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“The story of the submarine Wahoo is significant because it was one of the most successful American boats, sinking 25 enemy ships in seven patrols.… The author, who served as Wahoo’s second in command on her first five patrols, includes the kind of personal details that bring history alive.… O’Kane’s study is most significant for the lessons it offers.”

—The Cleveland Plain Dealer




“[Wahoo] will bring exciting reading pleasure to the casual reader—and chills to the spines of old submariners.”

—Captain Murray B. Frazee Jr., USN (Ret.) Veteran of eleven World War II submarine patrols




“Once I had commenced reading, I was loath to put it down. Wahoo will surely become a classic.”

—Martin Sheridan, Boston Globe war correspondent and the only reporter to make a WW II submarine war patrol



[image: ]





[image: ]




CONTENTS

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

LETTER FROM AUTHOR

SAILING LISTS

PROLOGUE

Part One
    MARE ISLAND TO PEARL HARBOR

Part Two       FIRST PATROL
    IN THE CAROLINES

Part Three     SECOND PATROL
    IN THE SOLOMONS

Part Four      THIRD PATROL
    BRISBANE TO PALAU AND PEARL

Part Five       FOURTH PATROL
    THE EAST CHINA AND YELLOW SEAS

Part Six        FIFTH PATROL
    THE KURILS AND HONSHU

Part Seven   SIXTH AND SEVENTH PATROLS
    THE SEA OF JAPAN

EPILOGUE

GLOSSARY





LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS

CHARTS

Caroline Islands Adjacent Truk

Bougainville

Vitiaz Strait

*Running Gun & Torpedo Battle (Initial Engagement)

*Running Gun & Torpedo Battle

East China Sea

Yellow Sea

The Kurils and Honshu

Sea of Japan

Sea of Japan (showing attack sites)

DIAGRAMS

Cutaway Submarine

Midship Cross Section

Submarine Approach and Attack

Twenty-nine cribbage hand

PHOTOGRAPHS

Submarine Interiors

Third and Fourth Patrols

 

*Battle charts by Deville G. Hunter, SM1c (which belie any sensational writing about this action).

Area Charts by Author




ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

I take this opportunity to thank the following individuals, departments, activities, and ships who provided information, documents, and assistance essential to this book:

R. Adm. J. D. Kane and Dr. Dean Allard, directors of the Naval Historical Center for Operation Orders and the later Japanese IJN Report.

The National Archives and Records Service for muster roles.

Mare Island Naval Shipyard for printing microfilm and mutual photographic work.

ComSubPac’s staff, who almost prophetically had sent Wahoo’s original Battle Charts to me.

Capt. John B. Griggs and author Forest Sterling for their first-hand accounts of Wahoo’s sixth patrol.

Rev. Chandler C. Jackson for clarifying letters and phone calls.

All shipmates who filled out the Wahoo Watch Quarter and Station Bill on the samples provided.

James E. Lavine for Commander Morton’s Night Orders Book.

USS Dixon AS 37 for the loan of charts to plot Wahoo’s patrols for pantographing to page size.

Photographer Russell Booth for submarine interiors and other exacting work; Tony Mesler for his extensive drafting.

Chief Clint Orr, Sub Vets WW II Historian, for the timely procurement of the Japanese account of Wahoo’s final encounter.

Finally, I am deeply indebted to my wife, Ernestine G. O’Kane, for meticulous editing, suggestions for clarification, and whose support and patience for three years made completion of the book possible.



Forgive me for writing first to the relatives of all who sailed on Wahoo’s final patrol:

We who had served in Wahoo grieved with you when she was pronounced overdue and presumed lost. Your kin were our shipmates, filling billets we had held, with each one of them important to the submarine’s success. They all deserve a place in this book, but that being impossible in the narrative, I have prepared exact sailing lists for the accompanying pages, so that no one will be left out. You will find the lists unique, with numerals showing the precise patrols for each crewman.

You may wonder why this account was not written years ago. The answer will become clear in the final pages, and when learning of the brave action of your kin, you will think of him with pride and a misty eye as do I.

I have received concurrence from the Secretary of the Navy that the Presidential Unit Citation goes with the ship’s name, not the iron; the type commander to specify the manner of its display. Wahoo’s PUC passed to her successor, USS Wahoo SS 565, who spent her entire commission in keeping the peace. God willing, may the next Wahoo fare thus well and fly the PUC pennant with equal pride.

Respectfully,

Sebastopol, California
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Patrolled in USS Wahoo Prior to Seventh Patrol



	2
	James H. Allen
	F3c



	1-5
	Jesse L. Appel
	S2c



	1-5
	Richard W. Ater
	S2c



	6
	John F. August
	S2c



	1-2
	Raymond O. J. Baldes
	MM1c



	5
	Charles J. Ballman
	MM2c



	1-3
	Raymond G. Beatty
	RM1c



	1-2
	Edward L. Bland, Jr.
	SOM3c



	1-3
	Carl A. Brockhauser
	F1c



	1-2
	Clyde A. Burnum
	TM1c



	1
	Orville F. Chick
	F3c



	3
	Fred B. Chisholm
	MoMM1c



	3
	John W. Clary
	MoMM1c



	3
	Jack E. Clough
	TM3c



	5-6
	Harry Collins
	MoMM2c



	5
	Kenneth R. Cook
	BM3c



	1
	William E. Coultas
	F1c



	5-6
	Helmit O. Dietrich
	SC1c



	1-3
	David E. Dooley
	S1c



	1
	Ira Dye
	Ltjg



	3-6
	Dennis L. Erickson
	EM2c



	1
	Dale E. Eyman
	TM1c



	1
	Sidney F. Flateau
	CMM



	1-4
	Oakley R. Frash
	MM2c



	5
	Donald W. Gilbert
	MoMM2c



	2-3
	Henry P. Glinski
	F2c



	1-3
	George W. Grider
	Lt



	2-4, 6    
	John B. Griggs
	Ltjg



	1-5
	James C. Hall
	S1c



	1-2
	William J. Hanrahan
	MM1c



	1-2
	Marius S. Hansen
	MM1c



	1-4
	Daniel J. Hargrave
	F2c



	1-4
	Theodore L. Hartman
	EM3c



	1
	Walter C. E. Heiden
	EM3c



	5-6
	William H. Hodges
	EM2c



	4-5
	Earl T. Holman
	MM1c



	6
	Carl C. Hood
	FC2c



	1-4
	Deville G. Hunter
	SM1c



	1-5
	Chandler C. Jackson
	Lt



	2
	Willie James
	MA1c



	5
	Clifford T. Janicek
	S1c



	1-3
	Edward Jesser
	MM1c



	1-2
	Clarence E. Johnson
	F1c



	6
	Donald O. Jonson
	TM2c



	1-2
	Marvin G. Kennedy
	LtCdr



	1-2
	John Kochis
	MM1c



	4
	Jerome T. Kohl
	PhM1c



	1-5
	Stephen Kohut
	MM1c



	1-5
	Fertig B. Krause, Jr.
	SM1c



	2
	Sylvester J. Laftin
	TM1c



	1
	Joseph R. LaMaye
	TM3c



	3-4, 6
	James E. Lane
	CBM



	1,5
	James E. Lavine
	BM3c



	2-6
	Richard H. Lemert
	MM1c



	1-3, 5
	Andrew K. Lenox
	CMM



	1-3
	Leslie J. Lindhe
	PhM1c



	1
	Stanley A. Lokey
	BM3c



	4
	Duncan C. MacMillan
	Comdr



	4
	Clyde C. Mayberry
	S1c



	1
	Henry J. Meditz
	F3c



	1-4
	James H. Miller
	F2c



	5
	John A. Moore
	LtCdr



	1-4
	James Morris
	TM3c



	1-5
	Edward F. Muller
	MM2c



	1
	Chester M. Myers
	TM3c



	1-5
	Richard H. O’Kane
	LtCdr



	1
	Lester L. Osborn
	S2c



	1-5
	Roger W. Paine, Jr.
	Lt



	1-5
	Joe D. Parks
	FC3c



	3-5
	Walter P. Patrick
	TM2c



	1-5
	Ralph R. Pruett
	CEM



	1-4
	Russel H. Rau
	CTM



	4-5
	Burnell A. Redford
	CMM



	3-5
	Cecil C. Robertson
	F1c



	1-5
	John C. Rowls
	SC1c



	1
	Earl C. Schreier
	F1c



	1
	C. J. Smith
	MA2c



	1
	Edward A. Smith
	SC3c



	2-6
	Forest J. Sterling
	Y2c



	1-2
	Kelly R. Thaxton
	MM2c



	1
	Maurice J. Valliancourt    
	S2c



	1-2
	Lonnie L. Vogler
	S1c



	2
	Harlan C. Whaley
	S2c



	2-4
	William F. Young
	S1c



	3-6
	Charles A. Zimmerman
	S1c








Sailing List of USS Wahoo for Seventh War Patrol





	2-7
	Floyd Anders
	F1c



	6-7
	Joseph S. Andrews
	EM1c



	7
	Robert E. Bailey
	SC3c



	2-7
	Arthur L. Bair
	TM3c



	2-7
	Jimmie C. Berg
	F1c



	7
	Donald R. Brown
	Ens



	6-7
	Chester E. Browning
	MoMM2c



	5-7
	Clifford L. Bruce
	MoMM2c



	1-7
	James P. Buckley
	RM1c



	7
	William W. Burgan
	Lt



	3-7
	John S. Campbell
	Ens



	1-5, 7
	William J. Carr
	CGM



	1-7
	James E. Carter
	RM2c



	2-7
	William E. Davison
	MoMM1c



	1-7
	Lynwood N. Deaton
	TM1c



	7
	Joseph S. Erdley
	EM3c



	5-7
	Eugene F. Fiedler
	Ltjg



	6-7
	Oscar Finkelstein
	TM3c



	7
	Walter O. Galli
	TM3c



	6-7
	Cecil E. Garmon
	MoMM2c



	4-7
	George E. Garrett
	MoMM2c



	2-7
	Wesley L. Gerlacher
	S1c



	4-7
	Richard P. Goss
	MoMM2c



	7
	Hiram M. Greene
	Lt



	6-7
	William R. Hand
	EM2c



	7
	Leon M. Hartman
	MM3c



	2-7
	Dean M. Hayes
	EM2c



	1-7
	Richie N. Henderson
	Lt



	7
	William H. Holmes
	EM1c



	6-7
	Van A. House
	S1c



	6-7
	Howard J. Howe
	EM2c



	6-7
	Olin Jacobs
	MoMM1c



	5-7
	Robert L. Jasa
	F1c



	3-7
	Juan O. Jayson
	CK3c



	1-7
	Kindred B. Johnson
	TM1c



	1-4, 6-7    
	Dalton C. Keeter
	CMoMM



	5-7
	Wendell W. Kemp
	QM1c



	7
	Paul H. Kessock
	F1c



	5-7
	Eugene T. Kirk
	S1c



	5-7
	Paul H. Krebs
	SM3c



	7
	Paul H. Lape
	F2c



	7
	Clarence A. Lindemann    
	S1c



	7
	Robert B. Logue
	FC1c



	7
	Walter L. Lynch
	F2c



	5-7
	Stuart E. MacAlman
	PhM1c



	6-7
	Thomas J. MacGowen
	MoMM1c



	1-7
	Thomas J. McGill
	CMoMM



	6-7
	Howard E. McGilton
	TM3c



	1-7
	Donald J. McSpadden
	TM1c



	6-7
	Albert J. Magyar
	MM3c



	3-7
	Jesus C. Manalesay
	St3c



	6-7
	Paul A. Mandjiak
	MM3c



	6-7
	Edward E. Massa
	S1c



	6-7
	Ernest C. Maulding
	SM3c



	6-7
	George E. Maulding
	TM3c



	6-7
	Max L. Mills
	RT1c



	2-7
	George A. Misch
	Ltjg



	2-7
	Dudley W. Morton
	Comdr



	5-7
	Percy Neel
	TM2c



	6-7
	Roy L. Oneal
	EM3c



	1-7
	Forest L. O’Brien
	EM1c



	6-7
	Edwin E. Ostrander
	F1c



	1-7
	Paul D. Phillips
	SC1c



	4-7
	Juano L. Rennels
	SC2c



	5-7
	Henry Renno
	S1c



	3-7
	Enoch H. Seal, Jr.
	TM2c



	1-7
	Alfred Simonetti
	SM2c



	6-7
	Verne L. Skjonsby
	LtCdr



	1-7
	Donald 0. Smith
	BM1c



	1-7
	George V. Stevens
	MoMM2c



	6-7
	William C. Terrell
	QM3c



	6-7
	William Thomas
	S1c



	1-7
	Ralph 0. Tyler
	TM3c



	1-7
	Joe Vidik
	EM2c



	1-7
	Ludwig J. Wach
	Cox



	5-7
	Wilbur E. Waldron
	RM3c



	1-7
	Norman C. Ware
	CEM



	1-7
	Kenneth C. Whipp
	F1c



	7
	William T. White
	Y2c



	1-7
	Roy L. Witting
	F1c







PROLOGUE

Her keel had been laid in June of 1941, and about 7 months later at the launching ceremony on February 14, she was christened Wahoo. Like all newer United States submarines, she bore the name of a fish, hers being of the Peto family. Her mission had been decreed on the night of Pearl Harbor, “Conduct unrestricted submarine warfare,” and after commissioning, Wahoo would be the twentieth new submarine to engage the enemy. She would also be my first new ship, culminating seven consecutive years in warships, for threatening wars had kept me and contemporary officers on continuous sea duty.

From the Naval Academy in 1934, I had served a year in the cruiser Chester as a junior gun division and then signal officer. From there came over 2½ grand years under mild and wild skippers in the last of our four-pipe destroyers, Pruitt. She served as a demanding school in all basic shipboard assignments, and in seamanship unavailable in larger or slower ships. Then during overhaul at Mare Island, north of San Francisco, came the true highlight when my boyhood chum, Ernestine Groves, and I were married on June 1, 1936. Pruitt’s change of home port to Hawaii, her conversion to a light minelayer, and subsequent operations twice separated our family, but orders to submarine school squared that away. Together again and with our infant daughter, Marsha, we drove from Mare Island through torrential rains and washouts to Shreveport, Louisiana, and arrived at New London, Connecticut, in the middle of a blizzard. Six months later, I reported to the submarine of my choice, the Argonaut, and in the area of our choice, right back in Hawaii.

The USS Argonaut SM 166 was our largest submarine, the SM designating her as a minelayer. But she also mounted two 53-caliber, 6-inch deck guns that could hurl 116-pound projectiles over 20 miles, and forward she had four torpedo tubes, carried loaded, with eight more torpedoes in their skids—all of this besides her main armament of seventy-eight mines, launched from great mine tubes aft. Fortunately, I was familiar with all of this, including commissary and communications, my first two assignments. Only underwater sound was new to me, so after the required year, I was able to satisfy the qualification board of two captains, and I wore twin dolphins.

In September of 1939, President Franklin Roosevelt proclaimed a Limited Emergency, and all operations took on a most serious note. Our son James was born the same month. The Pacific Fleet arrived in 1940, and commencing in the fall of 1941, our submarines slipped quietly from Pearl Harbor with their torpedo tube outer doors open for firing, but only if attacked. I had been promoted to lieutenant, my qualification for command had been approved, and again I left my family in Honolulu as Argonaut proceeded to patrol south of Midway Atoll.

Orders had specified a submerged patrol, so after arriving in the area, two blasts on the Klaxon sounding diving alarm, AHOOGA, had taken us down during each morning twilight. A skirmish with two destroyers on the night of Pearl Harbor was our only action with the enemy, but ever-increasing humidity, due to lack of air conditioning, caused electrical grounds, and we fought the ensuing small fires instead. The nightly Fox radio schedule had contained briefs of the attack, and one message contained my orders to Mare Island, as executive officer of the submarine Wahoo building there. Argonaut was scheduled for new engines at the same yard, so now just to get her there.

One after another, the electrical motors of our major machinery had burned until we were compensating the boat by blowing water between tanks and pumping to sea with our one remaining pump. A lesser captain would have taken her home, but our skipper, Steve Barchet, an Annapolis All American, stayed with our mission: to defend Midway. Little did we know that Argonaut’s guns, mines, and torpedoes were all that was available to help oppose an expected assault.

On January 22, 1942, with a full section in clean, scrubbed dungarees at quarters, Argonaut entered Pearl Harbor to witness devastation far beyond anything we had expected. In charge, I faced the ranks to port or starboard as we passed each damaged, sunken, or capsized ship, some of them vessels in which our older hands had served. But older or younger, the sight became blurred as tears streamed down our cheeks.

We found our families fine and waiting on 1 week’s notice for evacuation from the islands. After the unloading of mines, ammunition, and all but two torpedoes, I was able to join Ernestine and the children at the Roy Craws, our gracious landlords, who had brought them to a spare apartment in their Waikiki beachfront home.

On January 29, Argonaut sailed for Mare Island Navy Yard, arriving 10 days later, just ahead of our automobile. Thus, I was able to find and rent one of a group of excellent homes across from Hamilton Field, north of San Francisco and 20 miles from Mare Island. One month later, I met the Lurline, carrying 5,000 passengers, and brought my family home, where they would have all the facilities of the airfield only a short walk away.

The specified date in my orders arrived, and after a last lunch in Argonaut, I left my shipmates and many friends with whom I had served for nearly 4 years and walked along the waterfront towards the submarine in which I would be second in command as her executive officer.
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Part One
MARE ISLAND TO PEARL HARBOR
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From the dock, Wahoo appeared ready for sea, but the coming and going of Navy Yard workmen at a hurried pace told that there was much still to be done aboard. That was not yet my business, but the officers and enlisted men who would man her were my concern, so I walked to Wahoo’s dockside office across the quay. Looking back, I could see her sleek upper hull, longer than a football field, and thoughts of Argonaut faded.

Lt. George W. Grider and Lt. (jg) Roger W. Paine, Jr. greeted me, and over coffee, we brought each other up to date. George, two classes junior to me, had also served in destroyers, and after sub school, in the newer submarine, Skipjack. Sandy haired, lean, and with a pleasing southern manner, he would be a fine shipmate. His seniority marked George as our engineering officer, a billet he had already assumed. Roger, 5 years my junior, was similarly lean, but with dark hair and a more serious smile. After attending submarine school, he had served in the Pompano, which had a torpedo data computer (TDC). Knowing how to manipulate this machine, which would direct Wahoo’s torpedoes, had assured his assignment as torpedo and gunnery officer, and like George, Roger would be an asset to any wardroom.

Chief Torpedoman’s Mate (CTM) Russel H. Rau, from New London, had also served in Pompano, where he had been chief of the boat, the key enlisted submarine billet, and had two supporters in Roger and George for the same assignment in Wahoo. Short, stocky, and muscular with receding hair gave Chief Rau an authoritative, fatherly appearance. If there had been any question, the Watch Quarter and Station Bill he was already preparing would have settled it, for the bill already showed the assignments of many crewmen.

Factually, over half of our complement had already reported to Submarine Administration (SubAd), Commander Submarine Force Pacific’s facility at Mare Island. The men had come from other submarines, submarine school, or other schools pertinent to their rate. A few had come directly from surface ships, or from cities and farms via boot camp. Most important during these final stages of construction were the senior petty officers who had been attending schools at the manufactories of Wahoo’s major machinery.
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Hand in hand with the billeting at Sub Ad went the facility’s practical schools for lower rates and non-rated men. Training devices, similar to shipboard installations, provided the actual experience men would need to stand supervised watches in their submarine underway. Wahoo’s senior petty officers were either instructing or drawing machinery spare parts for temporary stowage adjacent to the office.

Everyone was busy, so I followed suit with my own school, heading for the after torpedo room. There were four tubes, carried loaded, their inner doors secured by heavy bronze bayonet locking rings. Just forward were skids to hold four reloads, and sandwiched with these were twelve pullout bunks. Forward to starboard lay the boatswain’s storeroom opposite an enclosed head with outside scuttlebutt (drinking fountain). It was a complete fighting unit, with Torpedoman’s Mate, First Class (TM1c) Johnson, who had greeted me, already in charge.

Forward in the small maneuvering room, Chief Electrician’s Mate (CEM) Norman Ware introduced himself. This must have been planned and was appreciated. The heart of maneuvering was the encaged control cubicle with operating levers extending aft and rheostats controlling the fields. Here, electricians would direct the electrical output of all diesel generators to the four main motors, two to each propeller shaft through reduction gears, or to the two great batteries when charging. Similarly they would direct the batteries’ output to the main motors when submerged. All of this was completely flexible. It was here that all maneuvering bells would be answered, with the electricians calling for more engines as required when surfaced.

Though I would have preferred continuing through the boat, my call on the captain of the Navy Yard took precedence. While there, I learned that Comdr. Duncan C. MacMillan was expected as Wahoo’s captain. Back at the office, the reporting of Lt. (jg) Chandler C. Jackson had solved the problem of a communication and commissary officer. A University of Wisconsin and sub school graduate, commissioned in the V7 officer program, he could take these jobs, which included underwater sound, in stride. Tall, lanky, brown haired, and with a bit of a wry smile, he’d fit in well, and I left the Navy Yard with the feeling that we surely must be receiving the best officers and chief petty officers.

A target bearing transmitter (TBT) to send binocular bearings to the conning tower might have brought an attack on the destroyers at Midway. So our senior radioman, James Buckley, RM1c and I set about making one. Lean and dark haired, his southern voice disguised an eagerness of a Yankee, for he soon had a bronze azimuth circle and boat stuffing box from scrap. A Monel shaft with slotted fitting above to receive binocular hinge pins and a pointer below completed the mechanical installation. The optical shop installed a vertical reticle in two pairs of binoculars, and Wahoo was now ready for a night surface attack.

Continuing my school below, I met our senior Chief Machinist’s Mate (CMM) Andy Lenox as I entered the after engine room. He had just returned from school at Fairbanks Morse, where all of Wahoo’s engines had been built. Dark haired, and with about 10 years’ more service, he took obvious pleasure in explaining our four nine-cylinder, opposed-piston, supercharged main engine generators. Each was rated at 1,600 horsepower, but could generate volts and amperes the equivalent of 2,000. At the time, we only glanced down to the lower flats at the 500-and 300-kw diesel auxiliaries. On leaving the forward room, we looked over two Kleinschmidt stills, which would supply all of the freshwater needs regardless of the duration of a patrol.

Our TBT and my initial familiarization with the boat had been completed just in time, for Lt. Comdr. Marvin G. Kennedy reported as prospective commanding officer (PCO). He came from staff duty preceded by executive officer of Narwhal SS N1, one of our three large submarines, and enjoyed an excellent reputation in torpedo fire control and tactics. Tall, lean, and with a complexion befitting his name, he was quite gentlemanly, but more formal than my previous small-ship captains. He also had his own projects to be completed. First came the installation of tanks to save the air conditioning condensate. Next came an extra set of 8½-by-11-inch card holders in each compartment for close-up pictures of Japanese ships. Chief Rau, now called “Pappy” by his contemporaries, then procured six large cases of ruby-red light bulbs to shorten the time for the eyes of those with topside watches to adapt to the dark. Unlike other boats, all of Wahoo’s lights would be red. Since red-marked danger sectors and such on the charts would not be visible, I was allowed a white light in the ship’s office, but with a switch that turned it off when the door opened. Finally came a bucket for each stateroom and several for the crew’s living spaces, for doing our laundry and taking sponge baths with the condensate, the showers and washing machine being too wasteful. Heretofore, such restrictions were unheard-of in modern boats.

Our major machinery had now been tested at dockside, including the firing of dummy torpedoes. A docking to cut the previously marked flood openings in our ballast tanks had been completed, and the time had come when the responsibility for Wahoo’s completion should pass to the PCO. In a ceremony with crew and officers assembled, Lieutenant Commander Kennedy read his orders; Signalman Hunter broke the commission pennant from the main, the jack and national ensign were flown, and on this June 15, 1942, Wahoo became a unit of the U.S. Pacific Fleet.

During the following weeks of underway testing, Mare Island inspectors rode with our crew. They attended to their particular machinery together with our responsible officers and petty officers. Those not involved organized their divisions into three watch sections of comparable abilities, and helped the chief of the boat in fitting the names into the Watch Quarter and Station Bill. Measuring about 2 by 3 feet and posted in the crew’s mess, this bill would show the watch section, battle station, and duty for each emergency drill for every hand. On getting underway and returning to port, however, experienced men from each section, who took the watch, were known as the special sea detail, a semipermanent and prestigious assignment.

To obtain a satisfactory trim on diving, the diving officer can order pumping from auxiliary (amidships) to sea, or between forward and after trim in any combination including flooding from sea. George had demonstrated during our first dive up the bay when Wahoo had fired her first torpedoes, and again on our dive to test depth of 312 feet at sea. Then, however, the Navy Yard had rigged overlapping battens to check the hull’s deflection. It was normal, requiring the expected pumping to sea to compensate for the reduced displacement. Commencing with our shakedown to San Diego, the officer of the deck (OOD) would go on down and take the dive.

The final loading was completed and at 1700 on Wednesday, July 15, I reported to the captain, “All hands are aboard and Wahoo is ready for sea and shakedown, Sir.” He thanked me, and I saw him ashore.


2

Underway from Mare Island at dawn, Wahoo followed the Napa to the Sacramento River, and then turned south following the buoys through San Pablo Bay. On course in the channel, Captain Kennedy gave the conn to Chan and went below. Two dieseis with 80% load and 90% speed, called 80/90, were driving us on at 14 knots. On Chan’s report of San Francisco looming ahead, the captain came topside, changed course into the main ship channel, and on schedule, at 0800, Wahoo passed through the Golden Gate. Turning south at the sea buoy, two more engines went on propulsion, and all four worked up to full power for the required 20-hour endurance run. Aboard were Navy Yard representatives from Fairbanks Morse and General Electric to observe and advise, and they were more than welcome.

Quartermaster Hunter and I identified the landmarks and then lights as we piloted Wahoo down the coast and then through the Santa Barbara Channel. Below, our hefty senior cook, Rowls, had prepared fine meals, and the odor of lean SC1c (ship’s cook, first class) Phillips’s baking had roused the oncoming midwatch. George’s engineering plant completed its endurance run without fault. The antisubmarine net was opened, and at 1400, our captain brought Wahoo alongside the waiting pier at the Destroyer Base in San Diego on schedule.

Waiting were Commander Swinburne, Deputy Commander Submarine Force Pacific Fleet (ComSubPac), whom I had known from early submarine days, and the base commander, Commodore McCandless, an acquaintance since serving in destroyers. While the captain walked to the base with them, we turned back the sections of decking that covered the after and forward torpedo loading hatches. This put the attached skids in place. The slanted hatches were opened, showing the receiving skids below already aligned, and Roger with his torpedomen went about loading the four torpedoes waiting on their conveyor at dock-side.

No operation order was needed to tell that Wahoo would be underway by dawn for tactical approaches and possible firing during daylight. To avoid lost time, the target ship followed a zigzag plan to confuse the submarine, but so laid down that an aggressive boat, with correct tactics, could close to an acceptable torpedo-firing range. That would set the pattern for nearly 2 weeks, with ship’s drills taking up the slack while our destroyer or patrol craft (PC) target and Wahoo opened the range for the next run. After firings, specially outfitted PT-type retrievers picked up the torpedoes, whose yellow exercise heads brought them to the surface at the end of their run. Prepared for refiring, they would be reloaded on the second night. So we did get some sleep.

We had learned our battle stations till there would be no mistakes. The captain made excellent approaches, including some by the TBT at night. By the position of the torpedo wakes, or by seeing the fish run under their ships, the escort skippers signaled hits for all but a few of the required firings, and those were difficult with wildly zigging targets.

Only one exercise remained on the schedule—the firing of our deck gun. We did not yet have one, so Captain Kennedy asked me to go to the 11th Naval District Headquarters and schedule an indoctrinal depth charging for Monday morning, the day of our departure, instead.

Upon returning, I found the pier swarming with crewmen, each with a batch of rags, and what appeared to be an allowance of ammunition about the dock. The red magazine flood valve wheel, forward of the flood and vent manifold, had lost its warning red in our red lighting. It must have been inadvertently cracked and then not completely shut during diving. A mess cook had noted one of the hatches in the deck seeming a little squashy. Upon opening it, Paul Phillips, our fine baker, had found the magazine flooded. George had told the captain, who had few words, but seemed a bit in shock.

In the morning, the flooding of the magazine was not mentioned as Wahoo departed, rigging for dive en route. Ten miles northwest of Point Loma, Lieutenant (jg) Lassing with his PC-570 was waiting as had been agreed. Wahoo drew ahead on course north and then dived, rigging for depth charge while keeping both scopes exposed. The purpose was to let newer hands know what depth charges are like and so dispel some of the Hollywood myths created by shaking the camera. PC-570 came roaring past, lest she damage her stern, and laid down a string of four. The instantaneous CRACK then WHACK and swishing rumble through the superstructure, repeated four times, could have convinced the uninitiated that the charges were on top of us, but Hunter on the scope confirmed that they were a hundred yards away. So the final requirement before departing on patrol had been completed, when normally this would have been done off Pearl Harbor.

Our continuing return to Mare Island went well. Loading for patrol kept hands busy, but did not interfere with normal liberty. A final docking fixed an annoying squeal from our port shaft, and after testing at sea, much to the delight of the crew, Wahoo moored at Pier 45 in San Francisco. In the morning we would sail for Pearl Harbor and unrestricted submarine warfare against the enemy.
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A prolonged blast from her whistle warned that Wahoo was backing clear from Pier 45. The current caught her stern, commencing a swing that our captain completed precisely with screws and rudder. Two engines were now driving us towards the center of the Golden Gate Bridge, surely man’s most beautiful steel structure. As we drew near, the waves from our friends and loved ones, gathered in the observation area, carried their Godspeed, and ours were returned. But then the channel and antisubmarine net required our strict attention. The time was 0930 on this August 12, 1942, as prescribed in our operation order.

Beyond the marked channel, all landmarks were obscured by the seasonal fog, but the two Farallon Islands and the bridge showed clearly on the SJ (surface search) radar as tall dancing pips above the horizontal grassy line. Their bearings and ranges plotted nicely with our dead-reckoning position (DR) on the chart and gave a final departure point by radar, a new experience for me. A lookout report brought me to the bridge; it was our escort, the USS Kilty, waiting beyond the end of the swept channel, clear of possible enemy mines. I gave the captain the recommended course and time at the channel’s end, and received his, “Make it so.” George took the conn and ordered, “Set the regular sea detail,” and “Rig ship for dive.” The captain left the bridge and I followed, but only as far as the conning tower to get my sextant for a morning sun line.

Normally in submarines, the senior quartermaster or signalman becomes the assistant navigator. So I was surprised to find that SM1c Hunter was to head our quartermaster watch list. The designation was reasonable, for he could now be on watch with our less experienced officers, but I would have preferred making the designation. So I showed Krause, our polite, sandy-haired signalman, second class from New England, how to use the comparing watch, and we took five evenly spaced altitude readings of the sun. The computation gave us an apparently good position line, but the proof would have to await the sun line at high noon. While I went below to consult the captain concerning plans for the rest of the day, Krause consulted our books concerning his new responsibility.

The captain went along with my suggestion for a chlorine gas drill about midafternoon to be followed by a trim dive after our escort had been released. This modest schedule would surely be welcomed by all hands, especially the bachelors, for George, with the duty, and Pappy Rau apparently had experienced a busy night in striking returning hands below. Living only 23 miles north of the bridge, mine had been a quiet night at home, and quite intentionally, I had not inquired about the details, which had obviously been well handled. Other questions were answered by a quick turn through the boat: We were well secured for sea, with no loose gear to cause damage or injury. Some hands were restowing lockers, but most others not on watch were staying out of the way in their bunks. The watch was alert, including the galley, where our expert cook, Phillips, was showing how to turn chicken-fried steaks. Unfortunately, there was no way to snitch one, so I returned to the bridge suddenly quite hungry.

George would have the deck till noon, with Roger and then Chan to follow. Hopefully, we could add three junior officers at Pearl, so in a one-in-three rotation, the extra could serve as operations officer supervising the conning tower watch and as assistant navigator. This had proved desirable in Argonaut, so here, with radar also to be interpreted, an operations officer would seem essential. But the sight topside took my mind from such details.

Wahoo was racing through the calm summer seas on course 255 degrees true heading for Point Yoke, the first of five positions that would keep us clear of any shipping while en route to Pearl Harbor. Maintaining a station about 500 yards ahead was Kilty, who would accompany us till dark, primarily to identify our submarine as friendly. We would thus avoid diving for planes and could maintain the 16-knot speed of advance required by our operation order. At the moment, three of our four main dieseis were driving Wahoo at 17 knots so as to allow for temporary reductions during training dives and some of our emergency drills.

Each of the four lookouts was searching his sector as if we were in enemy waters, and that was as it should be. Realism came with an SD (air search) radar contact at 12 miles. It could be in any sector since the SD gives range only and is not directional, but if the plane closed we would dive, for escorted or not, the final responsibility for Wahoo’s safety lay with us alone. Probably sighting Kilty, the plane withdrew after closing a mile, so by her presence, our escort was accomplishing her mission.

My task, at the moment, was to provide an accurate noon position report. The noon latitude sun line crossed nicely with the midmorning line run ahead at our speed and confirmed our (dead-reckoning) position. Wahoo was indeed making good 17 knots. The captain received the formal position slip, a printed form about 3 by 4 inches, that I had signed. After thanking me, he advised that he would be below for the next half hour or so. This was not an order for me to remain on the bridge or in the conning tower, but I gathered that he expected such, so answered that I would be here at hand.

When the noon meal had been served and the mess cooks had squared away the mess room, we held the chlorine gas drill. This deadly gas will be generated if saltwater enters the battery cells. Normally, the rupture of the pressure hull abreast a battery compartment would have to precede such flooding, and in peacetime, this would be limited to a collision. In the coming months, however, depth charges, bombs, and even shelling increased the possibility. So, rehearsing the procedure of identifying, vacating, and isolating the affected battery compartment, with subsequent ventilation, was now more important. It could save many lives. The instructions that had been posted in each compartment, and the detailed procedures contained in the duty chief’s folder, proved adequate, and I congratulated Chiefs Rau and Ware on their performances. Chlorine gas was set aside as a drill. Now, the report of chlorine gas would mean the real thing.

Chan relieved Roger, assuming the four-to-eight watch. The Kilty was released at 1800, with our “Well-done” and her “Godspeed.” Seen broadside, as she raced by, the fine seagoing design of our destroyer escorts was evident: in her I saw the simplicity of Pruitt and the essentials from our full-fledged destroyers. I sincerely hoped the enemy did not have comparable escorts. When she was clear, Chan took us down, keeping the lanyard to the hatch in hand to insure that it could not open before our eager Quartermaster Striker Simonetti had spun the wheel setting the dogs. Chan dropped on down to control and leveled us off at the ordered 64 feet, reporting satisfied with the trim. After we had briefly manned battle stations, the captain surfaced our ship in the customary cautious manner and quickly had Wahoo at her 17-knot cruising speed. The whole operation had seemed particularly smooth, which is always the way when everyone handles his job properly; this should give our skipper confidence, especially in Chan, who stood an excellent watch and set the pace for his assistants.

The sun line, our escort’s departure, the messages, and the dive seemed to make the afternoon go quickly. Then came sunset followed by evening twilight and the first stars. After the noon meal, Krause and I had calculated the approximate bearing and altitude of the stars we might use. Now as the brighter ones became visible, their identification was no task at all. We took a careful series of sextant altitude readings of the six most prominent, with five readings on each one. If the changes in altitude were consistent, we would use the third or middle sight in our calculations; otherwise, we would average them for use with the mid-time. Later, perhaps, when we were more sure of ourselves, we might drop to three readings or even a single one.

We rather raced with the calculations and plotting, which surely wasn’t consistent with accuracy, but the captain seemed anxious. The stars were kind, however, and their lines crossed nicely in forming a large dot. The afternoon sun line, run ahead at our speed, just like a ship along a course line, crossed through our point, all plotted to 2000, or twenty-hundred. The completed formal position slip brought a “Thank-you” from the captain, but with just the touch of a frown, for we were a few minutes late. However, Krause and I had used extreme care and knew Wahoo’s current position, and to navigators, that is what really counts.

A warmed-over soggy supper, notes for the captain’s Night Orders, and the morrow’s Plan of the Day finished my day shortly before midnight. In 4½ hours, I’d be called for a round of morning stars and another day.

Though my schedule left little personal time, that of the crew and officers was exhausting. Reveille, breakfast, trice up bunks and clamp down (with a damp swab), emergency drills, and battle stations filled the daytime hours between watches. Only during mealtime was there assurance against interruption. At this pace, we’d be the best-trained ship’s company to arrive at the U.S. Submarine Base, Pearl Harbor (if we were still on our feet).

Points Yoke and Zed were now behind us, as we continued to enjoy cruising weather. Lack of sea legs didn’t affect the instruction accompanying most watches below decks. Of necessity, many non-rated men had already been designated as strikers and were filling billets of third-class petty officers. Their instructors were our qualified submariners, officers, and petty officers alike. This required no urging, for in the coming weeks their very lives could depend on the effectiveness of teaching. A wavering wake that slowly straightened told of a new hand on the wheel receiving instruction from Hunter or the steersman he had relieved. Keeping the lubber line, representing the ship’s bow, on the designated compass-card course requires anticipation and the minimum rudder to correct. It was evident that this new hand had a natural feel of the ship.

Wahoo was now headed for Point Able as she continued following the alphabet. Thus far, any small errors in our navigation would affect only our personal pride, but the coming report to Commander Submarine Force Pacific Fleet, ComSubPac, on crossing the 1,000-mile circle from Pearl must be accurate, for operational control of Wahoo would pass to ComSubPac at that time. Of even more importance to us would be an exact position to effect a rendezvous with the ship designated to escort Wahoo on approaching Pearl.

My confidence in being able to handle the multiple assignments increased when, for the first time since leaving San Francisco, I was able to turn in before 2300, over 5 hours until morning star-call. Deep in the first minutes of sleep, I became aware of a rocking motion; then of a firm hand on my shoulder, and a far-off voice repeating, “We’ve got troubles, Lieutenant!”

In minutes, I joined my assistant in the ship’s office to find out what was wrong in private. Now the Air Almanac, an annual publication, lists the hour angle (the angular distance from Greenwich, England) and the declination (the angular distance from the equator) of the sun, moon, planets, and major stars for each 5 minutes of the day. It is bound with a wire spring, in a semi-loose-leaf manner, so that out-of-date pages can be torn out and discarded. Krause had torn out too many pages and they had already been given the “deep-six” in the weighted sacks of trash and garbage. The detailed data on them was absolutely necessary in calculating the true altitude at the recorded moment of sextant or observed altitude; without it, only latitude lines at high noon are practical.

There was only one solution, lacking the more extensive Nautical Almanac. I retrieved my slide rule, and after calculating the rate of change of hour angle and declination in the undisturbed pages, we proceeded to make new tables to replace those that had gone to Davy Jones’s locker. It was a monstrous task, but new tables for the missing 3 days were complete, with time for a cup of coffee before going topside. My final word before climbing the ladder was, “Krause, if these work, mum’s the word, but if they don’t, you’re going to stand up with me when I tell the captain!”

Waiting brought apprehension, but morning twilight’s first horizon took precedence. Krause had been on the bridge for some minutes spotting the stars we had used on the previous morning. With some doubts, we recorded five sextant altitudes of each one. The rate of change for all seemed reasonably consistent, always an indication of good sights, so we went below to double check the times and then make the calculations.

Every now and then, there seems to be a helping hand, and this time it could truly have been called a guiding star. The star fix was fine, and privately we were off the hook. In 3 days the last of our manufactured tables would follow the others, and we’d be back on the printed pages with no one the wiser.

The required reports on crossing the 1,000-and 500-mile circles from Pearl had been received by ComSubPac; Points Cast, Baker, and Able lay astern; and Steersman Dooley held Wahoo on the zigzag legs of her final routing of the voyage. Having kept our temporary navigational troubles strictly private had helped in establishing a mutually respectful rapport, a relationship that I hoped to enjoy with the captain. Our position slips were now delivered on time, or nearly so, and I was thankful for the circumstance that had made Krause my assistant.

It was from Krause that I learned more about our last night in San Francisco. One hand surmised that if he returned to Wahoo thoroughly inebriated, sick drunk, the duty officer would have to send him to the hospital. He could then sail on the next submarine instead. But he had underestimated George, an athlete, and Pappy Rau, who had experienced such things before. Though a quarter again the size of either of them, George and Pappy quickly handcuffed and leg-ironed the culprit to the radio direction finder mast aft of the conning tower fairwater. As the chilling San Francisco fog rolled in, they uncuffed one hand at a time, fitting him with a foul-weather jacket. But still immobile, his teeth were chattering and complexion somewhat blue at dawn when he gladly went below.

I was probably the last to learn of this, and hopefully the captain never would. That his submarine could be the first ship in this century to use leg irons, still in the equipage from sailing days, might not sit well. Krause did not mention a name, but from the brief details I surmised that he might have been my assistant navigator.

The evening Fox, a radio schedule from ComSubPac, contained a message with Wahoo’s call sign. Chan raced aft to decode it and returned in minutes with the tape in hand. As expected, the message gave the coordinates where we were to meet the USS Litchfield at 0400 tomorrow, August 18. A copy of our operation order had been sent to ComSubPac by Clipper Mail; he had our various positions, and the rendezvous plotted nicely 128 miles ahead.

The captain came to the bridge shortly after 0300, unaware, unless he had glanced at the chart, that a midnight star triangle lay astride our track. It was still with some satisfaction, however, that we heard the radar operator announce, “SJ contact, range 14,000 yards, bearing near dead ahead.” The time was 0330.

“It really works,” whispered Krause.

“The radar?” I queried.

“No, this navigation stuff,” he replied.

Till now, Krause’s total experience in celestial navigation had produced only positions on a chart. I recalled my first landfall, comparable to this rendezvous; it was the proof of the pudding and I knew just how he felt.

Chan had supplied the correct challenge and reply, while Krause readied the Aldis lamp, a hand-held signal light. Litchfield’s silhouette, first as a blur or “blurp” and then tall and sharp, came out of the night. We were ready to challenge or be challenged.

“No, not that,” ordered the captain, referring to the Aldis lamp. “Use the blinker gun and go to battle stations!”

These precautions made identification more difficult and downright dangerous when the torpedo tubes were readied and the doors opened. If Litchfield had known that six torpedoes were pointed down her throat, she’d have spun on a dime and left us behind. Fortunately, perhaps, she made the correct reply to our challenge and then sent two short messages with her easily read Aldis lamp.

“What did she say?” asked the captain.

Krause stepped across the bridge to deliver them orally, saying, “They’re addressed to you, Sir. The first read, ‘Welcome to the Islands,’ and the second said, ‘Congratulations on precise navigation.’ “There was no comment, and upon returning Krause uttered a soft, “Jeez.”

Piloting, with radar ranges on Molokai and Oahu, and then made more precise with visual bearings at dawn, was a welcome change from stars. Wahoo entered the wide Kaiwi Channel between them and set course for Pearl Harbor, an hour’s run ahead. Following early breakfast, the welcome orders, “Make all preparations for entering port; station the special sea detail; and rig ship for surface,” were announced on the IMC. Litchfield was released with our “Well done,” and a section of hands who had not seen Pearl Harbor since the attack were at quarters as we entered the channel. Facing each ship, or her remains, as we passed by would make their blood boil, and I doubted there would be a dry eye. The very sight would exhort them to do their level best in our coming endeavors. The captain conned our submarine through Pearl Harbor, around ten-ten dock, and with a one-bell maneuver to alongside Pier 2 at the U.S. Naval Submarine Base in time for most of a working day.



Part Two
FIRST PATROL

In the Carolines
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On the pier to greet us at the U.S. Naval Submarine Base were Rear Adm. Robert E. English and Comdr. Frank Watkins, our new submarine force and division commanders. The admiral’s submarine service had started before World War I, and his previous billet had been Commander Submarine Squadron Four (ComSubRon 4), which included command of the Submarine Base, the second senior command in Submarine Force Pacific (SubPac). The commander had just returned from a successful patrol in Flying Fish and was the only division commander to have made a war patrol in command. Our captain had served with the admiral, so with his support and first-hand advice from the commander, all augured well for Wahoo.

Smith, our steward, had carried out Chan’s instructions to have just-brewed coffee ready, which was one of the reasons for the admiral and commander’s coming on below. A bit of nostalgia—the surroundings played their part, but the coffee was superb. After a cup, I excused myself for there was much to be done. A quick turn aft showed each compartment now sporting at least one white light, so it was no longer blinding when I went topside. Beyond the head of the dock, a medium-sized bus with driver was parked. Pappy Rau assured me that the pending work could be handled by two sections, so one section left to stay with the bus, which would return before curfew at dark, and with the knowledge that tomorrow’s section could ride on their return.

Our torpedoes were being winched topside, and by boom onto the waiting conveyor on the dock. Each the weight of an automobile, it was exacting work, but necessary, for they would be replaced by torpedoes precisely prepared at the Base torpedo shop. Roger and Pappy Rau would witness the preliminary and the final adjustments at the shop, and be responsible for the reloading. Though but one of the tasks preparatory to going on patrol, it could determine our readiness date.

The captain had seen the admiral ashore, and after a turn through the boat with the commander, had gone to the Base with him. George left with Machinist’s Mate, Second Class Frash, his ‘Oil King,” to record fuel oil soundings at the Base tank farm preparatory to Wahoo’s fueling. Chan was off to Base communications to exchange registered publications, and rather by default, I had now assumed the duty. The first evidence of the captain’s efforts ashore came at midafternoon when Lt. (jg) Richie N. Henderson reported on board for duty. Tall, lean, sandy haired, and with a slightly wry smile, he immediately gave every promise of being a fine shipmate. From Pennsylvania, and a 1940 USNA graduate, he had survived his battleship at Pearl Harbor. To us, he was a gold mine, submarine school or not, and immediately relieved Chan of commissary.

During the declared Limited Emergency prior to the war, Pearl Harbor boats had been required to submit warm-and cold-weather menus for possible southern or northern patrols, and the estimated provisions. These were approved with some modifications by the force medical officer, though by Navy Regulations this was the responsibility of a ship’s captain. The commissary provisioning for patrols during the Emergency satisfied the menus but not the crews. They wanted twice as much bread and baked goods. Skippers took charge for subsequent patrols, but the doctors and staff were slow in revising the recommended commissary stores for new boats. So, like the torpedoes, all of our stores would be unloaded and the ship reprovisioned.

We had surmounted a few problems in Wahoo, including that flooded magazine, and believed that such things were behind us. But Richie shook our confidence in his first hour on the job. A battery fresh-water line passed through the commissary storeroom and had an obscurely located shut-off-valve. The bonnet of this valve had been leaking, with the water running down the curved contour of Wahoo’s pressure hull. We were somewhat abashed to have a surface sailor find what none of us had observed, even on inspections. The cleanup went on into the night, when soggy stores could be dumped, unobserved, in the “Dempster Dumpsters” at the head of the dock.

On our third day in port, the captain hit pay dirt again: Lt. (jg) Ira Dye, an NROTC graduate from the University of Washington, reported for duty. Of medium height, with straight blond hair combed back to an indeterminate part, and displaying an engaging smile, he too would be a pleasant addition to the wardroom. Of more importance, as George saw it, was his engineering degree. So Wahoo had an assistant engineer and electrical officer wrapped in one. Like Richie, he would get his submarine school training aboard, but living truly within a ship day and night makes the knowledge come quickly.

Later in the day, still on a need-to-know basis, was the designation of our patrol area. Krause broke out the master chart of the Pacific, which showed the outline and numbers of the detailed charts. At the Base chart pool we drew the charts we would need en route and while patrolling, spreading them out to be sure. Back aboard, we stowed them in the drawers provided below the wardroom’s sideboard. Prompted by our earlier experience, both the Air and Nautical Almanacs were sighted in place and our department was ready for patrol.

Briefings and reading patrol reports and pertinent parts of the Japanese monograph at headquarters had occupied my spare time, but also had provided opportunities to drop by personnel. In proportion, our new hands equaled the captain’s efforts, so Wahoo would put to sea with a complement of seven officers and sixty-five enlisted men, but still missing and particularly affecting me was a yeoman. Departments were reporting their readiness, and this was well, for the captain announced that we would depart on patrol Monday, August 23, 3 days hence. On Sunday evening, a few minutes after the Base movie, I reported, “All hands are aboard and Departments ready for patrol, Captain,” and received his, “Very good.”

In the quiet of my stateroom, I considered Wahoo’s prospects for the coming patrol, and not without some doubts. How could our captain, who could make good practice torpedo attacks, apparently be so uninformed in modern submarine matters? The probable answer was quite simple: Our new-construction captains had gone to shore duty after qualifying in submarines, the Navy encouraging nonsubmarine duties to broaden their careers. Their executive officers, while starting 5 years later, had served continuously in the boats in most billets and, for many, a war patrol. And so we had the incongruous situation in which some skippers had far less submarine time and experience than their execs. Our peacetime training against warships with air and surface escorts created a bugaboo of periscope sighting. The West Coast Sound School demonstration for PCOs created another bugaboo, for without temperature gradients—always found in the deep Pacific and which reflect echo-ranging sound waves back towards the surface—the S-boat targets could not escape. Attending the new PCO tactical-updating course at New London followed by a PCO patrol in a seasoned submarine was designed for our very situation. Lacking this would demand the sharing of submarine knowledge and expertise, but would this be possible in Wahoo?
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A prolonged blast from our whistle warned that Wahoo was backing from her slip. The line handlers on the dock paused in their work, first with their fingers in their ears and then, perhaps following the lead of Commander Watkins, remaining at attention till our ship headed out the channel. It was an emotional moment, deepened by the captain’s serious words at quarters and my announcement of our destination. The remaining men who had not seen the devastation were at quarters on the forecastle as the captain conned his ship through the harbor. Below, rigging ship for dive was already in progress, for we had one last submerged operation before proceeding on patrol. Turning west at the sea buoy, Wahoo headed for her PC escort; Roger took the conn, and the first section relieved the special sea detail. Our following trim dive served an additional purpose when the PC gave us two indoctrinal depth charges, primarily for our new shipmates. On the surface again, the steersman steadied on 257 degrees, the initial course to our patrol area, and rang up standard speed. The maneuvering room would adjust our propeller turns for 14 knots. A thousand yards ahead, the escort patrolled across our bow and would stay with us till dusk. The time was 1000 (ten-hundred) this August 23, just 1 hour after getting underway, and Wahoo was on patrol.

On the conning tower chart, for all to see, was the track we would follow. It had three long legs that passed through points designated in our operation order. More important to us, however, were Taongi Atoll 90 miles to the west of the second leg, Ponape Island to the southeast of the third leg, then Namonuito and Hall Islands. Passing between these two, Wahoo would enter her patrol area.

The Nampo Shoto, the Bonins, and the Marianas leading south from Tokyo form an interrupted corridor. Along this route, surface and air patrols could offer considerable protection to Empire shipping to and from the Carolines, a loose line of islands, reefs, and atolls extending from Palau, near the Philippines, eastward over 2,000 miles to the Gilberts. Near the center of this chain lies a small group of volcanic islands with about 1,500-foot peaks and extensive, deep anchorages. Well fortified, they are surrounded by a continuous ring of low islands and reefs. Averaging 30 miles across and with only four navigable passes, this ring made the anchorages immune to gunfire. The atoll, as an enemy naval base, had made possible the control of the Marianas and support of their conquest of the Solomons, about 900 miles southeastward. Sometimes called the Gibraltar of the Pacific, this atoll was labeled Truk on our chart. Wahoo would patrol its western approaches and the important Piaanu Pass into the atoll.

Morning-and noon-latitude sun lines crossed conveniently on our track, and I delivered the 1200 position slip to the captain on the bridge. As before, he thanked me, but then said:


Dick, I am going to require two officers on watch when we are on patrol, so if you will stand the four-to-eights, your quartermaster can bring your sextant topside for your morning and evening stars, and since you’ll be relieved by a quarter of the hour in accordance with naval custom, that will give you ample time to work up your stars and have the position slip to me by 0800 and 2000. The noon position slip, of course, offers no problem.



This additional duty, leaving Wahoo without an effective executive officer during these critical hours, had implications that could undermine Wahoo’s potential fighting ability. These thoughts were whirling in my mind, but ours was a ship at war and my answer was, “Aye, aye, Sir.”

In addition to radio time checks, Krause would now be responsible for recording the exact difference between the gimbal-mounted ship’s chronometer and the comparing watch, essential to the later computation of the Greenwich Civil Time (GCT) of each star sight.

The PC turned back at sunset, sending Godspeed and receiving our “Well-done.” The SJ radar now searched ahead; its range greatly exceeding the visibility, and our SD was secured for the night. With the first stars of evening twilight, we took our sights using the same lucky stars that had served us well for the Litchfield rendezvous. Then came the wait of nearly 2 hours before we would know if our fix was good, and with the fading horizon, no chance of another round of stars for a precise position.

Promptly at 1945, George and Ira came to the bridge. Chan turned over the watch, while I dropped below to the ship’s office, which sported the only white light. Our first lines crossed far from the dead-reckoning position, but a simple correction to the GCT set all aright. Though some minutes late, the captain received the position slip in the usual courteous manner, and I sat down to a warmed-over supper.

Except for zigzagging during daylight, which required 10% more speed to maintain the required advance, Wahoo had enjoyed routine surface cruising with a trim dive on the third day, and the always puzzling “sailing into tomorrow” as our boat crossed the international date line. A reported distant plane on the morning watch (the four-to-eight) seemed unlikely with Taongi Atoll still 400 miles away, but on the following day, August 29, we proceeded submerged while passing the atoll. Bona fide patrol planes kept us down while passing Ponape, so the captain, who had spent nearly all surfaced hours on the bridge or in the conning tower, had some real rest in his cabin. I hoped that this would become routine in our patrol area, for in Argonaut my captain had found it necessary as well as delegating many responsibilities.

Clear of Ponape, we enjoyed surface running in storms, diving at dawn on September 3 between Hall and Namonuito Islands. From there, Wahoo would proceed southwest 40 miles into the assigned area. The wind and seas moderated throughout the morning with the overcast lifting at noon. Though without star fixes, we were confident of our position, especially since the dead-reckoning indicator agreed with our DR position on the chart. We would not see the islands, even using maximum periscope (with shears still submerged) of 17 feet. Passing into our area, and now with 3-foot exposures ordered, any sightings would be of enemy planes or ships.

The very fact that Wahoo was now patrolling her assigned area over 3,000 miles from Pearl Harbor added pride and determination to our task. But throughout the day only seabirds came into view during cautious sweeps every half hour, and only fish noises were heard on sound. Just as on our previous submerged days, however, time was not wasted. On surfacing late in evening twilight we headed for a point 15 miles off Piaanu Pass. Krause and I raced in bringing the stars down to a fading horizon and rather surprised ourselves with a good fix. Only a modest change of course to 185 degrees and slowing to two-thirds speed would put us on station before morning twilight.

[image: ]

We had two officers in each watch section in Argonaut, one serving as operations officer in the conning tower or the control room as the situation required. He took the dive when she submerged. In our boat, with radar and sonar to be interpreted in the conning tower, we should have the same, and I was considering such a recommendation to the captain. While at the Submarine Base, however, he had had a metal bunk installed in the conning tower that folded up against the TDC. Presumably, it would be the counterpart of an emergency cabin in surface warships where the captain could rest or sleep near the bridge in pending battle or emergency. Still, in submarines, the captain’s cabin was already as close as their emergency cabin. I had the answer when I came off watch: the bunk was made up for the captain this night, and my recommendation would be out of order.

The days of cruising, with routine dives and drills, showed their effect below. Those going on watch or shifting assignments did so with quiet confidence, no longer needing instructions. The battery charge had been in progress since surfacing and would be completed before midnight. Ira had just given permission to dump trash and garbage. In less than a minute the weighted sacks would be passed through the mess-room hatch, and all secured again. Following patrol instructions, the sacks would contain the patrol reports we had been studying, thus insuring that they could not fall to the enemy. Though not covering our area, they contained the lessons of other boats, their successes and failures, and we learned much from them. They had been my only reading since sailing and most certainly superseded many peacetime instructions.

In the bright, clear moonlight, Tol Island, which rises 1,483 feet, could come into view anytime after midnight. As an assistant navigator, unencumbered by watches, Krause was on the bridge early. He called me when the peak was sighted at 2300, and Ira was able to include in
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