First Story of Ameri-
canBattleships’Work
With the Grand Fleet
Told by Noted British
Expert—High Praise
for Our Men

tist with an eyg to lurid back-

grounds could have secured

such an effect. Great buttresses of
cloud, inky black with their burden

Ry "BARTIMEUS"
O PROPAGANDA poster ar-

of unshed snow, were banked about |

the sunset. The snow that had fall-

en during the past week rested like
a shroud upon peak and hei‘ﬂﬂﬂ‘nd,
promontory and cliff top, enéircling
the sombre waters of Ultima Thule
with a dazzling white girdle. .-igninst
this background lay the Gramlj Fleet,
an agglomeration of tripod:masts
and superimposed structures, as
familiar a feature of the scene as
the surf that broke endlessly about
the cliffs or the unappeased calling
of the gulls. A little to the west-
ward, however,
masonty was split and reft by shafts
of crimson light, an outstretched
wing of the vast battle fleet struck
an oddly unfamiliar note. Instead
of the tripod masts and hooded con-

|
trol tops, slender towers of latticed

steel rose in pairs from each hull.
Apainst the black clouds every en-
sign of the fleet was clearly dis-
cernible, but it was not the white
ensign that showed up so vividly |
It was the
Stars and Stripes painted with the
glory of a northern sunset.

Only a few weeks had e‘lapsedI
since they arrived, rust streaked and |
travel-stained, as ships might well |
be that had battled through one|
winter after another from |
Chesapeake Bay to Ultima Thule, |
and at the sight of them the gray, |
war-weary battle fleet of Britain
burst into a roar of weleome such
as had never before greeted a
stranger within its gates in either

above the strangers,

zale

peace or war. For—and herein lies
the magic of the thing—these were
not merely allies swinging up onto
the flank of a common battle line,
but kinsmen joining kinsmen as an
integral part of one fleet. The
rattle of their cables throuph the
hawser pipes was drowned by the |
tumult of cheering, and forthwith
the American admiral dispatched a
cablegram to Washington, whose la-
conic, businesslike brevity alone did
Justice to what may prove the most
significant message of history: |
“Arrived as per schedule,” it said.
The Reason for

Merging the Fleets |

This linking of the two navies !
may need an explanation. It may |
be asked (it will be asked, if I
know anything of the talkers in
this war): Could not the American
fleet codperate in the war without
merging its identity in that of the
British? The answer is this: Vie- |
tory in modern naval warfare de- |
mands more than mere cobperation |
between allied squadrons, Navies |
fight otherwise than armies, whose |
wenerals can meet and confer even |
during the crisis of a battle. Squad- !
rons working in unity afloat re-|
quire one controlling intellect, one
source of orders and information,
one pair of shoulders and onse only
to take the burden of final responsi- |
bility. '

Hence, to the sure shield of civily
zation and the Allied cause has been
added a formidable buckler. The
Grand Fleet has had grafted onto
its side a new rib and a stout one.

It must be realized, however, that
& common speech between the na-
tions does not necessarily mean that
their respective mavies talk in the
same tongue. The system of sig-
nalling in the American fleet, the |

&

where the cloud-"
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| significance of flags, the arrange—'lent cabinets

| ment of codes and ciphers are pe-
culiarly and completely theirs. The
meanings of the flags had nothing
in common with the British, Their
system has been evolved through
generations) is, so to speak, their
navy's mother tongue. The signal-
men of the —th Battle Squadron,
blowing on their numbed fingers
amid the snows of Ultima Thule,

ad to forget in twenty-four hours

{ what had been laboriously taught

them for years. They had to mas-
ter a different colored alphabet as
it is glimpsed two wmiles away,
tangled up in halliavds or half ob-

| or 50,

passed intoe the windy
parrot house of the North Ses.
Here power, as they understood the
term, was negligible, The greatest
distance required of their Hertzian
waves was a preposterous 400 miles
But not only had they to,
thread a way unbroken through
this aerial Babel, but, what was
even more diffieult, the operator was
required to detect and read mes-
sages on one tune in a vast discord
of diverse and unfamiliar notes. It
is- even said that an Englichman’s
touch on a sending key differs from
that of ‘an American as radically as
the spoken aceont differs. Yoi af-

secured by funnel ~and mayhap ter a month of assiduous practice,
battle smoke, Manceuvres on a | the former ave in a fair way to
scale they had hitherto regarded as | present as few difficulties to com-|
exceptional, fleet exercises and | munication as the latter.

squadron  competition, intership

signalling (whereby the movement

And Still Identity

of a semaphore arm through fifteen | Is Preserved |

degrees of the are meant things un-
dreamed of in their philosophy),
tricks which northern visibility
plays with daylight signalling—

| these things were their daily and

nightly portion.

They Tackled It
Like Tigers

In the words of one of them, “it
was a touph proposition,”
tackled it like tigers. In
night they were through with it. In
a month the British signal bout-

Jut the communication
didn’t end there. Wireless plays an
even more important part than
visual signalling in naval warfare,
It is important enough in peace, and
the American fleet had by no means
neglected the subject. But aerial
conditions in the vegion of Manila
differ considerably from those in
the North Sea. Speaking radio-
graphically, the North Sea is the
most erowded thoroughfare in the
world. All through the twenty-four
hours ships and submarines and
shore wireless stations are talking,
talking, talking. British warnings
to shipping on its lawful occasions,
streams of lies from Berlin (brand-
ed at the outset ‘German press mes-
sage’), cipher c¢ryptograms from
three admiralties, destroyers bleat-
ing in a fog, appeals from a hunted
merchantman, all these interspersed
with the crackling Telefunken of
the German submarine.

and they |
a fort- |

"a segment of that nation to dump

| war. It belongs to the oldest and |y

So mich for the technical aspect |
of the affair. But there is another |
to consider.
system, considers it, ipso fuctn, the |
best system in the world. To ask|

the cherished thing overboard and |
adopt the theory and practice of
another nation “likely not so pood’
is demanding much. That the or-
iler was obeyed instantly goes with-
out saying, But let it be noted that

'it was obeyed in a spirit of uncriti-

| swains rubbed their telescope lenszes |
land said they were damned, | thusiasm by every man concerned,

problem |

c¢al lovalty and whole-souled

1=

from admiral to signal boy.
this the British commander
has testified.

To
in chief

But, after all, these matters are |
merely externals. In adopting Brit- |
ish methods of communication and |
stafl work for the smooth working !
of the whole, the Amervican ships
have not lost a jot of their identity,
Thelr customs remain, with their
traditions, American; indeed, they!
are but thrown into stronger relief,
and the British fleet around them
is noting, drawing comparisons with
intense intorest, as two scions of the
same family might meet and study
gesture or physiognomy, searching
caperly for kindred traits. And
daily the bonds are tightening.

The admiral

commanding the

| force of American battleships which

Now, the American wireless ex- |
perts have been concerned ‘princi- |

pally with covering long distances.
The development of “spark” and
power in a comparatively undis-
turbed ether was the main preoc-
cupation of the operators. From
this serene condition ships and si-

é

constitutes the —th Battle Squadron
of the Grand Fleet stood and
thawed before the burnished radi-
ator in his cabin,

“Now,"” he said, “you've spent a
day on board this ship. What
struck you most? What remains
your most vivid impression?”

I had been waiting for the ques-

| tion, and wondering what the deuce |

I was going to say. A man who
spegds ten crowded -hours in un-

familiar surroundings, trying to|
draw comparisons between them and |
his accustomed environment, finds
his impressions at the end of it
like a jigsaw puzzle that has been
upset,

I looked at him as he stood taking

 me in, and in the quizzical, humorous

smile hovering about his eyes, in the :
set of his very imperturbable mouth, |

,in his wholly comfortable attitude |

before the radiator, I read my an- |
swer, Tt was something that had
been strugpling for expresszion at the
back of my brain all day.

Wl =ie)" T esid (and then wished
I could have embarked on my expla-
nation as our sailors do with, “it’s |
like this ’ere, sir’), “to all intents |

(and purposes you've dropped out of I the tradition remai

the skies plop into the middle of the |
Grand Fleet. It’s a fleet that has |
been three and one-half years at

most conservative—if not the proud-
est-—navy in the world. It’s got the

Fach nation having Armada and the Nile and Copen- waifs whose fathers
evolved, perfected and adopted a | hagen and Trafalgar and Jutland to | {heir lives in battle, '

its credit, and, I fancy, it takes a.
largish size in hats on the strength |

| of it. 1t certainly had a standard

by which fo judge strangers.” I

“Sure,” said the admiral, softly, |
with his eyes on the far-off snowy |
hills. I'm not used to making stump |

| speeches to admirals.

I took a long breath, “Well, from
the moment your ships rounded that
headland the British fleet has been
sizing you up. Every boat that is!
manned and leaves your ship, every
ofticer or man who moves about your |
decks, iz being watched and criti- |
cised and studied by several thou-I
sand pairs of eyes, You live in the
limelight."

“Sure,” said the admiral so softly
that it was hardly more than a gen-
tle expiration between his teeth. He
may have been wondering when I
was coming to the point.

“Well, sir,” 1 continugd, “all that
is apt to make a very good man in-
deed self-conscious. I eame over on
the lookout for self-consciousness,
like a lady visitor looks out for wet
paint on board., T've been ten hours
in your flagship, and T've talked to
samples of every rank and rating.
I've only seen one person self-con-
scious under friendly scrutiny.”

“Ah!"” said the admiral. His eye- '
brows lifted a shade.

“l caught sight of myself in a
looking-gldks,” 1 explained,

| Six Thousand Men

Welcomed Ashore

Not that this absence of self-con-
sciousness is the outcome of indif-
ference. The American squadron is
keenly alive to the intense observa- |
tion it is undergoing. Its method ofi

U 5.

&

| showing how aware it is, perhaps,! through a gale, “Come right along.”

| arduous vaoyage.
sulted in a famasha that would have

| American

| “Christmas ship.” Americans are all

| timate place.

was the most graceful imaginable,
For a few days it visited one of the
fleet's more southerly bases, and the
ships' companies were given leave to |
visit a great fown. BSix thousand
five hundred men availed themselves |
of this permission. They were
greeted by the inhabitants with an
enthusiasm that might well have
thrown a staider and clder =et of
men off their balance. The teadi-
tional British methods of extending
hospitality were thrust upon these
youngsters fresh from a long and
It might have re-

made the memory of Mafeking night
seem like a temperance revival by

| comparison.

Yet when theze six thousand five |
hundred men returned to their ships
end the bonds of discipline nine only

[ vere slightly under the influence of

liquor—-nine, all told.

Apropos of thiz visit, it may be
added that it occurred at Christmas |
time. Now, the flagship of the
squadron is;, I believe,
known in the United States as the

probably familiar with the origin of
this name, but for the benefit of my
own countrymen I must relate the
pretty tradition, Ilvery Christmas
Day thig particular ship lies in New
York Harbor; on Christmas Eve |
the crew goes ashore into the slums |
and the Bowery, and every man in-
vites a child to a dinner on board
the following day. The little guests |
are carefully chosen. They are the
type of child that would not other-
wise eat a Christmas dinner, would
not probably eat a dinner at all—the |
poorest of the poor from zutter and |
dive and archway. And not only
do these pathetic little guests get |
dinner, but also a suit of clothes, a
toy and a present of money.

The Gracious Custom
Was Not Forgotten

I'or the first time the Christmas
just passed found the “Christmas
ship's" moorings in New York Har-
bor empty, She was lying at the
base I have referred to, within
reach of a great British city. But |

ned the same. |
They had forty-eight hours in which .
to arrange the whole thing, but they |
did it. They added one stipulation|
at had not been laid down in New
York. Preference was to be given
in the matter of selection to those|
had laid down
!

Britannia, noting this story, may!
remember and echo the words of the |
greatest of all child lovers: '

“Inasmuch as ye do it unto the!
least of my little ones. B

To the naval officer a ship's per-
sonnel is necessarily an absorbing
study. The human element is one
in which he works and lives, and,
whatever the development of the
machine, man and his ways afloat
must ever remain the primary fac-
tor in a navy's efliciency. It poes
without saying that when the per-
sonnel belongs to the ship of an-
other nation the interest is largely
charged with curiosity.

I attempted (o convey something
of this interest to the captain of an
American battieship who was my
host for the day. We were sitting

| in his cabin, and the talk had ranged

from the Yukon te Brooklyn yard, |
and was what a certain weekly |
paper would eall “Mainly About |
People.” £
The Rare Chance of

Seeing the Crew

I hinted at my interest in the men |
not without diffidence, because to
ask the captain of a man-of-war if
you can go and look at his ship's
company as a matter of curiosity is
tantamount to demanding leave of a
stranger to go and smoke a pipe in |
his nursery while hig children are |
being bathed. A mess deck is an in-

“Want to see the men?" he echoead, |
and thrust on his cap. “I'll shnw!
'em to you."” He was a mighty man,
possessing volcanic energy and a
voice designed to carry orders

led

' piled high with fragrant loaves, The

IEE

| said, and jerked his head over his |

DREADNOUGHTS JOIN
LONG NORTH SEA VIGIL
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We plunged straightway into the
scething e of 15e mess deek and
living spaces of the great ship, the
captain leading, and as we thread-
a path forward, men stepped
aside, =tood quietly at attention un-
til we passed and resumed their
tasks or leisure. Workshopz, kit-
chens, laundry, bakeries, dental sur-
gery, sick bay, messrooms, round we
went in a swift, sliphtly bewilder-
ing rush while the “owner” jerked
explanations over his shoulder, He
displayed a familiarity with the de-
tails of it all that was, to say the
loast, interesting to one of an-
other navy, whose captains claim to
be not indifferent “ships’ husbands.”

Our whirlwind tour carried us
into a speckless electric bakery
captain had flung open and closed
the door of an oven secured by an
ingenious  but rvather complicated
lateh. As we emerged 1 commented
on his evident familiarity with the |
internal fitting of his ship’s bakery, |
“Built her.” he explained, and
plunged, doffing his ¢ap, into the
sick bay. There were over a thou-
sand men on board, and about haif a
dozen of them had found their way
kere,

“Well, T-———," gaid the captain,
addressing by name an able seaman
of a stature wellnigh equalling his
own, “how’s that hand getting on?"” |

The man stood up and met his |
captain’s eyes without embarrass- |
ment; just, in fact, as one citizen
regards another.

*Nicely, thank vou, sir,”
plied.

he re-

“Hil your man in a softer place
next time," said the captain, and the
¢eaman laughed, nursing his bhan-
daged hand.

“T will, surely,” he said. A chuckle
ran around the sick bay.

to fathom a family joke.

“Want to talk to 'em?” asked the
captain a minute later,
stopoed to wateh a veteran superin-
tending the splicing of a five-inch
wire by two ordinary seamen, “Here,
" he called one of the young-
sters, again by name. The boy
dropped his marling spike and re-
sponded smartly. “Where were you
raised?” asked the captain.

“Kentucky, sir,"” came the reply in
the soft Southern drawl. The lad
stood before us without a trace of
sheepizhness or apparently aware
of any distinetion in being thus sin-
gled out by his eaptain by name
from among a thousand other men,,
The captain nodded. *“Trade?” “A
farmhand, sir.”

The Question No
Sailor Can Answer

as

e

It was my turn, and I asked him |
the question no sailor has ever been |
able to answer. “Why did you come |
to sea?” He grinned, showing two |

rows of perfect teeth. “Him,” he

shoulder at the other ordinary sea-
man wincing beneath the whispered
exhortations of his instructor. “Him
an’ me,” adding, “He's my chum.”
Strong men have tried to write
books on all that was contained in
these two sentences; most have died
with the task unfinished,

We had concluded lunch—a meal
that commenced with iced grape-
fruit (grapefruit at the North Base, |
harkee!})—when the captain beckon-

| ed me to accompany him on another

tour. It was of a more official
nature this time, including a routine
inspection of the storercoms and
magazines, and 1 joined the little

| group of officers who hurried in the

wake of that tall, striding figure
with gold lace around the peak of his

| cap, who knew his ship as I know
| the inside of my pocket.

We were a band of strenuous ad-
venturers in search of the unfind-'
able. Never did red-shirted miners

{ ply pick and shovel in the first days!

of the Klondyke rugh as that cap-|
tain labored through the long after- |

roon in search of dust. Up and|
down the shafts leading to speckless |
storerooms, hand over hand by

burnished stéel rungs into the utter-

i vast complexity of a battleship).

I had the
sensation of a stranger left trying'

Ipl:n‘.e together, and, witho

most howels of the ship we went,
and, as we passed, the ecaptain’s
hand was forever going out fo run
along a transverse frame or search
the interior of a cofferdam in
same fruitless guest. Perspiration
ran down our faces, but the hreak-
neck pace never slackened. “L3 2
barked the captzin, and the breat
first  liputenant obediently
flashed an electrie torch into some
erannyhcle; the hunt checked while
the captain craned and peered, and
then moved on. The first licuten-
ant's sigh of relief was always
audible above the ring of our foot-
steps. Once, as the procession sped
along some labyrinth among the

v
tne

h-

less

! shell-rooms, the captain’s finger shot

cut accusingly to indicate a junction
box on the white enamelled bulk-
head (an infinitesimal detail in the
It
was an affair of brass secured by
small screws, but one of the serews
was missing.

“Spoke ahout that
rapped cut the captain, already a
dozen yards ahead. The first lieu-
tenant looked at the junction box as
we hurried on, and wiped his face.

“Gee!” he said. Then eyed me

~with mingled desperation and pride.

“Some captain!” he said.

The Habit of the
“Seven Bells”" Tea

I dropped ocut of the running

i about 4 o'clock because we were in

the neighborhood of the gunroom
(ateeragn, they called it), where I
had been invited to tea. 1 took
with me an uneasy recollection of
the first lieutenant's
eyes as I sheered out of the proces-

sion, but it was speedily obliterated |
by °‘the interest and charm of the|

| navy its own etiquette—and penab

speech with ours.

ensuing hour. The American mid-
shipman is the senior of his British
“opposite number” by perhaps a
couple of years—but there the dif-
ference begins and ends. The half
shy warmth of my welcome; the
rather oppressive decorum of the
assembly as we took our places

| round the tea-table, was not other-

wise than it would have been in a
British gunroom under similar con-
ditions; the quick thaw that syn-
chronized with the rapid disappear-
ance of buttered toast and jam was
Youth asserting itself over interna-
tional courtesies.

The meal (they explained that
they had picked up the habit of
“seven belis" tea from us, and the
lesson had not been ill learned) vas
nearing its close when a sudden
shout of laughter obliterated the
hum of chaff and econversation.
Every eye turned on a midshipman
at the end of the table whose face
was slowly turning carmine to the
roots of his curly hair. The presi-
dent extended his closed fist, thumb
pointing downward. One after an-
other the remainder followed suit
until every member sat thus, with !
the exception of the blushing vietim, |
He looked the length of the
table twice, gathered his cup

long
and
ut further |
vanished beneath the table to !

the accompaniment of unbridled |
mirth.

If nothing else had been needed

ado,

| as happened to our mails. All the

| since we've been here.”

last week,” '

| Fritz takin’ potshots at them as they
come and go,"” added a voice,

| ments of buttered toast drifted np

reproachful |

| alliance dawned fully upon me. To

. piano.

' was ended we started afresh, whil

| caped me, but the refrain of the s

| significance in these sombre
1 “We are coming,

to emphasize the fact, T realiged in
that moment that I was in g gg.
room of the Eternal Navy.

The Workings of
Some Great Law

There was no question of “ghow.
ing off”" before a stranger; indeed,
they had forgotten my existence; it
was not even ragging. It was just
that I had aceidentally witnessad the
workings of some great law, im.
mutable and inexplicable as Fate,
in full swing about my uncompre.
hending head.

The meal progressed as if noth
ing had occurred to break its seren.
ity. 1 pleaded for light.

“Tt's just our mail, you see” ex.
plained the president. “Something

rest of the ships pet theirs regularly
and ours hasn't fetched up one

“It's the fault of the ship's name®
chipped in ancther (the ship bere
the name of great Amerieay
state); “d’rectly the bags reach Live
erpool, some one looks at the labels
an’ says: ‘Here, ain't that some
where in America?’ an' back they
go! They've been goin' backward
an' forward for months.” “With

@

Muffled requests for reinforcs. |

from underneath the table. “Wel?™
I queried, still hopelessly in the
dark. “Oh, well, you see, any ons
who mentions the word ‘mail’ &
meals just has to quit an’ go under
neath the table; wa've made it 8
rule.”

A British midshipman who drawj
a dirk in the gunroom stands
round of port after dinner. To each

ties. :

We Refought the
Rattle of Jutland

It was when we had lit our pipes
(the exile had been suffered to re
turn to cur midst) and sprawled in
comfort, elbows on the table, ths
the real inner meaning of this grest

gether we refought Jutland as it
has been refought in scores an
scores of gunrooms amid tobaew
smoke and the shifting of spom
and matches across a tablecloth; st
ter that, it was baseball, instead o
rugey; Avnapolis instead of Dare
mouth training college; but it all
amounted to a common ideal, voiced,
not by politicians or diplomats, bat
by a nation's youth in commo

T
L

I wvisited the compact double
cabins—once they called them state
rooms—each with its intimate iinks
with home suggested by the backs
of familiar books on a shelf and
photographs pinned to the heads of
bunks, In faney I made a dout
cbeisances to the smiling Americat
girlhood that has good cause to B
proud of its knights; and so back®
the gunroom, where one of the g
company had just sat down to th

We perched round on the table
and the backs of chairs and sang
They were the latest patriotic song
from the United States, tu
emotional jingles whereby every i¥
tion going to the wars shame
strives to voice its inner feelinf®
And when the player's repertoi®

the more energetic fox-trotted grae®
fully to and fro across the namd¥
deck space.

Tune and words have since &

song lingers still by reason
L)
we are comitf:
roared the young voices, and I st
a glance at the lean faces, at
laughing, confident eyes all
me—"And we shan't keep
very long!” :
I came nearer to feeling sﬂﬂ?*
the Hun than I had since the
started.
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