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My father’s name is Richard Loren Avery and he joined the Navy in 1939 out of high school.  I asked my father about three, four years ago, it was; dad, tell me about Pearl Harbor. And, well he started to tell me and I said, I’m gonna write this down.

On December 7th, 1941, I was a 22-year old electrician’s mate, second class, chief petty officer. Second-class on the USS Tennessee, BB 43, a battleship. I was assigned to number four turret, that is the fourteen-inch big gun, three big guns in one turret. Moored next to us was the USS West Virginia, which was tied to us. It was called battleship row. The alarm went off, “battle stations, this is not a drill” I ran to the turret -- battle station. Two bombs hit top side, one on the number three turret, high turret above me; this bomb did not go off. If it had, I would not be here to tell this story. The other bomb hit number two turret, which was forward. It did go off, and killed the captain of the USS West Virginia. He was on their bridge, and bomb fragments hit him. I couldn’t believe it. How dare anyone attack the greatest navy in the world?

