
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
     
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

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  
 

  

____________________________________ 

Reminders 
 
1.  We'd love to be able to remember everyone's 
maiden and married names and the year they 
graduated.  Unfortunately, we can't, so  
 
when you send a note for the newsletter (or just a 
note), please remember to put both your married 
and maiden name (and if you used another name at 
Bushy, include that also), also the year you 
graduated.  Thanks. 
  
2.  If you stop receiving the newsletter, it's probably 
not because Gary stopped publishing it.  It's because 
your e-mail address bounced back, and without it 
we're not able to get the newsletter to you.  
Therefore, if you're going to be changing you’re e-
mail address please let us know so we can change it 
in our lists.  Thanks. 
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Editors Note:  When sending articles and/or 
pictures to Pat Owen for the newsletter please 
use nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net email address. 
DO NOT USE HER OTHER ONE. She only uses 
that one once a month anything sent there may 
or may not get into the next issue of the 
newsletter. 
 
   __________________________________ 
 
 

    
 
New Email address: 
 
 
  __________________________________ 
 
 

 
 
David Betts (54) 
 
This is old but Pat Owen just found 
it on the internet. 
 
   
DAVID S. BETTS 

1936 – 2010 
 

David S. Betts, of Navarre Beach, Florida, died 
February 11, 2010. He was born in Long Beach, 
California, March 31, 1936, to a Navy family and 
traveled extensively, living in the U.S., the South 
Pacific, and Europe, where he graduated from 
Bushy Park High School, London, England. He 
attended the University of Maryland and the 
University of Munich in Germany; the University of 
St. Andrews in Scotland, the University of St. 
Lawrence (B.A. 1958), the University of Iowa 
(M.A. 1961), and the State University of New York 
at Binghamton. He joined the faculty of the State 
University College of Oneonta in 1961 and retired 
as Chair of its English Department in 1998. He also 
taught in Oneonta's NDEA Institute in English and 
in the New York Institute of Technology's College 

Accelerated Program for Police, was a consultant 
for the Oneonta School District and other area 
school districts, and taught "Writing for the Medical 
Professions" at A.O. Fox Memorial Hospital in 
Oneonta. He was a long time resident of West 
Oneonta, NY, where he served as training officer, 
Commissioner, and Chief of the West Oneonta 
Volunteer Fire Department and as President of the 
West Oneonta Community Association. 
 
After retiring he lived with his wife, Judith, on 
Navarre Beach. He is survived by his brother, Roger 
Sherman Betts, Capt. USN, retired; his children, 
Kenneth Sherman Betts, Michael Whittemore Betts, 
Jennifer Leah Betts; and grandchildren, Dylan 
Townsend Betts, and Korey McKay Betts. 
Committal services will be held Saturday, February 
27, 2010 at 4 PM at St. Augustine of Canterbury 
Episcopal Church in Navarre, FL. 
 
Published in Pensacola News Journal on February 
26, 2010  
                          
____________________________________ 
 
 
 
    
 

 
Gary Schroeder (55) 
Gschroeder4@att.net  
 
I guess there are a few of us still around 
that remember the “Smoking Room” at 

Bushy. We had to have a note from our parents 
saying it was OK for us to smoke, and then we 
could use the “Smoking Room” between classes or 
at lunch. If I remember correctly it only lasted one 
year and then no one could smoke in the school, 
including faculty. 
 
Now, I know all of you remember the “Bomb 
Shelters” with the large brick wall in front of the 
entrance that you had to walk around to get into 
them. Once you were inside it was dark since they 
had cut the power to the lights and the only light 
was what little came in from outside. That wasn’t 
much since the brick wall in front blocked most of 
it. They were no longer used for the purpose they 
were built for, however, as good “Brats” that we  

Memories of Bushy 

Classmates Who Have 
Transferred To The 
Eternal Duty Station 
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were we found other uses for them, some of which 
will not be mentioned here. �  
 
One of the uses was the result of the “Smoking 
Room” being closed. We would sneak out there 
when we had a chance to grab a quick smoke. You 
had to remember who went in with you because 
once inside the only thing you could see was the 
glow of the cigarette. One of us always stayed near 
the entrance so we could see if anyone was coming. 
 
On one such occasion there were four of us in there, 
I don’t remember who but if you were one of them 
you will remember this.  We had just lit up when 
whoever it was watching the door said “Oh hell 
here comes the Principal (Farned).” Since it was 
real dark and you couldn’t see anyone while you 
were in there we just cupped the cigarette in our 
hands, put them behind our backs and all got in one 
corner of the room. 
 
Mr. Farned came around the wall and paused at the 
door, looked outside in both directions (I assume to 
see if anyone was watching) and then came in. He 
took out a cigarette and lit it. With the lite from the 
lighter he could see us, and we could see the 
surprised look on his face. Not a word was spoken. 
We pulled our cigarettes from behind our backs, he 
closed his lighter and we all finished our cigarettes 
and left, us about three minutes ahead of him. 
 
Then there was the time Bob “Snarkie” Parker (54) 
and I were – never mind, I will leave that for 
another issue. 
 
    _____________________________________ 

 

  Reunion  
Information 

 
 

 
Bushy Park Reunion 

For classes 53-54-55-56 and friends 
Tucson, Arizona     Sunday April 15, 2012 to 

Wednesday April 18, 2012 
La Quinta Inn & Suites Tucson Airport 
     7001 S. Tucson Blvd. 
     Tucson, Arizona 85706 

     You can make reservations by calling the Inn at 
Phone # (520) 573- 3333. Our reservation is under 
the     Bushy Park Group, code GRNRVR. The 
negotiated rate is $69.00 (before tax) and $80.10 
(after tax) per night. This rate will hold if you want 
to reserve extra nights either right before or right 
after the reunion. To assure a room at the designated 
rate you should make the reservation by Mar. 15th. 
 
The Inn does not have a restaurant but does offer a 
complementary continental breakfast. There are 
several restaurants close by.  
  
The Inn offers an airport shuttle service, operating 
as needed from 5:00 AM to 11:00 PM. 
Check in is 3:00 PM and check out is 12:00 noon. 
 
Registration 
Registration and a Meet and Greet Reception will 
start at 3:00 PM on Sunday. A registration fee of 
$10.00 per person will be collected when you 
register. Except for the Meet and Greet Reception, 
everyone will directly pay for tours and meals, 
including the banquet Tuesday night.      Please 
complete the attached registration form and mail or 
email it to Gemma Rettmann, 54. 
 
Schedule 
Sunday, April 15th. Registration and Meet and 
Greet Reception at a private room at the Inn,     
3:00-6:00 PM. At 6:00 we meet at the front lobby 
and travel to Daisy Mae’s Restaurant for steaks or 
barbeque. Following dinner we will meet back at 
the Inn for a talk by Ted Hopkins, 55, on the history 
of the area.  
  
Monday, April 16th. At 9:00 AM we will leave for 
the Sonoran Desert Museum. Lunch will be 
available at the museum. At 1:30 PM we will travel 
to the Pima Air and Space Museum, walking to 
hangers and outdoor aircraft displays with a tram 
ride through the “boneyard.” Dinner will be on our 
own. 
 
Tuesday, April 17th. At 9:00 AM we will go to the 
downtown area to explore historic landmarks and 
walk on the Presidio Trail. Lunch will be 
downtown, on our own. At 12:30 PM we will leave 
for the Sabino Canyon to enjoy a narrated tour into 
the scenic canyon. We will return to the Inn at about 
3:00 PM. At 6:00 PM we will leave for the EL  
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Parador Tropical Restaurant, 2744 East Broadway 
in Tucson, for the banquet.  
 
Wednesday, April 18th.   At 8:30 AM we will 
travel to the MISSION SAN XAVIER DEL BAC. 
At 10:00 AM we will go to the Titan Missile 
Museum for a guided tour. At noon we will drive up 
Mt. Lemmon where it is 30 degrees cooler than 
Tucson, enjoy a light lunch and then explore. 
Dinner will be on our own. 
 
Additional Information 
 
Banquet: The restaurant is about 7 miles from the 
Inn, about a 15 minute drive.  Entrees start at 
$22.00 and go to $28.00. This price includes coffee, 
tea, soft drinks, tax and gratuity. Entrees range from 
fresh fish of the day, great Mexican dishes and 
vegetarian selections. They are known for fabulous 
Margaritas. Separate checks will make it easy for 
everyone. 
 
Transportation: We will car pool for everything.  
Be sure to let us know if you will need a ride. 
 
What to bring: For all events, dress will be 
informal. Remember to bring sunscreen, hat, light 
jacket and a bottle of water for the tours. 
 
Sonora Desert Museum: If we have 10 or more 
people, the fee is $9.95 per person (if less than 10 
the fee is 14.50). Electric carts ($15.00) and 
wheelchairs (no fee) are available. The Sonoran 
Desert is a beautiful area of our country but the sun 
can be intense and the desert cool at night. 
 
Pima Air and Space Museum: Senior fee is 
$12.75. Push type wheelchairs are available at no 
charge. 
 
Sabino Canyon: There is a narrated tour into the 
scenic canyon by tram with optional 2.6 mile trail 
hike  to Seven Falls. There is a $5.00 parking fee 
per vehicle and $7.50 fee per person for the tram. 
 
MISSION SAN XAVIER DEL BAC: No fee. 
 
Titan Missile Museum: Guided tour at 11:00 AM. 
Fee is $8.50 for seniors. 
 

 
NOTE: There is an $18.00 Tucson Attractions 
Passport which gives 2 for 1. Can be purchased at: 
www.tucsonattractions.com or at Tucson Visitor 
Center or at one of the attraction locations. 
 
Your Committee  Gary Baldwin,    Billie Culp 
Bules,    Ted Hopkins,    Bob Lyle,    Snookie 
Garrison Mayo   and Gemma Gamble Rettmann  
 
See the last page of this newsletter for the 
registration form. 
 
     _____________________________________ 
 
 
  
   
 
 
 

 
 William “Bill” (Grable) Rees (57) 
brees01@comcast.net  
 
Bill (Grable) Rees & Dave Mangold. 
Bushy Park class of 1957 in 
Crestview , Florida. On my way to the 

2012 Sugar Bowl in New Orleans. 
 

 
 
     _______________________________________ 
 

Mini 
Reunions 
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Karl Rubinstein (61) 
karl.rubinstein@gmail.com  
 

Brattiness and Re-immersion 
By Karl L. Rubinstein 

 
We haven’t written much about our most essential 
commonality--we’re service brats.  My bratti-ness 
was underscored last year by a call from a fellow 
member of my “real” 1961 graduating class at San 
Antonio’s Thomas Jefferson High School. I was 
invited to our fiftieth reunion.  
 
I explained I’d only been to TJ that one year and 
couldn’t name a single person from the graduating 
class. I did remember the girl who sang “The Way 
We Were” at our final assembly. I’d seen her 
around, but until then, I had no idea she had such a 
beautiful voice, one that made me wish I’d 
experienced some of the stuff in the song--tearing 
down the goal posts, for instance.  My caller told 
me her name, but it meant the same as just about 
any other name from those days—nothing.   
 
Still, after the phone call, I allowed my imagination 
to fondle the notion of going to the reunion. But, I 
didn’t know any of them when we were young and 
lovely and wouldn’t know them any better now we 
were old and fat. I’d be a gray bystander hovering at 
the edges of someone else’s ancient (and by now 
probably miss-recalled) youth. A sort of 
Shakespearean metaphor. 
 
Even so, some scenes flooded vividly back. There 
were heat-waved images of San Antonio and the 
summer of 1960 when my family (mom, dad, 
younger brother and sister) arrived newly shipped 
back from England.  A lung-scorching, flat, and 
sun-burnt neighborhood where there was nothing to 
do. And I didn’t have a driver’s license. Or a car. 
Actually, I didn’t know how to drive.  
 
That’s because I’d spent nine years of my life 
overseas. Three in Germany, a CONUS interlude,  

 
Three in Puerto Rico, another CONUS interlude, 
then three in England.  Prior re-emersions into 
normal American culture hadn’t been all that 
difficult. Naturally, there was that thing about being 
Mr. Nobody From Nowhere and of teachers who 
resented a new kid coming in late. Like the first 
grade teacher who’d made a cardboard house full of 
windows with each student’s photo in a window. 
Every morning she inspected our fingernails, hands, 
and neck to see if they were clean. If so, you got 
your window opened. If not…well. But having no 
window and no picture, there was no way to get my 
beaming visage displayed. Dirty fingernails became 
the rule.  
 
But that Senior-Year-Of-High-School in San 
Antonio was tougher. Like learning to drive while 
my mother kept putting her foot up on the 
dashboard to avoid going through the windshield 
just because I had an odd urge to drive on the left 
side of the road.  Then there was the little deal about 
my credit hours from Bushy. I could have cruised to 
graduation at Bushy, but the Texas schools required 
more credits to graduate. I had to load up. So happy.  
 
My homeroom teacher was an older lady with 
purple hair whose name was spelled Talliferro.  She 
called the roll, then asked, “Anybody’s name I 
didn’t call?”  I spoke up. She asked who’s your 
home room teacher?” 
 
“Mrs. Tal-i-ferr-o,” said I, reading from a card the 
front office gave me. The class erupted in laughter. 
 
“That’s Tol-i-ver,” said she. Another joint guffaw.  
 
A blond kid with a crew cut also spoke up, but 
thanks to me, he knew how to say her name.  
Then she asked the class whether everyone had 
taken a particular test.  I raised my hand and so did 
the blond kid. No, we hadn’t.  
 
“Well! Where have you been?” 
 
“London, England.”  Class hysterics. 
 
From the blond Kid: “Naples, It-ly.” More laughter. 
 
I spoke to the blond kid as we left, but he was in a 
bad mood, and I don’t recall ever talking to him  
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again until he turned up in the Cadet Corps my 
sophomore year at Texas A&M. But that’s another 
story.  
 
I rounded the bases of classes the first week, riding 
the public bus to and from school. My physics class 
sat with four or five of us at square tables. One of 
my table-mates, a very tall Hispanic kid hissed at 
me. 
 
“Hey, Chief,” he whispered. 
 
“I ignored him. Not out of hostility, but because I 
didn’t know I was ‘Chief.’” 
 
“Hey, Chief. I know you understand this stuff. 
Explain it to me before next class.” 
 
I denied understanding the “stuff” but he insisted he 
could tell I understood it. So before the next class I 
studied until I did understand it. Then I explained it 
to him. 
 
 “See?” He said.  And that’s how I got an A in 
Physics. I still think of Boyle’s law and Newton’s 
Third Law of Motion with affection.  
 
There was a tall, gangly kid in several of my classes 
who always sat near me. He’d draw amazing 
cartoons and slide them over so I could see. They 
were gut-busting funny and I had to bite my tongue 
more than once. Some years later I discovered 
Gahan Wilson’s cartoons in Playboy and always 
thought he was the same kid from TJ. (Still later, I 
found out he wasn’t) 
 
I don’t remember any of the kid’s names, or any of 
the teacher’s except for Mrs. Talliferro and one 
other. I think this memory blanking comes from my 
attitude best described by the old song lyrics: “Got 
along without you before I met you, I can get along 
without you now.” I was still a vapor trail and they 
were random clouds.  
 
I was just getting through, moving on to the next 
place, which turned out to be Texas A&M, a 
transition aided by a geeky sophomore who lived 
down the street and kept bragging about all the A’s  
he was getting. This propelled me into a grade 
contest with the little jerk. Between being “Chief”  

 
and trying to beat “snot-nose” in getting A’s, I had 
one of my intermittent periods of getting excellent 
grades—much to my father’s stupefaction. 
 
I realize that I’ve been describing many of the 
classic psychological manifestations of being a 
service brat.  Alienation. Self-sufficiency. Able to 
leap tall buildings if sufficiently irritated or 
otherwise motivated. Often on the edge.   
 
This brings me to the other teacher whose name I 
recall. Miss Longworth, the speech teacher, who 
was to change my life.   
 
Had I not needed the extra credits, I wouldn’t even 
have taken speech. But there I was. And I liked it. 
They say service brats can mingle with and talk to 
just about anybody from any sociological group. 
True. And I guess we often have the gift of gab. I 
did my assignments, made my speeches, and 
cruised along until we got to “debate.” Arguing, in 
other words. Whoa, having grown up with 
argumentative siblings, this was right up my alley.  
 
The debate topic was whether the death penalty 
should be abolished and we had to prepare to argue 
either side. I did my research, filling white index 
cards with data, and prepared for my debate.  But 
the class was large and time was short. On the last 
day, the class was to vote on who would be on the 
school debate team, but the team seemed to be 
pretty much locked up.   
 
I sat at my desk, twiddling my index cards, realizing 
that I wasn’t going to present any argument when 
Miss Longworth suddenly said, “Now, there’s one 
more person I want the class to hear from.” 
 
Pregnant pause. 
 
“Karl Rubinstein will argue in favor of abolishing 
the death penalty.” 
 
Up I went to the stage amid stunned silence. 
Though in favor, I argued against the death penalty. 
When it was over, I was on the debate team. After 
class, Miss Longworth told me she liked my voice 
and wanted me to have a try. I know I thanked her, 
but the event is misty, and I don’t recall what I said.  
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We won a few and lost a few debates. Just when a 
sense of camaraderie was growing among the boys 
and girls on the team, it ended. I graduated and went 
away for the summer, then to A&M in the fall.     
 
I wound up on the debate team at A&M, and that 
eventually created an interest in law school. In a 
way, I owe my legal career to Miss Longworth, who 
reached out and gave the loner new kid a shot. After 
A&M and law school, it was the USAF and then 
(4.5 years later) to Dallas to practice law. I always 
meant to call Miss Longworth and let her know how 
things turned out. By the time I tried calling the 
high school, she’d retired. By the time I got serious 
enough to locate her home address and number, she 
had passed away.  
 
I just hope the light in my eyes in 1961 adequately 
communicated my appreciation.    
___________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Peggy (Corder) Johnson (54) 
petuniapatchjx@aol.com  
 
Hi Gary.....Thanks for another 
wonderful news-peek into our past.  

Lots of great work putting this together.   
 
Charlotte (Biggers) Hester (59) 
chhester13@yahoo.com  
 
Thanks so much for publishing this 
newsletter, Gary.  I haven't participated  

 
in the reunions, but always feel closer to memories 
of Bushy Park while reading it.  Thank you for all 
your work on this.    

 
Lindsay Ervin (60) 
lbe@lbegolfcoursedesign.com  
 

 
Hey Gary & Pat, 
  
Just another thank you for all you do in 
reconnecting us with our classmates.  I just heard 
from Willy Perkins and Vere Timmons as a result 
of the December newsletter.  It was great catching 
up a little and their communication avenues to keep 
up the talking.   Have a Great Holiday Season!!! 

 
Sean Kelly (78) 
sean@us1uk.com  
 
Hi from London Gary – I forget how 
much of this I have already sent you 

but just in case...... 
 
I’m going to put a mention of your website in the 
back of my book about the old American bases – I 
think you know I’m writing a second book – 
following up on the one I did in 2007 about LCHS 
(entitled “From the Faculty Lounge”). The new 
book will be about all the bases around London 
(well, most of them) and hopefully include some 
maps, and many pictures. 
 
 Just to let you know that the LCHS book is now 
back in a limited print availability via Amazon – 
one host site on Amazon says its out of print but the 
other says it’s available – that’s the one.) Just in 
case anybody asks or is interested.  
 
I’ll keep you posted on matters – I’m working 
through editing and checking 510 pages of 
words/memories about the bases book which is in 
the draft at the moment.  
 
If anybody hasn’t hear from my mom (Martha Gail 
Kelly) then just to let you know  - she’s okay and 
she’s on the internet, but finding it more and more 
of a struggle these days.  If anybody does email her 
– they are welcome to CC me in (only if they wish). 
 I see her once a week and will always try to do the 
typing for her if she dictates replies to me.   
 
Also, you may already know, Lois Robertson, the 
wife of Guidance Counsellor Gordon Robertson, 
passed away late late year.  My mom sent around 
this picture -  Gordon and Lois at their wedding day 
– on the right is my mother and my father who 
‘stood up’ for them. On the left – you may  

Letters to the 
Editor 
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recognize Paul Benjamin and Hazel Barton who 
were there, too.   Further details were sent to me by 
Jack Wernette as below.  I’m sure you and your 
compatriates know about this already, but just in 
case..... (see attached picture). 
 

 
Visit Guest Book 
<http://www.legacy.com/guestbook/startribune/g
uestbook.aspx?n=lois-p-
robertson&pid=154608075&cid=full>  
Robertson, Lois P. Age 85 of St. Louis Park, died 
November 9, 2011. Lois was born in 1926 in 
Philadelphia, PA. Her parents Douglas and Corcelia 
Peterson moved to Minneapolis that same year. Lois 
graduated from Washburn High School in 1944 and 
then went on to the U of M where she earned BA 
and MA degrees. She taught school in Minneapolis 
until 1963 when she went overseas to England to 
teach in the school for children of American 
Military Families who were assigned there. While 
teaching there she met Gordon Robertson who had 
transferred from an American school in Ramstein, 
Germany. They married in London in 1964 and 
taught school there until 1985 when they retired and 
returned to Minnesota. During their retirement 
years, they traveled around the US, Canada, Central 
and South America, Europe, Africa, China, 
Australia and New Zealand. Entombment 
Lakewood Mausoleum. Funeral service 2 PM  

 
Thursday, November 17 with visitation 1 hour prior 
to the service at: Washburn-McReavy Edina Chapel 
952-920-3996 West 50th St. & Hwy 100 
 
  ____________________________________ 
 
A POEM WORTH READING! 
~ Author unknown ~ 
 
He was getting old and paunchy 
And his hair was falling fast, 
And he sat around the Legion, 
Telling stories of the past. 
 
Of a war that he once fought in 
And the deeds that he had done, 
In his exploits with his buddies; 
They were heroes, every one. 
 
And 'tho sometimes to his neighbors 
His tales became a joke, 
All his buddies listened quietly 
For they knew where of he spoke. 
 
But we'll hear his tales no longer, 
For old Bob has passed away, 
And the world's a little poorer 
For a Soldier died today. 
 
He won't be mourned by many, 
Just his children and his wife. 
For he lived an ordinary, 
Very quiet sort of life. 
 
He held a job and raised a family, 
Going quietly on his way; 
And the world won't note his passing, 
Tho a Soldier died today. 
 
When politicians leave this earth, 
Their bodies lie in state. 
While thousands note their passing, 
And proclaim that they were great. 
 
Papers tell of their life stories 
From the time that they were young. 
But the passing of a Soldier 
Goes unnoticed, and unsung. 
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Is the greatest contribution 
To the welfare of our land, 
Someone who breaks his promise 
And cons his fellow man? 
 
Or the ordinary fellow 
Who in times of war and strife, 
Goes off to serve his country 
And offers up his life? 
 
The politician’s stipend 
And the style in which he lives, 
Are often disproportionate, 
To the service that he gives. 
 
While the ordinary Soldier, 
Who offered up his all, 
Is paid off with a medal 
And perhaps a pension, though small. 
 
It is not the politicians 
With their compromise and ploys, 
Who won for us the freedom 
That our country now enjoys. 
 
Should you find yourself in danger, 
With your enemies at hand, 
Would you really want some cop-out, 
With his ever waffling stand? 
 
Or would you want a Soldier-- 
His home, his country, his kin, 
Just a common Soldier, 
Who would fight until the end? 
 
He was just a common Soldier, 
And his ranks are growing thin, 
But his presence should remind us 
We may need his like again. 
 
For when countries are in conflict, 
We find the Soldier's part, 
Is to clean up all the troubles 
That the politicians start. 
 
If we cannot do him honor 
While he's here to hear the praise, 
Then at least let's give him homage 
At the ending of his days. 
 

 
Perhaps just a simple headline 
In the paper that might say: 
"OUR COUNTRY IS IN MOURNING, 
A SOLDIER DIED TODAY." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Go to the next page for the Tuscon 
Reunion registration form. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BUSHY PARK REUNION – TUCSON, ARIZONA 
APRIL 15 – 18, 2012 

 
LA QUINTA INN & SUITES TUCSON AIRPORT 

7001 S. TUCSON BLVD. 
TUCSON, ARIZONA 85706 

Tel. 520 573 3333 
 
REGISTRATION FORM 
 
Name _________________________   Spouse or Guest ____________________  
 
Address _______________________________________________________________ 
 
Telephone Number _______________________ 
 
Email Address ___________________________ 
 
Class of _________ 
       EVENTS 
 
Sunday, April 15:  Meet and Greet at Inn, 3:00 – 6:00 PM    
                              Dinner at Daisy Mae’s Restaurant, 6:30 PM 
                              Ted Hopkins talk, after dinner back at the Inn 
        
Monday, April 16: Local tours, lunch at Sonora Desert Museum, dinner on our own 
 
Tuesday, April 17: Local tours, lunch at downtown restaurant 
                               Banquet at El Parador Tropical Garden Restaurant, 6:00 PM 
 
Wednesday, April 18: Local tours, lunch at Mt. Lemmon  
 
REGISTRATION 
 
The registration fee will be $10.00 per person, payable at the registration desk at the Inn. Please send your 
registration form in no later than April 8, 2012 and mail or email it to Gemma Rettmann as follows: 
1620 Norwood Street 
Eugene, Oregon 97401-4942 
darett@comcast.net 
 
 
NOTE: The Inn will hold our block of rooms until Mar. 15th. In order to get the special rate you should 
make your reservation before that date. 
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