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USS Turner Joy Future Newsletters-The 21MC (NEW) 
Richard E. Asche, President Turner Joy Reunion Group 
In our July 15, 2016 edition of our newsletter it was indicated that costs were prohibitive for the 
continued mailing of newsletters to shipmates who are not members. A few shipmates joined 
membership after the July 15th mailings were made and they continue to date.  Therefore, after 
this newsletter is received, our mailing list will be scrubbed and future newsletters will possibly 
be mailed only to active members of our Reunion Group.  If you are a first time member or you 
are behind in your dues by more than two years, any payment of $20.00 will be credited to your 
2017 dues ie.,you are instantly caught up!!  Sorry shipmates, but something had to be done.  If 
you wish to receive paper copies of newsletters you must be a member and if not, every 
newsletter is available on-line at our web site: www.ussturnerjoy.com. 
 
USS Turner Joy Reunion and Web Site 
Richard E. Asche, President Turner Joy Reunion Group 
I have been informed that many shipmates who visit our ship are not aware that our Reunion 
Group has a website in which all newsletters are posted and also other pertinent information such 
as reunion information, shipmate comments etc.  If you know of any former shipmates who are 
unaware of our website please pass it along.  It is www.ussturnerjoy.com.  Easy to remember! 
 
Also, for further planning purposes it is intended to hold our next reunion in Bremerton 
sometime during late August or early September 2018.  This is the ideal time weather wise in the 
Pacific Northwest as many of you know.  We hope that this reunion will be the biggest and most 
gala reunion ever and that everyone will agree and hope to attend many more future TJ reunions.  
Tentative plans are to be housed at the Hampton Inn again which is situated at the foot of the TJ 
pier and nearby the Seattle Ferry System and great restaurants including the Bremerton 
Conference Center.  A good time will be had by all, I guarantee it!! 
 

  
 



SHIPMATE COMMENTS 
 
Joe T. Woodard, RD2, 60-64, Camden, TN 
Proud to have served my country and proud to have been aboard the TJ. 
 
 
John H. Rohrer, ETSN, 59-61, Menlo Park, CA 
As a plankowner and former shipmate of Dennis Ruff, I am saddened to hear of his passing. 
Dennis, you were the best Navy barber I ever met.  Fair winds my friend. 
 
Lawrence H. Zins, 63-66, RMSN, Seattle, WA 
I have a lot of good memories on the TJ. I was in the Radio Shack on the night of August 2, 1964 
in the Tonkin Gulf.  I will always be amazed at how efficiently and calmly everyone performed 
their duties although it was the first time any of us had seen real action. 
 
Bob Waterhouse, 64-65, LT, Guttenberg, IA 
I missed the Norfolk, VA reunion due to surgery but weÕre looking ahead to the next one.  ItÕs 
great to know our proud lady is back home in her berth and waiting for us. 
 
Fred L. Van Lith, 69-73, FTG2, E. Wanatchee, WA 
I served on board the TJ from June 1, 1969 until Nov. 1, 1973.  During that time, I made three 
WestPac deployments.  During WestPac 73 ÒOperation LinebackerÓ which took us into some of 
the heaviest counter battery experienced by an American ship since Korea, and kept us busy.  I 
was in Plot 1, on January 27, 1973 when the last round was fired on Viet Nam, seconds before 
the cease fire.  Except for the long periods of time away from my wife and kids, I thoroughly 
enjoyed my time I served onboard the TJ.  I served with a great bunch of guys. I would like to 
hear from some of my FC Division shipmates.  Please email me at tvcut@hotmail.com. 
 
Tom Sabo, 69-70, STG2, Napa, CA 
I just retired and would love to come up and chip paint or do some work.  Thank you Dianne 
Morgan for doing the 21MC. (YouÕre welcome to come anytime-thereÕs always plenty of work-
R.E. Asche). 
 
Richard Alexander, LT, 59-61, Costa Mesa, CA 
                    Success from the Start  
Shakedown training is the stress-test a new ship goes through to determine if it is battle-ready. 
For five weeks, the ship and crew are put through operational extremes and emergencies 
designed to break the ship's capabilities.    
When the Turner Joy entered shakedown training, we were eager to show how good we were. 
Not cocky, just confident in ourselves. We sensed we were setting the standard for future 
shipmates. And we especially wanted to perform well for Captain Wentworth.  
After we completed shakedown training in San Diego, on the way back to Long Beach, the ship 
was unusually quiet. No celebration, no high-fiving. I'd never experienced a wonderful feeling 
like that before, or since. We knew we did what we set out to do.   
 
 



 
Harold Ramberg, 61-63, SK2, Surprise, AZ 
I enjoyed many great, great times aboard a great destroyer- Memories galore.  Wish I had videos 
from back then.  Special shout out to all shipmates! (Hope you are able to attend Reunion 2018 
Harold.  Neil Radke and I would love to reminisce about those wonderful times we shared in the 
Supply Department.  Remember Chief Padgett and Chief Chaffin?  Hopefully Chief Chaffin will 
attend the next reunion in Bremerton. ItÕs too bad that videos hadnÕt yet been invented in 1963Ñ
R.E. Asche)  
 
Gary R. Olson, 59-60, RM2, Eau Claire, WI 
Although itÕs been 57 years since I left TJ (WestPac), and was honorably discharged, I am 
renewing my membership.  I still enjoy reading about the ship and shipmates.  I would also like 
to express my sympathies for Manuel Padilla, RMC, 59-61.  I served with Manuel in the TJ 
Radio Shack.  I have attended only one Reunion in Minneapolis due to its location but I am 
thinking about 2018 in its home waters in Bremerton.  I feel fortunate to be a plank owner and 
part of the crew when this great ship was commissioned.  I respectfully submit and honor our 
men and women now serving or have served in any branch in the military of our great United 
States. (Gary- At Reunion 2018 you will probably meet other plank ownersÑ RE Asche). 
 
David Hartman, 72-75, EW2, Choteau, MT 
When I got my duty assignment and “A” School in boot camp in 1971, my company commander 
said the TJ was a good ship, but he couldnÕt tell me a thing about EW school EW (Electronic 
Warfare Technician) was a brand new rate.  I was in the tenth class to go through and was the 
first EWR to be assigned to the TJ.  We had to maintain and operate our gear. I reported aboard 
half way through Refresher Training; then it was overseas on the TJÕs ninth Vietnam cruise.  
Another EW, Dan Karmann, reported on board before we left, which was great because our 
equipment had to be manned 24/7 whenever we left the pier.  We drafted a couple ETÕs to help 
because you can only do so many port and starboard watches.  When we operated off North 
Vietnam, I felt they didn’t use their radars effectively.  We had maps with all known coastal sites 
plotted and monitored their emissions. It  wouldnÕt have been too difficult to triangulate our 
position and have a shot.  It was nerve wracking and exhilarating at the same time to watch their 
signals come and go.  Some of the sites were mobile.  We shot several 5 inch rounds at one site.  
It was back up the next day.  Those were experiences I will never forget.   
(It will be interesting to hear yours and others stories about your experience on board TJ. That’s 
what reunions are all aboutÉRE Asche). 
 
James Turnbull, 63-65, Ens.,  Ramona, CA 
     I served as MPA & DCA during the period Feb. 1963 until Sep. 1965.  As many who served 
on the TJ over the years will attest, our time aboard was both exciting and memorable.  I have 
one memory that seems to be burned in my head and I would like to share that memory with the 
Shipmates. I hope some will chuckle and others will relate to their first time aboard. 
     The time was April of 1963 and I just reported aboard, anxious to become a ÔrealÕ Naval 
Officer.  The Turner Joy was in-port going through a repair availability. There was a lot of 
activity associated with our up-coming WestPac deployment. I had just relieved Lt D. Wood, the 
outgoing DCA, and I was excited to take over the R-Division. 
     My first divisional quarters were to be held inside the ship due an actual rain storm (rain in 



Southern Cal.) imagine that! So I arrived on the scene with all divisional personal standing in 
ranks, ready to hear the Òorders for the dayÓ from their brand new Division Officer.  In my most 
officer and authoritative voice, I proceeded to announce the duties for the division today.  All 
was looking very smart with my Chief Petty officers and leading petty officers standing behind 
me. 
      I proceeded to introduce myself ÒGood morning men, my name is Ensign James Turnbull, 
and I will be your new R Division Officer.  The orders for today are, Òwe will be chipping up the 
floor in the kitchen.Ó  I could tell from the looks on my menÕs faces something was amiss.  No 
sooner had that thought crossed my mind, when I felt a very firm tap on my shoulder followed 
by the voice of my Senior Chief Petty Officer, Sr. Chief Bitterman, saying ÒMr. Turnbull, it is 
chipping up ÔdeckÕ in the ÔgalleyÕ!  That was followed by muffled laughter coming from the 
ranks of my beloved R-Division. 
     I learned two very important lessons that gloomy April morning as part of my very first naval 
officer experience.  First, be prepared before you give orders to your men.  If you gave orders 
that made no sense, your troops would be reluctant to follow them.  Second, I learned to trust my 
Chiefs as I grew in my career.  Lessons that served me well in my 27 years in the Great North 
American Navy.  I learned that those Chief Petty Officers were one of the greatest assets in our 
Navy, and I felt blessed to have so many fine chiefs to serve with during my career.  
Jim Turnbull, Captain, US Navy, Ret. 
 
Jim Hayes, ETR2, 59-62, Ridgecrest, CA 
I have retained and sent you many letters and emails between Woody Lovill, myself and the 
latest Mrs. Woody Lovill. Use any of the content as you see fit for the newsletters.  Not many of 
the plankowners are left.  For me, at 80 years old, I may be one of the oldest survivors.  Thank 
you for your service helping to keep the Grand Lady alive and well. 
Ed. Note. If anyone would like copies of WoodyÕs letters please adviseÉ Dick Asche 
 
Steve Godes, RD3, 59-62, Eagan, MN 
Sorry to see the passing of Dennis Ruff. He gave me many haircuts in my time on the Turner Joy. 
Have many fond memories of the Turner Joy.  Still stay in contact with John Rohrer and Wayne 
Ramsey.  Amazing how time has flown by.  I hope my shipmates stay healthy as long as 
possible! 
 
Robert Philip Sager, 68-69, MM3, Kellyville, OK  
Efter ending my second WestPac cruise on TJ (first on Brush DD-745), President Nixon gave me 
an early out.  We had our largest firing mission on that date at Pt. Marx, DaNang. On the way to 
Subic we diverted to Cambodia awhile.  At Subic, I chose air over a ship to get home.  Never 
hear anything about Cambodia? 
 
David Nitsch, BM3, 67-68,  
I think I have a good idea about our upcoming reunion. We need a big meeting room with loud 
speakers and plenty of cold beer.  At this event we can take turns telling sea stories and things we 
remember about our time on the Turner Joy.  We will not talk about liberty (mostly lies 
anyway)Éonly ship stuff.  I know everyone has a few good stories that weÕd all like to hear.  For 
instanceÉI can tell you how far Gunners Mate Brown can really throw a shot line heaving 
bowline to another ship.  I may even tell Admiral Briggs where his Gig was while he was on 



liberty.  I remember Sonar calling to report rounds in the water close by.  Anyway, Tod Hale and 
I will moderate to make sure that we donÕt get too far out of hand. LetÕs hear some feedback on 
this idea and ÒGet Your Sea StoriesÓ ready! 
 
 Edward S. Briggs, 66-68, CDR, Escondido, CA  (VADM, USN, Ret) 
     In the last newsletter I read with great interest that ÒWE ARE THE LAST ONES.Ó 
To be sure we witnessed an apocalyptic war and a continuing rush of American exceptualism in 
times of peace.  Yet let us not be the last ones---a Òsilent generationÓ---, but rather the first ones 
to declare our troubles shall not stand and lead a skeptical public to exceptional heights once 
again.  If we have indeed witnessed apocalypse, who better to show the way to  a Òworld again 
secure and full of bright promise and plenty.Ó 
     Our past was grounded in a common American Culture that found its legs in the Declaration 
of Independence and our ConstitutionÕs guarantee of freedomÕs natural rights. In losing sight of 
that commonality, we abandoned the FramerÕs values expressed therein and virtues that our 
unalienable rights extoll---responsibility, self-discipline, integrity, perseverance, among others. 
     A very wise man once wrote: ÒA nation without a common culture cannot long survive.Ó The 
last can again become first and lead to the common ideals of our nationÕs birth.  We can begin by 
instilling in our younger generations a relevant historical perspective of American ethos---the 
stuff of the grand experiment and what it ought to mean to us today.  If our liberty has become 
fragile, it is because we substituted selfishness for the hard work of preserving a common good.  
In answering a passerbyÕs query as to what kind of country our new Constitution provides, 
Benjamin Franklin said: You have a Republic, if you can keep it.Ó 
     We can keep it if we look to our Armed Forces and their sacrifices and say: We can do better 
than emulate their reverence for a common American Culture that transcends collectivism 
through unfettered endeavor in the common cause of individual liberty. 
 
 
                                                   John Is My Heart 
 
This is a well-written article about a father who put several of his kids through expensive 
colleges but one son wanted to be a Marine. Interesting observation by this dad.  See below.  A 
very interesting commentary that says a lot about our failing and fallen society. 
 
By Frank Schaeffer of the Washington Post  

"Before my son became a Marine, I never thought much about who was defending me.  Now 
when I read of the war on terrorism or the coming conflict in Iraq, it cuts to my heart. When I see 
a picture of a member of our military who has been killed, I read his or her name very carefully. 
Sometimes I cry. 
In 1999, when the barrel-chested Marine recruiter showed up in dress blues and bedazzled my 
son John, I did not stand in the way.  John was headstrong, and he seemed to understand these 
stern, clean men with straight backs and flawless uniforms.  I did not.  I live in the Volvo-
driving, higher education-worshiping North Shore of Boston I write novels for a living. I have 
never served in the military. 
It had been hard enough sending my two older children off to Georgetown and New York 
University. John's enlisting was unexpected, so deeply unsettling.  I did not relish the prospect of 



answering the question, "So where is John going to college?" from the parents who were itching 
to tell me all about how their son or daughter was going to Harvard.  At the private high school 
John attended, no other students were going into the military. 
"But aren't the Marines terribly Southern?" (Says a lot about open-mindedness in the Northeast) 
asked one perplexed mother while standing next to me at the brunch following 
graduation.  "What a waste, he was such a good student," said another parent.  One parent (a 
professor at a nearby and rather famous university) spoke up at a school meeting and suggested 
that the school should Òcarefully evaluate what went wrong." 
When John graduated from three months of boot camp on Parris Island, 3000 parents and friends 
were on the parade deck stands.  We parents and our Marines not only were of many races but 
also were representative of many economic classes. Many were poor. Some arrived crammed in 
the backs of pickups, others by bus.  John told me that a lot of parents could not afford the trip. 
We in the audience were white and Native American.  We were Hispanic, Arab, and African 
American, and Asian. We were former Marines wearing the scars of battle, or at least baseball 
caps emblazoned with battles' names.  We were Southern whites from Nashville and skinheads 
from New Jersey, black kids from Cleveland wearing ghetto rags and white ex-cons with ham-
hock forearms defaced by jailhouse tattoos.  We would not have been mistaken for the educated 
and well-heeled parents gathered on the lawns of JohnÕs private school a half-year before. 
After graduation one new Marine told John, "Before I was a Marine, if I had ever seen you on 
my block I would've probably killed you just because you were standing there." This was a 
serious statement from one of JohnÕs good friends, a black ex-gang member from Detroit who, as 
John said, "would die for me now, just like I'd die for him." 
My son has connected me to my country in a way that I was too selfish and insular to experience 
before.  I feel closer to the waitress at our local diner than to some of my oldest friends.  She has 
two sons in the Corps.  They are facing the same dangers as my boy.  When the guy who fixes 
my car asks me how John is doing, I know he means it.  His younger brother is in the Navy. 
Why were I and the other parents at my son's private school so surprised by his choice?  During 
World War II, the sons and daughters of the most powerful and educated families did their bit.  If 
the idea of the immorality of the Vietnam War was the only reason those lucky enough to go to 
college dodged the draft, why did we not encourage our children to volunteer for military service 
once that war was done? 
Have we wealthy and educated Americans all become pacifists?  Is the world a safe place?  Or 
have we just gotten used to having somebody else defend us?  What is the future of our 
democracy when the sons and daughters of the janitors at our elite universities are far more likely 
to be put in harmÕs way than are any of the students whose dorms their parents clean? 
I feel shame because it took my son's joining the Marine Corps to make me take notice of who is 
defending me.  I feel hope because perhaps my son is part of a future "greatest generation."  As 
the storm clouds of war gather, at least I know that I can look the men and women in uniform in 
the eye.  My son is one of them.  He is the best I have to offer.  John is my heart. 
Faith is not about everything turning out OK;  Faith is about being OK no matter how things turn 
out. 
Oh, how I wish so many of our younger generations could read this article.  It makes me so sad 
to hear the way they talk with no respect for what their fathers, grandfathers and great 
grandfathers experienced so they can live in freedom.   Freedom has been replaced with Free-
Dumb. 



THE  FUNNIES 
 
Two guys grow up together but after college one moves to Michigan, the other to Florida.  They 
agree to meet every ten years in Vero Beach and play golf. 
At age 30, they finish their round of golf and go to lunch.  ÒWhere you wanna 
go?Ó ÒHooters.Ó  ÒWhy?Ó  ÒWell, you know, they got the broads, with the big racks, and the tight 
shorts, and the legs Ó  ÒOK.Ó 
Ten years later at age 40 they play. ÒWhere you wanna go?Ó ÒHooters.Ó ÒWhy?Ó ÒWell, you 
know, they got cold beer and the big screen TVs and everybody has a little actionÓ  ÒOK.Ó 
Ten years later at age 50 they play a round of golf. ÒWhere you wanna go?Ó Hooters.ÓWhy?Ó 
ÒThe food is pretty good and there is plenty of parking.Ó ÓOK.Ó 
At age 60 they play a round of golf.  ÒWhere you wanna go?Ó ÒHooters.Ó ÒWhy?Ó ÒWings are 
half price.Ó ÒOKÓ 
At age 70 they play a round of golf. Where you wanna go?Ó ÒHooters.Ó ÒWhy?Ó ÒThey have  
6 handicapped spaces right by the  door.Ó ÒOK.Ó 
At age 80 they play a round of golf. ÒWhere you wanna go?Ó ÒHooters.Ó ÒWhy?Ó 
 
ÒWeÕve never been there before.Ó 

AVODCADOS 

A wife asks her husband, "Could you please go shopping for me and buy one carton of milk and 
if they have avocados, get 6. 
 A short time later the husband comes back with 6 cartons of milk.  The wife asks him, "Why did 
you buy 6 cartons of milk?" 
 He replied, "They had avocados." 
 If you're a woman, I'm sure you're going back to read it again!  Men will get it the first time. 
 My work is done here. 
  
 
 THE PHONE  
 
A young man wanted to get his beautiful blonde wife something nice for their first wedding 
anniversary.  So he decided to buy her a cell phone.  He showed her the phone and explained to 
her all of its features. 
 Meg was excited to receive the gift and simply adored her new phone. 
 The next day Meg went shopping.  Her phone rang and, to her astonishment, it was her husband 
on the other end. 
 "Hi Meg," he said, "how do you like your new phone?" 
 Meg replied, "I just love it!   It's so small and your voice is clear as a bell, but there's one thing I 
don't understand though." 
 "What's that, sweetie?" asked her husband. 
 "How did you know I was at Wal-Mart?" 
  
 



 

2 0 17--2 01__  USS  T U R N E R  J O Y   M E M B E R S H I P   
 
NAME_____________________________________________DATE____________________________ 
 
TELE (HOME)___________________________   TELE (WORK/CELL)_______________________ 
 
E-MAIL______________________________________FIRST NAME OF SPOUSE_______________ 
 
YOUR STREET ADDRESS___________________________________________________________ 
 
___________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
CITY____________________________________STATE___________ZIP_____________________   
 
DATES SERVED ON BOARD_____________________RANK/RATING ON TJ______________ 
 
YEARS OF ACTIVE DUTY_________RETIRED?_____RETIRED RANK/RATING__________ 
 
PRESENT OCCUPATION/EMPLOYER_______________________________________________ 
 
DO YOU HAVE COMMENTS FOR POSSIBLE INCLUSION IN N EWSLETTER?  
__________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
__________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
__________________________________________________________________________________                      
 
__________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
__________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
__________________________________________________________________________________  
• Donations to the Turner Joy Historic Ship Preservation Project should be mailed to 

USS Turner Joy, 300 Washington Beach Blvd, Bremerton, WA 98337, made payable to 
BHSA and shown in the ÒForÓ line: TJ Sailors.    

 
• Annual dues are $20.00 per year (Jan-Dec.Õ17). Membership dues (Jan-Dec.) may be 

paid in advance at the rate of $20.00 per year. Your dues subsidize all reunion activities.  
Additional amounts paid (in $20.00 increments) will be credited to future year 
membership dues.  Thus, a $100.00 payment for instance, will pay your annual dues 
through 2021.  The year that your dues are Òpaid toÓ is indicated next to your name on 
the mailing label of this newsletter.  No date next to your name indicates that your dues 
have not been paid.  If your dues are paid up and if you so desire, please return this 
form for change of address or for your comments for future newsletters. 

 
Please send this application with your check payable to: 
     USS TURNER JOY REUNION GROUP 
     2599 ALASKA AVE. EAST,   
     PORT ORCHARD, WA 98366 
 


