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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: 
 
Charles Hal Dayhuff, III (55) 
hdayhuff@att.net 
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Patti (Fawbush) Webb (58) 
Patti.webb6@gmail.com 
 
 
 

 
Althea(Lawrence) Patterson (58) 
aepatterson1941@hotmail.com 

 
I am a retired person as of May 2012 

from the Wynn hotel in Las Vegas  now 
living in Sacramento, Ca. with my daughter,  really 
enjoying retirement doing some traveling from 
the east coast to west.  
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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. 
 
 

Brenda (Hickman) McFarland (60) 
 
From her husband: Brenda died on 
July 3, 2012 
 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

Ellis Young (59) 
eyoungf64@cox.net  
 
London on the Thames: circa 1956-'57. 
 

Not sure of the occasion but a lot of us students 
ended up on a Thames tour boat from Kingston to 
Tower Bridge. Popular belief at the time was that a 
Coca-Cola and an aspirin would do strange and 
wonderful things to your mind.  
 
A little later one of the female students fell, or 
jumped, from the ship's stern. Thanks to the quick 
action of the Captain she was rescued. The Captain 
was not amused.  
  
This may have been a school sponsored event  Does 
anyone remember any other details? 
 

 
Deanna (Casto) McQuillan (60) 
sewinginsantafe@aol.com 

Maybe many of us are 
procrastinators.  I like Herbert “Chip” 

Delap (62) have thought about writing 
something for the newsletter.  I kept tell myself that 
when I remembered were the few pictures I had of 
our senior class trip to Rome were hiding I would 
send them to you for the newsletter. 
  
Someone mentioned in the last newsletter that they 
were not too happy about moving to England, but 
eventually came to love.  Part of my hesitation was 
for the same reason but to be perfectly honest I 
never liked it much.  I actually disliked it a lot. 
Given that, I figured most people would rather not 
hear that negative comment.   I told my father that I 
wanted to be on the first plane out once I graduated 
and it wasn't the first available but it was close. 
  

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 
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My mother dropped me off at an Air Base that I 
can't remember the name of (some timer's) and I 
stayed in a barracks with a $50.00 bill pinned inside 
my bra until there was a MATS flight with space 
available.  I was on my way back to extended 
family in Ohio.  I arrived in NY with plans to take 
the train to Ohio only to find out on arrival that 
there was a rail strike.  So on to a Greyhound bus 
for me.  (that $50.00 bill came in handy at that 
point)  It took me as long to get to Ohio by bus as it 
did on a Mats prop to arrive from England to NY.   
  
My father was stationed at South Ruislip so I think 
the 45 min. bus ride to Bushy each morning from 
the base had something to do with not being too 
crazy about going to school there.  I think the kids 
that boarded had more of a connection to the school 
than some of us who commuted.  It made it difficult 
to socialize with classmates and attend school 
activities.  I was also very shy which came across as 
stuck up and that didn't help much either. 
  
England wasn't all bad and I wouldn't give up the 
experience of our senior class trip to Rome for 
anything.   I met my husband in Limestone, ME at 
Loring AFB where both of our fathers were 
stationed.  I have since discovered that some of the 
people from his graduating class also came to 
Bushy from Limestone.  I only mention this 
because he went to Bangkok courtesy of the US 
Army after graduating in '57, loved it and he wanted 
to take me to Thailand some day. I wanted to take 
him to Rome some day.  We got to Thailand in 
2005 when he retired and in 2007 we went 
to Rome.  He loved Italy as much as I did and we 
are going back via a 24 day Mediterranean cruise in 
a few days for our 50th wedding anniversary.   
  
I often wonder where Rosemary Schneider, and 
Brenda & Laura Farmer are these days.  (I actually 
did eventually make some friends )  Rosemary lost 
her brother in that painful plane crash so many of us 
remember.   
  
Well I have been so long winded that I guess I 
better attach the photo's I recently found.  Rosemary 
is in the picture with me and two Italian gentleman 
we had dinner with while we were in Rome.  Our 
senior class trip will always be one of my fondest 
memories.  I guess I have Bushy Park Central High 

School to thank for that.  Not many kids can say 
they went to Rome for their senior class trip. 
 

           
 

 
 
 

 
Reunion 

Information 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 Lillian Britt Phillips Shelton (62) 
sheltolb@wfu.edu  
 
Fifty Years?  50 years?  Half-a-
Century? 
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Mary Lou Quin Benton and I decided to go to 
Washington, D.C. for lunch – a seven hour drive -- 
to celebrate a class reunion of a class that didn’t 
include us – How crazy is that?  (Our dads were 
transferred back to the states during and after our 
Junior years at Bushy Park.) But as it turned out, 
there were a few folks like us who attended Central 
High School and did not finish, and some who 
attended only their Senior year!  So what drew us to 
a reunion of people that attended a high school in a 
foreign county and graduated, some who didn’t 
finish and some who were only students for one 
year? Why did we come from California, Colorado, 
Louisiana,  Arizona, Massachusetts, South Carolina, 
and other distant locations for a hot August 
weekend in our nation’s capital?  
 
Our class president, Ed Broadhurst, made some 
comments at our luncheon that provoked my 
thinking:  we, the class of 1962, represent a group 
of American citizens whose time will not come 
again.  We were military and civilian dependents, 
citizens of a powerful United States, during the 
Cold War, and living in a Britain that was just 
beginning to fully recover after World War II.  As 
Ed pointed out, our Armed Forces no longer sends 
families so frequently to so many off-shore 
assignments, and neither do our civilian 
corporations.   
 
Some of our fathers were involved in dangerous 
assignments (I learned only recently that my dad 
was in charge of nuclear weapon security in Great 
Britain during his tour of duty – no wonder he was 
sometimes difficult!) In retrospect, we were a 
privileged few.   
 
We were thrown together, typical American 
teenagers in a not quite so typical environment!  
Our “American-style” high school was in Europe.  
Some of us lived in quaint English villages, some 
on service bases, and some in dormitories at the 
school.   Our vacations were in Switzerland, 
Germany, and France and our daily encounters with 
buses and underground trains, roundabouts and 
lorries were normal.  We made friends with each 
other quickly and intensely and some of those 
friendships have survived through the years.  
Indeed, we do represent an interesting time in 
American history.  One spouse at the reunion 

wondered if we related to the local people at all – if 
we made any English friends?  To that, we were 
able to recall warm stories of our 
relationships/romances with local Britishers. 
 
At this reunion, I expected to see a lot of “senior 
citizens” -- aging weakened, folks who looked old.  
On the contrary, through my admittedly biased 68 
year old filtered perspective, I noticed energetic, 
active, alert older people who seemed vibrant.  Talk 
of adorable grandchildren, aches, pains, and 
surgeries was at a minimum.  We enjoyed our heart-
filling memories, common experiences, and high 
points of our time in England.   Conversations 
contained reflections on recent visits and how 
different present-day London is compared to our 
time of fifty years ago!   We have led interesting 
lives and continue to do so.  Would we be this 
interesting if we had not had our military 
brat/Bushy Park experience?  Hmmmmmmm. 
 
In any case, many, many thanks to our organizers, 
Liz Griffiths Jackson and Patti Jones Lawrence for 
managing this small lunch that grew organically 
from a small luncheon into a D.C weekend 
experience for the class of 1962 -- about 40 of us 
enthusiastically attended!   Photos were amusingly 
taken by Charles Arnhold -- Patti compiled 
previously submitted bios and photos into a 
hardcover book – and Liz smiled through post-
pneumonia recovery.  We shared a vivid memory 
trip through a terrific weekend connecting with new 
friends and re-connecting with old ones.  We 
acknowledged the permanent losses of some of our 
classmates and noted, in particular, the tragic death 
in a plane crash of talented Jim Aquaviva.   
Compiling our isolated memories of fifty years ago 
into a group experience was bittersweet pleasure 
and another new and pleasant memory. 
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Robert E. Kulesh (55) 
rkulesh@MSEGRIP.COM  
 
 
Hey Gray, 

Thanks for another fine trip down memory lane…. 

I am off on another business trip to Europe this 
weekend and will have 5 days back in London. 
The city of my/our youth… fond memories and 
thanks for your efforts in keeping them alive.. 
All the best to all, 
 

Claude "Mike" Quigley (62) 
hqaviation@aol.com  

 

Thank you and so many others for getting 
current information and our history out to us. As a 
member the Class of '62 at the "Park" in 1957/58, 
doing the hour+, each way, 
to/ from/back/around London bus rides: my dad was 
a military attaché` at the US embassy and living on 
the south edge of Hampstead Heath. Finally found a 
'57 class photo; wanted to know if you might be 
interested in 13/14 year olds; this class did cross the 
Channel, (pretty rough  coming 
back) over to Holland and on to Brussels for the '58 
World's Fair. My mother went along as a 
chaperon.  After two years in London, off to 
Frankfurt American HS '59 & '60, in Frankfurt, 
Germany; '61&'62 and graduation were spent near 
Ft Meade, MD, at Arundel High. 
 
 
Will Rogers, who died in a 1935 plane crash, was 
one of  the greatest political sages this 
country  has ever known. 
 
ABOUT GROWING OLDER...  
 
First  ~ Eventually you will reach a point when 
you stop lying about your age and start bragging 
about it.  
Second  ~  The older we get, the fewer things 
seem worth waiting in line for.  
Third  ~  Some people try to turn back their 
odometers.   Not  me; I want people to know 
'why' I look this way.  I've traveled a long way, 
and some of the roads weren't paved.  
Fourth  ~  When you are dissatisfied and would 
like to go back to youth,  think of Algebra.  
 
 
 
 
 

Mini 

Reunions 



���������������������������������������������������������������������������
���������������������������������������������������������������������������������
�����������������������������������������������������


