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My wife keeps nagging at me to write up my experiences in WWII. It was a long time 
ago, and I’m afraid that my memories have probably become clouded or corrupted by 
time. It was a big part of my life at the time, if not my whole life. Now it seems like it 
happened to someone else. That war has been over for over 65 years, and looking at 
the world today, I wonder how much difference it has made.  There was such a 
wonderful opportunity for the world to become a better place, and so much idealism, yet 
today there is more war, and prejudice, and hatred than at any time in my life, and 
perhaps in anyone’s lifetime at any time. There is trouble everywhere, much of it caused 
by our country, much of it stemming from long time tribal or racial or religious hatred, 
and much of it caused in the name of God. Well, anyhow . . . 
 
I finished high school at New Orleans Academy, a small military school, in 1941, at age 
sixteen, and entered Tulane U., where I had an academic scholarship, in the College of 
Engineering. That was as bad a decision as I have ever made in my life (the 
engineering part), but it seemed like a good idea at the time. Sometime in the summer 
of that year, my father took me up to Tulane and signed me up in the Naval ROTC unit 
there. That was all right with me. I didn’t know what the ROTC was all about, but I 
learned that most of my friends who were going to Tulane were applying as well, so I 
guessed it was a good thing. I had been in a military school since I was six years old, so 
the idea of the military didn’t bother me, and I had had a thing for the Navy all my life. At 
any rate, one a day shortly before school started, we all assembled in the ROTC 
building to find out if we had been accepted, and sure enough, we had. My high school 
classmates Archie Bland and Frank Krieger were also accepted, as was Eddie Martin, 
who went to Jesuit, and whom I had known since childhood. 
 
Naval Science and Tactics was a three hour subject, and we had an hour of drill on 
Fridays, as a result of which we were exempt from taking Phys Ed, which we regarded 
as a good thing. We were issued uniforms, which we wore on Fridays, for drill. The 
commanding officer of the unit was Captain Tip Merrill, who later became an admiral. 
The Executive Officer was Commander Thomas B. Brittain, who, I heard rose to the 
rank of Commodore during the war. Other officers that I recall were Lt. Jack W. Wintle, 
who was killed in one of the naval battles at Guadalcanal island, and Lt. JG Lucas, 
whom we ran into later in the war.  
 
Of course, WWII started in December, 1941, but it no effect on our lives, since we were 
already in service, and couldn’t be drafted. I still remember being up at the ATO house 
on the morning of December 7, 1941, when the news of Pearl Harbor came over the 
radio, and we all kind of looked at each other. Three months later, everybody was gone 
but the ROTC guys and the pre-med students. I struggled along in engineering school, 
for which I was totally unsuited, and made good grades in NS&T. During my Sophomore 
year, were had to start wearing our uniforms to all ROTC classes in addition to drill. Our 
original officers were all assigned to other duties, and we got a new bunch in. The CO 



 

 

was Captain Forrest U. Lake. I don’t remember the others. Then we were put on active 
duty, on July 1, 1943, as part of the Navy’s V-12 program. The ROTC midshipmen were 
moved into some of the Newcomb dormitories. The other, less privileged members of 
the V-12 were housed in the Tulane gymnasium, which became known as the Main 
Dorm. 
 
I was assigned to Doris Hall, which was named after Doris Zemurray Stone, who later 
became a dear friend of mine. We were allowed to select our roommates, and Archie 
Bland and I agreed to be roommates. We wound up in a room for four, with Eddie 
Martin and Pete Moise occupying the other two bunks. We shared a bath with four other 
guys, John Allee, Nick Wellford, Charlie Witcher, and Harvey Fitzpatrick.  Allee was also 
in Civil Engineering, and so I saw a lot of him, and we became good friends. He sang 
second tenor in the Tulane quartet, and was the CO of the Tulane ROTC Drum and 
Bugle Corps. Since I knew a lot of old songs, we sang together a lot. He got me into the 
Drum and Bugle Corps, where I played the bugle with absolutely no skill at all. 
 
Then it was announced that everyone in my class would become cadet officers over the 
various companies and platoons of the V-12 boys who lived in the Main Dorm, as he 
gymnasium was called. I had a platoon, which I was responsible for drilling and minor 
discipline. I was supposed to sleep in the main dorm with my platoon, which I did for a 
few days. There must have been a thousand men in the main dorm, sleeping in double 
decker bunks, and all sharing the same showers and sanitary facilities. There must 
have been thirty or so toilets lined up against one wall of the immense head, and in the 
morning there would be an occupant of each toilet, with a line of eight or ten more men, 
waiting their turn. Naturally, we would see our charges to bed at night, and after lights 
out, go back to Doris Hall, where we could enjoy the more civilized facilities, and sleep 
in relative privacy. In the morning, we’d have to get up early, and head back to the Main 
Dorm, to fulfill our responsibilities.  
 
On several occasions, the ROTC unit went out to Shell Beach in St. Bernard Parish, on 
Lake Borgne, were the Navy had a gunnery range. We got to disassemble and 
assemble the 20mm and 40mm guns, and fire them at a target towed overhead by an 
airplane. Needless to say, the tow line was very long. On the way down and back in the 
buses we would sing songs, generally led by H. H. Bate, a classmate. H. H. went to be 
a Navy pilot after we graduated, and was killed while in training. 
 
So life went on until one morning in early February, 1944, we were advised, by Mr. 
Lucas, that in three weeks our entire class would be commissioned, a year early. I know 
now that the reason was that they needed thousands of officers to man the amphibious 
ships which were being built at shipyards all over the country. We soon began to hear 
the jokes, like “LST means long slow target.” We were taken down to visit one which 
was passing through New Orleans, and I must say, it didn’t look so bad to me. 
Nevertheless, the jokes continued, mostly from the senior class, who were being 
assigned to more conventional ships.  
 



 

 

During the last three weeks, we were advised that we did not have to take our final 
exams, which was really fine by me, because I wasn’t doing well at all in school, due to 
lack of effort on my part. We had to hustle to buy our new uniforms and get them in time 
for the commissioning ceremony. I bought mine at Godchaux’s, where I was given a 
charge account, my first. The uniforms were gray instead of khaki, because Admiral 
King had changed the uniform style, so I felt a little bit like a bus driver instead of a real 
Naval officer, which I was about to become.  
 
On February 23, 1944, at age 19, I was sworn in as an Ensign in the United States 
Navy. My commission was dated four days later, because they wanted the senior class 
to be senior to our class. But there I was with a gold stripe on my sleeve, and orders to 
proceed and report to Camp Bradford, Virginia. A number of us had the same orders, 
and left by train for Norfolk, where Camp Bradford was located. We caught the 
Southerner out of New Orleans, but were kicked off the train in Birmingham, because 
they were overbooked. That was our good luck, because the Southerner had no 
sleepers, and we were able to catch a train that did, so we were able to sleep through 
the night, and use the dining car, etc. The next morning we got off the train in Roanoke, 
VA, and had breakfast at a great old hotel near the station, complete with white 
tablecloths, crystal and silver, and a waiter with brass buttons on his coat. 
We caught a connecting train to Norfolk shortly after breakfast, and arrived timely at 
Camp Bradford that afternoon.  
 
Camp Bradford had sprung up out of nowhere, in response to the needs of the fledgling 
amphibious force. It was located next to the more established base at Little Creek, on 
Chesapeake Bay which was the center of the training for the amphibs, The LCT center, 
to which Archie Bland had been ordered, was located up the bay at Solomons. The 
LCIs were up there too, but I don’t remember where. When we arrived, there were 
already about 15,000 men there, officers and enlisted. The commanding officer of the 
base was Captain Whitfield, who was greatly feared by one and all. 
 
For the first few weeks we were there, we had absolutely nothing to do. Most of the time 
we just sat around in the totally misnamed Happy Hour Club, which had, as I recall, no 
recreational facilities at all. To pass the time, I volunteered for a refresher course in  
 navigation, which was to stand me in good stead later on. I also had my tonsils out, in 
order to clear my record of having hypertrophic (I think) tonsils, a non disqualifying 
physical defect. That landed me in the dispensary for ten days. The operation was done 
under a local anesthetic, with me sitting in a chair holding a pan, and three Navy doctors 
watching each other work on me. The anesthetic began to wear off before they were 
finished, but we got through it. Then I was put in the dispensary. In there, I lay in a nice 
bed, with plenty of attention from Navy corpsmen, but no nurses. The rule was that you 
couldn’t get out until you had had no fever for three days. I kept running a low grade 
fever, and finally I took to shaking down the thermometer while the corpsman wasn’t 
looking, and got out. 
 
I also went to get my teeth checked, and wound up having a couple of impacted wisdom 
teeth pulled, which hurt more than the tonsillectomy. My jaw was swollen to gigantic 



 

 

proportions for a few days, but as with everything else in life, I got over it. While I was 
having my medical experiences, the other guys got to go on a couple of gunnery 
cruises, but I missed that.  
 
There was an officers’ club on the base, but they served only beer and pickled eggs, so 
we didn’t spend much time there. We did go in to Norfolk to the Navy base there a 
couple of times. The Naval Operating Base there was an old established facility. Facing 
Hampton Roads was a row of fine big houses, which were assigned to the captains of 
the battleships in the Atlantic fleet. Each house had the name of the battleship in front of 
it, not the name of the captain. The officers’ club was very handsome and well 
appointed, and we felt beautifully treated in the restaurant and bar. 
 
One day, when we were on the bus back to Bradford, we ran into Mr. Lucas from the 
ROTC, now a lieutenant commander, and assigned to command a division of LCTs.  
 
One of the regulations at Bradford was that you were not allowed off the base except on 
weekends. One of the Tulane men with us was Alex Primos, from Jackson, MS. He got 
married while up there, and we all stood up for him. Of course, there was no leave for 
him, so he would sneak off the base every night to be with his new wife. One morning, 
when he was returning to the base, there was Captain Whitfield and Alex was in deep 
trouble. To avoid a court martial, he “volunteered” for some hazardous duty running 
around China in civilian clothes. He survived all right. 
 
 One day I called Captain Mays Lewis, who was from Amite, and stationed in Norfolk, 
and was invited to his house for dinner, where I met his wife, Virginia, and his two 
daughters, one of whom was older than I, and married, and the other was still in high 
school. There were three Lewis boys from Amite who attended the Naval Academy. 
Mays was the oldest, and I had never met him. Tom, the next one, was probably my 
father’s best friend in Amite. John, the youngest, I had met once. At the start of the war, 
he was in command of a submarine in the Pacific. 
 
The way it worked at Camp Bradford, you waited until you were assigned to a class. 
Until then, you had nothing to do. It was the same for officers and men. I, for instance 
was designated as a gunnery officer, so I had to wait for an opening in the gunnery 
class. Eddie Martin, who had requested submarine duty, was originally assigned to the 
sub base in New London, CT, but was soon sent down to Bradford. He was assigned as 
a communications officer. Since there were more gunnery officers than anything, he got 
into a class more quickly than I did. But, because of his short stint in New London, we 
started class at the same time. The prospective commanding officers, executive 
officers, first lieutenants, engineering officers, communications officers, gunnery 
officers, and stores officers all started their respective classes at the same time. The 
classes lasted two weeks. At the same time, the enlisted men began training in their 
fields. The gunnery strikers all went to gunnery class, etc. Their classes were two weeks 
also. 
 



 

 

In the gunnery officer classes, we were introduced to the weapons we would have on an 
LST. These were the 20 mm and 40mm anti aircraft machine guns, and a number of 
small arms, including 45 caliber pistols, which were issued to all of the officers, some 
model 1903 Springfield rifles, some .45 caliber Thompson machine guns, and some 30 
caliber machine guns. In the two weeks, we learned to disassemble and reassemble all 
of the guns, and got experience firing them. 
 
At the end of the first two weeks, the officers were assigned to a prospective crew. Now 
we were with the people we would serve with. Our CO was Robert E. Garris, a LTJG 
from Norfolk, VA. He had seen some service on a DE in the Atlantic. I believe he was 
26 years old at the time. The executive office was Gene Norton, also a LTJG, age 24 
years, whose previous service had been on a lightship. The first lieutenant was Roger 
Carlson, the old man of the group at 30. Eddie Martin, my former roommate at Tulane, 
was the communications officer, like me 19 years old. The engineering officer was Bob 
Green, from Wisconsin, I believe, somewhere in his mid-twenties. I was the gunnery 
officer, age 19. The stores officer was Dan Zylla, age 29, a mustang, who had seen 
action in the South Pacific as an admiral’s yeoman (I think it was Admiral Turner, but I 
could be wrong). For another two weeks, we lived together in a quonset hut, took 
classes together, and got our first taste of riding an LST. We also had a chance to get to 
know each other. While we were doing this, the enlisted men were engaged in similar 
training.  
 
The LST, or Landing Ship, Tank, was the largest of the amphibious craft developed in 
WWII, probably at the suggestion of Winston Churchill. The other two were the LCT, or 
Landing Craft, Tank, and the LCI or Landing Craft, Infantry. Later in the war, they 
developed the LSM or Landing Ship, Medium. The LST was 327 feet, nine inches long, 
and had a beam of 50 feet. Because she was designed to be beached by the bow, the 
draft was quite shallow for a ship that size, and she had, of necessity, a flat bottom. She 
was originally designed for a crew of seven officers and 120 men. She would carry, 
when combat loaded, a couple of hundred men, and perhaps 40 or so Sherman tanks. 
We usually carried trucks, which were themselves loaded with supplies of one kind or 
another. The superstructure, and the crew’s living quarters were at the aft end of the 
ship. At the bow of the ship were two immense doors, behind which was a ramp, which 
when closed gave the interior of the ship watertight integrity, and when lowered, allowed 
rolling stock on board the ship to be driven off on to the beach. The main deck was 
about the front two thirds of the ship, and was rimmed with anti-aircraft guns, 
ammunition boxes, and life rafts. At the forward end of the main deck was a ramp, 
which could be lowered to furnish access to the forward ramp, so that trucks on the 
main deck could be driven off the ship. Immediately beneath the main deck was the 
tank deck, on which further trucks and tanks could be carried, and which could be 
unloaded directly onto the beach over the forward ramp. Along both sides of the ship, 
from the superstructure to the bow, were compartments where the men who were 
attached to the cargo we were carrying had their living quarters while we were under 
way with a combat load.  
 



 

 

After two weeks of training together, we were assigned a crew of enlisted men, who 
would be with us throughout the war. We underwent another two weeks of training with 
the entire crew, which included drills of all sorts, and some time aboard an LST, where 
we practiced running the ship. 
 
So that was it. A total of six weeks training, and only two of those as an entire crew. At 
the end of that, we got orders to go to Pittsburgh, PA, to get our ship. We went on a 
train from Norfolk to Pittsburgh, an overnight trip. In the morning we arrived, and went to 
our hotel, where the officers were put up in two rooms: one for the captain, and the 
other for the rest of us. Since Gene Norton was from Pittsburgh, he didn’t stay with us, 
so there were five of us in there. We went out to the Dravo shipyard, at Neville Island, 
where the ship was being built, and were shown to a shack, where all of the ship’s 
papers were waiting for us. Our ship had been launched on May 27, 1944, and we went 
aboard the newly christened LST 751 on about June 15, 1944, four days after our 
arrival in Pittsburgh, and took off down the Ohio River, heading for New Orleans, which 
was fine with me and Eddie, since we’d get to go home. 
 
The ship was supposed to be fully outfitted, and operational, but, as you might expect,  
there were a number of problems, so we spent the week it took us to get to New 
Orleans taking inventory, and checking the systems, and, of course, doing drills. By 
drills, I mean practicing for various emergencies which might arise, such as battle 
damage, collision, man overboard, and general quarters. GQ was when the ship was at 
full alert, expecting attack. It was signaled by a successions of blasts on the ship’s horn, 
accompanied by a siren. We routinely went to GQ at dawn and dusk every day of the 
war, plus whenever we were in action. As gunnery officer, my station was at the conning 
tower of the ship, where I had a 360 degree view. 
 
One thing happened on the way down the river. We never traveled at night, but would 
anchor each evening. One night we anchored in the Ohio River off of Cincinnati. One of 
the men came from there, so he jumped ship and swam ashore to see his family, The 
next morning, he swam back, but was caught, and had to stand a summary court 
martial. I don’t recall that the court was too rough on him. 
 
When we got to New Orleans, we had an extensive punch list, and went right into a  
local shipyard to have it corrected. Eddie and I had a chance to go home and visit our 
families, but most of the time we were busy aboard ship. After the punch list was 
completed, and we had received our missing equipment, on June 26, 1944,the ship was 
placed in full commission, and we took off for Panama City, FL, for our shakedown 
cruise. This took another two weeks, while we practiced, practiced, practiced. We got to 
beach the ship for the first time, and carry out our drills under realistic conditions. We 
fired the guns at moving aerial targets, and at targets in the water, with indifferent 
results. The only thing of moment that happened at Panama City was the captain 
backing into the Buena Vista Point Light and destroying it. As I remember it, we were 
backing down from our anchorage, and the bow was swinging to starboard. I was up 
there on the conning tower and saw that we were about to hit the light. I advised the 
captain, who turned around just in time to see that we were hitting it. He said, “Oh shit.” 



 

 

as we crashed into it, doing no harm to ourselves, but wiping out the light. At the end of 
shakedown, we returned to New Orleans with another, smaller, punch list, and went into 
a shipyard in the Industrial Canal  to have that done. When that was complete, we went 
to Gulfport, MS, to load our overseas cargo, and then came back to New Orleans. 
 
While we were in New Orleans we learned that we would be carrying a group 
commander with us, with his entire staff. Commander A. E. Fitzwilliam (I think) came 
aboard there, His staff consisted of Lt. Bob Parker, Ens. Virgil Reed, a paymaster, 
Ensign Hilbert, an engineer, Ensign Hyde, and a yeoman. Later he was joined by Ens. 
Wayne Windahl. We also had a doctor, Lt. Clare B. Crampton, of Boston, a very fine 
physician, who supplied us with medicinal alcohol from time to time, which was totally 
illegal, and enjoyed by all. This just about filled up all of the bunks in officers country. At 
some point, the 751 got two more officers, Ens. Harry Schiff, of Philadelphia, PA, and 
Ens. Bruce Crampton. I also remember a guy named Russell Cope. 
 
LCTs were something like 105 feet long, and could carry five tanks, but they were too 
small to sail across the Pacific Ocean, so they were carried there on the decks of LSTs. 
One of them, fully assembled would fit on the deck of an LST very nicely, but they could 
be broken down into three sections, and five of these sections would also fit onto the 
deck of an LST very nicely. We were one of the ships which carried five sections, and 
the full crews of two LCTs with us when we left New Orleans. I had a last good bye with 
my family, and we left for parts unknown on August 3, 1944.. On the way down the river, 
we stopped and took on a full load of ammunition, an exercise which took all day. We 
were also fully fueled, and, because the Captain had the foresight to prepare several of 
the void spaces, a lot of extra fresh water. After loading up, we went down the 
Mississippi River to the mouth, where we dropped our pilot, and took off. 
  
There was a heavy ground swell at the mouth of the river, and we quickly learned that, 
in those conditions, an LST had a terrible snap roll. By the time we got straightened out 
and formed up with our convoy, everybody on board was seasick, except for me and 
Dan Zylla. Eddie tells me that he wasn’t seasick either. We also learned that our ship 
was nowhere near properly secured for sea, and there was loose gear rolling around all 
over the ship, but by the middle of the next day we had applied the lessons so hard 
learned, and everything was shipshape. My most vivid memory of that night was of Bob 
Green, the engineering officer, rolling around on the deck in the wardroom, 
accompanied by all of the chairs, which had not been properly secured. 
 
I forgot to mention that on our trip to Gulfport for our overseas cargo, we ran aground on 
Ship Island. I slept through that ordeal, which involved our being pulled off the beach by 
another ship. Gene Norton, the exec, was also the navigator. The next morning, I was 
the navigator, and my first job as such was to get the ship back to New Orleans. You 
never saw such a busy navigator in your life. I even did a morning sun line. When the 
captain asked me the course to the sea buoy off the mouth of the Mississippi, I gave it 
to him with great misgiving, but we hit the buoy right on the nose. I continued as the 
navigator until we had crossed the Pacific Ocean, when I turned the job over to Dan 
Zylla. 



 

 

 
One other thing I should say, is that our crew was made up of men just out of boot 
camp, or just out of striker school. The senior man in the gunnery division was a 
seaman first class. There were no rated men in the  communications division that I can 
recall, or in the engine room. We had a rated shipfitter and a chief bosun’s mate, and a 
storekeeper 2d class, and maybe one or two other rated men, but by and large, we 
were staffed by a bunch of seventeen and eighteen year old draftees, and officers who 
had virtually no experience at all. So were all of the other amphibious craft. How did we 
win the war? Stay tuned. 
 
We went around the east end of Cuba to the big Navy base at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, 
where we spent the night. They had a great officers club there. In the ante-room, there 
were a bunch of slot machines, which financed the club almost completely. Things were 
either free or very low cost. I bought a watch there that kept better time than the ship’s 
chronometer, for maybe twenty four dollars. I didn’t get to enjoy the club because I 
caught Shore Patrol duty, and spent the evening at the Fleet Landing, while the rest of 
the guys got drunked up. When my shift was done, I went to the O club, and ran into our 
guys as they were leaving. The Captain had left before them, and didn’t wait for them, 
so we were all stranded. One of the guys stole a truck, and we drove to the Fleet 
Landing, where we were able to hitch a ride back to the ship. 
 
The next morning we set sail for the Panama Canal, crossing the Caribbean Sea. The 
water was beautiful. It looked like we were sailing through a sea of blue ink. I never saw 
anything like that again. We spent a night at Colon, on the Atlantic side of the Panama 
Canal, and the next day, which was August 18, 1944, we transited the Panama Canal. 
We dropped the pilot and headed out into the Pacific Ocean just as the sun was going 
down, so we sailed off into the sunset. 
 
We were traveling in a convoy with a number of LSTs, escorted by some small 
minesweepers and patrol craft, and maybe a destroyer escort. It took us a month to 
make the crossing, and it was uneventful. The only break was the crossing the line 
ceremony, when we crossed the equator, where we all became Shellbacks. We didn’t 
do a ceremony for crossing the International Date Line, although I am told there is some 
sort of designation for doing that. There were only three or four Shellbacks on board, 
but we were all put through the initiation process, which consisted of an insulting 
indictment, of which you were found guilty, and subjected to various humiliations. I still 
have the ornate certificate which I was awarded when the initiation was done. 
 
One of the good thing about LST duty was, because the ship was designed to carry a 
lot more men than our crew for extended periods of time, we had really big ice boxes 
and freezers, and a large supply of food. Dan Zylla was an old Navy hand, and knew all 
the ins and outs of requisitioning supplies, so we always ate very well. The officers ate 
out of the same mess that the crew did, so we all had the same stuff. When we carried 
troops, our captain saw to it that they got three meals a day. Other ships would only 
serve them twice, but we did it right. Consequently, there were men standing in line to 



 

 

eat all day long. I think they appreciated it. Many of them had been in combat, living 
under primitive conditions, and they were all provided with a bunk, and showers, etc.  
 
On the way across the ocean, we continued to practice our drills, and occasionally 
would send up a balloon, and try to shoot it down. We passed a floating mine once, 
which we exploded, and almost ran into a leopard shark, which is one big fish. As the 
water got warmer, we saw plenty of flying fish, which were a lot of fun to watch, 
skimming over the water at a surprisingly quick clip. We never sighted land until, after a 
month at sea, we arrived at our initial destination, Espiritu Santo Island in the New 
Hebrides. We spent a day there, and I, with some of the guys, went to the local O club, 
where you had to pay a dollar to join. I still have my membership card, in case I ever go 
back, and there’s still an officers’ club there. I got pretty tight, and had a horrible 
hangover for three days. They must have been serving some awful stuff there. 
 
The next day, we left for Manus Island in the Admiralties. To get there, we sailed 
between New Guinea and the Solomon Islands, and saw Guadalcanal, and all of those 
fabled battled sites. It was a foggy morning, and we were passing between New Guinea 
and New Britain Island, when the fog began to lift. First you saw the islands appear at 
water level, and as the fog continued to lift, you could see the islands appear, higher 
and higher, until we found that were between two mountains. I never did find out how 
high those mountains were, but the strait was about forty miles wide, or more, we were 
looking at an acute angle upwards to see the tops. 
 
Manus Island has one of the largest lagoon anchorages I’ve ever seen, and when we 
got there it was full up, with almost the entire Pacific fleet there, getting ready for the 
Leyte invasion. We had been the biggest ships around during our passage to Manus, 
but now we learned how small we were. The battleships and carriers, and cruisers and 
transports and other fleet ships made us look puny. At Manus, we dumped the LCT 
sections off the main deck, and unloaded about half of our cargo, and then were 
ordered to Hollandia, on the north coast of New Guinea, where we offloaded the rest of 
our cargo. 
 
Then, as I recall, one of the ships scheduled for the Leyte invasion broke down, so we 
were ordered to take her place. We took on her cargo, and on October 16, 1944, 
departed for Leyte Gulf, as part of a large convoy of LSTs, merchant ships, and some 
LCTs. We entered Leyte Gulf on the evening of D-day, October 20, 1944, my 20th 
birthday. I remember a big red moon coming up over Samar Island, and shortly after 
that, a plane crashed in the water just off our stern. Pieces of it landed on our fantail, but 
no damage was done. I’ve always thought that it was one of the first of the suicide 
planes, because that’s when the Japanese began that practice, which, I might add, we 
all found terrifying.  
 
On the 22nd of October, we beached at White Beach, at the north end of Leyte Gulf, 
and discharged our cargo, which was mostly trucks, loaded with supplies. One of the 
first ones off the ship hit a land mine about 200 feet after he left our ramp, and was 
blown over on his side. I couldn’t tell what happened to the driver. I think that there were 



 

 

intermittent air raids during the time we were in Leyte Gulf this time, and we may have 
fired our guns in anger, but we were never in any immediate danger. I do remember, 
come to think of it, that we did see some action, and all of the guns operated perfectly 
for the first time. During the many practice firings we had conducted since our 
commissioning, there had always been a jammed gun, or a misfire, or something, which 
I, as the gunnery officer, would have to clear or correct. Luckily for me, and all of us, we 
never had any unplanned explosions. 
 
As we left Leyte Gulf to return to Hollandia, we passed the battleships just getting under 
way for what was to become famous as the Battle of Surigao Straits. And, as we left 
Leyte Gulf, we must have been not too many miles from the place where the jeep 
carriers and a few destroyers and destroyer escorts held off the main Japanese Fleet. 
But we didn’t know any of that at the time. By then we did know about the suicide 
planes, which remained a threat to us throughout the war. 
 
At this point my memory gets a little fuzzy, but luckily, I have a copy of the ship’s history 
prepared right at the end of the war by Eddie Martin, and it has a lot of dates, etc, that I 
don’t remember, or remember differently, but I have to accept what he says a accurate. 
The captain ordered Eddie, and me to write the ship’s history, separately, and we did 
so. The captain, obviously not appreciative of great literature, chose Eddie’s to send in. I 
know that we both refreshed our memories with the ship’s log, and I read Eddie’s at the 
time, and don’t remember having any problems with its accuracy. And, of course the 
events were fresh in our minds then. 
 
All through our training, and until we got into action, I as gunnery officer, was stationed 
in the conning tower. The space was about eight or nine feet square, and it had to hold 
the captain; the group commander; Eddie Martin, the communications officer; me; and 
maybe somebody else from the group staff. The signalmen would be on a narrow 
platform on either side of the conning tower.  
 
I had a talker, who stood on the platform outside of the conning tower, and who would 
relay my orders to the gun crews over a sound powered phone system, which would 
operate even if all of the electricity was knocked out in the ship. Anyhow, the first time 
we were in action, the talker informed me that he was unable to continue his duties, so I 
had to take the phone from him.  The sound powered phone which he wore had a bulky 
set of earphones and a phone which hung around his neck, right in front of his mouth. 
There was a transmission button on the phone which you had to press in order to be 
heard over the system. He wore a special helmet that was big enough to accommodate 
the earphones, called, oddly enough, a talker helmet. Since I was wearing an ordinary 
helmet, I had to take that off, and put on the phone and earphones, and then the talker 
helmet. Actually, it proved to be a much better arrangement for me to talk directly to the 
gun crews, so we kept that arrangement for the rest of the war. 
 
During the war, there were three conditions of readiness. Condition three was when we 
were not in action, nor anticipating action. One third of the crew would be on watch, and 
one third of the guns were manned. In Condition Two, half of the crew would be on 



 

 

watch, and half of the guns manned. In Condition One, or General Quarters, everyone 
would be at his battle station, and all of the guns would be manned. 
 
We always traveled in a convoy, usually quite sizable, with an escort of destroyers and 
DEs, and sometimes, smaller patrol craft. Our cruising speed, and I use the term 
loosely, was nine knots, so it took us a while to get anywhere. In the convoys, the ships 
would be formed into a grid, with five or seven columns, spaced four or five hundred 
yards apart, with a four or five hundred yard interval between the ships in each column. 
It was the job of the officer on watch to maintain these intervals at all times. We had four 
officers who stood watch for most of the war. The watches were usually four hours long, 
except for the two dog watches which were two hours each. Since the crew was divided 
into three watch sections, the dog watches were necessary to keep them from standing 
the same watch all the time.  
 
The watches were the forenoon watch, from 0800 to 1200; the afternoon watch, from 
1200 to 1600; the first dog watch, from 1600 to 1800; the second dog watch, from 1800 
to 2000; the evening watch, from 2000 to 2400; the midwatch, from 0000 to 0400; and 
the morning watch, from 0400 to 0800. Of these, I liked the midwatch least, and the 
afternoon watch next least. They seemed to last forever. If you were going on watch at 
night, you would have to put on night vision goggles, which were red, and made it easier 
to adapt to the darkness when you went topside. At night, the lights in the passageways 
were red, for the same reason. 
 
We showed no lights when running at night. The usual navigation lights were never 
turned on. You could not smoke topside at night. The doors and hatches were equipped 
with switches, so that if you opened one at night, all of the lights in the adjacent 
compartment would be turned off. It was true that a small light at night could be seen for 
miles, and we did not want to show such a light.  
 
In case I haven’t made it clear, all watches, by the officers, were stood in the conning 
tower, which was a good 18 or 20 feet above the bridge. Immediately below the conning 
tower, the captain had a sea cabin, which he occupied when we were in a forward area. 
It was small, and had little ventilation, so he had a bunk welded to the outside of the 
cabin, and slept there. On an ordinary watch, the conn contained the watch officer, a  
signalman, and a messenger. If there was a junior watch officer, he would be there too. 
The watch officer communicated with the helmsman and the annunciator operator by a 
speaking tube. The annunciator was the signaling device which told the engine room 
how fast to go. Speed was one-third, two thirds, full, and emergency. When in a convoy, 
keeping station, smaller speed changes would be made by ordering changes in the 
RPMs of the engine. 
 
The signalmen were part of the communications division, and handled all of the visual 
signaling. This was done with a flashing spotlight, with which they could send morse 
code. The also handled the hand signal flags, which spelled out words by holding the 
flags in different positions. All of the officers were taught these methods of signaling, 
and some of us could even read the signals, but generally the signalmen were too fast 



 

 

for us to keep up with them. Except maybe Eddie, who, as I have said, was the 
Communications Officer. The signalmen also handled the flag hoists, which when 
hoisted in various combinations, sent signals to other ships. Eddie also had the 
radiomen, who spent their watches listening to, and transcribing radio messages. They 
got so good at it that they could listen, transcribe, and carry on a conversation, all at the 
same time. 
 
In addition to keeping station in the convoy, the watch officer kept in touch with the 
lookouts, and kept the captain posted on any sightings or emergencies, small or large. 
After the watch, he would have to write up the rough log, in which he would record 
everything of note that took place during his watch. If he was lucky, the entry would read 
“Steaming as before.”  This of course meant that nothing had happened during the 
watch. If there were any course changes, these would have to be recorded, and any 
other events of note. If the convoy was zigzagging, the rough log could be pages long. 
Later, the rough log would be typed up into the smooth log, and would be signed by the 
watch officer. 
 
In addition to watch standing, each officer had his own department to look after. As the 
gunnery officer, I had to see to it that the guns were cleaned daily and kept in repair for 
instant use. We had seven 40mm guns, which required four men to operate, and 12 
20mm guns, which took two or three men. I had six or seven men in my department, 
and they had individual responsibilities for certain guns. A full log was maintained on 
each gun, of all maintenance, and firings, etc. I was also responsible for the ammunition 
magazines, the storage and maintenance of the small arms, and so forth. Each officer 
was issued a .45 caliber automatic, which we wore when on watch, and at general 
quarters. 
 
I remember that when we were taking inventory of the equipment on board the ship on 
our way down the Mississippi River, we couldn’t find the officers’ .45 automatics, and 
added that item to the punch list. Later, on our way overseas, the missing .45s turned 
up, so we had seven extra guns. Why I didn’t steal one at the end of the war, I’ll never 
know.  
 
Getting back to the main narrative, we left Leyte Gulf after the initial invasion and 
returned to Hollandia for another load. While there, Dan Zylla took advantage of a 
careless Army person, and stole a jeep, which was transported back to the ship in one 
of our LCVP’s, and by the next morning had a new serial number and a nice coat of 
Navy gray paint. When the paint was dry, the jeep was taken back ashore on ship’s 
business, and somebody stole it back.  
 
I think it was sometime around this time that I began having dreams that I was on 
watch, and had been asleep or something, and thought that we were under attack or on 
fire or something, and I was completely unprepared. I’d wake up, and not know where I 
was. Then I’d come to my senses, realize that it was a dream, and go back to sleep. I 
didn’t mention it to anyone, because I would have been embarrassed to admit that I was 
having nightmares. Then my mother sent me a book, called “Baby Flat Top” about a 



 

 

jeep carrier. One of the chapters was called ‘The Egg and Onion Sandwich,” and it was 
about a young officer who had stood his first top watch, ate an egg and onion sandwich, 
and, after he got off watch, hit the sack, and had the exact same dream that I was 
having. One day, shortly after I read the book, I brought up the story at mess, and 
admitted to having had the same dream. Then almost everyone else said they had been 
having it, too, but like me, didn’t want to say anything about it. I don’t think the dreams 
stopped for me after that, but it didn’t worry me any more. 
 
We returned to Leyte, and unloaded our cargo at the north end of the Tacloban airstrip, 
and had a chance to walk around the town, which had little to offer in he way of 
entertainment except for a couple of houses of ill repute, in which at least one of our 
crew picked up a social disease. With the arrival of penicillin, this particular disease (the 
clap) was cured by one shot, but thereafter we had a special head and salt water 
shower reserved for those unfortunate enough to fall victim to the same complaint. 
There was also an officers’ club, located at the head of the gulf, where a full ration of 
spirits was available. We got to use it once or twice. I had a theory that the O club men 
came in with about the third wave of an invasion, because they were always there, 
wherever we went. 
 
During this period, the only comparable entertainment for the men was an occasional 
trip to a beach, where they were given three warm beers, and an opportunity to play 
softball or something. The guys who didn’t drink could get a very good price for their 
beers. There was also a poker game, one in the wardroom, and one in the crew’s 
quarters. The word was that a few of the men soon had all of the money on board ship. 
The game in the wardroom started out as penny ante, and swiftly became a fairly 
expensive game to play, for those times. An ensign got $150.00 per month, and a JG 
got $166.67. I never got to be a full lieutenant, but I think they got $200.00. I got out of 
the game about half way across the Pacific Ocean, when, in a game of stud poker, my 
natural full house was beaten by Eddie Martin’s four of a kind. I would still be betting if 
Eddie hadn’t taken mercy on me and called my last raise. After that I knew I was not cut 
out to be a poker player. 
 
Whitey Windahl was an even worse player than I was. He was one of those guys who 
stayed on every hand. He got so deeply in debt that the captain had to order him to stop 
playing, at least until he could pay off what he owed. It took months. After a while, the 
poker game just faded away, and we whiled away the hours at cribbage and gin. I was a 
great reader, and soon had read everything in the ship’s small library.  
 
Getting back to the war, we went to Biak from Leyte Gulf, and took on another load for 
transport to the Gulf. While we were there, we spent a couple of days at a beautiful little 
island, called Mios Woende (pronounced windy). It had been a PT base shortly before, 
but the war had left it behind. We were able to get almost anything we wanted from the 
storehouses on the beach, because they had a tremendous stock of almost everything, 
and nothing to do with the stuff. In the middle of the island was a huge outdoor stage, 
called the Bob Hope Theater. Apparently Mr. Hope had brought his troupe there. The 



 

 

lagoon was beautiful, just like in the Dorothy Lamour movies, and we swam and sunned 
etc. etc. 
 
I also recall that while we were at Biak, the captain went to an O club there, and met a 
Red Cross girl, with whom he promptly fell in love. He brought her on board for dinner 
one night, and they spent some time together. After we returned to Leyte and 
discharged our cargo, we anchored out in the gulf to await further orders. The captain 
seized the opportunity to catch a flight back to Biak to see his sweetie. Of course, in the 
real Navy, this would be desertion of his post in time of war. After he left, we got orders 
to take on a load to join the first re-supply run to Mindoro Island, which had recently 
been taken by our forces. Poor Gene Norton was beside himself, but we got the ship 
loaded, and were just about to weigh anchor for Mindoro, when the captain returned. 
His new girl had gotten herself a new guy, and so he returned immediately to the ship. 
 
The run to Mindoro was the toughest combat we saw during the war. We had loaded up 
on Christmas day, and departed Leyte Gulf a couple of days later. Except for two four 
hour stretches, we were under attack for the entire three day trip. The convoy lost 
several ships, including our sister ship the LST 750, which took a torpedo. The 749 had 
been sunk just a few days before that, so we began to worry that the numbers were 
against us. We got credit for shooting down one Jap plane, which may or may not have 
been trying to crash us, and should have gotten at least an assist on a couple more. I 
remember very clearly that the plane we shot down was just off our stern, and was 
pulling up as though to select a target, when a tracer from one of out rear 40s went right 
into his belly. There was a little puff of smoke, and he dived right into the water. I recall 
that I said to the group commander, who was standing right by me, “You gotta give us 
credit for that one.” Every time a plane was shot down over the convoy, he would have 
to decide who got credit for it, and every time a plane was shot down a bunch of ships, 
including ourselves, would want credit. He would have to pick one. This time, he picked 
us, and within a few minutes a Jap flag was painted on the side of the conning tower. Of 
course, if he hadn’t picked a ship to get credit, everybody would have claimed it, and the 
count of planes shot down would be about ten times reality. 
 
One problem was that a few of the gunners got so scared that they asked to be 
relieved. I was able to replace the first two, but when the third one asked to be relieved, 
I had no one to put in his place, so I told him to stand by. The problem was that the 
convoy was taking a pasting from the suicide planes, and we were not having any luck 
shooting them down. Just then, the escorting destroyers shot down a couple, which 
exploded spectacularly into flame. The third man who asked to be relieved than 
reported that he was all right, and there was no further difficulty along those lines. 
Another thing is that the commander of the escort radioed back that if we didn’t get air 
cover, he couldn’t guarantee that convoy would get through at all, and of course that 
word spread all over the ship. We did get some air cover after that. 
 
One of the ships that was sunk was a merchant vessel, carrying ammunition. I saw the 
suicide plane crash into her, and then, as was my duty, scanned all around to see if 
there was anything coming at us. By the time I got back to that ship, there was nothing 



 

 

but a large cloud of smoke. The explosion shook our ship to the keel, and a number of 
ships closer to the ammo ship than we were had men killed or injured. Of course, all 
hands were lost on the ammo ship. There is a web site, called, I think, Slow Tow to 
Mindoro, which details the action on that run from the standpoint of the USS Bush, the 
DD which was in charge of our escort, and which has some pictures of that great 
explosion. 
 
The way the watch schedule worked out, the two four hour respites we had on that trip 
both fell on my watch, so that I was the only guy on the ship who didn’t get to sleep at 
all for the whole 72 hour trip. We discharged our cargo without any incident, and 
anchored out in the bay to wait for the trip back to Leyte. We were still under constant 
attack, and I remember one very cool Jap pilot, who came out of the sun right at us, but 
turned aside and flew past us just above the water. I could see him looking at us as he 
went by, so low that we couldn’t fire at him without hitting some of our ships. He went 
straight at another LST, and, at the last minute, jinked his plane up and over that lucky, 
lucky ship, and then picked out a small oiler, which he crashed into. It immediately burst 
into flames, and was still burning a couple of weeks later when we passed by on our 
way to the Lingayen Gulf, the site of the big invasion of the main island of the 
Philippines, Luzon. 
 
We spent the night in the bay at Mindoro, and headed back to Leyte in the morning. I 
had the second dog watch that night, so I got to sleep all night, until the dawn alert. All 
the way back to Leyte, there were no attacks, I guess because we were no longer 
combat loaded, and not worth the attention. 
 
After we got back to Leyte, we got orders to load up for the invasion of Luzon, at the 
Lingayen Gulf. Eddie’s history says were to get there on D day plus four, but we got a 
battle star for that invasion , and you had to be there on D day to get the star. We may 
have beached on D plus four. I remember that there was a strong current running along 
the beach, and the captain did a really nice job of beaching the ship under adverse 
conditions. I also remember that after the landing we retracted and anchored well out in 
the harbor. At dusk alert, all the ships were ordered to make smoke, which was 
supposed to hide the ships from possible air attacks. As it turned out, we were the 
windward ship in the harbor, so the smoke covered everybody but us. Luckily, we were 
still getting our air cover from the Navy, so there were no attacks that night. 
 
On the way up, we were attacked a couple of times, and one of these was diving 
straight at us. At the last minute, he did a wing over and crashed into the bow of the 
merchant ship just behind us, doing very little damage. That ship signaled that we had 
saved them from a more disastrous hit and I thought that we had probably killed the 
pilot of the plane. However, since he scored a hit, we didn’t get credit for shooting him 
down.  
 
 From Lingayen we returned to Biak for another load. On the return trip, the ship next to 
us in the convoy, the LST 577, was torpedoed. We went to general quarters, and, by the 
time I got to the conning tower, the ship had broken in two, and the stern section had 



 

 

already sunk. That took place in less than a minute. We took one of the surviving 
officers aboard, and he said that he was almost trapped under the overhang on the 
quarterdeck. After they were hit, he saw the captain heading up the ladder from officers 
country to the bridge. Apparently the after section sank before he could get there, since 
he did not survive. The stern section of an LST contains the engine room, the main 
ammunition magazines, most of the storage compartments, and all of the living quarters 
for the crew. It probably had negative buoyancy when detached from the bow section, 
which is why it went under so fast. 
 
The bow section of the 577 was still afloat, with all of the cargo. Our captain requested 
permission to take it in tow, so as to save the cargo. Permission was granted, so we 
sent a party aboard, headed by our exec, Gene Norton, who attached a tow line, and 
we got under way. By that time of course, the convoy had disappeared over he horizon, 
and we were alone with the hulk of the 577 in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, with a 
Jap sub somewhere in the vicinity. The tow line soon parted, and we were told to 
abandon the 577, which was sunk by one of the escorts. It took us a while to catch up 
with the convoy, but we did, with no harm done, except to our nerves. We proceeded to 
the Lingayen Gulf, and discharged our cargo. 
 
We returned to Leyte Gulf, and by that time the Army had captured Manila, so our next 
run was to Manila Bay. When we entered the Bay, we passed right by Corregidor 
Island, which had been so famous at the start of the war. I think it was still in Japanese 
hands, but I’m not sure. The bay was full of sunken Japanese ships, so we had to be 
very careful maneuvering through them to get to our beaching site. This was just off the 
old city, which had not been entirely secured. We dropped our ramp on one dead 
Japanese soldier, and there was another lying on the pier next to us. We unloaded, and 
left for Leyte for another load. 
 
It was sometime during this period that one of the men got a monkey as a pet. The 
monkey was an ill tempered beast, and was kept on a leash at all times. On day, I think 
we were in the Sulu Sea at the time, he got loose, and the men chased him all over the 
ship. Finally they cornered him in the after 40 mm gun tub. As they closed in, he jumped 
over the side. Of course, there was no stopping, and the last we saw of him was his little 
head bobbing up an down in the water. We were in sight of land, so I guess there was a 
chance he survived. 
 
When we got back to Manila, the security was better, and we were allowed to march our 
men through the city to sightsee, but there was no liberty in the true sense of the word. 
On the next turnaround to Manila, the men were allowed liberty, half one day, and half 
the next. I don’t remember that I got into town myself. On one of those trips, I’m not sure 
which, Eddie and I were walking around in the old city, when we were almost run over 
by General MacArthur in a big, black, shiny limousine. Where he got it I can ‘t imagine, 
but there he was in the back seat, with his famous crushed hat and corn cob pipe, 
looking neither to right nor left, and certainly not at two JGs, who had to dive for the 
sidewalk to avoid being run over.  
 



 

 

That night, as the duty officer, I had to ride in with the LCVP to pick up the liberty party, 
and everybody was there at the landing, but only one was standing. We loaded them 
into the boat like cordwood, and got them aboard the ship somehow, using a bosun’s 
chair, and a lot of muscle getting them up the ladder to the main deck.  
 
When we returned to Leyte from our last trip to Manila, we were ordered to Morotai, an 
island jut north of the Celebes, a large island in the Dutch East Indies, which was 
occupied by the Japanese. There were a number of LSTs there, and most of them were 
ordered to Australia to pick up troops. We missed out on that, and sat there in the 
harbor, with nothing to do for almost a month. Then we got word we would be going on 
the invasion of Brunei, on the west coast of Borneo. We took on board a number of 
Australian troops, and, for the first time, some tanks. These were LVTs, which were 
amphibious, and could carry troops ashore, and then double as tanks on the beach. We 
got to practice the landings a couple of times at Morotai. Eddie and I were detailed to go 
in with the third assault wave, riding in our LCVPs at either end of the wave. This was 
our first experience with an assault landing. 
 
Our convoy went from Morotai around the north end of Borneo, and down the west 
coast. It was a quiet run, but at night it was so dark that you literally couldn’t see 
anything of the ship ahead of you but the phosphorescence of its wake. We were about 
100 miles of the coast of Borneo, when I noticed what looked like land on the horizon. 
When I checked the chart, there was a 14,000 foot mountain there on Borneo. We were 
able to take a navigational fix off of it. 
 
We went into Brunei Bay, on June 10, 1944, and anchored off of White Beach, as it was 
called in the invasion plan. We debarked our LVT’s, and Eddie and I, in our LCVPs, got 
them lined up behind the other two waves. Then we got to witness the bombardment of 
the beach. By this stage of the war, the Navy was pretty good at this sort of thing. First, 
the ships off shore bombarded the beach. Then a flight of high level bombers went over 
and dropped a load right on target. Then a group of specially outfitted LCIs came in and 
inundated the beach in rocket fire. Then we went in. The landings went off without a 
hitch, and when I got back to the ship, the first thing I heard was that White Beach had 
been secured. We later learned that the Japs had cleared out the night before, and 
there was no one to meet us on the beach. 
 
We beached, and discharged the rest of our cargo, and then had to sit there until the 
next day, because the tide had such a great range that we were stranded until the tide 
came back in again. You could walk on the sand all the way back to the stern. We got 
off the next day, and went back to Morotai for another load, and returned to Brunei Bay, 
without incident, except that we were “dried out” a second time by the tide. 
 
Our next run was back to Lae, towards the east end of the north coast of New Guinea. 
Lae had been the scene of some difficult and heavy fighting in the early days of the war, 
but it was a peaceful backwater when we got there. We loaded an ordnance outfit there, 
for transport to Manila. I remember that my uniforms were getting worn, so with the help 



 

 

of one of the Army officers, I dressed up like an Army ordnance officer, and went and 
drew some army khakis from the depot there. 
 
We got back to Manila on August 6, 1944, and discharged our cargo. A few days later, 
we heard about the atomic bomb being dropped on Hiroshima. By then, we knew that 
we were slated for a D day landing in the invasion of Japan, and we wondered what 
effect this new weapon would have on the war. While on our way back to Leyte from 
Manila, we heard, on about August 14, 1945, that the Japs had asked for peace. We 
later heard that there had been a huge spontaneous celebration in  Leyte Gulf, with the 
ships firing their guns, and rockets and flares. We missed this, but on September 2, 
1945, when we were back at Leyte, and the surrender was formalized, there was 
another, huge, but not spontaneous, celebration, in which we took part. The men were 
given beer, and we may have partaken of a few shots ourselves. I remember that it was 
a strange feeling, a combination of relief and regret, because we all knew our lives were 
going to change, and that we had survived the war. 
 
Shortly after that, we were sent to Batangas Bay, on the south end of Luzon, where we 
loaded a couple of ordnance companies for transport to Japan. While there, there was 
liberty for the crew, but I caught shore patrol again. I recall that there was no action in 
the town at all, but the men had all found out about a place outside of town, where there 
was cockfighting, and other diversions. They all showed up at the landing, drunk, but 
otherwise fine. 
 
On September 19, 1945, we departed for Japan, and arrived at Tokyo Bay about two 
weeks later. I still remember how strange it felt, entering the bay. The whole U. S. 
Pacific Fleet was in there. Looking at it, I couldn’t understand how the Japanese could 
have thought for a minute that they could win a war with us. I think it was on this trip that 
Eddie and I went ashore in Yokohama. It had been firebombed during the war, and, 
since most of the Japanese houses were made of fragile materials, there was nothing 
left of them at all. Apparently, every Japanese home had an iron safe, because, as far 
as the eye could see, there were nothing but safes, all that was left of the thousands of 
houses that had been there. We were walking around, taking in the sights, when, I 
guess, he work day came to a close, and suddenly, Eddie and I were surrounded by 
thousands of Japanese, all of whom seemed to be a foot shorter than we were. It was 
kind of unsettling, considering that less than a few weeks before, we had been at war 
with their country. Nothing happened, though. Come to think of it, I don’t recall hearing 
of any incident where a Japanese attacked an American. After a short stay in Tokyo 
Bay, we made another turnaround to the Philippines, and spent the rest of our time 
transporting occupation troops around Japan.  
 
With the end of the war came the point system for getting out of service. When it first 
came out, you needed over 100 points to qualify for discharge. Considering the number 
of points we had, and the rate of accumulation, we figured we’d get out in 1948. But as 
time went on, the number of points needed kept coming down, and we began losing 
men. The captain and the executive officer were among the first to go, and lo and 
behold, Eddie was the Commanding Officer and I was the exec.  



 

 

 
There’s really not much left to tell. During the occupation, the 751 was in Tokyo, 
Yokohama, and Yokosuka, (all in Tokyo Bay); and in Kobe, Kure, Wakayama, Sendai, 
Aomori (all in Honshu); and Otaru, at the North end of Hokkaido. Eddie and I got to see 
Hiroshima, a scene of total devastation. I remember that Eddie got a jeep from 
somewhere, and we drove there. As we went through the outskirts of the city, 
everything looked all right, then we saw a couple of houses that were kind of pushed 
over and then, suddenly, we were in the blast zone, and there was nothing there. 
Towards the center of the city there were a couple of buildings, made of steel and 
concrete which were still standing. We went up to the roof of one of them, maybe ten 
stories high. The basic structure was standing, but everything else was gone. The floor 
tiles were gone. The elevators were missing from the shafts. Eddie took a few pictures 
from the top of the building, and I still have them. We also saw the fused glass, and all 
of the other usual residua of that famous blast. 
 
One of the places we visited, Sendai, was the site of a huge Japanese arsenal. We  
visited that, and were allowed to take a couple of Japanese rifles as souvenirs. I also 
got a knee mortar, which was against the rules. This was still early in the occupation. 
Eddie borrowed a jeep and we drove around the town. When we drove by, people 
would come out of their houses and bow to us. As we drove, we saw a Japanese Zero 
sitting in the yard of a building, so we stopped to get a closer look. When we walked in, 
a bunch of children (the building proved to be a school) came out to greet us. They 
looked to be around 13 years old, if that. We asked them, in sign language, if they were 
learning to fly. They responded that they were learning to crash the planes. From that 
we gathered that these children were being taught to be suicide pilots. But the visit was 
all very jolly and friendly. 
 
When we visited Wakayama, we, for the first time, carried a load of Sherman tanks, 
which is what we were designed to carry in the first place. Everything fit so nicely. It was 
also at Wakayama that Lucky, the ship’s dog, got to hit the beach for the first time. He  
had come aboard as a puppy, and had never walked on anything but a steel deck. 
When he got on the sand, he almost went nuts. He tried eating the sand, and jumped 
around in it like a crazy dog. I guess you had to be there.  
 
We also tried our hand at skiing while in Hokkaido. Then there was the time that the 
ship began to crack along the main deck, and down the first plate on the starboard side. 
We slowed to about three knots, and Eddie supervised while the cracks were welded 
together and the ship made safe again. All the time we were doing this, it was cloudy, 
and stormy, and I as navigator was unable to take a sun sight or a star fix. I had to 
navigate by dead reckoning, allowing for wind and sea currents, and when we 
approached Sendai, we hit the sea buoy right on he nose. I was pretty proud of that, but 
nobody noticed. 
 
Just as my points were up, and I was eligible to go home, I got two sets of orders, one 
to take command of a ship in Tokyo Bay, and the other to take command of the LST 
1026, believed to be in Tsingtao, China. I was advised to go to China, so I was flown by 



 

 

Navy aircraft from Tokyo to Iwo Jima, to Guam, to Okinawa, and finally to Shanghai. 
When I went to get transport to Tsingtao, I learned that the 1026 was in Shanghai after 
all. The skipper was a guy named “Punch” Miles. The local group conducted the change 
of command inspection, and the 1026 failed. I had to ride as a passenger all the way to 
Haiphong, in what was then French Indo China, then North Vietnam, and now Vietnam. 
 
We took on a load of Chinese Nationalist troops, for transport to Manchuria. While 
there, the 1026 passed inspection, and we departed for Manchuria with me as the 
Commanding Officer. It was a relatively small convoy, and on the way up, there were 
cholera outbreaks on about half of the ships. The Chinese troops all seemed confused, 
and their officers had no military skills at all. We took them to Hulutao, in Manchuria, 
and dropped them off. There was barely enough gasoline to get their trucks off the ship, 
and many of the soldiers were carrying broken rifles. I was not surprised to hear that 
they were easily defeated by the Communists. 
 
Life was really easy, with the war over. I occupied the captain’s quarters on the 1026, 
which consisted of an office, a bedroom, and a private bath. By the time I came aboard, 
the steward’s mates, who wait on the officers, had rotated home, so my predecessor 
had hired a couple of Chinese, both named Chang, off the beach, and they took care of 
us. Particularly me. When I would wake up in the morning, Big Chang, as we called him, 
would be standing there with a hot cup of coffee. My clothes were all fresh and laid out 
for me, and my breakfast would be on the table in my office after I was dressed. I seem 
to recall that he would have the shower running at just the right temperature, but that 
might be just wishful remembering. I always had breakfast in my quarters. The other two 
meals, I took in the wardroom with the other officers. 
 
One thing of interest happened up there. After I became captain, we had a new officer 
come aboard. His name was Jim Hare, and he was one of the first black men to get a 
commission in the Navy. In fact, he had the same date of rank that I did. We had a little 
in common, because he had gone to college in New Orleans, at Xavier. He was a very 
accomplished officer, because, not knowing what to do with him, the Navy had sent him 
to every school they could think of, and he had wound up as a harbor pilot, I think in 
New York. My points were up, and I was looking for someone to take command of the 
ship. My exec was an ensign, just out of Annapolis, and had virtually no sea experience. 
So I called over to the flotilla, to inquire if there would be any difficulty if I recommended 
a black officer to command the ship. I really didn’t want to make any trouble, for me, the 
Navy, or for Jim. I was told that it was all right, so after we returned to Shanghai from 
Hulutao, I took Jim and went over to see the Captain who was in charge of such things. 
When I arrived, I was asked in, but Jim was asked to remain outside. That Captain then 
gave me the worst chewing out I have ever gotten, without mentioning why, or what I 
had done. Of course, I soon caught on, and stood there and took it. He finally dismissed 
me, and Jim and I returned to the 1026. He wanted to know what had happened, so I 
told him. I think he got it too. 
 
Maybe two days later, my relief, a mustang whose name I do not recall, arrived on 
board. We easily passed the inspection, and I was on my way home. I came back on a 



 

 

troop carrier, sleeping in a four deep bunk, and eating in the crew’s mess, but it was 
worth it. Four days after arriving in San Francisco, I was on my way home, via train. 
Mother and Dad met me at the station. Archie Bland had just gotten home also, so the 
next day we went out to the lakefront, and were separated from the service. Two days 
later I was back at Tulane, in summer school. And that was that. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    


