
 
Fa

it
h

, Fa
m

il
y

 a
n

d
 F

r
ie

n
d

s
: t

h
e

 s
t

o
r

y
 o

F
 m

y
 l

iF
e

 
d

o
n

n
a

 h
U

d
s

o
n

 t
U

r
n

e
r

F a i t h ,  F a m i ly  a n d  F r i e n d s : 
t h e  s t o r y  o F  m y  l i F e

d o n n a  h U d s o n  t U r n e r



T A B L E  O F  C O N T E N T S

Dedication 1
My Early Years 2
Early Memories 4
Growing Up 6
World War II and Ration Stamps 7
The Family’s Move 9
My Confirmation 11
Traveling the Country 12
Returning Home to Wisconsin 17
First Jobs  19
My Years Following High School  21
A Family of My Own 25
Marriage – the Early Years 30
Marriage and Family – the Later Years 33
My Stay in Moses Cone Hospital 34
My Stay in Wesley Long Nursing and Rehabilitation Center 37
Home Healthcare and Transition to the Millis Center 38
Life at Millis Center 39
The Fitness Center 41
My Life at Pennybyrn Begins 43
My Volunteer Work 44
Working with Hospice 46
Recognitions 48
Reflections 52



D E D I C A T I O N

I dedicate this book to my loving, patient husband of 57 years, 
Ed Turner; my wonderful children and their spouses, Terri and 
Bryan Koontz, Nancy and Mike Draughan, Craig and Penny 
Turner, my grandchildren who are such a blessing to us: Anna 
and Aaron Stokes, Alexandra and David Shaver, Jacob and 
Lindsay Turner, Lauren and Andy Jones, Brett Koontz and 
Madison Turner; also Ben and Beckett Turner, our precious 
great-grandsons.

And to the Lord for his blessings, care and comfort.
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M y  E A r Ly  y E A r S

I was born on June 17, 1932, in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, to 
Walter Ellsworth Hudson and Edna Lillian Genens, the second 
of six children, all born in even years from 1930 to 1940. 

Since I was the oldest girl, I helped with the little ones. So 
helping others was in my DNA.

When I still a child, we went to Chicago to celebrate New 
Year’s Eve with my aunt and uncle, Esther and Clarence Bixby. 
They lived in Maywood, a suburb of Chicago. Earlier in the 
day, they had taken me to have my picture made. That evening 
when I was put to bed, unknown to my mother, there was an 
open window. When she checked on me later, I had suffered an 
asthma attack. I had recurring asthma attacks during my entire 
childhood and early adult life.
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3

Donna Hudson age 7 months.



w O r L D  wA r  I I  A N D  r A T I O N  S T A M p S

On December 7, 1941, my father and I were listening to the 
Green Bay Packer football game on the radio. There came a 
news flash announcement that Pearl Harbor had been bombed. 
All things changed in our lives. We were quite frightened about 
the war. We had to close the blinds at night. Mother was the 
volunteer block captain and had a certain area she had to go 
out to every night, to make sure no lights were on. 

Food rationing began, and we were issued eight ration books. 
There were enough ration books to cover each member of the 
family, including my baby brother, Garron. During the war, 
everyone in a family was issued war ration stamps. Some 
ration stamps were issued for clothes. 

The books had colored stamps. Green stamps were for canned 
goods, red stamps were for meats. There were stamps for 
coffee, sugar, even gas for cars. My dad had an “A” sticker for 
gasoline on his windshield, so he could buy it anytime. Ration 
stamps were issued at certain times; I have a certificate dated 
May 5, 1942 (rationing begin in 1942). 
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My father received a notice to register for the draft, and 
Mother went to pieces. He assured her they didn’t draft men 
with several dependents! He was right; the government could 
not afford us! 

We bought defense stamps every Friday at school. They 
were sold for ten cents. We all had victory gardens and 
raised vegetables.

One of Donna’s War Ration Books
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A  F A M I Ly  O F  M y  O w N 

One day my friends, Dena Lazzaroni, June Malsch and another 
whose name I don’t recall told me I had to meet this guy, Bill 
Turner, from North Carolina, as we would be a perfect match. 
In April 1953, I went home for a weekend and, to keep them 
from bugging me, I agreed to meet him. 

We girls went out for dinner at Ted and Sally’s restaurant in 
Elkhorn. Bill was the bus boy for our table. He was in the Air 
Force. I also learned he cut up raw vegetables and did other 
chores in the kitchen. I was impressed because he had a second 
job. Besides, he was very handsome!

When I went home in June for a visit, I saw him at Granahan’s, 
a popular place to dance and hang out. Bill asked me to dance, 
and he didn’t even remember meeting me in April. He asked if 
I came home often and I said, ‘If I have a reason.’ 

He asked for a date the next weekend. We went dancing again, 
and I fell like a ton of bricks! Nat King Cole was singing ‘It’s 
A Sin To tell A Lie’ and ‘Darling, Je Vous Aime Beaucoup.’It 
was June 6, 1953. 
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We dated for about six months, going to the beach at the lake, 
dancing at Granahan’s, and taking long walks. I had moved to 
the Lakeshore apartments in Madison with Ellie Olsen, a former 
classmate. When Bill would come to spend the weekend, he’d 
stay at the YMCA and Ellie loaned us her car for transportation. 
I would prepare dinner and almost always overcook the steak. 
But that didn’t deter Bill. He was a real gentleman!

In July of that year, he was sent to Scott AFB near St. Louis 
for extra training. He had found out he would have duty in 
Japan. So, Bill asked me to take some vacation time and come 
to North Carolina to meet his family. He had a 30-day leave in 
November before leaving for Japan. 

His family was very gracious and I had a great time. When I met 
Bill’s grandfather, he asked me what my political party was. 
Though I was taken aback, I told him I had voted Republican 
for Dwight Eisenhower. He was delighted and so we bonded.

In order to be prepared – and knowing I would probably get 
a ring – I had bought a white wool dress. People in love do 
strange things. We had discussed marriage but were very 
mature and had kept a cool head. 
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discussion of marriage, we thought it might be wise to wait, 
even though two years is a long time. I tried applying for a 
civil service job in Japan and was told I had to sign up for three 
years, so that didn’t solve a thing. 

The second Christmas he was in Japan, he sent me a complete 
set of Noritake china direct from the factory. I was thrilled. He 
also sent me a beautiful string of pearls. He was so thoughtful. 
It made me feel as though I had something besides my ring to 
hold onto. I sent him a new picture of me. He must have liked 
it because when he came home, he brought a 16 x 20 picture 
of me hand-painted on silk by a Japanese artist.

But I was getting weary of waiting. I almost fell apart. I took a 
leave of absence from my job and returned to my hometown. I 
didn’t want to frighten my parents so I went to brother’s house. 
He and Jane were great. However, I did call my mom and we 
went for long walks in the evenings. I talked to the family 
doctor. He said after World War II, some soldiers were afraid 
to go home and would re-enlist. Is that what Bill had done? I 
was having doubts about the whole thing after being so certain. 
How could that be? 
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