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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 

 
Sherry (Gregory) Carson (53) 

sherrycarson@iclould.com  
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Carol (Armstrong) Mitchell (62) 
carol@mitchellmortgage-napa.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. 
 
Bobbie Nelle Jones (53) (No picture available) 
(Information received from Pat Owen (58): From 
the Atlanta Journal-Constitution - Sep 4, 2014. 
Bobbie Nelle Jones, age 78 of Atlanta, GA passed 
away, Tuesday, September 2, 2014. She worked for 
Delta and was the past President of the Delta 
Clipped Wings, Inc., along with being an avid 
reader of books and loved her two children and two 
grandchildren. 

 
Lois (Fontaine) Pinkney (53) 
(Information received for Betsy 
(Neff) Coat): Yesterday I received 
this obituary from Lois' daughter 
and so I am sending it to you.  Her 

daughter also said she died from a 
very short battle with pancreatic cancer.  
 

Memorial Service on Thursday, 
December 11, 2014 at 11:00 a.m. at 
First United Methodist Church » 
 August 1935 ~ December 2014  
Lois was born in Colchester, 
Vermont to Paul and Helen 
Fontaine and passed away at the age 
of 79 in Turlock.  

 
She was raised all over the country as a “military 
brat”. Lois attended high school in Indiana and 
Canterbury, England, graduating from London 
Central High School in Bushy Park, England in 

1953. She received her Associate of Arts degree 
from Modesto Junior College in 1955, her 
Bachelor’s degree from California State University, 
Stanislaus in 1983 and finally her Master’s degree 
in social work from San Jose State University in 
1993.  
 
On June 19, 1955 she married Dale Pinkney and 
together they had three children and shared 59 years 
of marriage. Lois and Dale enjoyed being world 
travelers; together they visited the United Kingdom, 
Scandinavian countries, Russia, China, South 
America, Australia and many other countries. In 
addition to traveling, she was an outdoor enthusiast 
who enjoyed hiking, camping and reading.  
Lois was very involved in the community and 
church. She served as a member of the Stanislaus 
County Civil Grand Jury, as ombudsman for 
Stanislaus County, and was a Salvation Army bell 
ringer. She was the chair of the board of trustees at 
First United Methodist Church, a supporter of 
Castle Air Museum Foundation, Townsend Opera 
Players, Turlock Arts Commission, Kiwanis Club of 
Turlock, Friends of The Library and Turlock 
Historical Museum.  
 
She is survived by her husband Dale Pinkney; 
children Stephen (Patti) Pinkney, Martin (Terri) 
Pinkney and Carla (Paul) Pinkney-Smith; sister 
Sandra Fontaine; grandchildren Daniel, Lisa, Tyler, 
Myles, Liam and Aidan; great grandchildren Lydia, 
Ethan and Madelyn.  
 
Memorial contributions can be made in her memory 
to First United Methodist Church, 1660 Arbor Way, 
Turlock, CA 95382 or to any of the many 
organizations she supported.  
 
A Memorial Service will be held at First United 
Methodist Church on Thursday, December 11, 2014 
at 11:00a.m. Please share your memories at 
http://www.allenmortuary.com/ 
 
I am sending you a picture that I had in my 
scrapbook about the time we went to the Festival of 
Britain site that was still there from the 
195l exhibition.  It was a make believe set where 
you could have your picture taken so the four of us 
did.  From left to right it is myself, Karen Fricke 
(54) Lois Fontaine (53) and I am sorry but I don't 
remember the fourth girl's name.   This was taken in 

Classmates Who 

Have Transferred To 

The Eternal Duty 
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the fall of 1952 shortly after we had arrived at 
Bushy Park.   
 

 
 
 

Jackson Lee Carmichael (57) 
 
My name is Angela Carmichael. 
My father Jackson Lee Carmichael 
was in the class of 57 at Bushy 

Park. I know my dad was in regular contact with 
many of his classmates. I am writing to let you 
know of my father’s recent passing. Dad passed on 
Jan 20th, 2015 in San Diego after a long battle with 
cancer. He is being cremated and in consideration 
of his life long love of the water and his sunny 
California beaches we are having his ashes scattered 
at sea. In my last visit with dad he spoke of his 
lifelong friends from Bushy Park and how much it 
meant to him to have the cards and calls from them 
in the past few years. Please feel free to pass this 
information on to the Alumni on your website. 
  
Keith Chermark (59) (no picture available) 
Hi, I wanted to let you know Keith passed away 
during the holidays.  Keith's passing was sudden 
and unexpected. He had a cardiac arrest at home. 
His service will be on February 20, 1:00 at 
Willamette National cemetery 
Kind regards, Kim Chermak 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
Tish (De Vaughn) Floyd (56) 
d.floyd297@comcast.net  
 
Just read the print of my response 
to you.  Thanks!  I wanted to 

follow up with some facts of my 
sister, Lani De Vaughn (Dunker). She was in the 
first graduating class from Bushy Park.  I think she 
was a co-valedictorian with Sammy(?) who later 
attended West Point, or planned to anyway.   
 
Lani later attended the University of Maryland in 
Germany and then transferred back to College 
Park.  She married and had 3 children.  She took her 
life at an early age-the same day John Lennon was 
shot-and was buried in Ft. Walton Beach, 
Florida.  She was a bright student and had a 
beautiful singing voice.  She portrayed Queen 
Elizabeth I in one of the plays at Bushy.  Perhaps 
some of her peers will remember her.  Thanks for 
letting me share this little bit with you.  

 
Susan (Miller) Dalberg (62) 
wolfpaw@socal.rr.com  
 
I took an opportunity to go to the 

Bushy Park website (somebody 
suggested--great site) and what a 

pleasure that was.  Noticed I showed in only one 
year, when it should have been three, same for Judy 
Stillson and Terry (George) Stillson so I sent the 
webmaster a note. 
 
Chris Bernstein (Penny Ohrman Bernstein, 
webmaster) and I have exchanged several emails, 
since then, and had so much fun reminiscing about 
our years at Bushy, the base, bus rides, living on the 
economy, and how wonderful it was for all of us to 
be there in a time that it was safe for 13-16 year 
olds to jump on the train to London, go see a play, 
come back home late at night and not one parent in 
the group. Wasn't necessary.   
 
Chris was gone by the time I got there, but the 
stories are almost identical. 
 
It's amazing how much we brats gravitate to the 
same types of life when we are grown.  Many of us 
marry military, or the guys go into the military.  
When you're a kid, sometimes it's hard to keep 
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moving, but it gets in your blood!  My husband can 
always tell when the "time to rotate" blood gets 
moving in my body.  I have to rearrange an entire 
room or two. LOL 
 
Nobody recognized anybody in the photos we 
posted that I found?  Dang, wanted to know who 
those other people were. 
 
Been watching lots of football and was staring at 
the costumes all of the cheerleaders wear--in all 
sports!  I was one of the cheerleaders at the base 
and we had to wear those hot felt skirts, down to the 
knees, knee socks and a heavy sweater, which when 
you sewed the letter on it weighed about ten lbs.  I 
still have that sweater somewhere!  It never 
occurred to me to tape the bottom up on our skirts at 
school, or roll down the waistline!  Yes, I am old.  I 
preferred the way we dressed! 
 
Happy New Year, Brats.  May this coming year be a 
blessing to you all.  Gary and Pat, Bless you for this 
wonderful monthly "perk up" email! 

 
Carol (Armstrong) Mitchell (62) 
carol@mitchellmortgage-napa.com  
 
I really enjoy receiving the Bushy 
Tales newsletter.  I've been meaning 

to give you an updated email address 
for years!  We still get some mail at that old one, 
however, it goes to my husband, Michael.  I haven't 
written an article for a long time.  We are so busy 
with our business that it's hard to find extra 
time.  Since I needed to contact you about my 
email, I thought this would be a good time to 
attempt another contribution ----- 
  
My name is Carol Armstrong (now also Mitchell). I 
only attended Bushy Park for one year (my 
sophomore year 1959 - 1960).  I transferred to 
Lakenheath American H.S., along with several 
Bushy Park classmates, the following year and 
graduated from Lakenheath in 1962.  Lakenheath 
was located at R.A.F. Lakenheath, which is a huge 
base not far from Cambridge.  It was quite a change 
from Bushy Park!  The school was brand new and 
looked like a little junior college.  The buildings 
were built up on a hill right next to the English 
countryside.  I remember it was a long walk to the 
BX (and of course the snack bar!) 

It was really nice to have a 2 hour bus ride home on 
the weekends rather than the five or six it took from 
London all the way up to Bentwaters, where Dad 
was stationed!  In spite of that, I feel very fortunate 
to have had the opportunity to attend Bushy.  Not 
only for the experience of living in such a strange 
place (for a young teenager), but also for the 
cultural exposure ---  a.k.a. (wing outings)!  I loved 
those trips into London to attend the Royal Ballet, 
The Old Vic etc.  (I had enjoyed many similar 
cultural field trips into NYC from my school in 
New Jersey before moving to England.)  I really 
missed those little "field trips" into London when I 
attended Lakenheath, but still enjoyed trips to Paris 
with the French Club and to Rome for our senior 
class trip.  I was also a cheerleader at Lakenheath, 
and since our basketball team beat Bushy both years 
that I attended Lakenheath, I had the opportunity to 
travel to the continent each year for the big 
basketball tournament and cheerleading 
competition.   All of the American military high 
schools in Europe participated  -- I think!  My 
junior year it was held in Nuremburg and my senior 
year in Frankfurt. 
  
A little background: --- My dad was a B-17 
bombardier during WWII.   He was originally from 
Larchmont N.Y, which is located in Westchester 
County just north of NYC.  After the war, we lived 
in Westchester for a while until he and Mom bought 
a house in Ridgewood N.J.  At that time, Dad 
commuted into NYC for work, and I attended first 
grade.   We had only lived there for about a year 
when Dad was recalled for the Korean War in 
1951.  Dad's new job in the USAF was security 
work.  They sold the house and our journey took us 
to four states and one country (Okinawa) between 
1951 and 1955.  In 1955 he was assigned to open 
and run an office for ARDC "Air Research and 
Development Command" in New York City.  He 
ran that office for four years, and we lived like 
civilians again!  It's the longest assignment we had 
during his career.  His job was to travel around the 
East Coast instructing plants with government 
contracts on their security procedures and then 
returning periodically to inspect them.  (This was 
the only assignment in his entire career since being 
recalled where he wasn't stationed on a base and in 
charge of the Air Police Squadron.)  Dad wore his 
uniform to work every day, but he was the only 
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military person in the office.  He had two civilian 
employees and that was it! 
 
When Dad was transferred back to New York, he 
and Mom rented a house in Ridgewood about 1/2 
mile from the home they had once owned!  We 
were back home!  Our relatives that we hadn't seen 
in years were within driving distance in upstate 
New York.  I went back to school with kids I had 
known in first grade!  Mom and Dad rekindled old 
friendships.  We loved Ridgewood!  The population 
there is highly educated and most people commute 
to NYC   Ridgewood also has some of the best 
schools in the country, which I'm sure had 
something to do with my parents decision to move 
back there.  I attended 6th, 7th, 8th & 9th grades 
and started 10th grade in the fall of 1959, before we 
were transferred to England.  (I put in all that 
background to show that I had a little different 
military experience than most dependent 
children.)  If you had taken any one of my friends 
from Ridgewood and sent them to Bushy Park, I 
honestly doubt they would have been able to 
adjust.  I have to admit, Bushy Park was a far cry 
from preppy Ridgewood H.S.  Most of my friends 
in Ridgewood already knew which Ivy League 
college they wanted to attend!  In spite of that, I had 
always looked at Dad's assignments as a new 
adventure.  I was thrilled to be going to England 
and have the opportunity to travel in Europe.  Of 
course it was an adjustment, and I missed my 
friends, but the chance to see Europe made the 
transition easier.  It also helped that we had moved 
so much when I was younger.  We always knew the 
day would come when Dad would be transferred, so 
we (my younger brother and I) were mentally 
prepared. 
  
Considering the drastic difference between 
Ridgewood H.S. and Bushy Park, I adjusted fairly 
quickly.  It helped knowing that my parents were 
not too far away, and I could see them every 
weekend.  But mostly, it was my classmates --- 
especially those from my base.  (Only because I got 
to know them better, especially on those long bus 
rides!)  They were so friendly, helpful, and much 
more down to earth than my friends in 
Ridgewood!  (Of course, that's just the way it is in 
the military.  Everyone helps each other and makes 
sure that new people feel welcome.)  We were all in 
the same boat, so we stuck together and supported 

one another.  I made wonderful lifelong friends in 
England!  I'm now only in contact with my best 
friend from Ridgewood, and a couple of people 
from college, however, I'm actually still close 
friends with many from Bushy and 
Lakenheath.  We have even had several small 
reunions over the years.  
  
Oh those bus rides!  People made out, we played 
pinochle, some people slept -- if it wasn't too 
rowdy!  At least once some of the boys peed in coke 
cans and wrote IRA across the bus windows in 
lipstick!  Actually, they did the IRA stunt several 
times to get a rise out of the "blokes", who in turn 
would flip them off with their two fingered 
gesture.  Of course the boys thought that was 
hilarious!  Oh yes, I witnessed this bus ride 
depravity ----I have names!!  So much for our pre-
England briefing (which I actually took seriously) 
about being good ambassadors for our country!    
On a nicer bus ride note ---- I'll never forget, the 
very first time I rode the bus from Bentwaters to 
Bushy.   This cute girl with a big, cheerful smile 
came down the aisle towards me swinging from the 
backs of the seats.  When she got to me she stopped 
and said, "Hi, my name's Jimmie, what's 
yours?"  Her name is Jimalea Schooley.  To this 
day, she and her sister Renee are two of my closest 
friends.   Our parents, all passed away now, also 
became lifelong friends.  Another favorite memory 
of our bus "coach" trips from Bentwaters back and 
forth to Bushy, is that we would always drive right 
past Big Ben.  I was so thrilled to see Big Ben, that 
every time we drove past, I watched it as long as I 
could to imprint it on my memory forever!  I was 
worried that I was so young, I might not remember 
it!  --- As many things as I forget these days, that 
was probably a very good idea! --- I loved every 
minute of the three years we were in England.  I 
look back on those years as among the best in my 
life.  We were very fortunate children!  I'm glad that 
I understood my good fortune at such an 
impressionable age.  (Not everyone I went to school 
with was as thrilled as I was to be in England!!) ----
But hey, I'm a geek, and how many people can say 
that they went to school in Eisenhower's old WWII 
headquarters?     
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Edie (Williams) Wingate (56) 
wingw@aol.com  
 
Would you rather be called a brat or 

a champ? 
 

This was the opening sentence in a December 30, 
2014 Washington Post article about a recently self-
published book for the young sons and daughters of 
military personnel.  The title of the book is “The 
Little C.H.A.M.P.S.”  The acronym comes from 
Child Heroes Attached to Military Personnel.  
 
The mother and daughter authors intended for their 
58-page book to validate and celebrate military-
connected children with a new 
name.  Additionally the authors planned to start a 
nonprofit to help military families. Instead the 
authors faced a huge backlash.  The term “child 
hero” irritated many who felt it did not resonate 
with military culture.  Others questioned how either 
of the women qualified to write such a book since 
neither had been a brat.  Reviewers flooded the 
Amazon page for the book with negative reviews. 
By the end of the war, the authors pulled the plug 
on Operation C.H.A.M.P.S. 
 
So, how would you answer the initial 
question?  (Editor’s Note: I am a “Brat” and proud 
to be one! That is my vote.) 
 
(Full disclosure: I was not a brat; my father was 
with Coca Cola.  My siblings and I were fortunate 
to be allowed to attend the Department of 
Defense schools. We could attend the schools 
"space permitting." By the time my youngest 
brother was about 10 years old there was no longer 
space for civilian children; so he attended English 
schools until he graduated and went to college.) 

 
Mike Murphy (58) 

oldsalt1223@aol.com  
 

Happy New Year Gary. Judy and I did some 
traveling, enjoyed each other and generally having a 
great retirement. This last weekend we met up with 
Bill Lambert and his wife Gerry in Dallas. Had a 
great visit, then home to now cold and chilly 
Louisiana. We had a so called tornado come 
through in October but not much damage to our 
home. We plan on doing some more traveling in 
2015. I hope more people write in for the newsletter 
as we enjoy it. We don't plan on going out New 
Year’s Eve. Not many places here in west Monroe 
that do it and we don't like being on the road during 
this event, young kids texting while driving cause. 

 
Pat Terpening (58) Owen 
 nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net 
I’m going to try something new.  Each 
month, I’ll give an update on a class, 

starting with Class of 1953.  Those 
FOUND, DECEASED and FOUND BUT ARE 
NOW LOST, as well as those who’ve never been 
found.  If anyone has any information on any of 
those who haven’t been located, it would be 
appreciated if they could forward it to me (no 
matter how little it is – either parent’s name, a 
sibling, anything helps), I’ll then see if I can locate 
them. 
  
Also, if you’d like to contact one of the FOUNDS, 
just send me an e-mail.  Thanks. Pat 
  
CLASS OF 1953 FOUND: 
Arden A. Atkinson Sederholm 
Jacqueline Brown Kenny 
Marcia Carver Thomas 
Kevin Edward Carroll – believe he lives in Silver 
Spring, MD, but his e-mail addy is not current 
Harold Peter Granata – believe he lives in Naples, 
FL, but his e-mail addy is not current. 
Sherry Gregory Carson 
Barbara Ann Hiers Snipes – lives in Goose Creek, 
SC, but don’t have an e-mail addy on her. 
Edna Hunt Ossa 
Anne Marie Jones Weber – have her living in 
Oregon. 
Richard Leavell 
Robert W. “Budge” Lynn Hedman 
Samuel Rodman Neves – does anyone have an e-
mail addy for him? 
Sandra Pirie Abel – does anyone have an e-mail 
addy for her? 
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Atha Alene “Robbie” Robinson – does anyone have 
an e-mail addy for her? 
Lola Irene Sersain Biegler – have her living in AZ, 
but her e-mail addy isn’t current. 
Georgia Sue Talbot Cameron – have her living in 
GA. 
Mariann Walton McCornack 
  
CLASS OF 1953 DECEASED 
Ray Algren – 2004 
Harold “H” Baldwin 
Lois Alma Fontaine Pinkney 
Barbara Bowman Jones 
Constance Lee Carpenter Golden – 2012 
Patricia Anne D’Arcy 
Ruth Rosalind Davis Zabel 
Cecile Erichs Warshaw  
Flint “Pete” Garrison - 2001 
Celia Aileen Johnson 
Harper Keeler 
Henry Reed Muller 
Richard L. D. Musgrave 
Pauline Rex Nieman Burnside – 2003 
Bobbie Nelle Jones – 2014 
Bobbie Nelle Brewer 
  
FOUND BUT ARE AGAIN LOST 
Rosa Therese “Buddy” Arns Pollock – was in 
Tuttle, OK, but neither address nor e-mail addy 
current 
  
NEVER FOUND 
 Eugene Clifford Cain – I believe he lives in Texas, 
but I’ve never gotten a reply back from any letters. 
Richard Carver – no information on him 
Sarah Grantham – originally had her as class of 
1955 but then other info indicates class of 1953 – no 
info. 
Ann Hern – no information on her 
Henry Sage Mason – no information on him. 
Kay Owen – no information on her 
Patricia Alice Piety – lives in Minnesota 
 
 
 

Reunion 
Information 

 
 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
Suzanne (Garrison) Mayo (54) 
sgmayo54@att.net  
 
Well, Gary, you were right!  A very 

short issue!  Doubt that I will take up 
your challenge, but am sure lots 

will.  I thank you for all you do to keep us 
connected and whether short or long, I enjoy all the 
issues. Happy New Year to you and your family. 
 

 
Peggy (Corder) Johnson (54) 
petuniapatchjx@aol.com  
 
Thanks Gary...so glad you are 
keeping us in touch 

 
Robert E. Kulesh (55) 
rkulesh@MSEGRIP.COM  
 
Dear Gary, Many thanks for your 

continued dedication to the 
newsletter. I wish you and your family 

a great healthy HAPPY NEW YEAR 2015. I will be 
back in UK end of January and staying in 
Richmond. Hopefully there will be time to get to 
Bushy Park. 

 
Jean (Lack) Griffing (59) 
JeanGriffingHomes@carolina.rr.com  
 
Hi Gary, 

Thank you again for continuing your 
publication of Bushy Tales.  I was at Central my 
Junior and Senior year but only in the yearbook as a 
Senior.  We must have arrived too late for inclusion 
the first year.  
  
Do you have any knowledge of Sylvia Lane? We 
were great friends and both went to U. of Maryland, 
Munich Branch our Freshman year.  I would love to 
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hear from her. Unfortunately, I have lost contact 
with wonderful high school friends over the 
years.  After writing to you a few years ago, I was 
contacted by several people and have enjoyed 
getting to know them. 
  
Hope your Christmas was Merry and you have 
many Happy Surprises in the New Year 

 
Alice (Swanson) Sterling (59) 
sterlingja@sympatico.ca  
 
Hi Gary, 

 Love getting the Bushy Park 
Newsletter. Thank you so much for 

putting it all together for us each month. I sent off 
the copy of the Dec. one to my son so he could read 
about the history of the school but I inadvertently 
deleted my copy last night. Is there anymore history 
about how and why the school began and why it 
lasted only 10 yrs.? Do you still have the Dec. issue 
on file and could you send it to me so I can save it 
for the grandkids? They are always interested in 
how many times we all changed schools, where 
other kids had lived, how we all ended up at 
Bushy,  how did we make lasting friendships when 
we were always on the move etc. Happy New Year. 
May you be blessed with Health and Happiness in 
2015.  
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

EATING IN THE FIFTIES 
  
Pasta had not been invented 
.   
It was macaroni or spaghetti. 
 
Curry was a surname. 
 
A take-away was a mathematical problem. 
 
Pizza? Sounds like a leaning tower somewhere. 

 
Bananas and oranges only appeared at Christmas 
time. 
 
All chips were plain. 
 
Rice was a milk pudding, and never, ever part of 
our dinner. 
 
A Big Mac was what we wore when it was raining. 
 
Brown bread was something only poor people ate. 
 
Oil was for lubricating, fat was for cooking. 
 
Tea was made in a teapot using tea leaves and never 
green. 
 
Cubed sugar was regarded as posh. 
 
Chickens didn't have fingers in those days. 
 
None of us had ever heard of yogurt. 
 
Healthy food consisted of anything edible. 
 
Cooking outside was called camping. 
 
Seaweed was not a recognized food. 
 
Kebab' was not even a word, never mind a food. 
 
Sugar enjoyed a good press in those days, and was 
regarded as being white gold. 
 
Prunes were medicinal. 
 
Surprisingly muesli was readily available. It was 
called cattle feed. 
 
Pineapples came in chunks in a tin; we had only 
ever seen a picture of a real one. 
 
Water came out of the tap. If someone had 
suggested bottling it and charging more 
than gasoline for it they would have become a 
laughing stock.  
 
The one thing that we never ever had on our table in 
the fifties...was elbows! 
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