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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 
MGHall446@gmail.com 
 
 
 

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

 
 
1962 – Dona (Hale) Ritchie 
Dona.Ritchie@att.net
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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 
(58) Owen nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net  or me know BushyTales1@verizon.net , 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. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
William English (57) 
August 28, 1939 - June 27, 2012 
 
 

William Bill English, Sr., 72, of Lumberton, TX died Wednesday, June 27, 2012. He was 
born on August 28, 1939, in Beaumont, Texas, to Ruth Allene Scurlock English and 
Richard H. English. He returned to southeast Texas after retiring from the United States 
Navy as an aviation machinist. After retirement from the Navy, Bill led a very busy and full 
life working as a police officer for the cities of El Cajon and San Diego, California. He also 
worked as a construction supervisor and a machinist with DuPont Aerospace. Survivors 
include his wife, Marcia English; daughter, Rebecca Brown and her husband, Royce, of 
Virden, New Mexico; son, Billy English, Jr. and his wife, Robin, of Morenci, Arizona; 
stepsons, Randy Worry of Houston and Gerald Worry and his wife, Gail, of Round Rock, 
Texas; sisters, Mary Lu Howell of Shreveport, Louisiana; Virginia Ginny Taylor and her 
husband, Dave; Margaret Peggy Joiner; and Dorothy Dotty Dewitt and her husband, 
Eddy, all of Vidor; brother, Johnny E. English of Kountze, Texas; seven grandchildren; 
two great- grandchildren; numerous nieces, nephews, and many, many close friends; and 
his beloved dogs, Maggie and Misty. He is preceded in death by his mother; and sister, 
Ruthie McMellon.  
 

His funeral service was held on June 30, 2012, at Broussard's, with interment to follow at 
Forest Lawn Memorial Park, Beaumont, TX.  
 

### 

Classmates Who 
Have Transferred to 

the Eternal Duty 
Station 
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Donald Howard Crews (59) 
May 16, 1940 – December 9, 2017 
 
 

Fort Worth, TX -- Donald Howard Crews, 77, passed away Saturday, Dec. 9, 2017. 
VISITATION: 4 to 6 p.m. Sunday at Greenwood, 3100 White Settlement Road. Don was 
born to Howard and Lillian Crews on May 16, 1940, in Portsmouth, Va. He married June 
Maslan on Sept. 15, 1963. He and June had four children, Jane, Margaret (Deceased), 
Mark and Roy; 11 grandchildren; brother, Rod; two sisters, Karen and Carolyn; as well as 
many friends. 
 
 

### 
  
 
David Caraway (60) deceased - cancer - 2017 
  
 
 

 
### 

 
Memories of Bushy Park       
 
 
 
Robert Harrold (60) maintains a Bushy Park website at 
BushyPark.org Among the things you can see at this 
website is a “Guestbook”, in which many website visitors 
have left comments. There are many entries, dating back to 
April 2007.   
Here is a direct link: Bushy Park Guest Book 
 
Hi, Bill 
 

We so appreciate all your and Pat Owen’s efforts in keeping us going.  My sister, Patty, and 
I made a 12-day trip back to England in May and we thoroughly enjoyed ourselves—a trip 

down memory lane, for sure!  We stayed in a cottage in the Cotswolds 
(Northleach), then made our way across country to the village of Thorpeness, on 
the North Sea.  We spent 4 days in the village and actually stayed in our old 
house of 60 years ago; it’s now a “holiday rental” (as the Brits call it.)  Pictures 
attached. 
 

~Cheers, Carol Condron (62) Coles 
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The Whinlands 

 
 
Boats on the  
Meare-Thorpeness 
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Northleach 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Bill, 
 

I’ve put it off long enough … memories of Bushy Park HS in the mid-fifties!   
 

Your brother. Pete, and I were classmates and arrived in London at about the same 
time.  My father was a navy officer stationed at Grosvenor Sq. and we lived behind Barkers 
on Kensington Square.  An easy walk to Joe Wolfe’s house and not far from Ted Hopkins, 
Carrie Williams, Sheila Porter and several other townies like yourselves in 
Knightsbridge.  We took the same bus.  Marianna Bramlitt lived in Ruislip I think, Betsey 
Campbell was just off Marylebone Rd and Nancie Anderson in St Johns Wood.  My father 
came directly from Korea, picked us up in Vermont where our home was, and we headed 
to Brooklyn in early May ’54.  Took the USNS Upshur (I think), first stop Bremerhaven for 
two days then Southampton.  I had completed 11th grade early in Vt so only went to BP a 
few days as the class of '54 was preparing to graduate.  Wanting to experience the British 
system I went to St Benedict's in Ealing for a semester, transferring to BP in January ’55 to 
get necessary credits for HS graduation for US college admission, especially US History 
and Government, that I had missed somehow in my previous high schools.  Left 
Southampton on another USNS ship in time to report to West Point in July ’55.  Among 
memories - senior prom at Kensington Palace Hotel, Queen Charlotte’s Ball with Betsey, 
cricket matches at Lords, the West End theaters for ‘half a crown’.  The Teen Age Club on 
Grosvenor Sq. and then the Winfield House.  Nancie Anderson married a WP classmate 
(Paul Weber) and our paths crossed from time to time. Sadly, they have both passed as 
have other townies including Joe Wolfe, Fred Bidgood and Phil Creasor. 
 

Thanks for keeping the newsletter up and running, 
 
Alan Phillips (55) 
 
PS. Your brother was a bit like Tom Sawyer white-washing the picket fence - Pete had a 
Model A Ford that needed a bit of work; he would invite some of us over to ogle this great 
machine in your garage only to have us endlessly sanding the body so he could touch up the 
brilliant red paint;  did it ever get road-worthy? 
 



 6 

PPS I still have the Reading List that Mr. Hughes(?) gave to the senior English class; 
someday I’ll get through it! 
 
+Small World Item. Our youngest son graduated from the Brussels American HS in the 
late 80’s - one of his inspiring teachers was Paul Francis, one of our own at Bushy Park.   
 

*** 
Hello, Alan: 
 

It is very nice to hear from you. 
 

We arrived in mid-May 1954 and started almost 
immediately at CHS, Bushy Park. We traveled 
to England on SS United States. Very nice trip. 
Our father was also a navy officer stationed in 
the offices on North Audley Street near 
Grosvenor Square. We lived a block and a bit 
south of Knightsbridge Road at 12 Wilton 
Place. Interestingly, if you try to look at the 
front of this address on Google Maps, it is 
blocked! Our bus included an amazing group of 
people, especially all of those in the Classes of 
’55 and ’56. We saw Nancie Anderson and Paul 
Weber several times over the years as well.  
 
I remember you being appointed to all three 
service academies in 1955. It was the first year 
of enrollment at the U.S. Air Force Academy, if 
memory serves me. Either Pete or our father 
told me that you had asked your father’s advice 
on which academy you should attend, he being a 
UNSA graduate like our father. The story goes 
that he recommended that you go to USMA. 
This may not have been at all how it came to be. 

 
 

Yes, Pete was always a clever guy. His Model A Ford Touring Car did make it to 
roadworthy status. As you state, it was bright red. He had some problems with the radiator 
after rebuilding the engine. I think he actually drove it to Bushy Park a few times. I 
remember not too long after the engine was rebuilt, it seemed to be very tight. He and I 
were driving around Hyde Park Corner one afternoon and as we tried to go up the hillside, 
I had to get out and push to help the car get up the hill. 
 

Pete asked our father to take his Model A back to the USA, when he was transferred back 
in November 1955. Our father would not allow it for some reason. He was selling his car in 
England and getting a new one in the States. This was one of several car projects that Pete 
had before and after England. 
 

Great memories, Alan. I will include your email and my response in our next newsletter, if 
you don’t mind. 
Bill Rumble (57) 

*** 
Bill: 
 

               Ted Hopkins (55) & Alan Phillips (55) 
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True, my dad thought the army treated families better but of course that was before the 
VN era.  
Don’t mind at all. 
 

Alan 
*** 

Hello, again, Alan: 
 

A couple of interesting things about Pete’s Model A:  
 

- it was right-hand drive 
- apparently the cars were fabricated in Detroit, then disassembled and shipped to the UK 
in pieces. They were then reassembled and sold. The floor boards were made from the 
wooden crates used to ship the car parts to the UK. Henry Ford was very tight with his 
dollars! 
 

Bill 
 

### 
 
December 1954 
 

We had only been stationed at Lincoln AFB, Nebraska for a year when orders came 
through for us to travel to England and were to report to Hamilton AFB in New York. 
That was the POE for travel by ship to Southampton. My sister Leanore and I were excited 
as we had already traveled round trip to Okinawa in 1947-48. That was fifteen days one 
way. The trip to England would be 3 to 4 days. We arranged for our ‘53 Plymouth to be 
shipped and waited for further orders. Ten days later we were still waiting. The only thing 
we could do was to check the bulletin board several times a day to see if our names were on 
the to report list. Finally, it was but not what we expected. Disappointment set in.  
 

Finally, our names were posted on the bulletin board. We were to go to Grand Central 
station to travel to Westover AFB in Massachusetts. We did and two days later we were at 
the end of the runway awaiting takeoff. For me and my sister this would be our first flight. 
The engines came to life on the MATS C-118 (DC-6) airplane, the brakes released, and we 
began the takeoff roll. After about 15 seconds the brakes were applied hard and the props 
reversed. My dad joking said “are we in the air yet?”  Not a consoling comment for a 
fourteen-year-old. Anyway about a hour later we were airborne and headed for 
Newfoundland for refueling. Quite a few hours later the Air Traffic Centre at RAF 
Prestwick, Scotland was guiding us to a safe landing in the light rain and fog. Made it but I 
began to look at air travel a little differently.  
We went through passport control and then on to customs. Customs then required all 
luggage be examined. From there it was to the money exchange and a briefing about how to 
conduct ourselves in Britain. I wondered what were MPC’s.  
It was now 2AM. We were taken to a contract hotel and told that a car would be there at 
8AM to take us to the train station for a ride to south central England.  
Due to flooding the train traveled on tracks that were completely covered by water. That 
and the fog made for quite an adventure.  
We eventually made it to the city of Cheltenham. Our longtime friends the Morris family 
(we were stationed with them at Travis AFB, Smokey Hill AFB at Salina, Kansas and now 
Fairford AFB) picked us up and provided us with lodging until we could rent a house. They 
lived in South Cerney a small village near Cirencester. We eventually found a house in 
Purton about 4 miles from Swindon.  
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We drove to London once, obediently stopping at the crosswalks with the blinking yellow 
lights. London in the late forties was still a mess. Blocks and blocks of nothing but rubble.  
 

My dad had a friend in personnel that arranged for a transfer to West Drayton (yes, the 
Morris family came with us). Once there we rented a house in Laleham that was thirty feet 
from the Thames River and just upstream was Penton Hook Lock. It separates Laleham 
and Staines.  
So, in September 1955 my sister and I boarded Bus 102 to CHS.  
For the next three years life couldn’t have been better or happier. We went to the West 
Drayton and the Columbia House American Teenage clubs, visited all the tourist 
attractions. Thank goodness a Wimpy’s Hamburger was built in Piccadilly Circus. At last 
some decent food. 
All good things come to an end and in December 1957 we were driven to Paddington train 
station and transported to Burtonwood AFB to catch a MATS flight. Seven days later and 
because of the fog we were still waiting. A couple of days later they took us to Manchester 
and put us on a commercial Eastern Airlines Super Connie that was powered by 
propellers. After a brief stop at Shannon, Ireland for fuel we were on the way to Idlewild 
Airport, NY. And lastly a short train ride to Chicopee Falls and Westover AFB. Just in 

time for New Year’s Eve and to welcome 1958. Quite an adventure. It didn’t 
end there. Marriage and the Army were in my future, but that’s a story for 
another day.  
END 
 

Ellis Edward Young (59) 
 

Our house in Wiltshire near Swindon. My sister Leanore is pictured.  Another View of our house. 

 
A view of the garage. The Plymouth wouldn’t fit!     English kids 
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Letters to the Editor 
 
 
I just have a comment on the article sent by Connie Saunders in the 
June Bushy Tales Newsletter... 
 

I noticed in the background, of the photo that she submitted, two 
paintings by the artist Tarkay. I am also fond of that artist and have several paintings in 
my home. I bought them at art auctions while on Royal Caribbean Cruise ships. And I was 
curious to know if Connie enjoyed cruising as much as I do. My husband, Joe, and I have 
been cruising for the last twenty-five years and spend most of the winters cruising. Since we 
live in NC now, we mostly cruise ports up and down the East Coast visiting Canada, New 
England, Bermuda, Bahamas, and the Caribbean. In the past, we cruised to many different 
far away countries but now we travel closer to home. We find it a wonderful way to meet 
new people and stay active. 
 

I enjoy reading the newsletter each month. It brings back wonderful 
memories. Thank you for all you do each month to keep me looking forward 
to seeing and reminiscing about a time in my life that made an invaluable 
impression on a young girl. The three years I spent in London turned out to 
be a pivotal factor in the person I am today. 
 

Leslie Crews (née Tanenzaph) (62) 
 

### 
 
Dear All, 
  

I vaguely remembered that, in an old footlocker stored in my garage, I would find a lot of 
V-Mail letters from my father to my mother during WW2.  It was a chore that I have been 
putting off since my mother died in 2011.  But inspired by the recent Memorial Day, I 
opened the trunk and began to discover a number of things about my father and where he 
served through those treasured V-Mails. 
  

In our first year in England (1955), Daddy took Mother and me to his former “camp” 
where he served from Sept. 1942 until, at least, Nov. 1944.  As I was only 12 years-old at the 
time of our visit, I did not fully understand the significance of the site and did not 
remember the name of the camp or the area of England where it was located.  Even after 
several visits to England in my adult years, the location of Daddy’s former “home” was a 
mystery to me.   
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However, after carefully arranging the letters in chronological order by date, my father’s 
war years in England began to be revealed.  Daddy first 
arrived at Membury, Berkshire, England in Sept. 1942.  He 
was with the 153rd Liaison Squadron, a reconnaissance group 
with Light airplanes that, in Nov. 1942, was placed at Station 
471, Keevil Airfield 4 miles east of Trowbridge, Wiltshire, 
England where he served in the supply 
section.  https://www.416th.com/2911.htmlAfter reading the 
responses about “Brats” in the last newsletters, I thought this 
might interest you. 
  
In a letter to my mother in 1942, Daddy sent a clipping from 
the Stars and Stripes.  His V-Mail letter reads, “I am sending 
you a clipping from the Stars and Stripes.  That observer 
outfit seems to like brats.  It’s easy to guess that was us.”   
  

It was, indeed, Daddy’s squadron, and he talks about the child in a June 18, 1943, letter by 
telling Mother, “The baby boy that our squadron adopted gave us a short visit a few days 
ago.  An American Red Cross woman was with him and his mother.  They stayed during 
lunch time.” 

  
 
 
 
Edwina Edwards (61) Whitehead, Bushy Park 1955-1958
 

### 
                                                                                                                                                            
  

Responding to attaining your goals in life: 
  

When I graduated from high school, I wanted to be an airline stewardess (old terminology), 
but I was too tall (5’10”).  Times have changed and that height would be acceptable today. 
  

My next thought was modeling school, but my mother was opposed to that for some 
reason.  She had modeled coats and hats as a young woman, so, go figure. 
  

Another thought was court reporting, which my father was opposed to (he didn’t think a 
young lady should hear much of what is said in a trial).  How times have changed…now 
you can see and hear anything and everything in movies, schools, newspaper, magazines. 
  

I had various clerical jobs and in 1976, 18 years after high school, I became a medical 
transcriptionist and later a medical secretary.  I was quite happy with that and worked at 

Carl R. Darnall Army Medical Center for 37 years.  
  

So, at 79, I’m still wondering what occupation would have best suited me, 
and I think that home decorating/organizing, painting or photography 
would have been loads of fun and not like working at all. 
 

Connie Haave (58) Saunders 
 

### 
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Elsa Coleman (60) Blades 
 

50th Wedding Anniversary Mass 
 

 
 
Bill: 
 

Elsa Coleman (60) Blades sent this too me and we realize it's too big and too much to put in 
the newsletter, but we thought you might be able to pick out some pertinent info (maybe a 
couple of pictures and some print). 
 

Pat Terpening (58) Owen 
 

“Returning the troops home after WWII was a 
daunting task.... 
The Magic Carpet that flew everyone home. 
In 1939, there were 334,000 servicemen, not 
counting the Coast Guard. 
In 1945, there were over 12 million, including the 
Coast Guard 
At the end of the war, over 8 million of these men and 
women were scattered overseas in Europe, the 
Pacific and Asia. Shipping them out wasn’t a 
particular problem but getting them home was a 
massive logistical headache. 
Army Chief of Staff General George C. Marshall had 
already established committees to address the issue 
in 1943. 
When Germany fell in May 1945, the US. Navy was 

still busy fighting in the Pacific and couldn’t assist. The job of transporting 3 million men home fell to the 



 12 

Army and the Merchant Marine - 300 Victory and Liberty cargo ships were converted to troop transports 
for the task. 
During the war, 148,000 troops crossed the Atlantic west to east each month; the rush home ramped this 
up to 435,000 a month over 14 months. 
  

Hammocks crammed into available spaces aboard the USS Intrepid 
In October 1945, with the war in Asia also over, the Navy started 
chipping in, converting all available vessels to transport duty. 
On smaller ships like destroyers, capable of carrying perhaps 300 men, 
soldiers were told to hang their hammocks in whatever nook and cranny 
they could find.  
Carriers were particularly useful, as their large open hangar decks could 
house 3,000 or more troops in relative comfort, with bunks, sometimes in 
stacks of five welded or bolted in place. 
The Navy wasn’t picky, though: cruisers, battleships, hospital ships, 
even LSTs (Landing Ship, Tank) were packed full of men yearning for 
home. 
 
 
 
Two British ocean liners under American control, the RMS Queen 

Mary and Queen Elizabeth, had already served as 
troop transports before and continued to do so 
during the operation, each capable of carrying up to 
15,000 people at a time, though their normal, 
peacetime capacity was less than 2,200.  
Twenty-nine ships were dedicated to transporting 
war brides: women married to American soldiers 
during the war. 
The Japanese surrender in August 1945 came none 
too soon, but it put an extra burden on Operation 
Magic Carpet. 
The war in Asia had been expected to go well into 
1946 and the Navy and the War Shipping 
Administration were hard-pressed to bring home all 
the soldiers who now had to get home earlier than 
anticipated. 

 
The transports carrying them also had to 
collect numerous POWs from recently 
liberated Japanese camps, many of whom 
suffered from malnutrition and illness. 
The time to get home depended a lot on the 
circumstances. USS Lake Champlain, a 
brand-new Essex-class carrier that arrived 
too late for the war, could cross the Atlantic 
and take 3,300 troops home a little under 4 
days and 8 hours. 
Meanwhile, troops going home from 
Australia or India would sometimes spend 
months on slower vessels. 
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There was enormous pressure on the operation to 
bring home as many men as possible by 
Christmas 1945. 
Therefore, a sub-operation, Operation Santa 
Claus, was dedicated to the purpose. 
Due to storms at sea and an overabundance of 
soldiers eligible for return home, however, Santa 
Claus could only return a fraction in time and still 
not quite home but at least to American soil. 
The nation’s transportation network was 
overloaded, trains heading west from the East 
Coast were on average 6 hours behind schedule 
and trains heading east from the West Coast 
were twice that late. 
 
 
 

 
The USS Saratoga transported home a 
total of 29,204 servicemen 
during Operation Magic Carpet, more 
than any other ship. Many freshly 
discharged men found themselves stuck 
in separation centers but faced an 
outpouring of love and friendliness from 
the locals. Many townsfolk took in 
freshly arrived troops and invited them 
to Christmas dinner in their homes. 
Still others gave their train tickets to 
soldiers and still others organized quick 
parties at local train stations for men on 
layover. 
 
A Los Angeles taxi driver took six 
soldiers all the way to Chicago; another 
took another carload of men to 
Manhattan, the Bronx, Pittsburgh, Long 
Island, Buffalo and New 
Hampshire.   Neither of the drivers 
accepted a fare beyond the cost of gas. 
All in all, though, the Christmas deadline 
proved untenable.  
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The last 29 troop transports, 
carrying some 200,000 men from 
the China-India-Burma theater, 
arrived in America in April 1946, 
bringing Operation Magic Carpet to 
an end, though an additional 
127,000 soldiers still took until 
September to return home and 
finally lay down the burden of war. 
   GOD BLESS THE GREAT 
GENERATION (Above) and the 
Generations that have served this 
Great Nation since WW II !  
  
A Veteran-whether active 
duty, retired, served one 
hitch, or reservist is someone 
who, at one point in his or 
her life, wrote a blank check 
made payable to "The 
Government of the United 
States of America", for an 
amount of "up to and 
including their life." That is 
honor, and there are too 

many people in this country who no longer understand it -Author unknown. 
 
 
 
 
 

--FINIS-- 


