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A tasto of tho lato '40s through tho mrly '60s fwd in amatwr h r m  didor 
I these slides are no 10- in the sewed. A large minor behind the 

table shows more of the house 
than we would normally get to see, 
including a parakeet in its cage. 
I'm impressed that the photogra- 
pher managed to avoid his own 
reflection (although it might have 
been fun to see him also!) 

The handwritten caption is only 
partially legible, but it identifies 
the scene as someone's birthday 
party in February, 1954. This is a 
Kodachrome slide in an older style 
(gray with red edges) cardboard 
mount. 
Our second slide (by a different 

photographer) shows a nicely 
decorated Christmas tree, and 
although there is no celebration in 
progress, it is clear that someone 
was pleased with the result of all 
the decorating and wanted to pre- 
serve the scene in stereo. The tree 
is nice, but I espedally enjoy the 
floral drapes and the classic '50s 
rosy beige wallcovering and wood- 
work! This unlabeled Kodachrome 
slide is in an older style (gray with 
red edges) cardboard mount. om 
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EDITORS WEW Comments 
and Observations 
john Dennis 

Stereo in A Time of War 

T he ordeals, terrors and ethical 
dilemmas of life under occupa- 
tion in World War Two France 

have been the subject of numerous 
books and films, from thrillers to 
human interest stories to philo- 
sophical and political essays. 
Whatever the treatment, the sub- 
ject often brings up the very per- 
sonal question of just how you 
might have behaved under the cir- 
cumstances. 

We know that Marcel Lecoufle, 
who contributed the historic 
images for our feature "Paris 1944: 
Liberation in Color & Stereo" did 
one of the things we of later gener- 
ations would have wished from 
any stereographer-he grabbed his 
camera and used it to document 
history. In spite of a lengthy inter- 
rogation by the Germans as he was 
riding his bike one evening, fol- 
lowed by a German soldier killing 
a neighbor for opening the door to 

take out the garbage a half hour 
after curfew, Marcel Lecoufle start- 
ed shooting stereos during the 
final days of the occupation. Most 
were from a distance, like his cov- 
erage of a bombed fuel train, but 
one was of a completely forbidden 
subject-a German soldier waiting 
in a General's car barely 30 feet 
away. Following the Liberation he 
quickly stereographed everything 
he could before the rubble, the 
burned out tanks and planes, and 
the cheering crowds were cleared 
away. 

I honestly don't know what I 
would have done in that situation. 
Hide in the basement until 1946? 
Shoot stereos with every scrap of 
film I could steal? Get shot operat- 
ing an underground press? For 
most of us it's a matter of pure 
conjecture or Walter Mitty dreams, 
but for Marcel Lecoufle it was real 
every day and we have him to 
thank, 61 years later, for a unique 

collection of historical color stereo- 
graphs. 

The Return of Dates 
Alert readers will notice that the 

months of publication have again 
joined the Volume and Issue num- 
bers on the cover and pages of 
Stereo World. By adhering to a 
bimonthly schedule of six issues 
every 12 months, these dates will 
identify the general calendar peri- 
od covered by news announce- 
ments in each issue. When refer- 
ring to or ordering back issues, 
please continue to use the Volume 
and Issue numbers for maximum 
clarity. 

But Nooooooooo! 
There are tables at antique 

shows out there with views on 
them, but NO NSA membership 
brochures! 

There are camera stores with 
informational bulletin boards and 

(Continued on next page) 

For a Stereo Classic, 

Make it 
Miami! 
NSA 2006 Convention 
~ U I Y  11-17 
Intercontinental Miami 
http://2006.nsa3d.org 



Anne Bancroft - A Tribute in Depth 

A nne Bancroft, well-known 
actress of stage and screen, 
died on June 6, 2005 at the 

age of 73. 
While best known for her Oscar- 

winning role of Annie Sullivan in 
the 1962 film The Miracle Worker, 
and for her memorable portrayal 
of Mrs. Robinson in the 1967 film 
Tlte Gradrate, one of her roles that 
you will probably not find men- 
tioned in any of the popular obitu- 
aries is her performance as Laverne 
Miller in the 1954 3-D film Gorilla 
at Large. 

, 
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Anne Bancroft and Me1 Brooks in 2003. (sterro by Dov~d Starkrnon) 

An underrated film, possibly due 
to its silly and sensationalistic title, 
Gorilla a t  Large featured a top- 
notch cast that included Cameron 
Mitchell, Raymond Burr, Lee J. 
Cobb, Lee Marvin, and Warren 
Stevens. Technically it is one of the 
best of the 1953-54 twin-strip 3-D 
films, and made good use of the 
circus/carnival setting-a natural 
location to find plenty of layers of 
depth to take advantage of. 

However, some of my most vivid 
memories of this film are the close- 
ups of Anne Bancroft. Only 22 
years old at the time the film was 

, made, this film is listed by the 
Internet Movie Database as her 
fifth film. Always beautiful, Ms. 
Bancroft was absolutely stunning 
in 3-D close-up! 

In January 2003 I was fortunate 
enough to meet Anne Bancroft 
and her husband Me1 Brooks at a 
film screening at the Academy of 
Motion picture Arts and sciences 
in Beverly Hills, CA. They were 
kind enough to pose for a 3-D pic- 
ture, and I am pleased to share this 
photo as a memorial three dimen- 
sional tribute to this wonderful 
actress. 

- David Starkman P10 

Editor's View 
. - - --- - -  

(Contitttled from previo~rs page) 

literature racks, but NO NSA mem- 
bership brochures! 

There are photography classes 
and clubs with wide ranging inter- 
ests and enthusiastic members, but 
NO NSA membership brochures! 

There are museums and galleries 
exhibiting stereo images vintage 
and current, but NO NSA member- 
ship brochures! 

YOU can help correct these 
shocking gaps and get the NSA 
growing again. Just write for some 
NSA Brochures, PO Box 86708, 
Portland OR 97286. Remember, if 
you include YOUR name on the 
backs, it's good for $2 off NSA 
membership or merchandise for 
each brochure sent in by a new 
member. sin 

GONE MADDD by AARON WARNER 
3-0 by Ray Zone 

PERRY WAS A BIG FAN OF THE PERRY WAS A BIG FAN OF THE 
THREE STOOGES. THE 3 -0 STOOGES THREE STOOGES. THE 3 -0 STOOGES 

HE COULD 00 WITHOUT. HE COULD DO WITHOUT. 



me US. Navy's 

Peacetime Tragedy 

Honda Point 
by Richard C. Ryder 

E verybody has a bad day now 
and again-those embarrassing 
little moments we'd just as 

soon forget. This holds true for 
navies as well as people. Accidents 
in wartime are commonplace- 
errors of identification, ships 
shooting at friendly targets, lapses 
in judgment based on faulty and 
incomplete information, etc. But 
those are just the fortunes of war, 
flukes of fate but common enough 
in the long history of human con- 
flict. 

More embarrassing are the 
peacetime mishaps, accidents that 
should not take place at all-but 
do. Almost certainly the award for 
the most spectacular such incident 
must go to the British Mediter- 
ranean Fleet of 1893. In an age 
when Britannia ruled the seas and 
the sun never set on the British 
Empire, Vice-Admiral Sir George 
Tryon managed to sink his own 
flagship, the battleship Victoria, in 
bright sunlight on a calm day, 
while attempting to anchor in a 
friendly harbor, in full view of the 

, native population he was there to 
impress. Returning from maneu- 
vers, Tryon had disposed his fleet 
in two columns, 1200 yards apart, 
and upon reaching the anchorage 
ordered the columns to reverse 
course by turning inward simulta- 

neously. Unfortunately, each ship 
had a turning radius of some 800 
yards and years of conditioning 
had ingrained in his officers the 
habit of unquestioning obedience 
to orders. By the time Tryon real- 
ized what was happening, it was 
too late. The powerful ram bow of 
HMS Camperdown slammed into 
the side of the Victoria, the sea cas- 
caded in, and the flagship went 
down in twelve minutes, taking 
Tryon and more than half of her 
700-man crew with her. 

In the U.S. Navy, honorable 
mention in this "oops!" category 
belongs to the 1844 Princeton inci- 
dent, when an experimental can- 
non aboard the vessel exploded 
during a demonstration, killing the 
Secretary of State, the Secretary of 
the Navy, and several Congress- 
men, and sparing President John 
Tyler only because he had lingered 
below decks to chat for a few min- 
utes. (Given that Tyler, as Vice 
President, had succeeded William 
Henry Harrison when that worthy 
individual had succumbed to a 
cold contracted at his 1841 inau- 
guration and that there was thus 
no current Vice President, the 
results for America had Tyler been 
on deck at the time of the explo- 
sion, could have been profound!) 

The "Late" Admiral Sir George 
Tryon, the British naval commander 
in the Mediterranean whose 
momentary lapse of attention 
caused him to ram and sink his own 
flagship, the battleship Victoria 
(along with himself and most of her 
crew) in 1893-while attempting to 
anchor in his own harbor in broad 
daylight and calm weather! Knowl- 
edge of this earlier embarrassing 
incident would have been of small 
comfort to DesRon 11's Captain 
Edward Watson in 1923. A cabinet 
card by Maul1 & Fox, London. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 



Nevertheless, our Navy's most 
embarrassing moment may have 
come in September of 1923 when, 
through faulty navigation, a total 
of nine destroyers followed their 
squadron leader straight onto the 
ship-killing rocks of California's 
Honda Point, a deadly stretch of 
coast known to the earlier 
Spaniards as "la guijada del 
diabloU-the Devil's Jaw! Seven of 
the ships would never leave its 
fatal embrace. 

When fog rolls in off the Pacific, 
the rugged coast of Central Califor- 
nia can be a particularly treacher- 
ous place for shipping. Throughout 
the late nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries, windjammers 
piled up on the shore there with 
distressing regularity. Not until 
after the Second World War, when 
marine radar began to be routinely 
installed in merchant ships, would 
the fog and the fear begin to dissi- 
pate from this stretch of coastline. 
But before the advent of radar, not 
even warships were immune to its 
dangers. 

Such concerns were doubtless far 
from the minds of most of the offi- 
cers and men of Destroyer 
Squadron 11, a group of fourteen 
sleek "four-pipers" under the com- 
mand of Captain Edward H. Wat- 
son in Delphy. These flush-decked 
warships with their four distinctive 
funnels were new ships. Autho- 
rized in 1917 as part of the U.S. 
Navy's massive World War I build- 
ing program, all had entered ser- 
vice between 1918 and 1920. With 
the exception of Delphy, which was 
a product of the Bethlehem Ship- 
building Co.3 Squantum, Mass., 
yard, all the ships in DesRon 11 
were West Coast built, launched at 
the very same Union Iron Works 
facility in San Francisco that a 
quarter of a century before had 
given the country the battleship 
Oregon and cruiser Olympia of 
Spanish-American War fame. 

With a displacement of 1090 
tons, each destroyer was 314 feet 
long and carried an armament of 
four 4-inch guns and twelve torpe- 
do tubes, along with a crew of 
about 130 (although with post-war 
economies, most ships were badly 
short-handed). As they steamed 
south along the coast on the 
evening of September 8th, they 
were headed for their home port of 

San Diego after an 
exhilarating but 
exhausting "Fleet 
Week" of celebrations 
and exercises with the 
Battle Fleet in and 
around San Francisco 
Bay. Many aboard the 
proud vessels were no 
doubt thinking back on 
the festivities just con- 
cluded. 

In keeping with 
destroyer doctrine of 
the time, the "cavalry 
of the sea" operated as 
a unit, usually steaming 
in column ahead and 
conforming to the 
movements of the flag- 
ship. As a result, follow- 
ing ships generally did 
not bother to do their 
own navigation but 
relied instead on the 
flagship to establish just as "cigarette cards" documented the personali- 

their position, a lax peace- ties of the Boer War, so they also captured the British 
Navy of the 7890s. HMS Camperdown was the ship 

time practice that On this that rammed and sank Tryon's Victoria. Except for its 
night was have dire 'On- shorter funnels, the flagship (which sank before such 
sequences. cigarette cards became popular) was identical in 

They had left Sari Fran- appearance to that of its sister-ship. Sans Pareil. 
cisco in the early morning, Ogden's "cigarette cards, " circa 1900. 

past lonely Alca- 
traz Island and, with the 
sun at their backs, passed between 
the headlands of the magnificent 
Golden Gate (the bridge did not 
Yet exist), and foxned UP in cruis- 
ing order off the San Francisco 
lightship. They would make a fast 
passage of the 420-plus miles from 
Sari Francisco to their home port, 
for, at the suggestion of Squadron 
Engineering Officer H.G. "Blinky" 
Donald, both DesRon 11 and the 
ships of DesRon 12 which would 
follow later in the morning were 
under orders to make a sustained 
"endurance run" at 20 knots to 
test the performance of their low- 
pressure cruising turbines. In theo- 
ry, the destroyers were capable of a 
top speed of 32 knots (36.9 mph) 
but this was only with the assis- 
tance of a set of large, powerful, 
but fuel-guzzling high-speed tur- 
bines and with post-war economies 
in effect, the "four-pipers" had 
until now been limited to no more 
than 15 knots. Now, with the 
recent easing of fuel restrictions by 
the Harding Administration, it was 
time to see what the ships could 

................................................................................................ 
do-without too flagrantly kicking 
over the traces. 

As Delphy turned south and 
steadied on course, her graceful 
bow slicing through the long, low 
Pacific swell, the remaining 
destroyers of DesRon 11 followed 
in a single line in her lengthening 
wake. First came the four ships of 
Destroyer Division (DesDiv) 33, 
Captain Robert Morris, with flag- 
ship S.P. Lee leading, followed by 
Young, Woodbury and Nicholas in 
that order. These were followed by 
the ships of DesDiv 31, under 
Commander William S. Pye in Far- 
rapt ,  with Somers, Fuller, 1.F. 
Bumes, Percival and Chauncey in 
column behind. Last of the group 
were the four ships of Commander 
Walter G. Roper's DesDiv 32, 
Kennedy (flag), Thompson, Paul 
Hamilton and Stoddert. 

Four other destroyers of the 
Squadron were missing from the 
procession. TWO were suffering 
from engineering problems and, 
unable to maintain consistent high 
speed, would proceed indepen- 
dently, while Reno, undergoing her 
own specialized tests, had left earli- 
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California Coast from north of Honda Point to San Diego. 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

er. The last of the absentees, Zeilin, repaired, and now had assumed a 
had the most dramatic excuse. She position behind division-mates 
had been seriously damaged when Hamilton and Stoddert. More serious 
she was rammed by the Navy was a burst steam-pipe on J.F. 
Transport Henderson in heavy fog Burnes, requiring the shutting 
in Puget Sound on July 27th, and down of one of the boilers and 
was now laid up in the dry dock in forcing the ship to drop out of for- 
Seattle for repairs. At the time, the mation entirely. She was now hull- 
Henderson had been returning Pres- down on the horizon, many miles 
ident Harding from his much-pub- to the north. Somers, too, had 
licized (and much-stereographed) altered position and was now the 
visit to Alaska and Zeilin had been penultimate ship in her division, 
acting as one of the escorts. In ret- trailing Fuller and Percival. 
rospect, it had been an extremely Meanwhile, far to the south, 
ill-favored trip, for the President Reno had been forced to abandon 
had promptly died a week later in her own performance test to rescue 
San Francisco. the survivors of the Pacific Mail 

In all, it had been a less than steamship Cuba, which had run 
stellar summer for the Navy (the aground on San Miguel Island at 
Pacific Fleet's flagship, heavy cruis- the northern entrance of the Santa 
er Seattle, had also run aground in Barbara Channel. Perhaps a bit 
heavy fog about the same time as over-eager, Commander Roper had 
the Zeilin incident) and the officers radioed Delphy requesting permis- 
and crews of DesRon 11 were sion to take the four ships of his 
doubtless hoping that a successful division to assist in the rescue 
run down to San Diego would be operations (Reno was in fact one of 
the harbinger of better times. his ships). Captain Watson had 

The forenoon was spent with refused and Roper was still smart- 
the divisions steaming in parallel ing from what he perceived as a 
columns at varying speeds, exercis- rather curt reply. 
ing at short-range battle drill. By late afternoon, a thickening 
Midaftemoon found Watson's haze had obscured the coastline to 
destroyers again arrayed in single the east and reduced visibility, 
column for the sustained 20-knot while a freshening northwest wind 
run. All morning the weather had had kicked up a choppy sea, caus- 
been clear and the ships had been ing the destroyers to roll and mak- 
able to fix their positions repeated- ing it harder for the helmsmen to 
ly by taking bearings on numerous steer a straight course. The follow- 
coastal landmarks, the last being ing swell also repeatedly lifted the 
Ano Nuevo Point north of Mon- sterns of the warships, interfering 
terey just before noon. with the propellers' ability to 

Nevertheless, all had not gone maintain a constant speed. Lastly, 
smoothly. Thompson had suffered a a strong but unseen set to the cur- 
minor breakdown, quickly rent was pushing the destroyers 

well to the east of their plotted 
"dead reckoning" position. 

On Delphy and some of the 
other ships, they were able to take 
advantage of a new technology, 
radio direction finding, to obtain 
bearinrrs on the station at the 
Point ,&guello Lighthouse at the 
entrance to the Santa Barbara 
Channel and just to the south of 
the deadly rocky shoals at Honda 
Point (also known as Point Pede- 
males). Rut, with the destroyers 
approaching the channel and 
lighthouse almost head-on, such 
information would be of little use 
until the ships were close in, while 
an error of even a few degrees in 
the bearing might set them on the 
rocks. 

The prudent thing to do would 
be to reduce speed in order to take 
soundings to confirm their dis- 
tance from California's rapidly 
shelving coast. But that would 
spoil their "endurance run," some- 
thing no self-respecting (and 
career-conscious) skipper would 
willingly do. So, while there was 
some concern expressed in Delphy's 
chartroom and aboard some of the 
other ships, Watson continued to 
run at high speed in marginal con- 
ditions. Night had now fallen and 
visibility had dropped to about a 
mile. What's more, the Point 
Arguello radio bearings were 
becoming increasingly unhelpful. 

Radio direction finding was still 
in its infancy and Watson was now 
convinced the destroyers were well 
south of Point Arguello and off the 
Santa Barbara Channel. Every esti- 
mate of course and speed placed 
them there. Point Arguello must be 
reading off "the back of the 
loopu-feeding them a reciprocal 
bearing that placed them exactly 
180 degrees from their true loca- 
tion. It was a common enough 
mistake in the early days of radio 
and a reciprocal bearing would 
place them more or less where the 
calculations said they should be. 
Of most immediate concern, some- 
where directly ahead lay the men- 
acing rocks of San Miguel Island 
that had already claimed the Cuba. 
It wouldn't do to overshoot. 

At exactly 9:00 PM (2100 hours 
in military parlance), Watson 
ordered the squadron to alter 
course in succession to 095 degrees 
(just south of due east) to enter the 



Channel. Within minutes, Delphy 
was enveloped in a blinding fog. 
Almost immediately, there came a 
slight, almost imperceptible, scrap- 
ing sound, as if the flagship had 
touched on a gravel bottom, then 
in rapid succession, a series of 
heavier thumps and finally a jar- 
ring head-on crash that slammed 
personnel into bulkheads or threw 
them violently to the deck. Delphy 
was hard aground. They had come 
too far south! On the starboard 
side, a high rocky cliff could be 
glimpsed intermittently through 
the fog-they were aground on 
San Miguel Island. Instantly, Del- 
phy's Captain Hunter (in actual 
command of the ship under Wat- 
son's overall supervision) ordered a 
signal sent by radio, whistle, and 
blinker light to the rest of the 
squadron to make an emergency 
ninety degree turn to port. This 
would keep the rest of the ships 
well clear of the island. It was an 
excellent order, rapidly given. Only 
two things were wrong with it. 
There wasn't enough time-and 
they weren't on San Micqiel Island! 

What had happened is almost 
incomprehensible for us living in 
an age when global positioning 
satellites and other advanced navi- 
gational aids allow ships to fix 
their positions unerringly within a 
few feet. But there were no such 
aids in 1923. Delphy had not been 
south of her estimated position at 
all but almost twenty miles to the 
north of it and not a safe six miles 
from the coast when she had 
ordered the turn to 095 degrees 
but a mere two miles from the 
rocky fangs of the Devil's Jaw. 
"Dead reckoning" was well named. 

But the terror of the night was 
just beginning-S.P. Lee and the 
other destroyers of DesRon 11 were 
still coming on, as yet unaware of 
the danger, at 20 knots closing the 
range a t n o  less than 11 yards her 
second. Less than thirty seconds 
later, the Lee loomed out of the fog 
astern of the flagship. It was a tes- 
tament to the skill of her officers 
and crew that a collision was 
avoided, the destroyer surging past 
the stricken flagship on the port 
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side, with only a few feet to spare, 
heeling over as she vanished back 
into the fog. With heavy fuel oil 
already spilling from her crushed 
bows, Delphy was lifted on a mas- 
sive wave that dropped her stern 
into a sort of rocky cradle. Already 
the flagship was beginning to 
break apart. There was nothing else 
to do. Reluctantly, Hunter gave the 
order to abandon ship. 

Aboard the S.P. Lee, surprise as 
the Delphy disappeared into the 
fog bank quickly turned to conster- 
nation as her lights reappeared, 
apparently rushing back at them. 
It was an optical illusion that 
could only be due to one thing: 
the flagship had come to a sudden 
and abrupt stop! Lee's skipper. 
Commander William Toaz, imme- 
diately ordered the engines 
reversed and the helm put over. As 
it was, they missed the flagship 
and the rocks by only a few feet. 
But a destroyer cannot stop on a 
dime and, although they missed 
the south side of the Devil's Jaw, 
where Delphy lay snared, they were 
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Chaos on Honda's south jaw. The broken remains of flagship Delphy in foreground 
with the overturned Young beyond, then Woodbury hard aground on the rock that 
bears her name, with Fuller dimly visible behind Woodbury's funnels. At left, the stern 
of Chauncey is visible just beyond the outer edge of Bridge Rock. The sea conditions 
approximate those at the time of the strandings. A postcard view taken immediately 
after the event-photographer unknown. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

Nicholas, aground on the north jaw (left) and S.P. Lee, pressed hard against the bluff 
below rail foreman ]ohn Cion/as' position. Unidentified postcard view taken immedi- 
ately after the disaster and some weeks before jackson's visit--as Nicholas is still 
intact. 

now angling toward the north jaw, 
a line of submerged rocky pinna- 
cles and ledges that thrust seaward 
just to the south of a deep canyon 
that was spanned by a trestle of 
the Southern Pacific Railroad. 
(Ironically, the first clear indication 
the destroyermen had that they 
weren't on San Miguel would be 
the sound of a passing train.) 

In the event, Lee never made it 
to the north jaw. Her speed had 
dropped to an estimated 8 knots 
when she too ran hard aground, 

parallel to the rocky shore. Efforts 
to back her off were to no avail, 
and she began to take on water as 
the pounding surf worked her 
against the rocks. Lee, too, was 
doomed, although she would like- 
ly hold together a bit longer. 

By now, Young had appeared, 
angling to the right across the flag- 
ship's stern (right to left as seen 
from Delphy). Already badly holed, 
she was listing rapidly to starboard 
as she fetched up on the sub- 
merged rocks. As those on the flag- 

ship looked on helplessly, Youncq 
rolled over on her beam ends and 
lay with her side barely breaking 
the surface. Her crew had had no 
time to launch lifeboats and pre- 
cious little even to don life-vests. 
There would undoubtedly be 
heavy loss of life aboard the Young. 

Youn'q had in fact been fatally 
wounded even before Delphy had 
vanished into the fog wall, having 
ridden up and over one of the out- 
ermost submerged pinnacles of 
Honda's southern jaw. Her forward 
progress momentarily checked, she 
seemed to rush back at the follow- 
ing Woodbury, which hauled rapid- 
ly to the right to avoid a collision. 
Thus, WoodburyS end was not even 
visible from the flagship as she 
fetched up on a small jagged islet 
(soon to be christened Woodbury 
Rock) that Delphy and the others 
had narrowly passed in the fog. 
Firmly wedged between the islet 
and an outlying rocky pinnacle, 
Woodbury was going nowhere. 
While volunteers passed lines to 
the island's crags for use should 
evacuation become necessary, 
Woodbury's searchlight picked out a 
horrifying sight some distance off 
the port bow-a long low smooth 
object lying just above the water- 
line with several groups of tiny fig- 
ures huddled on it, occasionally 
being washed by the sea-it was 
the Young! 

Aboard the Nicholas, last ship in 
the column of DesDiv 33, it 
seemed that all hell had broken 
loose ahead. Delphy had vanished, 
S.P. Lee was veering hard to the 
left, Young had seemingly stopped, 
and Woodhliry was hauling to the 
right to avoid a collision. Rreak- 
down and backup lights flashed 
from mastheads, while a cacopho- 
ny of distant hoots, whistles, and 
sirens carried faintly across the 
damp night air. To avoid 
Woodbury, Nicliolas swung to the 
left, following in the wake of the 
now vanished Lee, away from the 
hidden ship-killing fangs of the 
south jaw. She was now traveling 
in a broad arc to the left, into the 
wind and sea-and toward the 
hazards of the unsuspected north- 
ern jaw. Refore her speed could be 
much reduced, Nicliolos clipped an 
unseen obstruction, tearing out her 
starboard propeller shaft. As the 
ship lost steerage way, she was 



pummeled by the waves against 
the hidden crags of the northern 
jaw, then picked up by a massive 
wave and hurled backward, her 

graph rang: "All back emergency." 
In cutting in the extra power, the 
electrical generators were tripped 
and Farragut went dark as all her 
lights went out. It was just at this 
juncture that Fuller came barreling 
up from astern. It would have 
made no difference in any event, 
as Fuller had already been gashed 
by a submerged rock and lost all 
power as her engine and boiler 
rooms flooded. Fuller struck Far- 
r a p t  on her starboard side, demol- 
ishing her whaleboat, ripping away 
stanchions, and starting some of 
her hull plating. Fortunately, it was 
just a glancing blow. The damages, 
though serious, weren't fatal, the 
lights came back on, and the divi- 
sion flagship was able to back out 
of the Devil's Jaw, although she 
touched bottom briefly on the 
way. 

Fuller wasn't so lucky. The now 
powerless destroyer was being dri- 
ven by wind and sea upon the 
jagged pinnacles and ledges of the 
south jaw some distance outward 
of Woodbury Rock. It was actually 
fortunate that she fetched up, for 
she was filling rapidly and would 
have sunk with probable loss of 
life had she been in open water. As 
it was, she was canted at a terrify- 
ing 45 degrees to starboard, with 

her deck rail awash, but she was 
hard aground and, for the moment 
at least, her crew was safe. 

Amid all the chaos, Percival 
experienced (it is too much to say 
performed) a minor miracle. Being 
slightly to port when Fuller and 
Farra'put collided, Commander 
Cobb promptly reversed his 
engines and came to a dead stop 
just as a torching stack revealed 
the overturned Young, with Delphy 
aground on Bridge Rock beyond. 
Aghast, Cobb kept his cool and, 
despite the potential danger from 
the destroyers rushing in behind 
him, backed Percival out exactly 
the way she had come in, the only 
destroyer to escape the Devil's Jaw 
without a scratch. Somers too was 
lucky. Although she struck twice, 
she managed to extricate herself 
with only minor flooding forward 
and some bent propeller blades. 
Chauncey, the last ship of DesDiv 
31, was not so fortunate. When he 
caught sight of the Delphy ahead 
and aground on Bridge Rock, 
Chauncey's skipper turned right 
and slowed, hoping to pass just 
inshore of the overturned Young 
and perhaps rescue her crew in the 
process. But Chauncey scraped 
Young's protruding propeller 
blades, holing the ship badly in 

stem coming to rest in a nest of 
submerged rocks. Aboard the 
stranded S.l? Lee, it had looked for 
one frightening moment as if the 
Nicholas were trying to ram them 
stern-first. 

Farrnnqzrt, flagship of Commodore 
Pye's DesDiv 31, led her charges 
around to port, steadying on the 
new course of 095 degrees. Sud- 
denly, the destroyers ahead 
appeared to scatter like a covey of 
disturbed quail. In quick succes- 
sion, the engine room telegraph 
signaled a speed reduction to "two- 
thirds," then "stop," then "full 
astern" as, with her rudder hard 
over, F~rra~qzrt swung to the right to 
avoid the rapidly slowing Nicholas. 
The destroyer's bridge officers 
looked on in horror as Young 
turned turtle, while to the right, a 
dimly seen whaleboat from one of 
the other destroyers already 
seemed to be moving to her assis- 
tance. Just then a short burst of 
flame shot from the funnel of one 
of the destroyers as her engines 
strained to back down; the light of 
the flaring stack illuminated the 
scene with all the brief intensity of 
a flash bulb, revealing the "whale- . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

B.D. lackson #302, "Wrecked warships-Pt. Honda, Calif., Sept. 8, 1923" S.P. Lee 
(DD 3 1 0), flagship of Captain Morris' DesDiv 33, from mesa top, with remains of 
Nicholas (DD 3 1 1 )  beyond. lackson visited the site several weeks after the event. By 
now, the sea has torn Nicholas in two just forward of the funnels (two of which have 
vanished), with the bow section now pirouetted 180 degrees to the right and rolled 
on its starboard side. 

boat" to be nothing less than a 
jagged rock protruding from the 
sea and, worse still, several other 
destroyers apparently aground. 
Once again, the engine room tele- 



the engine room. The ship lost 
power as the waves pushed her 
inexorably toward the rocky 
heights of Bridge Rock to port. 
When Chauncey ground to a miser- 
able halt against the rock face, the 
hands on the clock on the destroy- 
er's bridge stood at exactly 2107. A 
mere seven minutes had elapsed 
since Delphy had ordered the fatal 
turn to port to enter Santa Barbara 
Channel. Aboard the Kennedy, flag- 
ship of DesDiv 32, Commander 
Roper was uneasy. Several of his 
younger officers had pointed out 
that the squadron appeared to be 
making a true heading of 148 
degrees rather than the 150 
degrees ordered. Although the dif- 
ference was only two degrees, it 
would be enough to set them per- 
ilously close to the treacherous 
rocks and shoals north of Point 
Arguello. But, having already been 
verbally keelhauled by Captain 
Watson once today, he was in no 
position to question the flagship's 
navigation. Nevertheless, as a pre- 
caution, he ordered his division to 
edge out to starboard, so that the 
ships now steamed some 200 yards 
to the right of Chauncey's wake. He 
also delayed executing Delphy's 095 
degree course change order. 

As the formation ahead dis- 
solved in confusion, Roper ordered 
his division slowed, then stopped. 
When a faint but ominous bump 
was felt, the Commander ordered a 
sounding taken. In theory, no bot- 
tom should be found even at 300 

B. 0. lackson #308, "Wrecked warships-Pt. Honda, Calif., Sept. 8, 1923" 5.R Lee 
(DD 3 10) showing lines at left used to get men ashore. The view is deceptive, as the 
flat sandy beach is only exposed at extreme low tide. 

feet. But the lead had hardly 
touched the water when it struck 
bottom. Seven fathoms--only 
forty-two feet! With the destroyers 
drawing ten feet, that meant there 
was only about thirty feet, four 
downs in football terms, between 
the fragile hulls and the rocks 
below! 

Where others had acted on blind 
assumption, Roper would act on 
the absence of it. Whether they 
were aground at Honda or on San 
Miguel forty miles to the south, 
there was one course that 
promised safety in either case. He 
could do nothing for the others, 
aground at night in heavy fog. He 
turned his ships hard to starboard 
and headed for the open ocean, 
where DesDiv 32 maneuvered back 
and forth in comparative safety, 
waiting for the dawn. 

"Tin-can sailors" (destroyermen) 
are used to a life of comparative 
hardship and sudden danger. Con- 
sidered a breed apart, the skillful 
and cool handling of emergencies 
is part of their daily existence. But 
this went well beyond even their 
considerable experience. Neverthe- 
less, all went about their tasks with 
skill and deliberation, checking for 
damage, shutting down the 
engines, venting excess steam from 
the boilers to prevent a potential 
explosion, rigging emergency 
equipment in case it should 

become necessary to abandon their 
vessels, and quietly assembling on 
deck when that eventuality arose. 
Sensibly, most crews, even that of 
the hapless Young, were initially 
ordered to remain aboard their ves- 
sels, despite the obvious dangers. It 
wouldn't do to go mucking about 
amid the razor-sharp rocks and 
treacherous currents in the dark 
unless it was absolutely necessary. 
For the wet and freezing men, the 
night passed with painful slow- 
ness. 

John Giorvas, section foreman 
for the Southern Pacific Railroad, 
leaned out his window, listening. 
The Greek-born foreman and his 
Mexican workers were responsible 
for maintaining this lonely stretch 
of track that wound along the Cal- 
ifornia coast just inland from 
Honda Point and its many-fanged 
graveyard of ships. Giorvas was 
familiar with most of the weird 
sounds this lonely stretch of 
mountain and desert could make. 
Yet he thought he had heard 
something unfamiliar, faint sounds 
coming from the sea, half a mile 
away across the dark and foggy 
mesa. He also thought he had 
briefly detected a dimly flickering 
light. Again it came, just a faint 
suggestion of sound that Giorvas 
couldn't be sure he heard at all. 
Most men would have ignored it 
and gone back to their own pur- 
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