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Dave Woodman sends this image of the successful launching of five years 

of painstaking labor “down Maine.” 

 

Bob Howard reviews Master Plan with Band Director John Finnigan, Bob 

apparently not convinced: Herb Hammond in rear. 

 

 

 



 

Ralph Archung contributes the following about his close friend, Ray Cormier (BHS Trade School 1958) - some may be 

aware of some, but I doubt all aware of all:  

There is an old adage that goes something like this: As we go through life we will enjoy being in the company of many 

people we will call "friends." Those friends may be: "friends for a season, friends for a reason" or "friends for life."  

Raymond Cormier and I started school together in Miss Barry's first grade class at McKay school in September, 1945. I 

remember Raymond coming to my rescue one day during recess when I was in a dispute over a game of marbles with two 

older second graders. Ray rushed to my side to advise me that my face would look better at the end of the day if I just let 

them keep the marbles that were in dispute.  

Three years later my family moved from Glidden Street in Shingleville to Sunset Drive in Ryal Side. And, shortly 

thereafter, the Cormiers moved to Ryal Side too. They built a beautiful house on the end of Stewart Avenue. And I got to 

know almost all of the Cormiers after that. There certainly were a lot of them.   

Ray and I became and remained very close friends through the years. We played tennis together, went deer hunting  from 

Kenny April's camp in Maine, followed favorite jazz groups around the North Shore, played bridge with the Cormier clan 

and on one memorable Memorial Day, Ray and I climbed Mt. Washington with large packs on our backs to ski in 

Tuckerman's Ravine.  

Later, after I graduated from college in 1964, I joined a Peace Corps project building schools in rural Ecuador. Raymond 

became interested and decided to join me, and came to Ecuador to help build our first school. Ray was loved by the local 

inhabitants of the village where we were working and they referred to him affectionately as "Cortico" (Shorty) or "Joven 

Ramon" (Young Raymond). When the school was completed, Ray and I traveled with a group to visit various places in 

Peru (Lima, Callao, Cuzco, Macchu Picchu, Puno), Bolivia (La Paz), Argentina (Buenos Aires and Mendoza), Chile 

(Portillo, Santiago, Valparaiso) and finally back to Ecuador where we would start building another school; however, 

Ray's sister, Carol, was about to be married and Ray returned home for that. I remained in Ecuador for one more year.  

On my return to Beverly in 1966, I had a telegram waiting for me with a job offer from Douglas Aircraft Company in 

Long Beach California. Ray thought that sounded good too. The two of us took off in his 1962 blue Oldsmobile 

convertible for California. We got an apartment in Long Beach and Ray got a job right away as a toolmaker near Los 

Angeles. We had a great time playing tennis, fishing, skin diving and visiting nearby jazz clubs. We saw Jose Feliciano 

who was just getting his start in a club close by in Huntington Beach. On New Year's Eve, Ray went to L.A. with my 

cousin, Jane Mugglebee, to see jazz trumpeter, Dizzy Gillespie. Ray struck up a conversation with Gillespie's 

"chauffeur/aide/body guard" who was from Mendoza, Argentina. That went well as we had just been in Mendoza the 

previous year. As a result, Gillespie invited Ray and Jane to his place after the night club gig to continue celebrating the 

New Year.  Later that year, Ray grew restless in California and returned home to Beverly to be near his family. That was 

when he started his own business by building a machine shop right there on Stewart Avenue in Beverly.  

Fast forward a few years to 1972 and you find Ray and I have succumbed to that conspiracy of nature that finds us both 

married, Ray to Celeste in Massachusetts and me to Judy in California. And on a chilly day in January that year, I got a 

phone call from Ray to tell me to run to the store and pick up a newspaper. Ray had just become instantly famous by 

decoding some cryptic love letters that our past president, FDR, had written to Eleanor when they were courting. 

Raymond made national news with that clever feat. (Ed. Note: article from the Beverly Times reprinted here.)  

Over the following years, Ray and I kept in touch and usually got together at least once a year. If you have seen the recent 

National Geographic TV series called "Wicked Tuna", they refer, very un-affectionately, to the local sport-fishermen on 

the tuna banks off of the Massachusetts coast as "Googans". Ray and I would go out with his brother-in-law, George 

Bushey, on George's lobster boat, the "Michael B," to fish for blue fin tuna. And, of course, we were "Googans." We 

never did catch a tuna while I was on the boat. However, after my last fishing trip with them, and I had returned to our 



new home in Washington, Ray called to tell me that he and George had just caught a tuna. As I recall, it was about 300 

pounds and those two Googans achieved the unique distinction of catching the smallest tuna of the year out of Gloucester.   

Later in life, Ray changed vocations and became a Court Recorder where he got to meet a lot of interesting people. Ray 

loved that job - he was a consummate "People Person."   

This story comes to a sad close. About 1999, Ray was stricken with a series of strokes that took him down. Ray's wife, 

Celeste, succumbed to cancer and they both passed away within a few weeks of each other. I had the opportunity to share 

some of this story then at the combined service that was held for them.  

I am pleased to share this short story about Raymond Cormier with you, our mutual classmates.  I think of him often. I 

miss him today. Raymond Cormier was my "Friend for Life."  

 



         

        A tough loss, but a “building year.” 

       From John Maglio 

 

 

 

 

For those who scratched their heads about the “Cove” photo in Issue 1 – it appears to be the (western) end of 

Brackenberry Beach. 

 



Bill Jewett has been located, living in Lukeville, AZ since about 1972. Lukeville, population 1 (a guy named Luke lived 

there) quickly doubled. The way I heard it was Luke couldn’t stand crowds so wandered off into the desert, and things got 

back to normal. Bill kept the original name so folks coming from elsewhere wouldn’t get confused. You have to 

understand, if he changed it, folks would ask, “Why?” and he’d have to say, “No, that’s somewhere else, not here.” 

That’s because Why is 30 miles north of Lukeville, so there’s that, and, no, I don’t know and he didn’t say. But it’s the 

only thing there, so maybe that’s Why, and, of course, it is, even though the reason may lie elsewhere. 

Lukeville is also located smack on the Mexican border, and situated some 60 miles north of a resort area at Puerto 

Penasco (the “a” should have a ~, but I don’t know how to do it) on the Gulf of California. 

Puerto Penasco of course widely known as Al Capone’s summer hangout, and the originally selected site for the Big 

Three conference during WWII until Joe Stalin said, “Are you kidding me!” (Not certain the word was “kidding” – it was 

in Russian – but, anyway they opted for Malta). It was also at the end of the designated evacuation highway for Southern 

California in the event of an attack by the Japanese. Californians eternally grateful that no attack occurred, and that could 

be why, but not Why, that’s 70 miles north. 

Bill retired in 1986 following a conversation with his boss about the job being shoved somewhere, and proceeded to do 

continue what he had been doing in a partnership arrangement best described as playing Monopoly and winning. And I 

have his assurance that it’s all legal. 

Holland America is presently developing the port area for cruise ships, which is the modern equivalent of the railroad 

coming through, so the value of investing long term is about to be realized. 

Bill’s leisure hours are spent hunting, fishing, camping, sailing, prospecting, and traveling, and likely to remain the same 

after his HA ships come in. Why not? – oh, that’s in North Carolina. 

***** 

A couple of loose ends: I will direct you to the special notice at the end for more detail, but we seem to have resolved the 

matter of reaching the relatively few class members without email and can provide a means of access for them and avoid 

printing and mailing – and the associated costs. 

Copies of BHS Yearbooks from the late 30’s to about 2007 are all on-line for anyone interested – to find friends in other 

classes, etc. The site is http://archive.org. Click on the open book icon at the top left, then “e books and texts” on the next 

screen. Type “Beverly High School” in the search box, hit enter, and you’re there, just locate the one (s) you want (they’re 

not in order) and read on-line or download if you wish to keep a copy. 

I have enough material for at least the next issue (August) but after the initial surge things went quiet. Send anything you 

think might be useful. If it’s deemed not (or inappropriate) it won’t see daylight, but I’ll take bio material (“No brag, jist 

fact.” – [Walter Brennan]). This forum I think is much better for that than the old BHS Alumni site since the material gets 

a date stamp that keeps it in context, and it will be in yo’ face, so you’ll know if updating is needed. Bragging about your 

grandkids is allowed – or yourself if you care to, but remember, email lasts forever. 

A suggestion has been made that we incorporate a BHS football game into the Reunion program. On consideration, I 

don’t think it will work too well in that context mainly because of the scheduling issues – and there is a matter of comfort, 

particularly since the weather may not cooperate. Also, it would probably require a home game to work as intended. 

However the concept may good for an interested smaller group, so sound off on that, and if a dozen or so express interest, 

we’ll try to get something going. I will ask for a volunteer to coordinate it locally (not necessarily the suggestor as I think 

was previously stated – unless voluntary). Something like this could be done at any time, so think fall of this year – 

everyone will be less elderly than in 2018 and may sit better in bleachers with two years less artheritis. 

 



 

BHS Class of 1958 

c/o Jeff Wignall 

27 Martinack Avenue 

Peabody, MA 01960 

 

Special Notice: This section had been reserved for mailing indicia should it have become necessary to print and 

mail copies to those without access to email. As of today (Feb. 2, 2016) we have arranged with Dick Page to have the 

newsletters posted on his BHS Class of 1958 web site. This will allow anyone to read the newsletters on any available 

computer with Internet capability, and will allow us to continue distribution on a no-cost basis. We will be notifying those 

we are aware of about this option, but if any of you reading this knows of anyone in that situation, please pass the word. 

Access to the on-line version is at http://www.penbayonline.com/bhs58. For those unfamiliar with Dick’s site, there are 

other things of interest to be found there, and I believe he would welcome additional material relating to the class, 

particularly photographs. As always, if any questions: member9219@aol.com. 

Jeff 

       


