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Class Repr esentatives

1953 - Jackie (Brown) Kenny
JKYKNY @aol.com

1954 — Betsy (Neff) Cote
betsycote@atl anticbb.net

1955 — Nancie (Anderson) Weber
nancieT @verizon.net

1956 - Glenda (Fuller) Drake
gfdrake@swbell.net

@ 1957 —Shirley (Huff) Dulski
shuffy2@msn.com

| 1958 — Pat (Ter pening) Owen
~.9 CHS1958@shcglobal .net
- 1959 - Jerry Sandham

e ‘ i sandham@comcast.net

&

‘C o 1960 - Ren Briggs

1/‘ renpat1671@uneedspeed.net
[}

]

. 1961 - Betsy (Schley) Slepetz
*  bslepetz@comcast.net

1962 - Dona (Hale) Ritchie
DonaRitchi @aol.com

Roster Changes

New Email address:

Gary Schroeder (55)
Gschroeder4@comcast.net

Gary Alton (57)
galton@comcast.net

Barbara (Hamilton) Board (59)
pai nterbabs@bel | south.net

7228 Kingfisher Cove

Navarre, Fl. 32566

(850) 936-5084

H Robert Herbold (62)
o <= bobann095@yahoo.com

)

Clifford Spohn (62)
abugquerque2@juno.com



http://www.bushypark.org/

New Address:

= Linda (Fulton) Julian (59)

" j‘ 2539 Cimarron Drive

e New Port Richey, Fl. 34655
Ph: 727-376-0080

L ook Who We Found

William (Bill) Gates (61) (no picture available)
M ooregates@|vnworth.com

1217 Plumtree Rd.,

Everest, KS 66424

(913) 367-2464

ClassmatesWho Have Transferred To
The Eternal Duty Station

Our love and prayersgo out to the family and
friends of our classmates who have gone on
beforeus. Wewill missthem, yet we can find
comfort in knowing that one-day we will all join
them for the greatest of all reunions.

Marilyn (Miller) Emmons (56)

| received this sadly this morning from a
Burtonwood alum. Marilyn and | came
. from Burtonwood High School and
attended Bushy Park for one year in 1956. We were
roommeates in the dorm and best friends.. Marilyn
was asenior. (I was a Sophomore) She was also
Class Secretary and a cheerleader. | am sure many
will remember her fondly, she was a special person
with anincredible smile! | will miss her....

Carol (Naldrett) Carpenter (58)

Kenneth Robie (56) - per Nancy Reed
Robinson

DallasL. Wickham-Grodman (60)

Dallas L ouise Webb Wickham-
Grodman passed away on August 29 in
San Antonio, TX at the age of 65 after a
courageous battle with lung cancer.
Preceded in death by her parents Edna and Dallas
Webb, her brother David Webb and first husband

Donald Wickham. Survived by husband Harold
Grodman of Bulverde, daughter Winona Wickham-
Miller and husband Matt of Austin, son Jack
Wickham, grand-daughters Winona Jo and Bailey
Wickham of San Antonio, sisters Cassell Webb-
Leon of London, Rebecca Kidwell of Sacramento,
Cdlifornia, JJmmie Whipple of New Braunfels and
brother Mitchell Webb of San Antonio and many
other relatives and dear friends.

The oldest of six children, Dallas was born August
19, 1942 in San Antonio and traveled extensively
with her military family. Theatre was a passion and
she was the first American accepted to the world
renown Cambridge School of Dramain England.

A gifted actress, Dallas appeared in many theatrical
productions, but to the benefit of thousands of
young peopl e she also acted upon her enthusiasm
for literature, drama and life during a much honored
35 year teaching career; the mgjority of which was
as abeloved teacher of English, Speech and Drama
in the San Antonio area.

At age 45 Dadllas returned to college and earned her
master's degree. She became a reading specialist,
fulfilling one of her greatest passions, which was
assessing and improving reading problemsto enrich
the lives of area youth.

In 1991 she married Harold Grodman and after
retiring from teaching, moved to a country setting in
Bulverde. Her work with children continued as the
celebrated children's dramatic storyteller at the
Bulverde Library. Even after being diagnosed,
Dallas continued her passion and volunteered at the
library teaching English as a second language.

Tributesto Dallas

Judy Rider Covington (60)
L CHS1960@a0l.com

7/ One of our own, a pretty, peppy
cheerleader from 59/60 has passed
away. Dallas Webb Grodman died

Wednesday, 29 August 2007. Serviceswill be

Saturday, 1 September, at the Sunset Funeral

Chapel on Austin Highway in San Antonio at 3pm.

Ddllas loved flowers, but memoriasto the Bulverde




Children's Library would also be appreciated if you
wish.

Dallas was my best bud at Bushy. We laughed
together, roomed together, got lost in Rome
together, shared secrets and makeup and even
boyfriends on occasion. Anyone who remembers
her can recall that bright smile, those sparkling
eyes, and that special something only she
possessed. The world will be alittle less snazzy
without Dallas. | will miss her so much.

IN MEMORIAM:
Dallas Webb, Dec 29 Aug 2007

Thisisa copy of a letter | sent to Winona Miller and
Jack Wickham, Dallas' two children.

31 Aug 2007
Dear Winona and Jack,

| cannot begin to tell you how saddened | am at the
passing of your mom, my dear friend, Dallas.

She and | go way back...back to a Sunday in 1959,
when she got on the funny-looking English bus that
was taking us military kids from our basein
northern England, RAF Sculthorpe, down to
London Central High School, Bushy Park, a4-1/2
hour ride oneway. Transientsall, we knew how it
felt to be the "new kid", and so we made it a point
to introduce ourselves, and welcome her into the
fold. Becausein our little corner of the world, there
were no strangers, only buddies we hadn't met yet.
Fresh-faced and eager to meet whatever challenges
there were in attending a co-ed boarding school so
far from home, Dallas responded in kind, with good
cheer and enthusiasm. "Come, sit with me," | said,
joining the othersin instantly deciding it was going
to be a pleasure to share her company, as adorm
mate, a school mate and friend. On the trip down to
London, | also decided she was as scatterbrained as
| was, and it was going to be a hoot and a privilege
just being around her.

As| knew shewould, in avery short time, Dallas
took Bushy Park by storm. She charmed everyone
with her bright, shining personality and ready
laugh. Absolutely no one was surprised when she
made head cheerleader.

We became fast friends at school, and at home.
Neither one of uslived on base. Anonly child, |
lived with my parentsin the little town of
Hunstanton, an English resort beside the North Sea,
about twenty miles from the base. Dallas, her four
siblings and her parents were housed closer inland,
just outside the base, in a huge house with a
swimming pool! Unheard of in England, since it
seldom got warm enough to swim. (Bethat asit
may, in the summertime, we did engage in some
clandestine skinny dipping!) Dallas house soon
became a gathering spot for displaced teenagers.
The memories of her, and that big, robust family of
hers will forever livein my mind. | distinctly
remember her mom, Edna, playing "Silent Night"
on that ocarina she'd confiscated from somewhere,
with such dramatic flair, you wanted to weep. All
summer long, whenever two or more of uswould
gather, out came the ocarina. Because, Edna said,
there was an unwritten rule that everybody had to
do something creative to earn their cokes and potato
chips, and it was the only song she knew how to
play. Sowed sing, individually or as a group, with
or without music, or emote, or play guessing games,
or just sit around and contemplate the world as we
knew it. But aways there was laughter and fun and
good will abounding. Dallas brought that to us.

Our school graduation trip wasto Rome! The two
of us were appropriately excited, although very
conscious of how limited were our funds. We
simply could not afford too many extras. Likea
night at the opera. "Madam Butterfly" was playing,
but we already knew we couldn't afford the ticket,
so we made do. Another girl, Marty Bolton, joined
us as we wandered into the hotel lobby, not sure
what our next move should be. Lo and behold,
there was our two favorite teachers, Mr. Frank
Janusz (government), and Mr. Bill Law (English),
who asked why we weren't at the opera. We
explained that we were alittle short on cash, but
open for suggestions. And so it was decided they
would escort us on a moonlight tour of Rome.
What amagical time that was! When our room
mates finally came in from seeing Madame
Butterfly, and asked what all we'd found to do that
evening, Dallas and | looked at each other, and then,
very casually, said, "Oh, we went on a moonlight
tour of Rome with Mr. Janusz and Mr. Law. And
then we went to the Trattoriadel Giardino for a



glass of wine, and were serenaded by three classical
harpists who played for our listening pleasure.
That's about it." They were so jealous!

One day, we all went on agrand excursion to the
beach, a short train ride away from Rome. The
Mediterranean was absolutely breathtaking, and we,
along with several of our compatriots, kicked back
and soaked up the sun big time. Unfortunately,
Dallas and | soaked alittle too long, and weren't
paying enough attention to what was happening
around us, and by the time werealized it was time
to leave made the amazing discovery that everyone
had already gone. Not to worry. Giggling, we
made our way back to the train station, but there our
worldly demeanor vanished. We had no ideawhich
train to take back, much less where "back” was. We
asked one of the porters, as best we could, what
train to take back to Rome. He must have told us,
but we couldn't understand aword he said. Finally,
Dallas spotted atrain that said ROMA on the front,
so we figured that must be the right one, and got

on. The hour grew later, and later, and we still had
not gotten to the city, or to the huge terminal where
we remembered getting on. Surely we hadn't gotten
on thewrong train. Surely we weren't headed to
Siberia. More than alittle scared, we were about to
panic, when akind, English-speaking attendant
asked where it was we wanted to go. Wetold him,
and he patiently explained that we were on the right
track, but on the wrong train. We weren't on the
express, as we should have been. We were on what
was equivalent to the milk run, and though we
would eventually get to the terminal in Rome, it
would take awhile. We couldn't phone home, or get
off and walk. All we could do wasrideit out, and
hope the American Embassy would contact our
parents if we were never seen again.

Sufficeit to say, we were very late getting back to
our hotel. However, nobody seemed upset about
that, so wetook it as agood sign and slinked up to
our rooms. The next day we did get a sharp
reprimand from somebody, | forget who, but that
was much better than what we'd imagined.

We also got in trouble for being two of six girls
who, quite innocently, made arrangements to have
dinner with some Italian law students we met one
day. They took usto the LaBiblioteca, a swanky
club/restaurant, with racks of vintage wines on

every wall, alovely dance floor, and a good band.
Only one of the law students spoke English, and
none of us spoke Italian, so he was busy interpreting
al night. But it didn't matter. We were having the
time of our lives. When you're young, full of life,
sharing good wine and good food and good-looking
company, sometimes it isn't necessary to verbalize.
When the evening grew late, this gentlemanly group
of students walked us back to our hotel, kissed us
goodnight, whispered aromantic Arreverdci in our
shell pink ears, and took their leave. We floated
upstairs, where we gathered to relive each and every
detail. Such awonderful experience. Until the
mother of one of the girls, who'd came along as a
chaperone, got wind of our experience and
proceeded to get into a major flap about it, and
wound up involving Mr. Janusz, and Mr. Law, and
anyone else she could find to squawk to. Finally,
since it was al done and over with anyway, she
quieted down, but not until shetriedto lay a
profound guilt trip on everybody involved for not
being more responsible. Young and foolish, Dallas
and | considered it atempest in ateapot, and
laughed about the experience for years.

| could go on and on. Dallasand | had some
wonderful times together, just being ourselves, and
waking up in anew world every day. | treasured
her friendship then, and | still do. She was one of
the most memorable, fun, interesting, loveable,
pleasurable people | have ever known. Our
friendship has remained strong and alive for the past
forty-seven years, even during the long periods of
time when one of us had no clue where the other
onewas. When we did get back together, we
simply took up where we left off, filling in the
blanks as we went. | will miss her so, so much.

M emories of Bushy

Suzanne" Snookie" Garrison (54)
Sgmayo54@aol.com

Thiswas taken at the Junior Prom at the
Winfield House, May 1953. That is
Mike Salmon with me. Don't look asif we were
having much fun, but am sure that was not the case.

Thanksfor al you are doing for all of uswho love
hearing the various stories from classmates, whether



we know them or not. They do jog our memories
and that iswhat isimportant.

R Lindsay Bruce Ervin (60)
| bedesi g@I begol fcoursedesign.com

i

“ Thanks for another great

newsletter. Regarding the photos on
page 4, the people in the photo, above Peggy
O'Neill's picture are, | believe, from left to right:
Pat Ackley then Willene "Willie" Gilbert and I'm
not sure about the girl on theright. On the photo
below Peggy | believe the people are, from left to
right: Karen Sweetland, Wendy Moffett (girl in the
front of the picture), Julie Williams (girl behind
Wendy's head) then myself on theright. | think this
photo might have been taken at our teenage club
near Ruidlip but I'm not sure. | don't know who the
guy on the left, behind Karen's head, is. It would be
interesting to hear from other classmates on who
they think are in the photos.

Kathleen (Casey) Sanders (55)
HSand12380@AOL .com

With some prodding from my old
(newfound) room mate Dianne Hopkins,
| have found some material, specifically afeature
from the base paper on the "remodeled” dorm in ‘54
and some other articles with pictures on the school.
Also, some redlly interesting dorm rules. Certainly
would make nice fillers when you run out of
material!!!

Sandy (Klueh) Denney (60)
fddenney @hotmail.com

2 Thisisof Bob Harrold signing
yearbooks. Think it was near the end of

the school year--May or June 1958.




Mini Reunions

n Tony Taylor (58)
=%  usnal964@earthlink.net

€/
‘5‘ Wow! How lucky can aguy be?1 just had

two of the loveliest girls from the Great
Class of '58 spend the night in our home... arealy
special treat when you consider that they were
Sandy (Kosanke) Frantz '58 and Kris (L udlow)
Ravetz '58. Sandy wasin Seattle for a conference
and chose to grace our home by spending the her
first night in town with Gitta and me. Kris, who
livesjust north of here on Whidbey Island, also
graced our home by spending the night with us so as
to catch up with Sandy on amost 50 years of life,
including children and grandchildren. Kris and
Sandy were roommates at Bushy Park our junior
year, so they had tales to tell about dorm life those
many years ago. Dan Frantz, also '58, and Ted
Ravetz, chose to stay home and take care of their
respective family dogs knowing that the girls would
have alot to talk about well into the night.

Actually, for those of you who read my story last
year in Bushy Tales, you may remember that Sandy
Kosanke, Kris Ludlow, and Sandi Johnson '58
(now the lovely wife of Paul Thomas, also '58)
spent aweek in Paris during Easter vacation of our
senior year with Chuck Stewart '58 and me... what
amemorable time that was.... Y es, we even had the
exciting opportunity to see Edith Piaf, one of
France's most beloved singers at the Paris Opera
House. But it was sharing that week with these
specia girls and Chuck that has been one of the
most memorable moments of my high schoal life...
life was so much simpler then....

Sandy reminded me that she wasin the car with me
early during our junior year when | drove my
mother to sign the guest book at Buckingham
Palace. The night before my parents had been at a
reception given by Queen Elizabeth 11, and
according to protocol, one returns the next day to
sign the Queen's guest book. At the time we still
had our 1950 Ford sedan that we had brought with
us from Virginia. My mother asked if | would like
to act as her "chauffeur" and drive her to the palace
while she sat in the back seat. For reasons that we
can't remember, Sandy happened to be at our house
that day, so we asked Sandy to join usin the car.

Although my mother asked Sandy if she would like
to join her in entering Buckingham Palace, miss-
proper Sandy declined the offer because she did not
want to be seen in the palace in her bobby socks!

Anyway, Sandy, Kris, Gitta, and | had awonderful
evening sharing stories about our daysin London
and made an attempt to tell one another about all
that has taken place in our lives since then. Of
course if it were not for the Internet, email, and the
efforts of people like Pat (Terpening) Owen '58
and Gary Schroeder " 55, we may not have ever
found one another and would have missed
opportunities such as these to relive and share
stories of our lives at Bushy Park. We have all
promised to get together again, next time at Sandy
and Dan's home in Easton, MD, hopefully someday
soon.

Attached is a photo of Sandy and Krisat Tony and
Gitta's home in Redmond, WA.

John and Doris Billington
(Faculty)
Billinkton@aol.com

This should bring back
many memories for those of us who made many
trips to Europe in the 1950s.

McGuire AMC terminal room where the Billington
family spent many hours of our lives - view looking
back from tarmac. Counters on right,. Steviein
green shirt center. Sarah was there (kind of) when



Yvette and | flew to Rhein Main 6 weeks before her
birth. On left is miniature golf, not a cargo pad!



