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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: 
 

Gerald Berry (57) 
At the end of December it will be 
Eberry3522@yaoo.com  
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Correction: In the article from Harding I 
showed her class year as 58 and it should have 
been 56.  Sorry Joan. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

     
 

 
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. 

 
 

Kathleen Tibbets (58) 
 
From Tony Taylor (58) With much 
sadness I have found that our dear 
classmate, Kathy Tibbets ’58, passed 

away shortly after I last spoke to her by phone in 
January 2010. I could tell at the time that she was 
not well and it was a struggle for her to speak, but at 
least I let her know that she had many friends, 
especially from Bushy Park, who cared for her.  
 
After graduation from Bushy Park Kathy moved to 
Arlington, VA, with her parents (her father was a 
Navy captain at the time) and then went off to 
college. A few years later she and Judy Garrison, 
another ’58 classmate from Bushy Park and Kathy’s 
best friend, shared a lovely apartment on the top 
floor of a 19th century brick townhouse on King 
Street in Old Town Alexandria, VA. By then both 
Kathy and Judy were working at the Pentagon, and 
then in 1960 they invited Gitta, to whom I was to be 
engaged and who was moving down from New 
York, to move in and share their apartment. By 
1962 Kathy left to be married while both Judy and 
Gitta were among her bridesmaids. After the 
wedding Kathy and her (first) husband moved to 
Syracuse, NY. 
 
Gitta and I last saw Kathy at our own wedding in 
Newport, RI, in 1964; Kathy had already been 
married a few years and had one child with another 

on the way. By then Judy was also married, but as 
was announced many years ago in Bushy Tales, 
Judy sadly died of an aneurism sometime in the 
’70s leaving her husband with two small children. 
 
With the help of Fred Gruin ’58, I was able to track 
down Kathy many years later who by now was 
married to her second husband, Ian Robinson. 
When we next spoke to Kathy in the late ‘90s, she 
told us that she had colon cancer just as her mother 
had once had and had died from years earlier. At 
first Kathy seemed to be doing fairly well, but when 
I last spoke to her in 2010, just before she died, she 
admitted that her cancer was terminal. Over the next 
few years I attempted to contact her or her husband 
again, but would never get an answer, and it was 
only recently that I was able to locate her obituary. 
 
We will miss Kathy as will everyone who had the 
pleasure to have ever known her. She was one of 
the most delightful and popular girls at Bushy Park, 
and especially at the TAC (American Teenage 
Club) in London in the basement of the Columbia 
Club. Some of my fondest memories of Kathy was 
dancing with her (when Fred G. was not around) at 
the TAC… Kathy was tall with long legs, had 
beautiful red-blond hair, and an infectious smile. 
 
The attached photo is Kathy at her wedding at Fort 
Myer in Arlington tossing the bouquet to Gitta and 
Judy. 
 

 
 
From Cliff Gunderson (Faculty) I 

lost my dear Pat to Pneumonia on 
11/11/13.  Although she was also 
suffering other ailments, she fought 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 
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with a brave British spirit to the end. My kids, 
Diane and Alan, are with me. Thank goodness. 
 
 
 

 

 

 
Blaine “Chip” Campbell (58) 
chipcambl@gmail.com  
 
Thanks again for the continuing effort 

to keep the now long physically defunct 
Bushy Park, alive in spirit. If the perception of 
defunct appears derogatory it was not meant to be. 
 
Just a short note on my limited one school year 
history at Bushy Park. It began in my junior year at 
Sidney Lanier High School in Montgomery AL. 
The first time in my life, I had the opportunity to 
attend the same school two years in a row. I was 
ecstatic, rifle team, Army ROTC taught by real 
veterans of WWII, heaven on earth, followed by 
devastating reality. A move to London, England. I 
survived, the year, but barely. The bus ride alone 
was an adventure that didn't sit well in more ways 
than one. Now all that remains are a few memories 
and the most memorable senior class trip where I 
stayed with the President of the Belgian Automobile 
Racing Association, traveled to Spa Francorchamps 
racetrack for an unbelievable Saturday of watching 
practice for the Sunday race and getting to meet 
Carroll Shelby another notable part of the day. The 
world’s fair was almost an afterthought. The return 
trip to England on cloud 9 was anti-climactic to say 
the least, and we had orders for Germany where I 
had attended first grade just twelve years earlier. 
 
For an automobile racing fanatic, the trip was a 
dream come true. 
 

 
Richard “Rich” Enroth (59) 
enrothr7132@yahoo.com 
 

I attended Bushy Park from 09/53 to 12/ 1957, 7th 
grade to 11th grade. My brother, John is a 57 
graduate. We were civilians attending a military 
installation school. I've attended several reunions, 
thank you for putting all of this together. My reason 
for the commentary, I saw the obituary on Marshall 
Kremers. I remember him as the older brother with 
his twin Margie, of Bob. Bob and I were like two 
peas in a pod! Wally Threlkeld (sp) was the music 
teacher who came to Bushy in 1954 and started the 
band. I played alto sax and Bob played tenor. We 
were hooked on jazz because of "Wally". His dad 
was an Air Force Colonel in the medical field. Bob 
and his family were transferred in 1956 or so and I 
lost contact with Bob. Fast forward - 1965, I'm a 
United States Air Force officer stationed at Clark 
Air Force Base in the Philippines. I walk into the 
Base Exchange and who do I see but Col Kremers. 
The Colonel was very gracious to me and we 
enjoyed several evenings together with his wife. I 
asked him to remember me to Bob. That was 48 
years ago. It was the first time I saw a copy of, 
would you believe it Playboy! Now I knew what 
girls were supposed to look like!  
 
But that was many years ago. God Bless everyone. 
 

 
Craig Sams (61) 
craig@craigsams.com  
 
  I used to live just around the corner 

from the Columbia Club when I was 
12 and going to a British school.  I would ride by on 
my bike and salute the Stars and Stripes as I 
passed.   A few years ago I went to an electro 
crystal therapy training course there led by the 
redoubtable Harry Oldfield and it was an interesting 
exercise seeing the old officers' club against the 
background of the rather rundown but clean and 
efficient hotel it is today. 
 
At some point I'll draft a note about my current 
enterprise, Carbon Gold Ltd.  Somehow, when 
everyone else seems to have retired, I'm going full 
steam ahead on a new project that is quite exciting.  
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Tony Taylor (58) 
usna1964@earthlink.net  
 
I just received a note from WW (Bill) 

Cooper ‘57 telling me that he is on the 
mend. He had some serious kidney failure issues 
back in October, but fortunately he had some great 
medical support, including his granddaughter who 
is a cardiac nurse, while under the care of one of the 
top urology docs in the area. His goal is to be well 
on the road to a full recovery by Pearl Harbor Day. 
We are all cheering for you, Bill! 
 

 
Lindsay B. Ervin (60) 
lbe@lbegolfcoursedesign.com  
 
Thanks again for all your great work 

in putting out the "Bushy Park  
Newsletter"...........it really is great.  I was saddened 
to read of Wendell Jones's death.  He was a really a 
great guy.  I remember playing basketball with him 
at Bushy as a freshman on the team while Wendell 
was a senior.  As is typical with most teams, the 
incoming freshmen get the hazing as was the  
case with me.  Well, Wendell liked me and one day 
witnessed some of the hazing to me and he stepped 
in and said "Leave him alone!"  After that, no  
more hazing.  :)  Wendell lived in our area, 
Washington DC area, several years back and during 
that time my wife and I got together with Wendell 
and his wife, Grace, at a steak house in Bethesda, 
Maryland.  I brought my year books and we had a 
great time looking at all pictures and exchanging 
our stories about our basketball team trips which 
were always a blast.  He moved to Florida fairly 
shortly after our nice dinner that night, thus I never 
got another chance to get together with him.  He 
will be missed. 
 
Also I noticed Madge (Young) Nickerson's 
note.  She and I rode on the same school bus going 
to and from Bushy which she may or may not 

remember.  I believe I remember her telling me that 
she was on the ship, Andrea Doria, which sank off 
Mass in 1956 and that her family's cabins were 
supposed to be in the front part of the ship that was 
rammed, but were changed to another cabin, for 
some reason.  If this is true, maybe she could tell all 
of us the story. 
 
Take care and my best to all you classmates. 
 
 
 

Reunion 
Information 

 
 

 
 
 

 

What I did after 
Bushy Park 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Patti (Fawbush) Webb (58) 
patti.webb6@gmail.com  
 
Here is what I have been doing 

recently: 
 
My husband Henry and I have lived in the 
Nashville, Tennessee area for thirty-six years. I still 
remember the first time I experienced living in one 
place for more than three years.  We were in 
Honolulu, Hawaii at the time.  I had this restless 
feeling that we had to move.  There was no reason 
to move.  Sometime later I realized my body was 
"programed' to move at least every three years. I 
think those of us who grew up in military families 
had to adjust to staying in one place more than just 
a few years. Did anyone else experience this? 
 
This year my husband Henry and I will see our 
oldest grandchild graduate from college and marry 
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in the same month.  When I read the Bushy Tales 
and remember how long ago it was we were all in 
high school at Bushy Park looking forward to 
college, it seems impossible that we have a 
grandchild graduating from college and getting 
married.  Our lives are full with grandchildren and 
with teaching classes in our church.  This year the 
books (A Woman's Garden of Prayer and A 
Mother's Garden of Prayer) I co-authored with 
Sarah Maddox were made available on Kindle, 
Nook, and IBook’s.  That was exciting for us.   
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
Gerald Berry (57) 
 eberry3522@aol.com  
 

Gary, have enjoyed receiving copies 
of the Bushy Park Newsletter. I was only there for 
one and half years (1953-1955 but remember many 
of the folks that you mention. My brother, Jerry, 
was a graduate and is probably remembered better 
than I am. I will send you a memo of my adventures 
prior to (but mostly after) I left to graduate in 
Heidelberg, Germany in '57.  
Please note that my email address will change at the 
end of December to: Eberry3522@yaoo.com.  
 
 
THE CLASS REUNION 
 
 Every ten years, as summertime nears, 
 An announcement arrives in the mail, 
 A reunion is planned; it'll be really grand; 
 Make plans to attend without fail. 
 
 I'll never forget the first time we met; 
 We tried so hard to impress. 
 We drove fancy cars, smoked big cigars, 
 And wore our most elegant dress. 
 
 It was quite an affair; the whole class was there. 
 It was held at a fancy hotel. 
 We wined, and we dined, and we acted refined, 
 And everyone thought it was swell. 
 
 The men all conversed about who had been first 

 To achieve great fortune and fame. 
 Meanwhile, their spouses described their fine houses 
 And how beautiful their children became. 
 
 The homecoming queen, who once had been lean, 
 Now weighed in at one-ninety-six. 
 The jocks who were there had all lost their hair, 
 And the cheerleaders could no longer do kicks. 
 
 No one had heard about the class nerd 
 Who'd guided a spacecraft to the moon; 
 Or poor little Jane, who's always been plain; 
 She married a shipping tycoon. 
 
 The boy we'd decreed 'most apt to succeed' 
 Was serving ten years in the pen, 
 While the one voted 'least' now was a priest; 
 Just shows you can be wrong now and then. 
 They awarded a prize to one of the guys 
 Who seemed to have aged the least. 
 Another was given to the grad who had driven 
 The farthest to attend the feast. 
 
 They took a class picture, a curious mixture 
 Of beehives, crew cuts and wide ties. 
 Tall, short, or skinny, the style was the mini; 
 You never saw so many thighs. 
 
 At our next get-together, no one cared whether 
 They impressed their classmates or not. 
 The mood was informal, a whole lot more normal; 
 By this time we'd all gone to pot. 
 
 It was held out-of-doors, at the lake shores; 
 We ate hamburgers, coleslaw, and beans. 
 Then most of us lay around in the shade, 
 In our comfortable T-shirts and jeans. 
 
 By the fiftieth year, it was abundantly clear, 
 We were definitely over the hill. 
 Those who weren't dead had to crawl out of bed, 
 And be home in time for their pill. 
 
 And now I can't wait; they've set the date; 
 Our 60th is coming, I'm told. 
 It should be a ball, they've rented a hall 
 At the Shady Rest Home for the old. 
 
 Repairs have been made on my hearing aid; 
 My pacemaker's been turned up on high. 
 My wheelchair is oiled, and my teeth have been boiled; 
 And I've bought a new wig and glass eye. 
 
 I'm feeling quite hearty, and I'm ready to party 
 I'm gonna dance 'til dawn's early light. 
 It'll be lots of fun; But I just hope that there's one 
 Other person who can make it that night. 
 
 Author Unknown 
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