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			Prologue

			May 23, 1939

			Just off Portsmouth, New Hampshire

			The engine rooms are flooding!”

			The call from Yeoman Second Class (Y2c) Charles Kuney—the battle stations talker connected via headset to other compartments throughout the ship—hit every sailor like a depth charge. The worst possible scenario was coming true. The submarine USS Squalus was in the process of completing a routine checkout dive off America’s East Coast. Her new skipper, thirty-five-year-old Lieutenant Oliver Naquin, hoped to impress his superiors by shaving seconds off his boat’s crash-dive time, the length of time it took to fully submerge his submarine.

			All indications had been normal. In the control room, the vessel’s watertightness was measured by an electronic board of lights known as the Christmas Tree indicator. Naquin had Squalus run up to full speed and gave the order to dive. Vent valves were opened to allow the icy cold water to begin flooding ballast tanks to help pull the vessel below the seas. In quick order, sailors shut down the diesel engines, closed the main induction valve, and switched on battery-powered motors. Just below the conning tower, in the control room, every red light on the Christmas Tree had switched to green, indicating all was safe to dive. Air was bled into the boat to confirm its airtightness as the ballast and bow buoyancy tanks were flooded to take her down.[1]

			But as Squalus passed fifty feet, a blast of air pressure swept through the control room. Something had gone terribly wrong. Thousands of gallons of water rushed through the main induction air valve and began flooding the engine and maneuvering rooms. Men screamed as icy water began climbing above their knees and continued to rise. Skipper Naquin and his diving officer ordered men to blow compressed air through the ship’s ballast tanks to force water back out. It was imperative that Squalus resurface immediately to check the potential disaster in progress.

			The rush of compressed air forced enough water out of the submarine to allow her bow to briefly broach the surface, but Squalus had simply swallowed too much ocean. The weight of the water pouring into her engineering spaces pulled the vessel down like a mighty anchor, forcing her to slide backward into the empty depths of the Gulf of Maine.

			Men raced to slam watertight doors, but the inrushing water was too much for some compartments. Sailors fled toward the forward torpedo room, but seventeen men were drowned as the water filled the aft compartments. Other crewmen acted swiftly to securely dog down the hatches to ensure watertight integrity in their more forward compartments. Naquin shouted at electrician’s mate Lloyd Maness from North Carolina to close the watertight door between the control room and the after battery.

			Maness paused in swinging the three-hundred-pound steel door closed as men shouted at him to wait. Six sailors sloshed through into the control room, followed by a ship’s cook who had paused long enough to peer through the glass eye port into the next flooded compartment aft. He charged through waist-high water toward the control room and was the last man from the back half of the boat to stagger in before Maness dogged down the heavy hatch.[2]

			“There was no big bang when we hit the bottom,” recalled electrician’s mate Gerald McLees. At that moment, he had been in a three-foot-high crawl space beneath the main deck in the forward battery compartment, taking readings on his battery cells. On the surface, Squalus ran on four V16 diesel engines able to generate 5,500 horsepower and push the boat to a top speed of 21 knots (24 mph). Two auxiliary generators and four electric motors could produce 2,740 horsepower while submerged, these driven by two massive 126-cell batteries maintained by McLees and his fellow electricians. At 2 knots’ speed, Squalus could operate up to forty-eight hours on battery power. At full 8.75-knot submerged speed, these batteries would be depleted in just over an hour. McLees could hear the high-pressure air system as men in the control room tried to expel water ballast to bring Squalus back to the surface, but she continued to settle stern first. “It was a losing battle,” he remembered. McLees and others struggled to maintain footing against the sharp up angle until his submarine nestled upright on the ocean floor.[3]

			By the time Squalus settled two hundred forty feet below the surface, skipper Naquin knew the dreadful truth. He took the phones and mouthpiece from talker Kuney, but his calls to the after engine rooms and after torpedo room went unanswered. Twenty-six of his officers and men in the after half of his submarine had drowned. Thirty-two officers and men, plus one civilian observer, remained alive from the control room up to the forward torpedo room.

			As commander of the vessel, Naquin decided it was paramount to work on saving the other half of his men. “Only one man mentioned the people aft, and I shut that off real fast,” Naquin later related. “If one or two men had panicked, the whole thing might have gone up in smoke.” [4]

			The fight to survive and return to the surface was just beginning.

			Naquin ordered gunner’s mate Gene Cravens to fire one of the ship’s forty distress rockets from the control room overhead. One of his officers released a bright yellow marker buoy that floated to the surface, trailing a long telephone line between the buoy and the sunken submarine. “Submarine Sunk Here. Telephone Inside” was stenciled in black letters on the bright buoy. Naquin could only hope that they would soon be found if someone spotted the exploding rocket and its cloud of red smoke.[5]

			As fate would have it, good fortune would shortly arrive in the form of the sister submarine of Squalus, USS Sculpin (SS-191). Built at the Portsmouth Naval Shipyard in Kittery, Maine, the twin three-hundred-ten-foot submarines had been launched within seven weeks of each other in the summer of 1938. Both were Sargo-class boats, built with seven watertight compartments in addition to their conning towers. Their 11⁄16-inch steel pressure hulls made them capable of a “test depth” of two hundred fifty feet—considered to be the edge of a Sargo-class submarine’s safe limits. This test depth was fifty feet deeper than the rating of the older S-class U.S. submarines, but two hundred fifty feet was a depth that many Sargo-class boats would greatly exceed in times of duress, such as during enemy depth charge counterattacks. In the months following their launching, the new crews of Sculpin and Squalus had lived together on base and had trained together. While off duty, the two crews played one another in softball games and their two skippers had become close friends.

			Within two hours of Squalus failing to return to the surface from her dive, Sculpin’s skipper, Lieutenant Warren Wilkin, was directed to proceed to the location and conduct a search. Around 1245, as Sculpin neared the site, one of her officers spotted a distress rocket fired from the sunken vessel. Wilkin conned his boat toward the emergency telephone buoy and dropped anchor as his sailors pulled it on board.[6]

			In Squalus’s forward torpedo room, Lenny de Medeiros—a muscular torpedoman third class (TM3c) of Portuguese descent—had closed the watertight door to his compartment once his submarine began flooding. During the hours that followed, he worried about the fate of two of his close friends, electrician’s mates Lloyd Maness and Gerry McLees. De Medeiros spent the next hours standing watch on the marker-buoy telephone line. He and others had raised spirits as they heard the propellers of Sculpin arrive 243 feet overhead and halt.

			Lieutenant Wilkin took the emergency phone and made a call. De Medeiros heard his voice clearly: “Hello, Squalus. This is Sculpin. What’s your trouble?”[7]

			De Medeiros handed the headset to Lieutenant John Nichols, who quickly relayed the disaster and the flooding on his submarine. Nichols then handed the headset to his skipper, Oliver Naquin, so he could speak with his fellow commander, Wilkin. “Hello, Wilkie,” he greeted him. Naquin quickly stated that he believed a rescue diver could close the high induction valve and hook salvage lines to the flooded compartments to help bring his ship to the surface. Shortly into this conversation, Sculpin rose on a wave and the telephone cable—tied to a cleat on Sculpin—snapped. Voice communication with the sunken submarine was lost.[8]

			But a massive rescue operation was already in progress. From New London, Connecticut, the naval rescue and salvage tug Falcon was dispatched to the location. Lieutenant Commander Charles “Swede” Momsen, who had toiled for years developing submarine escape and rescue equipment, and a team of deep-sea divers were flown in and raced to the scene in other vessels. While more rescue equipment and a diving bell were ferried to the scene, another vessel managed to drag grapnels and hook the sunken Squalus. During this time, survivors communicated with the rescuers on the surface by using a hammer to bang out Morse code messages. “Beating on the hull was our only means of communication,” recalled electrician’s mate Judson “Jud” Bland. Within eight hours of their sinking, Squalus sailors learned that rescue divers were en route.[9]

			Captain Naquin and his thirty-two surviving comrades lay silently shivering in wait, trying to conserve energy and oxygen as the air temperature inside Squalus plunged into the thirties. The drama was already playing out in the press, as newspaper reporters had made their way to sea in fishing vessels to document the efforts of the ragtag armada of vessels assembled above the sunken submarine. By midday on May 24, a mighty bell-shaped rescue chamber was being lowered from the Falcon down to the forward deck of Squalus. Once the chamber was securely attached, the submarine’s upper hatch was opened and rescuers passed emergency supplies to the crew. Seven survivors were helped into the rescue bell, the submarine’s hatch was closed again, and a forty-five-minute ascent to the surface commenced.

			Among those helped out onto Falcon’s deck from the first ascent was Gerry McLees, who had been sent up due to being nauseous. Shortly after the first group of survivors emerged from the bell on Falcon’s deck, the rescue chamber began its next descent. During the hours that followed, two more ascents were made, bringing up Lenny de Medeiros and others from the sunken Squalus. McLees was still on board Falcon when the second bell arrived on deck carrying nine more men to the surface. Among those stepping out was electrician’s mate Jud Bland; McLees was still in the process of paying him for a green Plymouth coupe. “I got $250 from him, $50 down, and $50 per day,” Bland remembered.[10]

			As McLees happily watched his shipmate emerge from the rescue bell, he was struck with a sudden realization: Damn, there’s Jud! I’m going to have to finish paying for that damn car!

			The final rescue was plagued with difficulties, as a cable jammed, forcing Falcon’s crew to lower the diving bell back to the bottom of the ocean. “We started to swing and spin around,” recalled machinist’s mate Carl Bryson. “Some of us started wishing we were back inside the submarine.”[11]

			A diver cut away the shredded cable and attempted to attach a new one. But, with hours ticking away, the Falcon crew was ultimately forced to haul the rescue bell up by hand, praying that the final frayed cable would hold long enough to do so. The rescue bell finally broke the surface at 0038 on May 25, almost thirty-nine hours after Squalus had made her last dive. Emerging from the depths in the last haul to freedom were the final eight survivors, including yeoman Kuney, Bryson, gunner’s mate Cravens, and skipper Oliver Naquin.[12]

			The dramatic rescue played out live over millions of radios and the Squalus saga filled the pages of newspapers across the world. Four of the rescue bell operators and divers were sent to Washington to be decorated with Medals of Honor. Salvage efforts began immediately to raise the sunken submarine, and teams worked for fifty days to lift Squalus from the depths with cables and pontoons for buoyancy. The first effort on July 13, 1939, failed. The submarine rose too fast, slipping her cables and causing her dripping black nose to burst through the surface for ten seconds, with her hull number 192 clearly visible on her bow. Squalus shook her cables like a wounded beast and sank to the ocean floor again. The next lift three weeks later was successful, and the sub was towed into Portsmouth on September 13 and formally decommissioned two months later.

			The vessel was completely overhauled during the next year, and the Navy decided to rename her to diminish her past legacy. Submariners were a superstitious lot by nature, and half the crew had perished on this boat. So, in May 1940, she became USS Sailfish. The name was inspired by President Franklin Roosevelt, an avid sport fisherman who had seen the award-winning photo of Squalus bursting to the surface during her first failed lift from the bottom. FDR thought she looked like a tethered sailfish fighting for its life. Three months later, Sailfish was properly recommissioned, with Lieutenant Commander Morton Mumma as her new skipper.[13]

			While he had plenty of former Squalus sailors eager to return to service on the new Sailfish, he allowed only four survivors back on the boat: Gerry McLees, Lenny de Medeiros, Lloyd Maness, and Gene Cravens. Maness would be transferred off before the boat entered service for World War II, but three Squalus survivors would do war patrols on Sailfish.

			With a new lease on life and a new name, Sailfish was destined for great accomplishments in World War II. But her crew and that of her sister submarine, Sculpin, would face challenges during that time that defied imagination.

		

	
		One
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		Sculpin on the Warpath

		June 9, 1943

		George Brown felt a sudden rush of adrenaline. Peering through his binoculars, the lieutenant stared a moment longer before reaching for the sound-powered telephone on the bridge. Brown, a lean, dark-haired New Yorker making his ninth war patrol, was the submarine’s officer of the deck this night.

		“Captain to the bridge!” he called over the 1MC announcing system.

		In less than a minute, Lieutenant Commander Lucius “Lu” Chappell scrambled up the conning tower ladder to the bridge. It was right at midnight as he eagerly swept the horizon with his own binoculars to where Lieutenant Brown was pointing. Sure enough, thanks to the clear, starlit sky, he was able to discern the distinctive shapes of a pair of enemy warships—ones that he had been anxiously expecting to encounter. They were a pair of loaded aircraft carriers, dream targets for any World War II submarine skipper.

		Chappell’s Sculpin had been directed toward this fateful rendezvous thanks to top secret U.S. intelligence efforts. In the four years that had passed since Sculpin had helped save half of the crew of her sister submarine, Squalus (now Sailfish), America had gone to war against Japan and the other Axis powers, and Sculpin was making her seventh war patrol in enemy waters. Cryptanalysis experts working with the Combat Intelligence Unit at Pearl Harbor had broken the Japanese military’s code, and now routinely deciphered radio transmissions regarding their enemy’s fleet movements.

		Such intelligence was carefully guarded, but when appropriate, American submarines could be directed toward capital ships known to be moving toward precise locations at precise times. This data was transmitted to fleet submarines, but the contents of these so-called Ultra messages were allowed to be seen only by a boat’s commanding officer and his second-in-command. When Sculpin’s radioman received this particular communication at 2245 on June 6, the first word decoded was “Ultra.” Lieutenant Frank Alvis, the communications officer, quickly decoded the message, writing out the words on a scrap of paper that he hastily carried to skipper Lu Chappell and Sculpin’s executive officer (XO), Lieutenant Al Bontier.[1]

		Chappell had conned his submarine toward the reported path of the Japanese carrier fleet and lain in wait through late evening of June 8. Now, hours later, as the night rolled into the morning of June 9, Lieutenant Brown had the prized carriers in sight. The crew, unaware of the source of the intelligence that put their boat directly in the enemy’s path, was excited at their prospects.

		The two warships Sculpin was stalking were the twenty-thousand-ton escort carriers Unyo and Chuyo, which had departed Truk Island on June 5 bound for Yokosuka, Japan, in Tokyo Bay. Sculpin found them making 19 knots on course 330 degrees, in company with an escorting destroyer, Hagikaze. The two carriers were making one of their many ferrying runs between Truk and the Japanese mainland to deliver supplies, aircraft, and troops. By the early-morning hours of June 9, the sister flattops were just hours away from reaching safe anchorage.[2]

		Sculpin raced forward at emergency flank speed, her four diesel engines roaring to push the boat across the smooth black sea.

		For some, it was like buck fever—the anticipation a hunter experiences before his or her first kill. Riding on board Sculpin for this patrol was Lieutenant Commander Ignatius “Pete” Galatin, an experienced submariner who was slated to take command of his own boat. Prior to doing so, such officers often made one run as a prospective commanding officer (PCO) to observe the attack procedures of a successful crew. As such, Galatin would monitor and assist Chappell’s officers on this run, and he hurried to the bridge with Chappell and Bontier. Galatin was so excited that his knees were jerking up and down.[3]

		Officer of the deck (OOD) George Brown quickly relayed to his senior officers that Sculpin’s radarmen had solidly locked onto the Japanese carriers. The distance was a range of 11,500 yards, and a third vessel—appearing to be either a light cruiser or a large destroyer—was the only other ship in company with the important target ships. Brown directed his three lookouts, perched on their platforms atop Sculpin’s conning tower, to confine their looks to their respective sectors to keep watch for any other unseen enemy escort ships.[4]

		Chappell relayed orders below via his battle stations telephone talker, Yeoman First Class Aaron Reese. Both torpedo rooms were ordered to make ready their war fish, and the battle stations tracking party was called to the conning tower and control rooms below. Every member of the crew stood ready at their respective positions for the approach and potential attack.

		Thus far in the war, no other American submarine had managed to sink a Japanese aircraft carrier. A number of opportunities had presented themselves. At the Battle of Midway in June 1942, the old Nautilus had stalked and attacked the crippled Japanese carrier Kaga. Pounded by U.S. dive-bombers, Kaga was dead in the water when Nautilus made her strike. But American torpedoes were notoriously faulty in the first year of the war, often running eleven feet deeper than their intended settings. Even worse, the Mark 14 torpedoes had magnetic exploders that were prone to set off a detonation prematurely, allowing precious target ships to escape unscathed.

		Further, even when the magnetic exploders worked as designed, many torpedoes failed to detonate upon impacting a ship due to poor design of the contact exploder’s firing pins. Such was the case with the torpedoes fired by Nautilus. The first malfunctioned and failed to leave its tube. Two ran erratically to miss astern and ahead of the target. The fourth torpedo slammed into Kaga amidships without exploding and broke in half, leaving its air flask and tail assembly bobbing in the water.[5]

		Now, with his own chance to sink an enemy carrier in hand, Lu Chappell rang up emergency flank speed, hoping to chase down the enemy fleet, which was moving at a healthy speed of almost 20 knots. The closest he could get was seven thousand yards. Carriers Chuyo and Unyo were at extreme range for a torpedo attack, but such opportunities were so rare that it was deemed worth the expense. Lieutenant Corwin Mendenhall, manning Sculpin’s old Mark I torpedo data computer (TDC) down below in the control room, calculated that the torpedo run would be 7,800 yards. Mendenhall knew that his target would continue to pull away as the torpedoes approached.[6]

		Chappell had torpedomen set their Mark 14s to run at slow speed (31.5 knots) in order to reach as far as nine thousand yards. At 0016 on June 9 (2316 on June 8 in Tokyo time), he gave the order: “Fire one!” Waiting seconds between each launch, he fired three more torpedoes, all out of Sculpin’s forward tubes. But just thirty seconds after firing them, one exploded prematurely only three hundred yards from the sub.

		In desperation, Chappell swung Sculpin for a stern shot, but it was too late. The Japanese carriers were quickly opening up the range and did not offer him a fortuitous course change for a prayer shot. About eight minutes after firing, Chappell’s crew heard three explosions and prayed they were hits. But radar continued to track the carrier fleet out to 14,300 yards. The bridge watch saw considerable signaling by lights between the ships immediately after the explosions.[7]

		For Chappell, it was the second time in two consecutive patrols that his Sculpin had fired at and missed an aircraft carrier. Such opportunities for a sub skipper were few and far between, and it would be many months before a U.S. submarine would finally succeed in downing an Imperial Japanese Navy flattop.

		As fate would have it, Sculpin and her sister submarine, Sailfish, had not seen the last of sister carriers Chuyo and Unyo.

		

		★ ★ ★

		Lu Chappell continued his aggressive assaults with Sculpin during the week that followed. On June 14, he sighted a convoy of five ships and fired four torpedoes at the largest merchant vessel. Once again, one of his Mark 14s exploded prematurely, but one torpedo did hit his target forward of amidships. Sculpin was forced down by a charging escort, eliminating any further attempts to hit this convoy.

		With nothing better than Japanese fishing vessels in sight during the next few days, Chappell finally elected to work out his gun crews on June 19 against a sampan-type patrol boat. Sculpin burst onto the surface at 0325 and her gunners raced for their weapons as the foamy white seas receded. Twenty minutes later, Chappell ordered his men to open fire as the range narrowed to eight hundred yards. Within a quarter hour, the sampan was shot to ribbons, its deckhouse a mass of brilliant orange flames.

		Chappell cleared the area and patrolled submerged through the day. During the late afternoon, he approached another seventy-five-ton fishing sampan and surfaced at 1625 to conduct another gun attack. In the next hour, Sculpin made three firing passes. By 1730, the sampan was engulfed in flames and its afterdeck was awash. Chappell decided to send a boarding party onto the vessel in hopes of salvaging its machine guns and perhaps even some important papers.

		The five-man boarding party—led by Lieutenants George Brown and Joe Defrees—waited on Sculpin’s bow, ready to jump across as the submarine snuggled alongside the burning sampan. To junior officer Mendenhall, the group looked “like pirates with knives tucked in their belts and .45-caliber pistols in their hands.” Each man had to time his jump across due to a long swell. Defrees, being a short man, mistimed his jump and splashed into the ocean among Japanese men who were clutching at timbers. Fearful of Sculpin gunners, who were taking potshots at the Japanese, Defrees hollered, “Don’t shoot me! Don’t shoot me!”[8]

		Brown’s party encountered two Japanese men armed with rifles in the forecastle and quickly shot them down. The only survivor in the water refused to accept assistance while Defrees swam for Sculpin’s stern and scrambled back onto his boat. Brown’s raiders returned after a harrowing ten-minute search of the vessel. During that time, ammunition exploded in the sampan’s bridge house machine gun and in its ready ammunition locker. Raging fires prevented the men from recovering any papers of value, but they did note the name Ibarakiken Daiichi Miyashoma Maru painted on its bow. The party returned to Sculpin with two rifles and one wooden dummy machine gun as booty.[9]

		Chappell found other merchant ships that were worthy of torpedoes during the week that followed, but his poor luck with faulty war fish prevailed. Yet another premature explosion on June 22 allowed Sculpin’s targeted freighter to dodge the other three Mark 14s. Chappell wrote in his patrol report that he was “thoroughly discouraged by the fatally unsatisfactory performance of torpedoes,” and he sent a report to Vice Admiral Charles Lockwood—commander of all U.S. submarines in the Pacific Theater, or “ComSubPac”—requesting permission to deactivate the exploders on his remaining weapons.[10]

		By the time Sculpin returned to Midway Island on July 4, Chappell had fired all twenty of his torpedoes. He had obtained only two direct hits on enemy shipping and had suffered three premature torpedo explosions. Sculpin was credited with damage to two freighters and the sinking of two sampans with her guns. The faulty torpedo performance experienced by Sculpin was a serious concern that had been voiced by numerous other skippers.

		Charlie Lockwood took on the task of exploring the issue during the late summer and early fall of 1943. A World War I veteran, Lockwood had commanded five submarines of his own prior to ascending to the role of Commander, Submarines Pacific in early 1943. One of his staff members was Captain Swede Momsen, who had orchestrated the Squalus crew rescue in 1939. Momsen directed the submarine Muskallunge to fire torpedoes into the sheer cliffs of Kahoolawe; the smallest of the eight Hawaiian Islands was uninhabited, and currently being used as a bombing range. Divers recovered one failed Mark 14, whose nose was crushed although its firing pin had failed to detonate its explosives. Other tests, including dropping warheads from a crane onto a steel plate, proved to Lockwood that his boats were going to sea with torpedoes incapable of exploding on a regular basis when they struck target ships solidly. Warheads that struck targets at 45-degree angles, however, failed only half the time. ComSubPac’s staff set to work on reengineering the faulty firing pin design, one that had allowed countless enemy ships to escape during the first twenty-one months of war.[11]

		When Sculpin was ready to head back to sea on July 22 for her eighth war patrol, the Mark 14 torpedo issue was still months from its remedy. Skipper Lu Chappell had a different challenge at the moment. The emergency deck hatch leading topside from the crew’s after battery compartment had developed a leak when the boat was deeply submerged. Repairs had been made at Midway while alongside the submarine tender Sperry, but when Sculpin submerged to test depth this day outside of the atoll, the hatch continued to allow water to spew into the boat.

		Sculpin returned alongside Sperry that afternoon and repairs commenced again. The following morning, the boat put to sea again and made another dive to test depth. “After battery hatch leaked at all depths,” the skipper wrote in his patrol report. The crew worked to isolate the leak, but could not find the source. Chappell returned to the surface, set course for Midway again, and radioed the base commander that he recommended the flanged joint simply be welded.[12]

		Repairmen removed the upper hatch trunk for closer inspection and found cracks at the weld between the upper trunk and its flange. The remedy for the time being was simply to replace the upper trunk with a flat iron plate bolted to the lower flange, welding it in place to ensure watertightness. This hatch would simply remain out of service until Sculpin could return Stateside for a proper yard overhaul. In the event of an emergency at sea, all hands in the aft sections of the boat would have to make their way forward to escape.

		With the work tested and complete by July 25, Sculpin finally stood out from Midway at 0830 for another dive to test depth. This time, the sealed hatch proved to be watertight, so the skipper surfaced at 1000 and proceeded in company with her sister boat, Sailfish, under cover of air escort. Sailfish and Sculpin parted ways at 1230 and Sculpin’s eighth war patrol was underway.

		

		★ ★ ★

		“I’ll take the first boat that comes in.”

		Those were the words twenty-one-year-old Bill Cooper had told the sub base yeoman at Midway. The first to arrive in early July 1943 had been Sailfish, but in the standard shuffling of personnel between patrols, Cooper was ultimately assigned to Sculpin. After three runs on Greenling, he had reached the rank of quartermaster third class, before being shuffled off to the relief crew. He was itching to return to submarine combat.[13]

		Raised in Chattanooga, Tennessee, as the middle of seven children, Bill Cooper had enlisted in the Navy on December 31, 1941, shortly after the Pearl Harbor attack. He had worked at Kay’s Ice Cream in Chattanooga since age fourteen, but had decided to go into the life insurance business in the fall of 1941. As he wrestled with the cost of obtaining his insurance license, Bill instead suddenly found himself among many young Tennesseans who were eager to enlist and fight the Japanese. “Some of ’em I don’t think had ever even been to town before,” Cooper recalled. After boot camp and submarine training, he had been assigned as a relief crewman on the sub tender Fulton, which operated from Pearl Harbor during early 1942. Shortly after the Battle of Midway, Cooper made three runs on Greenling, during which time his boat was credited with sinking six Japanese ships. Afterward, he served briefly on the submarine Halibut, but had since spent months as a relief crewman again on the tender Sperry.[14]

		Cooper was pleased to report on board Sculpin, where he assumed the duties of assistant navigator with the executive officer, Bontier. Soon after Sculpin departed on patrol, he was informed by a Bureau of Personnel dispatch that he had attained the rating of quartermaster second class. Cooper, a curly-haired, smiling man of faith who avoided the heavy drinking some of his shipmates enjoyed while on liberty, soon became a solid member of Sculpin’s torpedo-attack team.[15]

		Cooper’s new boat began her patrol off the southeast coast of Nansei Shoto and made her first torpedo attack on August 9. Skipper Chappell dived to avoid an escort, heard one torpedo hit, and returned to the surface a half hour later. His target ship, the 3,183-ton freighter Sekko Maru, was badly hit, down by the bow, and in the process of abandoning ship. Escorts again forced Sculpin deep, but when she returned to the surface, Chappell witnessed his target sink before he had time to fire more torpedoes.

		During the following week, Sculpin sighted a number of patrol boats, fishing boats, and sampans, none worthy of a torpedo. During the early-morning hours of August 16, while running on the surface near Formosa, Chappell’s bridge crew spotted a small ship coming out of a rain squall. Chappell ordered full speed and tried to outmaneuver the small vessel. Moments later, the Japanese opened fire with point-detonating ammunition, forcing Sculpin to dive.

		Sculpin made another torpedo attack the following morning on a small freighter, but her torpedoes failed to explode. That evening, Chappell began tracking another small ship on the surface until he realized he was on the tail of a patrol boat. He turned Sculpin to evade, but quickly found two enemy anti-submarine vessels approaching. “Both patrols in hot pursuit,” Chappell wrote. At full speed, his submarine was able to open the distance on the southern patrol boat, but the other to his westward began gaining on him.[16]

		Because of brilliant moonlight, there was little chance of getting away. As the western patrol boat closed the distance, he suddenly opened fire. Cooper was on the bridge, hoping for a fast dive. Instead, his skipper casually stood his ground, relating a story in his soft Georgia drawl of the Philippines before the war as gunfire boomed in his wake. Cooper became alarmed as shell explosions began landing closer to Sculpin, and he was much relieved when Chappell finally dived ship to ride out the ensuing depth charge attack.[17]

		On August 21 and September 1, Sculpin fired spreads of torpedoes at Japanese merchant ships, but there were no explosions. Her officers were convinced that in each case, at least one dud torpedo struck their target. On the latter attack, Chappell actually watched one of his torpedoes slam into his target and fail to explode. Water was thrown as high as the main deck rail, just aft of the center of the target. Chappell was so convinced of success that he shouted, “Hit!” before he realized there was no ensuing explosion.[18]

		Sculpin returned to Midway on September 17, her crew thoroughly frustrated with the performance of their torpedoes. The Submarine Force commander, Captain Leon Blair, credited Sculpin with one ship sunk and added, “Although touchdowns only are counted, had the torpedoes exploded when they hit the target, no doubt the kill for this patrol would have been much larger.”[19]

		From Midway, Sculpin was ordered back to Pearl Harbor for a lengthy overhaul during early October. During that time, Chappell was detached after having commanded the boat since the start of the war. Whereas most skippers were reassigned after five command patrols, he had made eight. Chappell wished his crew well, and departed with prized keepsakes in the form of the ship’s bell and a hand-sewn battle flag. Exec Al Bontier also departed to assume his own first command, of the celebrated Seawolf.

		Bill Cooper enjoyed liberty ashore in Hawaii during the yard overhaul. Sculpin’s sister boat, Sailfish, had arrived in Pearl Harbor one day behind Sculpin, and both crews had time to catch up on their recent events. The Sculpin crew learned that Sailfish would also have a new skipper coming on board, but for different reasons. The Sailfish crew was demoralized from enduring a patrol in which their commanding officer shied away from making torpedo attacks.

		Sweeping changes were in store for both Sculpin and Sailfish before they departed Pearl Harbor on their next patrols.

	
		Two

		
			[image: ]
		

		Running from Targets

		August 5, 1943

		Near the Bonin Islands

		Bill Dillon was sleeping soundly when the duty messenger nudged him. It was shortly before midnight, and he had been dozing for only a few hours. He was used to the routine: four hours on and eight hours off duty. But during those eight hours off, he stood a variety of duties. As a member of his submarine’s radio gang, Dillon had spent some of the evening hours in the radio shack, a tiny compartment at the aft end of the control room. There, he copied messages off the “Fox schedule”—the nightly encrypted messages sent from Vice Admiral Charlie Lockwood’s staff at Pearl Harbor to all submarines.

		It took a special skill to decipher the five-digit coded letters that came across the radio waves. Dillon and other radiomen on Sailfish copied the digits they heard, even as more characters were already being received. The copied Fox schedule code then required it be translated into coherent phrases by the submarine’s communications officer, Ensign Irving Earl Wetmore, using a special electric code machine (ECM). This device, known as a Sigaba, resembled a typewriter that utilized three banks of five rotors to encipher every character that radiomen like Dillon copied. Using the proper code key of the day, Wetmore was able to type in the code characters and produce the message in plain language, which was then delivered to the ship’s skipper.

		Following his stint in the radio shack, Dillon had stepped through a watertight hatch opening. He moved aft, past the tiny ship’s galley and through the crew’s mess to reach the crew’s berthing quarters. He crawled into his assigned bunk, the first one on the left side in the middle. Sleeping was a luxury on a World War II submarine, and the Sailfish crew practiced “hot bunking,” a system wherein men rotated turns sleeping in the same canvas bunk when off duty. With only three dozen bunks stacked three high in the main crew’s quarters, there were simply not enough berths to go around for sixty-nine enlisted men. Although some two dozen men slept in either the chief petty officers’ quarters or the two torpedo rooms, the crew’s quarters still required hot bunking.

		Hours later, he was being shaken awake to stand his four-hour shift on the radar gear. Dillon shuffled forward to the crew’s mess area and grabbed a quick cup of coffee before moving forward to the control room. He climbed the steel rungs of the ladder into the conning tower and assumed his position at the radar gear. His job duty was a specialized one, consumed with operating one of the newest technological advances in submarine warfare.

		In 1942, the U.S. sub fleet had seen the introduction of two different radar sets: the SD air search radar and the SJ surface search unit. “The SD set was omni-directional,” Dillon recalled. “It could give you the range to a target but not the azimuth, or horizontal direction of a compass bearing.” The SD radar, operating on frequencies close to those used by Japanese radio and radar gear, was highly susceptible to direction finding, a tactic used by enemy forces for anti-submarine attacks. Sailfish’s newest radar gear, the SJ surface search unit, provided more precise input on the targets it contacted.[1]

		Dillon was one of two radar specialists on board who had been specifically trained in the operation of such highly classified radar gear. Watch duty consisted of a four-hour shift monitoring both the SD and SJ sets for contacts. The newer SJ utilized an “A” scope for measuring range, which was displayed on a planned position indicator (PPI) viewing scope in Sailfish’s conning tower. In ideal conditions and weather, the SJ could detect a single merchant ship at roughly 17,500 yards (nearly ten miles), and a small warship at 10,500 yards (about six miles), although much larger ships and multiple-ship convoys could be detected at greater distances.[2]

		The amplified return signals by radar were shown on the crude PPI display scope in the form of green vertical lines, which were known as “pips.” The display pips spread out across the tube according to the time they were received. Most nights, the PPI scope remained clear while Sailfish was on war patrol. But Dillon remained vigilant through his watch, and three hours into it, he had a target.

		“Radar contact! Range 4,000 yards,” Dillon announced. “Call the skipper.”

		A minute later, Lieutenant Commander William Robert Lefavour appeared in the conning tower. Only weeks prior, on July 17, Dillon and his fellow crewmen had stood on deck for the change-of-command ceremony as Lefavour read his orders and became Sailfish’s fourth wartime skipper. Unlike the captain he relieved, thirty-three-year-old Lefavour had little wartime experience. He had made only one war patrol, and that had been as an observer in the role of PCO on Sawfish. Prior to that, he had been serving as the communications officer on Rear Admiral Freeland Daubin’s staff in the Atlantic and had previously commanded the destroyer Brooks.[3]

		In his heavy New England accent, Lefavour asked Dillon for the latest update on radar. The enemy contact was now less than four thousand yards away and appeared to be closing. Lefavour scrambled up the ladder to the bridge and asked his lookouts whether they had a visual on the target ship through their binoculars.

		“No, sir,” a sailor replied. “Nothing yet.”

		Lefavour called down on the voice-powered telephone to the control room, ordering his helmsman to put the target astern of Sailfish. He called for full speed ahead, and the boat’s mighty diesels responded accordingly. Within minutes, Sailfish began opening up the distance from the unknown vessel.

		From below, Dillon reported that the pip was similar to one that would be obtained on a submarine, and that strong radar interference could be detected on the unknown vessel’s bearing. As the range opened up to 6,100 yards, Dillon and fellow radar operator Frank Dieterich were able to synchronize to the pulse rate of the other ship’s radar, an indication of the likelihood of another SJ set. “Concluded contact was on a friendly submarine,” Lefavour wrote in his patrol report.[4]

		Some World War II skippers might have more aggressively stalked this unseen ship to determine if it was indeed another American submarine or instead a Japanese sub or even a small, radar-equipped warship. But Bill Lefavour, just two weeks into his first command patrol, was content to ignore the suggestions of his junior officers to more doggedly investigate this contact. Sailfish’s SJ radar continued to pick up intermittent interference from the other ship until dawn, when Lefavour dived his boat for the day and resumed course toward his patrol station. His twenty torpedoes remained unused.

		Bill Dillon hoped his new skipper would assume a more offensive attitude against the next blip that appeared on his PPI scope.

		

		★ ★ ★

		When Dillon was first assigned to Sailfish in January 1943, three and a half years had passed since the tragic sinking of the former Squalus. Raised from the depths and repaired, Squalus had been recommissioned as Sailfish in May 1940.

		Oliver Naquin, the surviving skipper of Squalus, had petitioned to President Roosevelt that his shipmates who so desired be allowed to return to submarine service. As for his former boat, he was chagrined to find that the new Sailfish skipper, Lieutenant Commander Morton Mumma, was haunted by the Squalus saga and so superstitious that he blacklisted Naquin from setting foot on her. Naquin believed in luck, and that even when one had a reversal in life, it had the potential to turn out for the best. He returned to duty in surface ships, and was serving as the engineering officer of the battleship California when Pearl Harbor was attacked and his ship was sunk. In 1942, he was awarded the Bronze Star for navigating his cruiser New Orleans back to port after she lost a hundred fifty feet of her bow to a Japanese torpedo. Lucky Naquin would spend thirty-four years in naval service before retiring as a rear admiral.[5]

		Mort Mumma had forbidden the use of the name Squalus again, leading some to instead refer to their ship as “Squailfish.” This term was just as quickly dismissed when Mumma threatened to court-martial anyone heard using it.

		Sailfish’s first war patrol under Mumma in December 1941 had been less than stellar. He attacked a pair of Japanese destroyers and fired two torpedoes from a mere five hundred yards’ distance as they charged toward his Sailfish. As Mumma took his boat deep to evade, Sailfish was rocked by a heavy explosion fifteen seconds after his torpedoes had been launched. Although the blast was likely the result of a premature torpedo detonation or an enemy depth charge, Mumma mistakenly decided that he had hit and likely sunk one of the destroyers. In the ensuing vicious depth charge attack, Mumma suffered a nervous breakdown.[6]

		He turned command of the boat over to his executive officer and locked himself in his stateroom. Once his XO was able to send a radio dispatch that stated “commanding officer breaking down,” Sailfish was ordered back to the sub base in Manila. There, Mumma was relieved of command and Sailfish was handed over to a new skipper, Lieutenant Commander Dick Voge, whose own boat had been destroyed weeks earlier by Japanese bombing attacks on Manila. During his four patrols in command, Voge proved to be competent and more aggressive than Mumma. On Sailfish’s third run, Voge fired four torpedoes at a target he deemed to be the Japanese aircraft carrier Kaga. Two hits were obtained and the ship went down, but Voge was mistaken on her identity. Rather than Kaga, his victim was instead the 6,440-ton aircraft ferry Kamogawa Maru—still a prized kill.

		During the fall of 1943, Sailfish made two more war patrols, now under Lieutenant Commander John Raymond “Dinty” Moore, an intelligent Tennessean who had amassed a successful record while commanding his previous boat, S-44. Among his three kills on S-44 had been the 8,800-ton Japanese heavy cruiser Kako, the first major combatant ship lost to U.S. submarines in the war. But Moore’s first two runs in command of Sailfish were not successful. Postwar analysis failed to credit him with any sinkings.[7]

		Worn down from a solid year at sea against the enemy, Sailfish was sent to the Mare Island Naval Shipyard in California for a complete overhaul in January 1943. Significant modifications took place during the months that followed, including the installation of two vapor compression stills to provide additional fresh water while on patrol. Sailfish’s 3-inch deck cannon was moved from aft to forward of the conning tower, and twin 20mm antiaircraft guns were installed on the bridge. But most important to Dinty Moore was the addition of an SJ radar set, affording him much greater precision in tracking enemy vessels both day and night than his older, omnidirectional SD air search radar gear had provided.[8]

		Radioman Third Class (RM3c) Bill Dillon had orders to join Sailfish to help run both the SD set and the new SJ gear. Before permanently reporting on board his new ship, Dillon was consumed with completing an advanced radar training school that spanned late January and the majority of February 1943. His electronics schooling took place on Treasure Island, an artificial island built in San Francisco Bay during the late 1930s to hold the 1939 Golden Gate International Exposition. Connected by a nine-hundred-foot causeway to Yerba Buena Island, Treasure Island and the land adjacent to it comprised only 576 acres.

		During 1942, the U.S. Navy took control of this man-made isle and commissioned it Naval Station Treasure Island, making it a bustling electronics and radio communications training school. There, seventeen-year-old Dillon spent weeks living on the cramped base, his days filled with countless classroom hours of training on how to operate, dismantle, repair, and rebuild both the SJ and SD radar sets. The knowledge he gained at the school would give him a leg up on other sailors manning the newest technology on the boats for tracking enemy targets. He was a long way from his home in rural Pennsylvania, and Dillon’s world was changing fast.

		William Joseph Dillon had been born on September 6, 1924, in a modest suburban home in Turtle Creek, Pennsylvania, a town of about twelve thousand just east of Pittsburgh. He was already well adapted to cramped living, having shared two bedrooms with eleven siblings in his youth. Brothers Jack, Bob, Bill, Bernard, Tom, Jim, and Charles resided in one bedroom. The older boys slept in a large bed while the younger kids slept on wooden cots. Their five sisters slept in the other bedroom. It was the Great Depression, and the Dillon kids appreciated what they had.[9]

		Bill’s father, John Henry Dillon, who worked at Westinghouse in nearby East Pittsburgh, was a staunch believer in his fellow man. He risked his career to help form one of the first salaried-employee unions to fight for fair pay and better benefits. Bill’s mother, the former Mary Ellen O’Donnell, was a dedicated housewife who worked diligently at raising a dozen kids, preparing their daily meals, baking eleven loaves of bread every other day, and tending to countless details that kept their family fully prepared. Beggars came to the door of the Dillon house, and Mary Ellen always had something for them.[10]

		Bill’s mother passed away from surgical complications shortly after her youngest daughter, Marilyn, was born. His eldest sister, Eleanor, sacrificed her youth to help raise her younger siblings while her father worked to keep food on the table, still finding time to coach the softball team that his son Bill played on. There was never extra money for a meal at a restaurant, and John Dillon also served as his family’s barber. During his youth, Bill made money by caddying with brothers Jack and Bob, and each became crack golfers in their own right. Through the Great Depression, young, nonprivileged men like Bill—later dubbed the “Greatest Generation”—defined themselves through hard work, earning every opportunity they received. “Everyone in this country was united in doing one thing, and one thing only,” Dillon recalled. “That was to get the country back to work.”

		Although an average-sized man at five foot six and 134 pounds, Bill Dillon was a rugged athlete who lettered in high school track and football. He became an accomplished right halfback, though he proved to be more nimble at avoiding tackles than in handling blocking duties. His Union High School team in Turtle Creek went undefeated in 1941. During a key game against their rival Homestead, Pennsylvania, football team, Dillon scored two touchdowns in a driving rainstorm and was nicknamed the “Flash” by the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette.[11]

		With America swept into World War II, Bill dropped out of high school in 1942 before ever reaching his senior year. He had decided to enlist in the U.S. Navy upon turning seventeen on September 6, largely motivated by the death of one of his close high school friends killed in service on Guadalcanal. His older brother Bob was already in training with the Army as Bill shipped out to boot camp. He was disillusioned to find that his first month’s pay of twenty-one dollars had to be used to buy all of his basic gear, underclothing, duffel bag, and toiletries.

		Following basic, Dillon went through RCA radio school in New York City. His superiors—amazed that he could read code as fast as it was transmitted—tried to convince him to go to work in a nonmilitary role with a classified organization. But Dillon turned down this offer, as he had made up his mind that he wanted to volunteer for submarine service. I’m going into service in one piece, he theorized. If I come back, I want to be in one piece.

		His subsequent three months of training at the Basic Enlisted Submarine School in Groton, Connecticut, were intensive. The program was presided over by Chief Torpedoman (CTM) Charlie Spritz, a former Bronx policeman, a veteran master diver, and the Navy’s version of a Marine master sergeant.[12] Spritz was tough on any recruit who failed to perform, leaving many to hate their new world of “Spritz’s Navy.” But many of those who survived Submarine School would later respect the discipline and teamwork that Spritz had instilled in them.

		For Dillon, the toughest challenge was making the emergency submerged ascent from the bottom of New London’s hundred-foot submarine escape tower. Students started in a pressurized chamber that was slowly flooded to armpit level on most men. Dillon and his fellow students, each wearing a Momsen lung, put on spring-loaded nose clips and began the slow climb up an ascending line toward the top of the 240,000-gallon tank. Dillon wrapped his feet around the line and climbed upward. At several points, each escapee had to pause at a series of knots in the line and count to ten while breathing in and out of the lung to decompress the air in their bodies. Halfway up, he struggled to “crack,” or equalize, the pressure in his ears. I’m not flunking this course! he thought as the pressure in his ears became piercingly painful. I want to be on submarines! Finally able to crack his ears from the pressure, Dillon passed the test and proceeded.

		Assigned to Sailfish in January, Radioman Third Class (RM3c) Dillon was first sent for advanced radar training at Treasure Island before he could settle onto his new submarine. When he formally reported on board his boat, it was February 28, 1943, and Commander Dinty Moore’s Sailfish was still in the midst of her intensive overhaul at Mare Island. Among the dozen other new enlisted men coming on board this day was Seaman Second Class (S2c) Edwin Karl Frederick Keller, a twenty-one-year-old who hailed from southern New Jersey.

		The tall, 175-pound sailor possessed a booming voice that caused some of his comrades to dub him “Whispering Ed.” Raised by his aunt after losing both parents early in his life, Keller had enlisted in the U.S. Navy in 1942. Like Dillon, he had gone through basic training and survived Spritz’s Navy—submarine school at New London. Upon completion, he and other men received orders to travel cross-country by train to California for assignments to the boats. En route, Keller became friends with another second class seaman named Tom Brown, who hailed from Philadelphia. Keller had relatives in Philly, and the two found that they had run around in the same places at times in their youth.[13]

		At the Mare Island Naval Shipyard, Brown was assigned on February 15 to the submarine Sculpin. Two weeks later, Keller received orders to report on board Sailfish, still under overhaul beside Sculpin in the yards. “She was all tore up,” Keller recalled of Sailfish. “She didn’t look very pretty.” Countless hoses for water, air, welding, and other repairs snaked through her open hatches as yard workers loaded new batteries into the boat. Keller was eager to join a submarine family, even though he heard stories that his new Sailfish was the “ill-fated” former Squalus. Not one to dwell on the past, Keller optimistically engaged himself in the daily routines of prepping his boat for its next war patrol.

		By early April 1943, the veteran members of the crew who had been allowed to take leaves back home had returned, and Moore took Sailfish out for two days of sea trials. Ensured that all was in order, he headed his boat out from California on April 22, bound for Pearl Harbor and another war patrol in the Pacific. By this time, Bill Dillon had become intimately familiar with Sailfish’s sonar gear, radio equipment, SD radar, and her newly installed SJ set. It was a far cry from the electronics he had trained on in the old R-boats and S-boats at sub school. “Whereas everything had been manual on the S-boats, Sailfish had hydraulics,” Dillon recalled. “It was like a fleet boat.”[14]

		The newer “fleet submarines,” designed to operate as adjuncts to the Navy’s main battle fleet, were larger, stronger, and more heavily armed. Gato-class submarines, which were commissioned into service beginning in late 1941, were 311 feet in length—five feet longer than Sailfish. Gato-class boats sported six forward torpedo tubes versus only four in the older Sargo-class boats. They were loaded with two dozen torpedoes instead of twenty, and stronger hulls pushed their test depth from two hundred fifty feet to three hundred feet.

		Dillon’s radio gang was a tight bunch. Sailfish’s senior operator was Chief Radioman (CRM) Ray Doritty, who had made all seven prior patrols and hailed from Dillon’s home-state area in Pennsylvania. Radioman First Class Bob Johnson, a tall, quiet Californian who had also been on board Sailfish since the start of the war, spent considerable time training young Dillon. “Even under the most stressful situations, Johnson always remained calm and collected,” Dillon recalled.

		The only other new man in the communications group was Radio Technician Second Class (RT2c) Frank Dieterich, who joined Sailfish at the last minute on April 22, fresh from the Treasure Island radar school. At age thirty-eight, Dieterich became the oldest man on the boat. Prior to enlisting in the Navy, he had been a self-employed film director in Los Angeles. Like Dillon, he would also be making his first war patrol. Together, the two freshly schooled radarmen would prove to be an efficient team.

		Another of the new hands, Ed Keller, was striking for an electrician’s mate rating. En route to Pearl Harbor, he stood a variety of watches, and was assigned occasionally to topside lookout duty. As Sailfish made her final approach to the Hawaiian Islands one afternoon, Keller was standing on the cigarette deck, sweeping the horizon with his binoculars as an after lookout. In the distance, he noted a four-engine U.S. Army B-24 Liberator bomber circling far astern. “I reported him and they said to keep an eye on him,” Keller recalled.[15]

		Although Sailfish was flying her U.S. ensign, the plane turned and began coming in. The officer of the deck ordered the duty quartermaster to flash recognition signals, but the Liberator crew had apparently decided they had found an enemy submarine. “As he came over the top, the bomb bay doors opened and he dropped two bombs,” Keller recalled. “They straddled us forward.” Fortunately, the bombs were only close enough to rattle the nerves of the Sailfish crew. The anger felt by skipper Moore regarding the “friendly fire” bombing attack, as Keller later heard, was soon vented toward the Army aviators ashore in Hawaii.

		Upon reaching Pearl’s sub base on April 30, Sailfish underwent additional Navy yard work for nearly two weeks to refit her stern torpedo tubes, make repairs to her TDC, and overhaul her No. 2 auxiliary engine. For Dillon, the extra time in port allowed him the chance to get his first liberties in Hawaii. “We young single guys believed the stories of guys who had been to Hawaii that the Hawaiian women wore no tops,” Dillon recalled. “We were sorely disappointed when we found they did.”[16]

		Although not a big drinker, Dillon went ashore with several buddies who managed to convince him to drink enough of a seemingly harmless clear liquor called vodka to produce ill effects. “I passed out and they carried me back to the boat,” he remembered. “But submariners can be real sons-of-bitches. They threw me in the captain’s quarters.”

		Lieutenant Commander Moore, fully aware of the fun that enlisted men liked to have on liberty, did not reprimand young Dillon. Upon finding the radioman passed out in the skipper’s bunk, Moore simply told one of his chief petty officers, “Get him the hell out of here!”

		Dillon’s poor luck continued just days later. Being from Pennsylvania and unaccustomed to the strength of the Hawaiian sun, he made the mistake one day of lying on deck in only shorts and falling fast asleep. “When I woke up, I was badly sunburned and had to be treated by the pharmacist’s mate,” he remembered. “They wanted to dishonorably discharge me for neglect, but I begged them to keep me. In the end, they found getting a new radioman for a submarine was not easy at that time. I was in pain for a long time after we went to sea, and ended up with scars on my chest.”[17]

		At the completion of his boat’s yard work, Moore then spent five days running his crew through training prior to departing on his third patrol in command of the boat. During this period in early May, a number of enlisted men were shuffled to other duties, including seaman Ed Keller. Having spent fewer than three months on Sailfish, he was frustrated to be sent to the relief crews. He hoped to quickly make his way onto another submarine, perhaps even Sailfish’s sister boat, Sculpin, which had returned from her Mare Island overhaul just a week behind Sailfish. But both boats soon headed to sea, leaving young Keller stuck at Pearl, still wishing to make his first patrol.

		One of the new hands coming on board Sailfish for her eighth patrol was a familiar face. Motor Machinist’s Mate First Class (MoMM1c) Montie Dewitt Walkup, a lean twenty-three-year-old from Lynchburg, Virginia, had enlisted in the Navy in 1938 to escape the Great Depression. His early service had been on the cruiser Honolulu, until he answered a call at Pearl Harbor in August 1941 for submarine volunteers and found himself assigned within hours to Sailfish.[18]

		Walkup had made the first four war patrols on Sailfish before being transferred to the Pearl Harbor relief crews in June 1942. He had spent the ensuing months working at the sub base in Hawaii, and was looking forward to being transferred back Stateside to a new submarine under construction. Walkup was enjoying a beer in early May at the sub base swimming pool area when he ran into Chief Motor Machinist’s Mate (CMoMM) Bill “Pop” Ziel, a Sailfish plank owner (a sailor who had been with a ship since it was put into commission) he had known well during his previous patrols.[19]

		Ziel explained that he was in short supply of qualified engine room personnel. Firemen and motor machinist’s mates referred to themselves as the “black gang,” the Navy jargon dating back to the soot and coal dust that fouled the air for men working in the days of coal-fired steamships. During the early-morning hours of April 22, while racing back to the boat in time to make her departure that day from Mare Island for Pearl Harbor, five members of Sailfish’s black gang had been involved in a severe automobile accident on the Yolo County Causeway. Two had been killed, among them MoMM1c Leander Haug, who
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