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All night long, the lads on duty in the maneuvering room and both enginerooms sent men forward to get coffee.  

Another set of sounds that originated from the crews' mess were the rattle of silverware being washed and the 
banging of pots, pans, aluminum trays and crockery. Messcooking was not a delicate art...the messcooks created 
racket like tossing horseshoes on a tin roof. 

But the racket was a familiar sound...one of those comforting sounds that a boatsailor accepted as indicating all 
being right in the underwater environment in which he lived.  

Every time someone passed through the watertight door from the forward engine room, you would get a momentary 
ear full of the pounding of a pair of Fairbanks-Morse 38D rockcrushers...then it would suddenly stop and you would 
hear the click of the spring loaded latch.  

Some nights, cooks and messcooks would play hell with your sleep when they started rooting around the 
compartment in search of the location of specific canned goods needed for future meal preparation.  

"Jeezus, what in the hell's going on?" 

"Lookin' for some gahdam cans of beans."  

"You gotta disturb a working sailor's sleep to find a couple of cans of lousy beans??" 

"There isn't a sailor sleeping back here that would qualify as a working sailor on his best day." 

"Yeah...nobody listens to a stupid, worthless canned food heater-upper."  

"Mickey...don't bother to ask what's in the soup the next time yours tastes like somebody peed in it."  

Nonsensical, go absolutely nowhere conversation between men who would have shown up for a kidney transplant if 
either needed one. The gentle, no malice bullshit that was the common coin of diesel submariners. 

No narrative of the nocturnal activities of the underwater kingdom would be complete without mentioning the acid-
eaten dungaree voltage ferrets...the main power electricians.  

Those bastards would show up...open a manhole hinged door in the thwartships passageway and drop down into a 
world where they snaked around taking battery temperatures and topping the cells off with pure distilled water. In 
short, they feed the electron wizards that pushed us through saltwater below snorkel depth. 

In my tour in the boats, I never met a bad electrician. They, like enginemen, machinist mates and other auxiliary 
rates were numbered among God's most generous people. 

I have no idea what late night sounds a modern day sailor will carry with him into old age, but, I do know, having 
seen living conditions aboard the most recent classes of the modern high-tech submersibles, there are certain 
memories we will not share in common. 

No modern day nuke rider will carry the memory of feet in stinking socks stepping on him on the way to an upper 
bunk just below an air conditioning condensate drip pan. 

He won't have memories of waking up to a close-up view of a bare butt when the Chief Corpsman was conducting a 
sick call crab check in Hogan's Alley. 

He won't remember the aromatic wonder fog that accompanies the venting of #2 Sanitary Tank Inboard.  

He won't remember midwatch cheese sandwiches made from Navy contract self-healing, scab forming mayonnaise 
and sliced cheese that could patch a tractor tire blowout. 

He, or maybe she in the not so distant future, won't leave the boatservice with memories of CPO dried armpit salt 
stains that would deflect a 20mm round.  

Each generation will collect memories to pass on to downline generations.  

These are mine...the ones I carry in my heart of wonderful times spent among the finest men I would ever know 
during the time I spent as an oxygen thief on this planet. 


