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CHAPTER 1

THE AMERICAN NAVAL FORCES IN EUROPEAN
WATERS

T is now more than a year since the first units
of the American Fleet sailed away from our
shores and were promptly lost to view in those
mists of secrecy with which the British Admir-
alty then camouflaged its sea operations. Now
and then a flash of information blazed out of the
war fogs—as when the British First Sea Lord
announced in Parliament early in 1918 that ¢‘be-
tween forty and fifty per cent. of U-boats were
being sunk.”” But of the manner in which they
came to their ends we were not informed.
Generally speaking, that policy of silence was

good at the time, though it was not good for the
3
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-""-EHun,‘Who never could find out what became of
those of his U-boats that failed to return to
port. Whether they were sunk by shell-fire,
mines, torpedo, collision with each other or with
sunken rocks, or through internal defects of
their own, he could not tell. He knew only that
after two and a half voyages, on the average,
they did not return; and we have good reason to
know that the mystery that surrounded their
fate seriously impaired the morale of his crews.

For England—a small country geograph-
ically, and the seat of the underseas war—this
policy of silence did not entail much hardship.
Considerable news seeps down to the man in
the street from clubs and other sources.
Though nothing was printed of the submarine
war, everybody knew that it was going well:
news of individual feats of gallantry soon
spread through the nation.

In America, however, the conditions are en-
tirely different. San Francisco is farther from
New York than the latter city is from London.
We are too far from the war, our borders are
too wide, for the dissemination of information
by word of mouth. After our fleet sailed away,
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it might, for anything we knew to the contrary,
have gone straight to the bottom. Not till the
developments of the underseas war permitted
a relaxation in the rule of silence, eight months
later, did we hear anything of it. The wise
policy of publicity within certain bounds that
followed permitted the writing of the following
chapters on the work of the American Fleet.

The account of its disposition and operations
may well begin with a glance at the situation
that the first units found on their arrival in
British waters in 1917. For the last two days
of the voyage they cruised amid the wreckage
of torpedoed ships—boxes, barrels, crates;
smashed boats, often with dead and dying men
in them; drowned animals; alas! far too often,
dead men and women, still upheld by life-pre-
servers.

Far better, however, than by any pen picture,
the situation is set forth in the accompanying
map, which approximately gives the sinkings of
Allied ships in April, 1917. Each of the black
dots and circles that surround the Allied coasts
with a mourning border represents a ship sunk
by torpedo, mine, or gun-fire. But, one year
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later, the month of April showed a happy re-
duction in sinkings of 70 per cent.

This striking change appears still more re-
markable when we remember the tremendous
volume of transport tonnage that was added
to the normal merchant trade during the year.
Troop- and supply-ships aggregating two and a
quarter millions of tons streamed in a gigantic
ferry across the Atlantic, carrying a million
American soldiers to France. These ships had
to be and were securely convoyed,—so securely
that even Hindenburg acknowledged that it was
suicide for a U-boat to attack them,—and this
extra service drew from the English and Ameri-
can fleets a large number of destroyers that
would otherwise have been used to protect mer-
chant shipping and hunt down U-boats. It goes
without saying, therefore, that but for this para-
mount necessity, the number of merchant sink-
ings would have been still less; the number of
U-boats sunks, still more.

As it is we may rest satisfied; for the most
gratifying feature is found in the fact that in
the months of February, March, and April,
1918, the two great curves that represent
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U-boats sunk and new ships built showed a re-
markable acceleration. In the first year of the
war the U-boat curve was little better than hori-
zontal. It really began to curve late in the fol-
lowing year, and has gone on bending upwards
more and more steeply, until, in the last few
months, it threatens to become vertical.

We are now (September, 1918) sinking
U-boats faster than the Germans can build them.
We are building ships far faster than the
U-boats can sink them. In the sense of a con-
test in which the issue is still at stake, the un-
derseas war is over. Henceforth it descends
to the level of privateering and sporadic raids,
which will become fewer as the months go by.

This remarkable showing is, of course, the
product of many factors—the introduction and
extension of the convoy system; improved
methods of hunting U-boats by depth-mine bar-
rages; the perfection of listening devices; the
use of Allied submarines to hunt down U-boats;
the extension of the Naval Aviation Service,
both American and English; the closing of Zee-
briigge and Ostend and the blocking of other
U-boat routes by new mine-fields: in all of
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‘which the American Fleet has done good work.

The American Fleet is made up of a composi-
tion of battleships, dreadnoughts, destroyers,
scout-cruisers, submarines, armed yachts, coast-
guard vessels, mine-layers, and repair ships,
manned by a personnel of more than forty thou-
sand men. To this now has to be added over a
hundred ‘‘chasers’” and their crews; many
thousands of men serving on troop- and supply-
ships, naval transports, as armed guards; radio
and signal men; naval gun crews furnished to
merchant vessels; lastly, ten thousand men of
the American Naval Aviation Service. Lump-
ing them all together, a hundred thousand men
would be a conservative estimate of the Ameri-
can naval forces, either serving directly under
the command of Admiral Sims or coming and
going in the transport service.

Judged by any standard, this is a large fleet,
and one of the most satisfactory things about
it—to an American, at least—is found in the
fact that its upkeep has laid no additional
burden on England, already over-weighted with
her own war costs and those of weaker allies.
Our fleet is practically self-sustaining.
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All its food and supplies have been sent by the
United States. Excepting major operations
that require a dry-dock, it makes its own repairs.
It manufactures its own torpedoes; provides
its own hospitals; and as sailors, like other
men, cannot live by bread alone, it has estab-
lished numerous recreation buildings, with
cinema theaters, dormitories, dining, reading,
writing, and bath rooms, the quality of which
may be gaged from the fact that one single es-
tablishment cost thirty thousand dollars.

For convenience in operations, the fleet is
divided into five principal units. The first to
go over, a flotilla of crack destroyers, operated
in Irish waters, and made good in both offen-
sive and defensive warfare against the sub-
marines. Two vessels of this flotilla steamed
sixty-four thousand miles apiece during the
year—a distance equal to a voyage from Liver-
pool to New York and return—each month.
Thirty of them steamed one million five hundred
thousand miles on convoy duty.

The record of the armed yachts and de-
stroyers in French waters is equally good. In
conjunction with the French and English fleets
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and their sister flotilla in Irish waters, they
have handled the American transport trade,
also many coastal convoys, with a remarkably
small loss in sinkings.

Credit for this has to be shared with the
American Naval Aviation Service, which has
established many stations in France. For there
is nothing the U-boat dreads more than the sea-
planes—great hawks of the sea, which come
booming out from the land to find and strike
their steel prey.

This service also operates some stations in
England, Ireland, and Italy. Some of its men
were in the big seaplane fight in Heligoland
Bight, when nine Allied planes engaged seven-
teen Huns. Others have fought frequent en-
gagements. Summing the naval air service, one
may say that its work is invaluable.

A third American division operafes in the
Mediterranean—under severe handicaps, for
the geographical features of that long and nar-
row sea render it an ideal ground for U-boat
operations. Operating from their bases at
Pola and Cattaro, on the Adriatic Sea, the
[U-boats get two fine chances, coming and go-
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ing, at every ship. The neutrality of Spain is
also in their favor, providing a city of refuge
to which they can fly when hard pressed or too
badly damaged to keep the seas. In spite, how-
ever, of these handicaps, sinkings in the Medi-
terranean have been cut down sixty-five per
cent. during the year. ‘

Next come the submarines, two units of which
operate on bases wide apart. One holds a group
of islands, which might otherwise serve as a
U-boat base, while the other actively hunts them
through British waters. Their work is ex-
tremely valuable, for it has increased the hard-
ships of Hun U-boat life several hundred per
cent. Thanks to the Allied submarines, Fritz
can no longer bask in the sunlight till the masts
of a convoy poke up from behind the horizon;
for he never knows when a torpedo may land on
his solar plexus.

Having taken an eight-day cruise in an Ameri-
can submarine, I am in a position to know
exactly what prolonged submergence means.
Fritz’s life—never a happy one—has through
the operations of Allied submarines become in-
supportable. Dogged by patrols, bombed by
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seaplanes, voyaging always through a maze of
nets and mines, he is now hunted underseas by
huge steel sharks of his own kind.

Lastly, a battleship division operates with the
British Grand Fleet in the North Sea, assisting
in the work of keeping the German High Seas
Fleet bottled up in harbor. While cruising re-
cently, this division narrowly missed contact
with the enemy, and the disappointment of the
entire personnel thereat is beyond my power in
words. Now they are hungering for another
real chance at the Hun.

This, then, briefly sums the disposition and
operations for a year of the American Fleet.
Space does not permit description of the real
hardships and dangers of the work. In! Coal
up! Out! describes the life. Blow high, blow
low, it ran its convoys to break the strangler’s
cord of U-boats and keep the stream of ships in
circulation.

This was not accomplished without a price
in lives. The armed yacht Alcedo, torpedoed
in French waters; the Jacob Jones, sunk in the
Channel; the Chauncey, rammed and sunk dur-
ing a fog—these, with a hundred of their crews
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and twenty-two other lads washed off the decks
of destroyers during night storms, are the price
the American Navy has paid for the safe de-
livery of Allied supplies. But that was inev-
itable. Having done its duty according to its
lights, the fleet asks no higher praise than that
freely accorded by the man who—next to its
own Admiral Sims—knows it better than any
other man alive, Admiral Sir Lewis Bayley,
Commander-in-Chief of the American flotilla
in Irish waters:

I want to express my deep gratitude to the United
States officers and ratings for the skill, energy, and
unfailing good nature which they have constantly
shown; qualities that have materially assisted the
war by enabling the ships of the Allied Powers to
cross the ocean in comparative freedom.

To command you is an honour; to work with you a
pleasure; to know you is to know the best traits of the
Anglo-Saxon people.



CHAPTER II

¢¢g1M8’S CIROUS, CONTINUOUS!”

HEN Admiral Sims granted my request
to visit the destroyer flotilla in Irish
waters, his eyes took on a twinkle that I was
destined to see again—in the eyes of the Brit-
ish base Admiral, to whom I reported two days
later, in those of the chief of staff of the Ameri-
can flotilla; also those of the Commander in
whose vessel I finally went out. His executive
officer even laughed—and apologized. They '
all asked, quite casually, how much of a sailor
I was, and gave non-committal nods to tales of
voyages on big ships. Then they all twinkled
again,
From the train window approaching the base
I obtained my first view of ¢¢Sims’s circus,’’ as
the flotilla has been named by an irreverent en-
sign. At least, I obtained my first astonished
view of the minor portion thereof that chanced

to be in port. For the base Admiral is a most
15
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efficient man. His offices and house windows
both overlook the water, and it ’s said by our
skippers that his idea of heaven is ‘‘a harbor
clear of ships and every destroyer at sea.”

I may add from personal observation that
never was there a man who did so much to make
his idea of heaven obtain on earth. Nothing
short of a ‘‘salty condenser?’’ will procure from
him a stay in port—which reminds me of a
question put by a green ensign in our ward-
room one day:

“Is the water we drink pure enough to use
in our boilers?’’

To which was given in indignant chorus:
“¢Of course not! What do you think you are?”’

Returning again to the flotilla. A convoy
was ready to sail; a dozen or so of our destroy-
ers were to be seen nestling like speckled chick-
ens under the wings of the mother repair ships.

I said ‘‘speckled.”” It is, however, too weak
a term for the ‘‘dazzle’’ paint with which they
were bedaubed. No wonder the irreverent en-
sign dubbed them the ‘‘cirens.”’

Barred, striped, blotched, smudged, ring-
streaked with vivid pinks, arsenic greens, blowsy
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reds, violent blues, they looked like—like—like
nothing in the world unless it be that most poi-
sonous of drinks, a ’Frisco pousse café. All
of the giraffes, zebras, leopards, and tigers ever
assembled in the ‘““World’s Greatest Aggrega-
tion’’ exhibit conventional patterns in compari-
son with this destroyer camouflage. The ex-
ception to this blazing color scheme, a recent
arrival from home, looked, in her dull lead paint,
like a Puritan maiden that had fallen by acci-
dent into a blowsy company of painted Jezebels.

The object of this wanton display is, of
course, to fool Fritz of the submarines. That
it might do so by hurting his eyes or the shock
to his artistic sensibilities none would deny;
but I found it hard to believe that these rainbow
colors make a difference in visibility. Yet they
do. Whereas at sea the following day, the Puri-
tan maiden showed a clear black outline at four
miles with every spar clearly defined, the Jeze-
bels presented at the same distance a blurred,
wavering mass of color. It was difficult to tell
bow from stern or judge their direction. They
presented about as fair a target as does a dart-
ing hummingbird.
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The vessel I went out on had struck America’s
first blow in the war by attacking one of the
submarines that opposed our transports in the
Atlantic. The thought was hot in my mind
when, after boarding her, my eye wandered from
the knifelike bows back over the shotted guns,
grim topedo tubes, along the low, rakish hull
to the stern, where two depth-mines hung poised
for instant use.

Of all the enginery of destruction produced
in the war, there is no weapon more terrible
than these. The explosion of one lifts a column
of water thirty yards wide fifty feet above the
sea. One that was discharged nearly two hun-
dred yards away from a 30,000-ton ocean liner
heaved her up six inches in the water. So ter-
rible are they that destroyers drop them only
when running at high speed to insure a ‘‘get-
away,’’ and even then the iron floor-plates of
the boiler-room are often lifted by the eoncus-
sion.

From the bridge I watched this slender arrow
of a ship slip out through the harbor headlands,
where a number of other destroyers were at
work combing the offing for submarines before
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the convoy came out. They were beautiful to
see—shooting like a school of rainbow flying-
fish over the long green seas; careening on swift
turns, laying the white lace of their wakes over
sixty square miles of sea. Among them, grace-
ful as a swallow, was the Jacob Jones, the un-
fortunate vessel which, torpedoed two weeks
later, now lies with sixty-four of our brave lads
at the bottom of the sea. It is only necessary
to record that she did not die unavenged.

Were I permitted to tell the number of sink-
ings to the credit of our fleet, it would cause sur-
prise. Imay say that dozens of submarines are
strewn over the ocean floor around the British
Isles. Out of the five sinkings that Mr. Lloyd-
George was to announce in Parliament that very
night as being the bag for one day, two were to
the credit of our base.



CHAPTER III

CAPTURING A U-BOAT

HEARD the stories of some of those sub-
marines while we were circling and swoop-
ing above them.

““You see that marker?’” The executive of-
ficer on the bridge indicated a small buoy as we
swept by. ‘‘There was something funny about
the way that fellow got his.

¢“A little patrol-boat happened to cross his
wake. Cheeky little beggars, those patrols.
Though he had nothing but an old-style depth-
charge, he took a chance, dropped it at the head
of the wake, then listened around.

‘¢ After a while he heard calking hammers go-
ing on the bottom, and knew that Fritz was
down there making repairs. So he sent out a
radio, and a destroyer came up and dropped a
big charge of TNT squarely on top of Fritz.

His oil came up in gushes, and a diver found
20
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him lying on his side, like a dead whale next day,
split wide open, like a gutted fish.

““There ’s another lying some miles away over
there. The British Admiralty has to be shown
before it gives credit for a sinking, and, though
oil came up in gushes after we dropped the
‘ash-can,’ ”’—thus does the American sailor ir-
reverently allude to the depth-mine,—‘‘they
gave us no credit till another skipper reported
the sea covered with oil two days later in the
same place.

“Even then they only allowed us a probable
sinking. But it is all right. Fritz is cunning;
will often pump out a little oil when we drop a
charge to make us think we ’ve got his goat.”’

While he was talking there had been no let
up in the combing of the offing for submarines.
Here and there, back and forth, the destroyers
swooped with birdlike circlings, and no words
can describe the thoroughness of the watch upon
the sea. From the bridge by officers and quar-
termasters, by the men in the crows’-nests fore
and aft, by the deck lookouts ahead, amidships,
and astern, vigilant watch was maintained.
Multiply this steady eye-searching by the num-
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ber of destroyers, and you may easily imagine
that scarcely an inch of ocean remained for more
than a minute unswept by a human eye. And
yet—F'ritz was there.

For two days he had lain in wait for the con-
voy that was now poking cautiously out through
the heads; and when he attacked it was like the
leap of a lone wolf on a flock, with the following
rush of shepherd dogs at his throat. As he rose
to take his sight at the leading steamer the
Nicholson almost ran him down. Indeed he
was going full speed astern to avoid the collision
when his periscope showed above water.

It was only an instant, and the periscope was
of the finger variety, an inch and a half in di-
ameter. It was raised in that instant scarcely
a foot above the water, but it was picked up by
the sharp young eyes of the lookout on the Fan-
ning. The submarine had submerged at once;
but, rushing along his wake, the Fanning
dropped a depth-mine that wrecked the motors,
damaged the oil leads, blew off the rudder,
tipped the stern up, and sent the ‘“sub’’ down
on a headlong dive of fully two hundred feet.
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Afterward the commander said that he
thought she would never stop. In a desperate
effort to check her before she was crushed by
deep-sea pressure, he blew out all four water-
ballast tanks, and so came shooting back up
with such velocity that the ‘‘sub’’ leaped out of
the water like a breaching whale.

Instantly the Nicholson, which had swung on
a swift circle, charged and dropped a second
depth-mine as the submarine went down again.
Then, as she cleared out of the way, the Fan-
ning opened with her bow guns on the conning-
tower, which was now showing again.

Having no rudder, the ‘‘sub’’ was porpoising
along, now up, now down; and every time the
conning-tower showed the destroyers sent a shot
whistling past it. They had fired three each
before the hatch flew up, and the crew came
streaming out and ranged along the deck with
their hands held up.

As the Nicholson and the Fanning hove along-
side, covering the crew with their guns, two
were seen to run back below. They were gone
only a minute, but that was sufficient. Un-
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doubtedly they had opened the sea-cocks and
scuttled the vessel, for she sank three minutes
later.

The crew jumped into the water, and were
hauled aboard the destroyer as fast as they
could catch a line, all but one who could not
swim and was nearly drowned before he was
seen. Then, in vivid contrast to the German
practice under similar circumstances, two of our
men leaped overboard and held him up until he
could be hauled aboard. It was, however, too
late. He died while efforts were being made to
resuscitate him.

All this happened in no more than ten minutes
from the dropping of the first depth-charge,—
in so short a time that I was still struggling to
realize that I had witnessed it,—when the ex-
ecutive officer hit me on the back.

““Talk about luck! Here we have been at sea
for over eight months. In that time we have
attacked submarines and dropped depth-charges
on several. But this is the first time that I
have actually seen a submarine, and here you
get in on the capture. Lucky? You must be
the luckiest man in the world.”’
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How I ached to talk to those prisoners! But
discipline demanded that we keep our stations;
neither is a large convoy to be held up while a
correspondent chatters. We moved on, leav-
ing the Fanning to take the prisoners back to the
base.

But I heard a good deal about them afterward.
The bag consisted of one captain-lieutenant, one
lieutenant, one ober-licutenant, one ober-engi-
neer, and thirty-six men, who could be ill spared
by the Kaiser at this juncture in his naval af-
fairs. As the ‘‘sub’’ had been out from port
about six days, and had come straight to our
base, it carried down with it a full complement
of twelve torpedoes—a loss greater than that of
the submarine.

The crew appeared to be well nourished, but
the faces of the officers, in particular, were
deeply lined, haggard from strain and nervous
anxiety. The crew appeared stolidly indiffer-
ent to capture. Indeed, after they had been
given coffee and sandwiches—contrast this
treatment with that accorded by a German sub-
marine commander to the murdered crew of the
Belgian Prince—they began to sing. When
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they were placed in the boats to go ashore on
the first lap of their journey to a prison camp,
they gave their captors three cheers.

After they were landed the Fanning put out
again to sea, and the burial service was read
over the drowned sailor before he was commit-
ted with military honors to the deep.

The prisoners were cross-examined, of course,
and from a plentiful chaff of misinformation
were gleaned a few kernels of wheat. The
commander said, for instance, that no submarine
captain who knew his business would waste a
torpedo on a destroyer! That which caused
our first casualty came from the hand of a
‘““greenhorn’’ out on his first voyage! All very
nice and friendly; but, in course of an intimate
conversation with the ensign in whose cabin he
was billeted for the,night, he let out the fact
that every U-boat keeps two torpedoes gaged
for a depth of six feet—destroyers, of course!

The piece of information that most concerned
us came in a radio three hours later—the base
port was ‘“closed to commerce.’”’ The harmless
U-boat that would not waste a torpedo on a de-
stroyer, not even if it went to sleep on the
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water, had sown the offing with mines. All those
lovely evolutions of ours, swallowlike dips and
swoopings, had been executed in a mine-field.

I confess to a little gasp. But gasps, if you
are given that way, come thick and fast on a
destroyer. This interesting bit of news was
quite thrown into the shade, late that after-
noon, by a radio picked up in transit to the base
Admiral from one of the destroyers on patrol
down the coast.

“U-boat just fired a torpedo at us. We have
dropped a mine at head of his wake.”’

Evidently another ¢‘green’’ commander!



CHAPTER IV

THE ‘‘ADMIRAL’S BUSY DAY”’

HIS was the base Admiral’s busy day.
The next radio came from a patrol-boat
that wanted to know if the captured submarine
had not been engaged with them earlier in the
day. It appeared that she, the patrol-boat, had
plumped several shots into a submarine in the
course of an artillery duel, and did not wish to
be robbed of her prey. Hence a very polite in-
quiry as to whether the capture was due to in-
juries and disabilities previously inflicted.

The anxious P-boat was assured of the con-
trary, and, as no submarine ever travels in any
other direction than the bottom with half a
dozen shells in her, I have reason to believe that
she got credit for a sinking.

Still the next radio told of a steamer being
shelled by a submarine. She was too far away
for us to help, but it drew a reminiscence from

the skipper, who had joined us on the bridge.
28
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‘‘Some one will go to her assistance, and if
she puts up a fight like the old L——, they "1l
stand a fine chance to be saved. We were ninety
miles away when we got her first call, and while
we were smoking it over the ocean just hitting
the tips of the waves, the L—— kept us posted
on the fight. It was like reading the rounds
of a championship battle on a bulletin-board:
‘Bridge shot away!’ ‘On fire in two places!’
‘Have extinguished the fires!” ‘We have
thrown code books and papers overboard!’

“Since we adopted the convoy system,’’ the
skipper went on after a pause, ‘‘there is not so
much of that. We have lost only one eighth
of one percent. of our ships, and even that small
loss is principally due to hard-mouthed old skip-
pers who will bolt the convoy if they get half a
chance.

““Of course it is hard to be held down to ten
knots when your boat can kick off sixteen, but
it is better than going to the bottom. One chap
who ran away from us on our last trip was tor-
pedoed just ten miles ahead. The ‘sub’ was
shelling him, too. But for the fact that our
leading destroyer elevated her bow gun to the
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limit- and by sheer luck dropped a shell within
fifty feet of the ‘sub’ at fourteen thousand
yards, he would have shared the fate of an oil-
tanker whose boats we towed in last month.

““God! What a sight! After sinking the
ship the ‘sub’ had sailed around and thrown
a shell into each boat, and then machine-gunned
them. Men, dead and dying, lay in the bottom
of the boats. Some had been cut in two and half
the body had fallen overboard. Others had
arms and legs shot off. The few that survived
—oh! it beggars description!

“In another case the submarine commander
took away all the oars, sails, provisions, and
life-belts from the boats. They even emptied
the water-kegs, and went to the trouble of re-
filling them with sea water. Then she steamed
away, leaving the unfortunate people to die of
hunger and thirst two hundred miles from land.
That was sheer torture—infernal deviltry that
lacked even the German military excuse of ex-
termination.

¢ After you have seen a few things like that
you don’t feel very tender toward Fritz. If
we laugh when two-score poor devils are sent
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to the bottom the feeling springs out of right-
eous indignation. Fritz has drawn it on him-
self. He ’s the modern Ishmael—every man’s
hand against him, and his against every man.
He belongs to the proscribed race.”’

To prove it he spoke of ‘“Kelly,’’ the sport-
ing ‘‘sub’’ commander, who forms the single
shining exception to the barbarous Hun rule.
Whether ‘“Kelly,’? as he signs himself, is really
his name and he is a Sinn Feiner serving Ger-
many’s cause, may never be known. But one
thing is certain: his point of view is truly Mi-
lesian. (

“Kelly’’ loves his joke. Sometimes he will
notify a local paper or some personage by let-
ter that he intends to be among those present
at a certain public meeting. A few days later
will come a second letter criticizing all that was
done and showing a remarkable knowledge of
the business transacted. When he pops up
alongside a fishing-boat, he pays for the fish
he takes. Also he warns ships before sinking
them, when possible, and gives the boats their
courses to the nearest land.

On one occasion, after fighting a seven-hour
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duel with an American tanker that only sur-
rendered after her ammunition ran out,
“Kelly”” ran alongside and congratulated the
naval quartermaster in command of the gun.

‘““You put up a beautiful fight, sir. Sorry to
have to sink you. Get into your boats, and I 1l
tow you to the nearest land.”’

He seems, in addition, to have an uncanny

knowledge of the whereabouts of our destroyers,
and knows all of the skippers’ names.
- “Puyll in such and such a direction,”’ he told
one boat’s crew. ‘‘In three hours you will meet
the American destroyer C——. Give Captain
N—— my compliments, and tell him he has a
loose propeller blade. I heard it rattle when
he passed over me this morning. It makes me
nervous. Ask him to please have it fixed.”’

After an unsuccessful attack on a Canadian
transport that was carrying a corps of nurses,
he sent a radio after the fleeing ship: ‘‘Sorry
you must go. Give my love to the nurses.’’

It is said that the transport replied on be-
half of the nurses: ‘‘Same to you!”

From these and other tales that floated for
the next hour around the bridge, I judged that
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¢Kelly,’”’ like most personages that achieve the
limelight, is gathering unto himself credit for
all of those sporadic human impulses that occur
in the submarine zone. Neither is the lively
sailor imagination above adding a few creations
of its own. ‘‘Kelly’’is in danger of becoming a
myth that will flourish long after the inevitable
‘“‘ash-can’’ has been dropped on his devoted
head.

But, after allowing the necessary discounts,
the fact remains that such a man exists to shame
by his fair fighting the methods of his brother
commanders. One other thing is certain: when
“Kelly’’ finally ‘‘gets his,”” a sentiment of
gentle regret will pass through the fleet.

All the time we were talking, a stream of
radios had been coming up to the bridge, from
shore stations hundreds of miles away, from
ships far out at sea, from patrol-boats and mine-
sweepers reporting U-boats. Some were so
close that we were heading across their courses.
Others came from a great distance—up the
Channel, the Bay of Biscay, north of Scotland,
as far off as the Mediterranean.

‘While they were coming in, the sun rolled
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down its western slant and hung poised for a
few moments in a glory of crimson and gold
before it slipped into a purple sea. Above
stretched a dappled vault that blazed in rain-
bow color, save where in the west a great tear
in the radiant tapestries revealed a wall of pale
jade.

It was intensely beautiful, so lovely that the
mind refused further commerce with the petty
squabbles of man; refused to picture the sea
murderers who were lying in wait beneath those
jeweled waters. But they were there. Out of
that cloud glory, over the sleepy, beautiful sea,
came a strange radio.

¢‘Listen to the chattering of the little ‘subs.’ *’
The skipper chuckled as he read it: ¢¢ ‘Have
you seen any ships to-day? Look out for the
strafed American destroyers. Muller does not
answer my call; I am afraid they have sunk
him" 2

A little later came a second call for help—
again too far fer our service. Other radios that
floated in late that night told how a derelict,
deserted by captain and crew, had been towed
in by a patrol and safely beached.
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Of those streaming radios never a one that
did not produce a tale or reminiscence from
the ‘‘bridge.”” Usually tragie, recording the
deaths of fine ships and brave men, their grim-
ness was shot through here and there with a
gleaming thread of humor.

Such was the case of the M—— L——, a fine
munitions ship that was carrying a million-dol-
lar cargo when she was torpedoed a hundred
miles from the base. From afar the Admiral
sent an anxious inquiry concerning her condi-
tion and progress. He received in reply:

‘““We are making three and a half knots, but
it is a d—— long way to Tipperary.”’

It was, alas! The poor ship foundered at
sea.

Then there was the Lovely Lucy, a trim little
steamer that strayed away from her convoy in
a thick mist. Late that evening a radio came
in from a destroyer that had just picked up the
estray:

““What did you do to the Lowely Lucy?
Found her at dusk, without an escort, zigzag-
ging wildly through the mist.”’

Also there were tales of Homeric encounters
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between English and German ‘‘subs.’”” Fancy
a head-on collision under water! Well, it oc-
curred. Two came together one evening at
dusk, backed off, fired a torpedo apiece, then
lost each other in the darkness.

Another English ‘“sub’’ popped out of the
water one day alongside a steamer that was be-
ing sunk by a Fritzer’s shell-fire. The steamer
lay between him and the Fritzer; so, diving, the
Englishman waited till Fritz came sailing
around, then put a torpedo into his solar
plexus. For some reason—perhaps it was
loot from the steamer—FTritz had some
cases of beer piled on his deck. His end is
crudely but vividly described in the report of
the English commander:

‘““When he went up, the air was full of beer,
blood, Boches, and broken bottles.”’

That evening displayed destroyer life at its
best. A brilliant moon—which the ‘‘bridge”’
most fluently cursed for an ally of the Boche—
laid a path of silver along the sleepy sea. Our
boat laid her long, slim cheek against the slow,
soft waves as lovingly as a girl on that of her
lover. From the deck below the mixed tinkle of



THE ‘“ADMIRAL’S BUSY DAY” 37

a mandolin and guitar came floating up to the
bridge, accompanying a mixed repertoire of
ragtime and those sentimental ballads which the
sailor so dearly loves.

It had quite the flavor of a Coney Island pic-
nic; but, every hour, a dark figure slowly raised
and lowered the guns and swung them the round
of the firing circle. The gunners were taking
no chances of the mechanism ¢‘freezing’’
through cold stiffened grease, or of failure of
the electric sighting lamps.



CHAPTER V

WINTER WORK

HIS remarkable weather held till we
dropped our convoy well out of the danger
zone and picked up a second inward bound at
a rendezvous a hundred miles farther south.
Two days later we gave half of our charge to
a British flotilla, which led it on other ways.
We had expected to drop the remaining ships
on the following morning; but destiny, alias the
base Admiral, decreed otherwise. Piqued, no
doubt, by his small bag of one small ship the
preceding week, Fritz had broken into waters
that, for him, were extremely unsafe, and was
shooting right and left, like a drunken cowboy
on the Fourth of July. A radio informed us
at dawn:
‘“Area X is closed.”’
This meant the delivery of each ship at its

individual port. During the additional day and
38
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night required to do this ‘‘subs’’ were operat-
ing to the right of us, ‘‘subs’’ to the left of us,
“‘subs’’ in front, ‘‘subs’’ behind us. Often we
crossed their courses; but, though they sank
several ships that were unconvoyed, they left
us strictly alone.

Already the ‘‘blimps,’”’ sausage balloons,
patrol-boats, hydroplanes, and destroyers were
going after them like swarming hornets. The
piratical nest was soon exterminated and the
sea opened again. But we had not escaped
without alarm. Twice ‘‘general quarters”
sounded and we all piled out—a certain cor-
respondent with his hair standing on end—to
find that the alarm was caused by a short cir-
cuit. Twice in the night porpoises charged the
ship along gleaming wakes of phosphorescence,
and turned the hair of the engine-room crews
gray with emergency calls for full speed astern.
But without hitch or mishap we delivered our
ships at their destinations.

All the last day the wind had been stiffening.
After we headed back for the base it raised to
half a gale, real destroyer weather. As we sat
at supper in the ward-room that night, the
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twinkle in Admiral Sims’s eye was recalled
when, with celerity that almost equaled a
sleight-of-hand, the table-cloth slid with its load
of food and dishes swiftly to the floor.

The casual manner in which the steward ac-
cepted and swept up the ruin betrayed familiar-
ity with the phenomenon. When he reset the
table we held the tablecloth down, and had got
safely to the coffee when, with his cup poised
at his lip, the skipper tobogganed on his chair
—back to the transom. Swallowing the coffee
while she hung in the balance, he came back to
us on the return roll.

Profiting by his commander’s example, the
executive officer, who sat opposite, had hooked
his ankles around those of the table; so he took
it with him to the other transom. When it re-
turned, further journeyings were restrained by
a rope lashing; but that, unfortunately, had no
effect on the motion. It kept on just the same;
grew worse and more of it.

By midnight the vessel was rearing like a
frightened horse and rolling like a barrel churn,
a queer mixture of metaphor and motion. She
would rear, shiver with rage, as if she were try-
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ing to shake the bridge off her back, then plunge
forward in a wild buck with her back humped
and screws in the air.

It was sickening. When she did her best and
beastliest, the waves would drop from under,
leaving two thirds of her length exposed; then,
when the thousand tons of her came down on
the water, she raised everything animate and
inanimate that was not bolted down to the
deck. I was lifted so often out of my bunk that
I spent almost half the night in midair, and am
now quite convineed of the possibility of levita-
tion. By morning my sides were bruised from
striking the sides of the bunk; my skin was sore
from constant shaking.

I confess to making a modest breakfast on one
dill pickle. While I was engaged in the gin-
gerly consumption thereof the ward-room com-
forted me with the news that this was ‘‘only
half a blow,’’ and that we might expect the other
half before we made port. They assured me
it was fair weather by comparison with a nine
days’ gale they had ridden out last month; fine
weather measured by a blow the preceding trip,
when for thirty-six hours the waves swept her
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from stem to stern, the living compartments
were flooded, everything and everybody was
wet, freezing to boot, while the wind howled
through the rigging at a hundred and ten miles
an hour. Think of it, you folks who live in
warm houses and work in steam-heated offices.

Fair or fine, the bridge was nearly dipping
its ends when I climbed up there after—after
the dill pickle. At every plunge her nose would
go under a solid sea, and we would have to duck
to avoid flying water that went over the top
of the bridge. Watery mist veiled the tossing
seas. All night we had been shoved along by
a five-knot current running by dead reckoning.
It was now impossible to take a ‘‘sight’’ to
establish position; so, just as a lost boy might
inquire his way from a policeman, we ran in-
shore to a lightship to get our position.

The lightship-keeper megaphoned a direction
which In unnautical language amounted to this:
If we would proceed so many blocks to the north-
ward, then take the first turning to the left after
we passed a lighthouse, we should come into
a harbor where lay the half dozen ships we were
to escort back to our base.
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The direction proved correct. As the con-
voy came filing out after us a few hours later,
I was able to see for myself one of those hu-
morous flashes that sometimes lighten the gloom
of the radios. Perceiving still another vessel
in harbor after the convoy came out, our skip-
per sent a radio to inquire whether she would
care to make use of our escort.

He received a polite reply:

“Thanks very much. Think I°ll stay in. I
was torpedoed going out yesterday.”’

The delivery of this convoy at the base the
following day completed my cruise. In a pe-
riod of twelve days we had steamed sixteen
hundred miles and convoyed a total number of
sixty vessels in and out of port.

As T sit in cozy London chambers, writing
before a cheery sea-coal fire, and think of my
late messmates out upon those dangerous
waters, the thing that stands out most clearly
in my remembrance is their loyalty to one
another, the friendly spirit of the fine, clean
sailor lads, the mutual respect for each other of
officers and crews, the unswerving belief of both
in their ships and commanders; finally, the faith
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and complete devotion of every man in the fleet
to Sims, their Admiral.

I shall not soon forget my last view of the
fleet. Looking down from a high hill behind
the town, I could see the destroyers that had
cruised with us lying like tired dogs on the
harbor’s bosom. Far out on the heads signal
lights began to wink and blink, no doubt the tale
of a submarine. From the heights to my left
the Admiralty station answered. Then, very
slowly, a destroyer opened one eye and blinked
aresponse. Shortly thereafter three slim, dark
shapes slid down-stream and headed out to sea.

I was for home, but Sims’s captains were
again on the job.

The ‘‘circus is continuous.’’



CHAPTER VI
SHORE LEAVE—THE OTHER SIDE OF DESTROYER LIFE

& OU must go and see the Men’s Naval
Club,”’ said my friend the ensign. It
is the finest show in all this circus.”’

It was he that had christened the American
flotilla ¢‘Sims’s Circus,’’ because of the dazzle
paint, which shamed by its rainbow daubing the
ring-streaked zebras of Barnum and Bailey’s
famous aggregation. He had already initiated
me into the Yacht Club, where that minor por-
tion of a ship’s company known as the ‘‘bridge’’
rests from the sea and warms its chilled legs
at a sea-coal fire. Also we had run up-river in
a motor-boat to a golf links where nerves over-
strained by incessant watching for torpedoes,
that come as swift death in the night, may be
relaxed; whereafter I had been introduced to
one of the ‘‘firesides’’ the country gentry place

at the service of weather-worn officers. Green
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grass and a fireside—these are the things a
sailor always craves.

Speaking of grass, I had ‘‘hiked’’ six miles
that morning with five skippers, who prowled
through the fields like cats delicately feeling the
velvet turf with their feet. Also I had voyaged
with them through mined seas, chasing the elu-
sive submarine; so the Men’s Naval Club alone
remained to complete the picture of destroyer
life in the danger zone.

Dusk was falling thickly over the harbor when
we walked down to the quay-walls. Here, un-
der the shelter of a high hill, the tides lapped
softly around the hundred-odd vessels whose
golden lights dotted the gloomy waters with
shimmering reflections. But, having come in
from the sea only that morning, I knew that be-
yond the harbor heads the swells were running
mountains high under the urge of a heavy wind.
Out there a score of our destroyers were now
heaving their noses up to the dark skies, again
plunging head downward into a watery abyss.
But we had finished our trick, at that. With
a reminiscent but comfortable shudder, we
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turned to watch the boats whose red and green
lights moved like swift moths between the ships
and the quay.

Under the golden glare of the stair lights,
the dark mass of a boat would take form and re-
solve into a crowd of figures topped by twoscore
of bright, upturned faces. Clear cut, simple
and direct in speech, quiet and courteous in
manner, they looked all that I know them to be
—the finest type of the world’s young manhood.
As boat after boat unloaded, there came a toy
whistle, and the lights of a train came around
a curve into the station at the end of the quay.

“The ‘Doves’ Special,’’ the ensign explained.
“‘Having more money to spend, our boys cut the
Irish lads up in the city out of their girls, and
so many ructions resulted that we had to put
it out of bounds. But when the mountain
wouldn’t come to Mahomet, he just naturally
went to the mountain. As the sailors can’t go
to the girls, the girls come to the sailors. Hun-
dreds of them come down every night on this
train.”’

The ‘‘doves’’ were already pairing when we
gained back to the street. The sidewalks rang
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to the tippity-tap of small feet moving in rhythm
with rolling sailor treads. Under the electric
glare of a shop window, the face of a pretty
colleen flashed out, the cheeks fresh and high-
colored from persistent kissing by climatie fogs
and rains, the Irish blue eyes and red mouth
laughing up at a tall sailor lad. Her speech
ran over her white teeth in a torrent too swift
for his ears. His apology, delivered in a de-
lightfully soft Southern drawl, drifted back to
us:

¢“Ah really doan’ know what ’s the mattah
with me. Ah 'm that dull I doan’ seem to heah
ya.’ Will you-all please to say that ovah
ag’nt”’

The repetition was evidently quite satisfac-
tory. His hand tightened on her arm. The
arm pulled the hand close to her side in a little
squeeze. Then they passed into the gloom be-
yond the window lights. It was all very pretty
and innocent—as young love always is. Al-
ready this nightly pairing has resulted in a few
international marriages of the natural healthy
kind that cannot be held up as awful warning in
the Sunday supplements.
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Following in this couple’s wake, we come
presently to the one native Irish attempt to sup-
ply the flotilla with amusement. If five thou-
sand English or French sailors were to be sud-
denly ‘‘based’’ in some small American city,
it goes without saying that a week would see it
transformed by enterprising amusement ca-
terers into a miniature Coney Island. But a
roller-skating floor laid down in a ramshackle
barn on top of a hill was all that the need had
here produced.

Its quality may be judged by the fact that,
just after we stepped in, a burly destroyer fire-
man and his little colleen partner shot through
the end wall and down the hill with ease and
celerity that surpassed the famous ‘‘Flivver
Four’’ in its best movie stunt. Fortunately,
they were not hurt. The shriek of horror that
followed the crash had scarcely subsided before
the fireman lifted the girl back up through the
breach. Quite unconcerned, they joined again
in the skating.

Music there was none; none of the moonlight
numbers or kaleidoscopic light changes beloved
of skating fans in American rinks. Neither is
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a skating scilor the most graceful of nature’s
creatures. As the lads struck out, right and
left, their wide trousers moved with raven flap-
pings in rhythm with the graceful swing of their
partners’ skirts. The arm movement of begin-
ners was also wonderful to behold; for, when
uncertain of his balance, a sailor reaches na-
turally for a rope. Such snatchings at each
other and the empty air! But what cared they
for appearances? The night was young, the
floor good, their partners pretty. What more
could be asked of the Fates by Youth? Mingled
with laughter and small sereams, the roar and
scrape of their skates followed us downhill to
the Naval Club.

A low, rambling building, the club squats on
the quay-wall, so close to the water that one
might pitch a stone on to the destroyers whose
crews meet the cheer of its lighted windows
coming into port on dark nights. Through its
hospitable doorway we passed at once into a
wide, clean kitchen and dining-room, where
bright lights, white tables, and appetizing odors
combined in the best of welcomes.

Half a hundred of the lads we had seen come
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ashore were turning their appetites loose on
short orders of steak, chops, fried chicken, and
the like, served with vegetables, bread, butter,
and mighty mugs of hot ‘“‘Java’’; all at prices
no higher than those that obtained in the United
States before the war. Nothing would suit the
boatswain in charge but that I should test the
fare; and, having eaten with the fo’castle messes
during my cruise,—having seen, moreover, the
captain call for the men’s dinner in preference
to his own,—I am in position to say that in the
American Navy the man before the mast eats
as well, if not better, than his officer.

Like other men, however, sailors do not live
by bread alone, and the Club supplies other
needs—a library, reading, writing and billiard
rooms, dormitories, baths; most important of
all from the men’s point of view, a cinema show.
The pictures shown are of both British and
American manufacture, but the men naturally
prefer the home-made article. When a ‘‘Fair-
banks’’ or ¢‘Pickford’’ number is shown—well,
~ the theater, which <eats at least eight hundred,
is packed with officers and men. And how they
enjoy them! Unless you have been bucking the
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big seas for a few months in a jack-knife of a
destroyer, with mines and torpedoes loose all
around, you are not in position to feel the unal-
loyed bliss to be obtained from the sight of
“Dug’’ Fairbanks perched on a chandelier
while a saloon brawl seethes beneath.

Neither can you feel, as these lads felt, sym-
pathy for the simple girl who endures the hor-
rors of virtuous poverty—on the sereen for the
modest compensation of five thousand dollars a
week. When, after the customary harassments,
she snuggles into the manly hero’s arms, safe
at last from further persecutions, a sigh always
passes through the sailor audience. You know
—that is, if you were ever young you know—
that the embrace has recalled to each a whiff of
rice powder, the caressing touch of a soft cheek,
the thrill of clinging lips, the wonderful evening
when his first girl yielded her young body to his
arms.

To see the club at its best, however, you must
go there, as I did, to a Saturday evening con-
cert. The savory odors that greeted me at the
door were, if possible, richer and more entic-
ing. Certain tootles and trumpetings mingled
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with them, filtering in from the theater, where
the flotilla bandmaster—a pay clerk who bears
up bravely under the handicap of having two
thirds of his orchestra always afloat—was drill-
ing the residue left him hy this eruel war.
There have been occasions when its vicissitudes
left only the drum and trombones, but to-night
he was rejoicing in a fair instrumental balance.

It is a point with all of the destroyer skippers
to make port on this night, if they can. Indeed,
if a tithe of the curses that have been wished
on laggard six-knot convoys ever came home to
roost, the U-boat would win hands down in the
underseas war. By eight o’clock one could see
through a thick tobacco haze that the pit and
gallery were crowded with officers and men.
Thick! It was so thick that the calcium beam
for the first picture stabbed through like a sun-
beam into a dusty room. By the time the or-
chestra split the evening wide open with a rat-
tling march, the old familiar HOz was conspicu-
ous by its absence. How the trombones secured
atmosphere enough for their purposes, I really
do not know. But they did: the noise was there
to prove it.
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After the overture, the flotilla comedian, who
had once done ‘‘time’’ on a vaudeville circuit,
gave a sympathetic account of how ¢‘it takes a
long, tall, brown-skinned gal to make a cull’rd
preacher lay his Bible down.”” He was really
very good—so good that, though the lads
smacked their lips and said ‘Oooooh-ooh!”’ at
the pretty model in ‘“The Artist and the Ice-
man,’’ this was merely the persiflage of the bud-
ding male animal: it did not diminish the come-
dian’s laurels.

It requires, however, a sentimental ballad of
the good old-fashioned sort to get really under a
sailor’s skin; and this happened when a raw old
sea-dog, who looked as if music and all its affini-
ties were quite alien to his soul, produced a fine
tenor voice from his capacious chest, and ren-
dered therewith a touching ditty about tears
and fears and smiles and wiles, sighs, blue eyes,
and similar of love’s phenomena. Talk about a
hit! Not till he had sung all he knew about
mother, home, sweethearts, wives, not till he had
wrung their deepest and tenderest feelings dry,
did they let that man off the stage.

Sentimental, you say? Bosh! What do we
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landsmen know of sentiment? Surrounded by
love, with a surfeit of femininity always under
our eyes, we are not in position to know the real
thing. That which would be sentimentality in a
landsman is genuine feeling in a sailor, honest
and sincere, raised to the nth degree by long
dreaming in the cold night watches on danger-
ous seas. Living on the borderland between life
and death, expectant always of the torpedo or
mine that will send him across, love, friendship,
and affection, the finest of human relations, are
in the destroyer sailor deepened and intensi-
fied.

I quite understand the lad who said, with deep
conviction: ‘‘All women are pretty.”” He
merely reflected truth as mirrored in the sailor
soul. And many a landsman’s wife will envy
the girl whose destroyer husband writes to her
every day. His letters, it is true, arrive in
batches of fifteen and twenty; but, happy in her
knowledge of the deep love in which his pen is
dipped, she reads them over and over again.

Asked by a comrade what in the world he
could find to write about in the narrow life at
sea, one husband answered with cryptic truth:
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¢My lad, there ’s a whole lot of things hidden
yet from you.”’

This husband was more fortunate than
another poor fellow, into whose envelope, ad-
dressed to his wife, the naval censor slipped by
. mistake the ardent love-letter of another man.
The writing was different, of course, but the
signature, ‘““Your loving Bill,”” was the same.
With deep feminine craft, she argued that it
would be quite easy for him to get some other
man to pen the epistle, and it is said that a com-
bined affidavit of the captain, censor, and crew
to the effect that her ‘“Bill’’ was almost ridicu-
lously true was required to persuade her to
give him another trial. It also goes without
saying—every hushand knows it—that, let
“Bill”’ walk never so straitly, he will be under
suspicion for the rest of his life.

The same deep sailor feeling turned up again
when, after the concert, the boatswain showed
me the portraits of his young wife and two
babies, while serving a stirrup-cup of Java
in hig room. They hung over his cot, where
his eyes opened upon them in the morning. I
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wish she could have seen him look at them!
But she must know.

From them his glance went to a framed por-
trait of Admiral Sims that stood leaning against
the wall, and, while sipping the Java, we ju-
diciously debated as to the best place to hang it
in the Club. If the good man had had his own
wish, the Admiral would undoubtedly have gone
up between his children and his wife. But that
would not have been fair to the other men. It
must be hung in a good light, where everyone
could see it the moment they stepped into the
club. Just where it was eventually placed I can-
not say. But this much I do know : judging from
the keen disappointment of the entire flotilla
when illness prevented the Admiral from being
with them at the club last Christmas Eve, it does
not matter much. His image stands next to
that of the home folks in the imagination of his
men. -

(oing home, I paused to watch the busy boats,
with their brilliant moth lights, ferrying a
thousand sailors back to their floating homes.
The roar of the rink had died on the hill. With
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the exception of a few residents, the little doves
had flown back to their cotes on the ten-thirty
express.

At the quay stairs the sputtering arc lights
glared down on a dense blue mass that was
spotted here and there with the white service
caps of the patrols. It were dangerous busi-
ness to have tried to embark as many civilians
from that one stair. But, as each boat called
her ship’s name and pulled in, she instantly
filled from a stream of leaping catlike figures;
in half a minute shoved off again. Even the
few ‘‘wildies’’ under care of the patrols, who
had worshiped with Bacchus instead of the
naval Muses, dropped in like babes to their
cradles. By eleven they were all gone. Out
on the harbor the golden reflections died as ship
after ship doused her lights.

It seemed so happy and peaceful; yet, out
there beyond the heads, the black seas were
still running mountainously. Down in their
troughs, climbing their watery peaks a score
of destroyers were moving with their convoys
on their appointed ways. Already those dark,
tempestuous seas had snatched away a score
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of our lads. Within a week they were to engulf
a destroyer with half her ecrew. Some of those
I had just seen off would never come back
again; their warm dreamings in the night
watches, glowing feeling, would be quenched by
the cold waves. But—the others would ‘‘carry
on’’: go out with a smile to face the ever-present
death, return for another brief holiday at next
week’s end.



CHAPTER VI

‘‘WHEN GREEK MEETS GREEK’’

W HERE it is!”’ exclaimed the Commander.
“It’’ was a periscope.

Time was required for my landsman’s eyes
to pick the foot or two of slender, swaying red
out of the green seas some six hundred yards
away. Fortunately, it did not belong to a Hun,
for the forward and aft periscopes were ex-
actly in line. Our compatriot—with whom we
were playing the war game—had us dead to
rights for the torpedo that, half a minute later,
whizzed across our stern.

¢TIt would have hit a U-boat,’’ the Commander
passed favorable comment. ‘‘They range
much longer than ours. Our turn. Take your
last look at the sun and scenery, for you won’t
see them again for a week.”’

You see, I was going out with him on an eight-

day patrol. The green farms, dotted with
60
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white cottages, that ran steeply down the
slopes of a frowning mountain to the jade-green
Irish sea, were really very beautiful. But this
submarine business was far too novel and in-
teresting to waste time on scenery. I followed
at once down the funnel hatchway to the in-
terior depths below.

My previous conceptions of a submarine had
been entirely formed by those colored maga-
zine illustrations wherein huge brown cigars
float in a greenish haze with fishes and seaweed
posed in the foreground. A donkey-engine in-
side about completed the idea which was now
quite shocked out of existence by the formidable
array of clocks and gages, levers, wheels, switch-
boards, telephones, and speaking-tubes that
caused the central operating chamber to look
like the crazed nightmare of a mad inventor.

Gazing thereon, I felt a vast respect for the
commander, a man who knew not only what it
was all about, but who could take the whole
works apart, if necessary, and put them to-
gether again without acquiring the traditional
bucketful of extra parts. The half dozen men
who stood or sat in front of the said clocks
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and gages looked equally resourceful. They
moved like clockwork themselves under a sud-
den stream of orders:

“Flood forward tank!’’

A petty officer read off the gage in hundreds
of gallons till the order came: *‘Secure!”’

So, likewise, with the center and after tanks.
Whereafter smaller ‘‘trimming tanks’’ were
““flooded’’ or ‘‘blown’’ till the boat floated in
perfect equilibrium at the depth required.

All this had been absorbed throu