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COMMANDER’S COLUMN

It doesn’t seem at all possible that yet
another year is nearly over, does it.
The holidays have already begun, with
Thanksgiving already past and
Christmas and Hanukkah just around
the corner.

every man at the front received and
was able to enjoy a hot, “home-cooked
meal” for the holidays thanks to one
man’s compassion and caring for men
so far away from home, family and
friends.

With this in mind, I’m reminded of a
story my good friend, Jim Knocke, a
Marine Major who served in Vietnam,
told me some time ago. Jim was in
food service while overseas and when
the holidays rolled around, he was
bothered by the fact that the men at the
front lines wouldn’t be eating a hot
“home-cooked meal.”

It’s made me wonder: what can we,
safe here at home in the warmth of our
own families at this most wondrous
time of year, do to help make the time
away from home just a little bit better
for our deployed men and women in
the Armed Services? After doing a bit
of research, I think I’ve come up with
an idea or two that you might like. We
might even want to consider
continuing on with something as a Post
activity later in the year. Give it some
thought.

After giving this situation considerable
thought, Jim came up with a rather
novel plan and took it to the General in
command. He asked for permission to
put his plan into action, explaining that
if he could bring it about, he “might”
need to commandeer some helicopters!
Doubting that Jim’s plan, whatever it
might be, would ever work, the
General gave it the thumbs up.
Obviously, he didn’t know Jim very
well. Once he received the OK, Jim
set to work gathering as many foam
artillery shell containers as he could
since they would make great insulators
for the meals he would have his people
cooking for the men at the front. Once
he had collected the requisite number
of containers, the helicopters/pilots
were lined up, the meals ready,
packaged and loaded up onto the ships,
off they went to the front lines.
Mission accomplished! As envisioned,

We might be a bit late to make the
deadline for Christmas/Hanukkah
cards this year, but there are a couple
of other programs where we might
make an impact for our service men
and women:

Cup of Joe for a Joe
Make a donation to this program at the
Green Beans Coffee Company and
soldiers can get free coffee at their
base Green Beans café.
http://greenbeanscoffee.myshopify.com/

The USO Wishbook
The USO Wishbook is an alternative
giving catalog. The gifts you purchase
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ALL HANDS ON DECK
Pearl Harbor, December 3-12, 2015
Mary Mahoney
“For those who lived it; for those who never returned;
we remember.”
Tribute to the World War II Generation, Digital Media
Program, Mid Pacific Institute
I’ve never been at a loss for words when writing about
my travels, but in the days and weeks after my return
from Pearl Harbor, I was unable to put pen to paper. I
would lie in bed at night, waiting for sleep, while
images swirled in my head. When I finally told myself
to get started before my memory fades, I was daunted
by the task of making sure everything I wrote was
historically accurate. I soon came to my senses,
realizing that this is not a history lesson. It is, rather,
one person’s impressions of an unforgettable trip. My
reasons for going were simple: I wanted to see
Pearl Harbor, but not necessarily only as a tourist, and,
secondly, because Vic was stationed there in the Navy
from 1943-1946, I knew he would go with me in spirit.
I flew from Atlanta to the island of Oahu on December
3 on a 10-hour non-stop flight with Delta. I was not
without a measure of anxiety: I knew no one who
would be in the program I had signed on to, I had no
idea what work would be assigned to me, and I
wondered whether I would be up to the task. Once in
Honolulu I would join a program called “All Hands on
Deck,” conceived and sponsored by Pacific Islands
Institute and operated by a Boston-based educational
travel company, Road Scholars.
We would spend eight days helping to maintain the
battleship USS Missouri. In the process, we would
learn about life aboard a battleship and would have an
opportunity to attend the December 7 Pearl Harbor
Day ceremonies and to visit many of the permanent
memorials and exhibits throughout Pearl Harbor.
Our group leader, Steve Kooiman, is a 24-year Navy
Veteran and resident of Oahu. He is a history buff and
self-styled World War II expert, who has visited all of
the major WWII battle sites in the world and read
extensively about the war, particularly as it played out
in the Pacific.
Steve is gregarious, a walking
encyclopedia, an accomplished story-teller, and in his
own words, “never in a bad mood.” At orientation the
first night, he told us, “You are going on a ship, not a
boat. If you say ‘boat’ I will correct you.” Did I
mention he has a sense of humor? On our way to the
ship on our last work day, Steve announced, “We’ll
meet at 1400 hours for a group photo under the guns

on the deck of the bow. That’s the pointy end.”
In contrast to Steve was our Work Supervisor, Keven
Williams. Keven is also a Navy veteran (4 years) and
now works for the USS Missouri Preservation
Association as Director of Volunteers. Keven was all
business, a hard worker, and also camera shy. He
knows every inch of Mighty Mo and was eager to
show us places the ordinary tourist might not see. He
clearly loves this battleship and his work.
Our days were full, with a combination of hard work
on the ship, visits to memorials and exhibits, and
evenings of socializing. We stayed at a modern hotel
in Honolulu, one block from Waikiki Beach, and were
taken by bus every morning to Ford Island for work.
Breakfast was at 0600, with departure at 0700. Steve
would point out buildings of note and tell us historical
anecdotes about Oahu on the 40-minute ride each day.
How much we absorbed was in direct proportion to our
coffee consumption at breakfast. When we reached the
pier, Steve’s instructions were always the same: “Find
Keven and get started.”
Guarding the gate to Pier 5 where the USS Missouri is
docked is a life-sized bronze statue of Navy Admiral
Chester M. Nimitz, Commander in Chief of the Pacific
Fleet during WWII. His statue stands high on a
pedestal and is very life-like. I felt as if I should salute
him before we walked through the gates each day.
Here is a partial inscription of the words on his
pedestal:
“They fought together as brothers in arms;
They died together, and now they sleep side by side.
To them we have a solemn obligation—
the obligation to insure that their sacrifice
will help to make this a better and safer world in
which to live.”
---Admiral Chester Nimitz
Before work on our first day, we were given a tour of
the ship. A Navy band clad in dress whites was
practicing on the deck of the bow for Monday’s
ceremonies. We were told that whenever they played
the Star Spangled Banner, even though this was only a
rehearsal, we should stop, stand at attention, and place
our hands over our hearts. This happened three times
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in our first 15 minutes on the ship.

smelled clean, and that was good enough for him.

The USS Missouri is longer and wider than the Titanic
and is 20 stories high. She is the last battleship to be
active in any navy in the world, and is a veteran of four
wars. The Missouri is most noted as the site of the
Japanese surrender on September 2, 1945, in Tokyo
Bay. The Surrender Deck, near the stern, holds plaques
commemorating that historic moment, a documents
case with the actual signed surrender agreement, and
enlarged photos of both Americans and Japanese who
participated in the signing.

The work was hot and dirty and sometimes tiring, but
not overly difficult. Our biggest concern was the hot
sun. We all wore hats and used plenty of sunscreen.
Temperatures reached the mid-80s every day.
Everywhere on the pier were signs reading “Hydrate!”
Huge coolers stocked with bottled water were always
available in the volunteer tent, a place where we could
take a break and get out of the sun for a bit. We were
saved from heat exhaustion by the trade winds that
blew most days across the water toward shore.

Adjacent to the Surrender Deck is the Kamikaze
Deck—the spot where the pilot of a Japanese “Zeke”
aircraft crashed and burned in April, 1945, northwest of
Okinawa. The torpedo misfired, and no American lives
were lost. Crew members found the body of the
Japanese pilot, and the Captain gave orders to give him
a proper burial at sea, with military honors. The crew
of the Missouri fashioned a Japanese flag out of pieces
of torn American flags, found a bugler to play taps, and
rolled the pilot’s body bag into the sea. This spot is
marked by footprints on the teak deck at the exact
location the body was carried to the ship’s railing, along
with a sign, “Burial at Sea.”
Our heads were spinning with the history of Mighty
Mo, as we went to work. My first job was flag detail.
There are 65 flags on the ship and pier, one for each
state, each U.S. territory, and specialty flags. I worked
with two sisters to paint the decorative tips at the end of
the 7-foot wooden flag poles. We would first carry a
flag to our work table on the pier, remove the tip that
had become weather-beaten, and then spray it with
several coats of gold Rust-oleum (wearing a mask, of
course). We screwed the tips back on, and then
remounted the flags in their original locations. By
afternoon of the first day, we figured out it was quicker
to leave the tips on, roll the flag around the pole, cover
it with a tarp, and then do the painting. Note that no
one ever told us HOW to do our jobs. We were
expected to figure that out for ourselves. Before noon
of the second day, all flags were remounted, their gold
tips sparkling in the bright Hawaiian sun, and ready to
be admired by visitors on December 6 and 7.

Work detail was often broken up by Steve, Keven, or
Carlos, Keven’s sidekick, coming by to ask, “Who
wants to see the brig? Does anyone want a tour of the
hospital?” Treks into the below-deck compartments
included the engine room, the radio room, the operating
room, the laundry and pressing room, the mess hall,
Captain’s quarters, the dentist’s office, and the barber
shop. We were also taken up to the fly bridge and
could look down on the pier at the small human figures
moving far below.

As the week went by, my jobs varied. I organized the
tool room, helped remove, fold, and store 1,000 feet of
red, white, and blue bunting that lined the decks of the
ship, made bookmarks out of teak that had been
removed from the decks and would be sold as souvenirs
in the Battleshop for $20 a pop, and cleaned the Office
of the Master at Arms for Investigation. I offered to do
a white glove inspection of the office, but Keven said it

Getting to know my way around the ship took time. If I
had a dollar for every ladder I climbed or descended
during the week, I would be a rich woman. Our leaders
drummed into our heads, “One hand for you, and one
for the ship.” In other words, don’t climb or descend a
ladder without holding on to at least one rail.
The first day on the ship felt very foreign and unnatural
to me. I feared I would get lost in the maze of narrow
corridors below deck and not be able to find my way to
the light of day. By the middle of the week, I began to
feel at home. On our last day of work, I had a sad
moment, realizing we wouldn’t be “rolling out” the
next morning for yet another job on this proud and
mighty battleship. I think we all had grown to love it.
A word about our group: There were 30 of us, ranging
in age from 50s to 92. Several participants, including
my roommate from Minnesota, had done this program
before. One gentleman was on his fifth repeat of the
program. By some sort of magic, Keven found
meaningful jobs for all of us. He situated the 92-yearold, Charlee, in the only air conditioned compartment
aboard ship—the officers’ mess hall. Keven attached a
sign to Charlee’s walker that read, “I built these ships.
Ask me about it.” (Charlee was refused entrance into
the service during WWII because of flat feet, so he
worked in shipyards in California during the war.)
On December 6, we checked out of the hotel, stored our
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luggage, and boarded the bus for the ship with a small
backpack. At the end of our work day, there was a
sunset BBQ on the pier, complete with Hawaiian beer
(Longboard) and wine, a lecture about the December 7
attack by Steve, and then a night spent in the enlisted
crew’s quarters aboard Mighty Mo. Suffice it to say, I
find it a lot more fun to SAY I spent the night on a
battleship than to actually DO IT!

and walked the Circle of Remembrance, a semi-circle
of stone monuments bearing the names of those who
lost their lives December 7, arranged by branch of
service. The circle overlooked the harbor, and, beyond
the palm trees, I could see Mighty Mo in the distance.
The bright blue sky and warm sun were a contrast to the
somber mood as I joined flocks of tourists paying
homage to these brave souls.

I drew a bottom bunk, flush with the floor. The middle
bunk was 12 inches above my head. The only way for
me to get out of bed was to “tuck and roll” onto the
concrete floor, push up to my knees, and then stand up.
If I slept an hour that night, it was a lot. Some idiot
(not in our group) turned off all the lights in the
passageways, and I could hear and see people
stumbling along with their tiny flashlights Steve had
given us, looking for the head. I spent most of the night
walking the decks, in awe of a breathtaking display of
stars, unblemished by light pollution. Stargazing in this
part of the world was far better than the view from my
bunk!

When I walked past the huge brass bell salvaged from
the USS Arizona, a National Parks employee asked me
if I wanted to ring it. He took my camera and led me
up to a platform where another employee handed me
the heavy rope attached to the bell. I gave a mighty
pull and was rewarded with a loud and clear ring. The
first man handed my camera back and told me he got
“three good action shots.”

We breakfasted in the dark at 0500 and left for the
Visitor’s Center of the World War II Valor in the
Pacific Memorial at 0600. Due to circumstances
beyond Steve’s control, he was not able to get seats for
us at the actual site of the National Pearl Harbor
Remembrance Day’s 74th Commemoration Ceremony.
We opted for second best—the limited-seating theater,
where the ceremony was streamed live. Co-hosted by
the National Park Service and the U.S. Navy, it
commenced with a film of Japan’s attack on
Pearl Harbor, beginning at 0755 Hawaii time,
December 7, 1941, and a clip of President FDR’s
famous Day of Infamy speech.
The ceremony was a blend of Hawaiian culture and
military honors for those who lost their lives
December 7th. A Hawaiian priest (Kahua) chanted a
call to the gods, and wooden horns were blown four
times to “open up the universe.” At 0755 a moment of
silence was called, followed by a fly-over of the
missing man formation. Next came the parading of the
colors and the singing of our National Anthem by a
local choir in long red dresses with flowers in their hair.
The historian and Pulitzer Prize winning author of
Freedom from Fear, David Michael Kennedy, was the
keynote speaker. The most moving part of the
ceremony for me was the presentation of wreaths by
young wounded warriors in each branch of the service.
We had the next four hours on our own, with
instructions to take the shuttle back to the ship by
afternoon. I visited two museums and the bookstore

I just had time to visit the Bowfin, the submarine
nicknamed “The Pearl Harbor Avenger” and credited
with sinking 44 ships on 9 patrols. It is immaculately
maintained and gives the visitor an idea of how the
crew lived. I was impressed by the shine of polished
brass and the careful use of space inside the Bowfin,
but was also grateful I didn’t have to spend any more
time on it.
After a quick bowl of clam chowder on the pier near the
Bowfin, I hopped on the shuttle and arrived back at our
pier just in time for the USS Oklahoma Ceremony. In
contrast to the earlier crowds, this ceremony was
attended by only about 50 people, including three
survivors of the Oklahoma. I could only wonder what
was going through their minds. The Oklahoma suffered
the second greatest loss of life, 429 sailors, in the
Japanese attack. When it was struck by torpedoes, its
port side opened up, and the ship capsized in 12
minutes. Some of the crew were trapped in the hull and
stayed alive as long as two weeks by tapping on the hull
to signal their location, enabling 32 of them to be
rescued.
This service was held under a white canopy facing the
permanent USS Oklahoma Memorial. Instead of white
stones, the designer created white marble pillars, about
6 inches in diameter and 6 feet tall. Names of the dead
and their rank are etched on the pillars vertically. A
large stone plaque explains that the white columns
represent the Navy tradition of “Manning the Rails” in
dress whites when another Navy ship passes by. The
intent was to signify that the men who died were on
active duty when they lost their lives.
Maybe because it was more intimate, I found this
MIGHTY MO...Continued on Page 5
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ceremony more moving. The keynote speaker was the
director of the National Memorial Cemetery of the
Pacific at the “Punchbowl.” At the end of his speech he
asked each of us to take a flower from the basket near
the podium and to walk the rows of marble pillars and
place our flower at the base of one of them. This was
done in total silence. I didn’t know any of the names,
so I chose an Irishman, Joe Kelly. So moving. So sad.
Steve wisely chose the following day for our visit to the
USS Arizona Memorial, the most visited memorial in
the world, when it would be less crowded. We began in
the theater with a 30-minute film depicting the attack
on the Arizona, resulting in the loss of 1,177 lives. At
the end of the film an announcement was made asking
visitors to remain silent while riding the ferry to the
memorial and to maintain this silence while on the
memorial. A description of the design and its meaning
is purposely left out of the preparation so that
individuals can contemplate their own personal
responses and feelings. It is believed that no words
could be sacred or solemn enough to pay proper
homage to the deceased who lie under the water,
entombed in the wreckage of the Arizona.
The outline of the Arizona’s rusted deck can be seen
above the clear green water of the harbor. A 184-foot
long stark white memorial structure spans the
mid-portion of the sunken battleship, almost as if it is
guarding and protecting her. At one end is the entry
room, then the central, open mid portion where visitors
can view the rusted remains of the ship and where
ceremonies are held. The third section is the shrine
room, where stained glass windows let in the light, and
where the names of the deceased Sailors and Marines
are etched onto a floor-to-ceiling white marble wall. In
front of this wall are two marble caskets containing the
ashes of survivors of the Arizona who have since died
and have chosen to be entombed close to their
shipmates. Some say the entire structure sags in the
middle to reflect the sorrow and despair at this massive
loss of life, seeming to bear the weight of the dead, and
then it rises at each end, symbolizing victory. The USS
Arizona Memorial has come to commemorate all
military personnel killed in the Pearl Harbor attack.
As I stood in the open portion of the memorial, a young
woman National Parks Ranger who was placing a
wreath at the ship’s rails whispered to me that a drop of
oil escapes from the Arizona’s tank every 9 seconds
and finds its way to the surface. The oil bubbles up and
forms a blue and yellow circle of film on the water’s
surface. “We call it the tears of the deceased,” she
explained. “Word has it that the leaking of oil will last

80 years,” she added, “but we’re not counting.”
A woman in our group had brought along her flower lei
that she had kept fresh since Steve greeted us each with
one upon our arrival. She pulled the flowers apart one
by one and gave us each one to toss into the water. I
waited until a blue and yellow swirl of “tears” bubbled
up and tossed my flower into its center. The silence,
the serenity, and the immense weight of sorrow one
experiences on this memorial are not easily forgotten.
We all had tears in our eyes.
“It is only those who have neither fired a shot
nor heard the shrieks and groans of the wounded,
who cry aloud for blood, more vengeance, more
desolation. War is hell.”
--William T. Sherman
Our last “field trip” was scheduled for our last day of
work. When we finished our projects, Keven and his
assistant, Stacy, presented each one of us with a Kukui
nut lei. The Kukui is the state tree of Hawaii. Oil from
the nuts was used by ancient Hawaiians for a source of
light. Leis made of polished Kukui nuts are highly
symbolic and, to “wear the lei of light” is said to be
protected. It is believed that the polished nuts of the lei
are filled with your own spiritual energy.
Wearing our Kakui leis, we boarded the bus for the last
time and headed for the National Memorial Cemetery
of the Pacific, referred to by Americans as “the
Punchbowl.” We made an unscheduled stop when
Steve decided to take us to see the remains of the USS
Utah and the accompanying memorial, also on Ford
Island. When we arrived, a private ceremony was just
ending. A young woman was scattering the ashes of
her deceased grandfather, a USS Utah survivor, off the
pier near the rusted deck of the sunken ship.
When we reached the national cemetery, it was raining
quite heavily. The Hawaiian name for this site is
“Puowaina,” or “hill of sacrifice.” The cemetery is in a
crater formed by the eruption of an ancient volcano.
We walked up the steep hill for the supposed panoramic
view of all of Honolulu. It was not to be seen that day.
The hill is lined with stones etched with tributes to the
dead. Some of those who lost their lives on December
7 were never identified and rest here, their graves
marked with these words: “The American Heroes
Known but to God.” Individual gravesites are marked
with in-ground stones.
This cemetery holds not only the remains of many who
lost their lives during WWII, but also the unidentified
MIGHTY MO...Continued on Page 6
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remains of 800 servicemen who died in Korea. Others
buried there are Vietnam veterans, the journalist, Ernie
Pile, and Hawaii’s first astronaut, Ellison Onizuka who
perished in the Challenger spaceship disaster.
The feel of this sacred site is almost indescribable.
Sweeping green fields slope down into the center of
the “bowl.” A large structure made of cream-colored
Italian marble guards the top of the fields. On one side
is a small chapel. Fronting the structure is the marble
figure of a woman with arms outstretched. At her feet
is a deep aqua reflective pool, with water flowing into
it from three spigots. The woman represents the
mothers of the deceased. The words etched at her feet
read: “The solemn pride that must be yours to have
laid so costly a sacrifice upon the altar of freedom.”
I went off on my own, walking the hills and reading
grave markers, and then I visited the chapel, lit with
candles on the altar and light let in by brightly colored
stain glass squares. I said a prayer, and then signed the
guest book, leaving words of tribute for all our
veterans and a special message for my Irish angel, Vic.
This was the only place I actually broke down and
cried. I think it was a combination of contemplating
all those lost lives, especially the young; the peaceful
beauty and solemnity of this resting place; and the
spell cast by such a bounty of lush green fields, trees,
and flowers. The beauty of this spot was a stark
contrast to the horror and destruction of war.

On the afternoon of our free day, I teamed up with a
woman in our group, Joan, who was born on Oahu and
lived there for 25 years. She had recently retired from
her job in Washington D.C. We decided to do a
self-styled tour of the island by public bus (called,
simply “The Bus”). We boarded our first bus around
noon. Joan had scouted out the routes and determined
we needed to take four buses. That route would lead
us up into the mountains, along the North Shore where
the high surf is and where the surfing competitions are
held, and over to the Windward side, before
completing a loop that would bring us back into the
city through the downtown section. There was a heavy
dose of local color on each bus—and I’m talking about
the riders, not the scenery, but that’s another story. We
also had an adventure when we were dropped off in the
wrong spot up in the mountains and had to find our
way through fields and across highways back to the
nearest bus stop. All in all, it was a beautiful ride, and
when we returned after dark, we were quite proud of
circling the island for two $1.00 bus tickets and two
transfers.
A young Vic Mahoney
working on the next edition
of The Stevescope

A Little Aloha
Lest you think our eight days were all work and no
play, I must mention that we had a whole day off in the
middle of the week to do whatever we wanted.
Between that and a couple of free evenings and my
extra half day at the beginning and end of the program,
I managed to take in a free outdoor hula lesson, have a
picnic lunch on a bench on Waikiki Beach, visit the
site of the first radio broadcast of Hawaii Calls—at the
Banyan Tree Court in the Moana Outrigger hotel, and
enjoy a sunset meal and glass of wine in the Beach Bar
at the Moana. I enjoyed a neighborhood “dive” near
the hotel where I immediately felt like family and
could watch my food being cooked while chatting with
the owner/cook and the bartender, Jamal. I ate Mahi
Mahi four times that week—each serving as delicious
as the last. I tasted the local pastry specialty, the
Masalada, a fried dough ball with custard-like filling of
either mango or chocolate, and took in a combination
Christmas/fruit market at night, where little children
were eating candy and dancing to “Feliz Navidad,” and
a local artist was creating a painting by throwing paint
onto a canvas in time to the music.

And Vic’s spirit? Oh, yes, it was with me. I could
imagine him loading some of those big supply ships,
and I think he must have pounded out his newsletter,
The Stevescope, in one of those little gun-metal gray
offices—just big enough to hold a desk, a chair, and
clunky old typewriter—not unlike the office I cleaned
on the Missouri. I felt closest to him the night I
walked the decks of Mighty Mo. I’m sure I saw his
star on that clear, warm night, high and bright above
the Surrender Deck, and I waved to him. He was
probably getting quite a chuckle out of my “playing
sailor” and trying to sleep on a battleship. (At least I
didn’t have to climb up 9 stories on a wet rope ladder
on the outside of a ship in the dark, like he did when he
was sent to Bremerton, WA, at the end of the war.)
Oh, and on my last day, I visited the shop on the pier
and purchased a white sailor’s cap, just like his.

Aloha and love, Mary
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from the USO Wishbook allow you to recognize a
special occasion while directly benefiting troops and
their families.
To send a gift, use this link to purchase an e-gift
through the USO:
https://usowishbook.uso.org

A Million Thanks
Send cards or letters addressed to "Dear Friend."
A MILLION THANKS at 17853 Santiago Blvd.,
#107-355, Villa Park, CA 92861

Holidays for Heroes
The American Red Cross will again host its Holidays
for Heroes program, but, as in recent years, it's going
local. Instead of sending cards to a national P.O. Box,
each local Red Cross chapter will have its own address.

sure you address it as "Dear Service Member,
Veteran or Military Family Member," according to its
website, and enclose it in another envelope addressed as
shown.
And please don't use glitter, which, though sparkly, can
complicate some medical issues for wounded soldiers.
American Red Cross Georgia Region (HQ)
1955 Monroe Drive
Atlanta, GA, 30324
Adelina and I wish each of you and your families our
very best for Christmas / Hanukkah.
We look forward to a New Year
filled with peace, happiness and
good health for all.

For God and Country,
Al Alberghini

If you're sending a card through the Red Cross, make

POST 134 CHRISTMAS PARTY INFORMATION
When: Saturday, December 17, 2016
Where: Petite Auberge
When: Refreshments and socializing at
noon; lunch at 12:45.
Who: Legionnaires and their guests.
What: Your choice of sliced bistro steak,
salmon piccata, or chicken Florentine.
Price: $25/person. Includes small salad,
entrée, dessert (strawberries Romanoff or
cheesecake), coffee or iced tea, and gratuity.
Dessert choice can be made at your table.
Reservations: Prefer to have checks and entree choice for each attendee in hand by December 1, 2016.
No payment at the door. No walk-ins. No refunds after December 15th. Send check made out to
“American Legion Post 134” and entrée choice to:
John Ottley
4490 Old Burlington St.
Alpharetta, GA 30022

www.alpost134.org
Al Alberghini — Commander
acalberghini@gmail.com
770-454-9881

Dec 2015 - Dec 2016

Wiley Virden — SVC
wiley@j-binc.com
404-467-1461
Bill Nevins — JVC
nevinswm@bellsouth.net
404-881-1657
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Next Meeting — CHRISTMAS PARTY
Mon Tue Wed Thu

SHERBURN SEARL, JR
CHARLES SHEPHERD, JR (PC)
CHARLES “PETE” CROSS (PC)

Todd Copley — BCR Editor

Sun
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ROBERT VEAL, JR (PC)
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