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1953 - Jackie (Brown) Kenny  
JKYKNY@aol.com  
 

 

1954 – Betsy (Neff) Cote  
betsycote@Atlanticbb.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 
nemoamasa@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 Addresses 

 
 

Mariann (Walton) McCornack (53) 
mgm2010@comcast.net  
 
This is a quick note to let you know that 
we have moved to Waltonwood 

Lakeside Senior Living across from Lakeside Mall. 

Issue #6                                                             September 2014                                                          Volume #14 
Gary Schroeder (55), Editor gschroeder4@att.net   

Visit the Bushy Park Web Site at http://www.bushypark.org/  
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Our address is 14750 Lakeside Circle, #112, 
Sterling Heights, MI 48313. Our new home 
phone number is 586-991-7480.  We have a two 
bedroom, two bathroom apartment and included in 
our monthly rent is a great continental breakfast and 
dinner at either 4:30 or 6. We usually go at 6 so we 
are out of our room until about 7:30. Gene is a slow 
eater. I love it here, but Gene is not so happy.  Soon 
after we arrived his computer crashed and he had to 
get a new hard drive. He lost all his documents, but 
had almost 400 emails when he got back on line. 
Then Warren had a flood and we got 1 to 2 inches 
of water in our basement. Our good friend Tom 
Julian and others have been helping us get wet rugs 
and boxes to the curb. We have a woman living in 
the old house. She had to park at a church and walk 
in knee high water to get home the day of the flood. 
We are still unpacking boxes in our new home, so it 
keeps us busy. Please give us a call if you want to 
visit our new home. 

 
Noni (Hoagland) Kripal (61) 
fandnkripal@gmail.com     
 
I would hate to miss an issues of your 
newsletter! 

 
 

 
Warren Welch (62) 
warren@warrenwelch.com  
 
I have just finished writing my 
second book about my Vietnam 

experiences. You can read all about it at 
http://www.warrenwelch.com Thanks for making 
the correction. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

     
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. 

  
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Marcia (Carver) Thomas (53) 
txstarmt@aol.com  
 
Having just read that actor Richard 

Attenborough died today, I had a 
memory I wanted to pass on. 
  
While I was attending Bushy Park High School in 
1952-53, I was involved in a drama group and 
English class that sometimes offered field trips to 
London.  We all loved that enormously.  
One special trip involved taking the whole class to 
see a performance of "The Mousetrap" playing at 
the Ambassadors Theatre in the West End.  The 
Agatha Christie story involved a murder and the 
usual English trappings of who-done-its. Our 
teacher (and I cannot remember the name of the 
teacher) made arrangements for us not only to see 
the play, but to visit backstage with the 
Attenboroughs.  That's plural, because Mr. 
Attenboroughs wife, Sheila Sims, was playing a 
major role in the play as well.   
 
I remember looking about the theatre, backstage and 
onstage in the set and thinking how very dirty and 
shabby it all looked up close.  After all, it was only 
a few years after WW II and many buildings had 
not been cleaned up or fixed up from the bombing 
of London.  Still, it was greatly thrilling to be on 
stage with this gracious couple as they told us a bit 
about their lives and careers.   
 
When Mr. Attenborough asked if any of us planned 
a career on stage I spoke up quickly to say I was 
definitely interested and asked him how to go about 
it.  He very patiently explained the mechanisms of 
auditioning, getting an agent, and pursuing calls for 
anything and everything - and what’s more, he 
seemed genuinely interested in giving me his good 
advice if it would help any.  

Classmates Who 

Have Transferred To 

The Eternal Duty 
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He actually did give me good advice for not long 
after that, my vocal teacher, Madam Nina Davis-
Reynolds, instructed me to go an audition for a 
West End musical that was being cast soon. She 
told me I would have to sing, dance a bit and be 
interviewed and it may all come to naught but that 
she felt I was ready to "break in".   
 
I was only fifteen and a half but I had matured 
rapidly after a few months residence in Jolly Old 
and actually probably looked older as well. (I had 
taken to dressing in a very grown up manner when 
not in school, with heels, seamed stockings, and 
tight sweaters and skirts that I had purchased from 
the Jaeger shop (very expensive even then!).  
 
I made plans to go to audition right away and at the 
same time traipsed all around Trafalgar Square 
looking for the agent whose name she had given 
me.  When I found him, he was a very old (probably 
not as old as I thought) man who had a tiny 1-room 
office at the top level of an office building near the 
square. His office smelled like bad cigars and/or 
English cigarettes and was cluttered with papers, 
pictures and file folders. But there was one 
outstanding thing in the corner of the room, an 
upright piano with a stool. It, too, was cluttered with 
music sheets and several filled ashtrays of half-
finished cigarettes.   
 
I do not remember his name either but I do 
remember that he was pretty nice to me and again 
patient and understanding with my desire to go on 
stage. He wanted to hear me sing and I gave him a 
brief rendition of a song I really loved from an 
American musical I had just seen, "I've Never Been 
In Love Before" from Guys and Dolls.  He told me I 
had a very nice voice and looks but, he asked, "can 
you dance?"  
 
Of course, I said "yes". Well, I could - a bit. I had 
not had dance lessons since I was 5 years old when 
I went to England but I immediately signed up with 
the local, suburban dance school that just happened 
to be located down the street from where we lived at 
52 Merrion Avenue, Stanmore, Middlesex.  Dance 
was not my strong suit but I was taking tap and 
pointe ballet classes and progressing fairly well.   
 

Mr. Agent told me that I would definitely need to 
dance if I planned to audition for the show that was 
being cast for a new musical revue and so I said I 
would be ready.  He said, "Come back next week, 
and we'll see what we can do".  With that, I floated 
home on the Tube certain that the doors would open 
for me at the audition.   
 
I immediately contacted my dance teacher, Miss 
Pauline, and told her I needed a simple but effective 
routine to go to an audition the next week. She 
agreed to give me a routine that would not push my 
limits too far but give me a chance to show that I 
could move as needed for choreography.  
 
When the day of audition arrived, I had the silly 
notion that I would be one of perhaps twenty others 
showing up.  Wrong.  When I finally found the 
theatre (can't remember which one it was!) I found 
the stage door by going down a dirty alley and 
opening the door to a huge backstage area filled to 
the brim with hopefuls, both male and female. After 
the initial shock, I offered my name to the man 
holding a register and told him what I wanted to 
do.  He put me on the list. I swear, I believe there 
must have been several hundred there so it meant 
waiting and waiting and waiting to get to the 
entrance to go on the stage to audition.   
 
The stage was mostly bare but had odd equipment 
and props scattered around it and plenty of people 
were milling about on stage and in the audience 
area. Just like in the movies, there was a piano and a 
man waiting with a scowl on his face to play each 
persons sheet music.   
 
Truthfully, I wasn't very nervous about it, just a 
little on edge as my name was called. I gave my 
music to the pianist and told him it was okay in that 
key. He nodded his head.  From the audience 
(which was pretty dark), I could make out several 
people who were sitting about midway up the aisle. 
A voice said "what are you going to sing?" I 
replied, "I've Never Been In Love Before" from 
Guys and Dolls", and then the pianist gave me a 
chord and a little intro and I sang. And sang - and 
sang - and sang until I had finished the whole song! 
I was thrilled for I had witnessed only a few bars 
being done by the majority and realized that they 
must like what they heard.  From the dark came the 
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voice again," What is your name and where are you 
from?" 
 
 “My name is Marcia Craver (even though I was 
technically a McCasland, I chose to use my step-
fathers name to simplify things) and I'm from 
Texas", I replied.  Big mistake and I knew it right 
away.   
 
The "voice" said, "I thought you were Canadian. Do 
you have a work permit?". "No", I replied, "but I 
can get one and will go right away".  The voice 
said, "We can't hire you for this show if you don’t 
have a work permit in England but come back next 
week when you have one and we'll talk again.  We 
like you and think you could work in this show."  
 
Well, needless to say, I was really thrilled then and 
went straight away to find the office where I could 
apply for a work permit that very day.  I cannot 
imagine how I was ever able to do all that by myself 
but I did. I found the office and it was below the 
sidewalk, a dark, smelly horrible place in an awful 
looking part of London (where?) where aliens went 
to get permits to work in the country.   
 
A snarly, severely dressed woman hardly looked up 
as I walked into her office. Her glance at my 
healthy American looks convinced her right away 
that I didn't need a job at all without my 
asking.  Still I told her my story and said I had the 
job if they could issue me a temporary work permit 
and explained that I was here as a dependent with 
the USAF. That story didn't help a bit either and she 
dismissed me without so much as a glimmer of 
hope.   
 
As I walked to the Tube I began to think of a way to 
get around this hurdle. Surely there was something 
or someone who could help.  When I arrived back 
home and related the story the problem was solved 
very quickly. 
 
My step-father announced that he had just received 
notice that we were returning to the States in the 
next two weeks and that I would be going back with 
them.   
 
####@@??>><<<!!!!!   Yeah, I raised all kinds of 
cane, fussed, cried, screamed, cried and cried some 
more until I was emphatically told YOU WILL 

RETURN WITH US.  My mother timidly said, 
"You are only 17 years old and cannot stay over 
here by yourself and that's that".   
 
And, that's the end of the story - in a way.  I never 
went back to the theatre to audition.  I returned 
home with them via Preswick, Scotland on a MATS 
plane.  Two months after returning, I found my 
Texas high school sweetheart again (the one whose 
ring I had returned by mail 2 yrs. before) and 
married him!  And I am still right now having a 
wonderful - albeit- small career on stage. 
 
For years I sang with bands, worked in musicals and 
plays all over the Ark-La-Tex, wrote and performed 
several one-woman plays, owned and operated my 
own theatre space, and currently direct (and 
sometimes perform) with our community theatre 
group while trying to encourage all others to do so.   
 
So you see, you can never get "it" out of your 
system.  Mr. Richard Attenborough and Mrs. Sheils 
Sims Attenborough would certainly agree with that. 
And they have lived to be a ripe old age, still 
working and thinking about The Stage.  I should be 
so lucky - and I may be. My widowed mother is still 
living and in pretty good shape at the age of 102-1/2 
and has been president of our community theatre 
organization for over two decades.  Her widowed 
daughter has had a career and had it on her own 
terms. Can it get any better than this? Voila! 
 
 

      
 

Susan (Miller)Dalberg (62) 
wolfpaw@socal.rr.com  
 
Hi Gary and Pat; you guys just 
continue to amaze me.  Thanks again 

for the great newsletter! 
 
Dear Bushy-ites: 
 
Thought I might share what many of you learned a 
few years ago.  Hubby and I are a tad slower!  For 
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years, twice a year at least we went back to 
Colorado to tend to his parents in their "older 
age".  I was in my 30s, he was in his 40s, then 40s 
and 50s.    Boy, we loved that drive, albeit usually a 
speeding bullet as time was always an issue.  From 
CA to Colorado, with one night in motel only.  The 
drive (northern route) is breathtaking--you drive 
though Nevada, Arizona, Utah then in to Colorado. 
Colors of the rocks and formations generally make 
us realize how insignificant we little "humans" are 
in the great big scheme of things.  Usually came 
home the southern route (through NM & AZ) as we 
love the Petrified Forest, the Grand Canyon and of 
course Meteorite Canyon. (If not in a huge rush to 
return home, we'd add a day just to be able to stop 
at all these breathtaking sites and for Lee to gather 
up some stones from our sweet friends on the 
Reservations (he makes jewelry).  His precious 
folks have been gone for 15 years now, so our trips 
to Colorado sort of stopped; life got in the way, 
poor health, cancer, dying relatives--you know, the 
drill; it's called aging for many of us. 
 
But, four of our five children (and two 
grandchildren) were going to be in Denver in the 
same week for the first time in 15 years, so…time 
for the mighty warrior travelers to drag out suitcases 
and hit the road, see the beautiful scenery and hugs 
our kiddos!  Except to drive up two hours to my 
sister's place North of Palm Springs on a regular 
basis, we hadn't been much of anywhere except 
maybe to fly once. (We kept a full supply of 
everything needed there at her place, so packing 
was a piece of cake-at least for those trips.) 
 
Shall I set the scene?  What used to be two 
suitcases, and a cooler for food/drinks, now became 
a packed back of our Ford Explorer, as well as the 
back seat!  Husband has had a heart attack, has 
severe COPD and in 08 ruptured his Achilles 
Tendon, so he is on a cane or a walker and on 
oxygen 24/7, plus a nebulizer twice a day.  So, half 
the back seat is filled with:  Oxygen tanks, canes, 
nebulizer, new hoses, and he's wearing the Portable 
Oxygen concentrator, which second day in decides 
to blow out on us, so constantly having to drag out 
more oxygen units. Thank God I trusted my 
instincts and took five with us.  He has a full heavy 
bag of meds, inhalers, heart meds, etc. 
 

Now, I have to add my stuff; meds for the after 
cancer side effects, arthritis,  sinus infection and ear 
infection which decided to take root the day before 
we left, plenty of cold drinks for us. A full case of 
diet coke, water and iced tea!  Three suitcases; one 
for each of us for the ten day needs, but only one we 
took in each night.   
 
Why we thought this would make the trip easier, I 
have no clue.  Neither of us drink, but boy did we 
have our heads "up someplace dark'" when we 
thought it would be an easy trip as we are good 
companions (other than neither hearing real well 
and constantly having to change hearing aid 
batteries (oh, year, another carry bag--forgot that 
one).  What we had not calculated was that we are 
now in our 70s and 80s, bladders last about one and 
a half hours before needed stops, Lee's difficulty 
getting in and out of the car and walking with cane 
or walker to the rest stop or restaurant!  Drag out 
the inhalers, change the oxygen tanks and back on 
the road.  By the second night we decided that out 
"long, wonderful sightseeing trips" are DONE 
FOREVER.   
 
By the time we finally got all of our junk, bags, etc. 
into the motel room, the restaurants were always 
closed, we were too tired to go back out, so we ate a 
few cheese crackers and passed out.  Next AM, 
overslept the free in hotel breakfast, so searching 
for an easy in/out place to eat and hop back on the 
road.  Usually was 11AM before the highway saw 
our now filthy white truck.  Lee's portable oxygen 
unit keeps quitting on us, we are out in the middle 
of no-where, not close to any "certified oxygen" 
place where we could trade out his tanks which he 
gets from the VA, I've got a killer migraine, can't 
take the meds for the ear/nose infection as it is a 
terrible drug to take if you are exerting 
muscles.  Been known to rupture tendons in legs 
and thumbs/wrist. Every reservation we made was 
for ground floor, easy access for handicapped 
person.  I won't go into the many times I had to 
throw a fit in the lobby! Would you believe not one 
motel/hotel we lived in had a porter or bell hop?  I 
had to beg for the baggage roller I could use myself. 
 
Finally, we arrive in Denver, and not one of our 
kids had planned a "mutual get together" where we 
can all get together for a few hours for hugs and 
visits.  Everybody is on a different, tight scheduled, 
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so we're driving all over hell and back to hook up 
and hug necks.  Ex son in law had a BBQ one night 
for 80% of the troops.  He lives in a loft two stories 
up, with no elevator.  Now that was the 
highlight.  LOL!!!  By the time we got back to our 
hotel that night, Lee was ready to glue our suitcases 
shut and never get on the road again.  Lee's only 
living cousin had a luncheon for the rest of the 
troops and for a mini cousin reunion, so back across 
town the next day, hauling half of the stuff we need 
for the hours away (extra oxygen, breathing 
treatments, etc).  
 
WE spent three days getting to Denver, five days 
there, and although I had to do all the hauling in and 
out, it took me half my usual time load up our truck 
and get the 'hell outa Dodge".  Three more days on 
the road and my admiration for the prairie women 
(who traveled over those mountains, or the flat 
lands that go on for miles, and miles and miles) 
skyrocketed.  Somewhere along the way we both 
agreed we were DONE traveling with perhaps a 
one-nighter up to the town where my sister lived 
before she died.  Quick touch base with her friends, 
animals and the casino!  Other than that, the 
Dalberg suitcases, that probably have at least 
100,000 miles on them, have sweetly been 
retired.  My husband's contribution to this 
missive" Never plan a road trip with a 30 year 
old mental attitude when you have a 70+year old 
body.  IT DOES NOT WORK!"  (At least he can 
laugh about the experience today)  LOL 
 
For those of you who still travel a lot, God Bless 
you!  You have my deepest admiration.  I sure did 
miss being 16 or even 30!  Happy Retirement to all 
of us! Smiles.  Susan Dalberg (Sue Miller 62') 
 
PS:  While writing this, a dear friend who still lives 
in Great Britian, sends me a photo of her 78(?) year 
old husband who is bicycling around the entire 
United States with new knees and hips; she is about 
to croak over just weeding the garden! 
 
 

Reunion 
Information 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

Stephan Warner (58) 
stevewarner5@hotmail.com  
 
I have been a subscriber to your 

GREAT newsletter (Bushy Tales) 
 since Sept 2002 (almost 12 years). I don't know, 
however, when you began publishing Bushy 
Tales(?). 
 
I have a brother, Jeff Warner, who lives in Scranton, 
PA, who is Bushy Park Class of 1960. I don't know 
if he is a subscriber, but will check with him. 
 
Just so you know, I can't begin to thank you 
enough, for the wonderful service you have been 
doing over these past x years. So many great stories; 
so many memories re-kindled. 
 
WRT Chris Boex, Tony Taylor advised that she is 
still MIA.  
 
Finally, when I learned about the Bushy Website 
apparently begun circa 2007, I was a bit surprised 
because I've been getting Bushy Tales since 2002. I 
must have missed 'getting the word' on the website. 
I'm sure you informed your Bushy Tales 
subscribers. I have CCd my brother and a friend, 
Richard Wilson (Bushy 1958), who may or may not 
be a Bushy Tales subscriber. All the Best from 
Tampa, Florida. 
 

 
Leslie (Tanenzaph) Crews (62) 
love2crews@gmail.com  
 
Thank you Garry for keeping this 

wonderful newsletter going... I enjoy 
reading the articles, and I am in awe of 

all the wonderful achievements made by the 
students of Bushy Park. I think the school gave us a 
lot of good nurturing for success. Our military 
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parents also played a role in our outstanding 
accomplishments. I think we lived in the "best of 
times" and were very fortunate to have had the 
wonderful opportunities we got through our military 
travels... 
 
 

 

Time for a little humor 
 
 

 
Paraprosdokian Sentences 
 
Ø I asked God for a bike, but I know God doesn't 
work that way. So I stole a bike and asked for 
forgiveness. 
 
Ø Do not argue with an idiot. He will drag you 
down to his level and beat you with experience. 
 
Ø The last thing I want to do is hurt you. But it's 
still on the list. 
 
Ø Light travels faster than sound. This is why some 
people appear bright until you hear them speak. 
 
Ø If I agreed with you, we'd both be wrong. 
 
Ø War does not determine who is right - only who 
is left. 
 
Ø Knowledge is knowing a tomato is a fruit; 
Wisdom is not putting it in a fruit salad. 
 
Ø The early bird might get the worm, but the 
second mouse gets the cheese. 
 
Ø Evening news is where they begin with 'Good 
evening', and then proceed to tell you why it isn't. 
 
Ø A bus station is where a bus stops. A train station 
is where a train stops. On my desk, I have a work 
station. 
 
Ø How is it one careless match can start a forest 
fire, but it takes a whole box to start a campfire? 
 
Ø I thought I wanted a career, turns out I just 
wanted pay checks. 

Ø A bank is a place that will lend you money, if you 
can prove that you don't need it. 
 
Ø Whenever I fill out an application, in the part that 
says "If an emergency, notify:" I put "DOCTOR". 
 
 Ø Women will never be equal to men until they can 
walk down the street with a bald head and a beer 
gut, and still think they are sexy. 
 
Ø Why do Americans choose from just two people 
to run for president and 50 for Miss America? 
 
Ø A clear conscience is usually the sign of a bad 
memory. 
 
Ø You do not need a parachute to skydive. You 
only need a parachute to skydive twice. 
 
Ø The voices in my head may not be real, but they 
have some good ideas! 
 
Ø Always borrow money from a pessimist. He 
won't expect it back. 
 
Ø A diplomat is someone who can tell you to go to 
hell in such a way that you will look forward to the 
trip. 
 
Ø Hospitality: making your guests feel like they're 
at home, even if you wish they were. 
 
Ø Money can't buy happiness, but it sure makes 
misery easier to live with. 
 
Ø There's a fine line between cuddling, and holding 
someone down so they can't get away. 
 
Ø I used to be indecisive. Now I'm not sure. 
 
Ø When tempted to fight fire with fire, remember 
that the Fire Department usually uses water. 
 
Ø You're never too old to learn something stupid. 
 
Ø A bus is a vehicle that runs twice as fast when 
you are after it as when you are in it. 
 
Ø Change is inevitable, except from a vending 
machine. 
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