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“Underway for d-day”
LCIs in column head for the beaches.

A painting by combat artist Dwight Shepler
(See more of his paintings, Pages 4 and 25) 
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your 2011 dues are due now!
Our thanks to all of you who responded to our recent mail-out by paying last year’s dues.  Now we need all of our shipmates to
forward their dues for the current year.

Why now instead of at our annual reunion time?

Last year we moved our reunion from a spring date to the fall so that we could meet with the LSM/LSMR Association and thus
have the numbers necessary to obtain hotel accommodations.

That means, however, that we have not had the usual influx of dues this spring and so we now face cash flow problems that
mean we will have to cash in some of our Certificates of Deposit in order to meet expenses.  We’re reluctant to do that
because it would mean loss of interest on those CDs.

So we need to ask you to pay your 2011 dues now.  We will make those dues payment through the fall of 2012 

Please make your payment of $25.00 to:

USS LCI National Association
C/o Nehemiah Communications, Inc.
101 Rice Bent Way, #6
Columbia, SC 29229

“THe eLSIe ITeM”                                        nUMBer 75, May 2011

In This Issue
Dwight Shepler, whose paintings of LCIs are on our cover and pages 4 and 25, was an American naval officer and painter. In 1943

he went to England and took part in the 1944 Normandy invasion as an artist. With events captured clearly in his mind and on film,
Shepler went home to Massachusetts to create more detailed  paintings from his sketches and film footage. Over his entire career he
observed the landings at Ormoc Bay and Lingayen Gulf and operations at Corregidor and Bataan. Again he took all the images back
home to finalize the last of over 300 paintings in total. He retired from the service with the rank of commander and was awarded the
Bronze Star.  He died in 1944.
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a word from the
President/editor

Remember this one?

“Shipmates, stand together!  
Don’t give up the ship!
Fair or stormy weather, 
We won’t give up; we won’t give up the ship”

Last time I remember singing it with a bunch of sailors was while marching in boot camp. Our company won a “rooster” for
singing it during a pass-in-review.  We may have thought it a bit corny, but, remembering John Paul Jones, we hung on to the
sentiment.  We fought like hell to get our ships through tough times.

So why do I bring it up now?  Because we need to hear from you to know that you’re not ready to give up on our “ship”—our LCI
Association.  With time taking its toll on us we need to ask for special effort from all of you.   

Here’s the situation:  A hard look at our finances makes it clear that we will have to have additional resources and make some
cost-cutting changes in order to keep going.  Because we get such positive response from the membership when we ask if we should
keep going, we feel we should do all possible to do that.  Your officers and board members, with the valuable counsel of Ken Breivik,
CEO of Nehemiah Communications, have looked at several alternatives and now want to put them before you.

First, you should know that we rejected the options of raising our annual dues, or continuing to operate until our assets are
exhausted, or dissolving the Association.

What we plan to is:

1. Clear up our membership list by sending an “Opt in” form to all you life members, telling you that you will need to respond if
you wish to be continued.  It is apparent that we are carrying many life members who are no longer with us because last year we
experienced a 24% drop in regular members and only a 4% drop in life members.  Reason would suggest that the rate should
be about the same for both groups.  Clearing up our mailing list will result in some savings in the cost of Elsie Item.

2. Reduce Elsie Item expenses by reducing the size from 32 pages to 24 pages and the print run from 1,650 to 1,500.
3. Take advantage of a generous offer from Nehemiah Communications to reduce their fee by $100 per month.

And here is the one where we need you to help:
4. Conduct a fund-raising effort to raise at least $7,000 for the next fiscal year

You’ll be hearing more about this fund-raising drive in the near future – special recognitions to show our gratitude for those
shipmates who can help us stay afloat.

But you don’t need to wait for that!  Send your donation now to:
USS LCI National Association
C/0 Nehemiah Communications, Inc.
101 Rice Bent Way #6
Columbia, SC 29229

“Don’t Give Up the Ship!”

—John Cummer
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The Combat art of dwight Shepler
As preparations were being made for D-Day, Combat Artist Dwight Shepler used LCIs in many
of his paintings.  The originals of these paintings are in the museum at the Navy Yard,
Washington, D.C.  John Cummer and Tiny Clarkson discovered these pictures when the LCI
Association met for reunion there in 2003.  (Continued on page 29)

“When is D-Day?” –
Overlooking the
entrance to
Dartmouth Harbor.
Note LCIs at anchor.

“Fowey,
England”  U.S.

Sailors visit
this small port

in Cornwall.
Note LCIs in

the harbor.
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Last Call for Hotel reservations!
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LCI 214 
Ted Ponseti, a plank-owner on LCI 214, was born in New

Orleans on December 12, 1924.  At the time of his enlistment on
January 1, 1942, he was working in a gambling house in his
home town of New Orleans. Within two days of enlistment he was
bound for Chicago on a train.  He said that ate the best food in
his life on that train.  

He went to boot camp at Great Lakes Naval Training Station
where he bunked in a new building.  They had hammocks
instead of beds and initially few people got any sleep.  The boys
were not accustomed to sleeping in hammocks and they kept
falling out and onto the hard floor.  

After “Boots,” he went to Signalman School in Chicago and
graduated in July, 1942.  He then went to Little Creek, Virginia,
for training. The base was still under construction and “all
mud.”  He stayed on the troop transport Leonard Wood for about
one month and spent liberty in Norfolk which he described in
terms not suitable for tender ears!  He recalls seeing a sign “No
animals or sailors on grass!”  

While there, he paid $14.00 for a set of custom made blues,
which were actually black instead of Navy Blue.

Having been promoted to Signalman 3rd Class Ponseti was
aboard LCI 214 for her commissioning on October 31, 1942, and
sailed with her on her shakedown cruise.

After this cruise, they sailed to Baltimore where they added a
square “Conn.”  Under the command of Lt. (jg) George J. Murray
McGee, USNR, the 214 joined Flotilla 2 the first week of January,
1943.

LCI 219 
LCI 219 was commissioned on November 20, 1942. Under the

command of Lt (jg) Albert Joseph Corsi, USNR, they also joined
LCI Flotilla 2 at Little Creek, Virginia, during the first week of
January, 1943. Originally designated as Flotilla 1 on December
12, 1942, this Flotilla was re-designated as Flotilla 2 on January
1, 1943.  

LCI 232
LCI 232 was commissioned on January 15, 1943.  It did not

sail with Flotilla 2 to Africa but sailed later with Flotilla 1 along
with LCIs 32, 33, 35 229 and 231.   These LCIs were transferred
to Flotilla 2 in Tunisia on April 15, 1943.  

flotilla 2 
Flotilla 2 was the first LCI Flotilla to sail to the Mediterranean

Sea and into war.  It sailed from Little Creek, Virginia, for
Bermuda on February 18, 1943.  At the beginning of the voyage,
it was clear and cold at 13 degrees. Within hours they
encountered a snow storm followed by sleet.  It was miserable.
Ted Ponseti, Signalman 3rd Class, chopped away at thick ice
forming on the 12 inch signal light. 

The Flotilla encountered gale force winds of sixty to seventy
knots and waves running from 25 to 40 feet high. The waves
battered the little LCIs that were not designed to cross oceans.
Needless to say, sea sickness ravaged the crews. 

In Hamilton, Bermuda, Flotilla 2 made repairs, took on water
and supplies and otherwise recovered from the beating at sea.

THey Gave
THeIr aLL:
The Loss of
LCIs 232 and 219
By
John France,
USS LCI Historian for the European Theater of Operations
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The respite would not last long.  Most of the Flotilla tied up at
the Tender Piers at the Naval Air Station, U.S. Operating Base,
Bermuda.  Division Ten of the Flotilla tied up alongside the Task
Force Flagship, the USS Mattole, in the anchorage.

Many crewmen of Flotilla 2 went on liberty in Hamilton on
February 27, 1943. Ted Ponseti declined to go, opting to try his
hand at catching lobster.  He loaned his $14.00 custom made
blues to his shipmate Adam Picozzi from Cleveland, Ohio. 

At about 2100, the liberty boat from the USS Mattole brought
back about sixty sailors from shore, including approximately
forty sailors from LCI Division 10 and Command Staff.  The boat
was swamped in high winds and twenty-three LCIers drowned
including Adam Picozzi wearing Ted Ponseti’s uniform.   Some of
those killed were strong swimmers.  Ponseti reflected on the fact
that he could not swim at all.  

Flotilla 2 had endured her first casualties.  They were not
combat casualties, but nevertheless it was a heavy blow to the
Flotilla. The unfortunate accident delayed the departure of the
Flotilla because they had to find crew replacements at the US
Navy Base, Bermuda.  Those drowned were as follows:
Ens. Lawrence Raymond Waller, LCI(L) 219
Rymon, J.A., MoMM2c, LCI(L) 212
Roberts, Earl L., MoMM2c, LCI(L) 218
Chamberlain, LeRoy R., SC2c, LCI(L) 213
Picozzi, Adam T., SM3c, LCI(L) 214
Gray, John “J”., SK3c, Flotilla Staff
Gragg, Robert C., RM3c, LCI(L) 215
Jensen, Alvin C., SM3c, LCI(L) 213
Merrill, Otis H., SC3c, LCI(L) 211
Radford, Clifford H., F1c, Flotilla Staff
Kapff, Richard A., S1c, LCI(L) 214
Light, W.A., S1c, LCI(L) 212
Albert, Lonnie L., S2c, LCI(L) 213
Bloom, Russel L., S2c, LCI(L) 219
Farrell, Vincent C., S2c, LCI(L) 213
Redding, Grant Russel, S2c, LCI(L) 215
Twiggs, Jack P., S2c, LCI(L) 214
Kennedy, Charles H., F2c, LCI(L) 214
Hayes, James A., F2c, LCI(L) 216
Muth, David H., AS, LCI(L) 218
Leonard, Thomas L., AS, LCI(L) 215
Jones, Robert L., MA2c, LCI(L) 216
Stafford, Willis, MA2c, LCI(L) 212
Riley, James Lee, MA3c, LCI(L) 215

flotilla 2 in the Mediterranean
Flotilla 2 sailed into the Mediterranean and on to Tunisia,

Africa. It served with distinction in the Sicily operations of July
and August, 1943, and continued with operations along the west
coast of Italy through March, 1944. 

Two LCIs of Flotilla 2 were sunk—LCI 1 at Bizerte and LCI 32
at Anzio.  LCI 1 was awarded the Presidential Unit Citation for its
action during the landings at Sicily. In the Mediterranean,
crewmen of Flotilla 2 were awarded two Navy Cross medals, six
Legion of Merit medals, three Navy-Marine Corps medals, four
Silver Star medals and forty eight Purple Heart medals.  
(I will cover the substantial history of Flotilla 2 in the
Mediterranean in another report.) 

flotilla 2 at normandy
On April 20, 1944, Flotilla 2 joined Task Force 81.13 and sailed

for the United Kingdom.  There they trained and reorganized for
the Normandy invasion.  Ten LCIs of Flotilla 2 were put under
British command and successfully landed troops on Sword
Beach on D-Day.   The remainder of Flotilla 2 sailed from
Plymouth and Salcome, England on June 5, 1944, bound for Utah
Beach with members of the Fourth Infantry Division.

With the destroyer USS O’Brian as escort, LCI 217 led 21 LCIs
of Flotilla 2 in two columns towards Red Beach Sector of Utah
Beach on June 6, 1944.  These LCIs were numbers 3, 4, 5, 8, 11,
29, 211, 212, 213, 214, 215, 216, 217, 218, 219, 231, 232, 325,
326, 349, 350 and 419.

These two columns of Flotilla 2 LCIs were followed by another
task force including 23 LCIs of the Green Beach assault group of
Utah Beach commanded by J.S. Bresman USCG.

The Utah Beach assault groups did not experience the level of
slaughter and devastation as their counterparts did on Omaha
Beach.  However, five vessels, including LCI 232, were victims of
German mines laid in the waters of the Cardonnet Bank on D-
Day.  Three other vessels were struck in that channel on
subsequent days. German planes dropped mines nightly.
On D day, the twenty-two LCIs of Flotilla 2 successfully offloaded
their Army troops onto smaller LCMs and LCVPs about 1,000
yards off of Red Beach Sector of Utah Beach. The after action
report of LCI 217 indicates this occurred at 1042 hours.  

While offloading troops, SM3c Ponseti overheard Navy
personnel telling his Skipper that the area was heavily mined
and that they needed to depart the area as soon as they
disembarked their troops.  A Lieutenant Commander serving as
an LCI Group Commander was stationed in the Conn with the
Skipper of LCI 214.  Ponseti overheard the Group Commander
ask his Skipper “Do you want to get a closer look at the beach?”
Ponseti heard his Skipper respond in the affirmative but he did
not know if his Skipper enthusiastically endorsed the move.  His
Skipper then turned to Ponseti and ordered him to signal the
LCIs behind them to follow LCI 214.  

LCI 214 led the column of LCIs towards the beach.  LCI 232,
commanded by Lt. (jg) William R. Watson, was directly behind
LCI 214.  Ponseti did not know why they came near to the beach
because he did not believe that there was much to see.  
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After moving forward for a distance, LCI 214 turned and headed
back out to sea with a column of LCIs following.   Shortly after
LCI 214 made the turn, Ponseti heard a loud explosion and
turned in time to see LCI 232 get blown out of the water by a
mine.  It immediately rolled over with the bottom of its hull
facing skyward and sank within five minutes.  

The crewmen below deck did not have a chance.  Half of the
crew was killed.  Ponseti observed the officers on the Conn of LCI
214 stand speechless.  LCI 216, following LCI 232 came to the
rescue.  Ensign Mueller of LCI 216 was commended for heroism
for his attempt to rescue crewmen of the ill fated LCI 232.  
An official report dated September 16, 1944, long after the
incident, simply states that LCI 232 detonated a mine while
returning to the Transport Area.  The only LCI of Flotilla 2 to
submit an after action report for D Day was LCI 217 which
mentions nothing of the sinking of LCI 232.  If SM3c Ted
Ponseti’s recollection is correct, the destruction of LCI 232 and
loss of crew was avoidable and therefore decidedly tragic.  

The crewmen of LCI 232 killed as the result of the mine were:
Huskinson, Robert G., Ensign
Johnson, Roger F., MoMM2c
Penewell, Mack, S1c
Dague, Howard J., S1c
Ellis, Walton K., RM1c
Glover, Leland A., F1c
Henke, Wilbert B., MoMM2c
Kelley, George A., MoMM1c
Mett, Robert A., EM3c
Petricca, Frank J., GM3c
Rector, Charlie O., PhM2c
Shroves, John H., S1c
Souza, Frank, Cox.
Weinstein, Raphael, HA1c 

After disembarking her troops on D-Day, LCI 219 remained in
the Transport Area and at 1252 hours they approached LST 282
for orders.  At 1715, LCI 219 tied up along the port side of LST
282 and at 1756 was boarded by Commander Guillot,
Commander of LST Flotilla 10 with seven staff officers and
sixteen enlisted men.  

The staff officers of Flotilla 10 were Lt. Commander Perry, Lt.
(jg) Morgan, Lt. (jg) Spencer, Lt. (jg) Fox, Ensign Schleifer,
Ensign Stellhorn, and Ensign Gallagher. Their task was to
oversee the placement of pontoon causeways on Utah Beach.
Ens. Bill Gallagher was born in Bozeman, Montana on January 1.
1920, and was raised in Sacramento, California.  He attended
St, Mary’s College near Oakland where he majored in history.  He
enlisted as a Naval Reservist in December, 1941, while attending
St. Mary’s and graduated in 1943.  He then attended Officer
Candidate School at Notre Dame where he spent the first month

as a Seaman and the next three months as a Midshipman.
Afterwards, he attended Communications School in Norfolk
before being assigned to LST Flotilla 10 in Panama City, Florida.
He was assigned to the Flotilla Flagship, LST 46, which joined a
convoy at Nova Scotia and sailed to England in January, 1944.
He was housed in a Quonset hut in Plymouth and continued
training with the Flotilla including “Operation Tiger” at Slapton
Sands. On June, 5, 1944 he sailed with the rest of LST Flotilla 10
Headquarters Staff to Utah Beach on LST 282.   

On June 11, 1944, LCI 219 was still supporting the operations
of the twenty four men of LST Flotilla 10 Command Staff. These
men had been crammed into LCI 219 since the afternoon of June
6.  They were returning from Omaha Beach with men they had
picked up and were entering the Utah Beach area of operations
when at approximately 0345 in the morning there was a sudden
air raid that gave the men on watch no time to sound the alarm.  

A German aircraft dropped a bomb that struck the water a
mere ten feet or so from LCI 219.  It riddled approximately twenty-
five feet of the hull with shrapnel causing many eight or nine
inch holes. LCI 219 Engineering Officer, Lt. William Becker and
Ensign Bill Gallagher from the LST Flotilla 10 Command Staff
were thrown from their bunks into the darkness below deck.  

Lt. Becker grabbed his helmet and life preserver and
scrambled topside to his battle station without his shoes.
Everyone he saw coming out of the crew quarters was injured.
He then hurried to the engine room where he found a fire
blazing, all generators out and every sailor of the “Black Gang”
injured.  Their pumps were useless without power. 

He reported to the Skipper who instructed him to survey LCI
219 for additional damage.  He counted a total of four fires.  The
219 took in water slowly at first but steadily it listed to port.

When Ensign Gallagher was knocked out of his bunk
amidships, he grabbed his survival kit, a small army bag with
personal articles.  He threw it around his neck with his life
preserver and made his way topside.  He found confusion on
deck in the darkness with many wounded sailors.  

Gallagher witnessed the heroic actions of the LCI 219 Skipper
attempting to save his ship and crew. Gallagher’s superior
officer, Lieutenant Commander Perry, sat on deck bleeding with
his pant leg rolled up.  Perry told Gallagher to go back below
deck and search for survivors.

Gallagher made his way below deck and discovered the
lifeless body of Stewards Mate Jackson from the LST Flotilla 10
Command Staff.  Upon returning topside, he was ordered to
return once again below deck with other sailors and a gurney to
recover the body of Jackson.   A determined effort was made but
Gallagher and fellow sailors could not maneuver the gurney and
body through the dark LCI that was now listing dangerously to
port. Jackson would go down with the ship.   

Lt. Becker could only find eight uninjured sailors to fight the
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fires.  The decks were getting hot as they fought the losing
battle.  At about 0400, Sub Chaser 1291 came alongside LCI
219 to pick up wounded and a fire rescue party boarded the LCI.
Together, the sailors from the two vessels subdued much of the
fires—but the water kept pouring in on the port side. 

Ensign Gallagher finally boarded a British DUKW with several
other sailors and was taken to an LST for the journey back to
England.  

The LCI Flotilla 2 after-action report has a list of casualties of
the crew of LCI 219 but had no information regards to casualties
from LST Flotilla 10 Command Staff.  Bill Gallagher had no
access to a casualty list.  However, he saw the body of Stewards
Mate Jackson and was told that both Signalman Kazanjian and
Lt. (jg) Spencer died from the wounds they received on LCI 219.  

Spencer was a native of New York and graduate of Columbia
University.  If Gallagher’s information is correct, at least three
sailors from LST Flotilla 10 Command Staff lost their lives on LCI
219. 

Lt. Becker noted that all living sailors on LCI 219 were
evacuated and that it took about 90 minutes from the time of
the bombing until LCI 219 rolled over on its back. Becker was
transferred to an LST for his return voyage to England.  He spent
several weeks in four different hospitals before being shipped
back to the United States.

Ensign Gallagher suffered no serious injury on LCI 219. Two
months later he was assigned to a British LCI during landings at
San Raphael in Southern France.  On August 15, 1944 he
observed the destruction of LST 282 on which he had served on
D Day at Utah Beach before transferring to LCI 219. He watched
as LST 282 packed with soldiers and sailors was demolished by
a Henchel Rocket Powered Guided Bomb dropped by a German
JU88 Bomber.  The bomb was a crude but effective version of the
smart bombs of today.

In the after action report of Flotilla 2 dated September 16,
1944, it is noted that three men and the Commanding Officer of
LCI 219 as well as the Commanding Officer of SC-1291 were
commended in separate letters for their efforts to keep LCI 219
afloat on June 11, 1944 after it was bombed.  

The three sailors commended on LCI 219 were awarded the
Bronze Star.  They were three of the seven crewmen killed that
night: Lester Bumps, Cyril O’Conner and Rolan Sikes.

Lt. (jg) Albert Joseph Corsi, the original Skipper of LCI 219,
was still the heroic officer in command of LCI 219 when it sunk.
The seven crewmen of LCI 219 who were killed that night of June
11, 1944 are as follows:
Wiles, Johnston B., Lt. (jg)
O’Conner, Cyril J., BM1c
Dorcey, Cornelius b., Cox
Sikes, Rolan C. Jr., MoMM1c 
Bumps, Lester R., S1c
Longman, John M., S1c
Combs, Albert F., F2c
May they rest in peace. 

Sources:
Today there are few records regarding the sinking of LCI 232

and LCI 219 off of Utah Beach on June 6 and June 11, 1944,
respectively.  There are no current members of the USS LCI
National Association who were crewmembers of these ships.
However, there is a member of our LCI Association who
witnessed the sinking of LCI 232—Ted Ponseti of LCI 214.  
I was also introduced to Bill Gallagher, an eye witness to the
sinking of LCI 219, by Jonathan Shleifer, an Associate Member
of our LCI Association.  Harry Shleifer, Jonathan’s father, who
passed away in December, 2003, served with Bill Gallagher as
part of the Command Staff of LST Flotilla 10 that was stationed
on LCI 219 at the time of her demise.  

In addition, I found a narrative of Lt. William E. Becker, USN,
who served aboard LCI 219 as the Engineering Officer.  In this
narrative, given by Becker at the Office of Naval Records and
Library on August 5, 1944, he describes in detail the sinking of
LCI 219. I located this narrative through my computer online at a
very informative website – “Hyper War” that contains official
military histories and source documents.

Another source for this report is the Deck Log for LST 282
which I found through my computer online on “Thomas Aubut’s
LST 282 site”. I derived much of my information from the
excellent War Diary, U.S. LCI (L) Flotilla Two, which was
researched and organized by Flotilla 2 members including Sam
Boyle, Dean Helm, Roger LaBurdy, Culver McCoy and L.M.
“Red” Moyle. This War Diary was produced for members of
Flotilla 2 in memory of their first commander, Vice Admiral
Lorenzo Sherwood Sabin Jr., 1899-1988.  I was given a copy of
this document several years ago by James J. Mrzlok, LCI 8.
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from the Boxing ring to LCIs:
Former Heavy weight Champion Jack Dempsey, “The Manassas Mauler”, seen here as a

Commander in the U. S. Coast Guard, visits the crew of LCI 83, at Base Harbor, Dartmouth,
England, as they prepare for the Normandy Invasion.
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an UnUSUaLLy
BorInG LIBerTy
A Sea Story from George H. Weber

We had gone from Algiers Naval Base—across the river from
New Orleans—to Panama Bay, Florida for our shakedown cruise.
We arrived at our destination just as it was getting dark.  This
was August 1943, and the bay was full of floating tufts of
foamy, smelly brown material that was apparently released by a
large pulp-mill located in the town.  This was pre-EPA and such
river and ocean fouling was common.  

By the time we had reached our assigned anchorage and
dropped anchor it was dark.  In the failing light as we were
arriving we had seen a wooden pier jutting out into the bay, so
our liberty boat headed for that pier, which had a navigation
light on its outward end.  We all climbed up the ladder to the
pier surface and headed landward.  The boat headed back to the
ship, planning to return shortly after midnight to pick us up.  

It was a long pier, but we shortly discovered that it was an
abandoned one.  A section of it had been totally removed—
probably in order to prevent people from using the pier as it did
seem a bit rickety.  So we were prevented from reaching shore
and had a boring 5 hour wait until our boat returned.  No cell
phones in those days, so we lay down on the wooden pier and
tried to get some shut-eye as we waited.  During daylight the
next day we saw the functioning pier, and did finally get ashore.
But that first liberty attempt resulted in a seldom seen
occurrence—a totally sober liberty party returning to our ship!

a MeSSaGe froM MoM
Here’s a sea story from William Wertz, Lebanon, PA, who served
on LCI 464, from her commissioning in 1943 until the end of the
war.

Our skipper ran a tight ship (no alcoholic beverages, no mascots
etc.), but was very efficient.  I was a Motor Machinists Mate,
Second Class, on duty in the engine room. We were anchored in
the Marshall Islands where we were preparing for our next
invasion.    

The phone rang. A voice from the bridge said, 

“Wertz, report to the bridge”.  

Immediately, I thought, 

“Oh God, what now?”  

There was the skipper, looking down at me as I climbed the
ladder to the bridge.   When I got there, the skipper said, 

“We have a message for you from the Admiral on the command
ship saying:

“Tell Petty Officer Wertz  the Navy will try to do better the next
time she sends you cookies to see that they do not get smashed”
The last time I wrote my mother I told her not to send any more
cookies because when they arrived they were nothing but crumbs
in a very mangled bag. 

To this day my mother couldn’t tell me who she wrote.  Was it
Secretary of the Navy Frank Knox?; Admiral Nimitz?—or her
congressman?

hSea STorIeSh
Here they are!  In response to our request for sea stories we received these three.
We can use some more in the next issue, so get out that pen and start writing.
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and THen THere waS
MILKy way
James D. Robertson SM/2c
The Village of Los Ranchos de Albuquerque, NM

Because we were given an exceptionally short notice to get
ready for immediate departure and therefore given priority to
resupply in the most expeditious manner possible, we went from
ship to ship picking up what we needed. A tanker topped off our
fuel tanks; ammunition came from another ship; dry stores from
a couple of others and finally we got to the refrigerator ship for
as much perishable food as we could carry. 

The concept of freezing food for preservation was not well
understood then. Only certain foods were allowed to be frozen –
the rest remained in cold storage. If something in cold storage
accidently got frozen it was disposed of as contaminated. So it
was that several large boxes of Milky Way candy bars, accidently
frozen were on the way overboard. 

Overboard!  We hadn’t seen candy of any sort since we came out
to the South Pacific more than a year ago!  

Even though I had never eaten a frozen Milky Way bar, Milky Way
and I came into the world at about the same time; the bar in
1923 and me in 1925. Looking at the candy bar in its frost-

covered green and brown wrapper brought back wonderful
memories of my childhood. I could not let those bars go over the
side even if it killed me!

I figured if Mark Twain could, as was said, “Come in with
Haley’s Comet and go out with Haley’s Comet” I could come in
with Milky Way and go out with Milky Way.

So I grabbed a handful out of one of the boxes and took them to
the Old Man who, after taking one himself, handed them out to the
duty watch. We all took a chance and bit into them at the same
time. Wow! Real chocolate, chewy inside, cold in the mouth—it
was ecstasy, great fortune had indeed, smiled upon us. 

With permission I gathered up the boxes and brought them
aboard. Unfortunately our problem lay with our extremely limited
storage. We understood regular rations got first priority which
was only logical. The alternative was obvious – we had to eat
them. (At great personal sacrifice of course).
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My Dad, Hugh M. Savage, was assigned as Commanding Officer
of LCI 44(Landing Craft, Infantry), an early design English model
with a square conning tower.  He took it from Little Creek, VA
across the Atlantic Ocean stopping in Bermuda on the way.  It
must have been a horrific passage.  LCI’s are not known for their
seaworthiness.  Their small size and flat bottoms made for a
rocky ride, especially in heavy seas.  

I remember Dad talking about having been in Bizerte, Tunisia,
Sardinia, and Anzio, Italy.  An extract of the history of LCI’s
indicates that the LCI 44 was commissioned on December 26,
1942 and participated in the Sicilian occupation between 9 and
15 July 1943, the Salerno landings 9 to 21 September, 1943,
Anzio-Nettuno advanced landings 22 January to 1 March, 1944,
Elba and Pianosa landings on 17 Jun 1944 and the invasion of
Southern France.  Dad was transferred back to the States just
after his ship completed the Anzio landings.

I think he had the time of his life in the Mediterranean.  It
seems he was well-liked and respected by his crew.  I have
spoken with some of his former crewmembers.  One was Norman
Olivetti, a Signalman on the LCI 44.  Mr. Olivetti told me that the
ocean voyage was so rough that the milk they had stored was
churned to butter.  He noted that there were 22 enlisted men and
3 officers on board.  The other officers were Mr. Woodruff, the
executive officer, and Warren Hall from Fargo, ND.  Adolph
“Cal” Callner was a Quartermaster who volunteered to be the
ship’s cook; a calling he continued after the war according to a
newspaper clipping Dad had in his personal papers. 

The night I flew back from Viet Nam, I had a date to meet Cal
and his wife for dinner in New York City.  I was unable to notify
my parents when I would be returning.  Our plane arrived at Fort
Dix at the beginning of a long 4th of July weekend.  No one was
left on Post to process us out.  It looked like I would be stuck on
Post for the entire weekend so I did not call home not wanting to
get their hopes up.  Finally a Major granted us all a three-day
pass so then I called home to ask my parents to pick me up.  As I
remember, we went straight to dinner with Cal and his wife.  I
could not have been much company for the last time I had slept
was at least 48 hours before and half a world away.

Another crewman, Bob McGlory, was in the engine room.  He
remembers getting lost on the way to their first landing.  They
zigged when the convoy zagged. During the landing they nearly
collided with an LST (Landing Ship Tank, much larger than an
LCI).  Mr. McGlory received a command in the engine room, “All
reverse—full”.  When he came topside to see why such an
unusual message had been sent, he saw the LST close enough to
touch.  

At Anzio, one of their tasks was to evacuate prisoners of war.
The Italians were delighted to be out of the war.  They sang and
celebrated on their way to captivity.  The Germans were arrogant
and sullen. 

Leo Martel was one of the original crew members during the
LCI 44’s shakedown cruise in Little Creek.  He wrote me he was
age 19 when he enlisted and said that he considered Dad not
only his commanding officer but also his guidance counselor
and Father at sea.  

“You see,” he wrote, “we were a family living so close on a
small flat bottom boat that we came to know each other pretty
well.

I always said we had the best commanding officer in the navy
for your Dad commanded respect and he also gave respect to
each and every one of us aboard LCI 44.”

It was a wonderful thing for me to hear about my Dad.

My father:
Skipper of LCI 44

by
Hugh P. Savage

Ensign Hugh M. Savage, 1942
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A Thought from
Chaplain Mike Gatton

The daffodil Principle

Spring is threatening to arrive in Kentucky.  The redbud trees have blossomed, the accompanying cold weather chilled the air, and
the daffodils are in full bloom.  There’s an old home place that sits beside the road that enters my farm—nothing left there but a
front stoop and a stand of daffodils.  I often wonder about the one who planted those bulbs.

Jaroldeen Edwards tells this story.  Several times her daughter had telephoned to say, “Mother, you must come see the daffodils
before they are over.” She wanted to go, but it was a two-hour drive.  Nevertheless, she promised.  The day dawned cold and rainy.
But, a promise was a promise, so she drove there. When she finally walked into her daughter’s house and hugged and greeted her
grandchildren, she said, “Forget the daffodils!  There is nothing in the world except you and these children that I want to see bad
enough to drive another inch!”  Edward’s daughter would hear none of it.  She pleaded with her mother, “You will never forgive
yourself if you miss this experience.”

After another twenty minute drive, the car turned onto a small gravel road near a small church. On the far side of the church, there was
a hand-lettered sign that read, “Daffodil Garden.” When they turned a corner of the path, they beheld the most glorious sight.
It looked as though someone had taken a great vat of gold and poured it down over the mountain peak and slopes. The flowers were
planted in majestic, swirling patterns—great ribbons and swaths of deep orange, white, lemon yellow, salmon pink, saffron, and butter
yellow. Each different colored variety was planted as a group so that it swirled and flowed like its own river with its own unique hue.

There were five acres of flowers. “But who has done this?” Jaroldeen asked her daughter. “It’s just one woman,” Carolyn answered.
“She lives on the property. That’s her home.”  Next to the house was a sign that read: “Answers to the questions I know you are
asking—50,000 bulbs, one at a time, by one woman.  Two hands, two feet, and a very little brain.” It was what Edwards came to
call “The Daffodil Principle.”  

Here was a woman whose name was unknown that over a period of 40 years had been planting daffodil bulbs one at a time to bring
her vision of beauty and joy to an obscure hill top.  Just by planting one bulb at a time, year after year, she had changed the world in
which she lived. She had created something of indescribable magnificence, beauty, and inspiration.

The principle her daffodil garden taught is one of the greatest principles of celebration. That is, learning to move toward our goals and
desires one step at a time—often just one baby-step at a time—and learning to love the doing.  When we multiply tiny pieces of time
with small increments of daily effort, we too will find we can accomplish magnificent things. We can change the world!

And, rather than worrying about the time we have remaining, every one of us could start tomorrow. It’s so pointless to think of the lost
hours of yesterdays. The way to make learning a lesson of celebration instead of a cause for regret is to only ask, “How can I put this to
use today?”

There is no better time to be happy than right now.  If not now, when?  Your life will always be filled with challenges.  Admit it—
then, decide to be happy anyway.  Treasure every moment that you have!  Treasure it even more because you shared it with someone
special—your spouse, your family, your crew, your forever friend.  You have changed the world by your life and service.  Never doubt
that!  And, there is no better time than right now to be happy. I hope the daffodils remind you of that.

Agape, Mike
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IN MEMORIAM

LCI 32
Patrick McDonough

LCI 70
William G. Randall

LCI 72
Anthony Bisbano

LCI 224
James L. Conglianese

LCI 329
Charles Doerr

LCI 39
Henry A. Mullins

LCI 450
Michael Ross

LCI 450
Edward Bush

LCI 471
Robert Stanley Hudgins

LCI 471
Robert Dotson

LCI 498
Allan L. Stock

LCI 499
Robert F. Sayles

LCI 558
Kenneth C. Wiesmore

LCI 558
Herbert W. Hoover

LCI 590
Lawrence M. Caldwell

LCI 630
Frank Maggion

LCI 631
David G. Hilson

LCI 678
Horace A. McMullan

LCI711
Russell W. Hartwell

LCI 748
Randolph Baldwin

LCI 812
Reverend Jesse Essinger

LCI 974
John E. Acuff

LCI 1053
John E. Norvell III

LCI 1094
Lloyd F. Anderson

LCI 1096
John C. Testerman

“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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“The Squared-away Crew of the 1017”
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Y FIRST TASTE OF NAVY LIFE CAME WHEN I RECEIVED A PHYSICAL EXAMINATION 28 APRIL 1944.
Stripped to my bare bottom, I walked through a single line with medics on both sides of me.  Very familiar to all inductees!  When
the Doctor examined my knees with his little hammer he did not get any response.  Why? They were swollen with water on both knees
from working in the coal mines.

“Well,” the Doctor said. “You are going into the Navy; you will not have to kneel down.”  Down came his approval stamp.  I had just
passed my physical and was in the United States Navy.

Leaving boot camp from Bainbridge, Maryland, on 17 June 1944, we arrived at Shoemaker, California three days later. I was boarded
LST 608 for transportation to Pearl Harbor, Hawaii. 

We left the States 15 July 1944 from San Pedro, California.  Part of our cargo was beer, and while standing watch we were privileged
in having a cold beer cooled by tying a rope around the bottle and dropping it into the sea.    

We Arrived at Oahu, Hawaii, 27 July 1944, where I became a crew member of LCI (G) 373 on 31 August 1944.  When we left on 11
September 1944, I asked a ship mate C.W Norton if we were going on maneuvers. 

“No,” he answered, “The next thing you will see is the real thing.” 

My wartime experiences
aboard USS LCI (G) 373

By
Albert D. Divincenzo

MoMM3/C
Dearborn, Michigan

M
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Three days out at sea we were informed by Captain Harkavy that
we were sailing to take part in the initial invasion of Leyte Gulf
20 October 1944 in the Philippines.  Then he proceeded to
address the crew, standing about half way up the ladder to the
bridge.

“I am above you, you are below me,” he informed us.  “You will
not address me as ‘Skipper’ or ‘Captain’, only as Mr. Harkavy.  

“Hell.”  I thought, “We must not be human beings, and Napoleon
had been resurrected!”     

On 11 September 1944, we crossed the International Dateline so
the ship’s crew qualified as members of the Realm of the Golden
Dragon. Then on 1 October 1944, we who had never done so
before earned the distinction of becoming “Shellbacks” when we
crossed the equator.  The ship’s crew, myself included, and
some of the officers were initiated as “Shellbacks “and were
required by “King Neptune” to do such things as drinking
powered milk from a bottle with a condom as a nipple. Down to
the forward compartment we went, wearing just a pair of short
pants.  We were released one at a time and as we came up on
deck, we were hit by the fire hose full blast.  Down on our knees
we went—then on our hands and knees we crawled through a
line with the fire hose never leaving us for a second.  From each
side those who had previously been initiated as Shellbacks let
us have it.  Some were slapping us on the head with a four inch
paint brush full of green paint.  Others got a few licks on our
rear ends. It took a long time before I was able to get the green
paint off my scalp and my body.

On the morning of 20 October 1944, Harold Levine was standing
in line for breakfast in front of me.  He said “I don’t feel like
eating this morning.”

“Levine, I replied, “I am just as scared as you are, but if you’re
not going to eat your steak, I will.”  Mission accomplished!

During the invasion we suffered a few minor casualties.   GM3/c
W. H. Darby received burns on his right hand while handling hot
40 MM shells; S2/c V.G. Dozier suffered flak burn around right
eye caused by rocket fire and S1/c W. R. Erno burned his right
hand from handing hot 40 MM shell casings. 

We left Leyte Gulf 25 October 1944, heading for Hollandia New
Guinea, arriving there 30 October 1944. We then went to Moratia
11 November 1944 where we were scheduled for another
invasion, but one of our quads was out, so we went into dry-dock
in Waindia, on 19 November 1944.  Somehow, in the middle of
the Pacific we had managed to run over a log putting our

propeller and one of our quad engines out of commission. Mr.
Harkavy got into trouble with the Seabee, with his sarcastic
remarks while they were directing the ship into dry dock.  After
we were secured in the dock, the Seabee officer came aboard
looking for Mr. Harkavy, but he went into his quarters and locked
the door. 

We finally went on maneuvers after the invasion of Luzon
Lingayen Gulf, Philippines, preparing for the invasion of
Okinawa although we did not know it at the time.  The convoy we
were in consisted of LCIs and LSTs. The sea gave the convoy and
its crews the fiercest ride they had ever had.  It was one that will
remain in their minds the rest of their lives. 

Dale Teegarden, a MoMM3/c made a deal with Mr. Harkavy, when
asked to make some lounge chairs. The deal was that Mr. Harkavy
would give him a fifth of State Side whiskey and that the lounge
chairs would be used by all ships personnel.  In other words they
would not be stenciled “OFFICERS ONLY.”  Teagarden made three
or four lounge chairs from the frames of our bunk beds. 

At the time we were anchored at one of the Islands.  A few days
later going on top side, there were the lounge chairs stenciled
“0FFICERS ONLY.”  It did not take long for Mr. Harkavy to break
his promise.  When I brought Teegarden’s attention to the chairs
he used language not suitable for family reading and told me he
would not make any more lounge chairs.

As might be expected, the first night out at sea the lounge
chairs disappeared. The next morning Mr. Harkavy called
quarters, “What happened to those lounge chairs?”   

No one said a word, but everyone knew where those lounge
chairs were. 

“Teegarden, I want you to make a few more lounge chairs.” said
Mr. Harkavy.

To which Teegarden replied, “I am a Motor Machinist Mate and I
do not believe that is part of my duties.”

He refused to make any more lounge chairs. 

As young whipper snappers at the time, we considered Teegarden
an old man. He was in his late thirties. Shipmate Joseph
Canzone, other ship mates, and I would get together and ribbed
him, asking, “What are you doing in the service at your age?”

His story went something like this: “The family was having
dinner on a Sunday. Teegarden and his brother-in-law, who was
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much younger than he was, were feeling patriotic, talking each
other into joining up and fighting the Japs. The next morning
they went to the recruiting office Teegarden was certain he
would not pass the physical. 

With a group of us standing around listing to him, Teegarden
dropped his pants showing a large scar saying, 

“Well here I am and my brother-in-law failed his physical!” 

We had a good laugh over his story and the ribbing stopped.
Joseph Canzone has told this story many times as I have.”  

When, Mr. Harkavy made Lieutenant he was ordered off the ship
and was on his way to the States. Once again and for the last
time he stood half way up the ladder to the bridge. Standing
there on the ladder he addressed the crew telling us that he was
leaving the ship and going back to the States.  He told us how
sorry he was to be leaving us and that the Captain should be the
last one to leave the ship. 

Up to this point I do not believe any of the crew believed a word
he was saying, until he said that we would be in good hands
since the ship would be turned over to our new Captain, Lt. J.G
Moss P. Mills. That was the last I heard of Mr. Harkavy, until 12
May 1992, when my wife Rose and I made a trip to San Antonio
Texas, to see a doctor for surgical, replacement of her left
shoulder. Before we made the trip I was looking through my
Veteran of Foreign Wars magazine the May issue, and ran across
a name and found the phone number of a shipmate, Seaman
James Grim who served his time on the LCI (G) 372, another
ship in our Flotilla. 

I telephoned him and in our phone conversation he asked me if
the stories he had heard about our Skipper were true, and if he
was really was a SOB as he had heard.  I told him I had no idea
what he heard but probably most of the stories were true and
that he had his personality and character correct.  

We were not aware that the entire Flotilla had heard of Mr.
Harkavy. It came as a surprise to me that Mr. Harkavy was that
well known. A few years later I did meet James Grim at one of our
USS LCI National Association reunions. 

After Mr. Mills became our Captain we finally had movies aboard
ship, and the morale on the ship was one hundred percent
better.  We finally found someone with whom we could talk and
who would not give a sarcastic answer. Everything that, we
could not have under Mr.Harkavy, Captain Mills provided for us. I
do not recall anyone not respecting or saying anything unkind

about Captain Mills or any of the other officers after Mr. Harkavy
left. I cannot say or write words that could describe the
admiration and feeling that came over the entire crew after Mr.
Mills became our Captain.

Upon our arrival at Okinawa on 25 March 1945, we almost froze,
even though the temperature was in the 70’s.  

My battle station was phone talker on the bow 40MM. At general
quarters we wore fur lined jackets and pants, a face mask, and
gloves to keep us warm.   On regular duty in the engine room, we
were fully clothed, long sleeves shirt, dungarees, socks and
shoes. Prior to Okinawa, in the engine room, we wore cut-off
dungarees and wooden sandals.

When we worked with an Underwater Demolition Team (UDT), our
job was to give fire support with our 40MM guns, firing over the
heads of the swimmers to cover their activities and reducing
enemy fire.  William Darby was our gunner, my role as phone
talker gave me a good view of what was going on. There were a
great number of mines drifting in the water; most of them were
destroyed by mine sweepers. We did destroy a few of them with
our 40MM.  These maneuvers or assignments were carried out
twice daily, two hours in the morning and two hours in the
afternoon. 

I will never forget seeing how the swimmers were picked up. The
swimmers would swim back from the beach out of the line of
fire, line up in a straight line as much as possible parallel with
the beach.  This was done for a very good reason.  The LCVP
coxswain would have his pick-up boat at full throttle with a
rubber raft alongside facing away from the beach. One person
would be in the raft. As the boat went by each swimmer, this
person in the rubber raft would use a sling and with one motion
the swimmer would be pulled into the rubber raft.

I never saw them miss a swimmer, and I was always amazed
watching them.  My feeling was and still is that they did not
receive the recognition they deserved.

Friday, 6 April 1945, LST 447 was hit by a Kamikaze plane, and
they had to abandon ship. We were ordered to pick up survivors
and we did get five of them. Later we heard that the 447 was
sunk by destroyer fire as unsalvageable.

SC1/c Joseph (Sandy) Sandeffer’s battle station was on the aft
20MM on the starboard side. Every time Sandy’s name comes up
I think of his courage and excellent shooting. 
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On 10 April 1945, we were at general quarters, patrolling off Ie
Shima, when a Jap Val flew over tipping his wings, probably to
divert our attention. Then suddenly he made a sharp turn and
went into a Kamikaze dive toward our ship. We could not train
our 40MM guns on him, and the larger ships could not fire
fearing of hitting our ship.  Our only fire power was the 20MM on
the fan tail, manned by Sandy, and he brought the Kamikaze
down.  The plane hit the water, blowing up just 200 yards off our
starboard side. The rising sun emblem looked awfully large on
his wings when he hit the water and exploded.  I also
corresponded with Sandy until we lost him 12 October 1999 at
the age of 73.

Our stay at Okinawa was from 26th March to the 14th June 1945,
almost three months.  We arrived at Pearl Harbor 11th July 1945
after the atomic bombs were dropped, and we left Pearl Harbor
29th October 1945, arriving at Guam, 23rd November 1945.

I left the ship on 9th December 1945 for the U. S. Naval Station
Center on Guam.  I went aboard the USS Salt Lake City, leaving
Guam 19th December 1945 and arriving at Treasure Island 31st
December 1945.  I was freezing in my white uniform.  We were
issued new blue uniforms and Pea Coats because ship’s
company on LST 608, the ship that took us from to California to
Pearl Harbor, stole all our blues.  We were given a 48 hour pass.
I received an Honorable Discharge 12th January 1946.  I thank
our Lord for bringing me back home.  I could never express my
feelings about being home with my lovely wife Rose and our son,
Albert Jr.

I still correspond with Captain Mills, as I do with my other
shipmates Jimmie Prime and Joseph Canzone. 

My shipmate and very good friend Radioman 2/C Jimmie A.
Prime wrote a very good article entitled “The Last Assault of LCI
(G) 373”, which was printed in the October 2007 issue of Elsie
Item.

In 1991, I became a proud, charter member of the USS LCI
National Association. I attended the St. Louis meeting in April,
1996.  My wife Rose and I met my shipmates Jimmie Prime,
Joseph Canzone his wife Frances, and Joe Dominick. That was
the first and the last time that we saw each other since leaving
the ship. We had a wonderful and a very enjoyable visit, dinner,
dance, and a great deal of conversation.    

Upon returning from WWII, Al decided that he did not want to go
back to coal mining.  After using his “52-20” allowance
(remember that?  Unemployment compensation for Vets of $20
per week for 52 weeks) he and his wife moved to Michigan where
he worked for the Ford Company as a tool and die maker for
thirty years, retiring in 1985.
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USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION
APPLICATON FOR MEMBERSHIP

If you served aboard an LCI during WWII, 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 our

association.

Please complete this form and mail it to the address indicated below with your first year’s dues.

DUES ARE $25.00 PER YEAR, June 1 through May 31.
Membership includes a subscription to Elsie Item, our quarterly publication.

I.  For application if you served on an LCI: 

Name______________________________________________________________________________________

Which LCI did you serve on?___________________   What was your Rank/Rate?____________________

Address:___________________________________________________________________________________

City: _______________________________________   State:__________   Zip:_________________________

Date of Birth:________________________________   Phone #:________/____________________________

E-mail address:_____________________________________________________________________________

Occupation or Former Occupation: ____________________________________________________________

Wife’s Name________________________________________________________________________________

II. For Application if you did not serve on an LCI:

Name______________________________________________________________________________________

Address:___________________________________________________________________________________

City: _______________________________________   State:__________   Zip:_________________________

Date of Birth:________________________________   Phone #:________/____________________________

Are you related to someone who served on an LCI?   o Yes   o No

If so, what is the relationship? (i.e. father, grandfather, uncle, etc) _______________________________

What is/was his name? _____________________________________________________________________

On which LCI did he serve? ____________________

Have you served in the U.S. military?   o Yes   o No    If so, what branch?________________________

Please send this application with your check ($25) made payable to
USS LCI NATIONAL ASSOCIATION to:

USS LCI National Association
c/o Nehemiah Communications, Inc.

101 Rice Bent Way, Unit #6
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The Combat art of dwight Shepler
(Continued from Page 4)

“The Wounded
Amphibian“
Dartmouth,

England,
spring, 1944.

LCI (L) 493
undergoes

repairs after
damage in

practice
landing.

”Leaving
Harbor”
LCIs depart
from
Dartmouth
en route to
Normandy.
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One day I walked along the coast of France
The sky was lovely but I had to pass a glance

Upon the brave men now sleeping forever  upon those sands
Some quite whole and others without limbs or hands

I strolled for about a mile on that water’s edge
So startling and vast was that awful sight of carnage 
Amazed did I become at that destruction of this war
And of the loss of lives on this God-forsaken shore

Yet expendable was everything on this initial drive
For a toe hold on France, they did relentlessly strive

Debris of mechanisms and men who would be no more
Multiplied into thousands, enough to fight a small war.

My glance out to sea registered more arms which lay 
At the bottom of the sea, there to remain for many a day
Swamped by overloading or blasted by shells or a mine

Destroying our ships and crews, oh those dammed swine!

Those that had gained the beach and sitting high and dry
Were now wrecks of tanks and trucks twisted awry

LCT’s and small craft somehow completely overturned
As if some mighty hand had their mission spurned.

Cluttering the water were empty life rafts and soldier packs
And mysterious oranges and our famous k ration snacks
The beach was so snarled with matting and twisted wire

Perhaps enough to span from there to Devonshire.

All this was expendable, our nations could afford it
Our enormous reinforcements would soon  the enemy smite
Ever and ever more did we this beachhead quickly supply 

That the wreckage on that shore seemed a mere star in the sky

Magnificent to view and as far as the eye could see
Was massed our mighty armada the greatest you’d agree
Such a sight thrilled me, but how our prisoners did quake

Even the German leaders felt sadly about their gigantic mistake.

a d-day Poem by ensign Harry Shleifer,
Communications officer, LST flotilla 10

Submitted by his son Jon Shleifer of Portland, Oregon

Jon writes:  Dad was an ensign serving as a communication officer on the LST Flotilla 10 Staff. After the Normandy and 
South France invasions he was promoted to Lieutenant, Junior Grade. All officers are listed on LST 282 log in the computer

as disembarking from the 282 to LCI 219 June 6 at 17:56.  He was aboard LCI 219 from D day to D+5. On D+5, LCI 219
was bombed and sunk. On LCIs serving as LST Flotilla flagships, the troop compartments were converted to radio 

communications centers for Flotilla command operations.

Magnificent were our forces expendable
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OFFICERS:
James E. Talbert 
Chairman of the Board 
LCI 618
12238 Woodland Trail
Council Bluffs IA 51503
(712)366-1094
tab626@yahoo.com

John P. Cummer
President
LCI 502
302 Pinewood Cottage Lane,
Blythewood, SC 29016
(803)714-9098
cummerj@bellsouth.net

John France
Vice President
11621 Copper Springs Trail
Oro Valley, AZ 85737
(520)429-3792
Lci540@aol.com

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

Steven Dudrow
Secretary
5067 Vincitor Street,
Las Vegas, NV 89135
(941)416-0717 
stevedudrow@comcast.net

Rev. David Cox
Chaplain 
(LCI 633)
413 Tupilo Way NW
Birmingham, AL 35215
(205) 854 -5229
swabby1@bellsouth.net

Rev. Michael Gatton
Chaplain
6410 Gellhaus Lane
Louisville, KY 40299
502/762-0613
mgatton@insightbb.com

BOARD OF DIRECTORS

Jim Aydelotte
(LCI 25)
3710 Goldfield Road #425
Apache Junction, AZ 
(480-671-2425)
Jj10723@aol.com

Gordon Smith
LCI(L) 43
2313 Northeast 110th Avenue
Vancouver, WA 98684
(360)256-5901
Smittylci43@q.com

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

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@yahoo.com

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

HISTORIANS:
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

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 who can.  We’re here to serve you!
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See yoU In naSHvILLe!
Send in your reservation now! Full information and registration blanks in this issue

Our Hotel—the Sheraton Music City Hotel


