
 

 

 

 

 

  

WWoorrlldd  WWaarr  IIIIôôss  

  

GGrreeaatteesstt  AAmmpphhiibbiioouuss  FFoorrcceess  
  

  

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

AA  CCOOAASSTT  GGUUAARRDDSSMMAANNôôSS  SSTTOORRYY  

  

Capturing Amphibious Landings from the Mediterranean to Normandy 
 

 

 

William D. Elder 
 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



  

  

  

WWOORRLLDD  WWAARR  IIIIõõSS    

GGRREEAATTEESSTT  AAMMPPHHIIBBIIOOUUSS  FFOORRCCEESS  
AA  CCOOAASSTT  GGUUAARRDDSSMMAANNõõSS  SSTTOORRYY  

WWiilllliiaamm  DD..  EEllddeerr  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

From the Mediterranean Sea Operations ñTorchò Tunisia, ñHuskyò Sicily, ñAvalancheò Italy, to the 
Worldôs Greatest Amphibious Force, ñOverlordò Normandy, France,                                 

1943-44 
 

2nd revision 
Copyright reserved 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The edition copyrights are reserved by the author, 
WILLIAM D. ELDER 

 
Register of transcript now filed with the Library of Congress 

ISBN ï 001610553 
July 2, 2009 

 
A naval history of amphibious beach landing operations in the World War II European Theater. 

 
I herewith give the full titles of the monographs, the principle sources drawn upon, including drawn sketch 

maps and pictures, which this manuscript cites herein and noted in the index. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

For My Daughter, Billee K. Elder Altman 

and her family 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

CONTENTS 
PAGE 

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS                13 

INTRODUCTION                 14 

PREFACE                  15 

PROLOGUE                 16 

Chapter 1.  Commission               19 

Chapter 2. Flotilla Four              26 

Chapter 3. Conquering the Atlantic              29 

Chapter 4. North Africa Operation ñTorchò          34  

Chapter 5. Mediterranean Sea Tunisia Campaign         45 

Chapter 6. Operation ñHuskyò Sicilian Invasion              51 

Chapter 7. Operation ñAvalancheò Salerno, Italy         87 

Chapter 8. Arrival in England             117 

Chapter 9. Operation ñOverlordò Invasion Buildup         122 

Chapter 10. D-Day Omaha Beach            136 

Chapter 11. Omaha Beach Operation D +1 to D+40       153 

1. Omaha Beach Harbor 

2. Big Storm 

3. Logistical Duties 

Chapter 12. Back to the States           171  

Information on the monographs, photographs, maps and sketches    175 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

6 

 



Serving with a Coast Guard LCI Flotilla in the mighty Allied drive on Nazi-held France, 

Coast Guardsman William D. Elder, boatswainôs mate first class, of 176 Kendall Avenue, 

JERSEY SHORE, Pa., is participating in his fourth invasion. He served at Tunisia, Sicily, 

and Italy, and now France. Coast Guardsmen are serving all over the globeðon land and 

seaðfrom the European Theater to the Pacific atolls. 

(Coast Guard press release) 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

3 May, 1944 

 

 



Captain Miles H. Imlay, U.S. Coast Guard, with an aid. 

 

  



 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This book is respectfully dedicated to those U.S. Coast guardsmen who served with 

valor in Flotillas Four and Ten through the invasions of Sicily, Italy, and France. 

During the Normandy Neptune Operation we lost four vessels and several crewmen 

to the fierce gunfire of the German defenders on Omaha Beach. Our heraldry is 

overlooked, for we supported the Naval forces logistically, but we were 

instrumental to the successes of those invasionsða fine record for the United 

Statesô oldest continuous sea-going service. We as U.S. Coast Guardsmen should be 

very proud of our heritage in this wonderful country we served. 

 

Landing Craft Infantry (Large) Flotilla Four/Ten: 

LCI(L)s 83, 84, 85, 86, 87, 88, 89, 90, 91, 92, 93, 94, 95, 96,  

319, 320, 321, 322, 323, 324, 325, 326, 349, and 350 
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Omaha Beach Painting; artist unknown 
 

The LCI(L)92 and a few wrecked boatsðremains from minesðsit heavily on the sand 
shore bluffs near Colleville-sur-Mer. On June 6, 1944, D-Day, Americans landed. Atop 
the bluffs the Germans, with concealed guns, pounded the beachhead until it became 
the bloodiest beach at Normandy. 
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INTRODUCTION  

 
     There is traditional, historical knowledge of the landing experience under a 

variety of conditions in North Africa, Sicily, Salerno Italy, and Normandy France. 

This is the story of those landings through my own experience, drawing from the 

contents collected in my personal log of Ports of Call and events, personal research, 

books, printed articles, and photographs, all from my library. 

It gives me pleasure to present the amphibious history of the U.S. Coast 

Guard in World War II, in the European Theater, as the story of valiant service to 

our country. The U.S. Coast Guard Historical Office and authors of books and 

articles that have been prepared, and that preserve records of the events, benefit all 

of us Coast Guardsmen, past and present. This is my story with the worldôs greatest 

amphibious forces. I am proud to have been part of it.   

The U.S. Coast Guard operation services are far flung, in peace as well as in 

war. When at war, the Coast Guard logistical reverts to Navy command. Its officers 

and seamen are trained to carry out their duties under the most severe conditions, as 

well as having detailed knowledge of navigation, marine engineering, naval 

architecture, hydrographs, meteorology, gunnery, and radio, and are willing to give 

unrelentingly to their services. Our service motto is ñSemper Paratusò - ñAlways 

Ready.ò 
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PREFACE 
 

I will be tracing the history of amphibious assaults in the European Theater 

World War II 1943 - 1944. There were 24 LCI(L)ôs ships manned by the U.S. Coast 

Guard Group 29, known as Flotilla Four during the landing assaults in the 

Mediterranean placidity, and known as Flotilla Ten during the Normandy Landings 

in France. 

The monographs have been the chief source of information in preparing the 

amphibious assault history. The book chapters give significant background and 

other particular information valuable and interesting to the Flotilla Four/Ten story 

of the U.S. Coast Guardôs important events. The time is clearly ascertainable as 

recorded. The ñNarrativeò of the log I keep for ports of call and active assault 

landings of my tour of duty aboard the LCI(L)89 is particularly valuable and 

interesting throughout this historical endeavor, and was a primary reference for my 

story. 

The monographs tell the story of our job in these amphibious landings, which 

truly deserve to be told. They are eminently worth reading. The collection of this 

material is acknowledgement of the historic landing operations. It is noteworthy 

that the Coast Guard participated in every amphibious operation by U.S. military 

forces during World War II. In the text are the landing forces taken as a brief 

history of the landings in the European Theater and the many activities engaged to 

deploy these operations.  

The photographs are mostly official Coast Guard photographs, including 

images of the ship LCI(L)89, the crew, Flotilla Commander, Captain Miles H. 

Imlay U.S.C.G. and his aid, and myself at the age of 23 years old. I carried a United 

States Flag with 48 stars in my sea bag during my service tour. My military 

discharge/service separation papers are preserved, noting awards ñAmerica 

Campaign,ò ñEuropean - African - Middle Eastern Campaignò with four Bronze 

Stars, ñWWII Victory,ò and ñCitation.ò The ñCitationò is signed by Admiral James 

M. Loy, Coast Guard Commandant. 

 

The Secretary of the Navy, James V. Forrestal, paid tribute to the 

distinguished war record of the Coast Guard in the following words: ñDuring the 

arduous war year, the Coast Guard has earned the highest respect and deepest 

appreciation of the Navy and Marine Corps. Its performance of duty has been 

without exception in keeping with the highest traditions of the naval service.ò 
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Two LCI(L)ôs, the 87 and the 488, beached during training in 
England, possibly at Slapton Sands, in the spring of 1944. (U.S. 
Coast Guard photograph.) 

PROLOGUE 

 
The U.S. Coast Guard was used in the European Theater of WWII to meet 

the necessity of transporting personnel and equipment, especially tanks, from 

oceangoing vessels to landing craft off exposed beaches.  

The British Admiralty had concocted the idea of sending ships that could run 

themselves aground and discharge their cargos directly onto the beaches. Several 

types were developed, of which the LST - Landing Ship, Tank - and LCI(L) - 

Landing Craft, Infantry (large) - were the most important and numerous. Both were 

designed and built in the United States. The LCI(L) basic displacement was 230 

tons, and 380 tons fully loaded. They were equipped with a propulsion plant of 

eight powerful GMC diesel engines. A typical crew complement was approximately 

25 to 33. The fuel capacity 

was 110 tons of diesel oil, 

sufficient for an 8,000 mile 

journey at twelve knots. Top 

speed was sixteen knots. 

They were 160 feet in 

length with a 24 foot beam. 

They had ramps or catwalks 

on the port and starboard 

forward at the bows that 

were lowered after the 

vessel slid onto the beach to 

permit the troops to 

disembark. They could 

deliver 200 soldiers plus 

their officers. Prior to 

landing on the beach, a large 

anchor on a steel cable was 

attached to a motor driven winch that could pull the LCI off the beach. The ramps 

were returned as the ships backed off the beach.  

They were equipped with four single barrel 20 MM guns seated in two and 

one half-inch thick armored tubs, one on the bow, two on the stern deck, and one at 

mid-ship on the poop deck. They were used for anti-aircraft protection and against 

shore targets. October 1942 the first LCI(L)ôs were completed and had passed the 

Bureau of Ships (USN) beaching tests. So many of these vessels were built so 

quickly that the process of assigning formal names was dropped and their hull 

number had to suffice. USS LCI(L)89, Landing Craft Infantry (Large) was one of 
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912 of her class that were built.  

As the LCIôs production continued, later models had improved design and 

performance. Initially, the LCIôs were considered a one-way vessel, but as WWII 

progressed, they grew in numbers and missions. They were interesting, little-known 

vessels. Most were used repeatedly again to claw the way back into Europe, and to 

take one island after another from the Japanese in the Pacific Theater. 

 

As the war progressed, it was obvious that vessels were also needed for in-

shore work, where heavier ships could not go. The LCIôs provided close inshore 

fire support, anti-aircraft protection for the beach supply operation, and shuttled 

personnel groups, equipment, and prisoners after the D-Day landings on the 

beaches of Normandy. 

The Amphibious Forces consisted of landing the infantry requirements with 

battalion of artillery, company of engineers, a supply company, a medical 

detachment, and other units required for a particular landing area. The forces were 

commanded by infantry requirements, referred to as RCT (Regimental Combat 

Teams). These units were deployed to assigned landing task force area by name: 

North, East, West Task Force or Joss, Dime, Cent, Omaha, and Utah. The units 

were landed in waves assigned to beach areas also having names: Red, Blue, 

Yellow, Dog Red, Easy Red, etc., timed for their arrival. The forces came by 

transport with their equipment and landed by landing crafts. 

The continuous tonnage supply came by transport ships, and they were 

assigned to anchorage areas to be unloaded after ñDò day, ñHò hour. These areas 

were protected by Navy ships. The heavy Navy ships also provided gunfire support 

for the landing troops. 

The Task Force Operation took months of planning to deploy the troops 

required and the huge tonnage of supplies needed to supply the troops. Later, 

seaports were captured and cleared for the troop and supply ships.  

 

The book reflects my tour aboard the LCI(L)89 with Amphibious Group 29, 

Flotillas Four and Ten. The major operation beach landings were the Tunisia 

Operation ñTorch,ò Sicily Operation ñHusky,ò Italy/Salerno Operation 

ñAvalanche,ò and France/ Normandy Operation ñOverlord,ò landing soldiers, 

equipment, and supplies. The information came from my log notes, my memories of 

these events, and monographs researched.  

Twenty-eight of the LCIôs were manned by Coast Guard crews. The first 

twenty-four LCIôs were part of a Bob Tail Flotilla under the command of Captain 

Miles H. Imlay, U.S.C.G., known as Group 29 Flotilla Four during the 

Mediterranean Sea Operations. Four more LCIôs joined the Flotilla when we 
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arrived in England in preparation for the invasion of France. We were then known 

as Flotilla Ten. 

The LCI(L)89 was built at the Brown Shipbuilding Company Yard, Orange, 

Texas and placed in commission on 3 February 1943. She was outfitted at Houston, 

Texas through February 1943. In March, she proceeded to Norfolk, Virginia, via 

Key West, Florida, for further outfitting and training. Before departing Norfolk in 

April 1943 she was assigned as Flagship of LCI(L)  group 29, Flotilla Four, sailing 

for French Morocco, North Africa, via Bermuda, arriving in time to take part in the 

final stages of Operation ñTorch.ò On 10 July 1943 she took part in the invasion of 

Sicily, Operation ñHusky;ò  9 September 1943 participated in the invasion at 

Salerno, Italy, Operation ñAvalanche;ò  16 October departed Bizerte, Tunisia 

proceeding to England. On 23 October 1943, via Gibraltar, she arrived at Plymouth, 

England. In November 1943 through May 1944, she underwent maneuvers with 

army troops off Southern England Falmouth and Brixham. Prior to this LCI(L)  

group 29 became known as Flotilla Ten. 5 June 1944 she departed England 

participating in the Normandy France invasion Operation ñOverlord,ò From 7 June 

to 20 July she became the Traffic Control Vessel off the Coast of Normandy. From 

21 July to 16 September 1944 she ferried troops and did escort duty from England 

to France. On 5 October 1944 she departed Falmouth, England for Charleston, 

South Carolina, U.S.A. 

 

On 27 October 1944 group 29 underwent overhaul and new crew training. 

She was reassigned as Flagship for group 104, Flotilla 35, and on 2 January 1945, 

departed for San Diego, California, via Key West and Panama Canal Zone. 

Arriving 1 February 1945 she underwent amphibious training and repairs. On 20 

April 1945 departed for Pearl Harbor. On 29 April departed for Eniwetok and 

thence to Guam and Saipan carrying out submarine escort duties in the vicinity until 

2 July 1945 when she proceeded to Eniwetok assigned inter-island ferry duty. On 

24 November she departed for San Pedro, California, U.S.A., arriving 19 December 

1945. Here she was decommissioned on 7 March 1946 after 3 years of service. 
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CHAPTER 1 

 

 COMMISSION  

 
January 1943 - 1000 ï  

The O.D.ôs watch messenger came up to me. The O.D. was the Officer of the 

Day. 

ñThe O.D. wants to see you now!ò   

Turning to my assistant, I said, ñTom! Take Over!  The O.D. wants to see 

me.ò   

We were on the drill field with a company of new boot recruits. I left with 

the watch messenger.  

The watch messenger said, ñHereôs Elder, Sir!ò  I stepped in the office. 

ñReport as requested, Sir!ò  

ñAt ease!ò  

ñSir, whatôs up?ò   

ñI just got word that they want you at headquarters. Youôre to report right 

away with full gear for shipping out. As soon as youôre ready weôll give you 

transportation to headquarters.ò   

ñYes Sir!ò 

This surprised me. But, good news--the assignment would get me out of here. 

I had no love for this place, a newly opened boot camp on Lake Pontchartrain, 

Louisiana, just outside of New Orleans. 

 

Dropped off at the coast guard headquarters in downtown New Orleans, I 

went in and reported to the O.D.  

ñElder reporting as requested, Sir!ò   

ñCome in Elder, we were expecting you. Report to Mr. Carpenter, 

Lieutenant. He is two doors down the hall.ò   

ñAye, Aye, Sir!ò   

Mr. Carpenter was my Executive Officer aboard the Cutter USCGR Condor. 

The Condor was a civilian boat turned over to the Coast Guard for military use. The 

Coast Guard then turned it over to the Navy. We, the crew, were beached and 

assigned duty at New Orleans. The Exec. went to headquarters and some of us went 

to the newly opened boot camp on Lake Pontchartrain. 

When I would go on liberty--a pass to leave camp or ship--I would stop here 

at headquarters to see Mr. Carpenter. He was watching for ship assignment for me. 

I wanted back on sea duty, a Cutter or Attack Transport. 
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I knocked on the door.  

ñCome in!ò   

I stepped in and said, ñI report Sir!ò   

ñYes! Sit down.ò   

ñYes Sir!  What do you have for me, Sir?ò   

ñWe have a report here requesting experienced petty officers for some kind 

of transport ship duty that are being built over in Texas. I thought you may be 

interested in this request. So, you wanted a ship. Now you got one. It doesnôt have a 

name; but its number is 89. We are sending several of you petty officers over to 

Orange, Texas, the Consolidated Steel Corporation ship building yards where these 

transports are being built. Wish you good luck, Bill , on your new assignment.ò 

 

The next day we arrived at the shipyard and reported to our respective ships. 

I went aboard the 89. What a weird looking ship. This contraption looked like a 

box. What would they use these for?  Weird!  Workmen were still working on the 

ship. I asked one of the men if he knew if the Captain was aboard. He pointed to the 

bridge, the pilot house. I set my sea bag down, climbed up the ladder to the poop 

deck, the mid ship deck, and over to the bridge. Stuck my head in the hatchway.  

ñCaptain Sir!ò   

ñYes!ò   

I stepped into the bridge, saluted, said,ñI report in aboard, Sir,ò and handed 

him my orders.  

ñWelcome aboard son!  I am Captain Love.ò  He looked over my orders. 

ñElder, we are not berthing aboard as of now. We do not have the ship up and 

running, but expect to in a week or so when the ship will be commissioned. You 

will stay over at the Navy barracks. Tomorrow at 0800 report on-board. See me and 

we will get you acquainted with the ship and assign your duties.ò   

ñYes Sir!ò   

ñFor now report to the O.D. at the Navy barracks. They will take care of you 

over there.ò   

ñAye, Aye Sir!ò  I saluted and left the bridge.  

As I retrieved my sea bag a workman said, ñBoy! Sheôs a one way ticket. Ha, ha!ò  

A couple of men there chuckled, too, remarking, ñWeôll see about that!ò   

As I went over to the barracks, I was thinking about the old man, the Captain, 

Mr. Love.  I liked him. He looked like a regular Coast Guard Officer, not a reserve 

officer. I hoped my assignment would go well aboard 89. I found out she was a 

troop landing ship.  

 

The Navy O.D. at the barracks was a Chief Boatsman Mate, Klein, an easy 
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spoken guy whom I liked immediately. He assigned me a bunk on the second floor, 

showed me the recreation room and dining room on the first floor, and gave me the 

chow schedule and house rules.  

That night I found that there was no heat in the building. It was cold and very 

uncomfortable for sleeping. The other coasties were there too, with some navy 

personnel. We soon got acquainted and visited, telling stories and going on liberty 

together. The barracks was a holding area for personnel waiting to get aboard their 

ships and the navy duty men assigned at the ship yard. Our stay went well here 

except for the cold nights sleeping there in the barracks. 

 

Next morning, at 0800, I boarded the 89. Gee! This was an ugly looking 

ship- very boxy. Oh well--Iôd see how I felt about her when I learned more.  

I reported to the Captain. who introduced me to Mr. Hilton, Lieutenant JG, 

and Mr. Piper, LTJG, the engineering officer. Later on I met some of my shipmates: 

 
Chief Motor Machinist Mate, Lauve 

Chief Quarter Master Lewis 

Electrician Mate - First Class, Holliday 

Motor Machinist Mate - First Class, Copeland 

Signalmen Mate - First Class, Wrase   

Gunman Mate - Second Class, Vaughn 

Seaman - First Class, Karner 

Seaman - First Class, King 

Fireman - First Class, Schlockman 

Fireman Motor Machinist Mate - Third Class, Cox 

 

I had a nice visit with the Captain and officers, Hilton and Piper. Mr. Piper 

invited me to come to see him to acquaint me with the mechanical equipment. Mr. 

Hilton gave me an orientation of the ship. We started at the bow (forward part of 

the ship), reviewing the side mounted catwalks, the ramps for the troops to 

disembark. Then came the forecastle deck compartment that housed the anchor 

windlass for dropping and bringing in the anchor.  

The forecastle top deck supported the bow tub with a 20 mm gun.  The two 

bulkheads from the forecastle, one each side of the ship, formed the bulwarks area. 

The two troop compartments hatchway came up into the bulwarks. The square pilot 

house was about mid-ship and housed the other troop compartment hatchway. It 

also housed the radio and navigation room, the pilot house with the navigation and 

steering equipment, and above was the fly bridge.    

The ship looked so weird. It was not a pleasant shape for a ship. The mid 

deck housed the officersô quarters, wardroom, galley, and crew head facilities. The 

head is the bathroom. Below the main deck of the mid deck house was the third 
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troop compartment, crewôs and dining quarters, engine room, and ammunition 

magazine. Below this deck are the fuel and ballast tanks. On the fantail deck, the 

stern of the ship, were two gun tubs with 20 mm guns mounted inside and a deck 

winch for the stern anchor with a deck hatch to the aft steering room. 

I thought the 89 had little glamour. It was just rather small and compact. 

Soon I began to get feelings for the ship, thinking about the most responsible 

assignment of my life--Can I handle it?   

So, Iôve see the framework where Iôll be performing my duties, running the 

deck ground tackle--the equipment used to moor the ship, anchoring and docking; it 

consists of chain and rope lines, hardware, etc.--and assisting where necessary, 

reporting to the Executive Officer for directive orders. Most of these duties are 

generally routine aboard ship.  

At that time, we were actively occupied engaged in testing the engines, 

equipment, accepting materials aboard, and getting acquainted with the shipôs 

equipment. The big joke was the steering handle used to steer the ship, instead of a 

traditional wheel in the pilot house. It amazed me. There I was steering the ship, 

just like a street car man, with the handle turning the rudder, not adding power like 

the troll man. Hydraulics were starting to play a big role in the equipment we were 

using. The workmen would tease us about the trolley car handle. ñThe One-way 

Trolley Car.ò  All would have a big laugh and make comments. 

 

The Big Day has arrived!  The ship has been accepted by the Navy. She is  

commissioned, USS LCI(L)89. February 3, 1943. Damn!   No pretty lady to break a 

champagne bottle or flower to christen the ship, nor words or prayer spoken for her 

sake. We said LCI stood for ñLousy Civilian Idea.ò God bless her. 

Two days later we backed away from the shipyard dock under the shipôs own 

power, sailing for Port Arthur with our skeleton crew. We sailed down the Sabine 

River into Lake Sabine to Port Arthur to take on fuel. The Baker flag was raised, a 

red flag indicating that we were taking on fuel. It meant dangerous area, no 

smoking. Smoking lamp out.  Oh no!  Diesel fuel is running over the deck. Shut off 

the fuel!  Fuel is running down the hatchway into the crewôs quarters. What a great 

start. Come to find out, Art Cox who was watching the fuel hose and had gone 

around to the galley to get a cup of coffee. Just that quickly it happened. I was 

coming down from the bulwarks on the port side when I noticed the fuel spill. What 

a mess!  A great way to start off with the ship. Mr. Piper was beside himself.  We 

got things under control with the help of a dock cleanup group. I can still smell the 

diesel fuel. It was weeks before the smell left the crew quarters. Poor Cox. He felt 

bad about the spill.  

The Captain got the crew together to talk about this mishap. He was good 
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about it, indicating that accidents will happen and that we must learn to discipline 

ourselves and stay alert when performing our duties aboard ship. He said it will 

prevent loss of life on the ship. We all knew what was expected of us.  

ñDo not let these accidents happen,ò he said.  

We spent the night at Port.  

 

The next morning we sailed out of Lake Sabine to the Gulf of Mexico bound 

for Galveston, Texas. The Gulf waters were calm with a light breeze and it was 

enjoyable and exciting to see Galveston. It was exciting to come into a harbor you 

have never seen before. The interesting ships in the port, the docks and warehouses 

busy with people working on the docks. Later I found out that we would be here for 

awhile until the other LCIôs arrive. We tied up with several other LCIôs to wait for 

others to arrive. 

The next evening Seaman Chatalain flagged a shrimp boat over to our ship. 

Chatting with them he came up with a basket full of shrimp. He gave them $2.00. 

The guyôs were all excited about the idea of a shrimp feast. One shouted, ñWe need 

some beer to go with the shrimp.ò  A few fellows went to get some beer. The cook 

got a big soup kettle. Lots of commotion!  The shrimp were cooking and the beer 

arrived.  

The first batch of shrimp came out; we peeled them, ate them, and drank the 

beer. Finally, Chief Lauve said we should add some beer to the cooking shrimp. So, 

into the pot went the beer. Everybody was chuckling, enjoying the festivities. 

Around 2100, the Captain and the officers returned. Chief Lauve and I 

hollered to the guys to hide the beer. Well, the officers saw us all on the fantail 

eating and came back to see what was going on. Chatalain grabbed a handful of 

shrimp, put them on a plate, ñCaptain have some shrimp.ò  The officers joined us. 

The Captain spoke up, ñBoys go ahead and finish your beer. After this evening 

there will be no more alcohol aboard. Enjoy yourselves, but hold down the loud 

talk. Good evening.ò   

The officers took some shrimp with them. We toasted the officers. ñHereôs to 

our jolly officers.ò 

 

Chatalain came aboard just before we left the shipyards. He was a little on 

the heavy side, with a round smiling face. He was a Cajun humorist and you just 

had to like the guy. He spoke French and the Louisiana Cajun lingo. Aboard a small 

ship things were not as strict as aboard larger ships because of the personnel size 

and the type of ship. 

Our days in Galveston were busy as we were getting more supplies, running 

speed curves and compensating the compass. During these days personnel was 
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reporting aboard. The executive office was one of them, LTJG. Mr. Howard.  

 

On February 20
th
, the 21 assembled LCIôs departed from Galveston, Texas 

for Norfolk, Virginia. Heading out to sea, I was excited again as I loved getting out 

on the water.  

As the morning voyage progressed, I could see and feel the weather 

changing. The sky became darker and the wind started to pick up. Shortly after 

lunch the sea conditions changed rapidly. We were about 35 nautical miles into our 

voyage when the ship started rolling, pitching, and tossing waves, taking over these 

flat bottom ships. I would think riding a Bronco would be easier, with all the up and 

down, tossing and rolling.  

We had no idea which way the ship was going. One thing for sure: The 

unseasoned sailors knew which way it was going as they lost their guts over the 

side or in the bucket on the deck near their bunks. They were sea sick, suffering 

where they would have to feel better before they could die. This went on into the 

next afternoon, over 24 hours. The ship was a mess! 

 

Mr. Piper, Chief Lauve, Holliday, Copland, and Cox handled the engine 

room. Captain Love, Chief Lewis, Wrase, Karner, and I handled the navigation, not 

only our ship, but for the whole flotilla. We handled the ship for over 24 hours, ran 

through the galley, picked up some bread, Spam, cheese or whatever we could get 

our hands on and got out. We ate on watch, taking turns.  

Our new officers were sick too. It got so bad that we made port at Key West, 

Florida. It took three days to get these men back on their feet and to clean up the 

ship. I started to get second thoughts about this cigar box. Will it make the Atlantic 

crossing? 

 

On our fifth day into the voyage from Galveston, we sailed out of Port Key 

West bound for Norfolk. All were praying for calm weather. The weather was a 

warm 88 degrees with calm waters. We sailed around the Keys into the Atlantic up 

the coast. All was well. 

The next morning coming up the coast to Cape Lookout, near North 

Carolina, we started to hit some heavy seas. It got worse by the time we got to Cape 

Hatteras. Up we went and slammed down the other side of the waves. The ship 

shuddered. The crew groaned. Sometimes when she came down she would stick her 

bow into the next wave throwing water over the bow and down the decks.  

Whoo!  She acted different in these Atlantic waves. These 6ô high waves rolled 

with a deep trough, up and down she went. Some of our men had grown up and 
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were becoming sailors, accustomed to ship action. Thank God we were not far from 

Norfolk. 

About 1500, we sailed into the Norfolk Naval Operating Base. It was starting 

to get dark and the temperature was in the low 40s. A big change. I didnôt get a 

good look at the harbor as we came in, huddled in foul weather gear, waiting to tie 

up at a dock. No doubt this shake down cruise was a relief to the LCIôs crew. They 

were now salty sailors. 
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CHAPTER 2 

 

 

 FLOTILLA FOU R 

 
Here it is!  The discussion everyone has been talking about; what will we be 

doing and where will we go. Three more LCIôs arrived. They were built on the east 

coast. The twenty-four LCIôs were formed into Flotilla Four under the Command of 

Captain Myles Imlay U. S. Coast Guard. The purpose of our facilities, amphibious 

nature, meant that troops would have to land on enemy beaches regardless of surf or 

the opposition encountered. Again, the Coast Guard has been highly valuable in 

landing operations with their traditional knowledge of handling boats in all kinds of 

surf and under all sorts of conditions. The Coast Guardsmen with these equally 

essential factors will be an asset forming the LCIôs into Flotilla Four to function in 

the European Operations.  

The Watchstander woke me. Rolling out of my bunk, hitting the deck, putting 

on my clothes, I went top side. Opening the hatch the cold air hit my face. Boy!  

Stuck my head out and saw frost on the deck, then realized we are in North 

Country.  

I went to the head, did my thing, and down to the crew quarters to rally the 

men. ñHit the deck you swabys!  There is a big surprise for you on top side.ò  You 

should have heard them complain. Up the gangway they went, checking the top side 

before going into the head. The guys in the head would holler, ñClose that G - D 

hatch!ò  The head is just opposite the hatch.  

The crew started coming to life. 

 

After chow, I reported to the Exec., Mr. Howard.  

ñGood Morning Mr. Howard!ò  

ñGood Morning Boatswain.ò   

Thatôs strange--he called me Boatswain.  

ñGood news and bad news. Good news your promotion has been approved 

Boatswain 2C. It was official March 1st.ò  

ñThank You Sir.ò   

ñBad news--our captain is being relieved and reassigned.ò   

ñSo sorry to hear that. I will miss Captain Love.ò   

ñOur new skipper will arrive this afternoon. We will carry on as usual.ò  

ñYes Sir!  May I speak with the captain, Sir?ò   
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ñYes.ò 

I stepped in to see the captain. 

ñCaptain, Sir?ò   

ñYes.ò   

ñMr. Howard tells me you are leaving us.ò   

ñThey transferred me. Said I was too old for foreign duty. I tried to have the 

order canceled. They would not accept my request. I was looking forward to this 

command.ò   

ñIôll miss you Sir. We had a great experience together on our shakedown 

cruise from Galveston.ò   

ñYes, that was an experience.ò   

ñThank You for my promotion.ò   

ñElder you earned it!  I wish you and the crew my best regards. Hope you all 

return safely.ò   

ñThank You Sir.ò  I gave him a snappy salute and left with a smile, happy 

over my promotion, but not happy knowing we will have a new skipper. Iôm sure he 

will be a reserve officer. Things could get a little hectic with these reserve officers. 

They are not experienced ship masters, like Love. I went through that aboard the 

Cutter Condor.  

 

1400: The Exec. assembled the crew on top side at the bulwarks to introduce 

our new Captain, Mr. Fabian, Lt. J.G. He looked small in height about 5'8". His 

face had a leathery look, weather exposure, and light hair. He may be a mariner, a 

sailor. Letôs hope so.  

The Captain did not say much. He mentioned that we should carry on as we 

were and would be looking forward to meeting us personally. We were dismissed, 

returning to our duties.  

Later I learned that Mr. Fabian has a two-masted sailboat, Schooner type, 

about 80 ft. long on the west coast of California. He used it for chartering people 

who wanted to sail to Hawaii. Heôs a ñrag sailor,ò the nickname for sail boat people. 

ñStink potò is for motor boat people. 

 

Our training began on the Virginia beaches. This is where we got our first 

experience approaching a beach with the LCIôs. We learned to drop the stern anchor 

to be used to retract the ship off the beach. Virginia Beach was the place of our 

initiation with the LCIôs. We worked hard learning at putting out the ramps and 

retracting the ramps, then backing off the beach using the stern anchor to pull the 

ship, a procedure called ñkedging.ò 
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Needless to say, first few landings left a lot to be desired. We joked and 

laughed about them. No injury occurred and the beaches havenôt been the same 

since. The ship had to be steered safely through the surf, drop the stern anchor a 

short distance from the beach, and beach the ship in a position to get the ramps 

down from which the soldiers would disembark to get ashore and dig in. These 

intensive rehearsals of invasion tactics taught us to be calm and determined in 

handling the ramps and stern anchor in the performance of the LCI landings. Every 

individual aboard became adept at personally handling their exploits in so far as 

being ready to perform beach landings and kedging off the beach.  

We worked hard. It was good to get back into Port. It would be dark by the 

time we would be secured at the dock. We were cold and hungry. After chow the 

guys would hit the sack. The watchers who had to go on duty would groan. A sailor 

works day and night. We did get a day off from the beaching exercise when we 

were scheduled to go to the Degaussing Station. The Degaussing Station is where 

the shipôs magnetic field is neutralized, a protection from magnetic mines.  

 

The crew was assembled on top side. Captain Fabian briefed us about the 

Flotilla. ñWe will have the group Commander, Lt. Commander Unger, U.S.C.G. 

aboard our ship. He will have under his command 12 of the LCIôs. This makes our 

ship the Command ship for this group. I expect you people to keep this ship in ship-

shape at all times, as the command ship. Tomorrow, we sail for Bermuda, 1 April 

1943. I expect the crew to make the ship ready for tomorrowôs departure. As of 

now, all liberty is canceled. No one is to leave the ship unless permission is granted. 

Watchstander to be posted. That is all. Dismissed.ò   

The Exec. asked me if I had any questions.  

ñNo Sir!  We will check all ground tackle and life rafts to make sure all is 

ready. Also, I will have fresh water put in the life raftôs canisters.ò 
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CHAPTER 3 

 

 

 CONQUERING THE ATLANTIC  
 

 

I was full of excitement with the idea of leaving the United States, and I did 

not sleep well.  Up earlier than usual, I went top side, my mind still on our 

departure despite having many flashbacks of home.   
 

Up the ladder to the poop deck. My hands were cold from the heavy frost on 

the ladder rungs. I wanted to double-check the life rafts. My thoughts were still on 

my folks back home, I started down the ladder. Oops!  I slipped and fell to the deck, 

into the stanchion cable. That knocked the wind out of me but kept me from falling 

overboard. As I lay dazed on the deck, Chief Lauve was just coming out of the 

engine room hatch saw me lying on the deck and came running up to me.  

ñAre you alright?ò  

My head was still spinning. He got me in a sitting position.  

ñI think Iôm Ok.ò   

He helped me up. As the shock wore off, I realized my right ankle hurt. 

   ñChief, I think I broke my ankle!ò 

  ñIôll get Doc - Stay still.ò   

Doc was our pharmacist mate, Clayson. The ankle began to swell. I was in 

great pain. Doc examined my ankle. ñYou may have fractured it. Iôm going over to 

the hospital to pick up some supplies I ordered. Iôll take you with me. Weôll get the 

ankle x-rayed.ò   

Doc and I left for the hospital. As I could not put my weight on my right foot, 

he helped me into the jeep that was assigned to our ship. At the Navy hospital, he 

pulled up to the front door, hopped out of the jeep and ran inside to get a wheelchair 

for me. On the way to the check-in station he explained our situation to the nurse. 

They got a doctor right away and rushed me to the x-ray room. Holding up the X-

rays, the doctor studied them saying, ñNo fractured bones. You tore up your ankle 

very badly. Youôll have to stay off that foot for awhile. Weôll get you some 

treatment for the ankle. Iôll have them get you a room.ò   

As I was wheeled down to the lobby, my mind was reeling:  I canôt stay in 

the hospital - Iôve got to get back to the ship. I wonder where Doc is. I donôt want to 

be left behind. What can I do?  I was deeply concerned about what would happen to 

me.  
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From behind I heard a voice. I turned. It was Doc. ñHow did you make out?ò 

Happy to see him, I said ñIôm Okay!ò  Before I could think, I said ñLetôs get out of 

here!ò  Doc had a box in his hands.  

ñIôll take this out to the jeep and come back for you.ò  

ñGive me the box and letôs get going.ò  I got the box and out we went. 

As we left in the jeep, Doc asked, ñWhat did the doctor say?ò   

ñHe said no fractures. Iôm to stay off my foot for several days.ò 

ñOk, I have crutches on board. Weôll put some hot packs on the ankle.ò  

ñYea!  The doctor said thatôs what I should have.ò 

 

When I arrived at the ship some of the guys saw us and came out to meet us. 

ñHow you doing, Boats?  Is it broken?ò They helped me aboard the ship.  

The exec came over to me. ñHeard about your accident. Glad to see your 

return.ò   

ñMe too.ò   

ñYou take it easy. Iôll be talking to you later.ò 

Our Chief Cook/Steward for the Officers, James ZacheryðZakðbrought me 

some bean soup he had made for the noon chow.  

ñHere Boats, this will make you feel better.ò   

ñYea!  Iôll be farting my way to Bermuda.ò  He chuckled. His round face, big 

white smile, big eyes, just lit up his brown face. You just had to love the guy. Our 

young cook, David Johnson, was way over his head trying to cook for the shipôs 

crew. So, the captain made Zak our head cook, and Johnson his assistant. That 

made Dave happy. It made a good arrangement. He could learn from Zak, and 

better chow was making the crew happy. 

About 1400 I could hear the engines start. The crew was moving up to top 

side. The LCIôs started to sail out of Port Norfolk. Outside the harbor the flotilla 

formed into a convoy of six ships in four lines. I could feel that we had about four-

foot seas running. It was sloppy going into the night off Cape Hatteras, the winds 

picked up and the seas got up to six- and eight-foot waves. I could feel the 89 

rolling, tossing, banging down. When she would bang down the ship just 

shuddered. I had a very uncomfortable night. 

 

After the evening, chow, Doc put some hot packs on my ankle. I confessed to 

him that the doctor was making arrangements to put me in a hospital room.  

ñThat explains why you were in such a hurry to get away from the hospital. 

You had it made!  Just think you could have gotten out of this deal.ò   

ñI know. But I wanted to stay with the ship and get into the action.ò 
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The crew started to get ñsalty,ò an expression for a seasoned sailor. 

Everybody was getting to know each other. We were bonding. On the third day I 

was starting to feel better. Sun was out. That afternoon we sailed into Port St. 

George, Bermuda. It was warm and a great site for us, with deep blue water and 

white sand beaches. It was exciting. The guys were already talking about getting 

liberty. The port and the buildings and everything looked so clean -- a great sight. 

The water was so clear you could see 30 to 40 feet down to the bottom. 

 Here is where we got our training on the 20 MM guns. The shooting range 

was on the other side of the island up on a high bluff. Our targets were pulled by 

airplanes. I was able to get around for this training. I did very well with the 20 MM 

gun. I picked up on this type of shooting. The targets were pulled behind the 

airplane at about 90 to 100 miles per hour. It was like shotgun shooting at flying 

targets. I was brought up on game bird shooting, hunting grouse, woodcock, ring-

neck pheasant, and quail with a shotgun. You had to lead these fast flying birds at 

different angles. This came to me naturally with the 20 MM gun shooting at these 

moving targets. The web sight ring mounted on the gun helped you for your 

distance and leading the target. Also, the tracer bullet indicated your lead on the 

target. Every fourth round in the magazine was a tracer. This helped me get my 

timing to get on the target quickly. I enjoyed this training. It was very challenging. I 

was cited for my 20 MM gun shooting. They assigned me the gunner on the shipôs 

bow gun. This became my battle station during General Quarters during enemy 

alerts. 

 

The crew got liberty here at St. George. They toured the island by bicycle, 

had a few beer beach parties. It didnôt take long for this to get old. This is about all 

a sailor could do here. My tour of the island was to and from the shooting range due 

to my bum ankle. I caught the navy bus up to the shooting range. I watched the 

shooting and visited with the marine gunners doing the 20 MM gun training. 

 

On the 10
th
 of April, we departed Port St. George. Here we rendezvoused 

with a very large convoy sailing east. It was a great site to see all these ships. There 

were over a 100 ships, troop transports, freighters, and oil tanker ships. Eight 

destroyers and twelve destroyer escorts flanked the convoy. At times they would 

sail up through the convoy.  

Our first few days into our voyage were smooth sailing with warm sunshine. 

We all were nicely getting settled in with our routine, with a four hour watch every 

twelve hours. Zak was serving us very good chow. He did wonders with his menus 

cooked on oil stoves. At times there was no great hot chow, for the LCI would pitch 
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An LCI(L) on rough seas. (U.S. Coast Guard photo.) 

and roll so severely that even a genius could not cook a meal. We would resort to 

K-rations and cold spam.  

Sometimes the weather got sloppy with strong winds and heavy seas. 

Standing watch with these heavy seas on the bridge and fly  bridge became an 

unforgettable workout. It was like climbing up a snowy mountain-side and then 

sliding, losing your balance, and falling down, then climbing up again and falling 

down again. Iôd go below from watch on the bridge feeling like a tennis ball bruised 

from the bounces. The wind would whistle throwing the spoon drift up from the 

waves against the LCIôs bridge port lights it would feel like being sprayed with a 

water hose.  

Sheôd ride up a mountainous sea, all 160 feet of her; then slap down hard into 

the trough shuddering all along her hull. The wave would crunch against the deck 

tower. The water rolled off her decks. You couldnôt imagine what it was like in an 

Atlantic storm on the LCI. Roll! Pitch!  Listen to the water as she would shudder 

and creek. The guys would chant, 

ñRoll and Pitch you S-O-B!  Old 

washboardôs starting up again.ò  

Thatôs exactly what it was like, a 

washboard. Our LCIôs didnôt have 

the rolling motion of a destroyer. 

The flat bottoms were not a 

displacement hull like a normal 

ship. We rode on top of the water 

like a wood chip. Rough!  You 

wouldnôt believe it. It would climb 

up and down the washboard.  

You should have seen our officers trying to get sun sights on the fly bridge in 

heavy seas. They looked like the old cartoon of a drunk wrapped around the lamp 

post. The same would happen when we would be using the range finder. We had to 

keep our distance from the ship ahead of us and on beams, right and left of the ship. 

 The helmsman had bars to hold on to with one hand and the other on the steering 

handle with the roll and pitches, always trying to keep from going air-born. 

Our fly bridge was at times was the only part of the LCI visible to the other 

ships, and it looked like a ñUò boat, German sub conning tower. Thank goodness 

for the many LCIôs and the fact that our position in the convoy was well known to 

the destroyers.  

We encountered heavy weather seas over two-thirds of the Atlantic crossing. 

Ten days into our voyage the days began to stretch where time took on impending 
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threat of the seas. Would the LCIôs stay a float?  Such pounding and hull 

shuddering. Some of the guys were thrown out of their bunks. This did not happen 

to me, but I was tossed up in the air different times. When the waves hit the ship it 

felt as if someone gave you a hard shove. 

 

As conditions were permitted, various drills were held to acquaint the crew 

with their stations and duties. General Quarters alarm sounded day or night. The 20 

MM gun crew, trunnion operator, magazine loader and gunner would man the guns. 

Damage control drills for patching holes in hull or superstructure, water pumps to 

be manned and different types of repairs, abandoning ship with life rafts. All hands 

were assigned a duty. We were busy, busy, busy! 

 

As we approached the Canary Islands one night, we had a ñUò boat attack. 

There were two subs that had got under the convoy. They torpedoed two of the 

merchant ships. General Quarters!  We jumped out of our bunks. The alarm woke 

my feeling of excitement mixed with possible danger. As I got to my 20 MM gun I 

could see the destroyerôs silhouette from the blazing ships dropping a barrage of 

depth charges. It was a long night. We stayed at General Quarters until daylight.  

Well, the convoy was scattered all over the Ocean. It took all day to get the 

convoy formed up again. This was our first encounter with the war. It was for real. 

Our training was put to the test. I could still feel the excitement. We wondered what 

happened to the crew aboard the ships torpedoed and if the destroyers destroyed the 

ñUò boats. Due to radio silence, we never knew what happened. 

 

We finally arrived on the North Africa coast off Casablanca, Morocco, on 29 

April, after a long 19 day voyage. As we sailed northeast along the Morocco coast, 

the waters were clear enough to see hammerhead sharks on the bottom. It was my 

first time to see a live hammerhead shark. The guys were making lots of comments 

about them. 

Churning up the Wadi Seba River to Port Lyatey, we put aside our distrust 

for our ship, LCI 89, ñOne Way Ticket,ò ñTrolley Car,ò and ñCoffin.ò  We now 

appreciated her, a ñSwell Galò with confidence as Veterans of the Seas. We 

conquered the Atlantic! 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

 

 NORTH AFRICA OPERATION ñTORCHò 

 

 

April 29, 1943 ï  

As we sailed up the Wadi Sebu River to Port Lyautey (now known as 

Kentra) Morocco, along its banks and rolling sandy terrain, we could see there was 

plenty of vicious fighting from the debris of small boats and army vehicles 

destroyed and burned out. It took two days for the Western Naval Task Force to 

capture and secure the airfield near Port Lyautey. That afternoon of 10 November 

1942, the airfield was in such condition that P-40 fighter planes from the carrier 

Chenango were landing on the field. 

Arriving at Port Lyautey, small ships of various sizes were sunk in the harbor 

bay. Very weird looking; some were sitting on the bottom of the bay with their 

superstructure sticking out of the water. Others lay on their side. The Germans sunk 

them and destroyed the docks trying to close down the harbor.  

We had to moor along the harbor bank. When the tide would go out our LCI 

would sit on the soft muddy bottom leaning about 10 degree. The gangplank rigged 

up to get ashore was narrow and springy with a guy line on one side.  

 

We got shore liberty while the oil and cargo was being unloaded. It was great 

to get off the ship after the long voyage over the Atlantic Ocean. On 1 May, my 

22
nd

 birthday, I got liberty. Needless to say my friend, Gunnerôs Mate Vaughan, and 

I left the ship to celebrate my birthday. We had a six hour liberty pass, 1200 to 

1800. We found a café with a bar. We bellied up to the bar and ordered some 

whisky. The barman said we only have cognac, brandy, and wine. I said, ñCognac? 

 Never heard of it. Letôs try some.ò  There were a couple of soldiers at the bar and 

they chuckled at my remark. We chatted with them, getting information about the 

area. They told us about a couple of Cafés down the street. 

 We left and started down the dirt street to check out these Cafés. I said to 

Vaughan, ñBoy itôs hot out here.ò  He agreed as we walked into the Caf® and 

spotted a couple of guys from the ship. They joined us and the celebration 

continued. I had to relieve myself. I asked where the head was, and I was told it was 

out in the street. Out I went, and there it was on the street corner!  It had two walls 

parallel with one side and had a trough at the bottom. Here you leaked up against 

the wallôs bottom. What odor!  It was worse than the odor in a dairy barn back  
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Scuttled French freighter in river. 

 

U.S.S. Dallas sails up the Wadi Sebou near the Port 

Lyautey airdrome. 



 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 
The U-boat was 
severely damaged and 
had to surface. Gunfire 
then battered the 
enemy, and the 
Germans abandoned 
ship. 
(U.S. Coast Guard 
photos.) 

U.S. Coast Guard Cutter 
Spencer depth charges 
German submarine U-175. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Invasion shores of North Africa 

Attack area at Fedhala 

Assault beaches at Algiers 


