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DECK LOG ENTRY FOR JANUARY 1, 1968
Fleet communications is our aim,
Yesterday, tomorrow, they’re all the same.
AGMR-1 is on the line,
The big boys say that we’re just fine.

The New Year starts just like the last,

“67” is in the past.

Two hundred and seventy-seven days at sea we boast,
Up and down the Vietham coast.

The stars above guide us by their light,
The sea below gives us a fight.

On and on the Annapolis will sail

Our mission neverending, we’ll never fail.

Casper, the captain, the friendly ghost,
Commands our ship, off the Vietnam coast.
He'll leave our ship, when we hit Perth,

A new captain we’ll have at our berth.

The watch is set on the bridge tonight,
The New Year’s log we write with delight.
For all to see that we are here,

At sea for the beginning of a New Year.

Twenty three fifty, ten minutes to go,

Our thoughts are at home, pass me some joe.
Christmas in Hong Kong, New Years at sea,
A hard night’s work is our fee.

The tapes are flying down below,
The messages going to and fro.

Work goes on, will it never cease,
For all who fight to win the peace.



The New Year could no longer wait,
The time now is 1968.

Others rejoice with great glee,
While we steam independently.

On station this night we hold,

T’is off the coast of Vietnam I'm told.

Our coming and going we can anticipate,
Guided by Comseventhflt schedule 03-68.

As the steam rushes past the stops,

Our huge hulk is making five knots.

The black gang below now watching boilers one and four,
The water cannot be high or low, it must be just so for score.

Each in our way, we all do our parts,

To protect those we hold dear to our hearts.

The time my friends now is here,

So we wish you all, a Happy New Year. 0207 c/c 340°.

"
Carl L. Whisman,
LTJG, USN



