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As best as could be determined later, it began
somewhere south and east of the Caribbean, near the
Equator. The sun had been baking the water for weeks
and immense volumes of it had been evaporating into the
tropical air, creating an unstable upper atmosphere.
With a slow drop in air temperature, it began to rain.
The warm air rising off the cooking sea sustained the
forming thunderstorm; and the rain and downward
directed winds intensified.
With a small change in the prevailing trade wind,
the upper atmosphere decompensated.
Energy began to
build and the thing became more self-sustaining; and it
began to rotate. More and more warm air was drawn
inward.
The sky began to spin and Tropical Storm
Number 8 was born.
The USS Huron rode comfortably at anchor in
Hampton Roads. Her 1020-ton displacement was not the
least disturbed by the light chop and slow swells
coming in from the Atlantic. The Huron was an Alert
class gunboat or sloop of war commissioned on November
15, 1875.
There were two other ships of this design, the
Alert and the Ranger; and these three were the last
iron ships ever built for the United States Navy.
Huron's iron frames were 4 inches thick and the hull
plates 5/8ths inches thick. The close, twenty one-inch
spacing of her frames and the thick iron hull made her
one of the strongest vessels in the world at that time.
Her main power was a two-cylinder, back acting compound
steam engine fed by five fire-tube boilers. A 12 foot
four bladed propeller provided the thrust, which could
produce a speed of over 10 knots.
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Because the Navy had not completely accepted the
idea of steam power, she was also classified as an
auxiliary sail vessel.
Schooner rigged with three
masts she harked back to an era that was gone forever.
Her armament was all smooth bore, obsolete before it
was even installed. An eleven-inch Dahlgren cannon, a
sixty-pound Parrot rifle, two waist-mounted nine-inch
Dahlgrens, a portable twelve pound Howitzer, and a 50
caliber Gatling gun did not really make her a strategic
threat.
The Huron was 175 feet long with a beam of 32
feet.
She drew 13 feet of water at the stern and fully
loaded displaced 1020 tons.
Her crew consisted of 16
officers and 117 enlisted men.
Commander George Parker Ryan, an 1861 graduate of
the United States Naval Academy, looked across the gray
water at Old Fortress Monroe. The cautionary weather
flags were whipping in the fresh breeze, and scattered
white caps danced around the anchorage.
Nearby the
warships Swatara, Fortune, and the Flag vessel
Powhatten were anchored. Admiral Stephen Trenchard,
Commandant of the North Atlantic Squadron, was aboard
the Powhatten.
It was 10 AM on Saturday November 23, 1877 a gray,
overcast day.
The pilot was aboard, and Commander Ryan
turned to the officer of the deck and said "signal
Permission to Sail". A few minutes later, the flag
response "At Your Discretion" was recorded and the
compound steam engine began to throb. The anchor
detail briskly responded to the order to weigh anchor,
and the Huron began to pile white water at her stern
and move slowly and deliberately into history.
Late November in Annapolis can be spectacular with
brilliant sun and azure skies.
Days that make Maryland
famous.
The wind was blowing about 15 knots and small
white caps were forming on the Severn.
Despite the
sun, there was a chill in the air and as we walked up
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the small rise oak and maple leaves crunched under
foot.
My brothers and I had come to visit the new grave
of Admiral Aleigh Burke in the small cemetery on the
grounds of the Naval Academy. The United States Naval
Academy had been founded in 1846 on the site of Old
Fort Severn, and as the years passed the need for
expansion required the acquisition of additional
properties.
In 1868 the former country estate and farm
of Richard Sprigg, a friend of President George
Washington, was purchased. Overlooking the Naval
Academy on a verdant bluff along the Severn, the tract
was called "Strawberry Hill".
Later that year, it was
laid off for use as the Naval Academy Cemetery.
Off to the right of Admiral Burke's grave, one
could see the mouth of the Severn and Chesapeake Bay
beyond. To the left were the empty wind swept practice
fields for football and soccer.
I crossed a small
gravel lane next to the grave and started toward a tall
Oak tree rising majestically into the blue sky.
It was
then that I noticed the three neat rows of military
style tombstones, a few somewhat askew and slightly
angled as if bent by age. Most were moss or lichen
covered and the names were difficult to read, but one
thing was clear, chiseled deep in the old stone - "Lost
on the Huron November 24, 1877". A few said unknown, a
slightly larger monument listed 15 names and at the
bottom said "These Bodies Were Never Recovered". All
told there were 63 aging, pitted markers.
What was the Huron - the type of ship, her
mission, her story. All I could remember, was a storm
and Nags Head, North Carolina. Why were these officers
and enlisted men brought almost 300 miles from their
place of death? Why weren't they buried in North
Carolina or perhaps the military cemetery at Norfolk?
The mystery of that journey intrigued me.
As the Huron left Norfolk in the distance, she was
beginning an interesting mission. While in the New
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York Naval Shipyard, on October 13, 1877, Commander
Ryan received new orders from the Secretary of the
Navy, Richard W. Thompson.
"Proceed to Havana, island
of Cuba, whence you will make reconnaissance of the
coast of Cuba, determining the doubtful points in
positions, in coastlines, and in outlying dangers."
The hostilities with Spain were 21 years off, but Cuba
was ripe for insurrection even then. We shouldn't read
too much into these directions, however, because Ryan
was noted and had been commended for previous missions
involving positioning, hydrographic, and celestial
navigation research. No doubt the crew was looking
forward to the warmer pleasures of that Caribbean
Island.
Just after 1 PM, off Cape Henry, Virginia, the
Huron slowed, pulled into the wind, and discharged her
pilot.
The wind was freshening.
Beaufort, [as
admirably described by Charlie Scripps a number of
years ago], classified a Fresh Breeze as FORCE 5 with
17-21 knots of wind and moderate waves of 3 to 6 feet.
After passing Cape Henry, the Huron set a departure
course of South by East one quarter East, a half point
westerly of the local deviation of the compass.
She
was making six and a half knots under steam with jib,
fore and main trysails and spanker. Later, some would
testify that the course was actually South by East
three-quarters East; but something to the south began
to intervene and cause that small difference in compass
reading to be the second in a series of small human
errors that led to disaster.
By 4 PM the wind was now a stiff breeze with a
force of almost 30 knots. To the south and east the
sky was darkening with the black hardness of ebony.
Coming on watch, the Assistant Engineer R.G. Dening
noted the heavier sea and increasing wind off the port
bow. The Huron was close hauled or sailing as close to
the direction of the wind as possible and with green
waves of 12 feet beginning to break across the bow. A
light rain had begun to fall with the wind occasionally
throwing it in sheets across the deck.
Shortly after 6
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PM two thunderous cracks forward followed by the
banging of the sheets or ropes against the deck and
rigging, brought yells and running across the pitching
deck to control the jib and flying jib staysails that
had just blown away. The deck officer shouted over the
screaming wind to reef the main and mizzen sails and
set the fore-storm staysail.
By 8 PM it was obvious that the ship was now in a
full gale. The crests of the ever-enlarging waves
began to break into spindrift; and foam was blowing in
streaks. The helmsman and watch officers shivered in
their damp woolen jackets. The spray and salt water
beaded on their beards and visibility was getting
progressively worse. The ship was rolling as much as
20 degrees to the starboard, leeward side. Mr. Dening
noted the intermittent racing of the engine, as the
stern heaved out of the boiling sea and the propeller
had nothing to grip but air.
Currituck Light, at Carolla, North Carolina had
hove into view about 4 PM and by 8 PM was still visible
on the starboard beam as the Huron crested the almost
20 foot waves. The huge first order Fresnel lens sent
out a characteristic long white beam followed by two
eclipses with a red flash in between. On a clear
night, her 158-foot tall light could be seen nineteen
nautical miles at sea. Currituck was the last in a
chain of lighthouses extending from Cape Fear and
Hatteras northward to the Virginia border.
She had
been completed only two years before in 1875, and still
functions today.
But tonight it was raining with a fog beginning to
set.
It is unlikely that this guiding beacon could be
seen more than 8 to 10 miles off. The blowing spray
and constant rolling deck made taking bearings
extremely difficult.
Yet, Lt. Lambert G. Palmer, the
navigator, reported to the changing deck officers that
the course was true and the lead soundings confirmed
their position off the coast of North Carolina. The
ship was making very slow headway under five and a half
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knots of steam and sailing close to the wind; and by
now some, immobilized in their hammocks, were in the
unrelenting grip of seasickness with its attendant
vomiting and dehydration.
Master William Conway, dripping with spray stepped
into the mahogany paneled chart room. The smell of old
tobacco and damp wool permeated the air. Gimbaled oil
lamps gave off strange shadows as they swung with each
roll.
The wind was screaming until he shut the cabin
door, but remained a dull moan outside. Commander
Ryan, his mutton chop whiskers and blue foul weather
jacket glistening with damp, pointed at the position on
the Chart Number 5 spread out on the green blaize.
"This course ought to take the ship far enough out.
I'm afraid if we steer farther out we'll get caught in
the Gulf Stream.
It caught us last fallon the way to
Port Royal and slowed us considerably.
I'll not turn
in until we make Hatteras Light or daylight comes.
It
would be best to head off shore then." Master Conway
responded "You won't be able to sleep if you don't put
her head off shore then. The sea is getting very heavy
and we should be running into it."
By 10:30 PM Currituck was barely visible on the
starboard quarter and almost astern. The sea and wind
continued to build and it was estimated that the wind
was gusting to 65 knots. The rain hit the faces of the
deck crew like needles when driven at that speed. The
constant shrieking of the rigging reminded the more
superstitious of the cries of the damned.
Between
10:30 and midnight the engine was stopped three times,
and the ship turned off the wind to take soundings.
The course lead of 25 pounds showed between 14 and 15
fathoms.
Shortly after 10:30 PM Currituck light was
lost, but Bodie Island Light to the south had not yet
appeared.
At 1 AM the lead was thrown again and the call was
13 fathoms.
Fifteen minutes later, the sound and feel
that penetrates to the very heart of every sailor was
heard and felt.
The unmistakable jar and thump of a
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ship hitting something solid. The Huron came to a
grinding halt and keeled over to her port and windward
side.
She rose and thumped again several more times as
the giant waves seemed to try to lift her off this
unseen obstacle.
Finally, she settled on her port
bilge, the engine pushing her further into the sand,
and stopped at a 40-degree angle to the water. The
surf slammed over her port rail knocking deck crew off
their feet like a foaming scythe. The water
temperature was 59 degrees and the shock of the cold
wall was as bad as its weight. Men were hurled against
iron fittings and oaken masts.
Screams and moans
drowned by the shrieking wind, and the blood faded like
smoke in the maelstrom on the deck.
Conway, awakened by the shock and knowing
instinctively they were ashore, head the Captain scream
"hard down, hard a starboard." As he raced to the main
deck he heard Lt. Simmons, the Executive Officer, give
the order to "batten down the hatches and throw the
guns overboard." Conway saw the Captain near the helm,
fully dressed, shouting, "brail up the trysails." And
shortly thereafter "lower the first cutter" which was
the middle starboard boat.
Before that could be done
the main gaff spar, probably weighing 500 pounds, came
crashing out of the blackness and knocked an iron
awning stanchion through the cutter. All of the port
side boats had been carried away as the sea lifted them
off their davits and ripped the retraining cables.
They were dashed against deck housing or simply flipped
over the starboard rail to flounder on the leeward
side.
Conway reported that a lookout saw two rocks
ahead, and Ryan asked where.
"Ashore, ahead of the
ship." Ryan went to the gangway with him, and said,
"where is the shore." Conway pointed to the white
cresting breakers off the beam, and the Captain said
"My God, how did we get in here?" The spray was flying
and with the fog visibility was poor, but the
unmistakable thunder of the surf could now be heard.
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Ensign Lucien Young secured two dry boxes of
signals or flares and was told by Ryan to "burn all you
can." Grabbing three quartermasters, they went to the
only dry and sheltered place they could find - the
Captain's water closet, and using a lighted candle
burned over a hundred lights trying to attract anyone
on the unseen shore. With their bare hands they tore
strips of paneling off the Captain's door to make
sticks and began firing the first of five distress
rockets into the fog shrouded sky.
By the time the ship struck the third time,
Assistant Engineer Dening was in the Engine Room and
found the engine straining with the throttle wide open.
A signal from the deck stopped the engine and then Lt.
Palmer stuck his head through the Engine Room hatch and
shouted "can you back her?" The Chief Engineer Olsen
responded "we can" and Palmer disappeared as a cascade
of frigid water fell through the open hatch. An
agonizing minute later, a signal came from above to
"back her".
They began to back the engine very fast
and it continued to back until about 2 AM when it
suddenly stopped from a bent shaft.
It was impossible
to batten down the Engine Room hatch because the main
gaff and trysail had fallen over it.
So ice cold water
from the tops of the seas intermittently poured through
the opening. The water was slowly rising in the engine
room and Olsen shouted to "put on the bilge injection."
The Blake pumps worked flawlessly and quickly lowered
the water level. With the shock of the grounding and
the intermittent rolling as the seas crashed above, the
coal bunker doors sprung partially open and rolling
chunks of black coal and plumes of inkish dust made the
fire room almost impossible to navigate. The fireroom
crews coughed, hacked, and became covered with a black
lather of coal and sweat as they tried to keep the
fires going.
Above the cacophonous shrieking of the 60 knot
wind, could now be heard the scream of the ship's steam
whistle.
Like a great wounded beast, it cried out for
aid from the black shore beyond. That scream persisted
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until long after the fires were hauled, and finally
became a slow wail that disappeared on the roaring wind
when the steam ran out. Olsen asked for permission to
haul the fires when the starboard boiler appeared to
shift and at 2:15 AM all the fires were put out.
Several officers gathered in Ryan's office. Ryan
felt that they had gone ashore somewhere off Nags Head.
At first they thought the ship had struck a submerged
wreck covered by a sand bar, but by now it was clear
they were hard aground in the pounding surf of North
Carolina.
The waves seemed to be crashing higher on the
canted deck; and, in fact, the larger ones were now
breaking completely over the ship.
The tide was coming
in.
The fore and mainmasts were cut away, but as they
slammed into the deck and water, rigging and falling
spars created a sloshing, tangled web along the sides.
The port side deck housing fell in and the order came
to move the men forward.
The ability to swim was not a
common thread among 19 th century sailors, and the
prospect of facing the blowing, pounding surf was no
doubt paralyzing.
Some men had already lashed
themselves to the mizzen rigging and three others tied
themselves to the bowsprit.
Moving across the angled deck was insane, but the
stern was taking the brunt of the sea. The ship was
angled bow forward about 45 degrees in relation to the
shore. Men were being washed into the tangled morass
along the starboard side and drowning.
Those
immobilized with seasickness easily fell victim to the
clutch of the black water.
The cold was beginning to take its toll. An old
sailing adage is 50 degrees, 50 minutes, and 50 percent
survival. Most had been in 59 degree water for over
three hours and were becoming exhausted. Many could no
longer hang on, their muscles not responding, and were
carried away in the rising seas. As Ensign Young tried
to move forward with seven others he got as far as the
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Gatling gun and was holding onto the spokes of the
wheel, when a heavy roller swept them off their feet
and down to leeward. The seven others were caught
under a sail drowning, and he was caught in the bag of
the sail painfully striking his legs against the gaff.
With great effort he braced himself against a hatch,
sprang and caught the gearing of the nine-inch Dahlgren
gun on the upper starboard side. With the deck now at
almost 45 degrees no one could walk on it.
He
purposely jammed his arm into the gearing mechanism;
and, as the next wave washed over him, he held on.
Several others were washed overboard; and, in the crash
of water, he heard their faint cries for help.
Slowly
working forward, he was finally helped onto the
topgallant forecastle.
Commander Ryan, Lt. Palmer and five others had
climbed into the starboard launch. That was now the
highest object on the starboard side, and it appeared
that Ryan was trying to direct the men from this
vantage point. A large breaking wave caught the launch
and knocked it out of its aft davit.
Ryan fell between
it and the ship, as did three others. The swinging
launch crushed them and then swamped in the surging
water.
Lt. Palmer and another man frantically hung by
the forward rope, their legs flailing, until they were
both washed away by the next roller.
A little before daylight, with the sea continuing
to rise, and the fog beginning to lift, Ensign Young
thought he saw a light on shore and decided they would
all die if no one could get a line there.
He and a 60year-old seaman from Malta by the name of Antonio
Williams made a harrowing trip through the flying
pieces of flotsam, tangled rope, and icy water in a
desperate attempt to secure a line and rescue the
remaining crew.
Tragically the line became snared in
the surging spars and Young had to cut it with his
knife before they were pulled under.
Young and
Williams fought through the undertow and made the beach
about three quarters of a mile up from the wreck.
Pulling several men out of the water who were too weak
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to fight the undertow, they saw several locals looking
at the wreck. When asked why they hadn't gotten the
life saving equipment from the station, four miles down
the beach, their response was they were afraid to break
it open since it wouldn't be manned until December 1 st •
Young sent a horseman the seven miles up the beach
to the closest telegraph station, and with three others
began the slow march through the soft sand to the
shuttered life saving station. Lugging the almost 800
pounds of equipment, they did not arrive back until
9:30 AM. By that time no one remained alive on the
Huron.
The bodies of the dead were scattered northward
along the pristine beach, most within 10 miles but one
almost 40 miles away. Wreckage was everywhere. The
broken bowsprit was found pushed into the sand, the
three-seaman still lashed to it. The living and the
dead showed significant signs of trauma from contact
with hurled oak, pine, and iron. Many of the survivors
looked as if they had been beaten. All that remained
of some were scattered bodies parts rolling at the
water line.
Today we realize that many of the sailors probably
reached the beach alive, but were suffering from severe
hypothermia. The 59-degree water and raging wind
lowered their core body temperature.
They would have
appeared dead to an untrained observer, but with
careful warming techniques might have been saved. That
science was not available in 1877.
On Sunday morning, about 36 hours after the
sinking, three naval vessels and the flagship Powhatten
arrived from Norfolk in company with the B & J Baker, a
wrecking tug. A few bodies could still be seen
tumbling in the pounding waves; but despite the
continued heavy surf, late in the afternoon the B & J
Baker lowered a surfboat with nine men including the
tug captain and his dog. About 200 yards off shore, it
shot through the first breakers but was then lifted
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broadside.
A large cresting wave caught the boat and
like a rag doll hurled it bottom side up 10 feet into
the air.
Five men drowned including Captain J.J.
Guthrie, the 6 th District United States Life Saving
Service Superintendent, who had come to direct the
rescue.
The tug's Captain, a reporter for the Norfolk
Virginian, and two others were saved.
The dog swam
back to the tug.
This brought the total loss of life to 103.
4
Officers and 30 enlisted men and marines survived.
15
bodies were never recovered.
Vacationers to the Outer
Banks can, in some places, still see the government
telegraph poles that run along the sand.
In the
confusion of the raging storm, the early dawn light,
and the fog, many of the survivors mistook them for the
masts of fishing smacks.
Now they served another
practical purpose.
Each pole was numbered with the
miles from Norfolk and with a Roman numeral indicating
the pole within that mile.
Lieutenant Commander J.G.
Green commanded a group of survivors and marines
detailed to help survives and retrieve the dead.
The
odious task of identifying and burying the now
decomposing bodies fell to this group.
One of the
Huron's second class firemen, Samuel Clark, aided in
this grim task.
His off duty specialty was tattooing
and he remembered each of his India ink creations, but
14 still remained unidentified.
Commander Ryan was
buried at the base of pole 69-IV.
The disaster was a sensation in the national press
and made the front page of every major paper.
The fact
that the United States Life Saving Service stations
along the coast were not manned until December 1 st each
year brought an outpouring of rage and vitriol against
the government.
Thomas Nast, the great cartoonist,
summarized the paltry nature of the government
appropriations for this agency with a cartoon of Uncle
Sam and the wrecked Huron in the December 29, 1877
issue of Harper's Weekly.
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It dawned bright and cold in Washington, D.C. on
that December 5 th • Only eleven days after the sinking,
the Proceedings of the Court of Inquiry on the Loss of
the Huron began in the large high ceiling room in the
old Navy Department building. By December 17, after
interviewing all of the surviving officers and most of
the surviving men in addition to several expert
witnesses, the Court adopted the following report:
1.

Every officer in command of a ship is in
supreme command.
It is he who is responsible
for her course; it is he who is to see that
proper allowances are made for every cause
which may deflect the vessel from her
intended direction; and it is he who is
responsible for any accident which may occur
from an error in her navigation.

2.

The court is therefore of opinion that
Commander Ryan is primarily responsible for
the grounding and loss of the Huron. The
navigating officer is also responsible for
not taking bearings to Currituck light after
passing it and while it remained in sight,
which, by showing the direction from a fixed
point, would have established the Huron's
proximity to land.
It was his duty to take
such bearings, even though not ordered to do
so by the commanding officer.

3.

The court is of the opinion that no
sufficient allowance was made for the inset
toward the coast, and that the course steered
was, from error of judgment, too much to the
southward.

4.

Furthermore the court finds that it was
unseamanlike to carry sail on a lee-shore,
those sails lifting, and the natural desire
to keep the sails full probably inducing the
quartermaster to run to leeward of his
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course, and the lifting sails having a
tendency to drag the vessel to leeward.
The Court of Inquiry made one grave, perhaps
purposeful, misstatement - "The Court finds that there
was no weather signal at Hampton Roads." Unfortunately
for the Court, on the afternoon of November 24, 1877 in
his small weather station office at the corner of Main
and Gray Streets in Norfolk, Virginia, Sergeant A.W.
Browne of the United States Army Signal Service clearly
recorded with the beautiful penmanship of that era in
the Daily Journal for the Weather Station:
"US Steamer
Huron now ashore eight miles south of Kitty Hawk's
Station at 1:30 a.m.
She left Hampton Roads yesterday
during the display of Cautionary flags at this
station." Captain Ryan, despite these warnings, had
made the first in a series of errors that cost him his
life and the lives of most of his crew.
On Tuesday December 11, 1877, Representative
Washington Curran Whitthorne, Chairman of the House
Committee on Naval Affairs rose behind his polished
mahogany front row desk just to the left of the aisle
and stood on the tobacco stained carpet of the United
States House of Representatives. He introduced House
Bill H.R. 2115. Mr. Whittmore was a Democrat and had
served in the Confederate Army of the Tennessee. The
bill was entitled "An ACT relative to the burial of the
officers and others of the United States Navy who
perished by the wreck of the United States steamer
Huron and for other purposes." Briefly, it authorized
the Secretary of the Navy to have removed to the Naval
Cemetery at Annapolis Maryland and have buried there,
the remains of the officers and others who perished by
the wreck of the Huron and which have been buried on
the coast of North Carolina. The sum of $6000 was
appropriated for that purpose. Reading the original
hand written bill in the National Archives one notices
that the words National Cemetery at Arlington near
Washington are struck through and Naval Cemetery at
Annapolis Maryland written in.

15
H.R. 2115 passed the House that day and was
referred to the Senate. On December 14 th , the bill was
introduced in the Senate by Senator Aaron E. Sergeant
Republican Senator from California. The bill had
originally been referred to the Senate Committee on
Naval Affairs of which he was the chairman.
Saying,
"it is thought this bill ought to pass" he moved that
his committee be discharged from any consideration of
it and the Senate move to consider it. There was
minimal discussion and the bill passed unanimously.
Given to the clerk, it was taken immediately to the
White House.
President Rutherford B. Hayes, a member
of this Club, had recently survived a brutal election
battle with Samuel J. Tilden not unlike our most recent
painful electoral experience. With the fever running
in the press over the sinking and the alleged
government responsibility for the deaths, he signed the
bill that afternoon and returned it to the Senate.
Lieutenant Commander James G. Green was again sent
on a somber task. He sailed back to the Outer Banks
in March of 1878 and with the assistance of the
Augustus Burgdorff Mortuary Company of Washington
proceeded to disinter the bodies and ship them in metal
cases to Maryland.
March 27, 1878 broke cool and cloudy but by noon
the sun began to shine and it turned out to be a lovely
spring day in Annapolis with the temperature reaching
72.
Early spring flowers gave a flash of color as the
Officers, professors, and Midshipmen in their blue
frock coats and side arms formed a processional line in
front the Library at the Naval Academy. With the band
playing a mournful dirge in the bright spring air, they
marched to the cemetery where Chaplain Robert Henderson
read the burial service. At its conclusion the air
cracked as the Marines of the station fired a 21-gun
salute with their Springfield rifles.
Commander Ryan
did not join his men.
He had been buried in Boston
with full military honors.
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And now I knew why and how the men of the Huron
began their rest in the peaceful glen along the Severn
once known as Strawberry Hill.
The sixty-year-old
Maltese seaman, Antonio Williams, was awarded the Navy
Congressional Medal of Honor for his heroics on
November 24, 1877.
Ensign Lucien Young was promoted to
Master by President Hayes and awarded the Gold Life
Saving Medal by the United States Life Saving Service.
He remained in the Navy and attained the rank of Rear
Admiral.
By 10:30 AM it was already a hot but beautiful
Sunday morning in San Diego, and the blue of San Diego
Bay glistened in the sun.
The date was July 21, 1905
and the USS Bennington, a 14 gun Yorktown class
gunboat, was preparing to get underway to assist the
disabled monitor Wyoming off the California coast.
As
black smoke poured from her stack, two thundering
explosions rocked San Diego Harbor.
The Bennington's
forward boilers had ruptured and the resulting blast
killed 64 enlisted men and one officer.
The
Bennington's captain was Commander Lucien Young.
Commander Young had just had the misfortune of being
involved with two of the worst peacetime disasters in
United States Navy history.
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