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Turner and I married December 24, 1950, at Alexandria First Baptist Church, 
Alexandria, Louisiana.  This location is near Camp Polk, Louisiana, where 
Turner was given basic training for the Korean War.   
 

Turner and I hadn't planned marriage so early in life, but Uncle Sam made 
plans for Turner.  Turner was among the first fifty men in Georgia drafted 
for the Korean War. Turner graduated from Georgia Tech in 1950, and before 
graduation arrived, the Draft Board notified him of their plans for him.  He 
was allowed to complete the graduation year at Tech, his diploma to be 
mailed later.  He left for basic training on the East Coast before final training 
on the West Coast, readying for departure to Japan and Korea.   
 

We had planned a small wedding in our hometown of Chatsworth after 
Turner was drafted.  The friend I chose as maid of honor is still living, though 
a year or so older than I, near Detroit, Michigan.  She met in Atlanta an 
engineer for Ford Motor Company, and they married early.  She asked me to 
be her matron of honor.   They lived in Atlanta for some time before her 
husband was sent to his home state of Michigan, as he was needed more 
there as an engineer.   
 

So, with other plans made, I boarded the train in Chatsworth for Atlanta, 
where I changed trains for New Orleans.  Another train change was necessary 
to reach Alexandria, near Turner's station at Camp Polk, north of New 
Orleans. The train was late for reasons unknown, packed with service men 
probably serving at Camp Polk.   
 

After my late arrival in Alexandria, we married at 2 o'clock in the afternoon 
Christmas Eve day 1950 by the main minister, The Reverend Zeagler, of 
Alexandria First Baptist Church.  Our witnesses,  a bevy of church members 
in the rear of the sanctuary, rehearsing for a Christmas program Christmas 
Day, were very quiet and respectful.  Maybe they imagined how scared I 
was.  Turner had planned well and things worked well, though my trains had 
been late.  We walked, after our exchange of marriage vows, onto the street 
in the small town of Alexandria.  Turner had made a reservation at a nice 
hotel near the church.  We had a late lunch as a married couple.   
 

Turner didn't have leave for the marriage, the leave overdue because of  late 
trains, but he can't recall whether or not he was punished badly by his 



company commander.  My train left early the day after Christmas to make 
the return to New Orleans, Atlanta, and my hometown of Chatsworth.   
 

Soon after, Turner asked me to come back to Louisiana to move to an 
apartment near  Camp Polk.  At my second arrival by train, again, he had 
received a surprise:  His company was being shipped to Korea!  He was given 
a two-week leave before the company's departure for the West Coast, leaving 
from New Orleans, traveling through the Panama Canal to depart from San 
Francisco for Hokkaido, Japan.  Leaving Japan,  an amphibious landing at 
Inchon, South Korea, followed, about December 1951.    
 
While Turner was away, I moved to Atlanta. A Murray County lawyer/judge 
who was on the Pardons and Parole Board was a friend of Turner's father and 
found a job for me in the just-formed Georgia Sales Tax Department.  
 

For two weeks, I stood around in the State Office Building on the west side 
of the Capitol, awaiting the setup of an office for the newly created 
department.  Somehow, I was chosen from that standing-all-day group, 
without desks or chairs,  to be secretary to the Director of the Department of 
Revenue Alcohol Tax and Control Unit.  High school typing and shorthand 
were my credentials.  I had the better job for four years until Governor 
Herman Talmadge (son of  infamous Gene, former governor) 
resigned.  Wanting to work outside state  government, I resigned, also.   
 

About 1955 I responded to an ad in the Atlanta paper for a stenographer at 
the J. M. Tull Company.  Following my interview, fate again intervened. I was 
offered the position of secretary to the first president of the J. M. Tull 
Company, where I met George Smith, treasurer (and a great one). George 
was also a founding member of Northside Drive Baptist Church, which 
Turner and I joined in February 1968.   He and his lovely wife, Evelyn, 
became personal friends of Turner’s and mine.  
 

Our wonderful daughters came about nine years after our marriage.  We 
were asked before their births if we hated children!  Of course not. Turner 
needed a chance to find a career, and I enjoyed secretarial work for the State 
of Georgia and then the J. M. Tull Company as secretary to the president.  
We needed time to make a couple of nickels  and a home to put children in.   
 

Seventy years have passed  swiftly. So much of it couldn't have been imagined 
in 1950 when I graduated from high school and Turner from Georgia Tech.  
 
 


