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Time for a new Newsletter 

Summer has come and gone; now it's time to start thinking about the holidays, cold weather and the big changes in the seasons. We need to pay close attention to the upcoming election and of course, we need to vote. This will be one very important election, and if what they say is true....every vote counts. Like last election, I will not discuss my candidate, because this is not the forum for that; however as we all know, major changes need to be made in our economy, and fast. 

I don't know about you but I'm really looking forward to fall and winter, this year. Don't get me wrong, I'm a warm weather kind of guy but, for some strange reason, I am ready for fall. The end of summer means the beginning of Football season, which I have anxiously been waiting for. After my Cleveland Browns went 10-6, last season and going 7-1 at home, of course I'm expecting big things. While I went to 6 games last year, I'll be content watching the games at home this year. The Cleveland Indians pulled themselves out of the cellar, but this is Browns town. Our first match-up is against Dallas; hopefully that sets the tone for the rest of the season.
I haven't been doing a ton of research since the divorce, but hopefully you'll enjoy this newsletter....if you ask me, this is my best one yet. It's is packed with useful information about the family and some things that you may not have known. You'll meet Howard Burdick, the owner of Burdickfamily.org and you'll discover not only what some of us have done this year and some other tidbits I just threw in. 

I hope you enjoy this newsletter; I spent a lot of time on it. 

Miranda and Joey

Miranda and Joey have quite an active spring/summer season.  Miranda played on her first organized sports team…she played t-ball on the Mets, in Rocky River, Ohio.  Can you believe she got a hit on every at bat she had?  It’s true.  Like many 5 year olds, her attention quickly turned to playing in the dirt and talking to the other kids, on the other teams, but that’s ok.  I was so proud of her, as I always am.  Watching her chase down grounders or hitting off that tee made me unbelievably happy.  


On Friday, August 29th, 2008 my little girl attended her first day of Kindergarten.  She was not nervous at all; rather, she was anxious and excited.  I attended the orientation with her, Joey and their Mom.  As she sat at her little table with her cute little name tag on, I could see the gleam in her eye, I’m so proud of her.

Joey is the best little brother she can ask for, he is her best friend and he misses her when she is away.  He likes to play sports and was a little disappointed when he wasn’t able to play t-ball with her; unfortunately his age prevented it, not his raw talent.  He is a leftie when he hits, and boy can he hit.  He speaks well, he likes playing rough with me and he loves to do anything I am doing.  He is in pre-school for half a day, without Miranda, then when she is done with Kindergarten, she is bussed to him, from what I hear, he looks forward to her arrival and misses her when she is gone.

Though we do not see each other nearly as much as we’d like, the time we spend is drama free.  We went to the pool nearly every other weekend; we went to the zoo, to the park and played a ton of outdoor activities.  One of the coolest things we did was when we went to Quicken Loans Arena to see “Walking with Dinosaurs.”  The kids loved that!  I would like to put both kids into karate and maybe golf in the spring.  Miranda really wants to take ballet, so maybe that too, we’ll see.  
Danny and Jacob

It’s tough to sit down and write things for this newsletter, or so I am told.  With that said, I will try to tell a little about Danny and Jacob and what they have done this summer.  Well, Danny is quite a good Karate student.  He has competed in tournaments and has filled up the trophy case that I built for him.  He competed in an all star game for his baseball league and is now starting tackle football.  Way to go buddy!

Jacob is taking karate too, following in his big brother’s footsteps.  I have to admit, Jacob is the cutest little boy I have ever seen, and he is going to break a lot of hearts when he grows up.


Dan recently got scuba certified, so hopefully we can do a lot of diving together.  We’re planning to hit the quarries a few times before it gets cold.
A poem for Miranda

Miranda

I watched you come into our world,

On that snowy winters night.

When I saw your face,

I loved you at first sight.

I counted ten little fingers

And ten little toes,

Puckered lips, brown hair

And of course that Burdick nose.

When I held you the first time,

I wanted you to know

That I would love you forever

And never let you go.

You’re growing up so fast,

You’re the apple of my eye,

I was born to be your Daddy 

and I’ll never wonder why.

You make me so proud,

You’re so smart and so funny,

You’re so adorable, Miranda,

Even when your nose is runny.

I promise you, Sweetie,

To be the best Dad I can,

To encourage, support and teach you

And lend a helping hand.

I may be near, I may be far, I may be right beside,

We’ll never be far apart,

But one thing you will know,

Is that I love you with all my heart.

I love you Miranda,

Love, Daddy
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Vital Record of Rhode Island
According to the Vital record of Rhode Island, 1636-1850 A family register for the people, published in 1895, these are the Burdick’s listed in the book.  This book is like a census that spanned over 200 years.  


Burdick, Robert, 1692



Ruth, 1692



Thomas, 1692



Thomas, May 19, 1694



Martha, Wife of Thomas, May 19, 1694



Benjamin, Aug. 20, 1698



Mary, wife of Benjamin, 1704



Rachel, baptized Jan 10, 1727



Catherine, was living Aug. 18, 1784, was living Aug. 1808



Clarke, baptized and received July 16, 1794, was living Aug. 1808



Lydia, baptized and received July 16, 1794, was living Aug. 1808



Henry, baptized and received Jan. 30, 1802



Henry, Jan. 30, 1802, was living Aug. 1808



Jonathan, baptized and received Feb. 20, 1802, was living Aug. 1808



Daniel, baptized and received Oct. 23, 1802, was living Aug. 1808



Susannah, baptized and received Oct. 23, 1802, was living Aug. 1808



Adam, baptized May 3, received May 10, 1806, was living Aug. 1808



Bathsheba, baptized and received June 28, 1806, was living Aug. 1808



Charles, baptized and received April 13, 1806, was living Aug. 1808



Mary, baptized and received June 28, 1806, was living Aug. 1808



Clarke, baptized and received Jan. 2, 1813



Enos, baptized and received Sept. 11, 1813



Henry, baptized and received Jan 20, 1813



Susanna, baptized and received Jan. 20, 1813



Eliza, baptized and received May 6, 1820



Ruth, baptized and received May 20, 1820



Sarah A., baptized and received June 3, 1820



Ichabod, baptized and received May 10, 1828



Henrietta, baptized and received May 10, 1828



Patience, baptized and received May 10, 1828

Tombstone Burdick and the Lady he Loved

From the Burdick Family Chronology

It was a very exciting and dangerous time and the experience enabled William Burdick to become very acquainted with his passengers, especially the young lady.  In fact, they fell in love with each other although there was little opportunity to express these feelings.  The Indian attack did not occur due to clever precautions taken by William, and the day was then saved by the arrival of soldiers.
Later, after their arrival in Tucson, other arrangements were made for continuation of the trip to California.  Unfortunately, William and the young lady never had another opportunity to spend some time together.  Each went their separate way.

William drifted for the next nine years, engaged as a prospector, miner, stage driver, freighting contractor, horse dealer and hotel keeper….with luck varying from mediocrity downward.  In 1878, William Burdick once again found himself in Tucson where he headed south as a prospector in the area of the fierce Apache Indians who had kept southeastern Arizona from becoming settled.  He did want to go back into the area of his earlier experience with the aforementioned young lady and where he at that time had noticed some limestone outcroppings that looked like they had much mineral materials in them.  The fierce Chiricahua Apaches kept the prospectors and other possible settlers out of the area for many years, and thus the minerals that William knew about there were never discovered by anyone else.  Everyone advised William not to be foolhardy and to stay away from that area, that he would only rush his death instead of a bonanza!  Still, he went anyhow and the result was his discovery of much silver.
Within 12 months Tombstone, Arizona, had grown up around the spot upon which William Burdick had staked his first claim.

Burdick’s close examination of the area had revealed a vision of wealth.  To show his nature…before going there he staked 7 claims, including claims for his timid companions, thus making them co-owners with himself.  His practiced eye had told him that the mineral was very rich in silver.
When he staggered back to Tucson with his first load to be assayed he passed by the hotel veranda where, 10 years earlier, he had last seen that pretty young lady with whom he had fallen in love.  At that time he had thought that he was not worthy of that pretty little rich girl and that he would not be acceptable to her family.  And now, a bitter smile of self-commiseration parted his lips. “Too late! Ah, if this had but come in time!”
Within 48 hours after his load was assayed, all human beings that were footloose in Tucson were on the move to that silver laden area.  Within a week it was a village; within a month a town; within a year the largest city in the territory and a hundred six horse teams were hauling away the rich ore to market.
William Burdick was now a wealthy man.  Yet he was not a happy man.  He brooded over the great mistake he had made in not going back to explore his discovery 10 years before.  At that time wealth might have meant so much to him.  That was a hope of happiness now forever lost.  He was now 38 and she was the wife of another.  He had seen the account of her marriage 7 years earlier in a San Francisco newspaper that fell into his hands quite by chance.  The groom was Lt. Harding who commanded the convoy that attended the stage coach in which she traveled to California from Tucson in 1869 when she met William Burdick.
If only William could have known she had fallen in love with him and that in following years her letters had been returned to her.  William had never received her letters because he was on the move so much.  Alas!
It came to pass that William Burdick sold his interests at Tombstone to people in San Francisco for a million dollars.  The buyers arranged for a huge banquet for William Burdick and he went there to accept the honor.  His speech was widely noted and appeared in the newspapers there.  It fixed his standing there as a clear-headed man of feeling and of comprehensive mind.

William Burdick’s speech at the banquet appeared in the local newspapers and it did not escape the eyes of that special lady in William’s earlier life.  By this time, she was a widow with 2 boys ages 5 and 7, and living very modestly but still with a mammy to help with the boys, etc.

Mrs. Harding, still a very beautiful young woman, sat down once again to write a letter to William Burdick.  This time she knew exactly where he was….in a large hotel in San Francisco.  Having completed the letter, she immediately threw it in the fireplace because “he never answered my previous letters.”  She was very vexed that day.  She had thought of William many years ago as a girl’s ideal lover….handsome, fierce, jealous, devouring, half prince, half brigand….a man to love her madly, and to make her romantically miserable.  She thought of him again that day as “probably a strong fellow, of noble traits, no doubt, but….”
At the banquet, Burdick met a local man who seemed to know everyone.  Inquiry developed the information that Colonel Redfield, father of the girl that Burdick had fallen in love with ten years earlier, had passed away after losing his fortune in Comstock properties.  Also, Lt. Harding, the young officer the girl had married, also had died recently leaving her with very little and also two young sons.  She was determined to never marry again.

Now she had the notion that her ideas of men had changed since she had known Burdick, and that she would now find him disagreeable in looks and manners.

When Burdick did now call on her she was completely disconcerted, and all of her defensive tactics came to naught.  She found him pleasing to look at with his strong character showing in his features, and his flowing moustache and abundant hair were none the worse for being streaked with gray.  His manner and clothes were unpretentious and both fitted him well.  He had an air of distinction, and he talked with ease and modesty.  

William told her about his new fortune and also his desire to settle a sum on her boys for their education.  He wanted to give each boy $50,000.
The young boys heard all the conversation but were more interested in hearing Burdick tell some  “injun stories.”  Of course, Burdick seized upon this opportunity to get closer to the boys and quickly sought their mother’s permission.

The lovely woman, with eyes drooping over the white hands trembling in her lap, was trying to keep her thoughts fixed on her sainted dead, was wishing that she liked this man less.  It was going to prove impossible to feel only kindness and gratitude to him.  Her lips quivered.  Her lovely eyes were swimming in tears.  His hands closed over those small white hands in her lap.  She felt the tender magnetism drawing her trustfully out of anxiety and sorrow and into sweetness and peace.

Now, he said….”you will let me try to be a father to these boys?”  She did not answer.  She was still trying to resist.  Slowly, her lovely head bent down; and slowly she raised the kind hand up until it pressed her lips….and Tombstone Burdick knew he had at last won!

That evening when William Burdick left her home, she put a little package of letters in his hands….the ones she had written to him at Tucson more than 10 years before….saying: “Now that Heaven has sent you to me I don’t want you to think my interest in you began after your good luck.  Take these home and read them and you will know.”

They had their effect, no doubt, in making him a contended and happy man……at last.

This was borrowed from the Burdick Family Chronology; I hope you enjoyed this story.  Now, this story may be fiction, because on Howard Burdick’s site, a gal by the name of Maria Johnson reported to Howard about the origin of Tombstone.  She received an email from the Assistant Park Manager, Art Austin, in Tombstone whom offered a good answer to this question.  “The town of Tombstone received its name from the prospector Edward Scheiffelin in 1879 when the town was incorporated.  Ed had named his two initial claims the “Graveyard” and “Tombstone.”  The “Graveyard” proved to be worthless but Tombstone made him rich.  Remembering ht prophecy of finding only an Apache bullet and his “tombstone,” Ed suggested to the first city council the name of Tombstone for the new town”.  As for William Burdick, Mr. Austin has been working in Tombstone for over twenty years and his name is not familiar with anything at all concerning the history of Tombstone and southeast Arizona.  Oh well, it’s still a good story!
The Burdick House 

Nestled amongst multi-million dollar homes, in one of the wealthiest suburbs in Cleveland, sits a home designed and built by Harold B. Burdick, for his family. On 2424Stratford, this is one unique home, considered an “international style”. This is a house unlike all the rest in the neighborhood. Built for $12000.00, in 1938, Burdick had hoped to use this as an example of the homes he envisioned being “mass produced” for middle income families. “The Burdick house is a very rare example of a Midwest residence designed according to the principles of this short lived but interesting architectural mode” as described in the Cleveland Heights website. 

The International style shows itself in the use of glass block walls and ceiling-to-floor plate glass windows, thus proclaiming its steel frame construction. No masonry or wood construction could do this. The second floor deck over the garage with its slim curved railing is suggestive of an ocean liner, as well as the aesthetic Corbusier set up in his 1923 Vers Un Architecture 

Burdick used modern manufactured materials for his construction in an effort to link home construction with mass production, thus reducing costs. There is no hardwood in the house. Stucco and flooring are laid on Masonite board and the ceilings are Celotex. All interior walls are paneled to avoid having to maintain plaster. The entire frame is supported on steel beams and the interior walls are movable. 

In this American version of a “machine for living,” cabinets are built in and all doors slide into the walls on ball bearing tracks. The rooms wrap around a vertical core that contains the stairs, chimney and utilities. Yet there is ample space where it is needed, and a feeling of spaciousness for the activities of the family. 

I visited this house in August of 2008, for the second time and while I could not gain access, I walked away from it thinking Mr. Burdick was a visionary, a pioneer, a man ahead of his time. In modern times, he may have been considered a “green” builder, like so many who have jumped onto the environmentally friendly band wagon. While he was no Frank Lloyd Wright, he was definitely ahead of his time. It's too bad I couldn't get in to see the inside. 

Howard Burdick 

 

For those of you who don’t know me, I’m the person who maintains the Burdick Family Association web site (http://www.burdickfamily.org). Joe and I came in contact through that channel and, even though we have never met in person, I feel like I am a part of his family. I guess that’s not surprising, since nearly all of us Burdick’s are related through Robert Burdick, our original ancestor.

 

Since I know so much about Joe, Melissa, Miranda and Joey, I thought it would be nice to let his side of our extended family know a bit more about me. So without trying to bore you too much, here it goes…

 

First, the statistics. I’m 50, was born in Detroit, have a BA degree in physics and computer science from Hiram College in Hiram, OH. I’ve been married to Lois, my wife, for 31 years. We never had kids, which is perhaps one reason why I live vicariously through everyone else’s! I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but it seems like a lot of people interested in genealogy don’t have kids. Could be that we’re trying to fill a void or, more likely, that we have not been burned out by the rigors of parenthood, leaving us with a bit of energy to expend on family roots. Parents, you have my utmost respect!

 

I’ve pulled Lois cross-country way too many times. I think the last count was 8 long distance moves and numerous local ones. A real estate friend once referred to us as “gypsies”, which is probably correct. He should be glad, though, because people like us keep his industry going by buying and selling houses all over the place!

 

I’ve had a long, enjoyable career, which I hope will continue for a while still. I started out as a software engineer and engineering manager, then migrated into marketing and business development. The last few years I’ve been functioning as a business analyst, utilizing the skills of both former professions. As you may know from reading Joe’s Newsletter, Lois and I are currently living in Kentucky. I’m working on the U.S. Army’s recruiting systems at Ft. Knox and am enjoying being around our brave soldiers every day.

 

While I’ve had a career that has seen me involved in several industries and many interesting situations, probably the most fun I’ve had was my six years in Hollywood. From 1991 to 1997 I helped design systems for creating visual effects for movies, theme park rides and commercials at Dream Quest Images (not DreamWorks, which is Steven Spielberg’s company). Dream Quest was bought by Disney in 1996 and was shut down a couple years ago. But the mid-90’s was the period of transition from traditional film effects to digital computer effects (my specialty is digital imagery), and I was lucky enough to be right in the middle of it.

 

I’m sure you’ve all heard stories about crazy movie people – well, they’re mostly true. It is an industry where you can create your own reality. In fact, you are EXPECTED to create your own reality! Going to work meant deciding which shorts and t-shirt to wear that day. I met lots of extremely interesting and creative people during my tenure there. Many of my friends have gone on to impressive careers and have worked on tremendously popular films. “Spiderman”, “Independence Day”, “Dr. Doolittle”, and “The Nutty Professor” are a few that come to mind. I personally worked on about 60 projects.

 

There was one film, though, that will always have a special place in my heart: “The Crow”. This is a very violent and foul language-filled movie. It’s not the type of picture you’d want to take your kids to. Heck, lots of scenes bother me!

 

But my attachment to the movie centers on the tragedy that occurred during its making. You may remember that the film’s star, Brandon Lee, was accidentally killed during filming. Brandon was Bruce Lee’s son and “The Crow” was to be his “break-out” movie that would solidify his stardom.

 

“The Crow” was a low budget film. The director, Alex Proyas, was fairly well known in his native Australia and this film would also make Alex a Hollywood name (Alex’s most recent film was “I, Robot”, which I think is a great film).  Alex’s right-hand man, and fellow Australian, on “The Crow” was Andrew Mason (who was the executive producer on the second and third “Matrix” movies plus a host of other films.) 

 

A lot of films are shot in other places and the film is brought back to Hollywood for post-production (which includes the visual effects.) North Carolina and British Columbia are two popular places. Costs can be cheaper and production rules more lax. “The Crow” was shot in North Carolina and, unfortunately, is probably what cost Brandon his life.

 

While there are a lot of web sites that depict the sad details, the following excerpt, located at:

 

http://www.franksreelreviews.com/shorttakes/brandonlee/brandonlee.htm
 

provides an accurate and succinct account of what happened…

 

As filming finally neared completion, eight days from wrap to be exact, yet another accident would rock the slip-shod production. Several prop masters, in an attempt to save time and money, made a grave decision regarding some bullet cartridges that were to be used for a scene involving a close-up shot of a handgun being fired. During the scene, the gun was loaded with "dummy" cartridges, which are used for close-up shots because they contain the actual projectile on the end of the cartridge but contain no gunpowder. (It looks more realistic if the viewer can see the bullet tips in the pistol's cylinders.) It seems that the prop department didn't have any of these "dummy" cartridges on hand, so rather than shut down the production for the night, some Bozo decided that he'd "rig" some of the live rounds. They removed the gunpowder from the cartridges and replaced the bullet tips thereby giving them the "dummy' rounds that were needed for the close-up shots. At some point, one of the tips would unknowingly come loose from the cartridge and lodge itself in the barrel or cylinder of the handgun. (The subsequent investigation never conclusively determined how or why the bullet tip came dislodged.) This seemingly innocuous oversight would not only set up the tragic event that ended up shutting down production after all, but it would also provide Morbidly Hollywood® with its next fascinating tale of death and morbidity.

As shooting of the close-up scenes finally wrapped, it was now time to move on to the scene in question. It would call for a wide shot of Brandon's character being shot from a handgun that was loaded with "blank" cartridges. These blanks were loaded into the handgun not knowing that somewhere in the barrel or cylinder; there was a whole or piece of a dislodged bullet. "Blank" cartridges are different from "dummy" cartridges in that the blanks are loaded with highly explosive powder to give the handgun the smoke and muzzle flash associated with having fired a live round.

Filming was taking place in Eric (Brandon's character) and Shelley's apartment. The scene called for Brandon to enter a room where actor Michael Massee was to shoot him using a revolver loaded with blanks. Brandon, wearing black leather jacket and boots, and a t-shirt bearing the prophetic phrase "Hangman's Joke" entered the room carrying a sack of groceries. As the .44 caliber revolver fired from about 12-15 feet away, Brandon set off the "squib" which is supposed to simulate bullets hitting the grocery bag. Brandon then collapsed to the floor, bleeding profusely from his right side. Many later commented that they noticed he did not hit the floor in the same manner as he had in rehearsals. Brandon groaned and signaled with his arm that he was hit but everyone was too busy with his individual roles to notice. The director yells "cut" but Brandon doesn't get up.

Brandon was rushed by ambulance to the nearby New Hanover regional Medical Center in Wilmington located at 2131 S. 17th Street. Upon his arrival he still had vital signs and it was decided to perform emergency surgery to stop the bleeding. The bullet created a quarter-sized hole in his lower right abdomen before perforating his stomach and several more vital organs. The "bullet" finally came to a rest next to his spine.

The doctors couldn't stop the severe internal hemorrhaging. He died in the hospital at 1:03 pm on March 31st, 1993, 12 plus hours after the shooting. The investigation determined that the tip of the "dummy" shell had come dislodged and remained in the barrel unnoticed. The "blank" cartridge fired with enough force to propel the broken bullet tip out the barrel and into Brandon.

 

After the accident the production company was, quite naturally, thrown into chaos. After about three months of soul searching (and legal wrangling), agreement was reached with the Lee family to complete the film. That’s were Dream Quest’s involvement really came into play.

 

Several parts of the script were rewritten to work around shots of Brandon that did not exist. Every possible frame of out-take footage of Brandon was viewed and used. We “digitally” removed him from some scenes and placed him in others. Numerous digital lighting, compositing and color tricks were used to aid the process. Stand-in doubles were used when no other solution was possible. 

 

The film was completed and has become a cult classic, in part due to the tragedy of Brandon’s death. The sequels, in my opinion, are not nearly as good as the original. Alex’s odd directorial vision is missing, Andrew’s guiding production hand is not there and, of course, Brandon’s unique presence is impossible to duplicate. The world will never know what film characters Brandon Lee would have brought to life. And I will always feel that I helped, in a very small way, extend his last work for others to enjoy.

Upcoming Birthdays

Dan Ross: Oct 1st, Dan Burdick: Oct 5th, Lisa Burdick: Oct 26th, Me: Nov 5th, Richard Burdick: Dec 5th, Linda (Burdick) Ross: Dec 10th, Joey Burdick: Dec 16th, Randi (Burdick) Butcher: Dec 28th, Miranda Burdick: Jan 16th, Deb (Hegedus) Burdick Jan 29th, Bejie (Burdick) Chapman Feb 4th, Danny Burdick: Feb 15th, John Chapman: Feb 28th, Vanessa Anderson: Mar 31st.

If you see or talk to any of these relatives, be sure to wish them a very happy birthday
Ha-51 Mini-Sub
Most, if not all, of you have not heard of the Ha-51 mini-sub. Going through some old photographs I inherited from my Grandfather, I kept coming across the photo of a mini submarine, on display in Guam, during WWII. I became intrigued and wanted to know more about this submarine; below is an email I got about the sub.

Mr. Burdick,

My name is Ben Hayes and I am a Park Ranger at War in the Pacific National Historical Park on Guam.  Mrs. Emily Quinata from the Guam Visitors Bureau forwarded me your request for information about our Japanese Submarine. The submarine was transferred to us last April from the U.S. Navy and is now on display outside of the park visitor center.  Unfortunately, there were very few records that accompanied the submarine with the transfer, but I can tell what we do know.

The submarine is a Target A, Type C "Midget" submarine.  The type C was one of the more advanced designs.  As far as we know, this is the only type C in the world.  Although earlier versions, such as the type A and B (the type that participated in Pearl Harbor) were solely powered by batteries, the type C boasted an internal diesel engine enabling it to recharge the
batteries on its own.  This innovation gave the type C a substantial range of almost 300 miles, much further than the previous models.  There is some debate as the number of crew.  Early research indicated there were only two crew member, but more recent information suggests there were three.  Either way, it was extremely cramped inside the submarine interior crammed with the diesel engine and batteries.  Needless to say, comfort of the crew was not a design consideration.  Like earlier models, the type C was equipped with two twenty two inch torpedo tubes.  The sub carried only two Long Lance torpedoes pre-loaded in the tubes.

Our records indicate that the submarine either washed ashore or beached on the south eastern coast of Guam near the Inarahan-Talafofo area in August, 1944.  Initially, the Japanese crew refused to come out, but after three days finally surrendered.  The fate of these two or three men is unknown. The sub was originally put on display close to where it washed ashore, but was moved several years later into the Naval Station on Orote Point on the other side of the island.  For the next 60 years the submarine served as a lawn ornament for the Navy.  The interior was completely gutted, most likely soon after capture.  At least once, much to the chagrin of the Navy brass, the Seabees on base removed the submarine from its pedestal and placed it in the base swimming pool.  A recent visitor recalled performing this operation in the late 1950s.  By the late 1990s, the submarine was in very bad shape.  The entire keel was rusted beyond repair.  In 2002 the sub underwent extensive restoration including a completely new keel.  Earlier this year the Navy transferred the submarine and several hundred objects that were once part of the closed COMNAVMAR museum to the National Park Service.  In late June, two volunteers gave the submarine a much needed sanding and a new coat of paint.

I hope this information helps you.  Please let me know if you have any additional questions.  For more information about the park and the Pacific War, visit our website

My side 

Since my last newsletter, it has been tough, both emotionally and financially. The kids and I have been adjusting to our new “schedule,” even though we still wish we could see more of each other. Our time together is precious and stress free. We play a lot, we read a lot and we grow a lot (as a family). 

The bad economy has dried up the housing market here in Cleveland, forcing me to do whatever I can to keep my head above water, which is really hard right now. I'm extremely grateful for my brother Dan and his landscaping business, for if it weren't for him, I'd be much worse off than I already am. 

Over the spring and summer, I tried to remain active by playing softball and I coached a pee-wee baseball team too. I tried to concentrate on what I've got instead of dwell on what I do not have. I've tried to remain positive through the worst period I've ever gone through. I believe in Karma and I also believe that everything happens for a reason-I'm still trying to figure out what the reason is. 

As the unofficial “genealogist” for this side of the family, I've come to appreciate the importance of family while I've been digging into our lineage. I've learned about the mistakes people have made, life altering decisions that were made and I've “dug up” a few skeletons too (figuratively of course). I'm not a perfect person, nor would I claim to be. I've made mistakes of my own, mistakes I wish I could take back. While I've never done drugs, robbed or killed people, I have done some things to make my parents not want to communicate with me and have disappointed people that are important to me. I haven't seen or spoken to my father in over a year and the same goes for my mother. While I have reached out to try to fix things, I suppose the time is not right. 

There is something I have admitted to only a select few people, something I want to share with everyone in here. Over the past 5 years, you've come to read about Miranda and Joey, my two beautiful babies. You've read about their births, holidays, new words they were speaking and everything else I've shared about them. Well, there is another Burdick that needs to be added to the family tree-her name is Vanessa and she is my 19 year old daughter. 

I've never met Vanessa, but I've known about her. This past 19 years, I have been living a lie and now is the time to let go of that lie. I'm looking to fix things in my life, starting right now. I'm not proud of denying her all these years, I'm ashamed and embarrassed to have to admit this, but it is true. I've been living under the guise that “good people sometimes do bad things”....it was a very bad thing.  This was my way of trying to justify what I was doing, in the end, my conscience knew better.
Perhaps it was the bad Karma of that lie catching up with me, pushing my life into a downward spiral. Whatever the case, I'm looking to change things and hopefully make the rest of my life a lot different. 
On September 4th, I spoke to Vanessa for the first time, for a little over an hour.  It was emotional for the both of us.  I promised her never to abandon her, to be there, if she wants me, to be her father.  We talked about the family, our lineage and I said “I am sorry” about a hundred times.  I cried a little and really opened up to her.  I can’t change anything I’ve done in my past; I can only hope to be a better person and the Dad she always wanted.  Perhaps, in my next newsletter, I can have Vanessa write a little about her experience through all of this.  Though her name is not Burdick, she is part of this family.  For those I have disappointed, I am truly sorry, especially you Vanessa.
So, please welcome Vanessa to the family as I try to build a relationship with her.







































