
1 
 

 

                            

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
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  
 
   

    

     

  New Email address: 

Glenda (Fuller) Drake (56) 

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

 
 
Connie (Carpenter) Golden (53) 
 

  My mother, Connie Golden, filled my 
life with stories of her years in England 

and at the Central High School. I know 
that those years were on her mind in the last months 
of her life. 
 
Mom passed away this past Sunday evening. She 
went peacefully, for which we are deeply grateful 
considering her illnesses. She was at home 
surrounded by the people she loved most in the 
world. A private funeral service was held yesterday 
in Oklahoma City.  
 
Mom would want you and other classmates to 
know. I am sending you a link to the obituary 
published yesterday in the Daily Oklahoman. 
 
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/oklahoman/obitu
ary.aspx?n=CONSTANCE-
GOLDEN&pid=158242879 
 
Thank you for being a friend to my mother for all of 
these years. If you have any questions, please 
contact me. 
 
Kind regards, 
Juliet Golden 

 

Barbara (Cameron) Squires (59) 
 
I am sending you the e-mail I received 
from Carol Cameron Rogers about the 

death of her sister, Barbara.  As you can 
read below she had some difficulties in sending this 
to you and asked me to relay the information to you 
for Bushy Tales.  Carol graduated in 1958 and is the 
mother of Kenny Rogers, the baseball pitcher, who 
is now retired.  

Barbara married Jim Squires, whom she met at 
Brize Norton, soon after returning to the U.S. He 
predeceased her in 2008 and she leaves three 
children, Stacy, James Jr. and Alan.  She suffered 
from congestive heart failure from which she 
succumbed.   

This isn't the typical death notice you receive I 
know but I hope you can piece it together for 
Carol.  Her e-mail is below if you want to contact 
her. Thank you for your help. 

Ann Rousseau Koles, class of '60. 

 

From: RogerEd37@aol.com 
To: RALPHANN62@COMCAST.NET 
Subject: Barb's notice 

Ann,  

I tried a couple of times to send an e-mail to Pat 
Owen but it never went through. Could you try and 
send it for me?  It would be Barbara Cameron 
Squires, class of 1959 passes away April 28, 2012 
in Portland, Oregon.  

Maybe you can get it to work since you have kept in 
touch with Bushy Tales. Carol

 

 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 
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Marcia (Craver) Thomas (53) 
TxStarmt@aol.com  
 
As I sat there Sunday (June 3) and 

part of Monday watching the 
festivities for the Celebration of Queen Elizabeth of 
England’s 60 Year Reign, I couldn't help but think 
about how extraordinarily lucky I was to have been 
there and seen her Coronation  in the flesh - and to 
actually participate in it - albeit in a small way. 
 
I was a 15-year old high school Majorette at 
Jefferson (Texas) High School in 1952 when I was  
dragged - kicking and crying literally - to England 
via the great Cunard liner the Queen Mary  
by my mother, Dorothy Craver, who was already 
living there with my step-father, Ken, a Master 
Sargent in the United States Air Force.  About two 
days out to sea, I suddenly became very fond  
of being somewhere else.  It was incredibly fun and 
awe-inspiring, sailing along in the rough seas  
of the Atlantic and meeting new people. 
 
When we arrived in South Hampton, we went 
straight away to a London suburb, Ealing, which I 
began to explore right away.  The apartment wasn't 
too far from the downtown part of the community 
and an enjoyable walk to the tube station as well.  A 
few months after that, we moved to Stanmore in 
Middlesex where we rented a "half house" at 52 
Merrion Avenue.  Since it was very near a youth 
center I immediately began to take dance training in 
ballet and tap and soon met up with lots of young 
English teens who were fascinated with a Texas girl 
with a thick southern accent.   From that point on I 
was accepted by all of them and we went many 
interesting places together since not many of them 
had ever seen the "sights" of London.   
 
It was, of course, the beginning of the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth since her father, King George VI, 
had died in February, the month that I left Texas. 
She was to be formally crowned on June 2, 1953. 
Every community, great and small, had many and 
varied celebrations to mark the crowning of the new 
Queen, Elizabeth II.  Our town, Stanmore, had a 
local fair, several parades, dinners, balls, etc. and at 
least one beauty contest.  Out of the clear blue 
(well, rainy) sky one day, I was asked by a group to 
enter the contest.  By this time I had certainly 

acquired a lot of confidence and ability in myself as 
a young woman and, with the urging from my 
English friends, I decided to do just that.   
 
I was fortunate enough to have brought a lovely, 
waltz-length formal gown with me to England and, 
with my dark, pony-tailed hair pulled back I felt I 
could compete with the beautiful English girls with 
their gorgeous pale and flawless complexions. 
Wrong.  They were really, really pretty and sweet to 
boot. All of them were poised, self-assured and you 
would have thought years old than I, though the 
winner, Ann Palling, was only sixteen and already a 
working hairdresser. 

 
 
 The runner up was Vera Coe (on the winner’s 
right) and then there's me, No. 3 on her left.  I didn't 
mind a bit coming in third however.  It was a 
beautiful, sunny day and the judges were all local 
notables and one absolutely stunning Russian 
ballerina, Violetta Elvin.  She was incredibly 
fascinating with her thick Russian accent, tall 
slender body and palest skin framed by deep 
brunette hair and eyes like almonds.  I was thrilled! 
 
But that wasn't the end of the story.  During the 
actual Coronation procession, my mother, Dorothy, 
and I made our way down to the Pall Mall where we 
knew the carriages would ride by.  If you can 
imagine ten million other people trying to get a spot 
close enough to see the  procession you can 
understand when I tell you that it was nearly 
impossible for two five feet tall women - Texans or 
not - to see anything except the dark-clothed backs 
of those tens of thousands.  As true luck - and true 
English courtesy - would have it, a tall man right in 
front of us turned, looked down at us and said,' "I 
say, would you like to be lifted up to see?". We 
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replied "Yes!".  And he lifted me up first on one of 
his broad shoulders just in time to see Princess 
Margaret Rose go by. Next he lifted up mother, and 
she saw the next group and finally we both were 
able to see the Royal Couple.  They were exquisite 
and still are.  
 
What an experience for a teenager or anyone for 
that matter.  But that still isn't the end of the 
story.  Immediately after the procession had mostly 
passed on down the road, a familiar voice said,  
"Aren't you Dorothy Brown of Jefferson?".  Believe 
it or not, the voice belonged to a dear friend and an 
old-time Jeffersonian, Mrs. Ellie Mae Moseley! She 
was visiting London to see the Coronation and out 
of that mass of humanity, sometimes 20 deep that 
lined the Mall, she just happened to pick the spot to 
view where we were standing!  How to explain this 
coincidence? I don’t know.  But what I do know is 
that that whole adventure of living and studying  
in England made an  indelible impression on that 
teenager and resulted in a lifetime of admiring the 
Royal Family and English traditions.  May the 
Queen continue to reign and the Great Traditions of 
Dear Old England remain steadfast.   

 
Nancie (Anderson) Weber (55) 
nancieT@verizon.net  
 
Which did you like better--the dorm 

or being a townie? 
 I loved being in town. London was at 

our fingertips, the times were good for doing about 
anything we wanted safely. Friday or Saturday 
evenings, nothing else going on, it wasn't unheard 
of for a couple of us to just ride the tubes for a 
couple of hours. Cost nothing, or maybe 
tuppence, as long as we debarked back where we'd 
come on board. You could do that via busses as 
well, but there was more drama underground. That 
was an education in itself. ... Four of us "picked up" 
some genuine Teddy boys once in Piccadilly. I don't 
remember our going anywhere, so we must've just 
joked around right there. They wanted to take us to 
the races; one's da was a tout at the track. It was all 
very daring for "nice girls like ourselves," and of 
course those guys could've been putting us on. But 
they were dressed like Teddy boys.  
  
And sometimes we'd hunt for the gypsies who, in 
cold weather, slept in doorways and on heat vents 

around Pic. I'll never forget one of them telling Cari 
Williams that she would have a short life [she died, 
cancer, in her 20s]. I would never let them read my 
hand as I would've worried about bad news--and 
gypsies specialized in tragedy! .. Then Al and I (Al 
Phillips) used to occasionally drop in at Lourdes 
Cricket Grounds, near my home. Al had played at 
his English school so could explain the rules. ... 
And spring-summer 1955 Jeannie Thomsen and I 
decided to try to see every play in London on the 
cheap. A half crown, I think, got you to the rafters 
and usually posts to peer around. We missed a lot of 
"The Boyfriend" stretching around a couple of those 
beams so upped our standard payment to, I guess, a 
crown. That sounds so cheap, maybe we went from 
a crown up to the next level! 
  
I could go on and on. If I could live over selected 
periods of my life, that would definitely be one of 
them.  
And Fred Tims used to recall that he felt sorry for 
the townies because they had to go home after 
school and missed all the fun.  

 
Richard “Rick” Schroeder (55) 
Sschroe348@gmail.com  
 
I worked at the bowling alley on South 

Ruislip AFB after School for a while. It 
was good money from tips (no money 

from the management as I recall). Most of the time 
there were only few people in the alley which left 
some lanes empty. We used to set for 2 adjacent 
alleys. If one was not being used we would step 
through a gap in the barrier between the alley pits 
instead of getting up on the sitting platforms. Less 
effort expended getting up and down, more 
separation from the pins flying around in the pit and 
quicker access to the downed pins. The balls 
coming down the alley made enough noise that you 
seldom had to look to see if someone had bowled. 
  
There was a Major who would come in and bowl 
several lines most days (can’t remember his 
name).  I usually set pins for him. He tipped VERY 
well and was an all around nice guy. He was 6 foot 
8 inches tall. When asked how tall he was, he would 
say he was 5 foot 20! Well, he had an arm length to 
match. When he swung the ball through the arc and 
sent it on its way, it was traveling just a tiny bit over 
the speed of sound. [For those who don’t 
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understand the physics of the situation, think of 
being on end of a ‘crack-the-whip’ made up of 3 
people and one made up of 6 people. The farther 
away from the center of rotation the faster the 
object or person at the end is traveling.]  
 
Also of interest for those setting pins was the fact 
that, the Major’s ball would start its trip without any 
perceptible thud on the alley. It would just make a 
very quiet hiss from the spin as it traveled. When it 
arrived the pins would EXPLODE all over the place 
and into the pit of the next lane. I did mention that 
he was a very good tipper didn’t I? Now you know 
why. 
  
As with most things in life that are “normal” there 
are exceptions and Mr. Murphy (of Murphy’s Law 
–not the TV show- fame) is ever lurking about 
awaiting an opportunity to muck things up, as was 
the case one fine day when I was due to set pins for 
the Major. I was setting pins for someone in one 
alley and stepping back into the other alley where 
no pins were set yet. I noticed the Major had come 
in and was going to bowl on the alley I was 
stepping into. He had not let me know that he was 
ready yet, so I continued setting as before. Murphy, 
that miserable little Irish @#$%#&*, had conspired 
to have the Major forget to notify me and to have 
him throw a practice ball (unguided missile?) which 
grazed my shin as I stepped into the pit. I hit the 
floor in the pit like I had been hit by truck. At first I 
had no idea what had happened! Then the pain 
started. Fortunately it was just a bruise, but a deep 
one. He came running to the pit and apologized 
profusely. It took me a few weeks to heal 
completely. Lessons learned: me – ALWAYS check 
to see if a ball has been rolled; The Major – 
ALWAYS let the pin-boy know that you are ready 
to start; Both of us -  NEVER ASSUME!! 
  
Other Thoughts:   1)  The tips were exceptionally 
good that day!!!!!!!!!!   2)  I can’t swear to it, but I 
‘m almost positive I heard Irish-accented laughter 
when I hit the pit bottom. Maybe not. Still.... 

  
Sherry (Burritt) Konjura (57) 
sherger2@gmail.com  
  
I spent all last weekend thoroughly 
enjoying the BBC coverage of the 

Queen's 60th Jubilee. I was saddened by 

the fact that Prince Philip was hospitalized with an 
infection and had to miss the latter part of the 
weekend celebration. BBC did an excellent job with 
the live coverage as well as airing several wonderful 
and informative programs about the Royal family. 
  
One such program revisited the horrific bomb attack 
which killed Count Mountbatten (Prince Philip's 
Uncle) and several members of his family. The 
Countess (whom I met in 1957) had died prior to 
that incident I looked up the newspaper coverage 
from the day I met the Countess and have copied 
one article for you complete with photos of us. 
Unfortunately, the copy doesn't look so good, so I 
also copied the photograph which was given to me. 
 

 
 L-R are The Countess Mountbatten, Chancellor 
Nicholas Burbridge (of Woolich), me, and General 
Alen H. Hornby, Chairman of the Tattoo Committee 
and President of the Royal Artillery Society.  
 
The Countess was there because she was an actual 
descendant of Pocahontas. She Christened the 
"ship" (built on an Army tank) The Susan Constant, 
with a bottle of water from the James River. 
  
Enclosed is a picture of me aboard the "ship" with 
the young gentleman who played Captain John 
Smith. Interestingly. he was also a "Smith" - Lt. 
George-Gordon Smith of the British Army. 
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I remember this experience as being very thrilling. 
We did a special performance one day for 
underprivileged children and went outside the arena 
afterwards to meet them. Unfortunately, the 
children got so excited at meeting an "Indian 
Princess" that they mobbed me and began pushing 
and pulling at me, many trying to pull the feather 
from my headband. Luckily for me they had 
brought the "ship" outside also and the guys aboard 
reached down and pulled me up out of harm’s way! 
Every time I think of that I get chills and wonder 
how real celebrities can stand that kind of behavior 
from their fans. It is very frightening. But after the 
crowd calmed down I was able to talk to them and 
got wonderful feedback on the performance and 
how much they had enjoyed it. 
  
Yes, England was a wonderful 
experience...affording us so much. Watching the 
Jubilee coverage made me wish to go back, if just 
for a little bit! 
 
Another article from Sherry: 
 
I was one of the girls who attended the dance for the 
Air Force Cadets and also the reception for the 
Coast Guard Cadets. The dance at the Columbia 
Club was on July 7, 1957. I still have my invitation 
and also my Dance Card from the evening. My date 
was a nice fellow named Buzz Olzen. He 
immediately took my dance card and X'd out all the 
dances remarking that he wanted to have all the 
dances with me. Nice... 
  

I wish I could remember the exact date of the Coast 
Guard reception...but I believe it was the following 
weekend after the dance for the  Air Force Cadets. I 
seem to have lost my invitation, but I have a 
postcard sent to me on July 24th from the Cadet 
who escorted me the day of the reception. His name 
was Wally Kelly and he was a true gentleman. He 
and another cadet took another girl (can't remember 
who just now) and me out for a lovely dinner at an 
Italian Restaurant in London after the reception and 
then he insisted on taking the train all the way out to 
my house in Southall, greeting my parents before he 
left. I recall being absolutely thrilled when Prince 
Philip came aboard the ship during the 
reception and was, at one point, standing just a 
couple feet away from him as he conversed with 
some of the Cadets with whom I was standing. I did 
try to Google the event, but have not been able to 
find any mention of it. 
  
Good times.... 
 

 
Reunion 

Information 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Liz (Griffiths) Jackson (62) 
ljackson262@msn.com  
 
It is time to get together again with 

memories of our London 
years!  Saturday and Sunday, August 18 

and 19, have been set aside for another gathering in 
DC for Bushy Park class of 62.  This year will be 
the 50th anniversary so we hope you can make 
it.  No big reunion details (no tour buses, no formal 
dinners, no registration fees and no rules, etc.)  but 
we will meet for lunch on Saturday at a restaurant 
TBD in Old Town.  A core of ’62 graduates plus 
some ’61 students, spouses and friends have met for 
the last two years in the DC area for a lunch visit 
and attached is a photo from 2010 to prove 
it!  (Top: Charles Arnhold, Randy Atwell, Anne 
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Cable, Jim Roberts.  Seated: Gail Hermansen, 
Bonnie Fritz, Nancy Christie and me)  
 
Anyone coming will be included in the informal 
plans of sightseeing, Dutch Treat dining and visiting 
over the weekend.  The DC-based Bushy Park folks 
will offer hospitality with meal planning and 
customized DC sightseeing to fit your 
interests.  Come visit the nation’s capital and catch 
up with classmates.  Do these dates suit you?  Hope 
to hear a “yes” and see you in August .  Please 
RSVP to Liz Griffiths Jackson and mark your 
calendar.  Ljackson262@msn.com or 
1.703.964,6030.   
 
Anyone from out of town will have a $99 summer 
weekend rate single/double+ tax for a well-located 
hotel in DC and more details will be sent to those 
who RSVP.  Know anyone else we should 
invite?  Please forward this message to them.  These 
classmates have confirmed to attend:   
Brent Blackwell, Liz Griffiths Jackson, Charles 
Arnhold, Ila Newsom, Jim Roberts, Patty Jones 
Lawrence, John (Dennis) Stephens, Robert 
Goldenstar, Dieter Harper, Anne Cable Silver, Gail 
Hermanssen Pantezzi  (Tent), Bonnie Fritz 
VanKeugelen, Wayne Blackwell, Al Karg, 
Nancy Christie, Jane Vicroy Scott, and Shari 
Worthington Elsen (Tent) 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Aaron Sheldon Peters OSB (57) 
Aaronosb@hotmail.com  
 
 
Attached you will find two pictures. 

 
1. of myself and Carol (Albert) Yacavone (‘57)  
2. of myself with Barbara (Bookhamer) Luehrs 
(‘57) (Back Row from left, Barb’s son, Larry, 
Barbara, family friend, Barb’s son Gregory, me,      
Barb’s husband, Lawrence, family friend, and Barbs 
grand son, Michael (age 15). You already published 
a pix of me with Dave Mangold in the last issue. 

I had a rip roaring trip some 4000 miles from 
Atchison to OK City, to Lake Texoma, OK, to 
Dallas, to Houston, to Clearview, FL to Sanford Fl., 
to Indian Harbor Beach, Fl., To Nashville, TN, to 
Dayton, OH, to Evansville, IN, to Topeka, KS and 
back to Atchison. Because of Restroom necessities I 
was happy I drove, but I don’t think I’ll do it again.  
I enjoyed visiting these Bushy classmates, college 
classmates, and relatives along the way, and it was a 
needed trip, after dealing with cancer.  Barbara’s 
grandson had just finished his last radiation 
treatment after brain cancer surgery. He has a 
wonderful attitude for a youngster.  We elderly can 
take a good lesson from him. Carol’s son had just 
passed in January, so it was especially good 
to see her and her husband, Philip, and to give a 
little condolence. 
 
The new format for the Newsletter is great and quite 
eye-pleasing.  Good work! 
 

 

 
 
 

Mini 

Reunions 
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Joyce (Holland) Knapp (58) 
Boatdollie@aol.com  
 
Just wanted you all to know I have a new 

book coming out in July. Pasting the information 
below. Hope all is well with everyone. Just had 
another birthday. My, but we are getting old fast. 
Sigh.... 

                         

THE TITO PRESCOTT MYSTERIES 
(Series overview) 

By 

Joyce Holland 

Meet Tito Prescott, a private eye with panache. 
Born rich and committed to staying that way, he's a 
wannabe James Bond. Beyond the glamour and the 
glitz, Tito is a gadget freak. If it can snoop, peek or 
translate, he's gotta have it. With a lifelong friend, a 
wife who loves him and a Labrador that's trying to 
train him, most people would say Tito leads a 
charmed life. So why does he constantly complicate 
it with murder? Pick up the first Tito Prescott 
Mystery and find out for yourself. 
  

Book One 
MURDER BY DESIGN 

  

When Tito Prescott's partner hurtles off an overpass 
in a stolen car, it's up to Tito to solve their latest 
case. To protect their client, Claire Desmond, Tito 
follows the trail of a sadistic killer across two states, 
only to find himself knee-deep in a primeval Florida 
swamp. A swamp that becomes the hunting ground 
for a predator more perilous than water moccasins, 
alligators and quicksand, a demented psychopath 
who is into a bizarre ritual the police call—murder 
by design. 
  
Should this news actually excite anyone, you can 
pre-order it at: www.MuseItUpPublishing.com  
  
I sold them a sci-fi short story too, and will let you 
know when it comes out.  
In the meantime I'm attempting to put my out-of-
print books up on Amazon. Whew, wish I were a 
computer genius. This stuff is not easy to do. One of 
these days I'll actually get around to creating a web 
site. In my dreams!  Suffice it to say, I completely 
'get' the letter about technology. Texting? Pfft! 
  
Very best 

 
Jim Field (61) 
jfield11@cox.net  
 
My son Jeff just returned home to 
Carmel from summiting Mt. Everest. 

He is an anesthesiologist and had to take 
two months off to do it. One week before he 
reached the summit 5 climbers lost their lives. I'm 
sure you can imagine how relieved his mother 
Marty and I are to have him back down where we 
mortals live. 
 
 

 
 
 

Walter “Wally” Costa (54) no picture available. 
grtwaldo@281.com  
 
I read the reviews on the Tucson get together and it 
looked like they had a pretty good time though the 
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ranks look like they are thinning somewhat, 
compared to the one we had in Vegas some years 
ago. Damn -- it's been over 11 years already. I 
would really like to attend the next get together in 
San Antonio. I just hope not so many old people 
show up this time !!! 

 
Suzanne “Snookie” (Garrison) Mayo 
(54) 
sgmayo54@att.net  
 

Hi Gary, 
 

 Another great Newsletter.  Glad you were able to 
put Nancie's write-up together also.  She did a super 
job.  We did have so much fun right up to the time 
Peter had his heart attack.  He is doing fine now and 
gaining his strength back with each day that passes. 
Thanks again for all you and Pat do for the rest of 
us. 
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