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CLASS REPRESENTATIVES 
 
1953 – Jackie (Brown) Kenny 
JKYKNY@aol.com 
  
 
 

 
 
1954 – Betsy (Neff) Cote 
betsycote@Atlanticbb.net 
 
 

 
  1955 –  Volunteer Requested 

 
 
 
1956 – Edie (Williams) Wingate 
WingW@aol.com 
 
 

 
 
1957 – Shirley (Huff) Dulski 
sedulski@gmail.com 
 
 

 
 
 
1958 – Pat (Terpening) Owen 
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net 

 
 
 
1959 – John “Mike” Hall 
MGHall@Q.com 
 

 
 
 
1960 – Ren Briggs 
rpbjr@frontier.net 
 
 
 
 
1961 – Betsy (Schley) Slepetz 
bslepetz@comcast.net 

 
 
 
 
1962 – Dona (Hale) Ritchie 
DonaRitchie@aol.com 
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ROSTER CHANGES 
 

 
From: Pat Terpening (58) Owen 
 
 
 

_________________________________________________________________ 

A little reminder to all –if/when you change your email address, please let Pat Terpening 
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net  or me know, if you want to continue to receive the newsletter. 
Too many times we only find out when you send us an email saying you haven’t received 
the newsletter in few months. Thanks, guys. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
Memories of Bushy Park  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Max (Bee) Chapman (61) 
    
While I have enjoyed your monthly updates, I have never communicated 
regarding my time at Bushy Park. With the passage of nearly 60 years, a lot of 
names and dates have faded from memory. I attended the school from Jan. 58 

to Dec. 58. My father was a Marine Officer, attending the British War College for a year. I 
was a freshman and sophomore during the year. My most vivid memory is dating two girls 
– Karen and Sue – and playing rugby and running track.  
 
 On leaving London, I attended the Episcopal High School in Alexander, Va. From there, I 
attended UNC on a football scholarship, where I played for four years and graduated with 
a degree in economics. From there, I attended the Columbia Business School for my MBA. 
After a tour in the Marine Corps, I spent thirty-five years on Wall St., as an investment 
banker and eventually management. I have since retired and live in Houston, TX, and 
Jackson, WY. 
 

It would be nice to make contact with classmates that have faded from my memory and 
refresh mine.  
I recall two major events that changed my life going forward – I discovered girls and beer! 
I have continued my taste for both over these many years.  
   

Thanks again for your efforts. 
Max (Bee) Chapman (61) 
 



	 3	

 

Patricia Joan Nelson (61) 
 
Hi, Everyone.  I was a Junior at Bushy from 1959-'60.  It was the most exciting 
time of my teen years.  My father was stationed at Sculthorpe, so I had a six-
hour, winding ride to school. We stopped at Baldock, which was midway in our 
long journey.  There were no Freeways, because laws prevented the government 

from taking the land they needed to build one. Sooo, our trip was very slow and scenic 
during the daylight hours.  I loved the bus rides!  I loved Bushy!  It was a place full of 
adventure.  
 

But one time I got into so much trouble with "adventures" that I paralyzed myself with 
fear of expulsion. It started on a trip to the base library.  I noticed a book that promised to 
turn anyone into the life-of-the-party with their new hypnotizing skills.  At that time, I was 
struggling with my shyness.  I wanted to be recognized.  Known as a fun, affable character 
that everyone liked. 
(To be cont.) 
 

 
Nettie Grace McClellan (58) Brown-Dunsford 
I have so enjoyed hearing about Bushy Park and so appreciate all you and 
others have done to stir up some of the best memories of our lives. I would be 
considered Class of 58, having spent my ninth grade in the dorm in 54-55 
school year. My roommate was Joyce Booth, a good friend who traveled with 	
me and 5 or 6 others from the Upper Heyford AFB and surrounding area in 

our hired coach. As I celebrate my 76th birthday on Nov 4, I will recall the birthday cake 
Joyce packed into her suitcase, as we returned to the dormitory on Sunday night. We were 
having cake with several others in our room with flashlights long after the lights should 
have been out. Joyce and I continued to stay in contact after she returned to Merced, 
California, and I to Tampa, FL.  I visited CA and Joyce several times after we married and 
had children. She finally came to Florida to spend a week with me just 5 years ago and, like 
the rest of you from Bushy Park, we laughed into the night with old stories of London days 
– Mr. Poole’s English class, Mr. Dickinson’s Latin, and Mrs. Drain’s home economics. I tell 
you all this as I fight the tears, because my dear friend Joyce just passed away on Oct 24---
6 days ago---after fighting pancreatic cancer for over 9 months. She knew I had received 
newsletters from you former students, but I am not sure if she ever felt up to making 
contact. We even took an interest in joining some of you for one of those mini-reunions. But 
that could not materialize under the circumstances. Thank you so much for helping all of 
us to feel young again!  
 

Best regards, Nettie Grace (McClellan) Brown-Dunsford .   
By the way, the Dunsford is a wonderful addition to my name; I just married again last 
year after being alone for over 35 years. As I said before, your newsletters made me young 
again!! 

 
 
                 	
	
	
	
	

Joyce	Booth	(58)			 	 	 	 								Mr.	Poole																		Mr.	Dickinson																	Mrs.	Drain	
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John Enroth Class of '56 
 

I guess the two events that I recall fondly was the track and field trip to Munich 
in the spring of 1955.  Most of the American high schools in Europe were 
competing.  We took the boat train from Dover to Boulogne, France and caught 
the Oriental Express to Munich.  We arrived on a Friday night, I think. 

 Saturday was the track and field meet.  Bushy Park HS did not do very well but it was fun 
competing.  I remember being part of the mile relay Team (4 runners doing a quarter mile 
run).  I was the last runner and when I got the stick we were in last place.  I managed to 
run just fast enough so we didn't finish last, just second to last.  Big deal, huh. We could not 
get the Oriental Express out of Munich until Monday so we toured Munich and some of the 
bars and beer gardens to get a feel of the night life.  We all made it safely back to London. 
 

Thanks to Bev Schroeder's program in this issue of the 751st concert in 1954 I remember 
being part of the band in that concert.  The 751st band was kind enough to let the Bushy 
Park high school band be a part of the Christmas concert.  We were seated with the band 
in our respective sections.  I played clarinet.  I really felt that I didn't belong there as the 
Air Force band was so good and we (me, at least) was not anywhere near their skill.   
 

I treasure my six years living in England and the three years in English schools and three 
years at Bushy Park.  I never realized how important those years were until I began to see 
American society deteriorating.  I realized how important history was when I see us 
making the same mistakes that the British made just before the start of WWII.  But after 
reading Margaret MacMillan’s book, "Paris 1919" I can see why Europe was in such a 
mess. In my travels around the high schools in Phoenix for the soccer program, I am 
appalled at the lack of historical knowledge of the US and the world, not only the students, 
but many of the adults.   
 

I do not know if any of you remember a story going around in the early fifties of a Soviet 
officer talking to an American officer.  He said something like, "We know we cannot beat 
you militarily, but we will beat you from within.  We will take over your schools, 
universities, newspapers and political parties."  Whether this is true or not, it seems to me 
that this is exactly what's happening. 
 

Anyway, Bill, here is my cut. Use what you think is appropriate. 
 
 

__________________________________ 
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Jerry L. Berry (55), Aurora, Colorado (alto sax) 
 

Reading the note from Bev (Beverly Schroeder (56) Smith in the latest issue) 
about the 54 Christmas Concert program brought back memories. I played 
in the band with the USAF professionals and sang bass in the chorus. It was 
a cold night in England, with ice in the parking lot and on the sidewalks. (I 
slipped and tore the right knee out of my brand-new steel blue suit. 

Fortunately, the Twenty Guinea Tailors was able to reweave it so nicely that I could not tell 
one knee from the other. The quality of the repair, of course; I've always been able tell 
which knee is which.) 
 

I sat in with the USAF Band's first alto sax player. I kept up through the program, playing 
quietly and carefully, so low in some places I could not be heard (those places I knew I 
could not play well, or indeed at all). Until we hit the Comic Suite! The first excerpts were 
not too bad, but "Barney Google" was at least twice as fast as anything I could finger. I 
kept the mouthpiece in my mouth and tried not to look lost. Doubt that that succeeded. 
Woefully unprepared and under skilled. The rest of the program went OK. I do much 
better now; took up the horn again after playing in college and then 45 years of non-
playing. 
 

No low spots in the chorus part of the program, only happy memories. I especially loved 
"Madame Jeanette" and still sing snatches of it, along with my wife, The Celestial Linda, 
who also sang it in her mixed chorus. Now that defines a standard, a classic that was being 
performed in high schools in England and Colorado. 
 
 

____________________ 
 
 
 

Murry Black (56) 
 

Thank you for your work to bring us all together.  I was at CHS Bushy Park 
just one year (1953-4) for my Sophomore year of high school.  I lived 6 months 
in Southfields and 6 months in the central part of London.  As a result, I had a 
long one hour (?) bus ride each way, that meant that I had little time to get to 
know any of my school-mates.   In fact, since the daylight hours were very 

short in the fall-winter, we rode in the dark, so I was even unable to see my fellow travelers 
on the bus! I’ll see what memorabilia that I can scrape up, but I am not too hopeful. I was 
encouraged that I recognize most of the reunion group in Texas, although they certainly 
would not have any reason to remember me. 
 

Again, thanks for your work, I do find the results interesting. 
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Sean Carr McMahon (58) 
Hmmmmmmm?  Favorite teachers?  I think we were blessed with some really 
good ones, and they enjoyed their jobs and opportunities while in Europe – 
Kellys even made London their permanent home.  Loved Miss Reagan, who 
married Mr. Walsh, Miss Hynes, who married Mr. Threlkeld, then there was 
Mr. Mitchell who taught French and went to Paris every month I think.  I 

can’t remember the name of the man who ran the library, who was so kind to me, but I can 
see his face.  Every time I had a book report due and procrastinated, as usual, he handed a 
really thin book to me that I could read in one night.  Got some good stuff that way, 
probably would not have known of Ernie Pyle.  It seems impossible that we were there just 
ten years after WWII, or less!  Bushy Park was the most stability I enjoyed in a rather 
tumultuous childhood and I still cherish the experiences and memories.   When I learned of 
the first reunion, I was lucky enough to attend. I was on the phone with Barb Martin (my 
dorm room mate) and exclaiming my joy, as she told me who all had responded to 
invitations.  My daughter-in-law had just come in and heard me and said, in absolute 
amazement, oh my lord!  Your teachers are still living?!  This was in 1988! There is justice! 
 She just turned 56!  Lol.  I have had the great pleasure of reuniting with the best friends 
ever.  Father Aaron Peters, now a Benedictine monk, but Father Pete to us, Carol 
Yacavone who is still the coolest, most savvy and smartest girl in the world, Bev Wagner 
who is still traveling in her RV and serving her mission, Sandy Buchanan still adorable and 
how does she not age?!  Life is to be lived and I have a blended family of eight children, ten 
grandchildren and four great-grands and I miss my late husband every day, but I am 
grateful for every minute I have had with them all, and Bushy Park was a truly important 
part of my growth.  Thank you for what you are doing now, Bill. 
 

			 								 			 									 			 									 												 	
					Mrs.	Kelly												Miss	Reagan							Mr.	Walsh												Miss	Hynes			Mr.	Threlkeld							Mr.	Mitchell										Mr.	Seaton	
	
[Editor’s Note: Sean and I determined that the Librarian she mentioned above was Mr. 
Seaton] 
 

                                               	
				Barbara	Martin																	Pete	Peters																			Carol	Albert																			Bev	Gehrett															Sandy	Mittlestadt 
	 Hobbs	 	 	 	 											Yacavone		 	 					Wagner	 											Buchanan 
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MINI-REUNION, LAS VEGAS 
 

Judy Risler (60) Murphy  
Greetings to all my Bushy Park brat friends!  
 

I want to report that twenty (20) of our fellow BP brats, and most of their 
respective spouses, had a very fun gathering at the Orleans Casino in Las 
Vegas 10-13 October.  We were all from the 58/61 era, good buddies from our 
school way back when.  There was no hoopla, no banquets, no predetermined 

activities, just our little group sitting around "the pit" in the bar area that we more or less 
designated as our official meeting place.  It was great!  Ren Briggs, our unofficial 
ramrodder, had rented a cabana out by the pool for a couple of days, and when we weren't 
digressing in "the pit", we were out there solving the world's problems.  And possibly some 
of our own.  The weather held beautiful, the surroundings were enthusiastic and serene at 
the same time, and the company was outstanding.  Of all the gatherings we've had, I think 
this one was the best.  Maybe because in spite of all the years that have passed since we 
roamed the halls of Bushy Park, we remain good friends and comfortable companions.   
 

Thanks to Bob Percy, I experienced the wonderful taste sensation of two new (to me) 
drinks: a White Russian and a Black Russian.  I heartily recommend both to those of you 
who enjoy a tasty imbibement once in a while.  Lyn Stinnett, Mike and I went to the movies 
(there in the Orleans, where we were staying), to see "The Girl on the Train".  I did so 
enjoy the company, but the movie was just so-so.  Maybe the book will be better. 
 

In closing, I just want to say I hope we can all continue to reconnect as much as possible.  
"Time do fly", as they say down here in the south, but I don't believe the friendships we 
forged at Bushy Park will ever be forgotten. 
 

                                             																																																			 	
									Ren	Briggs																																																								Bob	Percy																																																																			Lyn	Peterson	
                               Stinnett             
    	
List of attendees, minus one: 
	 	 	 			 
Ren Briggs (60) and wife Pat 
Thyra Caldwell (61) 
Judy Risler Murphy (60) 
Mike Murphy (58) 
Warren Nybo (60) 
Jerry Kelly (58) and wife Sandi 
Carol Condron Cole (61) and husband Dave 
Anita Hardy Johnson (60) and husband Phil 
Judy Paullus (59) 
Bob Percy (59) and wife Linda 
"Chug" McChord (60) 
Bob Harrold (60) and wife Debby 
Lyn Peterson Stinnett (58) 

Mike Hoyt (60) 
Pat Brady Thurman (60) and husband 
Wayne 
Judy Samms Stanford (59) and husband 
Ken 
Bill Lambert (60) and wife Geri 
Doug Eskra (60) and wife Linda 
Phil Dougherty (60) and wife 
Teachers:  Cliff Gunderson (Algebra) and 
                    Family 
                   Frank Janusz (Problems of 

            Democracy) 
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Letters to the Editor 
 

 
 
 
 
	

 
 
Hi Bill, 
 

Good newsletter and I liked the questions you posed for us to write about.  Keep up the 
good work! 
 

I just returned from a submarine reunion in Virginia Beach, VA, a visit with classmate 
Sherry Burrit Konjura and husband Gerry near Lancaster, PA, and with Barbara 
Bookhamer Luehrs and husband Larry in Dayton OH. A fine trip, and an even finer visit. 
  

Sherry and Gerry have a nice cozy home in Gordonville, PA. in the middle of Amish 
Country. Both are still active in the theatre. Sherry is in rehearsal for a play and Gerry 
builds sets. Thoroughly enjoyed the visit with them. Sherry and Gerry took a couple of 
pictures while I was there. If not for them I wouldn’t have a record of the visit.  Kind of 
reminds me of my siblings a few years ago. They all got together and asked if I could 
arrange going to Hutchinson, KS, for a brief visit and meet them in a restaurant. I 
arranged it and went.  In the middle of the meal, I had a mouth full of salad, when my 
youngest sister said, “We all got tired of you always saying, “If I only had a camera....’ 
“Well dear brother, here is a camera. Happy Birthday.” I almost choked on the salad. A 
nice gesture, to be sure.  Trouble is, like this little bit of a vacation.  I forgot to take the 
camera with me. I’ve just never been a camera-buff.  So, now I’m always saying, “If I had 
only brought the camera with me!” My siblings just shake their heads.   
 

Barbara, Larry and I watched a lot of political shows on TV––heavily involved in the 
political process. Of course, we made all kinds of comments.  And solved all the problems.  
Wish more people were like them.  Maybe we wouldn’t be in the mess we are now - 
political wise. They are such generous and kind people, and are always so very good to me 
when I visit, which I usually do on my way back from my submarine reunions.  It’s right 
on the way home, so there’s no reason not to stop. Barb is retired from nursing, and Larry 
is retired from the electrical business he owned and operated. Barb and I rode the bus 
together, back and forth from our respective bases in England on weekends.  We usually 
sat together. So, we do have a lot of memories and tales for her boys. 
 

I send greetings to all, and wish them to know that I keep everyone in my personal prayers 
and frequently in our community prayers here at the Abbey in Atchison, KS. Our little 
college, (Benedictine) is growing leaps and bounds, as well as our High School (Maur Hill-
Mount Academy).  I think the College is going to put a cap on the number of students. We 
are up to 2500 now.  That’s about as many as we can handle without going into debt up to 
our arm pits. 

 
Blessings and to you and all.  
Fr. Aaron Peters, O SB 
Sheldon Peters –  
Pete ’57 
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Bill, 
	

Our dear friend Fr. Aaron (Pete) Peters came east in October for a reunion with his 
Submarine pals and came by our place for an overnight stay on his way back home. He had 
made us a beautiful cross which hangs in our living room just outside our bedroom door. I 
am sending you a picture of Pete and my husband Gerry standing by the cross and one of 
Pete and me.  We had such a wonderful time catching up with one another and making a 
happy memory for our memory book! Although we stay in touch on a fairly regular basis, 
it is always so nice to have a chance to actually see and visit with one another. 
Hope this will give you something for the December issue...Have a Merry Christmas! 

 
Sherry Konjura (Cheryl Burritt '57) 

 
 
 
 

	

						  
Pete and Gerry        Pete and Sherry 
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My husband, Peter McClean, was a former student at Bushy Park and his junior year 
transferred to Lakenheath.   
Sadly, he died suddenly of a heart attack on Sept. 19, 2016.  He and I both graduated from 
Lakenheath HS.  I never went to Bushy Park, because I arrived the year Lakenheath was 
built.  We dated our junior and senior years at Lakenheath.  My family moved to France 
and his moved back to the US.  After graduating from different colleges and going our 
separate ways, we reconnected after both of our spouses died. We were married in 2003 
and had a wonderful life together, although much too short.  We traveled the world and 
split our time between Santa Fe, NM, and Rowayton, CT.  I have attached a picture of us 
on Hunstanton Beach near my house at RAF Sculthorpe, Norfolk County, in 1962.  I have 
also attached a more recent picture of us celebrating Peter’s birthday in Feb. 2016.  
 

Paula Bronson McClean 
 

               
                                                                                                             Peter McClean 
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Dear Bill Rumble, 
 

I am a friend of Nancy Gesswein. We recently compared notes and discovered that we both 
went to the dependents' school at Bushy in London. I went there for one year from 1968-
1969. It would be lovely to hear what other alumni are doing and, perhaps, get back in 
touch with a few. 
 

Would it be possible to join the mailing list for Bushy Tales? 
 

Thank you. 
Best wishes, 
Marguerite Froscher Drew 

 
…. 

 
Hello, Marguerite: 
 

Thank you for your email.  
 

The newsletter I edit is directed at those who attended London Central High school in 
Bushy Park, Teddington, England, during the class years 1953 - 1962. In fall of 1962 the 
school was moved to High Wycombe. I assume that this is where you attended school. 
Bushy Park was a small, intimate environment with a relatively small student body and 
smallish classes. The result being a cohesiveness of classmates during these years, especially 
with those who were there at the same time. As I am sure you experienced, students were 
coming and going throughout the school year. Most being military dependents, this was not 
a new situation for most of us. What was new to many of us, was being in a school that was 
ALL military dependents. 
 

I have no idea whether or not this cohesiveness exists among those who attended at High 
Wycombe, where, I think, the class sizes were larger. Maybe so. I do not know if there is a 
newsletter for these later student classes. A brief search yielded one which has since folded, 
“The Londoner”. Below are a few links for you to explore. The first is one aimed at the 
same group our newsletter addresses. In fact, you can find all of our newsletters at this 
website. The second link talks about London Central High School and other schools in 
their various iterations. The third link is to a website that appears to be undergoing 
reconstruction. It seems to be aimed at those attending at High Wycombe, but I can’t be 
sure. When I took over for the founding editor, Gary Schroeder, I was contacted by a 
woman who was running a Facebook page for graduates/attendees of military dependents 
schools. I don’t do Facebook, so I had no interest in pursuing this angle. 
 

http://www.bushypark.org 
http://www.harrold.org/rfhextra/brats.html 
http://londoncentral.org 
 

I am happy to add you to our mailing list, but it will yield you little, if any, information of 
those who were in school when you were. Please let me know one way or another if you 
wish to join our list. 
 

Kind regards, 
Bill 
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…. 
 
 
Dear Bill and Marguerite,  
 

Thank you, Bill, for letting me know that Marguerite Drew contacted you about the Bushy 
Tales.  
 

You certainly gave us both more information than I had about Bushy Park and it’s life 
after I left London. I knew of High Wycombe by name, but did not have any dates for the 
movement of the dependents' school in London.  
 

For me Bushy Park was an oasis in a foreign land that i did not know I longed for. I loved 
my British girls’ school but nothing compared to spending a year with teens who were 
mostly dependents of military overseas. In former years my father had never gotten 
quarters on any base in the USA. After my junior year at Bushy Park while getting my 
transcript straightened out, we were transferred to Long Beach, CA. That was culture 
shock all over again but with less sting after a year at Bushy Park. 
 

In the 90’s I had the pleasure of advising the then coordinator of the overseas dependents 
schools in Washington D.C. as he made plans to put Reading Recovery, a New Zealand 
program I was as an American reading teacher was bringing to the State of Virginia. (This 
New Zealand program was intended for first graders who were having difficulties learning 
to read.) From personal experience, I knew moving often, as we all did, could cause many 
of us to not learn to read in first grade. The program did eventually become a part of the 
early education for dependents in Europe, but proved difficult-meaning expensive-for the 
government to keep operational. (There is some real trivia about overseas schools I bet you 
never knew! 

 
It is enriching to know each of you! 
 
Warmest regards, 
Nancy Reed (56) Gesswein 
 

 
…. 

 
Dear Bill and Nancy, 
 

Thank you, Bill, for all those helpful links. Walking down memory lane in this way has 
made me think hard and calculate that I actually graduated in 1967. I attended Central for 
only my senior year 1966-1967. When you said I must have gone to High Wycombe that 
just didn't sound right and I discovered in one of your links that between Bushy Park and 
High Wycombe the school was at Bushy Hall and that was when I was there. They have a 
newsletter called "The Londoner" and I've tried to sign up; we'll see if it's still active. (Ah, 
rereading your letter I see that it has folded; what a shame!).  I actually don't know 
whether the classmates had an unusual cohesiveness when I was there because I didn't 
socialize with them very much. We lived in London (Stanhope Gate, on Park Lane) and 
most of the others lived out at Mildenhall or South Ruislip. I spent all my time with the 
English divers who I trained with, one of whom is now my husband! I was well aware of the 
novelty of Central being the only school I'd ever attended where ALL the classmates were 
military dependents. It was lovely because we all accepted one another immediately - didn't 
feel like the newcomers or outsiders because we all were in the same boat.  
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Nancy, re your comment on government employees giving us a good education - I felt the 
teachers and the classes they taught were very good when I was there! It's such a pleasant 
coincidence that we were both involved with teaching children with reading difficulties. I 
agree that the Reading Recovery program is good and it's great that the government used 
it for the dependents' schools. Unfortunately, providing appropriate intervention when 
children have trouble learning to read is expensive and convincing schools that it is worth 
maintaining is always a challenge. When there are cutbacks that sort of provision is usually 
the first thing to go.  
 

Thank you both for all the information and discussion. It has been fun and interesting to 
remember "the old days" with you. 
 

Warmest best wishes, 
Marguerite 
 

 
 

--FINIS-- 


