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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: 
 

Betsy (Neff) Cote (54) 
betsycote@atlanticbb.net 
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Billie (Culp) Bules (54) 
bcdwbules@att.net 
 
 

Pat (Tapening) Owen (58) 
chs1958@cox.net. 
 
 

 

 
Richard “Dick” Wilson (58) 
dicksuewilson@twc.com  
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
Dennis Linsley (57) 
dklinsley@comcast.net  
 
Gary, Attached are copies of some 

photos I took while at bushy.  They are 
from negatives and prints, some were not in the best 
of shape. I suspect they were taken in the 56/57 
school year.  I do not know what the event was nor 
who the folks in the pictures are.  Perhaps you can 
use then in the newsletter and on the website.  It 
would be fun to find out the who and what of the 
pictures. ( Editor’s Note: Some of the pictures were 
blurred when transferred to the newsletter so I can 
only use a few – sorry I could not use them all.) 
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Marcia (Craver) Thomas (53) 
TxStarmt@aol.com  
 
:  I recently saw a brief write up 
about Vera Lynn in American 

Profile Magazine, a supplement that comes with one 
of the area papers. I was totally surprised to read 
that she is still living at age 96 years and looks in 
darn good shape. It also reminded me of a story 
regarding my trip to England on the original Queen 
Mary.  I will relate the connection.   
  
My mother and I left Texas in mid-February 
1952 by train to NY where we were to go to 
England on the QM.  I had boo-hooed the whole 
way from Texas and was in no mood to leave my 
high school sweetheart whom I was engaged to - at 
age fifteen yet! It’s what kids did in those days of 
course. He was a football captain and I was a 
majorette - enough said! Anyway, I did not want to 
go to England and leave him or my friends and fun, 
but my mother and step-father had been stationed at 
South Ruislip for about 2-1/2 years then and she 
was determined that I was not going to marry upon 
graduation in the next year or so, so off we went. 
 
We're talking about a little girl from east Texas who 
had never been to a really big city nor anywhere 
near a vessel other than a small launch or row 
boat that went up and down the Big Cypress 
River running alongside the towns (Jefferson) south 
perimeter. To say I was stunned to silence would be 
an understatement. 
 
The city of New York was astounding enough, 
replete with big old Chrysler Yellow Cabs, tall 
buildings and grouchy inhabitants and hotel 
staff.  We met up with a pretty young Puerto Rican 
woman who was also taking the Mary and we all 
checked into - what I now believe - was a theatrical 
hotel for out of work actors!  It was a little above a 
fleabag but its where we were booked so we stayed 
- after first insisting the hotel put in "clean" towels 

and clean up the mess in the room, Wow, was it a 
lesson in forgiveness.  
 
The first offbeat thing that happened was that I 
opened the window (this was before real AC you 
know and before windows were sealed), moved the 
broken blinds aside and leaned out into the fresh air 
only to glance across the street at an open window 
in that hotel (The Roosevelt) and see  completely 
naked man fiddling around! Talk about a 
shock!  So, this was New York?!  Yikes, I was 
getting the full treatment rapidly. 
 
Anyway, after a two day wait, we headed for the 
docks for embarkation. That ship seemed miles high 
to me and we soon traversed up the ramp and on to 
check in with the Purser.  We all had very low 
quarters - and I mean low. They were tourist class - 
low tourist class and we could hear the water 
sloshing upside the hull. If we had hit an iceberg it 
was goodbye for us, but we only had one episode at 
the beginning. Being February, the weather had 
turned really bad as the ship left the dock and before 
we had passed the Statue of Liberty, the ship was 
being tossed around like a toy. Needless to say, I 
got deathly ill right away. My mother never did, and 
she remains grounded to this day. It simply doesn't 
bother her to be knocked around. (Incidentally, she 
is now 101-1/2 and doing fine). Anyway, I was so 
sick I wanted to die for the first 12 hrs. but an 
attentive steward came to my rescue. In spite of 
having to clean up after everybody else who was 
barfing, he kept in a good mood and advised me to 
eat crackers and drink tea until the next day and get 
some fresh air - after which I would be okay for the 
rest of the 7 day voyage.  He was dead right. I did 
exactly that and got over it quickly. We did one 
stupid thing however. Knowing that I was to get 
fresh air, we decided to brave the terrible rainy and 
windy weather and go out on the closest deck where 
ropes had been put up for the crew only to use on 
their travels around the boat decks. 
 
As we struggled against the wind, holding on to the 
ropes, it was absolutely thrilling-and 
ridiculous!  We could have easily been swept off 
the deck into the cold gray ocean and disappeared 
forever. When one of the stewards saw us, he was 
aghast and chastised us severely recommending that 
we go in immediately and huddle in a corner 
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somewhere. We did, but it proves something. But 
what?   
  
To continue, each night there was a talent show on 
our level and some of the passengers performed 
their various talents for the evenings enjoyment. I 
was urged to bring music and sing which I was 
happy to do even though I was still a somewhat 
timid 15-yr-old. I sang "Too Young", a song that 
seemed to fit my story right then. The first lyrics 
are. "they tried to tell us we're too young, too 
young to really be in love...".  Yes, I could put 
emotion into that one for sure. It made me cry every 
time I heard it. A professional English 
comedian/singer was aboard with his wife and he 
urged me to continue and study and go into 
professional work as an entertainer - something I 
have accomplished to a degree actually.   
  
One night, a steward tapped on the door and asked 
me if I would go with him the next evening and 
accompany Vera Lynn for songs as she sang for the 
crew.  She had no accompanist and apparently they 
weren't supposed to ask celebrities to entertain them 
but she had agreed to do so if they found a pianist. 
Stupid me again. I was terrified at the thought of it 
and said that just could not do it; I wasn't 
accomplished enough to do that. And it was true 
really. I took piano for years but didn't really work 
at it so consequently never went far with it. 
I have always regretted that I did not do it and by 
gosh I am going to write her now and apologize for 
it. I'll bet she'll still remember that voyage since the 
weather was ferocious. 
 
By the way, another celeb was aboard. Claudette 
Colbert made a brief appearance on a cold, sunny 
day on first class deck and I was able to catch a look 
and a pic of her as she talked with staff. About all I 
can remember of that is that her hair looked like 
dried straw. I expect it had been bleached once too 
much, but she seemed very pleasant. 
  
Before I forget, I want to report that my mother and 
I took a visit to the QM in Long Beach when we 
attended a Bushy Park reunion about 10 years ago 
in San Diego. We stayed overnight in FIRST 
CLASS this time and loved it! But it looks a lot 
smaller now! I told the PR lady aboard about our 
first trip and gave her a memento which she loved – 
a 1952 passenger list.  

  
And one other thing, I returned to US/Texas in July 
1953 (due to rotation; didn't want to leave UK by 
then!) and in Sept that year married my high school 
Sweetheart! So you see, everything worked out 
okay. We were married 1 month shy of 50 years 
before he died of Leukemia in 2002......and life goes 
on. 
  
I'll write again when more memories surface. 
 
 
 

Reunion 
Information 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 

What I did after 
Bushy Park 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Robert Kulesh (55) 
rkulesh@MSEGRIP.COM  
 
Hi Gary 

Thanks again for another walk 
down memory lane…. 

A few weeks ago I celebrated my 75th by gathering 
my two children- 4 grandchildren in Marina del Rey 
CA for a long 3 days weekend that finished off with 
a lovely diner party for about 40 guests.. And I 
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learned to paddle board thanks to my son Rob. I 
realize for most people paddle boarding is not too 
difficult- but for me it has been a two year quest to 
finally get up and stay up for more than a few 
seconds. 

Was it Betsy Cote who was going to try to find out 
more about Joan Harding Forsyth in Yabucoa 
PR??? I do not remember but whoever the person 
was- was on holiday and was going to try when they 
returned home… 

Thanks again for all of your hard- but enjoyable 
work. 

Best wishes 
 
Pat (Tapening) Owen (58) 
chs1958@cox.net. 
 
Gary - don't know if you can use this 
for a newsletter or not, but am sending it 

just in case.  It was fun, and a different 
type of quiz.  Thought our classmates might enjoy 
it. (Editor’s Note: This is about England and is fun 
to take and see how much you learned while there. 
Guess I learned too much about other things while 
there – I only got 45%)  
 
 
 

Click on the link below: 

Quiz: How much do you love your 
country?  

 
Black and White (Under age 40? You won't 

understand.) 

You could hardly see for all the 
snow, 

Spread the rabbit ears as far as they go. 
Pull a chair up to the TV set, 

 
'Good Night, David. 
Good Night, Chet.' 

My Mom used to cut 
chicken, chop eggs and spread 

mayo on the same cutting board with the same 
knife and no bleach, 

but we didn't seem to get food poisoning. 
 

My Mom used to defrost hamburger on the 
counter and I used to 

eat it raw sometimes, too. Our school sandwiches 
were wrapped in 

wax paper in a brown paper bag, not in ice pack 
coolers, 

but I can't remember gettinge.coli.  
 

Almost all of us would have 
rather gone swimming in the lake 

instead of a pristine pool (talk about boring), no 
beach closures then.  

 
The term cell phone would have conjured up a 

phone in a jail cell, 
and a pager was the school PA system.  

 

We all took gym, not PE...and 
risked permanent injury with a 

pair of high top Ked's (only worn in gym) 
instead of having cross-training 

athletic shoes with air cushion soles and built in 
light reflectors. 

I can't recall any injuries but they must have 
happened because 
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they tell us how much safer we are now. 

Flunking gym was not an 
option.... even for stupid kids! 

I guess PE must be much harder than gym.  
Speaking of school, we all said prayers and sang 

the national anthem, 
and staying in detention after school caught all 

sorts of negative attention. 
 

We must have had horribly damaged psyches. 
What an archaic health system we had then. 

Remember school nurses? 
Ours wore a hat and everything. 

 
I thought that I was supposed to accomplish 

something 
before I was allowed to be proud of myself. 

 
I just can't recall how bored we were without 

computers, 
Play Station, Nintendo, X-box or 270 digital TV 

cable stations. 
 

Oh yeah... and where was the Benadryl and 
sterilization kit 

when I got that bee sting? 
I could have been killed! 

 
We played 'king of the hill' on piles of gravel left 

on vacant construction sites, and when we got 
hurt, 

Mom pulled out the 48-cent bottle of 
mercurochrome, 

(kids liked it better because it didn't sting like 
iodine did) 

and then we got our butt spanked. 
 

 
Now it's a trip to the emergency room, 

followed by a 10-day dose of a $49 bottle of 
antibiotics, 

and then Mom calls the attorney to sue the 
contractor 

for leaving a horribly vicious pile of gravel where 
it was such a threat. 

 
We didn't act up at the neighbor's house either; 
because if we did we got our butt spanked there 

and then 
we got our butt spanked again when we got 

home. 
 
 

I recall Donny Reynolds from next door coming 
over 

and doing his tricks on the front stoop, 
just before he fell off. 

 
Little did his Mom know that she could have 

owned our house. 
Instead, she picked him up and swatted him for 

being such a goof. 
It was a neighborhood run amuck. 

 
 
 

To top it off, not a single person I knew had ever 
been told 

that they were from a dysfunctional family. 
 

How could we possibly have known that we 
needed to get 

into group therapy and anger management 
classes? 

 
We were obviously so duped by so many societal 

ills, 
that we didn't even notice that the entire country 

wasn't taking Prozac! 
 

How did we ever survive? 
 

LOVE TO ALL OF US WHO SHARED THIS ERA; 
AND TO ALL WHO DIDN'T, SORRY YOU 

MISSED IT. 
I WOULDN'T TRADE IT FOR ANYTHING! 
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