REMEMBERING AL WOODS

I was very sorry to hear of Al Wood's crossing the bar. My wife, Kirsten and I have many good
memories of Woody. I would like to relate one.

In 1965 we were on Winchelsea Island at what was to become the joint USA/CANADA torpedo testing
range. We worked 12 - 16 hours a day and about every two weeks we took YMT 9 to Nanaimo for
essential supplies, such as: 6,000 1b. water, 2,000 1b. of Forcite 60% and food. Most of the
crew would take advantage of this time to head to Victoria for a couple of days with their
family. Except, of course, for the unlucky ones who were on duty. On this particular weekend,
Woody and I were the chosen few. Early Sunday morning(around 0400) Woody shook me awake and
asked for the keys to my car. My CAR! My car was the only thing of value I owned: I asked
why? Woody explained that he had phoned his wife earlier in the evening and she had informed
him that she had a surprise but she would not tell him over the phone. So he had lain awake

in his bunk for the last six hours with his mind in overdrive, wracking it for what it might be.
He had finally come to the logical conclusion that she was pregnant, and to him this news was
too important to wait two full weeks. So, if he took my car, he could get to Victoria, get the
news and return before we sailed. I handed over the keys to my precious car and he immediately

headed for the parking lot.



