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By  Pete Var ley, DC2, 66-69 
 

Reunion Off icers from several 
states traveled (at their own ex-
pense!) to Baltimore to perform a 
ceremony that should have been 
completed 152 years ago.  On the 
morning of May 2, 2002, we gath-
ered at the gravesite of Commo-
dore Daniel Turner at Green 
Mount Cemetery in Baltimore to 
dedicate the monument that has 
been placed, with your help, on 

his previously unmarked grave.  
Those in attendance were Dave 
and Joan Bodendorf, Tim Fesig, 
Joe and Helen Stepanek, Dick 
Shanaberger and Elizabeth Hess, 
Carl and Madge Ackerman and 
Pete Varley. 

At 11:00 A.M. Carl started 
our service with a prayer and 
reading of the 23rd Psalm.  After 
Carl, Pete recounted the events of 
Daniel Turner's 46 year naval ca-
reer and how Turner's heroism 

and bravery turned probable de-
feat into an American  victory at 
the Battle of Lake Erie.  We 
closed with a benediction. 

The event was covered by The 
Baltimore Sun, which published a 
picture and a short article about 
our dedication in their May 6th 
edition.  For those of you who do 
not get the Baltimore Sun, the ar-
ticle is published below.  Also, 
see the photos on Page 3. 
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By Dan Rodr icks 
Baltimore Sun 

 
SHIPMATES from the last 

American ship that was named for 
Daniel David Turner came to Balti-
more the other day to extend the 
19th-century naval hero one more 
honor -- a stone on his unmarked 
grave in Green Mount Cemetery. 

No one knows how or why 
Turner ended up in Baltimore -- bur-
ied in 1850 in a plot he had pur-
chased for his family 10 years ear-
lier.  It©s a bit of a mystery. 

His heroics in the War of 1812 
did not take place in the port of Balti-
more.  Instead, he commanded a 
small ship with big guns that played 
a pivotal role against a squadron of 
six British vessels in the Battle of 
Lake Erie.  He served for two years 

as commanding off icer of the USS 
Constitution -- not the Baltimore-
berthed Constellation.  Turner©s name 
does not show up in the archives of 
The Sun or in reliable books of 
Maryland history. 

“Nothing in my research pops up 
to explain why he was buried in Bal-
timore,” says Peter Varley, a veteran 
from Illi nois who traced Turner to 
Green Mount Cemetery while con-
ducting research in the Navy©s ar-
chives for the 1,200-member USS 
Turner Reunion Association.  “His 
son, James Alexander, died in Balti-
more in 1842, so he may have been 
li ving there at the time.  But I can©t 
say for sure, or why.”  

The Navy has a tradition of nam-
ing destroyers after its heroes.  Three 
were named to honor Commodore 
Turner.  The first, commissioned 

shortly before World War I, was 
transformed into a training vessel 
and given another name.  The second 
Turner, which served as a convoy 
escort in World War II, sank in New 
York Harbor after a mysterious ex-
plosion in which 123 crewmen and 
15 officers died.  The third Turner 
destroyer was in service from 1945 
until 1969. 

Varley, who served on the third 
destroyer in the 1960s, and others 
from the reunion association raised 
funds for a gravestone memorializing 
Turner.  Thursday morning, after a 
rainstorm, they gathered at the long-
gone commodore©s grave, now 
clearly and honorably marked.  Var-
ley gave a brief history of Turner and 
the ships that carried his name to sea.  
Then he and his comrades saluted the 
grave and said a prayer. 
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For any of you "Old Salts" who 
are heavy into nostalgia, I recom-
mend that you find a book by David 
Poyer.  Joan found one for me at the 
library recently.  It is entitled "The 
Circle", St. Martin©s Press, 1992.  Al-
though I©m only through the first few 
chapters, the book brings back a 
flood of memories of life aboard the 
Turner.  This novel follows the sea 
adventures of Ensign Dan Lenson, a 
recent Annapolis graduate, aboard 
the fictitious (I believe) USS Ryan, 
DD 768, a Gearing Class destroyer.  
Poyer, himself an Annapolis gradu-
ate (1971), did destroyer duty and 
has written several other novels of 
life in the Navy and on the high seas. 
This is my first reading of Poyer, but 
I suspect it won©t be my last. 

Speaking of authors, we are 
looking for some and in a hurry.  I 
recently received a note from Mel 
Edwards to the effect that we©re run-
ning out of gas in the "new article" 
department.  How about dusting off 
some of those old sea stories that 
you©ve been telling your kids and 
grandkids for years and sending them 
in to Pete Varley or Mel for a future 
issue of the "Turner Times."  I©m sure 
that there are hundreds of stories out 
there that would bring back good 
memories to your shipmates.  And 
don©t worry if you don©t remember 
your ©past participles and pluperfects© 
or any other grammatical rules.  We 
have an excellent editorial team who 
is here to help and assist and who 
will review the articles to ensure that 
all the t©s are crossed and the i©s are 
dotted. 

Well, we©re getting close to our 
San Diego reunion.  Better get your 
hotel reservations, transportation 
plans and events selected soon.  I©m 
sure you©ve noticed, as I have, that at 
our age time seems to pass faster 
than the speed of light.  Before you 
know it, you©ll be scurrying to get 
those plans in place.  I©m hoping to 
see all of the usual crowd and a lot of 

new folks this year, at what I think 
may be our biggest reunion yet.  San 
Diego wil l be crowded with our con-
temporaries.  I recently learned that 
the AARP convention will take place 
there at the exact same time as our 
reunion.  I picture a sea of gray heads 
and the drug stores running low on 
Metamucil ! 

On May 2nd, the memorial to 
Commodore Turner was dedicated in 
Baltimore, Maryland.  I want you to 
know that you were well represented 
at the ceremony by Pete Varley, Tim 
Fesig, Joe and Helen Stepanek, Carl 
and Madge Ackerman, Dick Shana-
berger and Liz Hess and Joan and 
me.  Pete and Carl did a wonderful 
job with their remarks.  Even I was 
moved!  Also Carl managed to take 
in some additional cash for the Ship©s 
Store by selling 2 of the new Turner 
jackets out of the trunk of Dick©s car.  
Speaking of cash, at last count we 
were at about 25% toward our goal 
of covering the cost of the monument 
through donations.  Please think 
about sending a donation into Mike 
Quinn for this worthwhile endeavor, 
or better yet, bring a few extra bucks 
to San Diego and make a donation 
there. 

While we were in the Baltimore 
area, Joan, Helen and I did a day trip 
into Washington, D.C. (Joe was at 
the doctor©s off ice having body re-
pairs and couldn©t make it.)  We saw 
all of the usual sites and were moved 
by the beauty of the city.  We were 
especially pleased with our visit to 
the Navy Memorial.  The "Lone 
Sailor" guards the front of the mu-
seum and there are many interesting 
exhibits inside.  If you are in the 
area, plan on making it one your 
stops.  Plus, it©s free!  San Diego, 
here we come.  "See You In Septem-
ber" (Pop hit by the Tempos, 1959.) 

 
 
                          — Dave 
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The following items can be ordered 
from Carl Ackerman, 7436 Daisy Cir., 
Macungie, PA 18062, Ph: (610) 398-
0145.  All items are postpaid.  Please 
make checks payable to Carl L. Ac-
kerman. 
 
� Up-to-date rosters — $4. 
� Turner baseball caps embroidered 
with Turner logo — $16. 
� Mesh polo shirts embroidered with 
Turner logo.  Colors: Red, White or 
Navy Blue.  Sizes M to XXL.  All 
sizes come with a pocket — $35.  
Sizes 2XL to 3XL — $40. 
� Sweat Shirts embroidered with 
Turner logo.  Colors: Navy Blue or 
Gray.  Sizes M to XXL — $40. Sizes 
2XL to 3XL — $45. 
� Zippo™ Tape Measures, 1.5" 
square, with Turner Logo — $11. 
� Zippo™ 1.5" wide Brushed Chrome 
Lighters.  Turner Tiger logo on one 
side in orange, black, gray & blue.  
Ship©s profile on the other in black, 
blue & red — $15.  They are going 
fast!! 
 
New I tems: 
 
� Land's End™ Clothing: 
� Nylon windbreaker jacket with 
hideaway hood hidden in collar, zipper 
front, two pockets and light mesh 
lining.  Deep Navy blue with embroi-
dered Turner logo.  Sizes M to 
XXL — $40. 
� Denim Shirts: Short sleeve, light 
blue with dark blue Turner Logo.  
Sizes M to XXL — $40. 
 
� Ship©s patches: Both the Tiger and 
Double Eagle, are now available.  4" 
round with 5 & 6 color embroidery.  
See below.  Cost is $5 per patch. 
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We have been notified by his daughter, Stacy Martin Alexander, that Alan Martin, former XO of Turner, 
died of a stroke some time ago in Florida.  As his daughter says, "My dad was absolutely one of the most pa-
triotic men that ever li ved.  He loved the Navy and the sea and the men who served with him, as much as the 
country he served."  Stacy and her 3 other siblings would love to hear from any of our shipmates who can 
tell stories about her dad.  Her address is 1529 Wisconsin Ave, Palm Harbor, FL 34683.  Thanks, men.
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After years of searching different 
magazines and the Internet, I have 
finally hit "Pay Dirt" and found the 
USS Turner Reunion Association.  
My name is Jerry Fogler and I 
proudly served aboard the USS 
Turner, DDR 834 from October 1957 
to November 1959.  I reported just 
out of "Boot" and was in the 1st Di-
vision under BM3 Arbogast.  I trans-
ferred to the Ship©s Off ice shortly af-
terwards and when I left the Turner, I 
was a PN3.  I made PN2 when I was 
at PAMI 3rd Naval District Head-
quarters Staff.. 

I came on board a young, green 
kid from New Jersey not knowing 
what to expect other than what my 
Dad told me as he drove me to get 
sworn in at 340 Broadway, New 
York, New York.  " Think of your 
life as a bank book.  What you put 
into it will be returned with much 
interest" .  I actually have lots to be 
thankful for because of the Navy.  
My "Book of Life" is a direct result 
of what my Dad said to me and what 
I made happen for me while in the 
Navy.  The USS TURNER was the 
first of many unchartered courses for 
that green little Jersey kid.  It taught 
me discipline, responsibility, a good 
trade, and to enjoy every day and 
learn something new each day.   

BMC Ferro made sure that hap-
pened all the time.  Every time I 
painted a room in one of my homes, I 
could still hear him yelli ng "NO 
HOLIDAYS, FOGLER".  I actually 
didn©t understand why he was talking 
or yelling about Memorial Day, 
Thanksgiving, etc. while we were 
painting the ship with decorator 
"Deck Grey".  Probably he was hav-
ing a reaction to the "Red Lead" we 
used first. 

My big chance came when LTJG 

Bates approved my "Chit" for trans-
fer to the Ship©s Office and to work 
for Billy Jack, PN2 in charge of the 
office.  I worked with Billy Jack, 
Stan Kondas, YN3 (also from New 
Jersey), YNSN David Everson from 
Madison, Wisconsin and then we got 
a YNC by the name of Chapman. 

I could write on and on about the 
great times I had in Cuba, Cannes, 
Naples, Mayport, Brooklyn Navy 
Yard, and all of the places I went 
with the Turner.  Believe me, I still 
have my Liberty Card. 

 

Thank you for sending the 
Turner Times.  I read it with great 
interest, hoping to find something 
about the men I served with during 
my 1967-69 tour on the Turner.  
Many happy memories come flood-
ing back, reminding me of times I 
thought I had forgotten. 

I was a radarman serving under 
Captain D.E. Pauly.  Chief Termini 
was my CPO.  I was just a kid, 
really--only 18 when I enlisted.  A 
Third Class Radarman by the name 
of Jerry Brown, a young black man, 
took me under his wing and was a 
"true blue" friend to this boy.  (I had 
li ved a rather sheltered life up until 
then.)  RD1 Walker, John Merk, 
Byrum, "Frenchy," "Indian," Zim-
merman, Derr, Les Fauth, RD2 Pasi-
lague--these were names I can re-
member of some of the radar gang.  
Chief Termini was very kind to me.  
He was a very intelligent and compe-
tent radarman, as well .  Commander 
Pauly was highly respected by the 
crew and was an excellent Captain. 

During this period the Turner 
participated in searching for a sunken 
submarine, steamed to the eastern 
Mediterranean during the Six Day 

War, and made a cruise into the 
Black Sea, triggering a protest from 
the Soviet Union and world news 
coverage.  In addition to my Radar-
man duties. I served as Electronics 
Warfare Petty Off icer.  I remember 
being very interested in Russian ra-
dars.  By the time the ship had 
passed through the Bosporus Straits, 
though, all land-based radars were 
turned off .  It was still a most inter-
esting cruise, however. 

If it wasn©t for periodic bouts of 
seasickness I might have stayed in 
the Navy.  It would take me about a 
week to get my "sea legs," but after 
then, I was all right.  Our CIC room 
was not very sea worthy, back then.  
The original, permanent stools had 
been removed, and we had what 
must have been ordinary kitchen-
type stools.  These we had to tie 
down to the old stool flanges when-
ever we prepared to go on a cruise.  
Sometimes, in rough seas, the stools 
would work loose and we would 
have to dodge people, stools, and 
other loose items as they were tossed 
about.  The CIC had a door that 
opened to the passageway at the foot 
of the ladder leading to the bridge.  It 
was on the port side of the ship.  
Whenever the ship would lurch 
sharply to port the door would fly 
open.  Then everything and everyone 
loose would tumble through that 
door.  I can still hear it slamming 
open and seeing books and papers--
and an occasional Radarman--slide 
out into the hall. 

Please excuse the reminiscing.  I 
resist the temptation to "write a 
book" about my experiences.  How-
ever, I will treasure these in my 
memory, along with the Turner 
"Tigers" who touched my life, and 
are still with me.  God bless you all . 

By Mel Chasteen, RD3 '67-'69 

By Jerry Fogler, PN3 '57-'59 
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It takes a very special person to 
rise to the station of Commanding 
Off icer of a United States Navy ship.  
He has to be endowed with a titanic 
mixture of qualities and knowledge 
that elevates him well above the men 
who serve under him.  First, he must 
be exceptionally proficient in the 
ways of a naval officer: seamanship; 
navigation; gunnery; electronics; na-
val traditions, etc.  Secondly, he has 
to be a combination of father, big 
brother, psychiatrist, mentor, priest, 
pastor, rabbi , psychic, j udge 
(Captain©s Mast), role model, and one 
who thoroughly understands the 
problems of those under his com-
mand.  I©m proud to say that I have 
had the privilege and honor of serv-
ing under such a man.  His name is 
Captain Pemperton Southard, and he 
was the commanding off icer of the 
Turner when I reported aboard on or 
about 15 November 1953.  During 
the course of my tenure aboard the 
Turner, I had four or five occasions 
to speak with Captain Southard.  It 
was however, our first meeting that 
set the tone for my feelings toward 
the man. 

I was born and raised in northern 
New Jersey and resided there until I 
joined the navy.  Never having trav-
eled too far from home as a child, 
except to New York and Connecti-
cut, I believed at that time, New Jer-
sey had to be the coldest place on 
earth in the winter.  I found out just 
how wrong I was when the Navy 
sent me to the Great Lakes Naval 
Training Center in Illi nois for boot 
camp.  That was in December of 
1952.  It didn©t take me long to real-
ize New Jersey©s winter winds were 
mere summer breezes compared to 
the howling gale-li ke tempests that 
came raging across Lake Michigan 
li ke a pack of banshees with their 
tails on fire, hurling themselves in-
tentionally in my direction as I stood 
my mid-watches next to the barracks 

dumpster.  Now THAT was cold.  
However, that was just one part of 
the country with which to compare 
New Jersey.  Unknown to me at the 
time was the reality there were many 
more places on this earth that were 
just as cold or even colder.  Narra-
gansett Bay, Rhode Island, for exam-
ple, was such a place, and it waited 
patiently for me to report on board. 

Three days after I became a 
Turner crew member, the ship moved 
from the dock to buoy Mike Five.  
That night, I stood my first deck 
watch, and as fate would have it, it 
was the mid watch on the bow.  I 
have no idea how bitterly cold it was 
that night, but it had to be well below 
zero.  Coupled with the wind chill 
factor, a polar bear might have had a 
problem keeping warm.  It was bru-
tal. 

The fury of the wind caused the 
ship to swing around the buoy non-
stop in a perfect circle.  Much to my 
chagrin, there was no area on the 
bow to hunker down and protect my-
self from such breathtaking, cold air.  
But there was one place I did dis-
cover where I could keep warm, if 
only for a minute or two--the forward 
ready room!  And blessing of all 
blessings, it harbored a radiator on 
the port bulkhead.  The down side to 
my li fe-saving miracle was that I had 
to leave my post about every fifteen 
or twenty minutes.  I knew that was 
wrong, and I could get into big trou-
ble, but I rationalized if I was caught, 
I©d still be alive.  If I stayed on the 
bow without some relief, I would 
freeze to death.  I choose to live a 
little longer.  So I periodically 
sneaked into the ready room to thaw 
out.  I was frozen to the bone, and to 
this day, I have never been that cold. 

About 0230, as I made one more 
stealthy exit from the ready room and 
headed forward to check the chain 
that secured the ship to the buoy, I 
heard a movement on the starboard 
side of number one 5" gun mount.  
As I turned to investigate, I saw an 

officer walking toward me.  At first I 
thought it was Mr. Mott, the XO.  
But as he drew nearer, I could see in 
the darkness it was Captain Southard.  
After returning my salute, the Cap-
tain asked me how things were go-
ing.  I answered by saying it would 
be perfect if we could throw a switch 
and turn off the wind and cold.  He 
smiled and began to walk to the for-
ward part of the ship to examine the 
buoy chain.  After he checked it 
over, he then asked me if I was keep-
ing a watchful eye on that chain.  I 
admitted I had been in and out of the 
ready room several times, but I be-
lieve he already knew that.  He told 
me it was all important to keep a 
continuous watch on that chain, be-
cause if it snapped, the ship and crew 
would be in great peril .  Then he 
looked directly at me and gently in-
structed me to stay clear of the ready 
room.  Aye, aye, sir. 

About fifteen minutes later, 
above the din of the howling wind, I 
heard someone call my name.  When 
I turned to see who it was, I noticed 
the Captain©s steward standing in the 
ready room hatch and beckoning me 
to go to him.  When I got there, he 
told me to come inside, but I refused.  
He assured me it was the Captain©s 
idea. When I stepped inside the ready 
room, he handed me a tray that held 
a large, steaming bowl of tomato 
soup and half a loaf of French bread.  
The bread was sliced in half the long 
way, and on it was tomato sauce, 
pieces of ham and canned pineapple 
chunks.  It was a Rube Goldberg 
pizza!  When I asked him about this 
lifesaving food, he said the Captain 
ordered it sent.  With that, he turned 
and headed aft. He had another tray 
to deliver to the fantail watch. 

Consummation of the bread and 
soup was rapid and non-stop.  When 
I left the ready room to resume my 
watch, a strange feeling overtook me.  
I suddenly felt very warm all over.  
Even my frozen toes now appeared 

(Continued on page 6) 
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By Mike Mania, BMSN ©53-©54 
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to be circulating my slushy blood.  
Although the wind was blowing just 
as hard as before, for some unex-
plainable reason, it didn©t appear to 
be as cold on that open bow as it had 
been a few minutes earlier.  I felt I 
could stand there forever. 

A short time later, I found myself 
leaning against the gun mount trying 
to sort this all out.  After some deep 
thought and contemplation, it finally 
occurred to me--the soup, to some 
extent, had helped to warm and thaw 
me out, but it was chiefly the kind-
ness, understanding, caring, thought-
fulness of my commanding off icer, 
Captain Southard, that enshrouded 
me in a glow of warmth and protec-
tion from the bitterly cold night.  He 
had momentaril y put aside every-
thing that pertained to command ex-
cept one very important matter--the 
care and well-being of his crew 
members. 

Captain Southard put into prac-
tice that night the true spirit of hu-
maneness and brotherly love, taken 
in the context of the biblical quota-
tion, "are you not your brother©s 
keeper?"  The Captain most assur-
edly believes he is.  His attentive 
consideration made itself manifest by 
becoming the long arm of influence 
in my li fe.  I have, since that time, 
tried to live my li fe in the best man-
ner I know how as my "brothers© 
keeper" to family, friends and strang-
ers.  It has paid off handsomely many 
times in personal, pleasurable feel-
ings, thanks to Captain Southard. 

I have told this story at least a 
hundred times.  Hopefully, I can tell 
it another hundred before taps are 
played over my flag-draped casket.  
The shadow of Captain Southard©s 
influence has, and will continue to 
reach out and touch others as it has 
touched and inspired me.  Someday, 
I hope to meet the Captain face to 
face and thank him personally for the 
kind deed he performed that exces-
sively cold night in 1953. 
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In 1944, I was seven years old 
and our family was living in Hamil-
ton Beach, New York, about fifteen 
miles across Jamaica Bay and the 
New York Light from Sandy Hook, 
New Jersey.  On a January morning 
I was awakened long before daylight 
by a distant explosion.  I got out of 
bed and went down to the kitchen 
where my mother and brothers were 
already gathered.  They were talking 
about and wondering what had hap-
pened.  A littl e later my father came 
home from work and told us a ship 
had blown up and sank off Sandy 
Hook. 

I have saved the memory of that 
morning with my other memories of 
World War II:  The navy pilot who 
died when his fighter crashed into 
the bay, a block or two from my 
home as he tried desperately to 
reach Floyd Bennett Field a few 
miles away; the Hudson River and 
the Upper Bay, crammed full of 
freighters loaded and waiting to 
form convoys; the sunken hulk of 
the Normandy still smoldering in its 
berth on the Jersey side; waiting in 
line for hours with my mother and 
brothers to board the battle scared 
U-505 in the Brooklyn Navy Yard; 
and walking along Rockaway Beach 
with broken packing crates littering 
the shore, remains of cargoes of the 
many ships sunk off the coast. 

It wasn’ t until a few weeks be-
fore my wife and I left for the 
TURNER reunion that I learned it 
was the USS TURNER, DD-648 
whose explosion had awoken me.  I 
am sorry I was at our reunion for 
such a short period of time that I 
didn’ t meet some of her crew who 
were forced to abandon her that cold 
January morning.  While they con-
templated their fate and the fate of 
their shipmates, I was fall ing back to 
sleep in my nice warm bed. 
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by Fred Scheper, ETN2 ©56-©59

We have 1200 odd names on our ros-
ter and maili ng li st.  This tells us 
there are tons of good tales among us 
to share about our TURNER days: 
sea stories (only a shred of truth is 
required), memories, fascinating ca-
reers or whatever.  We need to hear 
about them from YOU.  If we are to 
keep the TURNER TIMES afloat, and 
worth reading, we need your input.  
You don't need to be a Mark Twain 
to write for our newsletter.  If you 
kept a TURNER log book, you can 
write for the TURNER TIMES.  Any-
way, you probably won't recognize 
your prose after we mess with it to 
fit.  So, please take pen or word proc-
essor in hand and send something to 
me: Mel Edwards.  My contact infor-
mation is on page 8.  There are sev-
eral of you who have called either 
Pete Varley or me and told us those 
wonderful stories.  All we ask is that 
you put pen to paper (or typewriter 
key or personal computer) and mail 
us those stories so we can all share 
your memories. 

 
Oh, by-the-way, the blank col-

umn below is the one you didn©t 
write and the one on the left is the 
one that did get written. 
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1. Buy a dumpster, paint it gray and li ve in it for six months straight. 
2. Run all of the piping and wires inside your house on the outside of the walls. 
3. Pump ten inches of nasty, crappy water into your basement, then pump it out, clean up, and paint the basement "deck 

gray." 
4. Every few weeks, dress up in your best clothes and go the scummiest part of town, find the most run down, trashy 

bar you can, pay $10 per beer until you©re hammered, then walk home in the freezing cold. 
5. Perform a weekly disassembly and inspection of your lawnmower. 
6. On Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, turn your water temperature up to 200 degrees, then on Tuesday and Thurs-

day turn it down to 10 degrees.  On Saturdays, and Sundays, announce to your entire family that they used too much 
water during the week, so all showering is secured. 

7. Raise your bed to within six inches of the ceiling (and make sure it runs right under a steam pipe Ð  Ed.). 
8. Have your next door neighbor come over each day at 5 a.m., and blow a whistle so loud that Helen Keller could hear 

it, and shout "Reveille, Reveille, all hands heave out and trice up". 
9. Have your mother-in-law write down everything she©s going to do the following day, then have her make you stand 

in the back yard at 6 a.m. and read it to you. 
10. Eat the raunchiest Mexican food you can find for three days straight, then lock yourself out of the bathroom for 12 

hours and hang a sign on the door that reads "Secured." 
11. Submit a request form to your father-in-law, asking if it©s ok for you to leave your house before 4 p.m. 
12. Invite 300 of your not-so-closest friends to come over, then board up all the windows and doors to your house for 6 

months and li ve inside with them like a hermit.  After the 6 months is up, take down the boards.  Your friends and 
family leave however, you can©t go anywhere until the next day as you have duty. 

13. Shower with above-mentioned friends. 
14. Make your family qualify to operate all the appliances in your home (i.e. Dishwasher Operator, Blender Technician, 

etc.). 
15. Walk around your car for four hours checking the tire pressure every 15 minutes. 
16. Sit in your car and let it run for four hours before going anywhere.  This is to ensure your engine is properly "lighted 

off ." 
17. Empty all the garbage bins in your house, and sweep your driveway three times a day, whether it is needed or not. 

(Now sweepers, start your brooms, clean sweep down fore and aft, empty all s--tcans over the fantail) 
18. Repaint your entire house once a month. 
19. Cook all of your food blindfolded, groping for any spice and seasoning you can get your hands on. 
20. Use eighteen scoops of budget coffee grounds per pot, and allow each pot to sit for five hours before drinking. 
21. Have your neighbor collect all your mail for a month, read your magazines, and randomly lose every fifth item. 
22. Avoid watching TV with the exception of movies that are played in the middle of the night.  Have your family vote 

on which movie to watch and then show a different one. 
23. Have your five year-old cousin give you a haircut with goat shears. 
24. Sew back pockets to the front of your pants. 
25. Spend two weeks in the various red-light districts of Europe and call it "world travel." 
 

To be continued…..if we dare. 
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Final Roll Call  
Since our last issue we have learned  
that these shipmates have answered the 
call of the Supreme Commander: 
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The U. S .S. Turner Reunion Association is a non-profit organization dedicated to locating 
and keeping us in contact with our former shipmates.  The Association Off icers are: 

The Turner Times is published periodically, by the dedicated staff members shown below, to 
help communicate Association news and facilit ate the sharing of memories.  Suggestions and 
items of interest can be submitted to either of us.  Originals will be returned, if requested.  
               Staff Coordinator                                             Editor /Publisher 
               Mel Edwards (©57-©59)                                      Pete Varley (©66-©69) 
               1431 Bieker Road                                             202 Shadowbend Drive 
               Washington, MO 63090                                   Wheeling, IL 60090 
               Phone: (636) 239-8960                                     Phone: (847) 808-0460 
               E-mail: melbet@fidnet.com                             E-mail: Peter_Varley@msn.com 

President Dave Bodendorf (©57-©59) Secretary  Dick Shanaberger (©51-©55) 

1st Vice President Tim Fesig (©65-©69) Membership  Pete Varley (©66-©69) 

2nd Vice President Joe Stepanek (©57-©60) Treasurer  Mike Quinn (©56-©59) 

  Chaplain Carl Ackerman (©51-©55) 

 

Beshore II , Charles F. 55 CSSA 
Capuano, George 55 SN 
Dearth, Alfred E. 55 FT3 
Gibson, Carl L. 49-54 GMC 
Kimbler, Roger L. 58 BT3 
Lepkoski. Donald 51-55 MR2 
Martin, Alan F. 64-65 XO 
McDaniel, Archie A. 55 QMC 
Quander, Howard W. 55 YN2 
Tetlow, John P. 55-56 EM3 
Turnbull, Willi am V. T. 55 RM 
Turner, Hugh 55 SOSN 

U.S.S. Turner Reunion Association 
2130 Salisbury Street 
York, PA 17404-1013 
Website http://members.aol.com/turn834/tom/ 
 

Address Service Requested 

MOVED ???? —  If you have moved, plan to do so, changed your telephone number, or have any change of 
status, please contact Pete Varley at 202 Shadowbend Drive, Wheeling, IL 60090-3162, Phone: (847) 808-0460, or 
email: Peter_Varley@msn.com  Stay in touch!!  We don©t want to lose you! 
 
ASSOCIATION DUES — Although dues are voluntary, we could use your help.  Look at your mailing label.  If 
"Dues Paid" appears under your name, your dues are paid.  If not, and you want to pay them, send $20 to Mike 
Quinn at 15022 Hix Street, Livonia, MI 48154.  Please remember that annual dues cover the "year" between re-
unions and NOT a calendar year.    (Dues paid after May 15, 2002 are not reflected on the label)  

FIRST CLASS MAIL 

 

Each mailing we have several pieces returned because shipmates do not let us know they 
have moved.  The Postal Service now charges us $.70 for each "Moved Notification" we 
receive from them.  Add to that the cost of printing and postage we lose sending it to a bad 
address.  Then we have to begin the search again to find our "lost" shipmate, which takes 
more time and money.  Right now our roster lists 21 "Lost" shipmates who cannot be 
found!!  Please do us a favor, especially you " snowbirds!"  If you are moving or have re-
cently moved, PLEASE drop us a line, call or email us with your new information so we don©t lose you again!! 
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