Government Affairs 
men ever went back to Bataan. I 
only know they were glad to be 
back aboard and on their way back 
to Sangley Point.

CDR. David Watson  VP-28
Miami Shores, FL

Dear Editor:
I’m a new member and I 

received my first batch of past 
newsletters. I met a member of 
the Mariners, Frank Ferrante, 
and he gave me a 2002 member-
ship roster back in 2005. Of the 
ten names of a crew I flew with, 
not one was in the roster, so I 
put off joining till now. I became 
interested in airplanes through 
my older brother, eight years my 
senior. I was building rubber band 
powered models in grade school. 
Currently, I’m in a radio control 
airplane club. Our flying site is 
at the Valley Forge National Park 
located northwest from Philadel-
phia. I attended Benjamin Franklin 
High School because it offered a 
fantastic course in aircraft engine 
theory and maintenance. Contained 
within and enclosed courtyard 
was a World War I Jenny and a 
Stearman. We were allowed to 
occasionally start the Stearman 
with the use of its inertia starter. 
This course prepared me well for 
joining the Navy Reserves at Wil-
low Grove Naval Air Station. I 
was seventeen. Well, finally, this 

brings me to being drafted into 
active duty and a group of us sent 
to North Island, San Diego. I went 
through the Beaching Crew, Gun-
nery School, and assigned to a 
FASRON outfit. Then I asked to be 
assigned to VP-46 going to Japan, 
and my request was granted. Some 
of VP-46 personnel were shipped 
over to Iwakuhi Japan on two sea-
plane tenders. We were told these 
two ships were converted from 
destroyer escorts to seaplane ten-
ders! You go figure. After arriving 
in Japan, a couple of weeks passed 
and I was assigned to a flight crew. 
Next thing I knew, we were flying 
the well known (by Mariner/Marlin 
members) patrols around Korea. 
One of the older newsletters, dated 
March 2005 (p.15), contained an 
article written by a member of our 
squadron William Bryant. To quote 
him, he wrote “One of our pilots, 
after returning from an eleven 
hour flight, landed about 50 feet 
too high on a slick morning and 
the starboard engine tore loose 
still spinning its propeller. The 
hull was sliced and the plane sunk 
with depth charges in the bays.” 
Guess what? I just happen to have 
pictures of that plane, even when 
it was retrieved from the bottom 
of the bay. Also, I used one of its 
engine cowlings after dropping 
a cowling while doing an engine 
check on some other PBM while 
in the water. Mr. Bryant also wrote 
about our Skipper losing power on 
one engine while off the coast of 
North Korea. There they landed 
safely in a river and taxied to some 
U.S. Army post. An engine was 
sent there; the crew installed it and 
returned to Iwakuni Japan about 
a week later. I remember talking 
to one or two members of that 
crew about their experience. If any 

member reading this was in VP-
46 in late 1951 and part of 1952, 
please phone me at 610-873-0250. 
We could share some information.

Thank you Editor A. Zaharia
Joseph Pasquini 

AD-3

Note: Any aircrew that flew over 
25 patrols received an Air Medal. 
Other medals received were the 
Korean Service, United Nations, 
and Japan Occupation Medals.

Dear Editor:
A few months ago I got a letter 

from the granddaughter of Lt. Wal-
ter J. McGuire, XO of VPB-27 and 
PPC of  Crew 2 (my crew). She 
wanted to know more about him 
(since deceased). I let her know 
what I knew and she enclosed a 
copy of a letter McGuire had sent 
to his folks from Okinawa after 
the war was over, telling what he 
had done (meaning our crew). It’s 
interesting to me and maybe of 
some interest to M/M readers if it 
isn’t too long. 

Regards,
Jack Christopher, 
former AOM 1c, 
Crew 2, VPB-27

4 September, 1945
                                                

                                                           
Aboard the USS “Duxbury Bay” 
Chima Wan, Okinawa

Dear Mom and Dad:

I guess just like everyone else 
out here, today, I am writing a let-
ter because it is the first one since 
censorship had been lifted. Always 
before I would complain that there 
was so much I could say if they 
would let me and now that I can’t 
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had been destroyed before we left 
the plane and it showed no signs 
of leakage or sinking. In fact, they 
had a hard time sinking it. It just 
didn’t want to submerge. This 
is not quite the end of the story. 
We, 12 joyous and thankful air-
men were headed back to Corpus 
in a Navy seagoing tug when, at 
night, we ran into one of those 
infamous tropical storms creating 
15 to 18 foot waves. The seamen 
battened down all the hatches and 
secured all deck equipment and 
the Chief Petty Officer and Boat-
swain guided us toward Corpus. 
A P.T. boat or P.B.M. would never 
have weathered the punishment of 
the waves. The seagoing tug, with 
its 55 degree roll factor, did o.k. 
It was sometimes tense, but after 
going through what we had expe-
rienced the last three and a half 
days, we handled it appropriately. 
Needless to say, when we sighted 
Corpus Christi Bay the next morn-
ing, we all thanked God for seeing 
us through a tough journey (88 
hours). The end of the story is we 
all got a 10 day survivors leave, 
lost several crew members who 
turned in their wings, and came 
back to a new P.P.C. We resumed 
our training, finishing in N.A.S. 
San Diego. We were assigned as a 
replacement crew to Air Sea Res-
cue Squadron VH-1 for duty out 
of Okinawa and the China Sea. 
Truman dropped the Bomb and we 
all lived happily ever after with no 
one shooting at us as we patrolled 
the China coast for nine more 
months.

With great Love and Respect for 
the P.B.M. Mariner and The U.S.
Navy Air Corps

E.C. (Ed) Stalder  
ARM 2c  VH-1

Dear Editor:
I got a kick out of the “snake 

on a buoy” story in the last issue. 
We went out for bombing practice 
while in training at Corpus Christi. 
We fastened the bomb release tool 
over the aft lower hatch after we 
were in the air. When we went to 
plug the cord into the bulkhead 
receptacle, as my dear old pappy 
would say—it was a “p_ _ _ _ rs 
length” too short. I informed the 
PPC. He wasn’t too happy. I told 
him “I’m a farm boy from Mizzu. 
Give me a pair of pliers, a screw-
driver, a piece of bailing wire, a 
pocket knife and I can fix any-
thing”. All I have is a pocket knife 
and I see some loose wires on the 
port bulkhead. “Give me permis-
sion to use the wire, 30 minutes, 
and I can splice an extension on 
the cord. He said “O.k.”. I cut the 
wire 2 “p’s” long, spliced it in and 
plugged it in, cocked the release, 
then told the PPC “Let’s give it a 
trial run.” It worked, so we contin-
ued on with the operation.

When we got back to the 
beaching apron, I grabbed the line 
and hooked it over the stanchion, 
then called “O.k., we’re hooked 
up.” Just as the PPC cut the 
engines, the line parted. I yelled 
“The line broke, the line broke!” 
He answered “Drop the anchor.” I 
dropped the anchor; he started the 
engines as the beaching crew were 
using the padded poles to keep 
us from hitting the retaining wall. 
With the engines started, he called 
“up anchor.” I started cranking, but 
the anchor was caught on some-
thing. Before I could tell my helper 
pull the brake on, he was gone. I 
let go of the crank. It hit me on the 
right wrist, then flew off. The cable 
shredded as we picked up speed.

The second beaching was O.K. 

My wrist just suffered a bruise.
Robert (Bob) Troutman

AOM 3c, Crewman
O.T.U. 4``

Dear Editor,

Chuck Folz should be telling 
this sea story as he was the PPC on 
this flight and I was the co-pilot. 
After the war ended in August 
1945, VP-28 was flying all sorts of 
“utility flights”. About 150 miles 
north of Luzon is an island group 
Bataan. The main island Bataan 
was having difficulty reorganizing 
their local government after the 
departure of the Japanese. They 
requested the assistance of a U.S.
group working with civilian gov-
ernments. VP-28 was given the 
job of delivering a party from this 
group to Bataan Island. On Decem-
ber 21, 1945, our crew departed 
from Sangley Point with three men 
and their gear. When we got there, 
we made a low pass over the town 
and circled the area. We noticed a 
small native craft being paddled 
out to sea, so we made and open 
sea landing as close to the shore 
as we thought was safe. We cut 
the port engine so the local group 
could come along side. The group 
on our plane had gear and a small 
radio transmitter. Their boat was an 
inflatable raft, so the decision was 
made to put all their gear and the 
radio in the larger native boat, and 
the three government men would 
follow them in the inflatable. The 
two boats headed for shore and 
Folz decided to stick around for a 
while to see if they were making it 
to shore. Meanwhile, the wind had 
picked up and the sea was running 
four to five feet. The two boats 
were getting farther apart and it 
became apparent the three in the 
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Letters

The Mariner/Marlin Associa-
tion welcomes your letters to 
the editor, the chairman, or to 

the entire membership. Please send 
all letters to: Mariner/Marlin News-
letter, 7615 N. 75th Ave., Unit 105, 
Glendale, AZ, 85303, or via email to 
printcenteraz@hotmail.com.

Dear Editor,
Thankyou for including the 

Mock-up board picture. I still have 
mine. Amazing you had it and 
could identify me.  At that meeting 
we made the decision on escape 
hatch versus ejection seats.  All 
the “real” pilots wanted ejection 
seats and the engineers wanted the 
chutes because it was less weight.  
On the first ballot the chute people 
won.  Then the chief Martin Test 
Pilot stood up and said  “If you do 
not put in ejection seats you can 
fly the plane yourself”. With that 
the Program Manager announced 
that we would have another vote 
and the ejection seat configuration 
won.

I look forward to each issue of 
your magazine. You and the people 
before you have done great work. 
VRSPY  

Art Mix

Dear Editor:
The purpose of this letter is two-

fold.
1. Reinforce testimony on the 

strength of the PBM Mariner hull.
2. To relate a training flight I 

would never wish to experience 
again.

This flight started out on May 
12, 1945 from N.A.S. Corpus 

Christi. It was to be an extended 
navigation hop to N.A.S. Pan-
ama Canal, Panama. We were 
in VPB-21 O.T.U.4 at the time 
with PPC LTJG Niswander in 
charge. Ensigns J. C. Novak and 
Jerry Westfall were co-pilots. We 
had a full crew of three Aviation 
Mechanics, three Aviation Ord-
nance men, and three Aviation 
Radio men, of which I was one.

At about 1400 hours and 300 
miles into the Caribbean, at about 
1500 feet elevation, both engines 
quit simultaneously; never to start 
again. Parachuting, we decided in 
a hurry, was not an option. So we 
rode her down. A perfect open sea 
landing was made at a remarkably 
high speed. The first bounce was 
about 300 feet up and it ended 
about five bounces later. A thor-
ough check of the hull indicated 
not one popped rivet and no leak-
age anywhere. We were out in the 
middle of the sea 300 miles from 
nowhere. We got the auxiliary 
generator going and radio contact 
with N.A.S. Corpus. About three 
hours later, we were spotted by 
a P.B.M. and a P.B.Y. sent out to 
search for us. They decided against 
an open sea landing. They instead 
dispatched a sea going tug to tow 
the plane back and a P.T. boat to 
pick us up. The planes circled us 
until dusk and then departed for 
Corpus. That night two negative 
things happened. First, we ran out 
of fuel for the auxiliary generator 
and couldn’t concoct the right mix 
of oil and aviation gasoline to get 
it started again thus losing radio 
contact with civilization. Second, 
a heavy fog set in making visual 

sighting impossible. This condition 
lasted all through May 13th. Dur-
ing that day we strung a parachute 
through the twin fins and figured 
that maybe with the grace of God 
we might eventually drift ashore 
somewhere in the Gulf. We also 
tried fishing, with no luck, but saw 
the largest tiger sharks ever. They 
kept a constant eye on us. We had 
12 gallons of drinking water and 
24 sandwiches aboard. When we 
were finally rescued, we still had 
10 gallons of water and 12 sand-
wiches left. We were preparing for 
a lengthy stay. Cigarettes were all 
gone by day 2 though. May 14th 
dawned, at sea aboard the PBM-
3, as a nice day. Clear and sunny. 
As the day progressed, even a 
Nazi U-boat surfacing might have 
looked good. Late in the afternoon, 
on their last search leg, we were 
spotted by a P.B.M. from Corpus. 
As it turned out, the P.T. boat they 
sent out to pick us up with devel-
oped engine trouble and returned 
to base. The seagoing tug was 
only four or five miles from us. 
The search plane directed the tug 
to us where they would stand by 
for the night. The next morning, 
May 15th, they shot a line over to 
us and a boatswain from the tug 
brought a boatswain’s chair, hand 
over hand, over shark infested 
waters, to our plane. We were then 
transported, in the boatswains rig, 
one by one, to the tug. When we 
were all safely aboard the tug, a 
decision was made to sink our 
P.B.M. From the time we made 
the forced landing until the time 
they sunk our plane was 68 hours. 
All important data and materials 
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