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By Henry Newman, PHM2 '46-'48

What a delightful surprise to seemy
old skipper, Captain Antrim, feaured in
the May, 2000issue of "Turner Times.".
It was an eye opener for me becaise |
had not known of his wartime service
and espedally did not know that he was
a prisoner of war. It pleases me, too, to
see that he rose to the rank of captain
before retiring.

| transferred from the Prairie in
1947 to the Turner in Tsingtao, China
That was our base of operations for the
China service and we made many sorties
up and down the China coast, with
plenty of visits to Hong Kong, Shanghai
and even Okinawa. Tied up at another
wharf nea us were some retired Japa-
nese warships and the hospital ship
Hope.

| was a pharmadst mate 3rd at this
time and redly enjoyed the dallenge of
independent medicd duty. There was a
doctor assgned to our squadron and he
rotated from ship to ship for a week or
two at a time. This was Dr. Lynn O.
Keys, afull lieutenant.

On our first trip to Shanghai we
moored midstream on the Whangpod
Yangtze River oppasite downtown. The
old man came on the horn to make a
stern warning. He said the river current
changes diredion daily and at high tide,
the water moves  swiftly. If any man
were to fall overboard, there is no beeat
fast enough to go rescue him. He barked
that any man dumb enough to fal in
would have an instant cgptain's mast.

We had the usual lot of sailors who
thought they could doanything, and sure
enough, the skipper cdled for his gig and

avery cocky seaman 1st went out on the
boam to bring the gig aongside and he
fell in. Fortunately it was not high tide
and he managed to get a handhold and
pull himself into the gig. The old man
was ganding right at the rail and saw the
whole nea disaster himself. He turned
to his XO and announced that captain's
mast is now in session. He stood that
dripping wet seaman at a brace ad ver-
bally tore him a new you-know-what.

It was after one of our trips to
Shanghai and we were riding a swift cur-
rent far out to seawhen we saw a rusty
old Chinese freighter heading into
Shanghai on our starboard side. Unbe-
knownst to the skipper, a gun crew was
manning the 40mm gun on our starboard
side &t and had swung the gun to bea
on the freighter. Thisis no lie!! That
Chinese ship slowed, hauled down her
colors and surrendered to us. When the
old man got wind of this, he bellowed
over the horn to the gun crew to train the
40mm away from the Chinese ship. In
addition to his comments on the horn, |
fed certain that some hides got fried that
day, too.

Sincel spent so much of my timein
the sick bay (you remember that place
through the hatch from the midship pas-
sageway forward and first doar to the
right), 1 had time on my hands. | de-
cided to repaint it pea green to emulate
the officers' country.  When | ap-
proached "boats' to get some peagreen
paint, he told me there was none mixed,
but I was welcome to go into the paint
locker forward and mix my own. |
rolled up my sleeves, started pauring
colorsinto a basic white and never could
get the peagreen color | had in mind. |
didn't know that peagreen in the navy is

just a state of mind. Anyway, being un-
able to achieve the peagreen, | did come
up with a robin's egg blue, checked out
some brushes and headed for sick bay. |
had no sooner started painting when
along comes our CMA (a dief torpedo-
man) who just didnt like anyone and
was always looking for a reason to make
a ollar. In his best sour puss approadch,
he ame in, examined the new paint and
asked a very intelligent question. "What
areyou doing?' Trying not to rouse him
by answeringin kind, | replied that | was
painting the sickbay in pea green. He
squinted an eye and smiled for the first
time. "That's not peagreen, doc, and if
you go ahead with this color, the old
man will seeit Friday during hs inspec-
tion of spaces and then your ashes will
be mine to rake!” This did give me
pause, but | gave in to my own gut fed-
ing and completed the job in time for the
Friday inspedion d spaces. It redly
was a beautiful robin's egg blue.

Friday arrived and so dd Captain
Antrim with the CMA right behind him.
He stepped into sickbay, rotated his head
around, then turned to the CMA and
said, "Now Chief, THAT'S PEA
GREEN!" Apparently the old man had a
running dispute with the CMA that offi-
cers country was not a true peagreen. |
did have to mind my P's and Q's around
that Chief from then on.

Remember those "Ninety Day Blun-
ders'? Those were the green as grass
Ensigns who the navy commissioned
after 90 days of training to become offi-
cas. Yes, there were some eccdlent
ones, but this time we got one of the oth-
ers. | can't recdl his name, but he didnt
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look more than 20 a so, immature ad
definitely couldn©t find a hat large
enough to fit his pride-swollen head. If
any of you retired officers out there take
offense to this description of a Ninety
Day Wonder, | make no apologies. In
other words, if the shoe fits, you know
who you were.

This particular gift from God be-
came our supply officer and occupied the
ship©s office just aft of the sick bay
aaoss the midship passageway. In his
self-inspired condition, he looked for
ways to give me abad time. Well, we dl
know that you just dor©t mess with the
pharmadst mate. As a lot, we ae the
nice guys - pleasant and fun-loving, ea
ger to peasse and realy to be there for
you - and you cdl us"doc". But, if you
get on our wrong side, we ae in posses-
sion of ways to make your life ahowling
hell.

Take this case in point. Here was a
new ensign attempting to play God with
me. Now you al know that, among
other duties, we have the responsibility
to continually review your hedth records
(which we keep in sickbay) to see when
you need immunizations renewed. Once
a month we posted a list on the ship©s
bulletin board in the midship passage-
way, listing nrames of men to appea at
sickbay for shots. (You know what©s
coming.)

The ensign©s name gpeaed with
several other crewmembers for inocula-
tions. His name gpeaed on this list
becaise (dor©t tell anybody) | had e
moved that sedion of his health record
showing Hs recent shots. At the g-
pointed hour, he showed up and hitterly
complained to Dr. Keyes (who was
aboard at this time) that he had all of his
required shots aready. Good de Dr.
Keyes looked into the Ensign©s hedth
record and saw no indicdion that he©d
had shots. Of course, it had dlipped my
mind to tell the doctor that | had re-
moved that part of hisrecord. He didn©t
like the Ensign either and had a good
ideaof what was happening. He grabbed
the Ensign by the dbow, pulled up his
sleeve, and with nealle in hand watched
the Ensign pass out cold on our little
sickbay dedk, where he peed in his pants
and al over my clean dedk. Dr. Keyes

just gave him the prescribed shot while
he was flopped out.

On the following month Dr. Keyes
was not aboard our ship and, my oh my,
guess whose name was on the shot list
again. This time the Ensign went
straight to Captain Antrim, and, with tear
stained cheeks, wailed that that terrible
pharmadst mate was playing drty tricks

on him. The skipper didn©t like this

whiner any more than | did, so he came
roaring down to sickbay and demanded

to see the Ensign©s hedth record. Sure

enough, there was no record of shots.
Captain Antrim pradicdly sneged at
him as he bell owed "Roll up your seeve,
Ensign!!!" | gave him the shot, and,
guesswhat? | never had a problem with
him again.

Another of our duties was the daily
inspedion of all food handlers and mess
cooks. | recdl coming back aboard from
liberty late one night and drifting up the
passgeway to the ok shak. The
lights were on and cook was busy stir-
ring the huge copper. | didn©t smell ap-
thing in particular, but | wanted to be
chatty and asked what he was preparing
for the following day. He jumped away
from the @mpper and tried to dstrad me
but | would not be deterred. | stepped up
the one or two steps and peeaed inside to
see what was cooking. He was bailing
his dirty socks and skivvies! That©s the
only time | ever put a man on report.

We had a Cox’n (that©s third class
boatswain to you of the waning memory)
named Jocko, one of the smallest in size,
but wiry and cocky as they come. In the
winter of 1947, we were in China waters
and Jocko developed a desire for some
"raisin jadk". Naturally this was an ex-
tracurricular adivity calling for a very
low profile. He put together an eathen-
ware aock filled with raisins, topped off
with sugar and a hit of yeast. The top
was secured tightly with tape and when
cookey wasn©t looking, Jocko did it &
hind the galley stove to ferment. After a
few weeks, he forgot about his raisin
jadk brewing in the gall ey.

Now, we dl know about those amer-
gency drill s on the Turner like "Thisis a
drill. General quarters, genera quarters!
All hands, man your battle stations!" Or
"This is a drill. Fire! Fire!l Fire in the

paint locker!" Remember those? Well,
Jocko®©s raisin jadk took all the fermen
ing it could handle and suddenly ex-
ploded. That raisin jadk had energy to
spare, as it blew the stove clea acoss
the galley and the boan was head
throughout the ship. Jocko himself was
on the horn shouting "Fire! Fire in the
galey! No s-t!I" After the smoke had
cleaed, the galley stove refitted to its
rightful placeand the old man got to the
bottom of it all, Jocko receved a transfer
off the ship.

When that day came, we were ar-
chored in Buckner Bay, Okinawa. It was
a beauttiful day, not a doud in the sky, as
preparations were made to pipe Jocko
over the side. You guessd it. "Boats"
had arranged for an honorary ceremony
with side boys and the old man to pipe
him off. Unknown to Jocko, some of the
guys loaded alot of firebricks in the bot-
tom of his eabag and had it waiting for
him at the quarterdeck. That seabag was
so heavy and so planted to the dedk that
when Jocko bent over to dling it over his
shoulder he nealy broke in two. He
knew right away he©d been had. He just
took a big strain and somehow got it
onto his back. How he ever got down
that ladder and into the motor whaleboat,
I©Il never know. Our paihg view of
Jocko, pulling away in that boat, was the
one finger salute.

There was a commodare on board
Turner at that time and | recall that he
and the skipper were very tight, espe-
cialy when they went to the bead in
Shanghai and had to be "escorted” from
a pub cdled the Cock and Pullet. Those
were grea days.

When we were relieved in China,
our trip back to San Diego was one of
sober thoughts among the aew. Each
man had his own dream of what food he
was dying to ed. 1©m sure eab one of
you did the same when you returned
from a aquise. For me, it was a huge
glass of fresh cold whole milk. For Cap-
tain Antrim, | can only guess. What | do
know is that when we raised Point Loma
(for you eastern swabhies, that©s the first
landfall when approaching San Diego)
the skipper did not slack his speed. We
all know that Navy protocol cdls for a

sow, stately speed upon entering any
(Continued on page 7)




Turner anchored in the harbor at Vaetta, Malta—September, 1966. Photo courtesy of Troy Ward, EM 3, 1966-67

ET MINI REUNION
By Mel Edwards

Are mini reunions the way to go? | voteyes! Thisyear five ET©s Joe Bennett, Dave Bodendaf, Dave Morris, Fred
Scheper and Joe Stepanek - who were onboard during 19571959, attended and had a wonderful time renewing friend-
ships, recalling younger days, telling some seastories, and having fun together along with their wives. A couple of the
ET Shad inhabitants were misgng, but it is hoped that wil | be rectified next yea. When these men got together, the in-
tervening forty yeasingtantly vanished andthey had a reunion!

Just a personal thowght. | wastheir division officer, the EMO. They were the cream of the cropin the olden days and
they still are. So, we, me and the ET©s, suggest you contact your shimates and make afirm date to mee in Savannah.
We promise, you©ll li ke it.

Editor's note — A photo of the ET Shak Mini-reunion was on the last page of our last newsletter. Also, see Dave
Bodendorf's article on page 6.
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Editor's Note — This letter to
John McDonald, one of the few
DD-648 survivors in our ranks,
was forwar ded to me a while ago.
| thought that printing it just be-
fore a reunion will remind us
how we are all part of one frater-
nity of ocean-going men, no mat-
ter on which ship, or for that

matter, on which Turner we
served.
Dea JohnMcDonald:

What a grea blessng it is to
meet one of the USSTurner’s, DD-
648 survivorsl As most of us were
that morning hospitalized in dffer-
ent places, the chances of meding
and dscussng experiences imme-
diately after the sinking were few.
| do recdl a few survivors at Fort
Hancock where some ambulatory
patients st around calling names to
ead other — none of usredly knew
at that time the number of lost or
surviving shipmates. | only leaned
after weeks at Ft. Hancock that all
my steward buddes had died. And
later, after | and ahers were sent to
Brooklyn Naval Hospital, my Chief
Commissaryman Case, and Com-
missaryman l/c Gross who hed
come to Turner with me from USS
Munargo (APA-20), came to
Brooklyn to visit me, and they were
my first contact with shipmates
whom | knew well. There was a
steward named Marlborough who |
learned later survived, bu | never
had any concrete knowledge of
that. Neither Marlborough’s name,
nor another steward named Hamil-
ton, appeared on any list | ever
saw.

There were 7 Bladk sailors on
Turner when it blew up that day. 1
was the senior of them athough |
hadn't completed 3 yeas. January

7" would have been that anniver-
sary. The amazing thing abou the
stewards | knew was their ability to
manipulate assgnments. An old
Fili pino steward with 4 hashmarks
came to Turner©s pre
commisgoning. He stayed aboard
abou 2 hous eat morning, then
told me, “Greene, | got to go git
off. I'm not a destroyerman. I'm
an Admiral Cook.” That guy never
sailed on Turner, he got off even
before we went out for trials. An-
other old timer came &oard, stayed
afew days, and then turned himself
into Brooklyn Naval Hospital. |
had made 3/c the past October, but
| had rever cooked, so when | met
Captain Wygant and he told me
we'd have baked ham and pdato
salad for commissoning lunch, |
had no idea about how to produce
food. Luckily | had a brother-in-
law on USS Livermore, a DD in
Brookyn, and he came aboard and
saw me through that. Meantime, |
got a Boston Cooking Schod cook-
book and bumbled through from
then on

The galley on Turner had a half
wall that supported the three ©p-
pers. This bulkhead went up about
shouder high and separated the
galey in amost equal areas. for-
ward was a spud and vegetable
locker, my sink and courter space,
immediately aft was a walk space,
then a bank of 4 ovens, two grid-
dles, a range and a space nea the
hatch. | spent most of my time
nea the sink which was one bulk-
head aft of the Offica’s Ward-
room. | would have been standing
at the sink at the explosion, bu |
had pu a wet, bladk pan in the
oven to dy. The last thing | re-
membered was Sapping my fin-
gers and saying to myself, “1 gotta
get that pan out of the oven before

it burns up”, and | therefore placed
the protection d the coppers and
bulkhead assembly between me and
the force of the explosion. | never
doubied that God saved me. I've
told the story to many people at
many occasions, withou attaching
too much significanceto the events,
because so many others survived
World War Il by similar miracles.
No doult my story is like many
other shipmates recoolledions
where you go from an ardinary rou-
tine to a burning, exploding ship,
and d course the transtion is
shocking. Youcan't believe youre
alive. Nobody was moving when |
regained my senses. Everything
was burning and flames were the
first thing | remember being aware
of. So this is Hell, | thought.
Eventually, | head voices, some-
body screaming. | thought | recog-
nized voices outside on the star-
board side. | knew | was on the
galey dedk becaise the dedk had
anti-skid treads. When | readed
up and foundan oven door handle,
| knew where | was and had an idea
of what had happened. | felt down
the gridde rail s and made it to the
inside passgeway where | saw ac-
tivity and men. Seams like some-
one shoued, “Were &andoring
ship. Go to midships.” | went aft
to my compartment because my
pants had been blown o burned
off, but | couldn't open my locker.
| was dressed oy in a white shirt.
Somebody saw me and said,
“Greene, you got to get up to mid-
ship and get some help.” | went
through the midship head and
looked in amirror and my head and
face were overed with bood, all
my hair was snged df and | was
amost naked and was beginning to
hurt and fed the oold. | looked aw-

(Continued on page 5)
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ful. At the midship aid station,
somebody put a blanket aroundme
and gave me a shat of whiskey.
Somebody said we were aandan-
ing ship, and somebody held my
arms as we went aft and over. | lay
on the deck of the autter. | had be-
gun to ache dl over, the pain and
cold were a deadly combination.
At Ft. Hancock, the doctors and
nurses woke me up ten times a
night for some treatment. They
covered me in abody length sheah
similar to, bu not exactly like, a
cast — heal to toe. | learned later
that this was a new burn treatment
that prevented the type of scarring
associated with deep burns. | think
| stayed in that thing for three
weeks, and | smelled, believe me.

An army colonel interviewed
me later while | was at Ft. Han-
cock. That'swhen | leaned that 12
other people who were in the galley
that morning died. | remember
Ducios and McDaniel, two com-
missarymen who were grea bud-
dies. Selway was ancther, as was
another commissaryman named
McCluskey who was first classand
had a reputation for being an expert
on making applgjack. | aso talked
to a boatswains mate named
Woobst who was in the galley. He
and | and a seaman named McNa-
mara were talking when | dedded
to get my pan ou of the oven. |
used to run ou salors hanging
around in the galey who ddnt
work there.

It seans a grea many of
Turner's aurvivors went finally to
the US Naval Hospital, Brookyn.
My sister lived a few blocks away
in Ft. Greene. | spent a weekend
with her, got sicker, and hed to get
an ambulance back to the hospital,
and went into a cma. Somebody

said a preacher came and gave me
something similar to Last Rites.
Somebody else said three of my
Harlem girlfriends hung aroundmy
bed for days as did my sister and
brother. | had ather visitors who
knew | was on Turner. | aways
woncdered if | disappadnted any of
them by surviving!!

By mid-April, 1 had mended
sufficiently to receve a new sea
bag. They wouldnt reimburse me
for the money and souvenirs |
couldnt get out of my locker that
morning. | spent 35 days in Al-
bany, GA, my hometown. | re-
member how all the young boys |
grew up with in Albany, GA were
gore. My name had been pub-
lished in the papers and | went to
schods and churches making
speeties and making predictions
abou when | thought the war
would end. People with pre-teen
boys wondered if it would go on
long enough for their boysto goin.
| told them what they wanted to
hea. | remembered how officersin
wardrooms used to talk abou how
we ould whip the &Japs® in six
weeks.

After my hometown visit, |
came badk to the hospital, got sent
out to Long Bead, NY to a hotel
they had turned into areceiving sta-
tion, and in early June, my name
showed up on a draft going to
Newport, RI for pre-commissoning
training for an amphibious com-
mand ship, the USS El Dorado
(ACG-11). Commissoned in Au-
gust, 1944, we sailed her through
the Panama Canal, upthe US West
Coast to Mare Island, spent Christ-
mas underway and reached Pearl
one yea to the day since Turner's
sinking. El Dorado was ComPhib-
Pacflagship for Admiral Richmond
Kelly Turner. We led at Iwo and

Okinawa. | saw a dog fight over
Okinawa, saw a Japanese plane fly
6 fed above the water through the
invasion fled. We were at Oki-
nawa when FDR died, and we were
anchored in Manila Bay when Ja-
pan surrendered.

It's difficult to sum up 56 yeas
in these pages. I've seen thingsin
that time | never dreamed | would
see My red ambition when |
enlisted in 1940 was to save
enough money to go to college
without having to work my way
through. Well, my minority hitch
converted to a six yea enlistment
and when WWII ended, | had 1
yea and 4 months left to the six
yea tour. My brother-in-law, who
joined the Navy in 1933,asked me,
a¥youre going out after 6 yeas?
You orly got 14 left to make 20!
You owht to be ale to do that
standing on your head® | finaly
got to college — 16 yeas later!!
When | went to Fled Reserve in
1962,the old urge to go to college
had dmmed somewhat, but | went
anyway. California University at
Long Beadh. | was a 39 yea old
Freshman!!

Several old timers, shipmates
of mine from pre-Pearl days, live
here in San Pedro and in Long
Bead), Compton and aher south-
ern Cdlifornia cities. We're dl
neaing 80, trying to follow doc-
tor's orders and telling old stories
that civilians dont believe. If the
Lord's willi ng and river dorit rise,
as John Wayne liked to say, I'm
going to domy best to make afu-
ture Turner reunion. What's one
more quise??

Sincerely,

Burkes G. Greane
194344, ST3
USSTurner DD-648




By Dave Bodendaf, ETN2, ©5%©59

If you hed checked ou the happy
group on pge 8 o the last isae of
The Turner Times (Vol. 4, Isse 2,
March, 2001), you©d hee seen the end
result of a lot of enjoyable work by
several people who spent time during
the previous yea seaching for our
"lost" shipmates. Missng from the
phao are four of our "found' Elec-
tronic Technician (ET) shipmates who
couldn©t get to the Providence reunion.
WeOre hopng that they will be ale to
make the reunion this fall in Savannah,
GA andor San Diego, CA next yed.
They are Stu Crouse, Garth "Bucky"
Wade, Lyn Soma and ou Chief ET,
Forrest Reber. Thisis the story of the
processthat got us to Providence

When | was discharged in May-
port, Floridain the fall of 1959, | never
expeded to look back and | didn®it.....
....for amost forty yeas. The begin-
ning was a cdl, ou of the blue, in the
fall of 1997, inviting me to join the
Turner association. Some time there-
after, | noticed Mel Edwards© name in
the Times and started talking to him
via email. The "ET Shack" (a tiny
compartment on the starboard side,
main dedk of the Turner where we
Echo Tanga©s kept equipment, manuals
and hesicdly hung ou), was part of
Mel©s bailiwick during his tenure
aboard. First, there was lots of remi-
niscing, remlleding dfferent events
that happened and trying to figure out
who was involved with them. For ex-
ample, Mel recdls with clarity and |
through some fog, the repair of the
starboard whip antenna using a plumb-
ers helper to keep it from shorting ou.
WeCre & alossastowho dd it, though
Mel forgat, but | remember vividly,
Chief Reber spending all weekend try-
ing to troube- shoa the surfaceseach
radar. When Joe Bennett returned
from liberty, he went to the CIC
(Combat Information Center) room,
flipped a switch and al was well. In
fairnessto the Chief, this switch ddn©t
show up onany of the schematics he

was working with. Mel and | dedded
it would be grea to try to locae the
rest of the ET©s from this era (©%360)
and gt them to areunion. Maybe the
colledive memories of all of uswould
fill in some of the gaps. Since we
couldn©t remember witltertainty all of
the names involved, we knew it would
be aformidable task. | don®t thinkie
ther Mel or I, at the time, felt in ou
heat of heats that we would be as
succesqdul as we were.

Before we even ga started, Mel
recaved an email from Joe Stepanek,
a goodfriend and shipmate who | had
lost contad with through the yeas.
Joe (Step as we cdled him) worked on
the radar equipment. All these yeas
later he©s dill i nvolved with it, desig
ing radar antennas. Step was locaed
by a postcard from Pete Varley. After
several false starts due to an incorred
e-mail address Step and | finally con-
neded. What a burch of memories we
shared over the next coude of months.
We then both dedded to attend the
Chicago reunionwith ou wives. What
agred time! We vowed to try to lo-
cde the rest of our gang kefore the
next reunion in Providence Step has
the caability to easily do conference
cdling from his placein Maryland, so
we ared to try to read as many as
we oould together.

Some parts of the seach were
easy. After adl, the Asxociation hes a
roster containing a good many names.
Bucky Wade was listed, so | contaded
him. Although e didn©t spaticdly
remember me, he remembered the
weekend liberty rides up the Mass
Pike with Stu Crouse in Vern Dar-
land©s car, when we were in dydock
in Boston (Chelsea shipyards) in the
fall of 1957

Bucky spent many yeas in news-
paper work for the Elmira (NY) Star-
Gazdte andisnow working in pditi cs.
Bucky, in turn, located Stu Crouse by
contading Stu©s parents who still lived
in the family home in Albany, NY.

After several attempts, Bucky was able
to contad Stu whoin turn e-mailed the
rest of us "founds." Stu, after several
yeas in the dedronics induwstry, has
spent most of his carea working with
DOD contradors and as a avil servant
for the Army. Stu travels alot in his
job and hes dopped in to see me in
Poughkeepsie, NY. He has also vis
ited Bucky and seen Step in Maryland
a oude of times. If we an orly get
the locaion d one of the reunions to
be "on the way" to where he©s going
for the amy. Step and | together
cdled Fred Scheper, or Shep as we
cdled him, and were able to get him
and Hs wife Vera Jean to come to
Providence Shep was on the roster, so
was easy to find. Shep lives in New
York City, is aretired firefighter andis
now in government work. Shep looks
exadly the same & he did in the ©500Cs.
| don©t know how hedesit. Fighting
fires must be good for you. I, also,
from roster info, ga in touch with
Ernie Fogg, a friend and radioman
during the Med cruise of ©5859. Joan
and | visited Ernie and Carol at their
summer home in Maine (he wintersin
Florida) when we were dtending a
wedding in Bangar. | couldn©t quite
get them to Providence, but maybe Sa-
vannah? But spe&ing d radiomen,
what a surprise, to sit down at a table
during cocktail hour in Providence and
see Larry Bayer sitting aaoss from
me. Larry also dd the gorementioned
Med cruise. 1©m looking forward to
seeing Larry and Nancy again in Sa
vannah.

Well, we did al the eay ones.
From this point on, ore of the biggest
problems we excourtered was names,
and by that | mean having corred
names. We though of Chief Reber,
but had no idea of afirst name and was
it spelled Reber Reeber or Rieber?
Mel and | remembered Dave Morris,
who Step remembered as Dave Morri-
son. Step and | recdled Sona, bu had
no ideaof his first name. We got Joe

Bennett right, bu at this paint in time
(Continued on page 7)
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naturally assumed that his first name
was Joseph. | previously mentioned
Vern Darland, afire control technician.
| had remembered him as Dan Darling,
not very close. Bucky squared me
away onthisone. | started looking for
Dave Morris in Waukesha, WI, his
hometown. | sent some post cards to
what looked like likely candidates, bu
to noavail. By the way there ae tons
of Dave Morris©s in Wisconsin and fo
get abou how many Joe Bennetts there
arein Texas, Joe©s home state.

The key isthe names! | had talked
to Md abou the posshility of ship©s
rosters from the ©5%©59 time frame. Lo
and behadd, he fourd them in the pos-
sesion d Nils Ruedkert and got copies
to us. Let me tell you, the seach be-
came alot easier when we found that
Joseph Bennett was in fad Joe A. Ben-
nett. Only one Joe A. Bennett was
listed in the ontline phane book for
Texas and, o course, it was our guy.
Joe spent many yeas working for
Texas Instruments as a tedchnician and
then as an acourtant. Hope to see
you and Helen in Savannah, Joe. Dave
Morris’Morrison turned out to be
Davydd Morris. Sonaturned out to be
Lyn Sona. Once we found ou that
Chief Reber©s first nme was Forrest
he was easy to find. Step and | had a
nice da with hm last yea. The
Chief is happily retired, and lives by a
gadf course in Idaho. Dave turned ou
to be very difficult to find (He seans
to move aound and leave no clues)
and we ooud find no trace of Lynn
Sona. But thank you Dave for an un-
usually spelled first name. | foundan
e-mail addressfor Dave but gat no re-
sporse.  Mel found an address and
telephore number. He wore himself
out dialing the number which was al-
ternatively busy or went unanswered.
He finally sent a letter to Dave but got
no resporse. We had about given up
when Dave mntaded Mel. The letter
to his previous address had finaly
been forwarded to m. What a phone
reunion Dave, Step and | had shortly

theredter. Dave has too many occupa-
tions to mention. Race car driver is
my favorite. We mentioned to Dave
that we couldn©t find Lyn Sona. Dave
chedked a CD phone diredory he had,
found hm and talked to him. Strange
that his number didn©t show up onthe
world-wide-web white pages, even
though te had been living a the same
addressfor yeas. Step and | phored
him recently hoping to get him to Sa-
vannah.

| guessyou can see by now there
iSno processper se, for finding people.
There is no science to it. What works
in some caes doesn©t work in ahers.
There ae however, in my view, some
keys. First and foremost of coursg, isa
corred name. Withou that you©re lost.
I know thisis obvious, but we wasted a
lot of hours thinking David Morris was
corred. Old addresses can be helpful.
Knowing that Joe Bennett had settled
down in Texas saved us from a much
broader seach. | think accessto the
Internet is important. | know many
people on the Turner roster were fourd
in ather ways, bu the Web opens up so
many avenues for searching. There ae
a plethora of Websites, search engines
etc. that cen fadlitate asearch. The
whole processis funl  Step and | had
lots of fase cdls in ou seach, bu
everyone we incorredly contaded was
at the least, courteous to us and at best,
went out of their way to help us. For
example one woman tried to help us by
contading al her relatives and
neighbas with the same last name that
we were seaching for. | hope some of
youwill be encouraged to do your own
seach for "lost" shipmate and have
your own mini-reunion in Savannhg,
San Diego or some future site. You, |
think, will find it a very rewarding ex-
perience. And it continues. Step and |
plan to continue to seach for other
shipmates we worked with. Where ae
you Paul Percy? If | can help any of
you ¢et started, pease contad me via
e-mail at bodel0@aol.com or give me
a cdl at (845 452-2428

(Continued from page 2)

harbor. We must have been doing more
than 20 knots coming down the channel,
bending around Coronado and approach-
ing the buoy. As we had rounded the
bend at Coronado, there was a furious
flashing signal from the tower at the 11th
Naval District where the Admiral was
probably screaming "Who©s that cowboy
roaring into MY port?' Now, if IOmy-
ing, I©m dying. Captain Antrim roared
the Turner up to the buoy, full reverse
just right, dropped the chain right onto
that buoy, cdled his gig alongside ad
was gone to San Diego. Yes, | remem-
ber Captain Antrim. Life was never dull
around him and | would have served un-
der him anywhere, any time.

After ead mailing, we have a
large number returned to us as
"Undeliverable" because ship-
mates do not tell us when they are
moving or leare any forwarding
address. Then we have to begin
the seach al over again, which
takes time and effort. Please, take
the time NOW to write the al-
dresses of our officers in your
book. If youmove, drop any of us
aline and we will ensure you are
kept onthe maili ng list. Thanks.

Last Name First Name Years
ANDERSON CHARLES 5557
BACHELOR MAC

COMMANDER GEORGE

DAVIDSON GEORGE S. 62-64
DEVRIES JERRY 64-68
FIRESTONE JOHN 69
GUNTHER HOWARD P. 5557
HADDAD CONRAD

HOLT ARCHIE

MINOR RUFUS 60
PEARCE BARRY L. 67-68
SCHRAGER MARTY

STANLEY CLARENCE G. 63-66
STEPHENSON MARION

WARRICK RICHARD

WILSON ROBERT 60
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Final Roll Call i The U. S .S. Turner Reunion Association is a non-profit organization dedicated to Iocatingi

We have leaned since our last issue |+~ and keeping usin contad with our former shipmates. The Assciation Officers are: ¥

; g

that these shipmates have answered President PeteVarley (06669  Secretary  Dick Shanaberger (95055)
the cdl of the Supreme Commander: L . ;

Bar. Kenneth A7 1st VicePresident Dave Bodendaf (©5©59  Treasurer Mike Quinn (©5®59)-

Howard, E. F. 6 2nd VicePresident Tim Fesig (©6869  Chaplain Carl Ackerman (©5:©5%
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Klajbor, Richard s o . . , *
Mallard. Robert L v The Turner Times is published periodicdly, by the dedicated staff members srown below, to«
ard, Ro ) ¥ help communicate Asciation news and fadlit ate the sharing of memories. Suggestions and**
Moorehead, John Q. i items of interest can be submitted to either of us. Originalswill bereturned, if requested. i
Pierson, Willi am R. o Staff Coordinator Editor/Publisher ?
. A Mel Edwards (©5©59) Pete Varley (©06€69) Y
Reid, Herbert L. % 1431 Bieker Road 202 Shadowbend Drive *
Roberts, Rawles P. X Washington, MO 63090 Wheding, IL 60090 X
Turner Ill, Charles Y Phone: (636) 239-8960 Phone: (847) 808-0460 Y
Wezdenko, Donald i E-mail: melbet@fidnet.com E-mail: Peter_Varley@msn.com i
Wolf, Louis i? ¥e
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