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Vale Donald Kenton TURTON WX 8440.

As reported in our March Courier Don passed away in Hollywood Hospital on the 26th February. He was 86.

Don was born in North Fremantle in the family home on the 13th January 1918, the youngest son of Arthur and Mamie Turton. His father, a prominent businessman, was mayor of North Fremantle for a number of years. Don was loved and spoilt by his sisters, Gwen, Mollie and Joy and often saved by his brother Glyde. A ball of energy Don thoroughly enjoyed his boyhood days, getting into his share of mischief. At the age of six he drove the family car through the Congregational Church during a Sunday service. When attending the Fremantle Boys School, though he copped the blame, he denied he was responsible for an explosion, which partly wrecked the science room. At an early age he acquired a knowledge of explosives from his father who imported gelignite for the mining industry. As a teenager he played hockey, rowed and sailed even building his own yacht. He was also a capable swimmer.

On leaving school he joined Elder Smith's Shipping Department and served in the 7th Heavy Artillery Garrison until enlisting in the AIF in October 1940. He was an original member of the 2/2nd and appointed officer in charge of the sapper section - a great bunch of blokes. Don was a good officer being utterly fearless and possessed of great stamina which was a big asset in the trying Timor conditions

Bernie Callinan recognised Don's qualities and took him in hand for part of the time on Timor. Don was promoted to the rank of Captain on 1st September 1942 and became 2 IC of the Company under the CO Geoff Laidlaw in November 1942. They were a good team. Don continued as 2IC throughout the New Guinea Campaign in 1943/44 and in May 1945 was promoted to the rank of Major and placed in charge of the Cav Commando Training Centre at Canungra until his discharge in December 1945.

Don loved experimenting with explosives, which at times made Gerry Green, Smash Hodson, Bill Epps, and others in his Section decidedly nervous. Who could blame them for that?

While in Brisbane Don met an attractive young lass, Vida Frazer, an officer in the army intelligence whom he wooed and wed in 1945. A loving marriage, which lasted 58 years until Vida's death in 2003, produced three girls and one boy, Maxine, Dianne, Heather and Ian.

Don, and outdoors man, took up farming, buying a 1500-acre property at Wandering in 1947. Starting from scratch, his only transport being a motorbike and sidecar, Don worked long hours to make a success of his and Vida's new venture. Things stepped up a gear when army mate Ernie Bingham and his wife Verna appeared on the scene. Don and Ernie, over the following years, spent many long hard days together working to develop the property. By the late 1960s over two thousand acres had been cleared and well stocked and a rabbit proof enclosed the farm. A comfortable home for Vida and their four youngsters had also been built. It was a case of all hands on the farm and at a young age Ian was showing all the signs of being a good farmer. Don always acknowledged the great help Ernie had been to him and they remained close friends until Ernie's death in 1997. Don and the family also maintained close ties with Verna which exists to this day.

A community minded man; Don became involved in the local RSL, the Bushfire Brigade, and the Golf Club. He also helped to establish the Pingelly Farm Advisory Service that was to have a key roll in the improved profitability of the farm in years to come. For relaxation Don took up fishing and became involved in a fishing boat venture at Point Samson. Nothing was more enjoyable than to have caught, cooked, and shared a seafood meal with his friends.

 Don and Vida were great supporters of the Association and in our earlier years made their farm available for visits of the kids from Sister Kate's Home and Legacy, which were sponsored by our Association. These were happy times.

In 1978 after 41 years toil Don and Vida handed the farm over to Ian who by then was a capable as his Dad as regards farming. He then bought a lovely block at Keysbrook, which he used as a hobby farm and a retreat until 1997. He and Vida also bought a house at Applecross with Vida preferring the city life for a change. They later moved to a unit in Myaree.

Don enjoyed nothing better than entertaining his many friends on his property. He went out of his way to see everyone was looked after providing food and drinks at his own expense. His generosity knew no bounds. The Association had some happy outings at Keysbrook as did his Timorese friends. It was a delightful spot with dams and waterfalls, marron, an orchard and a rose garden.

In 1997, at 79 he called it a day and settled back in his unit at Myaree. An early riser, he was up every morning at 4 a.m. for his walk and spent his days visiting the family and his many friends. Vida's ill health eventually saw her spend the last years of her life in a nursing home at Mosman Park. Don never missed a day seeing her and this continued until her passing in 2003. Don was a great family man who adored his grandchildren and was in turn loved by them. His great-grandchildren Annabelle and Miranda were his favourites

He always had a soft spot for the Timorese, naming his farm "Naibilli" after his creado. He made trips back to Timor in 1969 for the opening of the Dare memorial and again with Arch Campbell in 1973. A loyal member of the Association Don was president in 1990 and served on the committee for a number of years. He was made a life member in 1966.

He suffered a stroke in 2002 which set him back but he fought on and recovered to a degree, still managing his early morning walk. His death in Hollywood Hospital came as a great shock to his family and friends. So passed a good man, a great Australian, who was always kind, considerate, and generous to others. He will be sadly missed by his family and friends.

The Association extends its deepest sympathy to Maxine, Dianne, Heather, Ian, and their families.

Lest We Forget.

Jack Carey.

                                                             00000

