
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
     
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

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 
 sdulski@carleton.edu  
 
 
 
 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: 

 
Sherry (Burritt) Konjura (57) 
sherger2@gmail.com 
 
 
 
Brenda (Farmer) Bering (59) 
Brenbee73@aol.com   
 
 

 
Renold “Ren” Briggs (60) 
rpbjr@frontiernet.net    
 
      
      

__________________________________ 
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Our love and prayers go out to the family and 
friends of our classmates who have gone on 
before us.  We will miss them, yet we can find 
comfort in knowing that one-day we will all join 
them for the greatest of all reunions 
 

Paul (Henry) Wiater (62) 
 
Hi Pat and Gary, 
 
Carol Armstrong Mitchell, Lakenheath 

1962, has informed me of the death of our classmate 
Paul (Henry) Wiater of Fairfax, VA.  My notes 
indicate that he (like Carol) had also attended Bushy 
Park, though he did graduate from Lakenheath with 
my class in 1962.  Perhaps Carol, or someone else, 
has already let you know.  In any case: 
 
I've located an obituary notice from the funeral 
parlor, indicating a burial at Arlington at 9 AM on 
March 9th, and the family's requests for donations 
to the Alzheimer's Association. 
 
http://www.everlyfuneralhomes.com/obituaries/trib
ute.html?urlName=Paul-Henry-Wiater-Fairfax-VA-
2009&urlID=85110413 

I'd appreciate your putting a note in your wonderful 
Bushy Tales regarding his passing.  Thank you. 
 
Sincerely, 
 
Muriel DeStaffany Karr, Lakenheath 1962 (I did 
*not* attend Bushy, but have been on your mailing 
list through a special courtesy from Pat Owen) 
 
          ___________________________________ 
        
 
 
 

 
Richard W. (Bill) Douglas (57) 
rwmdouglas@verizon.net  
 
Memories are getting a bit foggier (much 
like London), but thought I would try 

sending you something to consider.  Will make an 
effort in the next few weeks to send some of the  
 

 
pictures I took for the yearbooks again in a size you 
can deal with. 
 
Memories of CHS, 1952-1956 (Bill Douglas, ’57) 
My wife, Eileen, and I are currently sailing around 
South America on the Queen Mary 2 along with 
some 1,200 UK citizens (and 500 US).  We have 
newfound English friends from this voyage that 
started with the exchange finding that they live only 
a few miles from where I did in Beaconsfield, 
Buckinghamshire.  Our recollections of the area in 
discussions, along with the email forwarded from 
Bill Burch, got me to thinking about Gary’s 
repeated requests for “something (maybe 
anything?)” to post to the newsletter; and actually 
having some free time to write, led to the following 
(foggy?) thoughts about the period: 

• The freedom we had to explore the London 
area by train, tube, and/or bus (many times 
because we “townies” were spread out 
across the metro area and were just going 
visiting) – and sometimes catching the 
double-decker buses by grabbing the bar and 
swinging onto the open deck.  Many of us 
experienced the world of warm beer, fish & 
chips, Teddy Boys, the West End Theatres, 
soccer, rugby, cricket, and even a few 
museums. 

• Some of us guys discovered brief romances 
with local girls or nannies from Europe, or 
in my case a Palestinian girl going to school 
in England (which taught me a lot about 
Israeli-Palestinian relations in a brief 
amount of time). 

• The camaraderie (and fooling around) on the 
long bus rides from Beaconsfield to Bushy 
Park (and vice versa), sometimes stopping 
for candy or sodas enroute (some riders that 
come to my fading memory are Bob and 
Pete Goewy, Marianne Bramblitt, Bob 
McClelland, John Bois, Steve McElroy & 
his brother, & Carol Farber).  Other times, 
riding the bus to South Ruislip, where my 
Dad worked, to go to the BX or Officer’s 
Club (one time being told to stop passing the 
time doing chin-ups on the awning frame of 

Memories of Bushy 
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     “his” club by General Curtis LeMay) and 
       ride home from there. 
• Passing Pinewood Studios on the way and a 

couple times seeing the blonde actress Diana 
Dors driving herself by in her baby blue 
Cadillac convertible.  

• Shooting the breeze with my Dad’s NCO, 
Larry Hagman, on some of the afternoons at 
South Ruislip; and then going to his 
wedding (as far as I know he is still married 
to her today, probably a record for 
Hollywood) and meeting his Mom, Mary 
Martin, at the reception. 

• Walking accidently into a Top Secret 
briefing on a planned U-2 flight over Russia 
from Turkey to Norway and being sworn to 
secrecy. 

• The “devil made me do it” antics at CHS 
with Bill Cooper and John Soulé that would 
get us expelled today, i.e.: 

o Piling all the desks between columns 
in Mr. Francis’ History Class and 
surrounding them with stands of 
barbed wire accompanied by John’s 
tape recorder playing sounds of 
combat to “illustrate” WWI to the 
students arriving for class. 

o John shooting me with a starter’s 
pistol in English Class and me 
squeezing a pouch of catsup through 
my fingers clasped to my chest in a 
supposed argument. 

o Bill grabbing a Lilly off the 
secretary’s desk and having John and 
I carry him in as if a dead body and 
place him on Mr. Francis’ desk.  Mr. 
Francis telling us to bury the body 
outside, so the three of taking off for 
the rest of the day (and really 
catching some hell at home for that 
one). 

o Burning our English workbooks at 
the end of class (in the room) after  

 
Ms. Heinz (Sp?) told us she didn’t care 
what we did with them.  (The floor was 
protected and the rear doors were open.) 

• Watching the 751st USAF Band perform in 
those impressive Military Tattoos along with 
the much larger British military bands, but 
bringing the house down with their entry on 
to the field playing the “St. Louis Blues”. 

• Summer work bagging at the commissary, 
or being counselors at the U.S. Scout Camp 
and crossing the lake at night by canoe to 
the British Girl Scout camp to get to know 
their counselors (I think it was Jim Bass the 
first night who bet one of the girls a 
schilling that he could kiss her without 
touching her, and then paid up after a long 
smooch). 

• Other Explorer Scout outings to Germany 
(once on the C-131 that later crashed), 
fishing in Scotland, a tour of Pinewood 
Studios, visiting the Houses of Parliament, 
and “taking over” the 3rd AF HQ for a day.  
One highlight of the program was after 
nominating Group Captain Douglas Bader, 
RAF, (the legless pilot of the “Reach for the 
Sky” book and movie) as our squadron 
namesake, getting the honor of taking a staff 
car to pick him up at his home and bring him 
to the ceremony. 

• Being a Yearbook photographer and 
working diligently to get candid shots during 
the year for the publication, as well as 
helping take all the individual photos – so 
I’m one of those you can blame if you didn’t 
(don’t) like your photo in the 1955-56 
edition.  Still have some of the candid pics 
and need to get them to Gary – tried awhile 
back, but they were too large for his system. 

• Spending  Christmas in Germany (and 
learning to ski) and New Year’s in Vienna in 
the Russian Zone after crossing the North 
Sea in a Hurricane (green water over the 
bow turned to ice by the time it hit the deck)  
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      from Southampton to Bremerhaven.  And  
      then finding on the train trip out through the  
      Russian Zone that we were smuggling a  
     defecting KGB Colonel (and his secretary)  
     out who had faked his death with a suicide  
     note and some clothes left on a bridge over  
      the Danube. 
• John Soulé and I tagging along with the 

Senior Class trip to Paris because there were 
openings, and having a great time enjoying 
the city and the cuisine.  Flirting with a 
certain Senior girl whose boyfriend didn’t 
make the trip, and carrying her part-way 
when she broke a high-heel in the 
cobblestone street.  (One of the seniors 
noted in my yearbook: “Don’t ever forget 
Paris!”, and I have not, going back many 
times over the years since.) 

• Buying a model airplane kit in London and 
getting change for a 10-schilling note 
instead of the pound I gave the salesgirl.  
When I pointed out the mistake, her 
response was, “I’m terribly sorry sir; I 
mistook you for a tourist!” 

 
Enough!  Hopefully this will invoke memories 
by others to correct my recollections and/or 
build on some of them and keep things coming 
to Gary. 
 

Mike Murphy (58) 
oldsalt1223@aol.com  
 

My dad was stationed at West 
Drayton Air Base from 1956 to 1958 and croft 
before that. During that time there, we lived in 
Staines in Middlesex county. On Saturdays and 
Sundays my brother and I rode our bikes the 
backway to West Drayton around Heathrow airport. 
we both bagged groceries at the commissary and 
also set pins at the bowling alley. We worked for 
tips and sometimes got a mixture of mpc's (military 
script) and u s dollars. We had no buggies to carry 
out the bags, so we loaded as much in both arms 
and took them out to the cars. Sometimes we had  

 
two and three loads. No plastic bags, just brown 
paper sacks. At the time we were just little guys, me 
around 5ft. two and Georgie around five feet, so the 
job was not easy. 
 
We did this most weekends to earn money for what 
we wanted. my dad was just a Staff Sgt. so we 
received no allowance. In fact, I earned enough 
money to buy a 10 speed bike and finance my 
senior trip to Brussels. Rain or shine, snow or sleet, 
we were always there. I remember other kids at 
West Drayton doing the same thing. It was good 
training for later in life, believe me. At night we 
would pull the money from our pocket, all stuffed 
with paper money and count it. We  both had a cigar 
box and thats where we kept our stash. Sometimes 
50 to 60 dollars a weekend was not out of reach for 
us. After that we would go play baseball. Jimmy 
Crutchfield was on our team. He was bigger than us 
and played catcher. After baseball we would get on 
our bikes and ride home the 3 miles. On rare 
occasions we would have to take the double-decker 
which cost a half crown and we would get a 
transfer. 
  
This was a life experience for us, and one we 
always talk about and never forgot. 
 

Susan (Miller) Dalberg (62) 
wolfpaw81@aol.com  
 
You know, reading this issue, I was 
reminded of the things we took so much 

for granted when we were “brats”.  Often, we got to 
see the Thunderbirds screaming over the base, or 
getting to go to an air show—free, with our parents, 
talking to the pilots.  I remember when taps played 
and/or the flag was coming down, we stopped what 
we were doing and waited until full lowering, even 
if it meant getting out of our cars.  I loved going to 
the NCO club for dinner—the cooks there were far 
better than Mother!  Commissary shopping was an 
adventure—two carts of groceries for under 
$100.00.  Remember rib eye steaks, the huge treat 
arriving once a month at the commissary, for 50 
cents?  Handsome guys like Eddie Robertson and 
Bob Hurt to bag your groceries?  Even at base 
football games, someone sang the Star Spangled 
banner, and everybody, without question, hand over 
their heart and most of us sang along at the end,  
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even without any talent in singing.  Watching the 
superbowl the other day, I was irritated at the many 
who did not bother to cover their hearts.  I was and 
AM so proud to be an American, and most of that is 
due to being raised military.  We lived in dumps, in 
trailers, in nice quarters, in foreign countries, in 
dorms away from our parents, rode busses for 
hours,  living on the economy with the natives, but 
it was part of the experience that made us who we 
are today, and reading our newsletter, ‘THAT 
AIN’T ALL BAD”!   
 
My children stop when the flag is lowered, and 
place their hands respectfully over their hearts—
Daddy gave us that pride and we passed it on!  In 
spite of all that is going on in this country, we know 
it is still far above what else is out there; perhaps if 
we hadn’t been brats we wouldn’t know that! 
 
Food for fodder. 
  ___________________________________ 
          
 
 
 
 

 
Glenda (Fuller)Drake (56) 
gfdrake@swbell.net  
 
I currently am the Class Rep for the Class 

of ‘56.  However, I’d like to be removed from that 
position.  Circumstances prevent me from 
continuing in that capacity. 
(Editors Note:  Would someone in the class of 56 
like to step up and take the job?) 
 

Bill Burch (57) 
lwsputnik@comcast.net 
  
 Here's a picture my brother sent me.  I 
thought it might be interesting.  Thought 

that if Gary was looking for some trivia to fill in 
space in the newsletter, this picture might be 
useful.  It was taken in the late '70s and includes: 

• Marilyn Burch/Harkey ('55):  [middle row, 
middle of row].  

•  

 

• Jim Burch:  Bushy Park "would-have-been," 
actually in 9th grade when we left in 'June, 
'56:  [Bottom row, left end], and...  

• Bill Burch ('57):  [Bottom row, second from 
right end].  

    The picture is very significant to me, but might 
also be interesting especially to Marilyn's best 
friend, Ruth Lund/Bethea and some of the other 
Bushy-Parkers who knew and loved Marilyn. 
 

 
 
Also From Bill. 
 
The following is an e-mail conversation between 
Jerry Kelly (58) - in red and Bill Burch (57) in 
blue.   
Hi Bill:  I graduated from LCHS in 1958 and soon 
after left England for the U.S.  I have been an 
airplane nut since I was about four years old and 
saw my first B-36 around 1948 or 49.  

    Likewise, I'm sure!  I think the experience that 
set me off at about that age was visiting my dad at 
Oscoda Army Airfield during WWII.  My 
recollections aren't very clear, but I think he took us 
out on the flight line and let us see all the pretty B-
24s.  I remember being unable to reach the top of 
the mainwheel on one of those monsters. 
  
    Dad was stationed at March AFB... 
  
    I was stationed at George AFB from '58 to '61 
and remember a trip in an L-21 (DeHavilland 
Beaver) from George to March and back.  I 
remember the trip far better than I remember the 
reason for it, but that was about the time they had 
their B-47s.  Castle, up north was, I think, the  

This and That 
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companion B-52 base.  It seems that SAC was 
putting their bases together in pairs at the time.  I 
was in TAC and we were playing with F-100s in the 
31st wing while them lucky jerks over in the 479th 
transitioned from F-100s to F-104s and the ADC 
guys were going from F-102s to F-106s.  We did 
have something they didn't though.  Col. Charles E. 
Yeager was commanding our 309th!  Sorry 'bout 
the interruption, you may continue. 
  
...in California and all it did was to do a fly over at 
the base.  I saw my first air show at March, all I 
remember are the P-51's.  They are my favorite 
aircraft... 
  
    My favorite is the Spitfire although I won't argue 
with you about the Mustang being a better aircraft.  
If I understand the situation correctly, the Mustang 
with it's Allison V-1710 wasn't really much better 
than the P-40 (also with a V-1710) until they gave it 
a Rolls-Royce Merlin out of my Spitfire. 
  
    My Spitfire had a couple of hurdles to jump.  I 
think I probably had marginally better turning 
ability, with wings of about the same size, but the P-
51 with it's "Laminar Flow" wings got better gas 
mileage and somewhat better airspeed:  also it was a 
flying gas tank!  They mounted my landing gear 
close to the wing roots and retracted them outwards 
for some reason.  With the narrow track and the 
torque from that big Merlin, trying to get it off the 
ground was like riding a motorcycle on ice! 
  
    The Spitfire Mk XIV was more of the same with 
a different twist!  They replaced the Merlin with a 
27 litre Rolls-Royce Griffon engine.  Still narrow-
track landing gear, more torque, a five-bladed prop 
and to add to the ground-looping fun, they spun the 
engine backwards!  If you ever tried to get it off the 
ground under full-throttle, the rudder (now you had 
to hold it left instead of right) wasn't big enough to 
keep the Mk XIV on the runway.  It seems we're 
now doing wheelies with oil on the ice!  I can't help 
wondering what would have happened if they 
would have stuck that big Griffon engine in the 
Mustang. 
  
    In a nutshell, I guess one could say that getting 
Spitfires off the ground could be compared with 
giving birth, another stunt I've never tried in the real  

 
world.  Once you're up there, you're in for more fun 
than a couple of old maids playing squat-tag in an 
asparagus patch! 
  
...and I have built several models of them over the 
years and have one still in the box.  I have been 
building since I was five.  I didn't build much after 
leaving England until about 1995 when a friend got 
me into radio control.  I have been in Albuquerque 
NM for 5 years and have only flown twice but have 
several planes ready to go but I always seem to be 
busy doing something else.  During the Korean war 
my dad was a flight engineer on a C-97... 
  
    Ever take a good look at the C-97?  It was a 
pregnant, two-story B-50 which in turn, was a B-29 
on steroids!  The wings, engines and the tail 
surfaces were pretty much the same, but at least 
they didn't have to deal with those oil-slinging, fire-
belching 3350s the B-29 had.  Back in the mid-30s 
Boeing did the same thing in reverse with 
something they called "The Stratoliner."  The 
Stratoliner was the raw-material they used to make 
the B-17!    Now look at the XC-99.  Consolidated 
did the same thing to the B-36! 
  
...and had four of those R-4360's to take care of.  He 
quit flying in early 52.  In 54 we were stationed at 
Travis AFB in northern ca and they had the 36's 
there, They make a sound like no other plane.  Now 
when ever I travel U.S. 99 hwy through the central 
valley of Ca I stop at the Castle AFB Museum 
where they have a 36 and a B-50.  Flying as a 
dependent I have been on a C-54 [DC-4 of "Berlin 
Airlift" fame?], C-118 [Was that a DC-6 or was it a 
7?  my memory's getting a little dim at this point.], 
after leaving England I flew on a DC-7 from NY to 
San Francisco.  I also collect U.S. postage stamps.   
While in England we were stationed at the base at 
High Wycombe.   
Well,Jerry, it's been fun yappin' at ya!  Think maybe 
you can teach me something about R/C?  The last 
model airplane I flew  was a control line Sterling 
Ringmaster and that was back in '69.  I guess the 
world of Model Airplanes is a whole new ballpark 
now, isn't it? 
  
Remember to avoid landings you can't walk away 
from! 
            ________________________________ 
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Walter “Wally” Costa (54)  (no picture available) 
grtwaldo@281.com  
 
Hi Gary, 
  Sorry to hear about Scott. He was one of us you 
know. While I didn't know Scott all that well we did 
have a chat from time to time and I found him to be 
a shy gentle soul. He may be gone but he won’t be 
forgotten soon.  
 
Thanks for all your efforts with the news letter. 
I often feel like I should contribute more than I do. 
But as we age memories fade or distort. You are 
right we are all more venerable as we get older yet 
life is what you make it.  
 
I'm still healthy and happy as if I had good sense. 
Just finished building a little three wheel car and am 
in the process of painting it.  
 
Take care and don't die before me. I like the 
monthly news letter. 
 

Walter Hunt (56) 
walt@lobo.net  
 
Gary, thanks for all your continued hard 
work.  If you get no input from the rest 

of our mates for the March issue, I would be content 
with the cover page (“Bushy Tales”) knowing that 
you are still there. 
 
Speaking of which, I had a brush with an aggressive 
prostate cancer this past summer.  After weeks of 
research and consultation with 5 (!) doctors I opted 
for the latest technology, robotic surgery.  The 
robotic surgeon who got rid of this cancer is at the 
Univ. of New Mexico.  He’s the only robotics 
surgeon in NM—Dr. Satyan Shah (see the 
University of New Mexico Hospital website, or his 
personal website).  The cancer was eliminated, and I 
was almost fully recovered within 90 days.  I’m  

 
very happy with my decisions, and with Dr. Shah.  
I’m happy to discuss my treatment with anyone 
faced with the same decisions, over the phone (505-
281-4185) or via email.   
 
Keep up the good work! 
 

Lindsay Ervin (60) 
chs1958@sbcglobal.net  
 
Hi Pat & Gary, 
Just a note to say thanks for all the great 

work you guys do on the news letter.  It is always a 
treat to get it start reading.  I have been in touch 
with Bill (Grable) Rees primarily via email and he 
is doing great.  He called me after I had mentioned 
him in one of my emails to you guys and we talked 
for a while and he now sends me quite a few emails 
covering a lot of things which are great to get. 
  
Hope you and your families are doing fine.  Take 
care and thanks again. 
 
Editors Note:  We now have a new Class 
Representative for the class of 1959.  Please 
welcome John “Mike” Murphy (59) and thank him 
for taking the job.  Glad to have you onboard Mike. 
I have change the picture and email address on the 
first page of the newsletter to show this change. 
You will find his picture and email address there. 
 
    __________________________________ 
 

Basic Flying Rules: 

"You know that your landing gear is up 
and locked  when it takes full power to taxi 
to the terminal." 

"Mankind has a perfect record in aviation; 
we never left one up there!" 

The three most common expressions (or 
famous last words) in aviation are: 

"Why is it doing that?",   

"Where are we?"  

And "Oh S...!"  

Letters to the 
Editor  
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