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INTRODUCTION 

 
 

 
 

 
            First of all I would thank my brother Norman and his wife Joan for suggesting that I attempt 

to write these memoirs and then keeping after me to continue work on them.  They had just recently 
completed a project writing our genealogy on the Pierpont family and that experience was a great 

help to me.  Norman and Joan visited when they came north from Florida to see their families and 
would stop in to discuss page layout, content, and make changes I wanted to make.  They were the 

editors and I was the author.  The combination seems to have worked out well and I am pleased with 
the way it turned out. 

            These memories of my service in the U.S. Coast Guard during the time of WWII were written 
with very little historical research and most of the facts I found in small notes made by me during my 
enlistment. 
            There will always be someone who will disagree with the facts as I have written them but I 
assure you that they are as accurate as this old brain can remember them. 
            The branch of the Armed Forces that I enlisted in was the U.S. Coast Guard under the direct 
jurisdiction of the U. S. Treasury Department, (noted by a white shield on the sleeve of a typical 
Navy uniform), and was transferred to the Navy Department during a national emergency.  This is a 
big reason why you don’t hear or read much about the Coast Guard’s role as a combat force.  For 
example, the men that manned the first five ships that were fitted out solely for the purpose of 
landing troops on foreign soil, with the use of Amphibious Landing Craft, were Coast Guardsmen.  
The USS Leonard Wood was one of those first five Amphibious Troop Transport Ships (APA-12).  
There is a plaque honoring the ship and her crew at the Coast Guard Academy in New London, CT. 
            I am not the writer of horror stories but I hope my family can read between the lines and 
decide for themselves that War, no matter how large or small, cannot be won by anyone.  The cost of 
human life, on both sides, cannot be justified in any way. 
            Some hard work, a few kind words and a smile is the only “fix” that the human race requires. 
 God bless, and may your future be brighter and more peaceful than the past. 
 

 
                                                                                                                        Luv Y’all, 

 
                                                                                                                                    Doug    
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BIOGRAPHY 

Douglas M. Pierpont, Jr. 

USCG 239-513 

 
 

            I was born on 10 August 1922 in New Haven, CT and was the third child (first son) of 
Douglas M. Pierpont and Edna Thomas Pierpont and was followed by three more sons and one 

daughter.  Making a very happy family of a Mother, Father and seven children raised in the Spring 
Glen section of Hamden, CT. 

            My schooling started in 1927 at the Kindergarten level and continued on until graduation 
from the eighth grade in 1937.  Then on to Hamden High School for more education.  In the summer 

of 1941 I requested enlistment in the U.S. Coast Guard Reserves when a friend decided to turn his 
yacht over to the Coast Guard for patrol duty.  The yacht was turned down and I changed my request 

to the regular Coast Guard.  One Among Many will tell of my experiences from 3 Dec 1941 - 4 Feb 
1947.  I was married to a fine young woman from Philadelphia, PA on 4 Dec 1946.  We raised three 
sons while we were living on the west side of Hamden, CT from 1947 - 1954. 
            When I was discharged from the Coast Guard I went to work at the Snow-Nabstedt Gear 
Corp. as a tool designer, in which I had no experience, but I had a good boss and he taught me what I 
needed to know.  Soon I graduated from Tool Design and started working with a terrific Russian 
engineer on new design projects.  One of these projects included the government non-magnetic 
Minesweeper program for Lend Lease use by foreign countries to clean up the seaways left dirty by 
stray mines planted by the Allies.  I give a great deal of credit for this education to my Dad who just 
happened to be the Chief Engineer and later, Vice President of the company.  I lasted about 22 1/2 
years at this company before it was sold and moved to New Hampshire.  During this time my family 
and I moved from the west side of Hamden into a nice little ranch style home in North Haven, CT.  
The next tour of duty was with the National Pipe Bending Co. as a Draftsman and Sales Engineer.  
The job finally developed into a pretty good, but hectic, position as Manager of Engineering, 
Manufacturing, and Quality Assurance. 
            I lost my wife to cancer in the fall of 1982 and began to lose interest in what was going on 
around me and I retired from National Pipe Bending Co. in the fall of 1983.  In the meantime my 
three sons had all gotten married and started families of their own and today I have three married 
sons, seven grandchildren, and six great grandchildren. 
            After retiring I lived alone until the summer of 1989 when I discovered that I wasn’t 
maintaining my house the way a house should be taken care of and my oldest grandson had gotten 

married and wanted to know if I would sell it to him.  I did, and moved in with my youngest son in 
Deep River, CT until a Senior Housing rent became available.  After some time nothing seemed to be 
getting close to becoming available so I decided to move to my middle son’s home in Guilford, CT 
where I am now.  
            From 1991 my health started going down hill and I have been battling cancer with its ups and 
downs since then.  Feeling pretty good now and able to get around with crutches.  That’s where I am 

today at 79 years young. 
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ONE AMONG MANY 

 by 

Douglas Montgomery Pierpont, Jr. 
 

 
 

            As a teenager I was a bit of a "Renegade" and, as some kids today, I defied 
authority.  After a long talk with my Dad we decided that I should get away for awhile 

so he found me a crew job on a private yacht headed for Florida in the fall of 1940.  I 
had always been partial to boating and jumped at the chance.  This experience got me 

accustomed to being on my own.  On this trip I saw some picket boats patrolling parts 
of the Intracoastal Waterway and I figured riding around in a patrol boat might be fun.  

The following events started one year later with the blessing of my family and the 
grace of God. 
 

I          ENLISTMENT                     SUMMER 1941 
            In August of 1941 a fellow from Waterbury (I can't remember his name) and I 
applied for enlistment in the USCGR (US Coast Guard Reserve).  We heard they were 
taking private yachts for patrol duty and he decided to donate his 40 footer.  The 
owner of the boat would enlist as a Chief Bos'n Mate and his crewmember would 
enlist as a 1st class Seaman.  It sounded good to us so we thought we would try it. 
            Near the end of October of 1941 we were notified that they would not be 
taking any more boats for patrol duty but we could apply for enlistment in the regular 
Coast Guard as "Boots" and go off to their training camp at Curtis Bay, Maryland.  
For some reason he backed out and I enlisted. 
            Soon I was notified to report to the RONY (Recruiting Office, NY) at Battery 
Park in southern Manhattan on the morning of 3 Dec 1941 for swearing in and 
transportation to Boot Camp.  After being sworn in we were given a talk on what we 
could expect and what would be expected of us.  All the nervous joking and fooling 
around ceased at this time and the room was full of pasty faced, bug eyed, scared little 
kids that would rather be home with their Mothers.  We were to be paid $21.00 a 

month, $10.00 0n the 1st and $11.00 on the 15th less a few dollars for life insurance. 
            On this same day we boarded a bus for an unknown place called “Boot Camp" 
at Curtis Bay, Maryland. 
 

II         BOOT CAMP                       03 DEC. 1941 
            We arrived sometime right after noon and were assigned to the group we 

would be training with.  Our new fearless leader, probably six months older than our 
youngest boot, showed us where our quarters would be and instructed us in when, 

where, and how we would muster and then turned us over to Supply to be issued a  
 
$1.07 sea bag and $109.95 worth of clothing that should last forever.  We had to 
purchase replacements for any worn out clothing.  We didn't get any clothing 

allowance until some time in 1942 when the government decided we were part of the 
armed forces. 
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            The next day we had our first official muster in work uniforms: dungarees, 

chambray shirt, white hat and pea coat.  I goofed up; my white hat had a very light 
smudge on the brim so I was assigned to the mess cook detail for a week. I think this 

was a good way of selecting volunteers. 
            Early on Sunday morning 7 Dec. 1941 a few of my newfound buddies and I 

were shooting pool in the Recreation Hall when an announcement was made over the 
P.A. system.  “Pearl Harbor has been bombed by the Japanese this very morning".  

You could hear the butt ends of the cue sticks hit the floor one at a time and then 
complete silence.  I don't think anyone was even breathing.  The description we 

received made chills run up and down our spines as none of us expected to be at war 
with Japan or anyone else.  Complete panic broke out in the Military Organization so 

that no one knew what was supposed to be done next.  To keep us busy we had some 
close order drill with broomsticks and threw sand-filled tin cans around for grenade 

practice.  We couldn't figure out what the Coast Guard would do with grenades.  No 
weapons were available for drills at this time due to the disarmament program after 
WW I.  The Japanese really caught us flat footed. 
            The panic lasted about two weeks so I sneaked some leave papers in with one 
of the cook’s and went home for four days.  (This was unheard of in boot camp). 
When I returned on the morning of the 24th I found out I was being transferred to a 
Surf Station at Beach Haven Terrace, NJ at 1300 hrs this same day.  Just enough time 
to pack and get on the bus. Goodbye boot camp! 

 

III       SURF STATION      24 DEC. 1941  
            Prior to the outbreak of WW II the Coast Guard was a division of the Treasury 
Dept. and was made up of two branches. 
            The "Revenue Cutter Service" patrolled the high seas with patrol boats and 
gunboats of 78 to 125 feet and did off shore rescue work and kept an eye open for 
illegal smuggling of any kind. I was not part of this in my early training. 
            The "Surfmen" patrolled beaches and did life saving operations from self-
bailing pulling boats.  I was assigned to the Surf Station at Beach Haven Terrace on a 
barrier island off the New Jersey mainland.  It consisted of an old private three-story 
house with an enclosed Captain’s Walk that we used as a lookout tower.  I don’t 
remember the exact living arrangements but they were comfortable for the 16 or 18 
men stationed there.  We also had our own cook and the food was great. 
            The pulling boats we used were approximately 20' long.  They were made of 
wood and so constructed that any water that came over the side would run out through 

the "scuppers" at the level of the upper decking that was sealed off from the main hull.   
The round bottom type of hull made the boat act like a little round bottom clown I had  
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when I was a kid.  There were 8 oarsmen, and 1 cox'n who gave all the orders on how 

to maneuver the vessel.  I got considerable training in this. 
            We had to launch the boat from a wooden, hand pulled trailer, that had four 

large pneumatic tires so it would roll easily on the beach, as long as there were eight 
men "bug-a-lugging” it.  If we really got bogged down they would send a truck to help 

us.  We removed the trailer’s front wheel assembly and launched the boat into some 
rather heavy surf and rowed seaward 300-400 yards, rolled it over by standing on the 

gun'l and pulling on a line attached to the opposite side.  Quickly we climbed up the 
thwarts as the boat stood on its side and pulled the high gun'l toward us to complete 

half the roll.  The rest was fairly easy because when you got onto the bottom of the 
boat it would right itself as it was built to do.  Then we had to row back through the 

heavy surf and hand winch the boat back onto the trailer, replace the front wheel 
assembly, and pull it back to the station. 

            In the meantime I was standing 4 on 8 off watches, consisting of 2 hours 
walking the beach at night checking for lights or any other activity that should not be 
taking place along the shore during war time.  The other 2 hours were spent in a 
watchtower calling in plane and ship movements. 
            Submarines sank a considerable number of oil tankers as they traveled along 
the East Coast and the beaches were covered with heavy oil.  The wind blown sand 
would cover the thick tar like oil and make it difficult to walk the beaches.  You had to 
wear knee high boots for this part of the watch and you came back after your patrol 
about 4" taller than when you started.  Thick oil and sand coated the soles of your 
boots so it was difficult to walk.  
            Some nights you could see a glow in the sky showing us that another ship had 
been hit.  We were always on the lookout for casualties but our section of beach never 
found any while I was there.  
            I believe I'm leaving this station for small boat training somewhere in North 
Carolina very soon. 
 

IV       AMPHIBIOUS TRAINING    31 MAR. 1942 
            This station was known as the 1st Marine Division Training Camp at New 
River, NC, now known as Camp Lejune.  This was one of the largest training camps 

for Marine, Navy, and Coast Guard personnel 
            We were put into a large hanger type building with single cots awaiting the 
completion of our quarters that would be a barracks with 16 double-decker bunks 
about a mile from everything.  We ran to the mess hall for all meals, ran to the inlet 
where the landing barges were moored, and had to run to any place we wanted to go. 
            While we were learning how to handle the barges we would chase Marines 

through the swamp while they were training in rubber rafts.  They practiced low 
altitude parachute jumps from less than 500'.  Small chutes would pop open and 
seemed to be pulling the men out of the plane and they would descend rather rapidly 
into the jungle.  They were supposed to find their way back to camp on foot and in 
rubber rafts.  We would locate them in the swamp, run our boats around them for a 
while and then tow them back near their camp.  Fun and games for all. 

            Chuck Sutfin and I hand sewed the canvas to cover the deck and the ropes on a 
new boxing ring the Marines built.  We never got to see any boxing matches while we 
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were at this station.      

            Our actual landing practice was done on Oslo Beach just outside of the New 
River Inlet.  This area is open to the Atlantic Ocean and the weather can turn nasty in 

a few hours.  The beaches were nice fine sand with a gradual slope that turned out 
NOT to be typical of the beaches our landings will be made on.  The boats we trained 

on were 36' LCVP’s1 and 50' LCM's2 and are actually rather easy to operate.  The hull 
forms a tunnel so when the propeller is in reverse the sand is washed away from under 

the hull to assist in floating the boat and allowing you to back off the beach. 
            From here I think I'll be going on to Ordinance Training School. 

 

V         ORDINANCE TRAINING  01 MAY 1942 
            This training school is located in Dam Neck, Va. near the Naval Air Station.  I 
was only here for a few days and was taught how to maintain and fire the 50 cal. and 

30 cal. air-cooled machine guns used on the landing barges and the 20 mm anti-
aircraft guns used on the Troop Transports to fire on incoming enemy planes. 
            We fired the machine guns at floating targets anchored off shore, and the anti-
aircraft gun at wind socks towed by old biplanes and at planes on a movie screen in a 
theater much like the TV games of today. 
            The Navy also experimented with a 4 barreled high speed 1.1" anti-aircraft 
"pom-pom" gun that was not included in my classes.  I was told that I did rather well 
overall in this instruction of ordinance that I would be using.  From here I believe I 
will be headed for sea duty on a Troop Transport.  I'm not sure which one it will be as 
yet.  My orders should be along soon. 

 

VI       TROOP TRANSPORT        08 MAY 1942 
            My orders finally arrived and I'm headed to the Naval Operation Base (NOB) 
at Norfolk, Va. to go aboard the USS Leonard Wood  #APA 12.  This is an attack 
transport all rigged out for beach landings on enemy territory.  She's 535 ft. long and 
has a crew of 667 men with an over abundance of officers, it seemed.  It was a good 
thing we were only required to salute an officer at the first encounter each day while  

1   Landing Craft, Vehicle and Personnel. A single engine 36 ft long wooden landing 

barge that could carry personnel and small vehicles such as Jeeps and small trucks. 
2   Landing Craft, Medium.  A twin engine, all steel, tank lighter that could carry 
personnel and larger vehicles including some medium size Army tanks and larger 
trucks.   
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aboard ship.  We were carrying 32- 36' landing barges and 2- 50' tank lighters, many 

20mm anti-aircraft guns and 1- 5", 50 surface gun. 
            As a landing barge operator I was assigned to the 9th division which included 

all the cox’ns and machinist mates in the boat division.  Our quarters were in the after 
section of the ship just above the "shaft alley" that enclosed the two main shafts 

between the boilers and the propellers, "very noisy".  These quarters were rather 
crowded with just enough room for 100 men, bunks and lockers.  The bunks were 

stacked three high and were made of a pipe frame with a canvas bottom without 
springs and a 2" hard packed cotton mattress.  The lockers were designed to hold one 

sea bag of issued clothing, if rolled properly, and a handful of personal belongings. 
            The crew’s mess hall was rather large with a long stainless steel hot plate 

serving table and all the food was served on trays with compartments to keep the food 
separated.  That only worked if the food was served, but they slopped everything with 

large spoons and who knew where it would land.  All in all the food was good but the 
coffee would melt a cast iron spoon.  They served three meals a day to all 450 men in 
a very short time.  Officers had their own dining room and were served by white-
coated waiters.  The Officer of the Day had his meals with the crew to assure us the 
food would not make us sick. 
            The 9th Division lavatory, better known as the "Head" was one large room 
with multiple shower heads on one wall, fresh water in port and salt water at sea, rows 
of sinks and mirrors on another wall.  The third wall had a long trough with 
continuous running water and a few toilet seats for whatever needed doing.  Two 
hatchways were on the last wall with rows of hooks for clothing and towels. 
            Now that we are familiar with our quarters, mess hall and head it's time to get 
to work.  We are introduced to our 9th Division officers, both academy graduates in 
different years.  They seem to be O.K.  They gave us a little talk and basically said, 
"Do your job and help us do ours and we will get along fine". 
            The regular deck crew took care of all of the in-port watches except for the 
stand-by boat crews that would carry officers ashore and to other vessels for meetings, 
etc.  At sea, half of the crew manned watch stations such as lookouts and gun crews.  
This kept the ship on a 50% alert.  General Quarters was called when conditions were 
considered "emergency" or "urgent" affecting the safety of the ship or crew.  During 

this condition 100% of all watch stations must be manned by all available 
crewmembers. 

            Each landing barge was assigned a four-man crew consisting of a Cox’n, a 
Motor Mac, and two Seamen.  These four men were responsible for the upkeep of 

their boat.  For instance, full fuel tanks, complete emergency lifeboat supplies and 
proper maintenance of the machine guns and ammunition.  Everything must be in 
good working order and was periodically inspected by our division officers. 
            Now comes the training in war games.  The ship would get underway early in 
the morning and steam out into the Chesapeake Bay to an area about one hour north of 
Norfolk, VA.  The call to general quarters was sounded on very loud klaxon horns and 

all personnel would take their positions.  Soon the words, " Stand by to lower boats" 
was heard and the crew changed to boat launching and landing stations.  The boat 
crews got aboard their landing boats and were lowered into the water regardless of the 
sea conditions.  This was a new experience for all hands and was a little sloppy at first. 
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            The boats would proceed to an "Assembly Area" a short distance from the ship 

and wait to be signaled in by a blinking light calling for the type landing craft 
required.  They would then proceed to the loading station, alongside the ship, which 

was marked by a flashing colored light.  We did not take on any cargo for this first 
training session.  The next step was to proceed to a “Rendezvous Area" at a spot quite 

some distance from the ship and marked by a "Control Vessel".  After all the boats in 
a particular "Wave", usually nine, got together in this area they would circle until 

other waves arrived.  At a designated time each wave would head for the "Line of 
Departure", a few hundred yards off the beach, adjusting their speed to arrive at this 

attack position at a specified time.  From here to the beach it was "V" formation and 
full speed ahead and hit the beach hard, drop the ramp, wait a few minutes (as if 

unloading) start backing off and crank up the ramp, turn the boat seaward and get back 
to the ship as fast as possible to join the boats in the assembly area and be ready to do 

it all over again, again, and again.  We finally got to the point where it could done 
automatically without a thought as to why we were reacting the way we were. 
Repetitive training makes you work like a machine. 
            From this point on every spare hour of every day there will be some kind of 
training going on. How fast can the crew complete a General Quarters alarm? in the 
daylight? in the pitch dark without any lights? at sea? or in port?  We practiced this 
problem until we could get to our station in our sleep.  If some one snored real loud 
half the crew would be at their gun station before they realized what was happening. 
            The ship could carry about 4500 troops with all their gear.  The first time we 
took on troops for training maneuvers we found out what a crowded ship was like.  
The troops quarters were in the areas of the cargo holds where heavy equipment could 
not be stowed.  They slept there in bunks stacked four high.  Long lines at the head 
and the chow line, which was separate from the crew’s mess hall, were typical.  
Troops were fed only twice a day due to the lack of space and limited exercise, as they 
were only allowed on deck in small groups for short periods of time, each day. 
            The training program was similar to the maneuvers we did with empty boats 
except now we would load troops and material into the boats.  Then we’d transport 
them to the beach where they would practice setting up beach positions and stage 
mock battles.  After they were through with their fun and games we would evacuate 

them, load them back on the ship, and head back to Norfolk VA. 
            After getting back into port it was the individual boat crew’s job to secure their 

boat and get it ready for what ever would come next. 
            The troops would disembark and their equipment was unloaded and the ship 

was put back into sea-going shape.  
             A debriefing session was set up to discuss what went wrong, what went right  
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and how to improve the landing technique from the "working man’s" view of things.  

As the wait in the rendezvous area was quite long and sometimes very rough we kept 
track of the sea sick troops and the medics would suggest different types of treatment 

to prevent this, some things worked very well. 
            This type of training maneuver was carried out two or three times a month 

until we were ready to leave port for parts unknown with a full load of troops and 
supplies.  By this time we had trained thousands of troops and some new 

crewmembers in the finer points of transport life and landing techniques. 
            We also did some experimental work with the engineers from the companies 

that were building the landing boats.  At the start of our training aboard ship the Cox’n 
stood in the open on the afterdeck so that he could see over the large ramp in the bow.  

This was a very dangerous position to be in while under enemy fire and, if the cox’n 
got shot could lead to improper control of the landing boat without a trained operator 

on board.  The controls were moved to the port side between the gun'l and the engine 
compartment.  A much safer place for the cox'n to be.  All of our landing boats were 
replaced by the new design for the protection of the crew and troops. 
            The new LCVP's were built of plywood with double planked bottoms, heavy 
steel ramp, and steel plates on each side about two thirds the length of the hull.  All 
hands felt much safer in this design.  They were powered by a 671 G.M. diesel engine3 
that was the same as the one later used in most of the diesel buses for mass civilian 
transportation after the war.  Remember the odor of the diesel fuel?  We loved it.  It 
meant our boat was still running. 
            Some of the experimental work we did was with night vision equipment such 
as large aircraft searchlights with ultra-violet filters for scanning beaches during 
landings.  With a special pair of binoculars the beach would be lit up with a yellow-
green glow and movement of troops and fortifications could be seen quite clearly.  
These experiments went on month after month along with training of troops and 
crewmembers.  We should be ready for something beyond these maneuvers in the very 
near future. 
            I now have the feeling that something is in the wind.  The ship has not been 
away from the pier for nearly three weeks and we are taking on supplies, a little at a 
time, nearly every day.  Lots of scuttlebutt without any verification.  Other ships are 
showing up in port during the night and also taking on supplies. 
            Early one morning the troops began to arrive.  I never saw so many men 

dressed in olive drab clothing, every one looked alike, and they just kept coming, 
some to our ship and some to every ship in port.  I’m now sure that we won’t be tied 
up to the dock much longer. 
            The fear of the unknown is now beginning to set in and some times the 
imagination gets mixed up with reality so I will try to stick close to notes I made 
during this first trip and just fill in some of the details as I can remember them. 

            Scuttlebutt has it that the convoy will consist of Aircraft Carriers, Battleships, 
Destroyers, 34 Troop Transports, Supply Ships, Cruisers and Seagoing Tugs.  We 

expect to join more ships and contact more convoys after we get underway.  It has 

3  A 6 cylinder, model 71, diesel engine 
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been mentioned that there will be 150 ships in the convoy prior to reaching our 

destination. 
 

Norfolk, Va. to North Africa 

 

            24 Oct. 1942               We passed through the submarine nets leaving Norfolk 
Va. at 0850 for an unknown destination.  Submarine nets are large steel nets 

suspended from floats and installed across the entrance of a harbor to prevent enemy 
craft from entering the area used for supplying our ships.  A rather small section of 

these nets could be opened by a tugboat to allow our friendly ships to pass through. 
            We were told, a few hours out to sea, that our destination was French Morocco 

on the northwest coast of Africa to make a landing to start retaking some of North 
Africa from the Vichy French and the Germans.  The Vichy French were a large 

contingent of French troops that were sympathetic to the Nazi troops with Adolph 
Hitler as Supreme Commander. 
            25 Oct. 1942               The boat crews were shown aerial photos and drawings 
of beaches we are to land on and the operation was explained in some detail.  It 
sounded very much like the maneuvers we had been working on all summer.  All 
hands have been working to equip the boats as lifeboats and for invasion duty.  
            26&27 Oct 1942         Everything going along smoothly.  Crew standing 4 on 8 
off sea watches with general quarters called every day one hour before sunset until 
one hour after sunset and one hour before sunrise until two hours after sunrise, the 
favorite times for air raids. 
            28 Oct.1942                Contacted 30 more ships enlarging the convoy to about 
80 ships.  We’ve had some foul weather and fairly heavy seas. So far so good. 
            29 Oct. 1942               Nothing new.  We're still afloat.  It's amazing how so 
many ships can all zigzag in unison without a major foul up.  In very foggy weather a 
special buoy is towed approximately 200 yards behind each ship.  This buoy sets up a 
very high rooster tail of water to let other ships know just what their position is.  Our 
ancient radar was not used very often in bad weather as it could be picked up by the 
enemy, helping them locate our ships. 
            30 Oct 1942                I saw destroyers dropping depth charges and heard of 
three unconfirmed kills.  We traveled rather slowly while our escort destroyers were 
being refueled. 

            31 Oct.-4 Nov. 1942   Things running along smoothly. The crew and troops are 
beginning to get on edge wondering when? and where?  We were finally told our 
destination was to be French Morocco and our objective was to land on the beaches at 
a small seaport called Fedala.  We will be landing at 0400 on 8 Nov. 1942. 
            05 Nov. 1942              For the last week we have had some nice weather, until 
yesterday when the seas increased to heavy and we've had a couple of alerts, but all 

the ships are still unharmed.  Sometime during the night about two thirds of our 
convoy broke off and headed through the Straits of Gibraltar for landings in the 

"Oran" area. 
            06 Nov. 1942              Last night we contacted a Portuguese ship and took her 
over by putting a "prize" crew on board.  Prize crews get to oversee all the vessels 
confiscated during military operations.  She will be held, until after the invasion is 
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well under way, for security reasons. 

            07 Nov. 1942              The troop ships of the convoy are moving into invasion 
position.  I'll be going over the side some time tonight.  Don't those butterflies go to 

Central America in the fall?  I think I should have gone with them. 
            08 Nov. 1942              At 0015 I was lowered over the side in my landing craft 

approximately 6 miles off the coast of Fedala, French Morocco, North Africa.  We are 
somewhere southwest of the Strait of Gibraltar in the Atlantic Ocean.  The seas are 

relatively calm and the night is black as pitch, you can hardly see your hand in front of 
your face.  All you can hear is the drone of the diesel engines in the boats. 

            I took on a load of troops and their equipment at 0300.  This was to be the 
fourth wave and we were to hit the beach at 0515.  All hell broke loose just before I 

landed and in the confusion (this being our first look at combat conditions) another 
boat and mine collided and did some damage to both boats.  At this time we were 

about 500 yds from the shore.  It was now getting light enough to see we were 200 yds 
east of our designated landing area with no time to make a correction.  This beach was 
quite rocky and the bottom of my barge was split so there was no sense in even trying 
to back off the rocks after all the troops and equipment were safely ashore. 
            Our briefings only took us from ship to shore and return with no plan if 
disaster struck any of the boats.  I don't know which way my crew went but I quickly 
decided that the best place to be was off the beach.  I joined up with the troops that I 
had taken ashore, "D" Company, 7th Infantry.  They were an 81mm mortar squad and 
my job would be to carry 6 mortar shells and see that the men firing the mortar did not 
run out of ammunition.  We dug in until full daybreak and then advanced through the 
outskirts of Fedala to the harbor where we dropped a few shells on a 75mm gun 
emplacement.  This drew a little machine gun fire but another squad made quick work 
of destroying their position. 
            09 Nov. 1942              We kept pushing on toward Casablanca through heavy 
artillery and machine gun fire with little damage done.  Sniper fire caused concern but 
the troops trained in eliminating this nuisance did a fine job. 
            10 Nov. 1942              This morning my helmet was hit by a small piece of 
shrapnel while I was crossing an open field but no harm was done, except to my 
nerves.  A couple of troops were nicked today, none seriously, they called them band-

aid wounds but they were good enough for a Purple Heart medal. 
            We heard today the transport ship USS Hewes was torpedoed and sunk. 
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            11 Nov. 1942              We pushed on into Casablanca, not without caution, 

snipers were pretty bad but did little damage.  I heard from a radioman that the 
transports USS Bliss, USS Scott and USS Rutledge all had been torpedoed and sunk.  

I had some time to wander around town and see what a nice city Casablanca had been 
before it was destroyed by heavy artillery fire from sea and land that were required to 

secure a good harbor for incoming material.  What was left of the German troops 
surrendered today, "Armistice Day" from WW I. 

            12-13 Nov. 1942         A couple of days of rest and relaxation.  I have been 
eating all my meals and sleeping in the troop area of "D" Company, 7th Infantry. 

            14 Nov. 1942              The USS Leonard Wood came into port around 1500 
and I returned to my ship at 1700 with Army Captain Hazelwood.  Captain Hazelwood 

had written two letters explaining where I had been and what I was doing from the 8th 
through. the 14th of November, after my first landing and the loss of my landing craft.  

On my return I found out two of my shipmates had been wounded on the beach where 
we landed, one by shrapnel and one by machine gun fire. I understand they both 
survived but were sent home after spending some time on a hospital ship. 
            15-16 Nov. 1942         These two days were spent unloading supplies that were 
not unloaded on the beaches at Fedala.  The USS Electra was torpedoed but not sunk 
on the 15th, and the USS Stone was sunk in the Mediterranean Sea sometime in the 
last few days. 
            17 Nov.1942               Our ship moved out to jockey for convoy position at 
0700. We got underway for the “States” at 1100.  Planes and Destroyers gave chase to 
a couple of submarines off our port quarter.  I started standing sky lookout watches for 
the return voyage home. 
            18-27 Nov. 1942         All hands in a very good mood; "we're headed home".  
Everything has been going along smoothly. I'm still standing sky lookout watches 4 on 
and 8 off.  There has been quite a bit of wind and rain the last few days with heavy 
seas today.  We should be in port on the 30th.  I'm not sure which port yet but that 
doesn’t matter at this point in time. 
            A sailor who was badly burned when the USS Bliss was sunk died today and 
was buried at sea with full military honors.  He had been a patient on the Wood since 
the 11th. 

            28 Nov. 1942              Nothing new has happened yet and I hope nothing does.  
Sea rather rough with strong winds, getting colder and overcast. I have the mid-watch. 

            29 Nov. 1942              Sea much calmer and it's warmer today, may be the Gulf 
Stream, we're getting closer to the good old USA.  Some land based planes were 

spotted, friendly of course, and one of them dropped a depth charge just to let us know 
they were doing their job.  Talk about some shore leave is beginning to circulate 
among the crew. 
            30 Nov. 1942              We passed through the submarine nets at Norfolk, Va. at 
1550 and pulled into the Army docks about 1730 to unload.  The long voyage home is 
over and all hands are safe. 
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03 Dec. 1942              I received a ten-day shore leave and went home to see the 

family.  I always enjoyed being home but was afraid I would miss something if I 
wasn't on the ship.  

            Now the training program starts all over again.  New troops and some new 
crew members including naval personnel for amphibious landing instruction.  During 

this period some of the crew went to "Pete the Tramp’s" rest camp for rest and 
relaxation in Newport News, Va. while other members went on leave or stayed aboard 

to do the training. 
            The training program will go on as long as we're in port.  The months we 

stayed in port seemed to fly by even with all the training going on. 
            May of 1943 was the month to get the good old Leonard Wood ready for sea 

again. Dry dock for bottom scraping and painting. All hands went over the side on 
hanging scaffolding to paint everything above the water line. 

 

Norfolk, Va. to Scoglitti, Sicily 
 
            01 Jun. 1943               The ship passed through the submarine nets headed out 
to sea for parts unknown again.  After we were a few hours out we were told we 
would be going into the Mediterranean.  My guess is Oran as we do not have a full 
compliment of troops on board and Oran now is an allied supply depot.  The troops we 
have could be replacements for some of our previous loses. 
            The convoy was smaller and the trip was rather uneventful and it seemed to be 
traveling erratically perhaps to confuse the enemy submarines in the area. 
            21 Jun. 1943               We have arrived in Oran, Algiers, North Africa.  This is 
a typical waterfront city bordering the Sahara Desert.  Everything; buildings, grounds, 
roads, etc. were the color of desert sand except the palm like trees that lined the roads.  
Some battle damage was visible but the people didn't seem to be bothered by it.  The 
residents wandered around or rode bicycles as if nothing was going on. 
            Soon we discovered why we were here.  Troops and supplies showed up from 
out of the blue over night.  It's beginning to look like a fair size operation. 
            05 Jul. 1943                Our ship joined a convoy that has been assembled 
outside the Oran harbor and then we were told we were headed for Scoglitti, a small 
town on the southwest coast of Sicily.  The next couple of days the convoy steamed 
eastward until we passed south of Malta.  We then turned north toward Sicily. 

            08 Jul. 1943                Late in the day a severe storm blew up.  There was 
"green" water coming over the bow as the ship dove into the oncoming waves. This 
was the worst weather we have encountered.  It doesn't seem possible that we will be 
able to launch our landing craft and if we do how will the troops be able to climb 
down the nets and get into the heaving boats without a great number of casualties?  
All we can do is pray that it will let up before H-Hour on D-Day. 

            09 Jul. 1943                Weather still nasty. Reports are it should let up a little 
before the landing.   

            During the night before the landing, the drone of a great many planes was 
heard and general quarters was sounded to ward off an air attack.  The request from 
the ship to the airplanes for a recognition signal was ignored, and the ship started 
firing in the direction of the sound of the planes’ engines.  After three planes were 
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seen to be on fire the worst fear of any battle was realized.  A delayed recognition 

signal was received identifying the planes as US transport planes carrying 
paratroopers to a jump zone somewhere inland from our landing area.  I’m not sure 

what happened to the burning planes but I prayed that they would be able to drop the 
paratroopers before the planes had to be ditched.   

            10 Jul. 1943                This is D-Day.  H-Hour was originally set for 0245 but 
due to the severe weather it was changed to 0500 when we would have better 

visibility.  There could be no lowering of the boats; they had to be dropped into the 
water with the crews aboard. The ship was rolling to a point where any boat held in 

the air more than a few seconds would be smashed against the ships hull.  The ship 
turned broadside to the seas to give the landing craft a protected area for loading 

troops and supplies.  This was a very slow process but was carried off without a hitch.  
Troops were landed, through very heavy surf, in the areas assigned to them and 

proceeded inland with little opposition.  At each landing the surf would claim a few 
more boats until we had half our boats either swamped or broached on the beach. 
            11-12 Jul. 1943           The seas finally quieted down so that a large crew from 
the ship started to salvage the landing craft and their equipment.  I spent a day and a 
half on the beach assisting in this endeavor.   
            While salvaging landing boats from the beach a couple of other fellows and I, 
unaware of the conditions in the village, decided to take a walk about a mile down the 
beach to Scoglitti to get fresh water.  On the walk through the vineyards we noticed 
that trenches had been dug between the rows of grapes and they still contained 
machine guns that had been abandoned by the retreating German Army.  There was no 
water to be found due to the fact that this is the center of wine country.  So as not to 
go back empty handed we filled about a dozen canteens with some of the strongest 
table wine anywhere and took it back to the rest of the work party.  A great time was 
had by all.   
            After towing about 15 of the barges back to the ship and starting to clean them 
up a bit before lifting them out of the water the general quarters horn went off. All 
hands to battle and steaming stations.  "Pull the plugs" from the salvaged boats and 
turn them loose.  We're headed out of the area to escape an air raid.  I could have cried 
watching the landing barges we worked so hard to salvage, sink to the bottom of the 

Mediterranean Sea.  We missed the air raid and are now steaming back to Oran. 
            15 Jul. 1943                Back in Oran after a fairly quiet invasion.  We had been 

assigned an area that was not very heavily fortified and most of the Italian and 
German troops had retreated to the north during the heavy shelling prior to the 

landing. 
            We expect to be here a few of days loading up with a couple of hundred  
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German prisoners who were taken when Rommel’s Africa Corps was defeated. 

            18 Jul. 1943                Now steaming out to pick up a convoy headed back to 
the good old USA.  This was a rather uneventful trip back to the States.  I feel that the 

control of the Atlantic sea-lanes has been taken over by the Allies, at least in this 
section.  There is not as much activity going on, under or over the Atlantic Ocean, as 

there was a year ago.  The enemy seems to be pulling back to make a stand on land 
hoping we have stretched our supply lines to the limit. 

            10 Aug. 1943              Happy Birthday to Me and my Kid Brother. 
We have pulled into the Army pier at Norfolk, Va. to discharge our prisoners to the 

Army.  The senior officer of the German troops told our Commanding Officer that 
"due to fact that he and his men had been treated well while aboard ship he would see 

to it that the officers and men of the Leonard Wood would be treated the same when 
Germany won the war". 

 

Norfolk, Va. to Pearl Harbor 

 
            24 Aug. 1943              We departed Norfolk, Va. around noon, again passing 
through the submarine nets and heading out to sea.  We were told we would be headed 
for the Canal Zone and on to San Francisco.  This is to be a nice leisurely cruise 
through the Caribbean Sea where this ship was accustomed to travel.  The Leonard 
Wood, under a different name, had originally been a fancy cruise ship, built in 1922, 
operated by the Cunard Lines. 
            27 Aug. 1943              Late in the day general quarters was sounded as an 
island came into view on the horizon.  The ship was approaching Cuba.  We passed 
between Haiti and Cuba during the night without seeing anything but a few lights. 
            28 Aug. 1943              Today we are just east of Kingston, Jamaica.  Not much 
to see from our position.  The weather has been great and the seas calm.  I wouldn't 
believe the color and the clarity of the water if I weren’t sitting right on top of it 
looking over the side.  
            30 Aug. 1943              The ship arrived in Colon at the north end of the Panama 
Canal this morning.  We had a chance to look around and watch the "Mules" that 
move the ships through the canal locks.  I'm not sure what they are powered by but 
they are able to move a large ship through the different stages of the locks to lift it into 
Gatun Lake, which is part of the canal system.  This lake is a 164 sq. mile artificial 

impoundment created by the construction of a one and half-mile long dam near the 
north end of the 40 mile long canal from the Caribbean to the Pacific Ocean. 
            We soon had our chance to go into the locks and be raised into Gatun Lake.  
All hands in white trousers, tee shirts and white hats made quite a sight standing along 
the rails on each side of the ship to see the "canal".  The scenery was absolutely 
beautiful along the shores of the lake; New England style mountains on both sides 

with the reflection of the blue sky and the trees on the very clear mirror like surface of  
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the water.  It reminded me of some of the smaller lakes back home. 

            The 40 mile trip through the canal only took a few hours so we were tied up in 
Balboa, at the south end of the canal by early evening to spend the night. 

            31 Aug. 1943              Here we go again.  This time northwest along the coasts 
of Panama, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, El Salvador, Guatemala, Mexico and the U.S.A.  

The crew stood regular sea watches as we steamed 75 to 100 miles off the coast.  
General quarters was called at sunrise and sunset every day until we reached our 

destination.  This was a very uneventful trip with nothing to see except a few naval 
vessels and some cargo ships in convoy. 

            10 Sep. 1943               We arrived in San Francisco around 1400 and the crew 
was granted 3 section liberty, that's one day out of three so as to keep a good size crew 

aboard for emergencies.  I'm not much of a city critter so I only went ashore a couple 
of times in the ten days we were in port.  A nice city, very clean, but most of the roads 

go very steeply up and down.  I can't imagine how they drive or even walk on half of 
them. 
            20 Sep. 1943               Left port in a small convoy of transport, supply and 
escort ships for Honolulu, Hawaii.  Another nice trip even with the work parties and 
sea watches there was time for rest and relaxation and the weather was great. 
            26 Sep. 1943               The ship arrived in Honolulu around noon and was 
given dock space in Pearl Harbor  We stayed here for a few days and had a chance to 
see the Royal Hawaiian Hotel which had been converted into an R&R4 barracks for 
the submarine crews while they waited for their next patrol.  The famous Waikiki 
Beach was protected by large cement blocks and plenty of barbed wire to prevent 
small boats and swimmers from coming ashore. We were only allowed ashore from 
noon to 1600 so there wasn't much time to travel around the island.  I was transformed 
from a MALIHINI (newcomer) to a KAMAAINA (old timer) today with out special 
ceremony. 
            02 Oct. 1943               We moved to Pearl Harbor today to prepare for our next 
trip to somewhere in the South Pacific.  The ship went into dry dock to have the 
camouflage pattern changed to suit the darker smooth water and the lighter sky.  We 
got out of dry dock in a couple of days but still had a great deal of painting above 
decks.  
            07 Nov. 1943              Started taking on troops and equipment for a sizable 
amphibious assault.  As usual all we hear is the scuttlebutt from the troops coming 

aboard.  They seem to think we are headed for some "Paradise Island" in the South 
Pacific.  Little do they know what's in store for them.  Most of this group is fresh out 
of basic training and haven't heard what's going on out here. 
 

 

 

4   Rest and Relaxation.  A place where you get light duty and more time to see the 
sights and visit the local area. 
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Pearl Harbor to Gilbert Is. 

  
            10 Nov. 1943              All loaded and underway.  A typical convoy of 

transport, supply and fighting ships is forming somewhere west of Pearl Harbor.  
From now on it will be standard sea watches, drills and general quarters at least twice 

a day. 
            13 Nov. 1943              Something new today, a Captain’s Inspection of the 

whole ship, usually conducted by our division officers.  He didn't miss a thing and had 
the division officers taking notes as he went through each section.  The boat division 

(9th) was O.K. with only a few minor problems. 
            15 Nov. 1943              General quarters was called at sunrise today and we had 

a practice air attack against our ship by planes from one of our carriers.  Luckily 
nobody missed the "This is a drill" announcement, which was repeated frequently, and 

fired on the incoming planes.  "We crossed the equator today at 1505--- 00°-00' x 
172°- 00' west.  Due to the area we were in there was only a brief statement by the 
Captain proclaiming all personnel on board as "Shell Backs", having entered the realm 
of "Neptunus Rex".  We also heard at this time that we were headed for Makin Is. in 
the Gilbert Islands Atoll. 
            19 Nov. 1943              General quarters was called four times today but no 
enemy action has been taken, as yet.  I would just as soon not see an air raid at sea. 
            20 Nov. 1943              I am now assigned to operate the Assistant Boat Group 
Commander’s LCPL (no ramp) and will not be hauling troops ashore, therefore I will 
not be going over the side until 0630 for an H-Hour landing at 0830.  With this duty I 
will be cruising between the ship and the shore looking for possible trouble situations 
and searching the shoreline for any movement of enemy troops.  
            21 Nov. 1943              Our main purpose of landing on Makin Is. in the Gilbert 
Is. group was a diversionary tactic.  This island was not as heavily fortified as others 
but was an important radio transmission station and a place where reserve Japanese 
troops were stationed.  The main U.S. forces were to land on Tarawa where a large 
body of Japanese troops was kept “at the ready” for invasion of other islands in the 
area.  Makin fell in a couple of days with stiff opposition which our troops and navy 
gunfire handled very quickly.  I knew very little of the fighting at Tarawa but 

understood later that the U.S. lost the greatest number of fighting men in the shortest 
time of any single battle during WWII. 

            23 Nov. 1943              I had a chance to set foot on Makin Is. for a short time to 
observe some of the utter devastation caused by the navy’s guns.  It's hard to believe 

anyone could survive the shellfire that landed on the island before our troops were put 
ashore. 
            24 Nov. 1943              Underway in a small convoy headed for Pearl Harbor.  
Let's pray for a safe voyage home.  Sea watches were set as usual and all hands went 
back to the regular routine of running the ship. 
            02 Dec. 1943              After an uneventful trip eastward on the Pacific we 

finally reached Pearl Harbor about 1530.  The few troops we had aboard, and the troop  
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casualties, were disembarked from the ship as soon as we tied up.  Normal in port 

duties and shore leaves commence tomorrow and continue until it's time to get 
underway again. 

            25 Dec. 1943              Merry Christmas to all and to all a day’s work.  We had 
maneuvers off the island of Maui today and have been told we will have Christmas 

dinner tomorrow. 
            21 Jan. 1944                We're loading up with supplies and Marines for this trip. 

I understand we may be headed for the Marshal Islands group, probably Kwajalein 
and/or Eniwetok Atolls with landings on several small islands in each area. 

 
 

 

Pearl Harbor to Marshall Is. 

 
            23 Jan. 1944                We set all sea watches and settled down for another sea 
voyage to the west.  They called general quarters for a couple of practice air raids and 
an abandon ship drill to get the troops familiar with the procedure. 
            24 Jan. 1944                Anti-aircraft gun practice today along with abandon ship 
drills.  Most of what happens in the south Pacific comes out of the sky.  A little farther 
to the northwest the Japanese submarines are active. 
            25 Jan. 1944                General routine work aboard ship with additional drills 
so that you can function blind if need be. 
            29 Jan. 1944                D minus 2 with only a submarine scare last night and 
some perimeter action, but nothing in close. 
            31 Jan. 1944                D-Day. We are not landing today.  Our troops are being 
held in reserve and will be put ashore wherever needed. 
            Troops from other ships were put ashore on the following code named islands 
in the Kwajalein Group. In the south: Cecil, Carter, Carlos and Carlson and in the 
north: Jacob, Ivan, Albert and Alan.  All landings to secure these islands seem to be 
ahead of schedule. 
            01 Feb. 1944               Some of our troops were put ashore on Burlesque (Roi) 
and Camouflage (Namur) in the north and the bigger island of Porcelain (Kwajalein) 

in the south.  
            02 Feb. 1944               The worst battles seem to be on Porcelain.  More troops 

from other ships were sent in to help in securing the island 
            03 Feb. 1944               Our transport, still loaded down, entered the lagoon 

through a rather narrow pass between Cecil Is. and Carter Is.  The water was so clear 
you could see the coral reefs on each side of the ship and the darker, deeper water 
below the ship.  A great deal of fighting is still going on at Porcelain Is.  I took Brig. 
Gen. Smith to the USS Rocky Mount, which was the communication ship for this 
fleet.  Some special plan must have been made during this meeting because the 
Leonard Wood and some other transports started steaming northwest toward the  
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Eniwetok Atoll. 

            17 Feb. 1944               We landed troops on Fragile (Engebi) Is. on the northern 
edge of the Atoll and the island was secure in less than one day.  

            18 Feb. 1944               A large contingent of troops was landed on the beach at 
Privilage (Eniwetok) Is.  Island fighting continued until early in the day on the 21st.  

All this time I spent cruising around in my Ass't Boat Group Commander’s boat, 
checking on enemy movements.  Some times getting close enough to draw sporadic 

gunfire from shore.  A fast retreat and a radio call usually took care of the problem. 
            22 Feb. 1944               Troops went ashore and secured Heartstring (Parry) Is. 

to complete the capture of Eniwetok Atoll. 
            24 Feb. 1944               The good old Leonard Wood went back to the Marshall 

Islands to join up with a convoy headed back to Pearl Harbor.          
            05 Mar. 1944              My crew and I, consisting of myself, Christoff and 

Tourtillott, were transferred for temporary duty to the LST 315 to act as a 
communications boat and assist in unloading some merchant ships that brought 
supplies for the troops on the islands.  We supervised the unloading and transportation 
of all the equipment taken off the ships and made sure that it was landed on the beach 
in the proper place.  This only took a couple of days and we were ready to head back 
to our own ship on the USS Cambria.   
This is when the Navy started playing games with my crew and I.  After six weeks and 
nine transfers we finally made it back to the ship that was now in San Diego, Calif.  I 
don't think anyone wants to read the cussing we did trying to get from one place to the 
other.  We were a little upset because we were told to bring only enough clothing for 
two weeks and we had to live a month and a half with nothing but our work clothes 
and foul weather gear.  We were able to keep clean but had to get special papers to 
travel in dungarees. 
            20 Apr. 1944               We finally made it back to the Leonard Wood and when 
the division officer said he was sorry about the mix-up and wanted to know what he 
could do to make it up to us.  All three of us, in unison, said "get us off the ship".  
Tourtillott, the seaman, didn't have enough time on the ship to get a transfer but 
Christoff and I got our papers on the 22nd for transfer to the East Coast with 25 days 
travel time and leave en route. 

 

VII      DELAWARE RIVER PATROL     17 JUN. 1944 
                        On arrival at the Coast Guard Office in Philadelphia Pa. I was assigned  

5   Landing Ship Tank.  A large seagoing vessel with large doors and a ramp in the 
bow for unloading personnel and the largest of our military equipment, such as tanks 

and trucks.  These were the largest, flat bottom, ships that we had for amphibious 
landings.  My brother Howard can tell you about life aboard this type of ship. 
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to a patrol station on the western shore of the Delaware River just north of Chester, 

Pa. in the small town of Essington.  The base was at the southern border of Admiral 
Printz Park with Walber’s Restaurant and the Tri-State Yacht Club at the northern 

border of the park.  I met my future wife and her son, Bobby, while at this station and 
we spent a great deal of time at the Yacht Club that her grandfather belonged to. 

            I was assigned to the Sea Bee III, a private yacht of 55 feet in length with two 
twelve-cylinder speedway engines for power.  A super fast boat for its time (similar to 

today’s cigarette boats) this boat was one of the boats loaned to the Coast Guard 
before I enlisted. 

            The Delaware River Patrol was responsible for monitoring all ship movements 
passing through our area.  The ship’s call letters, as designated by her signal flags, 

were radioed back to the main base with date and time recorded in the base log.  If I 

remember correctly the call letters for the base were "Nan-Mike-King".  We also had 

to stop all traffic on the river when they were launching large cargo ships built in the 
Tinicum Shipyard south of our base.  The new ships were launched stern first and 
would almost hit the docks on the opposite side of the river.  We had about eight 
patrol boats at this base and they were of all shapes and sizes including an all steel 
water-jet-propelled fire boat only 24' long that could pump a lot of water when 
required.  There was never a fire while I was there but we used the boat for instruction 
and drills. 
            Most of our patrols were uneventful but the Delaware River was noted for its 
thick fog this time of year.  We had to pass around Tinicum Island to make our patrol 
to the north.  This was a little tricky in the fog.  I don't remember the exact directions 
or times but it went something like this.  At a predetermined propeller rpm. I would 
leave the dock in an easterly direction for "X" seconds turn southerly for "Y" seconds 
then easterly again for "Z" seconds and then northerly to continue on patrol.  These 
directions had to be noted in clear weather and with different current flows so that you 
could make the trip any time day or night.  A good lookout on the bow and keen 
hearing made it all possible.  The fog would usually clear by noon to make it easier to 
return to base. 
            I had one harrowing experience when I was assigned to take some officers to 
Cape Henlopen at the southwestern end of Delaware Bay.  It was dark when we left 
Essington with a light breeze from the northeast.  As we left the river and got down 
into the wider part of the bay the wind picked up and we were running before a 

following sea making it difficult to handle the boat.  I was headed for a point of land 
on the west shore of the bay inside a long breakwater.  To get behind this breakwater 
you had to pass between the beach and the end of the rocks with only about a 50 yard 
gap.  Very routine on a calm sunny day but this was a pitch-black night with heavy 
seas running into the beach.  I had been through here in good weather so I got my 
bearings from the shore lights, put the engines at about three quarter throttle, hung on 

and prayed.  I guess we made it because I'm here to tell about it.  The officers were 
very uncomfortable and stayed below deck for the whole trip to the south.  The next 

day the trip back to the base was like a nice leisurely cruise you might take on a 
Sunday afternoon.  The officers were now very interested in how fast the Sea Bee III 
would go and took turns at the helm.  All's well that ends well. 
            Another little incident I remember quite well was the day a panic stricken 
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Mother called to tell us her son was "lost at sea".  He left the dock at New Castle, 

Delaware in a small sailboat at 0800 for somewhere on the New Jersey shore and he 
hadn't returned at 1200. We sent out two boats and crews to search the river.  I had the 

northern sector, and was unable to turn up any clue as to where he had gone, so after 
about three hours I asked permission to head south on the river, on a hunch.  I 

searched around for awhile and then went in to the New Castle yacht basin and sure 
enough there was the kid’s boat tied up to the dock.  I called his home and found out 

he had come home and was resting and his mother wouldn't let me talk to him.  I 
reported this to our skipper and let him handle it.  I never heard any more about it. 

            02 Dec. 1944              My first enlistment ran out during my duty at the 
Essington Patrol Base and I signed over for another two years.  Of course if you didn't 

your enlistment would be extended for the duration plus six months any way, which 
was an unknown at the time. 

            Things are usually quiet at the base so I spent almost every other day with my 
new found girl as she lived only a few miles from the base and had her own car.  We 
did a great deal of traveling back and forth to Atlantic City.  It was rather odd the way 
I met Edna. One evening when I was out with one of the local girls we decided to go 
to Walber’s for a drink and something to eat. Before we went in I put on "the girl’s" 
fur jacket as a joke.  All hell broke loose when I got inside.  This gal, unknown to me, 
came over and started yelling at me and wanted to know where I got her jacket.  She 
had loaned it to "the girl" a couple of days before.  From that time on, except for some 
service time, we were inseparable for the next 37 years. 
            08 May 1945               President Truman announces the surrender of Germany 
and declares VE Day.  Most of the celebrating seems to be holding off until Japan is 
defeated. 
            31 Jul. 1945                After my time at the Essington Patrol Station I was 
transferred to pier 181 in Philadelphia, Pa. for a similar type of patrol duty.  The only 
interesting duty I had was supervising the loading of explosives onto ships anchored 
out in a wide section of the river.  This was accomplished by unloading boxcars onto 
barges and then moving the barges out to the ships with tugboats and transferring the 
shells, etc. onto the ships. 
                        Most of my 17 months at the Patrol Bases was rather routine but it did 

give Edna and I a chance to decide what we wanted in the future. 
            14 Aug. 1945              Pres. Truman read the surrender message received from 

Japan.  The end is near.  
            02 Sep. 1945               Formal Japanese surrender was signed and VJ Day was 

declared.  People all over the world celebrated the end of the "War to end all Wars". 
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VIII    RECRUITING DUTY                      14 NOV. 1945 
                        I have been transferred to the Recruiting Office in Philadelphia. Pa. for 

duty as a mobile recruiter in the Hazelton, Pa. area.  A chief yeoman and two other 
fellows and I climbed into an old station wagon and headed north to set up a recruiting 

station in a local courtroom that wasn't used very often.  Due to the low per diem 
allowance, $3.00 per man per day, we had to stay at the YMCA in their 50 cent a night 

rooms.  The balance was for meals. 
            Patriotism was so high at this time we had mothers and fathers swearing to 

altered birth certificates so their sons could get into the service.  Usually we could find 
their correct age by checking school or church records. 

            Most of our sign-ups were seniors in high school who would wait until after 
graduation to go on active duty.  We gave talks at different assemblies and stressed the 

need for an education but a great many wanted to get into the service as soon as 
possible.  We did not take any dropouts unless they were over 18 and had not been in 
school for the last couple of years.  At this time we were also taking minor offense 
men from the court system, "service or reform school", not much of a choice.  
            This boring duty lasted about five months and I was sent back to the 
Philadelphia office for further transfer. 
 

IX       ALASKA BOUND                8 APR. 1946 
                        I departed from the Coast Guard District Office in Philadelphia, Pa. this 
morning on the train headed for Seattle, Washington.  The first part of the trip as far as 
Chicago was tiring with very little to see except the " back doors" of all the towns and 
cities along the tracks.  After Chicago we headed northwest to the Canadian border 
where the land flattened out into the great prairie and "westward ho" into the northern 
Rockies.  We passed through most of the mountains at night so there was little to see 
except the almost vertical wall cut into the side of the mountain.  In some areas this 
was quite hair raising straight up on one side and straight down on the other.  The 
morning we were to arrive in Seattle dawned with a bright sun behind us and we were 
in the middle of an evergreen forest the likes of which I had never seen before.  Huge 
pine trees everywhere.  There seemed to be no end to them.  
            12 Apr. 1946               I arrived in Seattle and was sent to the Mount Rainier 
Ordnance Depot to await transportation to Ketchikan, Alaska. 
            23 Apr. 1946               I left Mount Rainier to get aboard a 125' Coast Guard 
Cutter and headed north on the Alaskan Marine Highway through Puget Sound and 

into the Strait of Georgia where you cross the maritime border into Canadian 
jurisdiction just south of Vancouver, B.C.  We continued north through Queen 

Charlotte Sound and back into U.S. jurisdiction about halfway between Prince Rupert 
and Ketchikan, which is in the southernmost part of the Alaskan Panhandle. 

            This was a great trip all through the inland waterway, where the tree laden 
mountains rise sharply out of the water nearly close enough to touch on both sides.  
The wildlife is abundant with bear, moose and all kinds of waterfowl within easy 
naked eye viewing, and they seem to ignore the passing vessels. 

            01 May 1946               On arrival at the Base I was assigned to the C.G. Buoy 
Tender (#258) "Bittersweet". This vessel was responsible for maintaining all the 
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channel markers and buoys in Alaskan waters.  This required cruising along the 

rugged coast checking the positions and condition of the Aids to Navigation, replacing 
damaged buoys, and making sure all the lights, bells, and horns were working 

properly. In some cases it meant actually lifting a buoy out of the water onto the deck 
and working on it.  This was not very exciting unless the weather was bad.  The ship 

would pitch and roll while the buoy would bob up and down like a cork.  In the case 
of a bell buoy someone (usually me) had to jump from the tender to the buoy when the 

ship got close enough and then wait for the ship to come around again so that you 
could hook up and get lifted out of the water.  All the time hoping the ship wouldn't 

run you down and make you swim for a while in the cold water. 
            I was only on the Bittersweet for about five weeks and made two round trips 

from Ketchikan to Juneau, Kodiak, Dutch Harbor and the Pribilof Islands in the 
Bering Sea.  The Pribilof Islands, consisting mainly of St. Paul and St. George, have 

some of the largest concentrations of fur seals in the world.  This is the birthing and 
breeding grounds for thousands of seals.  It's hard to imagine the masses of squirming 
bodies that gather on these islands during the summer months.  No one is quite sure 
where they all go after they head south and remain there until they return in the spring 
to give birth to another pup. 
            After returning from my second trip I was wandering around the base and ran 
into the "ex-Executive Officer" from the Leonard Wood, Commander Fulford, now 
Captain Fulford, the Commander of the 17th C.G. District.  After chatting for a while 
he seemed very happy to run into someone from the boat division of the "Wood" and I 
was soon to find out why. 
            07 Jun. 1946               I was transferred from the Bittersweet to a Coast Guard 
cargo ship "Unalga" #WAK 185.  This is a little larger ship than the buoy tender and 
was used to carry supplies to the Loran Stations on the islands along the coast and the 
Aleutian Chain that separates the Pacific Ocean and the Bering Sea. 
             Loran was a new navigational aid that sent out a radio signal on a frequency 
used only by one particular station and when a ship would pick up two or more signals 
from different stations they could find their position by the intersection of the 
frequency lines plotted on a special chart. 
            This cargo, food and diesel fuel for their generators, had to be handled from a 

50' landing barge that they had on board but no one new how to operate it.  So here I 
go again. 

            At first, having duty aboard a cargo ship was new to me.  I didn't have any 
training in handling cargo or boom and winch maintenance.  Lucky for me there was 

another Bos'n Mate aboard, Bill Muncie, who didn't have any small boat training.  We 
hit it off great right from the start.  He would put the boat in the water, load it with  
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cargo, and I would run the landing barge to "where ever" and unload the cargo.  This  

arrangement worked very well. 
            The first thing on the agenda was to select and train a three-man crew 

consisting of a Motor Mac. and two Seamen.  The MM2c I selected from the engine 
room had been an auto mechanic with a little diesel experience.  The two seamen were 

just borrowed from the deck gang but were really gung-ho and learned quickly.  After 
a couple of launches in the harbor we were ready to take on the task of putting 

supplies on the Islands. 
            From here on the sequence of events becomes a little mixed up due to the five 

or six stops we made on the mainland and the fourteen or fifteen islands we visited but 
the stories are as I remember them. 

            We'll start out with the unloading of 55 gallon drums of diesel fuel to run some 
of the equipment required to maintain life on this barren land.  I don't recall any place 

where we could tie up to a dock and unload before returning to the ship for more 
cargo, except for our home port of Ketchikan on the southern most part of the pan 
handle. 
            One of the easiest operations was on Umnak Island.  When the surf would die 
down we could land on a gravel beach to unload.  The men from the station would 
load the cargo onto a skid and drag it up a gradual slope with a tractor. 
            Cape St. Elias had a similar set up except they used a dragline, skid and winch, 
to move the drums up a steeper incline. 
            Where the shore was too rocky for a landing we learned to handle the drums 
by what I called the "wet" dragline.  This was an endless line anchored off shore. I had 
to keep the boat away from the beach, lower the ramp part way, lash three or four 
drums to the drag line with "pig tails" and then back out from under them and let their 
winch pull the floating drums ashore, to be taken to the station by farm tractor and 
trailer. 
            The toughest and most dangerous way to handle oil drums was at an island 
where there was no beach.  The unloading area was alongside a cliff, 50 to 75 feet 
straight up.  The station crew had rigged a long boom and hoist that would drop a 
"hook" over the edge about 10 or 15 feet from the cliff face.  This meant bringing the 
boat very close to the cliff face, attaching two drums to the hook with a special sling 

and then getting out from under the load as they lifted it.  Even on the best of days all 
of the methods we used were quite tricky with the ocean swells running at about 3 

feet. 
            We used the previous methods on approximately 15 different islands so they 

could keep the "Lights" and "Loran" signals operating. 
            The weather in the North Pacific Ocean and the Bering Sea is rather 
predictable, "bad" most of the time.  I called it the land of the 100 mile per hour gale.  
The wind along the southern mainland coast and the Gulf of Alaska is very much like 
our coastal weather and the shoreline is covered with evergreen trees.  In contrast to 
this are the Aleutian Islands that are void of anything that resembles a tree, from the 

Alaska Peninsula to the island of Attu at the most western end of the Aleutian chain, 
not far from the Siberian mainland. 
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            One of our trips took us the full length of the Aleutian Island chain with short 

stops at Dutch Harbor, Umnak, Atka, Adak, Amchitka, Kiska and Attu, the 
westernmost island of the Aleutian Chain.  Attu was occupied by the Japanese for a 

short time.  (They ran away when they heard the “Connecticut Yankee” was on his 
way.)   

            When we crossed the International Dateline, (the 180th Meridian between 
Adak and Amchitka Islands), we were presented with certificates of the Domain of the 

Golden Dragon.   
            Along the "chain" the days would start out most of the time with the wind at a 

dead calm and the sea at an easy roll.  As the day wore on the breeze would come up 
and steadily increase to whip up a savage, rolling, white capped fury that made it 

impossible to work between the ship and the shore.  At sundown the wind would 
subside and during the night the sea became relatively calm again.  It didn't take long 

to figure out that the best time to handle cargo was between 2200 and 0600 each night. 
            Speaking of the predictable wind reminds me of a little incident when the wind 
didn't die down enough to make it possible to land cargo on a rocky beach. 
            It seems that the Skipper was watching the beach we were planning to land on 
and had come to the conclusion that we should wait another day before trying it.  His 
young Executive Officer (an Ensign) disagreed with him so I was called to the bridge 
as the "expert" to settle the problem.  After a little discussion, and a wink, the Skipper 
agreed to let me try it with an empty boat if the Ensign would go with me for the ride.  
We put the 50' LCM in the water, with some trouble due to the rolling ship, for a trial 
run.  When we got to the beach I found an area between two large boulders that looked 
like a good spot, although the surf was running quite high directly at our stern.  The 
boulders would keep the barge from "broaching" in this heavy sea.  The landing was 
made without any problems but due to the power of the surf I didn't want to stay very 
long so I hollered "hang on" and started to back off the rocky beach.  The first and 
second waves came over the stern so the Ensign moved to the bow, protected by the 
ramp, he thought.  I spun the 50 footer around, as I was taught, between the second 
and third waves.  We were about 75% of the way around when the bow went sharply 
up on the third wave and then came rapidly down on the backside of the wave, a 
perfect turn-around except for the Ensign. He shot skyward when the bow went up and 

was still going up when the bow came down.  Only his pride was hurt when he came 
down with a knee-buckling thud.  We waited another day to unload cargo and that 

Ensign never got back in the landing barge with me again.  Some times you have to 
shake an Ensign to show him that experience is the best teacher.  

            One of the trips out of Ketchikan was a little unusual.  We took a family of 
four with most of their belongings and headed out of port. This man and his wife were 
a meteorological team and were headed for a weather station on St. Paul Island in the 
Pribilof group. They had two of the sweetest little girls, about 4 and 6 years old, that 
you ever saw.  Of course they attracted the attention of all the crewmembers and we 
all acted as baby supervisors while they were on deck.  The parents said the toughest 

part of the duty here would be sending the girls back to the mainland to a boarding 
school for their education.  They were all delivered to their destination in good 
condition and the crew was sorry to see them leave the ship.  A taste of home for some 
of the family men aboard.       
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            The cargo that beats all cargo was the time we carried two large open crates or 

cages, one containing an overgrown stallion and the other containing a large white 
faced bull that did not like being penned up.  They had both been crated for about two 

weeks when we headed out of Ketchikan for Umnak Island.  
            It seems that the Aleutian Livestock Co. managed by a Mr. Bell had notified 

the government that one of our soldiers bet another one that he could neuter the two 
original animals single handed.  He must have been a tall Texan under the influence of 

cactus juice or something because he rendered them useless to the livestock company 
that bred horses, cattle and sheep.  The good old USA was replacing the original 

animals. 
            The crates, one at a time, were put into the landing barge and taken ashore and 

the animals were turned loose.  The last we saw of them was when they ran over a 
knoll about a quarter of a mile away.  There didn’t seem to be anything on the island 

we could see, except livestock and a bunkhouse for the hired hands.  I understood the 
small town of Nikolski was at the southwest end of the island and Fort Glenn was at 
the northeast end.  All went well and Mr. Bell was happy to receive his new breeding 
stock. 
            After a few more uneventful trips along the Aleutian Chain it was time to get 
off sea duty and head for home.  My second hitch will soon end and I don’t intend to 
“sign over.” 
            I was transferred, on paper, from the Unalga to the base at Ketchikan on 19 
Nov. 1946 and then to the 17th C.G. District Office in Ketchikan on the 21st.  On the 
23rd I was issued papers for transportation to the 3rd C.G. District Office in New 
York City for discharge, with 67 days leave en route. 
            Bill Muncie and I left Ketchikan on the 23rd aboard a civilian cruise ship 
belonging to the Union Steamship Limited.  She was a British Corvette, similar to our 
Destroyer Escorts, made over into a very comfortable passenger liner.  The trip south 
was rather uneventful except for the bad weather we had running the length of Queen 
Charlotte Sound.  All hands were sea sick, except Bill and I, and could hardly do their 
jobs.  The funniest part of the trip was during the storm. Bill and I would knock on 
stateroom doors and ask if we could get the passengers something to eat.  Oh, boy!  
The cussin’, moanin' and groaning' that came from some rooms wasn't fit for a sailor’s 

ears.  All ended well when we tied up in Vancouver, BC. 
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            It seemed like a very long train ride from Vancouver to Seattle, Wash. and then 

on to Philly where I arrived about Nov. 30th, 1946.  I lost track of Bill Muncie in 
Seattle when he headed for San Francisco and the southern route to some place in 

Florida. 
            Of course Edna, the girl I met in Walber’s Restaurant sometime back, met me 

at the train station and we decided to do the thing we had been writing about all the 
time I was in Alaska, "get married".  We had our blood tests the following day as soon 

as we could find a nurse with a needle, "all OK". 
             The morning of Dec. 4th we went to the town hall in Philadelphia and applied 

for and received our marriage license.  I lied a little about my service time and 
convinced the clerk to call the Judge upstairs and tell him I was leaving in a couple of 

days.  He told us to come back to his office the next morning and he would perform 
the ceremony.  Things were a lot easier in the good old days. 

            Now that we were all set we decided to call an old friend who had been trying 
to get us "hitched" for a year and half.  This friend, Harry Marklin, just happened to be 
the Vice President of the Westinghouse Steam Turbine Division in Chester Pa, a 
member of the Tri-State Yacht Club where I met Edna, and a good friend to Edna’s 
Grandfather Cummings ("Big Dad").  
            Our conversation went something like this (I'll never forget this day). 
                        Voice: Westinghouse Steam Turbine Div. may I help you? 
                        Me: Yes, may I speak to Mr. Marklin please. 
                        Voice. Who's calling? 
                        Me: Just tell him it's Doug from Alaska. 
                        Harry: Hi Doug, When did you get back in town? 
                        Me: Two or three days ago and Edna and I want you to know we're 
getting married in the morning             
                        Harry: Is she with you now? 
                        Me: Yes, want to talk to her? 
                        Harry: Put her on the phone. 
                        Edna: If your not doing anything we'd like you to come to the 
Philadelphia. Town Hall in the morning. 
                        Harry: Do you have your license in hand? 

                        Edna: Yes.  We're all set. 
                        Harry: O.K. skip the Town Hall, meet me at the little restaurant on the 

corner of "here and there" (can't remember the street names) at 6:00 PM and we'll 
have a bite to eat.  I'll make arrangements with a Justice to take care everything 

tonight. 
                        Edna:  O.K.  So long. 
            That's the way Harry worked. If you are going to do something, do it before 
you have time to change your mind. 
            Edna went home to freshen up a bit and when she started to leave the house her 
Grandmother Cummings (Nan) asked where she was going.  Edna answered with an 

“I’m going to get married."  Nan came back with "you better be back by nine o'clock 
young lady".  We didn't make it until the following day and all was well.  I suspect 
Nan knew where we were going.  She was a really sharp elderly woman that didn't 
miss anything. 
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            After a nice dinner with Harry and his lady friend we had a lot of people talk to 

make up for.  We then headed for Ardmore, Pa. where we were married in the front 
room of a large house while a grandfather clock was striking eight o’clock.  Edwin 

Lynch, the Justice, pronounced us man and wife, took our money and wished us well. 
            After a quick drink at a local club Harry and his lady, I never did find out who 

she was, took off in one direction and Edna and I headed for the Tri-State Yacht Club 
to celebrate and spend the night. 

            This all took place the 4th of Dec. 1946 and we lived happily ever after. 
            The next two months Edna and her son Bobbie stayed in Philadelphia with her 

grandparents and I went to Hamden, CT and found a job as a time keeper for the Yale 
Construction Co. before bringing them to live with my family in the Spring Glen 

section of Hamden, CT.   
            On the 4th of Feb. 1947 I had to return to New York to be officially and 

honorably discharged from the service.  This was due to the fact that I had elected to 
take 60 days of terminal leave, with pay, before my final discharge instead of 
accepting a government bond for the pay that was due me.  These bonds would not be 
of full value for approximately 8 years. 
            With the help of my Dad, Edna and I contracted with a builder to buy one of 
the small Cape Cod houses he was building on the west side of Hamden.  It was not to 
be finished until mid-August so we stayed in the house in Spring Glen while the 
family moved into the cottage in Milford for the summer. 
            Our first home was where we got our start and our next two boys, Doug III and 
Edward, were born. 
            The rest of the story was filled with Love, Happiness, and the trials of any 
young family trying to shake the past and plan for the future. 
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USS Leonard Wood (APA-12)
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Wartime humor and civilian Rationing tickets
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Awards and Discharge
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