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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: 
 
 Mike Mortensson (61) 
handlebarsmike1367@sbcglobal.net  
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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. 
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
Toni (Cooney) Clem (62) 
toniclem@suddenlink.net  
 
The Year After London/1960-61 
  
Where did I leave off in my last 

article? In mud at Camp Mohawk? We left London 
and Bushy Park in the summer of 1960. We 
somehow always drew sea travel. Alaska was 
Seattle to Anchorage, back to San Francisco. 
Morocco was New York to Casablanca, driving 
move to London, then back from Southampton to 
New York. We viewed all those trips as ‘a vacation 
cruise’ and the Navy did everything they could to 
encourage that. Our car rode with us and we 
disembarked in New York and drove down the 
coast to visit with mother's family scattered all over 
South Carolina and then on to New Mexico to see 
dad's.  
 
We ended up in Montgomery, Alabama, where my 
father was assigned to the Air War College. I was to 
do junior year at Sidney Lanier High School. We 
lived in a quiet suburb not far from the school and 
close to a Methodist Church that mother decided 

would be a 'good thing' for us to attend.  Her little 
incursions into religion never lasted that long, but 
there was always some minor disaster associated 
with it and they usually ended up being mine. 
  
This time mother registered me to attend some 
youth camp that was leaving in a few days for the 
Alabama shore. I hadn't unpacked. I knew no one. I 
was sixteen. I hated her. I went and promptly got 
such a bad case of hives from a 'red tide' that rolled 
in that they had to call mother to pick me up. Great. 
I started school with my whole body and face red 
and swollen like a blowfish. Just the impression I 
wanted to make in a new school. And you know 
what the doctor at the base clinic told mother? 
“Make her take three baths a day for a week–in 
oatmeal.” Great. 
 
I really loved my year at Lanier. In fact, it turned 
out to be my favorite high school year. My senior 
year was forgettable because we were stationed at 
Kelly AFB in San Antonio and I suppose dad’s 
orders were late, because we arrivw in San Antonio 
until after school had started. 
 
But my junior year was a kick. Lanier offered 
classes like Latin, Greek, and English history, 
which was so fresh in my mind I soaked it up. The 
cafeteria had the best food of any restaurant in 
town. It was run by Southern cooks who knew that 
you fried chicken in bacon grease and used the 
drippings to make gravy. And huge yeast rolls were 
put together early so you could smell them rising on 
the third floor. No one ever missed an invitation to 
lunch. Natch, that was back when lunch was 35 
cents. 
 
Montgomery had one serious drawback. It was a big 
Klan town and Klansmen rode down the main street 
at least once a month with electric crosses held up 
on the back of their convertibles. It was the 
beginning of the Freedom Riders who rode buses 
into the South to test the Supreme Court’s Boynton 
vs Virginia decision, outlawing segregation in 
restaurants and travel across state lines in buses.  
 
I was downtown May 20, 1961, when I noticed a 
crowd gathered at the bus station and remembered 
they were supposed to be coming through. I parked 
and walked over to witness a slice of history. It 
wasn’t pretty. The state trooper escort had 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 



3 

 

abandoned the bus at the city limits and the crowd, 
including police, pulled people, black and white, off 
the bus and started beating them. I was so sickened 
I ran to the car and sped home. I felt awful about it, 
guilty because I thought I should have stayed and 
done something. It wouldn’t have done any good to 
call the police, because they were standing around 
watching and some were participating. My parents 
tried to convince me that I was mistaking cowardice 
for helplessness. But it didn’t feel that way. And 
I’ve never forgotten it. With little encouragement, a 
crowd can get ugly real fast. Unfortunately, we’re 
still seeing that. 
 
I’m convinced the detective who lived next door to 
us was a Klan member. When the film “Fried Green 
Tomatoes” was made decades later, my sisters and I 
agreed that the man who married Mary-Louise 
Parker’s character reminded us of our neighbor. He 
was a terrible racist and was always coming through 
our back door after work just wearing his bathing 
suit and a beer in his hand. He would stand in the 
kitchen and mistakenly believe he was entertaining 
us with stories about harassing Montgomery’s black 
population. His kids were scared of him. We woke 
one weekend morning to find Klan recruitment 
posters on every telephone pole in town. I took one 
off the pole out in front of our house and his son 
told me that I would get in trouble for that. Mother 
started locking our door and I still have the poster. 
 
I had a great group of friends in Montgomery, some 
of them Air Force brats, some townies. I dated a 
guy named Sonny who was the youngest of nine 
kids and he was the only boy. Spoiled would be an 
understatement. But Sonny was great fun. In those 
days, everyone took their spare tire out of the trunk, 
lined it with ice and beer and went to the drive-in 
movies on weekends. I learned to drink with gin and 
orange in London pubs. Beer was a real adjustment. 
 
One of my favorite memories of that year came in 
the middle of the spring term. Our chemistry 
teacher, Echo Puckett (don’t you love that name) 
ran off with one of the coaches at Christmas, and 
the administration brought in some old guy named 
Mr. Green to finish out our year. Mr. Green had to 
be ninety if he was a day. But you could tell he had 
taught chemistry in the past and was familiar with 
the lab. He just kept forgetting which hand held 
what. 

He was showing us the volatile properties of sodium 
one day, at his desk, which was in the middle of the 
classroom. (As you walked in, student desks were to 
the left, his desk was in the middle and the lab 
tables were parallel to each other on the right.) I 
was in the back row, hiding behind my algebra 
book, doing my homework as usual-- which turned 
out to be fortunate. Because Mr. Green dropped the 
large piece of sodium, not the little chip, into the 
beaker of water and it blew up. Glass and papers 
blew everywhere. It blew him up against the back 
wall, blew glass all over the first two rows and it 
took out three or four windows. I always wondered 
if Echo ever heard about that. It would have made 
her laugh. It was kind of a disaster then, but it 
makes a great story. Like a friend of mine who 
writes a travel column says, “Never waste energy 
worrying about travel disasters. They often make 
the best stories.” 
 
Godnose that’s something we all learned as military 
brats.  
 
 

 
 
Pat (Terpening) Owen (58) 
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net  
 
I did this several years ago, but am 

hoping that someone out there has 
information to share.  Below are those of the Class 
of 1953 - some found - some deceased - and some 
found but later lost - and lastly some haven't been 
found at all. If you've been in contact with any that 
are still lost or if you have any information that 
might help locate any of those still lost - name of a 
possible sibling - parent, etc., please I would 
appreciate it if you could send the info to me 
at:  nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net.  Thanks.  Pat 
  
FOUND - unless otherwise indicated I have 
address, phone and e-mail addy 
  
Arden Atkinson Sederholm  
Harold Baldwin 
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Jacqueline Brown Kenny 
Kevin Carroll (No phone number) 
Marcia Craver Thomas 
Lois Alma Fontaine Pinkney 
Harold Peter Granata (No e-mail addy) 
Sherry Gregory Carson 
Barbara Hiers Snipes (no phone number or e-mail 
addy) 
Edna Hunt Ossa (No phone number) 
Ann Marie Jones Weber (No e-mail addy) 
Richard Leavell (No e-mail addy) 
Henry Reed Muller (No e-mail addy) (Possibly 
deceased) 
Samuel Rodman Neves (No e-mail addy) 
Patricia Alice Piety (lives in MN and can be 
reached through brother) 
Sandra Pirie Abel (No e-mail addy) 
Atha Robinson (No e-mail addy) 
Lola Sersain Biegler - (No e-mail addy) 
Georgia Talbot Cameron  (No e-mail addy) 
Mariann Walton McCornack 
  
FOUND BY ALL INFORMATION IS NO 
LONGER VALID (SO LOST AGAIN) 
Rosa Arns Pollock 
  
DECEASED 
Ray Allen Algren 
Barbara Bowman 
Constance Carpenter Golden 
Patricia Anne D'Arcy Horen 
Ruth Rosalind Davis Zabel 
Cecile Erichs Warshaw 
Flint (Pete) Garrison 
Celia Aileen Johnson 
Harper Keeler 
Richard L. D. Musgrave 
Pauline Rex Nieman Burnside 
  
Still Missing 
Bobbie Nelle Brewer - possibly born in Georgia 
Eugene Clifford Cain - possibly born in Kansas 
Richard Carver 
Ann Hern 
Henry Sage Mason 
Mitzi Jo McCurdy 
Kay Owen 

 
Joyce (Knapp) Holland (58) 
Boatdollie@aol.com  
 

I have a new novella out and I would love it if you 
posted it in the next newsletter. This one is not my 
usual fare, in fact, it's dramatically different, since I 
usually write mystery novels and short stories. 
  
It came about when I decided to enter a contest. The 
contest called for a superhero romance, and by 
superhero they meant the real deal -- ones with 
super powers, costumes and all. Well, it got a bit 
out of hand I was having so much fun with it, and 
the next thing I know it was the first in a trilogy of 
novellas. So if anyone out there doesn't mind 
leaping into the impossible--do I ever have story for 
you! Who knows, somebody out there might just 
like it. Hey, at least it's clean. A lot of what is out 
there nowadays is pretty nasty stuff.  
  
It's available as an eBook for 99 cents from Nook 
and as a print book from Amazon for 7.99.  
  
Here's the blurb for the book: 
  
From the moment Dinah Masters and Nero 
Lockwood meet, sparks begin to fly. And not just 
the kind ignited by romance, but the kind that starts 
fires. Fighting their burning attraction is out of the 
question, because they soon learn they can trust no 
one but each other. When superheroes are created, 
they must pick a cause. Dinah chooses one that can 
change the world, one little person at a time. But at 
every turn they learn secrets hidden for centuries, 
secrets that come with power they never imagined. 
And power is a two edged sword, it can kill or cure. 
Only love can alter the balance. 
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Connie (Newlin) Drennon (60) 
conniedre@att.net  
 
Just a quick note. My mother was a 

chaperone on the 1960 class trip to 
Rome. We lost her last week, just days short of 94. 
Mother made a point of warning the girls on our trip 
to keep a close grip on purses.  Well, she was 
bumped by a lady with a baby in arms, as we 
squeezed through a store door. Within minutes we 
realized her wallet was gone. Gone was her military 
ID and her only wallet sized picture of her late 
father. 
 
At a dinner that night, with the family of an Italian 
Army officer, mother had to confess that the trip 
had been wonderful, until the snatched wallet 
episode.  We were assured the wallet might very 
well reappear, after money was removed.  That is 
what happened, many months later, after we had 
moved stateside and all the way out to 
California.  Mother was reunited with all but the 
money.  I think that Italian family made sure that 
reunion happened and we were so grateful. 
 
 

Reunion 
Information 

 
 
 

For 53-55 and anyone that wants to attend. 
 

Peggy (Corder) Johnson (54) 
petuniapatchjx@aol.com  
 
Here is a quick update for the Bushy 

Park Reunion in San Antonio, Texas 
 

Reunion Dates:  Tuesday, April 22nd, 23rd and 
24th.   
 
Location:  Crockett Hotel 320 Boham, San Antonio 
Tx 78205 
    
Hotel Contact Information:  1 800 292-1050  
 
Reunion Contact information:   

Peggy Johnson 904 928-3333 cell 904 710-7349 
petuniapatchjx@aol.com  
  
Re Reservations:  Ruth 
Lund   rbethea@verizon.net  
 
Re Texas Cavalier River Parade reservations for 
Monday, April 21st 7:00-9:30 p.m.  
Contact:  Gary Baldwin   
 gbaldwin36@verizon.net  (I was unable to get 
pricing as of tonight) 
 
Notable Events:   
Monday, April 21st Texas Cavalier River Parade 
7:00-9:30 
 
Tuesday, April 22nd:  3:00-7:00 Recetion "A night 
in Old San Juan"5:30-10:30 p.m. 
  
Wednesday, April 23rd:  Bushy Park Gathering 6-
10:00. 
 
Thursday April 24th, Tour of the Intrepid 11:30 
a.m. 
Thursday Evening:  7:00-? Dinner at the Casa Rio 
Restaurant   
                          
Friday, April 25th Battle of the Flowers 12:45-4 
p.m.  
  
Be sure to check out the website for 
www.SanAntonioFiesta  for more information.  
  
Classes 53-54-55 (and anyone else is welcome.) 
We need 20 room reservations to be able to keep 
our rates. In attendance so far we have about 18, so 
I feel sure we will make our 20.  
 

 
Ren Biggs (60) 
rpbjr@frontiernet.net  
 

Open to all who want to attend. 
 

Bushy Park Gathering 2014 
 
I would like to invite all of you to attend the Bushy 
Park Gathering 2014 in Las Vegas, NV April 27th 
thru the 30th. The contract has been signed, rooms 
have been blocked off and ready for you to make 
your reservations. It is time to join your friends and 
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old class mates to remember and reminisce about 
old times. Please join us. 
 
We are again having the Gathering at The Orleans 
Hotel and Casino is Las Vegas, Nevada. Those of 
you have been there know what a great place to 
stay. The Orleans offers everything we need to have 
an outstanding reunion. You can go on line, use 
search, type in The Orleans Hotel and Casino and 
take a tour of the hotel and what it offers. There is 
something for everybody. 
 
The room rates for our group is $36.00 a night 
Sunday April 27th thru Thur. April 30th.  All 
reservations need to be made by March 28th 2014. 
The Hotel will take late reservations and work you 
in depending on availability.   
 
All you need to do is send me an e/mail with your 
intentions. Upon receiving your e/mail I will send 
you all the data you will need to make reservations 
and schedule of events. We are going to have a 
banquet dinner on Monday 28th. The reason for 
Monday is to open Tuesday and Wednesday night if 
you should desire to attend one of the many shows 
at other Hotels. 
So it is now up to you to send me that e/mail or call 
me at home. I will see that you get the data. Even if 
you are not sure at this time if you will attend, I will 
still send you the information to help you make 
your decision. Hope to see you in April. 
 
Ren Briggs Class of 60 rep. 
1671 Monte Vista Dr. 
Bullhead City, AZ 86442 
928-758-2963 
rpbjr@frontiernet.net 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
Penny (Ohrman) Bernstein (60) 
premierevent@charleston.net  
 
Hi Gary, 
 

As always, thanks so much for taking 

the time each month to keep everyone connected.   
 
Having gone to Bushy just in 8th grade, then to 
Bushy Hall when it opened in my 9th grade, I 
remember a lot i.e., the Officer’s Club in London, 
the Teen Club but never remembered where they 
were and didn’t know history of them.  Great to 
hear the stories now through the 
newsletter.  Edwina Edwards and I went to London 
one weekend when she stayed with us so we could 
go to the ballet.  As someone said, can’t imagine 
letting our children ride the bus and subways now 
like we did at 13-14.  I have photos outside Windsor 
Castle as well.  We used to go there on Sundays 
quite often and could just walk through.  I returned 
many years ago and it was quite different as far as 
the fee, the extensive security but that’s the 
changing times. 

Attached are photos of my family on the SS United 
States.  We sailed out of NYC on Oct. 12, 1956 – 
Columbus Day - which I always remembered and 
thought so appropriate.  As it happened, my mother 
had gone to school with the head wine steward so 
she and my dad had quite a trip as they were able to 
tour the entire ship.  I, however, was sick in the 
cabin almost the entire trip!  I remember the Duke 
and Duchess of Windsor and Soupy Sales were 
sailing with us.  I understand the Duke and Duchess 
made many crossings on the ship. 
 
I have the photo of my brother, then about 6, at the 
sign and all of us at dinner and then on the top deck. 
Editors note:  I could not get the pictures in in the 
format they were in. Sorry Penny. 
 

  
Kathleen deRussy (60) 
der1213@msn.com   
 
In a holiday message, Karen 

reminded me about how we had shared 
a train car with this cinema star, Flora Robeson. 
Karen boarded in High Wycomb and I came on at 
Gerrards Cross.  I had shared a car with Ms. 
Robeson several other times when she tried on wigs 
similar to the one seen in this picture. (ee next page 
for picture) She was a lovely lady. Thanks, Karen 
for bringing back that happy memory. Hope 
everyone will have a fantastic holiday. 
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Now for those of us that enjoy a little 
humor with our newsletters: 

 
Subject: Which branch is better? 
  
A Soldier, a Sailor, an Airman and a 
Marine got into an argument about 
which branch of the service was The 
Best. 
  
The arguing became so heated the four 
servicemen failed to see an oncoming 
truck as they crossed the street. They 
were hit by the truck and killed 
instantly. Soon, the four servicemen 
found themselves at the Pearly gates of 
Heaven. There, they met Saint Peter 
and decided that only he could be the 
ultimate source of truth and honesty.... 
So, the four servicemen asked him, 
Saint Peter, which branch of the 
United States Armed Forces is the 
best? Saint Peter replied, I can't answer 
that. However, I will ask God what He 
thinks the next time I see Him. 
Meanwhile, thank you for your service 
on Earth and welcome to Heaven.  
  

Sometime later the four servicemen 
see Saint Peter and remind him of the 
question they had asked when first 
entering Heaven and asked Saint Peter 
if he was able to ask God for the 
answer to their answer? Suddenly, a 
sparkling white dove lands on Saint 
Peters shoulder. In the doves beak is a 
note glistening with gold dust. Saint 
Peter opens the note, trumpets blare, 
gold dust drifts into the air, harps play 
crescendos and Saint Peter begins to 
read the note aloud to the four 
servicemen: 
 
MEMORANDUM FROM THE 
DESK OF THE ALMIGHTY TO: 
All Former Soldiers, Sailors, Airmen, 
and Marines  
  
SUBJECT: Which Military Service Is 
the best:  
1. All branches of the United States 
Armed Forces are honorable and 
noble. 
2. Each serves America well and with 
distinction.  
3. Serving in the United States military 
represents a great honor warranting 
special respect, tribute, and dedication 
from your fellow man.  
4. Always be proud of that.  
  
Warm Regards, GOD, USAF, Ret. 
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