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T he w eek  of Septem ber 1 0th  
began  w ith  such  prom ise.  A f ter  
al l , w e  w ere  begi n ning  o ur T enth  
Reu nion  i n  j ust a  f ew  days.  W e  
had  142  shipm ates  and  g uests  pre-
regi stered; one  m ore  than  the  1 41  
that actual l y  attended  l ast year at 
o ur seco nd  bi ggest reu ni o n.  T hi s  
year w e w o uld  surpass  Pro vidence  
an d  set another record!  

T hen, q ui te  l i teral l y , al l  H el l  
broke  l o ose.  Cow ardl y  f anati c  ter-
ror i sts  m urdered  th o usands of  i n-
n ocent  peo pl e  i n  j ust a  f ew  h ours.   
W e  w ere  al l i n  a  state  of shock ; 
sorrow , gr i ef , and  anger gr i pped  
us.  D espi te  i t  al l , o ur T urner fam -

i l y  f el t the  need  to  com e  together 
and  be  there  f or  each  other, and  
that 's  w hat w e  did. 

W i th  al l ai r traf f i c  groun ded, 
th ose  w h o co uld  j um ped  i n  cars, 
b uses an d  trains an d  cam e to  Sa-
v an nah.  Sev eral w ere  " trap ped"  i n  
N ew  Y ork  w it h  no  w ay  to  l eav e.  
Som e  co uld  n ot attend  because  
thei r j o bs  w ere  related  to  o ur na-
ti o nal securi ty .  W e  un dersto od  
an d  our hearts  w ere  w i th  you. 

T he i ncrease  i n  our nati o nal 
secur it y  u n derstan dabl y  caused  
o ur tour of the  K ing's  B ay  Subm a-
ri ne  B ase  to  be  cancell ed.  Y our 
associat i o n  of f i cers  h uddled  and  

m ov ed  som e  tours  aroun d  to  f i l l  
that v oid. 

So  w as  thi s  reunio n rui ned??   
N O T  O N  Y O U R  L I FE!!   O ur f am -
i l y  spent ti m e v i siti ng  the  M i ghty  
Ei ghth  A i r  Force  M useum  and  
to uri ng  H istor i c  Sav an nah.  W e  
al so  crui sed  the  r i v er an d  spent 
ti m e  i n  the  hospi tali ty  sui te, sw ap-
ping  sea  stori es.  A l l i n  all , w e  did  
w ell .  I n  total , 1 11  shipm ates and  
guests  m et, w it h  16  shipm ates  at-
ten ding  f or  the  f i rst ti m e! !   W hil e  
w e  w ere  saddened  and  angry , w e  
shared  those  f eeli ngs w ith  the  

(Continued on page 7) 
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By  Pete Var ley, DC2, 66-69 
 

All three of our ships were 
named to honor Captain, later Com-
modore, Daniel Turner.  I thought 
you might like to know who he was 
and what he did. 

According to off icial naval histo-
ries, he was probably born on Staten 
Island in 1794 and was appointed a 
midshipman in the Navy on January 
1, 1808.  As such, he served on the 
Constitution on the North Atlantic 
Station.  On June 12, 1812, he was 
ordered to take command of gun-
boats in Norwich, Conn.; in 1813 he 
was commissioned a Lieutenant and 
took command of the brig Niagra in 
Oliver Hazard Perry©s squadron.  He 
then switched command to the brig 

Caledonia where he played a very 
important part in the Battle of Lake 
Erie during the War of 1812.  During 
that battle on September 10, 1813, 
his brig was the only ship capable of 
returning the fire of the three heavi-
est British ships that were pounding 
Perry©s flagship Lawrence.  He con-
tinued to pound the British with his 
two 24 pounders and turned the tide 
of battle.  For his actions, he was 
awarded a medal from Congress and 
a sword from the state of New York. 

  He later commanded the schoo-
ner Scorpion in support of army op-
erations.  He and his crew were cap-
tured when he brought Scorpion 
alongside the schooner Tigress, 
which, unknown to Turner, had been 
captured by the British a few days 

prior.  After a period of imprison-
ment, he was exchanged for a British 
prisoner of war. 

Later he cruised aboard the frig-
ate Java, commanded by Perry, in an 
attempt to intimidate the Barbary Pi-
rates.  He then commanded the 
schooner Nonsuch, again under a 
squadron commanded by Perry, and 
sailed up the Orinoco River in Vene-
zuela to meet Simon Bolivar.  Most 
of the men contracted yellow fever 
and Turner was close by when his 
mentor, Admiral Perry, died in 1819. 

After shore duty in Boston, he 
returned to sea where he patrolled the 
West Indies as commander of Erie.  
He was promoted to captain  on 
March 3, 1835.  After awaiting or-

(Continued on page 5) 
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What a week it was.  We will re-
member this reunion forever.  The 
tragedy that occurred on Tuesday, 
September 11, 2001 in New York 
City and Washington will always be 
o u r  c o n st an t  r em i n d er .  
There was some question initiall y as 
to whether we should just cancel the 
affair.  Would it be wrong to go 
ahead with it?  Would the grief and 
anger we were all feeling put too 
much of a damper on the activities?  
We decided to go ahead because we 
thought, and rightly so I believe, that 
the terrorists© goal is to disrupt 
Americans as much as possible.  To 
cancel would be to play into their 
hands. I think we made the right de-
cision. 

In addition to our personal feel-
ings, the reunion and it©s activities 
were affected in many ways by the 
tragedy.  Travel plans were disrupted 
and a number of our shipmates and 
their guests just couldn©t get to Sa-
vannah.  The highly anticipated tour 
of the King©s Bay Naval Submarine 
Base was cancelled due to tightened 
security.  What might have been the 
largest turnout ever for our Saturday 
banquet dinner was reduced from an 
anticipated 142 plus people to about 
109.  I©m sure there were many tears 
shed behind closed doors, and the 
terrorist attacks were the topic of 
many conversations which normally 
would have been about Turner 
memories, famili es, or other light-
hearted topics. 

Despite all of this, I believe that 
those who did attend were able to put 
t hei r  f e el i ngs  asi de  f or 
periods of time and enjoy the com-
pany of their shipmates and guests 
an d  t he  a ct i v i t i es.   T he 
hospitality room©s windows looked 
out over the city of Savannah and the 
v i ew s  w er e  spec t acu l ar .  
I hope most of you spent some time 
there and were able to take in the city 
f r o m  t h at  p er sp ec t i v e .  
The tours were great, especially the 

Mighty Eighth Air Force Heritage 
M useum.   For  t hose  of 
us lucky enough to be on this tour 
with guide Mary Ann Butler, it was a 
speci al t reat.  We l earned 
all about the benefits of "Chatham 
Artillery Punch", a local beverage 
with a history of it s own,  
as well as a lot of other inside infor-
mation on Savannah©s society from a 
" f our th  generat i on  nat i ve" .  
It was especially gratifying to see so 
many first-time attendees.  I hope 
y o u  n e w  f o l k s  c a m e 
away from Savannah with a good 
feeling about the organization and 
our reunions.  I f you did, 
contact some of your old shipmates 
and encourage them to join you next 
y e ar  at  t he  r eu ni o n  i n 
San Diego from September 11 to 
September 15, 2002.  Please note that 
it©s at the "Holiday Inn-On The Bay", 
1355 North Harbor Drive, San 
Diego, California 92101.  The reason 
that I emphasize this is that there are 
several Holiday Inns in San Diego, 
and to add to the confusion, one of 
these is called "San Diego - Bayside, 
California". 

The following year, 2003, we©ll 
be somewhere in the area of Mobile, 
Alabama.  When you attend future 
reunions, please plan to attend the 
business meeting and by all means 
bring your guests.  Every person who 
attends can vote.  One of the most 
i m p or t an t  a ct i v i t i es  i s 
the selection of future reunion sites 
and this gives you an opportunity to 
get  y o ur  f av or i t e  pl a ces  
in for consideration.  As your presi-
dent for the next couple of years, I 
p r omi se  I © l l  k e ep  t hese  
meetings short and sweet.  See ya©ll 
in San Diego. 

 
 
                            — Dave 
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It’s time to pay annual dues.  No 
fair running away!! 

During this past year, we added an-
other 100 shipmates to our roster, in-
cluding DD-648 survivors!!  Addition-
ally, we continued to print and improve 
the  "Turner Times" to keep the memory 
of Turner alive and to let all of our ship-
mates, and their families, know the news 
of our association.  These efforts, along 
with the rest of our association’s busi-
ness, cost money. 

The cost of printing (newsletters 
and search postcards), supplies and post-
age is this association’s largest ex-
pense!!  Costs for postcards alone, to 
help find shipmates, have increased 
from 20¢ to 23¢ in the past 16 months.  
Our only sources of income this year 
will be from the ship’s store merchan-
dise we sell, the raff les held at the reun-
ion and your dues.  We need your sup-
port to continue these efforts and pre-
serve and improve our association! 

We do not exclude anyone who 
wants to participate in our association 
and we have chosen not to increase our 
$20 annual dues and to keep dues volun-
tary.  We keep ALL shipmates on our 
mailing list, send ALL of them the 
newsletter and they are ALL eligible to 
attend reunions, whether or not dues are 
paid.  

One last reason to pay dues.  Be-
cause of the tragic events of September 
11, 2001, our Savannah reunion was the 
first in our history to lose money.  We 
need your help to recover and plan a su-
per reunion in 2002. 

Last year we saw the percentage of 
those who pay dues increase from 14% 
to over 17%.  BRAVO ZULU!!  Keep 
up the good work.  If we are to continue 
our mission of keeping Turner’s mem-
ory alive, we must continue  that trend! 

So, please unlock that wallet or 
checkbook and mail your $20 annual 
dues to Mike Quinn at 15022 Hix Street, 
Livonia, MI 48154.  We realize many of 
you are on a fixed income and others 
may have more than one reunion asso-
ciation looking for dues.  If $20 is too 
much, send whatever you can so we can 
continue to keep alive our collective 
memories of Turner. 
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By Herb Smetheram, Captain, 
U.S.N, Retired, XO '65-'67 
 

In early July, Pete Varley in-
formed me that John Callaway 
passed away at his home in Mel-
bourne, Florida.  I spent a year as his 
XO, joining Turner in the Med in 
August of 1965 and participating in 
his Change of Command, again in 
the Med, in September of 1966 when 
Don Pauly relieved him. 

John was a true seadog of the old 
school.  He loved being at sea, 
whether on a Navy ship or his own 
pleasure boat.  By the time he re-
ported to Turner, he had held five 
commands at sea.  He was one of the 
most experienced and finest ship-
handlers in the Navy.  I vividly re-
member some very tight moorings at 
ports in the Med, particularly Cas-
tellamare, Italy where there was a 
close in shoal on one side and a de-
crepit and warped quay on the other 
side.  With no tug, he refused the pi-
lot and squeezed the ship into exactly 
the right space. 

There always were interesting 
times, as there are on any destroyer: 
the Crossing of the Equator in 1966, 

the almost loss of the motor whale-
boat during a swim call , assisting 
other ships when a merchant ship 
collided with another Navy ship at 
night, the time in the floating dry-
dock in Rhode Island and all the 
ceremonial visits with foreign digni-
taries at the various ports of call.  
The skipper and I were some of the 
very few who were Shellbacks, so 
Crossing the Equator was a very ex-
citing day on a very boring space 
launch patrol.  Since he was CO, plus 
being bigger than anyone on board, 
many of the tricks from the Polly-
wogs fell on the XO, including being 
doused with a bucket of water from 
an unknown assailant.  John got a 
pretty good laugh from that. 

I ran into John again when he 
was XO at Subic Bay Naval Station 
and I was en-route to Vietnam with 
DesRon Two.  During that visit we 
had a long discussion and it was ob-
vious he wanted to be back at sea and 
particularly to have a tour in combat.  
The last time we met was during my 
tour as CO of the Naval Station at 
Naval Training Center, Orlando in 
the early 80's.  He was retired and 
li ving in Fort Lauderdale and very 

active with the Navy League.  He 
had brought his wife, Maggie, to the 
Naval Hospital Orlando for care for 
the condition from which she would 
not recover.  He spoke with fond 
memories of his time with Turner. 

John could be termed “ rough and 
ready” which was a reflection of his 
heritage growing up in the seagoing 
environment of the Florida Panhan-
dle.  However, he could stand with 
the best of the diplomats in meeting 
city officials of foreign ports.  At 
first glance he did not strike you as a 
graduate of the Naval Academy, but 
it soon would become evident that he 
was extremely proud of being a part 
of Annapolis.  In fact his remains are 
at the Naval Academy.  John Calla-
way loved the Navy and spent the 
better part of his life as an officer 
dedicated to serving his country in 
the highest tradition of the Navy. 

 
Editor 's Note—Captain Calla-

way is the second Turner Com-
manding Off icer to pass away in 
recent months.  Captain Char les 
W. Turner I I I , CO from 1955 to 
1957, died in May 2000.  
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By John Sanders, SH2, ’66-‘68 
 
These are some of the things I 

remember after some 30 odd 
years.  I remember the Black Sea 
cruise and 30 days without mail 
from home.  The trips down to 
Guantanamo and our sister ship, 
USS Goodrich, DDR-831, tearing 
down the pier, and later breaking 
at the seams in a storm in the 
Med., and our ship pulli ng our 
duty and hers most of that cruise.  
Once when we were steaming to 
the Med., we were practicing with 
the bosun's chair, and the two 
ships came together and the 01 
level, or torpedo deck, got hung 
up and we sat for about four or 
five hours while the decks were 
cut apart with torches to separate 
the two ships. 

The time we were refueling 
from the aircraft carrier because it 
was too rough for a tanker to 
reach us.  A large wave came up 
between the two ships, and every-

one grabbed hold of something.  
The only one to go over the side, 
of about 150 personnel manning 
the lines, was a mess cook by the 
name of Petty.  He hung onto the 
line and we all pulled him back 
aboard, minus his pants and his 
boots.  The boots were from 
Naples and we weren't supposed 
to be wearing them. 

I was the ship's barber most 
of the time.  I did transfer to the 
laundry one time because E-9 
Commissary Chief Bell told me to 
cut off all the mess cook's hair 
and I wouldn't.  Chief Bell would 
stand outside of the mess deck 
and make me go to the end of the 
line every time I got to the hatch!  
I would go back to the barbershop 
without eating anything.  I 
switched to the laundry and when 
we got to Naples, Chief Bell did-
n't have but one uniform left, the 
one he was wearing!!  When he 
had to buy a new seabag, he de-
cided to call a truce.  I transferred 

back to the barbershop. 
I remember the plane going 

down off the fantail of the Inde-
pendence, and a week later a 
tanker (refueling plane) going 
down.  We were plane guarding 
off the fantail of the Independence 
when the fighter went down and 
we picked up the survivors.  Do 
you remember the Huey helicop-
ter hovering over the fantail , off 
loading supplies, when someone 
wearing a baseball cap stuck his 
head out of the hatch and the 
chopper sucked it into the intake.  
It coughed a couple of times and 
the pilot pulled it off over the 
side.  We were on the deck carry-
ing the supplies into the ship li ke 
a line of ants, and the Huey was 
right above us when the sailor 
stuck his head out of the hatch.  
The Huey hung for a li ttle while 
on the li felines of the ship before 
it went under.  They were a wet, 
mad pilot and crew pulled aboard.  
I'd li ke to hear from some of you.  
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If you don©t remember how tricky refueling could be, here are two pictures of Turner, taking on fuel and food.  These were taken in 
June or July of 1946, while participating in “Operations Crossroads” , the atomic bomb test at Bikini Atoll . 
—Photos courtesy of Gerald Scerbak, SN, 46-47 



Ñ

Ò Ó(ÔPÕ(Ö$ÔRÒ�×UØVÖXÙ

 

(Continued from page 1) 

ders, he was placed in command of 
Constitution where he had originally 
served as a midshipman!  He was the 
15th commanding officer of "Old 
Ironsides" and served as such from 
March 1, 1839 to November 8, 1841.  
As I think back to our reunion in 
Providence, I©m very pleased to think 
that, during our tour of the Constitu-
tion, I may have walked the same 
decks as Daniel Turner, the man for 
whom our ships were named! 

After promotion to Commodore, 
he commanded the American squad-
ron that operated off the Brazilian 
coast from 1843 to 1846.  His flag-
ship was the frigate Raritan.  There, 
his squadron blockaded the east coast 
of Mexico during the war with Mex-
ico and helped land 500 men at Point 
Isabel to reinforce troops ashore.  Af-
ter sea duty, Turner was assigned as 
Commandant to the Portsmouth 
Navy Yard. 

Commodore Turner died sud-
denly in Philadelphia, after over 42 
years of naval service.  He was bur-
ied in Green Mount Cemetery in Bal-
timore, where a bit of mystery still 
surrounds him.  The cemetery re-
cords show Turner is buried in Area 
F, Lot 79 in an unmarked grave.  
The marker of his son, buried nearby, 
reads "James Alexander Turner, Died 
April 1842, Son of Commodore 
David Turner, U.S. Navy"   

The cemetery records also show 
the Commodore©s name as David 
Turner, although all the U.S. Naval 
records and history books use 
Daniel.  We can only surmise that 
David was his middle name used by 
his family! 

I believe such a hero needs, at 
the very least, a grave marker.  Be-
cause of his heroism and dedication 
to his country, I propose that our as-
sociation erect a maker to this man, 
from the men who served on the 
ships named Turner. 
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By Tom Shingleton, SN, ’59-‘60 
 
The Turner website has come a 

long way since November, 1998.  
The Website now has 14 pages and 
over 10 milli on bytes of information, 
graphics and music.  By rotating the 
yearly reunion information, we keep 
under the 12 megabytes of space that 
AOL allows and still have room for 
more information, stories and graph-
ics as the site continues to grow. 

In the 1998 October Turner 
Times, an ad was placed for someone 
to build a Turner website.  The ad 
read as follows, “The Turner Reun-
ion Association is looking for a vol-
unteer shipmate, who can create an 
Internet Website for Turner.  Appli-
cants should have experience in web-
site development and have the soft-
ware available to develop and main-
tain our site.  We will provide all tex-
tual and graphics materials neces-
sary.  Salary: NONE! ( as usual).  
Just our undying gratitude.”  

“Once our site has been devel-
oped, we need a round-the-clock net-
work server to house our site.  If you 
are affiliated with a business or edu-
cational organization that would al-
low us to use a small amount of 
space on their server for our website, 
at low or no cost let us know.  Con-
tact Pete Varley if you can help us 
with either of these needs.”  

Thinking this could be an inter-
esting project, I checked with the 
teacher at our local computer school, 
which is run by Local 1046 of the 
United Steel Workers Union.  I was 
lucky; they had the software and Ken 
Yost had the know how, and I had 
the server space to develop it.  Meet-
ing all the criteria that was needed, 
and being accepted by my peers as 
Webmaster, I decided to give it a 
whirl.  Things were starting to fall 
into place. 

When we began, AOL allowed 
only 2 megabytes of space.  Then 

came the task to get information for 
the website, which came via the 
internet.  Some disks also came by 
snail mail from Pete Varley, and the 
first page was started.  With Ken 
leading the way, I was about to em-
bark on an experience that was a 
challenge and interesting. 

The challenge was learning some 
HTML (HyperText Markup Lan-
guage) coding and how to convert 
everything over so that it works on 
the internet.  It was interesting 
enough to hold my attention, and it 
has, as I am still at it 3 years later.  
Come to think about it that was about 
the same amount of time I spent in 
the Navy. ( Kiddie Cruiser). 

The internet has been known to 
“crash” on occasion.  Because some 
of the material would be hard to re-
place once developed, all the pages 
are saved to disks.  AOL has, at 
times, lost the whole Turner Website.  
Luckily, it was retrievable. 

Our Website has been entered 
into 2 international mil itary website 
competitions, and showed a respect-
able 2nd place and a 4th place. The 
Turner Site has also received 15 
awards from various other sites and 
award sources on the internet.  Most 
were awarded to the site because of 
its content and historical signifi-
cance.  Awards to date: 

The Big E, Spirit of Ships 
Award, Military Web Wars, E. F. 
Cook Memorial Award, Hilopilot's 
Pride Award, Award of Excellence, 
Dave's Top Navy Site Award, 
Armed Forces Salute, Leonard F. 
Mason Memorial Award, Australian 
Award of Excellence, Rosa's Mil i-
tary Award, Turret Captain Award, 
Submission Spider Award, Market 
Tek. Design Award, Hart Enterprises 
Fly with Eagles Award. 

Homeport Turner is getting close 
to 14,000 hits (visitors) on total,  
which is good for a military site. 

(Continued on page 7) 
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I li ke the Navy. 
 
I li ke standing on the bridge wing at sunrise with salt 
spray in my face and clean ocean winds whipping in from 
the four quarters of the globe - the ship beneath me feel-
ing li ke a living thing as her engines drive her  
through the sea. 
 
I li ke the sounds of the Navy - the piercing trill of the 
boatswains pipe,  the syncopated clangor of the ship©s bell 
on the quarterdeck, the harsh squawk of the 1MC and the 
strong language and laughter of sailors at work. 
 
I li ke the vessels of the Navy - nervous darting destroy-
ers, plodding fleet auxiliaries, sleek submarines and 
steady solid carriers.  I li ke the proud sonorous names of 
Navy capital ships: Midway, Lexington, Saratoga, Coral  
Sea - memorials of great battles won.  I li ke the lean an-
gular names of Navy "tin-cans": Barney, Dahlgren, 
Mullinix, McCloy - mementos of heroes who went before 
us. 
 
I li ke the tempo of a Navy band blaring through the top-
side speakers as we pull away from the oiler after refuel-
ing at sea.  I li ke liberty call and the spicy scent of a for-
eign port.  I even li ke all hands working parties as  
my ship fills herself with the multitude of supplies both 
mundane and exotic which she needs to cut her ties to the 
land and carry out her mission anywhere on the globe 
where there is water to float her. 
 
I li ke sailors, men from all parts of the land, farms of the 
Midwest, small towns of New England, from the cities, 
the mountains and the prairies, from all walks of life.  I 
trust and depend on them as they trust and depend on  
me - for professional competence, for comradeship, for 
courage.  In a word, they are "shipmates." 
 
I li ke the surge of adventure in my heart when the word is 
passed "Now station the special sea and anchor detail - all 
hands to quarters for leaving port", and I li ke the infec-
tious thrill of sighting home again, with the waving hands 
of welcome from family and friends waiting pier-side.   
The work is hard and dangerous, the going rough at 
times, the parting from loved ones painful, but the com-
panionship of robust Navy laughter, the "all for one and 
one for all" philosophy of the sea is ever present. 
 
I li ke the serenity of the sea after a day of hard ship©s 
work, as flying fish flit across the wave tops and sunset 

gives way to night.  I li ke the feel of the Navy in dark-
ness - the masthead lights, the red and green navigation 
lights and stern light, the pulsating phosphorescence of 
radar repeaters - they cut through the dusk and join with 
the mirror of stars overhead.  And I li ke drifting off to 
sleep lulled by the myriad noises large and small that tell 
me that my ship is alive and well, and that my shipmates 
on watch will keep me safe. 
 
I li ke quiet midwatches with the aroma of strong coffee - 
the lifeblood of the Navy - permeating everywhere.  And 
I li ke hectic watches when the exacting minuet of haze-
gray shapes racing at flank speed keeps all hands on a ra-
zor edge of alertness.  I li ke the sudden electricity of 
"General quarters, general quarters, all hands man your 
battle stations", followed by the hurried clamor of run-
ning feet on ladders and the resounding thump of water-
tight doors as the ship transforms herself in a few brief 
seconds from a peaceful workplace to a weapon of war - 
ready for anything.  And I li ke the sight of space-age 
equipment manned by youngsters clad in dungarees and 
sound-powered phones that their grandfathers would still  
recognize. 
 
I li ke the traditions of the Navy and the men and women 
who made them.  I li ke the proud names of Navy heroes: 
Halsey, Nimitz, Perry, Farragut, John Paul Jones.  A 
sailor can find much in the Navy: comrades-in-arms, 
pride in self and country, mastery of the seaman©s trade.  
An adolescent can find adulthood. 
 
In years to come, when sailors are home from the sea, 
they will still remember with fondness and respect the 
ocean in all i ts moods - the impossible shimmering mirror 
calm and the storm-tossed green water surging over the 
bow.  And then there will come again a faint whiff of 
stack gas, a faint echo of engine and rudder orders, a vi-
sion of the bright bunting of signal flags snapping at the 
yardarm, a refrain of hearty laughter in the wardroom and 
chief©s quarters and mess decks.  Gone ashore for good 
they will grow wistful about their Navy days, when the 
seas belonged to them and a new port of call was ever 
over the horizon. 
 
Remembering this, they will stand taller and say, 
 
" I WAS A SAILOR ONCE.  I WAS PART OF 
THE NAVY AND  THE NAVY WILL ALWAYS 
BE PART OF ME."  

By Vice Admiral Harold Koenig, USN (Ret.) and contr ibuted by Captain Bil l Garcia ©57-©59 
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(Continued from page 1) 

other m em bers of the  T urner fam -
i l y .  I t helped.  O ne senti m ent w e  
heard  f requentl y  w as that all our 
shipm ates  w ere  ready  to  re-enl i st 
an d  star t k i ck ing  butt and  tak ing  
nam es anyw here  i n  the  M i deast! !   
A l l  i n  al l , by  any  m easure, thi s  
w as a  successf ul reu nion. 

A t the  business m eeti ng, of f i -
cers  w ere  nom inated  and  el ected.  
D av e B o dendorf i s  the  new  Presi -
dent, w it h  T i m  Fesi g  becom ing  1st 
V i ce  President.  Joe  Stepanek  w as  
elected  2 nd  V i ce  Presi dent.  A  
new  p ositi on  of M em bership  O f f i -
cer w as created  and  Pete  V arl ey  
assum ed  that post.  O ur core  of f i -
cers  rem ain  the  sam e w ith  D i ck  
Shanaberger as Secretary , M i k e  
Q uinn  as  T reasurer and  Carl A c-
k erm an  as Chaplain  an d  Ship©s 
Store  m anager.  M el Edw ards  con-
ti n ues  to  act as  Staf f  Coordinator 
f or  the  T urner T i m es, w it h  Pete  
V arl ey  as  Edit or. 

On to San Diego in 2002 
Plans are continuing for our first 

true West Coast reunion.  Prior to 
this, the furthest west we©ve met has 
been Las Vegas.  Finally, all our 
West Coast shipmates and famili es 
can plan to meet with the rest of our 
Turner family.  We are counting on 
you to make this a successful reun-
ion!!  

In early September, we signed 
the contract for the hotel.  We will be 
staying at the Holiday Inn-On the 
Bay.  This is a wonderful facili ty 
with many amenities and the location 
is ideal!!  We will be within walking 
distance of the Gaslamp Quarter and 
Horton Plaza and the San Diego Zoo 
and Sea World are a cab ride away. 

Your association officers will be 
planning trips and activities in the 
months ahead and are open for sug-
gestions from those who live in the 
San Diego area.  Let©s see if we can 
make this the largest reunion ever!! 
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Some veterans bear visible signs 
of their service: a missing limb, a 
jagged scar, a certain look in the eye.  
Others may carry the evidence inside 
them: a pin holding a bone together, 
a piece of shrapnel in the leg - or per-
haps another sort of inner steel: the 
soul©s alloy forged in the refinery of 
adversity.  Except in parades, how-
ever, the men and women who have 
kept America safe wear no badge or 
emblem.  You can©t tell a vet just by 
looking. 

What is a vet?  They are the cops 
on the beat who spent six months in 
Saudi Arabia sweating two gallons a 
day making sure the armored person-
nel carriers didn©t run out of fuel.  
They are the nurses who fought 
against futility and went to sleep sob-
bing every night for two solid years 
in Da Nang.  They are the POWs 
who went away one person and came 
back another - or didn©t come back 
AT ALL.  They are the Quantico 
drill instructors and the Great Lakes 
Company Commanders who have 
never seen combat but have saved 
countless lives by turning slouchy, 
no-account people into Sailors and 
Marines, and taught them to watch 
each other©s backs.  They are the pa-
rade - riding Legionnaires who pin 
on ribbons and medals with pros-
thetic hands.  They are the career 
quartermasters who watch the rib-
bons and medals pass by.  They are 
the three anonymous heroes in The 
Tomb Of The Unknowns, whose 
presence at Arli ngton National 
Cemetery must forever preserve the 
memory of all the anonymous heroes 
whose valor dies unrecognized with 
them on the battlefield or in the 
ocean©s sunless deep.  They are the 
old guys bagging groceries at the su-
permarket - palsied now and aggra-
vatingly slow - who helped liberate a 
Nazi death camp and who wish all 
day long that their wives were still 
ali ve to hold them when the night-
mares come.  They are ordinary and 

yet an extraordinary human beings - 
people who offered some of their 
life©s most vital years in the service 
of their country, and who sacrificed 
their ambitions so others would not 
have to sacrifice theirs.  They are the 
soldiers and saviors and swords 
against the darkness, and they are 
nothing more than the finest, greatest 
testimony on behalf of the finest, 
greatest nation ever known.  So re-
member, each time you see someone 
who has served our country, just lean 
over and say "Thank You". That©s all 
most people need, and in most cases 
it will mean more than any medals 
they could have been awarded or 
were awarded.  Two little words that 
mean a lot, "THANK YOU".  Re-
member November 11th is "Veterans 
Day". 

D EGF�H IKJ F L MNHOM,PQF.RTSUS

(Continued from page 5) 

That works out to about 435 "visits" 
per month. 

Building a website is time con-
suming and commands your undi-
vided attention.  If not, you get to do 
the task over again.  What we always 
need is good material for the site, and 
I had several sources, which are rep-
resented on the 14 pages that have 
been amassed to date. I would li ke to 
thank all the Turner Vets for their 
help, and especially Pete Varley, 
who worked with Ken and me to get 
it started. 

Don't forget to visit the site of-
ten, and sign the guest book. The 
guestbook has been responsible for 
finding several former Turner ship-
mates, and still finds an occasional 
one.  The address is: members.aol.
com/turn834/tom/index.htm 

      That pretty much sums up 
things to date.  With retirement only 
11 months away, maybe I can find a 
little more time to spend on the com-
puter and become a real hacker. 
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Final Roll Call  
We have learned since our last issue 
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) 

 

Axiotis, Emanuel 45 RT3 
Battista III , Francis 58 FA 
Bolick, John 46 FN 
Callaway, John 65-66 CDR 
Colli ns, Charles   
Dickie, Marvin 45 GM3 
Dunivant, June 57 MM1 
Love, Archibald 45-46 RT3 
Markus, Adrian (Ed) 58-62 WO 
McCook, Cecil Ray 47-54 CS2 
Ouellette, Louis 47 MM3 
Pilcik, Norbert (Gene) 50-52 RM2 
Rogers, Thomas 48-52 QM2 
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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 October 15, 2001 will be reflected on the next label)  

FIRST CLASS MAIL 

 


