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				FOREWORD

				


				When Mike Ostlund contacted me about two years ago inquiring about my experiences aboard the Gudgeon, SS-211, during the six war patrols I made aboard her, I was a little dubious as to his intent. I had read so many self-aggrandizing books by submarine “heroes” that one chapter told me all about the gist, the meat, the subject matter, of the story and I knew it was a duplication of the many books that had preceded it. There would be reams written about one individual, 99 percent of the time the captain, and hardly a word about the motor machinist mates, the electrician mates, the quartermasters, without whom the boat would never have got to her patrol area. Then there were the torpedomen whose responsibility was the weapon, without which there would be no reason to even be on the patrol, and many more rates, all imperative for the success of the mission. 

				I was also near nausea every time I saw a submarine movie, becoming a firm believer that whoever had been the advisor on the movie filming most assuredly didn’t know the intelligence level of the enlisted personnel, nor had he made a war patrol, particularly aboard the Gudgeon. We also had junior officers who, when designated as heads of different departments, had to learn the job from the people they were going to supervise. Once in a while the gunnery officer or the engineering officer would be recognized for the performance of his department, but it was rare indeed that the men who had taught them the job, and did the performing, ever received any accolades. Somehow in the endeavor to make heroes, those who concocted the hero forgot the details of the people who made it all possible. Submarine operation was entirely teamwork, and everyone was essential for the operation to be a success. As the reader progresses into the factual operation of the Gudgeon, he will understand why a defeated Japanese admiral in Yokohama told me personally, “The greatest mistake of our attack on Pearl Harbor was not sinking your submarines. They killed us.”

				While attending a reunion of World War II sub vets accompanied by two shipmates, Irvin “Moose” Hornkohl and Ray “Guts” Foster, I had the distinct pleasure of meeting the aspiring author Mike Ostlund. We found that he had lost an uncle, Lieutenant Jr. Grade Bill Ostlund, when the Gudgeon met her demise in 1944. Mike had gone to great length in his search for information, any information, pictures, documents, letters, and personal interviews to get a true picture of the type of people who served with, and are entombed with, his Uncle Bill. He had read the now unclassified patrol reports, as we had, that were submitted by the captain to the squadron commander, thence to ComSubPac after every patrol for evaluation. The reports do not tell the real story. Their reports were often self-serving and lacked key details about others aboard the Gudgeon who participated in the success or failure of the patrol. Mike pointed out something that we had been aware of since we graduated from boot camp, but it was amusing that he, a civilian, could see the debasement of those who made the submarine a fighting machine. “How is it that one man can be classified as a hero when seventy-four to eighty men participated in the incident that is classified as heroic?” Mike wanted to know. 

				HE WANTED AUTHENTICITY, and the only credible source was the men who had been there, knew exactly what happened, and were ready to affirm what was not in the reports submitted by the commanding officer. There were instances where either an enlisted man or a junior officer was instrumental in saving the boat and the lives of all aboard, but whose actions went unreported. To refute the patrol report would be like cutting one’s throat. They had no recourse; neither had the enlisted personnel. And if the powers that be decided that the patrol deserved a Navy Cross, one would think the captain would thank the crew for their assistance in his getting the award. This rarely happened. “Guts” Foster would put it succinctly, “We got them one hell of a lot of Navy Crosses.”

				Another sore spot was in how medals were distributed. These honors were rarely awarded to the lackeys who deserved it. Ron Schooley, for example, a gunner’s mate striker, once spotted the largest troop transport in the Japanese merchant marine while on lookout one night, reported it to the officer-of-the-deck, who in turn reported it to the captain. We sank the transport and the officer-of-the-deck got the Navy and Marine Corps medal, while Ron got promoted to third-class torpedoman, a rate for which he had already passed the exam. During another run where we sank two transports, a cook got the Navy and Marine Corps medals because he baked the captain’s favorite cookies. So much for heroes and medals.

				What I felt when I entered Pearl Harbor aboard the SS-210, the new submarine Grenadier, a short time after the attack, and viewed the still-smoking remnants of our fleet was not defeat but an unadulterated hatred for the people who had perpetrated this vile deed. I am pretty certain this feeling was shared 100 percent among the crew, for we were practically all prewar submariners. Our job was to hold the line until our ships were repaired, replaced, and replenished. I didn’t get the opportunity aboard the Grenadier. But fortunately I became a member of the Gudgeon, the first submarine to make a patrol off Japan, sink a man-of-war, and go on to achieve an incredible number of sinkings. There are many men who have raised a family and lived a long life because of the thousands of Japanese troops that we killed before they could get a chance to kill our men on the beaches. Gudgeon and many others did the job and more. We called her the “Queen” because she was definitely majestic.

				I was sold on helping Mike Ostlund write this historical narrative. His desire for authenticity had led him to search tirelessly through the Japanese archives of ships sunk by all military sources and to discover where Gudgeon was lost, facts that had remained mysterious to the military until now. He was also able to almost pinpoint the position where it occurred. This information has been given to a sea-searching company that may use it in the near future to find Gudgeon.

				Mike’s desire was to be thorough, making countless interviews and sifting through thousands of pages of documentary evidence. Those of us who offered our stories as part of this historical epitaph to the Gudgeon and the real heroes who were lost on her seek nothing but the opportunity to have the truth known and recorded in history. Our sole reward is to see the real story of submariners told in its entirety. We feel society owes us this much.

				Quentin Russell “George” Seiler

				Torpedoman USS Gudgeon 

				Mesa, Arizona—August 2003

				


				“We shall never forget that it was our submarines that held the lines against the enemy while our fleets replaced losses and repaired wounds.”

				—Fleet Admiral Chester Nimitz, USN

			

		

	
		
			
				

				PREFACE

				
 

				The stories of the men who fought on Gudgeon (pronounced guj'n) were not unlike the stories of other Depression-era submariners who battled the Japanese at sea. Yet Gudgeon’s story is full of unique challenges and first-time heroics that set it apart from many of the others. The USS Gudgeon (SS-211) was the first U.S. submarine to undertake a trans-Pacific war patrol before finally settling off the southeast tip of Japan, surrounded on all sides, and above, by the Imperial Japanese naval and air forces.

				The enlisted men who served aboard the pre–World War II ships had unique reasons for choosing to serve in the Navy. Some wanted to escape poverty. Some wanted adventure and to see the world. The Gudgeon submariners who contributed their memories so that this book would be a complete story of Gudgeon’s wartime experiences had one quality in common with their peers. They chose to be in the Navy. They were not drafted. They did not sign up because of a desire to kill the Japanese, nor did anti-Japanese sentiment necessarily play a role. They did not join because they wanted to use the G.I. Bill to craft a career after their service. The G.I. Bill did not even exist when these sailors enlisted. They were not, as a whole, very well “book” educated or well-to-do. Yet these young men were able to look beyond the desolate economic times and personal family circumstances to a career in the Navy for which they were well suited, a career to which they brought determination and courage.

				These men were children of the Great Depression. They often came from working-class families and were often destitute. They were men who were desperate for a path in life and a way to traverse that path. They were searching for a way to relieve their families of the burdens that their needs presented—a means to take care of themselves and to be men. The early war submariners were highly trained professionals. They were specialists, yet capable of performing all the jobs on a submarine. The submarines of the day were engineering marvels, though many of the functions required manual operation. Knowing all the systems and being able to operate them in combat was an exacting challenge.

				Although they shared the experiences of the Depression, Gudgeon’s skippers tended to be more privileged socially and economically, and many of the early war officers were Naval Academy graduates. Some of the Gudgeon skippers had been raised in families with long military backgrounds and traditions. Their family histories are replete with wartime exploits of heroism, including one Medal of Honor winner, and involvement in historic events from the early days of the American Revolution through World War I. All five were heavily decorated wartime officers. Three would become admirals; a fourth would become a signatory on the Japanese surrender papers. The fifth, Lieutenant Commander Robert Alexander Bonin, was lost on Gudgeon’s fateful twelfth patrol before he would have the opportunity to carve out a distinguished military career as a submarine commander.

				The officers and crew alike were members of the Navy’s elite submarine service, all of whom were commonly regarded as the “cream of the crop” in the U.S. Navy. They were teachers, farmers, industrial workers, merchants, lawyers, laborers, miners, or, in the case of Bill Ostlund, who enlisted after hostilities began, the operator of a farm implements business in sleepy Webster City, Iowa.

				Whether they were regular Navy forces or reserves, they were capable of performing their wartime specialties under the most trying circumstances. They were profoundly tough men who could, after sixty days trapped in the tiny confines of a submarine, endure a ten- or twenty-hour barrage of depth charges, keep their wits, and perform their duties, day after day, patrol after patrol. For two and a half years, Gudgeon fought with unrelenting valor, tenaciously seeking the enemy despite the perils. Gudgeon’s men steadfastly and faithfully performed their duty. In doing so, they made Japan pay dearly for the aggression that nation initiated at Pearl Harbor in December 1941.

				Until the first book came out (August 2006), accounts of the fate of Gudgeon on her final patrol were by necessity largely guesswork because the facts of the sinking went down with the boat. Several of the theories that came out were purely conjectural. What was known was that Gudgeon failed to return from patrol and was never heard from again. With the notable exception of Clay Blair in Silent Victory, and a few other authors, historians have mostly forgotten Gudgeon. One former Gudgeon submariner theorized that this was probably due to the fact that the eighty-one men who died on Gudgeon during the war were not around after the war to tell her story. Those who study the great U.S. submarines of World War II’s Pacific fleet are familiar with the epic combat exploits of Tang, Wahoo, Trigger, Tautog, and many others, yet no book had ever been written about the USS Gudgeon.

				An article carried by the Associated Press in January 1944, after Gudgeon was awarded a prestigious Presidential Unit Citation for her “remarkable record,” said that Gudgeon “has written a sensational record—a story of ship sinkings and damagings so large the navy is keeping the figures secret. When the navy eventually lifts the veil surrounding the exploits of the sub one of the war’s most astounding stories will be released.” With the release of the first edition of Find ’Em, Chase ’Em, Sink ’Em, in essence the veil was lifted. It is all the better that the second edition is now being unveiled with the more complete story about submarining aboard the Gudgeon. But this is more than just a book about men on a submarine at war. These were young men. Their actions ashore, as well as on a submarine, were very typical of young men of any era. Sometimes they were wild. And once they were let loose on shore, their pursuits were the same pursuits that young men have had since the beginning of time.

				This is Gudgeon’s story, from the start of “hostilities” to her enigmatic disappearance in April 1944 and beyond. It is the story of the valiant sailors who manned her and the officers who commanded her. Gudgeon’s eleven war patrol reports, signed by her first four skippers, have been indispensable in the writing of this book. These reports were typed on an old manual typewriter by the boat’s yeoman in a tiny compartment on Gudgeon, then approved and signed by the skipper. 

				Because Gudgeon disappeared without a trace in spring 1944, there is no twelfth war patrol report to tell of Gudgeon’s final days. For the original book, I drew from material contained in books on submarine warfare and other histories, interviews with family members of former submariners, audio recordings of former submariners, and from seven surviving Gudgeon submariners, long forgotten personal logs and diaries, and the official wartime records of the Imperial Japanese Navy. Also consulted were the three written historical artifacts in my possession: the boat’s after torpedo room workbook; the record of submerged runs, and Skipper Joe Grenfell’s personal diary for the second patrol, as well as other sources. 

				The second edition contains added interviews with Chuck Ver Valin, who was located after the first book was published in 2006 then interviewed several times before his death in November 2009. Chuck was one of the few former Gudgeon submariners who could talk about Gudgeon from the perspective of someone who served aboard her from before the first war patrol as a young “shave ass” seaman, as he was called, continuing through the fourth war patrol when he boarded Grenadier. Grenadier was promptly sunk, and Ver Valin and his former Gudgeon shipmates Harmon Sherry, Elwood O’Brien, and Albert Rupp were taken prisoner and abused horribly by their Japanese captors for two and a half years. His experiences during those days are chilling evidence of man’s potential cruelty toward another when placed in a position of dominance. He shared many stories of his days on the Gudgeon that were unknown before this printing. 

				Additional information about fellow POW Albert J. Rupp has been added to this book, as well as the interesting tale of Paul Swinson, of whom much mystery remained long after the war. Was he on the boat or not when it was lost? Interesting information from relatives of Gudgeon submariners has also been added to the second edition, which completes the Gudgeon story. In “Finding Uncle Bill,” part II of this book, I tell the circumstances of the likely demise of the seventy-nine men on Gudgeon who were killed on the final patrol and why the theory and supporting facts have been widely accepted by historians. 

				In the afterword the post-Gudgeon experiences of the many men that served on Gudgeon or were associated with her are recounted. It is the factual “no holds barred” stories of these men, that give the whole story about strength and resilience and excellence of many World War II vets, as well as the sometimes devastating effect that war can have on an individual, not simply the brief, glossed-up versions we see in documentaries, books, and movies. Almost to a man, the World War II submariners that I knew well enough to form an opinion had at least some problems with their postwar adjustment. These problems, which were so hush-hush after World War II, are now widely known and accepted to be a rather common consequence of the experience of fighting a war.

				This book is also the partial story of my paternal uncle, Lieutenant (jg) William C. Ostlund, who perished along with seventy-eight other men on Gudgeon’s twelfth war patrol. For over half a century, the submarine’s epitaph, “Overdue and presumed lost,” was all that was known with any certainty about the death of the men on Gudgeon. If Bill had not died on that patrol, this book would not have been written. Since I did not fight the war aboard Gudgeon, much effort has been made to cross-check the written source material in the text with the interview material and other sources in order to make as certain as possible that this book is as accurate as possible. In so doing, the rare account offered by a Gudgeon submariner that might seem inconsistent with other documents or the eyewitness statements of others was not used. Some interesting but ambiguous material has been left aside in order to improve the book’s accuracy. 

				The author acknowledges the possibility of errors in this account. Four former Gudgeon submariners, men who lived through these harrowing events, have completed technical reviews of the book so that Find ’Em, Chase ’Em, Sink ’Em is as true to the events and to World War II submarining as possible. Any errors that remain are sincerely regretted. Interviews with surviving members of the Gudgeon have proved an invaluable asset in the writing of this book. It is my firm belief that these tough old veterans, these honorable men, understood that this book is likely going to be the only testament of their service to the United States during the war. 

				Despite the horrors of the war, most of them pinpoint their time on Gudgeon as the greatest days of their lives. These men went through it all. They continually saw each other at their rawest, their most vulnerable, and their worst, when even the slightest noise, such as a dropped wrench during silent running, could have meant the end of their lives. At the same time, they saw each other at their best, each acting with extreme courage and selflessness under fire. To the sailors, they were just doing their duty. “Courage” is a word that they reject, just as they reject the words “hero” and “bravery” to describe their actions during the war. They know that because other men “just did their duty” under fire, they owe their very lives to those comrades, living and dead, who accompanied them on those most critical days, the days that the USS Gudgeon and other submarines of the United States Silent Service patrolled the waters in and around Japan in search of prey.

				My family, the Ostlund family of Webster City, Iowa, had no idea what had happened to Bill Ostlund, oldest brother of John and my father Bob. Not until my twin brother Chris stumbled across a book on World War II submarines at a garage sale in 1996 was it even conceivable that Gudgeon’s true fate could be determined. The book said that it might have been Gudgeon that was sunk 166 miles off “Yuoh” Island. The sinking was still a mystery because, as the Navy concluded, there was no island in the Pacific named Yuoh Island, nor one that even sounded like Yuoh Island. Gudgeon’s loss remained unexplained. Chris’s discovery of this garage sale kid’s book was the beginning of my quest for the truth about the uncle I never knew: Uncle Bill.

				And that is where the story begins.
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				Lone Wolf

				First War Patrol: December 11, 1941–January 31, 1942

				The merit belongs to the beginner should his successor do even better.

				—Egyptian proverb

				
 

				Early in the morning of December 7, 1941, on one of those dazzlingly beautiful days in Hawaii, a hungover Irvin W. Hornkohl of the battleship USS Oklahoma* rolled out of his bunk in the submarine base barracks. He was not on his ship much these days because he had been sent to mine school ashore. The training seemed to be taking on added importance as the Japanese made increasingly menacing diplomatic and military moves. There had been a sense of tension on the base for some time.

				On this sunny morning, nursing the ills of the prior night and eating a little breakfast was front and center for Seaman Hornkohl. He was lucky and he knew it. Where else on the planet could you work off a hangover more easily than in this place, Pearl Harbor? In a sense, it was difficult to feel bad at all on this lovely tropical island. By the time he reached the mess hall located behind the submarine base’s swimming pool, it was nearing 8 a.m. As he was sitting down, the usual banter between the men was interrupted by “ratatattat ratatattat” sounds outside the barrack windows.1 He hurried outside to see what the ruckus was all about and saw two menacing big red balls on the undersides of the wings of four Japanese fighters soaring not even fifty feet overhead. As he watched in uncomprehending astonishment, the fighters chewed their way past the barracks and worked toward the submarine base. Before reaching battleship alley the invaders turned quickly, nose down, and began strafing Hornkohl and the other sailors looking on in stunned amazement.

				After a moment of frozen disbelief, the men realized that war had come to Pearl Harbor. It was time to fight. No more training. The men raced toward the armory to get their hands on a weapon—a machine gun, pistol, any weapon—before the bombers made it to Battleship Row. If they made it, it would be a catastrophe. As Hornkohl raced to the fight, he was witnessing the progression of a war that had involved many countries on several continents but had now developed into what would become the most destructive war in the history of mankind.

				Within a few seconds, torpedo bombers joined the Zeros and were strafing anything that moved in and around the big ships. From his location near the armory, Hornkohl said he could have “thrown a rock and hit Ford Island,” where the battleships were gently rocking, passive and bloated.2 A sailor quickly knocked off the lock on the armory. Hornkohl, still dressed in his Navy whites, grabbed a Springfield rifle and two bandoleers of ammunition and sprinted toward the submarine base. He opened fire in a futile attempt to deflect the violent attack on what had been a peaceful, quiet Sunday. Some of the men around him were shooting Lewis machine guns. The men on board Tautog were manning the water-cooled machine guns on the moored submarine. The noise and chaos overpowered paradise and turned it into a hell.

				Irvin Hornkohl recalled the incident vividly: “I was squeezing them off, trying to knock the suckers out of the air.” He watched as a Japanese pilot roared toward him in his plane. “He was really intent on what he was doing. He did not look left or right. I could almost see his eyeballs.” The attacking planes were so close to each other, “it’s a wonder they weren’t knocking each other’s wings off.” From his vantage point, Hornkohl watched as a bomb dropped through one of Arizona’s stacks. “It seemed like it was minutes, but all of a sudden this big rumbling and big sheet of flames came out of the Arizona and she went to the bottom with all those guys aboard.” When the Oklahoma went under he lost “four or five hundred” shipmates, including many of his good friends from the Third Division.3 In fact, the Third Division was virtually wiped out when the massive ship exploded and rolled over on her side, trapping those who survived the bombs. This would be the first time while in uniform that the truly fortunate Seaman Second Class Irvin W. Hornkohl would survive solely on the luck of the draw. If he had been slated to receive his mine training later, he would almost certainly have died on December 7, 1941. By 10 a.m., Hornkohl was a sailor very sorely in need of a ship.

				Not far from where Hornkohl was firing at the Japanese forces, Signalman Arthur C. Barlow was atop the signal tower at the submarine base. It had been a strange day for the now wide-awake Barlow, who had his sleep interrupted when the first bomb fell. At first Barlow thought that a work crew had gotten an unusually early start blasting to install underground oil tanks. Barlow rolled over for more rest, telling the sailor in the next bunk, “They ought to knock that off; one of these days that will really happen,”4 meaning of course that the workers, with their continual dynamiting, had created an atmosphere of indifference to such explosions around the island. Before he could close his eyes again, he heard more bombs and planes, and then he knew. He threw on his uniform and scurried to the tower to communicate with the ships in the harbor. He did not fire a weapon at the invaders, commenting, “You don’t need a gun to signal,” so signal away he did.5 Barlow and the other signalmen were crammed into the ten-by-ten signal tower high above the carnage below. The signalmen could only watch as the men on Tautog lit up the skies like a Roman candle. A few feet away, Irvin Hornkohl continued to fire frenetically at the Japanese. 

				With each pass of the streaking planes, the bombs, the chaos, sailors and civilians running to and fro, much of the Pacific Fleet was being destroyed. The entire catastrophe was displayed in panoramic view at the feet of Arthur C. Barlow as he and the other signalmen frantically flashed codes with a light and ran the signal flags up and down a mast. The scene was awesome and appalling at the same time. Although the attack itself lasted a couple of hours, it seemed to Barlow as though it was over in five minutes. From his perch, he was hardly safe. When the attack was over, the signalmen picked up five buckets of shrapnel from the roof. Miraculously the shells fell all around them but did not kill or injure any of the men. Barlow would soon realize that the only good thing that had happened all day was that the Japanese military planners had withdrawn without a final attack to finish the job. Barlow said of the now very poorly defended island, “They really dropped the ball. They would have really clobbered us.”6 

				That night Art Barlow and one of the chiefs set up a couple of bunks at the signal tower to run a “two man on, two man off” shift.7 Barlow and his new roommate went to get some rest, but neither man was able to fall asleep, so they returned to the top of the tower to relieve the two men who had drawn duty. Before long, the other men returned from the makeshift barracks, and the four men sat there all night on duty, searching for the Japanese and signaling as needed. No doubt their thoughts were on everything important to them that night—their families, their lovers, and the men they had known who had likely died in the carnage that still burned below them. But thoughts about the now-hated Japanese were foremost. Could they be defeated? Would they be defeated? They probably wondered where they would be in the upcoming years. Would they survive, or would they too soon be lying dead, just another corpse in what would surely be a long bitter fight with a determined and ruthless enemy?

				Throughout the entire air raid, throughout the devastation that played out below him, Art Barlow had not gotten a shot off, yet this was not his role. He could take solace, knowing that he had performed his duty under fire. Like a maestro leading a huge orchestra of mayhem from high atop his perch, he had signaled with his flags, desperately trying to communicate with the fleet. The fires in the harbor continued to blaze. Men worked frantically trying to save those trapped in the ships. The smell of burned flesh filled the air. 

				At the same time, the weary crew on Gudgeon continued toward the day’s next drill, which involved surface-to-air communication drills with the Catalina seaplanes that would be arriving soon. Chuck Ver Valin remembers what happened next. He was enjoying breakfast in the sub’s mess hall when he heard over the radio that the Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor. He laughed and said to all who were listening, “Boy, somebody is going to get their ass in trouble for that.” Radioman First Class John Sheridan Jr. had received a “Very Urgent” plain language message: “AIR RAIDS ON PEARL HARBOR, THIS IS NOT DRILL.” Sheridan, a former bellhop from Providence, Rhode Island, hurriedly handed the message to the communications officer, Ensign Sigmund A. Bobczynski, who in turn gave it to Lieutenant Commander Elton W. “Joe” Grenfell, Gudgeon’s skipper. Grenfell read the note but found it impossible to believe until he heard the boat’s radio from Hawaii describing the attack. He had been fully aware that war was becoming more and more likely as 1942 approached. But now Gudgeon, his boat, was at war. It was sobering to realize that he was responsible for the lives of more than sixty men on board, but after all, that is what all those years of training and drilling were for. Ver Valin recalled that Grenfell then announced, “This is the Captain, this is no drill. The Japanese have attacked Pearl Harbor. Get ready to get under way in an emergency.” Grenfell ordered that Gudgeon dive and remain submerged while awaiting orders. Before long Gudgeon was ordered to stay below and remain far away from Pearl Harbor. Grenfell realized that if the ship surfaced, the chances of being attacked by a spooked U.S. flier were about equal to being attacked by a Japanese bomber.

				War had arrived and everybody on Gudgeon knew it. These were highly trained Navy men who had undergone rigorous physical and psychological evaluation in order to even attend the demanding instruction at New London, Connecticut, home of the Navy’s submarine school. Passing was even tougher. One of Gudgeon’s top torpedomen, Raymond F. Foster of Ukiah, California, said years later that after notification of the attack there was not a sign or hint of nervousness or apprehension among any of the men. The after torpedo room workbook for December 7 reflected this toughness and professionalism. A Gudgeon torpedoman wrote: “got all 8 torps fully ready for war shots (War Declared).”8 The torpedomen went to work immediately, digging the torpedo detonators out of storage to place them on the “fish,” or torpedo.

				A few hours later in Vallejo, California, an excited and expectant Eleanor King Loughlin Farrell was whiling the time away, wishing desperately that she could just snap her fingers and make it be December 13. That was the day that the newly commissioned USS Gudgeon would return and she would be reunited with her beloved husband, Lieutenant Richard M. “Dixie” Farrell, Gudgeon’s engineering officer. Mrs. Farrell was listening to the radio while tending to her nine-month-old daughter, Jo Ann, when an “absurd” radio report came across the waves.9 She could not believe that someone was putting out all this “false stuff” about a Japanese attack at Pearl Harbor.10 That was ridiculous. That was where Dixie and Gudgeon were. It could not be. It could not be.

				In order to put the rumors to rest, she called her best friend, Joan Nimitz. “Joanie” was married to Chester Nimitz Jr., a naval officer and submariner, who had not heard of the events in Hawaii. When informed, she too was in disbelief. Eleanor pleaded with her friend to call her father-in-law Admiral Chester Nimitz, chief of the bureau of navigation in Washington, D.C., to confirm that the radio broadcast was false, as she had surmised. Admiral Nimitz, relatively unknown in these prewar days, was not yet the man of note that he would become. Joan “refused to get upset” and promised she would call Washington immediately.11 Before long, the awful truth was confirmed; Eleanor Farrell was overwhelmed, stating, “I phoned everyone I knew” that day, frantic for support.12 She found that there was no point in going to bed that night. She wasn’t tired. Her idyllic life as the wife of a dashing submarine officer had disintegrated into a pile of rubble, not unlike the twisted, smoking hulks that lay along Battleship Row at Pearl Harbor. Overwhelmed with the barrage of nightmarish news emanating from Hawaii, she decided to cope the only way she knew how. After the phone calls to loved ones, after Jo Ann had been safely nestled in bed, Eleanor Farrell drank. She drank a lot. Still, even after the liquor had worked its way into and out of her anxious mind, the situation was unchanged. Japan had attacked Pearl Harbor, and much of the naval fleet was in ruins. The stark reality facing her was that her husband, the father of her beautiful daughter, was going to be fighting in a war, a war he might not survive. A few weeks later, that reality slapped her across the face when she opened a letter from Dixie containing a life insurance policy. Eleanor Farrell took one look at it and flung it across the room where it lay for several days.

				Just when it seemed that things could not get worse, they did. The next day her dear friend Joanie, equally devastated at the news and its implications for her submarine officer husband, miscarried. Eleanor Farrell’s only brother was a submariner in the Navy, so this added to her anxiety. Like so many people, Eleanor Farrell did not know what to do. She could go to Washington, D.C., and live in her brother’s home while he was away, but she hoped that Gudgeon would return to Mare Island, the naval facility at Vallejo, and she wanted to be there when Gudgeon arrived. There was no way for her to know it at the time, but the reunion with Dixie, which would have occurred in six days, would take place after fourteen months of fear and loneliness.

				In faraway Webster City, Iowa, surrounded by the fertile fields of this little north-central Iowa town, twenty-three-year-old William Conrad Ostlund, his youngest brother John, and a host of friends were just leaving the Granada movie theater when they heard about the attack at Pearl. It had cost them thirty cents to watch the day’s feature, Frederic March’s One Foot in Heaven. News had spread quickly throughout the city. Bill, John, and the others at the theater agreed that the Japanese were stupid for having attacked the United States and predicted loudly, “They will really get it now.”13 With the assurance of youth, they were certain that the war would be over very quickly. What they did not appreciate was that while they had been chasing girls, playing sports, and pursuing young men’s amusements in this quiet little city, their counterparts in Japan were practicing military drills and dreaming of a glorious fight for their beloved godlike emperor, Hirohito.

				Before long, Bill, the oldest brother, and Bob, middle brother, who were both Butler University graduates, would enlist along with John. Each brother joined a different branch of the armed forces. They were just three of the astonishing number of around twelve-hundred men from Webster City, a city of 6,736, who would serve in one of the branches of the armed forces during World War II. Late in 1943, Bill would report aboard the USS Gudgeon.14 Despite all of his dreams, it would be a union with a terribly tragic outcome. 

				In Hawaii, as the shocking events of December 7 unfolded, Lieutenant Commander Elton W. Grenfell kept Gudgeon silent, below the surface. Grenfell knew that everybody on Gudgeon was tired. She had departed the San Francisco area for an extended shakedown cruise, arriving in Sitka, Alaska, on September 25. The cruise continued with stops at Kodiak and Dutch Harbor. On October 4, 1941, she headed south for Pearl Harbor. At sea near Hawaii, testing of the boat continued until the attack of December 7. The work had ground down everyone. Twenty pressure-packed hours a day, for forty straight days, the men on Gudgeon prepared the submarine for Acceptance to the Fleet Inspection. She passed with flying colors. But even having passed the test, when the attack at Pearl Harbor took place, the crew had not yet been able to repair and test all the systems that the submarine needed to be ready to go to war.

				When Gudgeon left Mare Island for her shakedown cruise, she still lacked twenty or thirty items which had been called for and which were to be installed on the submarine’s return. In early November, Gudgeon was ordered out of Pearl Harbor for “intensive and extensive” advanced training around the island chain, to simulate a war patrol. During these training sessions, Gudgeon had fired thirty-three torpedoes and had scored an impressive thirty-two “hits,” though none of the practice torpedoes had been loaded with explosives. Grenfell now knew that he had a fine torpedo crew and one of the finest torpedo officers in the service in Robert E. “Dusty” Dornin.

				Shortly before the Japanese began their attack at Pearl Harbor on December 7, Joe Grenfell had received a message from the submarine force commander saying that Gudgeon would no longer have to delay her return to Mare Island to receive the much-needed work. Following the exercises with seaplanes later in the day, she could head home to Vallejo. The crew on the boat cheered heartily after Grenfell made the announcement. The men had been away from their families for four months. However, as Grenfell noted later, “the morrow was to bring an entirely different story.”15 Sometime later many would realize that there was one fortunate outcome of the submarine-to-plane exercises when the news of the attack arrived. Since so many of the men were involved in various aspects of the training exercises, nobody was manning the radio room. As a result, Gudgeon didn’t relay messages to the planes above, and the planes arrived back at base about three minutes after the last Japanese plane had left. Fifteen minutes earlier and they would have been mauled by the Japanese Zeros.

				At sea off Lahaina about seventy miles away from Pearl Harbor, Joe Grenfell decided that he would have Gudgeon surface only at night to freshen the air supply and charge the batteries that powered the electric motors. While lying there on the seventh, the sonar man picked up the sound of a submarine. Japanese submarines I-71, I-72, and I-73, part of Admiral Shigeyoshi Miwa’s Third Submarine Group, had been sent to the Lahaina Roads area to make certain there were no American ships present, to attack any U.S. vessels fleeing Pearl Harbor, and to pick up downed Japanese aviators. In a stroke of coincidence, there is the very real possibility that the unidentified submarine that Gudgeon had heard was none other than the hulking I-73, a boat with which Gudgeon would have a historic encounter later on her first patrol.

				In a declassified interview released after the war, Dusty Dornin recalled that Gudgeon’s first contact was on December 7, with a Japanese submarine in the area of Lahaina. At the time, the soundmen aboard Gudgeon could not definitely identify the submarine as to national origin. Later, however, after checking the positions of the U.S. submarines in the area, the underwater invader was determined to be of Japanese origin. Dornin could tell that it was not a Japanese midget submarine; the screws on a smaller submarine are quite easily discerned from a larger fleet submarine. He said, “. . . he didn’t attack and we didn’t attack, it was just a question of both submarines being scared of the other one, I think.”16 Gudgeon and the Japanese submarine—whether she was the I-73 or one of her sister ships—would remain warily unengaged. The tension aboard Gudgeon was hardly allayed by the radioman’s report that the Japanese were invading Hawaii. 

				It was amazing to think about how the world had changed in one day. The evening before the attack, the submarine lay off the alternate deepwater anchorage at Lahaina Roads, south of Pearl Harbor. The crew showered using the saltwater showers on deck, joked, and listened to The Lucky Strike Hit Parade on the radio, the balmy paradise breezes cooling the men slightly. Chuck Ver Valin recalled that he was hoping that his favorite song, “Elmer’s Girl,” would hit number one.17 All was well with the world that night. Little did the men know that while they showered and bantered, the Japanese were slithering back and forth in an attempt to determine whether there were any capital ships anchored there. Battleships sunk at Lahaina could not be raised. The water was too deep. 

				On December 9, after two long days spent mostly on the bottom, Gudgeon and four other submarines—Thresher, Plunger, Pompano, and Pollack—along with an escort chugged into Pearl Harbor, diesel engines smoking. Seeing Pearl Harbor, Electricians Mate Jack Camp proclaimed in the “gee whiz” jargon typical of 1941 that the sight he saw that day was one that he would never forget, and that he “wanted to turn around and go after those damn rats.”18 

				Chuck Ver Valin remembered the bodies, adding, “It was a sorry ass site. The oil was thick and there were bodies floating around. I looked at the Maryland. The Oklahoma was bottom side up. The Arizona was still smoldering. The Maryland was sunk at the bow. They were pumping water, because you could see the big P-500 hoses over the side discharging water while the bow was still underwater back to the turret. I looked at the dry docks and could not recognize what ships they were. We pulled into the sub base and came up and they wouldn’t let none of us go onto shore for about two hours, except the captain, who went to headquarters to find out what was going on. There was bodies all over that submarine base. Guys that had been wounded. Some of their sores stunk. They didn’t have room at the hospitals, so they were lying by the submarine base. Many were outside sitting in the grass. There were quite a few that had to swim from the battlewagons across. Because of the weather you could have a lot of them sleep outdoors.”19 

				After Gudgeon had docked, her energetic skipper hurried over to headquarters. Admiral Thomas Withers was then the Commander of Submarines of the Pacific Fleet (ComSubPac). When asked what shape his submarine was in, Grenfell replied that Gudgeon was in “good shape and ready to go” as soon as she could be loaded up.20

				A world away, on December 10, 1941, Philippine Air Force Captain Jesus A. Villamor of the almost-nonexistent Philippine flying corps had received word that the Japanese were once again attacking Zablan Field near Manila. On the eighth, an overwhelming force of fifty-four Mitsubishi bombers and seventy-nine Zeros had wiped out the entire air force contingent stationed there. Now it was Villamor’s turn to defend Manila. With the city’s church bells ringing in alarm, he raced on foot to the airfield. Before long, Zeros were everywhere. Finally, he made it to his obsolete plane, a P-26 built in 1932, one of the six planes that had been given to the Filipinos by the United States. Compared to the attacking Zeros, it was woefully inferior in speed, maneuverability, and firepower. Having to fight a numerically and technologically superior Japanese air force in a plane nicknamed the “Peashooter” could not have inspired much confidence in the Filipino pilots. Nevertheless, Villamor had much courage and more than a little good fortune. Somehow, he was able to zig and zag, dodging in and out of the Zeros that were headed at him, despite being outgunned and outmanned. He shot down one of the attacking Zeros, much to the delight of the throngs of Filipinos below, who were, unknowingly watching the man who would become the first Philippine war hero of World War II. Villamor would eventually be involved in similar defensive actions against the invading Japanese. Outnumbered and outclassed each time, he somehow found a way to survive. A year or so later, Villamor would team up with Gudgeon, a battle-tested trailblazer of the United States submarine force, to perform an important nerve-tingling submarine guerrilla landing on a Japanese-held Philippine island.

				Grenfell met with his superiors for his assignment. When told that Gudgeon was assigned to the Bungo Suido, a strait separating the all-important islands Shikoku and Kyushu, Grenfell said he could “hardly believe [his] ears”—no American submarine in history had ever been assigned a wartime cruise of that duration and range.21 The patrol was between the northeast coast of Kyushu and Shikoku, mainly south and east of the Japanese main island, Honshu, about thirty-seven hundred nautical miles from Pearl Harbor. What made the situation even more daunting was that there would be no stop along the way at Midway Island because the new submarine base there was not yet ready for submarines. Later in the war, a stopover at Midway or Johnston Island, however brief, was a much-welcomed respite from the stresses of war patrolling.

				Grenfell was ordered to proceed on one engine in order to preserve fuel. Gudgeon’s invasion of Imperial waters would proceed at a turtle’s pace. The fact that Gudgeon would soon be in Japanese waters was of little concern to Japanese foreign minister Baron Kijuro Shidehara, who had once declared, “The number of submarines possessed by the United States is of no concern to the Japanese inasmuch as Japan can never be attacked by American submarines.”22 This was a remarkably stupid thing to say in light of the fact that the island nation of Japan was critically deficient in raw materials. In his History of the Second World War, B. H. Liddell Hart pointed out that Japan was even more dependent on overseas materials than Great Britain. Hart explained, “[Japan’s] war making capacity depended on large seaborne imports of oil, iron ore, bauxite, coking coal, nickel, manganese, aluminum, tin, cobalt, lead phosphate, graphite and potash, cotton, salt and rubber.”23 In fact, petroleum, an absolute necessity, was available only from foreign lands. At the war’s onset, Japan possessed just over six million tons of shipping, which sounds adequate until one considers that at the same time, Great Britain had 9,500 ships and twenty-one million tons of shipping at her disposal. In order to maintain a merchant fleet to meet her needs at war, Japan would have to have in place sufficient merchant shipping, shipmaking capacity, and the means to defend a merchant fleet. The Japanese ministers failed to plan for an adequate system to protect their valuable merchant ships, or maru, as they were known. Without the maru available to replenish the factories with the raw materials for the Japanese war-making machine, Japan would be brought to her knees as surely as if the Silent Service had dropped off a million or two Marines in an invasion of the Japanese mainland.

				The maru system was further weakened when, within six hours of the attack at Pearl Harbor, the chief of naval operations ordered “unrestricted submarine warfare” against the Japanese. This order represented a significant departure from past policy. The United States had been a signatory at the London Naval Conference of 1940, which prohibited unrestricted sinking of merchant shipping. The rules of the day seem archaic now, as if they were created by chivalrous knights sitting at a round table. Protocol called for an attacking submarine skipper to send a message to the merchant ship, giving the people on board a chance to get off the endangered vessel into lifeboats. Then, and only then, could the submarine sink the enemy ship. 

				With this new order arriving so quickly after the Japanese treachery, the long-standing policy was, as far as the United States was concerned, no longer in force. The intent was to protect Joe Grenfell and the other World War II submariners from the ancient laws of the high seas and possible execution as pirates once the Allies unleashed their submarines. It didn’t work. The Japanese would prove to be particularly barbaric to submariners. 

				Shortly after Gudgeon had returned to Pearl Harbor, the first of two false air raid alarms sounded, rattling everyone. Jack Camp, on shore, found himself at the “butt end of a 30-30” ready for another Japanese attack, still seething from what he had beheld as Gudgeon had maneuvered through the sunken hulks and devastation; he told his mates that if he could not hit the Japanese with a bullet he would “throw the damn thing at them.”24

				On the tenth, the crew loaded fresh water, battery water, ammunition, food, clothes, extra shoes, matches, candy, electric razors, and spare parts and topped off with diesel fuel. Camp decided to take his portable Victrola along to combat the anticipated tedium of the upcoming patrol and to calm the nerves. Then the torpedoes were loaded. For the first patrol, Gudgeon would get a full load of fish, twenty-four in all. Gudgeon had six torpedo tubes in the forward torpedo room, four in the after room. The additional fourteen would be stored on the racks. To make certain that the torpedoes would hit their marks, the men in the forward room placed a lucky brass Buddha statue between the tubes. Finally December 11 arrived. Rumor had it that Gudgeon would patrol what Camp called a “hot spot” toward the southern tip of Japan.25 Never having been at war, he admitted to himself that he “felt a little funny,” but by now he was able to rationalize the prospect of death by writing, “what the hell is 54 men when all have died in P.H.”26

				With the order to execute unrestricted air and submarine warfare against Japan, Lieutenant Commander Elton W. Grenfell wove Gudgeon through the graveyard of the once mighty United States Navy at 9 a.m., December 11, 1941. Torpedoman Ray Foster had anchor duty on deck and remembered the occasion well: “It was the most sickening thing I ever saw in my life. The smell was horrible with fuel oil and burned flesh and ships turned over. The Arizona’s masts were sticking out and burning when we came in. I think the flames had finally gone out. And then the West Virginia had rolled over. They had depleted our whole battleship group right there. There was two destroyers sunk in dry dock, and the Nevada tried to get under way when she got hit. Instead of sinking she went aground there, trying to get out.”27 Foster had no thoughts of his place in history as Gudgeon got under way to undertake the first submarine war patrol of World War II. As she moved slowly past the Navy Yard, the devastated hangars at Hickam Field, Ford Island, and what was left of Battleship Row—grotesque and twisted and still smoking to the starboard side of Gudgeon—he tried to fight off thoughts about the carnage and lost lives. The hardly noted event would be the first trans-Pacific war patrol in the history of the United States Navy, the first of Gudgeon’s pioneering achievements. Foster watched in silence as Gudgeon crept slowly toward the submarine nets protecting Pearl Harbor. Just as progress was being made, a message was received that Pearl Harbor was once again in an alert situation. Turning a three-hundred-foot submarine around in a small body of water is very difficult, especially with the waves and breeze pushing the submarine in an undesirable direction. By the time Grenfell had turned Gudgeon around, the alarm was canceled and Gudgeon was once again headed to sea.

				A frustrated Grenfell sent orders below to padlock the “damned radio room door.”28 He was determined to get Gudgeon out to sea before some other panicky alert hindered his departure. Gudgeon passed the final buoy, dropped in behind escort destroyer USS Litchfield, and made ready for dive. There is confusion about this historic event. Some accounts report that Gudgeon left by herself, others with Plunger and Pollack, and still others with only Plunger. Grenfell’s wartime diary stated that Litchfield and only Plunger accompanied Gudgeon past the submarine nets to sea. After the war he wrote that “Gudgeon was accompanied by Plunger, who, however, after getting outside the channel, had to turn around and go back for minor repairs and did not leave until several days later.”29 It is clear from the first war patrol reports of the two submarines that Pollack left Pearl Harbor for her first war patrol on December 13, followed by Plunger on the fourteenth.

				Grenfell said that the crew was very pleased to leave Pearl Harbor because they had received very little sleep due to the many false alerts and the need to get Gudgeon ready for patrol. Later, on the very day that Gudgeon started the American submarine offensive against Japan, Joe Grenfell would learn that Germany had declared war on the United States. Grenfell took comfort in the belief that he had not only one of the most skilled submarine crews in the Navy but also one of the most experienced. Neither Grenfell nor anyone on the crew could have anticipated what lay ahead, that Gudgeon would meet unique wartime challenges and perform wartime firsts unmatched in United States naval history, or know that Gudgeon herself would be lost without a trace after having inflicted such a great toll upon the Japanese.

				The USS Gudgeon was the twelfth and final Tambor-class submarine to be built. The others were the “T” boats, Tambor, Tautog, Thresher, Triton, Trout, and Tuna, assigned hull numbers 198–203 and the “G” boats from Gar with hull number 206, through Grampus, Grayback, Grayling, Grenadier, and finally Gudgeon, SS-211. Tambor-class submarines as a group were very similar to one another, and the G boats were almost identical. But because the G boats were built in three different shipyards, each had slight variations on the theme developed by their engineers.

				Gudgeon was commissioned into the Navy a mere fourteen months after her keel was laid. She was a little longer than a football field at 307 feet, was 27.3 feet on beam, and displaced 1,475 tons of water on the surface, 2,370 underwater. She was powered by four Fairbanks-Morse 5,400-horsepower diesel engines for surface running and 252 battery cells for submerged running. Her listed surface speed of 20.8 knots represented a slight improvement over her predecessors. Underwater, the submarine could make 8.75 knots, roughly equivalent to ten miles per hour on land, but in most situations the submarine would make six or seven knots. In addition to her ten torpedo tubes, Gudgeon’s deck was mounted with a three-inch gun and two .50-caliber machine guns. Gudgeon was huge compared to the vaunted German Type VII oceangoing attack submarines, which were only 220 feet in length and a little over twenty feet on beam. The German vessel was rated at seventeen knots on the surface, and 7.4 submerged. Gudgeon’s actual foe, the Imperial Japanese Navy, boasted the huge Kaidai-class I boats. Of utmost importance to the men who rode Gudgeon were the prewar improvements in armament. Gudgeon’s armor was much superior to the older S boats in the fleet. Advances in metallurgy and welding allowed the early war fleet boats to leave their bases with safety-tested depths of around three hundred feet. Their predecessors, the S boats, were only tested safe at two hundred feet. The general rule was that a submarine could go one and a half times deeper than the tested depth. These hulls gave some too. They weren’t as brittle as the earlier boats.

				The USS Gudgeon was the 211th boat built since John Holland was able to persuade an uncertain Congress and Navy Department to commission his fifty-four foot submarine, the Holland VI in late 1900. Already persuaded was Theodore Roosevelt, the Secretary of the Navy, who in his typical brilliance foresaw the potential of underwater combat vessels. Later, on March 25, 1905, Roosevelt would be the first American president to board a submarine and make a dive. At the moment of her christening, Gudgeon was the queen of the force, and the men who would ride her into Japanese-controlled waters would lovingly refer to her as the “Queen” Gudgeon.

				The “SS” before her hull number stands for “submarine,” not “submersible ship.” Most, but not all, of the submarines in the fleet were named for fish. Submarines had been named for their inventor (Holland), as well as mammals and spiders, but starting with Pike in 1935 through World War II, all but a few submarines were named for fish. A gudgeon is a small, European freshwater fish that is easily caught and used for bait. Gudgeon was one of twelve submarines in Allan R. McCann’s Submarine Squadron Six, composed of Division Sixty-One commanded by Charles “Shorty” Dixon, made up of the six aforementioned T submarines, and Division Sixty-Two commanded by Forrest Marmaduke O’Leary, made up of the G boats.

				On board as officers for the first patrol in addition to Grenfell were Lieutenant Hylan B. Lyon, Naval Academy Class of ’31, Executive Officer and Navigator; Lieutenant (jg) Dusty Dornin, Class of ’35, Torpedo Officer and Gunnery Officer; Lieutenant (jg) Richard M. “Dixie” Farrell, Class of ’35, Engineering and Electrical Officer; and Ensign Sigmund A. Bobczynski, Class of ’39, Communications Officer. Ensigns V. F. Sorensen, out of the University of Washington, and W. R. Robinson, a recent graduate of the University of California ROTC program, handled the minor duties as low men on the totem pole.

				The “Old Man,” the skipper of the boat, Elton Watters Grenfell, was only 5'6"—or 5'61⁄2" if he stood “correctly.”30 Grenfell had by this time already amazed the crew that had been on board since commissioning day in April. Despite having not met many of the crew that day, Grenfell moved through the boat greeting every sailor by name. This savant-like ability to memorize names was not some sideshow act; it was of real importance. Admiral Thomas Withers recounted a story about a movie director who was convinced that a submarine was the worst ship that anyone could get stuck on during a war. The director, talking to a group of World War II submariners, asked them why in the world they wanted to serve on a submarine and not on any other class of ship in the Navy. One sailor responded, “Well, on a submarine your skipper knows you. He knows all about you. Hell, he could even give my wife some pointers.”31

				Grenfell was typical of submarine commanders at the outset of the war. He was thirty-eight years old, older than most or all of the others on board, a naval regular with a strong engineering background. It was generally felt that since the diesel engines of the day were having so many problems, the commanding officers should be engineers. Grenfell was born and raised in Fall River, Massachusetts, and entered the Academy in 1922 where he ran track, became an expert rifleman, and sang in the choir. His bio in the Navy’s Lucky Bag, the Naval Academy yearbook, took jabs at him for his strong East Coast accent (it’s not Harvard, it’s “Haavad”). He was described as a mix of mild Puritanism with liberal portions of worldliness, which yielded a “manmetal of grim tensile strength.”32 It was predicted that his life would be a “fast, happy one.”33 And it would. While at the Academy, he ran the mile like his idol, Joey Ray, a well-known miler of the day. In fact, Grenfell so adored Joey Ray that his nickname became “Joey” or “Joe,” which stuck his whole life. Acquiring the nickname was a break for Grenfell because he despised his name, “Elton.” 

				Grenfell was a good student, graduating ninety-third in a class of 456 in 1926, at which time he was commissioned an ensign. He served on several ships before attending sub school in 1928. His first submarine was the R-4, where he remained until 1933. He then returned to Annapolis for postgraduate instruction in Mechanical Engineering before being assigned duty at Cal-Berkeley, where he received his master’s degree in 1936. 

				He took part in the commissioning of the submarine Pickerel and served on her until 1939. Pickerel’s shakedown cruise was a four-thousand-mile trip up the Amazon River. He then served in the Navy’s Bureau of Engineering in Washington, D.C. His Naval biography indicates that in this role, he was “primarily responsible” for the “procurement and development” of the first landing craft personnel vehicles (LCVPs) and Higgins boats by the Higgins Company.34 The LCVP was a small craft that transported troops to invasion sites, the large metal door dropping so that thirty-six soldiers could hit the beach. Grenfell’s work here was of profound importance. Dwight D. Eisenhower once stated that it was the development of the LCVP that practically won the war for the United States and its Allies. 

				Grenfell reported to Mare Island Navy Yard to assist in fitting out Gudgeon. But among friends, Joe Grenfell was an energetic, wisecracking character who was fully capable of swearing like a sailor, which accounted for his second nickname, “Jumping Joe.” Chuck Ver Valin respected and liked Joe Grenfell. He recalled
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“While there have been many fine books written about the missions ... of the U.S. submarine
fleet in WWII, few if any will be able to compete with the sheer detail and personal accounts
presented by Mike Ostlund.” —Naval History.
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