
































































































































































































































LaCoste finally developed a sea-going gravity meter that prospecting companies could
make use of under highly controlled conditions. The measurements were made under way so that
one actually had a gravity profile to study. When I used a gravimeter on Scripps ships it was on a
non-interference basis, definitely not catering to the needs of the gravimeter.

I felt that Fred Spiess for some reason wanted to get me out of the sea-surface underway
magnetism effort. Perhaps he had noticed that I had taken over the magnetometer and made it yield
a lot of data which was well received by the scientific community, and that I could do the same for
the sea-going gravity meter. To get ahead of the story, I could not do as well with the gravimeter.
The gravimeter was a whole different ball of wax, so to speak: The towed magnetometer did not
require that the ship cater much to the needs of the magnetometer but not so for the gravimeter.
That difference made impossible a similar success for our gravity meter. Furthermore, Spiess was
quite inaccessible for discussions of how I was doing with the gravimeter and why. At the end of
our effort with our gravity meter I felt quite badly that I had disappointed Dr. Spiess, especially
considering the great amount of money I had spent in learning to use it and all the travel to Austin,
Texas and the many motel bills.

Gravity measurements and values had been something of special interest to Spiess for some
years. He had used submarines to obtain some of these measurements, but the Navy could not see
funding such measurements in submarines on a continuing basis. That left him with only Scripps
ships on a share-the-ride basis. Spiess obtained the instrument we had from Louis Slichter of
UCLA. Itook a Scripps van up to UCLA and hauled the meter down to MPL, building 106.
Then with a rented van I took it to the LaCoste Romberg shops and laboratory at Austin, Texas
where it was overhauled, putting it into good condition and at the same time training me to use it.

One time Spiess had me try taking some gravity measurements aboard FLIP just off the
San Diego coast. The meter was to sit on a platform well down below the sea surface. An earlier
trip aboard FLIP had shown that there was too much horizontal acceleration when the meter was
mounted in the upper working space of FLIP. What was happening was that the upper part of
FLIP had a reed vibration due to the flexibility of its neck. The frequency was about two cycles
per second as I remember it and of considerable amplitude. Our gravimeter was not designed to
work under such conditions. On the second trip the meter was to be hand lowered by rope to the

above-mentioned platform. Iinstructed the chief engineer about the delivery of the meter and how
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he with his helpers should lower the meter down to the platform. I went down ahead to the

platform and was to call up orders about what to do. Itold them to start lowering. About half way
down the meter started swinging sideways and was about to hit the walls of the well. I yelled up
to hold till I could get up to the meter and steady it. The chief engineer got impatient with my close
supervision of him and kept lowering on down. As I anticipated, the meter bumped the wall of the
well. That bump damaged the sensing element of the meter as I found out when trying to get a
reading down on the platform. End of that effort on FLIP. Idid not try another trip with the
gravimeter on FLIP. I always had trouble convincing people of the very fragile nature of our
gravity meter.

Almost every time the gravimeter was damaged by a bump it had to be taken back to
Austin, Texas for LaCoste's shop repair, and this happened all too often. I tried using the meter
on numerous Scripps cruises. One time it was near the Siberian coast where the storms and very
high seas were almost constant. No good measurements to speak of.

As mentioned about people not appreciating the delicacy of the meter, a big problem came
about when the meter was being taken unused from one port to another, and I was not aboard. 1
would carefully pack it and store it with well posted instructions that it was not to be moved. Then
some oceanographer wanting some more valuable deck space would move it to another location
and damage it in so doing. I would then come aboard and find that the meter was damaged beyond
‘repair at sea, and it was back to Austin, Texas. No end of trouble!

Considering that Scripps was getting little useful data from the meter and that John Rose of
the University of Hawaii expressed a need to acquire it, Spiess transferred it to the University of
Hawaii and Dr. John Rose. Rose had a ship with which he could fully cater to the meter's special
needs. He got some very good data which revealed a very large anomalous area near Borneo, as I
remember it. I went back to doing some magnetics and other things.

Up to and beyond the time MPL was using a LaCoste Romberg gravimeter, the sea surface
meters had to operate under favorable prescribed conditions — moderate seas and often only one
or two headings of the ship. LaCoste was fully aware of these limitations and wished to market
meters that could do good gravity work under almost all sea and course conditions.

At the Austin, Texas facilities Dr. LaCoste built an elaborate sea conditions simulator. A

sea-going instrument would be mounted on the simulator and then heaved up and down about
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fifteen feet maximum and ten feet side to side. First one thing and then another would be devised

and added to the meter and then tried on the simulator. Finally LaCoste had a sea-going gravity
meter that he believed could operate well in severe sea conditions, and he wanted to try it out. He
contacted me about possibly trying the gravimeter on one of Scripps' ships. It so happened that
Dr. Mel Peterson of Scripps had some postgraduate students who needed some experience at sea
doing oceanographic and marine geophysical work. Also Peterson wanted some depth information
in an area north and west of San Francisco. I told Peterson of LaCoste's need to test a meter, and
he happily said he would have the gravimeter aboard to learn even more of his area of interest and
at the same time enlarge the experience of his students.

So I telephoned Dr. LaCoste and acted as the middle man between LaCoste and Peterson in
arranging this trip. Two of LaCoste's experts with the meter were to bring the meter to San Diego
via rented van. They would install the meter on Peterson's ship. 1 would accompany them aboard
the ship to show them how to use a Scripps ship and also make use of the chance to observe how
well LaCoste's new gravity meter could cope or perform at sea. 1 planned to only go as far as San
Francisco. Peterson with his students would board the ship at San Francisco.

LaCoste's two experts and the meter showed up at San Diego as scheduled. I watched
them install their meter on the ship. Early the next afternoon, I think it was, we headed north to
San Francisco. About dark a severe sea state developed. The ship heaved and rolled excessively.
The lead expert got terribly sea sick and could not function at all; with much throwing up he just
tried to stay alive. The second expert and I were able to carry on. In the heavy seas the gravimeter
was incapable of measuring gravity. Perhaps in sea conditions half or a third as bad the meter
would have yielded data. As we approached San Francisco and entered the Golden Gate the sea
conditions quieted, the meter yielded data, and the expert who was about to die of sea sickness
recovered and had some breakfast and took charge of the meter again. He told me that no way was
he going to sea again to operate the gravimeter for Peterson and students for a couple of weeks.

He also told me that he now knew how well their new meter could cope with sea conditions. In
my mind, he did not really know this because he had not operated his new meter under a number
of sea states. But he was the boss of the meter try, and I did not argue with him. When we tied up
at San Francisco he rented a van, and the two men removed the gravimeter from the ship and made

it secure in the van for the trip back to Austin, Texas.



When they had finished loading the meter in the van it was getting late in the day, and we 72

all decided to take a hotel, the same hotel, in San Francisco for a good night's rest before heading
our various ways. We were all very tired from the almost constant work of the previous two days.
After a good night's rest we all met early in the morning and went down for breakfast on the
ground floor of the hotel. We chitchatted; I said that it was too bad they did not get to test their
gravimeter as they had wished, but they seemed to express no regrets. I would not recommend
them as oceanographers. They headed for Austin, Texas, and I took a plane to San Diego. I think
they took me to the airport on their way to Texas. It is quite a hassle for a person without personal
transportation to get from down town San Francisco to the airport.

I immediately notified Mel Peterson of the unhappy experience with the gravimeter. Then
he was unhappy but could do nothing to correct the situation. After he had returned from his
survey with his students he told me that on their survey the seas were mostly calm, even slick
some days. They did have a day or two of moderately rougher seas. I think that had the LaCoste
people gone on as originally planned, everybody would have benefited — the LaCoste Romberg
development shop and Mel Peterson.

Not long after my trip to San Francisco with his people Dr. Lucien LaCoste wrote me a
letter asking me to come work for him in Austin, Texas. At that time I was unhappy with my
employment with Scripps, and I think LaCoste had heard of this, perhaps from his two men who
came to San Diego. Idid not want to move my whole family to Texas, and then, too, I had a lot
invested in my retirement plan here at the University of California, PERS. I did not want to
jeopardize or subtract from that in any way. I doubted that any amount of benefits I would have
received from LaCoste Romberg would compensate for the loss of benefits from PERS. So I
declined and thanked him and told him why I declined his kind and generous offer. What LaCoste
really wanted was an experienced sea-worthy oceanographer to help with his development of
seagoing gravimeters. He was in business to make money.

LaCoste was a nice person. Iliked him very much. I think he took a liking to me. We had
visited often. He once invited me to his home for dinner. He was a big well built man. He loved
to play tennis. Financially he was well to do. He belonged to several clubs theré in Austin. He
was timid or bashful. Ireally don't know why, but he had somewhat of an inferiority complex.

Again, there was no reason for that because he had done very good work and was capable in
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inventing and managing a company. I once complimented him saying that I had always respected

someone who could regularly meet a payroll, and he had done that quite well.

When I was working out of Hawaii on the Pioneer 1 often needed some strong-back type of
help in handling the heavy fluxgate magnetometer. I asked Roger Revelle if it were possible for
Scripps to furnish to me a hundred dollars in cash for me to hire a strong person now and then
when needed. I could pay them in cash with none of the clumsy practices and accounting as when
hiring people by the book, which would not do at all for hiring a person now and then as needed
for an hour or two. Roger thought a minute, and then wrote me a personal check for a hundred
dollars saying to turn it into cash to hire help as needed.

Well, it turned out that the ship's executive officer told the civilian crew members to help
me when I had some heavy lifting to do while in port. At sea these sailors had always helped me
under direct supervision or orders from the crew or deck chief.

When my work on the Pioneer came to a close I endorsed the check back to Revelle. 1do
not know if this messed up his checking account or what, but he appeared rather disgusted or
peeved when I handed the check to him and explained why.

It seemed that Roger and I thought differently about a number of things that had to do with
research. We seemed to use different logic. I must say that Roger was good hearted. And too,

how many directors would use their personal money to keep a line of research going?

An interesting note about the history of a World War II submarine tender named Pioneer:

It was about 310 feet long, narrow beam, and had enough power to cruise at 17 knots for a
month. Quite some time after the war, 1952, the Pioneer was loaned to the U.S. Coast and
Geodetic Survey to make very accurate depth charts of the area off the U.S. west coast out to about
300 miles and similar depth charts around the Hawaiian Islands out to a 300-mile radius and then
some other areas of interest to the Navy.

I neither saw nor heard any more of the Pioneer until I was reading my copy of TIME
magazine for April 14, 1975. When I got to page eleven there was a photo of the Pioneer. 1
recognized it immediately. The decks were crowded with people. According to the caption the

crowd of people on the decks is South Vietnamese marines. The ship is docking at Cam Ranh Bay



after the trip from Danang. My guess is that these marines are getting the hell out of the country
before capture by the North Vietnamese army. Most of these marines are now likely living in the

United States.

I have not seen or heard anything more about the Pioneer since reading that article in TIME.

I wonder where it is now, probably was cut up for scrap and made into Japanese cars. You may

now be driving around in part of the old Pioneer.

I am going to add something here that is not at all MPL history but is advice and
recommendation to Scripps.

A problem we ran into in putting together information for this 50th [anniversary of MPL]
was that while ships' logs are available and tell rather precisely what a ship did, such as when and
where a ship put into port and departed and the fixes at sea and such, we had to depend on
people’s memories for additional information. There is not much recorded information to fill this
gap between information from the ship's bridge and people's memories except what is available
from the formal publications of Scripps research scientists.

What is needed is an historian aboard all Scripps cruises. Now this need not be an extra
person, but a designated individual aboard every cruise. This person would be given very exact
written instructions as to what to record about a cruise. This record would not compete with the
ship's log made by the officers of the bridge.

Every day this appointed historian would make brief entries about sea conditions, stops at
sea for work of data gathering, any unusual problcnis, accidents, fights, unusual passing ships,
islands passed, at least one fix per day, exchange of personnel between ships at sea, and any other
event that might be of interest to people fifty years later. It should be impressed on the historian to
not wait several days to a week before making the entries, thus depending on his or her memory.
People's memories are just not that good. This history would include every time a ship put into
port and tell what for, people departing the expedition, new people joining the expedition, any
particular problems in port both material and with personnel, supplies taken on, data records sent

back to San Diego, etc.
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The notations should answer the questions of Who, What, When, Where, and Why when
not obvious about any of the questions. It should not be wordy, but terse and brief; the historian's
time on average per day should not exceed ten minutes.

These "diaries" of expeditions and cruises should be kept in strong, well made books, not
loose-leaf. It would be better if they were hard back. The pages should be approximately 8-1/2 x
11 inches in size and with lines to make the writing neater. Writing should be in ink. Errors may
be crossed out. The writers should sign their work or at least initial it. Each book should show
the expedition or cruise name and date, on the cover. If it is a two or more ship operation, each
ship should have its historian. Any one book should not cover more than one cruise. When just a
few pages are needed to finish a cruise several sheets of typing paper could be taped into the back
(ending) of the "diary" book. For one-day cruises to several-day cruises special books of a few
pages could be used.

When the books are returned to Scripps the books should be given to the Scripps archivist
for keeping in a readily accessible place. People using the books years later should be required to
study the books in the archives building and never but never take the books away to another
building or to the person's home. The archivist should only allow responsible people with a "need
to know" use the books — not kids doing a "for school" requirement or essay or assignment.

In addition to the aforementioned histories of events on Scripps ships or expeditions and
cruises there should be histories kept on the equipment used on the Scripps ships. These special
ships' histories should tell of all equipment installed on and removed from the ships, special work
problems about the ships, solutions to these problems, and problems with shipboard equipment
and the solutions. All entries should be addressed to and answer the questions of Who, What,
When, Where, and Why as they apply to the entries.

These histories should start now and also go back as far as people's memories allow.
When a ship is removed from Scripps use the history would be handled by the archivist in the
same way as for the cruise histories.

The director of Scripps Institution and the director of Marine Facilities should both make

sure that such ship histories are kept.
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Now that Scripps administers and manages the new ship, Roger Revelle, here is a chance

to keep a history as described above for the entire life of an oceanographic vessel. I highly

recommend this.

Since narrating the first reminiscing, several other events have come to mind that may be of
interest to people. So here is some more reminiscing.

Earlier I told of an attempt to put more useful sound into the water when doing seismic
refraction shooting by setting off a charge in a large air-filled bell.

For this second idea and attempt one should note that when a charge is detonated in the
water, sound is sent in all directions with much of it not going to the receiving hydrophones some
distance away. Ithought of the possibility of having a number of charges in an array which would
direct more of the sound toward the receiving ship. 1 tried a simple array of about six charges in a
line crossways to the direct line to the receiving ship. Assembling six charges with electric
detonation and then controlling their positions in the water proved to be just about impossible and

certainly impractical.

One time Russ and I were doing an experiment concerning seismic refraction work. It
involved having a small ship with a hydrophone over the side in the water, and sound picked up by
this hydrophone transmitted by radio to a large ship some miles away. I was aboard the larger ship
listening for this sound, and Bill Whitney was aboard the smaller ship which had a wooden
planked deck. Whitney was to generate a pulse of sound by stomping his foot on the deck. We
had good voice radio communication between us.

Iinstructed Whitney to stomp on the deck. I had trouble with the radio receiver and
recorder for this pulse of sound generated by his foot stomp. So I called for him to stomp again
harder — still a problem. I called for him to do a series of hard stomps. Then I called Bill for
another series of hard stomps. By the time I got my radio receiver and recorder working correctly

poor Bill had about flattened his arches!

Another time Raitt and I were doing seismic refraction shooting off Catalina Island to its

east. It was another of the one-ship operations with the ship having the seismic receiving and
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recording gear with Russ aboard the ship. I was aboard a powered life boat with a Navy sailor

operating the engine and tiller. We were several miles north of Avalon in shallow water. I was to
drop to the bottom a number of charges as called for by Russ Raitt.

When the first charge was detonated there was the usual sprinkler effect on the surface
followed by a plume of water ten or fifteen feet high. Soon after the charge had detonated I noticed
nearly a dozen beautiful gold-colored garibaldi fish come to the surface belly up. The sailor and I
put the garibaldi in the boat just in case they might be good eating.

On Raitt's instruction I detonated another charge in exactly the same place and then another
and another till Russ had finished his day's work. Each detonation brought up several more
garibaldi even though the detonations were in exactly the same place. By the time we stopped
shooting we had two or three dozen garibaldi in the boat. The ship came back for us, and our boat
and fish were hauled up and aboard. Ido not remember if the garibaldi were good eating or not,
but I was informed by several people that garibaldi are a very protected species and that there is a
large fine for killing garibaldi. Several people up the hill from the shore had seen what we were
doing and reported this to the law enforcement people. Being Navy and Scripps we soméhow

escaped heavy fines, but were severely reprimanded.

Russ Raitt was interested in the crustal structure of the area between the channel islands and
the mainland as far south as San Clemente Island. Earlier he had done refraction shooting in the
southern part of this area with the E. W. Scripps and another vessel or two. Then there was the
work east of Catalina Island where I killed so many garibaldi.

This time Raitt was going to acquire information to the east of the northern channel islands.
For the charges he obtained a number of Navy antisubmarine depth charges, the kind that are rolled
off the stern end of a fast moving destroyer. They appeared to be the same size as a 55-gallon oil
drum. Russ and I knew nothing about properly handling and detonating such charges. Russ
arranged to have a Navy commissioned officer, who was an expert in the use of depth charges,
accompany us on the trip and do all the handling and detonation of the charges.

When I supervised the loading of the depth charges to our ship at the NEL pier, I handled
them with the greatest of tender care. Then later on location when I saw the Navy officer removing

an iron band from one end of the first charge to be used he was whaling away at it with a claw
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hammer, and on a blow now and then sparks would fly from the steel to steel contact. I was
horrified! I asked him if that was not taking an awful chance. He answered that there was no way
a person could detonate the charge by hammering on it. He needed my assistance, and there was
little safety to me if I went to the other end of our small ship. Since I am here to talk about it he
apparently knew what he was doing with the depth charge.

The charge was to rest on the bottom about a hundred feet deep as I remember it and be
electrically detonated by means of a long wire that we paid out as the ship moved away to a safe
distance. Raitt on the receiving, listening and recording ship called for a detonation. The Navy
officer touched the wires to a battery, and wham!

The sea surface was glassy calm that day. When the charge went off there was the usual
fast expanding ring on the surface with its sprinkler effect, then the loud thump on our ship's hull,
and then a hundred or so foot plume of water above the charge — quite a sight. Soon about a
dozen of the largest sea bass I ever saw came to the surface belly up. While we were preparing the
next charge the cook gathered up the large sea bass. When our cook prepared the sea bass he
found the flesh had some small worms. I cannot remember if he cooked and served any of the fish
or not.

We completed the day's seismic work, the depth charges were all used as Raitt called for
detonations, and we headed for San Diego. I should note every subsequent detonation had
brought up several more sea bass and a lot of various small fish. The sea gulls in the area ate till

they could barely take off from the water — a day of feasting.

On one of our trips to a work area about thirty miles west of San Diego we used the
Paolina-T and either the Navy's 855 or 857. While working, one of the main propeller shaft
bearings of the Paolina-T severely overheated. The engineer managed to keep us working by
pouring cold water over the bearing when the shaft was turning. Upon completion of our work it
was decided to have the NEL Navy ship tow us back to the entrance to San Diego bay. The tow
was uneventful, and when we were near the entrance to the bay we came on in and docked by

pouring cold water over the failed bearing.
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Another time we were using the Paolina-T one or two hundred miles west of San Diego.

This ship had only enough bunks for the crew as a purse seiner, and when two or three scientists
were aboard some people had to sleep on the deck or use the hot bunk system. Also the bunk area
was over the engine room as I remember it, and so, hot and noisy. Itook along an army cot.
There was a cotton-filled bed mattress aboard for people who had to sleep on the floor.

When we had finished our several days of long hard hours of work I was exhausted. We
headed to San Diego after the evening meal, and I immediately set up my cot in the huge fish hold,
put the old cotton bed mattress on the cot, loosened my clothing, and lay down. There was only
the low rumble of the propeller shaft, and there was plenty of fresh cool air. The next morning
early, when the Paolina-T was docking I woke up from one of my soundest nights of heavenly

sleep, fully refreshed and rested and hungry for breakfast.

Russ Raitt scheduled us for some seismic refraction work to the east of San Benito Island,
I think it was. It was another one of the money-saving one-ship operations. As usual I was in a
powered lifeboat with the radio communications gear and sufficient explosives. The water depth
off the east shore of the island increases slowly with distance. So to have the correct water depth
for electrically detonated charges my position was about a half mile from shore, and I was to
detonate every charge in the same place.

I detonated the first charge as called for by Russ. About a half dozen assorted sized fish
floated to the surface belly up. I put the larger fish in the boat. I set off another charge as called
for. The dead fish had attracted several large barracuda, and they were killed by the explosion.
Because barracuda are very good eating, I put them in the boat. Each subsequent explosion killed
some more fish and a barracuda or two.

After shooting for quite a while I saw a rowboat approaching me with two men wearing
official looking caps. They came alongside. They were Mexican coast guard people. I knew
enough Spanish to say good day to them, and they returned the greeting. Then in an authoritative
way they began to question me about what I was doing in their territorial waters. I understood just
enough Spanish to get the gist of what they were saying, but I could not answer them at all.

The ship Raitt was working on was one of NEL's Navy ships, the 855 or 857. 1
remembered that one sailor aboard spoke both good English and Spanish. So I called Russ on the



radio and quickly described the situation and asked him to have the skipper send the man down to
where Russ had the radio and have this man translate for us by radio. Russ did so and the two
Mexicans talked by radio to the translator.

I think Russ made up a story telling the two Mexican coast guard men that we were doing
scientific work and had permission from Mexico City to do the explosions in the island's territorial
waters. The two Mexicans were quite impressed with all this goings on and told me to go ahead
with my work. I offered them some fish. They took two of the largest and a barracuda and waved
goodby as they rowed away to the beach.

While the conversation was going on back and forth by radio, the ship's captain came on
the radio and told me in English to tell the two Mexicans to vamoose. Well, he was miles away on
a substantial Navy ship, but I was in Mexican waters facing two Mexican officials, one of whom
had a side arm. So I said nothing about vamoosing and continued the negotiations which all
worked out well.

Late in the day I was picked up by the Navy ship and glad to be away from there. To my

knowledge we never heard anything from the Mexican government.

The following story is about something that, I only, know about. I did the construction
and tests without saying a word to any of the people at MPL or Scripps because I thought that
people would criticize me for wasting my time or would think the idea silly and make fun of me.

A number of times when a Scripps ship was near an uninhabited island some of the people
aboard would want to go ashore either for some scientific reason and/or just some adventure. In
going through the surf their rowboat would often swamp and too often turn over. I have been
dunked several times. Overturning in the surf can be dangerous as well as uncomfortable. I
would put my camera in a watertight bag that would float and then have the only camera ashore that
was workable. Helicopters were unavailable to us. I thought there must be some relatively cheap
and small device for going ashore through the surf and getting there without getting soaked and
expensive equipment ruined.

I thought that perhaps a very special catamaran might do the trick. The two hulls or floats
need be nothing more than long cylinders with one end pointed. Each float would be about twenty

feet long and two feet in diameter. It would be made of a light foam plastic covered with fiberglass
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and plastic laminate built up to about one-eighth or three-sixteenth inch thick. The floats would be

about twenty feet apart. About ten feet above the floats would be a passenger and equipment
platform about fifteen feet long and five feet wide. The floats would be connected to the platform
by cantilever struts that have considerable flexibility so they would be fail safe.

Power to propel the craft from the ship to the beach, and then back to the ship, is a
problem. Hand rowing or paddling from the high platform could not be done. Fixed propellers on
each float would be damaged in the very shallow water at the beach. A solution could be two
outboard motors mounted on the aft end of the passenger platform and with a propeller shaft to
each propeller close to the side of each float. The propeller shafts could be angled down as
necessary to the propellers by means of universal joints. Some sort of a lever would have to be in
place so that by a fast hand pull on the lever, that propeller would be swung or lifted up enough to
clear any rocks, cobblestones, and the beach sand. I have done this when using an ordinary
outboard motor on my boat and going over some rocks or logs in the water.

When this craft is coming in through the surf an about thirty-inch diameter sea anchor
which looks like a shallow parachute would be dropped in the water to keep the craft from planing
in like a surfboard. When planing one loses control of a boat. I have had this happen a couple of
times with my boat when I landed on a beach along San Diego. When using a sea anchor drag the
drag of the anchor is immediately stopped when desired by a pull on a dumping line to the back
side of the sea anchor.

This seems to be getting rather complicated, but could be done after a little practice.

Launching the craft off the beach and through the surf would require the same technique
used by thousands of fishermen, wearing shorts and rubber shoes, hand push the craft off the
beach into water deep enough for the propeller to be used.

For storage aboard the ship it would require wing nuts and bolts separating the floats from
the struts and the struts from the passenger platform.

Really, all I did in secret from MPL, aside from thinking about the problem and solution,
was to build a little model with aluminum pipe floats about two feet long, two feet apart, and a 3/4
inch thick wood platform. I took the model to a sand beach along the San Diego ship channel
where motor boats were making a small surf on the beach. I had a string attached to the model so

as not to lose it. While I was playing with the model in the small surf a man strolled along and
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watched. I could tell that he thought I was some demented character playing with a funny looking

little boat in the water. He did not seem to want to get involved in talking to me. If he had asked
some questions, I would have explained what I was doing.

Because of all the anticipated difficulties with such a full-sized craft and the expense I did
not push for Scripps funding and all.

Looking at this scheme from the perspective of twenty or so years later I feel that it was an
impractical solution to a need. All said, it is better for people wishing to go through the surf to get
on land, to simply use a small rowboat, some floating water-tight bags for cameras, and plan on
getting very wet. Thick clothing and rubber shoes could protect people from abrasions from rocks

and also protect from poisonous marine life.

It was in tropical Pacific waters that one of our two sea-going tugs converted to use for
oceanography was working, with all male people aboard. Roger Revelle was aboard. As the noon
meal was being served Roger came in to eat. There was tall Roger sitting down, bare footed and
stark naked as a jaybird. To say the least there were a lot of raised eyebrows. The meal continued
with the usual small talk. When two or three more people came in to eat, each did a double take of
surprise.

When the meal was over and the tables cleared, the captain called Roger aside and told him
that it was an unwritten rule aboard his ship that all people eating at the tables wear shoes, either
long or short pants, and at least a T-shirt and that Roger would have to comply. He did comply.

People, usually the scientists, would work, go around the decks, and lounge completely
naked. Crew members were required to wear clothing when on duty and generally did so on their
time off.

Roger well knew that his eating naked at the tables would cause plenty of gossip, especially
when the personnel aboard returned to San Diego. He just did not care. That was typical of Roger

Revelle.

Dick von Herzen obtained the Baird in 1961 for a long expedition from San Diego to Lima,

Peru and on to Papeete, Tahiti, then back to San Diego. The expedition was named Risepac.
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Aboard were von Herzen, Seiya Uyeda, Chris Harrison (the student from England who married

Russ Raitt's daughter), Fred Dixon, and myself.

We spent several days at Papeete. The local authorities had been helpful and Dick decided
that he would help relations between oceanographic people and the local government if he put on
an evening cocktail and snacks party for the main government officials. He reserved a large dining
type room for the party.

That day Fred Dixon purchased a very light grey suit, white shirt, tie, and white shoes,
also a nice straw Panama hat, I think. That afternoon he walked around town tipping his hat to
important looking people. He happened to meet a middle-aged couple, tourists from the U.S. He
introdﬁced himself to them as the chief scientist of Risepac oceanographic expedition and invited
them to the cocktail party he was giving. Seiya Uyeda, the Japanese lady anthropologist, and I,
arrived a little early. We took a table for four and began to munch a little on the snacks. I enjoyed
asking the lady some questions about Japanese prehistory, migrations, etc.

The American tourist couple arrived and took a table next to ours. Fred Dixon arrived and
was walking around the place in his splended suit — the dignified American scientist. Other
guests were coming in by now. The American couple introduced themselves to us and said that the
chief scientist, Fred Dixon, had invited them to his cocktail party. Uyeda laughed and said, "Chief
scientist?" The gentleman said, "What do you mean?" I explained that Dixon was a technician on
the expedition and was known for playing "grandee" occasionally. I pointed to von Herzen across
the room, in an open collar shirt, talking to the governor. The tourist was embarrassed and said he
was tricked and was leaving the party. Iimplored him to stay, saying there was plenty of food and
drinks, so enjoy the evening as our guests. He replied that he was really angry, embarrassed, and
he and wife were definitely leaving. I said something like, sorry, and bid them good evening.

Fred had been liberally partaking of the drinks and by that time could not care less when I
confronted him with what he had done.

It seems I was forever apologizing and making excuses for Fred Dixon — the Hakodate
hotel, aboard the Argo, Tahiti, and such.

Incidentally, it was on this trip betwen Peru and Tahiti that Fred called Seiya Uyeda a dirty

Jap!
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Ship engine rooms of all diesel and gasoline powered ships have been noisy places. The

Navy has always contended that suffering such noise is just part of the job even though many a
sailor has suffered permanent hearing impairment. Scripps had two small ships in which the
engine room noise was unusually severe — a large harbor tug of unusual design and the Ellen B.
Scripps.

When Scripps acquired the tugboat Marine Facilities needed a good shakedown to test and
evaluate it. As happened with several other newly acquired small ships, I was told that I could
have its use for some of my survey work. With two or three other ships on which I combined
shakedown with my survey work the ships got a good shakedown and evaluation, but my survey
plans were cut short because the ships broke down in one way or another.

I decided to use the tugboat to get a couple of magnetic intensity profile lines to the west-
southwest out from San Diego for several hundred miles. On the small fantail deck I set up the
towing cable and the "fish" for launching. Inside the small bare room, which was over the engine
room, I set up the electronic gear and recorder. Itook along an army cot on which I could get
- some "catnaps" and planned to be the only person attending the magnetometer.

I had done this on numerous occasions. Ihad a small electrical contact device which would
ring a bell when the recorder pen went off scale. This would awaken me, and I would turn a
control box knob to put the pen back on scale. The noise coming through the deck plates was a
little annoying but tolerable. After launching the fluxgate fish the first evening, things went just
fine for me.

The next day the engineer who was spending most of his time in the engine room except
when someone from the bridge would relieve him for a time for meals, a little relaxation on deck,
and such, told me that the noise was driving him crazy and giving him a headache and that when he
left the engine room he was partially deaf. He doubted that he could continue for the shakedown
days.

I thought over his problem for an hour or two and realized that considering that he could
not understand a word of any orders from the bridge he should put cotton in his ears and cover
them with some padding to shut out most of the intense noise. He had been getting orders from

the bridge by means of electric light signals, as I remember it. He covered his ears as I had
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suggested, and that relieved him from the loud engine noise but was no longterm solution. He
needed to be able to talk back and forth with the bridge by phone.

After some more mulling over the problem I told him that when he got back to Marine
Facilities he should forcefully tell them of this ship's noise problem and request that they obtain for
him and any other engineers assigned to this ship, special head gear for protection and
communication with the bridge.

I told the engineer that a long-term solution to the intense noise problem would be some
earphones such as are used by some people who, for listening to hi-fi music where there is
ordinary noise, buy special headset phones consisting of earphones embedded in thick soft foam
rubber. The foam pads cover the ears and the sides of the head. There is an opening through the
center of each pad allowing for sound to pass from the phones to the ear canals.

Scripps did obtain such a set of headphones for him. He told me later that while wearing
these earphones he could hear and understand voice from the bridge and reply by means of a phone
piece held very close to his mouth. I think that Marine Facilities also obtained for him a specially
designed helmet with earphones inside. The problem of intense noise in the engine room was
solved.

I got my magnetic survey lines out from San Diego and back and considered this a

successful trip for me.

While telling about an engine room noise problem and solution, I might as well tell about
another small ship on which I tried to combine survey work and shakedown. Again we headed out
from San Diego to the west-southwest, and I think I wanted to run a line to near a Hawaiian port,
turn up to the port for fuel and water and food, and run a return magnetic intensity profile line back
to San Diego.

We were out about two hundred miles when diesel fuel began to come out of the tank
fueling receptacle which was flush with the forward deck. Diesel combined with salt water that
splashed up on deck made something as slick as ice when people walked on deck. We thought that
perhaps the tanks had been filled with very cold diesel, and the warm conditions at sea expanded
the diesel fuel enough to expand and overflow the tank, much as many of us have seen gasoline

overflowing a car tank on a warm day. But the diesel fuel kept coming up out on on deck. Some
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deck crew people were hosing it off the deck to make things safer, and rags were placed at doors
for people to wipe the diesel off their shoes when going inside.

It became obvious that there was more to the problem than cold fuel expanding. A careful
check of all the plumbing found that a constantly running saltwater pump feeding water in a pipe
was feeding a small stream of water into the fuel tank. This was corrected and the up-pouring of
fuel to the deck stopped. We had lost a considerable amount of fuel. Marine Facilities was told of
the problem by radio. Since all agreed that we might not have enough remaining fuel to reach

Hawaii we turned back to San Diego and made it back without incident.

For a time during the years when I was assisting Russ Raitt with seismic refraction
shooting, and we still used the motor sailing ship, E. W. Scripps, the Navy sent several
commissioned officers to UCLA to obtain doctorate degrees. Because the activities and business
of the Navy is closely allied with and uses the findings of oceanography in general two or three of
the officers came down to the Marine Physical Laboratory for several months.

One was a Commander Sherry, a dignified looking man, blond and blue eyes. He had an
unusually interesting story about his service in the Navy. During World War II he was an officer
aboard a submarine operating in waters near Japan. A Japanese naval ship detected his sub and
gave it the depth charge treatment. His sub's external propulsion machinery was damaged beyond
use, but they could still safely submerge and surface. They submerged, lying on the ocean floor in
the not too deep water. The officers spent a lot of time discussing whether to remain submerged
and eventually die from lack of air, or surface and radio the Japanese to rescue them and of course,
make them prisoners of war. They finally decided to surface, radio for rescue, put out their rubber
rafts, put their sub into rapid permanent sinking, and get into the life rafts and wait.

A Japanese naval vessel soon found them and took them all aboard, confining them as
prisoners of war. Almost immediately aboard and then for some days on the Japanese mainland
they were interrogated intensely. They gave the Japanese little more information than name, rank,
and serial number. They were placed together in a Japanese prison and required to work in a
prison factory making equipment for the Japanese military. Life was not too bad.

The officers had fun, in a way, constructing the equipment in ways that passed inspection

but would soon fail when put to use.



Sherry told us that one day there was suddenly much excitement among the Japanese
guards. When the prisoners of war asked what all the excitement was about the guards said, "Big
boom, big boom!" Work in the factory about stopped. The food and treatment of the prisoners
improved. Things happened and proceeded on to final repatriation of the Americans.

These naval officeers at MPL were all commanders. They very seldom showed up in
uniform. At MPL they wore casual clothing as did the rest of us around MPL. When at sea they
wore heavy work clothes as needed as did the rest of us. They were interested in learning about
"hands-on" oceanography. Commander Sherry seemed to be especially interested in underwater
sound which naturally accompanied the seismic refraction shooting. Sherry is the officer I told
about in an earlier account as having accompanied Raitt and me on the E. W. Scripps, and how I
immediately came down with the flu, and Raitt and Sherry had to do all the work.

Another one of these Naval officers was a man by the name of Commander Wilkinson as I
remember it. He had a severe speech impediment which made it almost impossible to communicate
verbally. Icould not understand why the Navy would take on, train, and keep in service an officer
with such a handicap. When he tried to talk to someone his facial muscles would contort;
sometimes he would lose a little saliva and finally get out one or two words. He should have kept
a writing pad and written out what he wanted to say. I avoided talking to him.

Many years later I was a guest of the Navy on their oceanographic ship,Silas Bent,
working out of Yokosuka, Japan. For one of the trips Washington sent out a commander to look
over and evaluate the work being done. I happened to mention to him my earlier acquaintance with
Sherry and Wilkinson. He knew them both well. They had both made admiral. I mentioned
Wilkinson's severe speech impediment. He said Admiral Wilkinson still had the severe speech
impediment. I asked this officer how Wilkinson managed to communicate in performing his
duties, and why the Navy kept him on duty as an admiral. He replied that communicating with
Wilkinson was still the same unhappy problem, and that he avoided talking to him. As to the
Navy's keeping Wilkinson on duty as an admiral this officer did not have a ready answer. I
surmise that perhaps Admiral Wilkinson was a brilliant planner or organizer or evaluator.

Jokingly, I wonder if such a person could ever become president of the United States.
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MPL had its lighter moments in the front office. When our front office was located in

building 106 of the NEL waterfront area a visitor came in one day. He happened to be introduced
to Finn Outler and then to Fred Fisher. The visitor jokingly said that the names Finn and Fisher
had an association with oceanography and the seas it studies. So a secretary, likely Chris
Baldwin, pulled out a roster of the MPL personnel, and the visitor noted that we had a George
Shor — the sea shore, a Jackie Fish, and an Arnie Force — the numbered wind forces associated
with sea state. There may have been one or two more names with ocean association. I cannot
remember.

Unless I happen to recall another event of interest to people this is the end of my
reminiscing.

Art Raff

Note by Betty Shor (December 1996): The preceding material began on audio tapes that Art Raff
prepared at his home in April-May 1996. I transcribed it from the tapes and returned to him a copy
of the typed material. He went through that and revised it into a smoother manuscript, which is the

above copy. He also put his revised version onto tapes.





