
 

Issue No. 8 

I’ll open with a rundown of the 60th Reunion back in August. 73 members of the class were present of the 179 we have 

located, so 41% which is pretty respectable for 60 years. With guests the count was 106 which exceeded the 55th and 

57th events. My poll on continuing contained a lot of maybes but a show of hands indicated there was strong interest in 

continuing, so that will happen – in 2020 – and we will be thinking of a 65th in 2023. I had concerns that if attendance fell 

short we’d have to deplete the treasury and not be able to continue, but as was pointed out to me by Sandy (Glass) 

Kirwin, it would signal an end anyway so what difference would it make. Sandy also advised: maiden names on the name 

tags next time, and I believe was seconded. I purposely did not this time in order to make the print bigger for aging eyes. 

Bad call on my part. I guess people managed, but the idea is to make it easy. 

Relative to the above, 86 names of class members remain unaccounted for. Many are girls whose married names are not 

known so are untraceable. I don’t expect that situation will change this late in the day. 114 were listed as deceased as of 

the Reunion making a combined total of 379. I know some will question that – I would myself if I didn’t have the lists. 

From comments received everything went well. The raffle was a big success and since the treasury is adequate to 

proceed to the next event we were able to pay out nearly all of the receipts of just over $500 to four lucky winners, one 

of $200 and three of $100 each whose names will be withheld for tax purposes. I’ll never tell! 

The Sachetti brothers, Bruce and Tony, worked up a clever souvenir item consisting of a pair of pennies from 1958 and 

2018 that regrettably suffered from the August heat and humidity causing the adhesive in the coin holders to let go on 

most of them.  A clever idea and deserving of thanks for the thought and the effort. 

Tony Bonjorno read a newspaper article about his close friend Herb Hammond, and that is printed below for the benefit 

of those not present. 

We continued with a “minimized” format that avoids background noise and allows for easier conversation, but I am 

open to any alternative suggestions or comments on that if anyone except Don Axelrod thinks something is missing. 

I won’t reprise my thanks to the Committee here since doing that at the time and those present would be the ones likely 

to be appreciative. I do want to make known the addition of Neil Flewellng to the group. Neil has been involved in the 

local music scene forever and that may lead us into something for the next and future gatherings. Initially he is now my 

backstop for access to the treasury in case of emergency. Ya never know. 

Seems like it started to break up immediately after the comments and raffle; I hope that wasn’t a signal to depart – not 

intended. We had the hall for a while longer. I guess like writing: you go to the end and quit. 



 

The foregoing, as mentioned, contributed by Tony Bonjorno.  

 



I have not been inclined to focus on class members who have passed – other than including the Memoriam list a couple 

of issues back for information purposes – since it takes the newsletter in a direction away from what I intended. 

If not for the maintenance of the mailing list I’d as soon not go there at all. Depressing, but it’s necessary. 

That said, at about the time I was sending out the previous issue, I received (anonymously, albeit from Castine, Maine) a 

copy of Leah Rainville’s obituary. I held it in my file to consider its use here. 

My retake on it was that it was a story of a life more than a death, a life of accomplishment and success that can stand 

as a source of pride for the Class of ‘58. It is most regrettable that she would become the victim of something I think we 

all live in fear of. Perhaps some of the more spiritually inclined among us would care to comment ….     

    

 

All said, it should not escape notice that several female members of the class excelled in their professional careers, much 

as their class standings back in the day might have suggested except that in the day the opportunities would have 

seemed very limited. Doors began to open and they were sharp enough to scoot through them and the “beloved” 

among their teachers would be extremely proud to see how far they have gone. 

I suspect it would be embarrassing for them to be named – and dangerous for me as there would be glaring omissions – 

as the above would have been but not for her untimely death. So I will not attempt, and certainly not report 

conversations that, while perhaps not confidential, were not “for publication.” (But I would be remiss in not asking for 

your stories for these pages.) 

Naturally there were successes among the male class members, but that was “expected.” I guess. Anyone??? 

Here may be a place – there is no good, better, or best – to mention we are finding more and more class members 

dealing with various conditions. I’m writing this after leaving the Breakfast on a sunny if slightly too warm Sunday (8/5) 

and freshly mindful of the struggles some are facing and fighting as we scatter in all directions for another year – or two, 

or five, or ever.  Sorry Marie, that’s just the way it is. 



Well, to lighten up a bit ….. 

From Nick Galluzzi, faithful reader and contributor ….. 

One morning in July of 1959 Jim MacCausland (‘58), Phillip “Blackie” Bellete (a barber in North Beverly and later 

Hamilton), and I were diving at the site of the well-known wreck of the USS New Hampshire off Graves Island near 

Manchester. There had been a Nor’easter the day before and they often will turn up things of interest down under. 

I had earlier noticed a kelp bed in a spot off Mingo Beach at Endicott College and kelp is usually anchored to submerged 

rocks or wood.  It seemed strange in that area since it was all sand and suggested that possibly there was a wreck there. 

We decided to get our tanks refilled and returned to make a second dive in that area. Digging into the sand on the 

bottom, I uncovered four iron spikes partially coated with a black tar-like substance. On exposure to the air the black 

substance was easily removed but the metal beneath quickly rusted. 

I was in college at the time and did not able to make an extensive investigation then. The nails accompanied me back to 

California and sometime in the 1970s - after I had completed medical school – I began an inquiry. It took about six 

months, one trip back East, and several consultations with historians and marine archeologists before I determined what 

I believe to be the origin of the wreck. 

There was one reference in “The Maritime History of Massachusetts” (p207-208) that mentioned a schooner being 

wrecked by the British on the Massachusetts shore in 1813. A second book, “The History of Manchester”(p 215), there 

was mention of a schooner “Nancy” owned by Ebenezer Tappan of Manchester being run aground by the British on 

Mingo Beach in 1813. 

     

 

I examined early period newspapers and found slightly differing accounts of the incident, but it seems that Tappan felt 

he could safely make a run to Boston for supplies needed locally and make it back under the cover of a coastal fog. 

Apparently the fog lifted at an inopportune time and she was spotted by the patrolling British who chased her into shore 

where she ran aground off Mingo Beach in about 20 feet of water where she was burned to the waterline. Reportedly 

she was carrying lumber, coal, and molasses. I did find one lump of coal near the wreck – well rounded from almost a 

century and a half beneath the waves – that could be evidence of the coal on board, but the rest would have been victim 

of the flames or the elements – or possibly salvaged – but would leave no traces. 

I corresponded with Dean Tupper of Endicott College in 1977-8 about the possibility of the school becoming involved. 

We thought at that time that the beach was the private property of the school and were requesting permission to make 

further dives there but learned that it was not private property. Further exploration discovered large timbers buried in 

the sand, likely the keel and ribs of the Nancy.  



In one spot I found a round knob about an inch and a half in diameter that I took to be the head of a “tree-nail” or 

“trunnal.” Trunnals were wooden pegs used in the building of wooden vessels of the period (but would normally be cut 

off flush after being driven in). Wrought nails were more costly so used sparingly and where likely to rust out. Trunnals 

were superior fasteners and used until replaced by rivets and bolts in the later iron ships. 

The photos show the rusted spikes before and after being processed to stabilize them for preservation. 

I have registered this wreck with the State of Massachusetts with myself as the discoverer. Victor Mastone is the current 

chief of that office but feels there are no resources available for further exploration of the site. Likewise, the Peabody-

Essex museum has shown no interest in making this a project. If this story should reach anyone who might be interested 

in working with me on this I’d be happy to hear from you. Probably in this context the children or grandchildren of a 

reader would be more likely but that’s fine and maybe better. 

It’s easy to find and in shallow water! 

      

                     Spikes (4.5-5 inches) rusted on left, stabilized and lacquered center. Water-worn coal at right. 

 

 

Map of Cove section of Beverly Harbor 

 



     

    Blackie Bellette, Nick Galluzzi, Jim MacCausland, and “Woody” at Mingo Beach 1959. 

 

V. Nicholas Galluzzi, MD 

 

 

….. Also from Nick – a recent acquisition! 

 



From: Karen Boe- Jewett- Norstrom ….. 

After reading the newsletter I received in June, I decided there were lots of things I could write about since I graduated 

in what I consider the best class at Beverly High School. 

I took out my Beverlega yearbook and it brought back many wonderful memories. I started looking at all the young and 

familiar faces and after reading most of the messages to me, the theme was very clear. On almost every face in my 

yearbook it said I will never forget your party! Me too I will never forget it either. I decided to have a party on senior 

week at my home. My parents agreed that it was ok and so I just started inviting my friends. I told everyone I saw that 

they could come. I didn’t want to leave anyone out. Word got out and there were hundreds of kids at my house. My 

parents had designated the basement and backyard and my brothers helped me organize it. My older brother set up the 

music and we made cookies, and punch. There were cars lined up my street and the next street. There we so many kids 

there that we could not hear any music or find any refreshments. I think everyone had a wonderful time and not too 

much damage was done. Although I believe my parents said that the house shook.  The next morning we found beer 

cans lining both streets and a couple of chairs broken as well as a garage window. The best thing about the kids of 1958 

is that a few came back the next day and left money for the chairs, fixed the window and cleaned up our back yard. 

In 1965 I was married and moved to New York State and then to Northern California where my daughter was born. 

When she was one year old, we moved back to Massachusetts for several years. My son was born in Massachusetts. 

With an opportunity we couldn’t refuse we moved to Arizona. While in Arizona we divorced in 1987 and I became a 

single woman again. I met and married my current husband in 1994 and we have made the beautiful state of Arizona 

our home. I believe I have had the best of both the East and West. Two beautiful states! When I became a single 

woman/mother I developed a career working as a technical recruiter for several IT consulting firms in Arizona, Colorado, 

and New York.  I have had a very wonderful and full life! 

 

From Don Axelrod (sort of) …. 

 

 



And Ralph Archung writes … 

6/30 – On my condition, I just had an MRI on my back yesterday. And it looks like I have a herniated disk right about in 

the area of that rogue nail puncture. Got a bit of a chuckle when the doctor asked me if I could remember any event that 

might have irritated that area. I had to say, “Not recently.” 

At any rate, sounds like my problem disk is repairable. So if there is another reunion, I will try to make that one. 

….. the foregoing extracted from an exchange with Ralph regarding his inability to attend the reunion as planned. 

Ralph, as you have seen, 2020 is on so Be Careful and Be There! Oh, I passed along your disclaimer of responsibility as 

requested – after I – well, the devil made me do it. 

 

So, Gene, he hung around a while, huh? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rolly Jalbert expanded a bit on an earlier submission ….. 

So you want to be a lumberjack! 

In the summer of 1961 I decided to do something different for a summer job. Previous summers had been spent working 

in my step-dad’s junk yard, Naumkeag Salvage, in Salem. The difference would be more than I would have imagined. 

With two other college student/forest rangers we headed across the country to Montana in a Chevy coupe. 

I was hired by the Montana Forest Service with the idea of becoming a smoke jumper but when I arrived at the office in 

Thompson Falls with a badly sprained ankle from stepping in a chuck-hole during a stop in Yellowstone Park, Bob, the 

assistant ranger, shipped me off to the bunkhouse saying he’d have a doctor check the ankle in the morning. 

After seeing the doctor Bob took me to meet the District Ranger, a Mr. Peufall, at his office and I was reassigned to a 

ground crew as a trimmer. 

Peufall was a full six feet tall and weighed at least 200 pounds; I was then 5’ 8 and only about 145, but in good shape 

from past heavy lifting in the junk yard. He reached across the counter to – presumably - shake hands, but when he 

grasped mine he tried to squeeze real hard so I just squeezed back. He then tried to pull me forward across the counter 



and I pulled back harder and he ended up on the floor at my feet. I told him, “Sorry, I’m not used to picking on old men.” 

Bob quickly left the room, and later told me he had to stick his head in the toilet and flush it to cover his laughter. Might 

have overstated that some. 

I was put on a crew that was sent out to “Fish Trap Camp” about 36 miles from town.  The camp was a collection of 5 

wood framed and canvas covered dwellings along with a log cook's cabin where we all ate a big breakfast and a large 

dinner.  The cook also packed a lunch for us to eat on the side of the mountain. One member of the team used a 20” 

chain saw to cut the larger branches and we trimmed them with double bitted axes, then we’d stack the branches and 

cover them for winter firewood. We worked rain or shine on the steep mountain side. One day we were working in rain 

so heavy that visibility was down to a couple of hundred feet. I suggested to our straw-boss, John, that it was kind of 

unsafe and we should return to camp, but he said to keep on working. Shortly after the wet handle of my ax caused it to 

slip from my hands and it went sailing through the air to embed itself in a large stump several feet away - on which John 

happened to be standing. On seeing that he called for us to get to the truck and we returned to camp for the day. 

One night I saw a mountain lion standing on a log beside the road. I mentioned it to Peufall and he said, “In all my 25 

years here I’ve never seen a mountain lion. Here you are just out from Boston and you see one?” 

I flew home at the end of the summer and missed my connection in Chicago. I bought a paperback book to pass the 

time, I remember it was “The Cross and the Switchblade,” about a priest trying to save gangsters from a life of crime. I 

fell asleep on the bench with the book on my chest and when I woke up it was gone. Hope the thief learned something 

from it. 

Kids ….. 

I had a suggestion from Nancy L. (Morse) Moran that a column of Kid Stories might be of interest – something along the 

lines of the Art Linkletter “Kids Say the Darndest Things” show from way back when. Anyone inclined to contribute 

please weigh in! 

To attest to her commitment to her idea she has submitted the following (with the hint of more to follow): 

My 6 year old granddaughter told me a short while ago, “Nana, you’re getting old! I’m going to have to throw you 

away.” My daughter, hearing it, cut in, “If you do that, I won’t have a Mother.” Said granddaughter, “OK, you can stay.” 

Sometime later she revisited the issue asking how old Papa was, and I told her, “79.” She then asked my age and I 

replied, “39.” I could see she was puzzled so I confessed, “alright - 77.” She then asked, “How come Papa looks younger 

than you? Kids, you gotta love ‘em.  After a bit she asked me, “When are you going up?” 

I know she loves me – well, I think so … 

OK, so here’s one I’ll add to see if others might be similarly inspired to contribute. Well, I have to add under the 

compulsion of “I will if you will” from the aforementioned Nancy L. ….. 

This family classic goes back a bit further to when my daughter was around 4 or 5 and Boston Garden seated 13,909. 

Mid-60’s. We had taken the kids in to see the then-version of Disney on Ice, maybe that was actually it, it’s been a while. 

At one very somber moment in the program when the Seven Dwarves gathered in mourning around the bier of Snow 

White a hush fell over the audience and the lights dimmed. Suddenly a single spot picked up the lone figure of Prince 

Charming in his jerkin and tights entering the arena to save the day. Maybe. Would he be in time … Suddenly, as he 

moved with increasing speed across the ice, a lone voice cried out in the respectful silence, “Hey, that man’s got no 

pants on!” - and the fans went wild! 



Peg (Renwick) Tutone – re the recent fires in California writes ….. 

…..  In answer to your question whether my family was affected by recent fires raging in California:  we are fine here, 

though friends and acquaintances have suffered losses or disruptions.  The last emergency evacuation edict was only 4 

miles from me.  My daughter Andrea and I both live in the "flatlands."  She’s about 10 minutes northwest of me, pretty 

close to the rolling hills of upscale Porter Ranch, where, about three years ago, a gas storage yard for Southern California 

Gas leaked substantial amounts of methane.  People in that community were forced from their homes for more than a 

year.  They were spared this time. 

 

The California phenomenon known as Santa Ana (hot) winds howled fiercely during fire days but eventually let up to 

give firefighters a chance to make progress.  During one of those days, there was a brush fire at the side of the road of 

the 118 Freeway north of Andrea that was shut down; this is an alternate way to get into and out of the affected towns 

west of us (Thousand Oaks, Agoura Hills, Calabasas, Malibu, etc.).  Earlier, the 101 Freeway that starts in downtown LA 

and runs right through the first and subsequent fires was also shut down for several days.  Traffic was crippled.  

 

Northern California had much more loss of life than Southern California.  Two folks here were apparently trapped in 

their car while trying to flee and were overcome--a horrible way to die!  Lots of mansions and high-value homes are now 

dust.  When I originally wrote this, there were 8 fires burning and 200,000 people displaced.  Now the two main ones—

the Camp fire up north and the Woolsey fire down here—are 100% contained, as are the others. 

 

Here are some stats regarding the two massive land areas: 

Camp Fire 

Location: Butte County (Northern California) 

o 153,336 acres burned 

o 84 fatalities confirmed 

o 560 people unaccounted for 

o 19,124 structures destroyed (14,378 residences, 514 commercial and 4,232 other buildings) 

Woolsey Fire 

Location: Los Angeles County, Ventura County 

o 96,949 acres burned 

o 3 fatalities confirmed 

o 1,643 structures destroyed, 364 damaged  

In a friend’s manufactured homes complex in an Agoura Hills wooded canyon, only 25 of 250 homes were left 

standing—his included!  He moved temporarily to an RV in the parking lot, but the air quality is horrendous, as you 

might imagine. 

A confluence of drought, high temps and high winds often causes fires this time of year, but it's been especially bad in 

2018.  Seems like fire season is all year round now.  We desperately need RAIN to alleviate drought conditions of the 

past 7 years.  In past years, we could count on no rain until January/February—if at all—but rain is forecast for a couple 

of days this week, which will probably cause mudslides in the burned-out areas… more grief for those affected since 

there’s no longer vegetation on the hillsides to anchor the soil.   

 

In my early days in California, a fire similar to this year’s, which started in the mountainous regions, cut a swath through 

exclusive Malibu right down to the sea.  Checking out the area later, I found it amazing to see untouched homes on both 

sides of rubble.  And yet people rebuild.  Malibu burned again this time. 

 

We’re very grateful we were spared but certainly commiserate with those who suffered.   

 

Peggy (Renwick) Tutone, BHS 1958 

November 28, 2018  



Joanne (Dube) Green transitioning to Maine ….. 

My long-time companion, Joe Coppola (Class of 1960) designed the house in Porter, Maine.  He hired a contractor to 

frame it then finished the inside mostly by himself.  It was completed in 2002.  There is a deck off the master bedroom 

on the second floor and another deck below it off the living room.  Our road in to the house is 7/10ths of a mile long.  A 

contractor plows it in the winter.  In 2008 Joe had a huge two car garage built and a few years later bought a big storage 

shed built by the Mennonites who delivered it and put into place. 

We decided to leave for Beverly a day earlier than planned.  It was so beautiful up there.  There was about 7" of snow on 

the ground and lots of it on the trees.  The pines were the most beautiful with the snow clinging to the needles. 

Joe shoveled off the front stairs and I got busy shoveling the deck.  We did not get to the upper deck though, so 

hopefully some of that snow will melt.  We got our first "jolt" when the snow slipped off the back of the house and 

landed on the metal doors of the bulkhead.  During the night it also happens but you get used to the noise. 

We didn't think the man who plows would come for just that small amount of snow but he came during the night.  I 

didn't hear him and neither did Joe.  Once the road is plowed it's amazing how big the piles of snow are. 

The fellow who does the plowing told Joe there were four deer in one corner of the yard and another four, including a 

young buck at the other corner.  We knew they had been there as their footprints were all over the snow.  

We've had many wildlife visitors over the years.  The most recent were two black bears this past spring.  They were 

drinking water out of one of the bird baths.  They also took down the bird feeders at both feeding stations and ate the 

seeds and suet.  

On the day we arrived, we checked all 10 bird feeders and they were empty so after bringing everything in - including 

our dog Bridget - we got them all filled up.  The birds were amazing; they were waiting in the trees for us to finish.  We 

had to top them all the feeders off before leaving today.  At one feeding station, there were lots of Chickadees.  They 

kept flying from the pole back up to the trees.  It didn't bother them in the least that we were filling all the feeders.  As 

soon as we were done, they all flew down and had a feast. 

The feeding station just off the kitchen window is a joy to watch.  There is one grey squirrel that is such a bully.  He/she 

kept chasing other squirrels, grey and red, away from the sunflower seeds and cracked corn on the ground.  Eventually, 

they called a truce and everyone had plenty to eat. 

Deer are frequent visitors as are grey and red fox, raccoons and porcupines.  Once in a while a moose will come 

wandering through.  There's 20 acres of land, all wooded.  A walk through the woods takes you down to the Ossipee 

River.  There are still logs at the bottom of the river from when logs were sent down river to be gathered up and sent to 

the mills.  During the winter months the river is very fast.  I can't imagine being one of the men who rode those logs to 

their final destination. 

There are lots of blueberry bushes as well as raspberry bushes.  The blueberry bushes are low to the ground and the 

fruit is small, but the taste is out of this world.  When you make blueberry muffins or pancakes, the taste makes your 

mouth water. 

We started going up there just for weekends when I was still working full time.  Once I retired we were able to go up for 

a week at a time, year round.  We used to go downhill skiing but when I was 63, I came off the lift the wrong way and 

tore the ACL and medial meniscus in my left leg.  We switched to cross country and snow shoeing which we still do. 



We have made many friends up there who have lived in Maine all their lives.  We are very fortunate as these "down 

Mainers" are very wary of people from Massachusetts.  There are so many of them who bought property on various 

ponds and lakes and have no regard for the "locals."  

We had a little excitement one day. We had gone to the store which is 5 miles away to pick up a few things and when we 

were almost home there was an ambulance blocking the road.  Joe asked if they could move it into the driveway of this 

house and the driver said no, she didn't want to get stuck.  We waited for two hours until the "rescue" squad of three 

plows came and took care of that portion of the road.  Apparently a woman who rents a room in the house fell 

down.  She must have injured herself quite badly to warrant an ambulance.  

Life in Porter is so calm.  It takes us less time to go to the nearest grocery store (which is 5 miles away) than it takes to go 

from Longview Drive in Beverly to the Beverly Plaza due to the heavy traffic.  Nobody rushes up there! What we really 

enjoy is when we go to the grocery store and end up stopping to talk to perfect strangers either inside the store or in the 

parking lot.  Where are you going to find a situation like that?  Around here, everyone is in such a damned hurry! 

Last Sunday we were invited to the home of friends of ours who live in the next town.  There were supposed to be 18 

people but two didn't show up.  The rest of us had lots of fabulous food to eat and the desserts were out of this world.  I 

had smoked perch for the first time in my life.  I don't care for fresh water fish but by smoking it, the taste was 

fabulous.  We finally left their house around 9:00 p.m.  They wanted us to stay longer, but we had to check on 

Bridget.  When we got back, she was sound asleep.  She woke up once she picked up our scent. 

We are going to try to stay in Beverly for a week then head back to Maine this Sunday (12/9) for my Daughter's 

concert. She is in a group of 80 people who sing and 5 others who play various instruments.  The conductor is fairly 

young.  He is a music professor at a college.  We didn't get to go to the spring concert so we are looking forward to this 

one. Everything is winterized so we don't have to worry about pipes bursting.  We have a fire going in the wood stove 

every day.  When we do that, we get the humidifier going too as the air can get quite dry. 

 

 

 

 



And lastly (since the cupboard is otherwise bare) ….. 

 

….. so it can be done! 

 

     


