CHAPTER FOUR

THE NAVY
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We reported to Dartmouth as student officers for our ninety days training in how to become naval officers.  Unfortunately, someone had the wild idea of giving us the “Plebe course” from Annapolis in our short period.  In fact, they shortened the period to sixty days and took out such courses as “Navy Customs and Traditions” and “how many cards to leave at the Admiral’s house” - everything except what we NEEDED.  What we NEEDED were the courses that they taught for the second year at Dartmouth:  navigation, communications, seamanship, and gunnery.  Some of the Dartmouth students seemed to resent the Navy being on campus.  There were editorials in the Dartmouth paper about the people from middle class families coming to Dartmouth.  But, most of the guys were pretty good.  One fraternity kind of adopted our room and one of the members kept borrowing money from me, which I thought was very unusual, as he was a waiter in the Hanover Inn dining room.  Later on, when I was going to New York for a weekend, he offered me his apartment on Park Avenue.  Then, I found out his father was the President of International Sterling.  The nicest thing about Dartmouth, of course, was the weekends in New York.  The Officers’ Club at the New Yorker Hotel had a dance every Saturday night and each table had a Table Captain with seven girls.  It was her job to get an “Officer date” for each one of her girls and the house rule was you could not leave the Officers’ Club until one o’clock in the morning.  However, if you had a room in the hotel, it was perfectly all right to go upstairs.  Needless to say, we always had a room at the hotel.  During the first weekend we went down, one of my roommates came back with grass stain all over his white uniform.  It seems like he had been in Central Park.  We organized a baseball team at Dartmouth of which I was the Captain and my best friend, Norman Molyneaux, was the pitcher.  This started a lifelong friendship, as Molyneaux and I had the same orders for about four years in the Navy.  Our baseball team won the championship and we got a lot of good exercise.  I finally got up to 72 push-ups.  

Upon graduation from Dartmouth, Molyneaux and I (and quite a few of the graduating class) were assigned to Amphibious Force and shipped off to Norfolk, Virginia.  We spent a few days there and then took the S.S. Lillian Ann from the Norfolk Navy Base up Chesapeake Bay to Solomons, Maryland, where they had established an amphibious base. Unfortunately, it had not yet been built, so we lived in tents with lots of mud and even the chaplain went over the hill.  The only good thing about it was Washington, D. C. for the weekends.  Washington in World War II was about ten women for every man - all government workers, of course.  All we had to train with was 36-foot and 50-foot landing craft called LCVP (Landing Craft Personnel) and LCM (Landing Craft Medium).  The LCM would hold a tank.  Several of us volunteered for rocket boats, which ended up being a special deal 36 feet long with about 50 rockets and two machine guns with a six man crew - one officer.  After a few months training and landings all over Chesapeake Bay, we took a troop train for San Diego.  

After about an 8 or 9 day train trip all the way across the United States, we arrived in San Diego and were stationed at the U. S. Navy Destroyer Base.  The Commanding Officer was Captain McCandless.  Later on he became a Commodore, as he had agitated a lot of the old Navy brass in the old days.  On the weekends on occasion he would dress up in a Chief’s uniform and check on work details.  If he caught anybody “goofing off”, he would give them 30 days and $30.00.  He ran a very taut ship.  The main duty in San Diego was taking the 36-footers out through the harbor, around on the Silver Strand, and make landings all day long.  

Norman Molyneaux was again with me and, being a California boy, he thought it was wonderful weather every morning and would wear only a tee shirt, when the rest of us had fur-lined jackets until about 11:00 when the sun finally came out.  His home was Los Angeles and he went up the first weekend to get his car.  We then would go to L.A. every weekend.  You could not use lights on the Coast Highway, so you had your front headlights taped up with a small narrow slit.  I would usually sit on the front fender and tell Molyneaux “right” or “left”, according to the white lines, as some of them were very dim.  Our weekends in L.A. were great; Saturday night at the Paladium and we also went up to see the Hollywood All-Stars play football at the Coliseum.  The cheerleaders were Betty Grable, Rita Hayworth, Lucille Ball, and all the other Hollywood starlets.  The game, of course, was for charity and War Bonds.  Norm’s true love and (later on) wife, Lona, would get me dates, but Norm would never get me a date with Esther Williams, the young movie star who used to be in his carpool at UCLA.  He said she was “stuck up” and really not all that glamorous, with wide shoulders and narrow hips developed through her swimming.  

All good things must come to an end and we shipped out as the unit called “Project Brass Hat”.  I guess it was a joke, as there were about 25 or 30 Ensigns and one Lieutenant j.g. …… not very much “brass”.  In San Francisco we were stationed temporarily at Treasure Island awaiting transportation overseas.   Needless to say, during this period we frequented the St. Francis Hotel and enjoyed their Planter’s Punches - and also the Mills College girls, who frequented the Officers’ Club in downtown Frisco.

In November of 1942 we boarded the USS Mizar and headed for Australia.  The Mizar was an ex-United Fruit ship, formerly called the Quirerga.  All officers stood various watches from Junior Officer of the Day to the five-inch gun on the stern.  All went well until we reached the Equator and then we were all initiated as “polliwogs” into the Order of the Golden Dragon.  This means they doused us with water, ran us through a belt line all the way around the ship, and brutally beat our backs, behinds, and legs with shillelaghs.  Several people had bad backs after that and it was really too much.  I made sure it would never happen on my two ships in later years.

  We stopped off in Wellington, New Zealand for supplies and went ashore for one short visit.  It was beautiful country and had great food at very cheap prices.  The S. S. Mauritania was in port and apparently had been carrying Marines getting ready for Guadalcanal.  We shipped out and went to Sydney, Australia for a few days, where I was able to get in a round of golf at the Royal Sydney Golf Course, which had about as many anti-aircraft guns as it did flags for golf holes.  The hang-out in Sydney was the Royal Australia Hotel, which had a big round sofa in the lobby called the “Passion Pit”.  Girls sat around on the sofa until picked up.  Ensign T. Y. Wiliford from Greenville, Mississippi and I went on liberty to King’s Cross in Sydney and had several great evenings.  Willie later on became a pediatrician and had offices in Greenville.  

The Mizar then took us up to Brisbane, Australia, where we disembarked and were stationed in the Doomben Race Track for a short period.  When I got off of the ship and had my crew lined up, someone came up behind me and kicked me.  I turned around and there was Dewey Thurman from Louisiana Tech, who lives in Ruston and had an M.P. company there in Brisbane.  He was a Second Lieutenant and he and his [image: image3.jpg]


superior, Captain Andrews, ran a prison farm for American prisoners - mostly those who had disobeyed orders at Buna Mission.  Dewey was in the same camp with us, so we saw quite a bit of each other.  He later commanded the MP company that guarded General McArthur.
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 As usual, we organized a baseball team of all the officers and began playing doctors from the nearby 126th Field Hospital.  I was the Athletic Officer, as usual, so was Captain of the baseball team and had to arrange to play the doctors and to find a suitable field.  We had used a cricket field in Sydney and practically ruined it for the next year or two with our diamond.  There was a great advantage to playing the doctors in baseball, as they brought their nurses along as cheerleaders and fixed us up with dates.  I began dating a young lady from Texas and about this time I had a bad case of intestinal flu, where I ended up in this hospital.  After about two or three days of good medicine, she managed to slip me my coveralls so I could meet her out by the pool.  The only trouble was the mosquitoes out there along the river at Indoorapilly (which was the name of this place) were so big that they could bite through a pair of coveralls.  
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The submarines operating out of Brisbane had a tender (the U. S. S. Fulton) and, fortunately, they set up an Officers’ Club at Newstadt Wharf with the usual 25 cent drinks.  This became our base of operations.  Practically all of the good able-bodied men of Australia were over in Africa fighting at El Alamein and Tobruk and the 4F’s left in Brisbane caused a great deal of trouble.  They resented the Americans being there and, of course, there was trouble on several occasions.  During Christmas week, I wrote Jane Bell and told her to buy an engagement ring, which she did, and we became engaged.  

Our next move was several miles across Morton Bay to the little place called Toorbul Point.  We moved up there and built a base from scratch.  We had to set up huts, tents, dig latrines, and just build a base.  Later, we found out it was to train the Australian Ninth Army in amphibious warfare, as they were coming home from Africa.  In between Toorbul and Brisbane was the little resort town of Redcliffe, which became our next base of operations.  I met a very lovely girl there named Dawn Caskelly and, when I went up to New Guinea, I left her my beautiful red Irish setter, better known as “Rusty”.  
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We had acquired a Senior Lieutenant by this time named Weymes (who used to sell Lucky Strike cigarettes) and we had a j.g.; all the rest of us were Ensigns.  Lieutenant Weymes thought we should be supplied by water, since we were a navy unit, and he had us send a 36-footer all the way across Morton Bay to Brisbane about 2-3 times a week to get supplies.  The first time I had the duty, we started back and the damn boat started sinking, as the bilge pump was not working.  I was about in the middle of Morton Bay and noticed sharks circling our boat since, apparently, some of the food was dripping blood (mutton carcasses we had on board).  I pushed down full throttle and had the men bailing.  We headed for Redcliffe and landed on the swimming beach.  I finally found Lieutenant Weymes “shacked up” in the hotel and “sounded off”, saying this would be the last of our supplying by water, as it was too dangerous.  Surprisingly enough, he agreed with me.  But, somehow I got the job of permanent Officer of the Day (which I’d never heard of before) and Molyneaux was in charge of Public Works, which meant he dug latrines most of the time with his crews.  
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Suddenly, we received a new Commanding Officer of the base - Cornelius McGillicuddy Flynn, a four-striper.  He was COMDESRON 4 in the battle of Savo Island and his destroyer squadron was guarding the slot the night the whole Jap fleet came down and sank the Quincy, the Vincennes, and the Astoria.  Therefore, Captain Flynn was relieved of his command and sent to our shore base.  As you can imagine, he was a very bitter man after waiting all those years for a war (so he could get promoted) and ending up with an amphibious base.  In fact, he would not even live on the base, but lived across on Bribie Island.  We had to send a boat across to get him every morning and bring him over to our jetty.  It was my job to meet him at the end of the jetty and escort him to his office every morning with a complete report of what was going on.  The first morning, he got half way down the jetty and said, “Mr. Miles, the prep flag is upside down.”  I immediately thought he was giving me a hard time, but I told the bosun, “The prep flag is upside down.  Please change it.”  (The prep flag is a square with a white square in the middle – perfectly square.)  I didn’t know HOW he knew it was upside down, but later on I found out there was a small three inches of line on the bottom of the flag, usually.  He had spotted it from the jetty.  A few days later, after we left the gig a young sailor came running up the jetty saying, “Mr. Miles, Mr. Miles, the Australians are pissing on the Captain’s gig.”  Sure enough, I went out there and two or three drunken Australians were writing their names across the beautiful top of his gig.  This didn’t set too well with the gentleman, either.  

We finally got enough money to set up our own Officers’ Club and everybody put in about five pounds, which was about $15.  The first week we declared a dividend of $15 and we were still selling drinks for around 15 cents a drink.  The Australians had been trying to build us two warehouses for about two months and they had one of them about half way up, when a small platoon of Seabees came up to install three Quonset huts for us.  They finished up a little early and I asked them if they would help us with our warehouses.  They built the one next door to the Australian ones in two days.  They were the best organized and the best equipped outfit I think I’ve ever seen.  
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Brisbane was only about 30 or 40 miles, so that was our place to go for the weekends and try to get a house out at Southport on the beach.  We still had our nurse contact at the old 126th Hospital (located at Indoorapilly) and at this time we had trucks and pickup trucks available.  I put a canopy on the back of my pickup truck as permanent OOD and put in an army cot (in case we got stuck over the weekend, of course).  The doctors at the hospital usually threw a dance on Saturday night at the Rec Hall of the hospital, which was a very nice evening.  You got to dance with all the nurses and I still had my little Texan I was dating.  One weekend I got Godfrey Krueger Smith a date with one of her friends and we ended up in Southport.  “Smitty’s” family owned all the street cars in Cuba and he was a fishing mate of Ernest Hemingway’s.  They were in the Olympics together for deep sea fishing.  His uncle owned Krueger Ale in New York and, I guess, the New York Yankees, too, come to think of it.  I never saw G. K. after the war.  I don’t know how he came out.  I know the week after we were in Southport he had an Australian tank and an LCM and, when he beached, the tank went out too soon and went down in the water.  One of the [image: image13.jpg]


crewmen died before he could get out of the tank.  
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Finally, in early ’43 a group of LCIs showed up at Toorbul Point.  They were fresh out of the States and were Landing Craft Infantry (Large).  They carried a crew of three or four officers and about 35 men.  Each LCI could carry 160 troops (which is one company) and had two side ramps to put them on the beach.  The skipper of the LCI 226, Henry T. McKnight, came ashore and requested my Commanding Officer that I be assigned to his ship as Engineering Officer, as he had one that was not very good.  Therefore, I was assigned to the LCI 226.  I at once explained to Captain McKnight that I had no experience whatsoever with engines.  In fact, I looked for spark plugs in the diesel engines when I first got aboard.  I called my “black gang” of about 3 or 4 “motor Macs” and several firemen together and told them that I was not really an Engineering Officer, but was willing to learn and we would learn together.  We would put the eight engines that were in such poor shape back together.  In fact, out of the eight diesels only about two were running very well.  I got me a pair of coveralls and we proceeded to take each engine apart, pull out the pan and all the pieces, and I would look them up in a General Motors catalog to see what they were.  It became quickly apparent that we had to have some spare parts.  Since Admiral Halsey’s son was the Supply Officer in Brisbane, I took him a bottle of scotch and he let us go through his warehouse.  We ended up with enough injectors and piston rings to last us the rest of the war.  
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We made one final trip to Brisbane for logistics and supplies and to bid farewell to our good friends at the hospital.  Unfortunately, the night we shipped out of Brisbane, a real storm came up and our LCI tried to beat all the waves to death and to yaw, making Figure 8s.  I was seasick for two or three days and finally got down one orange the third day.  We pulled into Townsville (after going past the Great Barrier Reefs) and spent the night.  The next day, we went into Cairns, where we were still working on our engines.  In Cairns, I got word that I had made Lieutenant j.g., which meant that I would become the Executive Officer of the LCI.  However, I stayed on with my engineering duties until we had everything ship shape.  
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After a week or so in Cairns, we headed for New Guinea and arrived at Milne Bay.  The Japs had just been cleared out and the fighting was going on up past Buna Mission.  We first hauled the amphibious scouts over to Goodenough Island and troops to Ferguson Island, which was in the Kula Gulf near Woodlark and Kiriwina Islands.  The natives there were very friendly.  Of course, there were signs saying, “Nearest Jap – ½ mile.”  The natives at Goodenough were making grass skirts and selling them to the sailors for one pound.  This completely messed up the economic system of New Guinea, as a pound was about one year’s wages.  With that you could buy two wives  - or one pig.  
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On September 26, 1943 we made our first landing with troops on board at Lae.  We hauled the Australian 9th Army, who we had trained at Toorbul Point.  Admiral Barbey (COM 7 AMPHIBS) used the destroyer “Conyngham” as his flagship and our escort on this landing.  During the landing, three Japanese bombers and six fighters attacked the beach.  We lost the LCI 339 (whose skipper was my old friend Tidball from Dartmouth College) and the other ship (the 340) was Lieutenant Wolf, who was killed onboard his ship.  Our doctor was killed on board the 339, as he was standing in the Conning Tower next to Tidball.  The Navy awarded Tidball the Silver Star for getting hit and Lieutenant Wolf the Navy Cross, as he was killed.  The 11th Airborne paratroopers were dropped behind our landing beach at Lae.   While making this landing, I was on the Conning Tower heading towards the beach when the 224 stopped all engines right in front of us.  We were all going full speed for the beach.  Our bow [image: image21.jpg]


grazed the corner of his deck and knocked a small hole in our bow.  He tried to say he was going full speed, too, but later we checked his engine room bells and he was dead stop.  We were all very inexperienced.  One LCT skipper was following the flagstaff of HIS OWN ship, thinking that it was the ship in front of him.  He was lost for a whole day and missed the landing.
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We carried some troops for a landing at Finschafen and, a few weeks later, made a landing at Langemak Bay.  Unfortunately, the amphibious scouts had been here to scout the beach and had apparently left footprints, as the Japs had logs just the length of our landing beach and were in the trees.  My battle station for that landing was back on the stern anchor, which was a good place to be, as the Australians took nearly 25 minutes to unload our LCI.  In fact, one of them stopped in the middle of the ramp and lit a cigarette.  A Jap shot him in the hand.  He tried to come back on board, but we assured him that we did not have a doctor onboard and he must remain with his troops.  A float plane discovered our column that night and strafed some of the ships, but no one was injured.  We could not fire back as it would have given away our position with the tracers.  By now, the Air Force had set up a base at Doba Dura and, for the first time, we had some air cover ……besides Japanese.  This was just in time, as 70 Jap planes were reported by the destroyer “Reid”.  The 5th Air Force got 30 of them and the others attacked the convoy.  But, luckily, our LCIs were already out of the area.

[image: image25.jpg]


[image: image26.jpg]ez
¥




Our next venture on September 14th was to go up to Nassau Bay and evacuate the troops that were in poor shape there.  Those who hadn’t been shot had malaria.  The Australian 6th Army had been in New Guinea for 12 months and spent several years in Greece, Africa, and Sicily.  

On September 24th we evacuated part of the 41st Division from Salamaus and took them to Oro Bay.  They were really a rather “beat-up” looking bunch and, to top it all off, one soldier on the next ship dropped his rifle and it went off and killed his friend – shot him through the head, which is a hell of a way to go.  The USS Henley, a destroyer, was torpedoed on October 1st off of Cape Ward Hunt, which was right past Mitre Rock.  On that date we moved back to Milne Bay to get ready for a second landing in the Finschafen area.  On this landing we had “Zeroes” overhead and were at General Quarters all night.  The LCI 30 and an LST were bombed.  This was the first landing where we had an Australian cruiser as an escort.  

Then, we got ready for our really big push at Christmas of 1943.  I was the official Executive Officer and by now my battle station was on the bow #1 gun.  We were going to haul the 5th Marines from Guadalcanal into Cape Gloucester, New Britain.  We had trained with this outfit several weeks before by landing them on Goodenough Island.  While underway, I asked a Marine on my ship if there was anyone from Louisiana.  He said, “Yes”, that there was an officer on the next ship.  So, I started wigwagging with semaphore and a Marine started answering me.  I said, “Where are you from?”  

He said, “Monroe, Louisiana.”  

I said, “So am I.  What is your name?”  

He said, “Faser, F-A-S-E-R.” 

I said, “Your first name would not be ‘Tootsie?’”

He says, “Hell, yes, who is this?”

It turned out it was old “Tootsie”, who’d played baseball with me and had been a cheerleader at Neville.  As soon as we landed and did our practices, they came back on my ship and he brought a guy named Olmstead and another fellow named Riser from Monroe.  I had the cook break out a turkey we had been saving and brought out a bottle of wine.  We had a fine dinner and they stayed up all night with me on the Conning Tower.  Tootsie was telling stories about Guadalcanal, where he had been a Sergeant in charge of the tower out at the point.  One night an officer said, “Two of our destroyers are coming into the harbor.”  So Tootsie sent them a challenge and got no answer.  After two or three times, he called back and asked this officer was he sure those were American destroyers.  The officer said, “Hell, yeah, I’m sure.  Don’t question me, I’m a Captain.”  And with this, the destroyers opened fire and blew up the signal tower.  Tootsie got wounded and the officer was so chagrined, he made Tootsie a battlefield Second Lieutenant.  I think he ended up a Lieutenant Colonel after the war.  They were not assigned to my ship for the official landing, so I never did see them again.  I think the Olmstead boy was killed on Peleliu.  

We loaded the Marines in New Guinea the day before Christmas, were underway Christmas night, and everyone on the ship was singing Christmas carols.  We landed them the next day (December 26, 1943) on Cape Gloucester.  The beach was very well demolished by aircraft and by cruisers shooting over our heads.  The Jap planes came in and bombed one destroyer.  Otherwise, it was a very easy landing.  I was the Executive Officer for this landing and my battle station was on the #1 gun on the bow.  When we went into the beach, the bow was almost all the way into the trees and visibility was very poor due to smoke.  All in all, the Cape Gloucester landing was a very big success with very little opposition. (Cont. on pg. 35)


As soon as we got back to Buna Mission, Captain McKnight had orders to the United States for new construction.  He put a few clothes in a little zipper bag and got up on the control tower at Buna, blinking every ship to see if anyone was heading east.  He left all of his uniforms and clothes, knives, everything his father had outfitted him for from Abercrombie and Fitch, to me.  I wore them the rest of the war.  I received a replacement officer, Lieutenant W.L. Harned, from Louisville, Kentucky - a very astute poker player.  We soon changed his first name to Owens – everybody was “owin’” him money.

My first trip as the Commanding Officer was to get underway on New Years Day and go to Cape Sudest to pick up some troops and practice landings.  Then, on January 5th we took the Australians to Cape Cretin.  We had Colonel Sandy McNab and Captain Radde as commanders of the Headquarters Company, who were a battle-weary bunch from the old Buna Mission troops.  During this landing, I met Bob Lowe, formerly of our old Project Brass Hat group.  He was now the skipper of the LCT 372, where they had a real tough job hauling aviation gas.  On January 9th we made two trips to Goodenough Island for practice landings.  We then returned to Milne Bay, where for a week or two we “swung on the hook”, trying to get the ship in good condition.  We would have one ship drop an anchor and two ships would come alongside.  That way we could have all-night poker games – pot limit, of course.  

The old Snafu-maru was getting really beat up with all of the landings and practice landings, so they decided to send us down to Sydney for a little R&R and to get some ship repairs.  As usual, we hit stormy weather – bad enough to put the bow of the ship all of the way under water.  Finally, we pulled past Lover’s Leap into Sydney Harbor and past the Botanical Gardens, where all the sailors started making dates with the girls by semaphore.  We tied up at Woolamaloo Docks after a sea voyage of 3600 miles.    

There was a cocktail party that evening for all of the officers of the ships in port.  I met a very pretty young Australian Wren (which is the same as our “Waves”) named Aileen Brown.   BUT, she did not want to have anything to do with American officers, as she said we were only interested in one thing.  But, after much fast talk, we DID make a date to go out for dinner.  It turned out she had a very nice apartment only about two blocks from Woolamaloo Docks, where we were tied up.  Therefore, I had a very wonderful week in Sydney.  I found out that “Brownie” had been in several Australian movies.  In fact, on my second, third, or fourth night out, the crew put up a 3rd repeat, which is a black and white pennant that goes up to the yardarm when the Captain has gone ashore.  That night they found an old 3rd repeat from a battleship or cruiser that hung down almost to our Conning Tower.  I asked what the point was and they said, “Captain, you’re really going ashore tonight,” and they were certainly correct.  

We got our repairs, our rest, and lots of recreation and then headed back to Milne Bay.  As usual, when we approached the bay, a good storm came up and one of the big President Liners ended up on a reef.  I believe it was the President Coolidge.  The second day, after we were back in Milne Bay, the USS Phoenix came in and the First Lieutenant was Commander Chatham - Thurmon Chatham - who was McKnight’s Uncle-in-Law, as he had married a Hanes girl of Hanes Underwear, and so had Capt. McKnight.  Chatham owned all the Chatham Blanket Companies and he used to come over to our LCI with his little ditty bag of gin and vermouth to have martinis with McKnight, so we were well acquainted.  As soon as the Phoenix dropped its hook, I got a blinker message that Commander Chatham requested the pleasure of Captain Miles for dinner.  So, I put on my clean khakis and went over to the Phoenix.  Chatham said that Capt. Bennington, the Executive Officer, was not coming to dinner and I could sit in his chair.  Here I am a Lieutenant j.g. and there are 72 officers on the Phoenix all sitting by rank and when the Exec sits down they all sit down.  So, when I sat down, they all sat down.  This left me very uncomfortable and I couldn’t wait to get through with the meal.  As soon as we were through, he said, “Captain Bennington would like to see you down in his cabin.”  So, we went down to his “palatial suite”.  I had met him before with Comm. Chatham and he seemed very happy to see me.  While we were sitting there, I looked on his desk and there in a big, gold frame is a picture of Brownie, the young lady I’d been with for R&R in Sydney.  The inscription read, “All my love, Brownie.”  Captain Bennington said, “What are you looking at, Lieutenant?”

I said, “Sir, I was admiring your picture.”

He said, “Well, I was just wondering if you happened to meet her in Sydney?”

I said, “Oh, no, sir.”

He said, “Well, I heard some j.g. met her and was trying to “make time” with her last week and she’s my fiancée.  I’d like to get the son-of-a-bitch.  I’d make him a Seaman 2nd.”

This went on for about ten minutes, them talking about catching this guy that had been dating his fiancée.  Then, I hear laughter and look over there and Commander Chatham is dying laughing.  I said, “What in the hell is going on?”  He said, “Well, we met Brownie’s sister at a cocktail party and she asked us to bring you this picture, so Capt. Bennington took his wife’s picture out of that frame and wanted to see what your reaction would be.”  And I certainly fell for it.  

Soon after I returned from Australia, our Flotilla Commander, Commander Homer F. McGee (an old Mustang who was later promoted to Rear Admiral) informed me that I was to be the Division Commander, as I was the Senior Lieutenant for our division of six LCIs.  While swinging on our hook in Milne Bay, we played poker all night, as usual.  We would play pot limit all night, then have breakfast and go to bed, as there wasn’t very much to do while at anchor.  Soon after this, we began planning for a very large landing and my division of LCIs was designated to make the first line of the LCIs.  My ship, the 226, would be on the starboard edge next to Pancake Hill, which they knew had several gun emplacements.  The landing was to be in Hollandia, with side landings at Aitape and Tanamera Bay.  We loaded up for this landing and took the entire convoy into the Admiralty Islands.  We fed the soldiers spaghetti for dinner and, unfortunately, again found rough weather, which immediately made 160 guys seasick.  I had to stay on the Conning Tower all night, as the stench was very, very bad.  The next day, we let the troops go ashore in the Admiralty Islands and they had to be back aboard ship at twilight.  When we had everyone aboard, it was reported to me on the Conning Tower that one of our crew was missing.  It seemed as if the man I had on the forward ramp decided he could not stand another landing and had decided to jump ship.  We sent out a search party and brought him back aboard.  Later, I did send him back to the States as a Section 8.  Maybe he was smarter than all the rest of us.  

We got underway at dusk on April 21st and went due north towards the equator.  A little after midnight we changed course after crossing the equator and headed for Hollandia, where we made the landing the next morning at daylight.  It was a complete surprise and had very little opposition.  We had an Australian war correspondent, G.H. Short, onboard along with Colonel Fields and his Army 1st Battalion, 186th Infantry troops.

My division went over and anchored in Hollandia harbor and several of us skippers decided to go ashore, as things seemed to be quiet and peaceful.  We did strap on 45s and took a small gig over and went into the woods, where we found what looked like Japanese headquarters.  There was still food and magazines scattered around and I even found a Japanese Readers’ Digest, which I think I still have some place.  After going through this headquarters, all of a sudden Army troops came through the bushes.  They wanted to know what in the hell we were doing, as the area hadn’t been cleared yet. Therefore, we left and went over to Pancake Hill (which looked down on the harbor) and found a Japanese five-inch gun.  I got into the pointer’s seat and one of my old buddies got in the trainer’s seat and we were beginning to aim the gun and look through the telescope sites.  I said, “Look down there!  There’s the USS Nashville with General McArthur on board.”  In fact, I could even see his corn cob pipe through the telescopic sites.  I said, “Let’s shoot the Nashville.  BANG, BANG,” and pulled the triggers.  All of a sudden, somebody said, “For God’s sake, get away from that gun.  It’s loaded!”  Thank God the Japs had taken out the firing pin, or we would have probably shot McArthur and made history.  (We were also lucky it wasn’t “booby trapped”.)  

All the time I was on the LCI 226, my friend Norman Molyneaux was skipper of LCI 28, which was our flotilla flagship.  The second or third day after our landing, a Jap “washing machine Charlie” (or, “Piss Call Pete”) that would come over every night, dropped a bomb right on our beach.  The bomb struck an ammunition dump and the beach proceeded to burn for the next two days.  A certain Commander Day, who I had had trouble with before, sent some of our LCIs over to help put out the fire with our large monitor nozzles on the bows of the LCIs.  This wasn’t such a great idea, as burning ammunition dumps have a tendency to explode.  This Commander Day used to come on board our LCIs and give us a white glove inspection in the middle of New Guinea.  I believe he was also the same commander that I heard a story about when he came out to Johnson Island with Adm. Halsey.  

A later associate of mine with Ford, Bacon & Davis, George Dierking, was the officer in charge of building an airstrip on Johnson Island before Pearl Harbor.  Adm. Halsey used to come out on an inspection trip once a month.  He came out one month and brought a Commander Day with him.  Halsey always played cribbage with George Dierking and they had a pretty good friendship.  Commander Day got out of the float plane into the boat that Dierking met them with and he asked Dierking what CLASS he was.  Bull Halsey’s answer was, “First class, you son of a bitch.  He is not ‘Annapolis.’”  

Very soon, Hollandia was secure and we loaded up for our next landing, which was to be the island of Biak.  It was supposed to be heavily defended and, according to our operation order, there was no beach to land on.  We would have to go in on a rock jetty, unload our troops at the end of the jetty, and have them go down the jetty onto the beach, which was about 100 yards flat and then straight up cliffs about 500 feet.  The Japs were said to have at least 10 to 15 eight-inch guns (which were brought in from Singapore) at the end of this jetty.  The small boats and amphibious tractors were supposed to land first and those troops were to clear out the guns, with the LCIs being the second wave.  We began landing at early daylight and, unfortunately, the tractors and small boats, due to much smoke, landed about a quarter of a mile south of the jetty.  This left our LCIs (with my six) being the first wave of the landing.  As we started in, the B24s laid a string of bombs down the beach that looked like they had eyes.  They knocked out every one of those guns.  We were very, very lucky.  Our six ships kept their engines “ahead one-third” and the troops unloaded very quickly - in about five to ten minutes.  This was not quite as good as the Marines, as they could do it in five minutes or less.  Jap planes came over right after we retracted from the beach and did some damage to a sub chaser and one destroyer.  McArthur was again on the USS Nashville.  

The Japs decided that Biak was too much, so they sent another task force built around one of the world’s largest battleships, the Yamato, but it was forced to turn back and we now had superior forces throughout the Pacific.  The landing at Hollandia had cut off about 40,000 Japs at Madang and other large bodies at several other places.  That was McArthur’s theory:   cut them off, surround them, and let them die on the vine.  We had also done this at Rabaul.

After the Biak landing we made several trips from Alexhaven.  I got to see Raymond Sackett from Monroe in Alexhaven, as he was onboard a patrol boat.  We spent an evening reminiscing about Monroe and his brother, Richard Sackett, who was one of my old high school friends.  Later, we had to escort Army tugs up to Aitape at a speed of four knots.  About midnight, we were challenged by a destroyer and my Quartermaster could not find the “Challenge Answer” for the night.  So, I turned on my searchlight and put it on the American flag on our yardarm.  I always thought that it was ridiculous for an LCI with only four 20-millimeter guns to escort a group of tugs.  On another shuttle trip during a torrential rain, a large “Victory ship” came up astern of us blowing his foghorn.  They finally came alongside, where their Commanding Officer used a bullhorn to ask us, “Where is the harbor?”  I told him to follow us and we led him into the small bay.  After we’d anchored, he sent over ice cream for our crew and had his man ask us how we’d found the harbor.  I told him that it was just good seamanship, but actually we were following the colored water.  About a quarter of a mile offshore the water changed colors and, where the bay emptied out into the ocean, you could see the brown water coming out of the harbor, which we’d followed into Alexhaven.  We took the ships down to Finschafen and on August 4th, 1944 I finally got orders to return to the United States for new construction and for a rotation of duty, which was supposed to give us about 18 months in the States.  Molyneaux, Liechti, and several of our gang also had orders and we finally left our ships and went to Finschafen to await transportation to the States.  The place had really changed since we made the original landing.  In fact, they even had Red Cross girls and I was fortunate enough to meet one named Norma Anderson from New Jersey.  I still remember the last night.  We went to see “Going My Way”. 

We ended up on the S.S. Louray Victory (one of the new “Victory ships”) and had a pleasant voyage home with lots of food and no watches.  We landed in San Francisco on September 1, 1944 and immediately tried to find a hotel room.  We were lucky enough to get a five room suite at the Mark Hopkins.  This was Molyneaux, Fitzgibbons, Liechti, Dupuy (from Louisiana), and myself.  We finally found the liquor store and asked him if we could buy a bottle or two of whiskey, as we thought it was strictly rationed in the United States.  He said, “How many bottles do you want?”  We ended up with two cases and went back to our suite to start the party.  The party lasted for three days and was quite a huge success.  The first night, we called everybody we knew long distance and then made a date with the telephone operator.  She showed up about two o’clock in the morning.  Unfortunately, she turned out to be an old gray-haired lady, but she stayed with us for a couple of hours.  In the meantime, we had been going to the Top of the Mark bringing down two or three or four very nice young ladies…and, as I say, the party progressed from there.  We had people sleeping in the bathtub and one Red Cross girl who stayed all three days.  We took home many taxi-loads of young ladies.  I had read about parties like this, but had never been in one.  At the end of the third day, I decided I’d better get out of there, so I headed for Los Angeles to meet my fiancée, Jane Bell, who was now an American Airlines stewardess.  At Christmas of 1942, I had requested that she get a ring in Jackson and we would be engaged.  All during the war we were writing letters.  Molyneaux and I took a train down to Los Angeles.  

I spent a wonderful week with Jane.  We went to several nightclubs with Molyneaux and Lona, including the Coconut Grove and Ciro’s.  I stayed at the Las Palmas Hotel in Hollywood.  We had a wonderful reunion.  After a week in Hollywood, I headed back to Monroe on the Southern Pacific railroad.  There were several other naval officers on the train, so in Tucson I volunteered to get off to get some more chasers, as we had plenty of “booze”.  I was not in a complete uniform - with white cap cover, boondocker shoes, and I think I threw on my coat with j.g. shoulder boards ……  no insignia otherwise.  I went around the train and there stood a four-striper Captain with about a hundred brand new ensigns, who had just graduated from ROTC.  He was giving them a farewell speech.  He took one look at me and his mouth came open.  I saluted quickly and jumped back on the train!  When the train went through Ruston, Louisiana, my brother Leo got on board with his beanie freshman cap from Louisiana Tech and rode to Monroe with me.  I finally arrived home in September after two years overseas. 

We had gone overseas as “Project BRASSHAT” in 1942 to train the Australian Army in amphibious warfare.  Some of the other officers in “BRASSHAT” were as follows:  Fred Meeker (New York), B.T. Clark, Norm Paul (who was from Yale and later became the Assistant Secretary of the Air Force), A.W. Higgins (Hopkinsville, Kentucky), Frank Meredith, and many others.  

Since the war, I have been to several LCI conventions and met members of my old LCI crew, including:  Motor Machinist Al Salisbury, Signalman “Dude” Conway, Ship’s Cook John Pusateri, Signalman Carl Summers (from Kentucky), and, of course, my old Executive Officer, Bill Harned.  



LCI(L)-226 / LCI(R)-226



Awards, Citations and Campaign Ribbons


Precedence of awards is from top to bottom, left to right
Top Row - American Campaign Medal
Bottom Row - Asiatic-Pacific Campaign Medal (8) - World War II Victory Medal - Philippines Liberation Medal 



LCI-1 Class Landing Craft Infantry (Large): 

·  Laid down at George Lawley & Sons Corp., Neponset, MA. (date unknown) 

·  Launched (date unknown); 

·  Commissioned USS LCI(L)-226, 14 December 1942; 

·  During World War II LCI(L)-226 was assigned to the Asiatic-Pacific Theater LCI Flotilla 7 Group 19, and participated in the: 

· Eastern New Guinea operation; 
(a) Lae occupation, 4 to 6 September 1943 
(b) Finschaffen occupation, 22 September 1943 

· Bismarck Archipelago operation; 
(a) Cape Gloucester, New Britain, 26 and 27 December 1943 

· Hollandia operation, 21 to 25 April 1944 

· Western New Guinea operations; 
(a) Biak Island operation, 27 to 28 May 1944, 29 May to 1 June 1944 
(b) Morotai landings, 15 September 1944 

· Luzon operation; 
(a) Lingayen Gulf landings, 9 January 1945 
(b) Lubang Island, 1 March 1945 

· Manila Bay-Bicol operations; 
(a) Zambales-Subic Bay, 29 to 31 January 1945 
(b) Mariveles, 15 February 1945 
(c) Corregidor Island, 16 February 1945 

· Consolidation of the Southern Philippines; 
(a) Zamboanga, Mindanao, 10 March 1945 
(b) Saoroc Point, Basilan Island, 16 March 1945 
(c) Cotabato (Polloc Harbor), Mindanao Island landings, 17 to 19 April 1945 

· Borneo operation: 
(a) Balikpapan operation, 1 July 1945 

·  LCI(L)-226 was redesignated Landing Craft Rockets LCI(R)-226, 10 July 1945; 

·  Decommissioned in February 1946, at San Diego, CA.; 

·  Struck from the Naval Register, (date unknown); 

·  Final Disposition, sold 13 March 1947, fate unknown. 

·  LCI(L)-226 received eight battle stars for WWII service. 



Specifications: Displacement, 216 t.(light), 234 t.(landing), 389 t.(loaded);
Length, 158' 5½";
Beam, 23' 3";
Draft, Light 3'1½" mean, Landing, 2' 8" forward, 4' 10" aft, Loaded, 5' 4" forward, 5' 11" aft;
Speed, 16 kts (max.), 14 kts maximum continuous;
Complement, 2 officer, 21 enlisted;
Troop Capacity, 6 Officers, 182 Enlisted;
Cargo Capacity, 75 tons;
Armor, 2" plastic splinter protection on gun turrets, conning tower and pilot house;
Endurance, 4,000 miles at 12 kts, loaded, 500 miles at 15 knots; and 110 tons of fuel; 
Armament, four single 20mm guns one forward, one amidship, two aft, later added two .50 cal machine guns;
Fuel Capacity, 130 tons, lube oil 200 gal.; 
Propulsion, two sets of 4 GM diesels, 4 per shaft, BHP 1,600, twin variable pitch propellers. 



Landon’s timeline aboard LCI 226

This is a partial timeline for LCI 226. The main sources were the records of Harry D. Salisbury (MOMM 2/C, Dec 14, 1942 to Aug, 1944), and those of Arden L. Hunt (SM 3/C, July 20, 1944 to April 13, 1945).

June 13, 1943 – O. Landon Miles replaced Russell C. Oakes as E.O.

June 21 – Entered Peters Slip, dry dock.

June 28 – En route from Brisbane to Cairns, Australia in task force. Passed Barren Island on starboard side about 2000. Course: 309 Speed: 9 +/-

June 28 to mid-July – Brisbane  Townsville  Cairns, Australia. Starboard gear box went out and arrived at Cairns a day and a half after the task force. Beached the ship to look at the screws while tide was out. Could not get off beach. An LCT snapped a 6" manila line and the next day a tug tried unsuccessfully. Tried for 3 or 4 nights at high tide before getting her off the beach.

July 1 – O. Landon Miles made Lieutenant JG.

July 24 – Only have 3 engines running out of the 8.

Early July to Aug 19 – Six weeks in Cairns, Australia getting repairs and training with Australian troops.

Aug 19-25 – Cairns, Australia  Milne Bay, New Guinea, very rough trip. Transported amphibious scouts under the command of Lt. Frank Merideth.

Late August – The deck gang painted a pair of alligator jaws at the bow.

Late August – Transported some natives, American sailors, Aussie officers, the amphibious scouts, and supplies to Kola Bay, Fergusson Island, which is a gasoline dump for PT boats. Returned to Milne Bay the next morning. Returned too late to go on the first landings at Lae, New Guinea (where LCI’s 339 & 341 were hit by bombs – LCI 339 was lost). The USS Rigel is our flag ship.

Sep. 5 – Picked up some Aussie troops (9th Army – called "The Rats of Tobruk" in Africa) in Buna, New Guinea to take to Lae.

Sep. 6 – D Day + 2 at Lae, New Guinea. Operating with destroyers Flusser and Henley. Going into Red beach, LCI 224 slowed down and we hit her in the stern. Landed troops at 0130. The beachhead was already secured so no enemy fire. The 

11th Airborne Paratroopers were dropped behind our landing there. Then returned to Milne Bay.

Sep. 15, 1943 – Went to Salamaua, New Guinea and brought back Aussie troops (6th Army) that had been in New Guinea for 11 months. Went to Buna.

Sep. 16 – William I. Harned replaced Benjamin C. Florey as X.O.

Sep. 21 – Left Buna and picked up Aussie troops (9th Army) at Lae to take to Finschhafen.

Sep. 22 – D Day at Finschhafen, New Guinea. Called to battle stations at 0400. Destroyers shelled the beach nicely beforehand. At 0440, the LCI’s followed the small boats in to the beach, firing at the beach on the way in, and disembarked troops. Jap sniper fire and mortar fire were very heavy. Three LCI’s lost their ramps on the beach and a couple were hit by enemy fire. We were fired upon by a plane. Returned to Buna with some wounded Aussies.

Sep. 24 – Went to Salamaua and picked up some American troops (41st Division) and brought them back to Oro Bay.

Sep. 27 – Left Buna at 1215, went to Oro Bay. Picked up some sailors and officers to take to Milne Bay.

Oct. 1 – Left Oro Bay and went to Milne Bay.

Oct. 16 – Left Milne Bay and went up to Goodenough Bay. Went into beach and talked with the natives.

Oct. 18 – Returned to Milne Bay and just as we arrived, were ordered to go to Buna.

Oct. 19 – Left Buna at 0500 and went to Lae.

Oct. 20-24 – Took troops from Lae to Langemak Bay which is just south of Finschhafen, and disembarked them around 0400. On return to Lae, we were fired upon by a plane. Stood G.Q. 0400 to 1000. Proceeded to Milne Bay. Left Milne  Bay and went to Good Enough Bay.

Oct. 26 – Left Good Enough Bay and went to Cape Sudest which is near Oro Bay.

Oct. 27 – Left Cape Sudest at 0730 in the rain.

November – Was made flag ship of Group 19 (in Flotilla 7) for awhile.

Dec. 24 – At 1800, went to a nearby cape and picked up 210 U.S. Marines (veterans of Guadalcanal) and an Alsatian Shepard dog, trained to sniff out Japs 100 yards away.

Dec. 26 – D Day at Cape Gloucester, New Britain. At first light the beach was bombed from the air and shelled by cruisers, destroyers, and the new "rocket ships". Fog and smoke for about one mile, visibility was zero. Then the LCI’s went in and disembarked the troops in waist-deep water.

Dec. 27 – O. Landon Miles replaced Henry T. McKnight as the skipper and Benjamin C. Florey (who was replaced by William I. Harned on September 16) was brought back as E.O.

Jan. 1, 1944 – Went to Cape Sudest, New Guinea.

Jan. 5 – Took some Aussies to Cape Cretin.

Jan. 9 – Made two trips to Good Enough Island for practice landings.

Feb. 2 – Picked up Navy and Army personnel from the USS Rigel to take on leave.

Feb. 3 – At Milne Bay, New Guinea

Feb. 4 to mid-March – Took the men going on leave to Sydney, Australia where we stayed a couple weeks on leave, and then returned to New Guinea. It was a fairly rough trip going down and a very rough trip coming back, running into a storm on our last night out.

Mar. 1 – O. Landon Miles was made Division Commander (there are now 6 LCI’s in our division).

Mar. 24 – Harry Salisbury tore a 3-inch gash under his left arm requiring 4 stitches. Paul Fitzgerald went back to the hospital.

Mar. 25 – Brendel went to the hospital.

Mar. 26-28 – Trained with troops.

Mar. 28 – Paul Fitzgerald returned from the hospital.

Apr. 7 – Picked up troops at Cape Cretin in the morning to take to Lae to practice landings. Port propeller pitch broke down and had to turn back. Went alongside LST 453 and got the pitch to 44".

Apr. 20-22 – Took U.S. Army troops (1st Battalion, 186th Infantry) up to the Admiralty Islands and gave them a few hours on shore before hitting Hollandia. Ran into a storm on the way to Hollandia.

Apr. 22 – D Day at Hollandia, New Guinea. Landed the troops, leading the second wave of LCI’s at Red Beach. We were covered by carrier planes. O. Landon Miles and others went ashore, found Jap headquarters before the Army did, and gathered souvenirs.

Apr. 23, 1944 – Escorted an Army tug at 4 knots to Aitape (some escort: we only had three 20 MM guns).

Apr. 29 – Frank Harris, Leach, and Delmar Spears left the crew to return to the States.

May 27 – D Day at Biak Island. Landed U.S. Army troops (163rd Infantry) at Bosnik Bay. We were in the first wave (instead of the second wave) at the end of rock jetty because the small boats and tanks had landed one mile away. Luckily, B-24’s had bombed the 6" guns at the end of the jetty. Heavy opposition from the beach.

Early June – Took reinforcements to Biak Island 3 days ahead of schedule.

June through August – Went to Bostrem Bay (Alexishafen), New Guinea for rest, repairs, and running shuttle trips. Also escorted some more tugs to Aitape.

June 22 – Left Humboldt Bay (Hollandia) and went to Bostrem Bay (Alexishafen) for general repairs.

July 19 – Arrived this evening in Bostrem Bay (Alexishafen). There are about 30 LCI’s with their ramps let down on the beach. We are in Flotilla 7, LCI Group 19, Division 38. LCI 28 is the flag ship. Group Commander is on LCI 25.

July 20 – Arden L. Hunt (SM 3/C) joins the crew. Andy Sommerer (SM 1/C), recently joined the crew.

July 25 – Pulled alongside LST 455 and in the process, ran into another LCI and sank its motor boat.

July 27 – Moved alongside LCI 25.

Aug. 4, 1944 – William I. Harned replaced O. Landon Miles as the skipper. We have two new officers: Bennett Coulson is X.O. and Jack Joyce replaced Benjamin C. Florey as E.O. Left Bostrem Bay at 1700 on a shuttle run to Finschhafen, taking men returning to the States, 8 Aussie officers, and mail.
The first Naval graduating class at Dartmouth College – July, 1942.





Landon ran into Dewey Thurman (a friend from Ruston) at Camp Doomben in Brisbane, Australia – December, 1942.





Australia – Landon and koala.





Dawn Caskelly





Ensign Norman Molyneaux and “Pete”, the wallaby





LCI (L) 226 – as painted by Olive Gaines.





Landon visiting Toorbul Point (where he helped build a base in 1943) during a 1987 trip to Australia.





New “Lt. j.g.” Miles





Landon and Bill Harned on the LCI 226 – Milne Bay, 1943.





The crew of LCI 226 – New Guinea, 1943.





Engineering Ofc. Ben Florey, a bearded Landon, and Exec. Ofc. Bill Harned of the LCI 226      –  


 New Guinea, 1944.





More of the crew of the LCI 226.





The cover of LIFE.





McKnight and Landon in a picture from a LIFE magazine story.





Landon in a downed Japanese plane – Alexhaven, New Guinea.








An article from the CHICAGO TIMES





	(A Chicago Times newspaper reporter, Frank Smith, was aboard the LCI 226 for the invasion of Cape Gloucester, New Britain on December 26, 1943.  He filed the following report which was published in early 1944.)


*   *   *   *   *   *   *


TIMESman sees Navy shell Japs at Zero Hour


By Frank Smith


(Times Staff Correspondent)





At sea with the American Invasion Force, Dec. 26 (Delayed):  This is the grandest spectacle yet seen in the Pacific War, as the first major offensive in this area – a large-scale invasion of New Britain – gets underway.


	Dawn has not yet pinked the eastern sky, but Cape Gloucester – Mount Talawe emitting a lazy, droopy plume of steam from its crater – stands outlined sharply.


	Cruisers, faintly visible from our landing craft, have been awaiting this moment.  Now they open up – tentatively at first, with test shots – then, suddenly sure of their range, belching yellow tongues of fire, which seconds later spurt debris from the beach.  


	Closer shorewards, cruisers are making their runs, lobbing high explosives onto the beaches where presently we shall land.  


DESTROYERS JOIN SHELLING


	Shifty destroyers, weaving protectively about the fleet of landing craft, contribute their salvos to the softening-up process now that the heavies have got the angry, yellow belches.  As daylight finally creeps over the horizon to the northwest, you can hear the drone of heavy bombers, and suddenly the Liberators are winging in over the amphibious fleet, circling for their run on the Jap gun emplacement areas.  A huge cloud of black smoke bellows from one hit.  It looks like the Liberators have struck a fuel dump.  


	And all along the beaches where landings are to be made, bombs are dropping to blast openings for the invaders.  Now the sky is lighted up within their lick.  The mediums are beginning to come over in waves – B-25 Mitchells which drop their bombs and then make slashing attacks with strafing guns.   


ZERO HOUR NEARS


	The hour is approaching and soon we will make the run for the beach.  For two hours gunfire could be seen eastward – this may have been our fighter craft attached barges.


	In the landing craft with this correspondent were three Chicago-area men – Crew Motor Machinist 1/c David John Cummings, 28, of 125 North Greenbay Rd., Highland Park (who is thankful for the gift packet received from the International Harvester Tractor Works, where he was employed); Seaman 2/c Ed Zelinski, 17, of 62 E. 100th, a Navy veteran of four months standing; and Seaman 2/c Edwin Waricick, 27, of 1554 E. 66th Pl., former assistant catering manager at the South Shore Country Club.


	All Marines aboard were in a merry mood last night, singing lustily on deck until a late hour.  Because it was Christmas, “Sweet Adeline”, “Melancholy Baby”, “Harvest Moon”, and “You Are My Sunshine” were frequently followed by “Come All Ye Faithful” and “Silent Night”.  Many of these boys are veterans of Guadalcanal.  All seemed in fine fettle for the job in hand.





The USS Phoenix (with a loaded LST in the foreground) – 1944.





Aileen “Brownie” Brown





Looks a little like Price Barnes, doesn’t he?





The (former) Japanese headquarters on Hollandia – Lt. Bill Harned is in the foreground    -    April, 1944.





General McArthur after the landing on Hollandia    -   


April, 1944.





The Biak beachhead (an old Japanese jetty).  LCI 226 is on the right.    -    May 27, 1944.





Jane Bell





Landon and Norman Molyneaux arriving in San Francisco   -   September, 1944.





A “bull session” among some of the crew on the fantail of the 226.





Crew members of LCI 226 ready for inspection.












































