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September 28, 2023

For Immediate Release

Grandson of Navy Admiral Killed on USS Arizona Dies

(HONOLULU) Retired Navy Capt. Isaac C. Kidd III, whose grandfather Rear Admiral Isaac C. Kidd was killed aboard the 
USS Arizona on December 7, 1941, died Sept. 23 in Maryland. Capt. Kidd served 30 years on active duty and the reserves 
and went by the nickname Cappy. He was 79. The Kidd name is revered in Navy circles. From 1938 to 1940, Rear Admi-
ral Kidd was commanding officer of the USS Arizona. He was later assigned as commander of Battleship Division One, 
which included the battleships Arizona, Pennsylvania and Nevada. Cappy Kidd’s grandfather was posthumously awarded 
the Medal of Honor for his actions on board the USS Arizona. He was the highest-ranking casualty that fateful day which 
thrust American into World War II. He was also the first flag officer killed in World War II. Admiral Kidd’s son was Admi-
ral Isaac C. Kidd, Jr. He served as Commander-in-Chief of the U.S. Atlantic Fleet and was the keynote speaker at the 1980 
opening of the visitor center at Pearl Harbor. He died in 1999. In 2010, a new visitor center was opened thanks to donations 
raised by the Arizona Memorial Museum Association. AMMA is now known as Pacific Historic Parks. The non-profit sup-
ports the National Park Service in the stewardship of Pearl Harbor National Memorial. For decades it has been the state’s 
most popular visitor destination drawing guests from around the world. In October 2019, PHP invited Cappy Kidd and his 
wife Pamela to Honolulu to celebrate its 40th birthday as a non-profit cooperating association. He was the keynote speaker 
at an event at the park and another event attended by then Governor David Ige and his wife Dawn along with military and 
civilian dignitaries.

The evening event was held at a wine bar and restaurant in Honolulu. A copy of his speech is attached. It will also be re-
membered for the bagpipers that Cappy Kidd hired to introduce his speech with patriotic songs. “His passing is such sad 
news as Cappy was a terrific ambassador of Pearl Harbor history and a big supporter of PHP,” said Aileen Utterdyke, Presi-
dent and CEO of Pacific Historic Parks. “He told great stories about his grandpa and dad, and also about his time in Hawaii 
as a student and some of the famous people he met in Hawaii.”

Pearl Harbor National Memorial Superintendent Tom Leatherman and Utterdyke visited Cappy and Pam last March in 
Washington DC. “It was a delightful get together. Cappy will be dearly missed. Our prayers go out to Pamela and the Kidd 
family,” Utterdyke said.

Funeral services are being arranged by Barranco Severna Park Funeral Home.
https://www.barrancofuneralhome.com/obituary/capt-isaac-kidd-iii-usnr-ret-cappy

Contact: Jim McCoy 808-373-0419
jmccoy@pacifichistoricparks.org

Headquartered in Waipahu, HI, Pacific Historic Parks is the non-profit cooperative association of the National Park Service and has been raising funds 
and providing support to NPS operations at Pearl Harbor since 1979, when the organization was known as the Arizona Memorial Museum Association. 
PHP’s mission is to “support the National Park Service through research, preservation, restoration, fund development, education and interpretive programs 
of World War II in the Pacific and other Pacific historic sites.” PHP also supports National Park Service operations at: Kalaupapa National Historical Park 
on Molokai; the War in the Pacific National Historical Park on Guam, and the American Memorial Park on Saipan in the Northern Mariana Islands. 
Since 2014, Pacific Historic Parks has also partnered with the state Department of Land and Natural Resources to support the Diamond Head State Monu-
ment. See www.pacifichistoricparks.org.
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EVENT SPEECH ON FOUNDERS DAY

Thank you Leslie for your gracious words, though I am 
looking about to ascertain of whom you were speaking.  I’m 
merely a simple ship driver, now an analog, marlin spike 
sailor in a digital world.  Noel Bragg and Alby Saunders 
have eloquently recounted the history of the hallowed USS 
Arizona Memorial and the successful efforts to build and 
rebuild the Pearl Harbor Visitor Center. There is nothing 
that I could add or expound on.

Rather my friends and colleagues in this rarefied atmo-
sphere of Flag Officers, Medal of Honor recipients, Office 
Holders and all of those  have preserved the magnificent 
and hallowed grounds of the USS Arizona Memorial, I 
thought I might share some thoughts of what my life has 
been as Isaac Campbell KIDD III, grandson of he who we 
revere and who is interred in ARIZONA with the thousand 
plus.

For the first four of five years of my life, my mother and I were in residence at her parents’ gracious home in Atlanta, with 
regular trips to Annapolis to visit my grandmother KIDD.   On such visits, I was daily regaled with stories of my grandpar-
ent’s travels and life together.  A great deal of focus was given to the absolute protocols of Navy life of the day. It was a very 
different time in history.  The Great White Fleet, with my grandfather aboard, had circumnavigated the world.  He was a 
committed Battle Ship Sailor.  All else was secondary.  They agreed that should the Navy provide quarters as the career pro-
gressed, that was acceptable.  However they would never be held down by the responsibilities of owning real estate, or even 
an automobile.  Cross country travel was by train, in a private compartment with stories of splendid meals in the dining 
car.  Passage to the Canal Zone was First Class aboard a steamer of the day.

At the Naval Academy in Annapolis, the enjoyed the primary quarters on Upsher Road in front of the Parade Grounds, 
Warden Field, in the Canal Zone, fully staffed quarters were again provided.  In San Diego, where the fleet was home 
ported, and as Commanding Officer of ARIZONA, they retained a suite at the Del Coronado Hotel and hired a dedicated 
car and driver for their needs.  Yes, it was a very different era.  When the fleet deployed, my grandmother would take the 
train across country back to Annapolis where my father, after St. Georges in Newport and St. Albans in Washington, was at 
the Naval Academy while she was in residence at the Carvel Hall Hotel.  After December 7, 1941, she moved to an apart-
ment, two blocks from the Hotel, where she remained for her lifetime.  This apartment, next to the Naval Academy was my 
ground zero for the first five years of my life.  I learned the KIDD history in detail.  Additionally, after the war, I had the 
very good fortune to have Fleet Admiral Chester W. Nimitz assume the role of my pseudo grandad.  Fortunately, I have the 
pictures to record this.

In the summer of 1958, the Matsonia brought us to Hawaii.  As a family of six Children, we enjoyed near seven weeks en-
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sconced on a hotel on Waikiki 
awaiting housing.  Tough duty 
as an independent 14 year old. 
Prior to moving to a bungalow 
in Pearl City, I truly knew the 
geography from our hotel and 
the International Market Place, 
through Sears Ala Moana, to 
the Aloha Tower and ever a 
wander along Hotel Street.   A 
true education!
On one occasion, it was great 
fun meeting Jack Benny with 
my mother as we wandered 
through the Royal Hawaiian.
Taking the early morning 
military bus which hauled 
all the neighborhood kids to 
Punahou and St. Louis School 
was a long daily hassle. On 
Statehood Day, they let us out 
early, but we still had to wait 
for the bus! Eventually I ce-

mented a relationship with the skipper of Admiral John Ford’s yacht Araner, Rip Yeager, for a birth ‘fore the mast at the end 
of the “T” pier in the Ala Wai Canal. This was a two year refuge for me.  I earned my keep by developing into a reasonably 
competent wielder of a varnish brush.  Mrs. Ford, who kept a condo on the beach, was a regular aboard, always introduc-
ing her guests to the crew.  John Wayne and Mr. & Mrs. Rudy Valley live in my memory as most gracious visitors.  Araner 
did make a cruise to Pearl Harbor and we anchored off ARIZONA.  My dad was aboard as a guest and that’s as close as we 
could get back in the day.  My final trip was an overnight sail to anchor in Kaneohe Bay.  The Luraline brought us all back 
to the mainland in 1960.

After college at Ga. Tech and Georgia State University, Uncle Sam called and Ensign KIDD reported to the Cruiser 
SPRINGFIELD (CLG-7), Sixth Fleet Flag Ship in Ville Franche sur Mer , France in 1966.  This all in the midst of the Gran 
Charles withdrawing from NATO.  More interesting times.

By the 1980’s I was Captain, USNR and fairly well indoctrinated as the grandson of a two star Medal of Honor awardee, 
the son of a honored retired four star admiral and was, as a side assignment, the Director of the Banquet for The Military 
Order of the Carabao’s annual Wallow.  This august position facilitated a close relationship with Senator Danial K. Inouye, 
who was a regular guest of the Herd.  The accident of name recognition put me in good stead.

Three navy ships have been named for my grandfather.  I know of no higher honor which our Navy can bestow to our 
heroes than to have their name be assigned to a commissioned fighting platform.  DD-661 is a well restored and preserved 
museum in Baton Rouge, Louisiana,  DDG-993, first of the “Iatola Class” went to Taiwan and now DDG-100 is homeport-
ed in San Diego.  For the DDG-100, the KIDDS family is most indebted to ADM Jay Johnson when he was CNO.
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When I viewed the press coverage of your 10 October 1980 event, I was pleased to see my mother front and center in the 
first frame.  She is the gal in the white dress with the big sun glasses.  I can report to you today that at 96 she is still go-
ing strong, same hair and big sun glasses.  Your local newspaper commented on my dad channeling my granddad on his 
visit in 1980.  I am not surprised.  In life, they literally thought as one.  My grandfather commented that being caught flat 
footed and asleep at the switch, especially due to a complacent and passive national thought process, was and continues to 
be totally unacceptable. And, that the attack could have been avoided, were we strong enough in the years preceding. The 
lessons learned at Pearl Harbor continue to this day.  Thankfully, our national assets are focused on preventing another 
cataclysmic event.  I sincerely pray for their continued success. Grandad noted that storm clouds continue on the world’s 
horizons and, and give us great concerns for our country.  I can add nothing to that which has been said.

Two days ago, my wife Pam and I toured the museum and the newly opened USS ARIZONA Memorial.  At the risk of 
being melodramatic, tears were shed.  It is a magnificent tribute to not only those who are interred in her hull, but to all 
sailors who have died at sea and have no permanent marker for the sacrifice they have made.

We here today have been imbued with a sacred responsibility.  Pacific Historic Parks, its leaders and members carry this 
mantle to a degree of excellence never before  witnessed.  In the truest of Navy tradition, WELL DONE PHP!

Noel Bragg, to you sir, I will be eternally indebted.  Were it not for this sage Grand PuBaa of PHP, I would not be here.   His 
vision, persistence and gentle arm twisting not only found me but got me here for this historic event.  Thank you sir.  And 
Aileen, you are most fortunate to have his corporate memory to support your most successful activities.

Inclosing, I must publically extend to Jim McCoy, PHP’s Director of Communications, my sincerest appreciation for all 
you have done to facilitate Pam and I being here.  You have been my XO, Chief of Staff and Flag Lieutenant.  Without your 
guidance, this would not have come to pass.

Finally, as Pam and I head back to Annapolis, Aloha and thank you all. And, .  .  .  . As you continue to slide down the ban-
nister of life, may all the splinters be pointed in a comfortable direction.


