
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
     
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

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  
 

  ____________________________________ 
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Gary Schroeder (55) your editor � 
Garybushypark55@gmail.com  
600 E. Medical Center Blvd. #1703 
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Glenda F Drake (56) 
glenda@drakefamily.org  
 
2501 Melville Lane 
Schertz, TX  78154-1140 

(210) 566-1066 
(210) 464-0587 Cell 
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Rachel (Snee) Binegar (60) 
rbinegar@windstream.net  
 
Gary, 
Connie Drennon has shared some 
copies of her Bushy Tales, what a nice 

community effort.  Those of us who went to Central 
High don't have class reunions every 5 years and 
often lose touch with our classmates.  Thought I 
would send a possible entry for the next issue: 
  
Class of 1960!  I have such fond memories of our 
trip to Rome, our prom, a trip to Germany for the 
basketball tournaments, the talent show, and senior 
social studies.  I also remember that first year after 
graduation that we lost several of our classmates in 
a plane crash in Germany.  Nostalgia has really set 
in as I have much time since January when I broke 
my left femur while skiing.  UGH!  At this age one 
does not heal quickly. 
  
I have been back to England several times over the 
years; my husband Steven and I taught for the DOD 
Schools in Frankfurt for 4 years from 1970-1974.  
Trips to London were easy; but I have not been 
back to Bushy Park.  We currently live in 
Versailles, KY 10 miles from Lexington.  This area 
is known for horses, basketball, and bourbon; we 
came because of grandsons!  Currently, I volunteer 
at OLD FRIENDS, a farm for retired thoroughbred 
race horse, the only one in the country that will take 
stallions (they tend to be cranky!) 
  
I would love to know where any of you have 
landed:  Lois Koller, Carol Eckels, Jeff Cowden, 
George Monogue, David Moss, Sandy Christiansen, 
Tom Calloway, Andy Erskine, Doug Eskra, and all 
of the others whose names have fallen into that 
crevice of my forgetfulness. 
___________________________________ 
 
 

 
John W. Hoberg (61) 
jhoberg@columbus.rr.com  
 

No!  It Can’t Be 50 Years! 
By John W. Hoberg 

                      Class of 1961 [Class President] 
 
It came to me with a start at 3:00 a.m. not long ago.  
My God!  We graduated from Central High School 
50 years ago.  How can that be – half a Century? 

 
I’ve had a great life since then.  I graduated from 
Ohio Wesleyan University in 1965 and the 
University Of Michigan School Of Law in 1968.  I 
married Judy Kirtley (Central High ‘63) in 1967, 
and we’re still crazy about each other.  I did not go 
into the military.  I practiced meaningful law for 30 
years with a great law firm here in Columbus, Ohio, 
and have been retired for 12 years (my practice area 
disappeared and my 401 (k) had not become a 
101(k), so I retired).  Judy is a great singer and a 
successful and heralded ceramic artist at, and 
manager of, Studios on High Gallery in Columbus’ 
Short North Arts District 

 
Our two kids are wonderful.  Leigh Anne is a 
kindergarten teacher, and she and husband Julius 
have presented us with two terrific grandsons here 
in Columbus.  Johnny and his wife Kat are TV 
comedy writers (Hope and Faith, My Name is Earl, 
Better Off Ted, Better With You, etc.).  They hope 
that they are now creating a new comedy series for 
ABC. 

 
I’ve been active in numerous civic and church 
things.  I make low-end video programs, and I think 
golf is a solution to much of what ails you.  I’ve just 
had a second knee replacement, and I intend to go 
dancing with Judy again soon. 

 
I was president of the Class of 1961 at Bushy Park.  
My sister Susie (Central High ’64, who lives in 
Florida) tells me that I campaigned as “The Man 
with the Plan.”  I’ve managed to discard that 
memory, but I assume my “Plan” was to re-kindle 
the Senior Class trip to Rome, which had been 
canceled after the horrific plane crash in Munich 
that killed several Central High grads.  We did have 
our class trip to Rome over Easter Weekend, 1961, 
and it was memorable in many ways that I won’t Memories of Bushy 

Look Who We Found 
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relate here.  I became an atheist in St. Peter’s 
Square on Easter Sunday Morning, but that’s also a 
story for another day with, I believe, a happy 
ending. 

 
One memory of the trip that I still find amazing, 
though, happened on our flight home in a vibration-
prone British propeller aircraft of some sort.  I was 
sitting next to Sharon Zink, and as we flew over the 
coast near Ostia and on into the Med, she pulled out 
a bottle of Est! Est!! Est!!! wine from 
Montefiascone, north of Rome.  “They say it won’t 
travel well,” Sharon said, “but I’m taking it home to 
my father.”  As we looked into its pale yellow, big 
globs of some awful-looking gray stuff coalesced 
and started to settle to the bottom of the bottle.  
“Won’t travel well” indeed!  It became a gray 
muddy muck before we left sight of land. 

 
Early in our trip, as we were about to leave Naples 
for Rome, some of us guys ventured into the slums 
around the train station.  We were met by a hustling 
12-year old, who wanted to sell us switch blades.  
No, we didn’t’ want any.  “Cigarettes?” he said 
hopefully.  No, we don’t smoke.  “You want to 
sleep with my sister?  She’s a virgin” was his next 
offer.  No – we’re about to leave town.  “How about 
a cruise to Capri?” our eager salesman asked.  I 
wonder if he did well in life with his boundless 
enthusiasm. 

 
I was one of the guys lucky enough to be 
“American teenagers” in Stanley Kubrick’s movie 
Lolita.  We had three glorious days away from 
Bushy, and were paid 5 pounds per day.  The 
regular British extras were incensed at our being so 
overpaid.  I’m in the center of the high school dance 
scene – the skinny guy with the high forehead.  I’ve 
not weighed a lot less than twice that much for 
decades.   

 
During a break, I offered Lolita – starlet Sue Lyon – 
a stick of gum.  She haughtily rejected me.  I can’t 
blame her, really.  But searching the web, it sounds 
as if she’s had a really tough life, and I find that sad. 
Bob Overton was cast as Lolita’s high school love 
interest.  I thought Bob was really cool.  I was very 
sad to learn last year of his passing. 
 
 

 
I remember, on my eighteenth birthday, listening to 
the PA system in stunned silence as we learned that 
some Soviet fighter pilot was orbiting the earth.  
Then 3 weeks later we sat, terrified, in the library as 
we listened to Alan Shepherd’s 20 minute ballistic 
flight toward the Caribbean.  My parents were 
civilians, but so many dads of our Bushy classmates 
were totally focused on protecting us from the 
Soviet Union.  Who could have imagined that 
within 30 years it would simply disappear! 

 
I thought our Class of 1961 was really, really 
special.  Besides terrific kids (especially the girls, 
none of whom did I ever really date), you could 
look at our class ring from front or back, and it still 
said “1961.”  That won’t happen again until 6119, 
and I thought that was groovy (did “groovy” come 
later?). 

 
Fifty years have dimmed a lot of memories, but just 
typing this has brought some back and made me 
smile.  I hope all of you ‘61ers are doing well, and 
that your memories also are good ones. 
 
    _____________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Suzanne “Snookie” (Garrison) Mayo 
(54) 
sgmayo54@att.net  
 
Gary Baldwin (54) arrived last week 

for a few days visit with Pete and me and also with 
some of his Air Force friends who live in 
Sacramento.   
 
We took him to San Francisco to tour Alcatraz 
which he had not seen before.  It was one of those 
picture postcard days with sun and white fluffy 
clouds.  Alcatraz is now in the National Park 
System and they have done a fantastic job of taking 
you through what it must have been like as a 
prisoner's first impression of the island.  It was an 
interesting 3 hour tour and one we all enjoyed.   
 

Mini 
Reunions 
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We took in a few more places and then headed back 
to San Jose.  We drove to our Redwood and 
Sequoia forest one day for a picnic and Gary could 
not get over the immensity of the trees.   

 
We talked about old times and also about our next 
reunion in 2012.  This one is going to be held in 
Tucson, we think.  Gary had all sorts of great ideas 
of things to do and see in that area, taking in 
Tombstone being one of them.  His visit was over 
all too soon but we were pleased that he was able to 
take the time for the trip to us. 
    _____________________________________ 

 
 

  Reunion  
Information 

 
 

Elizabeth (Griffiths) Jackson (62) 
ljackson262@msn.com  
 
 
Last summer eight Bushy Park students 
from classes of ’61 and ’62 got together  

 
for lunch in Washington, DC.  We brought our 
yearbooks and many wonderful memories.  As you 
can see from this photograph, we had a fabulous 
time and promised to get together in 2011.  
(Standing from left: Randy Atwell ’61 Tringale, 
Anne Cable ’62 Silver, Jim Roberts ’61.  Seated 
from left:  Gail Hermansen ’62 Pantezzi, Bonnie 
Fritz ’62 VanKeugelen, Nancy Christie ‘62 Carrillo, 
Liz Griffiths ’62 Jackson) 
 

 
  
Please join us:  Mark your calendar for lunch 
Saturday, July 30, 2011 in Washington, DC.  More 
details will be sent in May....we do some DC 
sightseeing together, small dinners for those who 
want to participate.  No official hotel, no program, 
no web site, no registration fees, no rules.......just 
lots of fun.  We can offer recommendations for 
hotels or you can stay with friends or family.   
   
The following classmates have already RSVPed to 
attend so join them!  Randy Atwell ’61 Tringale, 
Gail Hermansen ’62 Pantezzi, Anne Cable ’62 
Silver, Charles Arnhold ’62, Bonnie Fritz ’62 
VanKeugelen, Ila Newsom ’62, Brendan Blackwell 
’62, Jim Roberts ’61, John Stephens ’62 (Maybe), 
Liz Griffiths ’62 Jackson  
   
RSVP to Liz Griffiths ’62 Jackson 
ljackson262@msn.com  soon and welcome aboard.  
Best regards, Liz  
_________________________________________ 
 
   
 
 
 
 
 

This and That 
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Marcia (Craver) Thomas (53) 
TxStarmt@aol.com  
 
It may have been a yawn for millions 
of Americans, but in the small East 

Texas town of Jefferson, several "Anglophiles" 
gathered Thursday night at the Victorian ancestral 
home of 99-yr-old Dorothy Craver to spend the rest 
of the evening and early morning hours watching 
the procession and royal wedding of Kate and 
William on television.  The guests, Pam 
McCasland, Lois Smith, and Marie Durrum (Mrs. 
Craver's sister) began gathering at 10 pm Thursday 
at the house and properly-made English tea was 
served continuously to keep the ladies wide awake 
during the next nine hours. Food service was begun 
about 3 AM.  On the menu was tea biscuits, Zentis 
Raspberry Preserves, English Lemon Curd, English 
Clotted Cream (a rarity in these parts), and mixed, 
fresh strawberries and blackberries,  The only 
American item offered was microwavable thick-cut 
bacon. (The ladies probably would have refused the 
tongue and kipper anyway). 
 
In keeping with the occasion, each guest was 
presented with royal "jewels" to wear during the  
event - or at least a version of the royal jewels. They 
were little girls play-like jewelry consisting of a 
diamond necklace and earring set.  Tiaras were 
planned also but, unfortunately, did not arrive in 
time.   
 
With robe and pajamas or caftans on and wearing 
the jewelry, the small group looked, indeed, like 
they belonged - maybe in bed?  But all played it to 
the hilt and stayed through the entire ceremony 
including the famous and traditional balcony kiss.   
 
Mrs. Craver and her daughter, Marcia (whose last-
minute idea it was to invite and serve a proper 
English breakfast to some local friends and 
acknowledged Anglophiles), were witness to one of 
the most historical events in England's modern 
history when they lived in London and were among 
millions who viewed the coronation parade of 
Queen Elizabeth II as spectators along the famous 
Mall leading to Buckingham Palace.   As they 
recalled during the evening, they were standing 
behind at least 7 or 8 other people trying to see over 
them or catch a glimpse around them as the royal  

 
carriages rode by.  As it happened, Marcia, who was 
a young teenager and every bit as short as her petite 
mother, was asked by a stranger if she wanted to sit 
on his shoulders to watch as the Queen rode by.  
She was eager to do so and was lifted up on the 
shoulders of a tall British gentleman.  Dorothy was 
standing by ready to be the next one lifted when she 
got a "tap" on the shoulder. As she turned around to 
see what it was, a pretty older lady with an 
East Texas accent spoke to her, "Aren't you Dorothy 
Brown of Jefferson?". As soon as she recovered 
momentarily from the shock of hearing that, 
Dorothy replied that she was, indeed, Dorothy.  It 
turned out to be a dear lady from Jefferson, Mrs. 
Ellie Mae Moseley, a teacher who was on holiday to 
see the Coronation in person.  Both Dorothy and 
Marcia today marvel that out of millions of people 
witnessing this parade, they all happened to end up 
in the same spot.   
 
In addition to that, Marcia recalled that she had 
participated in a suburban Coronation Queen 
contest where they were living, the Miss Stanmore, 
Middlesex contest.  Each little community had their 
own event as part of the big, year-long celebration  
of the coronation and this was one of those.  All the 
girls were English except Marcia, but because she  
was an American and a Texan to boot, she was 
given a third place win.  She also told of being a 
bridesmaid attendant in the wedding of a young 
English society girl who was being married in the 
famous old St. Martins-in-the-Field church. 
 
The mother and daughter team have continuously 
watched and followed closely the subsequent events 
of the royal family over the decades including 
funerals, marriages, divorces and the tragedies  
suffered by Queen Elizabeth and her family.  That is 
why they decided to show more than a little interest 
and respect by pretending they and friends were 
actually participating in the wedding as invited 
"long-distance" guests.  Both have been back to 
London several times over the years and are making 
plans to go back next June for the huge celebration 
being planned to commemorate Elizabeth's 
coronation as Queen at the young age of twenty-
five.   
 
By 7 AM, the wedding was over and the newly-
married royals were changing clothes and receiving 
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guests at the receptions before hopping in William’s 
fathers vintage Aston-Martin convertible and 
heading off to a well-deserved rest and quiet time -- 
which is exactly what five ladies did in Jefferson, 
Texas.   

 
 

 
Suzanne “Snookie” (Garrison) Mayo 
(54) 
sgmayo54@att.net  
 
Gary.  I just had to tell you that a dear 
friend and I spent the "Royal Wedding" 

at a pub here in San Jose.  Was great fun seeing all 
the people arriving at 2AM to partake of the 
festivities, in their hats and gloves which rivaled 
some of the creations in the Abbey.  A "proper" 
English breakfast was served with champagne and 
toasts!! The day brought back memories of the time 
when my brother, Pete, and I sat on bleachers at the 
crack of dawn by the Parliament buildings to watch 
Princess Elizabeth ride by on her way to her 
coronation. The English know how to throw an 
event. 

 
Ruth (Lund)Bethea (55) 
rbethea@verizon.net  
 
Ahh, Europe in the spring…..  I went 
with my youngest son and his two 

children on a 10 day trip.  But it wasn’t an ordinary 
10 days as it included Easter week in the Vatican, 
the birthday celebration of Queen Beatrix (of the 
Netherlands), and Will and Kate’s wedding in 
London.   
 
 

 
In the Netherlands we visited Keukenhof (the 
largest bulb flower park in the world) to see the 
astounding variety of colorful tulips, hydrangea, 
amaryllis, and many other flowers.  While in 
Rotterdam we visited the home, school, church and 
friends that my son knew from his tour there during 
1996-1999.   

 
We flew to Rome.  Vatican city is amazing!  St 
Peter’s Square is directly in front of St Peter’s 
Basilica, the papal enclave within Rome.  It is 
massive in size and holds hundreds of thousands of 
worshipers and/or visitors.  My son and his family 
had VIP tickets to sit in seats right in front of the 
Pope as he gave his Wednesday Blessing, while all 
non-ticket holders (including Baptists) had to stand 
in the square.  That afternoon we walked the block 
from our hotel room back to Vatican City to tour the 
Vatican Catacombs and chapel.  We just missed the 
beatification and canonization of Pope John Paul II 
but did see the crypt that held his casket until 2 days 
after our visit (when it was exhumed for the 
beatification ceremonies).   
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We took a one-day bus trip to Florence for a world-
wind tour of a museum, churches, and lunch.  The 
bus took us through three of the most beautiful 
Italian regions: Latiurn, Umbria and Tuscany 
(rugged and filled with interesting farms and 
vineyards).  We visited Santa Croce Square and the 
homonymous church where Michelangelo and 
Galileo are buried (amongst others).  We visited the 
Museum of Accademia, with the famous Statue of 
David by Michelangelo (and 4 unfinished works by 
the great man). The walk continued to Piazza Della 
Signoria, the Cathedral of Santa Maria del Fiore 
with the beautiful Dome by Brunelleschi, the 
Baptistery and Giotto's Bell tower.  Lunch was at 
Oseria dei Baroncelli (pasta followed by pork roast 
and dessert – and my grandson and I each had a 
glass of wine). 
 
Naturally my favorite place was England.  We took 
the Euro chunnel train (30 minutes to cross under 
the English Channel) the day before the wedding.  
When we arrived at our hotel we dropped our 
suitcases and hiked 5 blocks to the only local pub 
(Pheasant Inn) and had shepherd’s pie (YUM) for 
dinner.  The next morning while eating our full 
English breakfast (and you all know what that is, 
including beans on toast) we watched the arrival of 
the wedding guests to Westminster Cathedral (along 
with almost all the Marriott wait staff and chefs).  
Then we drove to Windsor Castle which we toured 
and also watched the wedding all day on the many 
large screen TVs throughout the Castle.  I must 
admit that I had a hard time watching the telly when 
I was in a room FILLED with Peter Paul Ruben’s 
paintings!!  We stopped at a local pub for lunch and 
I had fish and chips (and smushed peas).  

            

 

          
 
The next day (after another full English breakfast) 
we sadly took the chunnel train back to Calais and 
then drove on to Amsterdam for Queen Beatrix’s 
birthday celebrations.  It was exciting to be in 
Holland for the celebration of the Queen’s birthday 
(celebrated April 30th) with street parties and 
fireworks (since she is from the House of Orange 
you see orange decorations everywhere and the 
local bakeries are filled with orange cookies, cakes, 
donuts, etc).   We flew home the next day. 
 
A wonderful, memorable trip (and sleeping with my 
grandson was an added adventure – he swears I 
snored in his ear).   

 
Kenton Pattie (57) 
kentonp1@aol.com  
 
Kenton Pattie, Bushy Park 1954-55, 
recently received All American award  

from US Masters Swimming for long distance 
competition results winning the two mile national 
championship in his age group.  He is a Realtor in 
Northern Virginia. 
 

 
Ren Biggs (60) 
rpbjr@frontiernet.net  
 
I would like to suggest that we have a 
Bushy Brat Day.  WHY you ask??? Let 

me explain. 
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In the past 4 weeks I have talked to several of you. 
Yes we called each other on the telephone and 
talked person to person. During our conversation I 
would ask if you have heard from Her or Him??? I 
got the same answer from all four.  ""All I ever hear 
or get from them is an e/mail and it is always a joke 
of some thing about how bad the Government is 
doing. That is it""  Never anything about how things 
are going or just a ""HI WE ARE DOING FINE"" I 
just found out this past week that one of us is 
having our knee replaced 1-31-11 TODAY. and 
another will be have there hip replaced in a few 
months.  We are all getting older and sometime time 
it is just good to hear that all is well and you are still 
with us. Now, I know that all of us want to keep in 
contact. Not that we don’t like the jokes and 
information, but we care about each other and 
would like to hear that life is still going on with you 
and all is good or bad so we can pray for you. Or 
what you are doing or places you are planning to go 
to. WE CARE ABOUT YOU and want to know. At 
least I do and the others that I have talked to also 
feel the same. 
  
SO HERE IS WHAT I SUGGEST 
  
Make a note to yourself and post it on your 
computer or desk that says ""BUSHY BRATS 
DAY" ON THE15th of each month.  Now you can 
type one up and put it in your saved file and 
click on it each month and send it out on the 
15th OR  you can take a few min. each month 
and send it out to your old friends from Bushy 
Park just to let us all know you are still with us. 
  
Above in the CC you can see who I have sent this 
e/mail to and people I want to hear from. I am sure 
there are others that you are in contact with from 
Bushy Park and would like to hear from. 
There is no excuse that you can not do this, It only 
takes a short time to do it. Please try, I want to hear 
from you and so do the others. 
  
LET'S GET THIS BUSHY BRATS DAY 
STARTED SO WE CAN KEEP IN CONTACT 
AND HEAR FROM YOU. 
  
Ren Briggs, Living in AZ with Pat and we are doing 
well 
 

___________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Frank Janusz (faculty) 
frankjanusz1@comcast.net  
 
Dear Gary- Please insert a notice in the 
next newsletter that I have four Vapor 

Trails Yearbooks that I will donate to a grad who 
may have lost his and would like a replacement. 
These are for graduation years 1958 to 1961.  I 
would like them to have a home more permanent 
than mine are bound to be. Thanks, and thanks 
again for your efforts. 

 
1958 – Pat (Terpening) Owen 
CHS1958@sbcglobal.net 
 
Pete (Aaron (Pete) Peters 57) just got 
out of the hospital yesterday (5/19/11).  

He said complications set in (he didn't go into 
details on this), but it kept him there longer than 
expected. 
  
He said although the surgeon had hoped that he had 
been able to get all the cancer it has spread well 
beyond the prostate.   They just don't know yet.  He 
will be undergoing radiation (length of time not 
known yet) and chemotherapy.  He doesn't know 
when that will start however.  He has to heal before 
they can start that. 
  
He sounds pretty good but is tired.  He's not in his 
regular room at the Abbey, so doesn't have access to 
a computer.  Cards are welcome. 
  
I will keep you updated as I hear more. 
 
William “Bill” Gates (60) no picture available  
wpg2007@rainbowtel.net  
 
I spent a couple of hours with Pete this afternoon 
and his spirits seem very High! He is uncomfortable 
due to some abdominal bloating and has a pump  

Letters to the 
Editor 
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drawing some gas out and is taking “Gas-X” but it 
doesn’t work too well. He is eating some solid food 
and will have more as the gas goes away. He is 
walking a bit around the room and will extend those 
walks in the next two weeks! 
  
As soon as some more healing from the present 
surgery takes place, he will be making some tough 
decisions with his doctor about what to do next. He 
detests the thought of chemotherapy and may well 
elect to not have it. He is uncertain about radiation 
therapy too. His doctor wants to move fast as there 
has been some spread of the cancer into his testicles 
but he is hoping that is as far as it has spread to 
date. 
 
His PC is in has regular room which is two stories 
above has “hospital” room and even his laptop will 
not penetrate the thick Abby walls, so, he will not 
be sending any emails for a week or more. He likely 
will have a ton of messages waiting for him to 
respond to. He can receive telephone calls at: 913 
367-5340 and ask the answering operator to connect 
to Fr. Aarons convalescent (not regular) room. I am 
sure he would like to hear from you and others!! 
  
I am planning on short visits with him daily 
(checking ahead of time of course) and will try to 
keep his spirits high. If anything changes or comes 
up, I will let you know and please do the same for 
me! I know everyone that knows Pete will continue 
to pray for his full and speedy recovery!!! 
____________________________________ 
 
Now for some words of wisdom from those who 
tell it the way they see it – “Grandkids”. You 
can’t help but love them. 
 
My grandson was visiting one day when he asked, 
"Grandma, do you know  how you and God are 
alike?" I mentally polished my halo and I said, "No,  
 how are we alike?''...... "You're both old," he 
replied. 
 
A little girl was diligently pounding away on her 
grandfather's word processor. She told him she was 
writing a story. "What's it about?" he asked. "I don't 
know," she replied. "I can't read." 
 
 

 
I didn't know if my granddaughter had learned her 
colors yet, so I decided to test her. I would point out 
something and ask what color it was. She would tell 
me and was always correct. It was fun for me, so 
I continued. At last, she headed for the door, saying, 
"Grandma, I think you should try to figure out some 
of these, yourself!" 
 
When my grandson asked me how old I was, I 
teasingly replied, "I'm not sure.." "Look in your 
underwear, Grandpa," he advised, "mine says I'm 4 
to 6." 
 
A 6-year-old was asked where his grandma lived. 
"Oh," he said, "she lives at the airport, and when we 
want her, we just go get her. Then, when we're done 
having her visit, we take her back to the airport." 
 
She was in the bathroom, putting on her makeup, 
under the watchful eyes of her young 
granddaughter, as she'd done many times before.. 
After she applied her lipstick and started to leave, 
the little one said, "But Gramma you forgot to kiss 
the toilet paper good-bye!" I will probably never put 
lipstick on again without thinking about kissing the 
toilet paper good-bye..... 
 
My young grandson called the other day to wish me 
Happy Birthday. He asked me how old I was, and I 
told him, 62. My grandson was quiet for a moment, 
and then he asked, "Did you start at 1?" 
 
After putting her grandchildren to bed, a 
grandmother changed into old slacks and a droopy 
blouse and proceeded to wash her hair... As she 
heard the children getting more and more 
rambunctious, her patience grew thin. Finally, she 
threw a towel around her head and stormed into 
their room, putting them back to bed with stern 
warnings. As she left the room, she heard the three-
year-old say with a trembling voice, "Who was 
THAT?" 
 
When my grandson Billy and I entered our vacation 
cabin, we kept the lights off until we were inside to 
keep from attracting pesky insects. Still, a few 
fireflies followed us in. Noticing them before I did, 
Billy whispered, "It's no use Grandpa. Now the 
mosquitoes are coming after us with flashlights." 
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