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A SHIP NAMED TURNER

This is the story of one ship which existed as part of the United States Navy for
eight months and eighteen days. It was an insignificant ship, as ships went in the war
years of 1941-1945, but it was a ship, a commissioned ship assigned to a specific duty. It
performed this duty well, with diligence but without special accommodation or reward.
It was fitted with a crew which, at time of commissioning, consisted of seventy-five
percent of the enlisted men serving on their first ship. It had fourteen officers, eight of
whom were doing their first tour at sea. Yet, it was a splendid ship as far as
"togetherness" went. Loyalty could not have been better, ambition to do the right thing at
the right time could not have been better, thoughtfulness for one another was outstanding.

Yes, this is the story of one insignificant ship that plowed back and forth between
the ports of monotony and tedium performing a task needing to be performed but which
offered no reward for services well done. From the date of its commissioning, April 15th,
1943, until it's last day as a ship of the fleet, January 3rd, 1944, two hundred and sixty-
four days, it obeyed the command of its Captain, and did its duty. This is a story of the
ship, not a daily account or even a monthly accounting, but it is the story of this ship. It
was built to perform a job, which it performed, until the final day, a day which, like the
day in "infamy" of Franklin Roosevelt's speech to the Congress on December 8th, 1941,
was one of surprise, confusion, fire, explosion and death.

Battleships of the U.S. Navy were named for states of the United States; Cruisers
for cities of the U.S.; Carriers for famous battles and later for certain bird life. Destroyers
were named for deceased distinguished people, the majority ex-Naval personnel who had
done some feat of valor for their country. These systems have all changed now, but in
the days of World War II this is the way it was.

Daniel Turner entered the U.S. Navy as a midshipman and retired thirty years
later as a Commodore . He commanded the USS Niagara in the squadron of Commodore
Perry and the USS Caladonia in the war of 1812. He performed several gallant feats in
this war, and five years prior to WWI a destroyer was named after him.

The USS Turner DD269 was used in WWI and made several convoy crossings of
the Atlantic. It was a "four-piper," the term given ships with four smoke stacks. It was a
member of the Clemson Class, commissioned in September 1912. The overall length
was 312 feet with a beam of 30 feet and a draft of 9 feet 3 inches. She displaced 920
tons, and was stricken from the naval records in August of 1936. She had been removed
from the destroyer class several years earlier, re-commissioned as the USS Moosehead
and used as a training vessel. She was powered by two 2-shaft geared turbines with SHP
of 17,500 and had a maximum speed of 29 knots. Built for a complement of 145 in the
crew and had two 4-inch guns, one 3-inch and 12 torpedo tubes for 21-inch torpedoes.
She was scrapped and the metal used for newer vessels at the beginning of WWII.



















"Thank you, Merrill," he replied, reading it and seeing his number.

He turned, opened a door to a closet, removed a cap with gold braid over the bill,
one used for officers with a rank of Commander or higher, placed it on and looked in the
mirror. He then turned and faced me with a smile on his face.

I saluted, avoiding the Navy rule of not saluting under cover, indoors, and said,
"Congratulations, sir."

He thanked me, we shook hands and I left. The message was then treated in the
usual manner and the Communications Officer notified him later of the ALNAV and it
was entered in the deck log the Captain had been promoted to full Commander.

I had gotten along well with the officers and CPO's, and the majority of the crew
with whom I had association. There was a problem with the Executive Officer, Lieut.
Payne. The problem was not just between he and I but between he and everyone. He
was strict Navy. He thought he was ready for command of a destroyer, he thought
everyone on board should bow down to him because he was an Academy man, in other
words, he had a complex. I recall one instance on our first convoy run to Casablanca
where his arrogance showed up. When there was reason to believe a German submarine
was in the area, I would go to the radio-direction finder slot up on the bridge and would
scan the entire transmission range. If I heard a transmission strong enough to be near at
hand, I would zero in on it to get the direction in degrees from our bow heading. There
were ways I could tell if I thought it was near, such as a hiss from the key clicks as a
message was being sent. Upon reporting a heading to follow, I would stay on duty as the
destroyer turned in that direction and went out to find the sub. We actually located six
during our different trips, sank two and probably severely damaged at least one of the
others.

On the occasion I have reference to, I had been on duty at the radio direction
finder for about four hours, having missed evening chow. The officer of the deck was
Lieut. Porter, the communication officer. He ordered a ham sandwich with a cup of
coffee and potato chips for me from the wardroom. It was brought up and was on a plate
by the receiver as I was working. Lt. Payne came to the bridge, and looked in on me,
seeing a sandwich with chips on a wardroom plate. Not knowing who had ordered it and
without asking anything about the circumstances, he picked up the plate, threw the
sandwich and chips into the trash container and made the remark, "No enlisted man will
eat food prepared in the wardroom. That food is reserved for officers."

Well, from that moment on there was no attempt on my part to establish friendly
relations with the Executive Officer. I couldn't ignore him, I couldn't do anything except
obey his every command, and I did, but there was an icy air between the two of us.

This feeling continued until the first of November when I was notified he wanted
to see me in his office. I went in, he read me a notation he was including in my service
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The convoy split a day out of port and Turner joined the New York-bound
contingent and shaped a course for that port. She arrived off Ambrose Light late on 2
January, 1943, and dropped anchor.

It had not been generally reported, but our squadron was to report to the Brooklyn
Navy Yard for a forty day face-lifting and the crew given leave ranging from fifteen to
thirty days. Then the squadron was to be transferred to the Pacific.

I had been very busy in the radio room that afternoon and evening and when we
anchored, I decided I would sleep in the bunk in emergency radio, avoiding reveille and
missing breakfast. The captain had called for reveille to be sounded at 0500, breakfast to
start at 0545, and getting underway at 0645. I didn't want to get up that early and would
go to emergency radio, batten the door shut, and sleep in.

I didn't want to be bothered by people getting up for reveille. I removed my shoes
and otherwise fully clad, I stretched out and immediately went to sleep. I awoke in mid-
air having been thrown from the bunk and now suspended in air, facing the deck as I was
falling. I looked at the clock and it read, 0615. On the deck, I could hear explosions and
feel the ship tremble with each. I immediately sat on the bunk, put on my shoes and left
emergency radio to step out on the deck where it was covered with a bright orange glow
from a fire completely consuming the forward superstructure. Bodies and even parts of
bodies were in the water and on the deck.

Many men were screaming and crying for help. Chief Pincetl was coming up
from the engine room and I asked what had happened. He answered, "Hell, I don't know.
We either hit a mine or got torpedoed." As he said this W7e each realized there were no
floating mines in New York harbor. The mines were attached and anchored, Turner was
anchored. We had not drifted into a mine.

I immediately returned to emergency radio, flipping the transmitter to "on"
position and putting on earphones. I was going to call radio New York but the
transmitter was not working. The generator used to power the transmitters was located in
main radio in the forward superstructure that was afire. I put the phones back down and
returned topside. I spent about twenty minutes helping move bodies to the rear part of the
main deck. Some of the men had jumped over the side and were bringing bodies to the
side and they had to be hoisted aboard. Everyone was working as a team and there was
no disorderly or confused action.

Ensign Clemins, a junior engineering officer, stopped me and asked what had
happened and what about emergency radio. I told him I had tried emergency radio and
the transmitter was out of commission, and I didn't know what had happened. Ensign
Clemins had been in the engine room with the other surviving officer, Ensign
LeBoutillier. They were both in the engine room making preparations for getting
underway. Ensign Clemins had been on board since commissioning, Ensign LeBoutillier
was of more recent entrance to the crew.
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their bag and left. After taking about twenty or thirty pictures, the photographer, the man
with the pad of paper and pencil, and the bag all left the building together.

Later in the afternoon we were all taken by boat to the Brooklyn Navy yard and
bussed to the Flushing Avenue naval barracks and housed in one large room. The
following morning there was an investigation started. Four officers from Washington
B.C. were there and they questioned every survivor. I was about the third and the session
lasted for an hour and ten minutes. I had two other sessions with them, some new men
had joined the original four. Each of the other two sessions were for about twenty-five
minutes duration.

We were each issued a new sea bag of uniforms, and items taken from a list of
personal clothing we had lost were replaced. After my comments in the article in the
Times about losing a new pair of tailor made dress blues, I received a call from a lady
whose husband owned a company making tailor made blues. He had two pair for me to
pick up. From the ships store in the barracks, we had chits that got us such items as
razors, combs, shaving cream, anything we needed. We had been restricted from liberty
for the first week while the investigation was going on, but on Saturday night we had
liberty with a return time of 0800 hours, Monday. For the second week, we had several
lectures we were required to attend. It was the 1944 version of physiological conferences
they hold today whenever any group goes through some strenuous ordeal.

Two weeks following the sinking, the Navy had a memorial service in a chapel in
the Brooklyn Navy yard. The families of everyone on board had been invited and about
ninety per-cent of the families of those lost were there. I had been selected to speak on
behalf of the enlisted men and Ensign Clemins spoke for the surviving officers.

The picture below is of myself and Ensign Clemens. The people in the
background are from the choir at Annapolis.
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Survivors, continued

NAME

Earned, Robert F.
Hart, Edward
Hebert, Joseph G.
Henry, John J.
Hoagland, George L.
Holden, Frank H.
Hubbert, Richard
Huylsert, Richard
King, Henry P.
King, Robert L.
Koessner, Edward
La Bonne, Clifford L.
Leiphnit, Robert A.
Le Sage, Paul
Longenecker, Harry j.
Lockwood, James (n)
Mailpot, Leon
Magliola, Richard N.
Malesky, Joseph J.
McKinstry, William A.
McCue, John J.
McDonald, J.J.
Malbrough, Albert R.
Mclntire, R.W.
Medelson, Stangley J.
Merrill, David L.
Mickiewicz, Stanley J.
Miller, Paul A.
Morrison, William M.
Mowry, Robert R.
Mucha, Walter, (n)
Naughton, Augustie J.
Naylor, Thomas K.
Norman, Eugene Paul
O'Connor, James C.
Orhlke, Leo S.
Padden, Marshall L.
Painter, Denver, D.
Parker, Harry J.
Paulsen, Jack
Petterson Warren A.
Phillips, Roy N.

RATE

S2/c
FC2/c
CSM
Cox
Y3/c
MoMM2/c
F2/c
EM3/c
QM3/C
Fl/c
CGM
Sl/c
EM2/c
Ml/c
Y2/c
MoMMl/c
Bkr3/c
SM3/C
Sl/c
SCl/c
TM3/c
Sl/c
ST3/c
MM2/c
TM2/c
RMl/c
Fl/c
S2/c
FCl/c
Fl.c
CMM
MM3/C
S2/c
BMl/c
Cox
WTl/c
Y3/c
EM2/c
S2/c
F2/c
SoM3/c
Sl/c
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Non-survivors, continued

Madden, Nathaniel J.
Haines, Raymond E.
Hall, George M.
Hanser, Rutherford (n)
Harr, John J.
Heintze, Robert W.
Hendrickson, Hjalmar B.
Kibble, James L.
Hicks, William R.
Horn, Grover, G.
Hovie, Delmer L.

Juliano, Peter (n)

Lamoreaus, Ralph L. Jr.
Lauritana, Frank
Lickfelt, Robert H.
Literal, John T.

Maddox, Earl C.
Maier, Edward T.
Matthew, Ralph A.
McDaniel, George A.
McDonald, James T.
McGaughey, Ralph L.

Newell, Henry L.
Norris, Paul R.
Nunley, William (n)

Olmstead, Harlan W.
O'Rear, Walter L.

Pacheco, Ignacio J.
Peeler, Clarance N.
Pfeifer, Joseph A.
Polivy, Calvin
Purdy, Robert Jr.

Randall, Harry W.
Rash, Jack M.
Rochedieu, Henry E.
Ross, Charles E.
Rydelek, Frank

StMl/c
Sl/c
RM3/c
StM2/c
S2/c
S2/c
GM2/c
S2/c
MMl/c
PhM2/c
RM3/c

S12/c

S2/c
S2/c
Sl/c
TM3/c

FCl/c
RM3/c
S2/c
SC2/c
TM3/c
RM3/C

RTl/c
WT2/C
StMl/c

FC2/c
S2/c

Yl/c
F2/c
Sl/c
S2/c
RAM3/C

Sl/c
S2/c
WT2/c
F3/c
Sl/c
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