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The gun line was mostly boring waiting interspersed with repetitious firing. The 

worst missions were "harassment and interdiction" (H& I) firing. It was usually 

done at night, all night long at thirty minute intervals. These were unobserved (no 

spotter) gunfire to pump bullets into the jungle where the Vietcong "might" be 

hiding. We fired a lot of rounds into Elephant Valley while sitting  in the harbor at 

Da Nang. It was supposed to keep the VC awake so they would be tired and lower 

their morale.  He hs chcmƍs vnqj nm sgd Uhds Bnmf hs rtqd vnqjdc nm `kk ne tr `an`qc sgd
ship.  What little sleep time we were allowed was now punctuated by the sound of shells 
being fired all night causing the decks to rattle every few minutes. 

 

We took our only combat casualty one night during H&I fire. A sailor on duty in 

the 6 inch turret disappeared after he was relieved by the next watch. The ship 

was roll ing in nasty weather, and the turret was trained outboard toward land. It 

was thought that as he climbed out of the hatch at the rear of the turret he may 

have slipped and tumbled over the side. In the dark the lookouts would not have 

seen him go overboard .   I remember the rumors that flew about the ship about a man 
overboard and once again the crew was never given a full explanation or even a 
confirmation that such an event had actually taken place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
During the month of July, OKLAHOMA CITY fired 2,292 rounds of 5"/38 and 2,597 
rounds of 6"/47 projectiles while conducting a total of 76 naval gunfire support missions. 
The expenditure of such large amounts of ammunition required constant work parties at 
sea to replace our supplies. 
 
 

Ammunition tran sfers were accomplished pretty much like refueling, but instead 

of hoses it was pallets of shells and powder that crossed the transfer rigging. 

Here we were pulling alongside the USS Chara  AE-31. Her decks were loaded with 
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pallets of 5 inch and 6 inch proj ectiles and powder cases. Again, she held her 

course and speed while we maneuvered alongside.  

 

 

 

 

 

 
On our fo'c'sl the rearming detail had laid out charged fire hoses and rigged the 
transfer lines. The rigging passed over a tripod that was raised on top of the six 
inch gun turret with the cable anchored to the main deck on the port side. 
Plywood sheets were laid out to protect our nice teak deck. Everyone wore life 
jackets because even a slight mishap could send a man over the side.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pallets of six inch projectiles started rolling over on a trolley that rode on the 
transfer cable. The Chara's crew operated winches to control movement, while a 
man on the Okie Boat gave signals with colored paddles. With this visual 
coordination between the winch operator on the Chara and the man on the Okie 
Boat directing the operation the procedure went very smoothly. The pallets were 
wrestled to a stop as the cables were slackened. Then a hand operated lift, 
assisted by a shove, was used to move the pallet to the opposite side of the ship. 
Meanwhile, back aft the Chara was sending over pallets of powder cases. Both 
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ships' crews were pretty busy for a while. Ammunition transfers usually took an 
hour and forty five minutes to two hours.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

After the pallets were aboard they were broken down and each projectile and 

powder case was hand carried to the magazine s forward below the turret. 

Projectiles were loaded forward because they were heavier. The lighter powder 

cases were loaded aft because they were easier to carry the long distance 

forward on rolling decks. Each projectile and powder case was transferred do wn 

five deck levels to the magazines. Here the crew use slides rigged on the ladders 

to move the six inch powder cases.  
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To get the ammo to the appropriate magazine the crew would line up, man by man, 
from the point of delivery, all the way along the deck and down several levels to the 

storage area.  The shells and powder containers would then be 
passed along, hand over hand, until they reached their final storage 
compartment.  This was back breaking work that went on for hours 
and was even worse if your place in line was near a hatch or ladder 
which required stooping over or balancing on a ladder while 
handing the ammo to the next poor slave or using a sling to reach 
the next lower deck.  One misstep could result in crushed fingers or 
sprained wrists.   

While assigned to one such Ammo work party the ship took a 
sudden roll causing me to lose my balance and fall from a ladder 

and crack my knee on the deck below.  In great pain I finally limped over to sick bay 
(infirmary) and because of the seriousness of the injury I was passed off from the 
enlisted hospital corpsmen to an officer who was an actual doctor.  (A word about Navy 
doctors at the time.  While most were very dedicated, knowledgeable  physicians, there 
were inevitably a few who �Z�H�U�H���\�R�X�Q�J���D�Q�G���L�Q�H�[�S�H�U�L�H�Q�F�H�G���R�U���L�Q�F�R�P�S�H�W�H�Q�W���D�Q�G���F�R�X�O�G�Q�¶�W��
maintain a successful practice in civilian life.)  He advised me to just walk it off and keep 
putting more weight on the leg and suggested exercising the knee to loosen it up..  
Yeah, thanks Doc, we can forget the x-�U�D�\���D�Q�G���L�J�Q�R�U�H���W�K�H���V�Z�H�O�O�L�Q�J���D�Q�G���,�¶�O�O���J�H�W���E�D�F�N���W�R��
work. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


