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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 
shuffy2@msn.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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Memorial Day 2016 
 
I received the following from Pat Terpening (58) Owen, who had received it 
from Jerry Kelly (58). I was thinking this morning that I needed to include 
something related to Memorial Day in this issue. I was pondering what I might 
find that would be appropriate. When I received Pat’s email this morning, it was to 
me an indication of the Grace of God. Many thanks to both of you for submitting 
this moving story.                                 
               Jerry Kelly 
 
AIRLINE CAPTAIN 

 
My lead flight attendant came to me and said, "We have an H.R. on this flight." (H.R. stands for 
human remains.) 
  

"Are they military?" I asked. 
  

“Yes”, she said. 
  

“Is there an escort?” I asked. 
  

“Yes, I've already assigned him a sea”. 
  

“Would you please tell him to come to the Flight Deck. You can board him early," I said... 
  

A short while later a young army sergeant entered the flight deck.  He was the image of the 
perfectly dressed soldier.  He introduced himself and I asked him about his soldier. 
  

The escorts of these fallen soldiers talk about them as if they are still alive and still with us.   
“My soldier is on his way back to Virginia,” he said.  He proceeded to answer my questions, but 
offered no words. 
  

I asked him if there was anything I could do for him and he said no.  I told him that he had the 
toughest job in the military, and that I appreciated the work that he does for the families of 
our fallen soldiers.   
 

The first officer and I got up out of our seats to shake his hand.  He left the Flight Deck to find 
his seat. 
  

We completed our preflight checks, pushed back and performed an uneventful departure.  About 
30 minutes into our flight, I received a call from the lead flight attendant in the cabin. 
  

“I just found out the family of the soldier we are carrying, is also on board”, she said.  She then 
proceeded to tell me that the father, mother, wife and 2-year old daughter were escorting their 
son, husband, and father home.  The family was upset because they were unable to see the 
container that the soldier was in before we left. 
  

We were on our way to a major hub at which the family was going to wait four hours for the 
connecting flight home to Virginia.  The father of the soldier told the flight attendant that 
knowing his son was below him in the cargo compartment and being unable to see him was too 
much for him and the family to bear.  He had asked the flight attendant if there was anything 
that could be done to allow them to see him upon our arrival.  The family wanted to be outside 
by the cargo door to watch the soldier being taken off the airplane. 
  

I could hear the desperation in the flight attendants voice when she asked me if there was 
anything I could do. “I'm on it”, I said.  I told her that I would get back to her. 
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Airborne communication with my company normally occurs in the form of e-mail like 
messages.  I decided to bypass this system and contact my flight dispatcher directly on a 
secondary radio.  There is a radio operator in the operations control center who connects you to 
the telephone of the dispatcher. I was in direct contact with the dispatcher.  I explained the 
situation I had on board with the family and what it was the family wanted. He said he 
understood and that he would get back to me. 
  

Two hours went by and I had not heard from the dispatcher.  We were going to get busy soon 
and I needed to know what to tell the family.  I sent a text message asking for an update.  I 
saved the return message from the dispatcher and the following is the text: 
  
“Captain, sorry it has taken so long to get back to you.  There is policy on this now, and I had 
to check on a few things.  Upon your arrival a dedicated escort team will meet the aircraft.  
The team will escort the family to the ramp and plane side.  A van will be used to load the 
remains with a secondary van for the family. 
  

The family will be taken to their departure area and escorted into the terminal, where the 
remains can be seen on the ramp.  It is a private area for the family only.  When the 
connecting aircraft arrives, the family will be escorted onto the ramp and plane side to watch 
the remains being loaded for the final leg home. 
  

Captain, most of us here in flight control are veterans.  Please pass our condolences on to the 
family.  Thanks.” 
  

I sent a message back, telling flight control thanks for a good job.  I printed out the message and 
gave it to the lead flight attendant to pass on to the father.  The lead flight attendant was very 
thankful and told me, “You have no idea how much this will mean to them.” 
  

Things started getting busy for the descent, approach and landing.   After landing, we cleared 
the runway and taxied to the ramp area.  The ramp is huge with 15 gates on either side of the 
alleyway.  It is always a busy area with aircraft maneuvering every which way to enter and exit.  
When we entered the ramp and checked in with the ramp controller, we were told that 
all traffic was being held for us. 
  

“There is a team in place to meet the aircraft', we were told.  It looked like it was all coming 
together, then I realized that once we turned the seat belt sign off, everyone would stand up at 
once and delay the family from getting off the airplane.  As we approached our gate, I asked the 
copilot to tell the ramp controller, we were going to stop short of the gate to make an 
announcement to the passengers.  He did that and the ramp controller said, “Take your time.” 
  

I stopped the aircraft and set the parking brake.  I pushed the public address button and said:  
'Ladies and gentleman, this is your Captain speaking: I have stopped short of our gate to 
make a special announcement. We have a passenger on board who deserves our honor and 
respect.  His name is Private XXXXXX, a soldier who recently lost his life.  Private XXXXXX 
is under your feet in the cargo hold.  Escorting him today is Army Sergeant XXXXXX.  Also, 
on board are his father, mother, wife, and daughter.  Your entire flight crew is asking for all 
passengers to remain in their seats to allow the family to exit the aircraft first.  Thank you.” 
 

We continued the turn to the gate, came to a stop and started our shutdown procedures.  A 
couple of minutes later I opened the cockpit door.  I found the two forward flight attendants 
crying, something you just do not see.  I was told that after we came to a stop, every passenger 
on the aircraft stayed in their seats, waiting for the family to exit the aircraft. 
  

When the family got up and gathered their things, a passenger slowly started to clap his hands.  
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Moments later, more passengers joined in and soon the entire aircraft was clapping.  Words of 
'God Bless You', I'm sorry, thank you, be proud, and other kind words were uttered to the family 
as they made their way down the aisle and out of the airplane.  They were escorted down to the 
ramp to finally be with their loved one. 
  

Many of the passengers disembarking thanked me for the announcement I had made.  They 
were just words, I told them, I could say them over and over again, but nothing I say will bring 
back that brave soldier. 
  

I respectfully ask that all of you reflect on this event and the sacrifices that millions of our 
men and women have made to ensure our freedom and safety in these United States of 
AMERICA. 
  
Foot note: 
  

I know everyone who reads this will have tears in their eyes, including me. 
Prayer chain for our Military... Don't break it!  Please send this on after 
a short prayer for our service men and women. 
   

They die for me and mine and you and yours and deserve our honor and 
respect. Thank you all who have served, or are serving.  We will not forget!!!! 
  

Prayer Request: 
  

Please stop for a moment and say a prayer for our troops around the world...  
Of all the gifts you could give a Marine, Soldier, Sailor, Airman and others deployed in 
harm's way, prayer is the very best one. 
  
GOD BLESS YOU!!! 
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2016 Gathering for Bushy Park 
 
It has been 3 years since the last Gathering of the Bushy Park Gang. It is time that we get 
together again. Every year we are losing many of our “Old Mates” and age is catching up to all 
of us.  
This Gathering will be less formal. We picked a date and location. You will make your own 
reservations, no charges up front. Just show up for a great time. The reason we are keeping it 
informal is so we can spend more time communicating with our old friends. 
Again we will be located in Las Vegas. We will also be staying at The Orleans Hotel and 
Casino. It has in the past been the most effective for cost and facility.  
The dates are Oct. 9th to Oct. 12th or 13th. That is Sunday to Thursday. 
I have not contacted the hotel, but if we get a good head count, I know that I can get a good room 
rate for us.  
What I need you to do ASAP. 
As soon as you can, evaluate if you can attend. If you can, please e/mail or call me with your 
intentions. I will contact The Orleans Hotel by the end of June to negotiate for better room rates 
with the head count receive. They have worked with us in the past. If the negotiations go well, I 
will e/mail or call you with the phone number and codes you will need to make your reservations 
at the negotiated rates. 
Please, consider attending. We always have a great time. 

 
Contact: Ren Briggs (60) e/mail rpbjr@frontiernet.net  
or call me at 928-758-2963 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
______________________________________________________________________________ 
A little reminder to all –if/when you change your email address, please let Pat 
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. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
Class 1955 Representative Still Wanted 
With Nancie Anderson Weber’s passing, is there anyone among the remaining members of 
Class 1955 who would be willing to step forward to be Class Representative? It entails very 
little activity. I add your name, photo and email address to those shown above. Anyone 
wishing to enquire regarding Class 1955 can contact you. That is unless they contact me. 
On the other hand, you can feel free to encourage your classmates to do anything related to 
Class 1955 past or present. I hope to hear from someone in Class 1955 soon. 
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_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
  
 
 

 
 

Our love and prayers go out to the family and friends of our classmates who have gone on before 
us.  We will miss them, yet we can find comfort in knowing that one-day we will all join them 
for the greatest of all reunions. 
 
No others reported this month. 
Acting Editor 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Memories of Bushy Park  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
From Pat Terpening (58) Owen:   
 

Sometimes because I'm bored and other times because I'm curious I go on line and 
try to find the houses I once lived in. I've located both houses I lived in in England, 
one in Thaxted, Essex, and the one in Wembley Park.  Below is a current picture of 

the Wembley Park house. The parts above the driveway have been added since we lived there. 
The bottom part was the garage, and it was so small we couldn't get a car into it, but then we 
couldn't have gotten the car in even if the garage hadn't been so small, as that's where the 
coalman dumped the coal every month. Remember when coal was rationed? We still got more 
coal than we could use every month. 

Classmates Who Have 
Transferred to The Eternal 
Duty Station 
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The bow window upstairs was my bedroom, the small window next to it was my sister's room. It 
was so small that all you could get into it was a twin bed and at the end of the bed was the 
wardrobe. An electric heater was mounted on the wall above my sister's head. I always hated to 
sleep in there because I was sure that thing would fall on me. Fortunately, it never did. 
 
Think dad paid $125.00 a month in rent. That house sold for 465,000 POUNDS!!! in 2011. 
 
Has anyone else ever gone on line and tried to find their former homes? If so, what was your 
experience and how has the house changed? 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

From Celeste Plitouke (57) Brodigan: 
The following “Hampton Hall Midget” issue for October 1955 and Invitation for 
the 1957 Junior-Senior Prom are courtesy of Celeste Plitouke (57) Brodigan. 
Celeste also sent me the “Midget” for 26 September 1955 (included in February 
2016 issue of BT) and for December 1955 (Maybe next month).  
 

Thank you, Celeste, for these looks at dorm life in 1955. Enjoy reading these time capsules! 
 
Bill Rumble, 
Acting Editor 
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“Midget”, October 25, 1955 Issue 
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Invitation for 1957 Junior-Senior Prom 
 

                      
 
 
 
As Bugs Bunny used to say at the end of the Warner Brothers’ cartoons,  
“Tha-Tha-Tha- That’s all folks!!”  
 
Want more? Want the newsletter to continue? Send me your photos, memories of the past, 
etc. I cannot edit what you do not send me.  
 
Bill Rumble, 
Acting Editor 
Email: BushyTales1@verizon.net  
 

--FINIS-- 
 
 


