
TThhee  AAttttaacckk  ooff  tthhee  UUSSSS  DDuuPPaaggee

A significant event happened
aboard the 525 foot long USS DuPage
during World War II.

We had made the invasion of Leyte
Island, in the Philippians, but we did
not fire a shell. We then returned to
New Guinea to pick up another load of
troops and came back. 

The Philippines is made up of
about 7,000 islands and we weaved
our way through the southern islands
to get to the west side. We sailed past
Manila and on to northern Luzon.

There is a large gulf just off the
northwest coast of Luzon with a nice
peninsula. We sailed into this gulf and
unloaded our troops. The convoy of 15
ships brought in about 33,000 troops.

This invasion was not as severe as
the previous 4 landings, but it was sig-
nificant. We finished disembarking all
the troops and then served as a small
hospital ship. We had several doctors
on board. 

The army men began to come back
to the ships injured and so we sat in
the bay for a day or two. On January
10, 1945 we started out of the gulf.
Ours was a flagship which meant we
had an Admiral on board. There were
fifteen ships just like ours, we were in
three columns and there were five
ships in each column. We were the
lead ship in the center column. 

At dusk, while at our battle sta-
tions, there appeared overhead two
Japanese bombers. We began to fire at
them but never hit our target. One of
the bombers kept flying to the south-
east on past us; the other bomber
turned and went back out over the
China Sea. When this second plane got
out of sight it dropped down just
enough to clear the water, probably
fifteen to twenty feet, and it flew
back towards our convoy. When it got
in sight of us we had a hard time see-
ing it because it was at dusk. 

Just a few hundred yards out, it
got within our range. Someone spotted
it on the bow and began to fire at it
with a twenty millimeter anti-aircraft

guns. Our guys didn’t hit it to the
point where they damaged it or
caused it to disintegrate. The pilot
pulled back on the stick and raised the
airplane. It struck our navigation
bridge mid-ship. It struck so hard that
it went through all of the guns on the
port side. It went through the bridge
itself and struck our landing boats that
we used to take troops to the beach
during invasions. 

It also dropped a bomb on deck
that didn’t explode. It was the fuel of
the airplane that exploded, causing a
severe fire down the port side of our
ship, from mid-ship to the stern.
There were guns mounted along the
port side and it just went through
every one of them. 

At that time my duty was on the
stern. We had five-inch guns there;
anti-aircraft guns that shot a fifty-four
pound shell. We heard this huge explo-
sion never having a chance to respond.
As the plane exploded and came
through it took out several gunnery
stations where men were manning
guns. Finally it disintegrated and what
was left of it fell into the ocean off of
the stern. 

In this event thirty-three men were
killed and three more died before

morning. The bomb that was on deck
didn’t explode and was discovered.
There were some sailors assigned to
pick it up, take it to the edge of the
ship, and drop it into the ocean. Later
I thought that was dangerous, it might
have exploded on impact in the ocean
but it sank.

Fires broke out all over the port
side and there were about four or five
men that were knocked off the ship
into the sea. There were four ships
following us, probably 500 yards or so.
They broke radio silence and told the
ships behind us to break to the star-
board and the port. In other words,
turn to the right and the left so you
wouldn’t run over these men and
catch them in their propellers which
would have killed them. 

by Malcolm
Eudaley
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Some destroyer escorts that were protecting us on the flank of our convoy moved
in and picked up these sailors. If I recall there were 5 of them that were rescued.
Those of us who were injured aboard the DuPage were rushed to the Sick Bay (the
hospital). We stood in line to see a doctor. I will never forget one those injured
sailors. His last name was Jones. A propeller from the two engine bomber struck his
right arm and cut it off except for a little flesh on the back side of the arm. He was
just holding it. When he got to sick bay, they rushed him in. I was burnt on my arms
and face as well as on my back, but I was standing. 

The doctors took Jones’ arm off. They could not save it. I never will forget this
gambling sailor. He and a group of men would take their cash and find a secret place
on the ship and roll dice until one of them won it all. The Navy paid in cash every
thirty days. Jones was always the lead gambler. He vowed after losing his arm he
would never gamble again. I sailed with him all the way back to the States, and he
was rolling dice again with his left arm. 

We were able to get our bearings after this kamikaze hit our ship We didn’t loose
power and the men were cared for that night. The injured remained in our sick bay
for a few days. I don’t recall when they released us, but the ship sailed back to the
southern part of the Philippines. There we dropped anchor and were transferred to a
hospital ship. I had gauze from my waist all the way up to my face, on my hands and
arms. The hospital ship took us back to New Guinea. Once there we were transferred
to an Army hospital which was very unusual. They took care of our wounds for sever-
al days. Then they put us on a large English transport ship that took us to Pearl
Harbor. 

I had experienced Malaria in New Guinea, back in December of 1944. It almost
took my life; I was unconscious for four days. I had not gained my strength or my
weight back even when the explosion took place on the tenth day of January. So I

had a lot of recovering to do from
Malaria and from the burns. 

I got to Pearl Harbor, waited a
few days, and finally boarded a
Coast Guard transport ship headed
for San Francisco.

The Malaria and the injury
from the battle had taken me
down to about 115 pounds. I
began to gain back my weight, but
it was very difficult for my dad
and mother to see me in this con-
dition. I stayed home thirty days
and went back to San Francisco.
The ship was repaired and I was
right back on the same ship, the
USS DuPage. 

We loaded again with military
supplies as well as troops, and
started back across the Pacific.
Our goal then was to invade
Japan. But on the way out on
August the 8th, 1945, they
dropped the two atomic bombs.

The ship’s crew thought we
would turn around and take us
back home, but they didn’t. We
eventually ended up in Japan and
the soldiers we were carrying
served as occupation forces. 

We spent a few days in Japan;
I had one night of liberty there so
I got to see a little of the culture.
Then I returned back to the states
and was finally discharged in
Galveston, Texas on January 6,
1946. What a trip! o

Malcolm is the skinny sailor in the front row, second
from the left with his arm around a buddy.


