The Battle of Barf in the South China Sea

Before you depart SeeStories for my first internet published SeeStory, know that it was a
story told many times. | mentioned above that my Dad taught English Composition. He was the
English Department Head at Rhode Island Jr. College and got that position because he was a
founding staff member of the school thanks to a friend of his Dr. Roy Carr.

My Dad loved the story of the Battle of Barf, and every time | was home on leave, he
would have me as a guest speaker in his English Composition class. In that class | would tell a
short version of the story and then field questions from the members of the class, as if they
were news reporters covering a news story. Following my lecture on the Battle, they would
write a news story as their next assignment in the class. Now then with that clarification of the
story, go ahead and click on it and you will be linked to that site, if it still exists. If it doesn’t take
you there, scroll to the next page for a larger version.
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http://www.submarinesailor.com/stories/BattleOfBarf.htm

The Battle of Barf in the South China Sea

by Pete Neild, CTM2

T'm not ane who would get seasick often, perhaps once, oF maybe twice in my life. The
one that T remermber most however was the time on the USS Gudgeon. At least T think
it was that Gudgeon, anyway 1l use the Gudgesn to tell the story, If readers of this
story can correct me please do. The other bwa "S5” boats T rode being the Tang and
the Trout [Yes of “Always in and never out” fame). Some of you will remember the line,
- Harder, Darter, Trigger and Troul always in and never oul. [ was a rider, ships
cofmpany referred o us as "spooks™. However, T was a maintenance guy and was on
board for most of the West Pac, as opposed to the other "spooks" that only came on
for the runs. Somehow this put me a level above "rider” category, perhaps about the
sarme level as a "dink”.

The Gudgeon (SS567) was on one mission of its extended West Pac deployment
sofnewhers in the South China Sea or the Gull of Tonkin; whichever location does not
belie cassified information (it T haven screwed that up already). Typhoon Pamela was
southeast of our location and heading for our little square of the scean. T remermber
the CO and the WAV discussing the oplions.

It seems that Pamela while heading directly for us at the moment, had conflicting
weather reports as to where it was going o turn. The Chinese forecast had Pamela
turming and headed due porth, Whereas the ULS_ in Saigon was forecasting a due weast
movernent and was encouraging the forces in and of the coast of Vietnam Lo take
appropriate precautions. That was our puzzle. We were directly between the two
forecasts. I remember the discussions going on lor & long time. They were weighing
the value of the Chinese that had been in that part of the woeld for thousands of years
wersus the American with all their technology. It was an interesting discussion and all
control reom people jeined in with their thoughts en the subject. IL didm't make any
difference thowgh the CO had the final call, he listerad to all.

I seem to recall that the 563 Class was good Tor about 12 hours on the battery.
Beyond the twelve howrs things gob very grim, or o T was teld. Fortunately the snorkel
pravided for Periscope depth (FD) diesal operation in the best of conditions. However,
Pamela was not going to be the best of conditiens.

I learmed a couple of things on this mission the Mfirst, the Beaulort Sea State Scale
which was a numbering system of wave height from 0 through 9. The second thing
that I learned was that storms of this type had a "good” side and a "bad” side. The
“good” side was lolerable whereas the "bad” side was Lo be awoided at all costs.

We were &l PD and snorkeling along on the giesels on the "gosd” side of Pamela.
Apparently the decision to ride the diesels as long as possible and delaying the
inevitable was a good one. Beaulort Sea State 3 and then 4 were not so bad. The boat
was maoving through the crests and valleys quite nicely. Occasionally & wave crest
would trigger the ball valve and the air sucking Fairbanks Morse tuing powering the
boat and charging the batteres to their maxirmurm would Torm an instant vacuum. This
wacuum would shortly be cleared causing a pressure wave that tormented svaryone’s
eardrums. As the sea state continued Lo dlimb to and past 5 on it's way Lo 6 this
uneomiortable pattern repeated itsell to the point of wery painful. The captain had
decided to charge to sea state six, make an appraisal of Pamela’s direction and then go
deep and run out from underneath the stecm.

The CO finally ok the soope and made an appraisal of the storm. It appearsed that the
LL5. was going Lo be correct. We plotted the storms pasition from the broadcast and
examined gur position and re-evaluabed the wind direction and sea swells. It was
confirmed the storm was headed west. During the copying of the broadeast we learned
of the damage that some of our skimmer friends were sulfering. It wasn't pretty on the
Kitty Hawk. Flight deck darnage and leose parts being lost to sea, we felt sorry for the
black shoe Mawy as we went deep and set a course of 045, Their 045 would put them
inte the Island of Hainan, so their only choice was the cross the path of the storm. We
nobed that they were all respectively sending off their positions and at the last mament
befare going deep we réportéd our position should a last known position nesd Lo be
used al sorme poink. Anidea no one on board wanted to contemplate. Cwr message
wias in the same format as the others: "17:xxiex 110:xx:xx B Sea State & however
we augmented our message with "going deep - lime goes last when you're having
furn.” And the "m” in fun was intentional.

As we passed 120 feet things got very smooth. No more instantaneous pressure
changes. Life was grand. Desp, with no pressure changes sesmed like as good a lime
ag any. Who knew what the sea state would be when we eame back up. Forward
torpeds reom, starboard side top, alt hung rack. As you came through the forward
torpeds reom hatch on the It were the commode and the outside tip up sink. There
was another stall there and T can’t rerember what was there. My thoughts now are
that it was & showes, but T can’t remermber ever taking & shower on a dissel boat, did
they even exist? It may have been ansther commode, T can't really say because it
seemed to be always lull of boxes of feod. Soin reality it doesn't matter what it was
shower - commode, T knew it a5 8 pantry my entire time on the Gudgeon.

1 awoke when [ heard someone saying that we were going te PD. I stayed in my rack
and listensd 1o the scuttiebutt reparts coming fram Sonar and the contral roodm
through the wardreom passageway. Careful sweep done, bots of S2a neise, no contacts.
Going up. There was no motion of the boat. [t transitioned to PD easily with no
apparent motion other than a slight up angle. T couldn't handle the suspense. T jumped
frarm vy rack and went o centrol. The 0O was at the scope.

Sea State 1 maybe 2. He was leoking forward. He said, "Damn it!” and nothing else.
He cranked for an up angle on the eptics, "Gad Damn ! The Chinese were right.” He
stepped back from the scope and motioned far the X0 to take a look. He lookad at the
helm and the others that had gathered around, taking in all the inguisitive faces.
“GEentlemen, we are in the aya!”

We turmed and headed south-southeast. The hope was that the storms movernent and
our ewn speed would shorten the length of the terture. T stayed in control when we hit
the "bad® side. The boat hesled over and started going up and down the swells. T
refrember three things frem my tirme in the control reom. 1 can remember the 0D
trying Lo e out the seope but nat able to rest his eye on the eyepiece becavuse the
soope was shaking so bad it would have Bruised his eye. 1 remember watching the
depth gauge going frodn 2ers, Yes ZERD, Lo 120 fest in seconds. T remember the
massive prassure changes as the ball valve shut each time we slid down inbe the valley
between two crests only to be swamped by the next crest passing above ws.

I then went up [o sonar Lo pass some more Gime, The sonar watch standers were doing
their best but it was pretly hopeless to bear anything in all the sea noise. One thing we
all heard were the dam shelis topside being ripped off their hinges and breaking free.
They would Bang ance or twice along the bull on their way to the bottem. We all
prayed none of them would hit the screws. We were also concerned about all the
mooring lines topside. What was happening to them? With the dam shells being ripped
off what hope would there be for the lings staying in place. Were they breaking fnee
also and running the risk of gelling wound up in the screws? We all prayed.

Now far the part about me getting sick.

Aftar my wisil to sonar T went back to my rack. T knew I wasnt going Lo be able to
sleap but at least T would be out of the way. The lorward torpede room was
experiencing the worst of the excursions as the boat slipped from the Lops of the crests
Lo the bottorm of the valleys. I could lNeel negative G forcas al the top and then the
increased strain on the bunk chains as the boat bottomed out. T ted mysell b my

rack. I Mgured il the chains broke at least T would ride the stainless rather than
bouncing my body off the torpedo skids.

A short time |aber [ rolled over to see one of my shipmates brushing his teeth at the tip
up sink. He had just started and was brushing vigorously in between trying to maintain
his position at the sink. Someons came rolling through the forward torpedo room hatch
and as he recovenad from cearing the hatch he stumbled into the head. Me made it
Juskt im time e lese his lunch into the commode. This turned into a lengthy bout and
the door eventually slammed shet Behind hirm mufMing seme of the sounds. This had
given my tooth brusher some pavse and he was taking note of his surroundings with
the brush metionless in his mouth, He noticed me watching him. He shrugged and
continued brushing his teeth as the sounds from the head ebbed away. Just then a
second rather green shipmate burst through the hatch. He tried the head®s door, which
was now jammed by the current occupant. He looked arownd with his cheek's bulging
and everyone knew his quandary. He pushed my tooth brusher aut of the way and lost
his lunch inte the sink - repeatedly. The toothbrush was motionless again. He glared at
his shipmate hovelled over the sink and it's contents [remember this sink dign't have a
drain, you had bo QL wp and feld it away Lo drain the gink.) The brosher looked 3t me
and slowly removed the teothbrush from his mouth. He then slowly turned away from
me and back towards the sink that was now covered by the second shipmate's head
and arms. He shrugged and lost his lunch over the back of the shipmate's head, arms,
and back il I recall correctly. My vision of this was not dear as I was now Tighting with
the lines that tied me te my rack. 1 was scrambling because a stomach in turmoil alse
now motivated me. [ managed to fall to the deck and recover in time to add my own
liguid decorations te the pitiful shiprate in the sink. T recovered rather quickly to the
applause and cheers of the other torpedo roem occupants. The tooth brusher and T
acknowledged the Kudos for our artwork smiling. All recognized another long lasting
shipboard rmemory had just been created. It joined other stories Tollowing owr stint
with Pamela and becarme known as "The Battle of Bar in the South China Sea”.

Foobnote: We pulled out of Pamela and made it 1o Okinawa lor repairs. 'We had lost all
the fairing on the starboard side of the sail, seven clamshells a5 well as sustaining a
nurmber of other structural defects in the free Nood area. The pressure hull and all
fittings came throwgh unscathed. There were a few minor injuries including one knile
weound from a kitchen knile that had besn launched Mram the galley sink table and
across the mess deck and twe oF three broken bones.
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