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On October 12, 1952 my Dad took me to catch the Super Chief 400 in Sheboygan, Wisconsin. 
Boarding the train, I wondered if joining the Navy was the right thing to do. Was it too late to 
change my mind? Switching trains in Milwaukee, I journeyed on to Chicago. The Navy was at the 
train station to pick me up and I knew for sure that it was too late to change my mind. As I went 
through the induction center, being poked and probed, shot and shunted, I kept recalling all the 
scenes from old movies about military induction centers. The last item of business was the oath of 
allegiance. I was now a sailor who had never been on water deeper than the Onion River that runs 
through Waldo. 

The next morning I and about a hundred more boarded a troop train that was to take us to the 
Naval Training Center in San Diego, California. The three or four day train ride was boring, tiring 
and dirty. The San Diego train station was as foreign to me as being overseas.  

The Navy loaded us into buses and on to the base. Living in a barracks with a hundred guys was 
certainly a different situation than I had been used to. The first few nights were the worst. A lot of 
the guys were forced to have their wisdom teeth pulled. Oh! The moaning and groaning shattered 
the night silence. I was spared this ordeal and was glad to have teeth to gnash while trying to sleep. 
After graduation from "Boot Camp" I was then sent to Airman Fundamentals School, Norman, 
Oklahoma. It was there that the Navy, through aptitude tests, decided that I was best suited for a 
graphic rating. I picked photography because I liked the look of the rating badge. The winged lens 
with converging light rays passing through it. No sooner was I accepted into photography they took 
the wings off. Later, in 1994, are they put them back.  

After graduating from Airman Fundamentals School I was transferred to the Naval 
Photographic School Class “A”, Pensacola, Florida. As with all new students I was given the choice of 
spending time either compartment cleaning or mess cooking until my class started. I opted for mess 
cooking rather than cleaning toilets, hoping I would learn how to cook. Hah! Silly me. 

Little did I know mess cooking meant peeling potatoes, working in the scullery washing trays 
and silverware, and yes, cleaning toilets in the mess hall. I couldn't wait for the school to start. 
Photo School was one of the most intensive periods of studying and practicing I had ever 
encountered in my eighteen years. I made lifelong friends there, some of which I am still in contact 
with.  

I was transferred to the Naval Photographic Center, Washington, D.C. They assigned me to a 
general work detail until they could find a permanent slot for me. Eventually I found a niche in the 
film-processing department. I was teamed up with a Second Class Petty Officer named Gautheree 
processing 35mm motion picture film. What an education. Very interesting at first, but eventually 
became very boring. 

One day, as I was winding film, yawning and scratching, this long, lanky Second Class Petty 
Officer came in. He said his name was Tom Parkinson, and he was looking for a big guy for a special 
assignment. I said, “Okay!” After receiving permission from Chief MacIndoe, Parkinson ushered me 
up to the Research and Development Department to be interviewed by Lcdr. Charles C. Hooper, the 
Officer in Charge of the Underwater Photo Team.  

It was a day that would change my life in more ways than I could imagine. Training ensued with 
a crash scuba course at the Underwater Demolition School at the Naval Gun Factory in Washington, 
D.C.  

The Research and Development Department at NPC was also responsible for mixing chemicals 
for the entire facility. The chemical mix room encompassed 10 or 12 huge tanks that held thousands 
of gallons of chemicals. One or two of these were always filled with fresh water. My training now 
included putting on an aqualung, face mask and flippers, and spending hours at the bottom of the 
tank practicing taking my face mask off, putting it back on, clearing the water and repeating the 
task. 

We also had to practice buddy breathing from another’s aqua-lung in the case of emergencies. 
These procedures quickly became second nature. But our daily training was not nearly over.  
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At 1630 we would put on our gym shoes and run on the dikes bordering the Anacostia River for 
another hour. Our run would wind up at the handball courts, where we would play several hours of 
handball, without handball gloves. “Toughens up the psyche”, Mr. Hooper said. We would finish the 
workout with an hour in the steam room. It is now nearly 8:30 at night. After showering and 
dressing, Tom Parkinson, Al Phillips and I would go out for pizza and beer until midnight. The next 
day it would start all over again. 

Finesse and style was Mr. Hooper's watchwords. Entering the water required the least splash 
possible. If we were in the water and were submerging, he had a special system of one breast stoke 
forward, swinging the arms straight down and forward, causing the body to jackknife, and coasting 
downward with our fins locked together so that when they slipped below the surface of the water 
there was no disturbance. When surfacing the uppermost tip of the facemask broke the surface of 
the water cleanly, smoothly and slowly. 

The training and professionalism has paid off many fold throughout the years. Not only in doing 
our assigned jobs, but this work ethic has carried me throughout a variety of positions and 
situations. We carried out many assignments such as Operation Flashbulb, (night underwater 
photography of a submarine on the bottom), "Navy Log" episodes for Twentieth Century Fox, paint 
erosion experiments in Fort Lauderdale for the Naval Ordinance Laboratory, etc; all of which had 
their adventures and misfortunes. However, it wasn't all work. 

    
Lcdr. Hooper, Al Phillips, Tom Parkinson, Don Williams — 1955, Key West, Florida 

Soon Bill Scallan replaced Al Phillips, who had gotten out of the Navy, as the third member of 
the Underwater Photo team. Bill was a 1st Class Petty Officer, so he was the senior man. I hold him 
responsible for making a coffee drinker out of me. One day, when things were slack, he told me to 
make a pot of coffee. I responded that since I didn't drink coffee, I wasn't going to make any. To 
which he replied that I was to spend the next few days washing and painting all the walls in the 
department. I became a coffee drinker real fast. 

On November 11, 1955 I was separated from the U.S. Navy and accepted employment at the 
National Archives, Washington, D.C. My major task was printing B/W prints from archival 
negatives and converting nitrate to acetate film and then processing the motion picture film. 
Additionally, in down time, I was pressed into service printing thousands and thousands of pictures 
of George Washington, Abraham Lincoln and General Robert E. Lee for schools, organizations, 
whatever.  

In September, 1956 I re-enlisted in the Navy and was re-assigned to the Naval Photographic 
Center as a member of the Underwater Photographic Team. We worked on several television series 
in early 1957. "Men of Annapolis", called for an underwater rescue which we shot at the Naval 
Academy, and a series for the Army on underwater repair of bridges 
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Don Williams — ca. 1957 

In September of 1957 we began an Underwater Water Crash program for the Naval Air 
Development Center in Key West, Florida. This was a research program to obtain basic parameters 
regarding pilot underwater escape from fighter, trainer, and attack type aircraft. One important 
facet of this program was to record the underwater attitude on film as the airplane descended from 
the surface to a depth of 22 fathoms (132 feet). The program was named "Operation Life save". 

 
Underwater Photo Team — 1958 

  In September of 1958 I received transfer orders to the Pacific Fleet Combat Camera Group 
(CCG), stationed at Naval Air Station, North Island, Coronado, California. Upon arrival at CCG, I 
was sent to Deep Sea Diver's School at the Naval Station, San Diego. As underwater photography 
was not a recognized Navy rating, we had to qualify as hardhat divers to receive diving pay. . 

The first CCG project I was involved with was photographing the descent of the U.S. Navy's 
Bathyscaph into the Mariana Trench off the Island of Guam.  We followed it to 200 feet where we 
ran out of light and were past the depth to get any good footage. 
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The next project involved the discovery of a Japanese 2-man submarine off the coast of Hawaii.  
A team of divers, on a practice search mission ran into the submarine lying on the bottom in 50 feet 
of water. Jay Skidmore and I were dispatched to Oahu, Hawaii to photograph the salvaging of the 
submarine. 

    
Don Williams & Jay Skidmore in Hawaii 

During the salvage operation it was determined that the two torpedoes in the nose of the sub 
were live.  This added a whole new dimension to the project. After investigation, Navy authorities 
determined that the operators of the sub had scuttled the ship on December 7, 1941 and had 
probably swum ashore. We found unopened bottles of Sake, waterlogged shoes and all sorts of 
personal items.  They apparently left in a hurry.  The torpedoes were cut from the hull and exploded 
at sea. The conning tower was taken off the sub and erected as a memorial at Pearl Harbor. 

Then came Operation Dominic. This involved documenting the Navy's tests of underwater 
nuclear testing off Christmas Island. Basically, we were to photograph, above the surface this time, 
the nuclear blasts. As with all these types of projects you have 60 seconds of panic followed by days 
of boredom and sitting around awaiting the next test. I was on board a destroyer escort. They 
bunked me in the magazine room of the forward 5-inch gun. As I am peacefully dozing, one 
afternoon, the ship decided they would have gun practice. Imagine my surprise as they fired the 
forward gun directly overhead. I though I was dead. 

In 1959 I was sent to Yokosuka, Japan for six months as a part of CCG's Far East Detachment. 
Japan was an interesting experience for this Wisconsin boy. Several of the guys were married to 
Japanese women. Dick Kaiser had married Kazui and Zip Zimmerman had married a lady named 
Pako. They were always having the gang over to their off-base housing for Japanese meals, and 
taking us on tours of the country. I'll be forever grateful to them for this experience. 

During this tour I teamed up with Doug D'Andrea. He and I traveled throughout the Far East on 
assignments. When the supposed Laos situation heated up Doug and I were sent to an Army base in 
Japan on standby to go into Laos as combat photographers. Can't recall the name of the post. We sat 
there and sat there. Finally we were sent to Taiwan to cover the visit of  the Marine Corps 
Commandant to the Chinese Marine Corps. 

After returning to the states, the hierarchy of CCG needed two photographers to send on 
temporary duty to the U.S.S. Sargo to document a cruise from Pearl Harbor to the North Pole and 
back. Since diving and underwater photography was involved, and I surely was used to cold weather, 
I was volunteered as one of the men. Chief Photographer Chuck Kircher was the other.  
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Doug D'Andrea was to ride a Coast Guard icebreaker as far as the Bering Straits where they 
would wait for us to return. 

In January, 1960 we set sail from Hawaii. The Sargo was to cruise in the Bering Sea, through 
the Bering Strait and into the Chuckchi Sea north of the strait. 

The long arctic night made the submarine's closed circuit television circuit useless for spotting 
thin areas in the ice, needed for breakthroughs in surface observations. In summertime, the TV can 
find the spots because sunlight makes them translucent. 

The Sargo would rely on its sonar and other electronic gear to thread its way in the narrow gap 
between ice and the ocean floor. The Bering and Chuckchi Seas range from 120 to 180 feet in depth. 
Sometimes the ice is 100 feet deep, leaving little room even for a submarine. 

The scientists onboard were to document ocean depths, measure salinity, take temperatures and 
record the underwater profile of the ice. Lyon is head of submarine and arctic research branch of the 
Navy Electronics Laboratory at San Diego. The purpose of the cruise is to continue the exploration of 
the Arctic area to collect oceanographic data and to establish more clearly ice conditions in the Arctic 
during the winter months. 

We put out from Pearl Harbor and headed north. Because the arctic would be in the dark season, 
I had brought along some lighting that we had designed way back on Operation Flashbulb. I had 
soldered the + and - legs of wire to par 38 high intensity bulbs. Slipping an empty beer can over the 
base of the bulbs, I then filled the cans with melted paraffin to make them watertight. Four of these 
contraptions were then strapped to a board. The four wires were spliced into one and made 
watertight. This long cord then would provide power from the submarine to the lights, and presto we 
could take photographs underwater in the dark. 

An officer aboard the submarine decided that this lighting arrangement should be tested before 
we went too far north. The submarine surfaced and I and another diver from the boat were going to 
go overboard and test them. When we got on deck we found that we were in 30-foot swells and the 
wind blowing like hell. I told the diving officer that I did not think it was safe. He replied, "No sweat. 
Do it."  

Splash, in I went. As soon as I hit the water I realized there was another factor playing here. 
The current was going one way and the wind was blowing the sub the other way. It all happened so 
fast that my buddy diver never did get into the water. So here I am. Floating around in the Pacific 
Ocean, miles from Pearl Harbor. And the submarine is out of sight. What to do, what to do? Pray? 
Yes. Panic? Not yet. I inflated my life jacket. Turned on the survival light. Started blowing my signal 
whistle and waited. And waited. And waited.  

I found out later that the skipper, Lcdr. Nicholson, started circling the area in ever-smaller 
circles. After two hours I could see the submarine again. After another hour they could see me. As 
they came alongside they threw me a narrow gauge nylon line so they could pull me in. I grabbed it, 
wrapped it around my hand and held on. I was plumb exhausted by now. The nearest point to take 
me aboard just happened to be where the sub was exhausting the water used to cool the reactor. 
They pulled me up through it. After I got below decks, the ship's doctor put a Geiger counter on me. 
It went off the scale. I went into the shower for thirty minutes. Stripped off the wet suit and 
showered more. When I finally emerged I was clean, really clean. No radiation, no dirt, no skin.  

Because there were so many extra people on board, my bunk was made up on top of a torpedo. I 
climbed in and slept the sleep of the dead. 

After that experience the trip to the Pole was a piece of cake, almost. We had aboard radar and 
sonar that could detect ice floes and submerged icebergs. These were used to transit the Bering 
Straits. With five feet of water under the submarine and five feet of water above the submarine, we 
had to proceed slowly and carefully. 

The superstructure of the submarine had been reinforced so that when we found a thin area of 
ice (called a polynia) we could surface through it to communicate with Pearl Harbor or take star 
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sightings for navigation. During one of these surfacing, after getting through the Bering Straits, my 
favorite diving officer decided that we needed to get used to the cold water. When the submarine 
broke through the ice only the conning tower was above the surface. A team cut a hole in the ice 
alongside the submarine and in I went again. I wore a neoprene wet suit, booties, gloves, a vest, and 
a full-face hood. Here I am, under the ice pack, the water is cold as hell (29°), learning about arctic 
diving. 

The first realization was that I couldn't swim downward. The water was so salty it buoyed me up 
against the ice. To make matters worse, my facemask kept leaking. Putting my flippers against the 
ice pack, I gave a mighty shove downward. My mask filled with water. No sweat, years ago I learned 
to put my head back, hold the top of the mask and blow through my nose. It cleared. Boom. The salty 
water had me up against the ice again. After repeating this routine several times, I found myself 
hyper ventilating and out of breath. Panic? Not yet. At least I was warm now. Years of training and 
experience had taught me that when in trouble, relax and breathe. So I did. 

When my faculties returned I realized two things. The full hood was keeping my mask from 
sealing around my face. And I would need to devise a weighting system to get me thought the salt 
and when through it be able to jettison the weights. I learned later that when salt water freezes, the 
water beneath it draws the salt from the ice. The ice pack is nearly fresh water while the 15 feet or 
beneath it is similar to the Salt Lake in Utah. Lessons learned, but I was becoming very leery about 
this whole diving business. 

The navigator, a Quartermaster First Class, did a magnificent job of getting us to the North Pole 
through dead reckoning. When we surfaced up through the ice, the stern of the sub was at exactly 
90° north, and we had a four-foot thick block of ice on top of the sail. 

I made four dives at the North Pole, photographing the ice floes and chasms and parts of the sub 
under the ice. The air temperature was -54° F, the water a chilling 29° (salt water freezes at 28.4°). I 
even swam around the stern of the submarine so I could say that I swam around the world. 

The ice chasms were beautiful. They are formed by pressure on the frozen water, which causes 
them to crack and break. Further pressure turns them upright and then they freeze in a 
perpendicular position partially above the surface and the rest below the surface. Swimming 
through them was an experience.  

Our lights, (which incidentally worked without test), illuminated these great masses of ice 
emitting all the colors of the spectrum. They are crystals after all, and without the salt in them (my 
theory) they shimmered and shined like nothing I have ever seen. 

I had learned a few things by now. One, always wear a safety line when under the ice, two, no 
full face hood, three, move slowly once you are in the water so that after the initial shock of the wet 
suit filling up with cold water, your body heat warms that water and as long as you move slowly it 
will not be displaced by colder water. 

Towards the end of our stay at the pole I would find myself alone on deck talking to the sea. Are 
you going to get me next time? Is it all worth it? 

I made one more dive before we transited the Bering Straits. I have such luck. The current flows 
south from the pole. The current flows north through the Bering Straits. Where they meet they form 
whirlpools. You guessed it. That's the precise spot chosen for my last dive. We chopped the hole. I 
attached my safety line and in I go. Before I knew it I was on the bottom at 210 feet lying flat on my 
back. 

It’s pitch black. I'm panicking. No, I'm not, my training won't allow that. Think. I've got to give 
the emergency signal on the safety line. I do. Now I'm experiencing nitrogen narcosis (drunkenness 
cause by the depth pressure). As I was spinning and swirling in the eddy of water, my feet became 
entangled in the safety line. I feel myself being pulled upwards by my feet. Not good. 

Charley Hooper would never approve of anyone coming up feet first. The tip of the facemask. 
The tip of the facemask. What to do? Cut the line! I pull my survival knife and try to raise myself to 
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get hold of the line. Can't do it. What the hell! Throw the useless knife away. Hey, I'm a fish. Take 
out the mouthpiece. Don't need it. Breathe with your gills. Expel air through your mouth so you 
don't get an embolism. Still going up feet first. How embarrassing! 

Fortunately, for me, the narcosis wore off when I was twenty or thirty feet from the surface. Put 
your damn mouthpiece back in and breathe. Close call. At this point I don't care what Mr. Hooper 
thinks. I'm safe and back on the surface. Enough of this stuff. 

We're not out of the woods yet. The Bering Straits are shallow. Clearance is 5 feet above and five 
feet below the submarine. I'm resting from my ordeal with the elements when, bang, we hit an ice 
floe. The jar throws me from my bunk atop a torpedo onto the deck. The alarms are going off. 
Watertight doors are being shut and dogged. I look up and visions of old submarine movies go 
through my head. When is that torpedo going to break loose and fall on me? It doesn't. The ship is all 
right. Just suffered a little dent in the sail. 

Returning to San Diego, I vowed that I was through diving. But, I couldn't. Pride instilled by 
Charley Hooper played a large part; my own stubbornness played another part. So on we went. 

I did, however, get smarter at work. Since I was the senior diver, I changed the modus operandi 
for diving projects. The book calls for the senior diver to make an inspection dive of the operating 
area to insure safety, and then dispatch his team to do the work while he stays above, drinks coffee 
and keeps the diving time. No one could ever say I didn't go by the book. 

In October, 1961, CCG in its inimitable way, decided that since I was from Wisconsin and Doug 
D'Andrea was from Idaho, that we were both arctic experienced from the Sargo trip, we were perfect 
candidates to journey to the South Pole to record the events surrounding the celebration 
commemorating the 50th anniversary of the discovery of the South Pole. We did! 

 

  
Don Williams and Doug D'Andrea at the South Pole. 

 
 

Navy Times 4 November 1961   
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TOP AND BOTTOM 
A U.S. Navy photographer, believed to be the first military man to set foot on both North and 

South Poles of the earth, prefers Waldo, Wisconsin to the lure of adventure. 
He's 27-year-old Donald F. Williams, of Waldo, WI. As a Photographer's Mate First Class in the 

Navy, Williams has visited both Poles within the past two years.  
“I still say there's no place like home, corny as it might sound to some,” Williams said this week. 
When he stepped out of a C-130 ‘Hercules’ aircraft late last week aboard the first South Polar 

landing of the U.S. Navy's Operation Deep Freeze 62, Williams apparently became the first military 
man in history to set foot on both Poles. In February of 1960 he had climbed from the nuclear 
submarine Sargo, during a history–making voyage beneath the ice of the North Polar cap, and stood 
on the North Pole. 

Only one other man, civilian Dr. Albert P. Crary, Chief Scientist of the Office Of Antarctic 
Programs, National Science Foundation, has visited the surface of both Poles. Dr. Crary reached the 
‘very bottom of the earth’ on February 12, 1961, at the conclusion of a land traverse he led from the 
Antarctic seacoast to the South Pole; he was the first American to make such a trip across the white 
continent. 

Dozens of men by now have, of course, been to one or the other of the Poles. And several, including 
the late Admiral Richard E. Byrd, have flown over both Poles in addition to visiting one or the other. 
But apparently Williams and Dr. Crary are the only men to have .actually set foot on both Poles.  

Williams' visit to the bottom of the earth came on October 28 when a party led by Rear Admiral 
David M. Tyree, USN, Commander of Naval Support Forces Antarctica, set down at the U.S. South 
Pole station. It was the first aircraft to land there for the current summer season of Deep Freeze, the 
Navy's annual re-supply effort in support of America's scientific research program on the Antarctic 
continent.  

#30 
In August, 1962 I was transferred to the Navy Photographic Schools as an instructor in motion 

pictures. I look upon these two years as growth years, gaining knowledge about many things. 
Working my way up the ladder, so to speak. The first order of business was to attend the Navy's 
Instructor Training Course in Millington, Tennessee. This course taught me the Navy way of 
instructing others. It detailed topic research, organization, lesson plan preparation, and probably 
most important, how to feel comfortable in front of groups. The basic lesson I took away from this 
school was to know your subject thoroughly, and if someone asked a question you couldn't answer, 
say so. 

Back at the Photo School. I was once again teamed up with my old 
buddy Bill Scallan, and Harold Pittenger, both of who had come from 
Combat Camera Group. Harold Pittenger and I were eligible for 
promotion to Chief Petty Officer. For six months I studied hard. My 
wife would grill me twice daily, first thing in the morning and the last 
thing at night. Question. Answer. Question. Answer. Question. 
Answer. Day in and day out. It must have done some good, because 
when I took the test all the questions seemed familiar and the answers 
came flowing out. I was to be promoted in December.  

Meanwhile, I had prospective cinematographers to teach. We 
presented detailed instruction in the use of all motion picture cameras 
from the 35mm Mitchell to the high speed recording cameras to the 
very small gun cameras that fit in the wing of an airplane. 

Throughout this period of time, I kept requesting school after 
school. The two major schools I wanted came through.  
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In June, 1963, I was sent on temporary duty to the Rochester Institute of Technology, Rochester, 
NY, for a special school on quality Control of the Photographic Process.  

 
 In September, 1963 I was transferred to the University 

of Southern California (assigned to the ROTC) for a one-
year special Enlisted-training course in cinematography. In 
December I was promoted to Chief Petty Officer. 

While at USC I took the test and went through the 
interviews to apply for a commission as an Ensign, United 
States Navy. Imagine my surprise when I was selected. 

After completing the course at USC, I was transferred 
back to Pensacola in preparation for commissioning. I was 
assigned to the Photo Lab at NAS Pensacola as the Leading 
Chief and assistant photo officer. The photo officer knew I 
was to be commissioned, so he grilled me and assigned me 
tasks to prepare me for my future. He covered a lot of 
pitfalls that people learn through experience. I am most 
grateful to him 

  
On December 1, 1964, I was commissioned an Ensign by 

the Commanding Officer of the Naval Air Station. 
After attending Officer Indoctrination School in 

Pensacola, I was transferred to Sanford, Florida, attached to 
RVAH-l, a reconnaissance squadron. This was definitely not 
my cup of tea. Although I was assigned to a crusty ex-chief, 
now Lieutenant Bill Juby (who made the time bearable), I 
did not like the avionics department. I had no formal training 
in electronics and I was totally confused, all of the time. We 
were preparing for deployment to a ship in the Tonkin Gulf, 
which didn't bother me, if only I knew something about what 
I was doing. 

Then, unbeknownst to me, the Photographic Officer on 
the USS Kitty Hawk had taken ill and was transferred to the 
hospital in San Diego. The Kitty Hawk was enroute to 
Vietnam at that moment. I was designated as his 
replacement. 

I flew from Sanford, Florida to Honolulu, Hawaii almost immediately. My poor wife. We had 
purchased our second home in Lakewood, Florida, lived in it for a few months, and now I was on my 
way again. 

Arriving in Hawaii, I was hustled to Barber's Point Naval Air Station, where I was thrown 
aboard the Kitty Hawk's COD. We took off immediately, and within two hours we snagged a landing 
wire aboard the ship.  

The first few weeks aboard the Kitty Hawk were hectic and confusing. The ship's crew had been 
preparing for this deployment for months. They knew where to go, what to do and how to do it in the 
case of an emergency. It took good solid study to learn what my functions were during general 
quarters and normal operations. By the time we went on line in the Tonkin Gulf, I would be ready. 

I was assigned to the Operations Department. The photo group, in addition to normal shipboard 
photography, was also responsible for the television recording of all launches and landings of the 
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planes, the internal communications television system and to the Integrated Operational 
Intelligence Center (IOIC) for the processing and printing of films taken by the Reconnaissance 
planes. Fortunately, TV was in my background and the heavy recon planes were the same ones that 
I had been working with in Sanford, so I knew something about them. I wasn't concerned about 
doing my job properly.  

The majority of my time was spent in the IOIC. This ship was only the second one to have this 
department and we were feeling our way along. Additionally, the Kitty Hawk was the flagship for 
the Task Force, which added more pressure. We ran drills daily to reduce the amount of time from 
when the photo planes landed, the exposed films were unloaded , processed and printed , and were 
in the hands of the photo interpreters. This was critical. The next sortie would be using this 
information to select targets. Sorties launched every two hours, twenty-four hours a day 

Soon I became the Admiral’s Task Force trouble-shooter for photography, in addition to my 
regular duties. We had other carriers in the Task Force who were also gathering reconnaissance 
photography. But we couldn't use their pictures, and they couldn't use ours, because of the 
incompatibility of the systems. And, sometimes, due to battle damage, weather, or whatever, our 
planes, whose cameras were set up for our processing, would have to land on another carrier. The 
photography could not be processed to the same degree as we would process it. My job, make it all 
work. This was fun, a challenging break from the tedium of 20-hour days, and the monotony of doing 
the same thing over and over and over. I would helicopter to other carriers. Meet with my 
counterparts, all of whom I knew, drink coffee, discuss and solve problems. We all benefited from 
these visits. Eventually we went back to San Diego to bore holes off the coast to get ready for the 
next deployment. 

The second cruise was more of the same. Forty days on the line, ten days in port. Planes 
launching and being shot down. We had days of tedium and days of boredom punctuated with 
moments of panic. However, during this cruise, because of the trouble-shooting services I provided 
on the first cruise, the Admiral had me traveling into Vietnam proper to solve problems. I was a 
LT(Jg) now and more could be expected of me. I made numerous trips into Tahn San Nhut Air Base 
and Saigon. 

Because of all this extra-curricular activity I was awarded the Vietnamese Navy Distinguished 
Service Order (Second Class) by Premier Ky, the Vice President of Vietnam. The citation read “For 
extraordinary performance through outstanding leadership of exceptional importance and value to 
the Vietnam War.” Big Whoopee!   

     
The deployment ended without further notable incidents and we head for home. Another eight 

months gone and many great people have died.  
While we were enroute to San Diego I received orders transferring me to the Office of the 

Assistant Secretary of Defense (OASD) in the Pentagon, Washington, D.C. and another new facet to 
my career.  
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I was assigned to the Manpower and Reserve Affairs Department of the Office of the Secretary Of 
Defense housed in Rosslyn, Virginia. During this tour, I produced and directed programming 
material for the Armed Forces Radio and Television Service to be shown to the troops in Vietnam. 

 

         
Working with Washington civilians caused me to change my methods. They didn't care what I 

had been through and let me know it immediately. It took a little time, but eventually I won them 
over and was accepted.  It was during this tour of duty that I was promoted to the rank of 
Lieutenant.  

I also witnessed the proof of what we, in the Tonkin Gulf, had thought about the waste, 
incompetence and inefficiencies of the Washington bureaucracy. Although I didn't agree with many 
parts of the system, I couldn't do anything about it, so I kept my big mouth shut. 

After a couple of years I applied and was accepted for a one year special Officer's training course 
in video and cinematography and in August, 1970, I was transferred west again to the University of 
Southern California. Graduating in September, 1971, the Navy transferred me across town to the 
Hollywood Motion Picture Office as a project supervisor. In September, 1972, when arriving at the 
office one morning, the Officer in Charge, Cdr. Paul Myatt, greeted me with the good news that my 
name was on the list to be promoted to Lieutenant Commander. This was a total surprise.  

I was equally surprised that with my promotion I also received orders to relieve Cdr. Myatt as 
OinC of the office. 

After making a lot of films Hal Abbott and I found that the same footage was showing up many 
films produced by one (shall be nameless) company. We dug into it. Seems that over the years this 
company was practicing paper-to-paper printing from negatives and charging the Navy as if it were 
new footage. 

We took this information to the Naval Investigative Service in Los Angeles seeking advice. They 
jumped on it. By reviewing contracts, billings and work logs, the NIS determined that, over the past 
few years, the Navy had been bilked out of over $1,800,000.00 by this company due to this practice. 
Further investigation revealed that a member (shall be nameless) of my reporting structure had 
been aware of this and had been receiving perks from this company for quite a few years.   

They dug deeper. It got pretty hairy. I was receiving threatening phone calls. Hal Abbott, 
stopped one night for a drink on his way home. He was slipped a mickey and passed out.  

He was picked up by the police and put in jail. When he awoke he found that his brief case had 
been broken into and rifled.  

After explaining the situation to the police, with the help of the NIS, he was released. 
Fortunately, he hadn't had any data in the briefcase that pertained to the investigation. It became 
apparent that somebody didn't like us very much. 
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In September, 1973, a Navy Commander, a pilot, showed up out of the blue (so to speak) and 
handed me orders to report to the Navy Recruiting Command in Arlington, Virginia.  He relieved 
me on the spot.  Kind of like being kicked upstairs.   

Within six months the Hollywood Motion Picture office was a thing of the past. I was surprised 
that no action was taken in regard to any of the offending parties.  But then, maybe I was becoming 
a little bitter about the bureaucracy. Bottom line. I received another medal for turning this up, but 
was fired from the job.  

Upon reporting to the Naval Recruiting Command, I relieved George Hubbard, who was retiring 
from the service. Seems George was the Photo Officer on the Kitty Hawk that I was sent to replace. 
Small Navy! 

During my indoctrination interview, I was informed that we were entering the All Volunteer era 
of Navy Recruiting. The films that were on the drawing board and the new ones coming up were 
vital to successful recruiting. I was charged with producing Recruiting films for all the enlisted 
ratings and all of the Officer designators. 

The highlight of this tour was probably the last picture I made for the Navy. It was to be a 
history of the Navy commemorating its 200th Anniversary. The contractor was David Jacobson out 
of New York City, and featured as the writer and on-camera talent, Bruce Catton, a Pulitzer Prize 
winning author and historian. We traveled the length and breadth of the country, anywhere that 
Navy history had been made. It took almost six months with a crew of six men. Boston for the USS 
Constitution, Bath, Maine for the construction of the early sailing ships, The Naval Academy in 
Annapolis, Maryland, of course Norfolk, Virginia the Navy's major seaport, the Great Lakes Naval 
Training Center outside of Chicago, Illinois, and we wound up in Frankfort, Michigan, Mr. Cotton’s 
home, to shoot and record the narration. 

After producing over one hundred recruiting films, I tired of the pace and being separated from 
my family. In September, 1975 I retired from the Navy and returned to Wisconsin. 

 


