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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: 
 

 
Vere Timmons (59) 
veret4143@att.net 
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Elaine (Coddaire) Yurik (55) 

 
 
 
 

 
Robert (Bobby) Johnston (55) 
rjohnston2@san.rr.com  
 
I would like to get on the newsletter 

list if you are still doing it. I was at 
Bushy Park in 53 and 54.  
. 

Janice Rae (Taylor) Ramey (57) 
sequimers2@msn.com 
Sequim, WA 
 

 
 

Helen (Dalles) LaBouy (61)no picture available 
helenlabouy@me.com  
12202 235 PL NE 
Redmond, WA 98053 
Phone: 425-868-9706 
Spouse: Bob LaBouy 
 
 
 
 

 

     

 

 

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. 
 

The following information was receive from Pat 
Owen (58) 

 
Lana Jean (Scott) Paparella (61)   
obit on internet - deceased 2012 
 
 
 

 
Larry L. Sittler (61)  
obit on internet - deceased 2013 
 
 

 
Terry Rae (Sipes) Wheeler  (62) 
 obit on internet - deceased 2002 

 
 

 
From John Billington (Faculty) 
 
Thomas Townsend Drysdale, Jr. 

(Faculty)  
died on February 28, 2013  
 
Thomas Townsend Drysdale, Jr. died 

on February 28, 2013 in Goodyear, AZ 
after a brief illness.  Thomas was born on May 4, 
1921 in Alamosa, CO to Oneta Moore Kirkpatrick 
and Thomas Townsend Drysdale, Sr. He spent his 
early years in CO.  He attended Compton Junior 
College, CA where he met his future wife, Norma 
Fay Hall.  He enlisted in the Army Air Corp. in 
1941 and served in W.W.II as a B-24 pilot in the 
Eighth Air Force, 44th Bomb Group and flew 
missions over Sicily, Naples, Normandy and 
Germany.  He won the Distinguished Flying Cross 
and Euopean-African-Middle Eastern Service 
Medal.  He received a B.A. from Whittier College, 
in Whittier, CA in 1952. He taught in the Whittier 
elementary school system from 1952-1956.  He 
served as a principal and superintendent in the 
Department of Defense School System in England, 
Germany and Hawaii from 1956-1981.  After W.W. 
II he served thirty years in the US Air Force 
Reserves, attaining the rank of Lt. Colonel.  He 
received a Ph.D. in comparative education from 
Georgetown University in Washington D.C. in 
1973.  He founded the American Overseas Schools 
Historical Society, headquarters in Wichita, KS in 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 
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1969.  A resident of Goodyear for 18 years, he 
leaves his beloved wife of 70 years, Norma Fay 
Hall.  He was the father of Lianne of Ozark, MO, 
Peter David of Dingmans Ferry, PA; Connie Marie 
of Branford, CT; Dale Thomas of Alexandria, VA; 
Brian and Karl both of Goodyear, AZ.  He also 
leaves six grandchildren, and six great-
grandchildren, and a sister, Emma Lou Wills of 
Kerrville, TX. ----Able Funeral Service, 1627 N. 
51st Ave Phoenix AZ Visitation March 7, 2013 2 
PM, Service March 7, 2013 3 PM. 
 
 

 

Janice Rae (Taylor) Ramey (57) 
sequimers2@msn.com 
 
WOW!!! I’ve been found. After 56 

years I am in contact with former 
classmates from my senior year of high school. 
Thanks, Pat and Tony, for your efforts. 
 
It has been so much fun to read in Bushy Tales the 
stories people share about their experiences at 
Central High. How in the world can they remember 
so many details, like their bus number? My 
husband, who is an engineer, gave it a quick 
thought and came up with two main reasons: 1) 
They were at the school for a longer time than I 
(only 2/3 of a year) and, 2) They probably have 
remained in touch with classmates who reinforced 
their memories.  Nice of him not to say that 
memories fade with age!!! 
 
My parents, younger brother and sister and I came 
to England on the SS America as did many of you. 
We were in first class and my mother thought she 
had died and gone to heaven when she saw the 
cabins and the function rooms. But before the ship 
had left the breakwater she wished she could die 
and go to heaven. It was October and a hurricane 
was making its way up the Atlantic coast. She was 
seasick the whole way to Le Havre.  

We three siblings were in one cabin and my dad 
showed me where the seasick bin was and 
instructed me to use it if necessary. Well, I knew it 
would not be necessary for ME so I paid scant 
attention. During the night my little brother woke 
up and said his stomach was sick. It was pitch dark, 
but I remembered where the bin was and dutifully 
held it to his mouth. He began being sick and about 
that time I felt something warm and slimy falling on 
my bare feet. You can bet I let out the shriek that 
shook the ship. My dad came running and all I 
could say was “Clean it OFF”. He turned on the 
light and discovered that, due to my inattention, I 
had missed the part about putting bin liners in the 
bin and there was no bottom.  
 
Amazingly, I didn’t get seasick and can vividly 
remember walking on the deck with my father, 
rounding a corner and facing a gale that nearly 
lifted me off my feet. My dad grabbed me and we 
ducked back into the lee. But that was when I first 
learned to love a storm at sea. How exciting to 
combat the ferocity of the wind and waves. Two 
summers ago I was helping a friend take a sailboat 
across the Strait of Juan de Fuca from Sequim Bay 
to Bellingham when a 55 knot wind came up. I still 
love a good storm and it was thrilling (with just 
enough fear to make it exciting) to be the only boat 
out in the storm and make it safely to harbor. 
 
When we got to Southampton we were met by a 
staff car which drove us to a hotel near Whitney. 
The main thing I remember was how COLD it was. 
The only heat was from an electric coil in the wall, 
with a sign advising us to turn it off if we were to 
leave the room. We, of course, ignored the sign and 
were properly chastised by the management. 
 
The next day at lunch they served a bowl of 
steaming soup which looked and tasted delicious. 
When asked what it was the waitress replied “Oxtail 
Soup.“ There was dead silence. Oxtail soup was not 
a standard dish in our household. But it was warm 
and we were hungry.  
 
On Sunday night, I got on a bus and was taken to 
Bushy Park, where there was very little room at the 
inn. Since I arrived late in the semester, my room 
was a single, about the size of a large closet. So 
there I was--barely sixteen alone in a new country 
and a new school. Boy, was I lonesome and 
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homesick. The next semester I was lucky enough to 
have three or four roommates (here memory fails). 
Phoebe Ford, Barbara Bookhammer, June 
McDaniel and Sandy Dawe. Thanks, ladies, for 
letting a homesick gal use some of your precious 
closet space.  
 
I hope to get in touch with many of you--there are 
some escapades with which I need help in recalling 
the details. There are so many memories that I will 
have to save them for another issue--else this  
newsletter exceed space limits.  
   
We are living in Sequim, WA in the summer and 
Sun City West, AZ in the winter. My e-mail address 
is sequimers2@msn.com   and if you happen to be 
in the vicinity of one of those towns, please give me 
a heads up and we can renew our friendships. 
 
 
 

 
Reunion 

Information 
 
 
 

 
 

Anyone have information on any 
upcoming reunions? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Gary Schroeder (55) 
Gschroeder4@att.net  
 
Saturday, March 30th my wife Dee 

and I had the pleasure of having 
breakfast at IHOP with Ruth (Lund) Bethea (55) 
and Diane (Lund) McMahon (58).  After a great 

breakfast we all returned to our home for a couple 
of hours of reminiscing about our times at Bushy 
Park, our kids, grandkids etc.. If some of you heard 
ringing in your ears it was more than likely because 
we were talking about you. It was great to see both 
of them again and have some time to relive those 
special days at we spent with some very special 
people at a very special school. 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
Billie (Culp) Bules (54) 
DWBCBULES@aol.com  

Mini 

Reunions 
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Thought this little tidbit of news might be 
interesting to add to the next edition of Bushy Tales. 
 I noticed an article in our local newspaper today 
(March 2, 2013) that some folks in Little Rock, 
Arkansas have purchased the London Tower Bridge 
to move and reassemble in Little Rock, to replace a 
present bridge in that city.  They had researched the 
moving and reassembling of the London Bridge 
some years ago to its present location in Lake 
Havasu, Arizona and found that it would be feasible 
to do the same with the London Tower Bridge. 
Those of us who attended the Bushy Park 50th class 
reunion of the class of 1954, in Laughlin, Nevada in 
2004 had a bus trip to Lake Havasu as one of our 
activities and were able to view the London bridge, 
walk over it and take pictures of it.  Maybe 
someday a reunion will be held in Little Rock, 
Arkansas, so that we can view the London Tower 
Bridge in it's new location, over the Arkansas River 
in Little Rock, Arkansas. 

 
Edie (Williams) Wingate (56) 
Wingw@aol.com  
 
Hi Gary--Appreciate alllllll you do to 

keep the newsletter going.  I have 2 
items for the Bushy newsletter. 
  
1. My book group just finished--and thoroughly 
enjoyed--a book that I believe would be enjoyed by 
anyone who lived in England--especially those of us 
who did so soon after the war.  It's Citizens of 
London: The Americans who Stood with Britain in 
its Darkest, Finest Hour by Lynne Olson.  You can 
Google the book for more information.  
  
Particularly interesting to read in the book was how 
Ike, as he planned for the invasion of 
Europe, moved his headquarters to Bushy 
Park.  Bushy Park was described as a London 
suburb, close to Henry VIII's palace at Hampton 
Court.  Ike felt that being 10 miles away from the 
London social scene there would be no distractions 
and the officers would better get to know one 
another.   
  
2. Does anyone have a brief history of the school 
they would send to Gary to include in a future 
edition? 
 
 

Tony Taylor (58) 
usna1964@earthlink.net  
 
Pat (Terpening) Owen and I have had an 

on-going quest for many years to find a 
few lost souls from Bushy Park, and one of them 
was a dear friend, Janice Taylor '57 (no relation), 
whom I had not heard from since the summer of 
1957 when Rik Henslee '58 and I took a bike trip 
through Europe between our junior and senior years 
at Central High.  Janice had just moved to 
Kaiserslautern with her parents where her father had 
recently been assigned, and Rick and I were passing 
through that part of Germany during the first week 
of our trip. Anyway, through some joint 
collaboration, Pat and I finally found that Janice has 
a home right here in Washington State where I live.  
 
At the moment Janice and her husband, Gene, are 
currently in Arizona at their winter snowbird home, 
but they should be returning to their home in 
Sequim, WA, in a month or so, and hopefully Gitta 
and I will have a chance to meet them... their home 
on the Olympic Peninsula is just a couple of hours 
away by ferry and road. For those who are not 
familiar with the Northwest, Sequim is a small town 
in Western Washington better known for its annual 
lavender festival each summer. As I understand, 
Janice and Gene's home is right on the coast of The 
Strait of Juan de Fuca where they look across to 
Vancouver Island, British Columbia, and are able to  
watch all of the ships, commercial and Navy, pass 
right by their home on their way to Seattle, Tacoma, 
Bremerton, Everett, and Vancouver, Canada. 
 
I have since spoken to Janice a couple of times... 
you can bet that she was surprised since she had 
been out of touch with anyone from Bushy Park 
since the last time Rik and I saw her in Germany... 
she did not know anything about "Bushy Tales" or 
the Bushy Park Web site. Anyway, it has been fun 
talking to her and exchanging a couple of emails. I 
am sure she will be adding her own notes to this 
edition of Bushy Tales, so I will let her tell her own 
story. Janice can be reached at 
sequimers2@msn.com. 
 
But would you believe it: just yesterday, only a 
week since we found Janice, I "found" another 
Bushy Park alumni living just three blocks from our 
home just outside of Redmond, Washington. I was 
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visiting one of my neighborhood friends, who has 
been a member of a Macintosh user group that I 
have been running for about seven years, and he 
was telling me that he and his wife, Helen, were 
preparing for a trip to Europe and England next 
month. My friend, Bob LaBouy, mentioned that 
Helen used to live in England and went to school 
there. I then asked her where she went to school, 
and she mentioned that it was an American school. 
"Bushy Park?" I asked. "Yes, I went to Bushy Park 
during my junior year (1959-1960)," was Helen's 
response. I asked Helen what had been her maiden 
name so that her classmates might remember her; 
she replied "Dalles." So we now have among us 
another newly found alumni, Helen (Dalles) 
LaBouy '61. For anyone who would like to contact 
her, here is Helen's address: helenlabouy@me.com.  
 
By the way, for those classmates of mine from '58, I 
am still in regular contact with Fred Buhler, Fred 
Gruin, Dan and Sandy Frantz, Rik Henslee, Chuck 
Stewart, Steve Warner, Paul and Sandy Thomas, in 
addition to our own Pat (Terpening) Owen. I also 
hear from W.W. (Bill) Cooper '57, Donna and Al 
Forsman '59, and others that I may have 
momentarily forgotten. The only classmate from '58 
that we still have not found is Chris Boex who was 
last seen heading home to Hamburg, Germany, 
shortly after graduation. 
 
 

 
John Strand (58)  
jsstrand@hotmail.com 
 
As for me, I continue with my Sunday 

music job at Crumpets Restaurant - 
now going on 13 years this time around - and don't 
know if you knew but that past 5 years I've been 
playing two afternoons a week at University 
Hospital - they have just come up with funding to 
add a 3rd day weekly to the program - so I stay busy 
- plan to keep it up as long as I have the strength to 
load and unload and haul around a 90 lb harp - LOL 
- and no, I DONT miss teaching one damn bit!!!!!  

    
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

Suzanne “Snookie” (Garrison) 
Mayo (54) 
sgmayo54@att.net  
 
I love to read your Newsletter which 
does jog my memory in so many 

ways.  Marcia Craver was correct in that the third 
person in the picture that she sent is Ruth Davis, 
who died a few months ago.  She had been very ill 
with Cancer for years. 
I completely identified with Judy Risler Murphy, 
class of 1960, and the instant feeling of friendship 
that we all felt when we were students at Bushy 
Park.  Those friendships have intensified with the 
reunions we have attended and with the many mini-
reunions that we have been fortunate enough to 
have.   
Please do not be upset if there are not enough 
articles sent in.  All are appreciated and enjoyed by 
all of us. 
 

 
Judith (Senn) Pollock (59) 
judith.pollack@languageatwork.com  
 
Gary, 

Thanks for all you do, but I want to 
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correct the spelling of my name, especially as it 
affects my email.  It is Pollock, not – ack.  Email is 
Judith.pollock@languageatwork.com.  Thanks! 
 

 
Mike (Willi) Perkins (59) 
mike_perkins@comcast.ney  
 
Gary, 

I always look forward to receiving the newsletter. 
Each time I do I'm taken back over a half century to 
those wonderful years at Bushy Park. I suppose that 
everyone reminisces a bit about their childhood and 
adolescence, and regards those years as something 
wonderful. But the Bushy Park years were indeed 
wonderful years. 
 
 It's been to re-connect with many of my pals from 
those years and much of that has been made 
possible by your efforts through the 
newsletter.  Thank you.  
 

 
Ward Wescott (61) 
WWescott@balmain.com.au  
 
I hope to have something to contribute 
in mid April, as I am scheduling mini 

reunions with 3 1961 classmates on my 
forthcoming trip to the USA (from Australia): Noni 
(Hoagland) Kripal; John Hoberg; and Mike 
Mortensson (recovering from knee replacement 
surgery a week ago). 
  
Last week I also had a longish Skype conversation 
with Mike McDuffie('60) presently residing in 
Ireland.  

Thanks for all your hard work in keeping us 
informed. Cheers, 

 
Now for little humor to fill the space.  
 
           Coast Guard Chiefs Are Honorable 
  
One day, while a Coast Guard Chief was cutting a 
branch of a tree above a river, his axe fell into the 
river. When he cried out, the Lord appeared and 
asked, “Why are you  crying?” The Chief replied 

that his axe had fallen into the water, and he needed 
the axe to make his living. The Lord went down 
into the water and reappeared 
with a golden axe. “Is this your axe?” the Lord 
asked.  The Chief replied, “No.” The Lord again 
went down and came up with a silver axe. “Is this 
your axe?” the lord asked. Again the Chief replied, 
“No.” The Lord went down again and came up with 
an iron axe. “Is this your axe?” the Lord asked. The 
Chief replied, “Yes.” 
  
The Lord was pleased with the Chief’s honesty and 
gave him all three axes to keep, and the Chief went 
back to the ship happy. 
  
Sometime later the Chief was walking with his wife 
along the riverbank, and his  wife fell into the 
river. When he cried out, the Lord again appeared 
and asked him, “Why are you crying?” “Oh Lord, 
my wife has fallen into the water!”  The Lord went 
down into the water and came up with Angelina 
Jolie. “Is this your wife?” the Lord asked. “Yes,” 
cried the Chief. 
  
The Lord was furious. “You lied! That is an 
untruth!” 
  
The Chief replied, “Oh, forgive me, my Lord. It is a 
misunderstanding. You see, if I had said ‘no’ to 
Angelina Jolie, you would have come up with 
Cameron Diaz. Then if I said ‘no’ to her, you would 
have come up with my wife. Had I then said  ‘yes’ 
you would have given me all three. Lord, I am poor 
old seagoing Chief, and am not able to take care of 
all three wives in a way that they should be, so 
that’s why I said yes to Angelina Jolie.” 
  
The moral of this story is: Whenever a Coast Guard 
Chief lies, it is for a good and honorable reason, and 
for the benefit of others. That’s my story, and I’m 
sticking to it. 
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