b1g Lago oil reﬁnery on Aru ,
ey blew up six of our small lake t:




" - famous pontoon bridge or among the ships w:
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the tubby ones that still bnng crude oil fromf"Lake,.

Maracaibo to the reﬁnery, _Curagaosche Petroleum
Maatschappij, to be made into gasoline, kerosene,and
diesel oil. One German sub was even srghted oﬂ:' Wll- R
lemstad at dawn. ok :

So when I woke up there was much exc1tem
in the city, ‘which looks like a part f#}old Holl: o
_ except that all the houses are painted in soft colors, - -
pmks and greens and blues, and there are no dikes.
It was very hard to finish my breakfast because =

I wanted to go to Punda, the business district, :
the oldest part of town, and then to ] ort Amsterdam AR
where I could look out to sea. I
enemy U-boat out there, I ‘wanted -
join the people in shakmg a st at it

I was not fnghtened just terribly excited. Wark .
was something I'd heard a lot about, ‘but had never
_seen. The whole world ‘was at war, and now 1t hadf:

come to us in the Warm, blue Canbbean R p e

the enemy has finally attacked the 1sla.ud 'and' there
will be no school today. But you must stay near
home. Do you understand?” : -

I nodded, but I couldn’t imagine that a shell from-; ;
an enemy submarine would pick me out from all -

the buildings, or hit me if I was standing on th"

back in the Schottegat or along St. Anna Bay.
v  So later in the morning, when she was busy mak-t»-»-,
ing sure that all our blackout curtains were in place, :i;:,

"1 had played there many times with- Hennk and

otber boys when we were a few years younger,
~ imagining we were defending Willemstad against
. pirates or even the British. They once stormed the
island, I knew, long ago. Or sometimes we'd - pre-
tend we were the Dutch going out on raids against

Spanish galleons. That had ‘happened too. It was

all so real that sometimes we could see: the tall
; b_'masted shxps corxung over the horizon. =
- Of course, they were only the tattered—saﬂed na-
' trve schooners from Venezuela, Aruba, or Bonaire
* coming in with bananas, oranges, Ppapayas, ‘melons,
~ and vegetables. But to us, they were always pirates,
" and wed shout to the ‘moisy. black men “aboard
' "ithem They'd laugh back and' go; “Pow, pow, powl”

The fort looks as though it came out of a story-

_book, with gun ports along the high wall that faces
the sea. For years, it guarded Willemstad. But this

. one morning, it did not look like a storybook fort
_at all. There were real soldiers with rifles and we-
- saw machme guns. Men with bmoculars had them, :
~ trained toward the Wh.ltecaps ‘and everyone was
tense. They chased us away, telling us to go home. -
Instead, we went down to the Koningin Emma

Brug, the famous Queen Emma pontoon ‘bridge,

“which spans the channel that leads to the hugef'

-FE‘—"F"-ZP i
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- andlﬁlhng extra pots with fresh water, and checlungrA
- our food supply, I stole away down to the old
~ fort with Henrik van Boven my Dutch friend who.j
. was, also eleven. :

is =5 {5’1* g
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harbor, the Schottegat. The bndge is: huﬂt on ﬂoais
so that it can swing open as ships pass in or ou _
it connects Punda w1th 01Iabanda, wi h‘ means;;, i
“other side,” the other part of the city. = = .
The view from there wasn't as good as. from the"
fort, but cunous people were th , to k-

12

swung open were tled up andf' empty “Even thef‘ .
‘native schooners were quiet agamst the: docks inside
- the channel. And the black men were no "laughmg '
and shouting the way they usually did.

“No,” I sa.1d “Ours.” Meamng t.he Amencan Navy,f%

and I didn't want to argue
felt bad that Holland had been conquered by the

Hennk said My father told me ﬂlere is nothing" -

"'rnn cay RS L

;_»o‘, \coursei His little Navy was scattered all over
~after the Germans took Holland. ghise

‘Henrik said qmetly, “Our Navy w111 come too, "
with him. ‘Everyone

Then an army oﬂicer chmbed out of a. truck ind
told us all to leave the Queen Emma bridge. He

~ was very stemn. He. growled “Don't you know they
LK _could shoot a torpedo up here and kill you allP”

I looked out toward the sea agam ‘It was blue
and ‘peaceful, and a good breeze churned ‘it up,
malcmg lines of whitecaps. ‘White clouds drifted -

~ slowly over it. But I couldn’t see the usual parade.

of ships coming | teward the harbor; ‘the stubby ones "
or the massive .ones with ﬂags 'of many nations that

: __steamed slowly up the bay to the Schottegat to
__load gas and oil. -

“The sea was- empty, there was not even a saﬂ'

- .onit. We suddenly became fnghtened -and ran
ot :,home to the Scharloo section where we lived. =

1 guess my face was pale when I went into the

_hou.se because my mother, who was in the lutchen, N
- asked immediately, Where have you been?” '

~ “Punda,” 1 admitted. “I went with Henrik” v
My mother got very upset. She grabbed my. shoul- -

der and _shook it. “I told you not to go there,

), she said angnly We are at warl Dont_'
you _understand?”
We ]ust wanted to see. the subma.nnes, I sa1d

R T T e A s e e e B Bk B gt 1
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My mother closed her eyes and pulled me upﬁ >
against her thin body. She was like that. One mm-'

ute, shaking me; the next, holdmg me: & i
_ The radio was on, and a voice said that ﬁfty

~ men had died on the lake tankers that were .blownr ‘

_up and that the governor of the Netherlands “Wes

_ Indies had appealed to Washington for help. There -
~_was 10 use in asking Amsterdam. I listened to the
- sorrowful sound of hls voice. untxl my mothers hand i
~ switched it to off. - '
Fmally she sa1d You’]l he safe 1f you do _what- RS
we tell you to do. Don't leave the yard ‘again

today.”

 She laughed a lot and sa1d Boys boys, boys.”
Late in the afternoon, my father, whose na
_was also Phillip—Phillip Enrlght—retumed ‘hom

from the refinery where he was working on the

program to increase production of aviation gas. He 'd

been up since two o'clock, my mother said, and :

please don’t ask him too many questions.

They had phoned him that moming to say th ¢

the Germans might attempt to shell the refiner
and the oil storage tanks, and that he must repo

to help fight the fires. I had never seen. “him so

tired, and I didn't ask as many queshons as I
- wanted to.

She seemed very nervous. But then she was often "~ -
nervous. My mother was always afraid Id fall off
 the sea wall, or tumble out of a tree, or cut myself»

.. with a pocketknife. Henrik’s. mother wasn't that way.
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~ Until the past year, my father and 1 had done
a lot of thjngs together. Fishing or sailing our small

;boat, or: talcmg long hikes around Xrup Bay or
‘Seroe Male, or just going out into the koenoekoe,
. the: countrymde, together. He knew a lot about trees

and fish. and birds. But now he always seemed

_busy. Even on a Sunday, he'd shake his. head and
E say, “I'm sorry, guy, I have to work.”

A.fter he had had his pint of cold Dutch ale (he
had one every night in-the living room' after he

came home) I asked, ‘will they shoot at us tomght? _
< He looked at me gravely and answered, “I don’t
know, Phillip. They might. I want you. and your
’--mother to sleep down here tonight, not on'the sec-
“ond floor, T don’t think youre in any danger, but
= 1ts better to sleep down here.”

“How many of them are out there?’ g thought

. they mlght be: like schools. of fish. Dozens, maybe.
1 wanted to be able to tell Henrik exactly what

‘my father new: ahout the submarines: =
‘He shook his head. “No one knows, Phillip. But

there must be three. of them around the islands.
" The attacks were in_ three. different places.”

“They came. all the wayfrom Germany?

= He nodded Or from hases in. Fra.nce, he said,
5*loadmg his plpe

-6

“Why can't we- go out and ﬁght them?” I: asked
My father laughed sadly and tapped his long

*',foreﬁnger on my chest. “You'd like that, would you? -*
:“‘B'ut we: have nothmg to ﬁght them thh,’ son. We

MR
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_you not to do that.”

~ nately,” she said.

to Curagao in late 1939, but - my father had arguec

can’t go out in motorboats and attack them wﬂ:lr’1
My mother came in from the kxtchen ‘to say, =
“Stop asking so many sxlly questxons? Phﬂh’ I told

Father looked at her” s&angely bHe had always

_answered my questions. “He has a nght to know -
: »Hes involved here, Grace.”

My mother looked back: at h1m "Yes, unt'ortu-

My mother, 1 ldxerv had: not wanted to':/ v'com

that he was needed for the war effort even though the
United States was not at war then. Royal Dutch
Shell had borrowed him from his American com-

~ pany because he was an expert in reﬁnenes and”
gasoline production. But the moment she saw i

my mother decided she dxdnt like Curagao and
she often complained about the smell of gas and oil
whenever the trade winds died down.
It was very different in Virginia where my father
had been in charge of building a new refinery on
the banks of the Elizabeth River. We'd lived in a
small white house on an acre of land with many
trees. My mother often talked about the house and
the trees; about the change of seasons and the
friends she had there. She said it was nice and -
safe in Virginia. s
My father would answer quletly, “There’s no
place nice and safe right now. W

2 e THE c.ur ER Toaa n oo gapa s
o I remembered the smnmers wrth lightning bugs
ew and ‘honeysuckle smells; the cold winters when the

5 ﬁelds would all be brown and would crackle under my -
“feet. I didn’t remember too much else. I was only
“seven when wed moved to the Caribbean. -

"I guess my mother was_homesick for Virgmia,‘ |

where no_ one talked Dutch, and there was no
}k'smell of gas or ox], and there werent as- manyﬁ'
i black ‘people around. ReaAhs T '
" Now, there was a cold sx]ence between my mother :
~ and my father. Lately, it had been happening more
. -and more often. She went back into the kitchen.
said to him, “Why can’t they use alrcraft and
' bomb the submarmec?" : e
“He was staring toward the lutchen and dxdn’
: hear me. 1 repeated b ;
e sxghed “Oh. yes. Same answer, Phﬂ.hp There :
i - careno ﬁghtmg aircraft down here. To tell you the
e truth, we ¢ dont have any weapons : :




were workmg While my motber and
each window, he called out if he saw the shghtest
crack of light. By the governor’s orders, not a
light could shine anywhere on the whole island, he
said. Then he went back to the refinery.

I crawled onto the couch downstairs about nine
o’clock but I couldn't sleep. I kept thinking about the

:4Isa _upmbed,

from the reﬁnery to get all the ﬂashhghts-
: ‘_.fthe ‘house.. They talked in. low voices,

. fable 1o beheve what I was
hearing. My father said, “There’s more danger in
e trip back, unless you go by air, than there is
in staying here I they do sheIl us, they wont hit
Scharloo.”

Mother sznd sharply,- 7"You knovy I wont ﬂy Id' e

be frightened to death to Ay
“We.ll talk ,_about xt later

My ‘father sounded;‘_i_ :
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miserable. Soon afterward he retumed to the re-
finery again.

I’ thought about leavmg the 1sland and it sad— |

dened me. I loved the old fort, and the\ sehooners
the Ruyterkade market with the moisy chickens and

squealing pigs, ‘the 'black: people shouting; 1 loved- -
the koenoekoe with its:giant cactus; the: divi-divi -
trees, their .odd branches -all - on the leeward side
of ‘the trunk; the beautiful sandy beach at West—--"

punt. And I'd miss Henrik van Boven.

I also knew that ‘Henrik and his mother would
think us cowardly if we left just because a few
German ‘submarines were: off Curagao I was awake oo

most of the mght

The next mormng my father sard that the Chmese
crews on: the lake tankers that shuttled crude oil ==
across the ‘sand  bars. at Maracaibo had refused " S

sail without naval “escorts.- He - sa.1d the reﬁne"

would have: to close down within a' day,’ and that*'f e

meant precious gas and oil could not go to- England,‘ =

or to General Montgomery in the African desert.
For seven days, not a ship moved by the Queen o

‘Emma bridge, and there was gloom over, Willem-

stad. The people had been very proud that the

little islands of Aruba and*Curacao were now among
the most important islands in the world _that vic-
tory or defeat depended on them. They were angry
_with the Chinese crews, and on the third day, my
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father “said that mutmy charges had ‘been placed
agamst them.

~“But,” ~he said, “you must understand they are
very frightened, and some of the: people who are

- angry thh them would ' not - sail the little - ships

either.”. :
He explamed 65 v what it must feel hke to ride

‘the cargoes: of crude oil, knowing: that‘a torpedo

or shell could turn the whole: ship: into: flames any

‘moment. Even though: he wasn’t a sailor, he vol-

unteered to help 'man the lake tankers.:
- Soon, “of course, we might also run out of fresh

,' water. It rains very little in’ the: Dutch West Indies

unless  there isa ‘hurricane, -and water from ‘the
few wells has a heavy salt content. The big tankers_
from the United States  or England always carried

- fresh water to us in ballast; and then it was distilled

againso that ‘we could driok-it.- But now, all the

_ big tankers ‘were being held up in" their ports until

: ,-.'r_-,the submarines could be chased away.

“Toward the end of the week, we began to run
out of fresh vegetables because - the : schooner-men
were also afraid. Now, my mother talked constantly
about the submannes the lack of water, and the

'; - '_;f‘j shortage of food. It almost seemed that she was
' usmg the war as an excuse to leave Curag:ao

“The ships will be mov1ng again soon, my father

i .I:f“:fsald conﬁdently, and he was right.

I think it was February 21 that some of the Chi-

»_nese sallors agreed to sail to Lake; Ma.racarbo But
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on that same day a Norwegian tanker, headed for
Willemstad, was torpedoed off Curagao, and fear
again swept over the old city. Without our ships,
we were helpless.

Then a day or two later, my father took me into
the Schottegat where they were completing the
loading of the S.S. Empire Tern, a big British tanker.
She had machine guns fore and aft, one of the few
armed ships in the harbor.

Although the trade wind was blowing, the smell
of gas and oil lay heavy over the Schottegat. Other
empty tankers were there, high out of the water,

~awaiting orders to sail once they had cargoes. The
men on them were leaning over the rail watchmg' -

all the activity on the Empire Tern.

I looked on as the thick hoses that were attached e
to her quivered when the gasoline was pumped

into her tanks. The fumes shimmered in the air, and

one by one, they “topped” her tanks, loading them ,'
. right to the brim and securing them for sea. No
one said very much. With all that av1atlon gasohnej o

around, it was dangerous.

Then in the afternoon, we went to Punda and

stood near the pontoon bridge as she steamed slowly
down St. Anna Bay. Many others had come to
- watch, too, even the governor, and we all cheered
as she passed, setting out on her lonely voyage to
England. There, she would help refuel the Royal
Air Force.

The sailors on the Empire Tern, which was painted
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‘ a dull wlnte but had rust streaks all over her, waved
back at us and held up thex.r ﬁngers in a V-for-wctory )

We watched uitil the pilot- boat, havmg picked

LoAlpY the harbor pxlot from the Empire Tern, began
_ ~-oton race “back to Wﬂlemstad Just as we were ready
o o go, there was‘an explosion and  we looked toward

the sea. The Empire Tern had vamshed in a wall
of red ﬂames and black smoke was begmmng to

boﬂ into the sky.

" ‘Someone screamed, “There it is.” We looked off

to one side of the flames, about a mile away, and
saw a black shape in the water, very low. It was a

A tug and several ‘small motorboats headed out

toward the Tern, but it ‘was useless, Some of the
women cried at the sight of her, and I saw men,
my father included, ‘with tears in their eyes. It

~ didn’t seem poss1ble that only a few hours before
I had been standing on her deck. I was no longer

excited about the war; T had begun to understand :
that it meant death and destruction.

That same night, my mother told my father, “T'm
taking Phillip back to Norfolk ” 1 knew she'd made

- up her mind.

. He was tired and dxsheartened over what had
[:-;f{f}j?_";“happened to the Emptre Tern. He did not say much. .
~ But I do remember him saying, “Grace, I think you

~ _ are making a mistake. You are both quite safe here

’ German submarme surfaced now to watch the ship
gis , :
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~in Scharloo.” I wondered why he d1dnt s:mply' e
order her to stay. But he wasn't that kmd of a man 2

. The sunny days and dark, sﬁll‘ night’s, passed
slowly during March. The ships had begun to sail -

- again, defying the submarines. Some were lost. Hen-

rik and I often went down to Punda to wabch them

go out, hoping that they would be safe. :
Neither my father nor my mother talked very
much about us leaving. I thought that when two

~ American destroyers arrived, along with the Dutch-

cruiser Van Kingsbergen, to protect the lake tankers,

“Mother would change her mind. But it only made i

her more nervous.

Then one day in early April, she said “Your"
father has finally secured passage for us, so today
will be your last day in school here, Phillip. We'll

start packing tomorrow, and on Friday, we leave

aboard a ship for Miami. Then we’ll take the tram ,‘ﬂ

to Norfolk.”

Suddenly, I felt hollow inside. Then I became e
angry and accused her of being a coward. She told =

me to go off to school. I said I hated her.
All that day in school, I tried to think of what I

could do. I thought about going somewhere and 'i ,
hiding until the ship had sailed, but on an island
the size of Curagao, there is no place to hide. Also,:‘

I knew it would cause my father trouble.

That night when he got home, I told him I

wanted to stay with him. He smiled and put his

-
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-’.‘:v.'long, thm arm around my shoulder. He sald, “No,
- Phillip, I think it is best that you go with your

mother. At a time lxke this, I can’t be at home very

' fmuch"

His voice seemed sad, although he was trym

~ to be cheerful. He told me how wonderful it would

-'~'be to return to the United States; how many things

- T-had missed while we were on the island. I couldn’t
think of one. ‘

Then I talked to my mother about staymg on in

~W111emstad, and she became very upset with both
- of us, She smd that we d.ldnt love her and began to

‘,01'}’

My father ﬁnally ended it by saying, “Phillip,

=:the decision is made You'll leave Friday with your
mother i 'j SEes

So I packed, W1th her help and said good-hy to

" Henrik van Boven and the other boys. I told them
© . wed be gone just a short time; that we were going
-~ to visit my grandparents, my mother’s parents, in

-~ Notfolk. But 1 had the foeling that it might be

= very long txme hefore I saw Curagao and my father

again.

e Early Fnday morning, we boarded the S.S. Hato
~ in St. Anna Channel. She was a small Dutch
_ freighter with a high bow and sten, and a bridge

house in the middle between two well decks. I
had seen her often in St. Anna Bay. Usually, she
ran between Willems,tad,‘Aruba, and Panama. She
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had a long stack and always puEed tlnck, black &

smoke.

" In our cabin, wlnch was on the starboard s:de ;
and opened out to the boat deck, my father said; - »
“Well, you can rest easy, Phillip. The Germans -

would never waste a torpedo on this old tub.” Yet

I saw him looking over the lifeboats. Then he in-
spected the fire hoses on the boat deck I lcnew he —

was worried,

There were eight other passengers aboard, and‘ ‘

they were all saying good-by to their relatives just

as we were saying good-by to ‘my father. In the -
tradition, people brought flowers and wine. It was
almost like sailing in the days before the war they

told: me.

Father was srm]mg and very gay bt when tbe':j'

Hato’s whistle blasted out three times, ~meaning - it
- was time to go, he said good—by to us between
clenched teeth. I clung to him for a long time.

Finally, he said, “Take good care of your mother :

I said I would.

We' sailed down St. Anna Bay, and the Queen . e
Emma bridge parted for us. Through watery eyes, =
I saw the fort and the old buildings of Punda and
Otrabanda. Native schooners were beatmg in from

the sea.

Then my mother pointed. I saw a tall man i
ing on the wall of Fort Amsterdam, waving at us. 5
I knew it was my father. I'll never forget that tall =

‘lonely ﬁgure standmg on the sea wall
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The S:S. Hato took her first b1te of open sea and

began to pltch gently. We turned toward Panama,

as we had to make a call there before proceeding
to. Miami, Down on the well decks; fore and aft,
were four ‘massive pumps that had to be dehvered
to- Colén, the port at the Atlanbc entrance to the

s -Panama Canal

I stayed out on deck for a Iong time, mttmg by

the lifeboat, lookmg back at. Curar;ao feehng lonely
and sad.

Finally my mother saxd “Come inside now.”




