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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: 
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Patsy M. Cooper (58) Cook 
patgenecook@sbcglobal.net 
  
Dear Pat, 

    Well I guess you have found 
me.  Although I did not know I was lost.  I must say 
it is a small world.  I was riding my bike down in 
Naples Fl. and I saw a Beaver Motor Coach (My 
husband and I have a Beaver Motor Coach). I 
stopped to talk to the couple and he was retired 
from the service and she was an Air Force Brat.  We 
got to talking and she asked me where I had gone to 
school.  I told her Bushy Park.  She got on her 
computer and put my information into the website. 
 
I am married to an Airman.  We met in Del Rio, 
Texas in 1958 and married in 1959. Started our 
family in 1960.  We have 2 girls and 1 boy.  We 
also have 4 grandsons and 3 granddaughters.  No 
Great-grandchildren as of this date. 
 
My husband and I live in St. Clairsville, OH.  We 
have been here for over 49 years.  When Gene got 
out of the service we moved back to NC where he 
was from.  NO JOBS.  So he got a job in Wheeling, 
WV and we moved up here.  In 1968 we bought a 
lot in St. Clairsville, OH (just across the Ohio River 
from Wheeling).   
 
I roomed with Lorraine King my Junior and Senior 
Years.  She married an Airman who was from Tenn. 
or Miss. We went to visit them when our girls were 
just 2 and 3.  They were living in Tenn. at the 
time.  They had a girl just younger than our 
youngest.  I kept in contact with her for several 
years.  Then all of a sudden she just dropped of the 
radar.  We had been very good friends during 
school and I really hated to loose contact.  Should 
you come across her please give her my email 
address. 
 
What a thrill it is to have contact with someone 
from the past.  Thank you for writing to me. 
More that have been found by Pat Owen (58) 

 
Linda Casey (62) . does not wish to reconnect 
Cecile Erichs (53) deceased  
Kermit R. Day (55) - deceased 
Jessica Kraiko (59) - does not wish to reconnect 
Jerry Shuffield Connaughton (60) - does not wish to 
reconnect 
Patsy Monetta Cooper (58) Cook   
Katherine Sagli (60) does not wish to reconnect 
 
 

 
 
     
 

 

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. 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Gemma (Gamble) Rettmann (54) 
darett@comcast.net  
 
A mini reunion was held in CA wine 

country! Many tastes of wine, and much 
laughter rocked the Sonoma area and the 
Fieldstone House we rented. Great food, 
wineries visited, bottles purchased and consumed 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 

Mini 

Reunions 
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made for late nights! The Lyles were not able to 
come, so at the almost last minute (we kept hoping) 
Suzanne and Peter brought a substitute couple, 
Suzie and Gerry.  They became part of the group so 
quickly we invited them to come to San Antonio as 
class of "61!   
 
Tours of the countryside multiplied as we followed 
each other's wrong directions!  Jack London's 
Museum and "Wolf House" inspired us to once 
again read some of his great books. 
 
A hunt for the Fremont Diner (suggested by Gary's 
dentist) brought six delicious breakfasts of French 
Toast, and one awful "biscuits and gravy"!  We are 
awaiting eagerly the chance to meet again during 
the fiesta time in San Antonio! 
 

 
 

 
Janice Rae (Taylor) Ramey (57) 
sequimers2@msn.com  
 
What a wonderful day for a reunion.  
The sun was shining, and emotions 
were high.  After 56 years, for the 

first time, I was reunited with a former classmate 
from Central High School--Phoebe Ford!!  There 
were lots of hugs and a few tears when we arrived 
and even more when we left.  We very much 
enjoyed meeting Phoebe's husband, Paul, and son 
Mark.  Phoebe served us a delicious lunch at her 
lovely home in Davis, CA but I was too excited to 
eat much. 
 
After lunch we sat down to look at the yearbook and 
pictures from the past.  Sandy Dawe had sent photos 
for us to see.  Gene asked me if I had the top bunk 
or bottom bunk and I had no memory of which.  Lo 

and behold, in one of the pictures it showed me on 
the top bunk in a picture of the roommates "goofing 
around".  What fun it was to see us at that age--the 
clothes we wore, the hairdos and those "cool" 
glasses. 
 
While there I learned the entire version of climbing 
the dorm fence after curfew.  Apparently we did it 
more than once, and with another unnamed 
roommate.  It was late in the year and we figured 
there was not much they could do to us if we got 
caught.  Phoebe's story is that we were playing 
tennis and wanted to finish the set.  I don't 
remember having a tennis racquet but that's her 
story and she's sticking with it.   
 
We did a lot of catching up and my memories were 
refreshed on several subjects.  I'd still can't 
remember the number of the bus on which I 
journeyed back and forth to Brize Norton.  Some 
memories are printed indelibly in my mind, but 
there is still much that has been lost.  I hope to see 
Sandy in December so maybe she can fill in some 
blanks. 
 
Pat Owen and Tony found me through the Univ. of 
Maryland, Munich, web site, so last week I decided 
to take a look at that site.  There I spotted an old 
inquiry from Ann Ward, looking to find Phoebe 
Ford or Sandy Dawe.  I sent her email address to 
Phoebe and she was thrilled, called Ann and they 
spent 2 hours getting reacquainted.  So, my being 
found led to yet another reunion.  
 
Thanks to all who have contacted me.  It sure has 
been an exciting couple of months. 
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Pat (Terpening) Owen (58) 
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net 
  
I'd like to thank everyone who adds 

their graduation year and also maiden 
name when applicable to information they send 
either for the newsletter or just to change their 
address, e-mail addy, etc.  It sure helps both Gary 
and me.  

 
Wendell Jones (58) 
wendelljones@embarqmail.com  
 
I recently wrote this essay about living 
and dying.   We are all at the age when 

this is relevant, even if not with terminal 
cancer.  
Please feel free to publish in the Bushy Park 
Newsletter. 
   

Fighting to Stay Alive 
Wendell Jones 

Class of 58 
My friend turned his head while driving and asked, 
“What are your thoughts about the possibility of 
dying soon?”. I replied that I needed some time to 
think more about death before answering his 
question. That evening I started by reading 
quotations of what others have written, and the first 
to catch my eye was the words of Mark Twain. He 
wrote that a person ...who lives fully is prepared to 
die at any time.  
 
At an abstract level, Twain may be correct, but 
faced with the stark reality of a terminal illness and 
my own death, my reaction was different. I felt 
confused, scared and unprepared, even though I had 
considerable experience with deaths of other 
people, including soldiers in the Vietnam War, 
accidental deaths and suicides as a volunteer with 
first responders, and the funerals of all my siblings. 
Clearly, death was not a stranger to me, but my own 
death was something that I never really believed 

would happen anytime soon. So when oncologists 
diagnosed stage IV lung cancer that had spread to 
the spine and adrenal gland, I was jolted by the grim 
survival statistics and was mentally and emotionally 
unprepared for dying.  
 
Numerous questions whirled in my mind, as I tried 
to come to grips with my feelings. Should I fear 
death? Is it realistic to expect eternal life? 
Moreover, is it reasonable or desirable to actually 
live forever, and if so, under what circumstances 
might I enjoy a prolonged existence, for it is hard to 
visualize a life that continues to be enjoyable 
forever. Is it possible that death is truly the end?  
 
I concluded that death is not intrinsically bad or to 
be feared, but compared to living, it is a huge loss. 
After death, I will no longer be able to be with 
people I love and enjoy the activities which give me 
pleasure. I will unlikely attend the college 
graduations or weddings of any grandchildren or 
hug a great grandchild. I will not be available to 
help my wife as she grows older and needs more 
assistance, and unlike me, she will not have her 
spouse at her side when she is dying. 
With aggressive surgery, chemo, radiation, and 
Cyber Knife treatments by top physicians and 
exceptional caregivers, I have exceeded the average 
survival rates and am still going strong after 15 
months.  
 
My perspective on almost everything has changed 
during this time -- the fear of embarrassment or 
failure, the need for recognition, the next new car-- 
these things have just fallen away. My thoughts 
instead have turned to what is really important in 
the time remaining, and that brought to mind a 
statement made by Steve Jobs before he died. He 
said …remembering that you are going to die is the 
best way to avoid the trap of thinking you have 
something else to lose. There is then no reason not 
to follow your heart. 
 
In following my heart, my wish is that my 
grandchildren and great grandchildren as adults will 
think about how they elect to live, pursue what is 
worth doing, act according to high standards and 
guiding values, and remember that we are all like a 
stained-glass window. It is easy to sparkle and shine 
when the sun is out, but in darkness, inner beauty is 
revealed only if a bright light is shining from 
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within. Keeping the interests of others upper most 
in our hearts permits the inner beauty to shine 
through. 
 
I want to follow my heart by communicating my 
love, friendship and respect to relatives and friends. 
I would like to hold within reasonable bounds my 
grief and sorrow while dying, and in so doing 
provide emotional strength to my wife and other 
loved ones. And most importantly, I would like to 
retain my mental and cognitive skills to the end.  
According to Elizabeth Kubler-Ross, one of the 
leading writers about death and dying; it is not the 
end of the physical body that should worry us. 
Rather, our concern must be to live while we are 
alive—to release our inner selves from the spiritual 
death that comes with living behind a façade. 
  
I have been fortunate in many ways. My wife 
Grace, who does not tolerate facades, and I have 
been happily married for more than 49 years. We 
raised three children, and we deeply love each 
other, our children and their spouses, our seven 
grandchildren, our brothers and sisters, and nieces 
and nephews. Our three children and their spouses 
are all in professions that serve people, including 
medicine, surgery, dentistry, and education. We 
enjoy close relationships and feel a genuine 
affection for our friends, who often check on my 
health. We long ago learned how to laugh and enjoy 
the moment, and to not take ourselves too seriously. 
To my knowledge, I have no enemies, and feel no 
animosity toward any person I have known during 
more than 70 years of living and 50 years pursuing 
three careers as an Army officer, business executive 
and management professor. In short, I have no 
regrets or unfinished business. 
 
So the answer I gave my friend is this: When the 
time comes, I expect to be emotionally ready to face 
death, but for now, with total confidence in my 
physicians and other caregivers, I am mentally 
prepared for a vigorous fight to stay alive.  

 
Pat (Terpening) Owen (58)  
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net 
 
To continue with those still missing, 
here are members of the Class of 1954 

who have still not been located.  Any 

help - father's first name, mother's first name, 
siblings, etc., would be appreciated.   Pat 
  
Deanne Allegier Stewart - had her living in West 
Hills, CA, but another person is now living at that 
address. 
Jerry Chisolm 
Geraldine (M?) Clem - Born in TX 
Barbara Lani Leilani DeVaughn - I may have 
possibly located her in Washington, DC, but no 
response to my letter.  Anyone want to try?  I'll give 
you the info I have. 
Joy Grantham  
Barbara Jean 'B.J." Grinnell 
Carol Hall 
Fred Hart 
Judith Ann Hearn Jordan - was she the same as 
Ann Hern (Class of 1953)? 
Barbara Jean Hodgeman 
Richard Jackson 
Louise "Peg" Jordan 
Robert Parker - Father Leonard A, Cdr. 
Leroy Rogers 
Janice Staples 
Diane Tiffany 
Margaret "Yvonne" Wright - Father MSgt A.C. 
Haworth, anyone know what the A.C. stood for? 
 
 

 

What I did after 
Bushy Park 
 
 
 

 
 
Mike Murphy (58) 
oldsalt1223@aol.com  
 
 

What I did after high school. After 
leaving Bushy I had already signed up for the Navy, 
and enlisted in December 1958 from Miami Florida 
where my dad was stationed at Homestead Air 
Base. I spent the next 30 years in the Navy, retiring 
in 1987 as a Master Chief air controller.in 1972 I 
married my first wife Paula in Brunswick Georgia 
at the Naval Air Station. We were married 30 years 
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before she passed in 1998. We were living in Fort 
Pierce Florida at the time.  
 
My tours of duty encompassed 24 years on sea duty 
on various naval destroyers and tours of duty in 
Vietnam. I also spent some shore duty time in 
Charleston South Carolina and Norfolk Virginia as 
well as Brunswick Georgia. After retirement I 
worked as maintenance supervisor for the county of 
St. Lucie, Florida. I had met Judy Risler, Bushy 
Park class of 60 on the school Website. We hit it off 
and we got together at a reunion in Shreveport, 
Louisiana. We are married now and live in West 
Monroe, Louisiana. We travel and work around the 
house and read and enjoy each other’s company. If 
any Bushy brats get down this way, feel free to stop 
in and visit. Bushy Park was a wonderful school.my 
life was forever shaped by attending there. 

 
Lyn (Peterson) Stinnett (58) 
Roverlyn@yahoo.com  
 
       Nairobi, Kenya 

 
As long as I am sitting here in my self-imposed 
house arrest (if this got your attention...more about 
that later), I will write about what I have been doing 
since high school. 
  
We returned to the states in August of 1958; my 
mother and step-father to New Mexico and I went 
to Barstow, California to visit with my father and 
step-mother. Later, in the spring of 1959, I returned 
to Clovis, New Mexico to “check in” before joining 
the US Navy. I figured this would be the best bet to 
get a skill I could use in the medical field. Nursing 
school was too expensive back then, and medical 
school was out of the question, but I did want to get 
into something “medical” and the Navy promised 
me just that. My next year plus, was spent in school, 
first as a Hospital Corpsman, then as an Operating 
Room Technician…set for life!! Now I could 
always make a living working, while attending 
school.  
 
Nursing school was next…paid for with the G. I. 
Bill and for the next few years, in addition to having 
six children…and a divorce…I worked in a variety 
of hospital and school nurse positions, and 
completed my Bachelors’ degree. After another ten 
years in Gilbert, Arizona as the District Nurse I took 

another jump into the academic world and went to 
UC Davis Medical School, Sacramento, to become 
a Family Nurse Practitioner/Physician’s Assistant. 
After graduation in 1986 I returned to my home in 
Gilbert, AZ and tried a variety of mid-level medical 
positions, including some private practice, and four 
years as the sole medical provider in the Arizona 
State Women’s Prison--with a lot of back and forth 
to the male correctional facilities. Since a little 
prison goes a long way, I again tried private 
practice…but it just wasn’t what I was looking for. I 
wanted some adventure in my life and since the 
youngest daughter was now eighteen it was my time 
to head out to the other side of the world and see 
what lay ahead. It was supposed to be only a year or 
two but now it has been twenty one years with some 
“down” time between contracts back in Arizona. 
The best part of being able to come and go is to not 
worry about applying for jobs…they call me!   
Since 1992 I have lived and worked in Egypt, 
Bulgaria, Turkmenistan, Macedonia, Georgia 
(theirs, not ours), Moldova, Slovakia, China, 
Bangladesh, Kiribati, Kazakhstan, Uzbekistan, 
Ukraine, Mongolia, Lithuania, Ecuador, Mauritania, 
Tanzania, St. Lucia, Togo, Jordan, Kyrgyzstan, 
Indonesia, and now I am in Kenya for the past three 
months. Most of my contracts have been as a 
medical provider to the US Peace Corps, rendering 
training and medical care to Peace Corps 
Volunteers. My assignments ranged from two and a 
half years to a short three weeks in St. Lucia, the 
Caribbean, mentoring a MD in Peace Corps Policies 
and Practices. It averages about six months per site. 
The other contracts were to our government 
providing care to the US Army, Air Force, their 
families and other contractors on base compounds 
in Egypt. 
 
During my adventures overseas I have… 
..walked on the Great Wall of China; trekked across 
the Gobi Desert in a half marathon…twice; climbed 
to the top of Moses Mountain in the Sinai during the 
night to watch the sunrise below; sat inside two of 
the great pyramids in Cairo; been swarmed by 
locusts in Nouakchott; picked up spent bullets and 
casings on the beach from World War Two in 
Tarawa; danced in the hills of Bulgaria celebrating 
spring; discussed medicinal plants and flowers with 
a Shaman in the rain forest of Ecuador, then planted 
a tree; sat in the place of honor in a Bedouin home 
(while the wife and daughters stayed in the kitchen); 
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celebrated the Millennium New Year’s Eve 
Ashgabat and the next one in Almaty; toured 
Stalin’s home near Tbilisi; shared goat meat on 
bread under a tent in the Sahara; spent a few 
moments staring at and being stared back at by a 
wild Rhino on safari; laughed at the cuteness of the 
baby Pandas at the Research Facility in Chengdu; 
chatted with the Red Guards on the high mountain 
pass into Western China along the Silk Road in 
Urumqi, to the Palace of the Perfumed Concubine; 
explored a Neolithic village in Petra; walked 
through the horrors of Auschwitz-Birkenau and 
Dachau; swam in the warm waters of the 
Mediterranean in Greece; wandered through the 
hills of Kyrgyzstan as they flowed back into the last 
of the Himalayans from Nepal; and…smelled the 
scents of spices in the souk of Zanzibar, then saw 
my first whale…tail, in the ocean going back on the 
hover ferry to Dar Es Salaam; shared the table with 
Kyrgyz villagers who prepared the last of the salted 
horse meat hanging in the barn; dined on roast 
camel in Ulaanbaatar; and performed as a backup 
singer (lip sync) on stage in Dhaka with Mary 
Wilson of the Supremes on her tour with the USO. 
What fun over the years and not one miss-
adventure! Remember our senior class play? Blithe 
Spirit by Noel Coward? I played Madame Arcati, 
the medium who brought back the ghost of the dead 
wife. Fifty years later, in only the second time I 
have been on stage in a play, the Community 
Players in Ulaanbaatar, Mongolia called for tryouts. 
Naturally I gave it a go and this time played Ruth, 
the wife of Doctor Bradman (Fred Buhler in ’58) as 
there were far less lines to learn! 

 
 
Now for the “house arrest” statement! Nairobi, 
Kenya is a designated “Critical Crime” area for 
locals as well as the numerous ex-pats that live and 

work here. Security is taken seriously--very 
seriously! At 8:15 in the morning a driver comes to 
pick me up to take me to the office. At 5:00 PM he 
brings me back home. We enter our housing 
compound through the metal gate manned by a 
security guard. We drive up my small driveway to 
another gate and fence with another security guard. 
He stands guard for a twelve hour shift, walking 
around the outside of the house every hour or so. 
The entire compound of eight houses is completely 
surrounded by a tall brick wall topped with razor 
wire and electric fence! (This place reminds me of 
another job I had in Arizona…security guards, razor 
wire, and bandits!!!) So, for evening hours, way 
into the next morning…I am locked in tight! At 
night I close and lock the metal grate across the 
stairs, then go into the bedroom “Safe Haven” and 
lock again, for a sound sleep! 
 
We are so close to the equator that our sunset and 
sunrise just about even out at twelve hours each. No 
one goes out after dark, so here I sit, in this big 
empty house. I am a TDY here waiting for the 
permanent medical replacement to arrive. Since I 
only brought one suitcase, that’s it, no “stuff” that 
makes a home. No TV or radio, just my computer 
and the Internet. The end of June will come along 
soon and I will be going back to Arizona to wait for 
the next assignment. No sense quitting now and 
calling it RETIREMENT…there are still a lot of 
places to go and people to meet!  
 
 

 
People I went to school 
with at Bushy Park and 

other bases 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

Mike Kelly (61) 
jmkelly@singnet.com.sg  
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A couple of years ago, I reported on one of our 
Bushy Park classmates, Mike Perkins and his 
profile outlined in “Brave Men, Gentle Heroes” by 
Michael Takiff. Mike has since been profiled again 
at the below link with an amazing story most Bushy 
Park classmates will enjoy reading. We went to 
school with some amazing people! 
Here is the link to one of my adventures   
http://www.nralifeofduty.tv/?video=53#/patriotprofi
les/custom/52,0 
  
Once there--scroll to Patriot profiles 
 Scroll to Military 
 Scroll to CHOOSING HONOR. 
 
  
 
 
 
 

 

A little humor to fill 
up the page. 

 
 
Will Rogers, who died in a 1935 plane crash, was 
one of the greatest political sages this country 
has ever known. 
 
Enjoy the following: 
 
1. Never slap a man who's chewing tobacco. 
 
2. Never kick a cow chip on a hot day. 
 
3. There are two theories to arguing with a 
woman. Neither works. 
 
4. Never miss a good chance to shut up. 
 
5. Always drink upstream from the herd. 
 
6. If you find yourself in a hole, stop digging. 
 
7. The quickest way to double your money is to 
fold it and put it back into your pocket. 
 
8. There are three kinds of men. 
 The ones that learn by reading.  

 The few who learn by observation.  
 The rest of them have to pee on the electric fence 
and find out for themselves.  
  
9. Good judgment comes from experience, and a 
lot of that comes from bad judgment.  
  
10. If you're riding ahead of the herd, take a look 
back every now and then  to make sure it's still 
there.   
  
11.  Lettin' the cat outta the bag is a whole lot 
easier 'n puttin' it back.   
  
12.  After eating an entire bull, a mountain lion 
felt so good he started  roaring.  He  kept it up 
until a hunter came along and shot him.  
 The moral:  When you're full of bull, keep your 
mouth shut.  
 
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.  
 
Fifth  ~  You know you are getting old when 
everything either dries up or leaks.   
 
Sixth  ~  I don't know how I got over the hill 
without getting to the top.  
 
Seventh  ~  One of the many things no one tells 
you about aging  
 is that it's such a nice change from being young.  
 
 
 



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


