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rubble to try to discover the cause of 
the fire. 

Initial speculation blamed the first ex-
plosion on an incoming jet with a bomb 
hanging from it, but this was later dis-
proved because no aircraft was landing 
at the time. "All we know," said a 
Navy spokesman, "is that it took place 
in or near a Phantom. It could have 
been a rocket or a bomb, or a break in 
a hydraulic line that caused a fire and 
triggered the first explosion." 

As serious as the Enterprise fire was, 
it could well have been far worse. The 
Navy had learned from tragic experience 
to be prepared for such a crisis. In 1966, 
a fire aboard U.S.S. Oriskany claimed 
the lives of 43 men, and the 1967 Forres-
tal blaze killed 134. As a result, En-
terprise had been staffed with profes-
sional firefighters. Better equipment was 
provided, including improved water 
pumps, hoses that are less prone to 
break and special units that combine a 
chemical called "Purple K" and "light 
water" to produce a substance that 
smothers the fire with foam. Most im-
portant, the Enterprise crew had been 
thoroughly drilled in preventive tactics, 
which they performed superbly last 
week. As Chief Warrant Officer Helton 
put it: "That was the ultimate drill." 

HISTORICAL NOTES 
Return from Oblivion 

On Aug. 18, 1950, a slight, bespec-
tacled electronics engineer who worked 
on secret U.S. defense contracts was es-
corted by Mexican policemen across 
the international bridge at Laredo, Tex-
as. He was immediately arrested by the 
FBI. Morton Sobell, then 33, had been 
in Mexico for two months, using a 
string of aliases. The U.S. Government 
was later to contend that Sobell had 
been planning to flee behind the Iron 
Curtain after six years of spying for 
the Soviet Union. Sobell vigorously de-
nied the accusation, but his trial for es-
pionage resulted in a 30-year jail sen-
tence. Morton Sobel] was soon forgotten 
by most Americans. Last week, a rev-
enant from oblivion, he stepped off a 
bus in Manhattan, free on parole after 
serving 17 years and nine months in fed-
eral prisons. He was still proclaiming 
his innocence. 

Thin-faced and balding, Sobel] called 
back other ghosts from the past. In the 
1930s, when he was a student at the 
City College of New York, he lunched 
from time to time in the cafeteria with 
Julius Rosenberg, a fellow student. Both 
belonged to the Young Communist 
League, and both worked for the U.S. 
Government as engineers during World 
War IL Later in New York, they met 
once again socially. 

It was through Rosenberg and his 
wife Ethel that Sobell got into trouble. 
The Government later produced evi-
dence that Sobell and the Rosenbergs 
did far more than pass pleasant eve-
nings together. Sobell, said the Gov- 
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ernment, gave the Rosenbergs secret in-
formation, including details of firing con-
trol mechanisms for weapons, and re-
cruited a high school classmate into a 
spy ring managed by Anatoli Yakovlev, 
Soviet vice consul in New York. When 
the Rosenbergs were tried in 1951 on 
charges of passing U.S. atomic secrets 
to Russia, Sobell was a codefendant. 
Found guilty, the Rosenbergs were ex-
ecuted in 1953 after the failure of a 
worldwide crusade, mostly Communist-
inspired, to save them. Sobell was not 
implicated in atomic thefts but was con-
victed of conspiring to commit espi-
onage. He would not take the stand to 
defend himself. 

Six Years on the Rock. "Just yes-
terday, I was No. 31048," Sobell told 
a TIME reporter in flat, lifeless tones 
that reflected the shock of freedom. 
For almost six years, he was immured 
on Alcatraz, the desolate "Rock" in 
San Francisco Bay, where the U.S. 
penned its most dangerous and intrac-
table federal prisoners until it was closed 
down in 1963. Transferred to Atlanta 
Penitentiary, Sobell could at least em-
ploy his engineering skills, helping to re-
design the prison's wiring system. After 
undergoing abdominal surgery in 1963, 
he was transferred to prison at Lew-
isburg, Pa., and allowed to study dental 
technology. "Prison wasn't really a liv-
ing death," he says. "It's just another 
kind of life. All the inmates sit around 
and write their 2255s [petitions for ju-
dicial review of their cases]." 

Sobell's wife Helen, who teaches sci-
ence at a Manhattan school, never ceased 
to labor for his release. She spoke mil-
lions of words at protest meetings and 
ground out countless appeals for help 
on an electric typewriter, the one mod-
em appliance in the Sobells' drab Green- 

wich Village apartment. With friends 
who stood behind Sobell throughout 
his imprisonment, she spent roughly 
$1,000,000 on legal maneuvers, includ-
ing seven fruitless pleas to the U.S. Su-
preme Court. Money came from those 
who believed that Sobell had not re-
ceived a fair trial. Among the doubters 
were Nobel Prizewinning chemists Har-
old C. Urey and Linus Pauling, Theo-
logian Reinhold Niebuhr, Dr. Martin 
Luther King Jr. and Britain's nonage-
narian nonbeliever, Bertrand Russell. 
Sobell, however, betrays scant enthu-
siasm today for continued legal battling 
to clear his name. In any case, after 
the verdict of his 1951 trial and more 
than a dozen later appeals, it would 
doubtless prove a fruitless enterprise. 

The Refrocked Diplomat 
John Paton Davies Jr. was born in 

China, the son of U.S. missionary par-
ents. He joined the Foreign Service in 
1931, served largely in the Orient and ad-
vised General Joseph ("Vinegar Joe") 
Stilwell in Chungking during World War 
IL There, he criticized Chiang Kai-shek 
for battling Mao Tse-tung's Communists 
more ardently than their common en-
emy, the invading Japanese armies. That 
stand cost Davies his job. In 1953, Sen-
ator Joseph McCarthy named him as 
part of a group that "did so much to-
ward delivering our Chinese friends into 
Communist hands." 

Deputy Under Secretary of State 
Robert Murphy offered Davies a chance 
to resign, though nine security hearings 
produced no evidence that he was dis-
loyal. Davies replied: "I guess you'll 
have to fire me." In November 1954, 
John Foster Dulles did just that, charg-
ing Davies with "lack of judgment, dis-
cretion and reliability." Last week, more 
than 14 years later, the State Depart-
ment in effect cleared Davies—now 60—
of those charges. It issued him a se-
curity clearance for work on an M.I.T. 
arms-control study. 

No Bitterness. Since 1956, Davies 
has partly supported himself, his wife 
and seven children on $4,000 a year in 
retirement pay. In 1964, he published 
Foreign and Other Affairs, a collection 
of short essays. In it, he described him-
self somewhat ruefully as "an unfrocked 
diplomat." 

In retrospect, Davies shows no bitter-
ness. He recalls with astonishment that 
after firing him Dulles telephoned to of-
fer the use of his name as a reference. 
"What could I say?" asks Davies. "It was 
so bizarre." As Davies sees it, both he 
and Dulles were victims of the times. 
"Getting rid of me was his modus oper-
andi with Congress," he says. "It made it 
easier for him to work with them. The 
Congress is not so naive now. It has 
learned to live with dissension on foreign 
affairs." He adds: "The State Depart-
ment is catching up with the times in per-
sonnel matters as well as policy." For 
Davies, clearance 14 years late is better 
than never. 
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