
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
     
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

Class Representatives 
 
1953 - Jackie (Brown) Kenny  
JKYKNY@aol.com  
 
 
1954 – Betsy (Neff) Cote  
betsycote@atlanticbb.net   
 
 
 
1955 – Nancie (Anderson) Weber 
nancieT@verizon.net 
 
 
 
1956 - Glenda (Fuller) Drake 
gfdrake@swbell.net 
 
 
1957 –Shirley (Huff) Dulski 
 shuffy2@msn.com  
 
 
 
 1958 – Pat (Terpening) Owen 
CHS1958@sbcglobal.net  
 
 
1959 – John “Mike” Hall 
MGHall@Q.com  
 
 
1960 - Ren Briggs 
rpbjr@frontiernet.net 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1961 - Betsy (Schley) Slepetz  
bslepetz@comcast.net  
 
 
 
1962 - Dona (Hale) Ritchie 
DonaRitchi@aol.com  
 
 

    _________________________________ 
 

 
New Email address: 

 
Shirley (Huff) Dulski (57) 
shuffy2@msn.com  
      

 
Ted Allan Albert (59) 
tandnalbert@nctv.com  
 

    
Barbara Hamilton Board (59) 
painterbabs@hotmail.com 
   
__________________________________ 

        
 
 
 
 

Peter Burnett (58) 
peterb40@sbcglobal.net  
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Ah, here we go again.  What great fun!   But, I must 
digress for the good of the order, that royal and 
loyal order of “Centralites”. 
 
Hear the hot rumours from the 50th Reunion of the 
Class of 58 in Dallas?  Well neither did I!  But I did 
have the privilege of following several of the ladies 
down the hall Saturday night to dinner --- High 
heels, well fitted skirts, dressed to the “nines” --- 
they looked 16 again!  It was a wonderful reunion, 
as I’m sure all reunions are.  How did those tiny 
gals put away those 26 oz steaks at that wonderful 
western restaurant Saturday night in Dallas?  Come 
on Robin, Connie --- inquiring minds want to know! 
 
Well, I threatened to tell you about it, so here it is:  
Long ago (50+ years), in a land far away (England), 
it was less than ten years after the end of WWII.  To 
the English people the threat of another war with 
the Germans (twice in the last 20 years), or anew 
with the Russians, was very real.  In 1941 Sir Hugh 
“Stuffy” Dowding, Air Chief Marshall of the Royal 
Air Force, founded the Air Training Corps for male 
youths 14-18 years of age.  The ATC was formed to 
provide “instant entry” young men into the RAF 
when and if “they” came back again!  One must 
remember that many air battles and dogfights 
provided the entertainment over Kent for picnics on 
Sundays, and memories were still vivid in British 
minds!  Tip – For a good read, “With Wings Like 
Eagles” by Michael Korda. 
 
One night in 1953 I was attracted to a smart looking 
band of young men in RAF uniforms marching up 
“the High” in Newmarket where we lived near RAF 
Mildenhall and RAF Lakenheath.  After inquires, I 
presented myself to Flt. Lt. (Remember, that’s 
Flight Leftenant) in Brit!  The CO said I looked 14, 
so he “aged” me a bit, and I volunteered.  We 
trained two nights a week, and on weekends, we got 
aircrew training in Cambridge at Marshall’s 
Aerodrome where the Cambridge University 
Squadron trained.  I would show up every other 
Saturday and Sunday, draw a leather flight helmet 
and seat slung parachute, and queue up on the grass 
until some benevolent RAF pilot would point at me 
and say, “you lad, lets go.”  I was/am drawn to 
aeroplanes much as a dog is to the back of a pickup 
truck!  
 

 
One of these roving Volunteer Reserve pilots was 
the fairly prominent English actor Richard Todd 
who pointed his finger at me. Do you remember 
him as Robin Hood and in The Longest Day?  Todd  
had been an officer in the King’s Own Light 
Infantry during WWII and had transferred to the 
RAF to learn to fly afterwards.  How well did I 
know him? ---- Very well, but in the cadets, only 
well enough to call him “Sir.”  We flew together 
many times as I learned to be proficient in 
navigation and ground controlled interception – an 
outgrowth of Chain Home Radar from WWII.  We 
initially flew in a Mosquito, the wooden wonder, 
that with its powerful twin Merlins would turn 480 
mile per hour (that was a “to die for” experience). 
We also flew Anson, Oxford, Harvard, Vampire and 
Meteor aircraft over those two years.  It was all “no 
nonsense” training and in many ways became my 
vehicle for my passage into manhood.   
 
One evening, about nine months into the ATC 
training, Flt. Lt. Casselden, our CO of the 392nd 
Newmarket Squadron, summoned me to his office.  
He explained that I had earned corporal’s stripes but 
because I would be returning to the US in 1955, he 
thought that one of the lads that would be there to 
stay the course should have them. I was very proud 
to be so evaluated. We had a similar meeting about 
six months later about the sergeant’s stripes that I 
would not be wearing!  Incidentally, Jack Casselden 
remained a dear and close friend until his death in 
Ely about five years ago.  Jack had been a navigator 
shot down in a Wellington in 99th Squadron at RAF 
Newmarket Heath (now the race track). He was a 
guest of the German government for over five 
years, and in the actual Great Escape luft stalag. 
 
I hope you are entertained by my photo in uniform -
-- dog collar and all.  I don’t ever remember being 
so fit!  I do know that Dick Schroeder, LCHS 55, 
was also an ATC cadet. Come on, Gary, run Dick’s 
picture again!  Anyone else have this wonderful 
experience while in Blighty?  I put my training to 
good use in the USAF later “working” for Curtis 
Emerson LeMay, conceiver of the “spot promotion” 
and creator of 27 year old majors.   
 
Oh, BTW – there is no truth to the rumour that there 
is a plug in the bottom of the fountain in Piccadilly  
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Circus which if pulled will cause England to sink!  
It’s really in the one in front of Buckingham Palace! 
 

 
Leading Cadet Peter B. C. Burnett, 392 Squadron, 

Newmarket, ATC, Royal Air Force 
 
(Editors Note: Ok Peter, here is the picture of my 
brother.  He is the one in the middle.) 
 

     
 
Mike Kelly (60) 
MikeKelly@austin.rr.com  
 
I have found some Bushy Park pictures I 
would like to share. Some are from 1960 

Junior/Senior Prom and Senior class trip. Please fill 
in names for my poor guesses. 
 
I also contacted James Hartung who had written an 
article in the Bushy Park News recently just to say  

 
hello.  I just knew that I had known him long ago. I 
thought he was a dorm mate of mine at Bushy.  He 
replied back that he had left there 2 years before I  
had arrived. He was just too familiar to let it go so I 
sent him a few of the places I had been, and sure 
enough, our paths had crossed twice. The first time 
in Biloxi in junior high school, and at the University 
of Florida where we were in ROTC together. He 
remembered some names of friends and teachers 
that we shared. Some parts of the world are smaller! 
 

          
Mike Kelly and Sister Pat 

 

   
Jim and Anita at Prom 

 

                 
Trip to London  
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Richard Davies and Connie Newlin 

 

     
Junior Senior Prom 1960  

 
Lillian (Phillips) Shelton (62) 
sheltolb@wfu.edu  
 
As many readers have noted, we are most 

appreciative of your efforts in creating and keeping 
"Bushy Tales" alive.  Although those years are so 
long ago, they are precious memories.  My only 
friend from those days (would have been class of 
'62) is Marylou Quin Benton, who lives nearby in 
S.C. and we see each other frequently. 
 
I remember my brother Robin figuring out a system 
to avoid paying fares on the tube!  because we lived 
in Rickmansworth in the northwest London area, 
when we were traveling from downtown(?) we had 
to change at Baker Street and get on one of those 
above ground trains with  compartments with long 
benches that faced each other.  Every time I see an 
old movie (mostly black & white ones with one of  

 
those trains, all those images flash back!  Do you 
remember train platforms that had tea stalls?  Tea 
was served in white ironstone mugs - freshly 
brewed, certainly not with tea bags -- for -- was it 
sixpence?  It was delicious.  When we arrived at 
Rickmansworth we took a bus to Loudwater and 
then walked the final quarter mile. Because we 
fibbed about our ages, we were riding the bus for 
Penny Ha'penny! 
 
Thanks again for your gift of memories.  We did 
share a unique time in post-war II European history. 
 

Toni (Cooney) Clem (62) 
toniclem@suddenlink.net  
 

An Air Force Brat in London: 
Related Memories of Bushy Hall and 

Bushy Park 
by Toni Cooney Clem 

 
I loved living in London. We were there three years, 
making home a rambling two-story house that 
backed up to a park in Ruislip. It was a huge change 
from the nearly two years we spent in Morocco. I 
have fond memories, too, of the base at Sidi 
Slimane, a base so big it had a riding stable and one 
could ride for miles and not cross the base 
boundaries. It was a much more exciting station 
than London, but that had more to do with the 
political climate of the time (1956) and is fodder for 
another story. 
 
A family friend, Gen. George Higginson (then 
stationed in London), was responsible for our hasty 
move. It turned out that my father was dangerously 
allergic to the eucalyptus trees native to the 
Moroccan countryside. And we later learned that 
what the doctors at the base hospital were calling 
pneumonia was in fact a persistent, capricious 
asthma. Three times they called us to the hospital in 
the middle of the night, telling my mother that it 
looked as if he wouldn’t see morning. But he did. It 
took a visit from Dad’s mother, Polly (then 
comptroller of accounts for the U.S. Air Force for 
the United Kingdom), to see that he wasn’t making 
progress. My grandmother went back to London 
and called George and begged him to get Jack out 
of there. George did and my father survived. 
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Daddy took a month’s leave and we drove from Sidi 
Slimane to London. We took a ferry from Tangier 
to Gibralter, and were so taken with the English 
venue, we stayed there four days. Mother and Dad 
stocked up on English woolens for us all. We next 
spent a night in Granada, staying at a grand hotel 
that gave us food poisoning. I recall that all of us 
arrived the next day in Madrid so sick the hotel 
maids worked overtime trying to keep our bathroom 
clean and the sheets changed. But it didn’t slow 
down our parents’ partying. They had friends at the 
U.S. base there, who wanted to show them Madrid 
and after a couple of days to right our tummies, 
Mom and Dad weren’t coming in until 3 or 4 in the 
morning. That left us to fend for ourselves. 
 
Military brats are incredibly resourceful. I was only 
14 at the time, my brother was 11, sisters eight and 
six. I would get them dressed for the day, rifle 
Daddy’s pants for cash and we would take a cab to 
the Balboa Hotel, then the American officer’s club 
in Madrid, where Daddy would (in absentia) treat us 
to an inordinately sumptuous breakfast. Afterwards 
we’d catch a cab to the flea market, or a park by our 
hotel, or some random place where we would 
occupy ourselves until around two p.m. Then we’d 
head back to our hotel to collect the errant, 
hungover parents. 
 
We stayed in Madrid five days before setting out for 
Bordeaux, still driving our 1952 baby blue 
Plymouth station wagon. I had no knowledge of 
cars at the time. However, I remember that there 
was a lot of conversation about tackling the 
Pyrenees with a slipping clutch. We hit Bordeaux 
on Thanksgiving Day, and celebrated over turkey 
and dressing at the Officer’s Club. One night there 
and then we left for Paris.  
 
Dad had this romantic idea that he would find it just 
as he’d left it in 1945. We stayed at a shabby 
upscale hotel a block from the Arc de Triomphe. 
We spent four days there, walking for most of it, as 
Dad was bound and determined to re-trace his every 
step in the City of Lights. It was November, it was 
freezing cold and raining most of the time. I recall 
being very uncomfortable, both from the cold and 
knowing that my mother was going to explode at 
any moment. She lasted until somewhere around 11 
p.m. on our last night, when she sat down on a curb  

 
on the Champs-Elysees and refused to walk any 
more. I’ve been back many times and I still 
remember exactly what block we were on when she 
balked. 
 
We took a ferry from Calais to Dover. The 
Plymouth made it almost all the way. The fan belt 
broke four blocks from the Columbia Club. My Dad 
just sighed and laid his head on the steering wheel. 
I’ve never again been so glad to be somewhere. 
Polly came down and gathered us in two cabs and 
took us back to her apartment at Harrow. We split 
up lodgings. A couple of us stayed with Polly and 
the rest stayed in a bed and breakfast in Harrow-on-
the-Hill, while Mom and Dad searched for a place 
to live. One of my sisters switched out with my 
brother when it was discovered that he was the one 
exchanging everyone’s polished shoes outside the 
rooms at the Band B.  
 
We loved our house in Ruislip. It was bigger than 
our quarters on the base in Morocco. It had a lovely 
back garden, delightful neighbors, and rumors 
swirling about the old guy who occasionally 
exposed himself in the park behind the house. It was 
perfect. 
 
I started school at Bushy Hall. And it was there that 
I met many of you whose names appear in the 
newsletter. I liked Bushy Hall. For the most part, 
classes were enjoyable, faculty was pleasant and the 
bus ride wasn’t too long. I do have terrible 
memories of the guy who taught first year algebra, 
however. He was a coach and it was obvious that 
teaching algebra wasn’t what he’d signed up for. 
Moreover, he hated girls. He spent nearly the entire 
class verbally abusing and embarrassing us. I spent 
every class with a stomach ache and my head 
ducked behind my textbook.  
 
I spent half of eighth and all of ninth grade there. I 
remember Diana Denning, the daughter of the actor 
Richard Denning, attended my 9th grade year. Her 
father was doing a Brit TV series called "The Flying 
Doctor," we became friends and I spent the 
occasional weekend with them. Diana and I both 
loved to ride and she had established some rapport 
at a local stable. They didn’t extend it to me, 
however. The first time I rode, they put me on a 
dapple grey called "Banana" and failed to tell me  
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the horse always refused his first jump. My first 
time there it was a sunny morning, but there’d been 
a heavy rain earlier. Everyone took their turn over 
the jump, I followed Diana. Banana planted his 
forelegs and I kept going, I fell face first in the 
puddle on the other side. All the riders had paused 
to see it happen. Apparently it was a rite of passage 
that everyone went through, but particularly 
‘Yanks.’ I wasn’t amused and wondered at the time 
if anyone previous had broken their neck. But I got 
back on Banana and he did take the second jump. 
I have two outstanding memories from Bushy Hall. 
One was graduation. There was always some kind 
of formal event and someone discovered that I 
played the piano and I was asked to play, to which I 
foolishly agreed. I do play–by ear. I also get 
physically sick if I know I’m playing to an 
audience. I do very well tinkling keys at cocktail 
parties while people are strolling around, but not 
when they are seated and staring at me. 
 
The day of the ‘event,’ I had a little nervous 
breakdown and Mother had to call one of our doctor 
friends, who gave her some kind of tranquilizer to 
give me. It put me to sleep. They woke me and gave 
me a little tea and I agreed to play if I could just do 
the first movement of Fur Elise, not the two most 
difficult. And I said I would play all of "Smoke 
Gets in Your Eyes." I was as happy at finishing as I 
was when the Plymouth died. 
 
The second event was a ‘rumble’ at a party, given 
by a Navy brat (I think his name was Ken 
Robinson) whose parents leased a small estate in 
Harrow or Harrow-on-the-Hill. The party was a 
western hoe-down affair in the barn next to the 
house. I just remember that half-way through the 
party several carloads of ‘teddy boys’ came over the 
fence and through the gate. They were armed with 
brass knuckles and chains and were ready for a 
fight. And they got it. Even a few of the girls joined 
in. I, on the other hand, headed straight for the 
barn’s loft and watched the excitement down below, 
hoping the fight wouldn’t make its way to me. It 
didn’t. Someone had alerted the parents and the 
police arrived and broke it up. I remember one of 
the girls at the party kicked one of the teddy boys 
hard enough to earn her death threats for a few 
months following. It was as exciting as the day the  
 

 
police caught the old gentleman who’d been 
exposing himself in the park. 
 
Leaving Bushy Hall meant the longer, more 
tiresome bus ride to Bushy Park, where I spent what 
I recall as a really disastrous sophomore year. I was 
one of those kids who should have been a band 
nerd, but there was never an opportunity. I faded 
into the background at Bushy Park, emerging only 
for an English teacher who made my life a living 
hell in her class. I never understood why, because 
literature (as history) was always my forte. But I 
spent every morning trying to figure out what to 
wear that would help me blend into the background 
so she wouldn’t call on me. She never liked 
anything I had to say and was always sending notes 
home that said I was uncooperative in her class, 
much to my parents’ amusement. It’s a wonder even 
now that I am perfectly comfortable with public 
speaking and publish a weekly film column. 
 
I was a slow bloomer socially. My sophomore year 
was the year that my breasts started to grow and I 
walked around with my arms crossed over a 
raincoat that I never took off. Sweat glands matured 
and I was sure that god was punishing me for hating 
my English teacher. My parents decided, too, that a 
few weeks at the Americans’ Camp Mohawk, down 
close to Stonehenge, would be a nice break for me. 
Blimey, they slept in pup tents down there. My idea 
of camping was 24-hour room service. What were 
they thinking? 
 
We left England late that summer. Took a Navy 
MATS ship back to the States. The fading blue 
Plymouth rode with us. (Sadly, Dad decided to 
leave our little Morris Minor woody behind.) We 
docked in New York, got our car, and intended to 
spend just one or two nights at Fort Hamilton. But 
we all ended up with another intestinal bug and it 
turned into five days in the infirmary. The doctors 
there said several families became sick after being 
gone so long. They thought it was the water. We all 
thought that was really funny, given our four years 
abroad. 
 
I didn’t return to England until my husband and I 
took our oldest son there for Christmas when he 
was eight. That was 1979. I was amazed at the 
changes, but the lack of fog was the big surprise. I  
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always thought the fog was a result of some weather 
condition. But it was really the coal that heated 
everything in England. Since the Brits quit using 
coal, the air had cleared. I thought about all those 
mornings when the four of us had to hold onto each 
others' hands, just to make our way to the bus stop. 
And how scary was Madame Tussauds when you 
entered it on a really foggy day. Wow. Makes me 
shiver just thinking about it. 

 
 

___________________________________ 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Bill Rees (57) 
brees01@comcast.net   
 
Two of the 1956 Bushy Park Basketball 
Team. Bill(Grable)Rees and Chico 

Kieswetter got together in Bradenton, Florida 3-1- 
 
09..First time in 53 years. Great time...We need  
Marshall Kremers, Bill Grimes, Harold Dilley, 
Frank Kirby, Jitters McManus, George Keich, Doc 
Ferguson, Bob Stark, Bruce McElroy, Ron Hogan, 
Harold Dreibelbis, Bob Beverly and Coach Cannon 
to make this picture complete. 
 

 
 
        _________________________________ 
 
 
 

 
          
 
 
 
 
 

Charles “Charlie” Besancon (59) 
charlieandsue7@hotmail.com  
 
The conversation between Jerry Kelly and 
Bill Burch brought back similar memories 

to me. Almost all little boys of our era were 
interested in airplanes and for we AF Brats the 
sounds and sights of airplanes still bring a feeling of 
pride of country and admiration for the men and 
women who fly and maintain those "birds". 
  
The first time I really remember aircraft was in 
Germany during the Berlin Airlift. You could hear 
the planes going over day and night. Not being up 
on the politics of the day, I was just excited to see 
and hear the planes without realizing the importance 
of the airlift. Years later I read an article by a 
German woman who was a young girl in Berlin 
during the airlift. She said for the Germans, it was 
the airlift that made the Germans realize that for 
Americans and Germans, it was not "we and them" 
but "us". 
  
I was in Leipzig, East Germany on an INF Treaty 
inspection in  late Oct 1989, just before the wall 
fell. Two of us snuck out of a forgettable opera 
performance and walked around in downtown 
Leipzig. It was late, about 11 pm, when  we came 
across a crowd of young people singing, 
accompanied by a violin and guitar. They sang one 
song in English and the only words I remember 
were  something like "... and the cry of freedom will 
sound from shore to shore....". You could feel 
the electricity in the air. Thinking about it, I tied the 
sounds of the planes in 1948 to the singing in 1989 
and knew that the sacrifices our parents made in 
WWII and the cold war  kept the flame of freedom 
burning in the hearts of those young people whether 
they realized it or not. 
  
 From Germany we went to San Antonio. While 
lying in the front yard grass on Saturday 
mornings we watched the Texas Air National Guard 
P-51s dogfighting each other in the clear blue 
Texas  skies. At night, long after we had gone to  

This and That 

Mini  
Reunions 
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bed, we'd be awakened by dishes in the kitchen 
cabinets rattling as a B-36 or the XC-99 approached 
Kelly Field. The drone would get louder and louder 
until even the window panes joined in. Then the 
sound would subside until the plane touched down 
and the props were reversed to slow the monster 
down. It was great night music. 
  
Then it was on to March Field, CA. The best 
memory was the day we were on US 395 which ran 
parallel to the main runway. A B-47 was just 
starting it's takeoff roll and my Dad, ever ready for 
a good race, floored our '50 Chevy sedan with a 
Blue Flame 6. We gained a little (it takes a little 
distance to get those big guys rolling) but in 
seconds the B-47 was leaving us in the dust. He was 
gone in the blink of an eye. 
  
Since Southern California was home to lots of 
aircraft industry, we got to see some strange 
sights. We (my friends and I) were lucky enough to 
see a flying wing as it circled over Riverside. Little 
did we know that the design was a distant 
forerunner of the B-2. 
  
Next it was England. My Dad was stationed at RAF 
Chicksands which had no runway, only tall antenna 
masts. But on Battle of Britain Day, it didn't matter. 
Spitfires, Hurricanes, Lancasters, Typhoons, 
etc. seemed to fill the skies. What a day for plane 
spotters! Every so often we would spot a Vulcan or 
Victor high in the sky leaving a beautiful contrail.  
  
Does anyone remember the day the first Boeing 707 
came in to land at Heathrow. Is it just wishful 
thinking or did we get released from class at CHS to 
see it go over? At a fair, there was a guy with a 
Tigermoth biplane advertising "Above the mob for 
just ten bob" so I weaseled 10 bob out of my Dad 
and got a ride. I fantisized about chasing the Red 
Baron all over the sky but, alas, it would have taken 
at least another ten bob! We flew home from 
England in the military version of the DC-7, facing 
backwards. I learned where all the beautiful WAFs 
worked. They were the stewardesses on our 
flight. Until then, I didn't know Marilyn Monroe 
and Rita Hayworth had twin sisters! 
  
When home from college visiting the family, now 
stationed at Shaw Field, SC, I saw the RF-
101 Voodoos and other TAC aircraft. One day a F- 

 
104 Starfighter stopped by and when he left it was 
straight up as soon as he left the runway. Just had to 
show off, I guess. The low level picture of a SS-4 
missile site in Cuba with a RF-101 Voodoo shadow 
on the ground in Aviation Week magazine was 
taken by a TAC recon pilot from Shaw Field.  
  
After college and a short stint at Newport News 
shipyard, I got acquainted with USMC aircraft such 
a the CH-46. Not really my favorite but watching 
the cows stampede during low level cross country 
flights was fun. After going to work as an Army 
civilian, I got more flight time than I had ever 
gotten before, much of it in C-130s and C-141s. I 
was an arms inspector under the INF treaty and we 
flew in and out of Moscow on C-141s. From 
Moscow to the bases we inspected, we flew on 
Soviet military aircraft. We still kid about getting 
frequent survivor miles for those flights! On our 
return to Moscow from a base inspection, one of the 
team who was lucky enough to get a window on the 
Russian aircraft would look for the big, sinister 
looking, camouflage-painted C-141 sitting on the 
apron. If it was there we knew we were flying out to 
Frankfurt in an hour or two. If the C-141 wasn't 
there, we were spending another day in the people’s 
paradise.  Looking back, it wasn't so bad to spend 
some extra time there as we could usually go on a 
sightseeing trip escorted by our minders. 
  
Now I'm retired but as luck would have it, we live 
about a half mile from the Brunswick County, NC 
airport. And just yesterday a USMC Osprey spent 
some time doing touch-and-gos at the airport. It has 
a distinct sound that seems to say "grab the 
binoculars and go outside". A couple of months 
ago, another strange engine sound called me 
outside. It was a restored B-26 doing flybys at the 
airport.  
  
So it seems that you can take the Air Force 
brat away from the aircraft but the aircraft will find 
him anyway. I wouldn't have it any other way. I 
can't wait for the next strange engine noise. The 
binoculars are by the front door. 
            ________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 

Letters to 
the Editor 
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Carol (Albert) Yacovone (57) 
CYaco149@aol.com  
 

Would like you to ask all of our Bushy 
Park alumni to keep Robyn Rudat Allen (58) in 
their prayers.  She underwent emergency surgery 
this past Monday.   She is at the Mayo Clinic in 
Jacksonville Florida.  She has a very rough road 
ahead and more surgery within the month.  Her 
illness is critical and she can use all the positive 
energy possible.  Will  keep you up dated  and 
please keep her in your prayers. 

 
Carol (Smith) Benjamin (59) 
carolbenjamin@knology.net  
 
Gary, Great newsletter!  I enjoyed it from 

beginning to end as usual.  I really liked Richard 
Douglas's article--parts of that were hilarious--and 
thanks to Susan <Miller> Dalberg for her patriotic 
message.  I too am proud to be an American and 
agree with her that we might not be as grateful for 
this great country had it not been for our experience 
in foreign countries.  Thank God for the USA and 
thank God for our experiences in foreign lands.  
Thank you, Gary, for all the hard work you put in 
keeping us up to date with 'Bushy Tales'.  
 
Editors Note:  Your editor must be getting old 
(not sure how that happened) and making a lot 
of mistakes lately.  In the last issue on page one I 
showed the new Class Rep for 1959 as  John 
“Mike” Hall which is correct, however, in my 
Editors note on the last page of the issue I 
showed John “Mike” Murphy (59).  Thanks to 
all of you who caught it and let me know.  Now 
I’m sure people are reading the newsletter.  ☺☺☺☺ 
 
Second mistake.  Gary Baldwin (54) sent me a 
nice article updating us on the condition and 
plans for the SS United States.  He also sent a 
picture of Billie Culp (54) onboard (see next 
column).  I have the picture as you can see, but, 
for the life of me I can’t find the article.  It has 
gone to its reward in cyber space I guess.  I had 
it one day and the next when I went to get it for 
the newsletter it was gone.  Gary, I owe you an 
apology. If you can send it to me again I will try 
to get it in the next issue. 

 
Third mistake – on page 7, Lindsay Ervin (60) 
article has the wrong email address.  The 
address shown is for Pat Owen (58).  The correct 
one for Lindsay is lbe@lbegolfcoursedesign.com 
 
 

 
 
    ___________________________________ 
 
'It has been said that politics is 
the second oldest profession. I 
have learned that it bears a 
striking resemblance to the 

first.' ����- Ronald Reagan 

 

'I have wondered at times about what 
the Ten Commandments would have 
looked like if Moses had run them 
through the U.S. Congress.'- Ronald Reagan  
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