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TripTo Normandy 
1 \ '"• t r' — ; '1 / 

A South England" Port—This is your tr ip to the Normandy beaches in a 

Canadian landing craft. Don' t be afraid of the' mines. And don't be afraid 

of the German field gun salvos that start 200 yards to starboard and work over 

to within a few yards; because the Jerry gunners didn't bring them quite close 

enough before they started on the backward sweep. . Or of the battleship— 

i t didn't run you down. 

Your hosts are Lieut. Bob Smith of Calgary, skipper of L C I (L)—for 

Landing Craft Infantry (Large)—301, his two officers, Lieuts. J im Frosst of 

Montreal and B i l l  Pringle of Boston, Mass., and 24 Canadian naval ratings. 

Frosst, a 20-year-old former sports instructor at Pickering College, actually 

is gunnery officer for the landing craft of the First and Second Canadian flot

illas, but to take first h a n l Pa f t i n the invasion he shipped aboard the 301 

for three weeks from three days before the invasion unti l 18 days after. 

Frosst graduated from King's Col
lege only about seven months ago was 
sent immediately to the United K ing 
dom on loan to the Royal Navy, then 
switched to Combined Operations and 
took a gunnery course i n Scotland be
fore taking up his appointment with 
the Canadian landing craft flotillas. 
For the, next five months he was .with 
them on, exercises .preparatory to the 
invasion, and,, spent his spare time 
cadging extra, guns ,to supplement the 
normal complement of Oerli.kons and 
small pieces on each craft. Then 
came the big night—the night of June 
3—when 301 and her unlovely sisters 
loaded with troops and slipped out 
to sea. 

Troops Come First 

The orders were these: "Land the 
troops safely. Later, worry about 
getting off yourselves." 

They stood at the collecting area, 
cowering in the storm that beat the 
Channel that Sunday, knowing that 
weather was going to make a tough 
job tougher. But at the hour they 
were to sail, new orders came; Wait . 

SUPERMAN 

A recent action saw H M C S 
Swansea, Royal Canadian N a v y fr i 
gate, account for her second U4>oat-
in this war. The submaiine was so 
badly damaged by depth charges that 
i t did not fully surface, but Swansea 
lowered her sea boat and picked up a 
number of Naz i survivors. A Roya l 
Navy sloop which assisted in the 
action picked up others. 

There is, a dazed, terrified expression 
on this German's face as members of 
Swansea's crew search him and strip 
off his water-soaked clothing., L / T e l . 
John McFerran, of Calgary, took this 
picture. R C N Photo. 

So they waited—and if you can 
imagine yourself wait ing with them for 
the biggest amphibious operation of 
al l time, you wi l l .  know.it was a.grim, 
ner;,e,-wracking wait. Would i t be 
postponed again? Would, they have 
to wait two weeks for the next favour
able tide? The answer, came in mid-
morning Monday: Sai l . . They sailed 
with the great fleet that set. off that 
day . arid through Jhe night they stood 
towards, the, flat gradients of the Nor
mandy, beaches,. 

Frosst told later of their feelings as 
they came in ^toward France that 
Tuesday morning. The beach where 
they were to land was littered with 
landing craft, holed by beach obstacles 
and shore fire. 

"The Germans apparently had that 
spot taped perfectly, so they could 
drop stuff on i t anyplace," he said. 
"There obviously was no use going 
in there—it would be just l ike throw
ing away the men and ships. So 
we were told to wait. We were about 
200 yards out at that time. Bu t 
there was a spot about 200 yards 
along that looked not too bad So 
we asked the army if they wanted to 
go ashore. They said they did, and 
right away. We went hard starboard 
for the 200 yards, and then hard aport. 
There seemed just about enough 
room, through the mines, and there 
was a seawall there for the man to 
take cover behind." 

The fire there was heavy. A n 
assault craft was hit just a little 
way from 301—not seriously, but 
there were some casualties among the 
troops aboard. 

The Log Goes On 
" A l l  this time," Frosst continued, 

"Bob Smith was making a log of 
what went on. This was his entry at 
0930: 'Shells to starboard. Getting 
closer.' That was some understate
ment! They seemed to come right 
up to the side of the ship, and Bob and 
I absent-mindedly patted each other 
on the back while we watched, them 
come closer, stnd told each other so 
long and good luck. We thought 
they might be trying to range us with 
salvos, but apparently they were 
just working a beat, up and down 
the beach. Just when they got close 
they started back. 

"There were four of us—LCI(L) ' s— 
on that beach, and two of them hit 
mines. One of them had to be towed 
home, but the other got home under 
its own power. . r j 

(The story of how Canadian, ratings 
on damage control patched up the 
many holes caused by min.es an^ ,beach 
obstructions was. told, later by/^ jput. 
Cdr. H . T. Huston, R C N V R , of Ross-
burn, Man. , commanding officer of 

PHEW ! 

"So you think it's been hot, eh? Wel l , come on down to this boiler for a while and I ' l l show you a place that really 
wi l l  melt you!" These could quite easily be the words being spoken by this stoker as he emerges from one of the warmest 
spots in "hell's kitchen" where the engine-room department carries out its v i ta l duties of keeping the engines of the ship 
throbbing. After an hour or so of work in the boiler this lad wi l l  emerge with bis face so black he'll be able to 6ut-
Jolson Jolson. And , true to his branch, he'll probably come out singing. R C N . Photo by W / O (SB) T, Graham. 

the Second Canadian flotilla. He said 
that to him, the work of engine room 
ratings in patching up holes that 
were flooding their engines was one 
of the outstanding parts of the entire 
operation, from his flotilla's stand
point.) 

Frosst wound up his story briefly, 

mentioning that on 301's second trip 

across it was almost run down by a 

battleship. Then he thought a mo

ment and ventured a litt le advice 

on how the story should be handled. 

The whole story," he said, "is that we 

knew our job, and we did i t . 

BY MY BEARD 
A. Newfoundland Port—-

Beards, once a popular fad with 
Canada's sailors, are growing 
scarcer—and the Navy is just as 
glad. 

A recent memorandum in this 
Command asked seagoing cap
tains to discourage the wearing 
of beards.' The order stemmed 
from a post-mortem on the sink
ing of H M C S Valleyfield, which 
disclosed that at least two of the 
victims might have had a better 
chance of survival had they hot 
been wearing beards. Oil and 
salt water mixed in with their 
whiskers choked them. 

Another consideration has been 
that, in a last gamble, the enemy 
might resort to gas, and the Navy 
points out that it 's difficult 
enough to breathe i n a respirator 

' Without the stifling effects of a 
beard. '• • 

WINNIPEG  COMES THROUGH  AGAIN 

• Th is rad io-phonograph, affords much pleasure ;for; the, Wrens and ratings 
in the lounge room of the new recreation building at H M C S Cornwall is. In 
the above picture Lieut. S. E . McKyes , ^ e j | ^ , S e r ^ e e s ; . P f i ^ ; » ^ C Q r , « , w a y | ^ , 
is seen receiving the: radio from Wren L i l a : Aitmatwftg. -pf; "Winnipeg, .who is pre
senting it on behalf of the R G N V R Juttior^Women'svAuxiliary of her home cityr. 
R C N Photo. 


