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COMMANDER’S COLUMN 

For many, I last saw you at the Post 

Christmas party in December before 
shipping off to Iraq.  The six month   

period I was gone moved like molasses 
stuck to a spoon on a cold day.  Time 

doesn’t move unless you keep yourself 
busy.  The mind is your friend or enemy, 

so I kept the course and actually enjoyed 
the moments spent collecting articles 

and publishing the BCR from afar.  I also  
dabbled with changing my looks by wear-

ing a closely cut flat top to combat the 
heat when wearing my helmet, yet grew 

my first mustache, searching for that Sam 
Elliott or Tom Selleck look.  The stache 

was O.K. for awhile, but was always 
pushing the limits on military grooming 

standards.  I would always conveniently 
be taking a long drink from a cup when 

the general walked by in the chow hall. A 
flawlessly executed tactic that quickly 

outgrew the fun of pulling it off.  Addi-
tionally, there were many gray hairs in 

the rough, and my wife giving me the 

thumbs down when she saw it on Skype, 

dictating the harvesting of hairs on the 

next full moon. 

 

I want to thank all of you that sent me 
letters, e-mail, and care packages.  If  you 

truly want to support the war fighter, 
and aren’t quite sure what to send, I 

would suggest donating to the USO.  At 
my base they had two large buildings set 

up where you could come in to relax 

from the heat.  They offered books to 

read, phones to call home, movies, and 
plenty of computers to check e-mail or 

update your social network like       
Facebook.  There was at least some kind 

of show once a month from entertainers 
wanting to show their appreciation for 

the troops.  Nothing like the days of Bob 
Hope and Ann-Margret though. Those 

are classics that will never be topped. 

It’s good to be home! 

General Pershing was 
given number 0-1 when 
the military first issued 

dog tags. 
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The American Legion year is July 1 to  

June 30.  Every member's annual dues 
are due on July 1.  You will receive a 

letter from national about your dues 
with the option to pay via that letter.  

We suggest mailing our post adjutant 

directly with payment for proper credit 

to you and the post. 

 

Please send a check for $45 ($70 if you 
want to donate to offset the cost of 

printing the hard copy of the BCR) to: 

 

HERMAN ABERNATHY 

9500 HILLSIDE DRIVE 

ROSWELL, GEORGIA  30076 

TO PAY YOUR 

LEGION DUES 

IRAQ 

LEGION DUES 
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You Too? 
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus 

 

On a recent morning when I began my shaving 

ritual, two lines from a long ago song came out 

of the mirror to provoke my memory: 

I hummed what I thought is the tune.  I tried for 

more lyrics. Nothing. Mary heard me messing up 

the song and joined in.  Her memory is good.  

She found the lyrics and that shut me up. 

 

If she hadn’t recalled the lyrics, I would have 

wasted much of the morning searching through 

my frustration for them.  Such a plaguing of the 

mind comes to all of us, I think.  What we have 

put away in some box in the mind years ago   

suddenly jumps into the present amazing us or 

amusing us or frustrating us. With me, it’s a song 

from too long ago.  The lyrics are fuzzy and the 

tune stays on the outskirts.  With feigned gusto I 

try the song on the unprepared morning world 

around me.  As a result, I have startled our cat 

and involved my wife with such renditions as 

“You’re the Cream in My Coffee.” 

 

When I was younger than I am now, I ruined 

many romantic moments by crooning impul-

sively what lines I could recall from “Green 

Eyes.”  On a couple of rare occasions, I endan-

gered life and limb by foolishly, beerishly yelling 

out a few lines of the SeaBee anthem in joints 

filled with bearded submariners or paratroopers. 

If people were only a bit patient with me they’d 

realize that I never get beyond the first half of the 

verse of any song I try.  Well, most of the time I 

don’t. 

 

Only once did I go through the full lyrics.  It was 

in a place called Pat’s Village near the old Navy 

Yard at Charleston, near Boston. Three of us 

wandered into its smoky afternoon hours.  After a 

few libations, we noticed that the piano and 

drums and tiny stage were not in use.  Bottled 

courage moved us.  The devil led us.  Shocked 

stevedores and deep water sailors were too 

stunned to remove us as we went into our version 

of  “Paper Doll.”  Bill Burke off-keyed the piano.  

Gus McIsaac rattled the drums.  I did the singing. 

 

There was no applause, no cries for an encore.  

No one cared that I had gone through the full  

lyrics.  It was a case of illustrating Montaigne’s 

“Excellent memories do often accompany weak 

judgments.”  

 

There is a challenge in the old songs, isn’t there?  

We try to catch the tunes, the words, in the net of 

the mind.  We work hard to place them, where we 

met them, who was there.  Much falls through the 

net, of course, but the harvest isn’t too bad.  Old 

songs can do that to you.  There are days when 

I’m drenched with nothing but the silly ones such 

as “Barney Google,” or “Shoot the Sherbet to Me 

Herbert,” or “The Horse with the Lavender Eyes 

and Buggy Behind.” 

 

No matter.  They are all fun, in a way.  They all 

jog the memory.  In one of his poems, 

Shelley said:         ”Music… vibrates in 

the memory.”  Right.    And I need 

all the vibrations I can get!   
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“Two sleepy people at dawn’s early light                         

Too much in love to say Good Night” 
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THE USS BAINBRIDGE — “SETTLING IN AND GEARING UP FOR THE JOB”  

Norman R. Harbaugh 

 First Supply Officer         

USS Bainbridge CGN 25. 

Upon reporting to the pre-
commissioning detail of the USS 
Bainbridge I was overwhelmed 
by the backlog of work that 
needed immediate attention.  
Among my immediate concerns 
was the manning level that had 
been allocated as crew mem-
bers for the Supply Department.  
What a disappointment to find 
that the personnel allowance 
provided for only one officer as-
sistant, an Ensign (entry level) 
and only 9 storekeepers on the 
enlisted side of the ledger.  
While the other sections of the 
Supply Department were pro-
portionately meager in staffing, I 
concentrated initially on officer 
assistance and storekeepers, 
since they were relatively easy 
to quantify.  My research dis-
closed that we had more store-
rooms and more line items for 
repair parts than a conventional 
cruiser, and yet those cruisers 
were allocated a complement of 
five Supply Corps officers and 
22 storekeepers.  Although our 
designation was DLG(N) – 
(Destroyer, Leader, Guided Mis-
sile, Nuclear)  --  we were really 
a cruiser. 

 

Armed with this comparative 
analysis, I made a quick trip to 
C O M C R U D E S L A N T  
(Commander, Cruisers and De-
stroyers, Atlantic) at Newport, 
R.I. to see Captain Dick Jones, 
the Supply Officer for that com-
mand and a long time friend of 
mine.  Dick told me that he 
agreed wholeheartedly with my 
argument and my analysis, but 
that this was a political matter 
over which he had no control 
and that I would just have to 
“suck it up” and do the best I 
could with what I had under the 
circumstances. 

My initial feeling of betrayal by 
the higher powers soon turned 
to a fierce challenge against 
considerable odds.  I realized, 
however, that, while I could 
commit myself to meet such a 
challenge, I had no right to im-
pose the rigor of such a commit-
ment on my crew.  I, therefore, 
called them all together and 
minced no words in describing 
what it was going to be like in 
the days and months ahead.  I 
told them of the extraordinary 
demands  of time and energy 
that would be required to 
achieve our desired results of 
accomplishing things that would 
set new records in the annals of 
the U.S. Navy and place this 
ship in a class all by itself – but 
make them all proud to have 
been associated with an under-
taking of this magnitude. But, I 
also told them that if they were 
not up to the challenge of this 
level of commitment, that I 
would fully understand and help 
get them a transfer off this detail 
to another station.  However, 
should they choose to remain, I 
would not tolerate dragging any 
anchors and everyone would 
have to give it their all. 

 

Thank goodness nobody volun-
teered to leave, and they all per-
formed magnificently.  Several 
of the men, however, after the 
commissioning ceremony on 
October 6, 1962, told me that 
they were skeptical of my initial 
visions of record setting accom-
plishments but were reluctant to 
admit it and would have been 
embarrassed to  “throw in the 
towel” at the outset.  Neverthe-
less, everyone enjoyed the fruits 
of success evidenced by, 
among other things, the report 
of  The Board of Inspection and 

Survey when, after completing 
our initial inspection for assess-
ing our degree of readiness to 
become operational, stated that  
“This surpasses anything this 
Board has ever seen.”  We also 
set a record for the shortest pe-
riod of time from commissioning 
to first deployment  and for com-
pleting that 6 month deployment 
without a single CASREP 
(casualty report, representing 
down time of equipment which 
impairs or prohibits it’s service-
ability) – another Navy mile-
stone. 

 

What a tribute and reward for 
the dedication and commitment 
of an undermanned crew that 
not only accomplished what ap-
peared to be an impossible task, 
but did so with such a superla-
tive performance as to establish 
records unequaled and unsur-
passed to this date in the annals 
of the United States Navy. 
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Next Meeting — June 9, 2011 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

   1 EC 3 4 

5 6 7 8 9 10 11 

12 13 14 15 16 17 18 

19 20 21 22 23 24 25 

26 27 28 29 30   

Bob Spooner, a D-Day veteran of the Army’s 29th  Division, will be 

our June speaker.  Assigned to a special unit whose responsibility was 

to identify the dead on the beach, he was with the first wave to hit 

the shore on Omaha Beach.  Thereafter, his unit continued with the 

same responsibility and was able to obtain most of the needed      

information from Grave Registration Units and hospitals.  Although 

most of his duties were then at the Division HQ, he was wounded 

and received the Purple Heart.  Please come out to the post     

luncheon as we honor the 67th Anniversary of D-Day. 


