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CLASS REPRESENTATIVES 
 
             1953 – Volunteer Requested 
  
 
 
 

 
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. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 

 
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 
 
 
 
From: Pat Terpening (58) Owen) 
Of the approximately 2400 students who attended Bushy Park from 1953-1962, over 1500 
have been located so far and a little less than 900 are still missing.  
 
 

### 
 
Hi All, 
 
 

I was only enrolled at Bushy Park for one year (1957-58). I loved it. I was a foreign service 
brat; my father was the American Consul in Southampton. Although I have gone on to be 
an academic — Professor of Sociology at Wheaton College in Massachusetts, until I retired 
several years ago — I remember little about my classes. I did join the Rocket Club, because 
that was one response to the post-Sputnik era. As I recall, all we did was make rockets we 
could shoot at the English kids making out in the park itself. “One small step for mankind; 
one giant step for mankind.” What I do remember was the social life full of kids from all 
around the US. As far as I was concerned, the school was totally cool and exciting. It was also 
full of girls, which for a boy from a Catholic school in the US, was totally amazing. I 
remember Fred Milburn (who tragically died in a plane crash), John Malin, Lee Beach, 
Bobby Diehl, Mike and Pat Hall, and Pat Guidry. I loved it so much that my father made me 
transfer to a British grammar school in Southampton, which I hated, although I did get to 
play on the varsity basketball team because I was the only one who knew at least some of the 
rudiments of the game. One of the stars of our class at Bushy Park was Bill “Tex” Foelsing, 
who had an amazing voice and persona. He renamed himself as Dean Scott and was a popular 
entertainer in the Houston area. If you Google him, you will find lots of stuff on YouTube. I 
also remember Janet Bode and her older sister Barbara. Their father was the cultural 
attaché at the embassy and a notable American studies scholar. Janet went on to become a 
well-respected author of children's books, who sadly died of cancer at an early age. Her 
partner, Stan Mack, wrote a heartfelt graphic novel entitled “Janet and Me”, which is a 
beautiful and inspirational illness narrative and available on Amazon. My most memorable 
recollection of Bushy Park— among many — was coming back on a bus from a basketball 
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game. It was during a legendary London smog. We finally had to get off the bus 
and walk to the Tube. We had to hold on to each other because the fog was so 
thick that we couldn’t see more than three feet in front of us. We — or at least 
most of us — made it home to tell the tale. 
 

John Grady (59) 
 

 
 
Letters to the Editor 
 

 
From: Jerry Kelly (58) 
 

I enlisted on 9 September 1959 in Vallejo, California, and basic 
training was 9 total weeks at Ford Ord, California.  I had wanted to go to an 
electronics school, but it was full, so I was assigned to the 47th Artillery 
Brigade Air Defense Command at Fort McArthur, San Pedro, California, and 
from there stationed at a Nike Ajax anti-aircraft missile unit called Site 09.  The 

site was located in the mountains east of Los Angeles and I was sent to a training school for 
6 weeks to train as a launcher crewman.  We did a lot of practicing tracking aircraft and 
simulating firing the missiles.  As a crewman, I was qualified to operate the launch control 
panel and load the missiles on the underground elevator for the ride to the launch positions 
on the surface and lock them in place.  The missiles were not actually connected or plugged 
in, but that was simulated by removing a red flag attached to the launcher rail.  After being 
on site about 6 months, I was singled out to move to the Security S-2 position, because I could 
type.  Not a bad job, but it got me out of guard duty.  At this time, the Battery Clerk, the S-
1 position, was sent to Germany and I took over his position and also the Training Clerk, the 
S-3 Clerk.  In November of ‘61 the site was closed and all the personnel, including myself, 
were sent to new stations with me going to Redstone Arsenal, Alabama, where I spent about 
a month doing nothing but waiting to see where I would be going next.  There were about 
600 other troops there from closed sites in the same situation.  I was finally sent to Fort Bliss, 
Texas, for a few weeks, where the higher ups wanted to assign me to the Brigade S-2 
Section.  While on the Nike site, I had handled only one Secret document and this Brigade 
had 6 safes of secret documents.  Somehow, they did not know that I already knew that I 
could type, and they wanted me to go to typing school.  I finally asked to be sent out to 
McGregor Range, where the training for foreign crews and U.S crews came for what was 
called Annual Service Practice, where missiles were assembled fueled and fired.  Most of the 
time all went well, but once in a while they didn't, but not often.  I was assigned to the Range 
Support section.   We issued the tools used to assemble the missiles and the hazardous 
chemical suits used to fuel the missiles.  After the firing, we cleaned and painted the launcher 
rails and checked in all the tools.  It became tedious and boring after several month, so I 
mentioned that I could type so I spent most of the winter indoors.  On September 7, 1962, I 
was discharged honorably.  I think that, like most guys, I gave some thought to re-enlisting, 
but would have to go back to my old unit and put in for a transfer - No thanks!  I did enjoy 
my time in the military.  
 

### 
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From: Bill Rumble (57) 
NOTE: Nothing about my time in service was heroic. I have a very good friend and 
business partner who was drafted into the Army in 1968 and served his one year in 
Vietnam in the infantry in combat in the jungle. He lost many members of his platoon and 
company and was himself wounded twice. We have spoken many times over the past 50+ 
years of his experiences. He suffers from PTSD. As a result, I fully understand those 
members of our Bushy Park group who have served in combat roles having no desire to 
relive or recount their service. Living it was bad enough. I honor your service. 
 
My Time in the US Navy 
 

As my father was a graduate of the US Naval Academy, Class of ’33, and I grew up in the 
Navy, I wanted to attend the USNA. When I was in my junior year in high school, it became 
clear that this was not a possibility due to my poor uncorrected vision. The US Military 
Academies used this benchmark as a sorting device for applicants. I then looked into the 
possibility of a Navy ROTC scholarship, but ran into the exact same obstacle. When I was a 
freshman at the University of Pennsylvania, I contacted the CO of the NROTC unit at Penn 
and asked about the Contract NROTC option, but again, hit the same obstacle. With the 
Selective Service System Draft in place, I knew that unless I enlisted or somehow entered the 
military voluntarily, I would likely be drafted into the Army. 
 

All through college I thought about my options. Several of my fraternity brothers opted for 
the USCG Reserve, which at the time permitted a 6-month active duty requirement followed 
by 6-1/2 years of reserve duty. This did not appeal to me. In July 1961, I went to the US Navy 
Recruiting Office in Philadelphia and took the exam for entry into the US Naval Officer 
Candidate School in Newport, RI. It was a Saturday morning and the Chief Petty Officer 
giving me the exam and I were the only people in the office. I finished the exam and handed 
it to the Chief. He left the room for about 20 seconds and returned to tell me that, “You 
passed!” I never saw a grade.  
 

I graduated from Penn in December 1961 and traveled to my parents’ home in Pacific 
Palisades, CA, to await my orders to report to OCS. My father was now retired from the 
Navy. Toward the second half of January 1962, I still had not received my orders to report 
for the OCS class starting in February. My father contacted people he knew in the Bureau 
of Naval Personnel. Within a few days I was ordered to report to the US Naval Recruiting 
Station in Los Angeles to be sworn into the Navy as an OCSN (E-3). Now an OC receives pay 
at grade E-5! I reported to NavOCS, Schools Command, Newport, RI, on the evening of 
February 11, 1962. Coming from Southern California, it was like going to Nome, AK! 
 

I was assigned to “M” Company, Section Mike One. We did everything together and 
marched everywhere together – classes, meals, shots, calisthenics. To conserve space on the 

narrow streets at OCS, we 
were directed to march as 
units in the “OCS 
Interval” formation. Each 
section was to have its men 
stand shoulder to 
shoulder and about one 
foot front to back. No 
room for error! When 
someone would get out of 
step, chaos would ensue 
for a short time. 
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After the first 8 weeks of our 16-week course, I was assigned the position of 
M Company Commander. I now led our section in marching everywhere, 
and our whole company at our weekly Pass in Review ceremony, plus all 
other marching practice and presenting our company for personnel 
inspection every morning.  
 

We had barracks inspection every week. One week I forgot to re-check my 
books on a shelf in the barracks. Someone had leaned against them and 
pushed them a bit out of line. I was assigned some “gigs” and ordered to 
report the next Saturday to march off my gig points. There were a few 
regulars there, who had figured out how to listen to their transistor radios 
while marching. The only real “hardship” was being forced to delay leaving the base on 
Liberty for an extra hour or so. 
 
 

As an OCSN (E-3) we received about $75.00 net per month. Because of the watch schedule, 
we would only have Liberty at most 2 Saturdays a month. In those days, this was enough to 
enjoy ourselves in Newport, including occasionally getting a room at the big hotel, rather 
going back to the barracks Saturday night.  
 

We were commissioned on 15 June 1962. As M Company Commander, I had been invited to 
attend a post-commissioning reception at the quarters of the Naval Schools Commander. As 
I walked into the front hallway in my full-dress whites and name tag, I was met by Vice 
Admiral William Smedberg, Chief of Naval Personnel. He had been the speaker at our 
commissioning ceremony. He looked at me and said, “Mr. Rumble, I have something that 
will interest you.” He reached into his uniform pocket and pulled out a paper that was a 
message change to my previously received orders to report to the USS Ingraham (DD-694). 
Getting these change orders directly from the Chief of Naval Personnel, especially as a newly 
minted Ensign, was quite a shock. 
 

The change to my orders involved a big change to my plans based upon my previous orders. 
As the USS Ingraham was currently deployed in the Mediterranean, I had been given a week 
or so of leave before embarking on a trip to Europe to hunt down my ship. The change to my 
orders had me reporting back 3 days later to Communications School, Naval Schools 
Command in Newport, RI. This was an 8-week course, after which I was to report to a 12-
week Officer Electronics School at Great Lakes Naval Training Center near Chicago. I 
would then report to Ingraham in November 1962 back in Newport, RI. 
 

The first week that I was in Communications School, I had so little cash after paying for all 
my officer uniforms that I could not afford to eat in the BOQ. I would walk a few miles to a 
cheap hamburger joint just outside one of the Naval Base gates. 
 

While I was in Officer Electronics School, the country experienced the Cuban Missile Crisis. 
Virtually every Navy ship on the Atlantic Coast was ordered to participate in the Cuban 
Naval Blockade, including the USS Ingraham. When I arrived in Newport, RI, after 
completing my Electronics School, there was not a single destroyer in Newport Harbor. A 
very unusual sight! Within a day, ships, including the USS Ingraham began returning to port. 
 

I reported aboard the Ingraham and was informed that I was being assigned duties as 
Communications Officer/Electronics Materiel Officer overseeing the work of Radiomen and 
Electronic Technicians. For the first month or so after I reported aboard, we did not go 
anywhere. The Navy had spent so much money during the Cuban Embargo that there was 
no money for fuel or even spare parts to operate the fleet. 
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While on board Ingraham, we sailed solo to St. Croix, USVI, my first trip at sea. For me it 
was a good way to get to know the at sea operation of the ship and crew. We also sailed to 
Bermuda from the US Naval Submarine Base in Groton, CT. The ship was a test bed for a 
new Variable Depth Sonar system. We were testing different designs fairing for the cable 
that connected the sonar to the ship. 
 

We had one visit to Boston Naval Shipyard for minor repairs. During our stay there in late 
spring, one day was the annual Turnaround Cruise for USS Constitution, Old Ironsides, 
which is moored there. I was in the duty section that day and was designated to march a   
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group from our crew to act as line handlers for the USS Constitution when it left the dockside 
and when it returned. It was quite an honor. Most of us had not marched since leaving Basic 
Training, in my case OCS. We were all in service dress whites.  
 

In July and August 1963, we were part of a carrier Task Group on a Naval Academy 
Midshipmen Cruise to New York City, Nova Scotia, Bermuda (where we had to dodge a 
hurricane enroute) and back to Newport.  
 

In October 1963, with another Carrier 
Task Group, we deployed to an anti-
submarine warfare exercise with the 
Pakistani and British Navies. We steamed 
across the Atlantic to the Mediterranean 
Sea. We made stops in Barcelona, Spain, 
through the Suez Canal to the Red Sea, the 
Gulf of Aden and across the Arabian Sea to 
Karachi, Pakistan.  We happened to be in 
Karachi when we were informed that 
President Kennedy had been assassinated. 
We were ordered to leave port 
immediately, as they did not know then the 

extent of any potential larger conspiracy. We stopped in Aden in what is now Yemen. We 
also stopped in Port Sudan, Sudan and Jeddah, Saudi Arabia. We then went back through 
the Suez Canal to the Mediterranean. It was now December; and the weather was getting 
stormy. We made a stop in Malta and in Naples, Italy. We then began our crossing of the 
Atlantic Ocean back to Newport, RI. It took us 10 days to transit from Gibraltar to Newport. 
Of those 10 days all but one was very windy, rainy and treacherous. We had one break in 
the weather about halfway across where we were able to meet a tanker and re-fuel. Some 
pictures of our trip are nearby. These do not show the worst of the conditions we faced. Must 
have been taken by the tanker. The waves were so tall that much of the time we were unable 
to see the carrier and the other 5 destroyers in the task group. At one point during my 
midwatch, the carrier, USS Essex, lost her mast and power and was dead in the water. We, 
the destroyers in the screen, were ordered to make a 180 degree turn and head toward the 
Essex. I have no idea to what end. The seas were so tall that any sort of rescue would have 
been extremely dangerous - if possible, at all. The waves from crest to trough were taller 
than the bridge of our ship. Plus, it was pitch dark. Fortunately, a few minutes after we 
turned, we received word that the carrier had restored power and was back under control. 
We, once again, were ordered to turn 180 degrees and resume “stations”.  
At some point during this trip across the Atlantic I received my promotion to LTJG (O-2). 
We finally made it back to Newport on December 23rd. 
 

In 1964 we made various 10 day to 2-week deployments in the Atlantic to 
carry out ASW exercises in a carrier task group setting. In August 1964, 
the Gulf of Tonkin Incident occurred in an armed encounter between the 
USS Maddox and 3 Vietnamese small naval craft. 
 

In September, we deployed again to the Mediterranean Sea. I had, a few 
months earlier, put in a request for a transfer to shore duty in exchange 
for extending my 3-year active duty tour to 4 years. We were expecting 
our second child. I had received no orders before our deployment. In the 
first few weeks of this deployment, we were operating with some NATO 
Navies in the Bay of Biscay. It was very foggy the entire time. In plane 
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guard station, we  could hear planes taking off and landing on the carrier, but other than on 
radar, never saw the carrier or the other screening ships and never saw the airplanes 
visually.  
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I think it was during this part of the cruise that we went off pursuing a submerged sonar 
contact. It led us very far to the north of our task group. It finally surfaced. It was an 
unremarkable, diesel-powered Soviet submarine. I think we then were allowed to continue 
north to the point that we crossed above the Arctic Circle. In the Navy this makes you a 
“Bluenose”. 
 

When we finally arrived at our first port, Valencia, I received orders detaching me from 
Ingraham. The next morning, I woke the Captain in his stateroom to say goodbye. He got up 
on one elbow and tried to convince me to stay aboard. I told him that it was a bit late for this. 
I was also a little confused by his request as he had written a glowing endorsement on my 
request for transfer several months earlier. I took a military flight from a Spanish air base 
in Valencia to a US Naval Base in Rota, Spain. The flight took twelve hours, as we went by 
way of Malta and Naples, Italy. Once at Rota, all those returning to the USA were placed on 
a waiting list. There was no seniority for rank or rate. Those on Emergency Leave of a 
nuclear ballistic missile submarine crew (Blue or Gold) got first priority. There were a few 
other officers from the same destroyer squadron (DesRon 24) also returning to the US the 
same time I was.  One was a LCDR who had been of DesRon 24 staff. When my name came 
up on a plane manifest, I was standing in line to board along with the LCDR. I got on and he 
didn’t. 
 

My orders directed me to report to NavOCS as an instructor. I first had to attend Naval 
Instructor School for 8 weeks in Norfolk, VA. Upon completion of this course, I reported to 
Naval Schools Command and was assigned to the NavOCS Operations Department as an 
instructor. We taught ship handling, maneuvering in formation, using a maneuvering board, 
Combat Information Center operations, using a radar display, duties of the Officer of the 
Deck underway. These skills were drilled in the BZ Trainer. While I was an instructor, 
NavOCS received their first training vessels, units retired from USNA. During the 
investigations of the two deadly collisions in the Pacific in 2017, USS Fitzgerald and then the 
USS John S. McCain, it was found that they were the result of the Navy having stopped 
training junior officers in these skills and navigation/rules of the road skills. Junior officers 
were given a few DVDs to “self-train” in these skills instead, to save money! Preventing 
collisions at sea is all about observing the relative motion of the ships involved, or which 
might become involved. Sadly, ships and those deployed on them today are over extended, 
over worked and are given no time for training or vessel maintenance. Probably true in all 
the other services as well. In 1965 DesRon 24 deployed to Vietnam, the first Atlantic based 
destroyer squadron to do so. 
During my time at NavOCS I received a promotion to full lieutenant (O-3). The Navy 
shortened the time to promotion to 3 years’ service in an effort to retain junior officers as 
the Vietnam War was heating up. They were looking for junior officers to volunteer to serve 
as Swift Boat commanders. I considered doing so, but ultimately chose not to do so. The 
casualty rate among Swift Boat crews was pretty high. I continued in my position as an 
instructor until 6 June 1966, when I was released from active duty. 
 

After active duty, I served in a US Naval Ready Reserve Drilling Unit at Philadelphia Naval 
Shipyard for two years. In summer of 1968 I served my 2 weeks active duty for training on 
board a WWII vintage APD based in Little Creek, VA. Sadly, the name of this ship escapes 
me. After two years of very boring drill sessions, I opted to join a Navy Reserve destroyer 
crew on USS Hank (DD-702) based in Philadelphia Naval Shipyard. I was assigned the very 
same billet, Communications Officer, and the very same stateroom, forward below the mess 
deck next to Mount 52 ammo loading tower, that I had occupied as a brand-new Ensign in 
1962. In 1970, after two years of this, I resigned from the Navy Ready Reserve and became 
a civilian. 

### 
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From Ron Crowe (64): 
 

“Posted by Kristina Donahue 
Daly: 
 

I’m completely knocked out by 
this. Thank you to everyone who 
helped make this possible!! This 
is going to help Dad so 
much! 🙏🙏🙏 • 
*************************** 
Posted @withrepost • 
@vintageguitars_official A huge 
‘Thank you’ to Matt Worley and 
Tony Kelsey who put in the miles 
obtaining the incredible list of 
autographs to help our good 
friend Jerry Donahue (64). This 
amazing piece of rock & roll 
memorabilia was auctioned at 
@gardinerhoulgateauctioneers 
and a very generous bid £22,000 
won this very special Vintage® 
guitar. The proceeds will go to 
help Jerry’s rehabilitation. 🧡 @guitarauctions” 
 
 

### 

 

From John Michael Kelly (61): 

My wife and I were at the end of a three-month trip to the South Island in New 
Zealand at the small rural town of Kaikoura getting ready for a morning walk. 
Prince Charles* was visiting this small town but we figured we would have little 
chance of getting a close look at the Prince. We were late getting into town (not 

much larger than a city block) and it was crowded on one side of main street and everyone 
was behind barriers. We decided to stay on the opposite side close to a few dozen of Harley 
Davidson motorcycles and no barriers.  While I was waiting, the lotto shop was open right 
behind me and I purchased a ticket. Prince Charles was on the opposite side, chatting with 
the school children, shaking a few hands but when he saw the motorcycles, he crossed the 
street exactly where my wife and I were standing. He shook our hands, asked if we were 
tourists but he was too close to us to get a photograph. I thought, wow this has to be a good 
omen – I just might strike the lotto! 

My UK history in brief: I attended Bushy Hall and CHS 1956 – 59 and this was not the end 
of the UK experience. I worked in London and Aberdeen, Scotland, in the early 1970’s, and 
again in the 1980’s and have made several trips both business and holidays since. More 
recently, my wife and I were joined in London with my brother Jerry (Class of 58) and his 
wife in May 2018 for visits and tours to Wimbledon, the London Imperial War Museum, a 
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walk-about in Cambridge and a guided tour of the IWM (Imperial War Museum) Duxford. 
A great time, but a few disappointments, as London seems to have a real litter problem, 
especially on the Underground. A few photos are attached. 

Almost forgot, you guessed it, when the lotto results came out – zilch! But it was a fun day, 
with lots of Kiwi friends and a few pictures to share with my classmates. 

*The visit of Prince Philip was to provide a boost in relations to the 2016 Kaikoura earthquake, 
magnitude 7.8 (Mw) that occurred two minutes after midnight on 14 November 2016. Yes, my wife 
and I were there, and it was the shake of our lives! 
 

 
 

Prince & Lamas –  
Ruth & Mike to the 
left 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The Prince, the Lamas – 
Ruth & Mike 
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Prince Charles meeting the locals 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Piccadilly Circus & Rain 
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The Eagle Bar 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jerry & Mike 
IWM Duxford 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

--FINIS-- 


