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ATTENTION ON DECK!
IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENTS
BE AN EARLY BIRD - PAY YOUR DUES NOW!
Annual dues are due at the time of our annual reunion, but since our reunion time has been
changed to August so that we could meet jointly with the LSM/LSMR Association, it would
be appreciated if you could pay your dues now to help our cash flow picture. Please send
your dues payment - $25 - to USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION, c/o Nehemiah
Communications, Inc, 101Rice Bent Way, #6, Columbia, SC 29229

NOMINATIONS FOR PRESIDENT/VICE PRESIDENT
The floor is open for nominations for the offices of President and Vice President. President
John Cummer and Vice President John France have agreed to stand for re-election

BY LAWS AMENDMENT CONCERNING MEMBERSHIP QUALIFICATIONS
An amendment to the LCI National Association by-laws will be voted on at the upcoming
reunion in Cincinnati. It is proposed to open full membership to present affiliates and any
other person interested in preserving the history of LCIs. Presented at the Portland Reunion
last year, the amendment has been framed to promote the continued existence of the
Association and to give opportunity for younger persons to assume leadership as our WWII
LCI members grow older. Our present by-laws state that 75% of the membership must be
WWII veterans. The membership requirement was originally drafted so that the Association
could be eligible for tax-exempt status as a veteran's organization. Before implementation of
the proposed amendment, legal counsel will be sought to determine if it will be necessary to
change our status to that of a charitable organization, commonly known as a “501.C.3”
organization.
If you will not be able to be in Cincinnati for the reunion you are urged to give your opinion on
this proposed change to one of the officers or directors as listed on page 30.
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From the Editor/President

With this issue we're back to something resembling normalcy!
We pulled the stops out to make Issue 70, The Best of Elsie
Item something special—layout, paper, size, etc. and we hope
you found it something you want to hang on to and share with
family and friends. Very special thanks go to Ken Breivik and the staff at Nehemiah
Communications for outstanding design and execution. Ken was the genius with all the
great ideas and technical savvy to make them work (Including sparring with paper suppliers to be certain we got exactly what we wanted!). Melody Sandola worked on the design
and gets a 4.0 for her great work, and Cindy Thompson gets the same for all the scanning,
typing, proof-reading, etc. that she did. We are indebted to them all. Incidentally, Ken
tells me he plans to submit this issue for a publications award!
Oh yes, and about that cover photo of the 580, we thought it was a good photo, but
Connie Mulherin tells us something more about it that makes it special:

“A note on the cover photo of the 580, which traveled with our Group 16. I believe the
photo offers a glimpse into the beginning of the rocket age for our Navy, because of
the ten temporary rocket launchers welded to the side of the ramp decks. This rocket
firing test may have taken place off Maui, Hawaii. When it proved successful, it led to
the removal of the ramps and the installation of the hundreds of launchers. Results-LCI
(G) and LCI (R) designations.“
But now it is back to where we usually are. In this issue you'll find information and registration forms for Cincinnati. You'd be wise to get your registration in ASAP. It promises to
be another great get-together.
In this issue you'll find another good helping of sea stories. Because they were so good,
some of them are longer than usual. We felt they were worth sharing with you in their
entirety. Have a good read!

—John Cummer
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THE MILLENIUM HOTEL: OUR REUNION HEADQUARTERS

Get ready for Cincinnati!
Full information and registration blanks are on the following pages
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REUNION SCHEDULE
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TOUR DESCRIPTIONS
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WELCOME ABOARD!
We're very happy to welcome the following new members of the USS LCI National
Association who have joined since Issue 69 was published in November, 2009

LCI Veterans

Affiliates

James Camping
25 Puritan Way
Boston-Lincolnshire
England PE 218 NW
(Welcome back, Jim!)
Sponsored by LCI member
Mrs. Janet Clarkson

Jill Brooke Wall
Portland, Oregon
(Daughter of Clark H. Brooke, LCI 36)

Joseph Introcaso,
YN3C, LCI 87
Belleville, New Jersey

Debra A. Lesniak
Williamsville, NY 14221-2407

Kennith Shriner,
LCI (M) 354
Pierceton, Indiana
Mr. Maynard Woodhatch,
LCI 752
Lake Charles, Louisiana

Mark Berg
Bovey, Minnesota
(Son of Marcus S. Berg LCI 648R)

Ted Sutton
Gilbert, SC 29054
Robert E. Carroll, Jr.
West Hartford, CT 06107

The following five new Affiliate members were
sponsored by Mr. George Menhorn, LCI 438 of
BOISE, ID:
John A. Macedone
Ogden, Utah
Jeff Macedone
Provo. Utah
James H. Macedone, Jr.
Lehi, Utah
Joseph H. Macedone
Orem, Utah
Joshua H. Macedone
Orem, Utah
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The Original Crew of the 1091

The Original Crew of the 1091
LCI 1091, officially the flagship of the USS LCI National Association, now in the process of being
re-converted to her World War II appearance, is well known to most of us. Through the generosity
of “Doc” Davis, she has been donated to the Humbolt Bay Naval and Air Museum. Now we have
information on her original crew when she was commissioned on September 12, 1944.
Pam Hoseck, daughter of Loyel “Bud” Hoseck, who was one of that original crew, has sent pictures and a book, The Loyel Hoseck Story, based on his wartime diaries aboard the 1091. Pam
compiled this book after her father's death in 2005. The book, beautifully printed by a company
called “Shutterfly,” contains many photos as well as the diary. We share the crew photo with you
here as well as some excerpts from Loyel's diary.
We're proud to claim Pam—and her mother—as Associate Members of our association.
Loyel was aboard the 1091 for her commissioning in Bay City, Michigan, and for her journey
through Lake Huron, the Mackinaw Straits, Lake Michigan, the Chicago Canal to the Illinois River,
then down the Mississippi River to New Orleans and across the Gulf of Mexico to Galveston,
Texas. After transiting the Panama Canal, they made their way to San Diego, from which they
departed for their Pacific duty.
With stops at Pearl Harbor, the Marshall Islands, Eniwetok Atoll, Guam, and Iwo Jima the 1091
arrived at Buckner Bay, Okinawa, where the Japanese were unleashing their furious kamikaze
attacks. Loyel describes their first encounter with a kamikaze attack:
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About sunset we came into Nagasuku Bay, later named Buckner Bay for General Buckner
who was killed there by a Japanese sniper. I was in the conn, standing watch with Captain
Allen when general quarters were sounded. My battle station was at the helm of the ship; and
I said I'd better get to my station. Captain Allen said, “No, you stay here so you can read semaphore or code messages.” This was a kamikaze attack; the harbor was full of ships.
We were about a block away from the USS Missouri when four Jap suicide planes came in
out of the sun. They always did that at sundown and sunup because they were harder to see
until they were right on us. All ships opened fire; the first Jap plane was hit, but dove into the
Missouri. We were less than 20 yards away when the plane carrying bombs dove into the
ship's 40mm gun mounts. Its bombs and fuel combined for a lot of destruction It got so hot
from the explosion and fuel on fire that shells started exploding. More than 40 sailors were
killed, plus some injured.
The second Jap plane was hit hard and the pilot couldn't steer it into a ship so it landed
less than a block behind our ship How the other two got away I have never figured out. I
should tell you that they often came in just a few feet above the water for two reasons.
First, because it was difficult for radar to pick them up that low and, second, because if
the ship's gun mounts were depressed enough to hit them, they would endanger other ships in
the area.
Loyel also describes another suicide plane attack:
I remember one that was hit hard and the pilot couldn't see to steer his plane into a ship.
It hit the water about 200 yards from our LCI. After the big splash we couldn't believe what
happened when the pilot surfaced. We threw out a life preserver with a rope attached. He
grabbed it and we pulled him over to our ship. We put a rope ladder over for him to climb
intending to take him prisoner. Four of
us were at the railing with guns. As
the Jap reached the edge of the ship's
deck, we offered him a hand to help
him get aboard. That's when he pulled
a knife and was going to get at least
one more American. The guys with the
guns were alert and a couple of blasts
sent the pilot tumbling into the ocean.
One of our crew wanted to climb down
the ladder and get the pilot's helmet
but we would not let him go down.
Again, we express our thanks to Pam
for sharing this book with us. At her
request, it will be forwarded to Dennis
Blocker to keep in our association's
archives. Loyel is honored today with a
plaque aboard the 1091.

Loyel Hoseck, Plank-holder of USS LCI(L) 1091
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Get Your Own Personal
Memorial Aboard the 713!

Remember how we used to stow our life jackets in the overhead? Now you can have your own life
jacket aboard the 713. The restorers of the 713 have come up with a fund-raising idea in which
many of you will want to participate.
A large number of kapok life jackets, just like we used to wear, have been purchased by the
Amphibious Forces Memorial Museum; and their board has plans for a way to use them for fund
raising while at the same time honoring LCIers.
For a donation of $250 to the “Get the 713 Underway Fund,” a life jacket will be mounted on an
oak board with a plaque reading In Honor of ... [your name] plus four lines of engraving of your
choice. The life jackets will be mounted in the overhead of the mess deck
To order your life jacket, send your check for $250 and the copy you want put on your plaque to:
Amphibious Forces Memorial Museum
P.O. Box 17220
Portland, OR 97219
Or you may order through their website:
www.amphibiousforces.org
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The Chaplain’s Corner
Start with Yourself
When my dad (John L Gatton, LCI 96) and I journeyed back to the beaches
of Normandy in observance of the 60th Anniversary of D-Day, part of our
tour took us to Westminster Abbey. I remember reading the following words
inscribed on the tomb of an Anglican Bishop (1100 A.D.) in the historical crypts of that venerable
old cathedral. The epitaph so impressed me, I wrote it down:

When I was young and free, my imagination had no limits. I dreamed of changing the world.
As I grew older and wiser, I discovered the world would not change, so I shortened my
sights somewhat and decided to change only my country.
But it too seemed immovable.
As I grew into my twilight years, in one last desperate attempt I settled for changing only
my family, those closest to me; but alas, they would have none of it.
And now as I lie on my deathbed, I suddenly realize: If I had only changed myself first, then,
by example, I would have changed my family.
From their inspiration and encouragement, I would have been able to better my country and,
who knows, I may have even changed the world.
Life is always a matter of building something that will withstand change. Each of us has the opportunity to build something: a secure family, a good reputation, a career, a relationship to God. But
some of those things can disappear almost overnight due to financial losses, natural disasters illness or other unforeseen difficulties.
What are we to do? Daniel Webster offered excellent advice, saying, “If we work on marble it will
perish If we work on brass, time will efface it. If we rear temples, they will crumble to dust. But
if we work on men's immortal minds, if we imbue them with high principles, with a just fear of God
and love of their fellow-men, we engrave on those tablets something which time cannot efface,
and which will brighten and brighten to all eternity.”
When “things need to be changed,” it's always best to start with ourselves. And, that may be the
beginning of change for our families, our communities, our nation and our world. Then, and only
then, can we build something that is truly eternal.
—Agape,
Chaplain Mike
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IN MEMORIAM
Our thoughts and prayers go out to the families and friends of these
shipmates who have sailed for their final port since our last newsletter

“Almighty and eternal God, from whose love we cannot be parted, either by death or life;
hear our prayers and thanksgiving for those whom we here remember.
“Grant unto sorrowing family and shipmates the blessing of your peace that
passes understanding.”
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LCI Unknown
John Henry Farrell

LCI 237
Jack W. Love

LCI 461
Raymond Hart

LCI 664
Lloyd Ugland

LCI 22
James I. Poore

LCI 324
Paul J. Mascatelli

LCI 471
William Bishop

LCI 705
Francis Keenan

LCI 26
Lloyd L. Kempton

LCI 329
George Buckhalter

LCI 492
Damian Pecuch

LCI 754
Lloyd West

LCI 36
Bruce Satterlee

LCI 366
Preston W. Reagen

LCI 514
Victor Batgnall

LCI 765
John D. Lynch

LCI 39
Joseph N. Cocci

LCI 72
George F. Young

LCI 527
Thomas A.Scott

LCI 768
Charles E. Blitch

LCI 73
James Wescovich

LCI 402
Edward F. Rostek

LCI 551
Donald Buswell

LCI 804
Jack Knightstep

LCI 74
Robert E. Gowin

LCI 407
William L. McDonald

LCI 575
Earnest Q. Schaffer

LCI 815
Jack E. Nelson

LCI 89
George L. Oberle

LCI 419
William H. Kerruish

LCI 580
Linwood E. Lowell

LCI 1002
Vernie Harris

LCI 91
Herbert Nolda

LCI 431
Robert Goldberg

LCI 588
John Wilson

LCI 1075
James T. Busch

LCI 223
James V. Cella

LCI 454
Glen A. Johnson

LCI 596
Harold Barnes

LCI 230
Bruce MacDowell

LCI 455
Donald Hurst

LCI 657
John G. Jensen

ORANGE DIPLOMACY (?)
By
Arthur Jaseau, RM2c,
LCI(L) 1094

An account from the Pacific war of a well-meant good deed that went astray!
One morning our ship took on some soldiers and got underway from Iwo Jima to the small uninhabited island of Minami-Iwo-Jima where night fires had been spotted. Thinking those forces might be
Japanese, we were detailed to check the source of these lights. At general quarters, we arrived at
Minami-Iwo-Jima which was nothing more than a small cone-shaped rock jutting out of the sea with
no real beach and with treacherous rocks, hazardous shoals and hammering waves
After a reconnaissance, the 1094 found precarious anchorage. Then armed Army and ship's crew
landing parties fought their way in on rafts. They eventually located one emaciated, starved
Japanese individual. Returning, the light rafts encountered very rough seas and were at great peril
So, with considerable difficulty, a messenger line was taken out, and the rafts were helped in with
ropes. Before proceeding for Iwo Jima, we had to cut our fouled stern anchor cable after all attempts
to retract failed.
Getting underway, my duty station was in the radio room, so I was unaware of what went on topside.
Later, when I came out, I saw our “prisoner” sitting on the deck just outside my radio room looking
frightened and forlorn. I thought I would try to cheer him up. As a Boy Scout I had chosen to learn a
little Japanese for a Merit Badge, so now I felt that experience would help me show some American
humanity! I grabbed a few oranges I had bummed from an Army aircraft repair ship and with my
English-Japanese dictionary in hand I slowly approached him.
To the best of my recollection, the following is what I think I said:
“konnichi wa” (“hello!”) No response
“eigo ga dekimasu ka?” (“do you speak English?”)
He gave me a wary but puzzled look but said nothing. I continued:
“nihongo ga sukoshi shika hanasemas” (“I speak only a little Japanese”)
He still looked unsure and quizzical. I offered him an orange
“Oranji? (“orange?”)
I paused. He took the orange and slowly peeled it, ate a
segment and nodded. With that, I put some oranges in front
of him. He looked up at me with a faint smile and said
“arigato gozaimasu” (“Thank you”) and promptly threw
up!
Ambivalent and exhausted from my diplomatic efforts
(and from cleaning up the poor fellow's mess), I continued my duties until we arrived at Iwo Jima. After he disembarked an Army officer came up to me and said,
“Sailor, that was the most unintelligible Japanese I have
ever heard! And, Sailor, for your information, he had finally
retained some of the food your crew had patiently given
him—that is, until he ate your orange!”
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The Saga of the Screen Doors
By
Robert Morris

After his commission as a “90 day wonder,” Robert Morris, now a resident of Santa Barbara, CA,
served aboard LCIs 631,632, and 1026.
In late May or early June 1944, as a newly-minted 90-day wonder Ensign I was assigned to “supervise” the commissioning of LCI(L) 1026 at the Albina Engine and Machine Works in P:ortland,
Oregon. The Navy put me and my counterpart, Joe Shulman of LCI(L) 1027 in a hotel in Portland
and gave us clip boards listing all the equipment that was to be on board when we were ready to
sail. So Joe and I, neither of whom knew squat about ship outfitting, daily went to the shipyard
and checked each item when we could find it. I'm sure the shipyard folks were less than enthusiastic about our nosing around the ship getting in the way of the workers.
A few days before we were to be commissioned everything on my list was in place except for
three screen doors for the deck house. Evidently the doors anticipated duty in some mosquito-ridden tropical locality, but I can't say I ever saw any screen doors on any of the numerous LCIs I
was aboard. But, being young, literal-minded and inexperienced, I refused to sign off, certifying
that the LCI(L) 1026 was complete. Eventually, the yard managers persuaded me to sign, promising that the screen doors would catch up with us at San Diego, our next port.
We were at San Diego for about six months, practicing beach landings, transporting troops, etc.
During that time I kept pestering the supply and BuShips people who kept telling me the doors
would be at Pearl Harbor when we got there. Oddly enough, nobody ever told me the Navy had
decided screen doors were not required on LCIs.
In December, 1944, I was transferred to LCI(M) 631 in the billet of Gunnery Officer. I have always
wondered if my pursuit of the screen doors had anything to do with my transfer.

HELP EDIT THIS NEWSLETTER!
If you have any writing or editorial skills that you would like to use we'd love to have you
join us in keeping The Elsie Item going. What we need is someone who can review and edit
submissions. Maybe even do a bit of writing! With the internet there's no
concern about where you may be located.
Associates especially—Here's a chance to be of real service to our Association.
Old timers? You bet!
I'd love to hear from you. Email cummerj@bellsouth.net.
Home phone 803-714-9098. Cell 803-381-4779
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Captain Phillip Porter, USN (Ret)

Captain Phillip Porter, USN (Ret) began his 46 year career serving in LCIs. He first served in the
Mediterranean as the skipper of LCI 18. In the Pacific he was skipper of LCI 690. In October, 1945,
then Commander Porter assumed command of LCI Flotilla 22 with the 690 as his flagship.
Captain Porter is pictured here in his Connecticut home a few days before the 65th Anniversary of D-Day
with a copy of the January 2007 Elsie Item which featured coverage of Flotilla 10 at Normandy.
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My Life on a LCI Gunboat
By Charles R. Ports
LCI(G) 23
In 1943, during my senior year in high school, I
enlisted in the Navy. On completing boot camp in
San Diego, California, I was sent to Noumea,
New Caledonia for assignment. There I received
gunnery training and, on 15 October 1943, was
received on board USS LCI (G) 23.
On 27 October, 1943, I witnessed my first
combat at Blanche Harbor, Treasury Islands, as
the first loader of the 3"50 gun. This was my
combat station for the entire time I was aboard.
We were so close to the beach that small arms
fire was ricocheting off our structure. As we
strafed the beach we could see bodies falling
from the trees.
Two LSTs beached and were unloading while
under mortar fire. We moved into a visual position and placed several rounds of 3"50 into an
area from where smoke was coming. We hung
around a bit and on leaving the area, the mortar
attack resumed. We moved back and placed several more rounds into the suspected position,
after which no further action was detected.
Our steering posts were leaking so bad we
were sent to Mort's Dry Dock, Sidney, Australia,
for repairs. I had asked our "Skipper," Lt. Ben A.
Thirkield, to assign me to the "black gang,"
going so far as to have my supervisor at the Car
Ports Depot, El Paso, Texas, write a letter of recommendation. The "Skipper" informed me the
slots were all full, so my request was denied.
We had a good time and ate well while visiting
Sidney. On departing the Coral Sea was as
smooth as glass. Suddenly the seas developed
into waves coming over the stern and washing all
the way to the bow. Our screws were out of the
water as much as they were in. While out of the
water, the engines would scream and almost stall
when the stern reentered the water. We eventually lost both gear boxes and were towed to
Noumea, New Caladonia. Needing someone to
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dismantle the engine room, I turned in my chipping hammer and went to busting nuts. On arriving at Noumea we were ready to swing out the
old and install new or rebuilt gear boxes and
eight engines. I learned the mechanics of the
vessel fast.
One of a supervisor's responsibilities is to
develop potential of a subordinate, and LTJG De
Witt did just that for me. He would give me
books to read and query me while we sat on the
bridge deck. In a short while I was promoted to a
Fireman 1st Class and shortly thereafter to a
MoMM 3rd Class. I was later designated fuel and
oil king, chief of my watch and placed in charge
of all deck equipment, wenches, fog generator
and auxiliary pumps.
We proceeded to Bouganville via Tulagi, Florida
Island, which was our headquarters at that time.
On arrival one could see the beaches had not
been cleared from landing craft lost in the initial
landing and the air strip construction by the CBs
was well under way. Often we would see aircraft
so damaged you would wonder how they could fly
or attempt to land.
Equipped with radar, a scarce piece of equipment at the time, we patrolled the coast of the
island night after night and the intelligence gathered was unknown to me. Early one day we
escorted a reconnaissance party loaded in LCMs
and LCVPs to a point on the northwest coast and
returned the same day without event. On 29
November 1943 we were not so fortunate in
landing a raiding force of 739 Marines and supporting elements from the 1st Parachute
Battalion and M Company, 3rd Raider Battalion
at Koiaris on the east side of the island located
in the Empress Augusta Bay area. After the
Marines went ashore they came under heavy
attack and the landing craft attempted to return
and retrieve them. They came under more heavy

enemy fire and withdrew to a safe distance. We
made several starboard runs, bombarding the
area to soften up the pressure on the Marines.
Each round of the 3"50 ammunition was passed
under the gun to the first loader, requiring a knee
bend each time. At the end of the day I could
hardly stand from the trembling after doing so
many squats.
The Marines were outnumbered three to one
and suffered seventeen killed in action, seven
missing in action and ninety-seven wounded during the engagement. They were able to be
retrieved only after fighter aircraft and a destroyer arrived on the scene at dusk. On covering the
withdrawal we picked up several combatants
swimming to safety.
After more patrol duty we returned to Tulagi
for resupply and medical attention as most of the
crew had dysentery with a good number being
hospitalized.
We were then assigned to patrol the St.
George Channel between New Britain and New
Ireland islands to stop any resupply effort
between the Japanese who occupied that area.
We were there three days in and one day out for
rest and then back in. While in the Rabaul area
the most eerie sound would be heard at night
when the area was being bombed. The bombs
would scream and sound like they were coming
down on you. The Japanese must been horrified.
During patrol we would pick up mines floating
on the surface and approach them causally, blowing them up when found. At night we would try
for visual contact but give up and depart the
area.
We spotted a vessel concealed at the shore in
the jungle and fired a few rounds of 3"50 into it
setting it afire. The fires were extinguished. We
fired a few more rounds setting it afire and left
the area.
I do not remember if we returned to Tulagi but
our operational base then became Hollandia, New
Guinea.
An LCT loaded with radar equipment was
caught in a storm and washed ashore on a small
island which I think was called Treasure Island.
Some LCIs, trying to drag the LCT from beach,
developed mechanical problems. We, LCI (G) 23,
were sent to aid in the recovery. As much sand

as possible was removed with hoses in the
attempt to drag the LCI into the water.
LeRoy Tichenor and I volunteered to stay
aboard the LCT to keep the handy billies pumping
water out of the hull. We were ordered to abandon if anything went wrong. When we were
towed to a suitable anchorage the pumps were
stopped - and the LCT immediately settled to the
bottom.
The only time we carried troops on board was
when we took a reconnaissance party with a couple of Samoan guides to an unknown shore on
Guinea. On return from this mission they reported that nothing was found.
On 15 September 1943 we invaded Morotai. I
do not remember anything of importance but I was
impressed by destruction the rocket ships caused.
We learned that, when firing, you don't want to be
on either side of the rocket launchers as those
rockets don't always travel in a forward path.
The 31st Infantry Division occupied the island
in an effort to secure control of the north side of
Molucca.
In October we formed up for the invasion of
Leyte, Philippines, with the battleships firing over
our heads. We went in on what was designated
as Yellow Beach, providing fire support for the
troops being landed there. We had to go between
some fish traps constructed of bamboo poles.
They could have been located on a sand bar as
assumed by our later actions. There were three
or four LCIs entering the area and the Japs
selected those vessels to fire on, causing some
damage. However we were able to land the
troops and get out of there. For the next few
days we laid around the Leyte Gulf where the
flotilla was exposed to Japanese air strikes, the
number of which I do not recall.
On Oct. 22, 1944, while standing by at
Tacloban waiting for a landing party to form up, a
kamikaze pilot in a two engine bomber, which I
believe were called Betties, lined up on us. One
of our 3 inch shells burst near the attacker,
knocking the pilot off course. In missing us, his
right wing struck the 20mm stern gun tub of the
vessel next to us and went into the water. I do
not know how many casualties or what damage
was done, though there were a lot of guns aimed
at the aircraft, I only remember the burst that I
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have reason to think came from our gun.
While heading north through the San Juanico
Straits between Leyte and Samar Islands many
Japanese bodies were sighted. The Filipinos were
probably having their revenge.
Somewhere in the strait a suspicious party of
three men was spotted, trying to cross to Samar
Island in a small wooden boat. On being challenged, they tried a suicide mission. One
strapped some explosives to his waist and handed a cord to another person and swam toward
our gunboat. We captured him before he could
do any harm. LTJG Russell immediately ordered
the prisoner to be transferred to another vessel
as he had a hate for those people for reasons of
a previous experience.
Prepared to provide fire support, we continued
through the strait landing the 1st Squadron, 7th
Cavalry at Babatngon on October 24, 1944, without incident. The following morning, while we
lined up for breakfast, we came under attack by
an aircraft.
I do not know if General Quarters was ever
called as we scrambled to our Battle Stations.
We fired on two other aircraft before being badly
hit. My record shows 10 killed in action, 24
wounded and 19 not reporting injury. All casualties were from the crew of LCI (G) 23. I was
wounded in both knees, both thighs, both buttocks, groin, left forearm and wrist.
The skipper gave the orders to abandon ship,
and I was the last to leave the 3 inch gun tub.
On reaching the main deck, I jumped into a
Landing Craft Mechanized (LCM) which had
pulled up alongside of us and took us to the
beach. On arrival at the beach I had walked
about 20 yards when a Filipino approached me
with a chair to carry me. Soon afterwards a
stretcher arrived. On being placed on the stretcher I could not even raise my head. That was what
shock can do to you. I was carried to a fox hole
where first aid was administered and I was
hooked up to blood plasma. Later, I and other
shipmates, were loaded on an LCM "Higgins
boat" and were taken back through the straits to
Tacloban. Somewhere in the strait we came
under attack. Someone called “Here they
come!” and the LCM crew started firing their
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weapons. I learned the difference between
scared when I was manning my own gun and
when I was helpless.
The 58th Hospital had me under their care for
about a week. They tried to evacuate me by air,
but after three unsuccessful attempts they put
me on the Pinckney, a troop transport. It was
out of the frying pan and into the fire as that
transport continued to be a Japanese target.
The Pinckney headed toward Noumea, New
Caledonia, when it was diverted to Manus Island
to pick casualties from the USS Mt. Hood, an
ammunition ship which blew up on 10 Nov. 1944.
S1C Dick Barns, the only man busted while serving on LCI (G) 23, was a convalescent patient
being evacuated on the Pinckney, Barns always
saw that our gun crew had coffee each morning.
I will always be grateful to him for that.
At Noumea I was bed ridden for quite a while.
Around Christmas when the last vessel left for
the States I asked a doctor why I was not on it.
His reply was that they were going to get me
fixed up and return me to duty. To get his attention, I dropped a cigarette which I was smoking
into my hand and told him when he was ready I
would remove it.
Shortly after the end of year 1945 I arrived at
Farragut, Idaho, where I went through physiotherapy and a nerve operation and was discharged on
15 July 1945 on a medical discharge with the
notation that my healing was not stabilized. I
have since had surgery three times to remove
shrapnel.
On becoming a civilian I chose to put all my
bad memories behind me. This account is the
first time I have tried to recall them. Many dates
are not noted as I do not recall them and minute
details are omitted.

Charles Potts supplied this interesting account to
accompany his personal reminiscences of his life
as a LCI Gunboat sailor.

Charles Potts supplied this interesting account to accompany his personal reminiscences
of his life as a LCI Gunboat sailor.

A Lucky Jap Dive Bomber Spoils
the Day For LCI Gunboat
by Sgt. Bill Alcine, Yank staff
BABATNGON, the Philippines --- It was a beautiful
day. The Philippine sun reflected on wave-dimpled
surface of small Opong Bay. We had landed the
day before, October 24, at Babatngon, 30 miles
from Tacloban through the San Juanico Strait,
which separates Leyte from Samar Island.
LCI gunboats and LCMs had taken the 1st
Squadron of the 7th Cavalry up from Tacloban to
beach in a landing as gently and unwarlike as a
picnic outing. It was a peaceful invasion and highly regarded by the natives of Babatngon.
Yesterday Filipinos of the village, from old men to
young boys, had pushed aside the GIs in their
eagerness to unload the LCMs.
Pvt. M. Mathews of Memphis, Tennessee,
watched them sweat under ammo boxes, crates
of "K" rations, 4.2 mortar shell loads and all the
odds and ends of an invasion. He shoved his helmet back from his perspiring head.
“Mumph,” he said. “I never thought I'd see
LCMs unloaded like that! These People must be
crazy."
They were crazy with relief after three years
under the Japanese. The still morning was beautiful. The gunboats had warped up to the miniature
concrete jetty. A crew of Army men and a couple
of correspondents were chasing their breakfast
pancakes with a cigarette and a mug of coffee.
Some still curious Filipinos loitered around the
jetty, shooting the breeze in understandable
English with the guard, or just looking out into the
bay. The other gunboats idled, waiting for orders
to return to Tacloban. Some LCMs milled around.
The sun was beginning to burn.

From nowhere a Jap plane, a Zeke, flattened
out of a glide and dropped two bombs near one of
gunboats, then swung out of the harbor with his
tail in the lead of some belated 20mm fire.
Coffee cups were spilled and forgotten as
excited sailors ran for their posts. The order was
barked to get the hell away from the wharf. With
a shrill whine and a staccato pounding of its
engine, a Val streaked in at us from over the hills
behind the beachhead and headed for our boat at
the wharf. Tracers—thin white lines over the
ship—ripped a chunk out of the mast.
The plane screamed over our heads, starting to
smoke and dropped two wing-racked bombs on
one of the gunboats in the bay. It looked like a
hit.
The Val slipped away from the blast and
wavered away still smoking. We ran off the
wharf and pulled alongside the blasted ship, made
fast to her and the hose was broken out for fires
below decks. Astern on the starboard deck, three
denim clad sailors lay crumpled, their blood clotting on blue painted metal.
The entire crew of the 3"50 had been wounded.
One sailor had fallen out of position to the main
deck where he sprawled with horrible limpness,
his face hidden by a chalky hand. At the 40mm
position a sailor still sat in the trainer's seat,
blood running down face, his dazed eyes fixed on
the loader's body, huddled under the tractor seat
on the left of the gun. There was a jagged hole in
the loaders back. A bomb fragment had hit him
full in chest.
A sailor on deck called, "Throw me a blanket, I
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want to cover him."
As he stood over one of the dead his voice was
harsh with helpless bitterness.
“Joe had been below arguing about a stateside
furlough just 10 minutes before!"
Two more men died. Splinters from the near
miss had shredded the entire deck, the superstructure and the conning tower like a load of
buckshot at a tin can.
An LCM came along side and took off the
wounded. One more died on the way to the beach
less than a hundred yards away.
As hoses were rigged, the crew of our craft
worked feverishly to flood the smoldering holes.
One man went below and began plugging the
holes at the waterline with bits of wood. His hammer sounded dully under the excited chatter of
the gasoline auxiliary pumps. Skelton crews
manned guns aboard our craft against the threat
of further attack.
Those of us who had no specific duties started
to pick up the dead and put them in chicken wire
stretchers and passing them over side into an
LCM. At the door of the miniature galley we
stopped. One man said "Oh Christ," over and over.
Finally we edged inside.
The chief pharmacist had been getting a second cup of coffee when the bombs hit and part of
the splinters had hit that part of the ship where
he had been standing. We dug his body out from
under an unimaginable mass of debris----coffee,
flour, cooking utensils, scraps of aluminum,
canned goods split open by the concussion.
As we worked to place the body into the
stretcher, I slipped on what I thought was a can
of spaghetti. Then I saw that it wasn't spaghetti.
Aloft on the gun deck, a swearing sailor was
checking the 3"50. It was out of commission.
Two 20mms and two 50mm machine guns on the
starboard side were bomb pitted and gouged with
shining pock marks. The sailor was swearing with
concentrated bitterness while he alternately
trained and elevated the 40mm.
Finally he said, "She's OK, thank Christ."
He left the job and started to roll up a bombsplashed tarpaulin, being very careful to square
the ends meticulously, like a boot rolling his dress
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blues. He then carried it to the side and threw it
overboard.
"Been gonna do just that to that goddamn
thing for days," he said.
I asked him the usual question, “Where are you
from?”
"Me, I'm from here, same damn islands."
He wiped hands on his shirt
"Had a wife and kid in Manila. I was in Pearl
when the Japs hit, the family was in Manila."
I asked another question. He nodded.
"The wife and kid would always be here in
Manila."
He was Coxswain Francis D. Kirkbride.
"I've been through five of these things," he
said. "Never had a scratch. Hell, everyone on that
3"50 was wounded and I was right beside'em.
Charmed life, I guess."
He looked around.
"Hell of a mess isn't it?" he asked, and, without waiting for an answer looked up and yelled,
"Hey skipper, this 40 is OK, but we got no goddamn crew to man her."
Aboard our ship Wallace Cook, PHM1C of
Seattle, Washington, put his medical aid stuff
back in a little tin box. He had treated five wounded men. It was the first time that he had been
through a strafing job.
"Well, yeah, I guess I was scared. I dunno but
I'd go through it again. I'd like to get even."
He looked a little pale. Who didn't?
Later the small gunboat was beached and camouflaged with a welter of tree branches and palm
fronds. She looked like a drunken whore in night
court.
Finally, we went ashore in an LCM that pushed
across the calm waters of Opong Bay. It was still
a beautiful day. The sun was shining and the blood
dried into narrow streaks on the side of the little
gunboat beached in the bay.

Voices from the Pacific
By
Dominick Maurone
LCI(G) 440

Dominick Maurone was born in Philadelphia, PA, in
November 1924. He graduated from high school in
June 1942. He was declared 4F by his draft board
because of flat feet. His draft status was changed
to 1A in 1943, at his request. He served aboard
an LCI(G) in the Pacific until his discharge in
1946. As a civilian after the war, he worked for
Honeywell, Inc., until his retirement in 1986. He
now lives in Englewood, Florida.
After I passed my draft physical I asked for the
Navy. I was placed on inactive duty in the Navy
Reserves until called to active duty on 2 October
1943. After going through boot camp at Great
Lakes, I boarded a troop ship at Norfolk, VA, along
with some marines, soldiers, and other sailors who
were going to the receiving station at Pearl Harbor.
We arrived at Pearl Harbor in late December 1943. I
spent two weeks in a receiving barracks before I
was assigned to LCI(G) 440. It was the early part of
January 1944 when I boarded the ship as a seaman
second class. The ship was originally built as a landing craft for landing infantry on beaches. However,
it was converted to a gunboat (G) for close range
support for our troops. The ship was 157 feet long
and twenty-four feet at the beam. It was manned by fifty-seven crewmen and four officers. The armament consisted of three 40-mm antiaircraft guns, two 20-mm guns, and eight .50-caliber machine
guns that were fastened on the well deck. We also had forty-two rocket launchers, each holding
twelve 4.5-inch rockets. There were an additional five single rocket launchers that were mounted to
hinge over the side, outside of the ramp deck. There were a total of 504 high-explosive rockets that
we could launch at the beach in a matter of seconds. However, they were never launched all at once,
but in banks. It was said that we had the fire power of a class 2200 destroyer.
Most of the crew was fairly new, with only a few experienced sailors on board. All of our officers
were of the “Ninety-Day Wonder” type. The highest-ranking officer was our commander, who was a
lieutenant (j.g.). His name was C. J. Keyes; we referred to him as “Eighty-Eight Keys,” because of
the eighty-eight keys on a piano. Of course, we never called him that to his face. Our gunnery and
executive officer was Lt. (j.g.) Vyron Grace. Our engineering officer was J. Simons, but the crew had
very few dealings with him. I don't even remember what he looks like.
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Lt. Grace was a completely different personality than Lt. Keyes, our skipper. He was not people oriented. He was slightly wounded during the Marshall Islands campaign. (He was hit on the thumb on
one of his hands.) With just a skeleton crew after the Marshall Islands campaign he had us scraping
paint off decks and bulkheads and painting while he was sunbathing on the gun deck and nursing
his sore thumb as we headed back to Pearl Harbor.
When he became skipper after Keyes was transferred, it was entirely different aboard ship. He did
not like the cursing and swearing the crew used in conversation. More than once he stepped out of
the officers' mess, which was right next to the kitchen where we would line up for our meals, and
warn us about our cursing and the action he would take if it continued. But all and all, I guess he
did his job pretty well.
Our most experienced crew members numbered about eight or ten. There was a boatswain's mate
first class, a couple of machinists mates, a radioman, and a signalman. The rest of us were all seaman first class and seaman second class.
While in Hawaii, our ship and other LCIs went out on maneuvers and practiced for future landings by
firing on the island of Maui. Like I said, most of us were inexperienced and had never been in combat before. My battle station was “first loader” on a 40-mm gun on the port side of the gun deck.
This was my first encounter with this gun. After a short period of practicing--going to general quarters, damage control, and support drills for beach landing--we were on our way to help win the war.
Our destination was the Marshall Islands. One day out from the Marshalls, general quarters was
sounded. There was a Jap plane flying over the convoy. It looked like an observation plane, and the
whole convoy opened fire on it, but not one shell hit it. General quarters was secured and all I could
think was, “We must have spent a million dollars worth of ammo firing at that plane and no one hit
it.”
On D-Day, 31 January 1944, we led the first wave of marines onto the beaches at Roi-Namur (part
of Kwajalein Atoll in the Marshall Islands), firing our rockets at the island along with Group-Eight,
which consisted of eight other LCIs. After the rockets were launched, we turned broadside to the
atoll and continued to fire at the beach with our guns. We were so close to the beach we could
actually see Jap snipers in the trees. In all of our beachhead encounters, the 440 and other LCI(G)s
would go in ahead of the first wave of troops.
That afternoon, we made a run on Arno Atoll and Majuro Atoll. On 1 February, we hit our main
objective, which was Kwajalein, the main Japanese naval air base in the Marshall Islands. In total,
we were involved in twenty-six of the thirty beachhead landings in the Marshalls. Many of those
islands had very few or no Japanese on them.
The landings at Eniwetok, another large atoll, took place on 19 February. On the twenty-second, we
made our last run, which was also the last island to be taken in that campaign, and that is one day
that has never left my mind. We were making our run and had just finished our last salvo of rockets.
We turned to starboard, facing Parry Island. We started firing on the island when our 40-mm gun,
the one I was on, jammed. As “first loader,” it was my responsibility to go under the gun and
remove the shell that was causing the jam. The gun crew consisted of four people, two who guided
the direction and firing of the gun, a “first loader” who would load the gun (there were four shells to
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each clip), and a “second loader” who removed the clips from the magazine and handed them to the
first loader.
While I was under the gun I heard a loud hissing sound. At first I thought it was more rockets going
off, but then I noticed that the second loader was laying on the deck. When I looked over at him he
was bleeding and had a large gash in his back. He was dead. We were under attack and I could no
longer hear any of our guns firing. The ship appeared to have lost power and was adrift.
To this day I don't know what made me go to the rear of the gun deck and slide down the ladder to
the fantail, while the rest of the crew on the forward gun deck went down the ladder to the well
deck. We were being hit by 5-inch shells, the first one hitting on the front starboard side of the gun
deck, destroying one of the 40-mm guns and damaging the conning tower. Lt. (j.g.) Grace was
wounded on the thumb. It also put the radio room and steering compartment out of business. The
second shell hit the ladder going down to the well deck, killing all the men from my gun.
While we were drifting out of control, I could hear bullets being fired from snipers on the beach hitting the winch on the fantail. Up to that point I had been too occupied to be scared. Then one of the
crewmen was able to switch the ship over to manual control, which was a big steering wheel turned
by hand. It was his battle station to begin with. After we were hit and out of control, he came up
through the hatch, which opened to the fantail. He was wearing a headset under his helmet, and
when he saw that we weren't sinking he went back below and switched the ship over to manual
steering and was guided by the people in the conning tower.
The marines had secured a beachhead by then, and we were able to restart our engines and pull
away from the island. Our pharmacist's mate was one of the eight crewmen killed during the action
and we were without any medical personnel on board. Those of us who were not wounded started
treating the wounded as best we could, giving morphine to those who were in pain. There were thirty-five men, including one officer, who were wounded, well over half the crew.
We pulled alongside of the USS Solace, a hospital ship, so they could treat our wounded. We later
buried our dead at sea from the decks of the USS Pennsylvania. I can still see the canvas bags sliding from under the American flags and splashing into the water. Those eight were the only deaths
we suffered during the entire war.
Going back to our ship was the only time in my Navy career that I became seasick. I'm sure it was
due to both the sight of those eight crewmen being buried at sea and the choppy water hitting the
LCM as it took us back to our ship.
We had some minor repairs done on the ship, then headed back to Pearl Harbor. On the way back
our captain told us that the shells that hit us and two other LCIs were from our own destroyers. We
arrived back at Pearl sometime in March 1944, and the ship went into dry dock for further repairs.
We picked up replacements to fill the void left by our dead, and the wounded who didn't return to
the ship. While at Pearl, I was promoted to Seaman First Class and was made first loader on the 40mm gun that was on the bow of the ship. After a few weeks, the ship was repaired. We had a full
crew and were on our way again on 18 April 1944, and headed southwest.
In May 1944, we gathered in the Marshall Islands in preparation for the invasion of the Mariana
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Islands. We were in a convoy that consisted of Tractor Group-Four. Our flag ship was the USS Black,
DD 666. We had sixteen LSTs, carrying the First Provisional Marine Brigade, which was a unit of
the famous Carlson's Raiders. Our Group Eight consisted of nine LCIs, 365, 366, 439, 440, 442,
474, 475, 437, and 450. On 10 May, we were underway.
We participated on the initial assault on Saipan Island on 15 June, and stayed in the area until 5
July. After participating in the landings we went along with TG-4 as an aircraft screen. We were
attacked by five Jap torpedo planes, some of which launched their torpedoes at the USS Black. One
of the planes was shot down and crashed about five hundred yards off our starboard beam. For the
next few weeks we patrolled between Saipan and Guam.
We left Saipan on 5 July 1944, and headed for Eniwetok, where we picked up supplies-ammo, water,
mail--and reloaded our rocket crates. We then joined a convoy and were on our way for the invasion
of Guam.
On 21 July 1944, we got into position with the rest of Group Eight to attack Agat Beach. We headed towards the island at five knots. At 0820 we fired our test rockets to see how close to the
beach they would hit. Then we moved in closer and fired salvo after salvo until our rocket launchers
were empty, which put us within a hundred yards of the beach. We then turned broadside to the
beach and commenced firing with our 40-mm and 20-mm guns, and our .50-caliber water-cooled
machine guns. That continued until our troops established a beachhead, at which time we pulled
away from the island. We were then ordered, along with other LCIs in Group Eight, to patrol the
boat lanes between Bangi Point and Neye Island. Division 15 Commander, aboard LCI 365, then
ordered us to line up parallel to each other, 120 feet apart. While we were in this formation the 365
got caught in a crossfire between the Jap guns south of Bangi Point and from the north at Palagi
Rock and Neye Island. The 365 received nine hits on both port and starboard sides, killing seven
and wounding fifteen. The 365 was out of action and the 439 became our flagship, and for the next
couple of days we continued to patrolled the boat lanes.
Two days after the 365 was hit, a small unit of marines in their amphibious vehicles entered the
water off of Agat Beach and headed north through the boat lanes in front of the LCIs. They turned
into a small beach in the area between Neye Island and Palagi Rock, the same area where the Japs
hit the 365. A burst of machine gun and mortar fire destroyed their vehicles and all the marines
were killed. We were then given orders by the commander to go in and draw their fire. This was so
our planes could see where the firing was coming from and destroy the site. This was definitely a
suicide mission.
The division commander, now aboard the 439, ordered the single file method for strafing the area
between Neye Island and Palagi Rock. There were seven LCIs on this mission, and we were perfect
targets for the Japs. As we proceeded in at slow speed, we saw the 439 get hit with mortar fire.
She suffered two killed and thirteen injured. As the 366 reached its point of fire, it was also hit,
with five killed and thirteen wounded, including the Commanding Officer. We, on the 440, were next
in line. Our commander, Lt. Keyes, saw where the Jap mortar shells were falling and turned to starboard and out of their range. Our planes were then able to see where the mortar fire was coming
from and destroyed the site.
With the Commanding Officer of the 366 wounded, our executive officer, Lt. (j.g.) Grace, reported
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aboard the 366 to temporary duty as Commanding Officer. After the invasion of Guam, Commander
Keyes was transferred, and Vyron Grace returned to the 440 and became our new commander. I
was then promoted to Electrician's Mate Third Class, and was the only Electricians Mate on the
ship. We then returned to Pearl Harbor for repairs and supplies. After a short stay we were on our
way to the next invasion–the Philippines.
We arrived in the Philippines, and made the initial assault on the island of Leyte from 20 October to
24 October 1944. We remained in the bay between Leyte and Samar as the Japanese air force went
all out with kamikazes. They came in day after day, and from our battle stations we watched as
they dove at our big ships, hitting many of them. Two that I remember being hit were the Suwannee
and the Santee, both escort carriers.
After Leyte, we went north for the invasion of Luzon. We set sail in convoy for Lingayen Gulf, which
is on the western side of Luzon. We led the first wave of troops in to establish a beachhead on 9
January 1945, and remained in the area until 5 March.
On 25 March 1945, we provided close fire support for underwater demolition teams that went into
Kerama Retto, a small island near Okinawa, in preparation for the landings. We got pretty close to
the island and the frogmen went over the side to search for and clear any underwater obstacles
that might hinder the landings. It was then that we gave close-in fire support to them until they
were safely back aboard. On 29 and 30 March 1945, we repeated the same thing on Okinawa. Then
along with the rest of the LCIs in Group Eight, we led the first waves of troops onto the beaches.
On 15 May 1945, while checking the generator in the engine room, I started seeing white spots
before my eyes. I went to our commander, Vyron Grace, about my not being able to see correctly.
He had our pharmacists mate, Clyde Craig, take me to a ship that had a doctor aboard. The ship
was the USS Gosper, APA-170. I had an eye infection and needed treatment. The next day, with all
my gear, I went aboard the USS Mercy, a hospital ship heading for Saipan. From Saipan, I took a
hospital plane to the naval hospital at Pearl Harbor where I was diagnosed with corneal retinitis. I
spent about two months in the hospital there before being sent to another hospital in San
Francisco. From San Francisco, I boarded a train for another naval hospital in Norfolk, Virginia. It
was during this train ride that we heard about the first atomic bomb dropped on Japan. By the time
I arrived at the hospital in Norfolk the second bomb had been dropped.
The war was over.
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Tiny Clarkson’s Ship’s Stores
Order Blank
ARTICLE
DESCRIPTION
Gold Amphibious Lapel Pin
1 inch
Red Amphibious Cloth Patch (shoulder)
4 inch
LCI Association Cloth Patch
3 inch
LCI Association Decal (inside window)
3 inch
Red Amphibious Lapel Pin, small
7/8 inch
Red Amphibious Cap Pin, large
1 inch
Gold USN Fouled Anchor Cap Pin
1 inch
Gold USN Eagle Cap Pin
1 inch
Combat Vet Script Cap Pin
1 inch
Combat Action Ribbon
Full Size
Iwo Jima – 50th Commemoration
1 inch
MINIATURE MEDALS (cap or lapel)
1 inch
American Theater
European Middle East Theater
Asia Pacific Theater
Purple Heart
Philippine Liberation
Good Conduct
WWII Victory
China Service
Navy Commendation
Bronze Star
Silver Star
MINIATURE METAL LAPEL RIBBONS
Purple Heart
China Service
Navy Commendation
Philippine Liberation
Philippine Independence
Navy Occupation
LCI Round Conn Ship Pin (side view) Hand fired, polished cloisonne
Normandy Invasion Pin 50th Anniversary
Normandy Invasion Beach Pins
Gold Tone
Omaha
Utah
Juno
Tote Bag Blue w/gold logo, 13”x15”
LCI Association Cap, blue
Conn: round [ ] square [ ]
LCI Association Cap, Tan Summer Conn: round [ ] square [ }
Amphibious Forces Memorial Museum Caps
Blue
Gold
LCI History Book, Volume I
LCI History Book, Volume II
Heath’s Excellent Black Cat Flotilla Book
SUB-TOTAL
TOTAL
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PRICE
$5.00
$4.00
$3.50
$0.75
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.00
$3.50

NUMBER
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________

TOTAL
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________

$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50

_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________

_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________

$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$6.00
$4.00

_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________

_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________

$3.50
$3.50
$3.50
$5.00
$15.00
$15.00

_________
_________
_________
_________
_________
_________

_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________

$15.00
$15.00
$40.00
$40.00
$10.00

_________
_________
_________
_________
_________

_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________
_____________

Add 12% Shipping and Packaging

Make check payable to:
Gordon L. Smith
2313 N.E. 110th Avenue
Vancouver, WA 98684
E-mail: lohning@aol.com

_____________
_____________

THE NEW NAVY MEETS THE OLD NAVY!

It was a very special night when the Ohio LCIers held their reunion on September 9, 2009!
Command Master Chief Keith Bryska, was the speaker for the banquet and he brought along with
him nine first class petty officers who had just been promoted to Chief Petty Officer. Hearing of
the LCI reunion, the chief selectees requested permission to attend the banquet so that they could
meet the LCI veterans. Not only did they attend the banquet, but they also took part in the memorial service.
Command Master Chief Bryska told of his Navy career, the Navy today and made a moving tribute
to all WWII Navy veterans. As he finished his remarks, Chief Bryska presented a plaque commemorating the meeting of Old and New Navy to Ohio LCI Chairman Jim Aydelotte.
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Need Help? Answers? Here are Your Officers and Board of Directors
Please feel free to contact any of the officers or directors listed below for whatever comments or questions
you may have. If the person you contact does not know the answer to your question, he will direct you
to one that can. We’re here to serve you!

OFFICERS
James E. Talbert, LCI 618
Chairman of the Board
12238 Woodland Trail
Council Bluffs IA 51503
712-366-1094
tab626@cox.net
John P. Cummer, LCI 502
President
302 Pinewood Cottage Lane,
Blythewood, SC 29016
803-714-9098
cummerj@bellsouth.net

Rev. David Cox, LCI 633
Chaplain
413 Tupilo Way NW
Birmingham, AL 35215
(205) 854-6229
Swabby1@bellsouth.net
Rev. Michael Gatton
Chaplain
Louisville, KY
502-762-0613
GATTGUY@aol.com
mgatton@insightbb.com

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

DIRECTORS EMERITUS
Connie R. Mulherin
LCI(G)561
1520 Sea Gull Drive
Titusville, FL 32796
321-268-1713
Cmulherin1@cfl.rr.com
Rod Scurlock
(LCI 565)
4445 Mustang Drive
Boise, Idaho 83709
208-362-4447
rhscurlock@aol.com

John France, Affiliate
Vice President
11621 Copper Springs Trail
Oro Valley, AZ 85737
520-429-3792
lci540@aol.com

Jim Aydelotte
(LCI 25)
3710 Goldfield Road #425
Apache Junction, AZ
85-219-6609
Jj10723@aol.com

Bob McLain
LCI 436)
1829 Hemlock Road
Lancaster, PA 17603-4437
717-392-4558
maxeyusn@comcast.net

Hal Bleyhl, LCI(L) 812
Treasurer
10418 Campville St.
Boise, ID 83709
208-639-9180
hbleyhl@aol.com

Gordon Smith
LCI(L) 43
2313 Northeast 110th Avenue
Vancouver, WA 98684
360-256-5901
lohning@aol.net

HISTORIANS

Steven Dudrow
Secretary
418 Cervina Drive North
Venice, Fl 34285
941-416-0717
stevedudrow@comcast.net

Joe Flynn
627 Bradford Road
El Cajon, CA 92019
619-588-7078
joeglo@msn.com

John France
European Theater of Operations
11621 Copper Springs Trail
Oro Valley, AZ 85737
(520)429-3792
Lci540@aol.com
Dennis Blocker
Pacific Theater of Operations
2847 Cedar Plain
San Antonio, TX 78245
(210)673-8854
lci449@hotmail.com

OFFICES AND SUPPORT SERVICES ARE PROVIDED BY NEHEMIAH COMMUNICATIONS, INC
101 Rice Bent Way, # 6, Columbia, SC 29229
803-865-5665
Please send information or questions about membership, dues payment, address,
e-mail or telephone changes to them.
Please send information concerning the death of an LCI shipmate to Jim Talbert and
any communications concerning The Elsie Item to John Cummer
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USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION
APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP
If you served aboard an LCI, you are eligible to join our Association as a regular member.
If you are a relative of someone who served aboard an LCI or if you just have a desire to have a part in remembering
those who so served, you are invited to join as an Affiliate.
DUES ARE $25.00 PER YEAR, June 1 through May 31.
Please complete this form and mail it to the address indicated below with your first year’s dues.
I. For Application as a Regular Member:
Name______________________________________________________________________________________________________
LCI Served On _______________________ Rank/Rate___________________________________
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________________________________
City________________________________________________ State_________________ Zip Code________________________
Phone (__________) ____________________________ E-Mail address_______________________________________________
Date of Birth____________________
Occupation or Former Occupation_______________________________ Wife’s name___________________________________
Help, please! As a precaution we’d like to have an alternate name and address that we might contact in case we can’t reach you:

Alternate Name_____________________________________________________________________________________________
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________________________________
City________________________________________________ State_________________ Zip Code________________________
Phone (__________) ____________________________ E-Mail address_______________________________________________
II. For Application as an Affiliate:
Name______________________________________________________________________________________________________
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________________________________
City________________________________________________ State_________________ Zip Code________________________
Phone (__________) ____________________________ E-Mail address_______________________________________________
Date of Birth____________________
Occupation ____________________________________ Spouse’s name ______________________________________________
My _________________________ (father, grandfather, uncle, etc.) whose name is/was _________________________________
served on LCI Number______________________ (If unknown or if you did not have a relative who served on an LCI, leave blank)
My Occupation _______________________________ Spouse’s name _______________________________________________
Help, please! As a precaution we’d like to have an alternate name and address that we might contact in case we can’t reach you:

Alternate Name_____________________________________________________________________________________________
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________________________________
City________________________________________________ State_________________ Zip Code________________________
Phone (__________) ____________________________ E-Mail address_______________________________________________
Privacy notice: Information solicited in this application for membership will be used only as needed for official business within the
Association. No information will be released outside the Association or its agents without the consent of the member(s) concerned

Make Check payable to: USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION
Send Application and Check to:
USS LCI National Association
c/o Nehemiah Communications, Inc.
101 Rice Bent Way, #6
Columbia, SC 29229
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USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION, INC.
c/o Nehemiah Communications, Inc.
101 Rice Bent Way, #6
Columbia, SC 29229

Would you like
some extra copies
of THE BEST OF
ELSIE ITEM?
$20 per copy while they last
Order yours from:
USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION c/o
NEHEMIAH COMMUNICATIONS, INC
101 Rice Bent Way, # 6
Columbia, SC 29229

