
 

26 

 

The process of ñChip and Paintò, involved scraping and sanding off any rust and old 
paint prior to adding a rust protective coat of red paint to the affected area before 
applying a finished grey or black paint job on top of it all.  One of my assignments 
involved preventative maintenance of the forward anchor and anchor chain.  PMP, 
(Preventative Maintenance Plan) was just another fancy way of saying, chip and paint, 
chip and paint.  Sometimes I would spend hours, even days, painting that anchor chain 
only to have all the paint scrapped off as soon as the anchor was lowered in port or at 
sea during sea trials. Then I would start all over again.

 

 

          A routine morning muster and roll call of 1
st

 Division 
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                                                                   Oh, ohéSea rust.  Time to chip and paint. 

In the next sequence of pictures you see the anchor waiting orders to let go the 
port anchor. The sailor on the left is holding a lanyard attached to the pin that 
locks the pelican hook closed. When the order came he pulled the pin and the 
fellow to his right swung a hammer to open the pelican hook that held the chain. 
Then the ship's bo'sun watched the chain run until enough had played out. More 
chain was run out until yellow links came up on deck. Then the brakes were set 
and the crew attached the pelican hook "stopper" to hold the chain. Finally a 
second stopper was attached, just to be sure. When the hook was down the sailor 
on the bow hoisted the Union Jack on the jackstaff.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The yellow chain links were a warning that most of the chain had run out. 
Following these were red links. The round handles in the foreground controlled 
brakes on the wildcats that fed the chain out of the chain locker below deck. If the 
brakes failed and the chain could not be stopped, when the red links appeared 
everyone cleared the area as fast as possible. If the chain ripped free in the chain 
locker and the end came on deck, the flailing loose end could easily slice through 
the deck, gear locker, or any unfortunate sailor who was in the way.  
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I stood some of my favorite watches while assigned to 1st Division.  When the weather 
was bad and visibility was poor I would be assigned to the ñFog Watchò at the very front 
of the shipôs bow.  Despite all of our modern radar and sonar capabilities it would be my 
job to bundle up against the elements, plug in a wired phone to the bridge and stretch 
out on my stomach on the bow overlooking the very front of the ship.  I was then to 
report any floating objects in the water or nearby vessels that may mysteriously appear 
in the misty fog.  Of course there wasnôt much to see and most watches were very 
peaceful.  Some of those times still linger in my mind as one of those great experiences 
in life that will never be repeated.   
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I can still feel the cold swirling around me and the quiet solitude as the bridge and 
superstructure above me disappeared into the grey fog.  I remember looking down and 
watching the forward bow cut into the ocean waves, the spray slicing up the side of the 
ship and watching dolphins cross each other in front of the bow as if they were racing or 
playing tag with the ship.  The sea is a vast reflection oneôs future life, just rolling along, 
one wave after another. 

 

 

 

                                                                                                                
Another lonely 4 hour watch 

 

 

 

 

 

I was a port and starboard lookout and 
stood bridge, CIC, quarterdeck, fog and 
anchor watches. I worked sea and anchor 

details when we put out to sea and entered port. Bridge watches were nerve racking 
because you were in close proximity to the shipôs Captain sitting in his captainôs chair 
and other officers on the deck.  It required four hours, day or night of my best 
performance and behavior as I relayed orders throughout the ship using a sound 
powered phone. 

I was a sweeper and a member of endless work parties.  I spent hours on refueling 
details, or unloading supplies delivered by air and sea. I stood post as shore patrolman 
and a guard and manned battle and fire stations throughout the ship.  Ships like ours 
stationed on the Vietnam gun lines also spent a lot of time, day or night, with their 
sailors at combat battle stations.  I loaded weapons until my arms and back were numb 
or relayed orders over sound powered phones until I was horse and hard of hearing.  
The old recruiting saying about the Navy being ñMore than a jobéit was adventureò, 
was a crock. It was a job all right.  A long, dirty, tiresome, never ending job that paid me 
about $45.00 a week in 1971. 
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  This mooring rope was called the 
ñRat lineò because of the 
cylindrical metal tubing used to 
keep the rats from boarding the 
ship.  

 

 

 

 

To relive the boredom and dull routine 
of deck and weapons maintenance I 
completed work on several training 
and armed forces school 
correspondence courses.  The 
required lessons for Petty Officer and 
for the Postal Clerk rating were 
finished and a college course in 
Criminology was completed.   
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November 17, 1971   .  On this date the OKLAHOMA CITY crossed the Equator and 
conducted the traditional Crossing the Line ceremonies well known to all men of the sea 
as the "Shellback Initiationò.   Seven hundred and fifty one new Shellbacks joined the 
crew of four hundred and forty nine old Shellbacks by days end. I had met Davy Jones 
and lived to become a citizen of Neptune and joined a brotherhood of sailors from 
around the world dating back for many centuries. 
 
 

U.S. Frigate Colorado, 11 May 1870 
 

éé..With the assistance of the main-top men, a large canvas awning was inverted and filled with 
water by the steam pumps, and, a rude chair being improvised, the scene from this time beggars 
description. Landsmen, bandsmen, and marines joined in an indiscriminate rush to the hatches, 
only to find all retreat in that direction cut off by armed sentries, posted on every ladder! Then to 
the shrouds, where they found the upper ratlines occupied by veterans, who on a signal from 
Neptune captured and delivered them by scores to the scaly embraces of his satellites. The Court 
Barber performed his duties with a rapidity truly astonishing. Each victim was lathered, shaved, 
shampooed, hair, whiskers and face dyed in the twinkling of an eye. Some submitted meekly; 
some expostulated wildly, and some fought courageously, but all were treated barber-ously! From 
the chair, each was rolled backward into the "bath," to be grasped by a dozen strong fins, rubbed, 
scrubbed, and held under water until a wave of the trident proclaimed him an adopted son of 
Neptune. Then arose a great cheer from the crew, and amid the roar of six hundred voices, the 
Sovereign of All the Seas vanished into the night as mysteriously as he came.  

Source: Willis, George R. The Story of Our Cruise in the U.S. Frigate "Colorado," Flagship of the 
Asiatic Fleet - 1870-'71-'72 (Yokohama, Japan?: 1873?): 24-32. 

 
Reprinted from the Oklahoma City (CLG-5) December 1971 edition of 

"The Sooner." 
 

"Crossing the Line" ceremonies are among the most ancient of naval traditions.  Since 
antiquity, seafaring men have used the occasion of crossing some significant sea 
frontier to test the worthiness of inexperienced seamen.   For ancients sailors who 
navigated the Great (Mediterranean) Sea, passing through the Straits of Gibraltar was 
occasion for important ceremonies; the thirtieth parallel - - which is further South than 
any part of the Great Sea - - was another early frontier.   More recently, the Equator and 
the International Date Line have become the important markers. 
Greek and Roman mythology influenced the earliest "Crossing the Line" ceremonies, 
and the sailors often offered propitiatory gestures to Neptune, Ruler of the Deep.  Later 
ceremonies were largely intended to determine that new seamen could endure the 
rigors of a difficult voyage. Typical modern "Crossing the Line" festivities combine 
elements from both traditions.  Thus shellbacks (those who have crossed the Line) have 
certificates bearing the seal of Neptunus Rex.  The "Ruler of the Raging Main" himself is 
one of the principal characters in the initiation, as are Davey Jones and other members 
of Neptune's royal court.  
While the physical abuse suffered by the initiates is considerably less than that inflicted 
on seamen in bygone days, shillelaghs, fire hoses and garbage chutes are still part of 
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the fun. The OKLAHOMA CITY crossed the Equator on November 17, 1971 en route to 
Singapore.  After two days of boisterous activities, about 750 "pollywogs" (those who 
have not crossed the line) became "trusty shellbacks," having been "duly initiated into 
the SOLEMN MYSTERIES OF THE ANCIENT ORDER OF THE DEEP."  
 
"Davey Jones - - arriving!" 

 
In retrospect itôs a good thing I was new 
aboard the ship and had not yet made too 
many friends or enemies.  Crossing the line 
was an ñold Navyò tradition that demanded 
true courage and commitment from officers 
and enlisted men alike.  There was no room 
for those that could not except an extreme 
challenge or submit to the humiliations 
required of a real blue water sailor to pass 
this test.  A written request had to be 
submitted and approved by the Captain to 
forego the ceremony and only a few of the 
crew dared to skip the initiation. 
 
And so I reported on deck, dressed in my 
dungarees covered by boxer shorts, to start 

the initiation by crawling a full 
circle on my hands and knees 
(1,200 ft.), on one of the last 
true wooden decks in the 
modern Navy 
 
The ñShellbacksò that had 
already crossed the line then 
ringed the gauntlet and were 
allowed to beat on us poor 
ñpollywogsò as long and as 
often as they chose with a 
shillelagh, (club) made of cut 
up nylon and canvas fire hose 
soaked in salt water so it 
would sting those open cuts 
suffered during the 
beatingséah, I mean 
initiation.... 
 
A little squirt of Tabasco sauce 
wets the appetite for imminent 
ordeals 
 


