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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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____________________________________________________________________________ 
 

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. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
Hi Pat- 
 

Gail Taylor Adams (60) died Dec 19th, 2018.  I believe her ashes are going to be 
spread in Norfolk, VA.  She came to visit us here in AZ in Oct.  She was a good 
friend since our freshman year at Bushy Park.  Her passing was a shock.  She 
will be missed.        
Thanks for your work….... 
Mercy (Mercedes ) Kelly (60) 

 

 
 
 
 

### 
 
It is with a heavy heart that I am informing you of the passing of 
Jimmy Davis on January 9th, 2019. Jim has been ill for some 
time.  Jim was part of the Class of 60 Bushy Park. Memorial 
services are pending. Jim and Barbara Davis live in El Cajon 
California. 

 
 
Ren Briggs (60) 
  
 
 
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 
 
 

Classmates Who 
Have Transferred to 

the Eternal Duty 
Station 
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Letters to the Editor 
 

 
 
PAT’S CHALLENGE 
 
Bill, 
  

Happy New Year and thanks for all you’re doing to keep us up-to-date through the Bushy 
Tales. If I don’t do this now, I’ll never get back to it. Edit as needed. 
  

Why were you in England and at Bushy Park? 
  

Our Dad was in the Air Force (former RAF enlisted) and delighted to get the tour at South 
Ruislip in 1952. We arrived by ship from Virginia, where he had been stationed at the 
Pentagon, to find that he had arranged for my brother, sister (Julie ’58) and myself to 
attend a year in English schools for the experience. It was indeed an experience for my 
8th Grade year being the only Yank day student in what was otherwise a boarding school (I 
still have my cricket bat). We lived in Beaconsfield and commuted to CHS by bus starting 
in 1953 – a lot of fond memories of the activities on the bus for the next three years! Dad 
had several assignments in personnel at 3rd Air Force, ending as the DCS, with 
responsibilities for the schools and NWF, so he and Pat Terpening (58) Owen’s Dad had to 
have known and worked with each other – small world! The main disadvantage for me was 
that the principal (Mr. Farned, as I recall) had a direct line to Dad, and the times that Bill 
Cooper ’57, John Soule ’57, and I had some misadventure in school, by dinner I was 
hearing about how it reflected badly on my Dad and what my consequences were. One 

trivial fact from the tour, Larry Hagman was an airman working for Dad by 
day, and acting in the West End by night. Our family went to his wedding to 
Maj in 1954. Don’t know how any high school years could have been better 
than those at CHS! 
  
R. William “Bill” Douglas ‘57 

 
Note from Pat Terpening (57) Owen: Bill - we weren't at South Ruislip when Bill was, but as 
an aside, I worked in the office of the Third Air Force School's Officer - who at the time was 
Major Walter Grimm, and he was a great friend of my parents.  
 

### 
 
 
Took me a while to figure out the email links in Bushy Tales were opening on a different 
page. Once I got that figured out, things got easier. 
 

So, my Dad a career USAF pilot stationed at Maxwell AFB Air War College, received 
orders to South Ruislip while I was in eleventh grade at Sidney Lanier High School, 
Montgomery, AL. First time ever I was in the same school more than a year. You can 
imagine my poor widdle feelings were somewhat tender in that regard. I enjoyed ROTC 
taught by real WWII veterans, High School Rifle Team, Boy Scouts NRA Jr Rifle Team, a 
teen club with dances, driver’s license, I was in heaven. 
 

But England called and I had no one to stay with for my senior year, if my parents were of 
a mind to let me stay. They weren't. We sailed in the summer of '57, if memory serves, and 
I'm sure all of you know many times it does not. We enjoyed five wonderful days on the SS 
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United States. A trip to remember, because they don't do a lot of ocean sailing these days. 
Food was first class, as was pretty much everything else. 
 

Arrival in Jolly old with a whole summer in front of us for sightseeing before the horrid 
daily bus ride to Bushy. There was lots of golf as we managed to have the back gate to our 

yard open on the third or fourth hole of the local golf course. Summer over and 
Bushy Park called. I found the bus ride to be somewhat disruptive to my 
morning routine, unpleasant at best. That is how I ended up at Central High 
School Class of 1958. 
 
Blaine Chip Campbell (58) 

 
### 

 
 

My father worked for Shell and had a one-year assignment in London, 1957 - 
58.  We lived in Epsom that year and took the daily bus to Bushy Park. 
 

Ken Hannsgen (60) 
 

### 
 

Hi Pat, 
 
Thanks for taking the trouble to find me - I am enjoying getting Bushy Tales again. 
 

In response to your request for a brief bio from all of us:   
 
My sister Rosemary (63) and I were at Bushy Park from 1957 to 1960.  Our Dad was a 

Navy Captain in the JAG (Legal) corps, based inNorth Audley Street off 
Grosvenor Square near the US Embassy.  (A visiting Congressman once 
complained that a Navy office  should be near the water).  We lived in Putney 
and rode the bus in everyday (45 minute trip).  I played on the rugby team (not 
very well) and the Babe Ruth League baseball team (better). 
 

Norman Alm 61 
 

### 
 
Dear Pat: 
 

Thanks for Bushy Tales. It is always fun to read about memories of Busby Park. I spent my 
junior and senior years at Bushy while my father, a Foreign Service Officer, was 
at the US Embassy. 
 

Happy New Year, 
 

Fred Clough (61) 
Santa Barbara, CA 

 
### 

 
Many thanks, Bill and Pat, for keeping our newsletter going!  As requested, here's my 
"Bushy story": 
 

My dad was an Air Force officer and was transferred to RAF Station Sculthorpe (East 
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Anglia) from the Pentagon in 1952. Dad went first in early summer, and we sailed to 
England on the S.S. United States in November 1952.  The family joke was that it cost more 
to send our family dog, Susie, than it did for the rest of us to take the trip.  And poor Susie 
had to endure six months of quarantine before she could join us. 
 

When we arrived in England, we spent about a week at the Great Northern Hotel in 
London before heading to Sculthorpe.  Goodness, that hotel was chilly and drab!  We fed 
sixpences into a meter to warm the room.  Just about the time it became tolerable, the maid 
would come into the room and throw open the windows to rid it of stuffiness!  I remember 
seeing a lot of cratered buildings in London that hadn't yet been rebuilt after the war, and 
all of the standing buildings were grey from all the coal soot.  Turns out that about two 
weeks after we left, the horrible killer fog covered London.  Glad we missed that!!   
   

I loved living in the East Anglia area because I was horse-crazy and there was a wonderful 
riding stable nearby.  Four or five of us kids who lived on base went there, and our parents 
took turns driving us each week.  We always stopped at a tiny shop on the way home where 
we could select biscuits (cookies) from large bins.  A wonderful way to finish the 
outing!  Those of us who were young enough got to attend the dependents' school on 
base.  My sister, (Ruth, class of 1955) was not so lucky.  She attended an English all-girls 
school in Fakenham for a year and found it less than charming.   
 

In the summer of 1953, my dad was transferred to HQ 3rd Air Force at South Ruislip.  We 
rented a house in Harrow, Middlesex.  Our back yard was adjacent to the Harrow playing 
fields.  Harrow was fun and we had the freedom to ride the Tube and buses around and 
about in London.  There were lots of things to explore with my English friend, Liz, who 
lived across the street from us.  Liz and I have been friends for more than 60 years (gads!!), 
and she now lives in northern California.  In Harrow, my interest switched from equestrian 
activities to playing tennis and Little Mo Connolly was my idol.  Our house was down the 
street from a young medical student by the name of Roger Bannister.  It was during our 
time there that he became the first man to break the 4-minute mile.  My dad was in Special 
Services and had a young airman named Larry Hagman working for him.  When Larry 
married his Swedish wife, Maj, we were invited to the wedding.  Larry's mother, Mary 
Martin, couldn't attend because she was appearing in "South Pacific" in New York--but 
she gave them an Austin Healey convertible as a wedding present.     
 

In 8th grade (1953-1854), I attended another dependents' school at an old movie studio 
(Denham, I think?).  I was at Bushy for only one year, as a freshman (1954-55). I was a day 
student, and overall, I'd say my experience was more "English" than "American" because 
I had English friends--including a boyfriend, Colin.   The bus trips to/from South Ruislip 
were always interesting with the lively bunch of kids who rode it, and in retrospect I feel 
sorry for the English bus driver who transported us.  I really loved the year at Bushy.  We 
had wonderful teachers and being a small school made it very comfortable.  Imagine - my 
9th grade English class went to see Richard Burton at the Old Vic in London.  My sister, 
Ruth, was a senior and I could tell some tales about her activities--but I'll leave that to 
her!   
 

My family took advantage of the wonderful opportunities to travel in the British Isles and 
on the Continent.  We were in England to witness history in action when Queen Elizabeth 
was coronated in June of 1953.  It's amazing that she's still the reigning monarch all these 
years later.  In the summer of 1955, we sailed on the U.S.S. Geiger to return to the 

States.  My dad was assigned to Mitchell AFB on Long Island, New 
York.  Talk about culture shock!  The Hempstead High School was 
enormous, and I felt swallowed up by it.  I wish I could have finished high 
school at Bushy, but that's life.   I've had a good one! 
 
Diane (Lund) McMahon, class of 1958 
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P.S.  I'm interested in that possible 2020 reunion in London...and in the Central Texas 
gathering on Saturday, February 23.  
 

### 
 

Thank you! Pat, here is the answer to your question. 
 

My father was transferred from Millington Air Force Depot in Memphis, Tennessee to 
Alconbury Air Force Base in Alconbury, England. He was Deputy Commander of of the 
base. James Baker 's ('57) father was commander. We rode the bus to Bushy Park every 
Sunday and returned to Alconbury on Friday.  
 

My husband, Henry, and I are living in Hawaii for a year. He is helping a 
church on The Big Island that is without a pastor. I wonder if any Bushy 
Park friends are living in Hawaii now? At one time, sometime between 1964 
and 1977 there were four Bushy Park graduates living in the islands at the 
same time. 
 

Patti Fawbush Webb ('58) 
 

### 
 

We came to London from the Chicago area about July 1955 and stayed to June 1957, when 
we returned to the Chicago area.  My dad was a Treasury Attaché dealing with mostly 
Customs enforcement and was attached to the embassy.  We lived on Lansdowne Walk at 
the corner of Lansdowne Rd.  I was one of the townies riding the bus to Bushy Park each 
day. I used the Holland Park Tube station regularly. 
 

My memories of those days are not very strong, but I do recall the smoking area and 
working with the AV group at school.  I spent a lot of time in the teen club in the basement 
of, I believe, the Offices Club on Bayswater Rd.  I remember being a member of the Air 
Explorers and taking several trips gratis of the USAF.  My good friend was Dick Wilson 
whose dad, if I remember this correctly was the commanding General of the Third Air 
Force.  I know I spent time at their home watching movies which they received as part of 

the locations they were circulated to by the Air Force. 
 

The attached photos were taken by me, but I no longer know who is in them 
or when they were taken.  The last is one of me taken last July, 
 
Dennis Linsley (58) 
Pittsburg, CA  
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### 

 
I attended Bushy Park in 1960 as a junior.  My Dad was stationed at 
Alconbury.  BTW for one who struggled in English, I published my 1st ebook 
– “Bach’s Air”, by Bill Fountain (Available on Amazon.com) 
 
William Fountain (61) 
 

### 
 
My dad was stationed at Brize Norton Air Base, in July 1952 with Third Air 
Force.  Strategic Air Command took over the base during the Cold War shortly thereafter. 
We lived over the decorator’s shop in Whitney, Oxfordshire before moving on to the base. 
My younger brothers went to school on base. I was lucky. I went to the first freshman class 
at Central High in London. We dormed at Surbiton the first year and rode the bus thru 
Kingston every day to school. Second year 1953, they moved us on the base. Freshmen girls 
were in Surbiton annex the first year also. I won’t go into that. 
 

I finished my Junior year 1955 and returned to SAC headquarters in Omaha, Nebraska 
with my dad. I had never been west of Washington, DC before that. 
The memories of Central High and London are vivid in my memory. I wouldn’t trade the  

Memories and fun I had with you guys for anything. 
 

Cheerio mate, 
Phillip/Peter Laughlin (56) 
1952-1955. 
 

### 
 

I’m always happy to read about what everyone or 
anyone who remembers London days is doing. 
I’m still a very proud USAF Brat. My father was 
stationed at South Ruislip, we lived 
in Gerrard’s Cross. I attended Bushy only for my 
freshman year, class of ’60. Then we moved on to 
Wheelus (Libya) and moved again to Torrejon 
(Spain). Recently I moved to a retirement 
community on post at Fort Monroe, Virginia. Too 
long a story about why I moved here from Colorado. 

It’s called The Chamberlin, some of y’all may have visited here. Please know the welcome 
mat is all shaken out and ready. 
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To keep myself semi-out of trouble I’m a volunteer docent at Casemate 
Museum and Virginia Air/Space Center. 
Keep sharing all the stories. 
Happy New Year!  
Kathleen E. de Russy (60) 
 

### 
My dad was transferred from SAC headquarters in Nebraska to South Ruislip in1952.  We 
followed along in June of '52 and moved into a flat in Bayswater.  We then relocated in 
Windsor, where my sister (Lani) and I commuted. We tried to become dorm students, but 
you had to live over 40 miles away and we lived on the border cutoff, so we were told. The 
ride was 90 minutes each way, so we had little down time. I spent my evening hours doing 
homework.  It was lonely but you manage.  The bus ride was my social life. On occasion, I 
would take a different bus to Ruislip and drive home with Dad.  He was a finance officer.   
 

My sister graduated in '53 and went to Munich to college (UM).  We transferred back to 
Baltimore and I graduated from Glen Burnie High in ‘56.  My dad then was transferred to 
Gulfport/Biloxi, MS and I attended Perkinston Jr. College.  After JFK was elected, he 
purged some of the military and my dad decided to retire in London, England.  By then I 
was employed in New Orleans but decided to return with my parents to London.  I visited 

Germany and met my husband in Heidelberg.  He was getting ready to be 
discharged from the Army.  We married in October 1960 and spent 57 years 
together.  He passed in 2017.   
I now live in a golf community in Hedgesville, WV.  I have 3 children and 9 
grandchildren and 4 great-grandchildren.  All is well. 
Carolyn (Tish) DeVaughn (56) Floyd 

 
### 

 
Hi Pat, 
Many thanks for forwarding the Bushy Tales. Great to be back in touch, I have been 
relying on Jerry Kelly to keep up-to-date with Bushy things. 
If the next reunion in 2020 does happen in London that would be fantastic, it would be so 
nice to see people after 60 years. 

I am still wearing my graduation ring, it’s not been off my finger for the whole 
60 years and I still get comments from people saying what an unusual ring it 
is. 
  

Kind regards, 
Malcolm D Osmundson (58) MBE 
 

### 
 
Hi Bill and Pat, 
  

I have attached several pictures of my time at Bushy Park during the 1957 & 58 
years.  What I am sending is self-explanatory.  I just want to thank the both 
of you for all of your work you have done regarding the newsletter for Bushy 
Park.  Great Job!!!   Thanks.  Any questions just give me a shout!! 
  

Sincerely, 
Lindsay Ervin (60) 
Germantown, Maryland 20874 
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Pictures of us students while we were in England and attended Central HS at Bushy Park 
Photos taken from 1957 to 1958, except the first picture   

---   Compiled by Lindsay Ervin  (01-03-2019) 
 

Hi, all Bushy Park classmates, 
 I’ve been meaning to send the following pictures for quite a while, especially after I 
receive the monthly newsletter, but something always comes up and I put it on hold then 
forget about it.  But I decided to get this done and out so those of you still kicking can go 
down memory lane and have a few laughs and fond memories as you look at these photos.  
I got these photos from Willie Perkins, Doug Eskra and from photos I just had plus other 
classmates may have sent me some, but I just don’t remember who.   
 I would like to thank Bill Rumble (57), Pat Terpening (58) Owen and those others 
who have been involved in sending out this newsletter over the many past years.  I’ve really 
enjoyed reading the stories and seeing the pictures of those that I remember.  You guys 
have done a great job!!!  THANKS!!! 
 Fortunately, I still have my 1957 & 1958 Vapor Trails Yearbooks, so I was able to 
get the right names of people in the following pictures.  Names and graduation class year 
are as follows and in alphabetical order.  Unfortunately, some of our friends shown are no 
longer with us.  But we will remember them and the good times we had together at Bushy 
Park! 
 
1.  John Allen  1960      9.  Sam Jordan  1960       17.  Roger Runquist 
 1959      
2.  Jerry Brooks 1960       10.  Dave King  1958       18.  Karen Sweetland
 1959 
3.  Elsie Coleman 1960    11.  Buzz Kurtz  1960    19.  James Timmons
 1960 
4.  Ron Davis  1959    12.  Frank LeGate  1959    20.  Vere Timmons  
 1959 
5.  Lindsay Ervin 1960    13.  Ann Nagle  1960    21.  Judy Tucker 
 1959 
6.  Doug Eskra        1960    14.  Mike (Willie) Perkins 1959    22.  James Walker 
 1959 
7.  Bill (Grable) Rees 1957       15.  Karl Phaler   1957       23.  Julie Williams 
 1959 
8.  James Green 1958       16.  Carolyn Rodgers 1960      
 
One thing I did want to mention and point out are those classmates of ours who served in 
the military.  The below YouTube is about Willie Perkins when he served in Viet Nam.  
Please watch it because it shows you what Willie and our other solders go thru when they 
are fighting for Our Country.  I don’t know all of our classmates at Bushy Park who served 
in the military, but I would like to thank all of you who have served our country and want 
to say Thank You for Your Service!!!!   But from what I remember about Willie, his 
heroism doesn’t surprise me because I always had the highest regard and respect for Willie 
plus on top of that he was a lot of fun to be with and just a great guy.  Willie, Thank You 
for Your Service to our Country!!!  Willie, I hope you get this in the new Bushy newsletter.     
 http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YkY5-3EhD-k      
 

Enjoy the photos!!! 
 

Sincerely, 
Lindsay Ervin (60) 
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(L to R) Bill (Grable) Rees & Chico Kiewsetter (taken 2018)           Ann Nagle & Willie Perkins 
(I don’t remember Chico & couldn’t find him in my year books.) 
 
 
 

   
 
Dave King     (L to R) Sam Jordan, Self (Lindsay Ervin),  
(A tough guy Mug Shot J)) )  Vere Timmons, Buzz Kurtz, James Timmons &   
     Frank LeGate 
 

   
Doug Eskra    (L to R) James Timmons, Sam Jordan, Major Timmons,   
    Vere Timmons, Dave King, Youngest Timmons brother, 
    Willie Perkins. 
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(L to R) Dave King & James Timmons 
On a Train 
 

 
(L to R) Jim Walker, Doug Eskra, Dave King, Ron Davis, James Timmons, Roger Rundquist 
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(L to R)Vere Timmons and Willie Perkins  Sharon Pritt with Willie Perkins 
 
 

 
  
(L to R) Willie Perkins, Dave King,                (L to R – Hand on Window)Doug Eskra,  
Jerry Brooks, Ron Davis    Self (Lindsay Ervin), Ron Davis, Sam  
      Jordan, Judy Tucker (After school, outside  

and waiting to board our buses. 
     

 
(L to R) Frank LeGate &        Julie Williams (L to R) Elsie Coleman’s back, Julie  
Vere Timmons       Williams & Carolyn Rodgers 
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(L to R) Bill Kramer and Karl Phaler (I think) at a basketball rally. 
 

 
(L to R) Doug Eskra, Self (Lindsay Ervin), Ron Davis, John Allen (I think), 
Sam Jordan 
 

    
The Prized Jacket and Standard   Our Typical Class Room (I think it is Prof. 
Stance on Jim Green (I think)    Pool’s Spanish class but I don’t know for 
        sure) 
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(L to R) Frank LeGate, Willie Perkins,  
 Self (Lindsay Ervin) and James Timmons (I think)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
(L to R) James Timmons, Doug Eskra &   Ron Davis 

 
                  Party at Karen Sweetland’s Home 
(L to R Back) Julie Williams, Karen Sweetland, Frank LeGate 
Self (Lindsay Ervin) Front - Willie Perkins, Ron Davis, Elsie Coleman 
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On a Train - (L to R) Willie Perkins and Frank LeGate 
 

### 
 

The following is an excerpt from a note I received recently from my good friend and 
classmate, Chuck Stewart ’58: 
 

"It’s been a very busy year keeping up with grandkids, but the big news is that I got 
married in November to Kathie, who was a good friend of my late wife, Emily. I have 
known Kathie for nine years... Emily has been gone for almost 6 years.  
Between the two of us we have 13 grandchildren...talk about a life style change….” 
 

Chuck was one of the regulars at the TAC (American Teenage Club) in London; his mom 
was often seen on site as the duty club “chaperon.”  I have many fond memories of Chuck 
as I do of so many of our classmates… ’58 was a great year... but probably my favorite 
memory was a tale I posted on Bushy Tales several years ago… I will share it with you 
again: 
 

We were now seniors at Bushy Park and spring break was coming up. I knew that spring break 
might be one final opportunity for an adventure in Europe before we all graduated and returned 
to the States that summer. I asked a good friend and classmate, Chuck Stewart, if he would like 
to join me on a trip to Paris during spring break. Chuck lived in London, so I knew him and his 
parents well from our involvement with the American Teenage Club. I told Chuck that I knew of 
a pension, a small hotel, in Paris that classmate Ric Henslee and I had discovered the previous 
summer during our one-month Continental sojourn by bike where we could stay for just a few 
bucks a day. Chuck was all for it and we started to make our plans. 
 

Well, when word got around school that Chuck and I were going to Paris, three of our classmates, 
all girls, asked us if they could go with us… they were sure their parents would not mind. Chuck 
and I told them that it was fine with us; we would let our parents know, but they really had to get 
the OK from their parents. The following Monday at school they said that they had each spoken 
to their parents about the idea of going to Paris with us. The response was “no, you cannot go 
with the boys, but if you girls want to go together, that would be fine with them.” The girls were 
Sandy Kosanke, Sandi Johnson, and Kris Ludlow. 
 

You must give these gals credit for coming up with a quick alternative… they were all in the top 
of our class, so they were no dummies. They proposed that we tell them the address of the 
pension where we would be staying and let them know which boat-train from London to Paris 
we planned to take. They would make their plans according. Their plan was to contact the same 
pension as where we were staying and make reservations for one room for the three of them. 
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They would then make their reservations on the boat-train to depart an hour or so before our 
train so that they would travel separately from us. Since neither Chuck nor I had any “romantic” 
attachment with any of the girls, we all saw this as an opportunity to see Paris together and 
Chuck and I would be there as their escorts or protectors whenever we went anywhere as one 
group or split into two groups. The plan was in motion, and to make a long story short, it worked 
to perfection…. 
 

The girls arrived ahead of us and were settled in their large second floor room with sink and bidet 
[I was later asked to explain what the bidet was for… they had never seen one]. Chuck and I 
each had a room on the third floor. Without wasting any time, we made a list of all the places that 
we wanted to see or experiences to enjoy, whether to a museum or the Eiffel Tower.  “Madame", 
the proprietor of our little pension, told us about a jazz bar in the Latin Quarter that featured an 
American expatriate who was a genius on the guitar. To this day I can still see the dark smoky 
club where we listened to some of the finest guitar jazz ever…his signature song was “Jacob’s 
Ladder.” Instead of applause, we would all snap our fingers.  
 

Over the next several days we saw all of the major sites of Paris, including Notre Dame Cathedral 
where we attended Easter Sunday services. The huge cathedral was packed; we were sitting 
near the back, and since the service was in Latin, it did not matter if we could not hear every 
word, but it was a memorable experience.  
 

As I look now through my Bushy Park yearbook, Sandy Kosanke mentioned in her penned words 
to me that “From the ride down the Champs-Elyseés to l’Abbaye… it was perfect. I will never, 
ever forget Notre Dame by night – it is a memory long, long to be cherished.” Sandi Johnson 
wrote in the same yearbook that “we had one of the most memorable four days of my life – then 
there was dinner at “El Cubana” and that play afterwards.” (I don’t recall the play-TT). Kris wrote, 
“Don’t forget the wonderful times in gay Paris!” 
 

One evening Sandy Kosanke said that she wanted to go to see a show at the “Folies Bergère,” 
a famous cabaret that had been around since 1869. No one else wanted to go, so I said that I 
would be her escort; we would go Dutch treat. The only things I remember about that evening is 
that we had to pay a cover charge of $5 each for our Cokes (I think the bartender was insulted 
that we did not order wine or liquor), and that the show featured actors and dancer in gaudy 
costumes in lion cages. After the show at the Folies, we went to another cabaret across the 
street, but it too was expensive, so we did not stay very long. 
 

Speaking of cabarets, one evening we all decide to act on a whim and take advantage of another 
once-in-a-lifetime experience. We went to the ornate Paris Opera House with its opulent 
staircase to see one of France’s most beloved singers who had become a national icon: Édith 
Piaf, a woman of mystery who often sang her ballads with a heartbreaking voice… “the voice of 
a sparrow.” Even though all that we could afford were seats in the back of the theater, we were 
enthralled… it was truly an evening to remember…. 
 

April in Paris was fun, but unfortunately, it was the last time I saw Paris. After Gitta and I moved 
from Virginia to the Northwest in 2000, I discovered that Kris (Ludlow) Ravetz and her husband 
lived in the area just north of Seattle on Whidbey Island [sadly, Kris passed away in 2010, but 
only after our celebrating 50 years since our visit to Paris… we even listened to a recording 
of Édith Piaf over a candlelight dinner]. I have also been in touch off and on over the years with 
Sandy (Kosanke) Frantz [In 2008 Sandy came out, as well as Bill Cooper ‘58, for a mini reunion in 
our home with Kris and me]; and with Sandy…now spelled with a “y” (Johnson) Thomas. 
Coincidently, both Sandys married other classmates from Bushy Park: Dan Frantz and Paul 
Thomas. And, of course I still correspond with Chuck Stewart via email. I wish everyone good 
health and happiness, and I hope they will enjoy this short tale of remembrance from those days 
when we were all so young…more than 60 years ago.) 
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To Chuck, we wish you much happiness as you move on to the next chapter of 
your life. 
 
Tony Taylor ’58 
Redmond, WA 
 

 

 
Sandy Kosanke and Kris Ludlow – Paris 
 

    Kris and Sandi Johnson at Hotel d'Invalides- Paris 
 

 
 
 
 

--FINIS-- 


