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Art Newman writes from sunny California (several months ago when it really was): 

We're up at our mountain cabin in the Sierra Nevada Mountains off I-80 about 75 miles east of Sacramento and 30 miles 

west of Truckee/Lake Tahoe.  The summers are cool and sunny, unlike the Sacramento Valley which hit 104 yesterday!!  

We spend Nov – Feb (2016) in our RV trailer along the San Diego Bay; our son and family live about 20 miles east in 

LaMesa.  Mar - May is spent in our valley home in Citrus Heights, outside of Sacramento.  Regards to all, Art Newman 

More from Betsy (Black) Field’s shoebox of “stuff she couldn’t part with” when she moved south: 

For those who might recall the Senior Class Beach Party (Senior Week) that was regrettably not on a really great 

beach day at Crane’s Beach as attested bundled up appearance of the partygoers. My recollection we made do 

with a seat of the pants music fest, initially in the parking lot and as rain commenced inside the concession stand. 

Shown below, Ernie Flynn on banjo-uke (which I’m going to hazard belonged to Gene Swift – and naturally 

corrections greatly appreciated). Guitarist, Doug Canning, and many recognizable in the crowd but I won’t spoil 

the fun. The left photo has incognito Paul DesJardins flanked by Betsy and Ellen (Corning) Jack, all holding, I’m 

guessing, chalk to signify the educational nature of the outing. Renee (Workman) Conly in the background, right 

hand – um, hard to tell.   

 



To the right, Reunion Committeeman Al Barbeau (with the expression he 

wears when chasing down missing class members), Bowling for Dollars on 

TV. Bowling was his second pastime to golf. Al spent many of his working 

years after a hitch in the US Navy as a professional caddy on the pro-golf 

circuit, knew and was known by many of the greats over the years and needs 

to be “encouraged” to write the book! 

Don Brooks….. a note from Don.  I know not having kept in touch with those on 

the east coast some wonder who the heck is Don Brooks?  Well, I am one of the  

Wenhamites that was bussed to BHS, as Wenham did not have a high school until 

later.  After graduating from BHS, I along with a hand-full of others from BHS 

attended Lowell Technological Institute and I graduated in 1962 with a BS in Nuclear 

Engineering. With four years of AFROTC at Lowell, I entered the USAF for six years 

with a two year initial stint at the AF Institute of Technology at Wright-Patterson AFB 

and graduated in 1964 with an MS in Nuclear Engr.  From WPAFB, my next tour of 

duty was at Kirtland AFB in Albuquerque where I spent three years in research at the 

AF Weapons Lab. From ABQ, I traveled to Washington, DC and worked on a special 

program for a year. Upon completing my six years of military duty I then searched for 

a job in industry. And, believe it or not, I am still at the same company after 48 

years….The McCrone Group, Inc www.mccrone.com) in Westmont, IL. 

  

Well, at 75, I have had a really fully-packed life so far and look forward to the next 20 

years. Admittedly, I have slowed down, in 2011 I gave up some control of the 

company and shifted away from day-to-day operations and have had two others run 

the three companies. As you will see in the photos, my enjoyment today is to not only 

see the company continue to grow, but to be able to work on my collection of antique 

microscopes and books. If anyone is interested, the collection has grown over the 

past 45 years to over 400 microscopes and 2,500 volumes of antique books on microscopy and 

optics. Interestingly, my wife, Jane, continues to say that … “I have 3-Lifetimes of work ahead of 

me.”  My response… that’s awesome, it keeps me out of ‘your hair’ for another 3-Lifetimes. 

  

The collection is housed close to my office on the 3
rd

 floor of our building in a private museum 

designed and built specifically for the collection. 

 

I know things don’t sound exciting but God has been very good to me, and pushed me beyond 

many limits.  I am very thankful to continue to be mobile and to enjoy each and every day as full-

packed as they are.  If anyone is in the Chicago area, please give me a jingle and come visit.  My 

contact info is: 

 

Donald A. Brooks | email: donbrooks@mccrone.com  

McCrone Associates, Inc. • 850 Pasquinelli Drive • Westmont, IL 60559 

P. 630.887.7100 | F. 630.887.7417 | www.mccrone.com 

 

The photo is of the 

earliest microscope in 

the collection; a 

microscope from 

c1680 attributed to 

Giuseppe Campani of 

Italy. 



    McCrone Associates, Inc., Westmont, IL 

 
~~~~~~ 

 
 

Who Said You Can’t Teach an Old Dog New Tricks!  By Joan Harris 
 

This is mainly about my Dad, 
Ralph Harris, who, at the time 
of this story was about 81 
and a Support Member of the 
South Shore Chapter of 
Women On Wheels®, a 
woman’s motorcycle 
organization. 
   
Dad, an accountant and 
payroll supervisor before he 
retired, led a quiet life with 
Mom and us three children, 
my sister Carol, my brother 
Paul and me, the oldest. 
 
Shortly after Dad retired, 
Mom became ill and as years 
went by she grew weaker.  
Mom’s illness was beginning 
to tell on Dad, and our sister 
Carol decided to move in with 
them and help out. Carol 
brought with her a computer 
and set it up in the small front 
study/reading room. Dad, to 
occupy his time, took an 
interest in genealogy. He 
worked on his side of our 
family tree.  Our brother Paul 
felt Dad would be better 
learning to do it on a 
computer and installed and 

taught Dad all about the genealogy program on Carol’s computer and on his own at home – so, at the tender age of 76 
and with the help of my brother, Dad became a whiz with the genealogy program. 
 
About the same time, I went back to riding a motorcycle and joined a woman’s motorcycle organization called Women On 
Wheels ®.  For a few years prior to that I was the “Chase” vehicle for the chapter I belonged to here in Massachusetts.  I 
brought up the rear of our motorcycle rides with my truck.  Our chapter had organized a Fall Foliage Tour in the 
Berkshires.  Unknown to me, Dad had always wanted to go there that time of year.  So, after discussing my plans with 



Carol, Dad, and Mom, we agreed on me inviting Dad to go.  Now, understand this – Dad never liked motorcycles.  As a 
matter of fact, I moved out of the house so I could ride/purchase one.  He agreed to go and at 80, we went to the Fall 
Foliage Tour with thirty women in my chapter and their spouses. 
   
We met the chapter at I-495/route 2 and headed west on route 2.  I had recently installed a CB (citizens band) in my truck 
and I, with Dad riding “shotgun” with me, taught him how to use it.  There were 15 motorcyclists between us (lead vehicle) 
and the 2 cars and a truck in the rear.  Several of us had CB’s and were able to keep the motorcyclists safely between us.  
But, I’m getting ahead of myself.   
 
Back at the house, Dad and I were leaving in my truck for this tour. As we got into the truck, Mom yelled out “You take 
good care of him, he’s precious cargo.”  So, as we were heading west on route 2, I mentioned on the CB that we had to 
get him back safe and repeated Mom’s parting words.  Well, needless to say, the women in my chapter nicknamed him 
“Precious” and it stuck. 
 
He had a great time that weekend and came home all excited about getting a ride on the back of a couple of motorcycles.  
Mom hadn’t seen him that excited for a very, very long time.  He joined Women On Wheels ® about a month later as my 
Support Member and for Christmas Mom gave him a ball cap with a photo on the front that I had taken of him on one of 
the bikes.  He treasured that hat and only wore it on special occasions with the chapter. 
 
About two years later, Dad’s life changed drastically.  In January Mom passed away at 83 after a long illness and Dad, 
although relieved she wasn’t suffering anymore, wasn’t handling it too well after 58 years of marriage to the love of his life.  
  
There were three places on Dad’s “Bucket List” that he wanted to visit all his life (four, if you count the Berkshires in the 
fall).  They were: No. 1 - Arizona, No. 2 – Lake George, NY and finally, No. 3 - Amish country in PA.  
  
Six weeks after Mom passed away, my manager, Sandy, sent me on a business trip to – Arizona - and in March (how 
great can life be?).  She really liked Dad and suggested I take him with me as it would be good for him and hopefully help 
him heal.  He only had to purchase his own airline ticket as he was staying with me, which meant his room and meals 
were free.  The hotel Concierge took a liking to him so while I was in school those two weeks; he took care of Dad’s 
travels and booked him for trips, one day local, one out of town. He traveled all around and came back all excited, telling 
me all about that day’s trip in detail. It was almost like being there with him.  One trip was to the Grand Canyon, he really 
didn’t want to go to look at just a “bunch of rocks” as he put it, but I talked him into it saying I couldn’t go as I was in class 
and I wanted him to see it for me - and to take a jacket as it would be cold up there.  He went, (no jacket - damned 
independent he was) and came home very cold, so I took him to a diner (he loved diners) for dinner and to warm up. But 
he was so happy he went he couldn’t stop talking about the Grand Canyon for weeks. 
 
About two months later, a friend of mine, Sue, (my co-State Ambassador for Women On Wheels ®) invited him to go with 
her on the back of her Honda Goldwing to “Americade.”  Before they took off for Americade, she put him on the back of 
her bike and took him for a few lessons on riding as a passenger.  For those who don’t know, “Americade” is a huge 
motorcycle rally where thousands of bikers show up and it is an “in” place to go, so – yep – Lake George, NY his second 
place of the three he wanted to go to.  He jumped at the chance and bought his first set of “leathers.”  He owned more 
leather gear than I did and I’d been riding since I was 17, I was then 67.  The three of us children were thrilled; excitement 
was back in his soul.  Now mind you, he had never really ridden on a motorcycle anywhere in his entire life, so this was 
another first for him.  Here he was, 83 years old, riding a motorcycle for the first time all the way from Beverly, MA and 
going, of all places, to his childhood dream destination, Lake George, NY. He was in absolute 7

th
 heaven. 

 
He got back from there winning the distinction of being not only the newest rider but the oldest-newest rider. On his return, 
we made a snap decision to go to the Women On Wheels ® Annual International Ride-In located in Amish country, PA., 
number three on his list of desires; all three places in one year – WOW!.  This guy was on a whirlwind of a year -  what 
had started out to be a very difficult was was working into  dreams coming true. 
 
Shortly after he came back from Lake George, he started talking to me about getting a motorcycle as he really wanted us 
to ride together.  I agreed and told him what we needed to get.  It had to be a trike (a 3-wheeler), in fairly new condition 
with low mileage and under $5000.  I figured it would take him at least a year or so to find anything remotely close. Hah, 
that turned out to be a joke when two weeks later he called me on the phone. “Honey,” he said, “Can you come and pick 
me up?  I think I found us a trike”.  I could just imagine what it looked like condition wise or what the cost was.  But, sure 
enough, it had to be the Irish in him – there it was, a 1993 (this was 1996), 12 miles on the odometer and, yep - $4995.00 
– under $5000 - and in mint condition; a red trike – his favorite color.  I was in total shock. I picked him up and needless to 
say we bought it. We went everywhere on that bike for the next 3 or 4 years.  He learned how to drive it, and was good at 
it.  At 85 years old he got his “pink” license. 
  



But, on January 1
st
, 2000, I lost him to Mom; she called him “home.” However; while we had that bike we went everywhere 

on it and he was like a kid in the candy store, loving every minute.  We covered all of New England, part of New York and 
down into Maryland and Virginia and Colorado. (I had the bike sent out there for our Women On Wheels® ride-in.)  One of 
our favorite things to do every spring (and it became a ritual with us) was to get the bike out of storage, spend the day 
riding around, and stop for a big fish dinner in Essex. 
 
The last six months he was with us he had to use an oxygen tank 24/7.  The doctor told him he could never ride the bike 
again because the liquid oxygen could explode.  He was so depressed, the doctor might as well have shot him dead right 
then and there.  He and I talked about this. He didn’t want anything to happen to me concerning his oxygen tank. I 
explained to him that we both loved, absolutely loved, motorcycle riding and I said I couldn’t think of a better way to go 
home to Mom than with him doing something we both loved.  About 10 days later I asked if he would like to go for a short 
ride with me on the bike.  I had picked up a soft Colman cooler, in bright red (same color as the bike), put an oxygen 
symbol tag on the bag, bungee-corded it to the rack in the back. And I mean really bungee-corded it, spider bungee and 
all.  He put on my ¾ helmet, and we slipped the hose under the faceplate and around the seat to the tank in the bag.  I 
said to him we’d only go out for about 10 minute ride and see how he was.  So, there we were, him with his oxygen tank 
strapped to the back and me with my cane strapped to the tank (I had a bad hip in need of replacement).  Off we went. It 
was a gorgeous summer day in August and we rode for about 15 minutes.  I could feel his heart pound against my back 
for the first 4 or 5 minutes but after that, and he was fine. 
    
I stopped to see if he wanted to go back home.  “Do you think we could take a ride up through Manchester by the Sea?” 
he asked.  A couple of days later, he called me to see if he and I could take the bike and go out for dinner. I knew then he 
would be fine riding on the bike.  We did go out that night for dinner. Upon leaving and mounting the bike to head home, a 
car stopped right in front of us blocking our exit out of our spot. The window rolled down and a woman stuck her head out 
and said “You two give other folks like you inspiration. Thank you for enjoying life no matter what.” As she drove off, we 
noticed her license plate said “MD.”  The next day we drove down the highway and guys were sticking their hands out with 
thumbs up.  Here we were, two white-haired folks, with his O2 tank strapped to the back rack and my cane strapped to the 
side of the tank, riding on that beautiful sunny summer day on a bright red trike.  And for as long as we had him I would 
take him on the “beast,” as he called it, anywhere he wanted to go.  I put the bike up in November for the winter and in 
January he left us.  
 
Although he passed away in January of 2000, we waited until April to have a Remembrance Service for him. That day the 
weather was perfect, sun was out and the snow was melting, and the temperature was in the 60’s. There was a huge 
turnout for him and many were chapter members from the 2 chapters we attended. After the service, I took the urn with 
his ashes and mounted it on the back of our trike. The chapter members lined up behind on their bikes with the cars in the 
rear. The motorcade rode all around the North Shore passing all his “haunts” and favorite places.  We thank you God for 
giving him a marvelous ending to his life.  

 
 

 

 

 

 
 

     ~~~~~~ 

 

 

 



  

The above grabbed from a Facebook page. Don’t know who belongs to it, but if willingly donated for use 

here, thanks, if not, well, thanks anyway (Bob?). 

 

A couple of points for discussion: We are finding belatedly that some folks are not receiving things sent. 

In that event, we of course have no way to know and you have no basis for a complaint. You would – if you 

knew, but you don’t. Classic “Catch 22.” To avoid, we firstly ask that you always be sure to update us on any 

change to your e-address. Secondly, if you discover this situation by some other means, let us know right away. 

We want to be certain that these things are getting through. No busy signals for email and they only get sent 

back if the address is totally incorrect (and sometimes not then as someone else may own the “wrong” one and 

get your mail. Worst case, comes a couple of days into August or February and no newsletter, yell, then drop 

back to the web site “Penbayonline.com” where newsletters are posted on the Class of ’58 web site so you can 

at least read it. No email required for that, in fact you don’t even need a computer as long as you know 

someone who does – or have a library card. 

Next, time flies. Discussion at the BHS Breakfast (August 7) evolved to the next reunion. Seems early, 

BUT with this issue we have only 18 months to go, and by the next will be within the window of time required to 



select and reserve a location and all that goes with that. If you’ve ever married off a daughter, you know that’s a 

year! So we are looking for input regarding preferences for that event. 

I’m going to say, probably again, that the format for the last gathering at the Beverly Golf and Tennis 

Club was well received on several counts, and would be the direction we are planning to go – and in early August 

to tie in to the Breakfast date. However, alternative proposals have been mentioned, and everyone gets 

consideration. The majority must and will rule, but if you have anything to propose, let’s hear it. 

In that regard, a big question this time will concern the next: do we keep going? My sense is that we 

continue in the face of declining attendance as long as any reasonable number wishes to do something. 

Alternatively, we blow the whistle and turn over what remains in the treasury to a worthy cause. But we’ll talk 

about that when the time comes. 

And while we have a conversation going, stories! I need stories! 

As I hope is becoming clear from these newsletters, there have been some really interesting experiences 

and successes in the class, and I wouldn’t doubt some serious misfortunes. Your choice what to share – or not – 

but 25 words more or less (more preferred natchully) puts you on the board. And in anticipation will say that my 

own excuse is a question of propriety, but that’s unique. We’re  running on fumes, so let us hear from you. 

A note about the 2016 50+ Year Breakfast – a good turnout from ’58, which I hope was in part due to 

our “outreach” effort. As mentioned last issue, there was some confusion as a result of that, but I understand 

the Breakfast Committee plans to move to greater reliance on email notifications in the future, so, regarding the 

class of ’58 at least, the communication will come ONLY via email except in those few – and known - cases 

where there is no email contact available. You will receive a notification and registration form by email, separate 

from the newsletter since the timing doesn’t work well, in mid-late June, and that will be your call to arms. The 

date for the 2017 event is August 6. Usually a mid-July date is given as a deadline, mainly for printing names in 

the program booklet. Late registrations can be accepted to the end of the month when the kitchen has to be 

given a final number – the reason why tickets are not sold at the door. Highly recommend attending not only a 

mini-reunion of the class but an opportunity to visit with Beverly acquaintances younger and older. You can’t go 

home again, but this gets close. 

In bringing my sermon to a close, word has been received from the Red-Face Department that class 

member Ron Coleman long thought to have been among the departed has not gone anywhere, except that we 

don’t know where he is, so any help with that will be greatly appreciated.  

Below – a copy of the front page of the Beverly Times for Graduation Day. This is scanned from an 

original and complete copy of the paper donated by Ron Tagney some time back, and I’ve been looking at 

different ways to best utilize it since receiving it. The entire paper has now been scanned at full (readable) size, 

but the file sizes much too large to be incorporated in the newsletter. It’s full of interesting information – for 

instance that we were the 100
th

 BHS class to graduate (if I ever knew that I forgot it) - and the ads are great 

reminders of the way things were back in the day. What I propose is to digitally cut out items of interest to be 

published here and, if there is any interest, making a disk of the whole paper available, perhaps at the next 

reunion. If anyone just can’t wait, talk to me! 

 



 



 

This last inserted without further comment – (until next time!): 

 

 

 

 

 


