(Los Angeles Times) 

BRIDGES, James C. - July 8, 1925- July 27, 2005 Dad is a very lucky and very proud man- proud of his family, proud of his country, proud of his service to his country during WW II, proud of his membership in the Masons, and some would say, proud of his USC Trojans, to a fault. He is also the most honest and loyal individual a friend or family could have. Born in Long Beach, CA, he vividly remembers the "big earthquake of 1936" which almost leveled Long Beach. He remembers going out sportfishing on party boats every chance he got and catching albacore, tuna and yellowtail almost right outside the breakwater. He loved his summers in Avalon, and he attended Long Beach Poly High School, as did his mom. Bowling and baseball were his sports. He was good enough in both to become California Junior State Bowling Champion and was signed by the New York Yankees as a pitcher out of high school. However, his baseball and bowling career and college were cut short with the bombing of Pearl Harbor. He volunteered for the submarine service. During submarine school he and a friend were held off the first training submarine lost with all aboard because their shoes weren't tied right. He was assigned to the "TRIGGER," one of the most decorated submarines in WW II. During his tour on the "TRIGGER," they went into Tokyo Harbor twice for reconnaissance, including the Doolittle Raid, and to rescue downed pilots and crew from the Doolittle Raid. On December 23, 1943, after laying in wait for one month just outside the entrance to Tokyo Harbor for the Japanese to launch their newest aircraft carrier, as that carrier cleared the submarine nets, the "TRIGGER" put four torpedoes into its side and sank it at the harbor entrance. They were then depth charged for 70 hours. Near the end of the war, he was taken off the "TRIGGER" in Guam with infected wisdom teeth, flown back to Pearl to have them removed and was almost immediately reassigned to the "SEA ROBIN." On that mission the "SEA ROBIN" teamed up with several other submarines, including the "TRIGGER" to lay waste to Japanese shipping in the South China Sea. The "TRIGGER" was caught in shallow water and sunk. All his buddies were lost, something he would never forget and understandably never wanted to discuss. With the end to WW II, it was off to USC to become a Trojan for life. He had a ball at USC and was a member of Theta XI Fraternity, which just happened to be next door to the CHI OMEGA Sorority, where he spotted a cute coed, named Lois Bagley, from Eagle Rock. The rest is history. Jim and Lois celebrated their 54th wedding anniversary last September 30. Upon graduation from USC, Jim and Lois were married and Jim went to work for General Dynamics in San Diego. Lois was working there too. They were living in Mission Beach when Steve was born, September 20, 1951. Bill came along, January 25, 1953. In 1952, Lois' dad, Milt, had a heart attack and was told to sell his company. Jim came in and ran the company and on his recommendation, they sold to Litton Industries. Litton hired Jim and he became Tex Thorton's right hand man, flying all over the country checking out all the companies Litton was buying as they became the huge conglomerate of the 1950's. After ten years on the road, Jim called it quits with Litton and became partners with a small manufacturers' rep business selling primarily to the defense and aerospace industry. In 1971, he sold out and retired to spend more time with his family, traveling and doing what he really loved to do - fish on his boat, "HONEY". He was president of the TUNA CLUB in 1986, and he loved Avalon. He made so many fun friends through fishing and truly enjoyed everything about this sport. More than anything, Jim loved his family. Jim is survived by his wife, Lois, sons Steve and Bill, grandson Alec Bridges and granddaughter Jennifer Bridges, and will be sorely missed by his family and many friends. A memorial services will be held at Pacific View Memorial Cemetery Chapel, located at 3500 Pacific View Drive, Newport Beach, CA at 12:00 on 1010
“Sailor, Rest Your Oar”

