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This is a true story, accurate as to time, events, people, places
and things, to the best of my memory. This is a reflection back to a
part of my life adventures in World War II between 1941 and 1946.

I dedicate this effort to my dear wife, friend and companion of
nearly forty-two years, Marilu Brown Turquette. She cares for her
elderly mother in our home, and continues to find time for all members
of our family and me.

Our natural daughter, Lu Lin Turquette Simpson and our adopted son,
James "Jim' Lawrence Turquette blessed us with two grandsons each by
their marragies. Lu Lin and her husband, Robert Edward Simpson, have
‘ two natural sons, Troy Dale Simpson and Tygh Carl Simpson. "Jim” and

his wife, Phyllis Ann have two sons, oOne from Phyllis’ previous
} marriage, Jason Kaplan, and one natural from their marriage, James
Lawrence Turquette II. These children and grandchildren continue to
£i11 my life and influence everything that I do.

1 wish to acknowledge and honor my deceased mother, Dale Warmack
Turquette, and my deceased father, Rufus Watson Turquette, both of
whom significantly influenced my life. My older brother, Atwell Rufus
Turquette is still living and continues to contribute some influence
on my life.

Although, my mother died at only 32 years old, from Tuberculosis,
when I was only four and a half years old, her memory and love
continues to influence my life. I feel that somehow, her life was
extended within me.

Acknowledgements are due all of my family, who have influenced me S0
much with their love and tears, in my never ending struggle for

SURVIVAL.
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SURVIVAL is a story about my exciting adventures during Vorld Var
11, from Pearl Harbor, December 7th, 1941, to the end of the war in

I survived many ship sinkings in the Atlantic, bombings in

1.»

(9]
&3]

4
England, rigorous intelligence training by both the US Navy and the
British, taught hundreds of others, helped plan and participated in
the Normandy, Southern France, Luzon, Philippines, and Kerema-Retto,
Okinawan invasions. Under fire ashore during four major invasions in
Europe and in the Pacific, and enduring treacherous Kamlkaze suicide
attacks put me "in the thick of it”, so to speak.

SURVIVAL in life requires a good attitude, a good sense of humor,
self discipline, dependability, hard work, flexibility, good morals
and responsibility mixed generously with spiritual strength. These
gualities will insure capability and self sufficiency. Place blame for
failure where it belongs, usually, only on yourself. Give credit where
it’s due and treat others as you wish to be treated. Practice of these
principles will better your chances of SURVIVAL. Would that I could
have practiced all these high principles well. More luck than good.

sense saw me through it all.
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CHAPTER 1
A shrieking osillating noise penetrated the airways as A. D. "Turg”
Turquette looked at his watch to confirm it was noon and that he was

ir raid sirens, on this 6éth

Q

probably listening to a normal test of
day of December, 1988, his 69th birthday. As the test continued with
its eerie whine, Turg couldn’t help but cringe as he suffered flash-
backs of air raids that he'd experienced in England during WV Tk
"God! can you believe 1t was 47 years ago, December 7th, 1941, when
Pearl Harbor was bombed and in the following summer I was in England

dodgings German bombs? Where did the time go?” Turq reflected.

The images began unfolding in Turqg's mind. He'd joined the U.S. Navy
on December 8th, 1941 in Oklahoma City, a day after the 'Day Of
Infamy’. In February he was training at Fort Schuyler, New York. By
spring he was trailning at NAS, Anacostia, D.C. in Ailr Photo Intelli-
gence., By summer he survived a 19 day, North Atlantic six knot convoy
crossing, which lost 13 ships out of 33 to German submarine torpedoes.
He then spent several months of top secret intensive training with the
Britigh in all phases of intelligence work, at Medmenham, near London,
England. In the fall, after surviving the German torpedoes and bombs,
Turq flew back home, across the Atlantic, in a 20 hour harrowing
experience with one of two engines fouling out from time to time.
After finally making it to New York he then helped set up and expanded
the Air Photo Intelligence School at WAS, Anacostia, Vashington, D.C.

and instructed there for several months.

Turg boarded the 89 Cairneek, Furness line, a 5000 ton British cargo

i

ship, bound for the British Isles, June 29th, 1942. The ship was small

by any merchant ship standards and was sort of a ’'rag tag’ British
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merchant vessel that drew only 10 to 15 feet of water and carried only

five passengers, in addition to a rugged crew of 19. When Turq and

Tr
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er asked permission to go aboard the ship, the Captain, ’Red’

frsd

t
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Riley, himself, saluted the two 'spanking new' U. 8. Naval Ensigns,
and, smilingly, welcomed them aboard and invited them into his
quarters.

The decks were strewn with ropes, cables, boxes, crates and debris
of every size and description. A motley crew of sweaty unshaven
Seamen were heaving cargo into stacks and into the cargo holds on the
main deck as Bill and Turg stepped gingerly over and around litter in
order to follow the Captain into his cabin. Once inside the Captain’s
quarters, a large, round, dark walnut stained table with six Captain's
chairs around it, dominated the center of the room. There was a green
felt cover on the table, which colorfully offset the tarnished silver
tray that held four glasses and a quart of dark red rum. The rest of
the room was composed of a walnut and glass trophy case against the
back wall, a port hole on each of the side walls, a tattered black
leather chair and couch against the port wall and a bunk bed against
the forward wall next to a desk and safe.

"Make yourselves at home and sit down, Admirals’”, motioned Captain
Riley as he laughed and pointed to the table and chairs.

"Thank you, sir!', answered both Bill and Turq, as they smartly
saluted.

Captain Riley wasted no time in pouring out three glasses full of
red rum, passed them around and toasted, "bottoms up, lads.?”

Turq and Bill glanced at each other, tilted up their glasses and
gingerly sipped a swallow of bitter 'grog’', while wincing not to show

that their tongues were rebelling against the vile taste.




"Drink up, lads!’”, belched the Captain as he completely emptied his
glass full of rum, and started filling it up again.

"Aye, aye, sir!’, responded Bill and Turg, as they gulped and choged
down their glasses full of rum, in unison. No soconer done, the Captain
started filling their glasses up again. After refilling the glasses
for the third time, Turg and Bill were feeling no pain and joined in
the ’'drinking spree’ with loose abandon.

"Wake up, wake up, wake up, sirs! It is six bells”, shouted the
steward, as he shook Turg and Bill, while they slept in their bunks.

Turq thought the world was rocking and some dreadful weight was
sitting on his head. He squinted up to see a young boy wearing a
soiled white jacket with a greasy black shock of hair hanging down
over his eyes, shaking him and trying to wake him up.

"My God! where are we, what happened?”, groaned Bill, while rubbing
his eyes and head. He was struggling to put his glasses on, hoping to
see a little more élearly.

The small cabin was rocking back and forth, filled with creaking,
moaning and scraping noises, rising from the straining rivets in the
rusty steel plates that held the hull and decks of the small freighter
together.

Turq jumped up from his bunk, held the rail along side to secure his
footing and looked out the single port hole on the starboard wall and
said, "My God, Bill, we’'re at sea, I can’t see land anywhere!”.

Bill adjusted his glasses and joined Turg to gaze out the porthole
when he said, "Turg, do you remember when we went to bed or when we
departed? Wow! my head really hurts, I've never had such a hangover
before. Damn that rum anyway, I should have stopped with one.”

"Bi11l, I don’t remember anything past the third drink last night and

,boy, do I agree with you about the hangover, I've never felt worse.”
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The steward excused his interruption and reminded the two young

Ensigns that breakfast would be served in the wardroom in half an hour

and left a hot pot of tea with two cups and two hard biscuits to help
them wake up with.

Turg and Bill quickly shaved and cleaned up from the single cold
saltwater basin in the room, sat down on their bunks and shared the
weak tasteless tea and hard biscuits. The shock of not remembering
what happened the night before, during their 'drinking spree’ witﬁ
Captain Riley would linger in their soaring acheing heads, as a blank
memory and lesson, for a long time to cone.

The small ship rolled and bucked as 1t smashed through rough twenty

foot waves. White foamy sea water and spray drenched the decks and

fomed

fo'c'sle each time the ship's bow split a new channel through the

[

rugged ohoppy seas. As Turq and Bill 'hung on for dear life' fighting
their way, holding on to a handrail outside the superstructure, they
noted ships scattered as far as the eye could see in the low gray
avercast. In fact they could make out abou?»ﬁwc lines of ships on
either side of them, as well as ships abead and behind them which
seemed to be in line with them. Théy finally made their way to the
gangway leading to the wardroom and entered.

"Good morning, gentlemen, come sit down here by me and join us in
breakfast”, smiled Captain Riley.

"Thank you, sir", responded Turq and Bill, as they took their seats.
"These are Ensigns Turquette and Heller of the United States Navy”,
announced Captain Riley to three other guests at the table, "and these
are the three other passengers, Messrs. Alcott, Babbit, and McRay."

Good mornings were exchanged while the steward poured hot tea for

everyone, when Turq asked, "Do you happen to have any coffee?
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"Yeg, sir, but I’11 have to make it 1if you don't mind waiting",
answered‘the steward.

"That’'s no problem, I don’'t mind waiting, thank you", said Turq.

Turq looked down at the plate of food that had been left him and

9

recognized three very small boiled irish 'new’' potatoes, a couple of
‘kippers’' and a dry hard biscuit, like he'd had with his tea. Bill
gave Turg a side glance with a tight cringe expression on his face as
he glanced at his plate of food and back to Turq again. They both
communicated silently with each other their reluctance to partake of
their fare. However, they managed to play with their food and choke it
all down after much chewing and drinking, finally. Of course, Turg had
to wash his down with weak tasteless tea until his coffee was done.

#Here's your coffee, sir”, the steward announced as he picked up the
tea pot at Turq's place and replaced it with a pewter pot of steaming
coffee.

" Thank you very much--Boy, does that smell good", Turq drooled as he
poured the coffee into his tea cup. He savored the aroma and sipped at
the cup and devoured a sip or two before the true taste of something
l1ike river mud and peanut hulls ground together came through. It took
every thing Turq had to keep from 'up chucking’ and spitting out what
(he’d already swallowed. ®'That just shows you how a strong hunger,
desire, anticipation and expectation can give you a false aroma and
taste, temporarily, before reality sets in’, Turq remarked to himself.

"How is it, sir?”, asked the steward. |

nWonderful....great”, answered Turq, w.e.a. k. 1.y.

The rest of the time at the breakfast table was spent in talking
with the Captain and other passengers, getting acquainted, small talk,
and discussions about the war. Turqg and Bill learned that they were oOn

the smallest ship in a 33 ship convoy, escorted by three destroyers
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and three corvettes. The convoy could only travel 6 knots, the top
speed of the slowest ship, their’s, the Cairnesk, and that they would
spend about 19 days crossing the north Atlantic in a ’'zig zagging’
fashion in an attempt to elude the German submarine 'wolf packs’ that
had been 'having their way’ for many months now. Bill and Turq didn’t
learn much from anyone about who they were or what they did nor did
the others learn what Bill and Turq were doing, since their mission
was 'top secret'. They had a pleasant exchanée with everone anyway and
was informed by the Captain that he and the steward had guided them to
their cabin the night before, half holding them up all the way. The
Captain did say that the two Ensigns did manage to undress and turn
themselves in, however. They also learned that the ship embarked
around midnight and that they were about 50 miles off the coast from
New York now, assembling all the freighters in the convoy, while
enroute to Nova Scotia.

Turg and Bill excused themselves from the table after returning
their individual linen napkins, to be used throughout the trip, back
into their respective silver napkin rings. Turq noted that his ring
had the number 13 prominently engraVéd on it. After leaving the table,
they noticed that the ship was not rolling as much. As they exited the
wardroom and gangway, they walked outside onto the main deck and found
themselves enveloped by a dense fog. They couldn't see their hands in
front of their faces, so they held the handrail along the wall to
zuide them back into their cabin.

The diesel engines were droaning in a steady 'hum’ as the ship

eemed to be hardly moving. The eerie sounds of fog horns and bells

znetrating the dense misf reminded the young naval officers that 4

4

re truly at sea now, where neither of them had ever been befo®

/
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As Turg and Bill found their way back and entered their cabin, a dim
light was switched on between their bunks and they checked to see if
anything had been disturbed. They noticed, of course, that their bunks
had been made and their bags and gear had been neatly arranged beside
each of their beds.

All of a sudden, Turq’s eyes 1lit up and with a shocked look upon his
face, . he said, "Bill, quick, we'd better check to see if those two
packages are okay'.

Bill jumped-from his seat and grabbed his knapsack, clawed it open,
and pulled out a small but heavy round package wrapped in brown paper
and addressed to Admiral Kirk. "W-h-e-w, thank God!", exclaimed Bill.

"yY-h—-e-w, thank God, is right!”, agreed, Turq as he retrieved his
twin package adressed to Adnmiral Stark.

"Turq, remember what Admiral Randall Jacobs said to us about these
two packages?”

"Do 17 He said for us to guard them with our lives and be sure and
hand deliver them personally to Admiral Stark and Admiral Kirk, when
we get to London. You Know we were stupid to have left them in our
cabin unattended. I'm going to carry mine in my side coat pocket from
now on, regardless of how cumbersome it is, and sleep with it under my
pillow at night.”

"] totally agree’”, exhaled Bill with much relief.

The two packages that Turq and Bill carried were personal gifts fron
Admiral Jacobs, Chief of Naval Operations in Vashington, D.C. to be
delivered to Admirals Stark, Heéd of U.S8. Naval Forces in Europe and
his Chief of Staff, Admiral Kirk. Admiral Jacobs had briefed the two
young Ensigns as to their duties while in England and impressed them
with the importance and secrecy of their missions.

The seriousness, heavy burden and responsibility that Turq and Bill
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carried hadn't completely ’'sunk in’ yet, bhut it was about to.

A high shrill siren pierced the air and Captian Riley’'s voilce
shouted over the intercom, "GENERAL QUARTERS, GENERAL QUARTERS, ALL
HANDS ON DECK!".

Bill and Turg jumped to their feet, grabbed their helmets, gas masks
and life jackets and ran out of the gangway and onto the fog filled
deck. They heard voices and rustling all around them as they grabbed
the guardrail, standing close, touching each other, 'with their hearts
in their throats’, and wondering what to do next.

The loud spearker blared again, "ADJUST LIFE JACKETS AND CALMLY FIND
THE NEAREST LIFE BOAT STATION. DON’'T PANIC, STAND FIRM AND PREPARE FOR
INSPECTION. THIS IS AN ABANDON SHIP DRILL™.

Turqg and Bill sighed with relief and slowly found their way to the
nearest life boat and stood by. It was only a minute before a crewman
came alongside them and instructed them thoroughly in life jacket and
life boat procedures.

After the drilil, the fog had lifted enough to clearly see a couple
of large freighters about 100 yards to starboard. As the young naval
officers peered over the side, they were remarking about how calm the
sea had become, almost like a lake or a mirror, when a Corvette
appeared off the starboard bow, speeding in their direofion, about
half way between the two large freighters and themselves. No sooner
than when the Corvette had passed their stern about 75 yards, when it
dropped a couple of depth charges. After 30 seconds, two huge geysers
of water rose high into the air about 100 yards astern the Corvette.
the whaole ocean seemed to boil in a circle of 50 yards or more and the
rumble of the subsea explosion shook the small freighter so

unmercifully, Turq and Bill wondered if they’d been torpedoed.
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"Damn, that was a hell of a blast, Bill, I never realized those

depth charges were S0 powerful.”

®

"Ypu can say that again, Turg, the reverberations shook this littl
coming apart, I thought we'd been torpedoed for sure,

really being tarpedoed must be like.”

"Yeah, Bill, and you can imagine what those poor devils in a

137

submarine are going through while being depth charged.

The two young Ensigns were getting their first taste of war and 1t

n

was beginning to ’sink in’ Jjust what all they might be in for on the
rest of the trip across the north Atlantic trying to survive the
attacks of German submarine ’'wolf packs’.

The 33 ship convoy, with its six escort vessels, was slowly making

s

its way northeastward toward Nova Scotia, 'zig zagging’ at 6 knots, at

o T

this point, about 75 miles east of New York arbor., never expsecting an

attack this near home. An attack so near the east coast of the United

States was guite a shock and luckily no ship was hit on that last day
4

ix lines spaced about 300 yards

]

The convoy had arranged itself into
apart, with each of the ships keeping that same spacing within the
lines. The Cairnesk was located in the northern most outside line of
six ships, being third in that line.

Throughout the month of June, in addition to the many ’'wolf packs’
raiding the convoys in the north Atlantic, about a dozen German
U-boats were in the Caribbean and more in the waters off Brazil. Over
700,000 tons, about 144 ships, were lost to submarines in June. Turg
and Bill’'s convoy will lose 13 ships during their 19 day crossing in

July. At least 128 ships, 618,100 tons were reported lost in July.



After I Lo Thelr cabin, Turg and Bill stil
in the distance, hoping that they were from depth charges instead of
torpedoes.

"Bill, my imagination is running wild, what do you suppose we will
experience on the rest of this frip?!

"Turg, if this is an example of what each day will bring, I guass

we're in for quite an exciting crossing, to say the least.”

ot

It was learned later that at least two wakes of torpedoes had been

sighted during the day and that the destroyers and escorts had gquite a

0

time chasing ’'pings’ and dropping depth charges.

"NOW HEAR THIS, NOW HEAR THIS, LUNCH 18 BEING SERVED IN THE

ared over the loud speakers.
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Bill and Turg nearly ’'jumped out of their skins’' and then sighed
relief that the announcement was for lunch and not another ’'general

gquarters’.

long the deck to join the others

]

This time, they strolled casually
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lifted to where
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in the wardroom, and were glad to see that the fog ha
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they could see a lot of the convoy and not
ships on their port side.

of a leaf of boiled cabbage, a boiled sausage of

o,

Lunch consiste
some kind, and a bowl of hot potatoe soup. The young naval officers

1

managed to eat all that was before them and

T

urg this time accepted
tea gladly instead of coffee. There was plenty of conversation about
the morning excitment and all planned to sleep in their clothes during
the rest of the trip.

1 5 )

ne Captain apclogized for the unexpected drill but pointed out that

=1

it came just before the actual attack on the convoy and all should

alert for such possibilities all hours of the day and night.
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Turq questioned, '"Captain, now that the sea is calm and the attack
is over, would you mind if we tour the ship”7

"W¥hy not, Admiral, ’'ye' two officers can have the run of ’'me’ ship,
put mind ’'ye’ step on our ladders, they gets dirty an’ oily, ’'ye’

know. "

The Captain’s remark turned out to be the understatement of the
year, "--our ladders, they gets dirty an’ oily--", they were so caked
with oily dirt, trash and litter, that the metal steps could seldom be
seen. It took careful footing to negotiate every ladder on the ship.
The more familiar the two naval officers became with, what had to be
their temporary home, as they crossed the perilous north Atlantic, the
less secure they felt.

There were only two life boats on either side, no guns of any kind
on board, execpt for a few pistols in a locked case in the Captain’'s
cabin. There was only one bathtub located on the main deck of ship,
which looked as if it had never been used, and no showers. There were
only four ’'heads’ (toilets), one on each of the two lower decks, one
on the main deck and one on the upper deck of the fo'c’'sle. There were
two cargo holds on the aft’ deck and two on the for’' deck, with stacks
of cargo in crates, covered with 'tarps’, lashed with ropes and cables
to stanchions, scattered all over the main deck, so that it was
perilous to walk anywhere. Even so, the two men found their way to the
bow, held onto the railings and enjoyed the wind and spray that
enveloped them., Winds were beginning to blow again and the ship began
rising and falling with the ’'swells’ of the hostile ocean.

As the two Ensigns surveyed the seas, they could see the entire
convoy, covering roughly a square mile, with the six escort vessels

circling the assembly from left to right. The escorts were traveling
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at around 20 knots, while all the freighters were forced to creep
along at no more than 6 knots. The plumes of black smoke were blowing

toward the

m

ast, as they rose at about 45 degrees from the stacks of

the 3

L

convoy ships, while the escort’s smoke rose at only about 20
degree angles from their stacks, as visual testamony of the relative
speeds. The amount of smoke was huge and hung over the ocean as a
black veil, trailing as far back as the eye could see, clearly marking
where the convoy was.

The young men were quite aware of the vulnerable situation they
found themselves in. The 'wolf packs' were out there tralling them,
just waiting for the right time to attack again. The smoke was a ’'dead
give away' and all that the U-boats had to do was get enough time to
sight and mark the trail for their 'fish’ to follow, set the depths to
run and timers to explode. All this took about twenty minutes for an
accurate 'firing’ and if the target changed course during the 'count
down' the fish would miss it's target. Everything had to be just right
for a torpedo to hit it's target and it wasn't easy with 'zig zagging
ships in a convoy, with Corvettes and Destroyers guarding the
perimeter at all times. Even so, a slow 6 knot convoy was just about
like a bunch of ’sitting ducks' waiting for the hunter to shoot. Even
with all the regimen of the ships following precise orders for 'zig
zagging' and changes of speed, some ships get engine problems and
delays caused by unexpected breakdowns. U-boats just stalk their prey
like lions do a herd of wildebeest, they just wait for any event to
occur to cause a straggler. A straggling ship is easy prey for the
hunter. When there are several hunters, as in a 'wolf pack’,

diversions and multiple scattered attacks can create chaos. This was

the type of event that worried all in the convoy most.
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The phone rang for the fourth time before Turg comsciously exited
from his early rememberances and answered 1it. e

"Happy birthday, Dad”, a lilting happy female voice announcad
through the ear piece.

"H~e-~1-1-0, daughter, what a surprise, thank you.”

"You know, Dad, I'm either early, late, or never, when it comes to
birthdays, so .l thought I'd really shock you and be on time for this
one. How are you, mom, and Baba doing anyway?"

"We're doing fine, Lin, about the same, okay for old folks, just
thankful for doing as well as we do. Your mom is overworked and
underpaid as usual, and your 93 year old grandmother is getting around
slowly, her memory is unreliable like always, but her doctor says
she’s doing great for her age. How're Bob, Troy, and Tygh doing?"

"Hveryone's fine here and send their love with hugs and kisses tao
alliof you.”

"Hug and kiss ’'em all back for us and tell them we love ‘'em, but
keep a big bunch for yourself.”

"Okay, Dad, just wanted to *touch base' and let you know we are
thinking of you and hope that you have a wonderful day. 1’11l say bye,
gotta run to the airport and pick up Bob, love you much, bye now.”

No sooner had Turq hung up the phone, when it rang again. He picked
it up on the second ring this time and said,”Hello”.

"Happy birthday, ol' fellow, kissing the sixties good by, are ya'?"

“Yép!, thank you, big brother, are you all doing ok?"

"Ye're doing fine, mainly because our winter has been mild»so far,
how's the weather down there?”

"You know Albuquerque, it is usuallyvgreat and this winter is no
exception, cold and crisp at night and cool and sunny during the day,

most of the time. VWe've been without snow so far, but may have some



this weekend.”

“"WYell, Alvin, take care of yourself and all of your family, send
them our love and good wishes for the holidays. Hope the seventies are
as good to you as they have been for us. Maxine and I have survived to
the mid seventies with a minimum of difficulties so far.”

# Thanks for the good wishes, Atwell, it always makes my day to get
your call all these years. Hope we can see one another again sometime
down the line.”

Al, it just doesn’'t seem to be in the cards, but hope so, maybe
later, have a great day and take care Df-yourseif, bye! byel!.”

Turq felt good that his son, Jim, came by early that morning, with
his 10 year old son, James. They brought him a great gift that Jim's
wife, Phyllis, had ordered, a beautiful wooden and brass walking
stick, with a sun dial, compass, and secret corked flask, built into
the handle. He will be able to take his daily walks now with more
security, by having built in refreshment, compass and sun dial. He
will have no fear of, (Hat! Ha!), getting lost, even after a little.
‘nip’, if need be, when he rests on the bench at the half way point.

The long distance phone calls from his daughter in Denver and his
brother in Champaign, fulfilied his birthday.

Turg and his wife, Marilu, had long since quit exchanging gifts
during their forty-one and a half years of marriage, and both liked to
consider every day to be celebrated instead of setting aside specific
days to correspond with commercialized times. They had agreed to go
out and buy something they need or want, as they see it, on the spur
of the moment. Turg couldn’t think of anything he wanted on his 69th
birthday, so he and Marilu planned to spend a gquiet day at home, being

thankful for all that they already had.
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Turg went into the bathroom, looked into the mirror and wondered who
that portly, grey haired man was, with a mustache and sagging jowls.

He was shocked how a metamorphosis throughout the years had converted

[\%]

him from a lean young black haired naval officer, 22 years of age,

into a 190 pound, over weight, ’'old man’ of 69 years.

Alvin Dale "Turg” Turquette was about five feet ten inches tall
weighing 155 pounds, broad shouldered, muscular, and unusually strong
for his 22 years. His jet black straight hair was trimmed close to his
head and he was clean shaven to comply with the United States Naval
Code, which forbade officers from wearing mustaches and beards. His
brown eyes were deep set between high cheek bones and were separated
by a straight high bridged nose with flaring nostrils. He had a firm
jaw and chin dominated by a broad mouth with gleeming white teeth that
showed cleanly, when he smiled. He was a man who took life seriously
and was intense in pursueing his goals, but enjoyed a good laugh and
had a quick sense of humor. His attitude had served him well to this
point in his life, having worked his way through Oklahoma University
to gain his degree in Geological Engineering and having graduated
fourth out of 400 in his U.S.Navy Indoctrination School at Ft Schuyler
and top of his class in Photo Iintelligence School at Anacostia, D.C.

Bill Heller was a young 24 year old working Architect in New York
City when the war broke out and he and Turg met at Washington, D.C..
Bill was about six feet tall, lean, weighing about 160 pounds. He was
well built, with tightly curled black hair and heavy eyebrows that
shaded deep set black eyes. His nose was broad with a slight crook in
the bridge on which he neatly set his glasses. His face was long, but
full and his large mouth usually displayed a winning smile. He had a

strong chin with as deep cleft which added a great deal of character
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+o his face. Bill was an easy going likeable man who seldom 'made
waves' so to speak. However he was serious, dedicated and very
intelligent. He and Turg had become close friends, had a lot in common
ac to interests and philosophies, and the fact that they were chosen
as partners, both tied at the top of the class in Washington, D.C.,
for their special mission to England, pleased them both.

Captain 'Red’ Riley of the Cairnesk ship was about five feet and
eight inches tall, possibly weighing 200 pounds. He had balding
reddish hair covering his head, needed a hair cut and was at least a
week unshaven. His teeth were brown stained, uneven, with several
missing, that showed when he laughed. He was about 45 years old and
wore a faded stained red and blue tie that was t+ied unevenly onto and
around the collar of his dingy white dirty shirt. His thick, wrinkled
and unwashed neck overflowed his shirt collar which was clearly
discolored by a dark ring of sweat. His faded black Merchant Captain’s
uniform was wrinkled and discolored to such an extent that it made you
wonder if it had ever been cleaned. The gold braid on the sleeves and
on his cap was a dark brown, hardly recognizeable as ever having been
gold in color. 'Red' which no one dared call the Captain, was jovial
but firm and he could show anger quickly by his face turning red when
he barked out orders. His pale blue eyes sparkled when he laughed and
kind of reminded you of how you might picture Santa Claus. He was a
seasoned 'Skipper’, having eluded submarines in more than twenty
crossings during the past three years. He had been sailing the high

seas for over 2D years and oaptained for over 15.

As night began to fall, Turqg and Bill returned to their cabin, after

having enjoyed the fresh air at the bow of the ship.
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"Bill, we’d better start ocur logs or diaries before we get too far
behind. If today was any sample of things to come, we’ll have a laot tc
remember on this trip.”

"You’'ve got that right, Turqg, but remember what Admiral Jacobs told
us, that we couldn’'t write down anything the enemy can trace. Somehow,
we’'ll be forced to trigger our memories from meager records, as we try
to recall details, after returning from England, since our mission is
so secret.”

"Yes, how well I know, this has really been worrying me and I have
little confidence that by only recording such things as weather,
eating times, bed times, and such things as when we washed our teeth,
will be sufficient to help us to recall details several months from
now. Anyway, we have no alternative and I understand the necessity of
this,»but what worries me is if it will work——we'll just have to wait
and see.”

The two men went about closing their cabin tightly to be certain
that they had complied with the 'blackout’ orders. There was nothing
like a small sliver of light from a port hole or slightly cracked open
door to become a bright beacon on a dark night at sea. This was the
kind of thing that could afford an easy target for the 'wolf pack’
subs lurking everywhere.

For the next four days and nights, the 33 ship convoy inched along,
'zig zagging’ northeastward? about 100 miles off the east coast, until
it reaohedbﬁalifax,bﬂova Scotia, about 500 nautical miles from New
York. An additional 2,000 miles, the more treacherous part of the
journey, still faced the group of slowly creeping ships.

While traveling from New York to Nova Scotia, there had been little
but bad weather, which served as a good screen against submarine

attacks. There had been many drills and some depth charges dropped,
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but no ships had been hit. In fact, at this point it was believed
that the first attack off the coast, jﬁst out of New York, was by a
stray sub, rather than a ’'wolf pack’, since only a couple of torpedo
wakes were reported.

Turq and Bill had become accustomed to many of the inconveniences,
sleeping partly dressed, keeping their bulky packages in their side
coat pockets, grabbing their gas masks, helmets and packs, that
weighed them down, making it more cumbersone, when they‘rushed out on
deck during drills. The food had become tolerable, and getting around
the ship had become routine, with their new 'sealegs'. Card playing in
the ward room helped to break the monotony, and sleep became something
that they 'snached’ night or day, when and wherever they could.

The Cairnesk had business in Halifax and broke away from the convay,
as the harbor came into view. All the passengers were alerted that the
ship would be docking shortly and that anyone wanting to go ashore,
during the short stop, were welcome to do so.

The twa Ensigns joined Captain Riley on the 'Bridge’ and watched
anxiously as their ship carefully threaded its way through several old
ship wrecks that were partly blocking the narrbw channel leading into
Halifax Harbor.

"Captain, why all the ship wrecks around here?"”, asked Turqg.

"This is the most hazardous harbor, I know . The narrow channel is
full of 'rocky spires’ and a very cfaggy bottom, so when 'a big blaw’
comes up, it's easy to 'run aground’', and depending on damage, some
ships sink. There are a 1ot more wrecks out there, than the eye can
see, mind you. It’'s hard enough getting in here even now, as you can
see. "

"I've counted at least thirteen wrecked hulks showing above water up

to now and I'11 bet there are twice as many more”, shouted Bill.
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After winding through all sorts of ships’ wreckage and underwater
natural obstructions, the S8 Cairnesk tied up at dock side near the
center of town, at Halifax, Nova Scotia, July 7th, 1942. Captain Riley
announced that he would be absent from the ship no more than two houre
and anyone leaving the ship must be on board immediately upon his
return so that we could rejoin the convoy, without delay.

It was early evening, just about dusk, and a gray sky made it seen
later than it was. After the Ensigns had their visas stamped, so that
they could visit the small town, they walked up a long hill on damp
cobblestones, which reflected flickering lights shining from dark
weather beaten buildings that lined the streets. As Turq surveyed the
dismal scene, he exchanged glances with his companion, and almost
decided to turm around and go back to the ship.

"Hey, Bill, what do ya' think, should we go on or not?"

"Yeah, let's go find a bar and have a quick drink.”

"OK, but it doesn’t look too inviting."

The two young adventurers strolled a half dozen blocks of the water
front street and found it nearly empty, except for a few fishermen
scurrying about, 'converging at one doorway. A loose board hung at an
angle over the popular door, and as they approached it, thej could
faintly read the words, Fisherman's Pub.

"This must be it, Bill.”

"Yep, let’s go in!”

The door creaked, as Turqg slowly pushed it open. His eyes stung from
the tobacco smoke as it rushed into the colder outside air. A noisy,
bustling crowd of happy people were mixing around, drinking, laughing,
dancing and sitting at the bar and several tables. The scene was a
merry one, cloaked in a dense fog of tobacco smoke and dingy light. A

strong smell of hops, from beer, mixed with mellow odors from rums,
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whiskeys, brandies and whatever, created a pleasant aroma and made an
appetizing invitation to the two navy officers. They saundered up to
the bar, after nudging their way through the milling crowd.

"What'll ye' ’ave, Admirals?", grinned the bartender.

"Bourbon an’' water”, answered Turg.

"Scoth an’ soda’”, responded Bill.

The bartender grabbed two dark bottles, poured two glasses about
half full of the dark ‘liquids, filléd one with water from a pitcher
and the other from a seltzer bottle, then placed them in front of the
two men.

"Have ya' any ice?”, shouted Bill.

"Ney, sailors, we don’'t use it around here, sorry.”

"Here's to ya'", toasted Turqg, as he tipped his glass up and took a
big swallow. The warm liquid slid down his throat like a fiery lava
from a wildly erupting volcano. VWhile he was trying to compose himself

from the unexpected shock of bad whiskey, he noticed that Bill's eyes

were bugging out, obviously from a similar experience.

" AH-H-H-H-H-H!, T-H-A-T R-E-A-L-L-Y H-I-T t--h——e spot”, Turq
sputtered.
"y-H H-U-H!", choaked Bill.

"Fill 'er up, Admirals?", chuckled the bartender.

"Not just yet, thanks”, answered the two men, in unison, remembering
their boarding experience with rum, on the SS Cairnesk in New York.

The two Ensigns left the bar grasping their glasses, nearly full,
and nudged their way, sloshing their drinks to spill as much as
possible, trying to work their way toward the door as inconspicuously
as possible. They emptied what remained of their drinks into their
mouths, didn't swallow, set their glasses on the nearest table, got

outside and spit fiercely.
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The two Ensigns scrambled back to the dock where the 58 Cairnesk was
tied up, spitting and clearing their throats all the way. The thought
that they would be anxious to get back aboard or glad to see Captain
Riley, crew and passengers again, had never occured to them, but now,
surprisingly, they felt like they were returning home. They sprang up
the gang plank, asked permission to come aboard, and saluted the deck
pfficer. A rush to the 'head’ and then to their cabin completed the
return to their temporary residence.

"Bill, someone’s been in our cabin besides the steward.”
"You can say that again, I didn't leave my bag on the bed, did you?”

"No, I sure didn’'t and look the tape on the latch has been moved.”

“"Oh! Oh!, we'd better be more careful from here on. it could have
been just a simple search by a thief for something valuable and then

again it could have been the enemy trying to find out what we are
doing here,” deduced Bill.

Turq went through his things very carefully and found nothing
missing.

"Bill, it’s a good thing we had our round packages in our jackets,
it may be that is exactly what someone was looking for.”

"] wish I knew what's in these packages, Turq, then I'd feel more
comfortable trying to protect them.”

"Me too, Bill, but maybe it's best that we remain in the dark.
Anyway, I'm not gonna let this thing out of my sight until I deliver
it into Admiral Stark’'s hands, personally. 1’11l sure as hell be glad
to get rid of it, since we are not carrying anything else important or
secret.”

"Amen to that!” blurted Bill.

"Let’s keep a sharp eye out for anyone suspicious. I’'ve kinda felt

uneasy about that McRay fellow, he keeps to himself and you can’'t even



other hand, McRay won't even play cards, just

and the pounding of
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At that time, the S8 Cairnesk’s whistle shrieked
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Turq and Bill rushed out on
retraversed the treacherous
the convoy.

The convoy had been circling for the hast three hours, waiting on
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the S& Cairnesk to rejoin them. The clear night was nearly as bright
as day enhanced by the twinkling stars and the moon making a dazzling

reflection on the surface of The ocean. The ships’

crisp cutlines
shone as clear black silhouettes against the shimmering background of

~eflected lights bouncing from the mirrored surface of the choppy

bows of scampering corvettes and destroyers as they cut up and down
the lines of the convoy. The freighters showed but little disturbance
at their bows as they cut through the waters at slower speeds. After
all the ships cut through the mile wide pf shinning choppy seas, their
wakes left boiling trails of angry water, toO mark where they’'d been.
This seemed to be the way that the sea signaled, that its domain had
been violated.

#"What a beautiful sight, it’s like a picture, wish I had a camera
that could truly copy this,” exclaimed Turg.

"] wonder how it looks through a sub’s periscope?”, asked Bill.
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At that very moment the air reverberated from the concussion of a
terrible thundering explosion. A huge billowing ball of fire and smoke
surged skyward from the freighter just ahead of the SS Cairnesk. The
huge shock wave shook the Cairnesk unmercifully, as if it had been the
victim, instead of the ship in front of her. The two Ensigns held onto
the hand rail for dear life as their small vessel rode the bulging
shock wave of water, like a bouncing cork, as the giant wall of water
expanded outward in all directions from the point of explosion.

"God in heaven, what a horrible sight!”, Shouted Turq, as he viewed
the burning hulk before them and all of the fiery debris raining down
around them in every direction.

"Drop down under the life boat!”, screamed Bill, as he shoved Turqg
in that direction.

Luckily, they were just a few feet from their life boat station when
the event occurred.

he ship immediately in front of them, about 300 yards ahead, had
been hit amidship, on their port side, by two torpedoes. The broken
vessel was burning furiously and small explosions continued to add to
the chaos. As the S8 Cairnesk slowly worked its way to a safe distance
on the north side of the dying ship, the scene of bobbing heads and
flailing arms in the water, thrashing frantically to escape the
raining down of fiery debris and a burning o0il slick that was rapidly
widening, seemingly trying to envelop them, was a pathetic and
gruesome sight, indeed. A destroyer and corvette were picking up
survivors as fast as possible, while the Cairnesk stood by.

The Captain of the 8S Cairnesk was flashed orders from the command
ship of the convoy to continue in line and ’'full steam ahead’ to take
the poszition of the burning ship in the north line, which made it now

the second ship of five instead of six ships on the north exposed side
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of the convoy. As the Ensigns looked back, after passing the
catastrophe, they saw the burning twisted mass slowly sink beneath the
sea, leaving behind only burning fusl and a rescue mission on the
surface.

Turg and Bill scampered up the ladders to the bridge just in time to
hear the Captain yell ’GENERAL QUARTERS' and sound the siren and
whistle. The Captain shouted to the young men to 'stand to' and stay
on the bridge rather than run back to their life boat stations. o
sooner had he done that, when a corvett started dropping depth charges
about 200 yards north of them.

A 'look out’ on the bridge shouted,” TORPEDOE WAKES ABOUT 100 YARDS
OFF THE PORT BOW.”

Sure enough you could see two white frothy trails speeding southward
timed just right to hit the S& Cairnesk and it was too late for an
evasive maneuver, but the Captain tried valiantly anyway.

Turq and Bill grabbed the hand rail along the wall and prayed, as
did all the others on the bridge.

The two frothy wakes came right at them and silently passed right
under the little ship without making contact. Everyone , in silent
shock, with their breaths held and eyes bugged out, looked around at
each other in disbelief and all of a sudden burst forth with shrieks,
of various exclamations that fit each other’s feelings of greatful
relief.

"Vhat the hell happened, how'd those 'fish’ miss hitting us?’,
screamed Turqg.

"Well, sometimes to be a wee ship with a wee draw is safer in
convoys like this”, gleefully answered the Captain. ”This has happened
to me ship three times before.”

"This is one time to be thankful for SMALL favors'", laughed Turg.
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A bright orange reflection from the glass windows on the bridge

startled the assembly of people just before it was followed by a loud

blast of rumbling and crackling noises. The deck shuddered under their
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feet, even though the devastation was over a mile sway.
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over their right shoulders revealed what they were afraid of-—another
freighter was hit by torpedoes—--this time in the southeast quadrant of
the convoy.

The command ship signaled to keep on course, zigzagging and full
speed abead.

Captain Riley shouted, "Now hear this, Now hear this, the convoy is
still under attack, General Quarters to continue, all hands stay alert
at emergency stations.’”

The Captain looked over at Turg and Bill, "This means you too,
gentlemen.”

The two men saluted and rushed from the bridge toc take up their
positions at their life boat station. They rehearsed their drill and
shook hands on the prccedures, when the sky just ahead 1it up with
boiling flame and black smoke, followed by a horrible resounding blast
that nearly knocked them off their feet. Concussions from air and
sound were followed by a wall of water that sprayed high over the main
deck and drenched the two officers thoroughly.

"MY GOD, NOT AGAIN!", screamed Turg.

""HOV MUCH MORE CAﬁ WE TAKE TONIGHT?"”, shouted Bill.

The Cairnesk stayed on course, adjusting slightly northward, to a
safe distance, in order to circumvent the catastrophe just ahead. Here
again was a pitiful scene of an inferno full of flaming o0il, a slowly
sinking crumpled metal hulk continually exploding and a sea full of
scrambling swimmers being picked up by a corvette and destroyer.

The SS Cairnesk was fortunate not to have been called upoh to pick



up survivors and it was only because of its size that it was able to
evade such duty.

Signals from the command ship ordered the convoy to 'make smoke' and
the crew scrambled about lighting smoke pots on the main deck of the
Cairnesk, which was now the lead ship on the north line. There were
only four ships left in this line now.

#Bill, my eyes are burning from this smoke and I can hardly
breathe’”, Turg coughingly announced.

"Me too, Turg, let’'s try our gas masks, maybe they’ll help.”

Both men unsnapped their bulky satchels and adjusted their masks
tightly to their heads. After a few deep breaths, they both shook
their heads affirmatively that they could breathe.

"Bill, I feel better, How about you?"

"Okay, that's more like it, I think 1711 live now.”

#"Why don’t we sit down on the deck to get our heads as low as
possible away from the smoke?”, directed Turg.

The two men sat flat on the deck under the life boat and tried to
survey the scene, but the smoke was too dense tao see the convoy oOr
even the bulkhead of the fo'c'sle. They held firmly onto the handrail
and reconciled themselves to their captive and precarious situation.

Explosions continued to occur all around them, some distant and some

nearby. The two men just sat there, helpless in the midst of a
viscious submarine warfare, couldn’t see what was happening, and |
couldn’t do anything about it.

"Damn it, I’'ve never felt more helpless and useless”, mumbled Turqg. ‘

"Me either, Turqg, I never thought war would be like this.”

It was a long, black and smokey night that kept the two men on deck g

until daybreak. e
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A bright sun broke the darkness on the morning of July 6th, 1942 and
it was greeted by two low flying PBY sea planes that circled the
convoy and crisscrossed the whole area, searching for the enemy ’wolf
pack’. Escort vessels continued their search and to drop depth
charges, hear and there, at any sign of a ’'ping’, from their sonars.

Turq and Bill slowly moved their creaking and aching bodies from
under the life boat and found their way to their quarters as soon as
general quarters was lifted.

"What a night, I'm emotionally drained and dead tired”, said Turqg.

"Boy, I could use a good night’'s sleep but it doesn’'t seem to be in
the cards’”, remarked Bill.

The two officers cleaned themselves as best they could from their
cold water basin, shaved, changed to their extra dry kabki uniforms
and went to breakfast.

The breakfast table was already full with the Captain and the three
Englishmen.

"Come in, gentlemen, have a good night’'s sleep?’,quizzed the smiling
Captain.

"You're in a jovial mood, sir, after such a horrible night”,
answered Turq.

"Might as well be, grievin'’ don’'t do any good, we lost five ships
last night and from thé last count, over 100 men are missing. I guess
we can be thankful for small favors, as you said earlier Ensign
Turquette, quipped the Captain.

"We couldn’t see anything after we made smoke last night but I
thought 1 heard two more torpedoe explosions and a lot of depth
charges'", remarked Bill.

"You were right, Ensign Heller, the battle filled the night and tis

a blessin' we didn't lose more. Tis said there were more’'n six U-boats
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chasin’ us, and they fhink they got one--hope so". sighed the Captain.

The early morning search by the planes scattered the rest of the
subs in the area and the remainder of the day was without incident.
Twenty eight merchant vessels now made up the convoy, escorted by the
original six war ships. All survivors from the sunken ships were
distributed to the larger merchantmen and the wounded to the 'make
shift’ hospital staff on the largest one, located in the middlie of the
convoy. Several burials at sea occurred that day to add to the gloom
of the situation.

For the next ten days only two clear days churred between storms.
The stormy seas keft the subs at bay and were welcomed by the crippled
convaoy. Two calm days gave the subs their chance again and the final
toll was thirteen ships sunk, two damaged and 256 burials at sea.

Turq and Bill had witnessed the ravages of war at sea and loss of
human life to such an extent that the impact of how expendable they
were was beginning to sink in. Only 20 ships were left in the convoy.

As the Cairnesk broke away from the convoy and headed toward Lock
Ewe, Scotland on July 16th, 1942, there was a lifting of Spirits for
all aboard when they sighted land. The little ship entered a beautiful
horseshoe shaped bay, about 0100 on the 17th, located about 60 miles
south of the northwest tip of Scotland. Rugged walls of granite rock
were shinning wet from moonlight, as the sea splashed against them. On
such a bright night, it was evident that the land was blanketed with
bright green grasses on rolling hills. Broken light fluffs of fog
rolled out of the harbor, a few hundred feet above the sea,~andrmade
eerie ehaddws on the water, as the ship sailed into the anchorage.

The Cairnesk set anchor at 0200, about a mile from shore and the
Captain's gig was lowered over the side to take the passengers ashore.

At 0300, five men, with happy faces, stepped upon Scottish soil.
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Turq; still standing at the mirror on December &th, 1888 and
reflecting on gis 69 years, was reminded that he had been reliving
every minute of that horrible north Atlantic convoy crossing back in
the sumwer of 1942. He was also reminded that he never liked to have
birthdays, not because of ageing, so much, as the guilt he relived
about certain things. He had always felt guilty about his mother dying
so young, certain that by her giving birth to him, back in 1919,
weakened her so much that turberculosis took a death grip on her to
end her life four years later. The fact that his father died after 95
and one-half years on December 7th, of a burn accident that happened
December 6th, 1687, on his birthday, seemed like another curse related
to his birthday. Turq's stepmother never filled the void left by the
loss of his real mother. He realized now that he had been yearning to
have known his real mother all of his 69 years and that every birthday
was a replay of that loss.

"I've got to quit dwelling on tragedy and think about the wonderful

and full life that I've had", Turq reminded himself.

At 0300 on July 17th, 1942, Turqg Turquette bent down on one knee and
kissed the ground that he was standing on, ashore at Lock Ewe,
Scotland. Bill Heller did the same and was quickly followed by the
three Englishmen.

"Thank God, for getting us here safely after such a disastrous
crossing’, shouted Turqg.

"Amen'", responded the four other men.

The group sought refuge in a little pub by a fishing dock and
remained there until 1000. After eating and drinking for seven hours,
the men felt better and were ready to board the camouflaged school bus

when it pulled up at the pub. The men climbed in, found seats among
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the local citizens, stowed their gear and sat down to await the
driver's discretion. While waiting, Turq noted that all of the local
passengers were much older men and women and that they all had similar
tight and curly grey hair covering the back of their necks, which
remindsd him of sheep’'s wool. The people were short and stout, with
ruddy complexions and sparkling blue eyes, much like Captain Riley’s.
They were very friendly and greeted them with warm smiles.

"g—t-r-a-n—-g-e, the wooly hair and this being sheep country too,

quite a coincidence”, chuckled Turq to himself.

The bus jerked as the driver shifted into gear and they were off on

a 75 mile, winding dirt road journey, across northern Scotland. The
trip bumped the occupants along at a snail’'s pace across poorly kept
dirt roade for 5 1/2 hours. Inverness, a lovely sight between Loch
Ness and Moray Firth, on the northeast side of Scotland, entrance to
the North Sea. The trip was pleasant for Turqg, because he befriended a
local couple across the isle and got a great guided tour as they
crossed the bogs, heather and rock covered land, and pastoral scenes
with waist high rock fences separating the farms. He had never seen 80
many sheep in his life. Many times the bus had to stop to let
shepherds, with their flocks, cross the road. Bill Heller slept most
of the way and missed most of the scenery. Even though Turq had great
need to rest, he was exhilarated by the country and its friendly
people.

The passengers had dwindled to a couple of locals, by the time it
reached Inverness, having dropped off most along the way. As 1t

creeped down the rocky winding road into the town, the streets were

filled with people mostly walking and riding bicycles. There were very
few cars, other than military. Most of the people were over fifty or 1

under sixteen, because the others were in the services.
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As the bus pulled up and stopped at the combination bus and train
station, the driver announced,

"IN--V-E-R--NESS!, LAST ST0OP!, trains to all points south.”

The remaining seven passengers disembarked the bus, sauntered into
the smail but sturdy gray rock station building, dragging their
belongings listlessly, along with them.

Turg glanced about the dimly lit room to see that it was filled with
people that overflowed four benches, some standing and others sitting
on the floor and leaning against the wall. The odor of coal smoke
filled the air, which helped subdue the smell of unwashed people, for
which Turq was grateful. He had no trouble locating the ticket window
on the back wall and awkwardly dragged his bags, sachels and helmet
through the crowd, leaned them against the counter, and asked the
agent for two tickets to London.

"That’1ll be 12 pounds, 10 shillings and 6 pence, thank ye!’,
informed the agent as he handed the two tickets to Turq.

Turg glanced around at Bill to ask for his half as he reached
clumsily under his heavy jacket side pocket, which held the round
package, and finally into his side pants’ pocket, to retrieve his
wallet. Bill handed over 6 pounds, 5 shillings and 3 pence to ths
agent and Turqg did the same, as they each took possession of their own
separate tickets.

""When does the train get here?" quesgtioned Turqg.

"Don't be impatient, lads, ’'tis impossible to tell since the war, ye
know--maybe 6 er 7 this ev’'nin’’, chided the agent.

The two young warriors thanked the agent and asked if they could
check their *stuff’ until train time. He took their things, stacked
them on open shelves behind him, handed them two claim checks, and

collected 2 'bub’ and 4 'punce’.
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Relieved of their cumbersome luggage, Turq and Bill left the station
and walked along the cobblestone streets of the quaint but bustling
town of Inverness. While looking at and enjoying all the sights they
were limbering up their 'sealegs’, SO that they could readjust to
'terra firma' again.

The temperature was around 70 degrees but a brisk breeze off the
water made it seem even cooler. Even though sleep had eluded the two
young men for some time now, they had grown accustém to grabbing a
'wink' or two when they could and were adjusting to this erratic way
of daily living. Turg was feeling pretty good now, because his
interest in all the new sights, kept his adrenalin flowing. Bill,
however, was more worldly, having come from a wealthy family that had
traveled Burope and the British Isles frequently, so he was seeing
very little that was unfamiliar to him and just took things ‘in
stride’. Bill's adrenalin wasn’'t flowing o0 he felt pretty dull
headed.

Turg's enthusiasm and energy wWas carrying him along in an exciting
adventure and poor old Bill was about to 'run down’.

"Turq, don’t ya' think we ought to stop and rest awhile——-let’'s go
into this little cafe and get something to eat--okay?,” pleaded Bill.

"Great, Bill, I could use some nourishment—--let’'s go.”

Turq swung open the wood framed glass door with a ruffled white
lacey curtain on it and entered a sparkling bright interior with four
white linen covered tables and chairs. Just as they sat down, a
pleasant middle aged lady greeted them from a parted lace curtain‘that
covered an open doorway on the back wall.

"Good 'ay, gents, we ‘ave kippers and 'taters!', sausage 'n cabbage,
barley soup, and clam chowder——w'at?ll ye 'ave?"

"Two large bowls of clam chowder, please!”
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Y M-m-m-m-m, that was delicious, really great!', exclaimed Turq,
smacking his lips and rubbing his stomach.

"The first good and decent tasting food we've had since we left the
states, that was really satisfying”, agreed Bill.

The lady proprietor smiled happily at the approval of her cooking
and thanked the two men graciously.

"1 think, I'11 go AWOL and stay here where I can enjoy good
cooking”, remarked Turq, laughing.

"Not a bad idea, Turg, wish we could, but you can bet they'd find us
quick and we'd spend the rest of the war loocking from behind bars",
quipped Bill.

"How far is it to Loch Ness where 'Nessy’ has been sighted?”, asked
Turg of the waitress.

"Abou’ ten mile er so, so! west of 'ere, me thinks, but thars no
hackse to ta' ye thar--no petrol, ye know", informed the lady.

Turg especially was disappointed, since he had always wanted to
visit the famous Loch Ness and expérience the enviornment for himself.
The mystery of 'Nessy’, the Loch Ness Monster, had always facinated
him. While riding the bus into Inverness he had sighted the long strip
of water in a deep canyon, trending northeast to southwest. Turq knew
that a huge geological fracture (fault) cut the entire northern
Scotland mainland from the North Sea to the Sea Of The Hebrides, in a
northesast to southwest direction, and left a deep canyon about 75
miles long, filled with water, joining the two seas. Great depths of
water in the major earth fracture have allowed any kind and size of
sea life to migrate from the depths of the oceans into the narrow
seaway throughout a long period of geological time. No wonder that
Loch Ness has enjoyed reported sightings of sea monsters throughout

man’'s history.
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Turq's disappointment had {o prevail, since it was too risky té g0
on an unscheduled sight seeing trip, while on military orders, to
other destinations. The fact that petrol was scarce probably ‘saved
the day’' and kept Turg out of trouble.

The rest of the afternoon was spent shopping in stores, enjoying
refréshments in a couple of pubs and visiting a local library.

Yhen 7PM ¢1900) ’'rolled around’, Turg and Bill hustled back to the
station, retrieved their thingé, and boarded the train for London. It
was nearly 8PM before the train chugged out of the station, wound its
way through the maze of tracks in the yards, and headed south.

There were six people that had to be crowded into one compartment
where Turq and Bill had taken up temporary residence for the next 16
1/2 hours. There were two women squeezed on the seat beside Turqg,
between him and the window. Two men were squeezed against Bill on the
opposite seat. No one had introduced themselves so Turq 'broke the
ice’.

"I'm Ensign A. D. 'Turqg’ Turquette and this is Ensign Bill Keller,
of the United States' Navy”.

"Ensigns?, I thought ye were 'Leftenants’”, chimed the woman next to
Turq. "In fact ye uniforms shocked me, they lock like German's."

"Sorry about that, didn’t mean to frighten you, rest assured, we are
genuine U. S. Naval Officers. We call our first grade officers, with
only one stripe of gold braid,, K Ensign instead of Lieutenant, we’re the
same rank, We pronounce lieutenant (lue-ten-ant), and I notice that
you call it (lef-ten-—antd", jested Turgqg.

"Bloody yanks don’t know how to pronounce good english anyway",
blurted an englishman next to Bill.

“"Sorry, didn’t mean to offend you, sir”, apologized Turq.

Silence prevailed as the passengers settled in for the long ride.
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Before the train pulled out of the station, all lights were turned
out and the tired Ensigns settled back into their seats, tightly
wedged between their stuffy English companions, and fell sound asleep.

The London bound train slowly snaked its way south, stopping off and
on to discharge and pick up passengers and freight, to let other
trains pass, and to do whatever trains do, throughout the night. At
one point, while still in Scotland, just ocutside of Perth, the train
switched onto a side track and sat there for at least an hour, while
an air raid was in progress. Bomb blasts were heard in the distance
and antiaircraft fire was bursting all around the area. Search lights
streaked through the dark smokey heavens trying to find the attackers,
while sirens screamed and explosions rocked the earth and the skys
overhead. The raid lasted about thirty minutes and after the all clear
was sounded, the train jerked ahead toward Perth.

Turq and Bill were fully awake now, after grabbing a couple of hours
sleep.

"Cigarette, anyone?”, asked Turqg, handing a pack of Pall Malls
around in the dark.

"Thanks, mate!”, resounded from each of the other five, including
Bill.

Turq was careful to flick his Zippo lighter, covered by his cupped
hands, and managed to light the six smokes, without disturbing the
blackout.

"Gerry's pretty busy tonight to come this far up the coast", stated
the woman next to the outside window,rbeing the first time she’d
spoken since boarding the train.

"Blinkin’ nervy of him I'd say", responded the man next to Bill.

"Blimey, mates, me thinks he had a rough go of it in London and was

forced to come here to drop the rest of his load”, said the other man.
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"¥Yha'! do ye yanks +hink made him take a shot at Perth?!", asked the
lady next to Turqg.

"1 have no idea, this being my first ailr raid experience’, replied
Bill.

"Ditto, and our losing 13 ships to torpedoes crossing the Atlantic,
doesn't qualify me as an air raid expert either”, blurted Turq.

»1L.OST 13 SHIPS? YE BLOKES 'ER LUCKY TO BE 'ERE, AINT YE?", seemed to
come from all four Britieh occupants in unison.

"yYe had a very dangerous crossing in a 33 ship convoy that could
travel only 6 knots——and our first time at sea. Yes, we're lucky to be
here, even if we do have to dodge bombs now', Turq acknowledged.

The ice was broken now, and conversation was warm and friendly
between the four British and two Americans for the rest of the trip.

As the train stopped in Perth, hot tea and cakes were being served
by volunteers. Turq and Bill jumped off the train and grabbed enough
paper cups filled with hot tea and a sack full of cockies to share
with the others in their compartment. Everyone refreshed themselves
and savored the weak, but pleasantly warm, tea and dry cookies as long
as they possible could.

The same scene at the stations was repeated over and over again,
from Perth, Glasgow, Edinburgh, in Scotland and Newcastle, York,
Birmingham and London, iﬁ England.

While the train passed through Scotland, the people were very
friendly and responsive, even children waved along the tracks, but as
soon as it crossed the border and entered England, the mood changed
dramatically. People were less friendly, more reserved, and somber.
The tracks along the countyside were empty, no children were waving.
Bombed out buildings were everywhere, rubble was being rearranged to

clear the streets and all the people were busy cleaning up.
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The train pulled into Paddington Station at 1230 on July 18th, 1942.

Turg and Bill gathered up their gear, bade good bye to their new

vl

‘ngliish friends and nudged their way through the crowds to hale a cab

b

(hack?) at the station entrance. The high spindly wheeled cabs with
clothe tops looked like something that had been made at the turn of
the century, but for the London traffic, they served the purpose very
well. Steering wheels on the right and driving on the left side of the
streets at break neck speeds, shook up the young naval officers pretty
good, before they reached their destination, the Park Lane Hotel.

The Park Lane was a stately red brick building of eight stories,
which faced southeast on Piccadilly across from Green Park that
separated the hotel from Palace Gardens, where Buckingham Palace is
located.

Upon reaching the Park Lane, The two naval officers, registered at
the desk for a room on the top fioor, having been informed that all

the lower floors were full.

el

"Great! like the top floor, we can see out and have a good look at

the city, I hope,” exclaimed Turq.

"Most guests prefer the lower floors, 'cause of Gerry, ya know,
glad ya gents don’'t mind being our only guests on that floor”, mused
the clerk.

"VWe're not afraid of bein’ up there’”, gulped Bill, as he glanced

around at Turqg, who appeared to have swallowed his tongue.

The clerk rang his bell for a porter to attend to the men's luggage
and take them up to their room.

An old man, who was bent from his years of lifting, placed the men’s
gear on a 'dolly’ and directed his customers to the ' 1ift!.

The lobby was splendid, with high marble ceilings, ornate with

carvings, statues and intricate tapestries. Oriental carpets caovered
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the floors and heavy satin drapes framed the windows. Very wide
carpeted stairs led up to a mezzanine balcony, where many people-were
mixing and visiting. Most of the colors were shades of reds and
purples, except for the drapes that were pale gold.

The '1ift' was slow and shakey reaching the top floor, where the new
guests were led to their solitary room, number 813. Vhen the door was
opened by the porter, they were greeted by a palacial suite with a
sitting room, bedroom with two large beds, a large bathroom, and a
small effeciency bar/kitchen.

»This can't be our room, we can't afford anything like this”,
shrieked Turq, with his eyes popping out.

"Tig ye flat, gents, we ne’'er rent tha' floor, so ye get 'er cheap.”
assured the porter.

"1 can’'t imagine our gettin’ this for 3 pounds a day", quipped Bill.

71'11 call down and check the desk before we unpack, Qkay?”,
questioned Turqg.

Turq picked up the phone and called down to the desk and was assured
that the room would only cost the two men 3 poﬁnds a day for as long
as they wished to stay. Of course, this was exciting news to the men
so they proceded to unpack and flipped a coin to see who would baths
first. Turqg won the toss and hurried into the bathroom to start the
water.

The fixtures were expensive and ' fit for a king', which included the
usual wash basin, toilet stool, tub and another fixture that Turqg had
never seen before. The mystery fixture was about stool height with a
narrow open basin that looked like it had a fountain in the middle of
it.

"Hey, Bill. come look at this thing, is this a drinking fountain?”

asked Turq.
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Bill rushed into the bathroom at Turq's beckon call to see what he
was asking about.

"That’'s a BIDET, (b i d a y>, Turg, it’s used to wash your genitals,
after intercourse or for whatever reason—-—the French invented it-—-wish
we had them at home, a lot more sanitary and convenient.”

"That's great, I guess we've got some catching up to do in a lot of
things, huh?”, responded Turgqg.

"We are ahead in a lot of things, but we still can learn a lot from
older countries”, agreed Bill.

"1'11 'step on it', Bill, so you can clean up too and we can hurry
over to the embassy and see Admirals, Stark and Kirk. I want to get
rid of these two packages just as soon as possible and find out where
we go from here.”

Turq bathed quickly, although he could have taken longer, but the
lack of warm water urged him to rush along quicker than usual.

After both men had cleaned up, they dressed in their blues, shined
their black shoes, and walked out of their suite looking fresh and
none the worse for wear. At the hotel entrance, the doorman hailed a
cab for them and directed it to The Admiralty on Whitehall.

The cab took the men past Buckingham Palace on Grosvenor Place and
up Buckingham Place Road on to Birdcage Walk and then to Whitehall and
the Admiralty. The driver announced the sights along the way, to the
delight of Turq, who was 'bug eyed and’ rubber necking'’ all the way.

Once at the Admiralty, Turq and Bill jumped out, found the proper
entrance, saluted the Marine guards and announced themselves to the
reception guard at the desk.

"VWe are Ensigns Heller and Turquette to see Admirals Stark and
Kirk"”, commanded Turq.

"Yes Sir, just a minute, sir, I1'11 ask if they can see you," as the
¥y ¥
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Marine Sergeant announced the two men’s request over the intercom to
the Admirals’ offices.

"Sergeant, Please ask the two officers to come right in'"”, a voice of
authority responded over the speaker.

The Sergeant directed the two men to follow him and he smartly
marched along a highly polished terrazzo floor to a tall pair of
wooden doors at the far end of the hall.

Two Marine guards stood at attention on either side of the door and
'presented arms’, as the Sargeant and the two Ensigns entered a
palacial office.. The men saluted two Admirals, one, white haired,
sitting, facing them, at a huge polished wooden and leather desk,
piled high with documents and papers, and the other, with auburn bhair,
was facing them, half sitting on the outer edge of the desk.

"Come in, Admirals, we’ve been waiting for you, had a hard crossing,
we hear’, greeted Admiral Stark, with his right hand outstreached,
from behind the desk.

"You two gentlemen got a fast baptism in submarine warfare, we
hear’, smiled Admiral Kirk, with his right hand outstreached too.

After the warm greeting and handshaking. Admiral Stark got up from
his chair and directed Turq to sit in his chair and Admiral Kirk gave
Bill his chair in front of the desk, as both of the real Admirals
stood.

* "We understand, you have two packages for us from Admiral Jacobs,
Correct?", questioned Admiral Stark.

"Yes Sir!, here they are!’, both men scrambling for their bulging
round packages in their side pockets and in unison presenting them to
their respective recipients.

The two Admirals ripped open the packages and found two glass jars

full of golden honey.




0. survival—lurquette.

"GOD! IS THAT WHAT WE RISKED QUR LIVES FOR--two jars of honey?”,
shouted Turqg, indignantly.

"You needn’t feel badly about this, Turq, we instructed Admiral
Jacobs to treat this secretly, to test your ability to transport
serious material, when it becomes necessary--I don’'t blame you for
feeling angry about it, however. You may think it funny that we'd
treat honey as if it were gold, but believe me it is more precious
than gold to us, having no sweets for over six months now. There is no
sugar, honey, syrup, candy, or anything truly sweet to be found in the
British Isles now and some people would practically kill, so to speak,
for these two jars of honey. Thanks again for safely bringing these
precious gifts to us--you'll appreciate this the longer you stay
here”, said Admiral Stark, as he informed the two shocked officers.

"Oh that’s all right, we’'re glad we didn’t break the jars when we
were 'bhanging on for our lives’ while our little ship bucked the rough
seas and strained against the violent explosions, while thirteen of
our ships in our convoy were being torpedoed and sunk”, responded
Turq.

"You lost thirteen ships?--We only heard about five', inquired
Admiral Kirk.

"Yes, Sir, we lost thirteen and two others damaged, with over two
hundred burials at sea--we got across with only eighteen undamaged
vessels out 'of thirty-three that we started with"”, announcéd Bill.

"My God, men, you really had more than your share of submarine
warfare in your first crossing. Let me say you handled yourselves
admirably in the finest tradition of the United States Navy and that
we are very proud of you, but let me caution you on letting anyone,
and 1 mean ANYONE, know about this,'REMEMBER LOOSE LIPS SINK SHIPS',

the enemy mustn’t learn how successful they were', said Admiral Stark.
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"AYE! AYE! SIR!", responded both officers in unison, as Turq was
shamefully remembering how ’loose lipped’ he’d been with his British
train companions, from Inverness to London

"My God, I've already breached security”, Turq reminded himself.

"Tell us about your crossing in every bit of detail that you both
remember”, asked Admiral Kirk, as he called in a secretary to take
notes.

The two men were more relaxed now, as they proceeded to refer to
their pocket diaries and describe the daily events between June 29th
to July 17th, while they were crossing the treacherous North Atlantic.
After congenial conversation with their important hosts, they were
complimented for the way they were able to retrieve complete
information and memory from their sketchy diary records that only
meant something to them. They graciously thanked their hosts and then
asked what they were to do next.

"Gentlemen, while you are here, under our command, all of your
orders will be verbal, from us to you-—-nothing in writing. Four days
from now, on July 22nd, you will be driven by staff car from here to
the most secret place in the British Isles, Medmenham, about fifty
miles from here. You will follow the instructions of the British Base
Commander, Air Marshall Goddard, until your training is completed and
return here for further duty. Our instructions to you are to learn as
much as you can-about everything that you are openly taught, but also
everything that you can about that which is below the surface, if you
know what I mean', instructed Admiral Kirk.

"AYE! AYE!, SIR!", smartly answered the two Ensigns, together.

"You are dismissed until 0900 July 22nd, be careful but enjoy your
visit to london——-beware of the nightly air raids—-—-take cover in the

shelters, keep your eyes and ears open, but your mouths shut.”
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Turg and Bill saluted smartly, about faced, and exited the splendid
premises.

"Bill, here we are in London England, during the Blitz, nearly 5FM
on a Saturday afternoon, what do you suggest we should do?”

"Turqg, I suggest we strole back to the hotel and enjoy the sights on
foot before night falls.”

"Good idea, let’s go back by Piccadilly Circus, it looks like the
shortest route', observed Turq,>as he refered to his map.

The men took thelr time, looking at shops along the street and the
activities around Piccadilly, arriving back at the Park Lane just as
the sun was setting. They entered their rooms on the eight floor and
checked their things, noting that the tapes on their bags had been
tampered with.

"Bill, we’ve been inspected again, nothing’'s sacred anymore. 1
wonder who it could have been this time?”

"Damned if I know, it’s spooky, I'm just glad we have nothing secret
or valuable on us.”

They hurriedly freshened up and decided to go downstairs to the
hotel restaurant and eat dinner.

"Turq, I like those sausages they always seem to have over here,
since there isn't any other choice of meat--so 1’11 have that.”

"Same here, make it two", responded Turq, as Bill transmitted their
orders to the waiter.

"You know, Bill, lets try to get in a good tour during the next
three days, before we have to report back to duty next Wednesday.
Since you’ve been over here before, I'd appreciate it if you’d point
out the sights you are familiar with.”

"No problem, Turg, I intend to and would like to take you to meet

some good friends of my family's, sometime, if you'd like to.”
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"That’'d be great, Bill, everything is an adventure to me, since I've
never been anywhere outside Arkansas, Oklahoma, Texas and Tennesece,
before joining the Navy.”

The waiter brought the dinner as the men noted the drapes were being
pulled and the lights were turned on very very dimly. They could
hardly see their food, but managed to eat everything on their plates
without any difficulty. They finished their inadequate meal very
quickly, tipped the waiter and started to leave the room just as‘the
air raid sirens began to whine, building up their eery shrieks to an
earApiercing crescendo. By the time they reached the stairs leading
down to the hotel’'s air raid shelter, the rush of many others almost
shoved them aside, but they managed to stay upright within the current
of hunman bodies that found their way down four flights below street
level, to the overcrowded rooms below. The human tide spread out
within the honeycomb of rooms to join the singing and drinking crowd
of 'merry meakers’ trying to ignore that Gerry was dropping bombs on
them again.

Anti-aircraft gunfire joined the siren noises and bomb explosions
which filled the air with so much resonance and concussion that it was
impossible to hear ordinary talking. Somehow the group singing
penetrated the fearful maze of noises enough to 1lift one’s spirits, in
spite of the treatening distruction. The British were indeed
extraordinary people, they just took everything so 'matter of factly’.

Turq and Bill entered into the festivities and joined in the singing
of 'Put your Little Foot’ and 'Roll Me Over and Do It Again’ until
they memorized the words thoroughly. They also drank enough 'Stout
Beer’' to numb their fears, even though the room rocked and plaster

fell from the ceiling, as the raid went on.
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Gerry’s bombs kept falling for over an hour before the ’all clear!
sounded. A welcome sound, indeed, and Turg and Bill exited the mass of
humanity in the shelter to hurry up stairs and inspect their room and
personal effects.

"Thank God, that the hotel was spared and it looks like everything
is all right here in our rooms”, sighed Turqg.

"You know, Turq, I don’t know which is worse, torpedoes at sea or
bombs on land, either way I don’t feel any less helpless or
frightened”.

"The size of the bomb explosions made the earth quake, it seemed as
though anything standing would come tumbling down--I1'll have to say
this, that the British built some solid buildings——-this old hotel has
walls about three feet thick, 1’11 bet. That shelter must be forty
feet below ground level and should be safe, if the building doesn’t
get a direct hit and turn it into rubble to tumble down and crush
everything beneath it. And, of course, there's always fire and smoke
to contend with, wherever you might be. While I'm reciting
pleasantries, there’'s always the 'flak’ from all the anti-aircraft
guns, it rains down everywhere, like hail back home during a thunder
storm. I didn’t think I'd ever say that 1'd be glad that we have these
helmets, since they have been so cumbersome to carry all the time, but
I can see now that they could save our lives, if we are ever caught
outside during a raid”, rambled Turqg.

Before Bill could speak, An eery whine built to a shrieking
resonance to announce another raid. The two men quickly jumped up and
ran back down twelve flights of stairs, not waiting for the ’1ift’, to
rejoin the merry crowd in the smelly smoke filled shelter, four floors
below the hotel. The men had wondered why they were not joined by some

or all of the others when they left the last time. It was obvious now
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+hat the crowd were more seasoned to raids, and knew that another
would follow shortly. The men were learning fast about the civilian
captive situation, which they shared, and were hoping that this first
evening would not continue throughout the night. But their hopes were
shattered, however, so they just adjusted themselves to the agony and
continued lack of sleep. It was nearly dawn before they returned to
their top floor room and fell into bed, completely exhausted.

Sunday morning came about 1400 for the two ﬁen, after sleeping a
very sound eight hours, for the first time since they’d left home.
Turg was the first to awaken and notice the time.

"Bill, wake up, it’'s two in the afternoon, let’'s get goin’ while
there's still daylight left. I'd like to see some sights and eat
something good-—-wouldn't you?", asked Turqg.

#OK! OK! I'11 hurry, boy, that was a good sleep”, responded Bill,
while rubbing his eyes and adjusting his glasses.

After quick cold showers and shaves, they hurriedly dressed and
rushed outside the hotel. As they walked along the street 'with a
spring in their steps’ they seemed more invigorated than usual.

" Turqg, there’'s the old Claridge Hotel that my parents always stayed
in when we visited over here before the war——1 remember the food being
excellent there——how about trying it?", remarked Bill.

"Great, let's go', chimed Turq, as he joined Bill in dodging
traffic, while crossing the street.

Bill and Turg were studying the menu at an elegantly set table in an
all white and dazzling dining room of the Claridge Hotel, when to
their surprise they had only three entrees to chose from. Smoked
salmon, sausage, or kippers, didn't appeal much to Turg, but he was
getting used to it.

"Two salmon, please", said Turq, agreeing to order for them both.
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Even though, the next three nights were repeat performances of the
previous night, the two young Ensigns were able to sandwich in enough
sleep in the mornings and sight seeing in the afternoons fto fill their
needs for a long time. Madame Tussaud’se Wax Museum, Wilkenson’
Company, The Palace, London Tower and Bridge, and numerous libraries
and shops filled them with enjoyment. While touring, they had seen
enough destruction around London to make one wonder how much longer
the city could hold out. Entire city blocks were reduced to rubble and
craters with siihousttes of windowless walls precariously balancing on
narrow footings, were ghostly hollow reminders of what once had stood
there. Constantly, rescue workers searched for signs of life in the
piles of broken brick, twisted metal and chunks of concrete, as bull
dozers and cranes scraped and lifted debris into neat piles to be
hauled away by an army of lorries. Dust and smoke marked the recent
craters and piles of rubble, as stench and sufficating odors, like a
veil, hung over the area for days. VWarkers were desperately repairing
streets, railroad tracks, utilities, and damaged buildings, every day,
but never caught up, always fighting a losing battle-—-there was no way
to keep up with the nightly destruction. The naked square miles of
barren ground were growing like a cancer, taking over the land,
previously occupied by populated buildings. Large numbers of Barrage
Balloons, with their dangling cables and tethers stood guard as giant
bulwarks, floating and bobbing in the winds above the city. The fat
gas filled blimps served a good purpose, filling the skies at various
altitudes, made it nearly impossible for Gerry to launch successful
low attacks with straffing fighters or dive bombers. This type of
defense kept the enemy planes at very high altitudes, from which, they
could not hit specific targets accurately. Of course, London was

heavily defended by all types of anti-aircraft guns, search lights,
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radar, and“smuke pots. The density of the defenses increased toward
the center of the city, especially around Buckingham Palace, for a
radius of ten miles or so. Luckily, this was where Turg and Bill were
housed and why they seldom received direct hits nearby. The air at
night was filled with shrapnel, pieces of ’'flak’ raining down, from
all the guns firing, and the helmets that the two Ensigns carried
served them as good protgction when caught outside during surprise
raids. Their helmets became scared and dented by the time they left
London and they wore them proudly, as badges of honor.

On Tuesday afternoon, The two men visited Mr. and Mrs. John Andrews
at #41 Harley Street, about a mile north of théir hotel. These were
the friends of Bill's parents, who had miraculously survived direct
bomb hits on their block. The Andrew's house stood as a three story
brick spire, a lonely sentinel, on a barren block that once held forti
townhouse residences. The Andrews warmly welcomed Bill and Turqg,
serving them hot tea and cookies. Bill gave them a little gift from
his parents and exchanged greetings and conversation about families
and the times. Turqg enjoyed hearing about their frightening
experiences, as to how they were able to survive the terrible
destruction around them. He was careful not to quiz them too much anc
just let then inform him of what they wanted to. It was an enjoyable
. afterncon and Turq thanked his hosts and Bill for letting him share
their friendship and hospitality.

Back at the Park Lane around 1800 allowed the two men to freshen uj
before dinner and prepare for the usual night’s raids, which were
expected again, just after night fall. They automatically decended ti
stairs to the underground shelter, just after night fall, ordered a
drink at the bar, just in time to hear the familiar whine and shrieks

of the sirens building to their nightly ear piercing crescendo.
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The raids ended around 2200, which allowed Turq and Bill to get a
good eight hours rest. They arose about 0630, had breakfast and.
checked out of the hotel around 0830. A taxi to the Embassy, an
audience with Admiral Kirk, who gave them their final verbal orders,
and good wishes from Admiral Stark, finished their busy morning. They
left London in an American Embassy car, chauffered to Medmenham.

Bill sat back and ’*snoozed’ all the way, while Turg, as usual,
conversed with the driver and digested the bomb damaged urban and
country scenery along the way. Trees, shrubs, and rock walls masked
most of the view, but occassionally open spots of green tranquil
areas, along the Thames, allowed the viewers to enjoy some sight
seeing, during their 50 mile drive.

The car turned abruptly north for a few hundred yards, then right
again into a long tree lined drive. After checking through a security
gate, what loomed ahead was a beautiful sight to behold. A large white
three story castle, with twin towers rising up three additional
floors, as sentinels, overseeing the area. Many beautiful smaller
support buildings and houses made up a huge compound covering several
acres. Niessen Huts were neatly hidden from view on the north side of
the complex, the only thing that might show military affiliation. The
extensive neatly kept grounds and gardens gave no signs of it being
anything but a common country mansion occupied only by a wealthy
titled English family.

The embassy car stopped under a canopy at an ornate entrance on the
south side of the castle, where Turq and Bill were taken inside by a
British Marine Sergeant. They checked in at 1130, July 22, 1942, at
RAF Station, Medmenham, like they would in a hotel, and were taken to
their new quarters in the complex of huts on the north side. Each of

them was assigned to a separate small private room, much like a ship's



cabin, next to each other. About twenty such rooms, ten on each side,
separated by a narrow hall, filled each of the many prefabricated
buildings that were used for living quarters. No sooner than when the
two men had stowed their gear, they were informed that lunch was being
served.

#RBill, this is some place, beautiful, clean and busy, busy, busy. I
can't wait to see the whole thing and what all that they do here”,
remarked Turqg.

®"You know, Turq, I don't know about you, but I was apprehensive
about what kind of accommodations we’'d have here——I'm really relieved
to see such comfortable and beautiful surroundings.”

"You can say that again, I'm really happy about all this——let’'s go
' chow down' and see if we can be happy about the food.”

A& large dining room, equipped to feed at least 200 people at a time,
was where the Ensigns were invited to join a group of four men and two
women, dressed in civilian clothes, at one of the tables. They were
welcomed warmly and introductions were made all around. One of the
women was Sarah (Churchill) Oliver, daughter of Winston Churohi11; and
one of the men was Squadron Leader Peter Riddell. All of the other
occupants at the table were also celebrities, as Turq and Bill later
found out. The food was good and slightly larger helpings than the two
men had been recently used to. They had a full meal, meatloaf, brussel
sprouts, and beans,- for a change. After a pleasant conversational
exchange and meal, the rest of the afternoon was spent getting
acquainted with thelir new temporary home, touring the huge facilities,
and meeting all the busy people.

npdiil, I balieve this has been the most exhilarating day we’ve had

yet--this place is really interesting”, smiled Turqg.
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Medmenham was indeed an interesting place, the primary function was
to derive top secret intelligence information from aerial photographs.
Each day many special equipped aircraft would fly sorties across enemy
territory, fly at very high altitudes, and return with rolls of film
to be processed into stereo pair photos and interpreted by highly
trained intelligence specialists. About 5000 separate photos were
being delivered daily to Medmenham. The interpreters would process the
pictures through three separate phases, to glean every possible bit of
information from them. The first phase would search for quick changes
noticed from the last time the spot was photographed and for anything
urgent they had been alerted about from other intelligence sources.
The second phase would examine the photos more thoroughly for any
military data, while the third phase would go even further to examine
minute detail and record everything in writing and with annotations.

The Medmenham photo interpreters were a variety of civilians and
military people, from every walk of life, that had been conscripted
into service at the beginning of the war. The British had lost most of
their overseas intelligence personnel by systematic extermination,
beginning in 1939, when the Germans began rounding up foreign spys all
over the world. As a result of an almost complete effective foreign
intelligence cut-off, the British were forced to develop and up grade
all other possible intelligence methods--hence, aerial photo
reconnnaissance became a necessity. Experts in every field were sought
out and those that could be adapted quickly, were the ones to be
picked to learn aerial photo interpretation. The British theory wvas
that an industrialist would need no training in recognizing industries
from the air, and the same should hold true for all other lines of
work. They conscripted leaders with lots of experience in every field

and brought them to Medmenham to become specialists in aerial photo
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interetation in their respective fields——hence, there were a lot of
gray heads in every room at Medmenham

Every phase of intelligence was used at Medmenham and most everyone
there had access to all top level intelligence reports that came in
daily. Underground sources in every country in the world funneled
information to Medmenham. No wonder this was the most secret place in
England at that time. Only a select few had the highest security
clearance, and were secretly known as being, BIGOTED. Ensigns,
Turquette and Heller were granted the BIGOT level of security
clearance, to comply with the joint allied agreement. It was no wonder
that the two young officers were not too warmly received by some,
because of this. It seemed foolish to some of the more experienced
British intelligence people to bare themselves naked to two such young
American naval officers.

The four weeks of intensive training at Medmenham, intermixed with
tours to 13 air fields throughout Scotland and England, and the
Central Command Center in London, not to mention five days of commando
training, filled every waking hour between July 22nd and August 30th
with everything the British could sgeeze into the young Ensigns’
minds.

Turg made all the flights to the 13 airfields in a Bristol Fighter
Bomber, flown by a 'hot' fighter pilot from north Africa. One flight
to Wick, Scotland, was a harrowing experience when the landing gear
failed to lock down. Turg was acting as navigator and had to hand
crank 185 turns which finally engaged the landing gear and allowed a
safe landing. Bill was getting more intensive photo interpretation at
Medmenham, while Turq explored and learned the field activities. Both

men were thoroughly bombarded with every phase of intelligence work.
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Thursday night of August 27th was celebrated by all the personnel at
Medmenham, because Bill and Turqgq would be leaving the next morning.

Any reason was good enough for a party, so th

(1Y

two Hnsigns were th

()]

honored reasons. Whiskey flowed freely, every female was shared in
dancing, lots of singing around the piano, and a merry good time was
had by all. One exception, however, when a brawl occurred between Turqg
and an RAF officer. The RAF officer cursed the ’'damned yankees’', to
Turq's face, slammed his fist into Turqg's jaw, knocking him several
feet across the room. Turg recovered quickly and sprang back, all over
the guy, 'like hair on a bear', as they fought all the way into the
showers, while several guys tried unsuccessfully to pull them apart.
The group finally stopped them and took them to their quarters.

Turq felt terrible, couldn’t sleep, and knew he could be 'court-
martialed' for striking another officer. He felt humilitated and
disgusted with himself for having lost his temper. The next morning
broke the spell, however, when a group of RAF officer’'s came into his
room singing 'For He's A Jolly Good fellow’ and hoisted Turgq to their

shoulders, taking him into the dining room where everyone was waiting

0

to congratulate him for ’whipping’ their drunken comrade of the night
before and apologized to Turq for their officer’s insults and
outrageous behavior. In fact the RAF officer, who showed bruises all
over his face, with a cut or two, apologized to Turq, himself, and
said he had never been beaten up so badly. It was learned that he was
a boxing champion from Oxford. Well, you can imagine the relief that
Turq felt, after such warm and good sportsman like treatment.

On August 28th, 1942, at 1300, Turq and Bill were detached from duty
at Medmenham and were driven back to the American Embassy in London.
While retracing their route from London to Medmenham, they enjoyed

recalling their varied experiences of the past four and a half weeks.
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#"You wouldn't believe the harrowing experiences I had while being
flown to the 13 outlying air stations around England and Scotland.
That north African pilot was a 'hedge hopper’' and 'barn stormer’ if
I've ever seen one, Bill. You were lucky to have stayed behind and
learn more about photo interpretation. Boy, I was sure that 1I'4d
'pought the farm’ many times during those four déys. The worst
experience was when we were flying up to Wick, Scotland and couldn’t
get the landing gear down in that old Bristol 'Beaufort' torpedo
bomber. I cranked and cranked for a total of 185 turns to get the
damned gear down, and we weren’'t even sure it was down. Ve couldn't
see the landing gear from the 'hot house’ and the only way we could
tell was by a weird contraption that had a red ball and green ball on
a pedistal that didn’t work. I'm tellin’ you, I prayed a lot, after I
wore out my arms twisting the crank and a final kick with my left foot
against it, for good luck. The piliot decided to try to land, since we
were out of fuel. There was no choice but to land on the only runway
in the area, a very short fighter strip, that ended at a cliff’s edge
and dropped off about 300 feet into the North Sea. So we went down,
down, down, too fast, in too big an aircraft for the strip, a very hot
and bouncey landing-—thank God, the landing gear was down-—and a final
skid toward the cliff, off the end of the runway, into the mud that
grabbed the wheels, the tail lifted up at an abrupt angle, due to the
quick stop, and we were looking out over the edge of the cliff from
the 'hot house'. You can't imagine how relieved I was to feel terra
firms under my feet again. Well, Bill, that's when I decided to catch
a bus back to the nearest railroad station and get away from that
crazy pilot.”

"I'm glad you made it, Turg, but have you noticed how the number 13

has followed us—-we've survived, but wonder if it's good or bad luck?”




"Well, Turqg, I can’t tell you how grateful I am for you taking that
part of the job, flying to all those places, and letting me stay
behind to sharpen up on my photo interpretation. You know, I don’t
like to fly.”

"] don’t like to fly with a crazy pilot either. You know that guy
'buzzed' houses, vehicles on the road, ships in harbor and about
anything moving on the ground or water. He was crazy, I tell you, and
it's a wonder we didn't get shot down by our own people. I really
wonder if he wasn’'t war shocked in his fighting experience in north
Africa. He didn’'t make very rational conversation with me either. 1
don't ever want to see the guy again——he scared to pants off of me too
many times, and I like to fly, usually.”

"1'd never made it through the entire trip, Turqg, thanks again for
saving me from that ordeal.”

"Bill, it wasn't all bad, I learned some important things and met a
lot of nice people out there, but I'm glad it's over, I'm ready to get
out of here, especially after last night.”

"Turq, don't feel bad about that--you were magnificent—-—just wish I
could have stood up to the guy like you did--where’'d you learn to
fight like that, anyway?”

"I1f you'd been raised in a 'rough and tumble’ area like Texarkana,
Arkansas and had to fight almost daily to survive the feuds between
the Texas and Arkansas sides, as 1 did, you'd learn’d tm'have fought
too. Even worse, in college and the o0il fields of Oklahoma, challenges
of your manhood had to be defended over and over again. I’ve had to
fight all my life, from the time I was in grade school. I'm not proud
of it, but it's a fact.”

"l was pfoud of you, Turg, that RAF guy was really out of line and

everyone was rootin’ for you-—you did the right thing.”
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"Thanks, Bill, I'm thankful it turned out all right, but believe me,
1 was ashamed of myself and I hope I never lose my temper like that
again——1 hope that was my last fight.”

#»Turq, I'’m proud that we received those Commando Knives, made'by the
famous Wilkinson Sword Company. They made swords for all the kings and
knights since time began. Our names engraved on the handles too, make
them wonderful personal achievement awards for having successfully
completed that tough commando training-—-1'm just glad to have made it
through-—you didn’t seem to have any trouble at all, but I struggled
all the way."

"That was tough training, you may have thought that I walked through
the course, but believe me, I struggled too, Bill. I'm proud of my
knife tpo, just hope I never have to use it.”

The embassy car came to a halt. under the canopy, the U.S. Marine
guard saluted, as the two Ensigns entered the building. Admiral Kirk
was awaiting their arrival, and greeted them at the reception desk.
They all joined Admiral Stark in his office and the two young officers
were congratulated on a job well done. Admiral Stark, while slapping
Turg on the shoulder in a friendly fashiomn, told him that he was glad
that he'd won the fight the night before, but to save the reset of his
energy to fight the enemy. Everyone laughed in response and the two
men were told that their official duty had been completed for the
current tour and that they had leave until the 10th of September, when
they were to report back for the first available flight that they
could reserve for them to return to the States.

The leave time allowed Bill to visit a variety of his family friends
in and around London. Turg bought a three speed British bike and

toured about 400 miles from London to Edinburgh, Scotland.
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Turqg’s adventures along the back roads and walking trails from
London to Edinburgh were fully enjoyed. It seemed that the war was far
away while riding on the sasily peddled three speed English bike, It
was the first time Turq had ever been on a bike that could be shifted
up to three speeds. There were times when he could roll along at top
speeds of thirty to forty miles an hour, on black top trails and
roads; and then there were times when he went very slowly beside
scenic streams and other sights, in order to enjoy every possible
morsel of beauty. He stopped to make friends along the way and spent
several nights in quaint lonely pubs in the back country. Everywhere
Turq went was a new adventure and he found better food in the small
habitats along the way. After a ten day journey to Edinburgh, he sold
his bike to a soldier on leave, rested in a hotel for the night and
took a train back to London the next day.

Turg arrived in London on September 9th, registered in the
Cumberland Hotel, not knowing where to find Bill, and not finding any
rooms in the Park Lane. He had a room on the second floor of a ten
story hotel and didmn’t bother to go to the shelter that night. The
next morning he reported to the embassy, where he found Bill waiting
for him.

The two Ensigns were given their airline tickets from Bristol,
England to Foynes, Ireland and on to Newfoundland and New York City.
The two men had to'buy civilian suits to disquise themselves from
being military while traveling through neutral Ireland. They hurriedly
bought pre-tailored suits off of racks in a department store near the
embassy and went back to Turq’'s hotel for the night. Bill hadn’t
checked into a hotel, since he'd been staying with friends, so he
joined Turq in his room for the night. The next evening, they changed

to their new civilian clothes, checked out of the hotel, and took a
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t+axi to Victoria Station. They left London at 1900 on September 1lth
and arrived in Bristol at 2100, where the? checked into the Heath
Hotel for the night.

At 0900 on September 12th, Turq and Bill boarded the British
Overseas Airways and flew to Foynes, Ireland, where they landed at
1200. The emerald green, for which Ireland is famous, lived up to it’'s
name in all it's glory. The unusually bright sunshine, at high noon
when the two men arrived, accentuated to the fullest, thé already
sparkling shamrock green. The land was lush with growth and thick ivy
covered every wall. They had seven hours to enjoy the local people and
scenery, but were warned not to stray far afield. Short walks around
town and a full lunch of Irish Stew and potatoes warmed the men’s
souls. Later in the afternoon some time was spent joining the merry
makers in a local Irish pub, before having to board another plane for
the long trip across the Atlantic.

At 1000, a United States Export Airliner took off from Foynes’
airport, carrying 13 passengers, two of which were Ensigns Turquette
and Heller. After clearing the land areas and reaching cruising
altitude of about 10,000 feet, two ladies opposite the two Enaigns
revealed themselves as Princess Martha and Countess Regina of Norway.
Astonishment showed on the two naval officers’ faces and they didn’t
know just how to act, never having been so close to royalty, but it
wasn't long before they relaxed, because of the warmness and
friendliness of the two women. They were very lovely ladies who loved
to play bridge, which they enjoyed with Turq as Princess Martha's
partner and Countess Regina as Bill's partner for most of the trip.

Total flying time was 21 hours to New York, but it took 27 hours,

with 7 hours on the ground in Newfoundland, for engine repairs.




The flight across the Atlantic was long and boring, except for short
periods of card playing and getting acquainted with the two famous
Norwegian women, that had fled from the Germans. There were other
dignitaries, such as Colonel Hart, of the famous Dieppe, France
commando raid, and some U. $. State Department officials. Turg and
Bill acquired signatures for their ’'short snorters’ from everyone
aboard. ’'Short Snorters’ were bills of money from countries collected
as momentos, bearing signatures of passengers aboard the planes that
flew across oceans, during the war. The derivation of the name ’'short
snorter’ is unknown to the writer.

Some unwanted excitment occurred when the starboard engine on the
plane started smoking about an hour out of St. John's, Newfoundland.
The pilot managed to land the plane safely and without incident at St.
John's., A seven hour ’'lay over’ was required in order to repair the
damaged engine, while most of the passengers stayed aboard. Turg and
Bill, however, explored St. John's, ate some good fish and chips and
drank some American beer to pass the time.

When the engine was fixed,>the plane was airborn again and on the
lagt leg to New York. A little bridge playing filled the time the rest
of the flight until the starboard engine started smoking again about
an hour outside of New York. Once again, the pilot successfully landed
the stricken plane, safely, this time, THANK GOD!, AT HOHNE! Turqg and
Bill were glad to set foot on American soil at La Guardia Airport, New
York City, New York at 1500 on September 13th, 1942,

Bill took Turq to his parent’s home with him to spend the night in
luxury. The Hellers had a spacious apartment on Park Avenue with all
the trimmings. Turg enjoyed a wonderful and elegant meal of broiled
steak, potatoes, green peas and carrots with delicious hot coffee.

"Mrs. Heller, I believe this is the best food 1've ever had’,



exclaimed Turqg, as he savored every bite.

»"Thank you, Turq, this is the happiest evening we'’'ve had in a long
time. We are delighted that you could join us——Bill has spoken so
highly of you—-—he really charishes your friendship.”

#This is really a treat for me and I can’t thank you enough for your
hospitality,’ answered Turqg.

"Turqg, I understand you are a Geological Engineer, is that right?”,
asked Mr. Heller.

"Yes, Sir, but I’'ve never been able to practice my profession since
the war interrupted my last semester of education.”

"We will keep both you and Bill in our prayers to return home safely
so that you can reap the benefits of your respective professions, when
this terrible war ends——hopfully very soon—-—-it doesn’t look too good
right now, however”, remarked Mrs. Heller.

#"Mom, you don’t know the half of it--you wouldn’t believe what Turq
and I have already been through--and I can't tell you yet. All I can
say is that everything’'s still classified, top secret. I can tell you
this, though, if it hadn’tigeen for Turq, I don't think I could have
made it?”, confessed Bill.

"] can say the same thing about Bill", said Turq.

After the pleasant night at Bill's parents’ home, the two men left
New York by train at 0900 and arrived in Vashington, D.C. at 1300 on
September 14th. They reported to Naval Operations, in Washington, for
temporary duty and were billeted at Anacostia Naval Air Station in the
officer's guarters. For the next two weeks they were kept in a small
room, under guard, where they had to reconstruct every move and event
that they experienced during their overseas duty from June 27th to
September 14th. From this comprehensive report was developed an

extensive instruction manual for U. 8., Naval Air Photo Intelligence.




‘ #TURQ! TURQ! TURQ! COME ON, YOUR LUNCH IS GETTING COLDt"™, Marilu
shouted.
| "OH? BORRY, GUESS I'VE BEEN DAY DREAMING AGAIN”, Turqg responded.
With some difficulty, Turg managed to pull away from the old man’s
reflection in the mirror and identifying it with himself. The strong
magnetism in his memory that had been drawing him back to 1942 when he
was an Ensign in the Navy seemed more reality than the present. He had

to say to himself, "Hey, guy, this

(=

s December 6th, 19888, your 6%th

birthday, and vour wife is calling you to lunch——heave to, man, this

h}

is it-—face it.”

Turq grabbed Marilu around the waist, gave her a big hug and kiss,
sat down in the pile of throw pillows padding the steel patio chailr,
and started munching on the grilled bacon and cheese sandwich. Marilu

was giving him a treat today, his birthday, by making his favorit

i

iet that they both had been rigoriocusly adhering to was

&
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sandwich. he
working somewhat, but both had hit a plateau that they couldn’t seem
to get below, so what the heck, why not eat a little fat food today?

"What do you want to do on your birthday?’, asked Marilu.

“"Nothin', really, just sit around, read and rest, I guess.”

“"Okay, [ feel the same way, hope we can take it easy and no one
comes over to break the spell.”

"Wish we could just hop in the car, head out to who knows where and
live it up for a couple of weeks, but, as you've always said, ’'spit in
one hand and wish in the other and see which one fills up first’'”,
said Turgqg.

"Cut that out, you know there’s no way—-—-you can go if you want but
I'm chained here to take care of mother and there’s nothing we can do
about it"”, answered Marilu.

For several years now, Marilu’s 93 year old mother hadn’t been
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responsible-—her memory in the present was shot-—-she could recall

details in the distant past, however. Marilu and Turg coulidn’'t leave

i

the house for any time at all without worrying about it being
accidentally set afire, since ’'Baba’' s£till smoked. Several problems
had occurred with smoking and flaming wastebaskets and fires in the
toaster, etc. One or the other would run the errands, being sure one
or the other was at home all the time, except very early on Sunday
mornings, before 'Baba’ got up, they could take a chance for short
drives and grocery shopping. This restricted confinement and lack of
recreation was taking its toll on Marilu and Turq. At least Turg got
out to the office down town to check on the sick oil and gas activity
and discuss a few things with his past associates. Marilu, however,
was 'baby sitting’ her mother all the time and tending to her needs,
with tender loving care. Marilu's big heart and love made her life
more difficult some times, but Turg wouldn’'t change her loving
qualities for anything.

Marilu’s mom wasn’t the only problem, there was the youngest

]
m

grandson, James, now 10, who had to be picked up at school. James get
out at 3:30 PM every day except VWednesdays, when school’s out at 1:30
PM and on Thursdays at 4:30 PM, when he has cub scout meetings. Their
son, Jim, who will be 35 February 24th, 1989, works long hours, as a
jeweler, and never gets home before 6:30 PM. He has a daily battle of
fighting Diabetes, taking two to three blood tests and insulin shots
Just to function. It seems that he’'s always fighting infections of one
or another and it’s a wonder he does as well as he does., Jim has shown
that he has a strong will and constitution and works harder than

anyone else around. Phyllis, his wife, is 37 and has to drive 40 miles

daily to teach Home Economics in mid-school, getting home between 4:00

to 5:00 PM., Her older son, Jason, 20, is a Marine.
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There was no way to conveniently leave the house for any length of

time. Their friends and acquaintances can't understand why Turg and

"

Marilu can’t hire a nurse or housekeeper to take over so that they can
'go play’ any time they want to. That always sounds easy to someone
else, who doesn't have the problem and has plenty of money. Turg has
been retired on social security for three years now, after the oil
business 'went bust’, for the fourth fime during his life time. Marilu
started getting her social security last year and , of course, 'Baba’
has been getting her small check for thirty years. All together, they
bank less than $1,400.00 a month, which is plenty, if there are no
emergencies or catastrophies. They have their house paid for, but make
monthly payments on the car, insurance, credit cards, utilities,
groceries, and other necessities. Marilu, never goes to the doctor,
except the dentist when there is no way out. Turq has stayed clear of
doctors, except for denistry, as needed on his partials, for the past
five years. He could use a couple of hernia operations, so he could
throw away his truss. Two previous hernia operations, broke loose over
three years ago—--he doesn’t even go in for annual check ups, even
though he also has some swallowing and elemination problems. ’Baba’
gets a check up, every year or two, or as needed, and takes only half
a blood pressure pill a couple of times a week, and sometimes an
aspirin. Thank goodness for the lack of doctor bills.

Turg has Medicare and a supplement AARP insurance coverage and
Marilu has an AARP group medical coverage for up to $100.00 per day in
the hospital, since she’s not old enough for medicare coverage for two
more years. The company that Turqg worked for and still visits and
adviges, when asked, still carries medical insurance on him and

Marilu, but because of the insecurity of the company’s continuance,

they have over invested in other coverage to insure them against



catastrophises, as long as they can pay 1or them, Even though tThey are

getting along well now, thev are 'walking a tight rope’ financiall

Lin, their daughter in Littleton, Colorado is 40, works at a regular
iob as an office manager. Her husband, Bob, 1is a manager at Federal

th year in the Air National Guard.
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Together, they make good money, above $40,000.00 annually, but with
huge house, car, lnsurance, and utility payments, not to mention costs

of caring for two boys, Troy, 18, and tygh, 16, they just barely make

it, after taxes. They are all blessed with reasonably good health, but

dental bills and braces for both boys have been terrible. Because of

unforseen expenses Thal seen to arise, from out of nowhere, Mariiu and
Turq, chip in to help with what they can, from the small surplus
Marilu manages to put back from time to time.

Turg and Mariliu pay for James' lunc ches in school, not to mention a

1ot of extras that continually arise in his family, who can’t seem to
make it either. They are not resentful for having to continually
support both their middle aged children’'s families, but wonder what
it's going to take to make them self sufficient. They will have to be

after their there is no way the children will ever be able
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to take care of their parents, should it be necessary. Like Marilu has

said so often, " I'd bag lady it first before I'd iive with either of
my children.” Turq feels the same way and hopes, somehow, that neither
of them ever bacomes dependent, like s0 many elderly in the present

society. They continue to be thankful for each day to work out and Try

to find happiness in their modest good fortune. They accept their fate
and do the best they can in their unsolveable confinement. They keep

hoping to find someone, affordable, to help in their home, some day.
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Turq finished his sandwich, sipped his hot coffee, leaned back in

his chair, left arm on the table and settled down to read the Tuesday

papar,

"HMariiu, the paper is thicker than usual today, must be the
christmas advertizing.”

"Yeah, and there seems to be a lot more news too. Earthquakes, super
cold weather and airplane crashes seem too rampant, 1 wonder why that
is?”

"1 don’t know, but it always seems to happen on my birthday--my
brother always reminds me that the weather is always so cold that he
wonders how I ever lived through it, when 1 was born. It is strange
how a lot of things seem to happen around this time of the year, I
guess I was the greatest disaster of all.”

"Cut that out, Turg, you know that isn’t true, quit feeling sorry
for yourself.”

"1I'm not feeling sorry for myself, it’'s just a fact.”

"1 worry more about how our children and grandchildren are going to
make ends meet in this expensive and violent world we’re living in
today.”

"The new president has his work cut out for him, a huge deficit,
debt, poverty, drugs and crime everywhere leaves much room for
improvement, I don't envy his task. I hope he’s conscious of the
children’'s needs, education and poverty. No one can afford a college
education any more-—something has to be done to give everyone capable,
the chance to get an education. Education and health needs should be
free to everyone. Shelter and food must be furnished the homeless and
poor, before we should do anything else. If we give everyone in this
country respectability, the crime and drug scene should diminish. Free

child care must be made available to every working parent. If we solve



these problems, productivity should increase, competitiveness inter—
nationally should increase and the old US should regain its leadership
in the market place of the world and at home. I believe in productiv-
ity and surplus of goods being the answer to inflation and standard of
l1iving. There should be jobs for everyone, maybe we should go back to
something like the CCC camps and WPA that put everyone to work during
the depression of the 30's up until WW II. Maybe we should have a
program, whereby young highschool teenagers can choose either civil or
military service, say over a 5 or 6 year perind, with the guarantee
that they will be able to earn bonuses, from 2 to 5 thousand dollars
for each year served and it can be used for college, trade schools,
buy first homes, or goO into business or whatever it takes to give them
the initial chance to break into this highly competitive society.
Everyone could relax then about their futures, as long as they work
and meet the normal civil, moral and educational standards during
their commitments. We sorely need some workable new ideas that give
pur young people hope in the real world to stop their desire to turn
to unreality with drugs. 1 hear something like this is in the wind——1
sure hope so0."

"You said & mouthful, Turg, I fully agree with you and all we need
is to have better people. Everyone is sO self centered, greedy and
uncaring these days, I don't trust or like anybody anymore and I hate
myself for it. It's hard to laugh anymore, I used to have a sense of
humor about everything and laughed about it all, but not any more, I
feel like crying more than laughing——-1 hate it.”

"1 know, Marilu, I’'ve reluctantly seen the change come over both of
us. Our forced laughter has a hollow sound and we must find some wWay
to be spirited and truly happy again——reflecting back on the mass

destruction and horrors of WW II, helps some in my despair.”
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It was Monday, September 28th, 1942, at 1500, a cloudy drizzly day,
when Bill and Turg reported to the Naval Air EStation, Anscostia, L.C,
as newly assigned instructors at the Air Photo Intelligence School.
Colonel McCormick & Major Cox, two middle aged Marine officers, who
had preceded them in training at Medmenham, welcomed them with open
arms. Turg and Bill's return, meant that the two Marines could be
relieved of their duty after the two Emsigns settled in and became
seasoned in their respective jobs. Commander Quackenbush, of the Navy,
was the officer in charge, he hadrbeen to Medmenham with the two
Marines, and he had been looking forward to getting the two naval
officers on his staff in order to train larger classes of intelligence
officers, as soon as possible. Commander Quackenbush was the officer
that recruited Turq, while he was at Uklahoma University. The Navy was
searching out men all over the country that had training in aerial
photo-interpretation. Turqg, being in his last semester in college had
taken courses for two years in geomorphology under the foremost
authority, Dr. Melton. The professor in the geology school, had been
contacted by the Navy to recommend students capable of being trained
in the intelligence field. Turq was top of his class and that is how
he got into the Navy.

Even before entering college, Turq had assisted an agent from the
Aepartment of agriculture, during one summer, éo check crops being
grown by farmers in southwestern Arkansas, from aerial photos. He had
learned to control his eyes to study stereo pair photos in the field,
without using a stereoscope and to visualize three deminsional images.
‘This became a very useful skill at that time and gave him an edge over
other interpreters that could not employ the technique. Turq's semi-

photgraphic memory was another plus to help him in his endeavor.
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From Monday, September 28th, 1942, until Saturday, May 22nd, 1943,
Turq served as top instructor at Anacostia and also taught short
courses in Advanced Intelligence Schools at Quonset Point Rhode Island
and New York City. Turqg’'s actual field classes in air reconnaissance
flights over the northeastern industrial complex twice a week during
that period, kept him hopping, to say the least. He was in constant
demand and his schedules were exhausting.

Monday, March lst, 1943, Turq was promoted to Lieutenant Junior
Grade and he now wore one and a half gold braid stripes on his uniform
sleeves and shoulder boards, silver bars on his collars and an
American Theater of War and an European—Asian ribbon with stars. His
base pay was raised from $135 per month to nearly $200.

Bill and Turq were still close friends but were not together much,
in their respective jobs. Bill worked routinely as an instructor in
technical aspects and never traveled outside the school. Turg was in
and out so much that sometimes they never saw each other for weeks on
end. Turq's reputation had grown to such an extent that many senior
officers had been inquiring about him and were plotting to take him
from his instructor job at Anacostia to join them on staff work that
would lead to going into action overseas. As a result of this tug of
war, Turq went to teach at an amphibious training school at Norfolk,
Virginia.

On Saturday, May 22nd, 1943, Turq left Anacostia and told Bill and
his other associates farewell. This was the last time he would see
Bill and other friends there until the war was over.

Bill, a few month’'s later, was detached from his duty as instructor

at Anacostia and joined an intelligence group in the south Pacific.




On Sunday, May 23rd, 1943 Turqg reported to Camp Bradford, commanded by

Navy Captain Whitfield. The duty was arduous, teaching map reading,
air to ground intelligence, amphibious landings, Jjeep driving and even

hole digging. The commando training in England came in handy while

e real warlike training. !

ig classes were filled with Air

o

working in
Force, Army, Marine and Navy officers. One of his special classes was
filled with Admirals and Generals some of whom had taken a short
course from him, in either New York or Rhode Island. It turned out
that Admiral Moon, now one of his students, would request him to serve
on his staff early next year.

The work at Camp Bradford was no fun, but very useful, and Turg was

looking forward to getting other duty, anywhere, as soon as possible.

3

He didn’t like the Captain in charge and pictured him as Captain ’Bly’

N
{t

of Mutiny on the Bounty. Captain Whitfield was a passed over, 'would

be Admiral’, who took out his frustrations on any and everybody. Turg

=

suffered his wrath many times for no reason at all. The first

o

eave, was refused, nd got a

Jouit

encounter occcured when Turqg asked for
'spit spewing’ tongue lashing, reminding him that young naval officer
were too soft these days. He was never granted leave, nor were others,
during their tour, from May 23rd, 1943 to January Z2lst, 1944.

Turqg got a couple of breaks though, from the confinement at Camnp
Bradford, when he was ordered to the U. 8. Atlantic Fleet as observer
and instructor during infantry landings at Little Creek, Virginia.
These were invasian exercises that had been practiced, in small scale,
at Camp Bradford many times, but never on a realistic scale on beaches
or with real troops and landing craft. Even though great discomforts
were suffered while playing 'mock war’, the exercises were exciting
and instructive. A summer exercise, between August 23rd to the 3lst,

1943 and a winter one between January 7th to the 14th, 1944, were at
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least breaks of routine for the young Lt. (JG>. The 'great day’
finally came for him, when he left Camp Bradford on Friday, January
21st, 1944. He felt free and relaxed for the first time in many
months., His return to Anacostia on the 21st shocked him, that he knew
no one there, since all his friends had been 'shipped out’. He acted
as guest lecturer, while awaiting further orders.

On Thursday, February 17th, 1944, Turq was detached from temporary
duty at Anacostia and reported to U.S. Atlantic Fleet, Group 2, 8th
amphibious Force, as staff intelligence officer. He left Washington by
car at 0900 on Sunday, February 2Z0th, arrived at Norfork, Virginia and
reported to the Naval Operating Base, Commander Amphibious Training
Center, at 1700. He assisted in planning until Tuesday, March 7th,
when his orders read, to report to Commander U.S. Naval Forces in
Europe, Staff Intelligence Officer +o Admiral Don P. Moon.

Sunday, March 12th, Turqg left Norfolk by train at 1900 and traveled
to New York City, arriving 0800, Monday, March 13th. He reported to
the embarkation office for vessel, NY3Z5, which turned out to be the
USS AQUATANIA. He boarded the ship at 2030, which was filled, with
nearly 10,000 passengers, mostly combat troops. The Aquatania was a
plush cruise ship that could travel at speeds of over twenty knots.
Without a convoy, The lone ship set out from New York on Monday, March
13th and zigzagged, in rough seas, successfully eluding the wolf packs
of German subs, all the way across and arriving safely at Greenock,
Scotland, Thursday, March 23rd, 1944. The only incident while crossing
the Atlantic, was a near mutiny, by a platoon of black troops, who
were so frightened by the rough seas, that they had to be subdued and
confined.

Turq departed Grennock, Scotland, on Thursday, at 1700 by train and

arrived at noon, in Plymouth, England on Friday the 24th.
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The sun was straight over head, but its brightness was screened by
gray haze, so that the fiery orb appeared to be only a benign pale
yellow disk, floating in a sea of mist. Swarms of military personnel,
British and American, were threading their way through the streets on
foot and in camouflauged green and brown colored vehicles. Directly
across from the train station were nests of sandbagged emplacements,
holding 40 mm anti-aircraft canon, supported by 50 caliber machine
guns. Everywhere, tethered barrage balloons, floated at variable
altitudes, guarding the captured populace on the ground from hostile
enemy aircraft that might sneak in, at night. Huge search lights were
clustered around the ground strong points to help illuminate the
targets flying in after dark. Even with defenses so dense, 1in and
around Plymouth, the city was about fifty percent bombed out. Huge
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