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Winter Springs, FL – Our good friend, Gordon Evans, passed away here recently.  He had a second stroke following surgery and was simply unable to recover.  At the time of his death, Gordie (as we called him) was in his mid-70’s, but in the minds of those who knew him so well in his earlier days, our memories of him tend to remain locked in our days together at the U.S. Naval Academy (USNA) in the mid-1960’s, over 50  years ago.
I first met Gordie while well into my 4-year experience at USNA.  Although we had known of each other, we did not become close friends until our first class year (senior year) when our duties required us to room together.  He was a year older than most of us because he had spent a year as an enlisted airman in the Air Force prior to being selected to come to Annapolis.  We quickly bonded, perhaps due to our similar family backgrounds (relatively poor, hard-working families in small town America).
Because as First Classmen we were granted frequent weekend liberty periods, we often drove with a few other close friends to Gordie’s parents’ home in Clarks Summit, Pennsylvania.  Drinking took up a significant part of those weekends, both during the drive there, while in and around Clarks Summit, and on the way back to the Academy.  Miraculously we had no accidents and were never arrested for disorderly conduct – through no fault of our own.  These were weekends of non-stop indiscretion.

Gordie had a magnetic personality.  He had an innate ability to attract women.  I never saw him without a beautiful girlfriend.  Those of us mere mortals in this regard continuously marveled at his success, particularly since he seemed to treat these women with near disdain.  Yet they flocked to him.  He was truly charismatic.   The rest of us midshipmen clamored to be his friend, if only in the hope of simply being around him might somehow allow us to somehow permeate this magical aura and transform us into comparable Lotharios.  Unfortunately, it never worked for me.
One of the highlights of these adventures in northeastern Pennsylvania always included spending part of a weekend late evening in a working class bar where Evans held court.  He had the ability to charm miners, truck drivers, and other hard-working blue collar types.  Around two in the morning he would loudly proclaim, “Let’s go get some “steakie-eggs.”  This was a signal for us to depart the bar en masse to head for an all-night diner for heaping portions of breakfast plates.  Sometimes this urge would not appear until even later when we were back at his parent’s home.  He would then head to the kitchen and outside grill to prepare a monster steak and eggs feast for all of us.

If we happened to stay at the Academy for a weekend that senior year, a large group of us would spend most of that time with Gordie drinking at local “shitkicker bars” just outside the “7-mile” limit (midshipmen were not allowed to drink alcohol within a 7-mile radius of USNA).  With loud country music blaring in the background, these evenings would often end in some form of brawl with locals resulting in us running to our cars to escape.  

In spite of these shenanigans, Gordie was an excellent student.  Upon graduation he was selected to enter the Navy’s Nuclear Power program.  Following nearly two years of nuclear and submarine training, he received orders to the USS Daniel Webster, a ballistic missile submarine operating out of Pearl Harbor, Hawaii.  It was there that he met, Moearii, who was a flight attendant for Pan Am. Theirs became a life-long love interrupted only by divorce in 1983 followed by re-marriage in 2002.  Between his two wives, he fathered five children.  Life was always complicated – and exciting – around Gordie.
Following his departure from the Navy in 1974 after service as Engineer on a second nuclear submarine, Gordie entered law school at the University of Miami where he earned a law degree in 1976.  Again he was a superior student, and soon became a very successful attorney as a partner in a prestigious Florida law firm bearing his name.  

Many of us lost touch with Gordie after he left the Navy.  We heard that he was “a lawyer” in Miami, and based on some of his Naval Academy exploits, assumed, somewhat jokingly, that he had become a Mafia attorney.  I am almost certain that this was not the case.

Two years ago I finally saw Gordie and Moearii when they visited our home in Virginia for a 50-year reunion at USNA of our class of 1965.  He was still a handsome fellow with the same ability to charm as ever.  For the formal dance at the reunion, he wore a tux with a Scottish kilt.  With his full white mustache, he was again, by far, the most dashing of us – and we loved him for it.
Earlier this year, Gordie was diagnosed with colorectal cancer.  He began chemo-therapy, but soon surgery became necessary.  Unfortunately, he was not able to survive post-surgery complications.  It was the only fight he ever lost.  We miss him…..a lot.
I thought that you might like to know.
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