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CLASS REPRESENTATIVES
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1953 – Marcia (Craver) Thomas
 txstarmt@aol.com





1954 – Betsy (Neff) Cote (d. 2024)



 1955 – Nancie Anderson (d. 2016)
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1956 – Edie (Williams) Wingate
WingW@aol.com
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1957 – William Douglas
rwmdouglas@gmail.com
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1958 – Pat (Terpening) Owen
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net




1959 – John “Mike” Hall (d. 2024)

[image: Ren Briggs (60)]
1960 – Ren Briggs
rpbjr42@gmail.com



[image: Betsy Schley (61) Slepetz]
1961 – Betsy (Schley) Slepetz
bslepetz@comcast.net



[image: Dona Hale (62) Ritchie]
1962 – Dona (Hale) Ritchie
Dona.Ritchie@att.net





_____________________________________________________________________________

A little reminder to all –if/when you change your email address, please let Pat Terpening (58) 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.
_____________________________________________________________________________


Classmates Who Have Transferred to the Eternal Duty Station
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[image: ]George Purnell Birdsong III (62)	
May 21, 1944 - September 11, 2026

George Purnell Birdsong III passed away on September 11, 2026, at his home in Diablo. His sense of humor, generous heart, and endless capacity to lift up those around him will never be forgotten. George was born on May 21, 1944, in Colorado Springs, Colorado. His father, Colonel George Purnell Birdsong Jr., was a B-17 pilot during World War II whose example of service and leadership became part of the Birdsong family legacy. As the oldest of four children, George developed his own leadership skills and love for world travel early in life. He would carry that legacy forward through his devotion to family, his generosity, and the opportunities he created for others.

During high school in London, George was the football team’s quarterback and captain, as well as student body president. After graduation, he attended the University of Texas but flunked out – a setback he would turn into a new beginning. Following a stern talk from his father, he enlisted in the Army, was selected for Officer Candidate School, and served as a second lieutenant. After leaving the Army, George got serious about his education. He completed his bachelor’s degree in mathematics and economics in two years at Eastern Washington University and earned his MBA at UC Berkeley a year later.

George worked his way up to president at the computer consulting firm CRG before getting fired – something he described as the best thing that ever happened to him because it led him to start Systems Partners. Starting over from nothing, even borrowing change from his son Michael’s piggy bank for lunch money, George built the company alongside partners Anne Birdsong and Anne (Cable) (62) Gingras-Silver and an incredible, closely knit team. Systems Partners grew to $44 million in revenue before being sold to IMI Systems. Its culture reflected George’s values: high standards, hard work, genuine care for the team, and opportunities for others to grow. And let’s not forget the epic parties! George later founded Springboard Advisors to help other businesses grow and proudly served on the board of Opportunity Junction, a nonprofit helping individuals gain financial independence through skill-building and job placement.

George’s greatest joy was his family. He loved and was incredibly proud of his sons, George IV and Michael, coached their sports teams, and traveled with them from Europe to Hawaii to South America. He loved gathering the extended Birdsong family for holidays and parties and generously supported his family. He deeply loved and provided for his parents, Suella Joan Martin Birdsong, Colonel Birdsong, and Eileen Birdsong.

A lifelong golfer, sailor, skier, and avid sports enthusiast, George was a devoted Cal Bears fan. He was known to enter the office singing the Cal Fight Song and may have finished his vows to his second wife, Anne, with “Go Bears.”

George reminded us to live life fully and followed his own advice. Despite health challenges in recent years, he continued traveling to Europe, Panama, and the Caribbean, with another European trip planned this fall. George worked hard, played hard, and loved hard. We miss him immensely and carry him in our hearts as we remember to live every day to its fullest.

George is survived by George IV and Morgan Birdsong, Jackie Birdsong, Anne Birdsong, and a large extended family.

A Celebration of Life was held at the St. Francis Yacht Club on Sunday, Oct. 25, 2026.
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Memories of Bushy Park      

Robert Harrold (60) maintains a Bushy Park website at this link: 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
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Letters to the Editor


[image: ]From: Leroy “Mac” McLaughlin (58)

Dear Bill and Pat,

I recently learned that the monthly Bushy Park newsletter will end. After so many years, I understand and agree with the decision. Unfortunately, I haven't used “BushyPark.org” much over the years, but when I did, I always appreciated your efforts. That’s why I am emailing you both. (Small note of explanation: over 20 years ago, I contacted Pat to ask if she had any information about the whereabouts of two old dorm mates of mine from 1956/57. She informed me that both had died many years ago. That was my last contact with the website  until this last December, which I will explain.)

Please accept my heartfelt appreciation and gratitude for all the years you both spent informing Bushy Park attendees about the status of other dorm/school students they may have been interested in locating. I have always appreciated your long years of dedicated work, diligent effort, and time-consuming information gathering. I find it difficult to fathom the burden and hard work each of you carries on behalf of others. I, for one, find your efforts both comforting and fulfilling to those who have used your information; I also find them admirable for the personal value they bring to others. 
Thank you both very much.

Here's why I'm grateful for what you have done through the Bushy Park Newsletter. 

Last December, I decided to find out what happened to a girl I knew from the 1956/57 dorm years. So, I went onto the website and sadly learned that she had died just a few months earlier. I began scrolling through the newsletters and came across one from February 2025. What caught my eye was a request from her granddaughter, Stephanie Wenger, for any information about a plane geometry/math teacher from Central High, Mrs. Mildred Bidleman, 1952 to 1962. I'll keep this as brief as possible, but I did contact her to let her know I had an awkward relationship with Mrs. Bidleman during the two years I was at Bushy Park. Stephanie encouraged me to tell her my story about Mrs. Bidleman. Over the next few months, we exchanged emails in which I told her I began my time at Bushy Park in Mrs. Bidleman’s plane geometry class. Unfortunately, I arrived in England late and didn't enter her class until early October, weeks after classes had begun. Over the next two months, I met Mrs. Bidleman "after class" to discuss my obvious failure. Eventually, she and I ended up in the principal’s office, where she insisted I be dropped from her class, primarily because of my late arrival and, unknown to her, my after-hours obsession with the ladies of Piccadilly. I was not a good student - to say the least. When Mrs. Bidleman attempted to ascertain how I was using my time, I avoided telling her for fear of being thrown out of school and the dorm since I was selling American cigarettes and gin to some local Englishmen to pay for certain services. I also knew my Air Force father could have been equally harmed by my actions. Please bear in mind that I was 15 at the time and felt I knew “everything”. (I have heard all the negative judgments and certainly agree with them - again, I was 15!)

At some point, Stephanie told me she hadn't received many responses to her Newsletter request and went on to create a book about her notable grandmother. The book, “Letters from a Teacher Abroad - 1952 to 1968 ‘ was released via Amazon in September 2025. What surprised me was Stephanie’s request to use the info I had sent to her in a revision to her book. Long story, somewhat shorter, was that I agreed, after consulting my wife of course. Years earlier, Stephanie had discovered letters from her grandmother to her mother over the years she taught at Bushy Park and later at a Naval base in Spain.   She carefully went through all her grandmother’s letters to her mother and arranged them in calendar order. In her re-organized book revision, Steph interspersed contents from my emails between those letters, giving a different dimension to Mrs. Bidleman’s teaching experience at Bushy Park, especially with military kids. My experience with Mrs. Bidleman ended in my first year when I was “removed” from her plane geometry class because of poor grades. The following year I returned to Mrs. Bidleman’s plane geometry class, but nothing changed for Mrs. Bidleman and me. My grades did improve slightly, but not to her satisfaction. Thus, we continued our “after class discussions” with neither of us giving ground. Halfway through the year, Mrs. Bidleman obtained a nationally rated geometry aptitude test for our class. Later, when the results were available, our “after class discussions" ended when she announced that my test score was the highest in the class. That was the day of our last discussion, as she told me it proved she was right: that I could do well in plane geometry, but for whatever reason I wasn't using my time effectively. She told me she would no longer push me to find out what was taking up my time. She left our “last conversation” with a warning that I needed to change if I had any hope of succeeding in college. ( I was informed on the last day of school. 1957, by a 3rd Air Force officer, that I had been “removed” from the dormitory and the high school for “suspicious and illegal” behavior. No evidence provided. No further action was taken; my stepfather never received an explanation.   I went back to the States a few weeks later.)

Later, through college, her words kept me on track, and I will be forever grateful for her willingness to push me to do better. Steph revised her book, and Amazon published it in May 2026. However, what mattered most to me was meeting Steph and building a lifelong friendship. When I learned she was leaving her home in Madrid, Spain, for Austin, Texas, this past May, my wife and I went to meet her. We only had one day before we had to be back in Sacramento, but my wife knew how important it was to me. We had a great time and that is where we cemented our relationship - something I could not do with her wonderful grandmother, Mrs. Millie Bidleman. Much regret...

My new relationship with Steph was partly due to her Newsletter article in February, 2025. It was she who sent me the notice of the ending of the Newsletter, which prompted me to extend my gratitude to both of you, not only for the many years of hard work on the Newsletter, but the opportunity for me to somehow make things right between Mrs. Bidleman and me…and most assuredly for my newfound friendship with her wonderful granddaughter, Steph.

Thank you, Bill and Pat…your work has probably touched more people than you know….  May you both have a joyous and happy life.         

Best regards, Mac McLaughlin, Class of 1958
**
Hello, Mac,

Thank you for your kind words and for explaining your experience at Bushy Park and with teacher Mildred Bidleman and her granddaughter, Stephanie Wenger. 

As I have stressed for the past 10 years, each of our experiences at Bushy Park was unique. Many seem to think we all experienced the same things. In some ways this is true, but we each arrived via a different route and with different baggage! 

I am glad that you were able to have your journey with Ms. Bidleman. I found the faculty at Bushy Park very supportive and highly qualified in their areas of instruction.

If you are agreeable, I would like to include your email in the next newsletter. 

Kind regards,
Bill R
###

[image: ]From: Vicki Brown (61) Tidwell

Strange how, out of the 83 years I've been alive, the 2 1/2 years at Bushey Hall & Bushy Park are still so vivid to me (from 9th grade to half of my junior year) Daddy was at South Ruislip & we lived in Harrow-on-the-Hill. We visited Wales, Ireland, Germany, and Paris & attended the World's Fair in Brussels in 1958. We left England for Texas in December of 1959 & Daddy was stationed at Carswell AFB near Fort Worth until he retired. I met my future husband in HS there & my parents & brother moved back to the Northwest (OR & WA) I lost my husband of 59 years over 4 years ago but I am still here in TX. 

Thank you so much, Bill & Pat, for being so faithful to send Bushy Tales to all of us every month for so many years. I understand completely why it is being discontinued, but it makes me sad, too. ❣️❣️
###

[image: Edie Williams (56) Wingate]From: Edie William (56) Wingate

Dear Bushy Tales readers,

I’m writing as the Class Representative for 1956.  As I’m writing this, I’m doing some quick math: 70 years!! How can it be so long ago that I was at Bushy? No doubt most of you will feel the same when you do your math!

It is sad to think it is time for Bushy Tales to retire. But haven’t we been most fortunate that Bill Rumble and Pat Owen stepped up and have worked so hard these many years to help us keep those memories alive and to keep us in touch, as well as reconnected in some instances! 

In addition to many happy memories, I have a few items from my 2 years at Bushy Park. One is the June 3, 1955, edition of “High Times.” One of the columns was entitled “Summer Strategy” by Carol Fanno, which told what staff was going to do over the summer. Some were going to travel or study in Europe; some were going back to the States for a visit and then there were these two.  Mr. Dickinson: “I’m going to the South of France for 10 glorious weeks of glorin’ in the sun!” Mr. Billington: “I’m going home to Colorado and going fishing all summer.” Did you ever think of our teachers having any interests outside of teaching us? Did you ever realize how young so many were?

Another keepsake was the “Central High School handbook Third Air Force”-all 23 pages of info. “To be eligible for admission, students must be dependents of personnel assigned or attached to the Third Air Force… and the Seventh Air Division… and any other categories provided for in annual Congressional appropriations.” “Dependents of other American parents may be admitted to the school as tuition students, at approximately $112.50 a semester or $225 for the school year. This fee is payable in advance.”

My sister Julie Williams (59), Lanier Balloun, and I fell into that category. Unfortunately, by the time our brother Syd was ready for high school, the original Bushy had closed, and the high school had moved and was renamed Bushey Hall. Brother Jim was not so fortunate. While he was still in elementary school, the children of civilians were no longer allowed to attend the DoD schools.

How did we end up living in England for so long? Our dad was VP of the United Kingdom area of the Coca-Cola Export Corporation. Because we’d moved to England after living in a hotel in Denmark for over 4 months, our mother insisted we not live in London, but rather out of town where the children had a garden in which to run wild! So we ended up in Northwood, out beyond Harrow, and have many happy memories of the garden, as well as riding the bus!

Back now to the handbook. “All the facilities of the world’s largest city will be open to our high school students…Educational tours and trips will be organized from time to time…In this way, full advantage may be taken of their residence in England to extend both their education and their personal development.” 

Yes, we took advantage of being in London, but as I think back on my time at Bushy what stands out is the wonderful mix of fellow students/friends. We were not only military/civilian, officer/enlisted, black/white, rich/poor children, but also bus riders/dormies. None of this mattered!! Bushy was a special place to be during a wonderful time in London’s history.

Thank you, Bill and Pat, and all the many contributors for keeping these memories alive and for keeping us in touch.  JOB WELL DONE!  
Edie Williams (56) Wingate
**
Dear Edie,

Thank you for your very kind words regarding the newsletter. I started as editor in 2015 after I was asked to fill in for Gary Schroeder, who was hospitalized following a heart attack and/or stroke. The newsletter was started in 2001 by Gary and Pat Terpening Owen (58). I was not involved in any way with the newsletter ``until Pat Owen asked me if I would be interested in filling in for Gary for a time while he healed. I agreed. About six months later, Gary passed away and Pat asked me if I would be willing to continue as editor, which I did. Over the past ten years, the advancing age of all of us - readers, editors, those willing to share their stories and the number of readers have declined significantly. It is all very understandable. 

After our last official newsletter publication, the December 2026 issue, we decided to continue publishing an occasional newsletter as input warrants. It won’t be monthly. 

It has been a fascinating experience. What I have found is that while each student’s experience has similarities, each one has been unique. The entire Bushy Park experience was a unique one! Each of us arrived by a different path. Most of us were there for two years or less. Some lived in the dorms; some commuted daily by bus from different locations in and around London and other cities “nearby”. The school faculty was an amazing group of teachers from all over the US and Europe. 

I am so grateful that my older brother, Pete (55), and I were able to attend Bushy Park. It was truly a blessing. 

Thank you for your wonderful “blurb” about your experience at Bushy Park. It will be in the November issue of the newsletter.

Blessings, 
Bill
###

[image: ]From: Elizabeth Schley (61) Slepetz

Thank you so very much for your efforts every month. It’s sad to see that Bushy Tales will end, but I agree it’s probably time. I hope we can stay in touch somehow in the future.
Lots of love, Betsy Slepetz
###

[image: ]From: Peggy J. Corder (54) Johnson

Dear Bill and Pat....Thank you for years of hard work and love for all of us at Bushy Park.  Sooo many memories to share.  I think your idea of gathering things and sending info when it comes together is great, and I love you both for your diligence.  

I am still doing my Petunia Patch "Fashion Express" events...and I've written my first book on Amazon about my 22 years in Toastmasters and teaching the Toastmasters Youth Leadership Program to the incarcerated boys at the jail for Sheriff Glover and Sheriff Rutherford.  It's called "Busy Behind Bars."  (For any of you Toastmasters out there!)

Anyway, love to you both and Congratulations on your wonderful work over the years.  

Peggy Johnson (54)
**
Peggy,

Thank you for your very kind words. We have enjoyed providing the newsletter to our fellow Bushy Park attendees and graduates. Bushy Park was an amazing experience. 

Your years of service to your community are truly commendable. 

Kind regards,
Bill R
###

[image: ]From: Nancy Milburn (62)

Pat-  
You’ve done a commendable job keeping this newsletter going.  Always enjoy seeing the news.

All the best to you & Bill.
Nancy Milburn
Bushy Park, Lakenheath & Ogden, Utah
Class ‘62
**
Nancy – Glad you enjoyed reading the newsletter. We enjoyed publishing it through the years. Pat
###

[image: ]From: Marco Bacich (60)

Thank you for all your hard work over the years!   
Mick
**
Marco - glad you enjoyed the newsletter through the years. 
We enjoyed publishing it. Pat
###
From: Patty Jones (60) Lawrence

Dear Pat and Billy-
I completely understand shutting down the newsletter for Bushy Park, but having said that, I have really enjoyed your efforts and the reminders of those long-ago years.  Thank you both so much for all you have done!  You have really provided a great service to me and others!!  Before you go, is it possible to post how we can access past newsletters?  Many thanks!  
Patty Jones Lawrence. ‘62
**
Patty,

You can access all previous newsletters, and so many more things related to Bushy Park, at ALL "Bushy Tales" Newsletters 2001 to 2026. This is not a secure website, but it can be reached using the Google Chrome app.

Thank you for all of your kind words. We are glad you enjoyed the newsletter.

Kind regards,
Bill R
###

From: Mike “Willi” Perkins (59)

[image: ]Mike Kelly (61) & Willi Perkins (59) had a mini-reunion on 30 September 2026 in Salt Lake City. Kelly, living in Singapore, was visiting his daughter, and Willi lives in northern Utah. They have been friends since 1958 when both played on the Central High football and track teams. They have linked up several times over the years, in Marysville, California, in the early 60's and at Fort Bliss, Texas, in 1963, when both were soldiers there.  Willi still does 80-100 pushups in the mornings, and Mike is in good shape, having worked as a deep-sea diver for years in Asia and the Pacific.

Willi Perkins is on the left 
and Mike Kelly is on the right.
**

Mike “Willi”,
 
Thank you for your email and the great photo. Who is who in this photo? Willi is on the left and Mike on the right. Yes, I am Mike Perkins, but at Bushy everyone called me Willi.  
 
It will appear in the November newsletter.
 
Kind regards,
Bill R.

###

[image: ]From: Jerry Lane Berry (55)

Hi Bill, et al:

Another last-minute file. If I've already sent this one to you, just dump it. [See the February 2026 issue of “Bushy Tales” ]  I added one paragraph at the end to tie off loose ends. Thanks again for all those years at the helm.
                     Jerry Berry (55)

(Since the Tales are ending, I’ll tie up some loose ends):
Both Sam and I were invested as Queen’s Scout in the spring of 1955. I returned to their ZI (Zone of the Interior), to the University of Colorado, graduated with a degree in Electrical Engineering; as enlisted rank of Private E2, received my commission and retired in 1962. Sam went on to the Heidelberg AHS, the University of Maryland, went to Nam as a forward observer, got his commission, went back, and retired after 30 years with a PhD.

**
Jerry:

I have added two links to additional information: The February 2026 “Bushy Tales”, which contains your previous file about part of your life in Europe; and a 1955 photo of you and your brother receiving the Queen’s Scout Badges!

###
[image: ]From: Dieter H Harper (62)

I really enjoyed reading about other attendees' lives before, during, and after Bushey Park, so I'm sorry to hear this is the end of Bushy Tales. But the end was inevitable. We all have an expiration date. Once you reach your 80s or 90s, it's just around the corner. Following is my story of how I ended up attending Central High School. Please edit as necessary if you think I have shared too much information.

I must say I have had an interesting life, and my nickname "Lucky Dieter" seems to say it all. Most Bushy Park attendees started their life's journey in the US but mine started in Germany. I was born in Wiesbaden, Germany in September 1944, during the last year of WWII. My father was a pilot with the Luftwaffe. He flew the FW 190 fighter aircraft. My mother was a Staff Assistant with the Luftwaffe. She was stationed at a Luftwaffe HQ office in Hessen. My father did not survive the war. The official records show his plane was shot down over Nettuno, Italy by a British Spitfire pilot. My mother was discharged in April 1945, one month before WWII ended. My mother's home was in Erding, Bavaria. Erding was a small village with 3,500 residents. It is located about 20 miles northeast of Munich. My mother and I returned to Erding to live with her parents. 

The village of Erding was next to a Luftwaffe Pilot Training School. My grandparents' house was about a mile from the airbase. When the war ended the American Army Air Force took control of the base and renamed it Erding Air Station. About 1,500 Americans, both military and civilian, were stationed at Erding Air Station. Several members of my German family ended up working on the airbase. My grandfather worked for the base housing office. My mother worked in the Base Exchange, her sister worked at the Base Library, and my mother's brother worked for the OSI. Because of the shortage of German men after the war hundreds of young women in Erding married American airmen and civilians.  My mother and stepfather married in June 1955. My stepfather was from Boston, MA. He served in the Army Air Force from 1942 until his discharge in February 1946. His military service was in Europe from 1943 until his discharge in 1946. Upon being discharged from the military, he joined the Civil Service and became the chief transportation officer at the Erding Air Station. 

I transferred from the German school system to the Department of Defense School system in the fall of 1955. Since I did not speak English, I couldn't join a regular class. Instead, I received individual tutoring in private sessions for the first six months of the school year until I became proficient enough in English to join my classmates. Major political realignments occurred in 1955 and 1956 so the Allied Forces, excluding the Soviet Union and East Germany, began to re-arm the West German military. As a result, Erding Air Station was deactivated and officially returned to the newly constituted West German Air Force in 1957. My stepfather did not wish to return to the United States at this time and was fortunate enough to be selected as the Director of Transportation for the Third Air Force. At that time the Third Air Force was located in South Ruislip, Middlesex, England.

We moved to England in April 1957. My stepfather rented a house at 28 Pinner Hill Road, Pinner. I mention this address because Elton John was born and lived in Council Housing at 55 Pinner Hill Road. Elton John was three years younger than me and lived about 400 feet up the street from our house. I attended Bushey Hall Grade School. My stepfather intended for us to stay in England for some time so he had a house built for us in 1960. If you Google "2 Heathside Close, Moor Park, England," you can see the house is still there after all these years. I attended grade school at Bushey Hall and then high school at Central High School. I have to admit I wasn't focused on academics and was lucky to graduate. I seem to recall I graduated at the bottom of the class of ‘62. There were 150 students, and I graduated in the 150th position. I spent most of my school time concentrating on sports, particularly Track and Field and Soccer. I did excel in athletics. I was joint Senior Athlete of the year in 1962, earned a medal at the DOD European high school track championships held in Nuremberg, and was the top goal scorer on the soccer team with 17 goals in the 61/62 season.

My stepfather wanted me to attend college in the States but my grades made that a challenge. The track coach suggested I apply to Stanford because of the school's well-known Track and Field program. A friend of mine from the soccer team, Robert Desloge, was from St. Louis and suggested I apply to St. Louis University. St. Louis University had a strong soccer program and had won 11 NCAA Soccer Titles. I applied to both schools and was "lucky," given my grades, to be accepted by St. Louis University. But then I encountered a bureaucratic nightmare. The American Consulate advised us that the German citizen visa quota was three years over its limit, and I could not obtain a visa to go to the States for at least three years. The Consulate did offer a solution. If my stepfather adopted me, I would become a family member of a US citizen and could obtain a visa to emigrate to the States and that is what we did. My stepfather adopted me under Massachusetts adoption laws and I was able to obtain a visa (Green Card) to permanently reside in the States. Resolving all these legal issues took time, so I did not receive my immigrant visa until November 1962 and missed the 1962 fall semester. I flew stand-by on an Air Force plane from Lakenheath to McGuire Air Force Base in New Jersey. I went through Immigration on January 26, 1963, and was now legally in the States. I took a shuttle bus from McGuire Air Force Base to Newark Airport. I then boarded an 11:00 p.m. milk run flight with Eastern Airlines from Newark Airport to Philadelphia, then to Indianapolis, and arrived at 4:00 a.m. in St. Louis. There was one requirement to obtain my visa that would cause me some potential issues in the future. That requirement was that I sign up with the local Draft Board within 14 days of arriving in the US. Even though I was a German citizen, I would still be subject to the military draft. Vietnam was heating up, and every eligible male over 18 was subject to the draft, regardless of citizenship.

I finished the spring semester at the end of May 1963. Since I had only been in the States for five months, my father suggested I find a summer job and then plan on returning to London for the summer break in 1964. While attending Central, I became friends with Ozzie Danner. Ozzie's dad was Col. Flicek. The Fliceks lived about a mile from our house in Moor Park, so Ozzie and I spent a lot of time together. Col. Flicek was now the commanding officer of the Ft. Churchill Rocket Research Range in Manitoba, Canada. Ft. Churchill is located above the Arctic Circle. I contacted Col. Flicek about obtaining a summer job in Manitoba, and he said he could find me work with the government contractor building the rocket launch facilities. Thus, I took a 1,500-mile, five-day train journey from St. Louis to Ft. Churchill. I was employed by the government contractor as a general laborer. I painted radar stations, dug trenches for cables, and drove dump trucks.  It was hard work, but it was financially very rewarding. The entire purpose of this government scientific project was to launch multiple rockets into the atmosphere to test the impact of the total solar eclipse on the upper atmosphere. The total solar eclipse occurred on July 20, 1963. While at Ft. Churchill for June, July, and August 1963, I saw the largest assembly of Polar Bears in the Canadian Arctic and the frequent displays of the Aurora Borealis. At the end of August, I took the five-day train journey back to St. Louis to start the fall semester. I have to admit my first eight months in North America were interesting, exciting, and unique for an eighteen-year-old teenager from Europe.

I enjoyed my four years at St. Louis University. I joined a fraternity, Phi Kappa Theta, and met many wonderful individuals and families who hosted me during the various holidays and school breaks. I traveled throughout the Midwest, staying with fraternity brothers and friends in Chicago, Cincinnati, Cleveland, Ann Arbour, Detroit, Indianapolis, and Pittsburgh. I returned home to England for the summer breaks in 1964, 1965, and 1966. I flew standby on Air Force flights from McGuire Air Force Base to England.  During the summer breaks in England, I worked for the AFEES warehouse/distribution  facility at West Ruislip. Again, I was a general laborer, driving forklifts, moving pallets of goods, helping build pallets, and painting offices.
 
In January 1967, I graduated with a BS degree in Psychology and three minors. I improved my academic record compared to my high school record by graduating with a  B average. School administrators designated me as a "student leader," and I was appointed to the Student Council. Graduating in January 1967 created a dilemma for me. I was working for a friend's uncle who operated a car rental firm, so I had an income to support myself. However, I was now subject to the draft, and the military was desperate for men. The only way to avoid the draft was to enroll in graduate school, as graduate students were exempt. I was interested in obtaining an MBA in Transportation and Logistics. Two universities offered these MBA degrees. One was Northwestern University in Evanston, IL, and the other was American University in Washington, D.C. I applied to both schools and was accepted by American University. I received my draft notice to report for the induction physical in June of 1967. Fortunately, in June I received an acceptance letter from American University and was, therefore, able to defer my induction physical. I departed St. Louis the last week of August to start the fall semester at American University. 

I arrived in Washington, D.C., the first week of September 1967. I registered for only two classes because I needed a full-time job to pay for my living expenses and tuition. During that first week in Washington, I found a full-time position as a Statistical Clerk with Robert R. Nathan Associates, a well-known consulting firm. I found housing by sharing an apartment with Fred Toro, a PhD candidate in the School of International Relations. I was all set to start earning my MBA degree with the added benefit of avoiding the draft. It wasn't an easy or leisurely schedule. I had to work from 9:00 to 17:30 at Nathan and then attend classes from 18:30 to 21:30. I also had to study to keep up with the coursework, so I frequently was up until midnight or 1:30. Taking three classes a semester (a total of 9 semester hours) meant I would earn my MBA degree in five years. Everything was going according to plan. I completed the first year of graduate school in June 1968. On July 9, 1968, I became a U.S. Citizen. The first week in September 1968, I registered for the Fall classes. But then, in October 1968, it all came crashing down. I received my notice from the draft board to report for my induction physical at Ft. Meade, Maryland, on November 28. Unbeknownst to me at the time, Congress had changed the draft laws. In June 1967, Congress revised the draft laws, removing the graduate student draft deferment. The new law's effective date was July 1968.

On November 28, 1968, I reported to Ft. Meade, Maryland, for my induction physical. I passed the physical and that afternoon I was on a bus with about 50 other draftees on our way to Ft. Bragg, NC. Ft. Bragg is home of the 82nd Airborne. I was placed in a Basic Training class with 47 other draftees. The first week of Basic Training involved taking multiple tests every day. It involved intelligence tests, personality tests, skills tests, a comprehensive job assessment, and a background investigation.  After I completed all the tests the Army decided I was best suited to be a Military Police Officer. I successfully completed the two-month Basic Training course. At the graduation ceremony in February 1969, I was called to the front of the graduating class and presented with a wooden plaque awarding me the "Leadership Potential Award."  The following day, I was on a military bus heading to Ft. Gordon, GA, for Advanced Individual Training to become a Military Police Officer. 

I successfully completed the two-month Advanced Individual Training program and graduated as a Military Police Officer, ready for assignment to a regular Army Unit. The Army was aware of my running skills and asked me to participate in the 1969 Army Track and Field competition at Ft. Belvoir, VA. I had a good run that day and was presented with a trophy for taking first place in the 440-yard hurdles. However, I eventually received the nightmare orders every draftee dreads: You have seven days to report to Fort Ord, California, for "Transshipment to the Republic of Vietnam".  But as luck would have it, twenty-four hours later I received new orders to report to McGuire Air Force Base for assignment to West Germany. I guess somewhere in the Pentagon some computer system decided that a German bilingual Military Police Officer would be more useful to the Army in Europe rather than in the jungles of Vietnam.

I flew from McGuire AFB to Frankfurt, West Germany. When I arrived in Frankfurt, I told the Intake/Assignment Unit that I was from the Munich area and hoped they could find me an assignment with a police unit in southern West Germany. Instead of sending me to Bavaria they assigned me to a police unit in Bremerhaven. Bremerhaven is in northern Germany about 500 miles from Munich. At Bremerhaven, I was assigned to the Deserter/AWOL Apprehension Unit. American Army deserters and those gone AWOL were usually arrested by local authorities at border locations. I traveled by train to Hamburg, Kiel, and the Danish, Dutch, and Belgian borders to pick up these soldiers from local authorities. It was nice and easy work. All train trips were arranged by our unit secretaries. After I placed the soldier in handcuffs, the local police escorted me and the prisoner to the train station. Whenever we had to change trains, the local police would meet us at the station and escort us to the connecting train. We always traveled in private cabins. After returning the prisoner to his unit, I would go back to Bremerhaven for the next assignment. I had a wonderful commanding officer and asked him if he could find me an assignment closer to Munich. About a month after arriving in Bremerhaven, I was assigned to a Police Unit in Offenbach. Offenbach is just east of Frankfurt. Again, I asked my commanding officer if there was any way he could help me find an assignment in Munich.

About six weeks later, I received orders to report to McGraw Kaserne in Munich. I was assigned to the new HQ office of the 9th Military Police Group (CID), which was being established to supervise all criminal investigations in southern Germany and northern Italy. I had reached my goal. It was June 1969, and I was now about 20 miles from where I grew up. I had time to spend the weekends with my grandparents and other relatives. The kids I grew up and went to school with still lived on my grandparents' street, and they had a good laugh seeing me in a U.S. Army uniform. 

Some of you may know about McGraw Kaserne. It was the location of a University of Maryland Campus. In fact, the campus and its dorms were across the street from our CID office. I did meet several students while stationed at McGraw Kaserne. Some of you may also recall that on December 17, 1960, a U.S. Air Force Convair C-131D military transport crashed in Munich, Germany, killing all 20 people on board, including 12 to 13 University of Maryland Munich Campus students, and 32 people on the ground.

Since I was a draftee, my term of active duty was two years and then four years in the reserves. I was scheduled to be released from active duty in November 1970. Since I did not want to return to graduate school in the spring semester, I asked my commanding officer if there was any way to extend my term of service. Apparently, the only option was to reenlist for a four-year term of service. That was not an option for me, so I asked him if there was any way I could extend my service for six months. I still don't know what legal exception he found, but I was allowed to extend my term of active duty twice, each period for three months. I was discharged from active duty in June 1970. I served a total of two years, six months, and 25 days. In addition, on the day I was discharged, I was awarded the Army Commendation Medal for superior service. A nice parting gift from my commanding officer.  I departed Germany on a U.S. Air Force flight from Munich to Northolt. Dad was still stationed at South Ruislip, so I spent July and August with my parents. At the end of August, I flew standby from Lakenheath to McGuire AFB. I arrived in Washington, D.C., and returned to sharing an apartment with Fred Toro. By law, Robert R. Nathan was required to reemploy me, and I went back to work as soon as I returned to Washington, D.C.  I was reemployed as a Research Assistant. The first week of September 1971, I registered for the fall semester at American University to continue pursuing my MBA. I also enjoyed a new benefit. The GI Bill now supported my graduate studies tuition and cost of living. Well, it doesn't get much better than this. Avoiding Vietnam, living in Germany for two years, and now having my education subsidized by Uncle Sam.

The next two years, 1971 to 1973, were also eventful. My future wife, Carol, lived in the apartment building, and we met while coming and going. Our first date was on Memorial Day 1972. We moved in together in September 1972. As they say, "It's a small World." Carol was from Boston (Brighton neighborhood). My father was from Boston and also grew up in the Brighton neighborhood. Apparently, Carol and my father grew up within two blocks and attended the same grade schools and Brighton High School.

I graduated with my MBA degree in June 1973. I applied for and was offered a position as a GS-9 Transportation Specialist with the Interstate Commerce Commission in Washington, D.C. I started work on October 1st, and Carol and I were married on October 6th. Time flies since we just celebrated our 53rd wedding anniversary. In December 1973 I was transferred to the ICC's Trenton, NJ office. My job was to supervise all commercial transportation companies involved in interstate transportation in the southern half of New Jersey to ensure these companies operated in compliance with federal interstate transportation regulations. In 1974 I was promoted to GS-11 and in 1975 I was promoted to District Supervisor, a GS-12 position. I held this position for one year until 1976, when I was transferred to the ICC's Investigation Division and promoted to GS-13.  My new position title was Assistant Chief Special Agent for Region 1. The new position was in New York City, so I had to commute from Trenton, NJ, to New York City every day. The ICC office was in the federal building in downtown Manhattan. My everyday commute from Trenton to Manhattan and back took five hours. I took Amtrak from Trenton to Newark. Then the PATH Subway from Newark to the World Trade Center. Then a one-mile walk from the World Trade Center to the Federal Building. The daily five-hour commute added stress to my new position, so I hoped to transfer to a location where I could avoid the long commute. The opportunity came two years later in 1978. In September 1978, I was promoted to Chief Special Agent, GS-14, for Region 5, in Chicago, IL. I would supervise all investigators in the six-state Midwest region.  Because of my 5-hour commuting experience in NJ/NY we decided that we would live in downtown Chicago near the federal building. We sold our car and moved into an apartment about 1 mile from my office. So, for 11 years I was able to walk to work. I moved to Chicago in September 1978. Carol stayed in New Jersey to handle the sale of our house, and she moved to Chicago in December 1978. In March 1979, she was hired as the Comptroller for the Lincoln Park Zoo Society. The zoo belonged to the Chicago Park District, but it was partly funded through the Lincoln Park Zoo Society, a 501(c)(3) not-for-profit organization. Her office was on the zoo grounds across from the Tiger enclosure. So, every day at work she could look out her window and see the Tigers. 

My next promotion opportunity came in 1984, five years after we arrived in Chicago. I was hired by the U.S. Department of Transportation, Office of Inspector General, Criminal Division, to be the Special Agent In Charge of the Midwest Region. The IG's Midwest Region consisted of twelve states. I was promoted to GS-15. The GS-15  grade is the top promotion level in the federal civil service before political appointees at GS-16 through GS-19. I supervised the Criminal Investigators in the twelve-state region. The IG's office was about two miles from our apartment, so I had to start taking a bus to work. Also, because my area of responsibility covered twelve states, I frequently traveled to other states to meet with my field agents and  U.S. Attorneys to discuss ongoing criminal investigations. On average, I would travel three days out of five. One requirement of the 1811 Criminal Investigator job series was working a basic 50-hour workweek or more. The weekly work time was driven by the needs of the various investigations. There was no upper time limit for the required weekly work time. I did enjoy my job and received recognition for my performance. In November 1997, the Inspector General presented me with the Exceptional Civilian Service Award. In November 1998, the Secretary of Transportation presented me with the Secretary's Gold Medal Award for Outstanding Achievement. The reality is that my field agents did all the hard work and received recognition for their superior investigative work. 

Although I had a demanding and time-consuming position, I still managed to run 40 to 50 miles each week. It was a great way to relieve stress and to stay in top physical condition.  I participated in at least a dozen local races each year. The races ranged from 1 mile to the Marathon. I participated in the Annual Illinois Police Olympics. In 1991, at the 7th Annual Illinois Police Olympics, I took 2nd place in my age group, 45 to 49, by running the mile in 4:58. In the 8th Annual Illinois Police Olympics I took first place in the 3.1 mile race with a time of 18:53. With my time-consuming job requirements and my fitness/running time, there wasn't time for much else. The years just flew by, and I reached mandatory retirement age in 2004.  I retired at age 59 and have enjoyed the past twenty-two years pursuing my passion for rescuing cats and dogs. We purchased a house in 1991 and have since adopted 24 cats and 10 dogs. I'm on the Board of Directors for Feline Friends Chicago. It's a foster-based cat rescue. I'm a prolific and accomplished feral cat trapper and have supported trap-neuter-return (TNR) efforts by trapping between 1,500 and 2,000 feral cats since 2007. The cats belong to feeders and are part of colonies that rely on their feeders in order to survive in the streets of Chicago. These feral cats are taken to veterinary clinics to be examined, sterilized, vaccinated, microchipped, receive flea treatment, and treated for any other health issues. I spend most of my days volunteering and working on cat and dog rescue issues. The past 22 years  have been a rewarding time in my life to help save cats and dogs, and I hope I will be able to continue these efforts for as long as I’m physically able to.
**

Dieter – All I can say is WOW!!! What a wonderful tale. I’m sending it off to Bill, and I’m guessing (depending on what he has for November he might have to run half in November and half in December. He’ll let you know. I really enjoyed reading your tale. Pat
**
Dieter,

Thank you so much for sharing your life story with us. I have always said that each attendee/graduate of Bushy Park has had a unique experience. Your experience before, during, and after Bushy Park is, indeed, unique!!! Your writing about all of your experiences is also excellent. I can understand why you received so many awards and promotions throughout your career. Thank you for sharing!

Bill R

###


This is a Notice of the End of the “Bushy Tales” monthly newsletter after the December 2026 issue. 

Anyone who would like to contact Pat Terpening (59) Owen or Bill Rumble (57) after December 2026 regarding any of your memories of Bushy Park, or of your life before or after Bushy Park, please feel free to do so. We will publish what we receive on an unscheduled basis, depending on the volume of what we receive! 

Be safe!!


Over the newsletter’s 25+ years, we've received a wonderful flow of input from our readers. We appreciate each one of you who participated and all of the readers who, for various reasons, did not contribute. Each of our experiences at Bushy Park was unique! 

During the past year or two, the number of participants has declined. This is due to several factors, the largest being our ages. Our coverage period is Class 1953 through Class 1962. Thus, we are each now in our low 80s to our low 90s. This alone limits our ability to actively write articles for the newsletter. Factor in health issues as we age, and the limited time we have each day, and it has become harder for us to participate as we did in the past.

This month, we have received nothing for the September newsletter. Last month’s newsletter was essentially a single email exchange. Pat Owen and I discussed this and concluded that it's time to end the monthly newsletter. We will continue over the next few months, publishing whatever we receive as input.

BushyPark.org will continue to provide access to an incredible amount of information about these Bushy Park years (1953-1962) and those who attended then. The information might be updated from time to time.


With love and regards to all our readers,
Bill Rumble (57), Co-Editor of “Bushy Tales”
bushytales1@verizon.net
**
Bill - I've been thinking for a while that it was time to close down the newsletter, but as long as we were getting participation, there was no problem. However, it is a lot of work, especially on your part, and we're both getting older (as are our classmates), and it's getting harder to work it in with everything else going on in our lives, especially our health.

I was going to suggest that maybe close it down at the end of our 26th year, but I don't remember when we started it; maybe the December issue should be the last one. 

I've enjoyed working on the newsletter, but after 26 years, it's getting harder and harder to get people to become involved.

Over 400 of our classmates are deceased, and over 800 have never been located; and don't know how many said they weren't interested, and many have apparently moved and didn't give us a new email address when they changed it, so many aren't getting the newsletter. 

I think it's time. 
Pat Terpening (58) Owen, Co-Editor of “Bushy Tales”
nemoamasa@sbcglobal.net
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