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A Friend Who Became Family:
Veteran Interview with Engineman 1st Class, David A. Mayeres Jr. USN (Ret.)	
  

Eight years ago, I knocked on the door of the Mayeres house in Summerville, South
Carolina. I was nervous and had no idea what to expect. I was a new employee at a nursing
agency who was assigned to take care of Mr. Mayeres, a retired Navy veteran who was paralyzed
in a motorcycle accident almost 30 years ago. I hadn't worked in the nursing field in nearly ten
years and was unsure of how that night would go. I knocked again and a tall, longhaired young
man in his twenties flung open the door and tried giving me a hug. I shrunk back and didn't know
how to react. “Sorry, nurse. I'm a hugger. I'm Ian James Mayeres, at your service, ma'am.” He
turned behind him and screamed, “DAD! YOUR NURSE IS HERE! And what is your name,
pray tell?” I looked at him for a long time, unsure of how to react: Do I give this man my name,

or do I turn around and make a hasty exit? I chose to stay, and it was one of the best decisions I
ever made.
That introduction brought me into the fold of the Mayeres family. Ian is much like his
father—eccentric with a good sense of humor. As the months passed, I grew better acquainted
with the family, especially David, or as he’s most commonly known, “Buddy.” I had come to
know him as a friend, and later as a brother. Although his care took only an hour or two, I would
often stay longer listening to his stories. During that time, I heard tales of every kind—especially
of Buddy’s time in the military. In the spring of 2014, I was assigned to write a feature article on
a veteran for a graduate class that would be published both on the Citadel’s website as well as the
Library of Congress. I chose to write on Buddy. As we sat down for the interview, he looked at
me, and then looked at the camera. “Am I handsome enough to be on camera?” He asked, giving
me a cheesy smile and straightening his tie. I laughed. “The ladies watching this will love it, and
your phone start to ring with various marriage proposals.” He gave me a thumbs-up, looked into
the camera and began to tell his story.
David A. Mayeres was born January 5, 1961, to David A. Mayeres, Sr., and his wife,
Irene Mayeres, in Baltimore, Maryland. After completing high school, David had found a job
working in a mill and foundry in Wheeling, West Virginia, making tanks for the US Army. It was
November of 1979 when David heard about the hostage situation in Iran. Moved by America’s
response, David decided to follow in the footsteps of his father and uncle before him and joined
the U.S. Navy at 19 years old.
David’s first assignment was the U.S.S. Oldendorf, a Spruance class destroyer, a ship he
affectionately remembers as the “Oly.” He was first assigned to the No. 1 Auxiliary Division

where he was responsible for a wide variety of duties that included distilling water, maintaining
the hydraulics of the ship, and performing other mechanic duties. Ready to start his work in the
Auxiliary Unit, something curious happened that he could have hardly expected: David was
picked from those in his division to receive special training that included Senator John McCain’s
POW training, small-arms training, and hand-to-hand-combat training. It was then that David
realized that he was being groomed for Rescue and Recovery. Led by a U.S. Navy S.E.A.L., he
and others in the unit would work to locate downed pilots behind Soviet lines and secure their
crafts.
When asked what was his most memorable moment in Rescue and Recovery, David
smiled and began telling me what happened when the Navy dropped him off in Tasmania with
five dollars in his pocket, his sea bag with dress whites, and a stereo-tape player to sneak aboard
the Oldendorf, which was docked in Hobart, Tasmania. He would then report directly to the
Commodore of the Destroyer Squadron. He arrived in a remote airport and recalls the plane he
took as “hardly a plane at all.” Once landing, David asked the clerk how far was Hobart. The
clerk smiled and said it was 240 kilometers, roughly 150 miles, away. Ready to hoist his sea bag
over his shoulder and hitchhike the whole way there, the clerk stopped him and handed him a
one-way ticket to Hobart. “No worries,” the clerk said. “Welcome to Tasmania.”
It did not take long for David to reach Hobart. David remembers asking directions in the
city on how he might locate the Oldendorf. Stopping to ask a local resident, David remembered
his response: “He pointed to me its mast, shadowing the port area, and he said, ‘Right there,
mate. You can’t miss it. Everyone’s going there to see it.’” The Oldendorf was in his sights, and
he made the seven-mile walk to the docks, wondering how he would be received. He described
the sight: Sailors were streaming in and out of the ship, both in and out of uniform. Visitors from

Hobart were also coming aboard, if they had someone accompanying them. The scene was
chaotic, but David knew what he had to do. “They noticed me about a hundred feet or so away
and immediately shut the ship’s quarter deck down and called on the …ship’s loud speaker
system: ‘SECURITY ALERT! This is not a drill!’” He was instructed to stop where he was and
lay down on the ground with his hands over his head. He was then taken to the Commodore of
the Destroyer Squadron who commended him on his work. David explained that during this time
of the Cold War, there were Soviet Spies posing as sailors in uniform with fake orders getting
assigned to ships, specifically in the Engineering Department. Once established, they would
sabotage the ships and render them useless in the water. After relating this story, David chuckled
and told me in all his years of marriage, his wife could not possibly believe that the Navy would
drop off one of its recruits in the middle of nowhere and have him fend for himself. It wasn’t
until much later when David and his wife met an Army Colonel who was acquainted with
David’s story. His wife asked if a story like that was true. David said the Colonel smiled and
said, “Yes, and you don’t even know half of his story.”
For his second enlistment, David was assigned to the U.S.S. Hector, a WWII repair ship,
where he worked in the R-2 division as well as continuing his work in Rescue and Recovery. On
the Hector, he was able to learn even more about the mechanics of U.S. Naval ships and enjoyed
being a mentor to some of the newer recruits aboard the ship. During this time, David was the
recipient of several awards. In May 1985, he was awarded the Sailor of the Quarter, and in 1986,
he was awarded Sailor of the Year. After four years of service to the Navy, David also received
the Good Conduct Medal in 1987.
After leaving the U.S.S. Hector, David was assigned recruiting duty in Cleveland, Ohio.
David explained that recruiting stations were often the targets of violence from anti-war

protestors. In June 1988, he was met with a crowd of protesters in front of his recruiter’s office.
He dispersed the crowd, reminding the protesters that those who entered the service did so freely.
David also told them that those who served in the military fought for the protesters’ right to free
speech that they were exercising at that very moment. The crowd moved on, and David
continued with his recruiting duties. In July that same summer, David left the recruiting office at
8:30 p.m. Since anti-military groups were in the area, he usually made sure that he was not
followed and took a different route home every night. On this particular night, he admitted he let
his guard down. That night, David was involved in a motorcycle accident that left him paralyzed
from the waist down. It is not known whether or not the driver of the vehicle was a part of an
anti-military group and ran him off the road intentionally. The vehicle that hit him ran from the
scene, but an anonymous phone call was placed, and an ambulance soon found David. His wife,
Valerie, was eight months pregnant at the time with Ian, who was born August 1st, 1988. David
held his son for the first time while he was recovering in the hospital. He felt an instant bond that
gave him strength to work through rehab.
After completing rehab, David moved to the Summerville, South Carolina area where he
has been living for the past 24 years. He was retired and was honored at a retirement ceremony
in 1994. At the ceremony, he received a shadow box containing his medals and an American flag.
It now sits on top of the fireplace mantel that can be seen during the interview. Buddy said he
contributes his positive outlook to his faith. He harbors no ill will toward the person who ran him
off the road and prays that God will forgive him.
It has been an honor to be a part of this loving family. Their eccentricity has rubbed off
on me, and I am made better for it. Buddy is constantly surrounded by family and friends who
enjoy sharing his faith as well as his well-developed sense of humor. As the interview drew to a

close, I asked if he had some advice to impart to those wishing to join the Armed Forces. He
said, “Believe in your mission of protecting America’s Constitution and to choose something you
enjoy to spend your time serving in the military—have fun,” he said, “but never lose sight of the
fact that you are defending our freedom.” I am thankful for both Buddy’s service in the Navy and
his friendship. I am honored to be called his sister.	
  

Buddy enjoys his gifts from his birthday party	
  

Christmas 2013 with the friends who are now family	
  
	
  

Rock on, Buddy!
	
  

