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Title: ON A SHIP

“Lies, deceit, viciousness, infantile voices. Other social-political vipers may slither from the
bowels of Hell at the call from the devil spawns of a certain, myopic political party that is now
desperately losing.” “Please, please let’s talk about something else other than the evil crap on TV.
Please! It’s dirtied our souls and we need a cleansing pause.” “You're right. Enough is enough.”

Prompted by my daughter, my fifteen year old grandson asked, “Tell us another story of a
world we’ll never know. What was it really like in the Navy back in the ‘60s? What was a typical
day like”? “OK, everyone is old enough now. How about something that was half-way to Hell
and almost half-way back to the turn of the century. Let’s call it purgatory but suffering here
instead”?

“] was on an aircraft carrier with 4,000 other stinky sailors. Stinky because it was an old ship
that constantly had trouble with its water purification system. Hence, orders from tinny
loudspeakers to shower not more than once every three days. The planes had priority since they
needed more of the pure water for washing and for their steam catapults. And enforced by
embarrassed, senior swabbies who constantly peeked into the long, open shower spaces. And
also by those of a different persuasion who eventually revealed their hidden selves. Step in and
get wet; step out and lather; then step in somewhere else to rinse. Lines of sailors wearing only
Soap-on-a Rope around their necks. Wish I had taken a picture for laughs that would last over 60
years. And I never again bought Soap-on-a Rope.”

“Sailors from every State in the Union with behaviors and habits not seen before. Strange
people but shipmates nevertheless.” “But before the carrier with its full size, basketball court and
ice cream stations and vast spaces, there was the Tin Can, a Destroyer with approximately 170
crew. Space on a Destroyer is at a premium so sailors slept in four-tiered, bunk racks.” Those
who were senior or naturally dominant possessed the top rack. The juniors or meek occupied the
bottom rack. I had the top rack before my stripes by pretending to be mentally unstable. Maybe
not a pretension because I was in those insane days. Space at a premium so It was not uncommon
to see sailors with burn marks on their noses. If one turns in sleep too fast, one’s nose rubs
against the rough canvas above. Not my problem. Had the top rack.”

“Now some science. Flatulence consists of various gases within a mist and, contrary to
common belief of Boyle’s Law, those gases don’t rise but rather descend. The poor snook on the
bottom rack would guarantee that fact of science on a ship. The reason is those gases contain
waste particulates that obey the celestial laws. Although very small, they‘re still subject to
Earth’s gravity and, in turn, exert a downward, gravitational force on the gaseous atoms.
Eventually, many on the bot tom racks had no choice but to become superior sailors.”

“Not to dwell on sailors” excretory systems but we had a real big guy from Mississippi we
called ‘Mondo’. Short for ‘Mondo Duke’ who ate vast amounts - then seconds and thirds and
table clean ups. Those who didn’t have a cold or clogged nasal passages knew that in the
mornings they had to wake up before the loud bells so they could get their bathroom business




