
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
     
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

Class Representatives 
 
1953 - Jackie (Brown) Kenny  
JKYKNY@aol.com  
 
 
1954 – Betsy (Neff) Cote  
betsycote@verizon.net  
 
 
1955 – Nancie (Anderson) Weber 
nancieT@verizon.net 
 
 
 

1956 - Edie (Williams) Wingate 
WingW@aol.com  
 
 

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  
 

  ____________________________________ 
 

Editors Note: 
 
Well it seems your editor has been up to his old 
tricks again. In the last issue under “Letters to 
the Editor” I printed an email from Sherry 
Burritt Konjura (57) however the picture was of 
Sherry Gregory (53). My appoliges to both of 
you.  A case of fast click on the mouse – pictures 
are next to each other in my files and I just 
clicked the wrong one. 
 
________________________________________ 
 

 
New Email address: 

 
Glenda (Fuller) Drake (56) 
 glenda@drakefamily.org     
 
2501 Melville Lane 
Schertz, TX  78154-1140 

(210) 566-1066 
(210) 464-0587 Cell 
 
 

Bushy Tales  
Dedicated to all who attended London Central High School 

at Bushy Park, London England from  
1952 to 1962 
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Gary Schroeder (55), Editor gschroeder4@comcast.net  
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Sandra (Dawe) Werner (57) 
sandra.werner272@gmail.com  
 
 
 

 
Blaine Campbell (58) 
chipcambl@gmail.com  
 
Primary: chipcambl@gmail.com 
secondary: chipcambl@msn.com 

Oldest and still good: chipc@addlebrain.com 
___________________________________ 
 

 
 
 
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. 

 
Fred Abbott (60) 
  
Please remove Fred Abbott from your 
mailing list. He passed away very 
unexpectedly on the 1st. of December.  

Pam Abbott  
_____________________________________ 
 
 
 
 

 
Ellis Young (59) 
eyoungf64@cox.net  
 
Let's ask the readers if they have any 
memories or photos of visits to the 

Battersea Fun Fair (amusement park, London). It 
was eventually closed due to a horrible roller 
coaster accident. Might as well include the  
Columbia House & West Drayton Teen Clubs. 
It's just a shame we didn't have digital cameras then. 

 
Also maybe a query about output from the aging 
students in the photography club. The teachers may 
have had the more expensive cameras (Rollie, Leica 
& Contax) but some Argus and high-end Kodaks 
were also around. Past students should also check 
with their parents for vintage photos. I have the 
resources to scan photos & slides so you can send 
them to me at 1407 Pickford Lane, Oklahoma City, 
OK 73159. All originals will be returned at my 
expense. Come on check the attic & closets. Maybe 
we can have a special photo issue. Photos could be 
school activities, class reunions or any travels in the 
UK or Europe. 

   
Ellis Young & Sandra             Ellis Young,  
Simpson, Staines, UK            Laleham, UK 1956 
1957 Age 16 & 14. We  
have been married 50 
 years now. She lived in  
Staines, UK 
 
(Editors Note:  Ellis has sent me around 50 
pictures he took in England in 2009 and 2010 
which I will use as fillers in future issues.) 
 
Penny (Ohrman) Bernstein (61) no picture 
available 
premierevent@charleston.net  
 
I saw that Susan Miller Dalberg wrote about the 
teen club at High Wycombe.  We moved into base 
housing at High Wycombe when it was brand new.  
It was the summer of 1957.  At that time David 
Anderson, Sharon “Tiny” Swim, John Clark, Karen 
Cottingham were ones I remember living on base.  
We did not have a teen club but went to the  

Classmates Who Have 
Transferred To The 
Eternal Duty Station 

Memories of Bushy 
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What are we doing 

now? 

 
Officer’s Club as I remember.  I have been in touch 
with Karen.  She has lived in France for years.  Her 
parents and mine were great friends and so we knew 
them back in the States.  I would love to find the 
others, especially Sharon.  
  
The winter of ’56 before the housing was finished, 
we moved from Mitchell AFB in NY to High 
Wycombe and lived on the economy.  I was 
fortunate to be able to go back to Great Kings Hill 
about 4 yrs ago to see the area I lived in all those 
years ago. When we moved there I would walk 
about a mile to the local bus stop, ride into High 
Wycombe, walk from one end of town to the train 
station, ride the train to the next town, walk another 
hill to the bus stop and finally catch the school bus 
and an hour ride into school.  I’d leave in the 
morning before daylight and get home after sunset.  
We didn’t think much about it then.  Can’t imagine 
the uproar there would be today with kids getting to 
school like that.  It was an adventure. 
 
The school year of 1958-59 Bushy Hall opened and 
it was a breeze hopping the school bus on base and 
going right to school.  That was the first year Bushy 
Hall was opened.  Having been in 8th grade at 
Bushy Park I missed getting to know any upper 
classman but loved England and going to school 
there.  Great memories.  We left in June of ’58 for 
Bitburg, Germany.  That was for sophomore year 
and then in Oct. of my junior year we moved to 
Charleston SC.  I have been fortunate that both my 
Germany classmates and my stateside classmates 
have remained friends through the years. 
 
   _____________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
        
 
 

 
Charlie Besancon (59) 
charlieandsue7@hotmail.com  
 
 

 

 
Reminisces of an INF Treaty Inspector 

 
Background 
 
From 1980 through 1987 the United States and the 
Soviet Union worked toward negotiating an 
Intermediate Nuclear Forces (INF) treaty. 
Intermediate Nuclear Forces are missiles with 
ranges between 500 and 5500 km. The missiles 
were mainly deployed in Western and Eastern 
Europe and the western Soviet Union. 
 
The Soviet Union had already deployed several 
classes of INF missiles and was in the process of 
deploying 5500 km range SS-20 missile when 
negotiations commenced. Great Britain and France 
also had deployed intermediate range missiles and 
this complicated the negotiations as the Soviets 
argued for an equal reduction in numbers, i.e. 
numbers equal to the number of British and French 
missiles. Since the U.S. had yet to deploy any 
intermediate missiles in Europe and the Soviets had 
deployed many more missiles than Britain and 
France, a reduction equal to the number of British 
and French missiles would leave the Soviets as the 
only party with INF missiles. The United States 
argued that since Great Britain and France were not 
parties to the treaty negotiations their missiles were 
not covered. The U.S. additionally argued for an 
equal outcome rather than an equal reduction in 
numbers. Needless to say, negotiations were long, 
tedious, and often frustrating. An additional 
complication was the turnover in Soviet leadership. 
Brezhnev, Andropov, and Chernyenko died during 
the negotiations, and, with each change in 
leadership the Soviets had to rethink their 
negotiating position. In the end, Gorbachev tipped 
the scales toward an agreement.  
 
To pressure the Soviets into good faith negotiations, 
President Reagan authorized a “dual-track” 
approach. The U.S. would negotiate and 
concurrently would begin deployment of Pershing II 
missiles and Ground Launched Cruise Missiles 
(GLCMs) to Europe in case an agreement could not 
be reached. Reagan was also in favor of a zero-zero 
outcome where all INF missiles would be 
destroyed. In the end, a treaty was signed in 
December 1987 with a zero-zero outcome, and 
British and French missiles were not covered by the  
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treaty. If you want to learn more, the late Maynard 
Glitman, the Chief U.S. negotiator at the treaty’s 
signing, wrote an excellent book entitled The Last 
Battle of the Cold War detailing the negotiations. 
 
Inspection and Verification 
  
The treaty contained an inspection and verification 
protocol so on-site inspectors were needed. In 1987 
I was fortunate to be selected to become an INF 
Inspector. We prospective inspectors arrived in DC 
in late 1987 ready to go count the missiles, which as 
we saw it, would be easy as there were not going to 
be any. Man, were we wrong. 
 
We learned to operate special instant cameras, truck 
scales to weigh missiles and support equipment, and 
measuring equipment. We learned we might be 
trapped in compromising situations in hotels and 
how to handle them. We were advised to never, 
ever, drink the water even in the hotels in Moscow 
(which meant we would have to carry in our own 
drinking water). We learned not to discuss any 
treaty details with the Soviets; only our team chief 
could do that. We learned that if asked, we were to 
say we were from the DC area. We learned that the 
walls might have ears and mirrors might be the two-
way type. We were told the diplomatic passports we 
would be issued were only for protecting against 
searches of our person; if we committed a crime it 
would be “c’est la vie.”  
 
We had discussions on what kind of clothing we 
would be wearing during the inspections. One piece 
coveralls were suggested. The women demanded 
shirts and trousers because they wouldn’t have to 
take down the entire suit of coveralls when taking a 
bathroom break. Their logic won out!  To preclude 
the temptation to sell them for exorbitant prices on 
the black market, we were not allowed to wear 
jeans. In the end, we were allowed to wear whatever 
type of work apparel we wanted. The jeans 
prohibition was later rescinded, but still no selling 
them! 
 
We had lectures from various individuals that gave 
us insight why the treaty seemed to be overly 
complicated. A lawyer who was involved in the 
negotiations gave an example of the complication of 
translating a very specific word from English into  

 
Russian and having the word mean the same in both 
languages. 
 
Anyway, after two weeks of training we thought we 
were ready and were assigned to ten-person teams. 
Each team was led by a military officer, usually a 
LtCOL or COL who could speak Russian. The rest 
of the team consisted of an assistant team chief 
(military officer also), two linguists, and six 
inspectors. On our team two of the inspectors were 
also fluent in Russian which turned out to be an 
invaluable asset. We returned to our regular jobs 
and waited for the “call.” 
 
Our team went to West Germany in April 1988 to 
do a mock inspection of a Pershing II base to give 
both the team and the Pershing base practice as the 
Soviets would be inspecting the Pershing bases. 
One of the Pershing troops greeted me by name and 
asked how things were in my hometown. I didn’t 
know him from Adam. He showed me that I had left 
a luggage nametag on my backpack. Catching lots 
of little things like that made the mock inspections 
worthwhile. At the Pershing base, so-called “peace 
parties” demonstrated outside the base as we arrived 
and departed. Several of us noticed an old man 
dressed in scruffy clothes taking pictures of us with 
an expensive camera with a huge telephoto lens. 
Two days later, at another Pershing II base miles 
away, the same man was there taking pictures. Our 
Team Chief cautioned us against the one-finger 
salute as the picture would probably show up in a 
West German socialist newspaper. When we arrived 
back in the U.S. we were told to be ready to leave 
for baseline inspections no later than 20 June. 
 
The baseline inspections were to verify the data 
received from the Soviets by counting the missiles 
and support equipment and establishing their 
location and condition prior to moving the missiles 
and equipment to elimination facilities. Our team 
was the second team to go in to the Soviet Union, 
scheduled to leave the morning of 2 July 1988. Due 
to a mix-up in the notification message, we finally 
left Rhine Main AFB about 4 in the afternoon. We 
boarded a camo-painted C-141 and arrived in 
Moscow at dusk. We were all apprehensive while 
our bags were being x-rayed and our equipment was 
being checked.  
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Our Soviets escorts seemed apprehensive as well. 
No pleasantries and no “Welcome to the Peoples 
Paradise” were offered. Both sides kept wary eyes 
on the other side. We had been told that the two 
person rule was mandatory so, like in the movies 
where the ladies go to the restroom together, we 
men found partners when we wanted to make that 
trip. We were offered what to me was some of the 
best coffee I had ever tasted, and I had several cups. 
Caviar was offered but I declined. After the entry 
procedures were over we were on our way. 
 
We boarded a small bus which was part of a convoy 
led by a police vehicle with lights flashing and horn 
blasting. The convoy included an ambulance! We 
rode in the “VIP” lane (no common citizens 
allowed) and sped away to Moscow. It was dark by 
the time we got into Moscow and we began to see 
red neon “Ms” every so often. Someone asked what 
they were, and a crusty old USAF senior NCO 
member of the team cocked one eye out the window 
and said they were MacDonald’s restaurants. Wow, 
we could get a big Mac and fries almost anywhere! 
We found out later that the signs were for the metro 
system, there were no MacDonald’s in Moscow!  
We vowed to get revenge on the NCO. 
 
At the hotel Ukraina we had to surrender our 
passports. It was a traumatic event, giving up what 
we considered our last hold on a ticket back to the 
free world. The feeling didn’t last long as we got 
our passport back with our room key. Since we got 
to the hotel after the dining room was closed, we 
were given a warm bottle of Pepsi, a pork cutlet, 
some potatoes and silverware in a plastic bag. Not 
individually wrapped, but all just dumped into the 
bag. After a short team meeting where we all 
synchronized our alarm clocks and a “door banger” 
was assigned to bang on our doors in the morning to 
make sure we were up, we retired to bed. I slept 
with my passport! 
 
A Soviet hotel bathroom has to be experienced to be 
believed. A tub with a shower-wand but no shower 
curtain and no drain stopper! The reason given 
being that the curtain and stopper were constantly 
stolen so it was decided to stop putting them in the 
rooms. The towels seemed to be treated for water 
repellency but were warm as the hot water pipe that 
ran to the tub formed the towel rack. Taking a  

 
shower keeping your mouth tightly closed was an 
acquired skill. Brushing your teeth was the hardest 
task to perform. You had to constantly repeat to 
yourself “don’t rinse the brush in the faucet water!” 
You’d be surprised how hard it is to break so 
common a habit. Also, I never saw a Soviet toilet 
that worked correctly. 
 
Next morning the team gathered at the elevator and 
proceeded down to the dining room together. Being 
Americans used to having coffee right away, several 
of us went straight to a coffee urn and drew a cup. 
We were immediately set upon by a very upset lady 
who would not stop yelling. Our Soviet escorts 
explained that we had gotten coffee that was for a 
visiting delegation from central Asia. We 
apologized but enjoyed the coffee. Breakfast was a 
fried egg, green peas, and hash browns. The egg 
was served in the small pan in which it was fried. It 
was sunny side up, and the yolk had a greenish tint. 
Our team chief said while we were used to yolks 
that got their beautiful yellow color from the 
marigold petals fed to the chickens, the greenish tint 
was not harmful. We learned to immediately flip the 
egg over to hide the yolk and eat it without looking 
at it too often. 
 
We then got some time to go to our rooms and pack. 
While packing, I heard a banging on my door and a 
woman’s voice saying something in Russian. My 
first thought was “a compromising situation” was 
coming but the maid was just bringing clean towels! 
 
The bag drag, the act of getting luggage and 
equipment from room to bus, bus to aircraft, aircraft 
to the next bus, etc., was a chore. We each had a 
personal bag with all the clothes, personal items, 
and snacks ( pop tarts, cokes and Spam) we thought 
we would need during the trip, plus the two 
equipment cases, Two truck scales (55 lbs each), 
bottled water cases, and a medical kit. Bag drags 
were a team effort; we formed a chain and passed 
the bags and equipment from person to person until 
we had all the stuff moved. On some trips we 
struggled through over 20 bag drags. 
  
From the hotel we went by convoy to a military 
airfield where our team chief opened his orders and 
informed the Soviet escorts where we were to go to 
inspect. 
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By treaty the Soviets had nine hours to get us to the 
requested base. We would cool our heels at the air 
base for a while and then load up on a Soviet 
aircraft and fly to our destination. The reason we 
cooled our heels was that the Soviets could give the 
selected base the maximum time to prepare for our 
visit. The escorts delayed our take-off so that we 
would arrive as close to the end of the nine-hour 
transit time as possible.  
 
All the Soviet aircraft we in which we flew had 
Aeroflot markings. Although there never were any 
mishaps, we kidded that we received “frequent 
survivor” miles for our trips. The plane we used 
most of all was the short take-off and landing AN-
72, a fine but noisy aircraft. There was a fasten 
seatbelt sign but the escorts never paid any 
attention. If an escort was standing when the plane 
took off, he would just brace himself and hold on 
until the plane got airborne! If the flight was long 
we would get “in-flight meals” consisting of a warm 
Pepsi and a sandwich usually consisting of a pork 
cutlet or salami. After landing at an airfield we 
often had a long bus ride to our inspection site.  
 
By treaty, we had 24 hours after we arrived at the 
site to complete our inspections. At operational 
missile bases the inspections took less than 24 hours 
as the bases were compact and well laid out. At 
storage facilities and factories the inspections took 
the entire 24 hours. Then a bus ride back to the 
airfield and a plane flight back to Moscow. If the 
inspection went well the trip was enjoyable, with 
lots of exchanging of souvenirs and even singing. 
One of our team members who spoke Russian had a 
wonderful baritone voice and on one long bus ride, 
he started singing Russian folk songs from the 
czarist era. A Russian escort, also with a great 
singing voice, joined in. It was a great concert. If 
the inspection did not go well, the bus ride was a 
sullen affair, with neither side speaking to the other. 
Thankfully those inspections were in the minority. 
 
Depending on circumstances, we might get a day in 
Moscow to see the sights and get the obligatory trip 
to the Arbot (sp?) for shopping. Fur hats were a 
popular item. Stacking dolls were another. Before 
the Soviet Union collapsed, prices were great and 
the souvenirs were first rate. After communism fell, 
prices shot up dramatically and the quality of the  

 
souvenirs went down. Where before the collapse 
you could have purchased a beautifully-painted 10 
piece stacking doll set with a religious or fairytale 
theme, after the collapse you could buy a stacking 
doll featuring the Dallas Cowboys at twice the 
price! 
 
Eventually we had to leave Moscow and return to 
Rhine Main AFB, so we boarded a C-141 and 
settled in for the flight, dreaming of snitzel and 
good German Hefe Witzen. I also dreamed of a 
quart of whole milk. We had been warned not to 
drink the milk in Russia as it was not pasteurized. 
However, one inspector that was raised on a dairy 
farm drank the milk and ate the yogurt with no 
apparent ill effects.   
 
Speaking of eating and drinking, if there was time 
we often had a formal post-inspection meal at an 
inspection site. The place settings were immaculate, 
and the food was often great. I had my first taste of 
beef tongue, Chicken Kiev and borsht after these 
inspections. I found out borsht wasn’t just for beets 
anymore. We also had vodka for toasts. At first we 
were warned by our team chief to just touch our lips 
to the shot glass without drinking. Sure! After a 
while most of us downed the vodka and looked for 
refills which were not long in coming. Eventually 
we were told to just use our heads about drinking. 
The Soviets had no such instructions. Several times 
one or more of the escorts would get plastered.  
 
The meals were served by wives of the base 
personnel. We had been advised to take in gifts for 
the ladies, and, before leaving the U.S., the women 
on the team would take up a collection, usually $5 
from each team member, and buy 
cosmetics/perfume for gifts. The gifts were much 
appreciated. We learned that decent soap was in 
short supply in the Soviet Union so I made a point 
of taking in ten or so bars of soap to leave as gifts to 
the people who cleaned our rooms. Once we got to 
know the escorts we brought in gifts of fishing 
lures, magazines, sweatshirts, and ball caps. The 
escorts, in turn found out who collected coins and 
gave them coins. Other gifts from the escorts were 
Soviet Army ushankas (fur hats), uniform pieces, 
and uniform badges. I still wear my ushanka when it 
gets cold but with an American Flag pin rather than 
a hammer and sickle. 
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Our baseline inspection period lasted 60 days. We 
then began a period of elimination and short-notice 
inspections. Elimination inspections were where 
teams watched missiles and support equipment 
being eliminated. Elimination trips usually lasted 
two weeks and were, to me, the most interesting as 
we got to see the equipment up close. One site was 
in The Ukraine, downwind from Chernobyl. We 
were issued radiation detection badges, but the 
badges showed no radiation.    
 
The treaty called for 13 years of short notice 
inspections to verify that the two countries were 
abiding by the treaty. Although the inspection 
period was 13 years, the treaty would continue in 
perpetuity or until one party formally withdraws 
from the treaty.  No testing of missiles with ranges 
of 500 to 5500 km was allowed as long as the treaty 
is in force. Although no warheads were destroyed 
by the treaty, elimination of the delivery systems 
(missiles) and support equipment, the prohibition of 
testing and continuous monitoring by satellites 
should preclude cheating. 
 
I hope the little stories give you an idea of the life 
on an inspector. 
 
One American inspector who was tall, overweight, 
and hairy said that when he heard about the 
possibility of two-way mirrors in the hotels he 
decided to take the offensive. When he got to his 
room, he stripped naked and admired his physique 
in front of the mirror for a while. He said that would 
cure anyone of watching him through a two-way 
mirror. 
 
When we got off the bus at a storage facility in 
Kaliningrad, that little part of the Soviet Union on 
the Baltic Sea between Poland and Lithuania, we 
saw scratched into a concrete wall the words “Pink 
Floyd.” Some conscript or worker must have been a 
fan.  
 
While at the Kaliningrad facility, we were given 
crepes filled with black caviar for breakfast. Not a 
fan of caviar, I gave my crepes to my sub-
teammate. She got sick as a dog. We attributed it to 
too much caviar. 
 
 

 
Once after my sub-teammate, who was fluent in 
Russian, and an escort got into a heated 
conversation, the escort came up to me and said he 
was glad he was not married to her.  
 
During an inspection in Volgograd an escort 
pointed to the 300-ft high statue of Mother Russia 
who held a raised sword in her hand and said that 
“you Americans don’t have anything like that”. My 
sub-teammate said “yes we do, but ours has the 
torch of freedom in her hand.” The escort had no 
reply. My sub-teammate never gave an inch in her 
conversations with the escorts!    
 
To get even with the crusty old USAF senior NCO 
on our team, one of our linguists told him how to 
greet Soviet citizens. Instead of Dobry Utra which 
means good morning or good day, she told him to 
say Dobry Utca which means good duck. We got a 
kick out of watching the reaction of people on the 
street when he greeted them with good duck! After 
one inspection, he left Rhine Main for the U.S. one 
day early. In his rush, he left a pair of trousers in his 
room. We packed up the trousers and put in a note 
which said “sorry you had to leave in a rush without 
your trousers” and signed it Ursula. We never heard 
if his wife got to read the note. 
 
At the Volgograd (formerly known as Stalingrad) 
facility, I remarked to an escort that the brickwork 
was much better quality than most I had seen in the 
Soviet Union. He said the structures were built by 
German prisoners of war. 
  
At one site, I was shadowed by a tall escort who 
kept looking over my shoulder at my notebook. I 
finally wrote a phrase telling him what he and the 
horse he rode in on could do and held it up so he 
could read it easily. He didn’t bother me again. 
 
At one site we knew we would be visiting the base 
elementary school. We took in a lot of Beanie 
Babies, coloring books, and crayons. The kids loved 
the beanie babies, and the teachers appreciated the 
coloring books and crayons. At the same site a dog 
with three legs followed us everywhere. We had 
been told about the dog by a team that had visited 
the base earlier so we took in lots of dog treats. His 
name, naturally, was Lucky. 
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During mushroom season, a lot of the escorts would 
slip away and collect mushrooms for their families. 
Sometimes good eats trumped the treaty! 
 
On one trip to inspect a site in East Germany just 
before the Berlin Wall fell, we attended an opera. 
One of the women on our team got sick so two of us 
volunteered to walk her back to the hotel. After we 
got her tucked into bed, we looked at each other and 
decided not to go back to the opera. We walked 
around Leipzig and came across a group of young 
people in a park. They were singing songs 
accompanied by a guitar and violin and you could 
feel the emotion in the songs. One song was in 
English and I remember the words “and the cry of 
freedom will be heard.” Ten days later the wall fell. 
 
On a trip to a facility in northern Kazakhstan in 
February, we overnighted in Almaty and then flew 
north over mile after mile of snowy, windswept 
terrain to the inspection site. We made a refueling 
stop at a base on the shore of Lake Balkash where 
the temp was below zero and the wind was brutal. 
The only restroom facility was a two-stall outhouse 
with both doors blown off by the wind. The 
remaining leg of the flight was about three hours so 
we all braved the elements. The women said it gave 
a whole new meaning to hovering. 
 
At the Kapustin Yar missile test facility, cattle 
ranged freely. We even found evidence of their 
presence on the launch pads. The escorts said cattle 
were often hit by vehicles and then steak was 
enjoyed by all. At our post inspection meal we had 
steak! 
 
The USAF aircrew, many of whom were Air Guard 
personnel, who flew us to and from Moscow, were 
a great bunch. They bragged that they had more 
flight time over the Soviet Union than any SAC 
crew. On most C-141 flights, shortly after takeoff 
the flight engineer would go aft and look out a 
window on each side of the aircraft. I asked one 
why they did that. His reply, “I count the engines  
 
and if there are four we are good to go”! On another 
flight to Moscow there was a high pitched squeal 
like air escaping. The flight engineer walked aft 
with a wad of wet paper towels and soon the squeal  
 

 
stopped. We knew we were in good hands with 
those guys. 
 
We flew on C-130s going in and out of East 
Germany and on one trip when we took off from 
Leipzig; a French Concord was there as the Leipzig 
International Trade Fair was in progress. Our pilot 
warned us to hold on when we took off. The plane 
was lightly loaded; there were just the ten of us 
inspectors and a comfort pallet aboard. The pilot 
held the plane until the engines were screaming and 
then after a short takeoff roll pointed the plane as 
close to straight up as he could. He said he just 
wanted to show off.  
 
The Soviet inspectors in the U.S. stole sheets and 
towels from the bases were they were quartered. 
Evidently they already had plenty of shower 
curtains and drain plugs! The Russian higher-ups 
requested that Bibles and the Book of Mormon be 
removed from the rooms when their personnel were 
billeted in commercial hotels as inspectors were 
taking them home.  
 
Although we were warned against getting “too 
personal” with escorts, I have heard about one 
marriage between an American Inspector and a 
Russian female escort but for the life of me I can’t 
figure out how the got to know each other. I guess 
love conquers all. 
 
I was glad to be a part of an inspection team. The 
experience was one of the highlights of my career. I 
believe a valuable side benefit of the treaty was the 
personal interactions between inspectors and 
escorts. While we were inspecting in the Soviet 
Union (later, Russia), Russian inspectors were 
traveling in the U.S. inspecting our facilities. We 
heard stories of positive Russian reactions to our 
country. They loved K-Mart! Dog food was a 
popular shopping item!  
 
Trudging through waist-deep snow near the Arctic 
Circle and spending time inspecting in the desert-
like terrain of Kapustin Yar was just part of the job. 
I looked at it as an adventure and was eager to go 
every time I was notified that an inspection was on 
the schedule. The wanderlust, if you want to call it 
that, that I experienced as a military brat was a big 
factor in enjoying the inspections. It surprised me  
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that some inspectors made just one inspection and 
decided to never go back. Not me, I would do it all 
again in a minute! 

 
Karen Sweetland (59) 
kesweet@comcast.net  
 
 
 
 

PRESS RELEASE 
March 18, 2011 

For Immediate Release 
Contact:  Kendra Southwick 

503-333-0153 or 
Karen Sweetland 

971-285-3015 
  

Portland, Oregon....Portland author, Karen 
Sweetland, announces the soon-to-be-released 
novel, And Two Were Chosen, a work of fiction 
that has been three years in the making.  The book 
is an insightful thriller of political and biblical 
intrigue, based on fact and truth.  At over 300 
pages, the book is filled with vivid character 
portrayals, touches of historical relevance, and an 
in-depth look at today's players and their role in our 
status - past, present and future - all presented on 
the foundation of a compelling story of friendship, 
and ultimate redemption.  This book stands out 
among similar genre in that it finally connects the 
dots of a plethora of seemingly disparate events and 
individuals. 
  
Sweetland first began research on issues and 
candidates in 2008 to gain a better grasp of 
positions and backgrounds of the many candidates.  
Her research led her on a three year odyssey 
of research that filled page after page with notes.  It 
was two years into this research project that 
Sweetland decided to turn her notes into a book, 
utilizing a fiction format and changes of names to 
protect the 'guilty.'   
  
Said Sweetland, "I was overwhelmed by the degree 
of evil, by the extent of the convoluted network of 
truly sinister people, and what they were about.  I 
felt compelled to bring this information to the 
public with as broad a distribution as possible."   

 
Sweetland has succeeded in blowing the lid off the 
unspoken agenda held by many key people in 
America.  The list of corrupt conspirators is 
shocking.  The author shows us once again how 
death of a society or a tree begins from the top 
down. 
  
Sweetland is a previously published author, having 
created and written Super Bowl by the Bay, a 
collector's book done for the NFL several years 
ago.   Sweetland brings a unique perspective to this 
work, blending the interests and concerns of 
seniors, conservatives, independents, 
moderates, military, and our youth.   Sweetland is a 
native of Portland, and a 3-year member of the 
Bushy Park campus, 1955-1958. 
  
The book can be advanced ordered from the 
publisher, www.PublishAmerica.com, or through 
the author's website, www.andtwowerechosen.com, 
and soon through Amazon (print and Ebook), 
Borders and other major book outlets across 
America.   
  
Sweetland, an articulate speaker, is available for 
phone and in-person interviews, and has a wealth of 
information on many of the issues affecting our 
country, as well as on key individuals and groups 
who have long influenced the direction this country 
is being taken.   
  
Early reader reviews are positive and enthusiastic. 
 
____________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Ruth (Lund)Bethea (55) 
rbethea@verizon.net  
 
Hi folks, 
I just returned from spring training in 

Sarasota, FL.  We saw 2 games – the Baltimore 
Orioles vs Boston and the Orioles vs NY Yankees.  
Yes we saw Jeter and A-Rod play, and yes, 
Cameron Diaz was there!! 

This and That 
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Actress Camron Diaz takes in Monday's game 
from behind home plate at Ed Smith Stadium. 
Diaz is dating Yankees third baseman Alex 
Rodriguez.  3-7-2011 
 
Getting away from a rainy cold DC area into a 
beautiful 70 degree Florida was lots of fun.  We 
visited a state park with alligators (yippee), visited 
the aquarium to see dolphins, manatees, turtles, etc, 
and went to a park with lots of parrots and 
flamingos we could feed. 
 
LIFE IS GOOD. I hope everyone is well and happy! 

 
Mike Murphy (58) 
oldsalt1223@aol.com  
 
 Hi you all. Well it's been fairly quiet 
since our last update. I am still rehabbing 

the right knee from total knee surgery. Therapy is 3 
times a week and helps a lot. Judy is fine as usual. 
We are still planning on heading to Florida next 
month for a couple of weeks. The weather is just 
now getting nice and we can get out and do things. 
We still do the Estate sales and yard sales (that’s tag 
sales for the Yankees, lol). Normally we would be 
traveling but surgery has slowed me to a crawl so to 
speak. We had a lot of birthdays to attend to also. 
Judy still writes every day. Thank you all for your 
support. 
  
We love you all... 

 
LouAnn (Sawyer) Washing (61) 
lawashing@gmail.com  
 

 
Thank you for the February Newsletter.  I have not 
sent a note for a while, but upon seeing Ward 
Westcott's message, it inspired me to get going.  I 
remember him well, and his great sense of humor, 
cute too!  I also, have seen Fred Clough over the 
years.  He attended my younger son's wedding.  I 
have heard lately from Jim Hollister's wife, Diane, 
who became a dear friend many years ago as we 
lived near one another while Jim was working for 
Kodak in Rochester.  They have 2 beautiful 
daughters, and I believe 5 grandchildren, and now 
live in Georgia for retirement and they are near their 
children.  I have two sons.  Both of the guys live in 
Ca. One is in Tiburon, the other in Marina del Rey.  
It makes for wonderful family times, as I grew up in 
both areas.  I have two grandchildren.  The years are 
flying by.  Having been a family who moved often, 
we are used to distances and to remaining very 
close.  The ability to video chat all over the world is 
wonderful.  I even have a cousin in China, who we 
recently chatted with!   
 
It was fun to hear from Fred about Craig Sams and 
his wife who have been in England and are running 
a wonderful restaurant and are involved with green 
foods.  My niece and nephew were living in 
England on the family farm, where they were 
involved with free range poultry and green foods.  
They are now stateside in NewYork, doing more of 
the same in the Finger Lakes region near us.  I 
wonder if anyone ever heard from a classmate of 
our senior year, Ellen Fenstermacher?  Her Dad, 
was Army, and they were wonderful friends when 
we lived in London.  In fact they took over with our 
Scottie dog, as we departed.  Ellen was from South 
Carolina, and since I travel there often, I wish to 
find her. 
 
Since this is our 50th year reunion, and I attended 3 
high schools, I am now finding that I am in touch 
via the internet with friends I never thought to see 
again.  Now, I am looking forward to 3 reunions 
and friendships renewed.  Here in Rochester, I work 
for a number of outreach programs, and am busy 
with local efforts raising money in the medical 
field, world peace, and so many others.  It seems 
that these years are a great time to stay busy and 
give back to community, local and global.  Hope to 
hear from more of you.  LouAnn Sawyer (60) 
Washing 
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LouAnn Washing    
29 Briar Patch Road 
Rochester NY  14618    
(H)585.383.0455     (M)585.820.4481 

 
Glennva (Beason) Yuenger (61) 
ggandtony@aol.com  
 
It is so interesting to read the news 
articles each month and I'd hate to see 

them stop, so will try to do my share and send 
something along. 
   
Our next to youngest son is stationed in Northern 
England. Shaun and his family have until November 
left over there, and are busy trying to see all the 
sites before coming back state side. We have 
managed to get over once to visit and hope to make 
one more trip. It's strange to think your son is 
walking in some of the same places that you did 
once many years ago.  Our little grandsons are 
going to English schools and are acquiring a accent. 
My husband and I settled in Washington state about 
7 years ago and the scenery and the weather are 
very similar to England and we love it. 
 
As I do photography my camera also loves it. My 
younger brother Rick and his whole family (4 kids 
+families) live here too. He would have been class 
of 64.  I remember all the baseball games he played 
over there at Bushy. So far only one of our 7 kids 
and families live here but more will be coming to 
join us as they can. I've been involved for many 
years in a nurturing program for people in a crisis. 
(I teach classes for it also) My husband Tony and I 
have just started emergency first response classes. 
Will try to send along a bit more news in the near 
future. 
  ___________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
William R Rumble (57) 
gfgcamarillo@verizon.net  

 
Thank you for your incredible long-term 
commitment to the newsletter. I truly appreciate 
your efforts and the result every month. 

 
Diane (Lund) McMahon (58) 
jmcmahon@stx.rr.com  
 
Here's a link to a Wall Street Journal 
article about the ship that is near and 

dear to so many of us. (The SS United States) 
  
http://online.wsj.com/article_email/SB10001424052
748704254304576116223089782038-
lMyQjAxMTAxMDAwMTEwNDEyWj.html 
   __________________________________ 
 
Here a couple of the pictures Ellis Young (59) sent 
from his trip. 
 

 
10 Downing Street, Central London, UK 

 

                      
Big Ben, Central London, UK 

 

Letters to the 
Editor 
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