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A BATTLESHIP IN. ACTION

BY J. OLIVIER CURWOOD

' ITI—i bombafdments and sea -_
~be working the tackle in the ammu-

fights of almost daily oc-
currence, and with half
Europe preparing for a possible
- war, there are few things of more
interest these days than the lives

of the brave men who are waiting

behind the armor belts of scores of
battleships, ready to
the command-which may at any mo-
ment precipitate them
midst of one of those ocean trage-

dies whose terrors are only guessed

“at by the millions of people for

whom they are fighting. - . -

What it ‘means to stand behind

‘these sheets of steel, fired on from

guns which can pierce them even

trom a.distance of miles, only a com-
paratively few know, for the great
. steel monsters which now protect
the flags of nations are of almost re-

a box of delicate machinery. The end
‘of the whole mechanism may come
at any time, and be over in an in-
stant, perhaps.” A -~ well-directed
shot from an enemy’s gun reaches
a vital spot in the great battleship.
It flounders for thirty seconds,
pitches forward, and in another 3o
seconds only a whirlpool of water
.marks its grave. - :
Preparing for Battle.

One may look on one of these le-

_viathans of the deep as a many-
- storied building of steel.

the water, and safe from all attacks
but those of torpedoes, is what
might be called-the “basement”of
the battleships. B

Here are the engines, the boilers,

the ammunition magazines, and the
great bunkers of coal. Men are pol-
ishing, oiling and cleaning. Petty
officers may be inspecting the maga-
zines, and still other men may be
lolling abouvt with nothing particu-

respond to

into the -

A modern battleship is

At the
very bottom of it, deep down under

lar on their hands to do, or they may

nition hoists. to see that it is in .
proper shape, o

Above this “basement” is the sec-
ond story of the great warship—
the ammunition passage, where, =

_during battle, scores of men seize
the powder and shiells handed 1ip to .

them from the magazines, and dis-’
tribute them by means of hoists to
the different, guns on the ship. = = -

Above this is the third story, the -
quarters of the men, the surgeons’ -
room, and where the wounded are
brought.
the great last “story” of the ship,
bristling with great guns and tur-
rets, and with the “fighting tops” .
and the big black funnels rising -
above. P

There may be 500 or 600 souls on
great war machines. Some of them
are writing home, so as to have .

their messages ready when the op--

portunity comes for mailing them.
Others are sleeping or reading or

doing any one of a hundred things -

while oft duty. : :
Then perhaps - there comes  to
every ear the thrilling, thundering -
reverberations of the warships’s
great battle gong. N
In a dozen different parts of the

ship bugles begin calling the men:

to action,” Wherever they are, they
drop their occupations. ~ Each one

.of them is a.part of the machinery

-of battle, and understands exactly ..
what to do. " S
" In less thah a minute the whole. "~

aspect of the 'ship is changed.
Swarms of gunners and aides climb
into the gun turrets. - Up through
the big, hollow steel masfs rumble
the ‘hoists,” like small elevators,

carrying men up into the fighting.

tops. Down in the basement of the
ship a hundred ammunition tenders-

And still above this is -
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~ -the -captiin

“to the stoke—hole, the
' the engine room, and to a dozen .
~other places run these nerves in the

."comes the same message:

" we are ready!

march swiftly and silently to the
powder and shell magazines.
surgeons gather in their compart-
ment with stern, set faces. The men
who are fo bring the wounded to

‘them stand quietly by, listening for-
_the first boom above.

Above this silence is the cIanUmg
and boltmng of heavy steel doors, as
the water compartments are -shut

“and every passage closed. The en-

.gineer and his statr are hermeticaily

scaled within the engine room. The’
. doors close and shut them .in air-
tight,- and down through pipes and.

into the fires come torrents of air
under pressure. ~ Under it the fires

" burst. out with terrific -heat. Lurid
streams of flame spout out of the

black funnels, and soon the warship
has her ﬁghtmg speed.

_ The “Brain of thé Ship.

In the armored conning tower is
the brain of the great battleship—
This conning  tower

is a 15-ioot steel room, and is the
center of all the nerves of the ship.

- From it to every quarter——to the._

gun turrets, to the “fighting tops,”

.magazines,

form of telephones. Of this system

‘of nerves the captain is the central,

and near him stand his aides ready

to transfer and receive messages.

" Presently from one of the big 12-

inch gun turrets comes a voice:
““We are ready!” )
. From one of the fighting tops

- “We are ready!” shouts up the

engmeer above the roars of his en- ..

ines,
“We are ready! " comes from the

" amimunition hoists.

“We are ready—we are ready———
" comes from 5o parts
of the ship. '

At the last moment the executive
officer comes up beside his captain.
This man is the “general overseer”

-of all the mechanism bhelow - the
. water line, and is the third in com-
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mand. He is responsible for the
proper working of all that great ship
and through the battle stands at his
captain’s side, a living encyclopedia,
ready to answer every question re-

garding the ship that is put to him. .
-At the feet of these men and their
-aides a “communication shaft,” with

a winding stairway, goes down inte
the bowels of the ship, and near the

bottom of that shaft stands the see— .-

ond officer in command. Though
his blood may boil with eagerness
to hght, this officer must listen pa-
tiently to the roar of guns and the
bursting of sheil until the conning
tower above and all the life ia it
is swept into eternity, when he wﬂi
take charge of the ship.

There he stands through the fierce

fight, held safe and in reserve, so
that if the captain falls the sh1p will
not be without a leader. -
Beginning of the Batﬂe.,

Now the captain’s. work begins.
He is the pilot of that great ship, as
well as’ the brains of all its me-
chanism, Near him stand the bat-
tleship’s expert range-finders. With
their apparatus they distance the
ships of the enemy. One of these
men raises his eyes and- speaks to
the captain..

“The enemy is 7,000 yards away,”
he says. (About four niiles.) :

The captain turns to his aides,
and the distance is” telephoned to
every gun on the ship. Those guns

are now trained to shoot at a dis--

tance of 7,000 yards, and soon an-

other message comes to them: “The-

enemy is 6,000 yards away.”
"Meanwhile the captain eyes his

admiral’s ship. It may be that now B
a message is signaled to him- to be-

gin the battle. _

Down in the big 12-inch gun bar-
bettes every man is at work, and
awaiting that signal which the cap-

tain has just received.

In less than a4 minute after the

“call to quarters the tackle in the am-

munition hoist begins creaking. Up
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from the bowels oi the ship-to the
chamber under the gun turret comes

.z shell weighing nearly half a ton.

Another tackle seizes it here, and it
_runs up to the great open breech of
* the ‘go-foot gun. "Hardly is it in
- before a sack containing 300 pounds

of powder in chunks as large as.wal-.

nuts follows, and is shoved in against
“‘the shell. Then the breech is
-closed and locked, and the gunners
leap back.

- It is a crack shot at the gun this
time and he runs his eye eagerly
along the telescope sight. A petty
officer stands near with his

“to the conning tower. Those sec-
onds seem like minutes, the minutes
like hours. The gunners
like panthers. They watch the offi-
cer’s face as if life and death lay
hidden in it. The man with his eye
“along the gun seems

reathe. Then down through the
. telephone there comes a small, famt
voice.
. “Fire when you .are ready !” it
says.

The oﬂicer turns- about. “If you
can bear on the enemy you may
fire?” he says.

The gunner leaps back with a

ery. An electric button is touched,
and a great rumbling roar goes
through. the.ship. To every soul on
board it :means the beginning of
batile. In that instant nearly half
a ton of metal goes out with a force
“that would lift two pattleships like
the Jowa a foot out of the water at
100 yards.

In the “Fxghtmg Tops

Inside- the tarret the roar of the
gun-is not df:afe:mn17 but outside the
crash is terrific. A j jat runs through
the whole ship, and following this
1s another and slighter one which
tells that the big guns in turret at
the other end of the Shlp are at
work. :

As the enemy draws closer, the

whole ship bursts into an inferno of
noise that sounds like rolling thun-

direct the gunners.

ear
glued to the telephone which leads

crouch

“hardly to’

-battleshlp s side.

" of. the shields.
- crumbles before it, and half a dozen =
smen fall wounded and dying. There . *
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der. In the fighting tops the three-
pounders rattle away incessantly,
and the rear of the six and eight-
inch guns is added to that of the
larger ones. . ,
" Now the captain has no time to

glued.upon the enemy. and the sig-

nals from his admiral’s ship. Each :

gun-turret is a machine fighting in-
dependently of the rest.

In the turrets the men are pro-
tected more or less from the nerve-
racking sound. But to the men in
the fighting-tops it is dealening.
Their ears-are stuffed with cotton.

‘But even then at each fire of the

great guns it is as if some one had
struck them a sudden blow on the
head. But to the hell that is display-
ed below them they must pay no at-
tention. They can look down and

see the black muzzles of a score of

great guns belching out fire and =~

smoke, but they take only fleeting
glances at the spectacle.. Their

' three-pounders rattle without cessa-

tion. They know that they are the -
most exposed of all the men on the
great'ship, for only a thin steel shield

protects them. A shot from a six-

inch gun would blow them into eter-
nity, where it would not harm the
men in the big turrets. So they
watch each tuft of smoke that rises
from the enemy in terrible suspense.
Presently a great shell strikes the
Looking down,
these' men see the steel as it gives
way, they see the upper works bend

and twist beforait, and then hurrahwf-::_.‘

as it falls without domg vital injuty.

Théy are eye-witnesses of every shot L

that strikes the ship.
Suddenly a small shell str1ke5 one
Like, pasteboard it

may be a man with his head taken

~off and he is tossed over and out of

the way. If possible during battle
all dead men are thrown into ' the
sea,

Now down the ma.st—shaft rattles - -

a chair with a wounded man in it

His eves are -
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Another and another follows. The
enemy draws nearer and nearer, and
small shot and shell begin whistling
across the fighting tops.
telephone rings and a small, distant
voice comes up through it. :

. “Leave the fighting-tops,” it says.
-Then these meén go down with their
companions behind -the thick ﬂ‘.teel
sides of the sIup '

- With the Captain in the. Conmng

'I‘ower.

: ‘In his conning tower the captain

watches the progress of the battle,
watches his admiral’s signals and
guides the course of the great battle-
ship. No other man on board is un-
der so terrific a strain as he. He is

pilot and steersman as well as ¢om- -

mander.
‘eyes is a

Just on a level with his
narrow slit running around

the conning tower, and through this

he looks out upon the scene.- :
At his hand is a little table with
2’ dammy steering apparatus on it.
Now he wants the ship to tumn

- his dummy wheel to the proper de-
gree.

" Down through the ship

wheelman’s room go electric wires

from this dummy apparatus, and be-

fore this wheelman is a similar table

. and a similar dummy wheel, which
. like lightning  responds to - every
touch upon the other in the con-

‘ning tower. So, with his eyes g;ued
on this apparatus, the wheelman is
able to respond so quickly that it.is
~ just as though the captain himself
~had hold of the real wheel of the
ship in his eonning tower.

-Now the big machine is made to
steer in a circle with her sister ships,

engaging various ships of the enemy -

as she passes them. Then from the
" admiral’s ship comes orders to get
into closer action, or perhaps'to en-
gage at longer range.
- mal the captain turns his little wheel
and upon his own skill afid quick-
ness often depends-the result of the
batile.

Then the .

“strikes.

to _the

pieces of shells.

-6-inch- gun turrets. A

At each sig-;
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Although where, 1f he had the
time, he could easily see the effects
of the enemy’s shells upon his own
ship, the captain’s eyes cannot once
waver in their duty, and all infor- .
mation is brought to him by his"-
aides.

B;iné_ingDown thé Wounded.

In the big gun turrets the men
now work unfil the water runs from
their faces. The ammunition hoists
creak with the weight of great shells
and tons of powder. Suddenly in
one of the rz-inch gun turrets there
comes a terrific jar. A huge shell
from the enemy has struck the tur-
ret.
great ship had struck a rock. Then
the white, drawn faces relax, as they
realize that the steel has saved them.

.But it may be that one man is stand-~

ing with his shoulder touching the
side of ‘the turret when the shell
Without a groan he falls
back ‘stone dead. So terrific is the

_ impact of a great shell that it kills
sharply to starboard to bring a big
gun into play, and he sw1ft1y turns °

like an electric shock if -a man is
where he can feel the blow. .
In the turrets of the smaller guns
the men are working harder, if any-
thing, for where the giant guns each
send one shell about every minute
and a haif, they send several.__ ,
Down on the deck below the sur-

- geons are at work. One man has

had an arm shot off. Another has
lost a leg. -Still others have been .
struck by steel splinters and flying
Men are passing -
back and forth on th1s deck with

“stretchers.

A call comes down from one of the
shell has .
wiped it out of existence almost, and -
a.dozen bleeding men are waiting to
be brought below. Down the wind-
ing stairs that run through the com-
munication shafts and the ventila-
tors. they are carried and laid on
the stretchers. These stretchers be-
cume red. The hands and garments
of tiie men who carry them become
stained with blood, and the floor be-
comes slippery. In this way these

For a moment it feels as if the
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men know something of how  the
battle is going, and when such and
such a turret is out of action.

Down in a Living Hell

But down below them on the next
floor is a living hell, where scores
of men, black and grimy, work on
‘and on with no word irom above.
With the great shells -and Ioads of
powder they hurry back and forth
to the ammunition shafts, feeding
the guns above. To them the bat-

. tle is concentrated in a steady rum-
ble. The battleship quivers and
thrills, and when a big shell strikes
her these men down below can feel
the shock, but cannot tell the result.

Down to them comes air under pres-,

—sure, which grows hot and foul. But
" there is not an instant’s rest. Petty
officers qu1cken their steps, and thev
- know that they are fighting a great
part of the battle. No guns must be
idle. It may be that just now is

the critical moment when every shot

counts for victory or defeat.
Then all at once around one of the

‘ammunition hoists gather a number

-of men bearing shells. Others join
them. But the hoist does not come
~down.

well. A petty officer runs up, and
the meén turn back with white,
-strained faces. Perhaps some of
- them have brothers or dear friends
- in the turret to which that shaft
- leads. And they know that the rea-
- son the hoist does not come down
is because the turret has been de-
- stroyed. Then the petty ofﬁcer goes
 to a phone,
“Captain,” he says, “there is some-
“thing wrong with turret No. 6.”

But if this is a living-hell, it is-

a worse one down where the engi-
- neers and their assistants are play—
ing their . ‘great part.in the fight.
- Here-the -air-is even more hot and
stifling. These men are shut off
from all the rest of the ship. Great
steel walls imprison them. And all
this is t0 make the fires glow hotter.

The engines strain like race horses.’

What can be the meaning out into the sea

: of it? -Those below know only too.

Overland Monthly. . '

The boilers are at their utmost ten- -

sion. For the great ship must be
able .to move swiftly in a fight, to.
answer every touch of the wheel
without an instant’s hesitation: To
this place comes no sounds of the
battle. The rumble and crash of the
big guns, and the shocks of the
enemy’s shells are drowned. in the-
roar of the boilers and fires and the
thunder of the engines,

“I wonder if they’re fighting yet
shrieks an engineer to an assistant.

And at that instant it is possible

the batt!eshlp may be almost a

wreck..

Destruction of a Battleshlp

* Both aft and forward there is a
torpedo tube running out into the

" sea from a room on a level with the -
‘ammunition magazines, but only in

close action are these used. From '
a tower on top of the ship a man
aim$ the torpedoes with an appara- -

“tus something like the wheel of a-

ship. He watches his opportunity,’
and when the right moment comes
he presses an eIectrlc button which
releases the air apparatus in the tor-
pedo room, and the missile shoots

the tube there is a whistling sound,

like the wind playing in tree tops,

and by that sound alone does the-
crew know that the tube is empty, -
In close actions where torpedoes

are usea the thickest armor is of -
_little protection,

" Nothing that hu-
man hands can build will withsiand
the attack of a torpedo, and for that

~reason the armor belt of ships ends
2 little below tha water line. :

1f it is night, or a fog comes on -
during the battle, scores of eyes eag-

cerly scan the sea for torpedo boats. -
‘Suddenly there may appear a slim,
~ black object a little distance off. If

it is at all rough it is half buried in
the sea as it shoots forward at a
speed of 30 miles an hour. The quick-
fire Maxims are brought to bear on

. A hail of small shells and shot
rattle agaihst its steel plates, but
these little demons- seldom retreat.

‘When it leaves. -
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Even as it falls helplessly in the
trough of the sea a torpedo Jeaves its
bow. There are a few moments of
suspense on the great battleship.
Then perhaps the missile strikes
near the engine room. Before it the
steel sides of the ship give way like
pasteboard. With a terrific explo-
sion, the torpedo wrecks the boilers
“and engines, and the escaping steam
“brings death to the epgineers and
their assistants almost as quickly as
if they had been shot.

Now the battleship, even if she
_does not quickly sink, is hopelessly

in Action. 2449, v
disabled and at the mercy of the
enemy. She lists, and falls in the
trough of the sea. It may be that
she goes down. If so, there is little
hope of escape for her crew, for she
may go so suddenly that men will be
still at work in their turrets when
the water closes over them.

If by chance an enemy’s shell en-
ters one of the magazines the fate
of the ship is even more terrible—a
fate that now and then occurs in
great sea fights, and which is writ-
ten in American history in the de-
struction of the Maine.




