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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: 
 

  
James Baker (57) 
jbaker22@satx.rr.com  
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Gerald Berry (57) 
Eberry3522@yahoo.com  
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

     
 

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. 

 
 

Henry Herman Clark (58) 
 
Born June 8, 1940 - Died September 
13, 1992. 

  
His son, Grant Clark, relayed that Henry passed 
away in 1992 at the age of 52 from renal failure due 
to Agent Orange exposure he received during his 
tours in Vietnam.   
  
My dad was born in Stuttgart Germany June 8th 
1940 as “Wolfgang Gurr”. The family was able to 
flee Germany and the persecution on the Nazi’s to 
England in 1942. His biological father was a pilot in 
WWII who became an MIA/KIA. My grandmother 
(whose father was German and her mother was 
English) remarried an American GI and he was 
adopted by my grandfather when he was 8 years old 
and I was told given the American name of “Henry 
Hank Clark”. (I have tons of history too long to go 
into). 
  
After high school my father came to the USA as an 
American Citizen. He graduated from 
Annapolis Military Academy as a Naval Officer. He 
had 3 tours in Vietnam as a recon pilot with the 
final rank of Lieutenant. After returning home from 
the war to become a facilities engineer. He passed 

away September 13th 1992 in Montebello, Ca. in his 
sleep.  
  
I found this information on the internet: (Believe it 
was from the Naval Academy Yearbook). 
  
Henry Herman Clark "H. H." 17th Company. Born 
in Stuttgart, Germany.  H. H. attended high school 
in London, England and came to the Naval 
Academy from the Naval Academy Preparatory 
School in Bainbridge, Maryland, after a tour of duty 
with the Navy. During his Plebe year, he was active 
in Plebe and Battalion track plus several Company 
sports. Since then he has been active on the Ocean 
Sailing team and the Juice Gang running the lights 
for many of the Academy shows and concerts. He 
plans to seek his future in Navy Air, with a certain, 
special young lady as his partner.  
 
 
 

 

 
 

 
 

Karl Rubinstein (61) 
karl.rubinstein@gmail.com  
 

A Bushy Story 
By Karl Rubinstein ‘61 

 
I loved my time in England. Indeed, it was a sort of 
reprieve because Dad had originally been assigned 
to France, but his detachment moved to England in 
late summer 1957. I left my three months in France 
behind with no regrets and attended Bushy for my 
freshman, sophomore, and junior years.  
 
Just at the start of the 1957-58 school year (my 
freshman year); I was swept up into the global flu 
pandemic, which according to my quick Google 
research, killed two million people world-wide and 
infected about fifty percent of British school 
children. I have no idea how many Bushy kids got 
it, but there were at least twenty of us boys—I’m 

Classmates Who Have 

Transferred To The 

Eternal Duty Station 
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sure some girls got sick and assume they had their 
own ward somewhere; I never heard.  
We were tossed onto cots arranged in rows in an 
open barracks-like ward--it may well have been a 
barracks. I retain fuzzy memories of days of high 
fever and semi-consciousness during which our 
temperatures were periodically taken and we were 
fed APCs, a pill containing aspirin, phenacetin, and 
caffeine.  
 
None of us died, and most shoved away our 
delirium in a few days. We had no visitors and I 
don’t recall any of us getting a note from home. But 
such were the good old days when we sunk or swam 
on our own. The USAF did distribute some books 
and free cigarettes, the latter always an excellent 
gift for flu-ridden teenagers.  
 
Recovery was slow. After a few days we felt much 
better than when shoveled in, but our temperatures 
remained over 100 and none could leave until he 
had a temp under 100 for three consecutive days. 
Bored beyond description, I cheated by shaking my 
thermometer down—after all, I felt better and only 
this pesky detail kept me confined.  
 
Released, I rejoined my family, then ensconced in a 
set of adjoining rooms with kitchenette at the 
Datchet Meade Hotel because Dad was still 
searching for more permanent housing. There, I had 
a prompt relapse, but the family didn’t grass on me, 
instead giving me a small room to myself where I 
eventually recovered. Yes, I later realized how 
selfish this was and that I’d endangered my entire 
family.  Still, nobody else got sick, so I plead the 
“no harm-no foul” rule.  
 
As an aside, I mention this was my second serious 
brush with a flu pandemic. The first was the 1918-
1919 pandemic that killed between 20 and 40 
million people. Okay, stop trying to recall a very 
mature looking kid at Bushy. I wasn’t born yet, but 
my mother was then a cute and cuddly baby living 
in Chicago. My Aunt, her older sister, told me 
stories of lines and lines of hearses and other 
vehicles taking the dead to the cemeteries. The 
entire family was sick at one time or another, but 
nobody died. This, by the way, was the H1N1 virus 
that returned in 2009. 
Anyway, I now get to the point of all of this, which 
is that I started high school several weeks late. By 

the time I was doing “hic, haec, hoc,” and “amo, 
amas, amat,” the rest of the Latin I class was way 
ahead, practically (to my mind) using Latin to argue 
whether Caesar did right in crossing the Rubicon. 
Essentially the same situation existed in Algebra. 
You might well ask (or would if you hadn’t gone to 
Bushy) about the tender, loving remedial assistance 
given to those of us who had been stricken. Nope. 
The term “remedial” didn’t then exist. It was sink or 
swim, kid--sink or swim. Having been a moderately 
intelligent student back in the eighth grade in 
Dallas, I now entered a lengthy period of dunce-
hood in Old Windsor. But somehow, I wallowed 
along until, at the end of my junior year, I needed 
only a few credits to graduate. This promised an 
easy senior year, a promise quickly broken by 
Dad’s reassignment to the States, aka “Land of the 
Big BX.”  
  
My easy ride at Bushy turned into a full over-load at 
Thomas Jefferson in San Antonio. In those days, the 
Texas school system was much more demanding 
than Bushy, and I was hard-put to stuff enough 
credits into my senior year to graduate. But I did. 
After that, it was college and law school.  
All considered, I can’t say I think Bushy provided a 
superior education, but I did acquire one 
exceedingly valuable lifelong skill—typing.   
 
 

 
 
 

Ruth (Lund) Bethea (55) 
rbethea@verizon.net  
 
It doesn’t take much encouragement 

for me to write about Alaska…. My 
classmate Kathleen Casey said she liked reading 
about my Alaska adventures so here I go again! 
After a fun time last year at the Iditarod Dog Sled 
Race in Anchorage my sister Diane and I decided to 
go to the Yukon Quest in Fairbanks this year, and 
better yet, volunteer our services to get a more 
insider view of the dog sled racing world.  We were 
joined by Diane’s friend Nina who is our “adopted 
sister”.  
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First thing on the agenda (after getting settled in our 
hotel overlooking the frozen Chena River and 
across the street from the Yukon Quest 
headquarters) was to attend the free Mushers Meet 
and Greet to talk to each musher and get their 
autograph in my annual.  There was plenty of free 
food and lots of fans, so it was a fun atmosphere.  I 
chatted with Allen Moore several times when I saw 
a halt in the line and could squeeze my nose in…. 
then got his signature when I joined the line and had 
my real turn.  He chuckled when he saw my face 
again! 
 
Next was the Start Banquet where my job was to 
stand at the door of the dinner buffet room and greet 
almost every one of the 350 people present and 
check that they had purchased a ticket ($65 each – a 
nice fundraiser) and to tell them if they wanted 
seconds to bring back their plate.  After eating, each 
musher drew a “bib” number from a bag and gave a 
short speech.  Fortunately there were only 18 
mushers because each one was anticipating being 
on the trail for 10 days with just dogs so they had 
LOTS to say to the humans sitting in front of them! 
We were joined at our dinner table by rookie 
YQ300 musher Deke Naaktgeboren, his wife, father 
and team which added to our fun.  They were very 
excited about Deke’s try at the 300 mile race but 
sadly he scratched at the Mile 101 check point.   
Next day we toured the lovely Morris Thompson 
Cultural and Visitors Center to see their great 
movies on everything Alaskan and their interpretive 
displays and dioramas depicting interior Alaskan 
landscapes and seasons; followed by lunch at Soapy 
Smith’s (if you know anything about Alaskan 
history you probably know about this famous con-
man but if you don’t, ask me next time you see me).  
     
Finally it was race day!!  But before the race I was 
asked to bus tables at the Pancake Breakfast at the 
Elks Lodge from 7 to 10:30 am.  I got to see many 
of the mushers (who got their pancakes, sausages 
and bacon free) plus lots of locals and fans (who 
paid $10 each).  The big plus was I didn’t have to 
worry at all about any germs being on my hands 
after using Clorox water for 3 and a half 
hours!  Afterwards one of the volunteers took me 
back to town to watch the start of the race which 
was on 2nd Avenue this year due to the Chena River 
ice being unstable.  In the early morning hours the 
city brought in truck-loads of snow to cover the 

streets for the race and then whisked it away that 
evening. 
 
All we had to do was step outside the back door of 
our hotel onto 2nd Ave to watch the mushers halter-
up their dogs and attach them to their lines; then 
anxiously wait for their start time (with a dog 
handler attempting to hold each dog fairly still until 
the count got down to 2).  The mushers left every 3 
minutes so it took under an hour to get all those 
excited, howling, barking, singing doggies out on 
the trail.   After watching the Quest 1,000 mile 
mushers leave we had a lunch break and then 
cheered on the 300 mile mushers, especially Deke. 
Super Bowl Sunday we kind of watched the game 
while playing cut-throat card games.  Skill prevailed 
and I won both games.  However, I think they let 
me win because I’m such a sore loser!  Diane and 
Nina had trekked to the local Fred Meyer store for 
some groceries and we ate in our room and relaxed. 
We decided to draw numbers and each drew 6 
mushers.  Whoever had the winning musher would 
be treated to the dessert of their choice by the 
losers. 
 
While Diane and Nina went on a free local bus ride 
to the North Pole I rented a car for our last 2 days in 
Fairbanks.  When I got back with the car I met up 
with them at the Fairbanks Community Museum 
which promotes local and Alaskan history including 
Sled Dog racing.  A fun small museum with lots of 
local color and interesting exhibits.  We also re-
visited the Museum of the North at the University 
of Alaska.  Besides being an architectural wonder it 
houses many fine exhibits on native culture and 
wildlife and some amazing art by native Alaskans.   
We drove out to Chena Hot Springs for a day 
visit.  It’s such a lovely resort and there was no 
shortage of snow (or cold) out there.  I drove and it 
was a hairy trip out (about 65 miles over snow and 
ice packed roads) so once we arrived I just relaxed 
with my book while Diane and Nina did the ice 
museum, dog sled ride and kennel tour followed by 
a dip in the indoor pool and then the outside hot 
springs.  We ate dinner in their lovely restaurant and 
stayed until about 10 pm to hopefully see the 
Northern Lights.  I was nervous about the drive 
back so we really didn’t stay late enough to see the 
night sky show, which was too bad as the sightings 
were excellent all that week, with clear skies.  Then, 
as it turned out, the roads had been gravel-covered 
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so there was no problem getting back.  When we 
went out there in 2011 we saw moose chomping on 
berries along the road.  This time we saw no 
wildlife at all, sadly.  The scenery however is 
breathtaking! 
  
Brent Sass led most of the way and was first into 
Dawson to claim the 4 oz of gold.  But Sass took a 
fall off his sled onto the ice and concussed 
himself.  Sass said he tried to continue but his dogs 
kept looking at him funny (LOL) and he realized he 
shouldn’t go on.  He hit the emergency button on 
his tracker and was rescued by the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police and his team was led into the next 
checkpoint by fellow musher, Hugh Neff.  (Doesn’t 
that make you think of Sgt Preston on his horse Rex 
with his dog, King?) 
   
So, Moore (and Nina) won by a pretty fair margin, 
his second YQ win in a row.  And because Sass 
couldn’t finish the race, Moore claimed the gold 
also.  His wife, Aily Zirkle won the YQ300 (she 
came in second in the Iditarod last year).  They are 
both participating in the Iditarod on March 1st – as 
well as my personal favorite musher Jeff King.  Jeff 
owns Husky Homestead where he raises, trains and 
sells sled dogs.  If you’re ever in Denali be sure to 
take a tour of his kennel, Jeff is amazing. 
     
I love Alaska and hope to drive up some year soon 
before I’m on my last legs!   

 
 
Pat (Terpening) Owen (58) 
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net  
 
The next round of who's been located, 

who's deceased, and who's still missing 
for the Class of 1954.  If anyone has any 
information on any of those missing, please contact 
me.  Thanks.  Pat 
  
FOUND:  
Roberta Adeska Glovin, Gary Baldwin, Craig 
Barnes, Gordon Barnette, Robert Barton Virginia 
Beard Pitt, David Betts Clarence Cain, Diane 
Calderwood Caldwell, Raymond Chandonnet 
Daniel Chew Chuck Clemens, Peggy Corder 
Johnson, Walter Costa, Billie Culp Bules, Mary 
Easley Brokaw, Frank Embree, Karen Fricke 
Jacobsen, Gemma Gamble Rettman, Suzanne 

Garrison Mayo, Kathleen Gfeller Smith, Raymond 
Harper, William Kane, Robert Lyle, Joan Maltman 
Rindfleisch, Johnny Meurer, Diane Miller Kampe, 
Donald Miller, Samuel Myers, Betsy Neff Cote, 
Edwina Parker Furman, William Robbins, Mike 
Salmon, Guy Short, Helen Speed Harris (need e-
mail addy), William Stone, Edwin Toone, Pat Wells 
Johnson, Joanne Witzel Martin. 
  
FOUND BUT NEED AN E-MAIL ADDY IF 
ANYONE IS IN CONTACT: 
Robert Barton, David Betts, Raymond Chandonnet, 
Daniel Chew, Walter Costa ,  Mary Easley Brokaw, 
Frank Embree, Suzanne Garrison Mayo, Raymond 
Harper, Johnny Meurer, Helen Speed Harris, Edwin 
Toone, Pat Wells Johnson, Joanne Witzel Martin 
 
DECEASED: 
Ronald Bowers, Miles A. Connor, Helen Flatters 
Oswill, James Goodeve, Ginger Ireland Green, 
Henry Lemmon, Giles London, Lynn Neavling, 
Harl Piety, Betty Sullivan 
  
STILL MISSING: 
Dianne Allegier Stewart, Jerry Chisolm, Geraldine 
Clem, Barbara Lani Leilani DeVaughn, Barbara 
Jean "B.J." Grinnell, Carol Hall, Fred Hart, Judith 
Ann Hearn Jordan, Barbara Jean Holdgman, 
Richard Jackson, Louise "Peg" Jordan, Robert 
Parker, Leroy Rogers, Mike Salmon, Janice Staples, 
Diane Tiffany, Margaret "Yvonne" Wright 
 

 
Joseph Trudo (60) 
dharmadad@att.net  
 
Just a quick note to let you know that 
my first book was published last 

month and is available (by order) 
through bookstores, Barnes & Noble, Amazon.com 
and e-book servers or from the publisher (Xulon 
Press) or from me.  The cheapest would be the e-
book sources or Amazon.com (for a "real" 
book).  It's titled "The Birthright Blanket".  My 
second opus is a children's book about Tundra 
Swans which is written and currently undergoing 
illustration.  I hope it sees the publisher's light of 
day in 2 or 3 months.  Currently at work (Chapter 3) 
on an autobiographical account of my life from the 
time I entered the army through my '67-'68 tour in 
Vietnam and other scenic S.E. asian locales.   
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I recently retired after 50 years of helicopter flying 
and assorted derring-do in exotic places.  I'm 
finding life entirely too tame and certainly don't 
care for the hiss and clank that passes for 
civilization these days.  I do read Bushy Tales every 
month and want to congratulate you on the 
sustained effort that entails.  As our Aussie friends 
would say: "Good on ya!" 

 
Susan (Miller) Dalberg, (62) 
wolfpaw@socal.rr.com  
 
Mother got TB in England and we 
had to transfer out of High 
Wycombe the last month of my Jr. 

Year,( although I still think of Bushy as my "class 
of" graduating school.)  I was so far ahead 
academically (thank you American overseas 
schools) I only had to attend one class in my sr. year 
(principal's assistant).  They tested me on arriving 
and I was already doing work of a sophomore in 
College.  We had awesome teachers, didn't we? 
 
Anyhow, every time I read of my fortunate alumni 
who got the wonderful cruise experiences, I am 
reminded of my 20+ miserable hour flights to/from 
every station-England, Alaska, etc.  Envy, envy and 
memories of cold, cold, no heat, and bad sack 
lunches...and barf bags.  Definitely weren't 747's--
we flew with cargo in the back. 
 
Anyhow, they air-evaced (sp?) Mother, so Daddy 
and I started packing up and getting ready to leave. 
Actually, Mother left on my birthday-odd I should 
remember this just now. I hated leaving England!!! 
Last thing I remember was Bob Hurt waving at me 
from the teen club as we took some military vehicle 
to the airfield.  Dad's car had already been 
shipped.  Once we got there, we had to wait a few 
days for them to find it.  We had to go to New 
Jersey as I recall to pick it up.  Now, my wonderful 
Daddy--if he'd been in charge of the Mayflower, 
they'd be no English here.  Daddy had no sense of 
direction--none!  Yet he was always the first to 
offer to give directions to folks.  When we were 
stationed in Denver, he worked part time nights at a 
gas station--I am sure there are still people lost in 
Denver. 
 

So, anyhow we pick up the car and head for 
Colorado.  About the third time we went through 
the Brooklyn Bridge, I suggested Daddy stop and 
get a map.  He was such fun to kid, but always said 
"I know exactly where I am".  Then back through 
the bridge. By now we know the toll taker on a first 
name basis.  We finally made it out of that area, but 
at some point during the trip, I asked him (song on 
radio) if I could get a bikini.  His reply "not in my 
lifetime".  Now I look at what they wear; he would 
think that Itsy Bitsy Yellow Polka Dot bikini would 
be fine.   
 
Somewhere along the way, I hollered at him to 
stop.  We'd wound up in a residential area, off the 
highway totally. (good job Dad).   I asked him to 
turn right, then left, then right again and look for a 
two story blue/yellow house with a tire swing.  I 
don't know why, but I knew it was there.  Dad, 
always up for a venture, followed my 
directions.  When I hollered "that's it, that's it" we 
stopped.  I'd never been, in this lifetime, in that 
town or house before, but I knew it--in one lifetime 
I'd lived there.  It was old and beautiful.  I went up 
and asked the woman if I could see it, told her I'd 
lived there before, described it (inside) to her before 
she even opened the door to allow me in. Nice, nice 
woman. Told her in "my old bedroom" there were 
knife marks on the closet doorjamb from my height 
growing up.  Damned if they weren't there.  At the 
time, I didn't even know about reincarnation, or at 
least very little, but I believe to this day I had lived 
in that house in some other dimension/time. 
 
Our quarters in High Wycombe were awesome; 
when we finally got to Denver, first stop was to the 
TB sanitarium where mother asked politely why the 
hell it took us a week to get to Colorado (Brooklyn 
Bridge helped), then over to register for our 
housing.  Aggghhh. Project housing renamed AF 
housing. Base quarters were all full, so this was the 
tide over housing. Probably 900 Sq. feet, two 
bedroom, two stories, kitchen about X5.  Cozy.  My 
bedroom had room for a twin and a small 
dresser.  One bathroom--upstairs.  Luckily, I was 
gone most of the time with school and my two 
jobs.  I'd already graduated and left home before 
they got assigned base quarters, but before they 
even got moved, orders came for Germany.  Dad 
was in SAC (AF).  We never stayed anywhere very 
long.  Naturally, when they finally get a plush 



7 

 

assignment for four years in Europe, I'm out of 
school and married!!  I'd lived in quonset huts, 
trailers, project housing, guest housing with huge 
cockroaches, and they go to Germany and live in a 
beautiful home.  Figures.  They had a wonderful, 
wonderful assignment there.  My grandparents, first 
leg of their trip, took the last voyage of the Queen 
Mary to go visit. 
 
So, the next time one of the Bushyites wants to tell 
a memorable, glorious cruise story, at least throw in 
some rough seas, tidal waves, bad food or 
something????  LOL 
 
 
 

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.  
 
A couple of quick notes:   The proposal has been 
made to extend the actual Fiesta from its original 
start date of April 17-27 to April 10th-27th. 
This seemed to accommodate much of the conflicts 
around the timing of Easter (20th)...however it will 
not affect our Reunion dates.   
 

 
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 
old class mates to remember and reminisce about 
old times. Please join us. 
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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 it is 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  
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
No letters this time but several 

articles which is a lot better than just letters to the 
Editor. � 
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