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ABSTRACT 
 

 My grandfather, Clyde Darling, was a navy salvage diver in World War II 

who endured lifelong psychological torture from his experience in the South 

Pacific. Clyde spent much of his life constructing mental walls to block out his 

horrific memories of the war, but the act of attempting to block these events took 

a greater toll than meeting them head-on. The walls he constructed became 

liminal spaces, a threshold between two extremes, which were more powerful 

than the original trauma. The most difficult task I have faced in creating this work 

is coming to grips with just how broken my grandfather was and doing so through 

a process that somewhat mirrored his work during the war.  

 When Clyde passed away, he left an archive of photography spanning the 

years before the war when he met my grandmother, his journey from California to 

Japan during the war, and the aftermath that exposes his tortured mind. My task 

has been to excavate this archive, layer by layer, and transform it into a 

secondary archive existing in the space between the personal and universal 

contexts of Clyde’s struggle. Much of his job involved diving into sunken wrecks, 

welding compartments shut, and refloating the ship to reopen blocked harbors. 

My “excavations” of Clyde’s story follow a similar arc, retrieving the narratives 

and photos that he had walled off, stitching them back into something 
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“seaworthy” and meaningfully curated for a larger audience stretching into the 

future. 

As I sift and sort Clyde’s archive to create my own, I will contextualize the 

concept of archives and archaeology in relation to art via curator and philosopher 

Dieter Roelstraete’s The Way of the Shovel. This source also contains a 

significant amount of material from Bill Brown, a professor of both literature and 

visual arts at the University of Chicago. Within Salvaged Narratives, every 

archive is open to a continuously fluctuating interpretation. 

 When the above groundwork is in place, my project, Salvaged Narratives: 

War, Family, and Memory, and the studio practice that led to it can be fully 

revealed. I will be relying on American artist Gary Hill, through the eyes of 

historians Charles Stein and George Quasha, and French artist Christian 

Boltanski at crucial points throughout this extended statement, but their work and 

processes will take on added importance as points of comparison within 

contemporary art history that led to my conclusion and the underlying message 

of Salvaged Narratives. 
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CHAPTER 1: INTRODUCTION 
 

 One could say that my grandfather, Clyde Raymond Darling, was a person 

and product of conflict. Remembering the horrific stories from his uncles who had 

fought in the infantry in WWI, he volunteered for the navy when the United States 

entered WWII in 1941. During the war, Clyde underwent a dramatic 

transformation. His experience as a salvage diver and anti-aircraft gunner on the 

USS Anchor ARS-13 in the South Pacific left him with lifelong mental and 

physical scars. He smoked and drank heavily, refused to talk about the war 

except for a handful of carefully selected stories, and abused his children, yet 

was gentle and highly protective toward his wife, and later his grandchildren.  

The spaces between time periods and psychological stages, which extend 

into many other areas of my work and research, are also known as liminal 

spaces. The term liminality comes from the Latin root limen, which translates to 

threshold. Liminal spaces can be thought of not only as the middle ground in a 

transition, but as key pivot points or transformational events. Within Clyde’s 

narrative, the experience of WWII is the liminal space, a clear dividing line 

between his pre- and post-war self. In the context of visual art, many artists strive 

to bring their audience into liminal spaces (spaces between or points of 
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transition) as they are the most powerful and evocative places for communicating 

a message or eliciting an emotional response. 

In this project, I am exploring the implications of liminal spaces, narrative, 

archives and archaeology, and how these points intersect to create an engaging 

experience within Salvaged Narratives. One of Stein and Quasha’s descriptions 

of liminal space in relation to the American installation artist Gary Hill’s Tall Ships 

is particularly applicable to this project: 

Limen in its current usage is principally behavioral with respect to 
the threshold of a physiological or psychological response, in fact, 
liminal or borderline states are anywhere that something is about to 
undergo a phase transition or turn into something else. They range 
from the ordinary to the extraordinary – from, say, the everyday 
hypnogogic state between sleeping and waking to the “final” margin 
between life and death. We tend to set these all-important states in 
opposition to each other as though their bodies were clear and 
absolute, but when we study liminal states we may discriminate 
virtually limitless nuances, even to the point of challenging the 
major distinctions themselves. (219) 
 
At a glance, liminal spaces may be thought of as physical places, but the 

temporal and psychological considerations are equally important. Archives are an 

incredibly powerful “space between” both time periods and geospatial locations. 

 When Clyde passed away, perhaps the most valuable and surprising thing 

that was found in his house was a briefcase, stuffed to the point of overflowing, 

containing his personal archive of photographs. The images span the first fifty 

years of his life, from 1920 to the early 1970s, including both family photos and 

pictures that he took during WWII. Most of these images had never been seen by 
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my immediate family, making it obvious that this was a very personal, carefully 

selected archive. 

His collection of photographs more closely resembled an archaeological 

dig than an “archive” in the traditional sense. The photos had been thrown into 

the briefcase haphazardly, requiring a great deal of sifting to identify time periods 

and grasp the true scope of the collection. In another sense, large portions of this 

archive represented a set of buried histories. On one level, the person who was 

Clyde Darling before the war had been buried underneath the trauma and 

emotional shock of his experiences in the South Pacific. As a second layer, there 

was a clear feeling that placing his photographs from the war in this briefcase at 

the bottom of a closet in the spare bedroom was a conscious attempt to forget 

parts of his past.  

My father and uncle were particularly shocked by the fact that neither of 

them could recall seeing Clyde pick up a camera in their lifetime, typically 

deferring all photographs to my grandmother, Marian, with a gruff, mumbling 

statement about her doing a better job. It was as though the simple act of 

creating a photograph caused difficult memories to boil to the surface. After 

spending several days scanning these images, it was apparent that Clyde had 

been a more than competent photographer at one time, but had managed to 

erase this fact from his own mind through repetition in a much more literal 

version of how Christian Boltanski described engaging his past: 

In my early work I pretended to speak about my childhood, yet my 
real childhood had disappeared. I have lied about it so often that I 
no longer have a real memory of this time, and my childhood has 
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become, for me, some kind of universal childhood, not a real one. 
Everything you do is a pretense. (Garb, Kuspit, and Semin 8) 

 
The aspect of Clyde’s archive that began to draw my attention was its 

ability, through a subset of images, to communicate this sense of human 

transformation. Bracketing the photos depicting WWII through his own eyes, 

Clyde is clearly represented as a young, happy man who is madly in love with his 

fiancée and subsequently as a tortured, burnt out shell of his former self after the 

war. I have edited these three time periods into subsets of images, which have 

become a new archaeological layer to be deposited upon the starting point that 

Clyde established. 

My archive now occupies the space that exists between personal and 

historical/cultural narratives. However, as I progressed with crafting an 

installation around these images, it became more and more apparent that my 

closeness was contaminating the work, in the sense that my knowledge 

guaranteed the desired (or desirable) narratives would emerge from the work. I 

had to widen the net, so to speak, and dig deeper into new layers of material. In 

doing so, I hoped to reduce or eliminate the need for prior knowledge, instead 

focusing on putting my audience into a frame of mind where they found 

themselves projecting their own stories onto these photographs.  

Clyde’s unwillingness to venture beyond a comfort zone of eight to ten 

stories, which he reshuffled and repeated hundreds of times within the scope of 

my memory whenever the topic of the war arose in conversation, began to seem 

like a challenge. Using a combination of his narratives, the “official story” found in 
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a declassified copy of the USS Anchor ship’s logs, and sculptural representations 

of the geographic locations he had visited, how many new narratives, or at the 

very least a literal interpretation of Clyde’s story, could be conjured in the minds 

of the audience? 

In total disarray, locked in a briefcase, and buried under boxes of 

Christmas decorations in a closet of the guest bedroom, these memories were 

unwanted guests that he could never fully disentangle himself from. In response, 

he walled them off and sunk them as best he could, but in doing so he became a 

darker, sometimes violent, and conflicted version of his pre-war self. My intent is 

to salvage something from all of the intersecting narratives using the liminal 

spaces which arise from a dialogue between the different components set out 

before me. To this end, my work has been structured to depict Clyde’s 

psychological walls as a record of his journey through the war, grounded in 

narrative, geographic location, and captured moments. 

I have found that no combination of patching these broken pieces which 

Clyde left behind could create as meaningful a connection as I would have liked 

between audience and subject. As Bill Brown stated in Dieter Roelstrate’s Way of 

the Shovel: 

Art’s anarchaeological function both evokes and revokes the 
disciplinary practice of archaeology itself. Anarchaeologie names 
an archaeology without end: the perpetual act of re-excavating and 
re-sorting and re-contextualizing. 
 
In short, the process was becoming a never-ending loop. To resolve this 

issue, the role of Clyde Darling within the work has been scaled back. He is the 
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foundation on which my research mined for data, yet the finished work is not 

about Clyde specifically. His narratives are the structure on which a dialogue 

between two perspectives resonates within a contested space. It is this dialogue 

which allows the viewer to step into Salvaged Narratives and return with their 

own stories, whether truth, fiction, or a little of both. 

On many levels, the experience of the war was not the direct cause of 

Clyde’s internal torment, it was the internal walls that he was so adept at 

constructing that never allowed him to come to terms with this experience and 

move beyond it. While burying almost everything related to the war, both 

mentally and physically, Clyde engaged in a protracted battle with the defense 

and veterans affairs bureaucracy for almost five decades after the war regarding 

a Purple Heart and disability benefits which he had not received. This reveals 

one of the key truths of Clyde’s story. What many outsiders would perceive as 

the most traumatic experience of the war, being badly wounded, was the one 

piece of his story that Clyde would freely discuss while burying everything else. 

My treatment of the relationship between the three important time periods 

of Clyde’s archive, and the psychological walls that he constructed, is 

summarized quite well by George Quasha and Charles Stein state in An Art of 

Limina: Gary Hill’s Works and Writings, 

Attention here thrives on otherwise troublesome contraries by not 
taking sides and remaining instead in the tense zone between. This 
somewhat special sense of liminality implies a conscious choice to 
work at the edge and accept the energetic advantage of 
precariousness. Yet one does not avoid or fall out of touch with 
emerging/disappearing contraries, but instead retains a live 
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connection with two sides at once. What happens in the middle is 
itself and new. (45) 

 
Within this paper, I will unpack conceptual and aesthetic decisions that 

have led to this body of work through a careful examination and comparison of 

the art of Gary Hill and French artist Christian Boltanski and the increasing use of 

archives as an artistic tool. While Dieter Roelstrate and Bill Brown provide a high-

level view of how and why archives have become so critical to contemporary art 

practice, American writer Michael Lesy provides unique insight into how one can 

mine photographic archives and how much can be revealed by doing so. As I will 

demonstrate, my thesis exhibition lies somewhere in the liminal space where all 

of these regions overlap. 

The end result will be an extension of the installation that I am creating. 

While the work stands alone with a clear message, my hope is that the audience 

will have a strong enough connection to excavate further than the visual layer of 

my show, potentially creating their own tertiary archive that connects Clyde’s 

vision to their own experience, whether via personal or inherited narratives, 

through the lens of my labor.  
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CHAPTER 2: VISUAL PRESENTATION 

 

This installation explores the transformative, or liminal, space 
between two contrasting narratives about war through a 
combination of audio, text, generative sculpture, and photographs. 
Spanning pre-war, war, and post-war periods of the 1940s, 
Salvaged Narratives traces the journey of a young man from 
newlywed to navy salvage diver to a father forever haunted by his 
memories of war. As oral history and official record collide, the 
viewer is presented with an opportunity to sift through this 
complicated archaeology, both seeing through the eyes of the 
artist’s grandfather and projecting their own narratives, memories, 
or fictions onto the people and places depicted. 

- Introduction to Salvaged Narratives on gallery wall 
-  

When entering the space created by Salvaged Narratives, the audience 

first encounters a field of minimalist pedestals constructed in the visual style one 

might expect to see on a WWII naval vessel. Instead of being a solid form, the 

pedestals are mostly hollow with the corners constructed of three-foot sections of 

slotted angle steel which have been painted gray. At the top and near the floor 

there are one-foot by one-foot shelves covered with gray battleship linoleum. 

Each pedestal holds a wooden 12”x12”x3.5” light box with a 55% transparent 

white acrylic panel on top. Each light box is illuminated by an 8.5W LED bulb, 

which produces very little heat and consumes a minimal amount of power.  
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Figure 1 

 

The pedestals are designed to hold a series of generative sculptures 

which reference the eight locations of my grandfather’s narratives which were 

selected for this work:  
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Figure 2, topographic sculpture for size reference. 
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Figure 3, Mayburg, Pennsylvania 

 
Figure 4, Navy Pier 88, Manhattan 
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Figure 5, Pearl Harbor, Hawaii 

 
Figure 6, Enewetak Atoll 
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Figure 7, Saipan 

 
Figure 8, Naha Harbor, Okinawa, Japan 
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Figure 9, Mount Fuji 

 
Figure 10, Warren, Pennsylvania 

 

This journey is essentially a loop, with the starting and ending points of 

Mayburg and Warren being approximately 33 miles apart in driving distance. The 

power cords for the light boxes are secured and hidden with black tape that 
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creates a path of connection, highlighting Clyde’s journey through this series of 

geographic locations. 

The sculptural component was created to mimic topographic maps in a 

three dimensional form with each elevation of contour lines separated onto its 

own quarter inch thick clear acrylic panel. The lines are then laser cut and the 

panels arranged in a stack, continuing the minimalist aesthetic of the pedestals 

while presenting an elegant, flowing form internally when lit from below. This also 

gives each location a sense of being frozen in time or a captured memory.  

Each of these maps was created generatively using Rhino, Grasshopper, 

and Adobe Illustrator before being laser cut. The data originated as open-source 

files from NASA’s February, 2000 Shuttle Radar Topography Mission (SRTM), 

which is freely available online. After identifying the coordinates of the locations I 

wished to use, I retrieved the corresponding SRTM files and created a 

Grasshopper definition for reading the file via the Elk plugin, cropping the 

relevant area, processing it into a topography, and separating each set of 

contours into its own square on a grid. Once exported from Rhino as an Adobe 

Illustrator file, each section of the grid could be separated into its own file and the 

vectors color-coded for the laser cutter. 

Next to each pedestal, vinyl lettering on the floor calls out the name of the 

location and its specific latitude and longitude of each location in degrees, 

minutes, and seconds. The typeface is similar to the 1940s typewriter font used 

in the original ship’s logs document. For the audience, this serves as a bridge 
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between the sculptures and the narratives, which utilize various combinations of 

the names and coordinates. 

 

 
Figure 11, vinyl text placed on floor beside pedestals. 

 

Visually, the next element that engages the viewer is a set of projected 

text slides from the USS Anchor ship’s logs. Each slide displays a selected piece 

of text corresponding to the current audio narrative, again with typeface closely 

matching the original ship’s logs. Formatting, such as indents and punctuation, 

and spelling have been duplicated to make this information match as closely as 

possible without being a scan of the original document. The projection, along with 

the audio, which will be described next, runs in a continuous loop. Aside from 

acting as the “official” narrative, the ship’s logs can be thought of as the 

foundation of the “War” element from the title. 
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Figure 12, ship’s logs intro projected in gallery. 

The third piece of Salvaged Narratives consists of Clyde’s stories, which 

can be seen as the personal layer set up to contrast the official one. These exist 

as audio which is looped continuously into the space via two Bluetooth speakers 

concealed inside the light boxes at opposite ends of the gallery. These 

recordings are intended to be interpreted as oral history, but they are not first 

person accounts from Clyde, of whom no recordings exist aside from a short 

home video of he and Marian’s 50th wedding anniversary party. 

This information was assembled by recounting his stories as I 

remembered them, then asking my father and uncle to do the same. These three 

versions were then triangulated into an approximation of how the events had 

unfolded in Clyde’s memory. Most of the narratives were relatively short and had 

been repeated so many times that all three accounts were essentially identical in 

the vast majority of cases, the only real differences typically being a name of 
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marginal importance and the precise placement of “goddamn” or other colorful 

language which Clyde was fond of. 

Once this set of narratives was constructed and cross referenced, each of 

the geographic locations were edited down to two or three stories to prevent the 

length of the piece from getting out of hand and to maintain some amount of 

balance between each of the locations. From this point, the stories were molded 

into a script with the latitude, longitude, and location name as an introduction to 

each sequence and a bridge into the other content in the gallery. As a final step, 

the recordings were distorted to give a sense of age without specifying a date of 

origin. 

The fourth and final component of Salvaged Narratives is a set of fifteen 

photographs from the suitcase found after Clyde’s death. These images are 

divided into three groups of five, pre-war, war, and post-war, in part to illustrate 

the transformation that occurred during Clyde’s experience in the military and 

partially as the “Family” element in the title. The images are presented along the 

wall opposite the “official” narrative projection, in a horizontal series of white, 

one-foot square frames, which are three and a half inches deep. The frames 

appear to be emerging from the gallery space itself, as though the other 

elements have conjured them into being. The pre-war set of images shows Clyde 

as a bright, energetic young man, while the post-war images show a sometimes 

happy family with a darkness and torment in Clyde’s eyes. The war time period is 

heavily tilted toward documenting what he saw, in some cases through his eyes 

and camera.  
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Figure 13, pre-war, war, and post-war groups of photos installed. 
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Figure 14, Photo of Mount Fuji flyover by Clyde Darling. 
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CHAPTER 3: CLYDE’S NARRATIVE 
 

Perhaps the most interesting layer of narrative surrounding Clyde’s 

transformational experience during the war comes from the declassified ships 

logs from the USS Anchor ARS-13 to which he was assigned. For a man who 

normally flew into a wild, frothing rage over bureaucratic red tape, he had 

carefully and consciously navigated an elaborate system of Freedom of 

Information Act requests over the course of several decades to get these ships 

logs declassified. The contrast with his narratives, particularly surrounding the 

circumstances of him being wounded, which they provide proved to be a critical 

component in developing Salvaged Narratives. 

The ship’s logs are dry and cleansed of all emotion while even the 

supposed “tame” and “everyday” occurrences recounted by Clyde are at times 

horrific and gut-wrenching. These are two distinct perspectives on the same set 

of events. Perhaps most importantly, they provide a point of comparison with how 

we collectively process, curate, and record accounts of contemporary war. 

Although post-9/11 conflicts have been presented for public consumption as 

“more real” and “up close” than ever before due to embedded journalists and 

modern technology, we have simultaneously marginalized the stories of the 

combatants themselves. The journalistic reports often contain a level or two more 
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emotion than the ship’s logs, but remain sanitized. In this case they are simply 

sanitized for mass consumption rather than standard bureaucratic procedure. 

Salvaged Narratives creates a liminal space in which the audience is 

presented with both content from the ship’s logs (projected text) and Clyde’s 

narratives (audio), as remembered by family. Within the gallery, his journey is 

also illustrated through generative sculptures of the topography of each location. 

Clyde’s story begins in Mayburg, Pennsylvania, where he met my grandmother, 

Marian Wilson. Obviously, there is not a corresponding ship’s log entry 

considering they met before the United States entered WWII. However, the 

header that accompanies each entry in the original ship’s logs document can be 

thought of as a parallel piece of information. Marian was the constant, underlying 

thought which carried him through the war and defined the pre-war phase of his 

life. 

41 degrees, 35 minutes, 35 seconds north. 79 degrees, 11 minutes, 
55 seconds west. Mayburg, Pennsylvania. I loved Marian from the 
moment I saw her. Goddamn was she beautiful. Still is. I was just a 
hard workin’ shit-kicker herdin’ cows on a motorcycle, but her dad 
seemed to understand, always liked drinkin’ with him. When the 
war started my uncles all said “boy, don’t you get your ass drafted 
to the infantry if joinin’ up gives you a choice where you goin’.” Still 
shellshocked from the trenches, even the one with the medal of 
honor. Joined the navy same day as her brother. Married her 
before I left so she’d get my death benefits. 
 
Clyde maintained a lifelong connection to Mayburg, almost as deep as his 

commitment to Marian, which lasted through 69 years of marriage. Part of this 

connection was rooted in the fact that his father and grandfather had spent time 

working in the lumber camps near the town and in the Great Depression years 
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leading up to the war, Clyde was quite literally “herdin’ cows on a motorcycle” 

near Mayburg. When the war broke out, he heeded the advice of his uncles, one 

of whom had won the Congressional Medal of Honor in WWI, to avoid the draft 

and stay out of the infantry. He quickly married Marian and convinced her 

brothers to enlist in the Navy and Air Force. 

When the Navy found out that Clyde could swim, weld, and was 

extraordinarily proficient with mechanical repairs, he was selected as a potential 

diver and sent to Navy Pier 88 in Manhattan for diving school. 

40 degrees, 46 minutes, 5 seconds north. 73 degrees, 59 minutes, 
47 seconds west. Navy Pier 88, Manhattan. They sent me to diving 
school. Put us in hundred and eighty pounds of metal and sunk us 
to the bottom of the Hudson. Must have thought I was strong and 
dumb enough to do what I was told. Probably was. Put us in some 
lightweight experimental design one day. I was a hundred feet 
down when the pressure reversed on the guy next to me. Sucked 
his goddamn eyeballs right out of his head before I brought him 
back up. Poor bastard died. 
 
Although he excelled during training, there were a series of horrific 

accidents involving early prototypes of military scuba gear, typically involving 

pressure reversal on a full-face mask. On one such dive, Clyde witnessed a 

fellow diver’s eyes sucked out of his head while almost one hundred feet 

underwater, forcing him to help the man to the surface knowing that his own gear 

could fail in the same way at any moment, but surfacing too quickly could be just 

as deadly due to the bends.  
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Although there were several additional stops in New York and San Diego 

after completing diving school, the next significant location on Clyde’s journey 

was Pearl Harbor. 

21 degrees, 20 minutes, 57 seconds north. 157 degrees, 56 
minutes, 38 seconds west. Pearl Harbor, Hawaii. Between practice 
raising, towing, and sinking ships, we lived high on the hog. My 
buddy Doc and I knew this could be our last shot. Alcoholic injun in 
the crew couldn’t take two days on the water, dumb shit drank 
torpedo fuel and went off his rocker. Found him holding a grenade 
with the pin pulled and safety down, mumbling about throwing it into 
the officer’s mess. Talked that crazy sum bitch into throwing it 
overboard and sent him off to the brig on base. Before we shipped 
out, someone found out I could shoot. Must not’ve known the 
difference between a deer rifle and a cannon. Ears rang for seventy 
years. 
 
In Pearl Harbor, the crew of the USS Anchor began to settle in and get to 

know one another, with Clyde, Doc Daugherty, and Will Batt becoming lifelong 

friends. By the end of the war, Clyde had saved Doc’s life on so many occasions, 

he moved to Pennsylvania and rarely lived more than a few miles from Clyde for 

the rest of his life. However, while friendships and levels of trust were 

established, a number of men in the crew exhibited rapid, downward spirals. 

While Clyde wouldn’t take credit, later in life Doc insisted that it was Clyde who 

had talked a drunken Native American soldier into throwing the armed grenade 

into the ocean. As there was no hearing protection available, the anti-aircraft and 

3” ship-to-ship gun training rapidly and permanently damaged his hearing.  
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It is important to note that while important, everything to this point was 

essentially training and paled in comparison to the first “real” salvage dives at 

Enewetak Atoll. 

11 degrees, 30 minutes north. 162 degrees, 20 minutes east. 
Enewetak Atoll. Captain said Krota and I laid 600 pounds of TNT 
underwater yesterday, visibility 1 foot. I don’t count it when we’re 
down there. Guess I’m either too dumb or too smart to want to 
know. Cleared the harbor of sunken ships from the battle. Filled 
with bodies. Opened up one hatch and found a Jap sailor in an air 
pocket. Suffocated, tick marks on the wall for every day he’d been 
down there. Can’t sleep anymore. Close my eyes and see my 
buddies in that room with all the air used up. Sometimes blown in 
half. 
 
The USS Anchor sailed into Enewetak Atoll with an assignment to clear 

the harbor of sunken ships so that the strategically important location could be 

used as a jumping off and resupply point for further US advancement in the 

South Pacific. What he found underwater would haunt Clyde for the rest of his 

life. The ships had all been sunken in combat, many with all hands lost. The 

compartments were filled with dead bodies. Silhouettes of sharks circled their 

oxygen lines as they welded and set underwater explosives. There were multiple 

instances where he and his fellow divers would find sealed air pockets where a 

sailor would carve marks for days or hours into the wall while waiting to die from 

suffocation. None of the divers could sleep at night-- most dreaming of diving on 

a sunken wreck and finding it filled with the bodies of their friends and family. 

Although no one was foolish enough to believe that things would improve 

as the push toward Japan intensified, they were all relieved when they were told 

that their mission in Enewetak was a success and to proceed to Saipan. 
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15 degrees, 10 minutes, 51 seconds north. 145 degrees, 45 
minutes, 21 seconds east. Saipan. We got word that a typhoon was 
comin’ through. Me and the guys all hunkered down in a reinforced 
tent on the island for the night. Someone decided to cook their 
rations next to the ammo dump on the beach. Don’t know who the 
dumb bastard was, probably never will. Blew half the beach sky 
high. Man from another ship sleeping on the cot next to mine never 
woke up, piece a coral from the explosion took his head clean off. 
Next day, the boys and I got word a shipment of supplies for the 
officers was comin’ in. Stole a few cases of beer and sunk ‘em in 60 
feet a water, where only us divers could get it. That night, Captain 
Cruise put his hand on my shoulder, smiled, and whispered “hey 
Clyde, could ya get me a beer?” 
 
If the horrific aftermath of violent battles wasn’t enough to rattle Clyde, the 

many near misses took their toll on him mentally. While these light-hearted 

moments such as stealing some beer from the officers help to prevent Salvaged 

Narratives from slipping into pure darkness, we must also consider the fact that 

one night with a few beers was one of the happiest stories Clyde had from the 

war. To hear him tell it, one felt him clinging to this story as though it were one of 

the most treasured moments of that period in his life. When viewed from this 

perspective, his torment is made clearer by the desperate longing for anything 

positive.  

Some of the more difficult edits I was forced to make in selecting these 

narratives took place not far from Saipan. During the first incident, the Anchor 

was hit by a five hundred pound bomb from a Japanese plane without warning. 

Under normal circumstances, Clyde would have been the first man to the anti-

aircraft guns if an alert sounded. That was his job and he had become quite 

adept at shooting down kamikaze pilots. However, in this instance a lone enemy 
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plane had flown in low, unseen. Luckily, it was not a kamikaze and the bomb 

failed to detonate on impact. Clyde was below deck speaking with a fellow crew 

member when the bomb crashed through the ship and traveled between them, 

cutting all ten of the other man’s toes off before coming to rest without piercing 

the hull of the ship. 

A second event, which also left the entire crew shaken, occurred about 

two days later. While sailing through a patch of debris from a recent battle, a 

Japanese soldier who had been hiding under a floating wooden crate snuck 

aboard the Anchor with a bomb strapped to his back. Clyde was on watch duty 

that night and had seen the man slip over the railing and head for the engine 

room, hoping to plant the bomb as close as possible to the fuel system. Doubling 

back to a hallway where he correctly judged he could set an ambush for the 

enemy soldier, Clyde unloaded both barrels of his shotgun into the man’s back, 

setting off the bomb, but mostly splattering bits of the soldier throughout the 

hallway (and all over Clyde) instead of crippling the ship. 

At the next harbor, the Anchor resupplied, repaired the damage from the 

bombs, and continued toward Japan. 

26 degrees, 12 minutes, 44 seconds north, 127 degrees, 40 
minutes, 45 seconds east. Naha, Japan. Doc got a letter from his 
wife, sayin’ six months pregnant. Been deployed couple a years. 
Passed out cigars to all the crew and had a hell of a good time. He 
loved that boy like his own…. no, that ain’t right. That boy was his 
own. He never said a bad word about that woman. Don’t know if he 
ever told the kid, but he was smart enough to put it together. 
Rumors were flyin’ about a Japanese surrender. Everyone was 
drunk and shootin’ up the sky. Someone saw it a ways out and 
sounded general quarters, we was the control ship in the harbor. 
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Japanese Zero came outta nowhere, roaring up the Naha River. I 
went for my gun turret, but halfway up the ladder one a them drunk 
bastards on shore sprayed us with anti-aircraft fire. Couldn’t feel my 
legs, thought I was climbin’ on bloody stumps, but I was too scared 
to look down. 
 
Once again, a situation that under normal circumstances would not 

necessarily have been a happy occasion became a moment of celebration, in 

large part due to the horrific events bracketing it. Doc’s wife was six months 

pregnant, but her husband had been at sea for almost two years. The contents of 

her letter are a complete unknown, as are Doc’s feelings on the matter. The 

implications were obvious to the crew, yet not one questioned Doc’s outward 

reaction. Virtually by default, it became a moment of great joy amidst intense 

pain for all involved.   

Partly out of necessity and partly out of obsession, USS Anchor was the 

first Allied ship to tie up to a Japanese homeland port when they reached Naha 

Harbor on the island of Okinawa. Once the captain realized that his ship had a 

real chance of being the first, he pushed himself and his crew even harder. 

Additionally, once the Anchor arrived in Naha, no other combat ships could enter 

the harbor until it had been cleared of wreckage. Clyde’s salvage work in Naha 

received several official commendations from the Navy and his ship docked 

before any other US naval vessel. 

Shortly after the Japanese surrender, news of which had no hope of being 

contained for long among the weary and homesick soldiers, a single Japanese 

Zero fighter plane appeared on the horizon heading for the Naha River. Most of 
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the US military personnel were already drunk and firing any guns within reach 

into the air in wild celebration. The USS Anchor had been designated a 

command and control ship and sounded a general quarters alarm when the 

plane was spotted, sending Clyde running for his anti-aircraft turret. On his way 

up the ladder, one of the anti-aircraft batteries on shore swept over the ship in a 

futile, drunken attempt to shoot down the Japanese plane as it roared past the 

harbor at one hundred feet above sea level.  

Clyde was sprayed with white-hot shrapnel, permanently severing all of 

the nerves from the knee down in his left leg and causing numerous other 

wounds across his body. When his legs went numb, his first instinct was to look 

up and continue climbing because he was afraid of passing out and falling off the 

ship if he looked down and saw his legs blown off. For a man who had become 

one of the most trusted members of the crew, Clyde was still nothing more than a 

footnote and statistic in the ship’s logs and there was certainly no mention of 

drunken celebration: 

10 August 1945: 
At 2124 - Observed erratic A.A. gun fire over entire 

island area. An unconfirmed report, from unknown source, 
that Japan had surrendered to the Allies was the cause for 
this display. 
 At 2128 - Air raid imminent, sounded air raid alarm 
and ordered general quarters stations. 
 At 2203 - Sounded all clear and secured from general 
quarters. During the above alert this vessel had one (1) 
casualty, hit by shrapnel from A.A. shore battery. 
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Clyde blinked and woke up in a Red Cross field hospital, though he never 

specified how much time elapsed between his injuries and regaining 

consciousness. 

35 degrees, 21 minutes, 28 seconds north. 138 degrees, 43 
minutes, 51 seconds east. Mount Fuji, Japan. Woke up in a field 
hospital with both my legs. Shrapnel cut the nerves and never felt 
the left one after that. Made friends with the airmen in the hospital. 
One of ‘em took me for a ride up north once I was back on my feet. 
Flew past Mount Fuji. Came in low over Nagasaki too. Whole 
goddamn country was bombed to shit and shot to rags. Some 
pencil-pushin’ egghead miscalculated our fuel allotment and the 
wind speed. Ran outta gas taxiing back to the hangar when we 
landed back in Naha. 

 
After being nursed back to health and learning to walk with no feeling in 

the lower half of his left leg, one of the airmen took Clyde on a trip from Okinawa 

to Tokyo and back on a supply run. The casual nature of the flight reinforced the 

fact that the war was over and he would be going home soon, but low-level 

flyovers of Hiroshima and Nagasaki reinforced the horrors of war that haunted 

him for the rest of his life. In one final, death-cheating experience to close out the 

war, his plane’s fuel allotment had been miscalculated, sputtering to a halt short 

of the hangar while taxiing off the runway shortly after landing on the return trip. 

41 degrees, 50 minutes, 39 seconds north. 79 degrees, 8 minutes, 
33 seconds west. Warren, Pennsylvania. My whole family thought I 
was a dead man when I joined up. Sold everything I had the day 
after I left. Wasn’t anything special ‘cept a pearl-handled revolver 
though. On my way home I spent $300 on a watch for Marian. Full 
of rubies. I was broken inside. Haunted by things I could drink away 
one day at a time, but couldn’t erase. But she’d waited for me. 
Goddamn, she’d waited for me. 
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Clyde returned to find all of his possessions sold and his family astonished 

that he had survived the war. He had a head full of horrific memories, a drinking 

problem, a violent temper, a numb left leg, and a wife whom he loved more than 

life itself. He learned to cover up the numb leg, I never realized that he had no 

feeling in it until I was in high school. His “tough guy” attitude meant that even his 

doctor didn’t know that the leg was numb until he had shrapnel surgically 

removed to reduce the risk of blood clots. The surgeon reported back after the 

procedure that Clyde may not have any feeling in that leg in the future, but to the 

doctor’s surprise Clyde announced that he hadn’t felt anything there for 45 years 

anyhow. 

In many respects, Clyde had brought the war home with him. He refused 

to admit what could be perceived as any kind of weakness. He drank his 

problems into tomorrow and flew into a violent rage toward his children on a 

regular basis, yet would have killed himself before so much as uttering a harsh 

word at Marian or his grandchildren. My father made his peace with Clyde on the 

day he died. They spoke in the morning and he passed away while I held his 

hand in the afternoon. That evening, I found the briefcase filled with photos in the 

closet of the spare bedroom, buried under boxes of Christmas ornaments, and 

Salvaged Narratives was born. 
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CHAPTER 4: WAR, FAMILY, AND MEMORY 

 

“There are works of art that require initiation. This does not mean 
that they require explanation, special consensus, or any other 
prescriptive bearing, in the way that has become a veritable post-
Modern value. It does mean that one must discover an appropriate 
mode of entry which is more than informational.” (Stein and Quasha 
223) 
 
Perhaps the most important point regarding Salvaged Narratives is that it 

is not an installation about Clyde Darling. When I step into the role of viewer, I 

see Clyde Darling because the subject matter conjures memories of a specific 

person in my life. However, he is just one of millions of possible interpretations or 

manifestations, each of which are dependent upon the background of the viewer. 

My intent is best illustrated by Christian Boltanski’s description of his own work in 

relation to the Holocaust. 

I never speak directly about the holocaust in my work, but of course 
my work comes after the Holocaust…. My work is about the fact of 
dying, but it’s not about the Holocaust itself. (Garb, Kuspit, and 
Semin 19-22) 
 
I don’t think it’s about Jewish history. I often get this kind of 
misunderstanding with my work. Of course it is post-Holocaust art, 
but that is not the same as saying that it is Jewish art. I hope my 
work is general. (Garb, Kuspit, and Semin 23) 

 

My subtitle, War, Family, and Memory, is intended to be quite literal. The 

work came into being through a very personal and specific history, but a detailed 
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knowledge of Clyde Darling is not the intent, nor is it necessarily a desirable 

piece of knowledge for the audience to possess. War, family, and memory are 

emotional and politicized universal subjects, particularly in our post-9/11 world of 

seemingly perpetual armed conflict. These are topics to which all viewers can 

connect on some level and serve as modes of entry into the work, although the 

precise mixture is highly variable from one person to the next. This engagement 

between the viewer and the work is described quite well by Quasha and Stein in 

reference to Gary Hill’s Tall Ships installation. 

“We’re not saying that there is no intention, nor that there is a meta-
intention, but that the work is itself the cultivation of intention. In a 
certain sense the intention is set loose by the work. And the work is 
“complete” at the point where the artist trusts that intention is not 
completed but rather released – let go into a field of integrity in 
which it can truly develop on its own. For us, therefore, the work 
begins at the threshold of intention. So a hermeneutic cannot be 
read back toward a manifest intention, but must read forward into 
the manifestation of intention as what emerges through 
engagement.” (200-201) 
 
If the intention of the piece is not completed until an engagement between 

audience and work, how can the artist craft an extended description? This is the 

point at which I break from the above statement and pose the question of what 

are the elements with which Salvaged Narratives engages the audience? 

Additionally, what are the origins of those components and what weight does that 

carry in this conversation? To begin this conversation, I turn to Dieter Roelstrate, 

who wrote: 

“…. it is one of the defining ironies of our time that the one sector of 
culture most commonly associated with looking forward should 
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appear so consumed by a passion for looking not just the proverbial 
other way but in the opposite direction – backward.” 
(15-17) 
 
“….the reasons for art’s more recent attraction to the archaeological 
paradigm may well be related to the discipline’s peculiar truth 
claims – the rhetorical assumption that depth delivers (artistic, 
psychological) truth, that the ground cannot lie. A great many artists 
refer to their work as a labor of meticulous uncoverings, unearthing 
buried treasures and revealing the ravages of time’s passage in the 
process; works of art are construed as shards, fragments of an 
unknown, irretrievable whole, as traces preserved in sediments of 
fossilized meaning no longer legible to the present. In a great many 
of these cases, that which is dug up appears more “real” and 
therefore also more “true” than all that has come after, accruing to 
form the fallacious delusion that is the now.” (43) 
 
Salvaged Narratives exists as an arrangement of generative sculpture, 

narrative, and photographs, with the narrative element being broken into two 

forms, spoken (personal) and written (official). I have already gone into great 

detail regarding the content and background of Clyde’s personal narrative, but I 

have not discussed the “official” narrative, relevant excerpts of which can be 

found in the appendix. While we tend to think of “oral history” as either audio or a 

written record of dialogue between two people, the USS Anchor ship’s logs are 

just as much an oral history as Clyde’s (reconstructed) narrative. The difference 

is that the personal narrative has a name affixed to it. This is where the title of 

“my grandfather” or “Clyde Darling” becomes valuable currency in the eyes of an 

audience, even if they have no direct knowledge of that person. 

What we fail to see in the “official” story is that the ship’s logs exist as 

another oral history. There was a person, the captain of the ship, sitting behind 
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the typewriter, giving their summary of the day’s events. The difference lies in the 

formal structure and audience for whom the captain was tailoring his narrative. In 

theory, both the personal and official narratives carry equal weight, yet many may 

automatically assume significantly greater bias in the captain’s account. This is 

particularly true in the post-9/11 and post-Iraq War time period when a new 

baseline of mistrust in official accounts has been reached throughout American 

culture. Additionally, in many respects our hesitancy to trust the captain’s story is 

an unconscious acknowledgement of strict, structural rules in his reporting. His 

audience is extraordinarily specific and much like Bill Brown notes in Roelstrate’s 

The Way of the Shovel, the captain is curating his own archaeology. 

“Shannon Dawdy mentions Pumpelly as the original archaeologist 
of climate change in her essay on the “Taphonomy of Disaster,” 
taphonomy designating those processes (cultural and natural, small 
scale and large) that have gone into creating the archaeological 
record. She herself became part of the process in the wake of 
Katrina, serving as the liaison between the Louisiana State Division 
of Archaeology Office and the Federal Emergency Management 
Agency, helping to make decisions about what to discard (and 
where and how) and what to preserve – how to organize the 
material anarchy. She was, she says, performing a kind of 
archaeology in reverse, “writing my own laws of burial,” planning 
“how the archaeological record was to be formed,” and thus 
determining not only “my own future research in the area” but also 
that of future “generations of archaeologists” working on New 
Orleans. Given how materials, traditions, accidents, and emotions 
all contribute to the “active creation of a new archaeological record 
during recovery from disaster,” Dawdy considers the “resulting 
stratigraphy” not so much “a code to be broken” as “an artwork to 
be interpreted” – artworks, she emphasizes, that can teach us 
about how other societies and cultures endured ecological change 
or failed to.” (263-264) 
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The captain is curating how his peers, superiors, and future generations 

will view the history of the USS Anchor. He does not quote members of his crew 

or include the testimonial of outsiders. His account is rendered through one very 

specific lens: his point of view and interpretation of which events are of greatest 

importance to his audience.  

Whether conscious or unconscious, all of the components in play within 

Salvaged Narratives have some level of bias in this regard. In fact, the finished 

piece itself strives for exactly what is described in this quote, a curated 

interpretation of the parts and pieces I have excavated. What makes the “official” 

interpretation from the ship’s logs of lesser value in my mind than the rest is the 

lack of liminality. Clyde’s personal narrative exists somewhere between 

experience and memory while the captain’s text is a product of experience and 

procedure, a self-editing process which lack memory due to the act of being 

recorded as a hard copy on a daily basis. This leaves an object stranded in time 

instead of an intimate account, lacking the emotion and perspective that only a 

first hand account filtered through a lifetime of tortured, deep thought can bestow. 

The liminality of a voice lends a certain power and ownership that an “official 

document” lacks. This is the point that Gary Hill makes in this regard: 

I think this paradox of being intimate with time and estranged from it 
is what brought me to speech rather than some form of written text 
on the screen. Vocalization was a way to physically mark the time 
with the body through utterance – the speaking voice acting as a 
kind of motor generating images. This really puts one inside the 
time of speaking. Every syllable is tied to an image; suddenly words 
seemed quite spatial and the viewer becomes conscious of a single 
word’s time. (quoted in Stein and Quasha 399) 
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This leads me to a final point regarding the nature of these two narrative 

elements. My primary point in including both is the disconnection and contrast 

between the “personal” and “official” accounts of war. The two are presented to 

the audience simultaneously, one as spoken word and one as text. There is no 

intended balance or integration of the data sets, but rather a continuous dialogue 

between the two. Gary Hill refers to this as the “processual space,” serving 

“neither as a composite nor as a balancing of these two modes; it relies on the 

continual transition or synapse between them.” (Stein and Quasha 93) 

If forced to define an intention or goal for Salvaged Narratives, this 

processual space of constant, questioning dialogue between personal and official 

narratives would be my response, echoing Stein and Quasha: “Liminality could 

also be described as the state in which reality questions itself, inquires into what 

it is to itself.” (223) 

If Clyde’s narrative can be thought of as the “memory” component of 

Salvaged Narratives, then the combination of the ship’s logs and the generative 

sculptures can be considered “war.” The topographies, names, and geo-spatial 

coordinates serve as a way of grounding and framing the contrasting narratives 

as a concrete piece of history with connections to real places. Using a series of 

tangible objects for this purpose add an element to the viewer’s engagement 

which would otherwise be lacking. As Bill Brown states in Roelstrate’s The Way 

of the Shovel: 

…objects summon the past, including a human past, into the 
present. Insofar as art shares this animation (or reanimation) of the 
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person-thing nexus, it does so with its own anarcheaological 
pulsion, a drive that seeks to unearth, to retrieve, and to display (to 
stage, to dramatize) without re-covering: without covering things 
back up with the story named culture. (255) 
 
Objects not only add a sense of legitimacy, they fuel a curiosity, and serve 

as a way of bringing the past into the present. Even though these sculptural 

objects are of my own creation and do not literally come from the past of which 

the narratives speak, the act of including a physical object which reflects and 

reinforces the spoken and written word is more than adequate. Somewhat 

ironically, these sculptures are far more closely connected to the present day. It 

is primarily the vinyl text accompanying each piece which creates this perceived 

bond to the past. All of the data used to generate the topographies was collected 

during a February 2000 space shuttle mission. 

While many of these topographies remain almost exactly as Clyde would 

have seen them (aside from human elements such as building or roads if 

examined in great detail), there is one notable exception. The landscape of 

Enewetak Atoll was dramatically altered through a series of hydrogen bomb tests 

in the 1950s, carving out a massive crater and giving the topography a much 

different appearance than Clyde would have remembered. Obviously, the data 

available to me reflected the current state of the atoll, and not its pre-test 

structure. 

The photography element of Salvaged Narratives cannot be referred to as 

a liminal space in and of itself, but the photographs emerge from the liminal 

space created by a dialogue between contrasting narratives with the sculptural 
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components acting as both foundation and bridge. As with the installation as 

whole, the photographs do not require a direct, personal knowledge of Clyde. 

They are a means by which the viewer can project their own memories or 

meanings into this liminal space conjured by dialogue of the narratives. As 

Michael Lesy stated in his book about New York photographer Angelo Rizzuto, 

Angel’s World, “photographs were both forms of data and aesthetic objects that 

revealed what was real and what was imagined to be real.” (9) 

This leads to one of the most important considerations of this body of 

work, that all, none, or perhaps an unknown partial amount of what I am 

revealing to the audience may be true based on the information presented to 

them. The audience’s engagement with Salvaged Narratives leads to a truth of 

some kind, of their own creation. The photographs are the culmination of that 

process, in large part due to the obvious age and therefore “originality” of the 

objects. My goal is not necessarily for the viewer to connect the Red Cross field 

hospital in Clyde’s narrative to the one in the war time period photograph, but 

rather to bring them into a frame of mind where they are projecting a story of 

some kind onto that image, creating their own “truth.” Whether or not that truth is 

in precise alignment with mine is irrelevant. The photographs become memories 

of their own families instead of reflections of Clyde Darling. 
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CHAPTER 5: CONCLUSION 
 

Aspects of Clyde Darling’s story were almost universal for his generation. 

While fewer and fewer WWII veterans remain each day and it is difficult to 

quantify how different people were able to cope with the trauma traumas, both 

mental and physical, inflicted upon them by the war, their families and the 

artifacts left behind reflect these issues if we choose to dig down below the 

surface. Archaeology (or Bill Brown’s anarchaeology) is a fitting analogy to use 

when approaching complicated, diverse sets of material, particularly due to the 

weight of history bearing down upon every narrative or object contained within 

these archives. 

As I have stated previously, Salvaged Narratives cannot be separated 

from Clyde Darling, but it is not necessarily about him either. Similarly, the 

installation is not about World War Two, though its components originated in that 

time period and context. When looking at the past seventy-five years of history, 

Salvaged Narratives seems to be more at home in the post-9/11 world than any 

other time period.  

Culturally and politically, we now seem to live in a world of perpetual war. 

While individuals may enter and exit the military, the conflicts in which they 

participate are never truly resolved. Despite all of the psychological damage, one 
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core belief to which Clyde fiercely clung was the idea that he fought so that his 

children would never have to. He was even prepared to help his children flee to 

Canada to avoid the draft if necessary when the Vietnam War broke out. Today, 

our society no longer has a clear resolution in our conflicts, leaving ourselves in 

uncharted territory when dealing with the trauma of war despite being medically 

more aware and equipped to treat intense psychological trauma. 

Additionally, “reality entertainment” and “news” have invaded the space of 

wartime reporting. While many official reports from World War Two had a 

propaganda spin, at least something was being said. Today, much of the conflict 

is shrouded in secrecy with narrow windows granted to the public through the 

eyes of “embedded” reporters. This is not an official story, but rather a blend of 

personal narratives by carefully selected individuals, placed into equally carefully 

curated locations. Although surprises do happen, this does not provide a true 

substitute for an official story. As a result, our narratives about this perpetual war 

have increasingly begun to bleed together, losing the contrasting perspectives 

which encourage individuals to create their own point of view through the lens of 

a liminal space between sources of information. 

Throughout the process of creating Salvaged Narratives, I have struggled 

to imagine how Clyde could have had any semblance of a normal life without the 

clear resolution of the war. While he never healed from the trauma, he was able 

to internalize the conflict and move on. This may not have been a healthy coping 

method from today’s perspective, but at the time it was the healthiest and most 

socially acceptable option available to him and others who had endured similar 
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hardship during the war. Collectively, we are well past the point of questioning 

whether enough temporal space has been given to this new, perpetual war in 

order to begin the process of reflection, excavation, and curation of the events 

from which it emerged. As the archives of this time period are constructed, it will 

be crucial to include opposing or contrasting narratives which have the ability to 

create a liminal, third space for the audience to project their own interpretations 

or memories onto. 

 



	   43	  

APPENDIX: SHIP’S LOGS EXCERPTS 
 

DECLASSIFIED 

 

U. S. S. ANCHOR (ARS13) 

 

ARS13/A12-1   c/o Fleet Post Office, 

RFS/jre    San Francisco, California 

 

C-O-N-F-I-D-E-N-T-I-A-L 

 

From:  The Commanding Officer. 

To:  Commander-in-Chief, United States Fleet. 

 

Subject: War Diary - Submission of. 

 

Reference: (a) ALNAV 176 dated 29 October 1943. 

 

Enclosure: (A) Copy of Letter to Operations Routing Officer, 

  11th Naval District, Less Photographs. 

 

 1.  In accordance with reference (a) the War Diary 

for this vessel covering the month of January 1944 is submitted. 
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January 1, 1944: Underway for Pearl Harbor, T.H., pursuant to 

   orders issued by Commandant of the 11th Naval 

   District, Serial No. A-1, dated 1 January 1944. 

   Task Unit 14-1.1. 

 

————————————————— 

 

    0800  1200  2000 

10 January 1944 Lat. 22o13’ 22o00’ 21o35’ 

   Long. 153o21’ 154o02’ 155o25’ 

 

 Fired 120 rounds 20-mm target practice ammunition. 

 No casualties. 

 

11 January 1944:  Approached and entered Pearl Harbor, T.H. 

   This vessel reported to Commander Service 

   Force, U.S. Pacific Fleet. 

 

——————————————————— 

 

April 2 & 3, 1944: 

 Moored to Salvage Base Dock, Waipio Point, Pearl Harbor, T.H. 
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April 4, 5, & 6, 1944: 

 Assigned “Ready Duty”. 

 

April 7, 1944: 

 Assigned “Ready Duty”. At 0832 while on station, two (2) 

airplanes crashed into the sea. This vessel retrieved the 

one man who had parachuted. Artificial respiration was 

administered immediately. At 1000 Medical Doctor from U.S. 

Naval Hospital pronounced the man dead. Resumed station 

at 1025. 

 

—————————————— 

 

June 6, 1944: 

 Assigned “Ready Duty”. 

 

June 7, 1944: 

 Assigned “Torpedo Recovery Duty”. This duty involves 

taking station in a designated area and directing torpedo 

recovery boats to the expended torpedoes, fired by destroyers 

or planes. Then directing the torpedo recovery boats in coming 

alongside, so that the torpedoes may be taken aboard this 
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vessel. 

 

June 8, 1944: 

 Moored at Salvage Base Dock, Waipio Point, Pearl Harbor. 

 

———————————————— 

 

July 16, 1944: 

 At 1643 underway with YF-693, YF-636 and YW-80 in tow. At 

2245 proceeding to Eniwetok, in convoy with the U.S.S. CITY OF 

DALHART (Convoy Commodore), the U.S.S. AM-160 and U.S.S. AM-296 

(convoy escorts), the S.S. RHEEMS with tow, the S.S. Gulfstar 

with tow, and the U.S.S. YO-108. The captain of this vessel is 

the Convoy Vice Commodore. Course 183o True, convoy speed 6 knots. 

 

July 17, 1944: 

 Noon position 20o 12’ N, 158o 31’ W., Convoy course 290o T. 

 

July 18, 1944: 

 Noon position 20o 09’ N, 161o 04’ W., Convoy course 255o T. 

 

——————————————————— 
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August 2, 1944: 

 Noon position 11o57’ N., 163o54’ E., convoy course 246o true. 

 

August 3, 1944: 

 At 1042 this vessel entered Eniwetok Lagoon. At 1548, having 

disposed of tows, anchored in Berth 525 in the vicinity of the 

U.S.S. PRAIRIE. 

 

August 4, 5, & 6, 1944: 

 Granted 3 day availability to make minor repairs. 

 

———————————————— 

 

August 30, 1944: 

 At 1048 underway for YC-79 and took on diesel fuel oil. At 

1704 took in tow YF-636. At 1800 moored alongside YF-412 and 

made the barges ready to be towed to Saipan. 

 

August 31, 1944: 

 At 0645 underway with YF-412 and YF-636 in tow. At 0940 set 

course in accordance with routing instructions for Saipan, 

escorted by the U.S.S. SC-1010. 
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     R. M. Brunner. 

 

———————————————— 

 

September 14, 1944: 

 Unhooking barges in Saipan Harbor. At 1411, proceeded into 

inner harbor of Tanapag. 

 

September 15, 1944: 

 Anchored in Tanapag Harbor. 

 

September 16, 1944: 

 At 0901 went alongside U.S.S. HOLLAND to have distilling 

plant flushed . Took on fuel oil from YO-108. 

 

September 17, 1944: 

 At 1330 shifted berth. 

 

September 18, 1944: 

 At 0900 held personnel and material inspection of the Ship. 

Lieut. BRUNNER and Lieut. (jg) JOYAL read their orders to the  

Ship’s company at quarters, and Lieut. (jg) Joyal relieved 
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Lieut. BRUNNER of Command of this vessel. 

 

September 19, 1944: 

 At 1252 shifted AFD-17 to new berth. 

 

September 20, 1944: 

 At 0656 underway for Tinian Island, towing derrick barge. 

At 1107, anchored in 60 feet of water in Tinian Harbor. 

 

————————————————— 

 

October 1, 1944: 

 Anchored in Tinian Harbor, acting as blasting control vessel. 

At 0930 Lieut. Jesse L. HILL, USN, #76589, reported aboard for 

duty by authority of ComSerPac Serial 10332-P. At 1452 underway 

for Tanapag Harbor, Saipan. At 1744 moored alongside YD-69, inner 

Harbor Tanapag. 

 

October 2, 1944: 

 Moored alongside YD-69 inner harbor Tanapag. at 0621 underway, 

with YD-69 in tow, for Tinian Harbor. At 1226 anchored in Tinian 

Harbor, YD-69 taken in tow by two LCM’s. At 1500 put two main 

engines on the line and doubled anchor watch, heavy weather ex- 
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pected. At 1715 shifted berths. 

 

October 3, 1944: 

 Anchored in Tinian Harbor. At 0632 underway to clear Harbor, 

due to heavy weather. At 0643 steering engine broke down, dropped 

starboard anchor. Anchored Tinian Harbor. At 1030, steering engine 

temporarily repaired, underway to cruise in the lee of Aguijan 

Island. At 1145 underway for Tanapag Harbor, Saipan. At 1417 

anchored in inner Harbor Tanapag. 

 

——————————————— 

 

28 February 1945: 

  At 1310 - Held 3”/50 AA firing practice 

  At 1312 - Ceased firing - 3 rounds 3” expended -  

no casualties. M.V. BURNT ISLAND - three rounds 3” expended - no  

casualties; ATR 71 - three rounds 3” expended - no casualties; 

ATR 77 - one round 3” expended - no casualties; ATR 38 - three rounds 

3” expended - no casualties; ATR 72 - three rounds 3” expended and 

40 rounds of 20 MM expended - no casualties. 

0800 position 15o45’ North Latitude, 172o11’ West Longitude 

1200  “ 15o45’ North Latitude, 172o11’ West Longitude 

2000  “ 15o45’ North Latitude, 172o11’ West Longitude 
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      J.L. HILL 

 

—————————————————— 

 

16 March 1945: 

  At 0810 - ATR 71 relieved this vessel of tows BCL 

1430 and USED 20. 

  At 1027 - Moored port side to YO 171 in berth J 3, 

and commenced taking on fuel oil. 

  At 1225, - Fueling completed, underway for anchorage A. 

  At 1337 - Anchored in berth A 1 Eniwetok Lagoon and 

commenced making preparations for salvaging the M/V Esso Washington 

stranded on coral reef off Parry Island. 

  At 1445 - USS Mahogany reported for duty and anchored 

in close vicinity, awaiting further orders in connection with sal- 

vage operations. 

  At 1455 - The ATR 38 reported for duty and anchored 

in vicinity, awaiting further orders in connection with salvage 

operations. 

  At 1924 - AN 23 moored along starboard side to take 

beach gear from this vessel for rigging on stranded tanker. 
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———————————————————— 

 

30 March 1945:  

  At 0726 - Underway for scene of salvage operations 

to retrieve beach gear. 

  At 0930 - Put divers in the water to search for 

beach gear, anchor and cable. Continued attempts to retrieve 

beach gear and cable until 1845. 

  At 1845 - Secured from attempts to retrieve gear, 

due to increasing force of wind and sea. 

  At 1901 - Anchored in Berth A-1. 

 

——————————————— 

 

5 June 1945: 

 

  At 0039 - Having determined location of storm center 

radio silence was broken to report it. LST 866 reported two (2) 

three by seven (3x7) pontoons had carried away. 

  At 0200 - The wind had reached an estimated fifty- 

five (55) knots, seas were mountainous and steering impossible. 

Course was changed to 070o True placing the weather slightly on 

the quarter of towing vessels. Escort reported inability to man- 
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euver on course. Rendezvous position for all ships in the 

convoy for 1600 5 June was set. Other vessels of the convoy were 

ordered to open to a minimum of two thousand (2,000) yards and to 

retain radar contact if practical, without endangering  themselves 

or other vessels. By 0500 contact with all vessels had been lost. 

  At 1240 Item time - The weather having somewhat 

abated course was changed to 255o True to rendezvous. This brought 

the wind and seas ahead and speed was reduced to about one point 

five (1.5) knots over the ground. Radar range covered rendezvous 

area 

 1200 Position 21o18 ‘ North Latitude, 133o17’ East Longitude 

 2000 Position 21o15’  North Latitude, 132o45’ East Longitude 

 

——————————————— 

 

9 June 1945: 

  At 0714 sighted land bearing 322o True. 

 0800 Position 25o46’ North Latitude, 128o13.4’ East Longitude 

  At 1204 shortened tow for entrance into Nakagusuku  

Wan, Okinawa. 

  At 1432 maneuvering on various courses and speeds 

entering harbor. Flash Red, sounded general quarters. 

  At 1442 all clear, secured from general quarters. 
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  At 1642 dropped starboard anchor in 9 fathoms of 

water in berth B-169 Nakagusuku Wan, Okinawa, Ryukyu Islands. 

  At 1755 a yard tug relieved this vessel of tow,  

BCL 1105. 

  At 1807 shifted anchorage to berth B-184. 

 

————————————————— 

 

11 June 1945: 

  Anchored as before. 

  At 0920 the YP 41 moored along our starboard side  

for repairs to her bottom. 

  At 1315 the YP 41 departed from alongside. 

  At 1900, flash red, sounded general quarters. 

  At 1907 four (4) enemy aircraft reported closing 

from the northeast distance seven miles. 

  At 1910 opened fire with 20MM’s on Japanese dive 

bomber (Val) attaching ships in the anchorage. 

  At 1913 checked fire. Enemy aircraft shot down by 

ships in the anchorage, crashing into the water six hundred and 

ten (610) yards bearing 190o relative from this vessel. 

  At 1952, flash white, all clear, secured from 

General Quarters. Twenty millimeter gunners reported two hundred 
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and forty (240) rounds expended, no casualties, guns empty. 

 

—————————————————— 

 

14 June 1945: 

  Anchored as before. 

  At 0750 underway for Naha Harbor. 

  At 0916 dropped starboard anchor bearing 310o, 1,000 

yards from the lighthouse at the entrance to Naha Harbor, Okinawa. 

  At 1235 underway for Inner Harbor, Naha. 

  At 1311 moored portside to south side of fuel dock 

forward of sunken wreck (Japanese Cargo Ship), in inner Harbor, Naha. 

Heavy gunfire, dive bombing and shelling may be seen at the southern 

end of Okinawa. Commenced salvage operations on several Japanese 

ships sunk in the Harbor. 

 

———————————— 

 

29 June 1945. 

  Moored as before, continuing with salvage operations. 

  This vessel’s salvage crew successfully removed wreck 

#66 from Naha Harbor and sunk it in designated graveyard. The name 

of the wreck was undetermined. The characteristics of the wreck 
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were as follows. 

  Type: Daisin Maru class #1. Type 24 MFM 

  Length: 245’ Steel Hull 

  Beam: 31’ 

  Approx. Tonnage 3,500 tons. 

 

———————————————— 

 

1 July 1945: 

  Moored port side to south side of fuel dock, forward 

of sunken wreck, (Japanese Naval Vessel), in inner harbor, Naha,  

Okinawa, Ryukyu Retto. Engaged in salvage operations, under the 

direction of Lt.Cmdr. J.W. Greely, USNR - ComSerFor Salvage Officer, 

on sunken Japanese shipping in this harbor. This vessel has been  

designated as air raid control vessel for this immediate area, (notifies 

other vessels and units of air attacks by sound). 

 

————————————————— 

 

10 August 1945: 

  At 2124 - Observed erratic A.A. gun fire over entire  

island area. An unconfirmed report, from unknown source, that Japan 

had surrendered to the Allies was the cause for this display. 
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  At 2128 - Air raid imminent, sounded air raid alarm 

and ordered general quarters stations. 

  At 2203 - Sounded all clear and secured from general 

quarters. 

  During the above alert this vessel had one (1) casualty,  

hit by shrapnel from A.A. shore battery. 

 

 



	   58	  

 

 

 

ANNOTATED BIBLIOGRAPHY 

 

Benjamin, Walter. “A Short History of Photography.” The Archive. Ed. Charles 

Merewether. London: Whitechapel Gallery, 2006. 58-64. 

When paired with the next Walter Benjamin citation, this piece sets a high-level 

conceptual foundation about some of my choices in media, although they are not 

things that necessarily need to be communicated to my audience. 

 

Benjamin, Walter. Illuminations: Essays and Reflections. Edited by Hannah 

Arendt. New York: Schocken, 1969 

Benjamin’s piece “The Task of the Translator” overshadows his better-known 

work from this collection, at least in terms of my research. It repeatedly makes 

important and insightful arguments and observations that are ahead of their time 

for pulling meaning out of found work or “translating” between mediums in the 

ways that contemporary digital forms have allowed. It is also important to note 

that every viewer of an archive is seeing through the eyes of a translator, 

whether they are consciously editing or not. 

 

Boym, Svetlana. The Future of Nostalgia. New York: Basic Books, 2001. 

Nostalgia acts as a liminal space or perceptual intermediary between archive and 

memory or image and memory, which are extremely important for the personal 

aspects of my archive, including how the audience views it as outsiders. 
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Brown, Bill. “Anarcheologie: Object Worlds & Other Things, Circa Now.” The Way 

of the Shovel. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 2013. 250-264. 

Brown makes an important contribution by bringing objects into the discussion of 

archives, archaeology, and art in relation to human history and the history of the 

earth. This is a key area for me to consider given my exploration of the space 

between objects and the ephemeral. 

 

Cahan, Richard and Michael Williams. Vivian Maier: Out of the Shadows. 

Chicago: CityFiles Press, 2012. 

Vivian Maier was a Chicago-area nanny whose collection of hundreds of 

thousands of photographic negatives spanning decades of her life were 

discovered around the time of her death. This book provides a large volume of 

visual samples of her work, but also gives a window into how one can deal with 

sorting and analyzing such a collection posthumously. 

 

Foster, Hal. “An Archival Impulse.” October 110 (2004): 3-22. Print. 

Foster examines and deconstructs archival practices in more detail, but also 

raises the important point that is highlighted on page 5 when he states that this 

work “not only draws on informal archives but produces them as well, and does 

so in a way that underscores the nature of all archival materials as found yet 

constructed, factual yet fictive, public yet private.” This helps set up important 

questions in my research, particularly “what kind of manipulated archive do I 

want to present as one of my outputs?” Most of us instinctively consider archives 

as purely an input, but they function in both directions. 

 

Garb, Tamar, Kuspit, Donald, and Semin, Didier. Christian Boltanski. London: 

Phaidon Press Limited, 1997. 
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Provides direct insights into Boltanski’s work through a series of interviews with 

the artist and critical reviews of his best known installations. 

 

Lesy, Michael. Angel’s World. New York: W. W. Norton & Company, 2006. 

Lesy peels back some of the complex layers of another posthumously discovered 

set of photos, in this case the work of Angelo Rizzuto, a disturbed photographer 

who lived and worked in New York. Upon his death, he donated almost 60,000 

images to the Library of Congress along with a sum of money to aid in their 

cataloguing, though the work was never done and they mostly sit undocumented 

in the archives. 

 

Lesy, Michael. Visible Light, Four Creative Biographies. New York: Times Books, 

1985. 

Provides Lesy’s first published insights and research into the discovery of Angelo 

Rizzuto’s photographic archive.  

 

Lesy, Michael. Wisconsin Death Trip. Albuquerque: University of New Mexico 

Press, 2000. 

Wisconsin Death Trip acts as an example of what a seemingly simple archive of 

everyday life can reveal about the history of a time and place.  

 

Mitchell, W.J.T. What Do Pictures Want?: The Lives and Loves of Images. 

Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 2006. 

Mitchell helps construct the philosophical backdrop for some of my image 

pairings and the blurred line that I am walking between object and ephemeral.  
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Quasha, George and Charles Stein. An Art of Limina: Gary Hill’s Works and 

Writings. Barcelona: Poligrafa, 2009. 

An in-depth examination of Gary Hill’s work and writings (particularly valuable) 

that helps to set my work in a contemporary context that steps above my 

personal thoughts and critique of Hill’s work. 

 

Roelstraete, Dieter. “Field Notes.” The Way of the Shovel. Chicago: University of 

Chicago Press, 2013. 14-47. 

Roelstraete connects archives to contemporary art and art practice as both a 

conceptual and physical space. He also begins to set the groundwork for the 

cultural background and justification of the archives being used in this way, 

setting them apart as a distinctly different case from previous uses of history and 

art history in the art world. 

 

Weschler, Lawrence. Boggs: A Comedy of Values, Chicago: University of 

Chicago Press, 2000. 

Although I have been moving away from “value” as the foundation of this work 

and research, it is an important item of note. Perceptions of value regarding 

(stereo)types of artistic media and the net opportunity cost of the trauma inflicted 

on those we send to war versus the political gains of the war itself remain in the 

background of what I want my audience to consider. 


