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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 
Owen 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. 
_____________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Myranda Atwell (62) Tringale – December 21, 1943 – February 8, 2020 
 

Myranda “Randy” Lou (Atwell) Tringale, age 76, born December 21, 
1943, in Independence, MO, devoted sister, mother, grandmother, 
aunt, neighbor, friend, and retired nurse, peacefully departed this 
earthly life surrounded by her children, grandchildren, and other 
loved ones at Roanoke Memorial Hospital in Roanoke, VA, on 
Saturday, February 8, 2020. 
 

Randy was preceded in death by her parents, Elizabeth Anna (Reeder) 
Atwell, and William O’Harra Atwell, as well as her daughter Amber 
Marie Tringale Green. She is survived by her children Tony of 

Peachtree City, GA, Michael of Washington, DC, Mark of Leesburg, VA, her sister 
Adrienne Elder (68) of Banchory, Scotland, her brother Grant Atwell (66) of Campbell, 
CA, her former husband Anthony, 12 grandchildren who affectionately know her as 
“Grandy” – Alexandra, Madeline, Rebecca, Lauren, Amanda, Kiernan, McKenzie, Brooke, 
Kenna, Casey, Kyla, Viveca – daughters/sons-in-law – Joseph, Amy, Alison, Arthur – and 
many devoted aunts, uncles, cousins, nieces, nephews, friends, as well as countless patients 
she lovingly served as a registered nurse. 
 

Randy’s parents moved to England when she was a child, where she attended school 
including, Royal Air Force (RAF) Station Bushy Park London Central High School 
studying foreign service. She later returned to the U.S. to attend the Georgetown University 
School of Foreign Service in Washington, DC. She was married in 1964 and raised four 
children while also studying medicine and nursing at Northern Virginia (NOVA) 
Community College. She earned her license as a Registered Nurse (RN) and worked in 
critical care for over 30 years at the INOVA Fairfax Hospital in Fairfax, VA. Randy loved 
to travel and visited countries on three continents including Austria, the Czech Republic, 
France, Germany, Greece, Hungary, Ireland, the Netherlands, Spain, Turkey, Cambodia, 
China, Indonesia, Malaysia, Thailand, Vietnam, Canada, the Dominican Republic, Mexico, 
and others. Randy retired from nursing in 2006 and moved to Roanoke, VA, in the middle 
of “her mountains” – the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia – where she resided until her 
death.  
 

There will be a celebration of Randy’s life and memorial at Oakey’s South Chapel, 4257 
Brambleton Avenue, SW, Roanoke, VA 24018, on Saturday, February 29, Noon to 2:00 
p.m. with a reception immediately following on-site. Family and friends are encouraged to 
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help make this celebration a joyful and colorful remembrance of Randy’s enduring love of 
life. 
In lieu of flowers, the family suggests donations to the Shepherd Center in Atlanta, GA.  
 
From Grant Atwell: 
 
Thank you so very much!  
Grant class of 66 Adie class of 68 
 
Life is like a camera: 
Capture Good Moments 
And Share them with others.  
Develop from the Negatives, 
And if things aren't going your way, 
Adjust your Angle and Lighting, 
Load up, and Take Another Shot! 
Grant Atwell ... Ex. U.S. Navy Photographer 
 
 

### 
 

From Jim Roberts (61): 
 
Bill, 
 

I learned today that a CHS classmate, Karl Rubinstein, passed away yesterday, 
February 24, 2020.  

 

He died from a lung disease COPD. 
 

Karl, an occasional contributor to Bushy Tales, was the only Bushy Park class of ‘61 
classmate with whom I went to college.  
 

We lost touch after graduating from Texas A&M many years ago but, with the 
advent of the Internet, we reconnected.  
 

Like our fathers, who served in the Air Force, so did Karl and I. 
 

He left us too soon. 
 

R I P Karl. 
 

 
Editor’s Note: This is a last-minute addition to the newsletter with no other information 
available. If additional information becomes available, it will be published in a subsequent 
edition of the newsletter. 
 
 

### 
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Letters to the Editor 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Hi Bill, 
 

I'm attaching my military story. It is kinda long, so feel free to edit what you 
think needs omitting. 
 

I read every issue of “Bushy Tales” and enjoy them. I don't remember a lot of 
the names. I was a dorm student. 

 

If you want some pics to accompany the article go to: 
 
http://www.4ezdaz.com/new_page_4.htm 
 
https://www.facebook.com/dick.ackerman.7/photos?lst=1301679848%3A1301679848%3A1
580683175 
 
Thanks, 
Dick Ackerman (59) 

** 
I received my draft notice at the end of 1963 to be inducted on Jan 2, 1964. At 22 years old, 
I thought I'd beat the draft. Found out that my mother wrote the draft board and asked them 
to either draft me or change my status from 1A. I don't blame her, as I was getting pretty 
wild--drinking, running with the wrong crowd, etc. Back then if your status was 1A it was 
hard to get a decent job because your employer would train you and then when you got 
drafted, they had to hold your job until you got discharged 2 years later. During that time, 
you got your raises, promotions, etc. and your employer didn't know if you would return. 
(Might have found a better job, liked a different area of the country, etc.). 
 

On Jan 2, 1964, I boarded a train in Champaign, IL to Chicago. Then to Ft. Knox, KY to 
begin basic training. We took a series of tests to determine what training you would receive 
after basic. I did great on all of them and they talked me into going into OCS at Ft. Benning, 
GA. Then I needed an Infantry MOS (Military Occupation Specialty). So, I next was sent to 
Ft. Jackson, SC for AIT (Advanced Infantry Training). After that I was sent to Ft. Benning, 
GA for OCS. I still had to pass a board meeting and they turned me down for OCS, because 
I was adopted! I could be a security risk if I ended up with a high security type job. Thought 
was that your birth parents (maybe foreign agents?) might ask you for info about your job.  
Remember it was 1964. 
 

As a result, I ended up in an Infantry Company whose job was to support OCS and the 
Ranger School. (We were their aggressors, when they had to attack someone). Not a bad job! 
 

Stayed in that company until Aug 1965, when I got transferred to the 1st Cavalry Division, 
which was preparing to go to Vietnam. (Pres. Johnson announced that on TV). 1st Cav had 
transferred the short-timers that got out sometime in Oct (I was due to get out Jan 1, 1966) 
and guys with a medical profile. They then went around the base and transferred guys with 
an Infantry MOS to the Cav. I got there 2 weeks before we left for Nam and was assigned to 
the battalion recon platoon. I was issued an M-16 and it was the first one I ever saw! The 
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division left Ft. Benning by bus to Charleston, SC to board a bunch of ships and headed out. 
(We were on the Gen. Maurice Rose--a troop ship with our fold bunks about 1 ft apart). 
Down thru the Panama Canal, up to Long Beach, CA and then across the pacific. Finally got 
to shoot my M-16, off the rear of the ship. We ran into a typhoon outside of Japan. What a 
ride for this landlubber! Our unit (2nd Battalion, 7th cavalry) arrived at Qui Nhon, Vietnam 
on Sept 11, 1965. We were choppered into Camp Radcliff at An Khe to set up our base camp. 
No barracks--just chop out an area for our battalion and set up our pup tents. Real comfy! 
After a couple of weeks, they gave us cots because guys were being bitten by tarantulas and 
foot long centipedes. Hmmm-2 cots in a pup tent. We had to get creative in creating our new 
home. We had one 500-gal water trailer for the whole battalion. That's for cooking, washing, 
shaving, drinking for about 500 guys. One time the choppers were socked in by weather, so 
we ended up eating canned salmon and saltines for about a week. Then they brought in gallon 
cans of peaches and we went overboard eating them and then we all got sick! Peaches were 
too sweet!  
 

We went on a lot of patrols, some with enemy encounters. Mostly snipers. Near the beginning 
of Nov, I got 3 day in-country R&R at Vung Tau. I was sitting on the back of a truck waiting 
for our plane and watched 2 choppers collide in a ball of flame. Saw it was going to happen 
but couldn't do anything to help. Finally, our plane arrived. Taxied to end of runway, turned 
around and they loaded a lot body bags. No place to put our feet but on the bags. Very 
uncomfortable feeling. Taxied again, turned around again and they unloaded the body bags. 
We arrived in Vung Tau and were met by a truck driven by a soldier wearing Starched 
jungle fatigues and spit shined jungle boots. First, I'd ever seen. He took us to the R&R 
center, told us to get settled and if we needed anything, he would be downstairs. And he was-
-wearing shorts and tennis shoes, which he wore all the time we were there. Switched to his 
uniform to drive us back to the plane.  
 

When I returned from R&R, I was told to "saddle up" & get ready to go. We choppered to 
a plantation where we stayed for a day. Then we headed out (I was Pointman) to LZXRAY 
(The movie--"We Were Soldiers"). We arrived there and were attacked by one of our own 
choppers. Good news--no one was hurt, bad news--out of 350 of us they couldn't even hit one. 
And these are our support units. It was the last day for the 1st Battalion of the 7th Cav (1/7) 
and we were there to reinforce them and the next day we were security for them when they 
flew out. Now the movie makes you think it's over at LZXRAY--not so, we (2/7) were still 
there. We were told to leave because they were bringing in B-52's to bomb the mountain the 
NVA was dug in on. We headed out to a place called LZALBANY. Again, I was right flank 
Pointman. If we got there and secured the area before dark, they would send choppers to 
take us out. If not secured before dark, we had to dig in and spend the night.  
 

Nov 17, 1965---Off we went--all 350 of us--thru the jungle, elephant grass as high as we were 
tall. We were being pushed faster than we should have been, command did not want to spend 
the night. After 3 hours the column stopped. I looked back and the command was looking at 
maps and pointing to the left saying that is LZALBANY. It had 2 clearings and a copse of 
trees in the middle. We (Recon) were ordered to check it out and secure it and then the rest 
of 2/7 would move in. The rest of the column settled down and ate some c-rats, smoked, 
napped. We were really tired--no sleep for 3 days & just finished a rugged 3-mile walk on a 
very hot and muggy day, carrying all our gear. I walked towards the clearing and about 90 
seconds later a few shots rang out. Then all hell broke loose. WE HAD BEEN AMBUSHED! 
As Pointman I should be dead. The 90 sec walk saved my life. I saw 2 GIs by a tree row, and 
I headed over there. The NVA reinforcements were coming across in front of us so we started 
picking them off. The one I remember was about 50 ft in front, so I put a bullet in his head, 
saw his head jerk and he kept walking. Did it again and he walked a few steps then fell to his 
knees, rocked back on his heels and started to get up again, so I put another round in his 
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head and he dropped. Found out later that the NVA were drugged up, probably opium. The 
guy I shot was probably dead on the first shot. Meanwhile some GIs had made it to the copse 
of trees and were hollering at us to come over there, I sent the other 2 guys and covered them, 
then I ran there. I laid down with my shoulder against a small tree when I felt the tree vibrate, 
I looked around the tree and saw where it took a bullet. I then got lower! Next couple of 
hours were fighting for our lives. Broken Arrow was called in. That meant that everything 
available to help was directed to us. Planes, artillery, etc. In my opinion the thing that turned 
the battle in our favor (we were outnumbered 3 to 1) was napalm. A1E Skyraiders dropped 
the napalm since they were prop driven and by moving slower were able to more precisely 
place the bombs than the faster moving jets. During a lull I had to pee, so I rolled on my side, 
pulled up my knees for balance and did my thing. One of the NCOs saw me from behind and 
came running over asking where I had been hit. Told him I was just taking a leak and he 
proceeded to call me a bunch of nasty names! And ran back to his position.  
 

At one time they came around asking how much ammo we had left and the result was--not 
much, probably not enough to hold us out for the night. Back at base camp, Lt. Rick Rescorla 
(The man who predicted 9/11) got his platoon together, got a couple of choppers and flew in 
to reinforce us. They came in at dark and under fire. Brought us ammo, water, 
reinforcements, machine guns (ours were still in the kill zone). The rest of the night was 
scattered firefights. Next AM we set out to recover our wounded and dead (157 KIA, 121 
WIA). What we saw was horrendous and I won't describe it here. We were there for 3 days, 
couldn't eat or sleep. The smells were awful--burned bodies, rotting flesh, gunpowder, etc.  
 

3 days later we moved to an artillery camp and the next day we flew to Pleiku. They had 
showers set up for us and new uniforms and boots. The old-style uniforms & boots. No jungle 
clothing. I guess that everybody in the rear needed those uniforms! They didn't have any 
boots my size and mine were rotting on my feet. When we got back to base camp, we had to 
sort thru the KIAs stuff and separate the military from the personal stuff. That's where I got 
my boots. 
 

We got a lot of newbies and were told we were not going out on major missions ‘til Jan and 
concentrating on training these new guys. That was great, as I was due to get out on Jan 1. 
1966. 
 

We were sent out to guard An Khe pass on Hwy 19. I was on top of a hill with 5 newbies, 
getting them set up when a bullet from a sniper cracked by my ear. Crack is close, whing is 
farther away. He was shooting at me! I got the guys in their holes and then I got in mine. 
 

By Christmas Eve day I was back in the states and discharged. 
 

A vo-ed school in Ohio made a YouTube video about LZALBANY. It is called "A Walk in 
the Sun” It is 55 minutes long. The teacher felt we had been slighted by the movie and press. 
All attention was on LZXRAY, even though we had more casualties and intense fighting than 
XRAY. They did a great job on the video! 
 

LZALBANY was the bloodiest battle of the Vietnam War. 
 

I received a CIB (Combat Infantry Badge) & a Bronze star with Valor. 
 
Dick Ackerman (59) 
 
Editor’s Note: Be sure to click on the links above to see the photos and video that Dick has so 
kindly included. 
 

### 
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From James Roberts (61): 
 
Bill, 
 

For your consideration, following is a short summary of the impact my father's 
career had on me.  
 

If you like it, then let me know. I won't look for photos otherwise.  
 

Have to rummage around for days to find them.  
 
Summary follows:  
 

Like fathers of most Bushy Park students in my class (’61), mine was also a member of the 
Greatest Generation. He was an accomplished navigator. He was selected to navigate the 
first airplane – a B-50 configured for air refueling -- to fly around the world non-stop.  
 

During WW II, he also wrote a navigation manual used by countless Army Air Corps 
students during and after the war. The only way he could get his name in this manual was 
by putting it in a sample pre-flight form required during the 1940's. He gave me the manual 
when we were in England where he was the deputy commander of RAF Upper Heyford in 
the late 1950's.  
 

Retiring from the USAF in the mid 1960's, he was justifiably proud of his 30 years’ service. 
But it was not without one great lament: his inability to pass the physical required to enter 
pilot training. Consequently, when I became a USAF pilot shortly before his retirement, it 
was as if he were young again.  
 

And like him when he was my age, I was promptly sent to war, but not a World War akin to 
the one in which he served, but the divisive one in Vietnam. It was longer than WWII and as 
frustrating as the Korean War, in which my father also served as a navigator of B-50 
bombers. 
 

When I returned from Vietnam, where I flew C-123 transports fondly known as Punctured 
Providers for their tendency to successfully attract ground fire, I next flew C-141 four engine 
jet transports worldwide from Norton AFB, CA.  
 
When I look back, as men my age do, I can't believe what good fortune I had to be young, 
based in southern California, given command of an airplane with the ability to fly non-stop 
to most continents and assignments over the years to fly to all of them. Once, while flying to 
Madrid, my co-pilot was Dale Morfeld, ’61, a Bushy Park classmate. But more memorable 
moments followed. 
 

They began when the Air Force sent me to American Airlines and later to TWA, respectively, 
for ground and simulator training, both perquisites to fly the handful of B-707's in the USAF. 
These airplanes were dedicated for use by senior USG officials. Among them was Henry 
Kissinger.  
 

I vividly remember being a co-pilot of the airplane flying him from Moscow to Tel Aviv 
during the Yom Kipper War thence to Cairo at night. With the Israeli Army on its outskirts, 
the entire city of Cairo was blacked out.  
 

Although there wasn't a cloud in the sky, we couldn't find the airport. There was no horizon. 
The black sky merged with the equally black landscape. Finally, I asked the Egyptians to 
turn on the runway lights so we could deliver Kissinger who, we learned later, had negotiated 
an end to the war. 
 



 8 

I was also a member of the aircrew that flew Kissinger to China soon after Nixon's visit there. 
While in Peking, as it was known then, I'll always remember being serenaded during dinner 
in the Great Hall of the People by the Red Chinese Army band incomparably playing Turkey 
in the Straw.  
 

After the concert, I'll also never forget being jostled by Chou En Li -- Chairman Mao's right 
hand man -- while we were being arranged for a group photo with him. Seems I inadvertently 
placed myself in the spot where he wanted to stand. He was a short, slight man with bushy 
eyebrows. I felt that if I huffed and puffed, I could blow him away. Instead, I diplomatically 
moved.  
 

During the early 1970’s, I was also a White House social aide, an additional duty above and 
beyond flying VIPs. The highpoints of this extra duty were many, but the most memorable 
was serving as President Ford's Introducing Aide for the visit to the US by Japan's Emperor 
Hirohito -- the man who authorized the attack on Pearl Harbor.  
 

The meeting in the White House with former USN officer Ford who served in the Pacific, 
now President Ford, was tantamount to an apology by the aging Emperor for the enormous 
harm he caused America during 1941-45. I was standing next to President Ford when the 
Emperor came to him with TV camera lights a-blazing. Unforgettable moment. 
 

After 28 years’ service in the Air Force, Air National Guard and the Air Force Reserve, I 
reluctantly retired as a Lieutenant Colonel with over 5000 flying hours, 800 of which were 
in combat. I flew the C-130, C-7, C-123, VC -137 and my all-time favorite, the C-141 in which 
I was also an instructor pilot.  
 

As a capstone to my military service, just before I retired, I found myself in Leningrad on 
the very day the USSR collapsed. The following day, I flew to Moscow. While there, my 
Soviet escort and I spoke to the troops surrounding Red Square. When we learned they had 
been issued no bullets, we knew the USSR was history. Another unforgettable moment.  
 

I wish I could do it all over again. If I could, I'd fly more often to more places to make more 
friends, have more adventures and more memories.  
 
James Roberts (61) 
 

 
 
 
 
A photo of the airplane I flew 
in Vietnam  
It belonged to the Royal Thai 
Air Force 
Only one USAF pilot flew on 
this airplane in 1967 - 1968; 
frequently but not exclusively 
me  
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This is yours truly circa 1980's 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Chou En Li, Marvin Kalb on his left 
and me second row, third from right. 
Rest of Americans are aircrew. When 
we flew Kissinger, we wore civilian 
clothes 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Current photo of me (wearing my USAF cap) 
and my wife Julie 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
### 
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What a fabulous idea...to publish the Service stories of our fellow "Brats". It 
is so interesting to read what they did to support and defend our 
country.  Kudos, guys! 
 

Sherry (Cheryl Burritt ‘57) Konjura 
 

 
### 

 
As we start this decade, I predict we will see a spike in the number of reported 
“Bushy” deaths. Since I will be age 80 this May, it didn’t take much thought.  
 

Who will be the last one standing? 
 

Good newsletter.  
 

Ellis Edward Young (59) 
      Facebook “Life’s Experiences” group 

 
 

### 
 

Bill and Nancy (Grable) Rees (57) 
at a Tigers/Astro Game 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

--FINIS-- 


