h'lllnh-r telli us that Cleopatra had her Antony and
Delilah had her Samsan. Woe. tas, were not alona!
Wa had cur SEABAGS. Might and day, we wore the
ones. Scabags to the right of us, seabags fo the loft of
us—a nover ending torrent of onrushing canvas, which
threatened to inundate us on cur lsand bastion, Although
they were the bane of our existences, nevertheless, they
contributed greatly to the humorous side of cur en-
daﬂ'ﬂur.

| remember quite learly our jovial and porsuasive sea-
bag-master-inipector.in-chief, Harry Marks, BMIc, on the
rod-hettest day in July, lecturing a group of "old salis" on
the whys and whersfores of just why they had to have
evary waolen underwear in the old seabag in order o
pass inspection praceding transfer to California and
thonca to stoaming Mew Guinea. "Buf, Boats,” came the
protest, "Dis stuff for the Pacific? Are you nuts?" "I
regulations,” says Harry. “Sounds [ike ‘chicken' to me,”
says Gung in the rear rank, Bub argue as they might, no
long underwear moant no lberty — so it was long under-
wear, by hook or crock.

Then there was the “great circle” angle in the seabag
field. It worked this way: If yeu had no full seabag you
could not go ashore on liberty. Meither could you be
transferred. Hera's where the fun began. Upeon the ar-
rival of now men, the Quartermaster, after checking in
vach man, would order tham to mutter with “Red" Hoff.
man, BMle, or "Chuek” Aragon, BMIc, or Dick Judge,
Cox, Then came the eternal questien and answer game:
"Where's your gear?" .. . "l left it on the ship at Bikini,
Haven't soon it in four months. Thoy said they'd send it."
+++ "You have to have a full seabag—buy ene. . . . "
haven't got the meney.” . . . "Well, then, we'll check i
against your pay account”

But what good would that do? Jimmy hadn't seen a
thin dime for the past six months — all his pay was being
chocked to pay off those two fines he had outstanding
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because of his last two "Summaries”. So there's Jimmy
with ne clothes, na liberty, no transfer [maybe he wants
it that way] and in everybedy's hair genorally.

Lot us explore another function of the seabag — that of
procuting liberty and froedsm from the “Rock™ when all
other plans, artifices ond schemes had failed, “Get wise,
follows! Don't repart in with your seabag, because if you
do, you'll have to stay aboard that night inasmuch as the
liberty lists have already been propared. Leave your ses-
bag on the other side, repert in, seo the fourth assistant
junier O.0, and he'll give you permission to go over and
get it. It's no trouble at all, and he won't mind if you get
him out of his sack at 0400 for an extension of your lib-
erty undil 0BOD (or even 0F00L." However, the proponents
of this schema wore usually duly erushed by the appoar-
ance of some benavalent “P.0." who was just foe pleased
o go over and get the seabags and bring them back on
& truck. But every problem has a solution and this one
was countered by leaving the seabag in some inaccessible
place whers only the awnor could obtain it.

Last, but not least, was the inevitable seabag inspec.
fion on the north seawall, OF course, we usually had rain
and at the opportune moment—after all seabags were
opened and all gear had been neatly placed in formal
arrangemant. Furthermors, it always seemed that every-
one had to endure this inspection immediately fellowing
previous inspections on his last ship er station, so that his
uniforms were practically throadbare from being removed
from and replacod in his seabag — fo say nothing of his
physical woll boing and disposition. Anyone who has
carried one of these backbroakers during July or August
knows what | mean. And then to have fo apen it up
again! | Brother, that's strictly for the birds!

But, sesbags norwithstanding, we all lived through it
and, | assume, are nons the worte for our eaperiences.
Would anyone suggest a wardrobe frunk as the solution?



