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The Fog Horn
Upcoming Events

July - date TBA
Summer Outing 

Come explore the Shaker 
Village at Sabbathday  Lake  
in New Gloucester and learn 
the history of the Society and 
tour the historic buildings with 
Lenny Brooks, retired museum 
and library director. Lenny is 
a Cape native and graduate 
of CEHS. Call or email to get 
notice of final details.

September Heads-Up

Joseph Chalat, town 
resident and architect for the 
Spurwiink School renovation 
project will be the featured 
speaker at our September 
meeting. He anticipates having 
drawings to share.  

WE ARE MOVING FORWARD!

D-Day Remembered
              By Richard Dearborn

It was late May, and 
LST 53 was docked at King 
Henry’s Landing, about 
six miles upriver from the 
English Channel port of 
Falmouth. We were wait-
ing, waiting impatiently 
for the Invasion we knew 
was coming. We knew 
that our ship was going to 
take part in it. In the Cap-
tain’s safe were two sealed 
canvas bags containing 
our instructions. On each 
bag was a tag that read in 
large letters: “Top Secret. 
Open only on receipt of the 
signal ‘Open on One”. Each day seemed 
an eternity.

Finally there came a message from 
King Harry’s Landing instructing the 
ship’s communications officer (that was 
I) to report without delay to Naval Head-
quarters at the Hydro Hotel in Falmouth. 
I found the staff officer at the Green Bay 
Hotel across town. He escorted me to 
a room that appeared to be the hotel 
Barber Shop. “I am going to show you a 
message” he said, taking a white paper 
out of his pocket. “You are to make no 
comment. Just memorize it. Go back to 
your ship and tell it to your Captain.” He 
unfolded the paper and showed me the 
message. It consisted of three words” 
Open on One.”

  

On June 6, 1944, Richard Dearborn of Cape Elizabeth was a 23-year-old 
Ensign in the US Navy, stationed on a tank landing ship (LST) anchored off 
Omaha Red Beach in Normandy, France. In this excerpt from a talk delivered 
at the Worcester Fire Society (Massachusetts) on July 9, 2007, Mr. Dearborn 
recalls his experience of “confusion, chaos and uncertainty” on D-Day.

Sumner Dyer, Two Lights
Life Saving Station Keeper
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The LST-class landing ship was 328 feet long, with a beam 50 
feet and a draft of 8 feet.                             Photo courtesy of Wikipedia

Sometime later, after I had flawlessly 
repeated the memorized message to the 
Captain, he and I were pouring over the 
contents of the sealed canvas bags. There 
we found more touches of Alfred Hitchcock. 
When we were flashed a signal consisting of 
the single word “Asylum,” we were to proceed 
to a nearby dock and load army personnel 
and equipment and then proceed to anchor in 
Falmouth Harbor. We were instructed to wait 
there until we were flashed a signal consisting 
of the single word “Grape.” We were then to 
proceed in convoy to Fowey Harbor, a small 
port between Falmouth and Plymouth. From 
then on instructions would be by word of 
mouth. By then it was June 1’ and we didn’t 
have long to wait. “Asylum” and “Grape” were 



Richard Dearborn’s D-Day recollections 
duly received and carried out, and the 
Captain went ashore at Fowey to receive 
oral instructions.

“Good Luck. You Look Good. Pass It On.”
On June 3 at midnight, LST 53 set 

out in a large convoy of LSTs proceeding 
at a speed of about 6 knots. The morning 
of June 4 was gray and stormy, and by 
mid-day we were well out in the Channel 
and abreast of Eddystone Light. Next 
stop: Normandy. It wasn’t to be. Abruptly 
the whole convoy made a U-turn and 
headed back to Fowey Harbor. As we 
later learned, this was the famous fake 
start when General Eisenhower post-
poned the invasion for 24 hours, and 
slow ships that had already started had 
to retrace their steps.

The next morning again found us 
abreast of Eddystone Light. Although 
the weather was still gray and stormy, 
this time we continued on course to 
Normandy. A little later a magnificent 
fleet of cruisers and destroyers swept 
past us with the flagship flashing a mes-
sage to our convoy commodore that was 
relayed down the line to us. To this day, 
I remember that message’s deathless 
prose. It read: “Good Luck. You look 
good. Pass it on.”

On the morning of June 6 the Cap-
tain was on the bridge, binoculars glued 
to his eyes searching for the first glimpse 
of the French coast. Finally in that gray 
morning light we could see a faint strip 
of green along the horizon. It had to 
be Normandy. The Captain studied it 
intently for some time and then took up 
the P.A. microphone and broadcast this 
message: “I hate to tell you Army people 
this, but that beach ain’t civilized yet.”

The Captain hadn’t exaggerated. 
Sometime later, as we neared Omaha 
Beach and anchored a mile or so off 
shore, we could see that the entire 
shoreline was littered with the wreckage 
of LCTs, LCMs, and other small landing 
craft. At the far end of Omaha Beach 
there was a high rocky cliff shown on the 
charts as Pointe du Hoc. It was topped 
by German gun emplacements that were 
raining destruction on the Beach. Obvi-

ously we were not going to beach our 
LST and unload our troops and equip-
ment until the Beach had been cleared 
and the German guns knocked out.

“We Will Take Them as Long as They 
Keep Coming”

Our LST had been designated a 
hospital ship to receive casualties from 
the Beach. In preparation for this assign-
ment, a couple of weeks earlier we had 
received on board two Army physicians 
and ten or so medical corpsmen. The 
physician in charge, Dr. McNamara, was 
a likeable young surgeon from Atlanta. 
He spent the days preceding the inva-
sion sitting in the wardroom, smoking 
and playing solitaire and grumbling 
about “What kind of duty was this, for 
God sakes, sitting around all day and 
doing nothing?”

Although the ship was jammed 
with troops and equipment, the Captain 
ordered the blue Mike flag hoisted to 
the yardarm indicating that LST 53 was 
a hospital ship and ready to receive 
casualties.

As soon as the hospital flag went 
up, the casualties started arriving. The 
Captain stood at the gangway directing 
traffic and supervising the unloading 
of the wounded. The traffic was heavy. 
Small craft were circling the ship and 
waiting for a chance to unload. Finally 
the Captain decided that we had taken 
on board about all the casualties that 
we could handle and sent a messenger 
down to tell Dr. McNamara so. Moments 
later, Mac appeared at the gangway in 
blood-splattered khakis and with a fierce 
glint in his eye. “Captain,” he said, “we 
will take them as long as they keep com-
ing.” And take them he did. Mac had at 
last found something to do.

At some point order overcame the 
chaos at Omaha Beach. The German 
guns on Pointe du Hoc were knocked 
out. The Beach was cleared of some of 
the wreckage. I think it was the afternoon 
of June 7 that our LST was finally able 
to beach and unload. We were then or-
dered to return to Southampton with our 
shipload of about 100 casualties.

Part way across the Channel there 
occurred a harrowing incident. We 
spotted an English Spitfire fighter plane 
coming in low from the horizon astern 
of us, and we assumed it was going to 
buzz us as a friendly gesture. As it came 
closer we could clearly see the pilot so 
we waved and cheered and gave him 
the V-for-Victory sign. And then, a few 
hundred yards off our bow, the Spitfire 
crashed into the sea and disappeared. 
There was a stunned and embarrassed 
silence on the bridge of LST 53. Then 
the Captain said:

“Why that poor bastard, he was just 
trying to crash as near us as he could so 
maybe we could save him.” The Captain 
stopped the ship and sent a boat to 
search. The boat circled and circled, 
longer than was really necessary, and 
found nothing at all — no trace of the 
Spitfire or its pilot.

As we resumed our way to South-
ampton with our cargo of wounded GIs, 
darkness fell, and the Captain had to 
edge the ship alongside the dock in pitch 
blackness. Just as the ship’s lines were 
made fast, suddenly floodlights on the 
dock were turned on, revealing a whole 
throng of nurses and medics waiting for 
us. They climbed on board with their 
stretchers and swiftly but gently bore 
their wounded countrymen ashore and 
into waiting ambulances. Then, just as 
suddenly, all the lights went out, and 
the crew of LST 53 settled down for a 
much-needed rest. D-Day was just a 
memory.

R i c h a r d  Wr i g h t 
D e a r b o r n  was a 
graduate of Cape High 
School, Bates College 
(1941) and Harvard 
Law School (1948). Two 
months after D-Day 
Dearborn was part of 
the invasion of Southern 
France, and in 1945 he was part of he Allied 
invasion of the Pacific Island of Okinawa, 
Japan. He was a Wall Street lawyer before 
moving to Worcester where for 60 plus years 
he was a partner at Mountain, Dearborn, and 
Whiting, specializing in corporate, trust, and 
estate law. 
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2018-2019 was another successful year, thanks to the continuing efforts of our volunteers and to the generous citizens 
who think of us when considering the fates of various pieces of memorabilia. The number of green stickers on our collection 
boxes steadily increases, indicating that their contents have been entered into our digital archives. Our treasury remains 
on very firm ground. We continue to field requests from an inquiring public about the histories of various structures or lost 
ancestors, etc. While successful request fulfillment is very hit or miss (we are only as good as what people have given us), 
the occasional “Eureka” moments make it all worthwhile.

Thanks to our Program Committee, we offered another informative and entertaining slate of presentations, including: 
Louise Sullivan sharing her marvelous research on early European settlers in our area; Jane Beckwith speaking on the 
history of handwriting, writing instruments,etc.; Crystal Ponti introduced us to the medium of podcast, and its value to his-
torians;  Louise Sullivan, Ellen Van Fleet, and I shared readings from the Trelawney Papers; Former Town Manager Mike 
McGovern regaled us with stories from his long tenure;  Movie night about the Fires of 1947 with members sharing personal 
memories;  Jane Beckwith and Jane Maxwell provided the history of the Thomas Memorial Library and its donor’s name-
sake, William Widgery Thomas, Jr., to commemorate 100 years since the donation of the library. 

Thanks to Ellen Van Fleet efforts publishing of our newsletter, The Keeper, we have a  permanent record of our own 
history as an organization, as well as providing interesting snippets from our town’s storied past.

One of my own goals has been to increase our exposure via outreach...both in our schools and in the general public. 
We served as a resource for Middle School students on their local history projects, and then saw the results in a wonderful 
exhibition at the school. I welcomed a den of Cub Scouts, and a high school AP History class to tour our premises. I also 
participated in a “live interview” project at the High School. This month, I will be leading  first graders on history walks at 
Portland Head Light. This summer, I am again offering Fort Williams history walks through Community Services.

The former Spurwink School continues to be in our crosshairs, as it has been since 2014. We enjoy the status as the 
presumptive future occupant of the building. The Town has recently engaged an architect to assess the needs of the building 
and related costs. Once dollar figures are attached, we will know what the Town expects to invest in the building and what we 
will be expected to provide. It is reasonable to assume that we will at some point need to engage in significant fundraising. 
So don’t be shy when the time comes!!!

Some of the recently donated items to our collections include: a 
vintage bus route sign from an old Portland city bus (with Cape stops 
shown at right), courtesy of Tom Meyers; a vintage police sidearm hol-

ster, a gift of the CEPD; and sev-
eral items from Peter Benoit, who, 
while he happens to live in Wasilla, 
Alaska, maintains a very strong interest in the history 
of his home town. Every so often, it is like Christmas 
morning at CEHPS, as another package arrives from 
Peter. Over the past several years, Peter has given 
us representative likenesses of the jug and coins that 

were found at Richmond Island***, insignia medals (right) from the major military units that 
served at Fort Williams, post cards, books, and other trinkets of local interest that have been 
acquired online. Perhaps most important have been the fruits of Peter’s research on the 
history of our town and in particular, two volumes he has compiled relative to early events 
in maritime history on our shores. We have a limited supply of these books for sale. It has 
been my habit to recognize each year individuals who have gone above and beyond the 
normal expectations of membership. It is through their efforts that we become better as an 
organization. This year, I recognize Peter Benoit as being exemplary of those qualities. I 
have mailed a book to Peter as an expression of our appreciation.

The future is bright! Your participation can make it even brighter.                                  Thank you all!
                       Jim

 The Keeper’s Log :                  
       

 by Jim Rowe President’s Annual Report condensed for this newsletter

 *** Note:  The Richmond Island coins and a signet ring attributed to Walter Bagnell,  are currently on exhibit at 
Maine Historical Society, Congress St., Portland through the summer.  This is a rare opportunity to see them.



Volunteer from your home
We have a number of old handwritten 
diaries in the Connie Murray collection, 
some from the 1800s.  We need a volunteer 
to read through them (at home) and to type 
up a summary of any interesting entries into 
a Word document. Email Jim at cehps@
capeelizabeth.org. to volunteer.

C. E. Historical Preservation Society
c/o Public Safety Building
325 Ocean House Road
Cape Elizabeth, ME 04107

Telephone 207-619-6793
Email: cehps@capeelizabeth.org

In recognition of 
Memorial Day 
we highlight this 
grave marker  
from Seaside 
Cemetery. The 
marker is for 
an “American 
Soldier of the 
Revolution.” We 
have no other 
information; if 
you have any idea 
of who donated it 
or what grave it 
honored, please 
let us know.

From our collection Sharing 
Memories

Do you remember 
Andy Serunian and 
his store, Andy’s IGA 
Market, at the corner 
of Shore and Ocean 
House Roads? (Today 
it is ReMax Coastal 
Real Estate).  We are 
hoping you will share 
any stories you have 
about the Serunians and the store to add to our local history.  Prior to Se-
runians it was the H.L. Jordan, Cash Grocer (above); if you know anything 
about that era please also let us know.The building held a number of different 
businesses over the years and we are seeking information or stories about 
any of them that you recall.  You can call CEHPS on Thursday mornings, 
or write, or email us at the addresses listed elsewhere on this page. 

Special Exhibit 
The Jordan Family Reunion will be held here in Cape Elizabeth 

from August 2 to the 12th.  The family has made arrangements for Maine 
Historical Society to display some significant artifacts.  Items will include 
the Reverand Jordan’s  baptismal font and his wax seal embosser 
plus a  silver pitcher confiscated by a Jordan from the home of Jefferson 
Davis. The exhibit lasts for the entire month of August. It’s open to all. 


