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I was born in New Orleans, Louisiana on February 20, 1920.  I went to several 

grammar schools then to a public high school for two years. The last two years I 

attended New Orleans Academy, which was a small military school in New Orleans. I 

was graduated from the Academy and went on to Tulane University for two and 

one-half to three years, taking mechanical engineering.  I was in the Naval Reserve 

Officers Training Corps (NROTC) while I was at Tulane. The program was just 

starting. I was in it for two and one-half years. I was the first Commander of the 

NROTC Midshipman Battalion. I left in January or February of 1941 to go into the 

Naval Reserve Officers’ Training Program, which was called V-7 (better known as 

the 90-Day Wonders Program). That was my education up to then. 

 

The V-7 courses were taught at the Naval Academy because the class of 1941 was 

graduated six months early.  So there was room at Bancroft Hall and other facilities 

for V-7 students. At that time the V-7 program was just getting started and only that 

one class of cadets was taught there. I was fortunate to be in it. It started in February 

of 1941 and lasted three months. We were graduated and commissioned on May 15, 

1941.  Nearing graduation time we were asked to select the type of duty we wanted.  

Some of the cadets chose inactive duty (they would be called up soon enough).  I 

wanted to go on active duty. I had wanted to be in the Navy for many, many years.  

The choices of duty stations were Communications Officer on a cruiser, recruiting 

duty somewhere in the Middle West and Armed Guard on a merchant ship.  I was a 

little concerned as to what I’d gotten myself into but, fortunately, it was decided that 
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the submarine force needed to expand its officer cadre.  They asked for volunteers. 

Our class was about 300 strong by then.  I volunteered for the submarine service. 

About forty of us put our hands up. I have always said that I was selected because I 

could hold my breath for forty-five seconds. The reality was that the Navy was 

looking for officers who were excited about serving in submarines. Of the forty 

graduates who went directly to submarines as reserve officers about 25 transferred to 

the regular navy. Several members of our class were lost on submarines during the 

war.      

 

Now, jumping ahead, when I had command of the USS Clamagore (SS 244) in Key 

West in the early 1950s, there were six of us who had command of submarines in that 

squadron and who also were graduates of that same V-7 program.  The retention 

rate was high for those of us who stayed in the Navy. We were all men who were 

anxious to serve and found that the submarine duty was good duty. 

 

I was assigned to the USS Narwhal (SS167) right away.  She was an old boat.  She 

had been designed in WWI and built about 1925. She carried a total of 36 torpedoes. 

She had four torpedo tubes forward and two aft. She had an extra compartment in 

the hull in which she carried spare torpedoes. She mounted two 6-inch deck guns 

because she was designed as a commerce raider, following WWI precedent. There 

were three ships of that size. The Narwhal and the Nautilus were sister ships.  The 

Argonaut was similar except that she had an after room rigged for launching mines, 

spherical mines, so she had a great big opening aft.  These ships were really the 

pride of the submarine force during peacetime but they ran them around without a 

full load of fuel. Consequently, it was assumed that they were faster than they really 

were. Once they were fully loaded with war materiel and fuel not only did they draw 

another foot and a half of water, but also they lost two to three knots headway. As a 

result she could only make about 12 knots on the surface.  Submerged she probably 

could get up to four knots. Her extensive topside structure created a lot of drag. I 

went to her directly from Reserve Officers’ Training School.      

    

 

I was aboard for about two to three months, operating out of Pearl Harbor, when I 

was given the opportunity to go back to submarine school in New London. I took the 

opportunity. There was a certain amount of selection done and I was gratified to have 

been recommended.  I went to New London for the October class. I was in 

submarine school the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941. We were 

graduated about the mid-December. We were asked what submarine we wanted to 

go to and I chose to go back to the Narwhal. Some of my instructors wanted to know 

what the matter with me was because I didn’t want to go to a new, hot submarine.  I 

said I knew the Narwhal and I wanted to go back to her. So I went back to Pearl 

Harbor.            

 

Narwhal had been in port during the attack on Pearl Harbor. She was still there and 

I rejoined her in January of 1942. We went on 55 day patrol within a couple weeks. 

We went up north, just below Honshu, off the Ityukyu Islands and Amami-Oshima. 
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That was as close as we got to Japan. We were supposed to go further into the Sea of 

Japan but didn’t get as far as intended because the Navy had overestimated 

Narwhal’s range. However, we ran into two unescorted Japanese merchant ships. 

The first one was a tanker, which we attacked at night and hit. We thought we had 

sunk her, and she was reported as sunk, but actually she was only damaged. Then, 

four or five days later, we attacked a merchant ship and we sank her.   

 

We did not see her sink. We were submerged and both attacks were conducted at 

night. This was interesting because a night periscope attack was unusual. No one had 

thought about the problems of night vision through a periscope when all the lights 

were on in the conning tower. The skipper, LCDR Charles W. Wilkins, was a 

wonderful person with a lot of submarine experience. He conducted that attack on 

his own because he did not get much help from the approach party. We had no 

Torpedo Data Computer (TDC); everything was done manually. The only way the 

skipper could keep his eyes acclimated was for the chief quartermaster to put a 

raincoat over his head. The skipper was looking through the periscope from under a 

hood. Ours were contact torpedoes and they ran properly. They were not the 

standard Mark 14s that gave so much trouble to the submarines which had to use 

them. These were longer. I think they were destroyer torpedoes. We didn’t know 

about the torpedo problems because these worked beautifully.  That was a patrol 

with two successful torpedo attacks.  Then we went on back to Pearl Harbor. 

 

Captain Wilkins made both attacks while submerged. That was the standard then. 

During peacetime the submarine force had been told it was very vulnerable to 

counterattacks when periscopes were sighted by the enemy. No one thought of a 

surface attack; that was just beyond the scope of reason. Moreover, the echo ranging 

gear, called “sonar”, on the anti-submarine ships was thought to be much more 

effective than it actually was.  Therefore, the submariners were very, very cautious. 

They were taught to be cautious and they were criticized if they weren’t cautious. It is 

my opinion now that we didn’t have to make submerged attacks on these unescorted 

ships. However, that was policy at that time.     

 

I was the assistant engineer officer.  During the attacks I made a manual plot of our 

track and the target’s track. My battle station was in the control room below the 

conning tower. While patrolling submerged on uneventful days the junior officers 

stood watch on the periscope all day long.  I now find that a little bit strange because 

on other submarines a more senior officer of the deck would man the periscope.  

But, at that time, the periscope was turned over to the most junior officers on the 

boat, so I got a lot of periscope time on that patrol. Upon arriving back at Pearl we 

were told that the submarines in Manila had gotten away ahead of the Japanese. 

They were now in Western Australia and needed replacements. Another junior 

officer and I were flown out there in a PBY4Y, a big four engine sea plane built by 

Consolidated. It took about four days to get there. I know we went to Christmas 

Island and then headed south.  The plane was carrying fuel tank sealing liners for 

the fighter planes on one of the carriers, which later was in the Battle of the Coral 

Sea.   
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We went to Tonga, where the carriers were, and transferred the gas tank liners to 

them. We then flew on to New Caledonia and Sydney, Australia. Our S-class boats 

were operating out of Brisbane. The other junior officer and I talked to a submarine 

detail officer in Sydney but neither he nor I had enough experience for the jobs he 

needed to fill on the S-class boats. We were advised to keep going west, to Western 

Australia where the other submarines of the old Asiatic Fleet were refitting. We flew 

to Perth. When we arrived there we were met, of course, and put up for the night. We 

reported in and the detail officer said that two submarines were going out within the 

week. They had been on the southwest tip of Western Australia in Albany; far away 

from the possibility of a Japanese attack before coming to Freemantle. The 

submarine tender USS Holland had refitted the submarines. On their way north the 

subs stopped at Fremantle to get some more fuel. The detailer told us, “I have two 

boats going out soon. I have the Salmon {SS 182} going out today and the Sargo {SS 

188) going out next week.”  We looked in our pockets. I had two shillings and he had 

five pounds, so I said, “I’ll go today.”   

 

And it turns out I got the better ship. The Salmon was skippered by Lieutenant 

Commander (LCDR) E B. McKinney. She had been in Cavite when the war started. 

She had been in the US actions against the Japanese in the Lingayen Gulf before 

heading south. She’d been in Surabaya. She’d been involved in the Java Sea battles, 

which were disastrous for us. She then had gone to Australia to be refitted in Albany. 

Salmon was on her way north when I got aboard. We went up through the Indian 

Ocean, through the barrier reef at Lombok Strait and on into the Java Sea. We were 

alone. The Lombok Strait is interesting because there is a current flowing from north 

to south in it of about two knots, so an old submarine such as ours could not make it 

submerged. Therefore, we ran Lombok at night on the surface. You got ready and 

come dark you put everything on the line and went on through at high speed of about 

seventeen knots. Navigation and piloting were strictly by eye ball because we had no 

radar. After passing through the Lombok Strait we went up the east coast of Borneo, 

through the Sabuto Strait, into the Sulu Sea and through the Balabac Strait into the 

China Sea north of Borneo.  

 

On patrol there we had success. On May 25
th

, 1942 we got into a small escorted 

convoy and sank a repair ship; she was 11,000 tons. Later, on the 28
th

, we sank 

another ship, a cargo ship of 4,382 tons. Both attacks were submerged periscope 

attacks against escorted ships in convoy. The escorts counter-attacked us with depth 

charges, but fortunately they did not find us. We did not see either of these ships sink. 

The skipper manned the periscope. He was assisted by the fire control party which 

was gathered about him in the conning tower. Once again our torpedoes worked. 

 

This boat had had a lot of trouble with torpedoes prior to that, but by that time we 

had been told to set them “for contact” and not “to run under,” which relied on the 

magnetic field of the target to activate the torpedo’s exploder. But still, even with a 

contact firing mechanism, there were difficulties. They didn’t go off all the time 
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because the firing pin release mechanism was defective. We went on back to 

Fremantle, fueled up, went back to Albany for refit and then went out on patrol 

again. On the next patrol we didn’t do anything. We didn't have any luck. We went 

back to practically the same area we had been in before, the South China Sea, but 

nothing. Then later on patrol, my third on Salmon, off the Philippines in October, 

still in 1942, we had a night surface engagement with a sampan.  We had seen these 

sampans in the area. They were either flying Japanese colors or had big rising suns 

painted on their sides. They were fishing boats of about 100 tons. We went alongside 

one of them and told her to stop. The captain tried to get away but we had a .50 

caliber machine gun, and small arms, with which we dissuaded him. Eventually, the 

sampan stopped and I went over to see what they had on board. They had fish on 

board. They also had a British surveying sextant, a Hamilton railroad watch, a 

commercial radio receiver and some kind of a spark-radio sending device.  I held the 

officer’s standard .45 caliber automatic pistol in my right hand.  While I was looking 

in the pilot house of this boat a brown man stripped to the waist grabbed me by the 

arm. I thought of course that he was Japanese.  He wasn’t. He was one of ours. We 

had two stewards on board, both of them Filipinos. This one was a Moro Filipino 

named Tambingan. The Moros collected the ears of their enemies. He was on that 

sampan intending to get some ears because his family had been devastated by the 

Japanese. He was grabbing me by the arm to tell me that there were a couple of men 

still on board. Before I realized who it was I swung the gun down on him and had it in 

his belly. For some reason I didn’t shoot. I recognized him in a split second, but how 

he got aboard or why he was on there, I didn’t know. He came aboard after I did. 

Fortunately, I didn’t shoot him.  

 

 Later we found out that most of the crew had jumped overboard and there weren’t 

any men left on board. We poured torpedo alcohol into the bilge and set it on fire. She 

burned and blew up in an hour or so. I’m sure the crew was Japanese because we 

picked up five or six of their identification booklets, or passports, which had pictures 

of them in high collared brown uniforms. We turned them into Intelligence. We 

attacked this boat because she could see us and report us. We did not shoot the 

sampan with the deck gun.  Salmon had only a three-inch gun aft.  Later the boats 

were equipped with four-inch guns, some of them even with five-inch guns mounted 

forward.          

 

Later in the patrol we ran across a Japanese convoy, attacked it but didn’t sink 

anything.  Probably the torpedoes didn’t go off.  Then on the 17
th

 of November we 

fired at three ships and sank one of them. This was a night time submerged attack on 

an escorted convoy. We were under depth charge counter-attack by the escorts for 

about one hour. Many of the explosions were close but we were not damaged. Under 

depth charge attack the submarine was, ”rigged for depth charge”, and 

,“buttoned-up” by closing all water-tight doors and ventilation flappers between 

compartments to limit flooding in case of leaks. All fans, ventilation blowers and 

other noisy motors were stopped to reduce noise the Japanese might hear and use to 

find us. The atmosphere in the boat got hot, wet, stale and thick. The attacking 

escorts used active echo-ranging sonar or passive detection listening gear to find us. 



 

6 

 

 

When an attacker made contact on us rate of its pinging, or echo-ranging, would 

increase. We could hear it.  This would be a signal to us that a depth charge run was 

about to begin. The attackers usually increased their speed on a depth charge run 

and the cadence of their propeller beats increased, also. As they closed in everyone in 

the submarine could hear these sounds. When the depth charges were dropped there 

usually was a clicking sound followed by the noise of the explosion and, if close, a 

violent rocking of the submarine; major damage could result. However, minor 

damage could also lead to trouble if there was too much of it. During a depth charge 

attack the boat was usually taken deep and run at slow speed to reduce noise and 

conserve the main storage battery. You didn’t know how long you might be held 

down under attack and battery power was the sole source of propulsion while 

submerged.  

 

The ship we hit was formerly a repair ship listed as XJR and was of 5,873 tons. On 

that patrol we fired at three other ships with no success.   

 

Salmon was ordered back to the navy yard at Mare Island, California for a complete 

overhaul. We went from the Philippines to Pearl Harbor and then directly to the 

navy yard. She was there until March of 1943. We were given leave and I had the 

good fortune to get married while on it.  My wife, the former Louise Tuberville 

Radford, and I met in 1941 in New London, Connecticut where she was attending 

Connecticut College for Women. I was at the Submarine School in Groton, which 

was across the Thames River. We were married in Louise’s home town of Kansas 

City, Missouri on February 26, 1943. Louise joined me in Vallejo, California, a navy 

town near Mare Island. We had three weeks together. Then the overhaul was 

completed and we headed back to the war zone.   

 

At that time I was a lieutenant junior grade. Soon afterwards I was promoted to 

lieutenant. My designation was deck officer (DVG) because that was the course I took 

in the V-7 school. However, I liked engineering and had taken a course in mechanical 

engineering at Tulane. Because of this I had been put in Salmon’s engineering 

department as assistant engineer. During the navy yard period I was fleeted up to 

engineer because the other officer had been transferred. So, when we left Mare 

Island I was Chief Engineer and Diving Officer. 

 

It was a mad house on Mare Island. There were probably a dozen boats being 

overhauled and the yard had brought in people from all walks of life to work on 

them.  For a long time during the overhaul, which lasted about four months, there 

were two of us on watch. We would stand watch and watch. Work continued on the 

boat twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. We would be called all during the 

night to witness some kind of test; a pressure test or something like that. During the 

latter part of the overhaul we got the engines running and the new battery was put in 

place. All the electrical, mechanical and water systems were completed and tested. 

Rudimentary radar was in place. The hull fittings had been tested and replaced, as 

necessary. All the officers and crew were back but we all still lived ashore. There was 

more work to do.  So it was a very busy time. A new skipper, LCDR Nicholas J. 
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Nicholas took command of Salmon during the overhaul period. 

 

Some of the other boats got 40 millimeters guns but we did not. Salmon still had the 

high bridge. The forward part of the bridge was enclosed.  Later, they cut that away 

and made a platform where a 40 millimeter gun could be mounted. She had a 20 

millimeter mount on the cigarette deck and a 3-inch mount was on deck aft of the 

conning tower.  Also, we had .30 caliber and .50 caliber machine guns.  

 

A number of problems emanated from poor workmanship. Salmon was equipped 

with HOR engines which were copied from the German MAN engines.  They were 

double-acting diesels which meant that they had a piston with two heads. They fired 

at both the top and bottom of the cylinder. It was like a steam engine and was built 

like a steam engine.  It was very tall because the piston rods were long. There were 

all kinds of problems with the seals of the connecting rod, the piston and the slipper. 

Something would happen to the seal rings, the rod would score and you would have 

to stop the engines. They had hundreds of little copper oil pipes running around the 

engine. They would vibrate and break so that the engine room was always a smoky, 

oily mess.  These engines put out a lot of power but they weren’t always running.  It 

took about 24 hours to change a piston and that wasn’t good.  Otherwise she was a 

pretty good boat. We received a Kleinschmidt Vapor Compression Still for making 

fresh water. It could make battery water on first run of the still. Before, fresh water 

was made through stills heated by the exhaust system of the engines. The water that 

you got from them sometimes was salty and Salmon couldn’t afford to have salt in its 

batteries. Of course, we needed fresh, potable water for the crew. The early ones were 

quite efficient but salted up and, when they salted up, you had to take them apart. 

Getting them back together tight was a tremendous job. There were a lot of 

mechanical problems with the Salmon.  The later boats were improved.  We went 

back on patrol in June of 1943.  

 

After being ashore the officers and men didn’t want to leave their wives and homes. 

There was concern, usually during the first couple of days out, about the dangers 

ahead of us but then we got back into the normal routine and that required almost all 

of our attention. Mostly we were busy with shipboard duties. We had to stand watch. 

We were standing four hours on and eight hours off.  We also had our departmental 

duties. As the engineer I had a lot to worry about with those engines. Then, if we went 

to general quarters everybody was called up. You often were exhausted and tried to 

get some sleep when you could.  For me the concern about going back to war was put 

in the background.  A couple of times when we were on leave during overhaul, while 

I was at home, I got to thinking about it and didn’t really want to go back out there. 

But once I got into the routine of the boat everything sort of evened out. 

 

As for the rest of the crew I will make these observations. All skippers have quirks. If 

you learn their quirks you get along pretty well.  My first skipper, on Narwhal, 

LCDR Wilkins, was a very considerate person; a very thoughtful, quiet person.  He 

was a wonderful skipper. The executive officer on Narwhal was very nervous and 

that created problems. He was a stickler for detail and made life pretty difficult. The 
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crew on Narwhal was comprised of old hands who had been in that boat for a long, 

long time. When I first went to her as a reserve ensign I was “not more than a quarter 

of an inch high,” and some of these old timers had difficulty accepting the fact that 

this inexperienced kid was going to tell them what to do. We had twenty chief petty 

officers (CPO) on her and they had their own quarters. I had to go into the chiefs’ 

quarters to check fittings for the “rig for dive” procedure. Some of these old 

mossbacks would be in their bunks and I’d have to lean over them to reach some 

valve, or something else, and they would growl at me.  I was run pretty ragged.  I’d 

be looking for someone, say an electrician’s mate. When I asked where he was the 

crew member would reply, “Yes sir, why he just went aft as you were coming 

forward – didn’t you see him?”  So I’d go aft and I’d get the same story. They had 

fun with the other new reserve officers and me. Later, as the war went on, these 

senior chiefs and other long service enlisted men were transferred into the overhaul 

business. A lot of them were promoted to warrant officer. They were put into the 

torpedo shops and machine shops at Pearl, and on to the submarine tenders. Of 

course, some of the younger ones were commissioned and stayed aboard the boats as 

operating officers.   

 

The men by and large were good. All submarine crews were made up of volunteers, 

such as me. Most of them knew their business. And that was not all. As I mentioned 

before I was sent out to Salmon as a replacement officer. The crew had turnover so 

replacements were needed when we got to port. The boat was between patrols when I 

got aboard. Two other times replacement crews were brought in, maybe a section of 

15 men, or something like that. Many of them didn’t have any submarine training, or 

any other training for that manner; not even boot camp. One time we received a draft 

of replacements called the “Houston Avengers”. After the cruiser Houston was sunk 

in the Java Sea navy recruiters went through Houston, Texas and swept up 

everybody they could. They put them on a train and sent them to the West Coast. 

They were put on a ship to Australia. There they were put on another train and sent 

to Western Australia, marched down a dock and put aboard Salmon. These guys 

didn’t know anything about submarines or the Navy. On board we had two tasks. 

One was training these people to be some use and the other was screening them. Out 

of 12 or 15 four might not be useful. You carried them all during that patrol and 

when you got in you transferred the unacceptable ones off.  

 

Another problem was that some of these young men had a venereal disease and 

penicillin was not yet available; only sulfa was. When you get a young man 17 or 18 

years old and he doesn’t know much about what he’s doing anyhow, and he’s on 

sulfa, he’s dopey; he’s not very much use. We had a number of kids with VD, usually 

gonorrhea, and they were taking sulfa, which made them less than useful.  I never 

saw any of them lose their nerve or anything like that. Occasionally they were 

sleeping when they shouldn’t have been.  But later on as there was better screening 

and training of the people that came to you and the results were good. Speaking of 

sleep, eventually you got into a routine. In three to four hours you could refresh 

yourself.  As a young man you could do that.  
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I’ll now get back to the various reactions of skippers. Captain McKinney was a 

lawyer.  He had some law in his background. He was a naval academy graduate, as 

were all the submarine commanding officers then.  He had been in the Judge 

Advocate General department. He had a law education.  He also had seen shipyard 

duty with the Superintendent of Ships, so he thought he knew a lot about mechanics 

and repair. He had the curiosity of a cat.  Whenever anything went wrong, like a 

pipe leaking oil, water or air, you could expect to find Captain McKinney’s face in 

there.  He got in the way of people trying to do their jobs. If something broke you 

had difficulties because it was a personal insult to him. It got so that the engineering 

officer didn’t like having to tell him something was wrong. That was one of his 

quirks. Actually, we became quite good friends and I saw him numerous times after 

the war. The next one was Nicholas J. Nicholas, captain of Salmon. He replaced 

McKinney during the overhaul at Mare Island in 1943. He was of Greek extraction.  

He was a very nice man. We got him and several new officers. One of them was 

Lieutenant (LT) Dick Lanning. Dick had been on carriers. Dick was graduated from 

the Naval Academy, class of 1940, and was a brilliant man.  This was his first duty in 

submarines.  He had been to submarine school. Dick was later the skipper of the 

second atomic submarine to be commissioned. He had a very successful career in the 

Navy. We went to Pearl with Captain Nicholas, a lieutenant commander at that time.  

Nicholas was somewhat nervous and not especially daring.  He was a cautious 

skipper but no one ever questioned his courage. He did sink some ships. I made two 

patrols with him, one in June and the other in August. He made about three or four 

patrols. We were sailing out of Pearl. We came back to Midway, refitted in Midway 

and went back on patrol.  The latter part of my time on Salmon we were with the 

Northern Pacific Fleet as opposed to the South Western Pacific Fleet. Admiral 

Lockwood, who had transferred from the Southwest Pacific Fleet, now commanded 

the Pacific Fleet submarines.   

 

We had trouble with our torpedoes. We were making attacks but had terrible luck 

with the torpedoes. On Salmon in August, on the last patrol I made in her, we were 

way up north. We were in the Sea of Okhotks. We went into it through the Kurile 

Islands and patrolled there during the summer. The last attack we made was on a 

merchant ship traveling alone; this was a daytime submerged attack. We fired three 

torpedoes. There were no explosions but one of them apparently penetrated the hull 

because the ship stopped. So there she was, just sitting and not moving. The skipper 

started shooting more torpedoes at the ship. We wound up firing nine and the last 

one went off. That was the end of our torpedo load so we packed up and went home.  

It was curious. Earlier on that patrol we had made a night attack on another ship. We 

didn’t have to make a submerged attack but we did.  That was the more 

conservative way to do it.  We heard the torpedo run; we heard the explosion and 

believed that the ship sank. However, there was no credit given for sinking that ship 

by any of the reporting sources.  But later, in the 1960’s, Captain Nicholas, who was 

still on active duty, received a letter from the Navy stating that ship had, indeed, 

sunk. So, she was added in the 1960’s to the list of sinkings for Salmon. 

 

The overall opinion of the junior officers about Captain Nicholas was that he was 
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overly cautious. But, what did we know? We were young, relatively inexperienced 

and ‘gung ho’.  We were loyal. We just wondered why some things hadn’t happened 

when we thought they should have. We were discrete and kept our opinions to 

ourselves. All skippers had the safety of the boat and crew in mind all the time. Some 

were more conservative than others in the actions they took. Captain Nicholas was 

conservative.   

 

 Just as a sidelight on discretion I’ll add this story. After a patrol, when I was in port 

at a rest camp, there was an officer of another submarine who was a good poker 

player.  He was invited to play with some of the skippers and he drank too much. He 

got to talking about his skipper, who was there, and called his skipper all kinds of 

things including yellow.  So the next thing you know this young officer is up for 

courts martial.  The word got around. You had better be able to prove what you said 

about another officer. Retribution was swift if you couldn’t.  

 

The Navy never asked for our opinion of a commanding officer. It would have been 

against all protocol to ask a junior officer what he thought about a senior officer. 

Only the skipper prepared reports after the conclusion of a patrol. His reports were 

detailed. Whoever evaluated the skipper after reading his report would know 

whether or not he had been aggressive enough. Usually the executive officer provided 

the background material. The report would state whether or not he had sunk any 

ships. So judgement was made on the skipper’s ability on the basis of what was done 

or not done; of what damage was inflicted or sustained and what special operations 

had been carried out. All of the officers were allowed to read the report before it was 

sent to Command. While the patrol report was not routed around the ship you still 

had a yeoman typing it in the open. Anybody enlisted man who wanted to see it could 

have by looking over the yeoman’s shoulder.   

 

An interesting thing happened when we were off the Japanese coast and received a 

secret message, for the captain’s eyes only, telling us to be on the lookout for a 

Japanese carrier and task force as it was heading our way. We were in position to 

intercept them.  In the afternoon a great, big passenger ship passed very close to us. 

We were sitting there just panting and wondering, “Why don’t we sink this thing?” 

She was alone and a beautiful target. The skipper did counsel the officers, shared the 

contents of the secret message with them, and asked, “What should we do here? We 

have secret orders to intercept a carrier but here’s an opportunity to sink this big 

ship. However, even if we sink her we will have given away our position. What do you 

all think we ought to do?”  I was torn. Frankly, I was torn. It didn’t matter. She was 

fast and got past us while we were deciding what to do. We chased her but never had 

a shot. That night we sighted the carrier force but we were too far away to attack. I 

think now had we been wrong to chase the passenger ship. In doing so we were out of 

position for the intercept. However, carriers move fast so we might have been out of 

position anyway.  

 

Dick Lanning, who I mentioned, commented during the council meeting, “Listen, 

we’re out here to sink carriers; we’re not out here to sink, to attack merchant ships 
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just for sake of sinking merchant ships.  Our job is to go after that carrier.” He was 

pretty bitter about going after the big ship.  The fact is we missed an opportunity to 

at least make an attack on a carrier. There were several people who knew that we had 

been told to intercept a carrier task force. This was based on very secret information, 

which usually was for the skipper only. In this case other officers were told.  

  

 

Another time, when I was on Salmon, and were quite far north I believe we received 

another very secret message. I think it was just before the last ship we sank that we 

were told that a carrier had been launched and Seahorse {SS 304} had gotten a 

torpedo into her; that she was coming our way.  We were on the surface at night. I 

had excellent night vision so I spent time on the bridge, particularly when Captain 

Nicholas wanted somebody who could see at night. The chief quartermaster also had 

good night vision. We sighted something on the horizon and approached it. It looked 

like a carrier that was half sunk.  There was a boat, probably a patrol boat, also in 

the vicinity. So we said this is a natural. There’s a damaged carrier and she’s got this 

escort patrolling around her. We approached the thing and dove and were about to 

shoot when the chief quartermaster Tim Woods, who was on the periscope said, 

“There’s something wrong here.  That’s a rock.”  It was a rocky island.  We were 

expecting to see a stricken ship and it turned out to be a rock.  So we didn’t shoot at 

it.  That was sort of funny.  But then, we had success in the sinkings of two ships, 

one 4,000 tons and another 2,460 tons. The last ship was the one we fired all the 

torpedoes at and only one went off.  We went on back into Pearl and I received 

orders to go back to New London to commission the submarine Cavalla {SS 244}. 

With that I left Salmon. I wanted to go to new construction. I didn’t want to leave 

Salmon, particularly. I was sorry we weren’t doing better but I was contented with 

her and the skipper.  

 

I went to the Cavalla as Chief Engineer and Diving Officer.  She was in New London 

at Electric Boat Company. I got there in the summer of 1943. She was commissioned 

early in April of 1944. We left a few weeks after that.  We went to Pearl Harbor and 

did some refitting there. In June of 1944 the Navy was preparing for an attack on the 

Marianas Islands. We knew that something was going on because we could see  

landing craft, marines and big transport ships loading up. We trained some more, 

especially in night surface torpedo attacks using our new and excellent fire-control 

radar. Then we left on Cavalla’s first war patrol. We stopped at Midway to refuel. 

We left Midway for our assigned position on a scouting line about half way between 

the Marianas Islands and the Philippines. 

 

Our skipper was LCDR Herman Kossler, Naval Academy, class of 1934.  I had 

known Kossler previously because he was one of the junior officers on the Nautilus 

when I first went to the Narwhal. I was delighted to be with him. We became very 

good friends. He was experienced. He was a good submariner. He had been on the 

Guardfish (SS 217), a very successful submarine. Her skipper was LCDR Klackring. 

I learned a lot about Klackring because I fleeted up to be the executive officer on the 

Cavalla as Kossler had been on the Guardfish. 
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I went out to Pearl as chief engineer but during our training period our executive 

officer had a nervous breakdown. He was a conscientious person who didn’t pace 

himself. He worked too hard and didn’t sleep enough. He recovered, went back on 

patrol and eventually got command. However, through his actions we could sense he 

was in trouble.  

 

It was a hectic time.  Pressure was on to train the ship. We’d gotten good surface 

radar and we were training for night surface attacks (U-boat wolfpack tactics) that 

required a lot of coordination. When you’re making night surface attack you can 

become confused, you can lose the picture and the exec just couldn’t take it. We were 

all under pressure, but Captain Kossler was excellent and succeeded in molding the 

crew into a good unit. He was having marital problems at that the time. His wife was 

leaving him for an Air Force type and she gave him the news as we were leaving New 

London. So there we were. The executive officer was gone for medical reasons, 

Kossler had family problems and a submarine had to be taken on patrol. By that time 

I’d had six war patrols. I’d been in the Navy since 1941. This was 1944 so I’d had 

three years in the Navy, all of it in submarines. He trusted me and asked me if I 

wanted to be the executive officer and I said, “Yes Sir, I do.”  We had a third officer 

who was a lieutenant.  I was a lieutenant.  He was named Casler, James Casler, 

better known as “Jughead.” Jug had been a chief quartermaster, an enlisted man. He 

had been promoted to officer rank.  He had been on the submarine Seawolf (SS 197) 

with Skipper Freddie Warder, a very successful skipper out of Manila during the 

first part of the war. Jug thought the world of Freddie Warder and he was right.  

Jug was very aggressive and he was a good navigator. Therefore, I was Executive 

Officer but he was Navigator. This didn’t bother me but the executive officer usually 

was the navigator, also. I was standing watch so I wasn’t always around when things 

were going on; Jug and the Captain were doing things without me.  Funny thing is 

his name was Casler and the skipper’s name was Kossler.  I remember that when 

the ship was being built Jug would go and antagonize some of the yard workman. 

Then the superintendent of ships would come down with fire in his eyes looking for 

the “Kossler” who had been up there raising the devil with some of the yard 

workman. It wouldn’t be Kossler but Casler.  So that was not real funny.  We had 

four other officers. Three of us were war experienced.  The Skipper, Jug and I were 

all war experienced.  All the others had naval experience but they hadn’t had war 

patrol experience. There were a total of seven officers.       

          

We got through our training period successfully and went out to the western Pacific 

Ocean. We were put on a scouting line prior to the battle of the Philippine Sea, which 

turned out to be the battle when our men went in to attack and capture Saipan Island 

of the Mariana Islands. Captain Kossler knew that the U.S. fleet was ordered to 

attack the Marianas and he had been briefed on it.  He knew why we were on a 

patrol about half way between the Marianas and Japan.  There were eight to ten 

submarines on the scouting line. Capt Kossler did not tell anybody on the ship, 

neither the navigator nor I, that this big operation was coming off.  We obviously 

knew that something was going on because we’d seen all these ships preparing to 
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leave Pearl Harbor as we were heading out to our patrol station.   

 

On the night of June 16, 1944 we contacted a small Japanese force comprised of two 

tankers and three destroyers heading out from the San Bernardino Straits towards 

the Marianas.  It was a clear night. We were ahead of them and chose to dive and 

make a night periscope attack. But we were run down.  They zigged towards us and 

put us too close to them to be in a firing position. It would have been wasteful to fire. 

Moreover, if we had fired and missed we would have divulged our position. So we 

didn’t fire. They went on by. We surfaced and reported that these ships had gone by. 

Within a few hours we were told to track them so we turned around and tracked 

them. We tracked them running at high speed but, of course, we couldn’t catch them. 

After two days of tracking them we were told to go back to our patrol position. While 

we were still tracking the tankers, at about 2000 hours on the night of June, 18, 1944, 

just at sundown, I had the watch. I was the officer of the deck.  Combat information 

center (CIC) got a radar contact astern of us. I think the contact was about 18,000 

yards away, which was pretty good for that radar. It became obvious that the contact 

was a big fleet.  With the initial contact I did what I thought the book said to do, I 

turned the ship towards the contact, put all the engines on the line and we were soon 

up to about 18 knots.  The skipper got to the bridge and said “Tom, what are you 

doing?” I answered, “I’m closing the enemy.”  We were closing the enemy at a rate 

of about 37 knots because they were heading right for us. We turned around and, on 

their same course, started tracking from ahead. We couldn’t keep ahead of them 

because they were making more speed than we were.  We tracked them and found 

which way they were going. We dived the boat and they came on over us headed for 

Saipan. It took them three hours to clear us. We didn’t report them on the radio for 

fear they would hear us.  

 

As this fleet went overhead the destroyers and the cruisers, with their fast and high 

pitched propellers, beat a noise you could actually hear through the hull. Then the 

heavy ships, with their slow revolving propellers, beat a deeper noise. Of course our 

sonar gear was tracking all of this. Finally “sound” located the destroyers following 

the main body. We had to let them go by.  We knew that we had to report this major 

contact as soon as possible. By now the crew was beginning to mumble, “What in the 

hell are we out here for?  Here’s the Japanese fleet and we didn’t do anything about 

it.  We didn’t shoot.  We didn’t do anything.”  Well, the Skipper knew what was 

going on.  He had orders which were contrary to what the other commanding 

officers had had in the war.  His orders were to, “Report first and then shoot”, not 

the other way around. We got a report off about midnight. Once it was received our 

orders were changed to, “Shoot first then report.”       

        

The initial contact was at 2000 and about midnight we got the report off to 

Headquarters in Pearl Harbor. That report was used by Admiral Spruance and his 

staff to position our fleet.  From what I’ve read I don’t think they used our report 

promptly; didn’t give it as much weight as they should have, but they did use it. HQ 

also had a couple of reports from aircraft sightings, one of which was way out of 

position. I think the bias of the aviators running that fleet was to give the airplane 
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reports more credence than they gave to the submarines. Anyhow, they used our 

report to help position the U.S. fleet for attack on the Japanese fleet.  We were told 

to head on back to our patrol station. A day or so after that contact, at night, we 

heard single engine aircraft pass over quite low, so it was obvious that something was 

going on around there. We’d been forced to dive two or three times by approaching 

aircraft. We were down at around 1030 or 1100 in the morning and the sound gear 

reported noise up to the north.  We put the scope up and sure enough, we could see 

the tops of these ships coming over the horizon. We went to battle stations and 

started tracking.  

 

 It was a division of carriers, part of the Japanese fleet commanded by Admiral 

Ozawa.  He had a couple of cruisers, two carriers and five or six destroyers.  We 

were in a beautiful position.  We turned about 60 degrees in order to get into a good 

firing position on them.  I remember that, as they were coming on, the crew was 

keyed up and ready for this big chance to shoot at an aircraft carrier. The whole 

approach lasted about 15 minutes so we didn’t have much time to track them.  Now, 

the policy on figuring out the target speed was to start with an assumed speed of 15 

knots.  You put that speed into the torpedo data computer. Then you corrected that 

estimate if the calculated course and speed solution did not agree with observed 

bearings and ranges. Casler who had been on carriers with the surface fleet knew 

that carriers during flight operations always got up to at least 25 knots and Zellmer, 

on plot, agreed.  So he said, “Crank in 25 knots”, which was absolutely right because 

that’s what the Jap carrier was making. Our solution of course and speed tracked 

well.  The ranging we did on her was through the periscope. We didn’t have a radar 

periscope.  It was optical ranging.   We were tracking well. We passed under the 

lead destroyers screening the Task Force. As they got close enough to see well, the 

skipper gave the gunnery officer, whose name was Rand, and me the opportunity to 

look through the periscope to identify those ships. I got a look at her.  She was a big 

carrier with a great, big Japanese flag flying. She was landing planes. Yes, you could 

see the flag.  There was no question.  It was not an American carrier.  She was 

different from a lot of the other Japanese carriers because she had an island similar 

to those on U.S. carriers. We wanted to make sure we weren’t shooting at an 

American carrier, but as she had this “meatball” flag we knew she wasn’t. We turned 

and got into a firing position where we were at right angles to her course and about 

1200 yards off her track.  There was a destroyer on our port beam about 2000 yards 

or so heading right for us. As we were going in, the skipper said, “Well, we’re going 

in.  Is everybody ready?”  And they were.  The plan was to shoot all six bow tubes 

with a spread of about 120 per cent which means that you spread the torpedoes out so 

that they cover a theoretic ship length of about 120 percent of the actual length; some 

forward; some aft but you spread it out angularly.  About 1100, we started shooting 

and got probably three torpedoes off at periscope depth while still checking the 

bearing change. I was the assistant approach officer so I was reading the bearing and 

range off the periscope as the skipper was using the scope and relaying them to the 

torpedo data computer operator who was cranking them in.  Then the destroyer was 

coming up all this time, so as the last torpedoes were being fired, we started deep. 

These were steam torpedoes which leave a pronounced wake the destroyer would see 
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if they were looking ahead, which I’m sure they were.  And then right at the right 

intervals we heard at least three explosions, possibly four, but at least three because 

about the time of the fourth, the destroyer had arrived and begun dropping the depth 

charges. As we started down, we “rigged for depth charge” which means you shut all 

the internal hatches and all the ventilation flappers. You turn off the ventilation 

system.  You turn off the air conditioning.  You turn off anything that makes noise. 

We went down to deep submergence, which on that boat was about 312 feet.  

Cavalla was what they called a “thin skinner”. The pressure hull was about one inch 

thick.  She was not the thickest hull type boat.  She was good for 312 feet, or a little 

more in an emergency. The destroyer dropped a string of depth charges which were 

quite close because he knew where we were. Then the others came in. At least three 

destroyers stayed with us. The carrier didn’t stop.  She kept going and we tracked 

her on sonar.       

 

We went down as quickly and quietly as we could. We looked for a thermal gradient 

but I don’t think we found one. We went down as deep as we could and we stayed as 

quiet as we could. The main engine air induction pipe started leaking and we began 

to get heavy with flooding seawater. This piping outside the pressure hull was a foot 

and a half in diameter and 20 feet long. When it filled up with water we lost a lot of 

buoyancy. One of the listening sound gears was put out of commission.  There were 

other leaks around the hull fittings and through-hull shafts. But the induction pipe 

was the biggest problem. We had to pump out ballast water to compensate for the 

weight and that made noise.  We actually had to speed up to maintain depth. We 

were running at about 10 to 15 degree up angle just to hold depth and were making 

more propeller noise there than we wanted to. There we were, struggling to maintain 

depth without making noise, which would call in the destroyers. About an hour to 

hour and a half later the destroyers wandered off. They had lost contact.  They 

dropped a total of 106 depth charges on many attacking runs; then they left. After 

the war we learned that they were called back to the carrier because the carrier was 

in danger of sinking. The destroyers were take the crew off.  So that’s probably the 

reason they left us. We stayed submerged and about two and one- half hours later, at 

about 1330, in the afternoon, we heard a couple of very heavy explosions in the 

distance.  I’ve heard volcanic explosions and this was a heavy rumbling like a 

volcanic explosion.  It turned out to be the 29,000 ton aircraft carrier Shokaku 

blowing up. We said, “That’s got to be her.”  We knew which way she’d gone. 

Eventually we surfaced at dusk.  In the attack message that Capt. Kossler sent {you 

padded these messages with a little something at the end to make it more difficult for 

the code breakers) he said “I believe that baby sank.”  Of course, that was true.  

She did. This was confirmed in a week or so in the message traffic. We felt exalted 

because Shokaku was one of the “Pearl Harbor” carriers that had been in the attack 

on Dec 7
th

 1941. This was one of the great kills made by U.S. submarines in World 

War II. 

  

It got known because we had been charging around at four-engine speed all this time 

and were running out fuel. We were ordered to Saipan to refuel from a tanker. 

Saipan had been taken but landings were still in progress following the initial attack; 
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we were ordered there, anyway.  There was a tanker in Garapan Harbor. She 

refueled us and by then our deed was well known in Saipan. I remember some war 

correspondents coming aboard to get the story. We heard that the submarine 

Albacore (SS 218), which was northeast of us, had attacked that same carrier division 

on the same morning we had, but had had a problem with their torpedo fire-control 

equipment. They had shot and got one hit on the carrier Taiho. They were very upset 

because they didn’t think they had done anything.  But as it turned out that one 

torpedo hit the aviation fuel and she caught fire and blew up.  That had happened in 

the interval between their attack and ours. She was already gone when we attacked 

Shokaku. So, the submarines got two carriers out of the same division.  These 

sinkings were important to the outcome of the battle for Saipan because that 

Japanese carrier division was there not only to launch aircraft against our fleet but 

also to receive aircraft following their own attacks. So now the Japs were short of 

places to launch and land airplanes. They had been in the Marianas Turkey Shoot. 

 

We refueled and went back on patrol. Nothing interesting happened after that. We 

were sent to Majuro Island for refit and rest. That over with we joined a submarine 

wolf pack on patrol in the northern part of the China Sea. Nothing developed there. 

We were then ordered to join the submarine force operating out of South Western 

Australia. We were tickled to death to go back to Fremantle. I remember the skipper, 

who liked to joke, saying, “You guys, you think you’re really something.  You’ve 

been to Australia.  What’s so good about that?” Enroute, probably about the time 

we were transiting south through Lombok Strait, I was notified by radio message 

‘Baby Gram” that Louise and I were the proud parents of a son, Thomas Bayne 

Denegre III. We refitted in Fremantle. The skipper went ashore and fell in love with 

Australia.  

 

We went on patrol from Australia. That would have been my third patrol on Cavalla. 

In November of 1944 we went up to the South China Sea where we sank a sampan of 

about 75 or 100 tons with gunfire.  We had a four-inch gun and we shot it up at 

range about 2000 yards. Then on November 25th, while we were on a line to the east 

of Singapore in the South China Sea, we got two contacts to the west. Visibility was 

clear. The sea was calm but the night sky was not bright. We stayed on the surface. 

The contacts turned out to be two warships. They were zig-zagging a little but not 

seriously.  We got a set- up on the closest one.  I was, as the assistant approach 

officer, in the conning tower running the plotting party and radar tracking. The 

skipper and another officer were on the bridge with one or two lookouts and the chief 

quartermaster. We decided to make a night surface attack on one of two “unescorted 

destroyers”, which we initially thought were one cruiser and one destroyer.  We 

kept the power available on all four main engines while moving at slow speed. It was 

a big destroyer, the Shimotsuki, 2300 tons. We kept the bow pointed at him so that 

our silhouette was minimized.  We had visual bearings coming from the bridge and 

we had good radar ranges and bearings. We had them “dead to rights”. The firing 

range was about 2,000 yards and as we got into a beautiful firing position we let go 

four torpedoes. At that time the other ship was maybe a 1000 yards further away 

from us. We then turned to the left and went to “Flank Speed”. They were crossing 
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left to right so we turned left and as we were turning, the torpedoes hit and that ship 

blew up in one great big fireball.  I know that in the conning tower, with the hatch 

open, we could practically read with the light from that explosion. We stayed on the 

surface and having all the engines on the line pulled out at 18 knots. The other 

destroyer dropped some depth charges and we laughed at them. We pulled on out of 

there with no interference from the other destroyer. However, we had alerted it and 

decided against an attack, discretion being the better part of valor, as has been said 

before.          

 

 Towards the end of the patrol, while going back to Fremantle, we ran through the 

Java Sea.  At that time the submarines were not using the Makassar Strait because it 

was not only shallow but also heavily mined. Instead, we went around the west side of 

Borneo. It’s also quite shallow in spots so occasionally you had to run on the surface. 

In the Java Sea you could dive but usually we stayed on the surface. We headed on 

back to Australia around Borneo and into the Java Sea heading east towards 

Lombok Strait and then south towards Australia.  On a clear afternoon, on the 

surface in the Java Sea, we sighted three small ships running close to the shore and 

passed them. We didn’t do anything about them but I’m sure they saw us. We talked 

it over and decided, “Well, we’ve still got plenty of torpedoes available. Let’s go do 

something about it”. So after sundown we turned around and chased back west to 

find them. Sure enough, they had changed course to the north so that their course 

was at right angle to ours. We just pulled in there with the skipper and another 

officer on the bridge taking bearings. The radar had a clear picture of the three ships 

and was getting good ranges. They could see the ships very clearly from the bridge. 

One of them was showing smoke.  I was in the conning tower with the fire control 

party.  We got set-ups on them and fired three torpedoes at about 2,000 yards. We 

hit two of them with this one spread.  We got one big ship and one small ship.  They 

were later both classified at 900 tons; one of them at 909 and one at 971.  This was 

classified as a “successful patrol” with the sampan, a destroyer and two ships.  We 

went back to Fremantle. 

 

Rear Admiral James Fife was commander of the Southwest Pacific Submarine 

Command. He had absolutely no sense of humor. He was dedicated to his life with 

submarines.  He was 100 percent submarines.  He had a family.  He had a 

daughter but I don’t think he spent much time with any of them. He was capable. I 

don’t think he was brilliant. He was very studious and dedicated, and he did a lot for 

the submarine force. He had a strong personality. At that time he had relieved Rear 

Admiral Christie. It was curious. When Admiral Christie was in charge at Fremantle 

the skipper and I were invited to have lunch with him. Admiral Christie got my name 

and asked me if my father was Bayne Denegre? I said yes. He said “I knew him.  

When I was at the Naval Academy he was at Yale, and I had a little problem with him 

about a girl I was dating”. This was a surprise to me, but my father remembered 

when I related Admiral Christie’s story to him.  

 

Later, when we got back to Fremantle, Admiral Fife had taken over. We refitted 

there. We made another patrol out of Fremantle into the South China Sea; into the 
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“dangerous grounds” west of Palawan Island.  We didn’t do anything. But one 

night, in a glassy calm sea, the officer of the deck reported that we were in a field of 

maybe a 100 floating, horned-type spherical mines. They had obviously broken loose 

from some where. Our radar could see these mines and we were able to conn the ship 

safely through them. Japanese ships were scarce. This was 1945 and there were few 

Japanese vessels to be seen. I didn’t see it mentioned in the records but we made an 

attack on a group of ships that looked like mine sweepers. By that time we had gotten 

wake-less electric torpedoes. We fired them at the mine sweepers but nothing 

happened. They didn’t spot the torpedoes and they didn’t spot us.  It was a zero/zero 

game.   

  

We returned to Fremantle and then went out for a fourth patrol. By that time the 

submarine tender and Admiral Fife had moved to Subic Bay, Luzon, Philippines 

Islands. The war was winding down. We proceeded to Subic Bay and I was 

transferred off Cavalla to the Submarine Squadron staff that was based on the USS 

Howard Gilmore, our tender. I became division engineer for a couple of months. I 

had made ten war patrols of 52 to 58 days each in enemy controlled waters. We sank 

10 ships and 2 Sampans, including an aircraft carrier of 29,000 tons and a new 

destroyer of 2300 tons for a total tonnage sunk of 64,146 tons.  I was tired, irritable 

and having trouble sleeping. I may have had combat fatigue. I was twenty-five years 

old. The skipper was thirty-three, an old man for subs and the veteran of many 

patrols himself. He was kind enough to let me off after ten patrols. I was relieved of 

all duties. However, I was willing to go on. In fact, I volunteered for an executive 

officer position on another submarine but another man was chosen. The war had not 

ended but it was about to, but no one knew it.  Plans were being made to invade the 

Japanese home islands and troops were being marshalled for the assault.  The atom 

bomb ended all of that. 

 

 While I was on Howard Gilmore, in the late summer of 1945, the reserve officers 

were asked if they wanted to attend a post graduate course, a general line course, 

which was a rejuvenation of a program which had existed before the war. Officers 

from submarines, destroyers or airplanes were put back into school and given 

education about what the rest of the navy was doing. This was a plan to give all of 

those interested in transferring to the regular Navy some background on the career. 

Secretary of the Navy James Forrestal was personally interested in restarting this 

post graduate course. That program is still in effect now. This was the pilot program 

and it was held at the Post Graduate School at the Naval Academy.  I signed up for it 

and was accepted. 

 

Louise and our son Tommy went with me to Annapolis.  We were given quarters in 

half of a Quonset hut near the Postgraduate School.  

 

When the war ended I was relieved in spirit. I don’t remember ever being worried or 

frightened at sea. However, war patrols had become troublesome and irritating and, 

as I just said, I was having trouble sleeping. Jug was gone after our second patrol 

together and as executive officer I was now handling the navigation. When the 
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navigation duties had been done I was still available for work with the fire control 

parties or making sure that the executive orders of the captain were carried out. 

Evidently I was worn out and it showed. My reaction to these emergencies and 

contacts were, “Boy, I’m going to feel like hell in the morning.” I was not regular 

Navy. I was a reserve officer. Nearly all of the submarine captains were regular 

Navy; a few were not. Commander (CDR) Hugh Lewis, Naval Academy class of 1934, 

was one of those who were not. When the Navy cut back during the Depression Lewis 

was put on inactive duty. I’d known Hugh Lewis in New Orleans because I was in the 

Naval Reserve unit there. I joined in 1937 for the purpose of qualifying for 

examinations for the Naval Academy. Hugh Lewis was one of the officers in New 

Orleans working a civilian job there. When the war came he got into submarines and 

as captain of USS Sterlet (SS 392) he did very well. He may have been a Naval 

Academy graduate but he was also a reserve officer. Then there were three or four 

others who were in command because they were qualified and there had been a 

shortage of skippers.   

 

A very sad thing happened. A good friend of mine, Edward “Skillet” Holt, Naval 

Academy class of 1939 and I had gone to submarine classes together. We’d been in 

port a number of times during the war and were actually up in New London on new 

construction at Electric Boat Co at the same time.  He was given command of the 

USS Bullhead (SS 332) right at the end of the war. Skillet was hardheaded and very 

aggressive. Bullhead was sunk just north of Lombok Strait in the Java Sea while 

enroute to her patrol area. It was Skillet’s first patrol as Commanding Officer. She 

was the last submarine lost, probably to aircraft. I think he was out to find a ship to 

sink and pressed his luck too hard. The post war careers of my war-time skippers 

were excellent; Wilkins, McKinney and Kossler all were promoted to Rear Admiral. 

Nicholas was promoted to Captain.  

    

I stayed in the Navy after the war and transferred from the U.S. Naval Reserve to the 

U.S. Navy. I had wanted to be in the Navy from childhood. I stayed with submarines. 

In the summer of 1946 I went to USS Pomfret (SS 391), which was based in Pearl 

Harbor. I had an interesting tour on her because we were sending submarines out to 

China to render services to the surface fleet there.  We ran targets for them. The 

Pomfret was an excellent ship. I was the executive officer. The skipper was 

Commander John B. Hess.  He was a brilliant, kind man. He had been a skipper for 

a number of years and had a wonderful war record. I was the executive officer and 

navigator. He had been on Pomfret for three years. As this was his third year he 

didn’t have to make his mark and let me run the boat. I had good drill and training 

for promotion to command aboard the Pomfret.  

 

We went out from Pearl Harbor to China. We visited the island of Kapingamarangi, 

which is an island north of Yap. The people there are of the same origin as the 

Hawaiians.  They are a little different in appearance from some of the others at 

nearby islands. We lay off there. Some crew went ashore in sailing dugout canoes and 

had a marvelous time.  Then we went off to Hong Kong for about a week. We 

moored beside a British submarine tender in Hong Kong harbor.  We went up to 
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Zamboango and Jolo in the Philippines and then up to Tsingtao, China.  We worked 

out of Tsingtao for about six weeks. We stopped in Japan, too, on the way to 

Tsingtao. Then it was back to Pearl. I was on board for a little over a year. I was 

given orders to New Orleans, my home town, as Aide and Flag Lieutenant to the 

Commandant of the Eighth Naval District, Rear Admiral Lawrence Reifsnider. He 

was a WWI submariner. He had had a long and distinguished career. During WW II 

he was in the amphibious force.  He had command of task groups of ships that 

landed troops in several vital areas. He was in the Naval Academy class of either 1908 

or 1912.  He reached age 62 and retired while I was with him in New Orleans.  

 

Louise and I went to New Orleans with our son Tommy. Our son John Baldwin was 

born there in September 1949. We lived in quarters on the Naval Station in Algiers, 

which is across the river from New Orleans.  The office was in New Orleans. It was a 

very interesting social job. I was there for two years.       

       

At the end of 1949 I went to Key West as Executive Officer and Navigator of USS 

Clamagore (SS 343). In early 1950 I took command of Clamagore.  She was a WWII 

era submarine that had been modified to the Guppy II configuration.  She had had 

her battery capacity doubled. The deck guns were taken off and the topside and 

shears were streamlined. And a snorkel had been installed. We lived in and operated 

out of Key West. I had command of Clamagore for two years. Shortly after I went 

aboard in December or January as executive officer we were sent up to Philadelphia 

for overhaul. The skipper, who was a disinterested type, actually lived in 

Philadelphia.  So he was gone and I was acting CO during the three-month 

overhaul.  We had an excellent crew.  The Korean War had started at that time and 

good people were available. I had three officers out of the Naval Academy, class of 

1945, who were excellent, top- notch officers. Other officers and the crew were good, 

too. Our crew was enthusiastic.  

 

I was given orders to report to Prospective Officer School in New London. We were 

educated and trained to be commanding officers of submarines. I was to become the 

commanding officer of Clamagore. The current skipper liked the submarine pay and 

he wouldn’t relinquish command until we were actually leaving the navy yard. I was 

putting the submarine back together and training the crew, but he was still the 

skipper. We had a change of command ceremony. I became the CO. We singled-up 

the lines, took in all lines in and went to sea. I was, of course, tickled to death. Before I 

went below for the night I’d left the orders, “If anything comes up let me know”. 

That night when we got off the Delaware capes we were charging along on the surface 

and a fog came in. The officer of the deck called, “Captain to the Bridge, a fog has set 

in” I said to myself, “Captain to the bridge, God Damn, that’s me!” I enjoyed it; I had 

a good time.  She was an excellent ship. I was compatible with the crew. 

 

Our operations were in the waters off Key West. We were running as target for the 

experimental anti-submarine warfare systems and the weapons the Navy was 

developing. The exercise anti-submarine ships would shoot torpedoes at us, they’d 

drop hedgehogs on us and do want they could to simulate our demise. Our job was to 
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evade them. We would maneuver to make it difficult for them. Actually, we helped 

develop a number of ‘submarine evasive maneuvers’. Clamagore was fast, 

maneuverable and had the power to evade. It set examples of what a submarine of 

her class could do to evade attackers. Later on we heard about the maneuvers that 

the nuclear-powered boats were conducting. We did a lot of these same maneuvers. 

We did them manually but the principles were the same. I was there a little over two 

years with Clamagore and then was promoted to Commander in 1952.  

 

I was posted to the staff of the Chief of Naval Operations, Undersea Warfare Division 

– Submarine Section, in Washington. This division was concerned with what the 

submarine force needed in order to keep operating at a high level; what planning 

should be done for future submarine use and the types of boats needed to do it. Some 

of the officers in our section were involved in requirements, others handled material 

matters and others studied intelligence reports and sought uses for submarines.  I 

had three years there. We lived in Falls Church and got thoroughly indoctrinated in 

the Pentagon and all of the weird things that go on there.  I recently read a novel 

about the Pentagon which was set in an earlier time, but they’re still doing the things 

now they were doing in 1952; everybody running around like chickens with their 

heads cut off.  

 

Our oldest son, Thomas, went to St Stephens School and our youngest, John, went to 

public school. Our daughter Eleanor Radford was born in 1954.   

          

I next got orders to report to Submarine Squadron 8 in New London as operations 

officer. We moved up to the New London area and got a house in Mystic and then got 

another in Stonington. The duty assignment was a year as Squadron Operations 

Officer and then a year as Submarine Division Commander. I did that. After a year I 

was promoted to Command Submarine Division 81.  All of this involved operating 

out of New London. Five submarines comprise a division. My flag was in one of them. 

When I went aboard I didn’t command the ship but I commanded the operations of 

the whole division, as directed by our Squadron Commander.  

 

It’s hard to keep your hands off the flagship’s daily problems when you’re the flag 

officer. In that connection something happened which illustrates the point. We took 

two submarines to Bermuda in winter because wintertime operating conditions were 

good there. I was riding in USS Grenadier (SS 525), coming out of Bermuda. There 

are two ways to get out; one way is to go near Hamilton and the other way is 

northward, which is a bit longer and inside the reefs. We chose to go the northern 

way. Enroute there was confusion between the navigator, who was in the conning 

tower, and the skipper and officer of the deck who were on the bridge, as to just 

where we were in the channel. I was riding up on the “turtle back”. This was a Guppy 

submarine so that’s right behind the bridge.  I was well aware of operating hazards 

in a coral area because we had coral in Key West. We didn’t make a turn soon 

enough and Grenadier dragged her stern across a marked reef. The skipper was on 

the bridge and he didn’t slow down, he didn’t take any action; he didn’t back down, 

he didn’t do anything. It went through my mind, “What should I do here?”  I could 
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relieve this guy on the spot. That’s wouldn’t get the boat out of trouble. I didn’t want 

to give an order to him about it.  So I said, “Captain, take the way off your ship.”  

That was not a direct order.  I didn’t say “back” or anything like that.  He turned 

to me and said, “Commander I’m getting back into the channel,” which he had tried 

to do, but getting back into the channel turned the bow right towards another big 

reef. The submarine ran up on that reef making about 10 to 12 knots and she was 

aground hard. When we stopped she was sitting in a cradle of corral with the bow 

lifted about a foot and a half.  Well, you know Bermudans.  They are a breed of 

wreckers out there.  As soon as we went on the radio to the base to tell them what 

had happened people started coming out to see the wreck. We were going to operate 

with the Coast Guard patrol boat; a big vessel. We let her know what had happened.  

We had another submarine accompanying us and that was okay. We came up on the 

radio in plain language. Pretty soon airplanes were flying over and boats were out 

there to see this reef bound submarine. 

 

 

I was the Senior Officer present so I became the on-scene-commander who had to 

plan and carry out the efforts to refloat Grenadier. The long and short of it was that 

we got barges out from the base and they de-fueled the forward part of the boat and 

took the torpedoes off. The little base tugboat couldn’t move us.  We got the Coast 

Guard cutter in close. She could pull on about a 145-degree angle from our bow.  

She couldn’t pull directly from our stern because there was foul water there. We got 

ready to have the Coast Guard cutter pull the submarine off the reef.  Sure enough 

about three days later, she and the tug on the stern pulled. We blew and flooded the 

after ballast tanks  We ran the rudder right and left, the propellers forward and 

back and wobbled her about until she came off.  Then we got the torpedoes back on 

board.  We left the fuel we had removed in Bermuda. Grenadier was not badly 

damaged and did not need immediate access to a dry dock. 

 

I was not blamed. The captain was. An investigation ensued and ultimately led to a 

General Courts Martial for him and the navigator. Of course, I had to testify. I said, 

initially right off that, “I was in charge of this movement and here’s what happened”. 

I wasn’t blamed for the mishandling of one ship in my division. The skipper and the 

executive officer, who was the navigator, were found at fault. Both of them were 

taken out of submarines. There had been two charts, one on the bridge and one in the 

conning tower. One of them had a magenta line running down the center; and the 

other one had a line suggestive of a course line. The second line was over to one side 

and the result was confusion as to where we were on the chart. The navigator was in 

the conning tower running his navigational plot of position down there. But the 

bridge watch, the skipper and the officer of the deck, should have seen that we were 

going to hit that reef and known that if you put the rudder over you’re going to swing 

the stern the other way. You don’t try to miss something that close aboard by pulling 

the stern over, and that’s what happened. The captain was an experienced officer. 

The Navy likes neither collisions nor groundings. It has been said, “There is nothing 

like a collision in the morning to spoil your whole day.”  
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In 1955 I was ordered to the Industrial College of the Armed Forces, which is the 

sister to the National War College. It’s now a part of the National Defense University.  

At that time the Industrial College and the War College were separate.  They are 

both at Fort McNair in Washington.  I spent a fascinating year there. I was a trained 

logistician by that time so I was sent back to the Pentagon to the Office of the Chief of 

Naval Operations in the Logistics Division. I had the Submarine Desk in the Material 

Readiness Division for about a year and a half. In 1960 I was selected for promotion 

to Captain.  The job I was in was a commander’s job so I needed to be transferred. I 

was looking around as to what to do. It wasn’t my time to go back to sea yet. A job 

opened up with the Military Assistance Advisory Group in Brussels, Belgium. I 

applied for it. During that last year while I was in the Pentagon I had gone to night 

school to finish my college education. I hadn’t finished at Tulane. The University of 

Maryland had a program that was designed to pick up people who had broken 

educations.  So I did a year’s worth of work there in two and a half years of night 

school held in classrooms at the Pentagon. This led to a Bachelor of Science Degree. 

One of the courses I took was French. When I applied for the job in Belgium French 

fit right in. I knew about Belgium because my grandparents had been very active in 

Belgian relief in WWI. I’d heard about Belgium all my life.  So it was sort of a 

natural. I was given orders to go to Brussels with my family.     

     

 

I went to Brussels in 1960 with the rank of captain. I was in charge of the Naval 

Section of the Military Assistance Group to Belgium. In this capacity, I was 

accredited to Belgium as a member of the Diplomatic Corp of the US.  I was closely 

associated with the Belgian Force Navale, as their small navy was called. The senior 

officer, Commodore Lambert Robins and I were good friends and could talk freely 

with each other. He did not tell me all of his plans for the Force Navale because he 

was an adroit politician. He was a great admirer and friend of Admiral Arleigh 

Burke, our Chief of Naval Operations. All in all it was a fascinating tour. We lived in 

the city near the Bois de la Cambre.  All three children were with us.  

 

They went to the International School of Brussels (ISB). The oldest boy was a high 

school senior. ISB was just coming up with all four years then. He was there for his 

junior and senior years. He then went to the University of Virginia and joined the  

NROTC. He did all this from Brussels.  We were happy with that.  The other two 

children stayed with us the whole time.         

          

In 1963 we had been in Brussels for three years.  I decided I wanted to see the 

surface side of the Navy.  Rather than asking to go back to submarines I put in for 

surface, deep craft command. In the summer of 1963 I was sent to the Atlantic Fleet 

in Norfolk to be commanding officer of the ship Antares (AKS33). She was called the 

“Sears and Roebuck” ship because she had a lot of odd ball stores and consumable 

supplies other than food. Antares was a converted and modified C-2 merchant ship. 

For me there was a big difference between commanding a submarine and 

commanding a ship of this size. For one thing I did not know all the men as I had 

before. Moreover, the crew lacked the education, training and esprit-de-corps of the 
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men in the submarine service. But that’s what gets put on ships like these and I really 

didn’t like it. I’ve thought back on it and I wouldn’t do it again.   

 

We did have an interesting trip. We carried supplies to the submarine group in Holy 

Loch off the Clyde River, in Scotland. We made a trip over there and then went down 

to join the winter fleet exercises in Puerto Rico.  On the way home, it was Easter in 

1964, off of Cape Hatteras we were making knots to get into Norfolk. Right at noon a 

fire in the Number 3 hold was reported. Number three is just forward the bridge.  

Well, she burned for about ten hours. We couldn’t get in the hold because of heavy 

smoke.  The men went in with rescue breathing apparatus but they couldn’t find the 

fire.  Ultimately, we reported this to Navy Headquarters in Norfolk. A salvage tug 

was sent out. A Division of Destroyers came along to help and we pumped water into 

her.  She had the equivalent of about a destroyer’s weight of water in the hold before 

the fire was put out so she was sitting down by the head.  All the power was out 

forward.  We got underway around midnight and got back into Norfolk. She was off 

loaded there. Of course there was an investigation into the fire. I was exonerated 

because I had actually taken all kinds of steps for fire prevention, including making 

sure that the fire detectors worked. We never determined what caused this fire and 

the ship was slated to go out of commission anyhow.  So Antares was put out of 

commission with the mystery unsolved.    

 

I decided to retire from the Navy. I stayed aboard Antares until I was relieved. I 

retired from the Navy in August of 1964. We had a house in Arlington. I knew 

Washington.  I knew the Pentagon.  I looked around and tried to get a job there and 

I couldn’t find anything I wanted to do. I didn’t want to work for a defense 

contractors and sell bullets to my friends in the Pentagon. Those jobs were only good 

for about two years.  By the end of that time everybody you knew was gone.  

Louise’s home was in Kansas City, Missouri.  She had a lot of friends and family 

there so we went out and looked around. The friends and family said, “Sure, come on 

out. There are many things to do.” So we did. We sold our house in Arlington and 

moved to Kansas City. I got in touch with a man who was an industrial psychologist. 

He was helping a bank re-staff. I was hired by that bank as a Special Representative 

and learned something about banking. We were welcomed in Kansas City but we 

weren’t comfortable. Our home was on the East Coast. We had lived there and 

abroad. We decided to move back east.   

 

In 1966 we moved to Alexandria. I went with the Burke and Herbert Bank and Trust 

Company in Alexandria, which is an old, small bank.  It’s a family controlled bank, 

not family owned, but family controlled.  I had known the Burke family. I went in 

and had an interview with the president and two of the other officers. They asked, 

“Well, what do you do?”  I answered, “I’m qualified as a loan officer.”  They 

replied, “We’re all loan officers; what we need is a trust officer.”  I said with all the 

assurance I could muster, “Very well, I’ll be a trust officer.”  So I joined the Burke 

and Herbert Bank as a learn-on-the-job trust officer. I took banking courses at night 

and on-the-job training during the day. The president of the Burke & Herbert Bank, 

Taylor Burke, was a real character. The bank was the oldest one in Alexandria and 
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its customers loved it. They deposited money in it. They used its trust services.  

 

We bought a second house in White Stone, VA. It was on the Rappahannock River 

and carried the name PopCastle.  We used it for about three years on vacations.  

Our sons had both finished or were finishing college.  They were out of the house.  

Our daughter had finished high school at St. Agnes and was going to Hollins College. 

In 1972 we decided we would move to PopCastle.  I had talked to Douglas D. 

Monroe Jr, the president of Chesapeake Bank about employment. He asked me to 

start a trust department for his bank. I started in 1972 but the trust department 

wasn’t licensed until 1973. Ultimately I retired as Senior Vice President and Senior 

Trust Officer. I have been on both the bank’s board of directors and the holding 

company board. I retired from the Board of Chesapeake Financial Shares, the 

holding company, in the spring of 1999.  That is 27 years in banking. 

  

 Decorations and Awards are as follows: I was awarded the Silver Star for the 

sinking of Shokaku. The skipper received the Navy Cross. The ship was awarded a 

presidential unit citation. Rear Admiral James Fife, Commander Submarines South 

West Pacific, pinned the Silver Star on me. Then I have the Army Commendation 

Medal, which I received when I was in Belgium with the Military Assistance 

Advisory Group.  That’s sort of fun to have because it’s from the Army. Then come 

the area and campaign medals, ie: American Defense, Asiatic- Pacific area, American 

Theatre, WWII Victory Medal, National Defense Medal, Occupation Medal, China 

Service Medal, Philippine Defense Medal, Philippine Defense and Philippine 

Liberation Medals. There is, of course, of course, the Submarine Insignia, an insignia 

for Commanding Officers at sea and a Submarine Combat Pin. Patrols were 

classified as successful or not successful and if you were a member of a crew on a 

successful patrol, you got the submarine combat pin, which is a profile of a WWII 

submarine that got stars added to it for each successful patrol. I’ve got seven stars on 

mine. 

 

I wanted to get into the Navy and I didn’t qualify for the Naval Academy, so this was 

a way of doing it. New Orleans was not a very good place for me.  It was an 

interesting place to live but it was hard to make a living there.  The Navy gave me an 

opportunity not to live there. We love living in Virginia.  

 

We’ve been active in community affaires. Louise was the first woman to be President 

of the Foundation for Historic Christ Church in Irvington. She’s been a 

multi-tasking volunteer and a popular hostess. Through my work as a trust offer I 

became interested in looking for ways to keep retired people in the area. There was 

no place for them to go when they couldn’t live at home any longer. Doug Monroe 

and I did some investigation of retirement facilities and realized that the Chesapeake 

Bank couldn’t take on that kind of development without partners. The Episcopal and 

Presbyterian churches also had this subject on their back burners. We pulled 

together a team to get a retirement facility built here. I was “the last man over the 

gangway” at a meeting to discuss the possibility of building a retirement facility here. 

So, I became the President of the Board, later Chairman of the Board of Trustees, 
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empowered to develop, build and operate Rappahannock Westminster-Canterbury. 

We built it and today, in 2007, it serves a community of retirees of more than 200. 

Fittingly, Louise and I live there. They even named a road after me.  

(9-18-07)  

 

 

 

 

 

 


