
 

USS Talbot County (LST-1153), 1956-1958 

    

Commander Service Force Atlantic Fleet Personnel Office was responsible for keeping 

ship’s billets filled as closely as possible.  It was also known that a Sailor could “negotiate” 

with office personnel in certain circumstances or for a particular assignment.   

  QM3 Bob Stabley and I were at the office door when opened on Monday morning, 21 

May.  We had our orders in hand and stated our cases to a Personnel Petty Officer.  It didn’t 

take too long, and after “negotiating” $50.00 from each of us, he began to prepare new 

orders.  Suddenly a voice behind us announced: “You’re not getting those orders changed.”  

We turned and there was Achernar’s former First Lieutenant, now the Officer-in-Charge 

of the Fleet Personnel Office.  We discussed the issue, but he was adamant.  Bob didn’t 

care for the pomp and discipline of a flagship, and I didn’t care for duty on a flat bottomed, 

pitching, and rolling ship.  

    

 



 

   Landing Ship, Tank (LST), or tank landing ship, is the naval designation for vessels 

created during World War II to support amphibious operations by carrying vehicles, cargo, 

and landing troops directly onto an unimproved shore.  The Talbot County and her sister-

ship, USS Tallahatchie County (LST-1154), were the only steam-driven LST's ever 

commissioned into the United States Navy, and were considered experimental due to their 

propulsion and armament. Apparently the experiment was not a success because no other 

steam driven LST's were ever built and no others had 5-inch guns   Talbot County was built 

in the Boston Naval Shipyard and commissioned in 1947.  Her complement was 190 

officers and enlisted, and berthing for 197 troops.   

                                                                    

After finishing leave, I reported aboard Talbot County on Sunday, 17 June 1956 at the 

Naval Amphibious Base, Little Creek, Virginia.  At the time, she was a unit of Commander 

Landing Ship Flotilla Two; the Flotilla commander thought of his ships as” workhorses of 

the Fleet.”   

   Reporting aboard on a Sunday allows a new crewmember to meet a few of his shipmates 

and look over his spaces.  When I went up to the bridge area, I was surprised to find my 

Chief Petty Officer in the chartroom, located just aft of the wheelhouse.  Both spaces were 

in shambles.  They had the appearance of being cluttered storerooms instead of command 

and control spaces.  And the Chief was making chart corrections in the middle of the clutter 

on the chart table.  He knew I was to report soon; he had less than a year to do in the ship 

and need someone senior enough to take over.  Normally, a CPO would be relieved by 

another or at least by a PO1, however, he thought that because of snip and manning 

reductions that might not be the case for an LST.  At the time when we met, he was 

preparing charts for a deployment in a few weeks.  I was not happy about being assigned 

to an LST, and the conditions I encountered on my first day upset me even more.     On 

Monday I met separately with the Executive Officer (XO), Lieutenant (junior grade) LT(jg)  

Charles Sassone, Jr., and my Department Head, another LT(jg).  The XO was also the 

Navigator.  As a Quartermaster, I would be working closely with him.  But at the time, I 

had little respect for him as an officer.  His nickname, given by the crew, was “Sloppy 

Charlie.”  He was short and overweight; large belly; shirt and waist too tight; trousers too 

short; and he waddled when walking.  Charlie and I would encounter each other in later 

years while in the Navy.  Also, he would interview with me 27 years later for a position on 

a government contract.  Meeting with the Department Head was an experience I’ve never 

forgotten.  We disliked each other before we ever uttered a word to each other.  And it 

stayed like that until he left the ship.  I was polite and responsive to orders; that’s where it 

ended.  There was never a social conversation.  The Chief, our Division Officer, stayed 

clear of him as much as possible.  

                                                                    

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/USS_Tallahatchie_County_(LST-1154)


 I met the Captain one day while I was working alone in the wheelhouse.  I saluted when 

he came in and offered the usual polite greeting.  He introduced himself as the Captain, 

Lieutenant Commander (LCDR) Robert E. Kemp, and asked who I was.  Apparently, he 

hadn’t heard about me being onboard.  He asked questions about my past.   He was pleased 

that I had experience in the Amphibs (Amphibious Force) with time at-sea on ARG 

deployment.  He told me about our relationship in the Flotilla, mentioning that, because we 

were steam driven, we would be operating more often on independent assignments, and 

not too often in amphibious support roles.  He also told me that everyone referred to the 

ship as “TC” in place of her full name.  For me, our discussions were an eye-opener.  He 

was polite, proud, neat, and professional.  I couldn’t understand the visible differences 

between him and the XO. 

                                                                    

TC sailed from Norfolk to San Juan, Puerto Rico on 17 July 1956.  We arrived there on the 

21st, and after four days of liberty, the ship departed for Antigua in the Lesser Antilles, 

where  we beached on the 24th.  We loaded a detachment of a Mobile Construction Battalion 

(Seabees)..  Their detachments had been deployed there since October 1955, building radio 

tracking facilities in support of future unmanned orbital projects.  The detachment was 

returned to Norfolk on 31 

July.   

   The independent cruise 

to the Lesser Antilles was 

an exciting time for me.  I 

was glad to be at sea again.  

It was to be only one island 

out of the group, but it was 

a new adventure.  (I would 

see much more of the 

islands as the years 

passed.)  It was also my 

first experience when 

beaching an LST.  



Historically, Captains who ran their ships aground lost their careers.  Now that he was 

permitted, he had to safely retract.  There are factors involved, but in essence, as the ship 

approaches the beach, a stern anchor is let go at a calculated distance, to be used in 

conjunction with backing engines, to pull the ship off the beach.  The danger during that 

evolution is that, if there is a sea running (waves and wind), the ship could broach, 

becoming   stranded in the surf or on the beach.  And too, as the ship approached the beach, 

the bow doors were already opened, the ramp being lowered after beaching. 

   I began to appreciate the workings of an LST that, in turn, drew me closer to appreciating 

my tour of duty on the TC.  Let’s take a look at the TC.  As can be seen above, there is a 

very, very large “parking garage” for tracked and wheeled vehicles; it’s called the tank 

deck because its primary purpose was to carry armored vehicles (tanks.)  At the rear of the 

tank deck was an elevated control room for directing the loading and offloading of vehicles.  

At the forward end was a bow ramp, which was raised and secured when not in use.  

Outside of the ramp were the bow doors.  When all are closed and tightly secured, the seas 

cannot penetrate.  If there are leaks, there are internal drains and pumps to dewater or 

control the flow.  The tank deck could be used to carry just about anything as long as it 

could be handled by heavy duty fork-lifts.  Hanging from the overhead at the bow ramp, 

were regular international traffic lights for controlling vehicle movement. 

    The same cargo capabilities could be used on the main deck.  For wheeled vehicles, there 

was a main deck ramp that could be lowered onto the tank deck for vehicles to drive up to 

the main deck.  There was also a covered hatch at the after end of the main deck between 

two cargo booms for handling bulk cargo from below. 

   The crew lived in compartments on the starboard (right) side, one deck below the main 

deck.  Periodically, going from aft to forward, there were several berthing spaces on a third 

deck.  My department personnel had such a space.  We enjoyed it because it was out of the 

general traffic flow, and by being lower, we had less effect from excessive rolling.  The 

sea was outside the starboard bulkhead (wall); below the deck was a fuel tank.  The berthing 

configuration was essentially the same on the port side, used by troops or other embarked 

personnel.  The galley, mess hall, laundry, and offices were aft, across the width of the 

ship.  Officer’s staterooms and their wardroom (dining room) were in the superstructure, 

below the bridge area.  Their meals came from the galley below. 

   One peculiar facet of an LST then was that there was no paymaster.  The Flotilla 

command office paid us when we were in Little Creek, our home port.  When on 

deployment, the  

Supply Officer carried the crew’s disbursing records to sea.  We would be paid only if a 

pay day had passed and we were at a U.S. Naval Base somewhere, or were in port with a 

large ship with a disbursing officer and enough cash to pay us.  So, when we left the States 

we needed some cash in our pockets; maybe meet a ship for pay, maybe not.   

                                                                    

My Chief Petty Officer was rarely on the bridge when underway.  He was acting as our 

Division Officer and did have administrative responsibilities, but not enough to keep him 



from navigation duties.  However, he did stand bridge watches as the Junior Officer of the 

Deck (JOOD) supporting the Officer of the Deck.  After meeting with him when reporting 

on board, he told me I would perform duties as leading petty officer, because he was busy 

with his other duties.  The relationship was easy enough, but it was the way of doing 

business in a small ship.  For me, some things took time.  I was quite capable of performing 

my duties.  Troubling to me at the time, I was used to seeing the navigator take celestial 

fixes while at sea to determine location.  Even when cruising in formation, it was done.  

Traditionally, he had to provide the commanding officer with the ship’s position at 0800, 

1200, and 2000.  I can remember times when deployed and cruising in formation, when the 

Officer-in-Tactical Command on the flagship would request some ships for their reports, 

just to check their work. But I never saw the TC XO take a celestial fix.  He always used 

LORAN: Long Range Navigation, a system in which position is determined from the 

intervals between signal pulses received from widely spaced radio transmitters.  The 

equipment was on all ships and I, as many others, was a graduate of LORAN Operator 

school.  Until he was transferred, I never had to assist the XO in celestial navigation duties.  

I didn’t realize it then, but it would affect my forthcoming advancement opportunity. 

 

                                                                    

We sailed again on 1 August, the day after arriving in Norfolk from Antigua. No one had 

liberty or could go ashore for any reason.  After offloading our cargo and passengers, the 

ship had to be cleaned and prepared for sea.  Our destination was Davisville, Rhode Island, 

MCB headquarters, to load a detachment for deployment to the U.S. Naval Air Station, 

Argentia, Newfoundland.   After embarking their equipment and personnel, TC departed 

on the 7th arriving in Argentia on 11 August.   During the two days there, we offloaded the 

relieving detachment, and back-loaded a detachment and their equipment for return to 

Davisville on 16 August.   

   I had liberty twice while at Argentia.  On one liberty, I went to the nearby fishing village 

of Placentia.  It was mostly wooden, clapboard buildings, unpaved streets, and wooden 

sidewalks on both side of the main street.  The roads were wet and muddy.  The weather 

was chilly, damp, and foggy.  I was 

at the enlisted club on my second 

liberty with other crew members.  

We were sitting at the bar when all of 

a sudden the locals, who were sitting 

at tables with spouses or girlfriends, 

rushed to the windows.  I walked 

over to the windows, looking over 

the shoulders of one group.  I saw the 

airfield, but nothing else.  After I 

asked the bartender what was 

happening, he said it was the first 

time in 27 days that they had some 

sunshine.  Whether it was true or not, 



that’s the story.  Departure from Argentia was delayed because of thick fog bans rolling in 

on the wind from the sea.  The Captain decided to make a run for it as soon as on heavy 

bank passed, and before the next on got too close.  We had good water and a clear run for 

a short while before turning left into open waters, but we did have to contend with more 

fog for a while. 

                                                                    

Advancement examinations were administered while at sea on 15 August.  I was going up 

for Petty Officer First Class but hadn’t had much sea time since my last advancement.  Sea 

time was important in my rate, because practical factors had to be experienced in a real-

world environment, mostly in celestial navigation.  The results came out in November; I 

failed.  There were only three categories of grade: P=Passed; PNA=Passed But Not 

Advanced (because of over manning); F=Failed.  I knew where my weakness was.  I was 

not happy. 

   TC returned to Little Creek, Virginia on 22 August.  The ship conducted local operations 

and exercises with other Flotilla LSTs until mid-October.  We were usually in port for the 

weekend.  Little Creek harbor had a signal tower that sent messages by flashing light to 

ship addressees; the tower also conducted daily flashing light (sent using Morse code), flag 

hoist, and semaphore drills.  All ships had to maintain a signal watch around the clock 

while in port or at anchor off Little Creek.  One means of communication with the civilian 

world was by WUTEL (Western Union Telegram) that was sent to ships by flashing light 

only.  I was standing a visual signal watch during a duty weekend, training and qualifying 

a Signalman striker.  The tower signaled that there was a message for TC; I told him I was 

ready to receive; he began: “WUTEL QM2 F. E. Lewis . . .” I became nervous, and had 

Larry, the striker, take the message while I backed him up.  I was waiting for it..  It read: 

“WUTEL.  QM2 F. E. Lewis.  Baby boy born 5 Oct.  Mother and baby fine.”   I already 

had leave approved, to begin upon getting word of the baby’s birth.  When my duty was 

over on Monday morning, I left for New Jersey on ten days leave.  I didn’t know his name 

was Mark until I got to the hospital.     

                                                                    

After unloading ammunition and fuel, TC went to the Norfolk Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth, 

Virginia on 15 October for an equipment overhaul and didn’t return to Little Creek until 4 

January 1957.  Before going to the yard, I had already rented a small furnished apartment 

on 11th Bay Street, off Shore Drive, close to the Little Creek Amphibious Base.  I went 

home on a weekend, packed the car with our brief possessions, and brought Mark and his 

mother to Norfolk. 

   It’s bad enough living on a ship during a shipyard period, but it is even more 

uncomfortable and depressing when it’s in the fall and winter months.  Some of the crew 

went to schools for training in their specialty or on a piece of equipment; I was among 

them.  Others were transferred, some without relief.  My CPO was one of them, and I 

became the senior Quartermaster and assistant Navigator.  Since I had been aboard, some 

Sailors went “absent without leave (AWOL),” and a few were declared deserters after 



being AWOL for 30 days.  They not only disliked the ship type but didn’t like going to sea.  

Others were sent on Temporary Additional Duty (TAD) to other Flotilla LSTs that were 

undermanned.  These conditions affected morale.  Sometimes a Captain’s Mast was held 

twice a week because of the number of offenses by crew members committed on and off 

the ship.  Some got off with a light punishment, while others got brig (jail) time.  I said it 

earlier in a previous chapter that young Sailors just out of recruit training sometimes forgot 

the lessons taught them, emotionally fought against their responsibilities to the command 

and country, and failed to grow intellectually or spiritually 

   I enlisted in the Navy for a career.  I liked being at sea, and I found that sailing on 

independent duty was an even more enjoyable experience.  Nevertheless, low morale began 

to bother me too.  However, I had a family nearby and, as other married members, I could 

find relief from the daily problems of the ship by being at home when not on duty.  Even 

though I began to have thoughts about getting out when my time was up, I began to review 

an officer candidate program available to me.  But I had to have four years remaining on 

my enlistment to be eligible. I only had four months left; eligibility would require a 

reenlistment.     

                                                                    

I have never forgotten the date: 10 January 1957.  The ship was moored starboard side to 

a Little Creek pier.  I was on the starboard wing of the bridge when I noticed a car parking 

in the officers area at the head of the pier.  I knew that the XO’s relief was due, so I used 

binoculars to get a closer look.  There he was, the new Executive Officer.  Tall, ramrod 

straight, winter blue uniform, long bridge coat, white scarf, grey gloves, a squared white 

covered hat, black briefcase.  He walked tall and proud.  Immediately, I saw a uniformed 

officer I hadn’t seen since leaving Achernar, and he was coming aboard.  He was also to 

be the Navigator, and me his assistant.  I hollered down to the quarterdeck watch to look 

alert, telling them that the new XO was coming down the pier.  Lieutenant (LT) Robert L. 

Thomas, USN, proudly saluted the colors, the quarterdeck, requested permission to come 

aboard, and did so.  He would soon be known as “Tidy Tom.”   

   My department head had orders for another assignment.  His relief, Ensign Harry B. 

Arnold, reported onboard on 16 January.  LT. Sassone was relieved by LT. Thomas as XO, 

and left the ship on my 24th birthday, 24 January. 

    It was a good time for the new XO and Operations Officer.  For the next three months 

the TC conducted exercises with other Flotilla ships, and participated in amphibious 

operations.  It was during this period that the ship loaded causeway sections, carrying them 

on rails on each side of the hull.  After they were launched, they were made up into a 

causeway by connecting the sections, after which the ship made up to the seaward end for 

unloading. 

                                                                    



Those three months conducting multiple exercises independently and in company brought 

me closer to the XO and the new department head.  The XO was all business, yet at the 

same time he was relaxed and friendly.  He came to the TC from an ammunition ship and 

had a lot of at-sea experience, most of it replenishing other ships.  He was a professional 

and also liked being at sea.  As XO, his primary responsibility was the functioning of the 

crew, exercising it through his department heads.  As his navigation assistant, he didn’t 

have to go that route.  He knew I only had a few more months before discharge; he also 

knew I might be interested in getting a commission.  It became a daily ritual of:  “When 

are you going to reenlist, Lewis?” or: “Do you want me to bring you the reenlistment 

papers, Lewis?” or other provoking questions.  He once told me that Hoffman, our 

Personnel Petty Officer, had my papers typed, and all I had to do was sign them.   

   My duties as Chart House Quartermaster and Assistant Navigator, gave me access to the 

quarterly ship’s operating schedule.  It showed where we were going, when, why, and when 

we would return.  The schedule also gave a forecast for the following quarter.  Knowing 

this, I could prepare charts and stock up for the cruise.  We would be underway on 20 

March from Norfolk to Barbados, British West Indies, and I was prepared.   

   On 4 March, while still at Little Creek, I got my copy of the forthcoming April to June 

schedule that included the next quarterly forecast.  June, July, and August were going to 

be very busy schedules.  But, on 31 August 1957, USS Talbot County (LST-1153) was 

deploying to “North Africa and duties 

as directed in the Mediterranean.”   

   Not without me!    I went down to the 

Personnel Office, signed the papers, and 

went back to work.  A short while later, 

we heard over the general announcing 

system: “This is the Executive Officer.  I 

want you to know that QM2 Lewis just 

reenlisted for four years.”   There was a 

great cheer heard throughout the ship.  XO 

was happy! 

    The next day I was paid off by the 

squadron paymaster.  I received $300.00 mustering out pay, $26.28 travel pay Norfolk to 

East Newark, New Jersey, and $1,146.60 reenlistment bonus.  When I returned to the ship, 

my department head and I completed all the paper work for my application for a 

commission with the required picture attached.  He hand carried it to the XO and 

Commanding Officer (CO).  The CO’s forwarding recommendation read: 



   “LEWIS is an energetic petty officer, given to working out 

detail and organizing plans with foresight and confidence in 

his ability.  During the time he has been under my observation, 

he gives a striking impression of pride in his unit.  He applies 

himself diligently to any task assigned and takes every 

opportunity to improve his professional knowledge and skill.  

He is held in high esteem by both officers and men with whom 

he is associated.  LEWIS is strongly recommended for 

consideration for a commission in the Naval Service.” 

   The office of Chief of Naval Personnel then sent a two-year 

college level examination for me to take as the next step in the process.  Knowing I had to 

take the exam, I had studied for it.  A board of three officers was assigned, and I spent 

several hours in an office completing it without interruption witnessed by the board. 

                                                                     

Among the many concerns for preparing for deployment was that of having an adequate 

crew, not only in numbers, but in rating specialties.  If there weren’t enough where needed, 

those that were onboard would be burdened with standing excessive watches or performing 

additional duty out of rate.  Fortunately, I never had personnel shortages.  When necessary, 

the command would make a request to the squadron commander for temporary assignments 

from other squadron units.  I didn’t know about other ships, but the XO and CO preferred 

to have volunteers; it made for happier relationships. 

   On returning to the ship one morning, many were surprised to see a very large canvas 

“sign” hanging over the side at the bow, about where the hull numbers were, that read: 

“Help wanted.  All rates open.  Apply within.”  It was one good example of how the morale 

of the crew had improved since LT. Thomas came aboard. 

 

After embarking officers, men, and equipment of a MCB-7 detachment at Norfolk, we 

departed on 20 March bound for Barbados, British West Indies.  I stood underway watches 

as Junior Officer of the Deck (JOOD), assistant to the Officer of the Deck (OOD), during 

this cruise.  My experience on the bridge made it an easy assignment.  I had the mid-watch 

(0000-0400) on 26 March.  Reveille was at 0600 as usual, but those who had the mid-watch 

could sleep in until 0700.  However, I wasn’t asleep. 

   On the deck above at the top of our compartment ladder was a hatch and vertical ladder 

trunk down to the forward engine room.  I heard a man hollering about a fire below in the 

engine room.  He had a great fear from whatever he saw.  I got out of my rack and got the 

rest of the watch up.  It was 0640 and the fire party was called away.  I got dressed and 

when passing through the mess deck heading for bridge an officer stopped me.  He ordered 

me to get some men and form a hose team on the after tank deck to keep the cargo cool.  

Another hose team was on station when we got there.  The after part of the tank deck was 

immediately over the fire in the engine room and there was already heavy from creosoted 

telephone poles stacked on the deck.  We covered our faces with wet items from the nearby 



dirty clothes laundry bin.  The ventilators couldn’t handle the heavy smoke.  Men had to 

be rotated on both hose teams from heat exhaustion and smoke inhalation.  Sometime later 

the bridge messenger came to tell me the Captain wanted me on the bridge.  I turned my 

hose team over to another petty officer. 

    Everyone on the bridge was calm.  All were standing at their stations, waiting for 

whatever orders might be given.  Only the CO and XO were occupied with the situation by 

responding to reports.  There was no wind and the 

sea was calm.  The ship was dean in the water.  

Smoke was streaming out of every opening in the 

ship, from doors, hatches, and vents, mid-ships to 

the stern.  I reported to the CO who was with the 

XO.  He told me to prepare my boat in the event we 

had to abandon ship.  The XO (navigator) already 

had the charts available with our position on them 

and the range and direction to the nearest island. 

   The ship had two engine rooms, each with a boiler connected to a geared turbine   

powering a propulsion shaft.  The aft engine room was designated as Main Control.  The 

fire happened while a man was changing burners on the boiler.  He was struck by hot 

burning fuel oil, suffering second degree burns to his left arm.  By 0710 the ship began to 

lose various navigational systems due to loss of power.  The CO stationed men in the 

forward and after magazines (ammunition stowage) to keep watch on conditions.  The fire 

party reported at 0720 that they could not get to the scene of the fire in the engine room, 

and evacuated the space.  They began pouring foam down to the engine room through two 

hatches.  Because of excessive heat, the after engine room was secured and evacuated.  By 

0730 there was no power in the ship.  At 0740 the radio room supervisor reported the loss 

of emergency battery power.  There was no longer any communication with the outside 

world.  At 0745 the fire party reported a flashback in the after part of the forward engine 

room and that they were still unable to get to the source of the fire, and were continuing to 

pout water and foam into the engine room.  Fuel oil service to the boiler was secured by 

remote devices at 0810.  At 0812, a Damage Control man equipped with a breathing 

apparatus, entered the engine room and reported there was fire at the after bulkhead and in 

the boiler.  Life jackets were stuffed into ventilation supply ducts to reduce oxygen to the 

fire. 

   The fire party reported at 0831 that all fires were out.  After entering the engine room, 

the XO reported no fires and the temperature at 150 degrees.  There was about five feet of 

water and foam in the engineering space.  Electrical wiring, gauges, instruments, electrical 

switchboard, and generator received serious damage.  The Damage Control party began 

pumping out the space at 0855 and completed pumping at 1130.  The after engine room 

was remanned at 1109 and had normal services on the line by 1150.   

   The radio supervisor was a First Class Petty Officer who had previously sent a message 

to the Amphibious Force Commander before he lost emergency battery power.  He was 

now able to send a follow-up message drafted by the CO about the fire.  However, the 



Force Commander reported non-receipt of a previous message.  That would be resolved by 

the radio supervisor after our return to Little Creek. 

   The ship was underway making 10 knots on the port shaft at 1152; it anchored off 

Barbados the next day at 1800, 27 March. 

                                                                     

TC beached at Speightstown, Barbados in the afternoon of the 28th.  During unloading of 

the detachment, power was lost throughout the ship due to overloads on the one remaining 

generator.  The detachment was able to provide emergency electrical power by rigging 

their diesel generators to the ship’s system.  Normal power was restored by the ship’s 

engineers at 2230 that night. 

   The mission of the construction battalion detachment was to build the new U.S Navy 
Facility Barbados, one of the many underwater listening stations that would be part of 
the Sound Surveillance System (SOSUS) used to track Soviet submarines.  It was 
commissioned on 1 October 1957.   

   The CO and XO wanted the crew to have 
as much liberty as possible, especially the 
engineers.  We were 17 miles north of 
Bridgetown, the capital city, and the 
detachment provided some 
transportation services.  As usual in those 
days, locals came to the beaching area, 
not only to observe the activities, but to 
meet members of the ship’s company.   

  While on liberty in a nearby town, I met 
a local who turned out to be the owner of 

a sugar plantation.  We talked and he invited me to his house for lunch.  We passed 
through his sugar cane fields on the way to the house.  He stopped, introduced me to 
some of his workers, and cut some small pieces of cane for me to sample.  His house 
was an old mansion built in the early 1800s.  Everything except the kitchen was 
original:  high ceilings, large wide doors and door sills, wrap around verandas, thick 
plastered walls.  He and his wife told me about a Hollywood movie company that had 
just completed filming on the island using a nearby old mansion.   After lunch, they 
took me there on the way back to the ship.  When we arrived there, I immediately 
thought he lived in a large cottage compared to what I was seeing.  It too was built in 
the early 1800s and was once considered the best plantation mansion on Barbados.  
My host pointed out the renovations made by the Hollywood people for movie scenes.  
What impressed me most was that all the flowering bushes and gardens were artificial, 
and many trees had artificial additions made to them.  The movie was Island in the 
Sun, released in June 1957.  It was banned in many southern cities because of depicting 
interracial relationships.  I’ve seen the movie several times and have always enjoyed 
it. 

                                                                     



The ship departed Barbados on 31 March 
for the U.S. Naval Air Station, Roosevelt 
Roads, Puerto Rico.  We had some 
detachment personnel being airlifted back 
to the States.  We steamed there on one 
engine4. By the time we got there, the 
engineers had the other engine in service.  
We left as soon as the passengers got off, 
arriving at Little Creek on 7 April.  The ship 
moved to the Norfolk Naval Shipyard for 
repairs after a Flotilla Board of Inspection 
completed its survey.  The yard period was 
from 10 April until 18 June. 

   The radio room supervisor visited the Force Commander’s communications center 
after we returned to Little Creek to determine the alleged non-receipt of his message 
sent during the engine room fire.  It should be remembered that this was in 1957; there 
was no satellite communications.  Teletype and Morse code using the telegraph key 
was the norm.  Voice messages could be sent if it was a “line of sight” situation.  On 
the day the supervisor sent the message, the Force Commander’s communicators were 
conducting a scheduled Morse code drill period.  Each message sent and received 
during the drill period had the opening and closing text word DRILL.  What the 
supervisor found was that their operator inserted the word DRILL and filed it as such.  
He reported his findings to the Force Communications Officer and the TC 
Commanding Officer 

                                                                       

While the engineering spaces were being repaired, I was busy preparing charts for 
forthcoming cruises.  Talbot County departed for Davisville, Rhode Island on 24 June, 
arriving there the next day.  After loading cargo and personnel of MCB-6, the ship left 
on the 27th for the U.S. Naval Air Station, Bermuda to relieve the detachment stationed 
there.  TC departed Bermuda for Davisville on 2 July, arriving there on the 4th; after 
unloading the returning detachment, it returned to Little Creek, and exercised at local 
amphibious operations and competitive drills until 5 August. 

   TC left Little Creek on the morning of 5 
August, mooring at Marine Corps Base 
Quantico, Virginia, on the Potomac River 
that same evening.  Marines being trained 
at Quantico toured the ship and were 
instructed on its mission and capabilities.  
The ship moved to an anchorage the next 
morning and exercised at bringing 
aboard and discharging LVTs (Landing 
Vehicle Tracked) loaded with Marines 
over the lowered bow ramp, returning to 
Little Creek on the 9th. 



    I took an 11 day leave beginning on 14 August, moving Mark and his mother back to 
Hoboken, New Jersey.  We rented and furnished an apartment on Willow Avenue, next 
door to my in-laws.  While I was on leave, the ship loaded cargo at the Naval Weapons 
Station, Yorktown, and at the Norfolk Naval Base.  After my return on the 24th, I picked 
up on necessary preparations for our deployment to North Africa and the 
Mediterranean.  We were scheduled to be gone for almost five and one-half months. 

                                                                       

President Dwight D. Eisenhower established a People-to-People Program on September 

11, 1956 to enhance international understanding and friendship through educational, 

cultural and humanitarian activities involving the exchange of ideas and experiences 

directly among peoples of different countries and diverse cultures. He felt that creating 

understanding between people was essential to building the road to enduring peace and 

envisioned programs such as city affiliations, pen-pals, stamp exchanges, international 

sporting events, musical concerts, hospitality programs, theatrical tours and book drives as 

the means to achieving that goal - a critical goal in the existing Cold War climate of the 

time.  In response the Navy’s support of the program, the TC crew was given an orientation 

presentation by a representative of the Bureau of Naval Personnel.  He was a one-man show 

with a large trunk of costumes and displays.  Knowing what our schedule was prepared 

him for his show.  He clothed himself in traditional male and female Moroccan and Greek 

traditional dress and head coverings; talked about foods and drinks; what not to do in public 

that would be insulting to another culture; religious observances; how attempted unwanted 

fraternization could be harmful to your health.  It was humorous and colorful and became 

a basis for continued understanding of cultures and customs.  His presentations of France 

and Italy were mostly about food and drink. 

                                                                       

As was the usual case, Talbot County needed some additional sailors for the Med 
cruise.  The majority was filled with volunteers.  However, not everyone in the ship’s 
company wanted to go overseas.  One young seaman voiced his discontent and often 
said he wasn’t going.   The crew was mustered at quarters before getting underway on 
Saturday, 31 August, and all hands were accounted for.  The ship, underway since 
0810, maneuvered down the Elizabeth River into Hampton Roads, then towards the 
open sea through the Lynnhaven Roads channel.   

   At 0952 man overboard was sounded.  The ship was about two miles offshore of Fort 
Story, Virginia, still in the waters of Chesapeake Bay.  The Navigator had the conn 
(controlling movements).  I was plotting our position during the transit, when the 
helmsman left his post, ran out the starboard door of the bridge, bonded over the 
lifeboat, and dove into the sea.  The man who jumped was the seaman who didn’t want 
to go overseas.  He probably thought it was his last chance.  The ship was maneuvered 
to place it between the Sailor and the beach.  A boat was put in the water and 
approached the man for a pickup.  He refused and kept swimming.  Two swimmers 
entered the water and the Sailor surrendered to them.  The man was returned to the 
ship, examined by the medical representative, and after being presented charges by 



the CO, confined under guard until reaching Port Lyautey, French Morocco, when he 
would be returned to the United States. 

   The weather and sea state during the transit from the States to Port Lyautey, 
Morocco was excellent, not even enough wave height to cause the TC to roll or pitch.  
The Navigator and I were on the bridge one day when I noticed that the horizon 
forward of the ship was not as flat as it was to its right and left.  Through the binoculars, 
I saw it to be a large wave.  The Navigator summoned the CO to the bridge.  There was 
still about five miles to the wave, but the top of it measured about ten to fifteen degrees 
above the natural horizon and it wasn’t breaking, just rolling along toward us.  The 
ship began to rise to the swelling sea until it was literally climbing up the face of the 
wave at about a 20 degree up-angle.  No one on the bridge spoke; we were all 
mesmerized by what we were seeing.  The CO ordered the helmsman to hold a steady 
course.  Quietly, but audible enough to everyone close to him, we heard him say, 
“Please God, let there be something on the other side.”  We reached the top and, after 
a short horizontal pause, surfed down a long angle to the flat surface of a normal sea.  
We made a report of the incident but never 
received any report or explanation.  The CO 
was grateful to the helmsman; if he altered 
course the slightest, the ship could have 
broached and sunk. 

   Talbot County rendezvoused with four ocean 
minesweepers from their homeport of 
Charlestown, South Carolina, north of 
Bermuda.  We would escort them across and 
be together again for the return to the United 
States in five months. They were refueled them 
every few days; there were also times when we 
took one in tow while its crew resolved an engineering problem.  They cruised together 
in formation within a visual signaling range to us of about five to eight miles.  They 
would leave us near North Africa for Gibraltar and report to the Mediterranean Sixth 
Fleet for duty.   

   The exceptional weather afforded many opportunities for celestial navigation: 
morning and evening stars and a noon sunline.  LT. Thomas was a skilled Navigator.  
I knew early on in our relationship that I would benefit from his knowledge.  During 
my training at Quartermaster Class “A” School, I was taught the use of marine 
navigation sight reduction tables and nautical almanacs.  Now that we were beyond 
the range of electronic navigational aids, I had the daily opportunity to use celestial 
techniques; LT. Thomas taught me many shortcuts in performing celestial 
calculations.  There was a full moon on September 15.  LT. Thomas said he would like 
to take a celestial observation at mid-night.  The sea was calm, the sky was clear, and 
the full moon provided a sharp horizon for celestial observations.  So we did.  He made 
the observations and I performed the calculations.  He plotted a perfect five point fix.  
The next day he had the carpenter make a frame for mounting the plotting sheet that 
he hung in his stateroom. 

                                                                       



Shortly after arriving off the entrance to the Wadi Sebou we took aboard the local river 
pilot who would direct our movements towards Port Lyautey.  The coast was a high 
flat desert with dunes behind the beach.  The river entrance had long concrete jetties 
on both sides.  After clearing the jetties and entering the river, the ship had to make a 
turn to the left and pass through a narrower passage before entering the wider river.  
As we were approaching the jetties, I spied the masthead of a ship over the dunes, 
exiting the river.  The CO ordered the rudder at full right and full ahead on the port 
engine just before we would have entered the channel.  There were locals fishing from 
the end of the jetty; they scrambled in fear, thinking we would be colliding.  We made 
a quick turn, slowed, and waited for the merchant to clear the jetties.  From his size, 
we knew there would be no room for both of us to make the turn together in the 
channel passing in opposite directions. When all was settled down, the CO took the 
ship up river with the pilot as an advisor. 

   The cargo had been on the tank deck.  After unloading it was given a thorough 
cleaning.  Meanwhile, liberty was granted.  The 
liberty options were the Naval Air Station, Port 
Lyautey, the port city of Kenitra, or Rabat, the 
French Moroccan capital, an hour’s drive south.  
I chose Rabat; the other options offered bars and 
sailors.  

   Do I remember anything about Rabat?  There 
was the Kasbah, the ancient walled city, the 
Moroccan women wearing a hijab (head 
covering) and veil, dressed in traditional gowns 
of an array of colors.  Of course you couldn’t miss 

the Islamic call to prayer five times daily. 

   Before departure, stevedores brought aboard an entire deck load of bomb casings, as 
seen here, for disposal at sea.  The sea was calm but there was a long swell running 
and a light breeze.   When we arrived at the designated location for disposal, the ship 
was slowed to steerage way.  The deck crew had removed the deck edge stanchions and 
safety wires, and began to remove the dunnage (lumber) that was keeping groups of 
bomb casings in place.  However, the ship was moved by the breeze, carrying it into 
the trough parallel to the swell.  The 
first group of casings was disposed of 
by the deck crew.  But the ship began 



to roll and the casings began to break away 
from their dunnage support.  The CO ordered 
everyone to clear the deck and allow the casings 
to break loose and be carried away into the sea.   

   Minor repairs were begun on deck after the 
last casing went over the side, and a course was 
set for the Straits of Gibraltar.  We would be 
passing through the Straits at night, arriving in 
Oran, Algiers two day later.  Again, the sea was 
very calm with just a light swell during the 
entire transit to Oran.  I sent a postcard to my parents from Port Lyautey and would 
do the same from Oran.  I thought Tony, my stepfather, would be pleased to know I 
visited places of his Navy past. 

                                                                       

The primary purpose for going to Oran was to load huge spools of electrical wire from 
a former U.S. military warehouse for shipment to another military installation in 
Naples, Italy.  The crew had three days of liberty while there.  We moored to a pier 
perpendicular to a large concrete roadway leading from a section of warehouses.  I had 
the duty on the first day in port.  I was on the wing of the bridge and noticed a large 
crown of men chasing someone down the roadway.  I found it to be one of my men.  It 
was apparent that his pursuers were bent on doing him harm.  He made it safely on 
board, but the men on the pier were shouting and raising their fists at the ship.  
Wherever the Sailor had been, he made some inappropriate remarks to a Muslim 
woman who called for assistance 
from nearby men.   The crew had 
been briefed about proper 
behavior before liberty was 
granted; if he was caught his life 
would have ended.  He was 
restricted to the ship until the 
next non-Muslim port.   

   I had liberty the next day.  I 
found a taxi driver who spoke 
fairly good English and 
negotiated a price to take me on a 
tour of Oran, which was to 



include restaurants for lunch 
and dinner, and for him to be 
my guest.  We visited a 
museum and walked a few 
bazaars together.  He knew I 
was not interested in buying 
souvenirs, and kept the 
merchants from bothering me.  
When I mentioned lunch he 
said it would be soon.  Only a 
little later we were driving in a 
residential neighborhood of 
large apartment buildings and 
very narrow streets crowded 
with playing children and 

older adults.  He stopped the car and asked me to follow him.  I ended up in his home, 
an upstairs apartment, with his wife and four small children where we had lunch 
together.  It was close quarters for all of us, but the children were curious to see and 
hear a foreigner.  The driver had to translate questions and answers.  The meal was a 
mixture of meat and vegetables in a sauce and a lot of bread; tea to drink.  The rest of 
the day was spent driving through more parts of the city and walking in more bazaars.  
Around sunset, we were in another native residential neighborhood, only his time 
there were no children, only men of all ages walking slowly on the street.  I was a little 
apprehensive, but I had developed a trust in him, and followed him into a building.  
After walking a dimly lighted hallway we entered a small room that made me 
uncomfortable.  There were three walls, one with the door.; the fourth was a light red 
veil from ceiling to floor, wall to wall.  Thinking it to possibly be a brothel, I told the 
driver I wasn’t interested.  He smiled, apologized if he offended me, and explained it 
was not a brothel.  We passed through the veil, into a larger “room” with veils 
separating many areas.  No chairs or tables; just cushions of all sizes.  There were men 
only, eating from large trays or smoking hookahs, being served by young veiled 
women.  Through the walls of veils, I could see several musicians playing quietly on 
native instruments, almost as background music.   It felt like something out of Arabian 
Nights.  The driver made arrangements for my meal and hookah, and left me for a 
while.  I felt safe, but there was no way for me to meld into a crowd; I was a U.S. Sailor 
in a white uniform.  The food was a variety of fruits, meats, rice, and vegetables with 
tea.  I enjoyed myself knowing that the driver offered me an opportunity I could never 
find on my own.   

                                                                        

Our next port was Naples, Italy.  And again, the sea en route was as glass.  There wasn’t 
any liberty there.  Italian stevedores unloaded the cargo and cleaned the area, after 
which we got underway to participate in a NATO naval exercise, Operation Deep 
Water, in Turkey.  The operation simulated protecting the Dardanelles from a Soviet 

invasion. Controlling the Dardanelles would prevent the Soviet Black Sea Fleet from 

entering the Mediterranean.  Talbot County had a copy of the operation order for a while.  
The charts had been prepared and the assault areas and beaches plotted.   Our mission 
in the exercise was to deliver 240,000 gallons of aviation gasoline to the Marines 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dardanelles


ashore.           Many briefings were 
held on the ship to ensure 
readiness for a successful 
completion of its mission.  We 
had been carrying the gasoline 
since Norfolk.  From studying the 
operation order, we knew it was a 
massive operation involving close 
to 100 warships, almost half of 
which was an amphibious force.  
The climax was the landing of 
approximately 8,000 U.S. 
Marines over the beaches, and in 
a helicopter-borne vertical air 

assault, at Saros Gulf near Gallipoli, Turkey   

   What was unique for Talbot County was 

that the ship did not have to rendezvous 

with the main body of the amphibious 

force.  Everyone on board enjoyed the 

views as we made our way through the 

islands of the Aegean Sea enroute to 

Turkey.  We then transited through the 

Dardanelles, arriving at Gallipoli as 

scheduled, a few days after D-Day (the 

assault).   After beaching, troops of a U.S. 

Marine Logistics Unit connected the ship 

to a bladder fuel farm already established 

ashore, to which the ship transferred its 

240,000 gallons of aviation gasoline 

   These were the early years of the Cold War between the United States and the Soviet 

Union.  Both were always interested in what the other was doing militarily.  The Soviets 

over-flew the amphibious force several times during Operation Deep Water by their 

Tupolev Tu-16 twin engine bomber.  The NATO code name for it was Badger.  During the 

years to follow, there would be more Soviet fly-overs and SSV electronic surveillance ships 

dogging the U.S. Navy. 
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The independent duty being enjoyed by 

the crew of the Talbot County took 

another unexpected turn after 

participating in the NATO exercise in 

Turkey.  We received orders to proceed 

to Souda Bay, Crete to relieve the USS 

Alameda County (AVB-1), scheduled 

for equipment repair at a Naples 

shipyard.  Alameda County operated out 

of Naples, serving as an advanced base 

support ship providing the Sixth Fleet 

with the capability of establishing 

NATO air bases anywhere in forward 

localities of the Mediterranean on short 

notice.  Late in October 1956, Israel, 

Britain, and France retaliated against 

Egypt after Egypt seized the Suez 

Canal. In response to the 

crisis, Alameda County was ordered 

to Souda Bay, Crete, and had an emergency air base in operation by 22 November. From 

then until 4 December, she staged United Nations forces into 

the troubled area while evacuating Americans and other 

foreign nationals. Soon thereafter, she resumed normal 

operations out of Naples.  Alameda County, formally LST-

32, became an advance aviation base ship in September 1957 

after reconfiguration and reclassified as AVB-1.  The first of 

her class, she provided fuel, spare parts, technicians, and 

facilities necessary to establish and operate an airstrip for 

patrol and carrier aircraft in locations where there are no 

base facilities. Talbot County assumed the duty from mid-

October to mid-December 1957. 

   This was the beach site in Souda Bay.  The 

ship depicted is the USS Tallahatchie County 

(LST-1154), TC’s sister ship.  The only 

difference is the hull number.  She was 

converted in 1962 and designated AVB-2 in 

time for the decommissioning of Alameda 

County. 

   When one ship relieves another it’s usually 

in each other’s presence and the ship taking 

over presenting operational information and 

policies.  That didn’t happen.  Talbot County 

found the site and beached.  We were met by 
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an aviation Petty Officer First Class, who came aboard, met his new commander, and 

presented the processes we were expected to perform.  We were beached at the base of a 

sloping mountain covered by olive groves, ranging up to a table top at the base of another 

mountain where the airfield was located.  Between the beach and the airfield was the village 

of Sternes made up of about 40 to 50 sun-bleached white stone houses and one taverna, 

serving local Greek food dishes and drink.  Most of the village people worked in the olive 

groves throughout the area.  The nearest larger town was Chania, about miles by road.  All 

of the roads were dirt or well- traveled rock.  The road to Chania wasn’t paved until close 

to town. 

   The airfield was built by the British just before World War II.  It was one long runway 

with a plane parking area, and a small control tower.  The Navy aviation sailors lived on 

the economy and had several office trailers.  Aircraft maintenance capability was at a 

minimum.  Basically, it was a military staging area when needed or used for transient 

missions.  Those Sailors were self-sufficient.  We rarely saw them on the ship. 

   Communications concerning field operations and sometimes with aircraft, required more 

space than was available in our radio space, mostly for processing and filing.  The 

commanding officer directed that his sea cabin, located near the bridge and radio room, be 

converted into a communications and cryptographic office.  The leading radioman and I 

were tasked to oversee the conversion being completed by the engineering department.  

There wasn’t much to do.  The toilet and sink remained.  The new installation was mostly 

desk areas by covering the bed, a arger safe, and bulletin boards.  The only door was 

reinforced for security. 

                                                                        

It didn’t take long to settle in.  Occasionally we had other Sixth Fleet ships anchor in Souda 

Bay for their mission purposes.  The four minesweepers we escorted across moored 

alongside a few times, and received water and laundry services.  There were also times 

when some Navy 

underwater demolition 

teams would show up in 

a waterborne craft for 

health and comfort, 

staying just for the night 

or a few days. Transients 

coming from or going to 

the airport used the ship 

for berthing and 

messing. 

   Routine liberty was 

granted after the 

workday and on 

weekends.  Chania was 

the only place for liberty.  



There was a military bus from the airfield 

providing round-trip service, but it secured at 

sunset.  Taxis were more in use every day.  It was 

a long time ago, and Chania was still a small 

coastal harbor town.  I have always thought that 

the most pleasant times there was on Saturday 

evening when large numbers of couples and 

families strolled together on along the water’s 

edge under the harbor lights.  After church on 

Sundays, families and friends filled the waterfront 

restaurants for a full afternoon of enjoying each other.  

I’ll never forget Chania. 

   There was a small Greek (Hellenic) naval installation 

at the end of the bay in the village of Souda, closer to 

Chania.  At that time the ships were all former U.S. 

Navy destroyers and LSTs given or sold to Greece after 

World War II.  I made friends with a Greek sailor who 

happened to be from the village of Sternes, near where 

we were beached. We visited each other’s ships and 

sometimes went on liberty together.  The US dollar went a long way in those days, and I’m 

sure he was usually my guest for food and drink.  Nevertheless, I was repaid ten-fold by 

being a guest at his home, even with approved overnight liberty to stay there.  His family 

included his mother and father and a younger brother and sister.  Their home was a few 

doors from the taverna, and Papa would invite his son and me to join him and his friends.  

The Greek sailor knew enough English to hold a limited conversation.  No one else spoke 

any, but it never hindered my participation in friendship.  Are there memories?  Sometimes 

when eggs are fried in olive oil, I think of his Mother and her wood stove made of stone. 

                                                                        

Change is inevitable.  Changes were already being made when I was first in Souda Bay.  

Over the years, while still in the Navy, my ships would put into Souda Bay for brief 

periods.  We never had liberty, but I could see the changes ashore.  A Hellenic Naval Base 

now occupies a large portion of both the North and South coast of the Souda Bay harbor 

along with the port village of Souda.   On 1 October 1980, U.S. Naval Support Activity, 

Souda Bay, Crete, Greece was established. It is located on a Hellenic Air Force Base, now 

with three large runways. The airfield also serves as the civilian airport for the Chania 

region.   NSA also has a pier area near the old beaching site, capable of berthing and 

supplying large ships with shore services.  Finally, the NATO Maritime Interdiction 

Operational Training Center was established in Souda Bay in June 2003. 

 

   Our Commanding Officer was relieved in October of1957 by LCDR Robert M. Smith.  

Both he and Captain Kemp were former enlisted men with a lot of LST experience.  I 

would hear from LCDR Smith eleven years later after receiving orders for duty in Viet 

Nam.  Thanksgiving Day was celebrated on 28 November and the crew was treated to a 



traditional Thanksgiving dinner: turkey and all the trimmings.  I had a new 

reason to be thankful on that day.  Back in September, I again participated 

in Fleet-wide advancement examinations.  I passed and was to be advanced 

to Petty Officer First Class on 1 December 1957.  My time at sea 

performing my duties as Assistant Navigator in celestial navigation was 

the major factor towards my advancement.  Practical experience is most 

important in obtaining qualifications. 

 

                                                                        

The command received a message from the Bureau of Naval Personnel requesting that 

my shoulder be evaluated by an orthopedic medical facility, needed in support of my 

application for a commission.  Arrangements were made for me to fly out of Souda to the 

naval hospital at Bagnoli, a suburb of Naples.  But I have to insert a story here.  Before I 

left, a new radio leading petty officer reported aboard.  We were shipmates for only a few 

days.  He did his job, but was very much an introvert, never socializing with anyone.  He 

issued instructions to his men, observed their work, and went about his business.  In his 

second week on board, he was reported missing one day at a morning muster.  The ship 

was searched but he wasn’t found.  His liberty card had not been issued, so it was assumed 

he went AWOL (absent without leave).  If so, it was a ridiculous thing to do in an isolated 

place like the island of Crete.  However, later that day his body was found floating out 

from under the bow ramp.  The body was recovered and we both flew to Naples.  At the 

hospital, I was admitted to a ward while waiting for the evaluation, when I was taken 

down to the morgue to identify the body.  That was ugly business.  And, i happened that 

the orthopedic surgeon was a contract Italian doctor who spoke very little English.   

 

   A few days later I was transferred to the U.S. Army hospital at Landstuhl, Germany for 

the evaluation.  There I was placed in a ward with other patients.  I was the only one not 

in some form of a body cast.  They were all Army Airborne paratroopers, injured during 

training.  The majority were in bed with full body casts, arms and legs suspended with 

weights.  Being a Sailor made for many conversations about shipboard life.  They couldn’t 

understand how I could sleep in a three by six canvas bunk, inches from the man above 

me.  Of course, I couldn’t understand how anyone could jump out of a perfectly good 

airplane and end up with broken bones and covered in plaster.  Well, I met the surgeon, 

an Army colonel, during his rounds.  He was pleased to hear I was seeking a commission 

and had me do a series of calisthenics using my arms and upper body. It took about ten 

minutes; he asked if I was sure I wanted a commission; I answered yes; he said you’re 

qualified.  That was it.  I was then transferred to an out-patient ward and eligible for 

liberty; the Army called it a Pass.  It was also payday, so I formed up in line.  I asked for 

what was due me; the paymaster said I didn’t need it, and gave me $20.00.  I was an E-6 

and most likely outranked most of the patients I met, but a Sargent told me the paymaster’s 

decision was final.  It 

 

   I used my pass to go into a nearby village first.  It was as a picture postcard: Christmas 

week, snowing, the sound of hymns, children and adults coming down the narrow street 



carrying lighted candles and singing.  I returned to the base and went to the enlisted club 

for dinner and had another surprise.  It was more like a civilian nightclub than any Navy 

enlisted club I had seen.  After checking my hat, pea coat, scarf, and gloves, I was 

welcomed by a hostess who showed me to a table.  It was a fairly large dining room with 

an orchestra.  I was wearing my dress blue uniform and stood out to the point that I was 

invited to join others at their tables.  I selected a group and was introduced to husbands, 

wives and girlfriends.  The men were all military, mostly Army.  They questioned my 

chevrons and apparently were very rank conscious, letting me know that I was the senior 

among them.  Another thing that impressed me was that they were bored.  Maybe so, but 

I enjoyed the food, music, and company. 

 

                                                                        

I flew from Landstuhl to Naples on New Year’s Eve, arriving in the late afternoon.  My 

ship was supposed to be in port, but she wasn’t on the list of Ships Present.  I took the 

military bus to Navy transient hotel, which also didn’t have any information about my 

ship’s location.  I checked in and they were apologetic because I had to share a two 

bedroom suite with a rating lower than mine.  I thought it quite nice being a First Class 

Petty Officer.  I walked the streets near the hotel, listening to the Italians ringing in the 

New Year.  A few hours later back at the hotel, three Sailors from the ship came into the 

lobby intending to use the bar.  They told me were the ship was moored.  My travels were 

over. I checked out and reported to the ship.   

 

   It felt good being back on the ship.  We had been enjoying some very good independent 

duty, but the one soon to be assigned was absolutely terrible.  There was a garbage 

collection strike happening in Naples (if you check Naples history, it happens often), and 

the Navy wanted to use the ship in removing garbage from the base and family housing 

areas.  The ship moved to a pier with a loading ramp.  Garbage trucks backed into the 

tank deck, dumped their trash , and drove off for another load.  Then a bulldozer packed 

the trash tightly together before the next truck came aboard.  The process was repeated 

until the tank deck was full with only enough room for a few bulldozers close to the ramp.  

When loaded, the ship went to sea, unloaded the tank deck with the bulldozers, hosed 

down the deck, and returned to port for another load.  We made garbage run and it took a 

while before losing all of the smell. 

 

   We went from the trash of Naples to the French Riviera, our last liberty port.  The ship 

anchored off the little fishing town of Golfe Juan, about seven miles west of Cannes, and 

about ten miles east to Nice, France.  It was a great pleasure for the entire crew.  There 

were tours to both cities and those who went to Nice also visited Monaco.  Golfe Juan 

itself was a very quiet village with one fairly large bar on the road along the waterfront.  

They also had a small band and many girls for dancing partners.  It was a short walk from 

the little pier to the bar, so no one was prone to go elsewhere.  It made it easier for the 

shore patrol to keep an eye on what was happening.  But there wasn’t any trouble for the 

entire time we were in port.   

 



   Before arriving in port, we heard that Napoleon Bonaparte landed at Golfe Juan in 1815 

with a small army after escaping from the island of Elba where he was exiled.  It was from 

there that he went to Paris and was ultimately defeated at the Battle of Waterloo.   

 

                                                                        

Rota, Spain was our last stop after Naples. We loaded cargo for the States and left to 

rendezvous with the four minesweepers for the trip across the Atlantic.  However, it was 

a terrible journey.  It was January and the weather was cold and wet with stormy seas.  

LSTs were built with expansion joints on the main deck to allow for the hull to move up 

and down slightly without cracking the deck or breaking something else.  The seas were 

so bad that sometimes speed had to be reduced to bare steerageway.  As the deck rose and 

fell, a crack opened on the mail deck.  Engineers drilled holes at the head of the crack to 

keep it from spreading.  Often it worked, but not always; the crack traveled through the 

drilled hole.  The engineers eventually had to contend with three long and wide cracks.  

The minesweepers had a rough time in those heavy seas.  We were able to sail down-wind 

to refuel them when needed, but when we were close enough to Bermuda, they left us for 

the safety and comfort of the port.  We continued on to Little Creek, Virginia, arriving on 

13 February 1958.  We were deployed 5 months and 13 days. 

 

                                                                         

My leave didn’t begin until 19 February.  In the meantime, in the mail that came aboard, 

there were two sets of orders for me.  One was for transfer to the USS Maury (AGS-16).  

She was an oceanographic survey ship, charting coasts, islands, and waters around the 

world using sounding boats for charting positions and depths accurately, while the ship’s 

helicopters transported surveyors and their equipment to points ashore for aerial 

photographic missions.  The sounding boats were crewed by Sailors with Quartermasters 

as craft masters.  I had been requesting the Maury for my next duty station.  I had also 

been requesting duty with the U.S. Navy Rhine River Patrol, U.S. Forces Germany.  The 

other set of transfer orders was for Officer Candidate School, Newport, Rhode Island.  

The choice was mine; I could accept one or the other.  There were discussions with LT. 

Thomas, and as is now known, I selected OCS.  I took an initial eight days post-

deployment leave to New Jersey.  I returned to the ship and was detached on 28 March, 

having an additional ten days leave before reporting  to Newport, Rhode Island on 14 

April for a class convening on the 21st. 

 


