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Foreword

Established in 1975, the Historical Monograph Series serves the specific
purpose of publishing research that is based upon sources found in the Naval
Historical Collection of the Naval War College. Hence, the College not only
encourages scholarly examination of its remarkable archival holdings but
provides a medium to display valuable historical work done for the benefit of a
much larger audience of interested scholars and readers.

Admiral Harris Laning was President of the Naval War College from 1930 to
1933, and quite naturally his papers, including the manuscript of his memoirs,
were archived in the Naval Historical Collection of the College. They had lain
there for decades until Dr. Mark Shulman, a historian of considerable
distinction, provided us with this opportunity to study and enjoy An Admiral’s
Yarn, the memoirs of Admiral Laning.

Had these recollections been in essence merely a “‘yarn” or the reminiscences
of a distinguished naval officer and former head of this institution, the criteria
for publication in this series would not have been met. In fact, though, Admiral
Laning’s career coincided exactly with the rise of the United States Navy from a
small and technologically obsolete service to the world’s largest and, in most
respects, most advanced naval organization. His leadership of the Naval War
College occurred when many of the ideas about the conduct of naval warfare
received detailed attention from a great number of men who would implement
those ideas a dozen years later.

While no single person can encompass every aspect of an era—even within
the confines of a single profession—and no educational institution can
adequately address all the requirements that its graduates subsequently will need,
in An Admiral’s Yarn, we are offered a glimpse of the experiences and thinking of
a man who served in and eventually guided the United States Navy in a lifetime
marked by enormous change. We observe his own awareness, sometimes
approaching disbelief, of the transformations he had witnessed and his
responsibility to grow, to abandon familiar ways, and to lead his service into an
exciting albeit confusing future.

Dr. Shulman and the editors of the Naval War College Press have produced a
highly readable and enjoyable volume in our Historical Monograph Series.
Working from a typescript kept in the College’s archive, they have corrected,
annotated, and edited the text for today’s readers. (Historians are invited, of
course, to consult Admiral Laning’s papers at the Naval War College.) It is my
pleasure to offer An Admiral’s Yarn for the edification and enjoyment of anyone
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who wishes to understand how to live though change with professional
dedication and good humor.

A.K. CEBROWSKI
Vice Admiral, U.S. Navy
President, Naval War College



Introduction

by

Mark Russell Shulman

HARRIS LANING SERVED as an officer in the United States Navy from
1891 to 1937. As well as anyone, he represents the men who built up the
service into the world's greatest maritime fighting force. Born in 1873, when the
old Navy’s fighting effectiveness was at its nadir, he joined the service during the
“era of the battleship.” Captain Alfred Thayer Mahan had recently published his
The Influence of Sea Power upon History, 1660—1783,and the U.S. Navy had begun
to modernize and professionalize itself, constructing its first steel battleships to
replace those warships remaining from the Civil War era. The Navy from which
Laning eventually retired in 1937 was arguably the world’s greatest, boasting
fifteen dreadnoughts that cruised alongside aircraft carriers and fleet submarines.
With the exception of the carriers and submarines, Laning served in every type of
fighting ship: frigate, monitor, gunboat, destroyer, cruiser, and battleship. Admiral
Laning’s final cruise, as commander of the Battle Force, U.S. Fleet, culminated his
long and distinguished service in the United States Navy.

Laning epitomizes the finest of a generation of naval leaders who viewed
“Neptune [as] God, Mahan his prophet, and the United States Navy [as] the
only true Church”' While Mahan never detailed specifics for effecting his
geopolitical theories, his blue-water doctrine delineated and even circumscribed
American naval thought in the several decades preceding World War Two. For
much of his career, Laning, who had earned a reputation in some naval circles as
a premier tactician, devised the tactical methods by which the Navy planned to
implement blue-water strategy. This Mahanian philosophy called for control of

Mark Russell Shulman studied at Yale (BA), Oxford (M.St.), and the University of California
at Berkeley (Ph.D.), and Columbia University, School of Law (J.D.). He has served as an Olin
Fellow at Yale’s International Security Program and as a Bradley Fellow at the National Strategy
Information Center. He has also taught history and international affairs at Yale, Columbia
University’s School of International and Public Affairs, and at the United States Air War College.
He is the author of Navalism and the Emergence of American Sea Power, 1882—1893 (1995) and
co-editor of The Laws of War: Constraints on Warfare in the Western World (1994). Dr. Shulman has
also written numerous articles and book chapters on milicary history and national security affairs.
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the seas by fleets of battleships—in distinct contrast to the Navy’s earlier system

-of sea denial, which combined cruisers for commerce-raiding with monitors
and fortresses for coastal defense. Mahan’s notions of a decisive battle were
axiomatic to the new American Navy after the 1890s, eradicating all support for
the tradition of sea-denial. In theory at least, the battle fleet would obviate long
wars and the destruction of life-bearing commerce.’ True to Mahan’s devotion
to decisive gun battles, Laning and most leading naval officers of his generation
viewed carriers and submarines as peripheral to U.S. strategic, operational, and
tactical doctrine. By the time of Laning’s death in 1941, however, this view had
become antiquated.

Harris Laning was born into a well-respected, rural, southern Illinois family.
His father was a banker and his grandfather a Congressman. Healthy, active, and
well-connected, Harris secured a Congressional appointment to the Naval
Academy in 1891. The previous November, his brother-in-law, John McAuley
Palmer, had taken young Harris to the first Army-Navy football game, hoping to
encourage the lad to enroll in Palmer’s alma mater, West Point. The effort
backfired, however, when Navy won (24-0). Laning began preparations for the
Annapolis entrance exams. Nonetheless, he remained close to the Palmers, even
in latter years, as he moved from station to station. In 1900 he married Mabel
Clare Nixon, a Californian. The Lanings’ daughter, Hester Marie, grew up
primarily in her mother's care, residing generally at shore establishments along
the eastern seaboard. She recalls that Laning found his family to be a constant
source of joy and support.

Laning's dossier as a midshipman fits the typical profile, as noted by a social
historian of the Navy, Peter Karsten. Approximately 65 percent of the officer
candidates were from the business or professional classes, as was young Laning.
He was of the white race of western European descent as were all midshipmen
during that period. In addition to his experience at the Army-Navy game, his
decision to join the service was influenced by a family member’s profession as
well as by his own readings of the various navy-oriented novels of the
nineteenth century. Like 40 percent of his Annapolis classmates, Laning was a
member of the Episcopalian Church. Some in his family preferred, as did the
families of many of his classmates, that he join the priesthood of the Church
rather than that of Neptune.’

Ethnocentricity and racial arrogance, which precluded understanding and
acceptance of other cultures and standards, remained a hallmark of the
pre-World War II Navy. These prejudices were reinforced by decades of
inculcation that extended into the 1930s during Laning's tenure as president of
the Naval War College. For instance, the pseudo-scientific racist lectures of Dr.

ii
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Lathrop Stoddard, such as “Racial Aspiration as the Foundation of National
Policy,” were presented to the staff and students at Newport throughout the
1930s.* Thus, in comparison to the more innovative professions that were
emerging or changing in the late nineteenth century, the Navy suffered from
such a homogeneous background among its officers that the scope of critical
thinking and creativity was limited. Some historians contend that it was this
focus that permitted American strategists to disregard the threat of a Japanese
attack in 1941.° The interface between this background and the occasionally
repressive Mahanian doctrine gave birth to a group disparagingly labeled “The
Gun Club.” Yet it was to this group that the nation delegated its first lines of
defense. And throughout Laning’s career, this line generally deterred enemy
aggression.

Although known to some as “the greatest tactician in the United States fleet
in recent years, perhaps in this century,” Laning fought in neither of the declared
wars in which the United States engaged during his career. His active and
dangerous service was in the various “Progressive Era” constabulary contlicts in
the Philippines, China, and Mexico. Within this framework Laning achieved
notable success, and within this context he wrote his autobiography.

The genre of naval officers’ memoirs was well established when Laning began
his writing in 1937. Many naval leaders had profited from their published
memoirs; major commercial houses such as Harper’s and D. Appleton frequently
printed and reprinted these lucrative books.” Laning'’s completed work, however,
has remained unpublished for over half a century, although not for lack of
historical or even literary value; it is replete with both. Rather, the timing of his
career and World War Two obscured the work’s significance. Hence, while
Laning finished a polished manuscript shortly before his death, he was not able
to see it through to publication, and a decade passed before his widow compiled
the typescript that was eventually entered into the Naval War College archives.
There it lay for several more decades, available, but examined only by a handful
of naval scholars.”

In the decades following his death, publications on World War II proliferated,
obscuring the service careers of the prewar era. Hence, Laning’s career came to
be seen essendally as that of a peace-time leader of a force oriented for war.
During the First World War he played a crucial role in organizing
personnel—fashioning the shaft for the Navy's spear.” A leader of men and a
superb organizer, Laning frequently did his best work behind the scenes. For
example, during the First World War, as acting Chief of the Bureau of
Navigation (which was then responsible for personnel matters), Laning helped
facilitate the extraordinarily rapid expansion of personnel from 60,000 to
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500,000 within one and a half years. In the two decades that followed, Laning
and his cohorts trained the succeeding war-time leaders, built many of their
ships, and laid the groundwork for much of the strategy and tactics of the
Second World War. Nonetheless, few of the officers of Laning’s generation
published memoirs, because, as scapegoats for the tragedy at Pearl Harbor, they
had fallen into disrepute despite their crucial roles in preparing the generation
that won the war at sea. Consequently, Laning’s neglected account of the Navy
he helped to build, and the life he lived, make An Admiral’s Yam a unique
historical chronicle.

During his three tours at the Naval War College, Laning outlined a theory of
tactics upon which the Navy relied for decades." Fleet Admiral Chester Nimitz
later lauded the tactical education he received at the college in 1921-1922,
declaring that “the courses were so thorough that, after the start of World WarII,
nothing that happened in the Pacific was strange or unexpected.”” Laning’s
layout of the “Naval Batte” detailed four phases of an operation: approach,
deployment, engagement, and follow-up. This outline presented tacticians with
the paradigm within which to focus their efforts.

Laning himself concentrated on the follow-up, making it clear that the key to
all tactics “lies in that phase.”"” With the focus of “follow-up,” and echoing his
sometime mentor, William S. Sims, Laning emphasized the importance of fire
control and the need to retain position in the line. Emphasizing the importance
of a lesson brought home during the Battle of Jutland, Laning noted that ships in
a confused order are more valuable to concentrated and devastating gunfire.” As
did most of his contemporaries, Laning continued to focus his intellectual
energy on battle-fleet tactics throughout the 1920s—a period during which
even the War College digressed from its priority on history and strategy, shifting
to emphasis on engagement. Within its paradigm, this emphasis on daylight
gunfire was highly successful. Indeed, the U.S. Navy set the international
standards by which other fleets were judged, using such novel tools as the Ford
instrument and the Royce clock."

In the early 1930s, at approximately the time he attained flag rank, Laning
gained a broader vision and awareness of the value of historical inquiry to the
study of strategy. Thus, during his tour as president of the War College, he
developed a deeper strategic vision that complemented his long-standing and
highly respected tactical views. These new perspectives, as we shall see,
grudgingly acknowledged a place for non-Mahanian craft, although always
within the context of a line of battle. With his personal development, Laning
strengthened and persistently shaped the nation'’s defense. His tale is the
eloquent and personal record of these efforts.
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The literary merit of An Admiral’s Yarn, and that of several other naval memoirs,
enhances understanding of the evolving world view of American naval officers in
the emerging century. Much of the discourse appears to support Robert Jordan’s
conclusion that “American notions of the proper way to organize force in
international society are outgrowths of British thought.”* By the late nineteenth
century, the new American Navy had come to emulate much of the Royal Navy,
not only in tonnage and type of ship but also in personal attitudes.' Inherent in
Laning’s memoirs and those of his peers is an assumed moral, and especially
cultural, superiority that echoes much British imperial literature.

Written before the Japanese Pacific onslaught of 1941-1942, An Admiral’s
Yarn presents a confident and competent imperialistic outlook. Three literary
techniques that are typical of this era’s naval memoirs provide narrative texture
and insights into the specific brand of American brashness: self-effacing heroism,
cosmopolitan parochialism, and objective absolution.

Laning’s literary self-effacement is apparent early in the story. While in his
first command, in command of the captured Spanish gunboat, Panay, during the
Philippine-American war (1899), Ensign Laning consistently endured the
physical duress of heat, fatigue, and danger.

Small and cramped as our ships were, no one could leave them without danger of
being killed or captured, and we were ever facing catastrophe when we moved
about in those dangerous waters. We lived through all those troubles only to en-
counter a more trying and dangerous one, when we met a typhoon as we stood
down the China Sea returning to Manila.”

Fighting the storm for three days left Laning exhausted. As his narrative
continues, he temporarily abandons the first person to applaud his own heroics.
*“Then the Captain made a rousing speech toasting the officers and men of the
Panay for their wonderful achievement.”’® When Laning attempted to rise, he
found that he could not move. “The doctor rushed to me and although he
found me clear as a bell mentally, I was paralyzed from head to foot from sheer
physical exhaustion.”'® Apparently the doctor validated that Laning in fact could
not move, thus rendering Laning’s description of his struggles more objective,
credible, and sympathetic.

An Admiral’s Yarn contributes a temperate affirmation of America’s uniquely
admirable qualities: moral rectitude, industriousness, and Christian mission, In a
career that spanned nearly half a century, Laning observed many cultures,
peoples, and customs which, while frequently entertaining and even delighting
him, also left him convinced of the special and even “fittest” nature of American
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culture. This affirmation is apparent during the narration of his first voyage
abroad, which included an extended visit to the then-Republic of Hawaii.”

In Hawaii, Ensign Laning encountered a culture that he chose to judge by the
standards of his own society. He selected entertainment based on indigenous criteria,
but failed to appreciate the geniality and artistry of a culture so unlike his own. He
noted that he attended “an old-time Hawaiian hula dance, which in those days
decidedly lacked refinement’”” He left early, without friendly discourse with
anyone, and observed that “what the outcome of an ancient hula was supposed to
be, I can only guess, but it evidently was to offer the dancers to the guests’®

Laning continues: “A week or two went by before Dan [an American civilian
friend] and I were invited to another party. This one was to be a luau, or native
feast, attended by the leading Hawaiians of Honolulu—a very fine affair of its
kind and Dan and I were the only white people invited. . . ** Leading citizens
were those who had most thoroughly adapted to American ways—"[a]ll spoke
English perfectly and dressed in the height of American fashion.”*
Unfortunately, Laning’s appetite was lost when he tasted a snail. He failed to
enjoy the luau despite the fact that “after two or three hours [the guests] moved
to a large lanai where native musicians had assembled and [they] danced in the
usual formal European way.”* But “that form of dancing did not continue long.
The musicians, having imbibed freely of swipes [rum], ceased playing waltzes
and two steps—and from then on there were only native airs that gradually
became more and more temperamental and seductive.””

Once again, Laning and his friend left early, and indignant. Although logic
suggests that one might well expect alcohol and sensuality to be found at a native
luau, Laning was piqued. Such moral rigidity questions the measures of his
tolerance and the extent to which this trait may have been reflected in the young
officer’s relationships with his crew. It also could be proposed that this
puritanism supported the proclivity of Laning’s generation to ignore the
capabilities and power of non-Anglo-Saxons. The cultural superiority they felt
may have blinded them to the power of insurgency or, in this case, the possibility
of warfare waged without the goal of engaging in a decisive battle.

[nterestingly, however, the journal that Ensign Laning kept during his first
visit to Guam is generally less judgmental than his later autobiography. For
instance, he commented on the fine appearance of the native women and
concluded, “they are very bashful and seeing strangers usually run away.” Laning
found these people to be thoroughly decent. Concluding a long journal entry,
he commented, “I am very glad to have seen Guam.”” Perhaps the
autobiography’s moralizing reflects more of the retired admiral’'s somewhat rigid
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persona than do the contemporary perceptions in the diary of the impressionable
ensign on his first tour of the Pacific.

Quite naturally, an autobiographer will present explanations to his advantage
for the blemishes on his record. Laning explained one such occurrence, which
obviously weighed heavily on his pride. In 1934, while Commander Cruisers,
Scouting Force, U.S. Fleet, Laning raised his three-star flag in the new cruiser
Chicago™ One foggy morning his flagship collided with a steamer. Although the
Chicago was not seriously damaged, two officers died. ““The next day, front pages
of newspapers the country over were devoted to the thrilling yarn.”” Although
Laning, as the flag officer, was merely a passenger on the Chicago, he obviously
felt the need to exculpate himself and his command. Shortly thereafter, a Navy
Court of Inquiry met to assign responsibility for this embarrassing incident.

Laning’s journal iterates the court’s findings to be certain that the outcome is
perfectly clear. He first observes, “As was to be expected, the court placed the
entre blame on the freighter.” He notes further, “the blame for the collision was
officially placed on the freighter.” For the third time on one page, he comments
that “it should be a comfort to Americans to know that in the case of the Chicago
collision, the courts placed the entire blame on the freighter.”* It was a comfort
conspicuously shared by the author. Here Laning uses ostensibly unassailable
court findings to repudiate blame. His balance between objective (or
impersonal) writing and his personal reflectons marks the texture of this
autobiography.

Laning’s career of writing and action also sheds light on the history of early
U.S. naval aviation and submarine warfare. In many instances he acknowledges
the increasing importance of aircraft to naval warfare. Paradoxically, his career
represents a study in how the Navy continued to rely on surface ships, a policy
that was detrimental to its capacity to engage in the type of war for which the
Japanese were prepared by late 1941. It is not that Harris Laning dismissed air, or
even sub-surface, power or denied them a place in strategic doctrine. But his
hesitancy to grasp their significance and his affinity for battleships leave
insufficient his support for the claim in An Admiral’s Yarn that “it mattered not to
the Navy what type or types of craft—surface, sub-surface, or air—might
dominate the war, only that the United States be better prepared to use them
than anyone else.” More farsighted naval aviation enthusiasts such as Bradley
Fiske and William Moffett, and the more aggressive of the submarine
commanders, were forced to fight for decades for grudging support from “The
Gun Club”

Aircraft and torpedo design did catch up with the enthusiasm of farsighted
naval officers, but only in the late 1930s. With hindsight, we see that many
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officers could have done a great deal more to recognize the potential of air and
undersea power. As early as 1916, Fiske had called for support of naval aviation,
saying “the torpedo plane under favorable conditions would make the $20,000
airplane a worthy match for a $20,000,000 battleship.”* But until the close of
World War One, Laning and most other officers ignored air power. After all,
his previous military service—in the imperial wars of 1898—-1915—had been in
gunboats and battleships that had never faced a serious threat from the air.
During the following era, Laning took time to adjust to post-1914 tactics, and
this included the dimensions of submarine and air warfare.”

It was only during his tenure as chief of staff to the Commander, Destroyer
Force,in 1919, that Laning advanced his first formal consideration of air power.
Laning’s post had been created in 1913 by the ever-innovative William Sowden
Sims to help ensure that “the torpedo fleet could be made an enormous board
game . . . for trying out all kinds of maneuvers at small expense. There is a lot to
be learned . . . by study combined with actual maneuvers.”* By 1919 this
gaming included tactics to defend the fleet against aerial and submarine attack.
To this end the Chief of Staff, Destroyer Force, was among those compelled to
consider the new and developing threats as they related to surface ships. In
planning the defense of the line, Laning was at his most creative.

Air power after the war still had not an irrefutable capability to destroy
warships—a capacity moot even after 1921 when General William “Billy”
Mitchell’s army bombers sank the captured German battleship Ostfriesland. For
the most part, “the U.S. Navy took the view that carrier-borne aircraft would be
useful principally in scouting for the main batde fleet. [Only] a few renegade
thinkers had more expansive ideas of what is now called a power-projection role
against targets ashore.”” However, the literature promised a threat limited only
by the speed with which the ideas could be translated into reality. Many air
theorists at this point were predicting extraordinary growth in the potendal for
air forces to decide military outcomes. Laning, like most of his peers, reacted
cautiously, with limited speculation on these forecasts: “either submarines or
aircraft, or a combination with or without surface craft, may to a great extent
upset the old order.™

Laning’s initial evaluation of air power while Chief of Staff, Destroyer Force,
involved designing and effecting the provision of support for the first successful
transatlantic flights—the Navy-Curtiss seaplanes (NCs). Consequently, he
framed his perspective of air power as it related to surface ships in 1919, when
the bombs were light and batteships were still regarded as unassailable from the
air. Accordingly, his strategic vision restricted air power to only an ancillary role.
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Chapter XXXI of his Admiral’s Yam, which discusses this time during his career,
does not mention the potential of air power for military purposes.

Chapter XXXVI recounts Laning’s service on the Naval War College staff and
gives a clue as to how he was able to continue to underestimate the significance
of air and submarine power. He viewed them as merely tactical threats to the
battle line and implicitly assumed that only actions involving opposing battle
lines could be “major naval battles”” His observation that “[a]t the time the
World War ended, neither submarines nor aircraft had taken part in a major
naval battle, so no one knew much about their use” embodies Laning’s
Mahanian orientation.” So thoroughly did he reject notions of sea power that
did not include decisive fleet operations that he was blinded to the significant
achievements of the guerre de course of the German U-boats. For Laning, the
German war against shipping was not a ‘“major naval battle” meriting
examination for its implications for future naval warfare.” “Changes in tactics
. . . were very great [but the] fundamental principles of fighting that centuries of
war had proved to be immutable were of course the same as ever”” Laning
viewed submarines, and by extension, airplanes, as cause for concern only for
their effect upon this traditional form of fleet action.

Historian Paul Kennedy has suggested that the pervasiveness of the Mahanian
lessons of history allowed naval officers to ignore other interpretations of the
past and of strategy. “Successful admirals made their reputations in gunnery
practices and fleet maneuvers, not in their knowledge of Thucydides,
Clausewitz or other works of broad military history””* This focus fostered in
Laning an absence of long-range vision and his conviction that long-standing
fundamental principles of fighting were immutable. And yet, Kennedy notes,
“There was, for example, nothing in the actual strategical circumstances of
1917-18 which conformed with the assumptions of the U.S. Navy prior to
1914.”" But American admirals, including Laning, saw the naval war as a
departure from the norm rather than as a harbinger of change.

The events of the 1920s did little to encourage Laning to revise further his
opinions. The Washington Naval Conference codified this approach and
severely limited the nascent development of carriers, while restricting only the
quantitative growth of batdeships. Consistently acknowledging a mostly
defensive role for air power in naval war, Laning found himself protesting against
an over-reliance upon airplanes. In contrast to Mitchell—a visionary who
frequently ignored contemporary reality—Laning considered strategic
situations for what they were at the tme, demonstrating little imagination for
what they could become.
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In a statement that he gave to a newspaper in 1923, Laning granted that
airplanes were useful for scouting, skirmishing, and sometimes even bombing
surface craft, but only under ideal circumstances.” The headline, however,
accurately characterized the breadth of his opinions: “Captain Laning Ridicules .
Air Enthusiasts.”” The article opened, “Distinguished aviation enthusiasts are
jeopardizing the national defense by theories that shake the faith of the country
in the Navy” In this statement, Laning appeared to conflate the Navy and
battleships and further cloud the reality of the Navy’s mission, which was to
assure the nation of its security, not merely to reassure the nation.

Mahanian philosophy appears to have limited Laning’s perspective. “Planes,”
the article summarized with dangerous finality, “cannot dominate battleships.”*
Although Laning’s argument was easily tenable in 1923, it would have been
insightful for the Navy to be investigating what the effects of aircraft would be
upon sea power in the forthcoming years. Since 1921, the Japanese navy had
included three carriers." By 1929, even after the United States had
commissioned three carriers, many officers remained steadfast in their belief that
air power posed little threat to sea power. And, despite the startling events in the
year’s war game (Fleet Problem IX), wherein American naval aviators
“destroyed” the locks and land defenses of the Panama Canal, doctrine
continued to lag behind the reality of deployment. For instance, the 1929 Naval
War College International Law Situations casebook regarded aircraft as practical
only for scouting, defending capital ships, or possibly for attacking merchant
shipping.*

A few years later, during his tenure as president of the Naval War College,
Laning’s perspective had broadened through earnest interaction with war games
and the college’s study of history, strategy, and tactics. Indeed, in An Admiral’s
Yarn, he remarks on how much he learned during his tour. Unfortunately, the
students did not profit as much as Laning, for they failed to respond positvely to
his new exhortations for imaginative approaches to naval warfare."

In the 1929 war game, while Laning was serving as Commander Battleship
Division Two of the Scouting Fleet at the behest of the fleet’s commander,
William V. Pratt, the Saratoga launched a surprise attack on the Panama Canal.
The flat-top’s air wing “destroyed” the defending aircraft on the ground as well
as two of the canal’s critical locks."” Shortly thereafter, Laning, as president of the
War College (from 1930 to 1933), made several statements that strongly
supported air power as a potential, albeit limited, offensive weapon. In so doing,
Laning acknowledged the achievements of air power without speculating on its
future. Three years later, as a referee, Laning observed a similar but larger air attack, this
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time on Pearl Harbor. Despite the precedent of Fleet Problem IX, this surprise
attack also proved successful.

Thus it was only when he reached flag rank that Laning’s strategic perspective
broadened to include airplanes for power projection rather than strictly for the
defense of capital ships. In testimony before the House Naval Affairs Committee
in January 1932, Rear Admiral William A. Moffett, Chief of the Bureau of
Aeronautics, included a supporting comment by Laning.® Laning’s statement,
which premised a situation of forward war against a continental power, was
designed to emphasize the importance of constructing new aircraft carriers.
Calling for more “Flying Deck Cruisers,” he gave them a tough task: “Even with
the present allowed tonnage for air carriers, we cannot hope to be as strong in
the critical war areas as other countries can make themselves with shore based
aircraft”””’ The statement implied the Navy's assumption of a forward maritime
war strategy against the enemy’s territory by expecting the carrier-based planes
to engage those based on land.”

A year later, however, concluding his study and his presidency at the Naval
War College, Laning again consigned air power to an ancillary role in battle,
primarily for the protection of battleships from land-based aircraft. Even at this
point, he resisted ascribing to it the potential to be a weapon for taking decisive
offensive action against ships. “Great as will be the influence of aircraft in the
trend of a naval battle, it is apparent that to get full results, the aircraft must be
closely coordinated with the efforts of other types [of craft]”* (It was only in
1933, after Laning’s presidency, that the college examined seriously the
“accuracy and efficiency of aerial bombing.”)* Similarly, in the same paper,
Laning relegated submarines to an auxiliary role in the battle force—this despite
the extraordinary commerce-raiding successes that U-boats had in the First
World War. Because of his Mahanian orientation and Allied success in that war,
Laning rejected a commerce-raiding strategy.”

His next two tours, as Commander, Cruisers, Scouting Force, U.S. Fleet
(1933-1935), and then especially as Commander, U.S. Battle Force (1935-
1936), did little to de-emphasize the relative importance of large, powerful
surface fleets for control of the seas. Laning did, however, learn to rely upon his
aircraft for attacking ships and bases—but still the focus was on decisive gun
battles. At the Naval War College, he had supervised game exercises which, by
their nature, focused his attention on battles. Once he returned to the Scouting
and then the Battle Force, Laning continued to concentrate on the importance
of traditional surface battles. Rear Admiral Harris Laning remained a
battleship enthusiast into his 1937 retirement. He died on 2 February 1941, ten
months before Japan’s attack on Pearl Harbor forced the Navy to rethink air
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power, and approximately a year before it would turn to the new-found
twin-pronged Pacific warfare strategy, a guerre de course fought by submarines
and a guerre d’escadre fought by carrier-borne aircraft.*

This rendering of An Admirals Yarn contains an edited version of the
typescript that Laning’s widow assembled some years after his death. Patricia
Goodrich and the Naval College Press staff have edited the text for style. I have
provided editorial comments, a few figures, and some background in the
endnotes. My work on this project was supported by a grant from the Naval
War College Foundation. At the College, Ernest J. King Professor of Maritime
History, John Hattendorf, and Head Archivist, Evelyn M. Cherpak, generously
helped guide An Admiral’s Yarn to press. We are most grateful for the enthusiastic
support of Mrs. D. Sergeant Pepper (Hester Laning), who provided the
typescript and gave permission to publish it, as well as for the personal papers
and photographs of her father, Harris Laning.



Boyhood

IT IS A FAR CRY from the rolling prairie of Illinois to the rolling sea,and a still
farther cry from rowing flat-bottomed boats on the Sangamon River” to
commanding the Battle Force of the United States Fleet. Nevertheless, for those
of us fortunate enough to be born in the United States, such far cries are not
uncommon, though naturally each one is a story all its own. As the far cry in my
case was full of amusement for me and has seemed even of interest to those who
have heard stories of it, there may be others who might enjoy hearing about it
too. For them I spin my yarn again.

The little town, Pctersburg,“ where I was born, differs some from other
towns in the Middle West. It sprawls along the banks of the Sangamon, in its
valley, and on the hills that border it. Because of its hills, Petersburg looks unlike
most prairie towns, but the difference is mostly in appearances, for in its life and
habits, it is much like the others. Still, its differences are sufficient to make those
who were born there, ever love Petersburg.

In 1839 my father was born in that town at a time when it consisted of only
seven log houses. By the time I was born there in 1873, it had become a very
pretty town of nearly three thousand people and has remained about the same
ever since.

Small though Petersburg was, like all Middle West towns, it was a place of
intense and sound Americanism. My earliest recollections are of the political
“rallies” held there by the several parties and of the responsibility in citizenship
felt by every inhabitant. Not only was every political question studied carefully
and voted on, but each person did his utmost to argue everyone else to his point
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of view. I learned early what was expected of each one of us in our democratic
form of government and that the responsibility of each individual was to express
his personal viewpoint at the polls so that the opinion of the majority might be
learned and carried out. Perhaps young people of today are still as much
impressed with the responsibility of citizenship as I was, and I hope they are, so
that the splendid system of government developed for the United States may
continue.

Although my earliest impressions were of the importance of exercising the
individual responsibilities of citizenship, my life as a boy was typical of a boy'’s life
in a small town. We did all the things other young Americans did—we played
games with each other, fought with each other, got in and out of scraps together,
argued for and against the political views we picked up from our fathers,and in
general behaved as most American youngsters. During the winter months, our
free time was given to coasting, skating, sledding, sleighing parties, and such
winter pastimes. When weather permitted, we played marbles. When the
weather became warmer, out came the balls and bats. Ball playing held sway
throughout the summer, but occasionally we collected birds’ eggs or Indian
relics, made swimming holes to enjoy all season, and went fishing, gathering
berries along the way. We spent much time scouring the country ‘round about
and knew the woods well, the springs of water, and all the secrets of the forest.
Summer was a busy and joyous time, and like most boys we were always sorry
when fall came and we were obliged to return to school.

But even school had its points of interest. There were games of football—not
like today’s game but a game in which all hands could play on one side or the
other and only kicking the ball was allowed. We had “shinny”"’ in which
everyone took part. For that game we made ourselves heavy shinny clubs with a
knot or a bent at the end for hitting the shinny puck, which was always a
good-sized tin can that soon became a small, heavy lump that bruised or cut
badly if it hit one of us. Then too, we had “duck on rock,” “coo-sheepie,” “cross
tag,” “old man,” and a complicated form of “prisoner’s base.” In the fall we
gathered and stored our winter’s supply of nuts, all of which grew wild and
plentiful—black walnuts, butternuts, hickory, and hazel nuts, also pecans. When
frost came we gathered paw-paws and persimmons.

Taken all in all, the boys of my time and town had a joyous young life. As a
side issue during the winter months, some of us collected postage stamps,
cigarette pictures, and even buttons. There was so much to do that boys I knew
never had time to get into mischief. Leading this wholesome life, we became
strong and healthy, each of us imbued with the highest, natural principles and
ideals, each with a realization that upon reaching “man’s estate” at the age of
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twenty-one, we, too, would become voters, our votes of as much importance in
establishing the policies of the country as those of men of long experience.

Coming through our youth with impressions of that kind, we boys must have
had as sound an early training as American lads can receive, and yet there was
another very definite influence directly available to us in Petersburg, which, as
far as [ am personally concerned, was perhaps the greatest of all influences in my
life.

That influence was Abraham Lincoln. Although Lincoln was assassinated
eight years before I was born, during my boyhood days in our town, he was
being given the truly great place that he was to occupy in the United States and
in the world.

Abraham Lincoln is the outstanding example of what a “far cry” may bring to
an American boy. His example particularly affected us boys, because he had lived
his young manhood in the very place where we were living, which was intensely
interesting to us and brought home the wisdom of preparing ourselves for great
responsibilities should they occur. This has been a valuable influence throughout
my life.

Unless familiar with the territory thereabouts, people do not generally
associate the name of Abraham Lincoln with the town of Petersburg, yet
Petersburg grew out of the Lincoln village of New Salem. It is even said to have
been surveyed and laid out by Lincoln himself when the village of New Salem
was moved down the river a mile or two and became Petersburg. My boyhood
home was only a short distance from where Lincoln actually lived and worked.
Consequently, we boys, who were endeavoring to learn about Lincoln as a
youth, did not have far to go for the facts.

When the village was moved down the river, New Salem, as such,
disappeared. As a boy I was told that some of the New Salem houses, all of logs,
were torn down and transported to Petersburg to be set up again. Anyhow, there
was no village of New Salem when I was a lad, although since then the village
has been completely restored as a state park and is perhaps the most interesting of
all the Lincoln memorials in our country today.

However, we boys fairly haunted the site of Lincoln’s home, treasuring any
relics of Lincoln we might find there and trying always to learn more of his
young life, as there were people still living who had lived in or near New Salem
and who had known him personally There were many friends and
acquaintances who were only one generation removed from actually living
there with Lincoln and who could furnish true stories and tales about him.

During my boyhood, the site of New Salem had become pastureland with
large trees which had probably been there since the days of Lincoln; part of the

3



An Admiral’s Yamn

limestone foundation and remainder of the cellar of “Offutt’s Store,” where
Lincoln worked, were still there. Also there remained a few of the earth
foundations upon which the log house of the Lincolns had stood. Perhaps the
most interesting of all was the old grist mill and the dam across the Sangamon
River, at the foot of which was the old village. Although Lincoln probably never
worked in that mill, we boys never tired of visiting it. We particularly liked to fish
in the water below the dam, and when the water ran over it, we often caught
good-sized strings of “croppies,” that delectable fish found only in the
Mississippi basin, as well as bass, sunfish, and pike.

Unfortunately the old mill and dam disappeared. As for the mill, I well
remember the night it burned, for looking out of the window when the fire bells
rang, | saw a considerable flare to the southwest and thought it was a farmhouse.
When morning came, we learned that some tramps camping in the old mill had
caused the fire, and there being no means for fighting it, the old landmark had
quickly burned to the ground. I will ever remember my heartache when 1
learned that the “old mill,” so revered by us all as the most important landmark
of Lincoln’s time in New Salem, was gone forever. (I understand that both the
mill and the dam are being restored as part of New Salem Park.)™

There were, of course, other relics of Lincoln which we were constantly
hunting—stones from his house foundation, the mill and dam and parts of rail
fences which we considered great treasures, as “Old Abe” was often spoken of as
the “rail splitter.”” We always thought the best of the rail fences must have been
made by Lincoln.

Among the old houses moved from New Salem to Petersburg was one in
which Lincoln had actually lived, and when it was later torn down, a
woodworker in Petersburg, with considerable foresight, bought the logs—there
being no doubt of their authenticity—and made what we called “Lincoln
canes,” one side of them bearing a carving of Lincoln’s face. The carving was
very clever and accurate, and he developed such a reputation that he had little
difficulty selling his canes for five dollars each. When the carver needed money
for a good time, he would sell a cane and then enjoy himself five dollars’ worth!

The woodcarver did not confine his efforts to perpetuating Lincoln’s features
on canes, and his later work was of greater interest. As it happened, out of what
was left of the basement of “Offutt’s Store,” two trees started to grow, with trunks
of six or eight inches in diameter when I first saw them. Those trees held
tremendous interest for us, because, although one was a sycamore and the other
probably an oak, there seemed to be only one root. To us boys, the trees
symbolized what Lincoln had done for the Union—binding the North and
South together. Many visitors to the spot seemed to feel as we did.
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The woodcarver too showed great interest in the trees and, to ensure their
close relationship, made a splendid carving of Lincoln’s face on the trunk of the
sycamore tree, about eight or ten feet from the ground. Each spring thereafter, as
the trees grew and changed, he made the necessary alterations in the face,
thereby keeping the perfect likeness of Lincoln. What happened to the trees and
the carved face during the last forty-five years since the woodcarver died I do
not know, but I did not see a trace of them in the recently restored village of
New Salem.

While all of us boys had our interests in Lincoln mementos, some of us
developed a keenness for Lincoln lore and never tired of hearing the numerous
stories about him. One of the points always being touched on by those who had
known him in New Salem was his poverty and loneliness. Without parents to
look out for him and help him, he had only that which he could provide for
himself. It was very difficult for us to understand how Lincoln, born into poverty
and without the benefit of parental guidance, accomplished greatness in the
world. We thought seriously of preparing ourselves for great opportunities that
might come our way and tried in every way to learn more about Lincoln lore of
the neighborhood. At that time there were few books on his life as a young man,
but numerous publications about what Lincoln did during the Civil War when
he was President. Even in 1890, Henderson was still at work on his book of
Lincoln, which dealt mostly with his political career and the Civil War—the
most interesting phase of Lincoln’s life.”

At that point, I received a book for Christmas called Bluejackets of 61, in
which were accounts of the naval high spots of the Civil War, and through that
book and another, titled Sailor Life on Man of War and Merchant Vessel,1 developed
a keen appetite for sea stories of all kinds but especially for naval history and
naval yarn. I devoured Cooper’s Sea Tales, Midshipman Easy, Young American
Abroad, the Yankee Middy series, and such other sea tales and naval histories as
were available.”

Thus there grew in me a great longing to be a naval officer and wear the navy
uniform. Although I could not see such a life coming to me, I read about and
was told by an uncle who graduated from the Naval Academy in 1870 what the
mental requirements were at the Academy, and they seemed much too
formidable for a boy of my ability." Nevertheless, I fostered the longing, not
mentioning it to anyone.
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Leaving Home

I GRADUATED FROM THE PETERSBURG HIGH SCHOOL in 1890 at the
age of sixteen. All during my last year there, I learned all I could about the
schools of our country, especially where the boys wore uniforms and were under
military training and discipline. There were many of them and selection was
difficult, but those located on the Hudson River held special attraction for me.
Then something happened that enabled me to make a decision—an old friend,
Cadet John McAuley Palmer, came home from the U.S. Military Academy at
West Point on his second class leave.*

John Palmer, who is now a brigadier general (retired) after a splendid
career in the army, came to our house in Petersburg in the summer of 1890
to see my sister. They had been childhood sweethearts and eventually
married after John’s graduation. I was much impressed with John, but
probably more so when I saw him in uniform. What he did and said was
quite tops with me!

Like all West Pointers of that time, John did not think highly of the so-called
“tin soldier schools,” so when I spoke to him about going to a private military
school, he was most disdainful. However, knowing my preference for ones on
the Hudson River, and realizing that if I went East my sister might select a school
there too, he took more interest in the matter and we decided upon Peekskill
Military Academy, where I not only would be in a fine school but near enough
to West Point to acquire an understanding of proper military life. Therefore, the
following September found me entering that fine old school—the Peekskill
Military Academy.
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Leaving home to go to a school a thousand miles away brought a great change
in my life. While I had often been on trips to the larger mid-western cities, it had
always been with my father. Entering the Academy was the beginning of life “on
my own.”

The change from boyhood homelife to military routine and discipline was a
great one, but, happy as I had been in my early years, I was deeply interested and
content at the Academy. Going East on the train, I met several other boys en
route to Peekskill—some being “old boys” others “new”—but all friendly and
willing to start me off the right way when we arrived at our destination.

No boy who goes to Peekskill Military Academy ever forgets it or loses his
love for it, so in going there, I felt my choice a particularly fortunate one. I was
assigned a room with another “new” boy from near New York City, whose
father was an officer in what was then our largest condensed milk company, and
Frank proved to be a fine, steady-minded roommate. We became great friends.

The Peekskill Military Academy is on a hill overlooking not only the village
of Peekskill but also a considerable stretch of the Hudson River in its most
picturesque spot. Frank and I had a room in what was known as the “upper
tower” at the corner of the dormitory, which was shaped like an “L,” and as this
was above the top floor of the building, it had its own stairway; therefore, we had
much more privacy and were somewhat segregated from the other cadets.
Consequently, because of that and the beautiful views from the “upper tower,”
our rooms were most sought after and, until I entered that year, had always been
reserved for “old boys.” However, they abused this privilege, taking advantage of
their isolation to smoke, have nightly feasts, and breaking other rules of the
school, so a change was made in which Frank and I, joined by some other new
boys, were assigned to the coveted tower. One boy was from New York City, one
from Butte, Montana, and another from Anaconda, Montana. With boys of such
widespread backgrounds, previously unacquainted, and all of them wishing to
retain the delightful and highly prized rooms, we were careful about our
conduct. However, some of the old boys did take advantage of our location to
smoke, take unauthorized snoozes, even have feasts, but they usually avoided
getting us into trouble. They being “old boys,” we were rather in awe of them
and did little to prevent their invasion.

One “old boy” I shall never forget hailed from a Dutch family in
Pennsylvania. He had in his possession an old and very large Dutch pipe with a
long, bent stem and high bowl. Berlinger was very proud of that pipe and took
pride in making us boys think that he could not get along without smoking it.
One day he filled it with tobacco and brought it to my room, supposedly for a
smoke. Just as he lighted it, he jumped to his feet asking me to keep it going until
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he returned with a book he had forgotten. I was much flattered with the
responsibility thrust upon me and began to draw hard on it. It was not the first
time in my life that I had smoked a pipe, but one puff from this Dutch variety
about knocked my head off and almost made me sick, so it took me some time
to recover. Just as I was doing so, Berlinger returned. Although I was sitting up,
the pipe was out, and when I asked what kind of tobacco he had putin it, he said
“pure perique,”® and I noticed he did not relight it. I have not smoked pure
perique since!

We did not depend entirely on “old boys” for excitement in the tower but
occasionally had feasts of our own after receiving boxes from home. One we
particularly enjoyed came to Frank each month filled with a great variety of
delicious edibles, some of which were to be used with condensed milk, also
enclosed. We all enjoyed the cakes and candies but found difficulty at first with
the condensed milk—much too sticky and sweet, as made then, but the boy
from Anaconda quickly took charge of the milk situation and devoured cans of
it! Later, when I was at sea and the only milk available was the condensed variety,
I could not use it.

The life at Peekskill was not all devoted to pleasure, for there was much
serious work to be done in studies and drills in which we all made good progress.
But when not engaged in those, there were many amusements, playing all the
games for boys of our age—skating, coasting when ice and snow came, and
roaming over the interesting hills when free. Saturdays were always enjoyable
with its recreations, but especially so when we made excursions to numerous
historical points around or near Peekskill. Mount Dunderbury, Bear Mountain,
Iona Island, where the navy has a great ammunition depot,” and Anthony'’s
Nose, a point famous during the Revolutionary War, were all to be seen from
our windows but more interesting when visited—although to me, the Military
Academy at West Point topped them all. Fortunately, my cadet friend there,
whose interest in me led to my meeting many of his classmates, gave me
considerable prestige among the boys at Peekskill, and I grasped every
opportunity to go to West Point. In fact, for a time I thought that I would like to
become a cadet. However, I remained true to my first love—the navy.

In November 1890 an event that affected my entire life thereafter came to
pass. At that time I received from John Palmer an invitation to West Point on
Thanksgiving Day to witness a football game between the Military and Naval
academies—-a rare treat indeed, as never before had either team been allowed to
leave home base to play any game whatsoever.” That game was the start of what
is now one of the most spectacular sporting events in our country—the
Army-Navy Football Game! I do not remember that much attention was given
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to it in the newspapers, but there was much talk amongst the boys at Peekskill, as
we knew something about West Point and most of us were supporters of the
Military team. College football was not new in 1890, although it was practically
so at the academies, and neither team knew much about the game nor did they
seriously prepare for it, as there were no coaches—graduates or professionals—at
that time.

At neither academy was there a regular football field, but a place was provided
by roping off a section of the parade ground and marking out a field on it. A few
chairs and temporary benches were placed along the sidelines for the spectators,
who either stood up to watch the game or ran up and down the field to keep
abreast of the play. At that first Army-Navy Game there were some temporary
seats like circus stands along the center of the sidelines on one side of the West
Point Cadets and some provided on the other side for Annapolis Cadets, since at
that time and for several years after, only members of the team were allowed to
leave the Academy for a game. Although the first game was played in the
beautiful setting of West Point’s Parade Ground, there was nothing of the great
spectacle that Army-Navy games present today.

Cadet Palmer, being in his third year (second class) at the Point, took me with
him to the seats of the “upper classmen” to watch the game, and I rooted for the
Military Academy. It was the first game of college football that I had ever seen,
but it did not take me long to realize that in the game they played, the Naval
Academy team had much the better of it. I stuck to my guns in my choice of
winner all during the game, but in spite of wanting the West Pointers to win, the
Naval Academy came out on top, the score being 24-0.

One thing that especially interested and amused me was the way the navy
team gave its signals, which were the commands used in the old *“square-rigged”
sailing ships, some of which were still in operation in the navy. Thus, when the
navy had the ball, the team captain would shout “ready about,” “station for
stays,” “haul taut, mainsail haul,” “man the weather lifts and braces,” “man clew

»

garnets and buntlines,” “all hands up anchor,” “hoist away topsails,” “‘man the

’
”

cat,” “heave ‘round,” “man the port battery,” “shift pivot to starboard,” etc. The
West Point captain gave his signals entirely by numbers. However, later on, the
West Point team added military commands to its signals. Thus, after calling the
signal by number, the captain would add “company right wheel,” “fours left,”
“forward double time,” “charge bayonets,” “commence firing,” etc. Inasmuch as
military commands were fairly well known to the Naval Cadets as well as to the
spectators, and while amusing, they did not seem especially mysterious or
efficacious and were given up later by both teams.
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Going back to Peekskill that night after the game, I thought long and hard
about it and the idea came to me that there must be something especially
wonderful about the training of the Annapolis team to make it superior to the
mighty men at West Point. The following Sunday, when I wrote my father,
telling him about the marvelous football game, I said that I would like to go to
the Military Academy but much preferred Annapolis, not having any idea that
something would come of it.

It so happened that about the tme my father received my letter, the
congressman from our district, William M. Springer, came to see Father at his
office at the bank.* (By this time Father had founded the First National Bank of
Petersburg, of which he was president until the time of his retirement.) Mr.
Springer was an old and very close friend of my family, had been a leader in
Congtess for over eighteen years, and had known me from the time [ was born.
Hence, when Father read him my letter, he became greatly interested and said,
“If Harris wants to go to Annapolis, [ will see what I can do to send him there.”

At that time, except for ten Presidential appointments a year, all appointments
to the Naval Academy were made by Congressmen of various Congressional
districts—each one being allowed to have one appointee as a Naval Cadet. The
course at the Academy took six years to complete—four in Annapolis followed
by two at sea as a Naval Cadet. Consequently, appointments from any one
district were few and far between, so it was not surprising when word came later
from Mr. Springer that our district had an appointee at the Academy who would
not complete the course for about five years and there was little hope of a
vacancy before I had passed the age limit for entrance. I was not too disappointed
but rather surprised that Mr. Springer had thought of me at all.

Then occurred another coincidence of very great importance in my life, for
on the next “semiannual exam,” the appointee to the Naval Academy from our
district “failed,” and in March 1891, the Navy Department informed
Congressman Springer that there was a vacancy at the Naval Academy for his
district, and he at once thought of me. If I still wanted the appointment, I must
telegraph him immediately. You can well imagine my excitement and joy, but I
did not impart the news to anyone and there was no way to send a telegram until
late afternoon after school hours—and how they dragged—but as soon as
Release sounded, I ran down the hill to the telegraph office and sent a message
to Mr. Springer saying, “You bet I want that appointment to the Naval
Academy!”

It was not long after that I received my first communication from the Navy
Department informing me that I had been nominated for appointment as Naval
Cadet from the 13th Congressional District of Illinois and directing me to
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report to the Academy early in May (then less than two months away) for the
examinations specified in a circular enclosed with the letter.

When I read that circular, I was truly awed, for not only did the mental
requirements appear staggering to me, but also the physical qualifications
seemed beyond those any boy might be expected to possess. It did not seem
possible that I could meet them all, but I wanted to try—only I did not want
anyone to know if I failed. It was decided that I should go at once to a Naval
Academy “prep” school in Annapolis to prepare for the “exams” still six weeks
away. The idea that I might fail in the “exams” made me particularly anxious that
no one “at home,” except my immediate family, know that I was taking them.
But there was no way to keep the boys at Peekskill from knowing that I had left
school, and why, but I did keep my Petersburg friends from learning of it by not
changing my address. They continued to send letters to Peekskill for me, which
my roommate, Frank, forwarded. My replies were also sent to him to post from
Peckskill to be properly postmarked.

Having arranged for covering my trail, I was all set to leave Peekskill when my
father arrived a few days later to take me to Annapolis. Leaving the Peekskill
Military Academy, which I loved and where I had made so many good friends,
was very hard indeed. I also had to give up my uniform of which I was so proud,
as it was bad form to appear in a “tin soldier” outfit when taking “exams” for a
national academy. However, I felt the loss of that uniform might not be for very
long, as I was fully determined to return to Peekskill and finish my course in case
I failed to become a Cadet.

The quaint, old city of Annapolis still remains very much as it was in 1891
when I arrived there. Many of its old buildings and houses have been
rejuvenated, and while new ones have been built in both the city and the
suburbs, the charm of Annapolis has not been spoiled. Although the capital of
Maryland ever since it became a state, during my life, Annapolis had been
famous not as a state capital but rather as the site of the U.S. Naval Academy.

When I went to Annapolis, the hotels were very old and small, and visitors
did not often use them, preferring the homes of the delightful old families where
paying guests were accepted and where they could enjoy true Maryland
hospitality and entertainment. But even those charming old houses tended to
follow Naval Academy dictates and traditions, and although most of them would
take candidates for the Academy as guests, most candidates preferred to stay at
the “prep school houses” for candidates. Thus, those preparing for the Academy
were seldom in the life of either Annapolis or the Naval Academy.

In my own case, I entered Werntz’ “prep school” as soon as I could, for with
the exams only six weeks away, I had no time to waste. Professor Werntz, or
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“Bobby,” as he was always called by candidates, had a particularly good record in
preparing candidates, and as he had a large house, he took them in as boarders
while coaching them. Candidates were not so numerous as they are now,
because at that time it took six years to complete the course and Congressmen
were allowed but one appointee at a time. Now, as well as the many Presidential
and at-large appointments, Senators and Congressmen may have as many as five
appointees at the Academy. The four-year course also increases the number of
appointees.

Inasmuch as only a very few of the cadets that graduated then could be
commissioned as ensigns in the navy, the entrance examinations and the course
at the Naval Academy were made especially severe to ensure that only a few of
the appointees would complete the course, and the candidates had to “bone”
hard not only to enter but to stay there. We candidates had very little time to play
or to get into mischief, and although a few who had been “prepping” for a long
time might show a little “speed” on occasion, as a rule they all stuck close to the
task ahead. It was not an easy one, for in order that we might have some
understanding of what was expected of us in the mental examinations, Bobby
would give us tests taken from former entrance “exams.” To a new candidate
they seemed staggering, especially as there was a time limit on all questions.
Speed and accuracy in examinations were essential.

My first test as a candidate discouraged me, for while I might have attained a
passing mark in most of the subjects had I been allowed sufficient time, I failed
rather badly and this did not help my homesickness or loneliness one little bit!
However, I wanted too much to become a Naval Cadet to give up, so | worked
harder than ever to learn the newer, shorter, and better methods used at the
Academy.

“Bobby” was not enthusiastic about my work and wrote to my father that as
there was little likelihood of my passing the May examinations, it would be wise
to have my appointment changed to take the September exams, which, if I
studied with him in the interim, I might pass. However, when father wrote and
asked what I thought about it, I told him I, at least, would try it in May. Then
“Bobby” suggested to father that for a “consideration,” he could put on more
“steam” in my case, but my answer to that was that I was steaming as hard as I
could and would go on as usual.

After two or three “test exams,” I began to catch on, and by the time of the
real exams, I felt I had a fair chance of passing them. In those days, candidates
who failed in one or more subjects were allowed a re-exam immediately, and it
was with great nervousness that we watched for the posting of the first marks. To
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my surprise and very great delight, I found I had passed in all subjects, so was left
with only the physical tests—which I passed the next day.

After passing the entrance *“exams” there were several steps for a candidate to
take before becoming a Naval Cadet. First he had to register in the “big book”
wherein were recorded his age and details regarding his parents and family, then
he had to make a deposit of money necessary to pay the cost of his original outfit
of clothes, after which came the usual oath to support the Constitution of the
United States and to observe the country’s laws and navy regulations.

‘While completing the preliminaries for entering the Academy, I immediately
telegraphed my father, wrote letters to my relatives and friends, giving them the
first information of my recent activities. One of the first letters was to my
maternal grandmother who was very close to me all during my boyhood and
who had tremendous interest in my future,

Grandmother was an Episcopalian, a pillar of the Church and well-versed in
its doctrine and history. I always thought she might have missed her calling by
not having been born a man and entered the ministry. Be that as it may, from the
time of my earliest memory she seemed bent on my becoming a minister, and
every Sunday I went to both Church and Sunday school. Under her guidance I
learned a great deal about the Church but never told her that I did not intend to
become a minister. When it was certain [ was going to be a Naval Cadet, I wrote
grandmother that I feared she would be very disappointed; she answered
promptly saying that she had always hoped I would be a minister and ultimately
a bishop, since our family had every other kind of representative, but she thought
the next best thing was for me to be an officer in the United States Navy.
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I Join the Navy and Take a Cruise

O N 19 MAY 1892, having completed the tests, I became a Naval
Cadet.

The Naval Cadets of my time, like midshipmen of today, were grouped by classes as
at colleges. However, at the Naval Academy, instead of being freshmen, sophomores,
juniors, or seniors, we were named successively from the lowest as Fourth, Third,
Second and First, the designations becoming effective each year on Graduation Day,
usually the first Friday in June. Therefore, entering on 19 May, I did not become a
Fourth Classman undl all the classes moved up a notch at graduation time. Fourth and
Third Classmen were known respectively as “plebes” and “youngsters,” but before we
attained that rating we were called *“functions”—derived from the course in higher
mathematics where “functions” could grow into something else!

The term “function” disappeared when new cadets began being admitted
after graduation day. As might be surmised, the life of a “function’” was none too
gay, though we were kept constantly busy living it. As soon as we had taken the
oath and been admitted, we had to draw our outfits (every article of regulation
pattern) and establish ourselves in the Santee, an old sailing ship hulk.” In the
Santee, each “function” had one small locker for his paraphernalia and was given
a hammock to sleep in, but we lived on a large open deck known as the “berth”
deck, which had to be kept shipshape at all times.

When a lad enters the Naval Academy, he retains practically none of his
clothes or articles and must at once adopt the regulation outfit. It was quite a job
to stencil one’s name on each article in the place designated for it and to fold and
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stow them in the locker exactly the way the order prescribed and to take up a
completely new and seagoing manner of living. But in addition to undergoing
that very great change, we also had to take up Academy “routine” immediately.

“Functions” were far from prepossessing! As soon as we had drawn our
outfits, having discarded every piece of our civilian attire, we donned the
working clothes supplied us; because they would shrink when laundered, the
suits issued to the fast-growing cadets were much too large. We must have
looked grotesque in them! They hung on us like bags. The trousers and sleeves
had to be rolled up, and in general we presented the poor bearing of young and
Very raw recruits.

To make our poor appearance worse, most “functions” had no knowledge at
all of military methods or discipline and were both awkward and uncouth. Soon
all of us became stiff in our muscles because of rigid schedules and drills which
we started the morning after entering: setting-up drills, infantry drills, boat drills,
and gymnasium drills! In addition, just across the pier from the Santee was the
famous old sailing ship, USS Constellation,” used as a “practice ship” on which
we were immediately put to learn the “square-rigger” seamanship then being
taught at the Academy. Of all the trials and tribulations of that time, I think the
most nerve-racking to us were our first attempts at going aloft on the
Constellation's 180—foot masts and endeavoring to learn the handling of sails. At
first our holds nearly squeezed the tar out of the rigging, but later we enjoyed the
new experience, although it took time and effort to reach that stage.

We “functions” had the Santee to ourselves,and under the guidance of the old
sailors aboard soon learned the rudiments of living in the very crowded
“between decks” of an old sailing ship. Among them, we were taught how to
swing a hammock on the hooks assigned; but how to sleep in them was another
matter as well as how to make them up and stow the hammocks rapidly when
“all hands” were called in the morning. None of us took happily to hammock
life at first, but with experience and especially after we had found comfort in
them at sea, we decided they were worthwhile.

Although our quarters were in the old Santee, we neither drilled nor messed
there and had to walk a quarter of a mile before reaching the mess hall or drilling
grounds. Of course, the awkward, untrained, and uncouth “functions” were in
no way fitted to join the old and very snappy cadets in anything, so we ate our
meals by ourselves in a small room next to the main mess hall. We were marched
up to this room at mealtimes and marched back to the Santee when we finished
eating!

It rather surprised us to see how many of the then “plebes” would gather
around us as we marched back to the ship and how they tried during the march
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to make us realize our status and shortcomings. Naturally, being in ranks,
“functions” could not talk back and would not have done so anyway, but we did
as we were told and made every effort to brace up and appear military. However,
even out of ranks, we would have been quite docile, as we believed the hazing
given us was right and proper and good for us.

It was on the march back to the Santee after mess that many of us received the
nicknames that have clung to us through life. My classmates, after seeing me in
the new working clothes said I looked like a Chinaman and at once dubbed me
“Ching,” which even to this late day I remain to many of my classmates. To the
upperclassmen I was never “Ching,” but they gave me a nickname of their own.
It was so typical of the way nicknames are derived that I must tell of it. When I
entered the Academy, I was given some old working suits by a “bilger,"” and
having had his name on the jumpers covered over with my own name, I
proceeded to wear one of the suits to supper on about the third night at the
Academy. As the suit had been made for a fellow not nearly as heavyset as 1, it fit
too snugly. That night after mess, many plebes followed us to the ship. When we
broke ranks, one of them, with a loud guffaw said, “Mister, you look just like a
bologna sausage and from now on you are ‘Mr. Bologna Sausage’!” Being far too
long a name for even upperclassmen to call a “plebe,” my name was changed to
“Mr. Bologna” and finally to “Bolog” when I became a “youngster.”

The hazing we received as “functions” and “plebes” will ever be remembered
by me. Then, as now, the general public was bitterly opposed to it in all forms,
and the newspapers were vociferous in denouncing it and demanding reform.
But as is so often the case in so-called news items, only one side of hazing was
presented, the result being that it eventually became condemned. Thus although
the conclusions of the public in regard to hazing at the Naval Academy were far
from correct, the entire system was outlawed. Hazing in my days, however, was
quite in vogue and a far cry from the “sheer brutality” accusations of the press.
We “functions” felt it was much more sinned against, than it was sinning,

The hazing at some schools and colleges was brutal at that time but not at the
Naval Academy, and the hazing we generally underwent was important training
for our futures as officers in the navy, inspiring us to keenly appreciate and
observe the high standards necessary to bring proper credit to our country. Woe
betide a cadet who failed to live up to these standards, for not only was he
ostracized by the other cadets but was often obliged to leave the Academy.

In 1891, hazing at the Academy was little more than fun and never really
harmful. It is true that plebes were often directed to do things they disliked, but
strict obedience to orders is a prime necessity in the naval service, and it did us
plebes much good to learn that lesson. It was considered highly improper for an
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upperclassman to touch a plebe, either directly or indirectly—the reason being
to make it clear that force should never be used to ensure obedience. In the case
of hazing, it was never expected that obedience be exacted through physical
injury or degradation. Thus, if an upperclassman told a plebe to drink a bottle of
ink, he would grab an ink bottle, keep it tightly corked, pretend to drink it and
then go into apparent convulsions. If the plebe put on a good show, he was liked
for it. But if his act was poor, he was often called upon to improve it.

One day I was with a plebe when he was told to drink a bottle of ink. He
pulled the cork and actually started to drink before the upperclassman could
grab the bottle from him. What a rage the upperclassman went into, and how he
berated the plebe for not having the guts to avoid a thing which might injure his
health or be considered degrading. The plebe knew the rule but was so lacking
in nerve that he feared to live up to it. So incensed were the upperclassmen over
his weakness that they tried to make him fight to prove otherwise. This he
refused to do and we wondered how one so lacking in nerve could serve as an
officer in the navy; but that particular man was “bilged” in our plebe year.

There were many purposes in hazing at that time: to ensure a cadet’s
knowledge that all seagoing officers in either the navy or merchant marine
service below the rank of captain were always referred to as Mister “‘so~and-so”’;
that plebes were addressed as “Mister”; that “Mister”” was always used before the
name of an upperclassman; and that to show proper respect to those above him, a
plebe had to say “sir,” after “yes” and “no” and end sentences with “sir.” As well,
when in the presence of upperclassmen, plebes always stood rigidly unless
directed otherwise.

One of the most important aspects of the hazing was the continuous drive by
all upperclassmen to bring plebes to a military bearing, position, manners, and
attitude. When plebes overcame slouching and slovenliness and became “smart”
appearing, the pressure of the upper classes lessened accordingly, and at the end
of the year the plebes were well set up and remained that way.

Those starting a seagoing life had much to learn. To ensure that a plebe would
be properly awed by a mistake he was observed to have made, a rather clever idea
had been developed by the cadets which, as expressed in the jargon of the day,
was: “Nothing makes a plebe level-headed as quickly as standing on it.” Hence,
for every mistake, a plebe was told to stand on his head a certain number of
times, always against a wall or bulkhead so the position was not too difficult.
Some upperclassmen of a nautical turn of mind would require plebes to get on
top of their wardrobes and go through the motions of reefing topsails; others
might require them to carry on drills armed with brooms, or propound
ridiculous questions in seamanship or give a lecture on a designated subject,
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political or otherwise. It developed rapidity, ingenuity, resourcefulness, and good
nature—qualities essential to a naval officer’s success.

Our change from being “functions” to “plebes” took place on graduation day,
but our advancement to Fourth Classmen produced no change for or in us.
Expressed in Academy parlance, “plebes are nothing and ‘functions’ are a
damned sight less than nothing” (not to be measured either mathematically or
otherwise). Nevertheless, graduation day marked a very great change in Naval
Academy routine, for on the following day the “practice cruise,” which lasted
about three months, started. The new plebes then transferred to the practice ship
together with the new youngsters and new First Classmen.

In my time at the Academy, entrance examinations were held in early May
and again in September—hence “May plebes” and “September plebes.” Within
a class there was no feeling of distinction between the two—but among the
upper classes there was considerable, because during the practice cruise they
lived very closely with and worked hard over the “May plebes,” whereas their
indoctrination of “September plebes” could not start until October when the
upperclassmen returned from leave and the winter routine started.

May plebes were the small part of any class, and in mine there were only
nineteen out of a class that uldmately numbered eighty-six. Having so small a
number during the exercise, the hazing was most thorough and constant, and
May plebes were well-trained by September when the cruise ended.

My first cruise was on the USS Constellation, an old square-rigger, built in
1797 in the same building program as the USS Constitution, its sister ship. Old as
the Constellation was, it was still one of the fastest, smartest, and best working
full-rigged ships afloat. Even a three-month practice cruise in it gave a young
fellow, especially a “plebe,” a fine experience in what is spoken of today as
“square-rig’’ seamanship.

The experiences were in concentrated form—a practice cruise is not merely
going from one place to another but learning seamanship in all its various forms.
Five days a week, from 8 a.m. until 5 p.m., the ship was handled by First
Classmen who over and over again put it through each possible maneuver in
order that those who would graduate the following June would learn them all.
Hence, the underclassmen, youngsters, and plebes who handled the gear
obtained as much actual seamanship experience in three months as an ordinary
seaman would receive in years of cruising. Furthermore, in addition to the
experience of working a sailing ship, all cadets were required to make an intense
study of seamanship in all its forms and were examined orally at any time an
officer of the ship requested it. Needless to say, all hands were busy during the
cruise, but it was an exciting life and intensely interesting. On that cruise I was a
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“fore royal yardman” and of course soon learned to work aloft on even the
highest yard, no matter what the weather might be. The constant work on the
practice cruise tended not only to make us fairly good seamen but also
developed us physically as perhaps no other training could. Outdoor life, fresh
sea air, the constant use of every muscle in the body and plentiful wholesome
food could not but build us up so that when the cruise ended we were about as
hardy, husky, healthy, and tanned as boys could be.

One might think that days like ours left little time for hazing, but it never
ceased as the plebes messed with other cadets, swung their hammocks alongside
them, and lived and worked all day in their company—never for a moment away
from the supervision of upperclassmen. Under the circumstances, plebes simply
had to learn every phase of seamanship—and the hazing was generally of great
benefit to them and at all times humorous. Frequently I was ordered by
upperclassmen to supervise and run a concert which was called “Bologna’s
Band,” wherein each plebe pretended to be a certain musical instrument; but
more often I was told to sing a song, preferably “Life on the Ocean Wave,”
regardless of my being the world's worst singer—never able to carry a tune or
stay on key. But in spite of my defects I was ordered to sing fifty verses,not one of
which had ever been heard before. Needless to say I became quite adept at
improvising rapidly and endlessly. Thus it taught me to think quickly.

Before the cruise was over, some of the upperclassmen said to me, “Mr.
Bologna Sausage, we do not want a good plebe like you to bilge [I never
disagreed with them on that point],so the savvy youngsters of our class are going
to help you in your studies of next winter by making you learn some of the
important things now.” And start they did, by assigning certain cadets to teach
me French, mathematics, history, English, etc., until all subjects of the plebe year
were covered—a great help, especially in French, which I have never been able
to master and would have “bilged” had it not been for my lessons at sea.

For me, the plebe cruise was all too short, for I enjoyed it and became
intimate with my classmates but also developed friendly relations with
upperclassmen who have remained true friends to this day.
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IV
At the Naval Academy

‘ 'PON OUR RETURN FROM THE SUMMER practice cruise late in

August, all upperclassmen went on leave, so there were only plebes at the
Academy for the month of September. During that month without
upperclassmen, the May plebes were the “cocks of the walk,” while the
September plebes, who were just entering, took on the purely plebe role of
being “nothing.” That month was the happiest of my plebe year—a condition
that lasted only through September when the upperclassmen returned and both
May and September plebes had to wait until graduation day in June to become
youngsters.

Having had three months of especially hard training on the cruise, September
found the May plebes differing little in appearance from upperclassmen. All had
grown rapidly, developed in physique, manner, and military training, and in
general had some conception of what a snappy naval cadet should be and do.
Also, the sea knowledge gained on the cruise was helpful to us on the old Santee,
where all plebes were quartered during September. We May plebes took great
delight in greeting the new September members of our class.

By the time the upper classes returned from leave and the academic courses
begun on October first, all plebes were sufficienty trained to participate with
other classes in drills and become regular members of the “Cadet Battalion.”

Except for the ever-continuous hazing and restricted privileges at the
Academy that first year, the following three years were much the same. On
weekdays reveille sounded at 6 a.m., when all cadets turned out immediately
and doubled over their mattresses and bed clothes to ensure no chance of their
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turning in again. Rooms were inspected to see that orders were carried out. We
then had thirty-five minutes to dress and arrive at breakfast formation, where we
were again inspected individually to see that all were completely and properly
dressed, clean, and neat! All formations were held out-of~-doors when weather
permitted. After the inspection, we marched into the “mess hall” where we took
our permanent seats, arranged by companies. At each table every class was
represented—first classmen at the head and foot and the other classes in grade
order from each end, with plebes in the middle seats where their conduct at the
table was easily observed by upperclassmen. No elbows on the table there, or
slouching in one’s seat, and no talking except when required by an
upperclassman. Plebes were the last to be served and were never allowed a
second helping of such delicacies as milk or dessert. But upperclassmen saw to it
that we had plenty to eat, so we fared well.

By about 7:25 a.m. breakfast would be over, and all cadets would go to their
rooms to sweep, dust, and make their beds. All rooms had exactly the same
furniture. Under the gas jet in the center of the room was a study table, on either
side of which was a straight-backed wooden chair used for study. On each side of
the room was a single iron bed, a wardrobe, and a washstand with its fittings as
well as a place for a broom and dustpan. Except for bookshelves, there was no
other furniture. Each item had its place; even the bottle of ink had to be exactly
in the center of the table, and no frills or displays of any kind were allowed.
Wealth or social position meant nothing at all, and each cadet was measured and
evaluated solely on what he himself did. Because of that, both the U.S. Navy and
the Naval Academy have always been splendid examples of democracy at its
best.”

Leaving their rooms in order, all cadets would be ready at 7:50 a.m. for the
daily academic work, which was divided into three periods of two hours each;
one hour of each period was devoted to study and one to recitation. Including
the dinner hour, this part of our day lasted until 3:30 p.m. Then came a drill
period until 5:30 p.m., and an hour for relaxation before supper formation at
6:30. From 7:30 until 9:30 p.m. we studied in our rooms, and from 9:30 until
9:55, when “tattoo” sounded, we had another period of recreation, remaining in
quarters. At 10 p.m. “taps” was sounded, and all cadets had to be in bed.

On Saturdays the schedule ended at 12:30 p.m.,and for the rest of the day and
on Sundays, there was much less work. However, on Sunday morning we had
rigid inspection of rooms and personnel before being obliged to go to church.
We considered it a day of rest, although we could be out of the Academy
grounds for only short periods in the afternoon and could never leave the city
limits of Annapolis. There was little desire to leave the academic limits even on
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Saturday or Sunday, as Saturday afternoons were given to sports of all kinds and
the evenings to hops,” while Sunday we devoted to letter writing, girling, or just
resting, and evenings to a study period of two hours.

Busy though all cadets were, there was much fun, joy, and happiness at the
Academy—though less perhaps for plebes with their many restrictions and only
one dollar a month spending money! At almost no other school in our country
does the word classmate have quite the meaning that it has at the Naval
Academy. Throughout his life, the closest mark of friendship a naval officer can
express is to say, ‘“We were classmates at the Academy.”

Plebe year passed quickly, strenuous though it was with both semiannual and
annual examinations. Those who failed to make passing marks had to resign and
were called “bilgers.” However, it did not mean, in many cases, lack of
intelligence or ability but rather failure to study in the proper way for the
courses that had intentionally been made difficult. With marking very close, a
large percentage of cadets failed their plebe year, each class losing about 60
percent of those who entered it.

The heartaches at both examinations, annual and semiannual, were universal
among the cadets, for it was the great ambition of each one to graduate and
become a naval officer, and it was distressing to every classmate when one of
their number had to leave. There is little wonder that every cadet worked his
hardest to remain at the Academy and obtain a commission.

Like all plebe years, ours passed just as did those subsequent, each being eight
months of hard study, three months of cruise, and one month’s leave. Naturally
all cadets were too busy to give much thought or time to anything outside their
duties and work. Nevertheless, such diversions as we had were much enjoyed.
We made the most of sailing, swimming, sports, hops, and dates, and little time
remained for mischief, though now and then a bit of it would crop out. There
were a few cases of “frenching,” such as when an individual would seek a few
extra hours with his girl by climbing over the wall, or when perhaps a small
gathering of cadets took a drink or two of an alcoholic beverage. But such
breaches of discipline were rare, because being caught meant dismissal, and the
risk was much too great for such little pleasure as might be derived. However,
both my first and second-class years produced episodes worth relating,

In the nineties, the most conspicuous and largest building at the Naval
Academy was the one used as “main quarters” by the cadets. It was a long
building, four stories high, and over the center was a dome and clock tower, on
top of which was a tall flagpole. The building being much the highest at the
Academy, the clock could be seen not only from all over the Academy but from
most of Annapolis. However, while the flag staff over it was visible from a
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considerable part of the surrounding country, it was never used officially. The
national flag was always flown from a great flagpole that stood in the grounds. It
was therefore a tremendous surprise to Annapolis as well as to the Academy to
see at sunrise one morning a large skull and crossbones flag flying high over
main quarters.

Great as the surprise was to see that private flag, far greater was the
consternation of the Academy officials over its being there. A man was sent at
once to haul it down, but he found he could not do it. The flag had not been run
up on halliards but had been nailed at its very top. Later, a sailor was ordered to
climb the mast, but when he attempted the feat, he found the pole too rotten to
hold him, and ladders were of no help—so the flag remained for some hours,
much to the excitement of the neighborhood.

Everyone took it for granted that the culprit would be apprehended and
punished, but as every mark had been removed from the sheet of which the flag
was made, and fingerprint identification was as yet unknown, the authorities
never learned who was responsible for the trick, and it remains a secret to this
day, as far as I know.

The other unusual episode of my Academy days was what we cadets called
the “Asphyxiation of ‘Frenchy’”—a rather ludicrous prank that, through
newspaper accounts, took on a very serious aspect in the eyes of the public. To us
cadets it was never more than a huge joke, but expanded as it was by the press, it
became an attempted murder that had to be taken seriously.

In general, the facts were these:

“Frenchy” was the nickname the cadets had for a very efficient “officer in
chargc"72 who, like any other officer in direct supervision of cadets, was a bit
unpopular with those who did not observe the regulations very closely. Such
cadets found great pleasure in “putting it over” on Frenchy and occasionally
took advantage of his inability to smell, by smoking, which was entirely
forbidden at the Academy. How Frenchy ascertained the presence of smoke that
he could not smell, we never knew, but it was a fact that his reports were
invariably correct and cadets were punished accordingly.

I suppose it was to play on the weakness of Frenchy’s sense of smell, or to
express someone’s dislike for him, that one night an apparatus for generating
sulfurated hydrogen was placed on the veranda outside his room. The rubber
tube from which the gas emanated was shoved through his open window. The
apparatus was one of a dozen or more used in our laboratory work. Although
one machine could make only very little gas—all that was required for our
experiments—and would generate that only when fresh acid was put in and the
machine well shaken, nevertheless, the rotten egg smell, which even that small
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amount of gas generated, was very strong. In fact it was so much so that the
machines were always kept out-of-doors on a porch of the laboratory where we
would go to shake one if we needed gas! Apparently the lower half of Frenchy’s
window was up when the tube was thrust in, but it did not remain so. When he
turned in that night he slammed the lower half down on the tube, without
noticing it, before opening his window from the top. Thus the gas was cut off.

When Frenchy awakened the next morning, he saw the tube and machine,
etc.,and at once reported the entire matter to the Commandant of Cadets” who
became greatly perturbed over the matter. His first step was to issue an order to
the then second class to maintain during the hours of darkness a sentry post on
the brick wall just outside the window of the room of the officer in charge. The
order was based on the assumption that some member of that class must have
committed the foul act, since only the second class, which occupied “old
quarters,” was allowed outside of the “new quarters” where the officer in charge
and all other classes of cadets roomed. Making cadets do night duty as sentinels,
when their time was fully occupied with studies and drills, was a great hardship,
and the fact that it was then winter did not make the duty any more pleasant.

When the order was published, the second class was astounded, for despite the
fact that the entire class was generally well informed whenever one of its
members successfully pulled off a prank, in this instance, not one of them had
even heard of the “smelling attack made on Frenchy” until the sentry post was
ordered. Therefore, the class held a meeting to ascertain its responsibility, if any,
for the escapade. They were quite willing to do the sentry duty if a member of
the class were responsible, but did not want to suffer such severe punishment for
the stunt of another class. The class meeting did not disclose any responsibility
on the part of a second classman or any knowledge of the prank, and it was
decided to send in a written statement to that effect, signed by each member of
the class and addressed to the Commandant. That cleared all second classmen,
and they were taken off post duty. Then the other classes followed the same
course, which put the authorities in a greater-than-ever quandary, for not only
were the daily papers making a tremendous ado about the inability of the
Academy to find the culprit in what they called an attempted asphyxiation, but
also it implied that one, or perhaps two, of the cadets who had declared
innocence must have issued a false statement. This was too much for either the
authorities or the cadets—the latter having an unwritten code that falsehood
was utterly taboo.

Faced with such a scandalous situation, which the authorities could not solve,
it was believed that only the cadets themselves would be able to fix the
responsibility for the prank and determine which cadet had lied. Since the cadets
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were as bitter as the authorities over the possibility of there being a liar in the
battalion, it was decided that the cadets themselves should investigate the matter.

Accordingly, a board of investigation made up of cadets was appointed, and it
set to with a will to ascertain who the culprit might be. All classes were
represented on the Board, and in order that its investigations might be
conducted thoroughly and quickly, both the members of the Board and the
witnesses called before it were excused from recitation during the hours of
sitting. Although the Board worked its hardest and was backed strongly by all
cadets, it failed utterly to obtain a single clue, and the authorities ordered it
disbanded.

It is probable that the answer to the affair would never have been solved
except for a death-bed confession many years later. It seems that at noon on the
day of the attempted asphyxiation, the resignation of a cadet had been published,
and early in the afternoon he was required to leave the Academy grounds. For
some reason he was full of bitterness toward Frenchy and apparently wished to
express his feelings, so at dusk, he slipped back into the Academy yard, and while
the officers in charge and the cadets were at supper, he perpetrated the sulfuric
acid prank. The culprit left Annapolis that evening to return home, so it is not
surprising that he was not found. However, the publicity the affair was given and
the discredit his act had brought to his classmates must have preyed heavily on
his mind, for as he lay on his death bed years later, he confessed to the entire
stunt. By so doing, he proved that, as always, the cadet code had not been
violated by a lie.

To ensure oneself a place in the navy took constant hard study and work, and
although the entrance examinations prevented all but the better prepared
students from entering the Academy, only about one out of three succeeded in
graduating.

The teaching system at the Naval Academy, which was somewhat different
from most schools at the time, was designed to allow one instructor for each
subject in a section composed of ten or twelve cadets. Lessons assigned were of
such length that only a person with a fairly active and clear mind could learn
them thoroughly in the half hour allotted for the study of each subject. We were
called on each day to recite orally or in writing on the blackboard, and we were
marked accordingly. At the end of each month there was an examination in each
subject, and at the end of each half year there was another that covered the work
of the entre half year. These exams were very thorough and had to be
completed in a specified time. Since monthly marks were a combination of daily
marks and monthly exams, and half-year marks were a combination of the
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monthly marks and half-year examinations, all counted very heavily and were a
certain test of knowledge retained during the half year.

As a class approached its graduation, these members of the hierarchy became
more important and were a source of constant influence that kept the other
classes to the high standards and traditions of not only the Academy but the navy.

A few months prior to graduation, when the First Classmen were told to
request assignments to ships at certain points in the Atlantic, Pacific, and Asiatic
waters, small groups were formed so that friends would not be separated, and the
Department, as far as possible, observed the grouping, and orders were carried
out accordingly. My desire was to be assigned to the USS Philadelphia, the
flagship of the Pacific Station, covering the eastern half of the Pacific Ocean.™
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V

At Sea as a Middy

AT THE TIME [ WAS GRADUATED from the Academy, we ceased being
“Naval Cadets First Class” and officially became “Naval Cadets.”
However, except in official communications, we were seldom referred to by that
title; we were midshipmen on our “middy cruise.”

The change from being a first classman at the Academy to a middy at sea is
tremendous. One passes from the highest estate in our great naval school to the
lowest estate of an officer aboard ship—and instead of a practice cruise, we began
a permanent life at sea in the navy. We all loved the excitement and experience.

In 1895, the United States was attempting to become a great naval power.
The population of our country had so increased that it was rapidly changing
from being a mere producer of food products and raw materials for the world to
becoming an industrialized country with manufactured products to sell. As
happens in the growth of all young countries, the United States was passing from
an agricultural country to an industrialized one. While we were producers, the
industrialized countries of the world sought food stuffs and raw materials from
us to sustain their industrialized populations, hence there was little competition
in our international trade. Accordingly, the United States did not need a very
large navy to protect its commerce at that time. But as we moved from primarily
agricultural to industrial, our country was forced to compete with other nations;
thus, a larger navy became necessary to ensure our use of the trade routes across
the sea. Change from one of the weaker naval powers to one of the greatest was
gradual. Our navy grew only commensurate with the economic increase in, and
the vitality of, our industries and world trade. Thus, when [ became a “middy,”
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the navy was just starting its new role. Its wooden ships of sail were being
replaced with steel and steam. Such ships that it had were neither numerous nor
large, and only a few had any real quarters for midshipmen. Those provided were
so poor that they were known in the navy as the “steerage.”

Although it was the flagship of the Pacific Station, the Philadelphia, on which I
started as a middy, would today be known as a small cruiser. The steerage was a
compartment about thirty feet long by fourteen feet wide with banks along two
of its sides and at one end—for ten people. There was a mess table, which, when
set up for meals, occupied all of the center space. There were small lockers and
drawers between the bunks and under them, and “Carlin boxes,” in which we
stored our clothes, were slung overhead between the beams; a washroom
containing a washbasin and bathtub was at one end of the steerage. Other toilet
facilities were in the bow of the ship, above seventy-five yards distant. To make
matters worse, in the compartment there were coal hatches and chutes through
which all coal for the bunkers below was passed. Consequently, our quarters
were often filled with coal dust. We had only ten bunks in our steerage, and
thirteen junior commissioned officers and middies lived there. The three for
whom there were no bunks slept in hammocks swung over the center of the
compartment; the hammocks had to be taken down so the mess table could be
set up. In the present day, such quarters would not be allowed in the navy, but at
that time, we midshipmen managed to get along and enjoyed ourselves
immensely. '

There were only eight “middies,” six in the regular line of the navy and two in
engineering, and no sooner had we settled on board than the training in our
new duties began.”

One of the six “line” middies became assistant to the executive officer (who
was charged with all administrative details of the ship); another became assistant
to the navigator (who was responsible for the proper navigation of the ship); one
was assigned as “mate of the deck,” responsible for the upkeep, cleanliness and
observance of the regulations in the men’s quarters; and three were assigned to
the gun division and placed on deck watch under the supervision of the officers
of the deck (who were responsible for the ship and in carrying out details of the
ship’s routine while on watch). In the same manner, the two engineer “middies”
were assigned understudy jobs in the engineering department. By rotating the
duty assignments, all midshipmen were given thorough training in the regular
dudes they might be called upon to perform, but especially in their duties as
“watch officers”—the supervision here by the older watch officers was both
thorough and constant. Consequently, we referred to them as “wet nurse
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watches,” and we still speak of these officers as having “wet-nursed” us in our
middy days.

While the work was difficult, it was always interesting, but the great
enjoyments of the steerage were found elsewhere. No sooner had we joined up
than the Philadelphia was ordered to the Mare Island Navy Yard for overhaul and
docking, and we were introduced to local life in a Navy Yard. We stood watch to
see that the work on the ship was completed properly and promptly, and we had
our free time for the social activities of the yard. There were tennis and baseball
to play, picnics and small dances to attend, and the more formal luncheons and
dinners. We of the steerage helped each other out, not only in clothes and
equipment but in putting up as much of a “front” as we could with our limited
means, outfits, and poor quarters. I cannot say our “front” was always faultless,
but at best it was sufficient to “get by” among our understanding naval friends.
The fact was well demonstrated to us one night when there was to be a dance at
the Navy Yard. A newly commissioned ensign came on board for a few hours
visit, having with him only the clothes he was wearing. When he learned of the
dance scheduled for that night, he was particularly anxious to take a certain
young lady to it, even though he was without the prescribed uniform evening
dress. As he was courting the young lady and we were anxious to help him out,
we agreed to outfit him in the proper uniform as best we could.

The young officer was very short, especially his legs. When we inspected all of
the evening dress uniforms that would not be used that evening, we found that
the only ones available were suited for much taller and longer-legged officers.
However, we “decked” him out in the best we had—the shirt sleeves being
much too long, the evening dress coat much too large, too long in the sleeves,
and not only that, the tails nearly reached his ankles, while the trousers had to be
turned up several times at the bottom. Although we did our best to take up the
slack in the clothes, the young officer certainly did not have the natty appearance
every naval officer aspires to. Nevertheless he escorted his girl to the dance and
reported having a fine time without hearing any mention of his rather grotesque
appearance, even by his best girl, whom he afterward married. Ultimately that
officer became a very prominent admiral and, except at that dance, always
maintained the “nattiest” appearance.

The United States Navy was then very different from what it is today. Except
in the engineer force, practically all of the enlisted men were square-rigger men.
Although all ships were then being built of steel and had steam engine motive
power, they still followed the general arrangement of the old sailing ships.
Turrets, except on the old monitors, were just coming into being on the
batteships being built. Broadside guns were still the main battery guns of most
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ships, and though such guns were breech-loading and rifled, and were operated
mechanically, the power used was still only manpower—just as it had been with
the smoothbore muzzle-loaders. Each of the more modern ships was allowed
one, or at most, two steam launches, but as they were of low power and were
always breaking down, the main boating reliance was still on pulling boats.
Admirals had twelve-oared barges and captains six-oared gigs, but all other
officers and men used the sailing launches, cutters, whale boats, dinghies, and
wherries. Getting supplies and personnel to and from shore in such boats was
always a considerable task, even with the little steam launches towing.

The manner of living on board had not greatly changed from the old sailing
ship days. Small boxes to hold natural ice furnished the only means of preserving
even a few days’ supply of fresh provisions, so that even a short time at sea put us
on the old-time salt™ and dry provisions that could be stored for months. New
ships were being given small dynamos, generally run only at night, but as electric
plants on shipboard were still very unreliable, oil lamps and candles were always
kept ready and far too often had to be used. Consequently there was a
“lamplighter,” whose sole job was to keep them in readiness.

If the officers had enough clothes to last them between ports, their laundry
could be sent ashore, but enlisted men did all of their laundry aboard ship, even
their blue uniforms.

One of the interesting features of that time, which had been carried over from
sailing ship days, was the tailoring and embroidering done by members of the
crew. Each ship had several men who, in their spare time, made clothes for the
others. They did fine work, turning out uniforms that were not only splendid fits
and well made but also had fancy embroidery, stitching, and wonderful
buttonholing, Somewhere in the ship, each tailor had a particular spot where he
would set up his small, hand-powered sewing machine, and sit on his “ditty
box™” while sewing. It was worthwhile to watch their deftness. In those days
every sailor could sew fairly well, but it was the old seamen who excelled.

Thus, in the gay nineties, the enlisted men of the navy were still just old type
sailormen, far different from today. The ships had not become greatly
mechanized, and the deep-sea sailors, who were in great demand, could be
found only on the waterfronts of our seaboard cities. As could be expected, these
men were often of the poorer class, unreliable, generally foreigners who could
not speak English or read and write, and were the very riff-raff of the sailorman’s
world. In those days there were no restrictions requiring citizenship for the men
who enlisted in the navy, so our crews in the nineties contained many hard
characters and almost no native-born Americans.”
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Of course that situation has long since changed. The “old salt” sailor is no
longer useful or wanted and has been replaced by young full-fledged
citizens—and with the ships’ vast and complicated masses of machinery today,
we find the finest young men in our country seeking to join the navy. The first
enlisted men of the navy today represent a cross section of the best from the high
schools of the United States. They have the ability, energy, and resourcefulness to
do their jobs well; they lead fine, clean lives and are the best of young Americans.

It is difficult today to appreciate the navy’s personnel difficulties of forty or
fifty years ago. Now, when half or even more of those in a ship’s company go
ashore “on liberty,” they return from it on time—clean, sober, and immediately
ready for even a complicated form of target practice. But it was not that way
when I first took up sea life. All men entitled to go on liberty each day were
listed on the “Liberty List” to be “checked out™ as they left the ship. The time of
their return and their condition noted when they returned on board was
reported to the officer of the deck. All men who had been on “liberty” were
lined up on the quarterdeck, inspected and mustered as each one stepped in
front of the officer and walked forward. If the man was reasonably clean in
appearance and could walk without staggering, he was marked C&S (clean and
sober). Otherwise his marking was D&D (drunk and dirty), but few of the latter
class would be in such condition as to require being locked up or put in irons.
Then, too, there would be a few absentees, some of whom would end their
debauches and get back to the ship within the ten days allowed before being
declared a deserter;a good proportion, however, never returned to the ship atall.

Thus we never knew just what the crew status would be when we left port,
and particularly when we departed from what the men called a “good liberty
port.” Even when we succeeded in filling vacancies, it would take quite a few
days before the crew would again be in condition to do a man of war’s work
smartly.

It seems strange that the U.S. Navy was considered efficient at that dme, but
of course it was measured by the purposes and standards of the navy then. How
different are things today, when the well-being of our country is so dependent
on the ability of the navy to prevent control of the seas from falling into the
hands of those who would stifle our seaborne trade.

Today, it takes fleets of many different and powerful ships working together as
a team to ensure the protection of our rights, should there be countries that
would deny us these rights. But it was not until after the turn of the century that
our country needed this type of navy.
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In the nineties, the United States was not seeking to sell a vast supply of
manufactured articles to the world. The U.S. trade at that time was mostly in
food and raw materials that were sought by industrialized countries. Because sea
routes were kept open by other countries, it was not necessary for our country
to maintain vast fleets of great power to protect our interests. Ships that were
necessary at that time were assigned stations such as the North Atlantic, the
Pacific, the European, the Asiatic, the South Atlantic, etc., and, for the most part,
went singly to ports within the area of the station to show the flag or to handle
some local situation involving U.S. interests. The navy at that time was primarily
for such purposes, and it was rather unusual for two or more naval ships to be
together at sea or in port. Since, too, it was only necessary for ships to be ready
for individual action at sea, at close range, or more often, in port, naval ships
prepared for their requirements accordingly. Getting ready for sea operations at
that time required considerably less preparation than did port operations, where
the popularity of the United States was of utmost importance. The necessary
drills and work aboard ship could be completed each day before noon,so that by
afternoon almost everyone, except half of the ship’s company on duty, could go
ashore where the conviviality and sociability were of prime importance and
where the use of liquor was thought to be essential in spreading good will. It is
little wonder that at that time the older officers of the navy had developed quite
a reputation for their drinking abilities; nor is it any wonder that on our middy
cruise we found it well deserved.

Fortunately it did not continue, for as the purpose of our navy changed to
more serious duties, heavy drinking decreased among both officers and enlisted
men who were assigned to dangerous work with heavy explosives and
high-powered machinery.

Operating under the guiding influences of that time, cruises had altogether
different objectives than those of today, and my first cruise followed the
objectives of the era. When the overhaul of the Philadelphia at the Mare Island
Navy Yard was completed, we started on a cruise. At the time, peace and quiet
prevailed in all foreign ports of the Pacific, so during my first cruise aboard the
Philadelphia we visited U.S. west coast ports while keeping the ship ready and in
training for such other duties as we might be called upon to perform. We went
first to Puget Sound.
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Middy Days in Puget Sound

ALTHOUGH THE “GOLD RUSH” and “pioneering days” of the Pacific
Coast were part of the past during the nineties, there was, nevertheless, not
only a marked newness to the life we found there but also a considerable
difference in civic manners and enterprise. The western cities and towns were
young, not beset with traditions, and were growing fast with men and women
from all parts of our country and from all walks of life. They seemed to have a
strong urge for pioneering and an eagerness to develop and exploit the vast
resources of the great Northwest. While there were tremendous changes from
the “gold rush” days, the towns were wide open in comparison to the East. The
people were so wholesome and congenial that even then the future greatness of
“the slope,” as we affectionately spoke of it, was assured.

After leaving the Navy Yard and San Francisco Bay, we arrived at Port
Angeles, Washington, situated on a small bay formed by a low sandy and rocky
point called Ediz Hook—a projection from the mainland about midway along
the south side of the Strait of Juan de Fuca. Standing eastward into the strait to
reach Port Angeles, we passed into one of the world’s greatest scenic splendors.
The strait is not broad; on its north side lie the mountains of Canada’s island,
Vancouver, while far ahead rise the Coast Range mountains with the ever
snowcapped peak of Mount Baker, apparently standing watch over the whole
stupendous scene.

On a clear day, after seeing only broad expanses of ocean, one cannot but be
overwhelmed by the majestic beauty of the Strait of Juan de Fuca—gazing upon
snowcapped mountains and their descending terrain covered with great, green
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forests. Here and there were a few small fishermen’s huts, but when we reached
Port Angeles we found that several hundred acres of the forests had been cleared
for a village there.

In 1895, Port Angeles seemed to be the *jumping-off place.” Even though it
was the only harbor completely protected from gales on the U.S. side of the
strait, it was beautifully situated at the face of the great Mount Olympus and was
in the very center of a splendid lumber and fishing area. We found Port Angeles
and its people incredibly poor. There was no market there at all for what they
produced and no means of transportation, except tiny steamers that occasionally
made short stops. There were no roads to other towns, the nearest by land being
sixty miles away. There were few trails leading from the village into the forests
and mountains, but even horses and pack animals were very, very few. Today we
can hardly conceive of Port Angeles as it was in 1895, but it served the USS
Philadelphia’s purposes at that time, so we spent nearly two months there.

In 1924, when I was in command of the battleship Pennsylvania,” our division
of battleships again took me to Port Angeles, then a thriving and fairly
well-to-do city of over ten thousand people. When the Mayor came on board to
pay his official call on the Admiral, I received him and his party at the gangway
and noticed as they came on board that they looked hard at me and then started
a whispered conversation. A few minutes later the Mayor said, “Captain, have
you ever been in Port Angeles before?” and I replied “Yes, in 1895, when I was a
midshipman on the Philadelphia”” At that he grabbed both of my hands, saying, “I
thought I recognized you. Don’t you remember me? I am [H.M.] Fisher, one of
the boys of the town who used to come over now and then to the steerage mess
of the Philadelphia to get a square meal.” I remembered him then, and we talked
of the days when the Philadelphia came to Port Angeles and actually prevented
the town from being “starved out,” by buying and paying for products with the
only money the village had seen for months.

Port Angeles was anything but a metropolis in 1895, but we loved the life
there and soon everyone on the ship knew the townspeople. The ship bought
the chickens, eggs, butter, meat, and vegetables that were being sold there, and
the people did all in their power to make our stay pleasant, with small dances,
fishing parties, and picnics. However, most of the time we drilled and drilled and
drilled and drilled. We did boat drills, cutting-out drills, infantry and artillery
drills on shore, gun drills on board, target practice on Ediz Hook with rifles and
artllery pieces, trained our force on shore for camping out, practiced destroying
ships with mines, and trained for everything and anything a ship of that day
might be called upon to do. That stay in Port Angeles was a joyous time for
everyone, both on the ship and ashore. A more healthful and pleasant
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experience, or one more beneficial to a naval ship in keeping prepared for its
duties, can hardly be imagined.

The two outstanding features of Port Angeles at that time, and ever since,
were its lumber and fishing. Surrounded by forests of fine timber, we thought
then that some day the lumber industry would flourish and Port Angeles would
become an important place.

There was one young officer in our mess who, unbeknownst to us, had
inherited three or four thousand dollars. Apparently this information became
known to one of Port Angeles’ citizens, who had erected a small shingle mill.
While superior shingles could be made cheaply, there was no market for them at
that time and the little shingle mill remained idle. The owner talked our young
officer into buying it, and the Port Angeles citizen then departed for Seattle,
never to be heard from again—nor was the shingle mill, as far as I know.

While lumber has ever been the industrial backbone of Port Angeles, there is
something else that makes the town famous too—a fish!—and strange to say, not
from the salt waters around the port but from nearby Lake Crescent.

Back in the mountains some fourteen miles from Port Angeles, Lake
Crescent’s surrounding streams afford fine freshwater fishing. In 1895 it could be
reached from Port Angeles only by pack animals over a cinder trail that wound
its way over the rough and rugged foothills of the heavily forested Olympus.
Therefore, a fishing trip to Lake Crescent was not an easy one; three days had to
be devoted to the trip in order to have one day’s fishing.

Rear Admiral Lester Beardslee, Commander of the U.S. Pacific Station, was
an active fisherman. He loved fishing and always carried with him, when
cruising, complete fishing paraphernalia, including many books on the subject.
He was a “student of fish,” and during our visit to Port Angeles he caught and
classified and made known to the world the fish that made Lake Crescent
famous.” That the Admiral was even able to reach Lake Crescent over this rough
trail speaks well of his energy, physique, and love of the sport. (A few days after
his trip, a few of s youngsters made the same trip and thoroughly realized what
he had endured for one day’s fishing in the lake.)

On the day of his fishing trip, after having fished from dawn until late
afternoon and still not having caught a fish, the Admiral was sitting in the stern
of his little boat, discouraged and about to order his guide to return to the
landing, when suddenly there came a terrific “strike” on his line, which had
drifted in the water and gradually sunk to the bottom. The Admiral galvanized
into action. For how long or how hard he played that fish is not recorded, but
ultimately he brought it in and found he had caught an unusually large trout,
which not only had some amazing peculiarities but weighed about sixteen
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pounds. He had never heard, seen, or read of such a trout, and at once tried the
same fishing tactics again. By dark that evening he had landed four more of the
great fellows. Having had what he considered the greatest fishing day of his life,
he returned to the ship with his catch, which completely mystified everyone
who saw the fish. The Admiral immediately took steps to identify the fish, but in
not one of his books on fish could he find a record of that kind. They were
undoubtedly of the trout family but a different type than described in the books.

Having more fish than he could use in his mess, the Admiral distributed large
pieces among the several officers’ messes. On receiving its share, the steerage
pronounced it the most delicious trout they had ever eaten.

Unable to classify the trout himself, Admiral Beardslee sent one to the
University of California, requesting its Natural History Department to classify it.
In a short time he was informed that while the fish undoubtedly belonged to the
trout family, it had certain characteristics peculiar to itself, developed probably
from some ordinary trout having been in the lake for generations, imprisoned
there through terrestrial upheaval that had dammed up a stream. So confined
and cut off for generations in water that could not be reached by other trout, the
fish evidently had gradually developed along lines enforced upon it. The
university gave the species a Latin name but also named it the “Beardslee Trout,”
by which it is still known.

What the “Beardslee Trout” did for Lake Crescent and Port Angeles you
must see to appreciate. Port Angeles became the place from which to reach Lake
Crescent, and Lake Crescent became a fisherman’s “mecca,” and therefore a
renowned pleasure resort in an area full of beautiful lakes and mountains. Hotels
and cottages were built as well as a macadam highway from Port Angeles. Later,
the Olympic Highway, which runs along the south shore of the Strait of Juan de
Fuca from Puget Sound to the sea, afforded direct access by automobile to Port
Angeles from the whole Northwest. An auto ferry connects with Victoria in
Canada on Vancouver Island, a railroad affords transportation to the east, and
Puget Sound’s large steamers touch there daily. Tourist travel to and from Lake
Crescent and Port Angeles is heavy, and the lake is advertised all over the
Northwest, even in natonally read magazines, as the home of the “Beardslee
Trout.” Enough are caught each season to retain its name and reputation.

In 1935, when I was in command of the Battle Force during its visit to the
Port Angeles and Puget Sound area, I was amazed to see the changes that had
been made by the industrial growth of the great Northwest. Also in port at that
time were several British ships. They were maintained on the Pacific Coast by
the Dominion of Canada, and the officers of the two navies met frequently in
the ensuing social activities. One day in Seattle we were together on a yacht to
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watch some naval boat races held on Lake Washington. The captain of one of the
Canadian ships and I, who were sitting together, noticed as we steamed along the
shoreline many large signs of advertisement. One which caught my eye
advertised Lake Crescent as the home of the “Beardslee Trout.”” Later, in
Victoria, I met an old and very dear friend of Admiral Beardslee to whom the
Admiral had not only written about his famous catch but had sent pictures of
the fish. She recovered them from storage and sent them to me—greatly
treasured to this day, I assure you.

We anchored at the British Naval Station just across the strait from
Victoria—a charming little town called “Esquimalt,” with a decided English
background. But like our ports in that area, it was quite “wide open.” There we
made our first contact with a foreign naval ship, which was most interesting. The
exchange of “national salutes” as the Philadelphia entered the Canadian port, the
exchange of gun salutes between the two admirals, the numerous official calls
between the officers, and the luncheons, dinners, and receptions given by each
navy to honor the other, were all new experiences to us middies.

At all official affairs in those days there was considerable drinking, and the
group from one ship would always try to outdrink a similar group from the
other ship—especially to put them “under the table.” It was an expensive habit,
but we were sorry to leave after a few days with those delightful English officers.

After leaving Victoria we visited Port Townsend, Seattle, Tacoma, Olympia,
Port Orchard, Everett, Bellingham, and finally Vancouver, B.C., each port being
very attractive and interesting to us.

Our first stop, Port Townsend, presented us with quite a different picture from
the other towns on Puget Sound, since not long before we arrived there had
been a great boom to make it the greatest seaport of the Pacific Northwest. Port
Townsend had many qualifications for such a status. It is beautifully situated and
has a large, deep, and well-sheltered harbor with an excellent shoreline for piers
and warehouses. It also is the Puget Sound port nearest and most accessible to
the sea, and every ship that enters or leaves Puget Sound must pass close to the
town. Under such circumstances it is litde wonder that in visualizing the sea
trade of the Northwest, many had the idea that Port Townsend was destined to
become a great port, and thus the boom started. Heavy forests were cleared,
streets were surveyed, business buildings and houses were started, and Port
Townsend became a typical “boom town.”

Unfortunately, for all its qualifications, Port Townsend—on the west side of
the sound—did not have the means to handle cargoes, except by water; there
were no rail facilities. To reach Port Townsend, railroads working eastward
would be obliged to build many miles of track over rough country to pass
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around Puget Sound, which could not be bridged. Railroads, which became
essential to handling freight to and from the great country, had no difficulty
finding excellent harbors on the eastern side of the sound where the short
additional water hauls for cargoes were as nothing compared with the freight
shipment from Port Townsend.

It was truly a dead city when we first saw it. Underbrush had taken over the
miles of prepared city blocks, buildings started in the boom days had been
abandoned, and the citizens were depressed with financial difficulties. Visiting
there brought acute sadness. In the years since then, however, Port Townsend has
recovered to a marked extent owing to its excellent location, and it still remains
a port of entry for Puget Sound shipping, It provides the quarantine and custom
inspections, and one transcontinental railroad has a spur around the sound that
reaches to Port Townsend and Port Angeles. Fine highways open the Olympic
peninsula to auto traffic,and there is lumbering, fishing, and some farming in the
cleared areas near the city—and, of course, it is still very beautiful.

Next we went to Seattle, where we found things very different, for even in
1895 it was very much alive, busy, and bustling. In the rivalry between the two
cities on the sound to become the great seaport of the Northwest, even then
Seattle was well in the lead. While still crude and rough as a city, the people were
charming and showered us with hospitality. Seattle’s fine harbor, beautiful hills,
and transcontinental railroads, and the vast and productive northwest country it
opened for trade via the sea assured its greatness.

There was intense rivalry between Tacoma (about thirty miles distant) and
Seattle, two cities almost exactly alike in natural resources, beauty, charm of
inhabitants, life, business, and accessibility to the resources of the vast country
behind them. But probably because it was nearer the sea, Seattle became the
great seaport of the Northwest, and the rivalry eventually ceased. In the nineties,
however, there was some jealousy over the name of that magnificent peak, Mt.
Rainier—so near both cities as to overshadow them. In Seattle it was always
called Mt. Rainier, but it was “Mt. Tacoma” if you lived in Tacoma—and woe
betide anyone who called it Mt. Rainier.

Our visits to other Puget Sound ports were less exciting than those to Seattle
and Tacoma, for they were still small and undeveloped. At Port Angeles we had
to spend much time in drilling and preparing our “landing force” of about two
hundred and fifty men for exercises on shore, and at each of the ports we visited,
we landed a force to give exhibition drills. These were gala days in the town, and
nothing more exemplifies the conditions of that time than the closing of most
local shops in order that “all hands” could watch the drill.
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We later visited Port Orchard, where the Navy had acquired a tract of land on
the shore for a Navy Yard. Our Admiral wished to see what progress was being
made on a dry dock there. We were not much impressed by what we saw. Where
there were dense forests in 1895, today stands not only one of our largest, busiest,
and best-equipped Navy yards® but also the flourishing twin cities of Bremerton
and Charleston.

Our cruise in Puget Sound ended late in November when the Philadelphia
went south to spend the winter in southern California ports. San Francisco was
still the great metropolis of the West, and our stay of several weeks there was
filled with the joys of living that even to this day are its greatest charm. After the
Christmas holidays we were on our way to southern California.
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Middy Days in Southern California

\ x } E WENT FIRST TO SANTA BARBARA, that delightful old town of

Spanish descendants and their customs, where the residents lived the
easy-going old Spanish way of life and to which visitors came from all over the
East to enjoy.

Built along the sea, where mountains rise behind it, and blest with a sunny
climate that seldom changes, Santa Barbara seemed to hold all the pleasures that
one could desire, with its natural beauty and ease of living.

Our visit there was all too brief, but before we left we were introduced to
horseback riding—a novel sport for sailors, which became most popular. No
sooner would a liberty party reach shore then it would stampede to the livery
stables. Very shortly, the principal street of the town, State Street, would become
a race course for sailors on horseback. The street was not paved and made a good
track for them; up and down rode our sailors at full gallop, waving their arms.
But, strange to say, they never tumbled.

The Philadelphia’s next stops were in Santa Monica, Redondo Beach, and San
Pedro, that the Admiral might examine and report on the possibilities of a
seaport for the growing city of Los Angeles. As I recall, although Los Angeles
then had a population of only seventy thousand, it was growing fast, and while
there was still no evidence of oil, only little indication of the tremendous
productivity water would bring to the surrounding country, and no reason to
believe that an enormous seaborne trade would develop there, the city was,
nevertheless wanting of and demanding a harbor that would give it access to the
sea.” Hence, among the three places we visited, there was great rivalry.
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At Santa Monica (off one of the finest of California beaches) we found, upon
anchoring, no protection at all from the long Pacific swells that rolled and rolled
for the next few days. Making the trip ashore would have been both difficult and
dangerous, and we could see no reasonable way to build a suitable and sufficient
breakwater there.

We steamed a few miles down the coast to Redondo Beach, another stretch
lying on the northwest side of Cape Vicente [today the Palos Verde Peninsula).
The possibilities of a port there were a trifle better, since the area was somewhat
protected by the Cape and San Pedro Hill from easterly and southeasterly gales
and seas, but the long Pacific swells were ever rolling in, and the wallowing of the
ship made life unbearable.

We then went around Cape Vicente to San Pedro Bay just east of Point
Fermin, where we found some protection against the easterly, stormy weather.
Even then, our Admiral realized it would be a tremendous task to build a port
there and gave much thought to the weather before recommending San Pedro as
a seaport for Los Angeles.

To see now the great San Pedro [Long Beach today] port, it is almost
impossible to visualize what it was in 1896. Of breakwaters, piers, inner harbors,
or storehouses there was barely a hint. The only shipping was the twice weekly
steamers that ran up and down the coast of California, the occasional trips of the
little boats to Catalina, a few sailing ships delivering lumber and reloading with
hides, and several small fishing boats. There may have been a tugboat or two, but
as a seaport, with its small, rickety pier, it had few advantages. A mile or so down
the shore, where today rises the fine, modern city of Long Beach, there was only
the long stretch of beautiful white sand.

Despite its undeveloped state, San Pedro had been connected with Los
Angeles, some twenty-two miles distant, by a branch line of one of the
transcontinental railroads. There were some fairly good dirt roads between the
two cities, but taken as a whole, what is now one of the great seaports of the
world seemed, in 1896, a desolate place.

Today, practically all the ships of the United States Fleet find safe and secure
anchorage there, and a huge amount of overseas commerce is handled in that
harbor.” Little did I think that I would ever see a great port and large cities there,
much less that I would someday command the Batte Force of the U.S. Navy
anchored in security in the magnificent harbor of the port of Los Angeles.

When our Admiral finished his inspection of San Pedro, we proceeded to San
Diego Bay—then about the middle of January—and anchored midway between
the boat landings of Coronado and San Diego, to remain for about three
months.
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While there, we worked hard to maintain the ship in complete readiness for
jobs that an independently operating cruiser might be called upon to do to
protect the interests of the United States in a foreign country. To this end, we
carried out a weekly schedule of drills that trained us for contingencies we
believed might arise. In addition to gunnery work, we held landing force drills of
all kinds, as well as fire, collision, and arms drills; we also devoted much time to
training our landing force for indefinite stays on shore under conditions of war.
A camp was then established on the then vacant North Island—now the site of
the U.S. Fleet’s great Naval Air Station. There the men were given target practice
with field pieces, rifles, and revolvers. They were taught how to occupy and
control areas in cities and countrysides, and were trained in the fighting
techniques of Marines and soldiers.

Our training duties that winter did not consume all of our time, since five
weekday mornings were devoted to drills on ship or shore, while Saturday
mornings were “field days” spent scrubbing and cleaning the ship inside and out
for inspections held on Sunday. At other times, the half of the ship’s company not
on watch was allowed shore leave, which was devoted to the enjoyments of
southern California life; both residents and Eastern visitors were most hospitable
and delightful. Since then, the lovely homes surrounded by wonderful flower
gardens and the rarity of freezing temperatures have changed very little, and the
introduction of electricity, gas, and water have brought many conveniences and
comforts to the residents. The population has grown tremendously, and business
activities, generally, have flourished.

During our stay in San Diego, the city was flooded with tourists who filled
the famous old Coronado Hotel, which became the center of our contact with
visitors.” Our Admiral made the Coronado Hotel, which is as famous today as it
was fifty years ago, the shore abode for his family. Because the social activities of
the visiting Easterners centered there, the hotel was frequently the mecca of us
youngsters when on shore leave. Not only were we generally given delightful
rooms, but we found there were several dances each week in the great ballroom.
Thus, with the certainty, too, of good food, the Coronado Hotel appealed to us
greatly,

Whenever there was a dance at the hotel, our Admiral ordered all junior
officers not on duty to attend it in uniform, and we would all be on hand with
the other guests when the dance started. We would meet the Admiral and his
wife in one of the reception rooms, and they would lead our entry into the
ballroom. That gave us a good start. The Admiral was an imposing figure in full
uniform and his wife equally attractive and charming.
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Quite naturally our interests did not center entirely on the visitors to
California. We also were attracted to the permanent residents across the bay in
San Diego and members of the wardroom became acquainted with several very
charming young ladies.

There was one group that particularly interested us. We saw a beautiful
rowing barge putting across the bay, piloted entirely by young ladies. The barge
was of somewhat different build and rig but looked much like the rowing shells
used by the college crews. Instead of young men, however, it was crewed by girls
in natty, attractive uniforms. Counting the coxswain, there were nine of them in
the boat, and when they rowed around the ship, every youngster went on deck
to have a look.

At first the crew seemed to take little interest in the ship or even us middies,
but when we noted that they came close to the ship at about the same time each
day and that it was up to us to do something about it, we invited them on board.
To our delight they accepted, and we soon, after introductions, established
friendly relationships.

That particular group of young ladies had organized a rowing club, taking the
name of Zlacs, and it proved a lasting and popular one in San Diego.” Many of
the original members were still Zlacs when I was stationed in San Diego thirty
years later, but their daughters were the rowing members, and I was delighted
when my own daughter became one of them.

When we left San Diego Bay in March, there began a life of gaiety that lasted
for nearly three months as the ship went from port to port, following the same
route taken by the Eastern visitors attending celebrations that were held during
that season by several towns along the coast. The first was the famous Flower
Carnival at Santa Barbara, where the festivals apparently originated. It was so
beautiful and unique that visitors from far and wide came to see it. Since then
other festivals of flowers have been held in California, but they differ from the
carnival in Santa Barbara which was, at first, rather a social ebullition carried out
by the individuals of the town for their personal pleasure and to show their
flowers. Consequently, floats were very small, horse-drawn vehicles, and riding
horses played a very important part in the displays which were bedecked with
gorgeous flowers.

The Flower Carnival was a gala week of entertainment, but the crowning
events were the Flower Parade and the Battle of Roses, for I think every carriage,
coach, tally-ho, buggy, trap, and fancy cart—even one of the beautiful riding
horses in Santa Barbara—were decorated with flowers and entered in the parade.
The horses had beautiful saddles inlaid with silver coins, and silver appeared on
the harnesses. The caballeros who rode them wore handsome old Spanish
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costumes embroidered in silver and gold. The charming young ladies in their
flower-covered vehicles were exquisitely gowned in colors to match the flowers,
many carrying parasols of roses.

The parade, after covering some distance, passed between what were called
“the tribunes”—stands erected on both sides of State Street for a block or more.
People not taking part in the parade sat in “the tribunes,” each person with a
basket of small bouquets. Those in the parade were similarly equipped, and as
they passed between the tribunes, the “Battle of Roses” began with the tossing
back and forth of the flowers. A beautiful sight indeed, and when it ended, that
part of State Street was covered with a thick carpet of lovely flowers. The
carnival ended that evening with a ball, a beautiful affair at which I met the
young lady who was later to become my bride and life's companion.

We middies were sad to leave the following day for San Pedro. However, we
were to be the guests of Los Angeles during “La Fiesta” there—another gala
week of festivities ending with a flower parade and grand ball.

The ship’s next stop was Port Orford, a small village which was then, as now,
the port for San Luis Obispo. While there was no particular celebration there,
we had a good time enjoying the hospitality of the residents who staged a grand
ball before we left. The memory of it remains, for just before the refreshments
were served, two men crossed the ballroom floor to the supper room carrying a
full-sized galvanized washtub filled with ice and bottles of champagne.

Leaving Port Orford, we went to Monterey where a small anniversary
celebration connected with the annexation of California was being held, and we
were obliged to march in the parade.”

The old Del Monte Hotel was then in its prime and filled with the very same
Eastern guests we had met in Coronado, Santa Barbara, and Los Angeles. Thus
we had charming company when we went in carriages on the famous
“Seventeen Mile Drive,” or wandered through the hotel’s enormous “Mystic
Maze,” or attended the hotel’s numerous dances. We were loathe to leave, but
Santa Cruz on the north side of Monterey Bay was holding its Water Carnival
the following week, and the ship was ordered there.

When we reached Santa Cruz, my days as a middy in the Philadelphia ended.

For some time we had known that the new battleship Oregon was being
completed in San Francisco, and that upon its commissioning the Philadelphia’s
middies would be transferred to it.

Thus we were expecting the change, though for me, it came sooner than
anticipated, since the very day we reached Santa Cruz, three of us received
orders to proceed at once to the USS Independence,” the old receiving ship of the
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Mare Island Navy Yard, where we were to attend to shipping supplies to the
Oregon.

There was not anything especially interesting in assembling those
stores—putting them on freight barges and starting them to the Oregor—but we
were kept busy doing it and only at night did we have an opportunity to renew
our Navy Yard friendships.

Having completed our duty at Mare Island, we went to San Francisco and
joined the Oregon.
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VIII

In the Oregon

HE OREGON AND ITS SISTER SHIPS, Indiana and Massachusetts, were

the first modern battleships of steel built by the United States.®
Compared with those of today, they were small, displacing only ten thousand
tons, and seemingly weak in offensive and defensive power. But they had heavy
guns and armor and sufficient speed, and we believed them to be invincible at
sea.

Though too young and inexperienced to grasp the full meaning of such a
marked change in naval ships, we did realize that we had to progress and work
harder to prepare ourselves to be efficient officers of the navy. The purpose of
the battleships was to fight and destroy ships of every type, while cruisers were to
protect the interests of our country in various ports and parts of the world and to
control traffic on the seas.

This new battleship, the Oregon, posed difficulties for the navy. Inexperience
in preparing a heavily gunned and armored ship for battle at sea raised problems
never before encountered. The ship's designers and builders confronted equal
problems in this new venture, striving for the impossible—to draw flawless plans
and to construct perfect offensive and defensive equipment. The minds of many
men, engaged for many months, worked on what to incorporate into the ship;
and although it had been launched in October 1893, the Oregon was not ready to
sail until June 1896. During those months we waited at the Union Iron Works in
San Francisco where the ship was built.

We followed the general hours of work observed in the navy, though details
were vastly different than those carried on in the Philadelphia. Our time off did



An Admiral’s Yam

not change materially, and we had many interesting experiences and much
enjoyment during our stay in San Francisco.

Our transfer to the Oregon brought a very welcome improvement in our
living conditions. While we were still in the steerage, even with more officers in
our mess we were not obliged to eat, sleep, and live in the messroom. While the
steerage of the Oregon would be considered utterly inadequate for even junior
officers today, in 1896 it seemed splendid to us. The messroom, though of very
peculiar shape because of the ship’s armor, was large. Nearby were small rooms
that contained not hammocks but two or three bunks for sleeping. We thought
ourselves decidedly well off in the Oregon.

We found vast improvements such as the electric light plant which kept the
ship’s interior lighted at all times, the modern facilities that preserved food in a
refrigerator room, the mechanical devices for turning turrets and handling heavy
ammunition, the increased number of steam launches to help with boating, and
a ventilating system that kept the air fairly fresh throughout the ship. Improved
devices were of course essential in the great mechanical plants that our ships had
become in 1896, but the older officers seemed to think we youngsters were
getting soft. Thus arose the contemptuous remark—*"In the old days we had
wooden ships and iron men, but in the new navy we have iron ships and wooden
men!” Having served in both types of ships with both types of men, however, I
believe the manhood of the navy today is as great if not greater than the
improvement in its ships.

Midshipmen keenly enjoyed the cosmopolitan San Francisco of the nineties,
where we were received into the hospitality of the city and the social life. Some
rather enjoyed the wide open nightlife and the delicious and inexpensive food
found at most of the best bars. In fact, there were free delicacies for those
engaged in drinking. The most attractive was Pop Sullivan’s place. We came to
know Pop Sullivan, who always welcomed us warmly and provided us “free
lunch” with our liquor. To a midshipman who had just $88 per month for food,
clothes, and all living expenses, Pop Sullivan’s was a lifesaver and at once became
a gathering place for beginning and ending an evening on shore.

When we felt “flush,” we would drop into some well-known restaurant for a
meal, the finest at that time, in our opinion, being the Palace Hotel Grill where
for seventy-five cents one would be served a whole teal duck, fried potatoes,
bread and butter, coffee, and a dessert. At many smaller restaurants, several course
dinners with California wine were thirty-five cents. San Francisco is still famous
for its good food but not at the prices we midshipmen paid.

Even in the late nineties, only gold and silver coins were used; paper money
was not obtainable from the banks. I once tried to buy a pair of shoes with paper
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money, but the clerk would not accept it, and I had a difficult time changing it
for gold.

Included in our principal amusements when on shore were the theaters,
operas at the Tivoli, melodramas at Morosco’s, regular plays at the Baldwin, and
vaudeville at the Orpheum. Then, too, prizefighting was in its heyday in San
Francisco—then the home of the great James J. Corbett, champion of the world.
All the well-known fighters of the time gathered in San Francisco, and each
week Woodward’s Pavilion would advertise a number of important fights which
we were eager to attend if we had the price.

Of all the fighters we saw there, the most important to us middies was Tom
Sharkey, for at that time he was still in the navy and had been our shipmate and
master-at-arms on the Philadelphia. We were thrown in with him every day and
acquired great respect and friendship for him. He was a large and heavy-set man,
afraid of nothing, and one who thoroughly enjoyed a real fistfight. He always
looked every inch the sailor, especially because of the tattooing on his chest.
Even now when I think of Tom Sharkey, I see him as he appeared in the prize
ring, his fine body and great muscle development, with a full-rigged sailing ship
tattooed on his massive chest. And how he did fight, never losing once during
our time and generally winning by a “knockout.” At one bout we saw him
tackle a fine, tall, active fighter from another ship who was heavily backed to beat
Sharkey. When the bell rang, they rushed at each other and went at it hammer
and tongs, but forty-five seconds later, Sharkey’s opponent lay unconscious in
the ring, felled by one of Sharkey’s terrific blows.

Between work on the ship and good times ashore, time flew for us in San
Francisco, and finally we were able to take our new battleship to sea. The older
officers had more confidence in her behavior afloat than we middies, noting the
tremendous weight of guns, turrets and armor, but fortunately all went well.

Our first cruise was to Acapulco in Mexico, and I think that even the older
officers were a bit awed. Many of them had acquired their sea experience on
wooden ships largely under sail, and none had ever served in a heavy, massive
ship like the Oregon. It required a week or more to reach Acapulco, and the
captain and navigator, who stayed right on the bridge for all of that time, were
thankful for a rest when we reached our designation.

Acapulco lies on a bay, and because of the high mountains and hills
surrounding the city, it has the appearance of a huge, extinct volcano. The hills
block breezes to the bay, and the beating down of the tropical sun makes the
harbor so insufferably hot that our great steel ship was like a red-hot oven.

We anchored early in the morning and saw the flag of Admiral Beardslee
hoisted on the Philadelphia. Soon, a signal came from the Admiral announcing

51



An Admiral’s Yarn

that he would make an official inspection of the Oregon at ten o'clock that
morning,.

“Admiral’s inspections” are complete and severe, for not only is a ship and its
crew inspected thoroughly for cleanliness, appearance, and neatness, but its
readiness for service is tested by drills for each and every one of the nearly
innumerable activities of the ship. A thorough job of inspection often required
two days of hard work, but because of the intense heat, Admiral Beardslee and
his staff completed it in one day—and seemed pleased with the condition of the
ship. Thus, our care and attention to training had borne fruit.

The details of our battle drill were new to Admiral Beardslee, hence, when we
“cleared ship for action” and went to “general quarters,” he found it difficult to
find a satisfactory place to observe. All the activities of the ship were carried on
from behind the armor of the casemates, armor belt, and turrets, and at one
point, when the Admiral became lost, his aide rescued him and took him to the
bridge and conning tower.

The drills seemed to go splendidly until the very last—held in the late
afternoon—the “abandon ship” drill. If a catastrophe occurs and a disabled ship
cannot remain afloat, all hands are expected to take to lifeboats in an effort to
save as many lives as possible. Each lifeboat is to be equipped with specified
articles and food.

When I reported to the Oregon, I was placed in charge of a cutter and took
much pride in always having it perfectly equipped by personnel well trained in
providing the necessary rifles, pistols, ammunition, food, and water. On the way
south I had checked over every detail of my boat, so that at inspection time I was
confident that the boat was ready in every way for abandoning ship. I was a
rather cocky middy when my boat came to the ship’s gangway for inspection.
The inspection officer directed me to show him each one of the required
articles, the last one being the boat’s bucket, which I grabbed by its bale, holding
it out for him to see. When he asked me to *“shake it,” I did so and alas, although
brand new, the intense heat had dried the wood and the bucket flew apart. This
left me a dazed and shocked middy. I felt that a fine inspection of my boat had
been utterly wrecked by this mishap; fortunately the inspector took it as a joke
on me—knowing it was a lesson I would never forget.

As soon as the inspection was finished, the Admiral returned to the
Philadelphia and put to sea—evidently in a hurry to leave the terrific heat of
Acapulco—and how we envied them as we were obliged to remain several days
longer to complete some necessary machinery adjustments. The heat putsuch a
burden on our new refrigerating system that it broke down completely and our
cold storage, which held two months’ supply of fresh meat and vegetables,
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became a hot box. Decay took place rapidly and we worried over getting rid of
the spoiled meat which could not be dumped overboard while in port.
Fortunately the repair work went so well that we were able to leave Acapulco
sooner than expected. Once at sea, we emptied our refrigerators, and after a
thorough cleansing, we felt quite shipshape again.

Our next stop was that wonderful body of water in lower California,
Magdalena Bay. In all the world there is probably not a more perfect harbor, but
because it is so distant from a populous area and entirely surrounded by desert
country, with few natural resources, it is doubtful that it will ever become
important for commerce. While its waters teem with fish and its surrounding
mountains are beautiful, there is almost no vegetation or fresh water, and very
few people could exist there in the ninetes. Still, to those who go there in ships,
Magdalena Bay has many attractions. We made the most of its possibilities in our
training work, with splendid advantage to the ship and to ourselves.

Perhaps the most important aspect of our training was target practice. While
the Oregon’s guns and mountings had been tested by firing, it was not until we
arrived in Magdalena Bay that we could approximate firing them under battle
conditions or give the gun crews practice in marksmanship. The Magdalena
training period became a vital one, especially for our gun crews.

As my station for battle was to command the forward port 8" turret, I was
very busy in Magdalena Bay. Day after day I trained my crew in the details of
loading, pointing, and firing those 8" guns. Of course, the crews of every turret
and gun in the ship were trained in the same manner—but my own turret was
all-important to me.

Naval gunnery at that time was quite different from that of today. The
development of rapidity and accuracy in gunfire was given little attention, and
although longer range and higher powered guns were being installed in the
ships, every navy was still unversed in how they could be used to best advantage.
Hence, the training focused on the handling of guns. Accuracy in pointing and
aiming was particularly important, and, having taught our crews how to load and
handle the guns, we believed their gunnery training was complete and that our
ship was ready to test its ability by firing at a target. But our target practice was as
crude and undeveloped as our other gunnery work, because our ship would be
either at anchor or stopped dead in a perfectly smooth sea. Guns would always
be fired individually and at ranges of about a thousand yards and, instead of
testing the accuracy of the fire on an actual target, a marker was put out as an
aiming point of a theoretical target. Whether or not a shot hit that theoretical
target, which was supposed to be as large as a ship, was determined by means of
observers with rakes—one on the ship to ascertain how many degrees a shot
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went to the right or left of the marker and another in a boat abreast the target at
right angles to the line of fire, to note the distance if a shot was over or short of
the marker.

Knowing what can be done in gunnery today, we can only marvel at the
crudities of the nineties. Under target practice conditions at that time, we could
not even measure how close our gunfire came to the target, because reports from
the boat near the target and those from the ship were not in accord. To my mind,
the object of the target practice was to hit the point of aim. So, when we began
firing from my turret, I kept making such changes in sight-setting that I deemed
necessary for accuracy. Hence, very shortly after my turret began firing, shells
began falling near the target. I jumped with glee when the target was hit and
demolished. Then I suffered a blow that I shall never forget, for not only did the
executive officer and others of high rank berate me for carelessness, but even the
captain called me to the bridge to tell me I had spoiled the day’s firing by ruining
the target. The desire to complete a target practice was always so great that any
occurrence that caused delay was sure to bring condemnation—but I had not
known that when the Oregon had begun its practice at Magdalena Bay. Today,
thank heaven, we no longer fire at theoretical targets, and woe betide the
gunnery officer who fails to make a hit.

Because our refrigerator plant broke down in the heat of Acapulco, we
arrived in Magdalena Bay without fresh provisions, planning to look ashore for
food. As soon as we dropped anchor, however, a small boat came alongside with
a giant green sea turtle so common in lower California. Hungry for almost any
kind of fresh meat, the officer of the deck at once began to bargain for it. It must
have weighed at least one hundred and fifty pounds, and much to our surprise
the fisherman offered it for fifty cents. That started quite a traffic in turtles.

Although we caught many other kinds of seafood, we still enjoyed the turtles
and found many different ways to cook them—turtle soup, turtle steaks,
croquettes, and stew were all popular. To meet our demand, the few men of the
Magdalena Bay area made it their number one job to capture the turtles across
the bay on the beach where they deposited their eggs and basked in the sun. The
men would slip up on one, throw it on its back, and carry it to their boat to
deliver to the Oregon (and as the demand grew), the price was raised to
seventy-five cents). Then the thought came to us that our friends in San
Francisco might enjoy some of these fine turtles. Many of the officers acquired
some for that purpose, so before we sailed we built a pen out of the balcony on
the port side of the superstructure to hold fifteen or more turtles. Each had its
owner'’s name painted on its back, and once very four hours, by order of the
officer of the deck, the fire hose was brought out to spray the turtles. They were a
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great deal of trouble, and the officers who owned them finally lost interest.
They also realized the great difficulty in presenting them to their San Francisco
friends, so the turtles were given, finally, to a huge market.

We arrived in San Francisco and went once more to the Union Iron Works
for our final work. That done, the ship spent several days in speed trials and then
anchored in San Francisco Bay. Just as we approached the Golden Gate on our
return, the ship had a most extraordinary experience—one that is not soon
forgotten.

As is so often the case during the early morning hours, a dense fog so
completely obliterated the entrance to the bay that the captain decided to
anchor in the clear atmosphere of Drake’s Bay, a few miles north of the Golden
Gate, until the fog lifted. Drake’s Bay was beautiful that morning. The air was
perfectly clear, and the mountains reflected their glory in the water, which did
not have a ripple. Except for the very long, low swells that rolled in from the
ocean, there seemed to be little movement of any kind. Heading into that low
swell as the anchor was dropped, the ship seemed as steady as a church, and my
friend “Stephen Victor” [probably Stephen Victor Graham] and I started
walking up and down the port quarter deck in keen enjoyment, little reckoning
what was about to happen.

Ships that anchor in a swell when there is not enough wind to keep the ship
heading into the rollers gradually work around to a position broadside to the
swells. The ship then rolls with the swells,and usually the amount of roll depends
on the length of the swell. Therefore, no one gave notice when the Oregon was
broadside to the slight swell that was running.

Now a rolling ship sets like a pendulum or swing, and we all know that by
giving a swing little pushes in its downward motion, the total swing will be
increased. By synchronizing the push or “run under” with the movement of the
swing, its descending arc stretches larger and larger. This is also true for a ship as
it rolls in the arc of the swells. The length of time for a ship’s roll is known as a
“period.” The elapsed time between successive wave crests passing a fixed point
is the “period” for the swells. It is very unusual for the two periods to be exactly
the same length, and for that reason the two seldom synchronize. They may start
out and stay fairly close together for a short time, but uldmately the two rolling
factors begin to clash. While the two periods synchronize, swells gradually
increase a ship’s roll, but as the synchronization abates, the rolls of a ship slacken.
Because synchronization is generally brief, sailors seldom worry over a ship’s
rolling. Quite naturally, no one on the Oregon worried when their ship got into
the trough of the almost imperceptible swells and started to roll. But walking up
and down the quarter deck, Stephen Victor and I began to note that the rolls
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were gradually increasing to what seemed greater than possible in such a small
swell. Finally I said to Stephen, “If this roll increases, the ship’s rail will go
under.” On the very next roll the water came to the edge of the deck, and with
the one following, part of the quarter deck went under and we had to scramble
to keep above water. We were then abreast of the after turret and realized that
the next increase in the roll would hit it and dip the lifeboat under. The ship was
then rolling so far to starboard that Stephen and I walked right up the side of the
turret, got hold of the sight hoods on top, and clung there as the ship rolled the
other way and the port lifeboats went under while the water came halfway up
the side of the turret. That roll most have been well over 60° to one side, and it
was very evident that if the rolls increased the ship would be on its beam ends.
Fortunately quick action already taken by the officer of the deck saved the day,
and we learned a never-to-be-forgotten lesson in good seamanship.

It happened that because the captain wanted the ship to enter Golden Gate as
soon as the fog cleared, the anchor was no sooner down than the chain was
“brought to,” steam was put on the anchor engine and made ready to “heave in.”
The fact that that was done instead of merely dropping and securing the anchor,
as is the usual procedure, is probably the only thing that prevented a terrible
catastrophe. For no sooner did the officer of the deck observe the perfect
synchronization of the periods of the sea and ship, than he rushed toward the
anchor engine calling out, “Heave round,” “Heave round.” Although a ship at
anchor will assume a position in the trough of the swells when there is no wind
blowing, the anchor and chain that hold the ship will usually lie 90° from the
direction the ship is headed and in the direction from which the sea is coming.
Hence, as soon as the ship lying across a swell starts heaving in, the very first
strain on the chain tends to draw the ship’s head toward the swell. That is exactly
what happened to the Oregon. The anchor engine started as soon as the order
“heave in” was given and immediately there came a strain on the chain, the ship’s
head turned through a few degrees and the Oregon righted into the swells and
was soon without any roll at all. However, the tremendous rolls the ship had
suffered did considerable damage aboard, for every article that could move from
side to side was dashed, as the ship rolled, and we heard crashes all during the
excitement. To prevent a recurrence, the captain got the ship underway, and as
the fog was disappearing, he stood on into San Francisco Bay where we thought
our rolling troubles were over. Alas they were not.

In those days, the only deep-water channel leading to the Golden Gate from
the sea was Bonita channel. It is near and parallel to high, mountainous cliffs
until Point Bonita is reached, and then a turn of about 90° takes a ship straight
through Golden Gate. Bonita channel is probably a mile or two long, and in
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standing through it a ship has the rolling Pacific swells right abeam. Then,
because they come in over a large shoal called the “Potato Patch,” the swells
become much higher and steeper than in the open sea, although their period
remains the same. Hence, as the Oregon stood down Bonita channel on a course
that could not be changed without running the ship on the shoal or cliffs, the
terrible rolling started once more, and even worse than before, as the steepness of
the waves caused a sudden drop of the ship when it was already nearly on its
beam ends. So terrific was the pounding and rolls in Bonita Channel that it
seemed doubtful we could keep control of the ship until the turn at Bonita
where the synchronization of the ship and waves would be broken.

The strain of those few moments was terrific. To keep from being thrown
from side to side and badly injured, all hands clung to whatever was available. Yet
while so clinging, the captain still had to use his utmost skill in seamanship to
work the ship’s head a degree or two one way or the other to meet the
tremendous seas and prevent the wreck of our country’s newest and finest
battleship as well as the loss of eight or nine hundred lives.

Our captain never wavered under the strain, and at about the instant when I
thought there was not a chance for us, he ordered “hard a-starboard,” the helm
was thrown over, and in a few seconds the ship began its turn around Point
Bonita. Almost at once the roll and pounding stopped and the great Oregon,
without any visible damage, stood majestically into San Francisco Bay where it
was anchored off the city.

It was fortunate for the Oregon and for the United States that there were not
any newspaper reporters on board on that trip, for had there been, it is probable
the great, new ship might have been condemned by the press as unseaworthy.
Newspapers, in fact, paid little attention to out visit, and only meager accounts of
the terrible rollings of the ship were ever published, allowing the steps to correct
this tendency to be taken in a quiet, methodical way. Doing that was not difficult,
as the principal thing, of course, was to make a slight change in the ship’s rolling
period so that it would not be quite so near the elapsed time between the crests
of the Pacific swells. One of the first steps in accomplishing this was to provide
the Oregon with what are known as “bilge keels.” The idea was not new even
then, for when great steel battleships for heavy fighting at sea became our
country’s policy, bilge keels were decided upon as a means to reduce the ship’s
roll and provide a better gun platform. The keels were merely very long, fin-like
protuberances attached to a ship’s bottom well below the waterline at the turn of
the bilge. Being at about right angles to the hull’s surface and extending over half
the length of a ship, the resistance of the keels would naturally slow and reduce a
ship’s roll, tending to produce steadiness. There was not a dry dock on the Pacific
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Coast large enough to take our ship immediately, but very shortly the dock that
we had seen being built in the woods of Puget Sound at Port Orchard was
completed, and the Oregon was ordered there to have the bilge keels installed.

In the spring of 1897 the Oregon arrived at what is now Puget Sound Navy
Yard. We found the Yard little changed from what we middies had seen when
there on the Philadelphia a year and a half before. It was still a place out in the
forest where a dry dock had been built, with only a few work ships and a
pumping plant for the dock. We shuddered at the mere thought of putting our
huge magnificent battleship in such a dock, and I fear we youngsters were a bit
skeptical over what might happen when we did so. But orders were orders and
the work to be done was essential, so on we went with the docking.

Compared to dry docks today, the first one in Puget Sound was a small affair.
It was only large enough to take a ship of about the Oregon’s size, 10,000 tons.
Even for that size ship, a high tide was necessary to ensure enough water on the
dock’s sill to float the ship over it. Therefore, docking was chosen for the time of
the highest tide during the lunar month, taking utmost precaution to ensure the
water would be high enough to meet the draft requirements.

On a Sunday morning when the time of high water would be between ten
and eleven o’clock, the ship was moored close to the entrance headed into the
dock to be prepared to enter without delay at high water slack. Mooring in that
position was a simple matter, since when the dock was built, a large pier had
been constructed extending out from the south side of the dock’s entrance,and a
row of pile bollards had been driven along the north side of the approach parallel
to the pier. By moving the ship between the pier and row of bollards, it was ready
to be pulled into the dock the instant the tide reached its greatest elevation.

Unfortunately, the strength and direcdon of the wind can cause
unpredictability in the tides. A strong wind blowing up or down a long stretch of
tidal water causes the depth of a tide to become greater or less than predicted.
The wind in Puget Sound that morning was against the inward tidal current.
Therefore, the rise of the tide at the dock was too low to permit the ship to pass
over the sill. For that reason it was decided to postpone the docking until the
next high water, which would be about eleven o’clock that night. To await the
tide, the ship was moored alongside the pier at the dock’s entrance where crowds
of excursionists from Seattle could see it.

I had the twelve to four watch on the forecastle that afternoon, and when 1
came on duty, the officer of the deck warned me that the tide would drop
considerably and I was to be sure to slack off the mooring lines to the pier if they
became taut as the ship went down with the tide. That I might keep a more
careful watch on the lines, I stood on one of them as they continued to be slack
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until about two o’clock. Then, with the pier lined with people looking down on
the ship, it suddenly rolled far to starboard, and the lines became as taut as iron
bars. I immediately slacked them, off but as the strain left, the ship merely rolled
over a litde farther and stayed there.

It was painfully evident that the Oregon was hard and fast aground, resting
heavily on the port side of its keel. The chart had shown a much greater depth of
water at the pier area during extreme low tide than even the Oregor would draw.
We were at a loss to account for what had happened. Our first reaction was to
take soundings all along the pier and port side of the ship, but to our amazement
every sounding showed fifteen or twenty feet more water than the Oregon was
drawing. We used the mooring lines and all available tugs in our attempt to pull
the ship off, but it simply would not budge. We then inspected the double
bottoms and found that for a length of about seventy feet, the outer skin and
frames of the ship were badly “dished in” where the Oregon was touching,
Nothing could be done during the falling tide, and as there were not any breaks
in the hull, the captain decided to let the ship rest until high tide floated it again.
At high tide that night there was sufficient depth of water on the dock’s sill, and
midnight found our battleship safely in the dock.

Of course the damage to the Oregon was considerable, and all of the outer hull
frames and plates at the turn of the port bilge had to be removed. Although there
could be no doubt of the ship having rested heavily on something, we were still
unable to locate the trouble. Starting at daylight the next morning, we took
soundings all over the approach to the dock, but never once did we get a
showing of insufficient water. Even in the lowest of the waters there, the Oregon
could float. Nevertheless, an obstruction of some sort was there. Finally the
captain laid a network of lines between the pier and bollards and had a sounding
taken of every square foot of the bottom. After a long time, a diver was sent
down and he found a line of piles sticking up from the bottom. It was upon these
piles that the ship had come to rest its great weight when the tide fell. After
investigation we learned that when the dock was constructed, the piles had been
used as a support for the coffer dam, and they had not been removed when the
dock was completed. Thus our new navy learned a never-to-be-forgotten
lesson.

Work was started at once on the bilge keels and to repair the hull. We
midshipmen took little part in it, however, for we soon left the ship for
Annapolis to take our final examinations at the Naval Academy. While the
examinations covered the higher theoretical book courses, they also covered the
practical side of naval work that we had gathered on our middy cruise. The
exams were very comprehensive and our marks were averaged with those in the
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Academy course. The tests were vitally important to us because they determined
our standing in the lineal list of the navy. All during our middy cruise we had
prepared for them, and after our return to Annapolis we were allowed a couple
of weeks to study for the examinations.

It was enjoyable for the remaining thirty-one or two classmates to meet again
and swap yarns about our cruises. It was also a relief to end our competitive work
as students and learn our place on the list of commissioned officers of the U.S.
Navy. We new ensigns were then ordered home on a month’s leave to await out
assignments to various navy ships.

Before leaving the Washington area, I decided to interview the Detail Officer
in the Navy Department to learn where I might be ordered. Having had two
years in the Pacific, | had made written application for assignment to the Atlantic
Station but thought a personal request might improve my chances.

The Detail Officer receives requests from many officers,and he must consider
the various duties that each position will require. His role is a difficult one, and
he often becomes very unpopular. I received a cordial reception, and with every
assurance of being sent to a ship in the Atlantic, I went on leave in a happy frame
of mind.

Imagine my shock, after being home for about ten days, to receive orders to
the USS Marion, an old wooden square-rigged sailing ship with auxiliary steam
power, then in Honolulu.” While the jolt of being ordered to another three
years’ cruise on the Pacific was considerable, the greatest displeasure for me came
from being assigned to one of the oldest “wooden tubs” in the navy. My recent
training had been in the newest and finest of steel ships, and I felt the blow very
keenly. But there was not a thing I could do about it,so I pocketed my pride and
went to Honolulu to join the Marion.
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IX

The Woods Again

\ x } HILE HAWAII IN 1897 was not the Hawaii of today, nor that of ten
and more years prior, it was still a kingdom that observed nearly all
the old native customs. When I reached there it had become the Republic of
Hawaii, and the old element was losing some of its power to representatives
of the white race.”® New ways of life and government were gradually
usurping the old, although the population at the time was still
preponderantly native and the islands only a foreign country to which the
Marion had been sent to protect United States interests, if necessary. The
islands were, even then, strongly for annexation, so all the Marion had to do
was show the flag!

When I arrived, the ship was in the small harbor of Honolulu, moored at the
end of the “Man O’ War” Row. To moor in the row, a ship had to drop anchor in
the middle of the harbor and then, with lines leading from its stern to some old
boilers on the coral reef, be hauled into position. A telephone line from the city
would be installed via the reef.

In such a small harbor the boating problems were simple, and although the
ship was only a five-minute pull from the landing, our own boats were seldom
used for transportation to shore, as we were constantly surrounded by those
manned by natives eager for regular customers. In addition to this regular work,
when a passenger steamer entered port, the “boat boys” would swim alongside it
and dive for pennies and other coins that passengers would throw into the water.
If ever a coin escaped them, I did not hear of it. Their boats, which
accommodated two or three passengers, were well-kept, fine-pulling boats,
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beautifully painted, with each name displayed on the stern, inside and out. The
boat service was perfect, except on three occasions when a boat boy got drunk.

One evening shortly after I arrived, my shipmate, “Brit” England,” and I were
going off to the ship for dinner. We went down to the boat landing and, as usual,
it was surrounded by boat boys. Among them was “Sam,” who was Brit’s
particular boy. On the way over to the ship, “Brit” said to him, “What would you
do if I gave you an extra quarter?” “Oh,” said he, “I'd get drunk.” We asked how
that could be done on a quarter and Sam assured us it was easy if he drank
“swipes.” That was a very strong and cheap form of rum distilled from a
by-product of refined sugar. “Well,” said Brit, “Here’s the quarter, and when I
return ashore in about an hour you had better be good and drunk.” “All right, I
will,” said Sam. After we had our dinner, Brit and I found that Sam had sent my
boat to the ship to take us ashore, but there was no sign of Sam, even though he
was the only one who knew that we wanted a boat at that particular time.
Rather surprised, we immediately, upon landing, inquired of the boat boys about
Sam. Almost as one man they replied, “In his boat drunk, like he said.”” Sure
enough, there Sam lay, as thoroughly drunk as he could be.

Living in our ship with its excellent telephone and boat service to Honolulu,
we used our free time to enjoy Hawaii. The Marion, of course, followed the usual
navy routine of calling “‘all hands” at five o’clock, cleaning ship, and polishing the
“bright work” until nine-thirty. The weekly routine of drills or inspections was
carried out until eleven-thirty, when the *“watch” on duty took over the ship’s
work until the next morning, allowing those not on duty to go ashore.

Honolulu was not the large, sprawling city that it is now. Its people,
numbering about thirty thousand, were clustered rather near the harbor and the
business section of the city, the outlying areas being devoted mostly to
agricultural activities.”

There were few rail or trolley cars, practically all transportation being by foot
or horseback, by bicycles, or by carts and carriages over unpaved streets and
country roads that led to the numerous homes and villages ‘round about. The
center of tourist activity was the old Rooyal Hawaiian Hotel near the town and,
as now, near the Waikiki Beach where the swimming was delightful.

Waikiki has changed much since 1897 when it was just a great, long stretch of
sand some distance inside the reef over which the Pacific swells rolled or broke
before coming up on the beach. The only structures one could see along the
beach were bathhouses, all else being open country covered with rice and taro
fields, with palm trees growing here and there. At the eastern end the old
mountain crater, “Diamond Head,” rose majestically, and at the other end of the
beach was the Honolulu harbor. In the background were the beautiful
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mountains of Oahu. The warm, balmy air, the delightful tropical temperature of
the water, and the delicious languor in lying on the beach amid such beautiful
surroundings entranced everyone. Waikiki became a great social gathering place.
While the beautiful Hawaiian moonlight turned it into a veritable fairyland
during the full moon, the Royal Hawaiian band played in nearby Rapiolani
Park. How romantic it all was.

However, not all of our free time was devoted to Waikiki, moonlight,
Hawaiian music, and romance, for there were other places to visit which were
perfectly fascinating. When we could afford a horse and buggy, we drove to the
places of glorious beauty which today remain the great scenic attractions,
although now with paved roads leading to them and automobiles whisking
along too quickly for one to fully appreciate the beauty of the surrounding
country. In 1897 it took an entire day to drive up Tantalus, the highest mountain
on the island of Oahu;a half-day for a trip to the Pali;” an afternoon to visit the
“Punch Bowl” (the old extinct volcano now inside the city limits) or the
outlying plantations or beautiful valleys where waterfalls were everywhere.

Such pleasures were quite routine for visitors to Honolulu, but occasionally
there were other events to enjoy, and I was especially fortunate in having my
friend Dan from San Francisco to experience them with me. Dan, who was
about my age, was the son of a San Francisco banker and seemed to have about
everything a young man could wish for—good looks, money, free time, and the
happy, winsome ways of his charming ancestors—perhaps too attractive for his
own good. In any event, his father thought it best for him to leave San Francisco,
go to Hawaii, and take charge of a coffee plantation which his father had given
him. Dan came to the Island of Hawaii all right, but he seemed to prefer
Honolulu life to that on a plantation and took quarters at the Royal Hawaiian
Hotel. He remained there, where he at once established close intimacy with the
leading families of the city, whatever race or nationality. Wanting companionship
when he arrived, he got in touch with me, and I offered what hospitality was
available, based mostly on the attractions of the islands that I have mentioned.
But there were some attractions that were peculiar to the Hawaiians and not
usually open to visitors, so when Dan was invited to those rare parties, he
generally took me along.

One night we were asked to an old-dme Hawaiian hula dance, which in those
days decidedly lacked refinement. (And because of their lewdness were finally
regulated under the laws of the Republic.) The hulas of today retain many of the
less lascivious motions and actions of the old ones. Their interpretadons are
considerably different and far more beautiful to watch.
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Under the circumstances, the old hula in 1897 had to be a very secret affair
and was difficult to plan. It so happened that this hula could be arranged because
of a rising and already prominent young lecturer, Burton Holmes, who was
visiting Hawaii for the first time, seeking material for a lecture.” Quite naturally,
he sought to learn about the old Hawaiian customs, the most famous of all being
the hula dance.

Wishing to see only the authentic, true Hawaiian hula, Mr. Holmes got in
touch with the former kings old master who agreed, I suppose for a
“considerable consideration,” to arrange for a hula such as the king himself
would have given. As he did not dare to stage it in the city, it was given in a
native’s house far up the mountain, which in reality was a very large lanai, not
unlike a dancing pavilion.

Those of us attending the hula met at a hotel where I expected to see a fairly
large group of guests, but to my amazement there were only four in the party:
Burton Holmes and his secretary, Dan, and I. Waiting for us outside the hotel
was a mysterious looking light-weight bus driven by an elderly native and drawn
by a lively team of horses. Into that we piled and were rapidly driven up the
mountain over a narrow and tortuous road to the place where the dance was to
be held. So far as seclusion went, it seemed ideally isolated. We saw neither lights
nor people during the last half hour of our drive, and all remained dark until we
found the lanai, which, though perfectly dark from the outside, was well-lighted
within. Entering, we found about twenty or more Hawaiians ready for the hula,
about half of whom were musicians and the rest dancers—young Hawaiian girls
of the ages between fourteen and eighteen. The musicians had an unusual array
of instruments, mostly made out of large, highly polished gourds on which they
could beat time to their chanting for the dance. The dancing girls wore only
grass skirts, to their knees, and flowers in their hair, leis around their necks, and
small decorations around their ankles added to their costumes.

Hawaiian girls of the age of those dancers are beautiful women. They have
not yet begun to get enormously fat as they generally do after the age of twenty;
they have not become as sun-burned as the older natives; they are graceful and
splendidly proportioned and have lovely features and complexions. With the
dancers standing in a row behind the musicians, who sat on the floor in a large
semicircle, the group made a wonderful picture.

We four guests were seated well in front of the musicians,and when the dance
was ready to start, immediately a door opened behind us and in came two huge
native men lugging a large tub. When they placed it on the floor in front of
Burton Holmes, I said to Dan, who was sitting next to me, “What in the world is
all that tub of booze for?” It was filled with bottles of gin and beer. “Don’t worry,
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the beer is for the guests and the gin is for the natives.” At that instant, the men in
charge of the liquor began opening bottles and pouring gin in ordinary water
tumblers. Then, to my surprise, each native present—musicians, dancers,
chanters, or whoever—was handed a glass and proceeded to down the contents,
gin neat, without batting an eye.

With that formality over and with the gin taking hold, the musicians at once
started the music while the dancers moved out in front of them, and the dance
was on. The first part of the hula was not unlike the lovely hulas of today, and
except for the absence of clothes, it was not suggestive and was really beautiful to
watch.

However, as the dancing continued, both musicians and dancers gradually
increased their fervor, though whether from physical emotions aroused by the
dance or from the additional glasses of gin each one took from time to time, I
cannot say. In any event, the dancers and musicians grew wilder and wilder, and
the gitls, seemingly overwhelmed, became more and more lewd and suggestive
in their dancing. Each one of them seemed to select one of the guests to dance
to, and when her chosen one failed to respond, she would redouble her
lasciviousness.

What the outcome of an ancient hula was supposed to be, I can only guess,
but it evidently was to offer the dancers to the guests. At this point we decided
we had better go home. However, the girls clung to us and we had a difficult
time drawing away so that we could enter the bus for the drive back to
Honolulu.

A week or two went by before Dan and I were invited to another party. This
one was to be a luau, or native feast, attended by the leading Hawaiians of
Honolulu—a very fine affair of its kind, and Dan and I were the only white
people invited, so I was keen to accept.

On the day of the feast we engaged a horse and buggy and eventually found
our way to the place where it was to be held. The older members of families
were holding the luau, and they welcomed us royally. All spoke English perfectly
and dressed in the height of American fashion. They had grown up together in
the days of the kingdom and liked renewing their friendships at an old-time luau
circle in the atmosphere of old Hawaii. But none of the guests were our age,and
instead of sitting on the ground in a semicircle, we were seated at a temporary
table laid with up-to-date silver and china.

A servant passed a bowl] of water and towel around the table so that the guests
could wash their fingers before dipping into the poi. The table was laden with
calabashes and native foods, the most conspicuous being bowls of poi, a product
of taro root, which, when cooked, is much like our oatmeal. There were dishes
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of sliced raw fish and snails, great platters of cut chicken rolled in tea leaves and
cooked over very hot stones, quantities of cooked yams, and many delicacies of
the island. It was a great display that included several varieties of fruit. I was much
interested when my neighbor at the table described each one, adding that, being
a foreigner, I should not be tempted to taste all the dishes. In fact, when I sipped a
glass of liquor, I was warned that it was swipes and very strong; but the native
women all took a full tumbler and had their glasses refilled once.

Eating poi is an art, using either two or three fingers dipped in the poi, stirred
around a bit, and then quickly put in the mouth. I ate little of it, as I did not care
for the fermented taste, although I am told that it is an excellent and nourishing
food. I was doing very well with the chicken and yams when Dan sang out from
across the table, “Harrie, I'll eat a snail with you,” and I promptly reached for
one, much against the advice of my neighbor. I realized I had made a sad mistake,
thinking it would be similar to a raw oyster and slide down easily—but not the
snail. It was like a piece of leather that could not be chewed or swallowed and
had a most unpleasant taste. I worked on it for a long time with everyone at the
table watching me. Although there were no uncomfortable results, I lost my
appetite completely.

The other guests, however, found much pleasure in eating heavily and
drinking quantities of swipes, and after two or three hours moved to a large lanai
where native musicians had assembled, and we danced in the usual formal
European way. That form of dancing did not continue long. The musicians,
having imbibed freely of swipes, ceased playing waltzes and two step—and from
then on there were only native airs that gradually became more and more
temperamental and seductive. Our hostesses were more familiar with the native
dances and enjoyed them, even though their dress in fashionable European
clothes appeared rather ludicrous. Although assured that the party was just
beginning, Dan and I decided it was time to go home.

While we officers found many personal enjoyments in Honolulu, none of us
were disappointed when after three months the orders came for the Marion to
return to Mare Island to be taken out of commission; it was a very old wooden
ship that had to be shelved. We worked on it for some time to strengthen the
knees and frames in the bilges before taking our chances at sea. Before we left
Honolulu, the captain announced that we would proceed under sail, using the
engines only for leaving and entering port. That meant a much longer trip for
us;instead of about ten days under steam, it would be three times longer, because
under sail the prevailing winds would be dead against us on the direct course.
Therefore we would have to go north to a much higher latitude than San
Francisco before we would find a favorable wind to take us to the Golden Gate.
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No one would have thought much of such a sea trip had the ship been just
starting on a cruise with a full supply of sea stores, but having been away for so
long, our stores were very low, and for some months we had been living almost
endrely on fresh supplies obtained daily from shore. Our problem was to subsist
without carrying a lot of sea stores and to make the fresh supplies last a month or
more at sea without cold storage facilities.

Although I had no responsibility in the matter, I was keenly interested in how
the food problem could be solved—and, as a matter of fact, it was a rather simple
one.

At that time, manufactured ice was still little used, even in the United States,
but was the only kind available in Honolulu. A large ice plant had been built
there and it had served us well during our stay, although our ice boxes could hold
only a day’s supply. The large blocks of ice weighed about three hundred pounds,
and when delivered, each cake was well wrapped in gunnysacking. When the ice
was ordered for the trip to San Francisco, it was arranged to have butter, fresh
meat, fowl, etc., suspended in the ice tanks and frozen into the cakes, thereby
being available each day. But the problem of storing such quantities of ice
remained. A large wooden bin was built on the gun deck, and several
wagonloads of sawdust were packed around the large blocks of ice, properly
tagged, and the bin then covered with tarpaulins.

I was surprised at the success of that cold storage, as we had fresh food during
our entire trip to San Francisco, which took about three weeks. The trip was
very monotonous, as we did not sight a single sail. The breezes were generally
steady and favorable, but there was little to do, so we rather enjoyed shortening
sail and reefing top sails each evening before sunset and then slaking out the reefs
and making sail again at dawn.

The distance we covered was about three thousand miles or more, and it took
us just twenty-one days to reach “soundings” off Golden Gate. The weather was
fine and clear until the last two days when we encountered a dense fog which
held unal we crossed the bar to enter the bay. This was a clever bit of navigation,
without celestial observations and when nothing could be seen or even heard; it
was long before the days of radio or listening devices, and a ship depended on
the depth of the water and character of the bottom to fix its position. Because of
this, surveys and charts of coastal waters are very complete and accurate, showing
not only the exact location of every landmark, navigational mark, shoal, and
channel but also the depth of water at every point on the chart and exactly the
kind of bottom to be found there.

Having a chart of that type and lead lines or sounding machines that bring up
a sample of the bottom on every sounding,and knowing the course and speed of
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the ship over the bottom, the navigator is able to determine the ship’s position.
He does this by first drawing a line on a transparent piece of paper to represent
the course of the ship. Then, using the exact scale of the chart and the speed of
the ship to determine the distance run between the soundings, he marks along
the course line on his transparent paper each depth obtained and the kind of
bottom found. Then, keeping his rulers on the chart in the direction of the ship’s
course and moving them along together with markings he has made on the
transparent paper, he finally locates a line on the chart where his line of plotted
soundings agrees exactly with the soundings and bottoms found on the chart.
Having established that, he has fixed the ship’s position, with this position as a
starting point and continuing to use his soundings, bottoms, and the runs
between, he follows the chart to enter the harbor.

Using this method in the fog, the Marion was led right up to the channel
entrance buoy. As the visibility improved, we stood on into San Francisco Bay,
and the next day went to the Navy Yard and at once started on the work of
decommissioning.

Long before the nineties, the United States organized the Weather Bureau.”
It was not quite the efficient Bureau of today, for there were no radios for
reporting weather conditions at sea or from remote places,and only a few places
had telegraphic reports. However limited, the Weather Bureau made excellent
forecasts for that time, each day telegraphing weather data to key points from
which the forecasts were published. Every Navy Yard was sent the forecasts and,
as received, copies were sent at once to each ship present. Hence, each day at
about 2 p.m. the Mare Island ships received a forecast.

One day, while I was officer of the deck, the regular afternoon weather report
was delivered, which I read at once. It predicted generally clear weather with
“northwesterly winds of gale force.” Inasmuch as there was not anything unusual
in that report,since it merely indicated we might expect the usual good weather
with the strong winds so frequent on the California coast in winter, I did
nothing more than send it directly to the executive officer, who happened to be
in command that afternoon while the captain was ashore.

The executive officer, well known in the navy, had been on duty at the Naval
Academy while I was a cadet there. He was quite popular, as the cadets often
succeeded in “putting things over on him,” but their being able to do so resulted
in his being called “Wooden Dan.” He was in command of the Marion the
afternoon I received the weather report.”

At the time, the ship was securely moored to the wharf by numerous heavy
lines, more than enough to hold it safely in a storm. Since the usual fair winter
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weather was to be expected, I made no attempt to put out more lines and
continued to stand by watch in the usual way.

About five minutes after Wooden Dan received the weather report, he rushed
up on the quarter deck, report in hand, and cried out, “Mr. Laning, there’s a gale
coming. What have you done to secure the ship better?” I replied that I had not
done anything as the weather report was just the usual good winter weather, and
as we were secured for much worse weather than even experienced at this yard,
we should not put out any more lines. He looked at me in a disgusted manner
and said, “You don’t know much about northwesterly gales. Double the lines at
once.”

I broke out the watch and doubled the lines, much to the amazement of the
old sailors in the crew. With that done, the ship was secured even for a hurricane,
and I sent word to Wooden Dan, “All lines have been doubled.” No sooner did
he receive that report than he rushed up on deck again and said, “Those
northwesterly gales are terrible. Put out all lines in the ship.”

So once more we went to work and in about an hour, when we had put out
every line in the ship, I reported the fact to Wooden Dan. Again he bounced up
on deck and said “Those gales are terrible. Find more lines,” and when I told
him all were used, he said to put on the mooring chains then lying on the deck.
With that he went below.

When the mooring chains were out, the Marion was secured to the wharf as
never before, the lines and chains making an almost solid network between the
ship and dock. I was standing on the gangway when Wooden Dan appeared
again, and I at once started to point out the splendid job the men had done in
securing the ship against any wind that ever blew, when suddenly he turned to
me and said, “Northwest winds are terrible. Is there not something more you
can do?” “Great Heavens,” I said, “the only other protection I can think of is to
let go an anchor.” Then said Wooden Dan, “Let go the starboard anchor.”

That order was too much for me, and I asked him not to do this, but he
looked me in the eye and said, “You let that anchor go, young man, or I'll put
you under suspension at once!” Whereupon I let go the starboard anchor.

By the time I secured the anchor chain and reported the fact to the execudive
officer, it was late in the afternoon. As he did not come on deck, I once more
took station at the gangway to look over the lines. While I stood there
pondering, the captain started up the gangway. Suddenly he stopped and began
looking up and down over the moorings, seemingly unable to believe his eyes.
Then he said, “What is the meaning of all these mooring chains and lines?”’ I told
him of the afternoon weather report and that the executive officer had ordered
the ship secured that way. “Well,” said the captain, “you certainly did some job.”
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As he started along the quarter deck for his cabin, I squealed out, “And, Captain,
we have dropped the starboard anchor too!”

At that, the captain almost exploded and cried out. “Young man, what did
you mean by letting go an anchor alongside a pier when the ship is secured as
this ship is?”' I replied that I had remonstrated with the executive officer but was
told by him to drop anchor or go under suspension. With that the captain bolted
for his cabin, calling out in a loud voice, “Orderly, orderly, tell the executive
officer I want to see him in my cabin immediately”

I never learned what was said in that interview, but my imagination was very
vivid, for in a few moments the executive appeared on deck and ordered me to
get the anchor up at once and I did!
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Still in Wood

ALONG WITH OUR ORDERS to put the Marion out of commission were
orders to place the USS Mohican into commission. The change in ships
was very welcome, for although the Mohican was another old wooden ship, an
exact sister of the Marion, it had been under reconstruction for years and was
completely rebuilt.” It was like moving to a new ship but just like our old one.
However, the Mohican was to serve a far different purpose, for instead of doing
“Pacific Station” duty as did the Marion, it was to be the training ship for the
West Coast apprentices, making long cruises over the Pacific Ocean. It is no
wonder that we looked forward to the change.

Fitting out the Mohican was routine uninteresting work. We retained as many
as possible of the old Marion’s crew, saving sufficient space for the three hundred
apprentices who were to come aboard for training.”

Our orders were for a circular cruise around the South Pacific Ocean over a
route to Honolulu, Fanning Island, Samoa, Fiji, Australia, New Zealand, Chile,
and then north along the coast of the Americas to San Francisco. A more
interesting cruise could hardly be imagined.

Although the Mohican had been nearly entirely rebuilt, it had not been
modernized. It still had only the old muzzle-loading guns of Civil War days and
cramped quarters for both officers and men. While the officers had the usual
small rooms in the wardroom, all enlisted men slept in hammocks, which had to
be lashed and stored in the nettings on the spar deck every morning. Here and
there throughout the ship were the usual old-time oil, standing lamps, but in the
officers’ rooms there were only candles. There were neither baths nor running
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water; the enlisted men always washed on deck from buckets, generally filled
with salt water. Each officer’s room had a tin water pitcher and basin, but for
bathing, a small, shallow, round tub was placed in each room with a bucket of
water in it. Since the floor space was tiny, there was not enough room for the tub
unless the chair was removed. As soon as the officer had dried himself after a
bath, he had to climb up on to his bunk while the litle tub was moved out to
provide floor space for dressing. All in all, no one lived very sumptuously in the
Mohican, yet we were all well pleased to be there and starting on such a
wonderful cruise.

Having completed our Navy Yard work, we dropped down to San Francisco
to load our fuel and supplies before sailing. Our bunkers were already full of coal,
but as we would have much steaming to do entering and leaving ports on such a
long cruise, it was decided to take on a deck load also. To permit that, the waist
broadside guns were run out and the ports closed tightly before bulkheads were
erected all along the deck, inboard of the guns. Thus we created a space around
and over the guns between the bulkheads and the ship’s side that could be filled
with coal to the level of the hammock nettings. It was a crude arrangement but
the best we could do before taking on a deck load of coal.

While we were thus engaged, the newspapers printed the startling news that
the USS Maine had been blown up in Havana Harbor. Unable to predict the
ramifications of this, we continued coaling and preparations for sea.” Just before
the hour set for our sailing, we received an order to depart on our cruise as
scheduled but to await further orders when we arrived at Honolulu.

Our departure from San Francisco was the usual *“get-away,” but as we crossed
the bar we found a heavy swell running, and that night we ran into a strong gale
and heavy seas. Being an excellent sea boat, the ship stood the bad weather well
enough, although it rolled and pitched so heavily that not only were all of the
young apprentices seasick but our deck load of coal began to shift and knock
down the bulkheads.

There was no great danger to the ship, however, and we thought little of it
beyond the mess it caused, as it finally packed itself down again. Still there was
danger to our seasick apprentices, for they dropped just any place and we did not
know if any of them had been caught in the shifting coal. We therefore held a
muster, a very difficult matter in the darkness of night when the boys were lying
all over the ship, too sick to answer when their names were called. The muster
took most of the night, and we accounted for every soul but one, a rather small
boy named Ross. Consequently, all the next day we searched the ship high and
low for Ross. When he was not found, we feared he had been caught under the
coal, so be began to dig frandcally trying to find him. How all the hands worked
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on that coal in the rolling, pitching ship, I do not know, but when all three
hundred tons of it was moved and not a trace of Ross was found, we made
another complete search of the ship for him. We were unsuccessful and had to
enter in the log that Ross has been lost overboard during the night.

The bad weather continued for two or three days, and during all of it the
apprentices remained too seasick to work. Wherever there was a clear space on
deck, it was always full of seasick boys, and even when the sea had gone down
and water no longer came over the forecastle, the deck remained covered with
boys too ill to be disturbed.

It was while I was on watch looking over the forecastle on our third
afternoon out that a small apprentice started up the forecastle ladder looking
very dirty and pale. But as he seemed rather spry, I began watching him when
suddenly I realized it was Ross. I could hardly believe my eyes, for there he was,
alive and on board, so I called him to the bridge and asked where in the world he
had been hiding during our search for him. Ross was greatly surprised that he
had been missed, and still more that we thought he had fallen overboard. When I
insisted on knowing where he had been, he said he could not tell exactly but
would show us the place. A master-at-arms was sent with him,and it turned out
to be a tiny, remote corner in the ship’s bilges—a place that had been looked into
repeatedly but in which Ross, who was then about the color of the bilge water
itself, could not be seen. He seemed at a loss to know how he found the place but
did remember being “awfully sick™ and, thinking there would be less motion at
the bottom of the ship, had squeezed himself into a tny niche. When he
recovered, he crawled out and followed daylight until he finally came out on
deck where he soon began to feel better.

I was delighted to find Ross safe and sound and told the master-at-arms to
take him to the galley for something to eat and then have him “wash up,” put on
clean clothes, and carry on. Toward the end of my watch I saw Ross again,
apparently sneaking up on the forecastle where some twenty-five or thirty
seasick boys were lying seemingly “dead to the world.”

Ross looked them over in a superior sort of way. He then went to one,
unrolled a good-sized piece of bacon rind stolen from the galley, to which he
had tied a string, placed the bacon close under the nose of the sick boy, withdrew
to the length of the string and sat down to watch. His victim suddenly jumped
up, made a dash for the side of the ship and heaved up. Ross then began to look
for another victim, but before he could locate one, I called him to the bridge for
“look-out watch,” made him toss the bacon overboard, and thus ended that bit
of mischief.
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Finally the sea quieted down, the wind came out from the northeast, and we
put on all sail. Soon our seasick boys became better and we made a fine trip to
Honolulu.

But while the boys all went back to work with a will, Ross did not. He was
always up to some mischief, loafed and shirked all the time, and was on report
every day for some wilful disobedience of regulations. He was surly and
insubordinate and such a nuisance that shortly after we arrived in Honolulu, the
captain decided to discharge him as undesirable, even though he knew that was
exactly what Ross wanted.

There is a naval regulation that undesirables cannot be discharged in a foreign
port,and since Hawaii was not then a part of the United States, it was impossible
to discharge Ross there. The captain told him that no more time could be
wasted on him, but he would merely keep him on board until the opportunity
arrived to send him home. In the meantime, Ross was told not to consider
himself a member of the ship’s company or work with it and to remain under a
certain deck where he could sleep on a chest and have his meals brought to him,
not associating with any of the boys.

Ross then appeared in fine feather as he moved his belongings to the chest
and proceeded to live there. At first he seemed happy and proud as he saw the
other boys at work and made fun of them, but when the tables were turned and
they jeered at him, that was a different story, and he became sullen.

One day when 1 was on watch, Ross put on his best uniform and came
around to “the mast” where men stood when they wished to present a
grievance. When asked what he wanted, he said, “I want to see the captain and
tell him I'll be good if he will take me off that chest.” The captain really hurried
to the deck when told that R oss wanted to see him. Little R oss stood there like a
man, saluted the captain and said gravely, “Captain, if you will take me off the
chest and let me go back to work, I promise that you will never have trouble
with me again.” He was at once restored to duty and for the remainder of my
duty on the Mohican, little Ross was one of the best boys on board.

That stay in Honolulu was uneventful, and those who had friends there were
soon again engulfed in the pleasures of Honolulu life. But although all seemed
quiet on the surface, there was great unrest throughout the islands because of the
question of annexation. Hawaii was frantically seeking it, but Congress, although
in session, had not voted on it, and then, too, there was the growing possibility of
the United States declaring war on Spain.

Under the circumstances, intense interest for news from the Coast was
paramount, but there was no cable, and the only means of hearing was via the
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mail which steamers brought about twice a week. Both Americans and
Hawaiians were very aroused.

After several weeks of waiting, still without news of war or annexation, one of
the mail steamers brought orders for the Mohican to return to San Francisco, and
we lost no time in starting. With bunkers full, we made the best speed possible,
using sail to increase it whenever there was a fair wind. Even so, the trip took
about seven days and it was May 3rd [1898] before we reached San Francisco bar.
As we headed for the entrance buoy, the pilot stood to intercept us, and when
within hailing distance, we heard that war had been declared on Spain the week
before. Our Asiatic Fleet under Commodore [George] Dewey entered Manila
Bay on May 1st and sank the entire Spanish fleet. After that news, the three hours
it took us to reach San Francisco seemed endless, but when we finally anchored
and confirmed the news, we were all agog as to what might happen to us on the
old wooden Mohican, as it could not be used for war operations.

We immediately reported our arrival in San Francisco to the Navy
Department, and the following morning we received telegraphic orders to
proceed to the Mare Island Yard at once, where we waited impatiently for a few
days to know our next assignment. To our amazement we received orders to
disembark our apprentices and prepare for duty in the Pacific Islands. This was
not very welcome news. We had expected the ship to be decommissioned at
once and all of us sent East to ships in the fighting zone. So, when it appeared we
were destined for other than was service, our disappointment knew no bounds.

Nor was the disappointment lessened as we noted the.activities on more
modern ships in the Navy Yard. Several years of rebuilding the Baltimore had just
been completed, and she was hurriedly commissioned and then rushed to
Honolulu to await further orders to proceed to the Philippines to join Dewey.
The monitors Monterey and Monadnock came in to prepare for war service, as did
other ships for hurried work, and officers of the yard were sent East to join ships
there—while the Oregon was started around the Horn. But for us on the
Mobhican, nothing happened. We prepared the old ship for probable peaceful
Pacific duty, while longing for active war service, but even our requests in
writing for assignments in the Far East went unanswered.

A few days after the Baltimore departed for Honolulu, the Department
received a cable from Dewey requesting ammunition be sent via the Baltimore to
refill his magazines that were emptied at the battle of Manila Bay.

Because there was no cable to Honolulu and no way to intercept the
Baltimore, the Mohican was ordered to take on the ammunition for Dewey and
proceed at once to Honolulu with all speed.
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It was quite a problem to stow all that ammunition in the old Mohican, but we
worked day and night, reduced our own supplies to a minimum, and in a few
days started on our way. With a good wind behind us, filling our sails all the way
and steaming at our best speed, we made Honolulu in less than a week. The
transfer of ammunition was rushed to the Baltimore and it was soon on its way to
Dewey.

Alone there in Honolulu, the Mohican prepared for war situations that might
arise. None of us had hope of seeing active service, since the first mail steamer
that came in brought word to each one who had applied for war duty that his
request “had been placed on file.” That irked me considerably, especially because
I had also asked the Congressman' from my district to help me get Atlantic
duty,and a letter from him in the same mail said he had written the Department
but was told “We must keep experienced officers in Honolulu.”

It was thus apparent that if I were to get into the war at all, I would have to
find a way by myself, so I decided to write the Navy Department again. I
pointed out that practically all of my experience at sea had been in modern ships,
that I knew modern ordnance and had been turret officer on the Oregon, and
that I knew nothing about the old muzzle-loading Civil War guns on the
Mohican. Then I asked once more to be sent to war service and ended my letter
by saying, “I do not want to spend the rest of my life explaining why I did not
get into the war with Spain.”

As was necessary with an official letter, I handed mine to the captain to
forward it. He was furious when he read it and sent for me at once. When I
appeared, he demanded to know what I meant by sending in such a letter. I
explained that it was the only way I could be sent to the war and I would like to
have it go to the Department. He just glared at me and said, “Young man, you
will be court-martialled if you send in that letter,” to which I replied, “I might as
well be court-martialled as not get in that war.” With that he yelled “Get out of
my cabin,” which I did.

For the next three or four weeks I was on “tenterhooks,” for I knew the
captain had sent the letter, although what he recommended for me, I did not
know. All I could do was wait, helping as best I could to keep the Mohican ready
to meet emergencies. But after the Battle of Manila Bay, Spain had no real
fighting ships in the Pacific, and it did not seem possible that there would be
trouble in Honolulu, a neutral port. Still, if there were Spanish sympathizers in
Hawaii, they might attempt to seize our ship. Or, if there were Spanish merchant
ships somewhere in the Pacific, they could be armed to attack us—so we made
ready for those contingencies.
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The ship was moved so that its guns would cover the channel into the harbor,
and we trained daily for firing on any ship that entered. Had a wooden ship with
old-fashioned, muzzle-loading guns tried to come in, we probably could have
stopped it. But, had steel ships with breech-loading rifles appeared, we could
have been destroyed before even getting our guns within range. However, we
were not deterred in our efforts. Our starboard battery, which covered the
harbor entrance, was kept busy at all times. The ship’s complement was divided
into parts, each trained to operate the starboard battery; only the watch “off
duty” was allowed ashore.

In such ways did we make ready for an attack from the sea and also from ships
that entered the port, which our captain considered more probable, so we made
greater preparations for that.

Not only were rifles, pistols, cutlasses, and pikes kept on deck, ready for instant
use against “boarders,” but the captain arranged for a ““boiling water defense.”

The boiling water defense was a new one on us! To provide it, the captain had
the bottom blows [values and piping for expelling sludge] of our twelve Scotch
boilers connected directly to the fire main. By merely opening the bottom valves
of the boilers under steam, the pressure would drive the water and steam into the
fire mains and out the fire hose. To permit the nozzles of the hoses to be handled
while shooting out the hot water, they were covered with heavy burlap
wrappings.

Our preparations for fighting made our spar deck a rare sight indeed. The
entire starboard battery was kept case-loose, with the guns trained on the
entrance channel ready for instant use. Easily available were the rifles, pistols,and
cutlasses; and attached to each fireplug was a boiling water hose.

By drilling daily, we kept the ship in constant readiness, but when not on duty
we enjoyed recreations and pleasures on shore—although the greatest
excitement for everyone was the arrival of the steamers with mail which
brought the only news we had of either the war or annexation, unless navy
transports bound for Manila carried some mail for us. How we studied the war
news and how we envied those being ordered to join Dewey in Manila Bay!

As the weeks went by, we gradually grew resigned to our fate but always
hoped there might be a change for us. In the interim, I decided to buy a bicycle
and enjoy riding, though always keeping an eye out for the arrival of mail, which
became more and more important to me as the time approached for a reply to
my last request for active service. Would the request bring war duty or an order
to be court-martialled as the Captain predicted?

The answer came the very day I bought that bicycle. I had gone ashore after
lunch, paid the $105 standard price for a new bicycle in Honolulu, and had
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ridden off on it to Waikiki for a swim. I was barely into the water when [ saw a
mail steamer nosing its way around Diamond Head. Anxious to learn what
word, if any, it might be bringing to me, I rushed into my clothes, jumped on my
bicycle, and hurried back to town.

The mail was on the Mohican when I reached it, and shortly thereafter the
captain sent for me and handed me a paper to read. It was an order detaching me
from the Mohican upon the arrival of the USS Monadnock on its way to Manila,
directing me to report to that ship for duty."

The captain was as mad as a hornet, for instead of a court-martial, which he
had recommended for me, I was being sent to the war as I had requested. The
Department had received my pleasing letter one day and issued my orders the
next. Naturally I was overjoyed.
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XI

Off to War in a Monitor

HEN DEWEY DESTROYED THE SPANISH FLEET at Manila, the war

changed for the United States. Undl then, we had thought war would be
almost entirely against the Spanish army in Cuba and against the Spanish navy in the
Adantic. But Dewey’s victory so altered the picture that the Philippines took on
great importance. By the Manila Bay battle, he had gained control of the sea, but the
Spanish army still held the islands, even in the face of a then rising native
insurrection. If we were to realize complete success in the war, we had not only to
retain our control of the sea in the Philippines but to defeat the Spanish army there.

Our activities in the Pacific at once became intensified. The first step was to
so increase the naval strength under Dewey that his superiority over any naval
force that might be sent against him from Spain would be assured. As far as we
knew, practically all the Spanish ships were then in Spain and under command of
Admiral Cervera, and Admiral Cimara could be sent to fight Dewey.'”

To prepare for such a naval threat, every suitable warship on our coast was
hurriedly fitted out and dispatched to Manila. The first to go was the Baltimore,
with the ammunition, followed soon by the cruiser Charleston. Then, as Dewey
might require some really heavy fighting ships, it was decided to send him the
two West Coast monitors, Monterey and Monadnock

At the same time that the navy was preparing to retain command of the sea in
the Philippines, the army was making ready to seize the islands and was moving
troops to Manila Bay by transports as rapidly as possible. Hence, until the
Monadnock left, Honolulu was a busy place, each transport having to stop there to
replenish itself.
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I joined the Monadnock when it arrived, about ten days after I had received my
orders. Up to that time, the warships and transports that touched at Honolulu
hurried to be on their way, perhaps some of them leaving before being
thoroughly prepared for duty in the war area. The Monadnock’s captain, however,
did not take that chance. Having learned on the trip from San Francisco what
the principal deficiencies of his monitor were for war service in the tropics, he
determined to remedy them before leaving Honolulu. Consequently the
Monadnock remained almost two weeks, working night and day to remedy
defects.

Whether the delay was really advisable or not was a serious question. The ship
was considerably improved for war service, but since Admiral Dewey could not
be informed of the cause for the delay, he was greatly upset by our late arrival in
Manila Bay, and our captain was terribly criticized for it.

Before leaving Honolulu, we knew that Cervera’s squadron had crossed the
Adantic and reached Santiago de Cuba, to be bottled up there by [Rear]
Admiral [William T.] Sampson’s fleet. We knew of the military operations our
country was undertaking in Cuba, not only toward capturing Santiago with
Cervera's squadron hiding there, but also toward defeating the army that Spain
had in Cuba. We also knew that the squadron in Spain under command of
Admiral Cimara was being prepared for sea, but what we did not know was
whether it was to cross the Atlantic to support Cervera, go to the Philippines to
attack Dewey, or intercept the Monadnock. Such was the information as the
Monadnock stood out in Honolulu.

Monitors like the Monterey and Monadnock were built solely for coastal
defense purposes and were totally unsuited for deep-sea warfare; not only did
every ocean swell roll right over their main decks, but their fuel supplies were far
too small for long trips. At sea the main decks had always to be battened down
and secured. The ships could engage in battle only in smooth water and only
when comparatively little steaming would be required either before or after
action. Since the monitors would be useful for defense purposes in the
Philippine waters, our first major problem was to get them there even in the face
of possible heavy enemy opposition.

Because their fuel supplies were too small to permit steaming from Honolulu
to Guam or even from Guam to Manila against opposition, it was decided that
the ships must be towed most of the way and refueled en route. A collier that
could manage both was assigned to each monitor and was equipped with huge,
specially made towing hawsers. For the Monadnock, the towing ship was the USS
Nero, a commissioned collier purchased for that purpose.
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In addition to having its towing and fueling ship, the Monadnock carried not
only all the coal it could stow in its bunkers but also as much of a deck load as
could be put on board. The ship had a small deck over the superstructure, which
was the only out-of-door space the personnel could use at sea, and that deck was
filled with coal too. We rigged heavy rope netting entirely around each turret
and filled it with bags of coal, hoping to use it before heavy seas could wash it
overboard. So filled, the Monadnock had only fourteen inches freeboard when
ready to sail, and more than ever looked like a heavily laden raft. To make the
ship’s appearance worse, each of the turrets stood out from a pile of coal and all
personnel were black and dirty from coal dust when the monitor and collier
stood out of Honolulu on the morning of July 13th, 1898.

As soon as the two ships were well clear of the channel, they stopped to rig
the heavy towing gear, a trying and difficult bit of work in the swell that was
running and which took until late afternoon to complete. Then, just as we were
about to signal the Nero to start ahead with the tow, we saw the O. and O.
steamship Coptic round Diamond Head and come at once toward us with
unusual speed. We never learned why the Coptic did so, but it may have been that
we looked exactly like a sinking warship.

The Coptic presented an unusual appearance, as the ship was dressed with flags
from end to end and was flying a signal meaning “annexed.” We immediately
lowered a lifeboat which, under my charge, went to the Coptic for late
newspapers and mail. The lifeboat was as messy a sight as could be
imagined—both it and its occupants were grimy with coal dust and
water-soaked with spray. It was difficult getting out of the boat and up the
Jacob’s ladder to the Coptic’s deck, and by the time I clambered over the ship’s
rail, I couldn’t have looked much like a naval officer. Not only was the Coptic’s
captain there to greet me, but all the passengers also, all talking at once about the
war, about annexation, and about the great victory at Santiago just won by
Sampson’s fleet. Interesting as the news was, I could not stop to discuss it, but
returned to the Monadnock with complete files of the latest San Francisco papers
telling it all.

As soon as the boat could be hoisted, signal was made to the Nero to proceed
towing. At last we were on our way to Dewey, leaving it for someone else to raise
the United States flag over Hawaii.

Important though the annexation of Hawaii was, news of it meant very little
to the Monadnock starting for the Philippines. What we needed most was
information to indicate what we might expect on our way out, so it was indeed
fortunate to have San Francisco newspapers with vitally important news items.
Two of great interest to us were Sampson’s destruction of the Spanish squadron
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at Santiago, which removed any threat from Cervera, and the bad news that
Camara’s squadron had passed through the Suez Canal bound eastward.

This caused us great concern, for if his squadron had transited the Suez Canal
a full week before the Monadnock left Honolulu, Cimara not only would reach
Manila well before the Monadnock but might even defeat Dewey’s fleet and
attack the Monadnock before it could join up. We did not know the fighting
strength Camara might have, but no doubt Dewey’s fleet would be superior with
the addition of the monitors, so we hurried on, hoping to arrive before an
engagement.

That passage to Manila was a nightmare. Speed was all-important, but even
with the Nero up to its maximum towing speed, we found that we were making
only 4% knots instead of the 7!4 we had counted on. Fortunately we could help
some by using enough of our precious fuel to keep our engines turning over
slowly, thereby overcoming our propeller drag—which we had planned to do in
any event. Having adjusted ourselves to that fact, we soon learned as we neared
the Philippines that we could not be sure of even 4% knots if we were to have
fuel enough for fighting. Not built for long trips in warm waters, the
Monadnock’s machinery soon developed troubles that necessitated stopping for
repairs that would take from a few hours to two days to complete—a very
discouraging fact when speed was so vital.

Our speed provided anything but cheer, and there were other depressing
things to keep our spirits low. The very first night out, heavy seas rolling over the
forecastle washed overboard the eighteen tons of coal we had stowed around the
forward turret—the supply for one day’s steaming—and we also lost some of the
coal from around the after turret! With our coal losses and poor speed, we were a
depressed lot!

It took us exactly three weeks to reach Guam. Having the trade winds on our
quarter, we rigged the bridge screens and made sails of our awnings to take
advantage of it, but even with the wind and sea following us, we could never
make over one hundred and ninety miles a day, and often much less.

During those three weeks our sufferings were great, for the ship was battened
down to keep out the seas and almost no fresh air could enter except through the
blowers to the fire rooms. Thus, the heat in the ship became intense and the air
foul. In the steerage, where seven of us junior officers lived in a space of about
ten feet by twenty feet, the temperature was usually 115°. One very smooth day
we succeeded in luring a little fresh air into it and the temperature went down to
97° for a few hours, the lowest during our entire trip. Yet the seven of us had to
eat, sleep, and live in that compartment, except when on watch on the
superstructure, which for a week remained covered with coal.
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We did not have refrigeration on the ship and were soon without fresh
supplies, as the heat melted all the ice we had stowed aboard at Honolulu; the
drinking water had a temperature of 100° and more, and we were obliged to
resort to canned sea stores. Still, we gave litde thought to our discomforts
because we were on our way to fight for our country; we worked day and night
to have the ship continuously ready for battle.

When we finally reached Guam, we found it had been captured by the USS
Charleston and had the United States flag floating over it.'"” My, but it seemed
good to be in a port, even such as Guam, to open the ship to fresh air, to eat fresh
food, and to stretch our legs for a few hours on shore, and particularly to drink
water under 90°, even though Guam had no ice. As pleasant as the change was,
we could not stop for long. The Monadnock at once started repairs, the Nero came
alongside, and we began coaling immediately. It took us two days to prepare our
ship for the most dangerous part of our passage. Cimara could intercept us
anywhere between Guam and Manila, so we had to be prepared at all times to
fight his squadron as well as making all speed possible to Manila.

Camara’s squadron did not appear as we stood away from Guam, so the Nero
again took us in tow and headed for a prearranged rendezvous six hundred miles
due east of Cape Engafio where Admiral Dewey could communicate with us.

It was bright and early one Sunday morning when we sighted Cape Engafio,
cast off the heavy towline, and headed west across the Gulf of Aparri at the
northern end of Luzon. Being in the lee of the islands, the Gulf was as smooth as
a millpond, an ideal condition for the Monadnock should we have the battle that
everyone was expecting. But we did not see anything untl we were just ready to
round the northern point of Luzon and head to the southward for Manila Bay.
Then on the horizon and about where were we heading, we saw three columns
of smoke rising straight in the air and looking as though three large ships were
steaming in column.

To us, that smoke meant but one thing—Cimara’s squadron ready to attack
us, and after our long, hard trip, we were delighted with the prospect, although
we realized that with three powerful ships to our one, all the advantage would lie
with Cimara. Nevertheless the Monadnock continued on its way toward the
probable enemy, all hands feeling that in those waters,a monitor like ours might
whip even three heavy Spanish ships. So sure were our men of a fight that they
made all the preparations for battle; but the call for “general quarters” never
sounded.

We never got much nearer to that smoke than when we first sighted it, as the
ships responsible stood on to the northwest and finally disappeared over the
horizon while the Monadnock headed for Manila, thus ending all chance of a

83



An Admiral’s Yam

battle. We learned later that the smoke came from three merchant ships bound
from Manila to Hong Kong; but at the time our disappointment over missing a
battle with the Spaniards was keenly felt. As the Monadnock stood down the west
coast of Luzon, there was considerable sea which made heavy going for us. Just
before dark that night we sighted a merchant ship flying the United States flag
coming up on our starboard quarter. We endeavored to exchange calls with it,
but after taking a good look at us, it continued, speedily, on its way.

At about noon the following day, while the sea was still heavy, and the
Monadnock about thirty miles from the entrance to Manila Bay, we saw a
man-of-war standing toward us at full speed dead ahead. We at once went to
quarters, but as the ship neared we recognized our own USS Baltimore. It had
been sent out full speed by Dewey when the merchant ship that passed us the
evening before informed him of seeing an American man-of-war in a sinking
condition.

While we were neither sinking nor in any danger of it, we were still glad to
see a ship from Manila Bay, for the mere sight of it assured us that all was well
with Dewey. But our happiness did not last long after reading a signal it flew that
meant: “Hostilities have ceased.” Then, as if that were not enough, a wig-wag
message was received saying “Spanish army surrendered to Dewey before
hostilities ceased. Our troops hold Manila. The war is over.”

Our late arrival in manila was a terrible anticlimax for us. We were, of course,
glad the war and our trip were over and we could return to peacetime living, but
we felt we could never live down the stigma of having missed the war entirely.
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XI1I
In Manila Bay

HE WAR WAS OVER and we were again at peacetime. Manila Bay and the

surrounding area were fascinating, and after anchoring in smooth water at
Cavite, we soon had awnings spread and the ship open to air. Natives in “bum”
boats flocked around to sell us the local vegetables and fruits, and particularly
“Filipino mangoes,” the best in the world at the time. We also received fresh
meats and ice from the refrigerating ships chartered by Dewey, which were
known as “beef boats.”

After six weeks at sea in a monitor, that change in living was delightful, but it
was really only a small part of our total change, for Manila and Cavite were
under the command of the army—and there were many pleasant contests
between the army and the navy.

Our army in the Philippines numbered about fifteen thousand men, possibly
less than Spain had in Manila, but the Spaniards surrendered—not so much
because of the army, but because if they did not, Dewey’s fleet stood ready to
blast them out of Manila. However, it was to the United States forces that Manila
surrendered. While a considerable army of Filipinos around the city were in
insurrection against Spain, the insurrectionists took no part in the capture of
Manila, and when the American troops entered the city, the Filipinos remained
outside.

As Manila and Cavite were properly under our control shorty after the
Monadnock arrived, we were soon allowed to visit. Each morning, one of the
captured Spanish gunboats would leave the Cavite Navy Yard and stop near the
Olympia, Dewey'’s flagship, to pick up a party from the fleet, take them to Manila,
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and return in the late afternoon. Thus, by taking advantage of this transportation,
we could spend many off-duty hours in the interesting city.

Manila, just after the surrender, was little like the Manila of recent years.
Today it is a modern American city, but then it was an ancient Spanish town. It
was built around a large, old fort behind the heavy walls that enclosed the
governor’s palace and government buildings as well as the houses of important
Spanish officials and businessmen. The walls were protected by a moat, and the
area was known as the “Walled City”—truly representative of “Old Spain.”
Private business was not conducted there, so to see the ‘“real” Manila, one
remained in the large area outside. The strangest thing to me was to find nearly
no Filipino stores in the business section; most of them were owned and
operated by Spaniards or other Europeans. The less important and smaller shops
were operated by Chinese or other Asiatics. The big hotel, the “Oriente,” was
typically Spanish in structure, built for the tropics and city limits. But as one
wandered away from this district to the outskirts, only the reed and thatched
huts of the natives were to be found.

There was enough sight-seeing to keep us amused for a while, but there was
no social life at all, and it was not long before Manila grew monotonous. Some of
us decided to organize the “Army and Navy Club,” but even then we saw only
officers of our service and then, too, there were restrictions on our
wanderings—because of the Filipino insurrectionist army which had taken
control outside, we had to remain inside our lines at Manila and Cavite.

The fifteen thousand U.S. troops in the Philippines as well as Dewey’s fleet
were barely sufficient to keep the armed Filipinos from taking over Manila and
Cavite too.

For the first few months after Manila fell and the Spanish forces were being
evacuated, the situation appeared fairly peaceful, though we knew the Filipino
insurrectionists were claiming that the islands belonged to them rather than to
the Americans. Pending the adoption of the treaty of peace with Spain, the
Filipinos built up their army, ready to take over when the islands were handed to
them. However, when the terms of the treaty were announced, Spain, of course,
had ceded the islands to the United States. How our small military force could
keep them safe for us was not apparent, and our country was not going to send
more troops to the islands. The insurrection movement was confined chiefly to
one tribe, the Tagalogs, which wanted to rule all others. It seemed to us that the
majority of Filipinos wanted U.S. rule and protection, fearing the Tagalogs
would control the islands to exploit the people for purely personal gain.

The Philippine situation became serious. Although the native group seeking
control was only a small minority of one tribe, it was, unfortunately, an
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organized and armed native that greatly out numbered the small force of the
United States there. It is probable that, had it not been for our far-better
equipped army and its artillery, the insurrectionists would have attempted to
gain control as soon as Spain ceded the islands to us. A period of great tension
arose during which the Americans did little to strengthen themselves against the
increasingly ominous threat of the insurrectionists’ efforts to gain strength and
their apparent readiness to attack our troops to drive them out. With no
reinforcements arriving from the U.S., there was little we could do to prevent
the growth of the uprising. The army built and occupied a line of trenches
completely around Manila, and at points north and south of the city where the
entrenchments reached the bay, navy ships were anchored in position to support
the army.

The defensive line around Manila was far from strong. Because of the size of
the city, the line was perhaps twenty miles long, but we had only 15,000 troops
to maintain it. The insurrectionists were said to number about 60,000 men and
could make heavy attacks along our line should they so elect.

Because of its light draft and powerful guns, the Monadnock was detailed to
support the army line near the Bay, south of Manila, at an old stone fort called
“Malata.” The line there was fairly strong, for in addition to Fort Malata, the
Spanish had built a wall that extended inland some distance and could be held by
comparatively small force if supported by a ship with guns to enfilade a frontal
attack made on it. It was such a position, about seven hundred yards from Fort
Malata, that the Monadnock took in the early winter of 1898. For nearly two
months, little happened. Both the army and navy had been directed to avoid any
act that might initiate trouble, so both attempted to carry on in a quiet manner,
though being always ready to repel an attack. Supplies for the Monadnock were
delivered by boat from the fleet,and each afternoon the dinghy would land three
or four of us on the beach behind our lines just to stretch our legs a bit; but for
the most part, we remained on board. Under such circumstances, life became
monotonous. We were comfortable enough under our awnings with plenty of
fresh food, but made much of any happening that was a trifle out of the ordinary.
Hence, when a Filipino boat came down on us one night, it created a little
excitement.

The officer of the deck was a young ensign, generally spoken of as “Dickey.”
He was very popular in the ship and was one who took his duties seriously." For
some reason, when he went on watch that night, he stuck his loaded revolver in
his belt, although at that time there was no order for the officer of the deck to be
armed. The usual lookout and sentries were at their several stations around the
ship, the night was clear with bright starlight, and to Dickey, all seemed set for a
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pleasant watch in the beautiful tropical weather. As was the custom, Dickey
spent most of his ime walking back and forth on the quarterdeck, alert to every
movement either on shore or around the Bay. Each half hour, he went entirely
around the main deck, speaking to each sentry and lookout to check on their
alertness. He found the watch being maintained faithfully and well. Some two
hours after he had taken over, and while he was on the quarterdeck, Dickey
heard the sentry on the forecastle cry out “Boat ahoy.” Rushing to the forecastle,
he saw a boat about seventy-five yards away approaching very slowly along the
starboard side.

Dickey at once became suspicious and directed the lookout to hail the boat,
which he did several times. But as the boat continued to move slowly, Dickey
hailed the boat himself, calling “Boat ahoy.” After no response, he finally ordered
it to “halt.” As the boat continued to move toward the ship, Dickey whipped out
his revolver and fired a shot in the water near it. Still the boat did not stop or
show any sign of life in it, and, as the deck watch had then gathered about him,
Dickey ordered a couple of hands to take the dinghy and bring the boat to the
ship. When the boat came under the ship’s lights, it was found to be an empty
Filipino canoe, dugout type, with an outrigger and a fishing net lying in the
bottom. Apparently it was a poor fisherman’s canoe broken adrift by the wind
and tide. It was still secured alongside when all hands turned out the next
morning, and it is probable that nothing more would have been heard of the
boat incident had not Dickey been so “cocky” and pleased with himself over his
actions. This stirred the other officers of his mess, so they began to plan a way to
take him down a peg. To that end they evolved a scheme which, since I was the
“captain’s clerk,” required my assistance.

I was much perturbed, as they wanted to use my office to give official
appearance to their prank.1 feared this might tend to compromise some interests
of the captain, for which I was responsible. They then agreed to make the plan
known to the captain who, to my surprise, allowed it to be carried out. He said
to me, “I am rather put out with Dickey over the way he handled the matter,
although it showed he was keen and alert, as I had given no orders for the officer
of the deck to arm himself or to fire on an approaching boat. More than that,” he
added, “that one shot fired by Dickey might have started a Filipino uprising, as
the present situation is so intense. I do not wish to punish him, as he is really an
excellent officer, but it might be a good thing if the other officers could make
him realize the danger of misapplied initiative. Tell the officers to go ahead with
their prank, but they simply must not involve the admiral or me in any way” I
was to keep him posted.
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The plotters were delighted and we all set about to put their plan into effect.
The first step was to make Dickey write a report of his “Capture of a Filipino
Vessel.” Doing that proved easy, for when I said to him a day or two later,
“Dickey, you recall, of course, Article of the Navy Regulations, which
requires a written report to be made of any vessels captured, so do not forget to
hand it in to me.” Dickey wrote a long letter giving every detail of his “Capture
of one Filipino vessel,” and while not describing the “vessel,” he devoted his
efforts to showing his own alert and efficient performance of duty which so
closely followed the old adage, “Whoso tooteth not his own horn, the same shall
not be tooted.” Dickey dreamed of a promotion and became cockier than ever,
even after reading a fake endorsement we had put on his letter, suggesting the
court enquire into the capture. Why Dickey did not tumble to the joke when he
saw that endorsement, we could not understand, for it had been prepared by the
plotters and was so utterly unlike anything official that “fake” was apparent all
the way through. Still, his hope of great glory was too keen to allow him to see
any impropriety in it. His failure to recognize the absurdity of the endorsement
caused the joke to go much further than the plotters ever intended and put them
in the position of having to either continue with it or beat an ignominious
retreat. Since the court must not have even a semblance of being official, it could
not be carried on during working hours. It was therefore held at night as an
after-dinner feature for the Wardroom Officers’ Mess, but even that ridiculous
procedure did not arouse Dickey’s suspicion.

After coffee, one evening, the self-appointed court members called for their
swords while the other members of the mess moved from the table to chairs
around the wardroom, and court opened. Dickey was told to take the seat next
to the “recorder.” It was unlike any court the navy had ever known. The senior
member gravely began to read Dickey’s letter to the court, putting particular
emphasis on the most self-laudatory part. That reading was a histrionic
masterpiece, [ assure you, which should have brought the joke to a good end.
However, Dickey still did not see anything wrong with the court, so it directed
him to give a full verbal account of the capture. He was then asked what he,as a
naval expert, considered the value of the Filipino vessel, and after thinking a
moment, to our utter amazement replied, “About two thousand dollars.” This
valuation left the court gasping, but one member asked if he meant gold or
“mex.” “Two thousand gold,” said Dickey without batting an eye. The court was
more astounded than ever, as the little boat was about as worthless as a boat could
be. Then he was questioned on the size of the boat—about which he seemed in
doubt—but gave dimensions in figures almost double those of the captured
vessel. The court followed along this line for half an hour, and Dickey at last had
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to admit it was only a small boat in poor condition and that perhaps he had
overvalued it. Thus, apparently, he was beginning to feel some doubt as to the
magnitude of his heroism. However, as Dickey still seemed very much in earnest,
the court continued. To tell the truth, the proceedings were so ridiculously
preposterous that the members wondered whether the “leg-pulling” was done
by themselves or by Dickey!

Though the members were full of doubt, they decided on a new tack the
following night and asked Dickey if it was customary for an officer of the deck
to be armed and to fire on a passing ship when in an American port under
conditions of peace. He answered in the negative and was then questioned on
the political situation. Finally he admitted that it was so serious that a mere spark
could easily explode it into a real war. He was growing a bit nervous but still did
not belittle himself or his performance of duty, even when asked if he had turned
the ship’s searchlights on the boat. The court knew he had failed to do so, as it
also knew he had neglected to have the lights tested.

With this evidence against him, Dickey began shifting from seat to seat along
the table until, instead of being next to the recorder at one end, he was alongside
the members at the other. The members then began shifting to the other side of
the table, one seat at a time, and as Dickey continued to follow, they continued to
move. I doubt if in all of naval history there is anything to equal the “run
around” of that remarkable court, for it made two complete circuits before
adjournment was announced to await action of the “convening authority” The
recorder was directed to prepare the record for signing, since no other witnesses
were to be called. When he realized all the work and time this involved, the
recorder demanded to know who the vicim of the joke was—Dickey or
himself! It took much persuasion to convince the recorder that such an amusing
and unusual court proceedings should be preserved in writing, but he finally
agreed to cooperate. Although it took a week to complete, with signatures, etc.,
the record was then handed to the senior member of the court while Dickey was
present. Then I was asked to deliver it to the captain and, in consequence, was
hounded by Dickey to know what the captain would do about it. But I could
not venture a hint. He feared the captain might send it to the commander in
chief, and he watched the mail boats constantly. He was a good actor if he was
“stringing us,” because we were not quite sure of ourselves.

The next evening just before coffee was served, the captain’s orderly,
following instructions, hurried to the wardroom and without a word handed a
huge envelope to the senior member of the court. Slowly he opened the
envelope, glanced at the court record it contained and saying “Humph! Dickey’s
court,” he uninterestedly stuck it back in the envelope, lighted a cigar,and began
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his smoke over his coffee. Dickey nearly passed out. At last, the senior member
again took up the record and, glancing slowly over its pages, suddenly said “Ah,
here we are” and with that proceeded to read the endorsement to the record by
the “convening authority,” which I knew well, because I had typed it.

1. The convening authority desires this endorsement be read to Wardroom offi-
cers assembled at mess.

2.The convening authority wishes to express its appreciation of the zeal shown by
Ensign while officer of the deck at the time of the capture of the
Philippine vessel. His bravery is cleatly proven by his own testimony.

3.1t is noted that although no details of the captured vessel were given by Ensign

in his written report, he did, while testifying as a naval expert,
prove the vessel was only a very old, rotten canoe, the value of which he gradually
reduced from two thousand dollars gold to twenty-five dollars “mex.”

4. Certain facts were elicited from the ensign’s report which the convening
authority cannot ignore and are as follows:

First, That Ensign armed himself with a loaded revolver before
going on watch that night although he had no orders to do so.

Second, That Ensign fired on a friendly vessel in time of peace,
not having orders to do so.

Third, That by firing that shot, the ensign ignored the possibility of his start-
ing a condition of war by firing on a Filipino vessel.

Fourth, The ensign failed to use a searchlight to determine the character of a
suspicious vessel.

Fifth, That before shooting, the ensign had completely neglected to test the
searchlights of the Monadnock when coming on duty.

These facts do not harmonize well with his testimony proving his zeal and
bravery but indicate a laxity in the performance of duty by officers of the
Monadnock, a laxity the “convening authority” does not concede. Since the
actions of Ensign on the night of the capture tend to reflect a
certain amount of discredit on all of the Monadnock’s officers, the “convening
authority” deems it only right and proper that Ensign _________ furnish to
the Wardroom Mess of the Monadnock six quarts of champagne properly chilled.
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There was, of course, great suspense while that endorsement was being read
out, for only at the end, when we could see Dickey’ reaction to it, would we
know whether he would accept the joke or pass it back to the court. He showed
various emotions, but finally broke into a broad smile of relief and pleasure.
Almost at once he cried out, “Boy, boy! Bring on the champagne.” It appeared
almost at once, as all preparations for serving it had been prearranged, although it
was not known whether the members of the court or Dickey would have to pay
for it. Dickey elected himself the host!

We all remained at the table, talking the court over and drinking champagne
for a considerable tme, and when the last bottle was consumed and it was
thought the party about ended, I said to Dickey, “When did you catch on to the
fact that the court was a joke?” Looking around the table in wild-eyed
amazement he said, “Joke! Joke! You don’t mean the whole thing is a joke?”
Then when we confirmed the fact, he looked solemn for a second and then
called, “Boy! Boy! Bring on six more quarts.” Thus ended the court.

Not every unusual event aboard the Monadnock had such a pleasant
ending—there was one that caused us all sadness and regret. The Chief Petty
Officer’s mess had a drinking party which was kept very secret. No one except
the mess members would ever have known of it except for the unfortunate fact
that the day after it, the Chief Boatswain’s Mate of the ship was found lying on
the forecastle in a state of coma. He was at once carried to “sick bay,” where the
doctors quickly found that he had been drinking. But whether his condition was
caused by that or not was not at once ascertained. However, instead of
recovering, the man was sinking rapidly and was rushed ashore to the Naval
Hospital where he died that night. Word of his alarming attack went through the
ship like wildfire, but even the doctors were at a loss to determine whether it was
caused by poison or excessive drinking. Soon the Chief Master at Arms was
taken ill and, while in “sick bay” and badly frightened, divulged the fact that
some alcohol had been stolen from the ship’s supply and made into a punch of
which they all drank freely.

At that time, because it was rather new to the world, the poisonous effects of
wood alcohol were not known, and little attention had been paid when the
alcohol supplied to naval ships was changed from grain to wood alcohol. Possibly
the doctors knew about the deadly effects of the latter for which there was no
known antidote, but not realizing anyone would steal or drink it, failed to
caution those aboard ship. The Chief Master of Arms died, and the following
day another of our Chief Petty Officers passed on.

The deaths of three leading enlisted men of the Monadnock from wood
alcohol poisoning brought a wave of consternation in Dewey’s fleet. Steps were
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taken immediately to warn everyone in the fleet of the deadly effects of wood
alcohol, for which there was no antidote, and to use caution against the fumes
when applying shellac on inside doors.

Report was also made by cable to the Navy Department that it might inform
all ships of the danger in the alcohol supplied them. We thought that having sent
out such a warning, the Navy Department would continue to supply wood
alcohol, but instead, it ordered all ships to rid themselves of wood alcohol at once
and directed that thereafter they carry only grain alcohol. As far as I know, that
order is still in effect.

Time dragged heavily from our arrival in August ‘98 until February 5,99, 0n
which day the great Filipino insurrection broke out. As far as we knew, there
were no overt actions on our part that started it. Nevertheless, about two o’clock
in the morning, February 5th, the insurrectionist army, in all its strength,
suddenly began heavy attacks along the entire length of our defensive line
around Manila.
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XIII

Insurrection in the Philippines

HY THE FILIPINOS ATTACKED when they should not have was ever a
mystery to us. We firmly believed that every Filipino would benefit from
U.S. rule and that the vast majority of them wanted that. We could only reason that
not an act of commission by the United States but rather an act of omission caused
the outbreak, i.e., because we could not immediately establish a civil government for
them when Spain ceded the islands to us. I still believe that had the United States
not omitted to promptly set up a government throughout the islands, the
insurrection might not have occurred. However, that was nearly impossible for us.
‘We had never before dealt with the problem of governing a large and populous area
far across the sea. We were not prepared. Thus, at the outbreak of the insurrection,
the only portion of the islands governed by us was the area around Manila Bay.
Apparently it was the absence of government at that time that prompted the
Filipinos to establish one. The set-up was almost perfect, for except at Manila
and Cavite close by, where our troops were, the only organized group on the
islands was the one gathered around Manila, calling itself the “Filipino Army.” It
was a comparatively small, minority group of a local tribe, but it wanted to hold
the reins and accumulate the spoils through governing the entire archipelago.
They believed they were strong enough not only to defeat the small army we
had in the islands but to establish a government of their own long before the
United States could do anything about it. In the parlance of the time, “the
psychological moment had arrived,” so they struck.
It was said that the insurrectionists around Manila numbered nearly sixty
thousand men, most of whom were equipped with rifles and plenty of



An Admiral’s Yarn

ammunition. The remainder carried bolos, spears, and other native equipment.
Holding the initiative and being in a position to select the points of attack, while
our own small force was spread over the entire defensive line, the insurrectionists
had us in the “jaybird seat.” If such a movement could have ever succeeded, it
should have been that day. Both sides realized this, and the fighting was
desperate.

The Monadnock’s position on the extreme right of the defensive line around
Manila was a vital one. The terrain outside the line was dry and furnished such
fine cover for the attacks that the insurrectionists close it for their major effort. If
they could break through our defense there, they not only would have easy and
quick access to the business and wealthy part of Manila for looting, but at the
same time would outflank the defenders and have them at their mercy. For that
reason, they concentrated their attack on that flank and on the Monadnock.

As signal officer of the Monadnock, and responsible for our communication
with the army, I took station aloft where I had a wonderful view of the battle in
the Fort Malata area. The insurrectionists had a good plan. They put the army
line and the Monadnock under intense rifle fire,apparently to weaken or drive the
defenders away, their intent being to seize the line. Therefore, from about 2 a.m.
until early the following afternoon, we were besieged with a hail of Mauser
bullets. The firing was incessant, so the noise of the battle continued steadily. But,
although the army defenders were firing constantly, the Monadnock remained
silent; the army had requested us not to open fire until they needed our support.
It was not pleasant to be under such heavy fire and not reply to it, and it is
possible the insurrectionists thought they had silenced the ship; since the time
we had carried out a stern anchor and moored the ship so that it would be
parallel to the beach when we “opened fire,” they had not seen any activity on
board. To haul the ship to its position necessitated using men to heave in on the
exposed quarterdeck capstan. As we did that, the Filipinos concentrated their
fire on the capstan. Strange to say, even with such a hail of bullets, only one man
was wounded—a fireman who came up to get some fresh air. As he steppedon a
deck, a bullet struck his kneecap, crippling him for life. Shortly after noon the
volume of fire on the Monadnock decreased considerably. Nevertheless, we were
kept under a constant stream of single bullets sufficiently accurate to be
annoying. We could not see anyone firing the shots, but after careful watch we
decided the most effective ones came from an old wreck lying on the beach just
outside our defensive line. Making sure that insurrectionist sharpshooters were
sniping at us from that wreck, we gained permission from the army to shell them
with our 6-pdr. guns. It did not take long to rout the snipers, for when our little
shells began to burst we saw some of them running, and later discovered the
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bodies of others. The insurrectionists continued their heavy firing on our army’s
trenches, and when I saw they were massing their reserves in the wood, brush,
and fields close behind their line of trenches, I sent a report at once to the army
to warn them of an impending charge. They had just observed the
concentration and requested us to open fire on it, which we did. Being all set up
for it, we responded quickly with all our guns, 10-inch, 4-inch, 6-pdrs. and
3-pdrs. That heavy gunfire and the tremendous explosions of our 10-inch shells,
coupled with the army’s heavy, rapid fire, just as the Filipinos charged, was too
much for them. The front of the charge barely reached our trenches when
suddenly the entire charging line turned tail and ran. Our army rushed out of
their trenches after them, and the Monadnock steamed along the beach while
continuing its gunfire.

How far the insurrectionists on that Fort Malata front ran that day we never
knew, but the army chased them about three miles to the village of Parafiaque
and then halted to dig in, not wanting to extend their defensive line to the
breaking point. The Monadnock anchored off the village to continue its support,
if necessary, but by dark that night, the great attack on Manila had not only
utterly failed but our army had established a new defensive line around the city,
two or three miles farther out.

The next several days were quiet. As we took stock of the battle, we felt we
had inflicted a crushing defeat sufficient to stop the movement forever. However,
we soon found we were wrong, for within a week the insurrectionists, not seeing
the arrival of further troops or activity from us, again began to assemble outside
our new defensive line. At first their slow movements were scarcely apparent to
us, but before long troops and trenches began to appear, compelling the
Monadnock to illuminate them with searchlights should their plan be to surprise
attack us. For a while the searchlights kept the Filipinos fairly quiet at night, but
as time passed they grew bolder and bolder. Finally they fired on the ship. This
continued for several weeks and, although not incessant, it continued
sporadically throughout the day and night.

Unpleasant as we found the firing, it was rather ineffective, for bullets hitting
the ship did no damage at all and practically none hit personnel. We became so
accustomed to their whizzing around that we paid little attention to them
except when the firing became very heavy and in volleys, and we were obliged
to seek protection. That condition held for several weeks before anyone was
wounded. But one day, when the firing was light and we were sitting around the
decks, a stray bullet came along where two men were talking. The bullet hit one
of them in the jaw, passed through under his tongue, and brought up in his
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shoulder on the other side. It was not a particularly serious wound but enough
to make us realize that real hits might be expected at any time.

During this period we remained generally inactive though occasionally, when
the firing at us became unusually heavy, the ship would throw a few shells into
the Filipino trenches and the buildings of Parafiaque. The firing would then
cease. But as we never made a hostile move, and as troop reinforcements were
not arriving, the insurrectionists grew steadily bolder and more active. They not
only fired on our trenches and the Monadnock continuously, but they started to
attack and kill every American found outside our lines. We tried to “hold
everything” until sufficient troops arrived to handle the situation, and when they
finally did, our very weak lines were strengthened. The Filipinos continued a
heavy fire all about the city and made every effort to establish their own
government. Our first move against the insurrectionists was to the southward of
Manila where the insurgent army was forming. The initative for forcing matters
was in our hands at last, so at a pre-established time, the army on our front
advanced from the trenches and, with the Monadnock steaming along the shore
and shelling just ahead of them, they drove the Filipinos back several miles more
in what was called “the Battle of Parafiaque.”

Apparently in the belief that this southward attack would weaken our lines
north of the city, the insurrectionists began to assemble a large army there and
attack from that point. They did not succeed in breaking the line, yet the attempt
was more than abortive—it resulted in the Monadnock being sent to support the
line there and the army sending heavy reinforcements.

The area to the north of Manila was considerably more swampy than to the
south and far more difficult for our army to attack, especially since the
insurrectionists were well entrenched. Because of this swampy shoreline, they
were unable to keep the Monadnock under fire while we waited for the army to
attack. Also, the heavy swamp growth so hid the ship from shore that it attracted
little attention. On the other hand, from our guns or from the bridge, we could
not see the ground that we were expected to fire on or even see our army'’s
position on shore. To send to or receive signals from the army, I had to climb
high on the mast, and I found also from that position that I could see both our
own and the insurgent lines beyond the low trees.

In those days, naval ships were not equipped for “indirect firing,” and in order
to inflict hits, we had to see the targets through our gunsights. Thus it appeared
that the Monadnock’s guns would be of little help in driving out the
insurrectionists north of the city.

The first initiative was the army’s. After a quick survey, it prepared an accurate
map of the area showing the exact locations of the Filipino trenches and the
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Monadnock, which was again moved head and stern in a fixed position. Then,
having decided where they wanted our shells to fall, the army sent us messages
giving the exact range and bearing from our guns and the spot they wanted our
shells to strike. It then became the navy’s problem to make them hit there!

Present day equipment can place an out-of-sight area under accurate gunfire,
but this was not so in 1899. We had only the magnetic compasses used for
steering from which to obtain direction, and no devices for transferring that
direction to the guns—and gunsights were not designed to make hits at a
particular range unless the target was visible to us. These were not the only
difficulties, for while in the navy we ordinarily dealt only with magnetic
directions, those given us by the army were always true directions. To shift from
one to the other, we had to apply two correctives in azimuth—first the variation
between the true north of the earth and the magnetic north as kept by a compass
in the part of the world we were in at the time, and second, the deviation of the
compass caused by the magnetism of the ship itself. With the gyrocompass we
no longer have to compensate for these two errors. Getting true direction is easy
now, but it was not that way forty years ago.

The azimuth corrections were quickly ascertained, but to lay the guns in a
certain true direction given by the army was another problem. The only way we
could meet that was to work from the true direction in which the ship was
pointing (the true direction of our fore and aft line), and then train the guns
through the proper number of degrees from the fore and aft lines to bring them
to the correct true direction. Under today’s conditions, pointing a ship’s guns in
the exact true direction desired requires only a few seconds, but at that time, it
took a full day to accomplish it. With the guns pointed correctly in azimuth, our
next problem was to point them above horizontal to the exact degree necessary
to ensure that the shells would fall a given distance away. Today this is a simple
matter, but not so in ‘99 when there was nothing to establish the horizontal or
zero line—the angle of elevation from which the guns had to be measured. We
were obliged to use a “gunner’s quadrant,” a device that when set on the gun
itself would cause the pendulum to read 0° elevation when the gun was exactly
horizontal. It would then show the number of degrees the gun moved through
as its muzzle was elevated or depressed. This was a rather crude device for
obtaining exact range, but it enabled us to lay the guns at the approximate angle
of elevation necessary to hit the desired range.

It was fortunate that the ship was moored securely in position, for the slightest
change in heading or heel would have necessitated complete alteration in the
way the guns were laid. Being thus prepared, we were ready to do the navy'’s part
when the army needed us. We arranged with them to do three trail shots, then to
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make the necessary corrections, and then to fire a designated number of single
10-inch shots. The explosion of the last shell was to be the signal for a general
charge on the Filipino trenches. Out three trial shots were very deliberate, since
after each one we had to await an army signal from the top of a church on shore
informing us of exactly where our shot hit. Having made some corrections, the
army then signaled us to “start string.”

Not knowing just where the army wanted our shells to fall, I could not tell
from my position high on the mast whether or not we were hitting “that”
particular spot, but I could follow the shells with my eye and see them strike and
explode close to the Filipino trenches. I think it was about the fifth shell of our
string that raised unusual commotion as it threw up much debris. The army
informed us later that the debris was the wreckage of the Filipino main artillery
emplacement—the very object that the army had wanted destroyed. With the
heavy artillery and rifle fire of the army and the terrific explosions of the
Monadnock’s 10-inch shells, the insurrection cracked,and cracked hard. From my
perch on the mast I could see the entire Filipino line desert its trenches and run
to the rear, pursued by our “dough boys” The firing became heavy and
continued until, after capturing the village of Caloocan, the army stopped to
consolidate its gains.

Those gains took them well beyond where naval ships could give support,
and the natives suffered such defeat that their main army was badly damaged.
However, the great victory at Caloocan was not without its cost to us—our
army suffered severe losses in both men and officers. Killed in that fight was the
very able and greatly beloved General Lawton.'”

After the battle of Caloocan, the insurrection took a new turn. Numerous
and heavy engagements continued to occur around Manila as the army carried
on clean-up operations to destroy the large insurrectionist army north of the
city. Under the pressure there and with the battle continuing southward, the
army was kept busy, although it had the situation well in hand around Manila.

The islands at the time were populated by about seven million Filipinos who
belonged to a large number of different tribes, each occupying certain areas on
islands and each having its own language, customs, and religion. There was no
common feeling or purpose among them, and each tribe wanted to fight with
any other tribe they encountered. The Tagalogs were perhaps the strongest, the
best-educated, and most politically minded of any, and it was they who first
attempted to seize control. Without established government in the various areas,
certain groups attempted to gain control, and it took the army and navy
operating together to curtail this. To the navy fell the task of occupying the
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larger towns, most of which were accessible by water, to prevent trade and
assistance from reaching the rebel group.

There are hundreds of islands in the Philippine group, extending over an
enormous area, and many of the islands are large. Therefore, covering the waters
required many ships and especially several small ones of light draft, inland-water
gunboats. The United States did not have gunboats of that type in the islands
other than those taken from Spain. The sea-going ships of Dewey were available
and their number slightdy augmented by some from home, but they were
generally too large and far too few to do all the reconnoitering and patrol work
required of the navy.

Spain before us had faced the same problem, and so, while Dewey had
destroyed their fleet of sea-going ships, there remained a considerable number of
gunboats when the islands were ceded to us. Of no use to Spain, the gunboats
were turned over when we took the islands and soon after transferred to Manila,
where they were surrendered to Dewey.

Most of us had not heard about the gunboats, so when eighteen of them
stood into Manila Bay, each flying its largest Spanish flag, we did not know what
was up. The surprise was soon over as the gunboats steamed past our fleet into
the Pasig River where they were moored in shallow water, their Spanish flags
hauled down, and control of them given to Dewey. None of us expected those
little gunboats to ever be of use to us. They were very old, sadly in need of repair,
without equipment, and so covered surrounded by the silt of the Pasig River
that they were considered junk. However, when suddenly faced with the
necessity of establishing a naval force to cover the entire Philippine archipelago,
the Admiral’s eye turned longingly to those apparently worthless gunboats. He
knew they were only junk according to our standards, but believed that by
considerable patching up, they could be of use in the contingency. So each
gunboat was assigned to a large ship. Each was to be taken out of the river,
repaired, equipped, manned, and operated.
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Around Luzon in a Gunboat

THE OLD SPANISH GUN-BOATS were of various types and sizes, and all
were low in steaming power. Their displacement ran from about 30
tons to nearly 200, and their length from 50 to 120 feet, drawing about five to
eight feet of water. They could not have been worth very much when new,
and they were a sorry lot in their worn out and broken down old age. Still, all
our young officers wanted duty in them and especially desired to have
command of one.

Because I was the junior commissioned officer of the Monadnock, serving as
Signal Officer and Captain’s Clerk, it did not occur to me that the command of
the Monadnock’s gunboat might be given to me. I was therefore surprised and
delighted one evening when the captain sent for me, told me the Panay had been
assigned to our ship and that I would command it. He told me to get it out of the
river and bring it to the ship to be patched up, equipped, and ready for three
months of operation.'”

To command a ship is the great ambition of every young naval officer,
especially one on war duty. For those given command of the old gunboats, it
mattered not at all that these ships were on their “last legs,” weak, and not even
seaworthy. They were commands and we were proud to get them.

It was scarcely daylight the next morning when our steam launch took me
with a working party to the Panay—a discouraging sight deep in the mud of the
Pasig River. Short of a wreck on the beach, it is difficult to conceive of worse
looking ships than those old gunboats lying in the Pasig. Rusty and about to fall
apart, they were filled with dirt. Bad as they were, we were an undismayed and
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set to with a will to getting the Panay out—which we accomplished at high tide
that evening, using the Monadnock’s launch as a tow.

For more than a week we worked hard on that ancient gunboat, uncovering
all sorts of troubles and weaknesses. While discouraged at times, we ultimately
effected sufficient repairs to permit the little ship to proceed under its own
power. We painted it inside and out, stowed supplies and dry provisions to last a
month, took on fuel and water, and with a crew of two officers and eighteen
men, I reported “ready for sea.” Gauged by the usual standards set for naval ships,
my report “ready for sea” was overly optimistic. Except in emergencies, ships in
the Panay’s condition are not allowed at sea. However, I decided this was an
emergency that required taking risks.

When I reported the Panay ready to Admiral Dewey, he ordered me to report
at once to the captain of the USS Wheeling, one of our seagoing gunboats of over
a thousand tons displacement, for a reconnaissance trip completely around the
island of Luzon where the Tagalogs were fighting for control.'” On such a
mission we had to cover approximately a thousand miles of coast, investigate
dozens of small towns and harbors, and do about six hundred miles of steaming
in the open sea. It was a large order for the rickety little Panay, but we were glad
to undertake it and started out with the Wheeling nearly at once.

While the Wheeling was well fitted out for cruising in most parts of the world,
it was far from being well equipped for that particular bit of work. At the time,
we knew almost nothing about the Philippines, and no one, even in Manila,
could tell us much about the islands that would be of service to us. Few charts of
the local waters had been drawn, even though the coasts and harbors of the
islands were full of unmarked rocks, reefs, and shoals. The Wheeling was so poorly
prepared for its task that it obtained the services of a so-called pilot, although we
on the Panay did not even know that he was aboard. We had only one chart and
almost no navigational instruments. Our chart was little help as it was just a
general one for the northern half of Luzon, based on some rather rough surveys
made in 1797.1t carried the notations “incomplete,” “inaccurate” and “not to be
relied on.” Fortunately for us, our runs between the little harbors were always
short and made by daylight, keeping lookouts aloft where they could sce shoal
spots and rocks through the clear water. We remained just long enough in each
harbor to learn about existing conditions there, but every port showed hostility
when the ship appeared. In some of them, insurgent troops were lined up ready
to fight or seize anyone attempting to land, while in others, insurrectionist flags
were hoisted over the towns. In no case did native boats come to the ship either
to barter or ascertain our purpose, but in a few ports groups of natives opened
fire on us as soon as it was dark. We sometimes replied to their firing, but as our
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mission was one of peace and merely to learn what the native feeling toward us
might be, we fought only when necessary to protect ourselves.

That reconnaissance was a month long, and when it was finished, we reported
that every coastal village on the island of Luzon was in the hands of a hostile
native group. The information was, of course, invaluable to our high command,
and though visiting the ports was interesting and at times exciting, there was
little pleasure in doing so. In that land of plenty, with its fresh fruits and
vegetables, our only food was from cans in our storeroom. Small and cramped as
our ships were, no one could leave them without danger of being killed or
captured, and we were ever facing catastrophe when we moved about in those
dangerous waters. We lived through all those troubles only to encounter a more
trying and dangerous one, when we met a typhoon as we stood down the China
Sea returning to Manila.

In Far Eastern waters, tropical storms are known as typhoons, and the one we
encountered was of hurricane force, which would have meant trouble for any
ship. But for the tiny Panay, with little steaming power and many serious defects
in hull and machinery, that storm was just too fierce. I have been through
innumerable storms at sea, in all parts of the world, but the nightmare of that
China Sea experience, in command of the Panay, stands out as the worst in my
memory.

There is little difference in the responsibilities of commanding officers, be the
ship large or small, strong in structure or weak, seaworthy or not. No matter
what it may be or what it encounters, it is up to him to bring it and its personnel
through safely. There is no greater stigma for a seafaring man than to have it said
of him that “he lost his ship.” So although the Panay had a length of only 97 feet,
a displacement of only 147 tons, only a small crew and, even when new, was for
use only in inland waters, bringing it through that storm in the China sea safely
meant as much to me personally as it would have to bring a great new battleship
through.

The Panay had no barometer, but the weather looked perfect when we
steamed out of the Gulf of Aparri at the northern end of Luzon, and we had no
hint of the dangers ahead. Just before we passed into the China Sea, the Wheeling
stopped, transferred its so-called pilot to the Panay, and directed us to make the
best of our way to Manila. Then it proceeded at high speed, leaving the Panay
behind.

I never did understand just why that pilot was sent to the Panay, unless he was
supposed to compensate for the lack of charts and provide us with the
barometer, which was of new design and caused much comment and
admiration. It was a fine barometer, developed by the weather predictors for the
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Philippines, perhaps the most expert in the world for typhoon warnings. It was
an aneroid with a huge dial so marked that a mere reading would give us a
weather prognostication for the next twenty-four hours or more. When the
pilot came to me with the barometer in his hand and said, “Barometer fall, fall,
fall. Ship find harbor quick,” and I did not immediately change course, he took
on a most lugubrious air, gave a shrug to his shoulders, and in a loud sepulchrous
voice cried out “Panay go down, down, down.” Then after repeating the
warning several times, he betook himself to place under a table secured to the
deck and lashed himself to its legs. It was a most emphatic gesture of resignation.
I did not head for a harbor. Inexperienced in typhoons and anxious to get back
to Manila, I headed the ship farther out to sea and stood on down the coast.

There are numerous forerunners to tropical storms. Usually a long swell starts
before there is any visible indication of a high wind, and just before sundown
that day, we ran into such a swell. But although it was unusually high, the Panay
took it so nicely that I decided to go on through it. At about nine o’clock the sky
darkened and the wind increased rapidly, roughing up the swells and causing
them to break over the ship, which gave us a terrific pounding. We could not
make headway against the wind and sea, and we were in danger of being
swamped if we continued, so I, at last, eased off toward shore hoping to make
Lingayen Gulf.

We had a good deal of luck that dark, black night, for in spite of our fear that
every sea that came along would surely swamp us, we managed to meet each one |
and go over rather than under it. The motion was terrible. The Panay seemed to
stand first on one end and then on the other, then it would suddenly throw itself
from bean end to beam end. Anything not tightly secured, including men, were
thrown about like corks. Yet somehow we managed to keep the little ship afloat,
and when daylight showed us to be in sight of the high point on the western side
of Lingayen Gulf, we eased off to round it and seek protection.

It helped matters greatly to have something of a lee from the Point, for by the
time we had reached it, the hurricane had grown to full strength. Only by
steaming at maximum power and keeping as close to the land as we dared could
we work our way down Lingayen Gulf. But shortly before dark we reached a
little cove in the southwest corner and dropped our anchor close to the USS
Concord."™

That night was a wild one. The wind blowing off shore could not raise much
of a sea where we were, nevertheless it was of such force that we were obliged to
steam toward our anchor all night and most of the next day to keep from
dragging. Standing watch in the rain that came down in torrents was not a joyful
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task, hence we felt greatly relieved on the second evening when both wind and
rain eased.

By the following morning the weather had moderated to such an extent that
it seemed the storm was over, but I went over the USS Concord to talk over
weather conditions with the captain. His barometer had begun to rise from its
very low, and the wind seemed moderate and the clouds were breaking. He
agreed with me that I should start for Manila lest they worry there over the
Panay’s safety. So at about eight o’clock that morning we got underway for
Manila.

The weather seemed fairly good that day, and as the pilot’s barometer
continued to rise for a couple of hours, we felt our troubles were over. However,
they were not far away. As we rounded into the China Sea, we found the huge
swells running as darkness approached, and the wind increased rapidly. By nine
o’clock that night, not only was the hurricane again blowing full force, but the
seas and motion of the ship were worse than ever. The sky was black, the rain
came down in torrents, and we could see nothing at all in the inky darkness. I
thought our situation was bad enough our first night in the storm, but it was
much worse that second night. I thought of turning back to Lingayen Gulf but
did not dare attempt turning the Panay in such a sea. I doubted we could keep
afloat with the huge seas following us and breaking over the ship, and in the
black darkness there was no chance at all of finding a harbor on that unlighted
and hostile coast. We had to keep on. As it was impossible to maintain hold on
anything for long, I lashed myself to a stanchion by the wheel to watch and
advise the helmsman on meeting each wave and on the course he should try to
hold to keep us off the shore. In that condition and with every hatch battened
down, the pumps going hard, and all hands bailing, the long, dreadful night
passed.

With the daylight, we were amazed to find ourselves stll afloat, for the seas
were still mountains high, lashed to fury by the terrific wind. The sky was black
with clouds, and although the rain had ceased, the air was too full of flying spray
for us to see much. On the crest of a wave we saw ourselves about to drop into a
deep abyss of water, and when we dropped we found ourselves surrounded by
walls of water far higher than our masts. Every minute we expected the little ship
to be engulfed.

About three hours after daybreak the wind seemed to ease a bit and the seas,
though as tremendous as ever, became a little more regular and did not break as
badly. At least we found we could see through the flying spume. But even then
we were not hopeful of saving the ship, for on our lee, and not far distant, we
could see terrific seas breaking on the mountainous and rocky shores of Luzon.
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Meanwhile we still had to meet every great roller just right to keep from being
swamped.

To make matters worse, every man on board was near exhaustion and
collapse. We had not eaten food since noon the day before, and the seas rolling
over us had drowned the galley fires. There was not even a cup of coffee to be
had. Fortunately the ship’s cook was a game old seaman, and although the
terrible motion continued, he finally succeeded, about noon, in getting the fire
going again. By skillfully lashing a kettle over the galley range, he succeeded in
making a little coffee, which, together with some canned corned beef and soggy
hard tack, was our first food in twenty-four hours.

Meager though it was, it revived hope in us, even though we had to work hard
to keep off that dangerous lee shore and keep the ship from being swamped. I
began to feel that if the wind did not increase, and if the old Panay and its worn
out machinery would only hold together, we might survive, but my outlook was
not optimistic.

As we went over one of the huge seas late that morning, and while it was still
“touch and go” with us, we picked up a ship ahead of us, fighting its way through
the storm toward us. We could see it only now and then when both ships were
on the crests of waves, but we made it out to be the Wheeling, seeking to locate
and rescue us from the storm. Although we knew the Wheeling could do little to
help if disaster hit us, it did boost our morale greatly to see it. When it succeeded
in rounding to our lee and blowing three blasts on its whistle, we felt much
encouraged, although it was plain to see that the Wheeling was having nearly as
difficult a time as the Panay.

Both ships battled on, the crew of the Wheeling doing its best to buck us up.
They gathered aft, clinging to the rail and rigging, and every time they saw the
Panay on top of a roller, they gave us a tremendous cheer. Each time the Panay
fell into a trough in the sea, the watchers on the Wheeling thought we had surely
gone under for good, so when we bobbed up again, they would go wild with
joy.

Fortunately the wind abated and by about three in the afternoon both ships
were making much better weather of it. We were then off the entrance to Subic
Bay, and [ was expecting to seek shelter there when the captain of the Wheeling
[Commander William T. Burwell] sent orders for us to try to make Mariveles
Bay, about twenty miles farther along. Completely worn out, as we all were on
the Panay, the thought of trying to drive the little ship twenty miles more in such
a sea seemed appalling, but drive we did, and just as the sun went down we made
Mariveles Bay and anchored.
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The relief we felt in having successfully brought our ship through such a
storm buoyed us all up immensely, and although I looked worn and my eyes
completely red, I at once put on a fresh uniform and went over to the Wheeling
to report. All hands were on the quarterdeck to greet me, and as the captain led
me into his cabin, I heard him direct the orderly to tell all officers to assemble in
his cabin at once. They were congratulating me heavily for having brought the
Panay safely through that storm, when I heard champagne corks pop and saw
glasses passed to each officer. Then the captain made a rousing speech toasting
the officers and men of the Panay for their wonderful achievement.

It was all very exciting and pleasant, and though almost dead with fatigue and
hunger, I drank my glass of wine sitting in the captain’s easy chair. Then a
peculiar thing happened. Although the champagne seemed to have no effect on
me while sitting down, when it came time for me to leave I could not move and
had to tell the captain of my difficulty. The doctor rushed to me and although he
found me as clear as a bell mentally, I was paralyzed from head to foot from sheer
physical exhaustion.

I was carried back to the Panay, given a little food and tucked into bed where 1
slept for over twelve hours—orders being given on both ships for all possible
quietude until I wakened. When I did so, I felt fine, and shortly after, the two
ships went on to Manila.

Thus ended my trip around Luzon in a gunboat, but strange to say, it was not
the end of the storm. The typhoon continued for three days and rain came down
in such torrents that when a man was out in it, he involuntarily started the
motons of swimming. Everything not secured was washed down into Manila
Bay, which soon became a sea of muddy water covered with wrecked houses,
floating trees, and all manner of debris. The Manila newspapers reported a
“three-day cloud burst”” At any rate, the official record of the rainfall for
seventy-two hours was fifty-two inches—which is some rain.
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XV

More Gunboating

As SOON AS THE GREAT STORM was over, the Panay went to the Cavite
Navy Yard for a week of repairs and immediately afterward was sent with
another small gunboat, the Mindoro, to patrol Verde Island Passage, Balayan and
Batangas Bays, and adjacent waters to prevent arms and supplies from reaching
the very large insurrectionist forces assembling about thirty miles north of
Manila in the vicinity of Lake Taal and Batangas.

That service was of much importance because, by bartering stolen hemp,
copra, and other island products for rifles and ammunition, the insurgents were
strengthening their military power greatly, even though they were a minority
group. Our orders were to stop all waterborne traffic engaged in bartering and
either destroy the seized vessels or take them to Manila with their cargoes. Such
orders seemed rather piratical, but we were obliged to take drastic measures
because the insurrectionists were not only operating as bandits but were killing
every American in sight. However, until they began shooting our men, we took
great care to send ashore every person from a seized ship before destroying the
vessel, and we did not fire on the many insurrectionists gathered in troops on the
shore.

I have often wondered whether our leniency toward the insurrectionists was
not a mistake, since they attributed our not firing on them to fear and weakness
on our part and were thereby greatly encouraged, and their sense of power
attracted many natives who hastened to join them.

Though we did not kill anyone, the Panay and Mindoro were very busy, and
during the first few days of our patrol we made many seizures in both Balayan
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and Batangas bays. Practically all that we confiscated, however, were bancas '”
leaving insurrectionist ports after having discharged their cargoes. All were
sailing craft, the only type of boat that the natives possessed. Each carried
passengers in addition to their crews, and each carried food stuffs, always
numerous bags of rice, fresh fruits and vegetables, coconuts, chickens,
occasionally a pig, and many bolos."’ On boats other than bancas, we found
shipments of cloth, cigarettes, crockery, sewing materials, etc., designated for a
native store. Our task was to destroy the natives’ means of getting supplies to the
insurrectionist army, though rarely did we capture those supplies.

From the moment we arrived in the area, it was a war of wits between the
natives and ourselves—the advantage laying mostly with the natives. The area
was much too large for two slow gunboats to police effectively—we could not
navigate during darkness in those dangerous channels, unknown to us but very
familiar to the natives who did their running at night when we generally had to
be at anchor. However, they never knew quite where we would appear at early
dawn, and it was at that time of the day that we made most of our captures.

Each seized craft had to be destroyed, and the many useful articles found on
them, particularly fresh foodstuffs that we could eat, soon gave an unusual
appearance to our gunboats. Our crews quickly became outfitted with bolos and
huge native hats large enough to keep off both sun and rain. We looked like
pirates and our decks had the appearance of well-stocked farmyards. Bunches of
bananas hung in the rigging, and in midship bins we had oranges, raw sugar in
molds wrapped in palm leaves, coconuts, numerous small fruits, and yams. Under
cover we had many large sacks of rice, and in the very eyes of the ship we had a
well-stocked chicken coop and a pen with a pig in it. While we were well
supplied with fresh food, our fresh-water tanks held only six hundred gallons,
upon which we had to depend not only for drinking, cooking, and washing but
for feeding the ship’s boilers.

The water problem was significant, for we did not have a distilling plant and
could operate for only a few days before having to replenish our supply. Good
fresh water was very plentiful on shore but too dangerous to obtain, so we
depended on the rain. Fortunately there are many rain showers every day in the
Philippines, and we rigged a system of canvas gutters on our awnings to catch
the rainfall. By skimping, we managed to have enough.

All in all, we were doing fairly well on our patrol, and although we made few
captures of any value, we gradually succeeded in destroying most of the native
shipping that carried arms and supplies to the insurrectionists. Now and then
there was a bit of excitement, especially one day when some of the seized
Filipinos launched at us with bolos and dirks," but we managed to overpower
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them before much damage was done. Another time, we seized a banca with
fifteen or twenty young men passengers who were in such a state of excitement
that I knew something must be wrong. All were in ragged native clothing
except for one whom they treated as the leader. He acted in a very suspicious
manner, gathering several large sacks of rice around him, sitting on the top of
one. When we attempted to examine them, he objected strenuously. Hidden in
the sacks we found, a uniform, coat, and pants worn by insurrectionist officers, a
pair of shoulder straps, a pocket compass, whistle, and most important of all, his
commission as first lieutenant in the Philippine army, signed by Emilio
Aguinaldo, and a paper directing that he be recognized by the Filipinos as
Aguinaldo’s representative.'” Evidently the lieutenant had been out recruiting
and was taking his “catch” to Batangas to join the army.

As we read the papers, the group became even more excited and began to beg
for mercy, though of course we had no intentdon of maltreating them. My only
desire was to keep them away from the insurrectionist army, so we took them
about twenty miles to a litde island where we put them ashore. They seemed
much surprised at the action, but I rather think they felt it was from fear on our
part rather than kindness.

After keeping out of Batangas Bay all of one day, I decided to slip in during
darkness one night so that at dawn we would be off the town where the
insurrectionist-based army was. Whether I fooled the natives or they simply had
bad luck, I do not know, but just as it grew light, I found a good-sized,
schooner-rigged banca near the Panay, tying to get to a landing that the
insurrectionists had in a bayou. Of course we seized the banca, and to our
amazement found it full of fine, live, fat steers crowded into the schooner. |
considered it quite a catch and at once took it in tow to safer waters. Then arose
the problem of what to do with the prize. I had either to take it to Manila intact
or else destroy it, and killing thirty big, fat steers was a somewhat unusual task,
even for sailors. I considered the matter for an hour or so and then, having sent
the crew of the schooner ashore in their boat, I put two men on the schooner
and set out for Manila to divide the steers among Dewey’s fleet, which had been
without fresh meat for several weeks.

For a man-of-war, the little Panay must have presented an amazing
appearance at that time, with its chicken coops, pigpen, bunches of bananas,
coconuts, yams, etc., on its deck, and some twenty-five live steers trailing behind
in its tow. But we thought little of that as we gauged ourselves on results. We
stood out of Batangas Bay and headed up the coast for Manila in beautiful
weather. After several hours and shortly after midday, we rounded Cape Santiago
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to pass into the China Sea when suddenly, in the quiet afternoon, came a loud
hail from our lookout aloft, “Horse, ho.”

As far as any of us knew, never before had the lookout of a man-of-war passed
such an outlandish hail, and being somewhat concerned anyway with the
bucolic appearance of my command, I thought the “lookout” might be playing a
joke. I therefore hailed him and demanded to know what he thought he was
doing by passing such a ridiculous hail. But instead of assuming an apologetic
attitude, he cried out loudly, “Captain, there is a horse swimming out there,
broad off our starboard bow, and I didn’t know how else to report it.”

I at once headed the Panay toward the horse and stopped the ship, whereupon
the horse began to circle round and round it as fast as it could swim, while we
chased after it with a lowered lifeboat. For a few minutes there was an exciting
race between boat and horse, but while the boat could easily overtake the horse,
the bowman, in his attempt to grab the horse’s mane or forelock, caused it to
start off wildly in a reverse direction around the ship. It looked for a time that the
horse might prevent our saving him, but when the resourceful sailors could not
catch him by the head, they grabbed his tail, and while holding it tightly, the boat
was worked up alongside the horse. They caught his mane and towed him, bows
on, to the ship, where he was promptly swung into the grips of the lifeboat and
hoisted on board with the boat falls.

We looked the horse over, found him to be a beautiful little nadive stallion,
almost jet black,and we fell in love with him at once. Deciding to keep him if we
could get him to Manila, the men began building a stall for him.

We had gone only a short distance, much excited over having added a fine
horse to our barnyard collection, when the lookout once more passed a loud
hail, “Horse, ho.” Not to be caught napping again, I promptly called out “Where
away horse?” “Two points on the starboard bow,” reported the lookout. Sure
enough, there was another horse swimming wildly. From our experience with
the first horse, we knew exactly what method of rescue to take with the second
one, and it was not to long before he too was on board—a beautiful little, dark,
sorrel stallion. They were such fine horses, we wondered how they came to be
adrift in the China Sea, several miles off shore. Then we saw, stretched along the
large white beach at cape Santiago, clearly visible through our glasses, an
insurrectionist cavalry regiment busily engaged in cleaning its horses. Evidently
the ones we caught had gone beyond their depth and were swept out to sea by
the strong current.

Once more starting for Manila, but losing the protection of land as we stood
into the China Sea, we soon encountered a considerable trade wind swell. It was
not too much for the Panay to buck, even laden as it was, but it soon proved
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difficult for the schooner with the steers. Old and not built to stand heavy seas or
being towed into one, the vessel began to open its seams. I could see our men
pumping frantically, trying to keep ahead of the water, but before long they
hailed the Panay and reported that the schooner would surely sink if we
continued to buck the sea. There was nothing to do but head back, and with
great reluctance we did so, finally reaching a safe anchorage in Balayan Bay,
long after dark, where the Panay took the schooner alongside and worked all
night to keep it afloat.

Daybreak found us in a worse-than-ever fix, for in addition to the pigs,
chickens, and horses that we had on the Panay, we had our twenty-five live steers
on the sinking schooner. Thus, once again the valuable steers became a problem.
We could not care for them, and even if we could have managed to land them,
they would have been taken by the insurrectionists for whom they were
originally intended. Under our orders, there remained only one thing to
do—destroy the steers as well as the schooner.

As the steers had to be killed before we could destroy the schooner, we were
obliged to find a humane way to do what we so abhorred. Fortunately, the way
the steers had been loaded helped us greatly, for they were packed in tightly,
standing on their feet, alternately head to tail. The heads of half of them were to
starboard and the other half to port, so by first shooting all on the one side, in the
head, and then quickly moving across and shooting the others, all were killed
within two minutes without a commotion. Then, after tricing up one of the
carcasses to a boat davit to butcher for our own use, we destroyed the schooner.

It was a great relief to get rid of those steers, which of course by that time had
been suffering intensely from hunger and thirst. But we still had the one to be
butchered, hanging at a davit, and I began to worry over that. However, worry is
generally unnecessary when confronted with a job when sailors are around—I
have learned from experience that always one is found who can handle a
difficult situaton. Hence, when I inquired of our crew if there was a butcher
aboard, one old seaman agreed to tackle the steer. In less than an hour, the Panay
was once more on its patrol task but with four beef quarters hanging in the
rigging with the bananas.

That night, on falling in with the Mindoro, I relieved the strain on our rigging
by sending two of the beef quarters to its crew—a considerable amount of fresh
meat for a crew of eighteen. We had little worry about food, but we were
concerned about our livestock, especially the two horses. We had captured
enough rice to feed our cattle, and the horses seemed to enjoy it, but when it
came to water, we found the horses drank so heavily of our small supply that if
we continued to keep them on board we would soon not have any water for
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ourselves, We therefore sought to find a place where they could live until we
again returned to Manila. We discovered a small island at the northern end of
Verde Island Passage, which had both grass and water and but one empty native
hut. We seized the island and put the horses ashore, taking a look at them every
few days, but alas, when we started back to Manila we were in too great a rush
to catch the animals—so, in spite of the pride we had expected to take in riding
the horses around Manila, we were forced to leave them behind.

Our patrol duty went on as before, but by the ime we had been out for nearly
three weeks, there was little shipping left to be seized and our job became
monotonous. Our one excitement, after meeting up with the Mindoro, was the
gift, with the compliments of her captain, of a huge dressed pig, one of three they
had captured a few days before.

We were all anxious to get back to Manila Bay where once again the Panay
could assume the characteristics of a man-of-war. Also, the ship needed docking,
painting, and numerous repairs, so as soon as we arrived we were ordered to the
Cavite Yard to have the work done. While at the Yard the Panay’s “mother ship,”
the Monadnock, was ordered to Cebu,and I was given orders to join it there with
the Panay when our repairs were completed. I did not look forward to the run to
Cebu, which was about three hundred miles through unknown waters filled
with shoals. Because there were no navigational maps to be had, I bought a map
of the islands which, while it showed the location of the principal towns, merely
showed blue where there was water and nothing at all in the way of depths,
dangers, or navigational marks. However, with our experience in navigating the
unknown and dangerous waters, I felt we could get there if we knew where it
was. We did so and found the Monadnock in port, expecting us.

We replenished our fuel, fresh water, and supplies, and with another similar
gunboat, the Calamianes (always called “Calamity Ann’’), were sent to stop traffic
on the coast of Leyte and Samar. Up until that time, no attempts had been made
to establish our control in those islands, and therefore, some fierce and
bloodthirsty native groups had seized the various towns and were preying on the
population. Of course there was little that gunboats could do to free the towns
from bandits, but we did prevent the bandits from obtaining additional rifles and
ammunition.

The arrival of the gunboats was a tremendous surprise to the insurrectionists,
who, having seized all available hemp and other products, were busily engaged in
shipping and bartering. Hence, the gunboats encountered much traffic, and for
several days were busy destroying it. Since the natives would run their bancas
ashore as soon as a gunboat was seen, remove their cargoes with great speed, and
then abandon ship, we failed to capture rifles and ammunition. We did seize
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many fierce-looking bolos, some food, clothing, and occasionally a wooden
rifle so expertly made that it exactly resembled the real article. For a while the
natives bluffed us considerably with those wooden rifles, and by keeping near
their grounded bancas in large and apparently well-armed groups, they caused
us to do our destruction work by gunfire some distance away. However, we
soon learned their “racket” and afterward used a small boat to take a party
ashore to the grounded banca and burn it, being careful to avoid an attack of
their horrible bolos.

On this trip, each gunboat captured a cargo steamer of about five
hundred-ton capacity. Both were fine little ships that were used to carry hemp to
Asiatic ports where they would trade it for ammunition. Unluckily, the steamers
were empty when we took them, for having received word of our approach,
they had been rushed to little piers in well-covered harbors and discharged of
their cargo by the time we reached them. But even without cargoes, the ships
were most important captures,since they were the principal means by which the
Leyte and Samar insurrectionists were obtaining arms from Asia.

After finishing that expedition, the two gunboats were sent on a similar one
around the Island of Bohol and along the north coast of Mindanao. Nothing of
unusual interest occurred except toward the end of the trip when we were
caught in a typhoon in the Mindanao Sea. Both gunboats endeavored to find
refuge behind an island, in the center of which was a volcano, often active. We
spent all of one day making a clockwise circuit of the island, trying to find a lee,
but we never succeeded. The wind was shifting so rapidly that no matter which
side of the island we reached there was always a gale blowing directly toward the
shore. That condition was a result of our proximity to the center of the storm.

On our return to Cebu, we found that the Monadnock had just received a
cable message from Admiral Dewey to be conveyed to the USS Castine at
Zamboanga as soon as possible.'” Although Zamboanga was in the Sulu Sea,
two hundred miles away on the southern tip of Mindanao Island, I volunteered
to deliver the message, and left the following morning. It was another trip into
unknown waters, made especially difficult by the fact that on the way to
Zamboanga I was to follow the Mindanao coast closely from Camiguin Island
and destroy illicit traffic. Those orders added zest to the trip, and while several
native vessels were seized, none carried munitions. In the Sulu Sea we saw its
great display of water snakes and turtles; there were hundreds of them in sight on
the surface at all times.

We delivered the dispatch to the USS Castine, and when I returned to Cebu
my command ended, for while I had been four months in the Panay, the detail
was limited, by order, to three. Of course I regretted having to give up my first
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command, but it had been a strenuous and trying experience, and it was
advisable to rest a bit whether I wanted to or not.
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In the Monadnock Again

IT WAS A GREAT TREAT to have the comforts of the Monadnock again, and [
appreciated them. There were no clashes with insurrectionists, and it was safe
to go ashore in Cebu, which was held by the army. On the ship it was cool, quiet,
and pleasant. We received mail every week or two and were kept informed of
important events by cable messages from Manila.

One of the most important events to us and to the army officers on shore was
the approaching Army-Navy football game of 1899. We knew nothing about
the teams, but had so many heated arguments over them that bets had to be
made. The army files placed four hundred “dobie dollars” in a bag and dared the
navy to cover them. We did, and by putting up all available cash and obligating
every dollar we would receive in the next two months, we raised a few hundred
dollars more than they did. We then shook the bag of money in the faces of the
army until they raised additional money to cover ours. After that, we spent out
time planning how we would spend our winnings. The Monadnock had orders to
proceed to Hong Kong for docking and repairs after the game, and the nearly
two thousand dobie dollars in the bag would ensure us a good time for the
several weeks we were to be there. However, the army won, and we reached
Hong Kong dead broke.

There was a litde excitement before we left Cebu. A large British
merchantman ran aground and I had to take a boat and working party to get it
afloat. By putting tremendous strain on heavy kedge anchors that we planted,
and by backing the engines full power at high tide, we succeeded in getting the
ship off the reef. For the job which took us all day, we received a very curt
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“Thank You” from the captain, who I thought would provide food for my men
for their hard work.

On another occasion, I was given six men and ordered to use the captain’s
launch, Mercedes, to hunt among the reefs and little islands north of Bobul to
destroy all shipping found there. Because the Mercedes had only fifteen tons
displacement and the crew was small, the three-day search had its dangers; not
only was the area known to be a transshipping place and hideout for many
insurrectionist groups and craft, but we were entirely unfamiliar with its very
shallow waters and its narrow, intricate, and dangerous channels. To make
matters more difficult, the islands and reefs were covered with heavy tropical
growth, which prevented us from seeing more than two or three hundred yards
in any direction, and we expected to be ambushed and attacked at any moment.

Evidently our entering these waters caught the natives unawares, and they
assumed neither defensive nor offensive positions. We managed to avoid the
shoals as we went through the tortuous channels, stopping frequently to
investigate, seize, and often destroy the numerous native craft that we found. The
papers of almost every one of them confirmed they were operating under
insurrectionist control, in active trade. While we did not find firearms or
ammunition to seize, we did appropriate many lots of war bolos, considerable
materials that were used by the insurrectionists, and some large shipments of
hemp and copra.

We caught one fair-sized schooner with a very large hemp shipment. As we
approached, I noticed it was making considerable effort to keep its stern toward
us, and as soon as we drew alongside, a fat Chinaman handed me a bamboo case
containing the ship’s papers. I took them out, and while unrolling them and
looking over the schooner, I felt a peculiar tickling sensation on my hand that
held the papers. Giving it a quick brush, I knocked off a sizeable object that
plumped to the deck. It was a large centipede, about six inches long. Being
brushed off so quickly, it did not have time, very fortunately, to sting me.
Naturally I was furious, knowing that the centipede could have been there only
by design. Then I wondered why it had been done, since the year-old papers had
been issued by our own authorities in Manila, authorizing the schooner bearing
the name painted on the stern to trade freely in the islands.

Of course, having such a permit to trade, the schooner seemed to be all right,
and while weighing the situation in my mind, one of my men rushed to me
saying, “Is it all right for this schooner to have on its bow a name in large letters
that is different from the name on the stern?” Of course it was at least
extraordinary, and when the fat Chinaman showed such great excitement over
our discovery, I ordered a thorough search of the schooner.
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For a considerable time we found nothing suspicious, and 1 had about
decided the schooner could not be seized when another bamboo tube was
found, cleverly hidden over a beam in the cabin. Inside that tube we found
another complete set of ship’s papers, but for a schooner with the name painted
on the bow. Those papers had been issued by the insurrectionists some six
months after those issued in Manila and showed that for several months the
schooner had been engaged in insurrectionist traffic. Theirs was a clever ruse, for
by showing the name of the stern and the American papers to Americans, and
showing the name on the bow and insurrectionist papers to Filipinos, the
schooner was ready for any contingency. Having discovered their trick, we were
forced to burn the schooner and its large cargo of hemp.

When the Meredes returned to the Monadnock, it was loaded with loot,
especially weird-looking bolos of the Moro type, all very heavy and sharp as
razors, which we gave away as souvenirs. During the next few, quiet days, the Iris,
a combination collier and water ship, came in to supply the Monadnock with coal
and water for our trip to Hong Kong,

We were eager for that visit, with its rest from war conditions, and looked
forward to a little night freedom and the enjoyment we might find in the famous
fleshpots of Hong Kong. But the prospects for pleasure were considerably
dimmed by the loss of all our money, which had been bet money on the football
game!

It was cold that winter, but we could wvisit back and forth with the British and
American residents as well as with numerous foreign warships in the harbor. We
could attend the races, but not bet on them, and there were even occasional
dances. And, something quite out of the ordinary occurred. Ferdie lost his pants!

Ferdie (not his real name) was an ensign in the Monadnock. We were very fond
of him, not only because of his ability as an officer but also because of his “happy
go lucky” nature and disposition."* While on duty, Ferdie was very serious, but
when off, particularly on shore, he would be so highly frivolous that we dubbed
him “Festive Ferdie.” He lived high, quickly spending every dollar he managed
to get his hands on and often sponged a bit on the rest of us, even though he had
no money for clothes. Because of these traits, the commissioned officers
eventually refused to go ashore with him—and that was the state of affairs when
we arrived in Hong Kong.

When in uniform, and especially while on the ship, Ferdie was a most
courteous and punctilious gentlemen of the old school type and expected all
naval officers to be the same. For that reason, Ferdie was quite upset over an
incident that occurred on the Iris when that ship came alongside the Monadnock
at Cebu.
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No sooner had the Iris secured than Ferdie went over to “call” on the officers
and probably to acquire a few of the drinks usually served to visitors. To reach
the wardroom, he had to go down a long, narrow passageway, so narrow in fact
that two men of just ordinary size had to squeeze to pass each other. Just as
Ferdie started down the passageway, a door at the other end of the wardroom
opened and out came a large, rather obese, medical officer, lieutenant junior
grade, one rank above Ferdie.'”

Although each officer saw the other approaching, neither showed a sign of
giving way. Ferdie, being a visiting officer, felt that mere courtesy gave him the
right of way, while the junior lieutenant doctor felt that rank had its privileges.
So they continued on, and when meeting, Ferdie told the doctor that he should
givé way to a visitor, while the doctor informed Ferdie that rank took
precedence. When Ferdie backed out of the passageway, he called out, “You are
no gentleman.”

That incident so enraged Ferdie that he did not make his call; instead, he
returned to the Monadnock, and complained bitterly of the lack of courtesy on
the Iris and of what he called the insulting and ungentlemanly conduct of the
doctor. The rest of us gave little thought to the occurrence, but it rankled and
was not forgotten by Ferdie.

It was only a few weeks later that the Monadnock went to Hong Kong. Just
before we left, Ferdie received a letter from home with an enclosed check for
one hundred fifty dollars. As soon as we arrived in Hong Kong, he went ashore
and bought fifty dollars worth of new clothes and decided to make a good
liberty on the remaining hundred dollars. He based himself at the home of our
consul in Hong Kong, who happened to be related to Ferdie.

For his night of liberty, Ferdie wanted company, but knowing his penchant for
roughhousing when he had money, none of his messmates would join him. He
therefore sought the ship’s gunner, whose liberty tastes were similar. They went
ashore together, Ferdie sending his suitcase to the consul’s house, where he
expected to overnight.

It was a bit early when they landed, so Ferdie and the gunner repaired to the
bar of the Hong Kong Hotel where, for about an hour, they imbibed freely. They
were a bit tight when about nine o’clock a large, obese man, also considerably in
liquor, came in. Ferdie at once cried out, “My God! It’s that damned doctor” and
immediately went up to him and said, “You insulted me. You're no gentleman,
and you’ve got to fight.” The doctor was amazed, and in his confused state,
Ferdie and the gunner were complete strangers to him. However, when Ferdie
explained what had happened on the Iris, reiterated that the doctor was no
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gentleman, and said he would have to fight, the doctor declared he was a
gentleman, a Virginia gentleman, and in Virginia gentlemen fought!

Many details had to be arranged before the fight could be properly carried on,
so the three of them decided to have a few drinks together while making the
plans, which took about two hours to complete to the satisfaction of all. The
doctor informed them that he was leaving for the United States on the mail
steamer sailing at two o’clock the next day, so it was unanimously decided that
the fight should take place that night and also that the gunner should act as
second for both. They realized they could not fight in the Hong Kong Hotel or
in the busy English part of the town, so a secluded spot must be found. On
coming ashore, Ferdie had noticed a boatyard on the waterfront,and both he and
the doctor thought that would be an ideal place for the fight.

Down to the boatyard they went, all fairly drunk by that time and locking
arms to keep from falling. On the way, Ferdie happened to recall what a fighter
he was, having won a hard fistfight while a cadet at Annapolis,and ever since had
been considered a great scrapper—especially by himself. Thinking it over as they
rolled down the street, Ferdie began to feel sorry for the doctor. Even though the
doctor weighed about seventy-five pounds more than he did, Ferdie feared he
might kill the doctor. So Ferdie suggested that the fight be six rounds, the first
three of wrestling in which the heavy doctor would have great advantage, and
the last three of fistfighting in which Ferdie excelled.

When they arrived at the boatyard, it seemed deserted. The place they
selected for the fight was between boats where there was an arc light above the
rough, cobblestoned ground. The three rounds of wrestling went off with both
contestants fully dressed, the gunner acting as referee and second to both. As
expected, the heavy doctor had considerably the better of it,and Ferdie, who was
underneath on the cobblestones most of the time, by the end of the last round
was much disheveled. Recalling that he was wearing his new suit of clothes and
wishing to prevent further damage, Ferdie asked the referee to call “time” so he
could remove his pants. That being done, Ferdie rolled them up carefully to keep
his remaining cash from falling out of his pockets and placed them under a boat.
Then the fight was resumed, this time with fists.

In the second round Ferdie suddenly launched a mighty swing, which he
thought knocked the doctor far under a boat and probably killed him, so he
started a search for the body, crawling under every boat, but not finding the
doctor’s body. He then began to look for his pants, and after he and the gunner
had looked under every boat in the yard, they gave up the search.

By that time it was well after midnight and Ferdie and the gunner were in a
predicament. Not only were they both very drunk, and Ferdie without his pants
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and money, but worse still, they were miles from the consul’s house far up on the
Peak, and had to go through the busiest part of town to reach it. Could the
gunner have found one of Hong Kong’s numerous chairs to carry Ferdie to the
consul’s, that problem would have been solved, but there were none at that time
of night in that part of the city. By dodging from one door entrance to another
and from shadow to shadow, clinging to each other, they finally reached the
Hong Kong Hotel. There they found sedan chairs and Ferdie was escorted by
the gunner to the consul’s house. The maid, who was waiting up for him, did not
at once recognize him, but after much explaining he was allowed to enter. The
next morning, the Consul questioned the maid about Ferdie and she said, “Oh
yes, the lieutenant came in all right, but he must have been riding very late as he
was wearing his riding breeches.” Ferdie was still without pants, and he was due
back on the ship very soon, so the maid hurried a note to us on the ship, telling
of his predicament and asking us to send him a pair of pants immediately. We did
so and then waited to hear Ferdie’s story when he came aboard.

Ferdie was much cut up over the loss of his pants and money, but he had
greater worries over what had become of the doctor and expected to be arrested
at any moment for killing him. Ferdie could stand the suspense no longer, and
after lunch asked some of us to go ashore with him to find out the doctor’s fate.
The first thing we did was go to the steamer on which the doctor had expected
to sail and find out if he was still alive and perhaps under medical care, badly
battered and bruised. As we 