DAVE SCHUCK’S U.S. NAVY MEMORIES
Enlistment and Boot Camp. I enlisted at Santa Ana, California in June 1960.  I was signed up for a Minority Cruise (or “Kiddie Cruise” as it was called). Since I was under 18 when I joined, I would get out the day before I was 21. So, I would be in the Navy for 3 years and 12 days. I would be a minor (in most states) for my entire enlistment.  I was guaranteed the Electronics Field, but told I would only get Electronics Technician “Class A”  School if I scored high enough on my tests in Boot Camp. I attended Boot Camp (Company 297) in San Diego (June through August). It was one of the hottest summers on record in San Diego.

Electronics School. I attended Electronics Technician Class A School on Treasure Island in San Francisco from September 1960 to May 1961. I remember seeing President Eisenhower there.  He landed at a local airport and took a helicopter to Treasure Island.  He then took a motorcade into the city (across the Oakland Bay Bridge).  We lined the streets of Treasure Island with sailors and gave “Ike” a big salute as his caravan passed by. ET School was hard for me and I barely squeaked out a “B” average.  My grandparents (Joseph Earl “Billy” Hall and Ynez Hall)  lived in San Francisco, and I visited them on many of the weekends. I went to the YMCA and changed into my “civies” and took the street car to my grandparents home.

Almost didn’t make it to the East Coast. Shortly before graduating from ET School, we received our orders. I had asked for destroyer ported in Long Beach, CA. When I received my orders, they were for the U.S.S Shelton (DD-790) ported in Long Beach. Then, everyone’s orders were suddenly cancelled. My new orders were for the U.S.S. Willis A. Lee (DL-4) ported in Newport, RI. If those orders had not been cancelled, I probably would neve have met my future wife, Nancy Sketchley.
Visit to New York City. En-route to Boston, I stopped in New York City. I stayed at the YMCA and visited the New York Stock Exchange, Empire State Building, Statue of Liberty, Penn Station, Grand Central Station, Radio city Music Hall, Central Park and Broadway. I also visited a friend of my dad’s in Princeton, NJ.
Assigned to the U.S.S. Willis A Lee (DL-4). I reported aboard the Lee in May 1961. It was a “Destroyer Leader” or “Frigate”. I was assigned to the OE (Operations, Electronics) Division to repair electronics communications equipment. The ship was in Dry Dock #4 at the Boston Naval Shipyard, Charlestown, MA at the time (her home port was Newport, Rhode Island). The ship was undergoing a major overhaul to add a huge (below the water-line) bow-mounted sonar and other improvements. 
Marched in the 1961 4th of July Parade in Plymouth, Massachusetts. Once aboard ship, I was immediately assigned to the ship’s Landing Party. The Landing Party marched in the 4th of July Parade in Plymouth, Mass in 1961.  We practiced a few times beforehand.  We were bussed to Plymouth on the morning of the 4th and marched in the parade carrying the Colors and representing the US Navy. I remember that the spectators were very friendly and appreciative.  Most of them stood up and cheered as we passed by. We were bussed back to the ship on the same day. Although we later practiced with various firearms (M1 Rifle, .45 pistol, BAR, Thompson Sub-machine gun), I didn’t have any other Landing Party duties until we landed in Haiti (more on that later).

Life in Dry Dock. As part of the overhaul, the galley was closed for several months. We ate on the base during that time.  That base food was the only good food I had for the next two years. The “yard birds” were working 24 hours a day at one point, and the noise made it hard to sleep.  I stood numerous “fire watches” alongside a welder to make sure his welding didn’t start a fire.

Special Sea and Anchor Detail. When the overhaul was complete, we left Boston for sea trials.  I was assigned to the Special Sea and Anchor Detail.  I was on the bridge assigned to the Starboard Pelorus Watch. When entering and leaving port, I took compass bearing readings (with the Pelorus) on specified landmarks. I read the bearings out loud when the navigator called out “mark”. The readings were used by the ship’s navigator to establish our position in the channel. The Port Pelorus watch was John Beaudette, also an ET from Bemidji Minnesota. Today, they probably just use GPS to establish their position.
Equipment. I was assigned to maintain and repair the ships main communications equipment including transmitters, antennas, antenna tuners, receivers, remote handsets. 

Ports of Call. Between sea trials and sonar evaluation, we spent time in the Caribbean area.  I remember stops in Willemstad, Curacao; San Juan, Puerto Rico; Hamilton, Bermuda; Guantanamo Bay, Cuba and Port-au-Prince, Haiti.

I met my future wife at the Charlestown YMCA.  I used to go to the Saturday night dances at the Charlestown YMCA (not too far from the Boston Naval Shipyard). I met Nancy at one of the dances, but don’t remember the exact date.  We began dating and had a lot of good times together.  I took her to the Destroyermens Ball in Newport (I think it was the summer of 1962). They took pictures at the ball, and that’s the only picture I have of the two of us with me in my uniform.  We were married in Saugus, Massachusetts February 1964, seven months after I was discharged. After 52 years, we are still happily married and living in Eugene, Oregon.

The day I met Arnie “WOO WOO: Ginsberg. One day, Joe Garwood and I decided to go to the broadcast studio of Arnie “WOO WOO” Ginsberg, a local DJ at radio station WRKO in Boston.  We went inside and could see Arnie broadcasting on the other side of a glass window.  When he saw us in our Navy uniforms, he invited us inside for his live broadcast.  He interviewed us and worked us into an advertisement for Gillette razors and blades. When we got back to the ship, many of our shipmates came up and told us they had heard the broadcast and were surprised to hear someone from the U.S.S Willis A Lee live on the radio.  It was interesting and it was more fun to listen to Arnie after we had been in his studio.

“Near Miss”, Newport Rhode Island, date unknown. One time we were getting ready to leave Newport. We were tied up at Pier 1, with a Destroyer in front of us. I distinctly remember the Captain Cox saying, “standard speed is 15 knots, all back one third”. But all of a sudden, the ship lurched forward.  We were in grave danger of hitting the destroyer in front of us.  The Captain screamed “all back emergency full”.  This time, the engine room answered back correctly and the ship began to vibrate as the screws reversed with full force. When it became apparent that we might hit the destroyer, the Captain said, “damn it, sound the collision alarm”. The alarm was sounded.  At that point, everyone on the destroyer and the pier realized that there was a problem.  I remember seeing our bow watch signaling with his hands on how close we were to hitting the destroyer.  From the bridge, it looked like we had hit it as it’s fantail went out of sight below our bow. The next thing I knew, we were backing into the bay at full speed.  The captain said, “all stop” and we finally came to rest in the middle of the bay, and took a sigh of relief. We then proceed to leave on our usual course, I never heard the Captain mention this event again, but I suppose it did have be recorded in the ship’s log. It would have been very costly if that new bow-mounted sonar had been damaged.

Hamilton, Bermuda: date unknown.   We took the Hamilton Port “Pilot” onboard outside the reef. He guided the ship into the port of Hamilton.  I remember how colorful the water was and I have a few pictures of it.  We had to make a number of carefully-timed turns to stay in deep water.  Once ashore, Ron Gross and I rented motor bikes and drove from one end of the island to the other.  We tried to get into the Burmudiana Hotel for dinner. But the doorman said that we needed formal attire.  We were in our dress blues and said that this was our formal attire, but he wouldn’t let us in.  The ship’s officers were getting in because their uniforms were considered formal. Men were even getting in wearing shorts with a shirt and tie. That was the first time I felt inferior in my life. There was a small floating dock near the ship.  That night, we went swimming and the water was perfect. I think that was the only time I wore that knitted U.S. Navy swimsuit. One night we went to the EM Club for dinner.  We had 25-cent hamburgers and 35-cent Singapore Slings.  Joe Garwood had never had a drink before and got very sick.  He was a mess the next morning.

Willemstad, Curacao: date unknown.  The port of Willemstad has a floating bridge across the mouth of the harbor.  It didn’t look much more that 100 feet long. As we entered the port, the bridge was pulled to the side and we entered the narrow channel.  There were apartment buildings along the channel.  From the bridge, we could look right in the windows and see the people.  It was a strange feeling.  The next day, we visited a factory where they made an Orange Liqueur. That night we went to a hotel that had a very nice dinner buffet.  It was good to have some real food for a change.

Help for the Cooks: date unknown.  The food was terrible the entire time I was aboard.  Apparently, some crewmembers had complained to their families and the families had written to their U.S. Congressmen. One Congressman initiated an investigation into the food.  A team of cooks was sent aboard for a week to “re-train” the Lee’s cooks.  During that week, the food was wonderful.  After every meal, we filled out questionnaires giving our opinion of the food quality. We had high hopes, but as soon as the trainers left, the food went right back to the terrible quality.  That was the main reason I didn’t even consider shipping over.

Hurricane Esther, September 1961. We were in the Caribbean when Hurricane Esther hit the area.  We were assigned to “track” the hurricane up the east coast by staying in the eye of it.  We tracked it all the way up the east coast.  I have never seen such swells and such wind. Everyone was getting sick.  I decided that I had to have fresh air, or the smell of everyone getting sick would make me sick too.  There was a small outside deck just aft of the radio shack. I took a chair out there and tied it to the rail. I then tied myself into the chair. I spent several days out there.  I survived on some crackers I took with me.  I didn’t get sick!   When we were off  Massachusetts, we went over to guard the Texas Towers.  Some have said that we evacuated the towers, but I don’t remember that.  What I do remember is that there was a Russian trawler (communications ship disguised as a fishing boat) that was trying to board one of the towers.  We would chase him off and then rush over to the other tower. We went back and forth several times. One time when we returned to one of the towers, the seas were calm enough that the trawler was trying to tie up to it.  The Captain was really pissed.  He had the forward 5 inch gun trained on the trawler.  The ship was rocking, but the gun stayed trained on the trawler. Then, one of the crew of the trawler came out with a huge movie camera and started taking movies of us aiming the gun at him. Capt Cox had our crew take pictures of him trying to get on the tower. I don’t remember how long this went on, but the Russians did not get on the towers. During the hurricane, our SPS-8 RADAR antenna was totally destroyed.  It was a height-finding RADAR and the antenna was top-heavy.  At sea, the antenna was kept level through a complex set of motors (called servos).  The servos could not keep up with the rough seas or the extreme rolls.  I remember checking on the antenna and hearing the servos “screaming” loudly as they tried to keep the antenna level. Finally, the antenna broke from its mount and was “flopping around” on top of the helicopter hangar, held only by the mass of electrical cables connected to it.  I have pictures of the damaged antenna.  It had to be replaced in the ship yard.

The day I saw JFK and family.  I was on the bridge the day President Kennedy stopped the Lee in the middle of Narragansett Bay.  I believe it was in September 1961. He and his family were cruising aboard his boat, the Honey Fitz, and “daddy” wanted to show the kids one of “his” ships. We were returning from a cruise when we received a message over the Coast Guard frequency, “The President would like you to lie to”.  We were surprised because we didn’t know the President was nearby. The captain passed the word on the 1MC, “all sailors wearing the uniform of the day, man the Port Rail immediately”.  We managed to muster enough sailors to look respectable.  They manned the rail at attention and looked pretty good (at least from the bridge). Then, the Honey Fitz rounded our stern and headed for the Starboard side (which was empty).   I remember seeing the sailors rushing through the mid-ship’s passageways to man the Starboard rail.  I couldn’t see how that turned out, but it sure looked funny watching them scrambling to make a good show. It was impressive to see JFK, Jackie and the kids up so close.

U.S.S. Lafayette Launching (Groton, Connecticut, May 8, 1962).  We were tied up across the river from where they were launching the U.S.S Lafayette (SSBN-616).  I was alone on the bridge when they launched her.  I was watching through the “big eyes” (the large set of binoculars mounted on the bridge). Jackie Kennedy christened her.  I remember that the Champaign bottle did not break on her first try, so she had to do it again. The boat slid down into the river with the crew lined up on the deck. They were backed up to a cable railing and holding on for dear life.  The boat rolled quite a bit when she hit the water, and I thought some of the sailors might fall off. I could see through the big eyes that they were worried. But they all held on to the cable while standing at attention with their arms behind them. Then some tugs took her to a dock. I remember being amazed at how large the sub was.

U.S.S. George Washington Incident (Groton, Connecticut, May 1962). I needed a spare part for one of the antenna tuners and we did not have any on board.  I decided to see if I could get one from the U.S.S. George Washington (SSBN-598) which was tied up nearby. I went aboard, identified myself and asked for a Storekeeper. The Storekeeper gave me the part and we filled out the necessary transfer paperwork.  He then gave me a nice tour of the boat.  I was amazed at the size of the boat.  When I went to leave, there was a different officer on the quarter deck. He didn’t want to let me off.  He said I shouldn’t have been allowed on board for security reasons.  I showed him the paperwork and the part and told him I had done everything I could to identify myself and follow procedure.  He finally let me go, but I was a little worried for a while.

Almost transferred to the U.S.S. Yosemite (AD-19). I received a set of orders to transfer to the Yosemite which was a destroyer tender ported in Newport. I didn’t want to transfer because Yosemite was leaving for a Mediterranean cruise and I would be away from Nancy for a long time.  So, I asked Lt. Gessner if he could get me out of it. He said he could, because I was on a list of critical staff (the only one trained on certain communications equipment). Who knows what would have happened if I had been transferred?
Personnel High Line Transfer. We had several high line personnel transfers while I was aboard. One involved the Assistant Secretary of the Navy in June or July 1962 (my slides were developed in July).  I know some reports say it was the Secretary of the Navy, but I have written on my 35 mm slides that it was the Assistant Secretary.  Anyway, I remember someone saying that he had an artificial leg.  I remember that we almost dunked him when the two ships rolled toward each other and the line dipped dangerously low. I thought to myself, “I hope they don’t lose him because he probably can’t swim with that artificial leg”. You can’t see his face in the photos, so I can’t prove who he was.

Cuban Missile Crisis, November 1962.  We were in the Caribbean when the crisis began.  We became part of the “blockade” or “quarantine” as some called it.  I remember stopping ships coming into Cuba and checking their cargo.  We didn’t board, but had them open the hatch covers and inspected the cargo from our bridge. We took pictures. We also stopped ships leaving Cuba with sections of missiles on deck.  We had them uncover the missiles so we could photograph them, and then let them go.  The Master-at-Arms handed out film to those with cameras. We took pictures of the missiles and then gave the film back to the Master-at-Arms. When Castro shut off the water supply to the base, our ship supplied water to the base. We used our evaporators to generate fresh water. The ship’s crew was not allowed to take showers, so we could give all of our water to the base. That lasted for a week or two.
Thanksgiving in Ft Lauderdale, Florida 1962.  After the Missile Crisis, we were running short of food supplies.  So we pulled into a small Naval Base in Ft. Lauderdale. They didn’t have supplies for us there, so the cooks went into town and shopped at a regular grocery store for fresh food.  I remember we had fresh steak and it was barbecued on the helicopter deck. We held open house aboard the ship one day. A man invited me to his home for Thanksgiving dinner.  He turned out to be the Vice President of the Broward County National Bank.  I told him I would go if I could bring a friend or two. He said, “ok”. He picked us up in his car. We had a southern-style Thanksgiving dinner, served by a maid and had a nice visit. He was very grateful that the Missile Crisis had turned out ok and wanted to thank us personally for our part.

Haiti (around April 1963) We were in the Caribbean, but not scheduled to stop in Haiti. I don’t remember what we were told about our visit, but we did know this was an unstable country. We had to anchor in the bay at Port-a-Prince because the water was not deep enough at the dock.  Before we sent sailors ashore, the Captain wanted to have radio communications established with the shore. So, I was sent with one of our portable transceivers to set up a radio station.  They sent me, and a radioman, in the crew’s barge and we set up the station. When the sailors finally started arriving for liberty, the local cab drivers would grab them and try to drag them to their cab (they desperately needed the money).  The local police would beat the cab drivers with long batons until they let loose of the sailor.  Then another cab driver would grab the same sailor. The cab drivers were beat pretty bad, but they kept coming. Then I was sent a night stick and armband and told that I would serve the first Shore Patrol watch. I had never been trained for Shore Patrol duty, but did my best. I was a little nervous without a sidearm. I made friends with one of the more docile cab drivers, “Felix”. I sent sailors his way and he gave them brief tours of the countryside.  When my Shore Patrol watch was over, Felix gave me and a few other ET’s a free tour of the area (we just had to buy gas for his car).  It was pretty depressing to see the poverty.  We took pictures in front of the Presidential Palace and at a hotel up in the hills.  I still have the 35mm slides taken there with Felix. When we got back to the states and watched the news on TV, we saw tanks coming from the same Presidential palace to fight off a coup attempt.

Goodbye.  Many of the ET gang had come aboard at the same time (right out of ET School).  But, since I was the only one on a “Kitty Cruise”, I was the first to leave.  By then, I couldn’t wait to get out of the Navy and get on with my life.  I remember walking down the dock with my seabag on my shoulder and looking back as the ET gang was standing at the rail waving goodbye. At that point, I just wanted to forget the Navy.  Now, I’m sorry I didn’t try to stay in touch with some of my friends.

Shipmates:  The shipmates I can remember are:

Sam Alisio (sp?), ET1 (New York?)

Nelson? Alverez, ET2 (New York?)

John Beaudette, ET2 (Bemidji, Minnesota)

Bruce Corbin, ET2 (Denver, Colorado)

Joe Garwood, ET2 (Blue Hill, Maine)

?? Guessner (sp?), Lt. JG

Ronald T. Gross, ET2 (Cleveland, OH)

David? Goldsmith, ET3 (Baltimore, Maryland)

?? Gunther (sp?) Master Chief ET (E9) 

?? Merriman ET3

Patrick Ruffo, ET2 (??, Connecticut)

?? “Shorty” Walker, ET3 (??, Kentucky)

