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“EVERYWHERE WE GO”
By Kathy (Hall) Highcove

O

ur long yellow bus rolled
determinedly through wet thick
fog. Steamed windows revealed to
our invading force the blurry lights of
Corvallis on each side of the slick black
highway.
“All right you guys! We’re in Corvallis now
and we want everyone in town to know the
SAXONS are here!” a varsity rally king
shouted as he jumped up to face the
occupants of the packed bus. An electric
current seemed to a send a jolt of excitement
through each black vinyl seat. The glass
windows slammed down and people in the
aisle seats leaned over a seat partner to help
screech our braggadocio to the world:
“WE ARE THE SAXONS! MIGHTY
MIGHTY SAXONS! EVERYWHERE WE
GO-OH, PEOPLE WANT TO KNOWOH…. WHO WE AR-RE, SO WE TELL
THEM….”
The innocent Corvallis pedestrians, going
about their Friday evening business, smiled
tolerantly. After all, every high school
competitor in the state performed the same
rude ritual when approaching an alien court.
We clapped, we stamped, we yelled and
cheered our team’s name. The bus almost
rocked on its rubber wheels in time to our
warrior chants. The game with Corvallis
meant a better chance to try for the state
title, no little thing to a high school in the
mid-60s.
Soon the bus parked and the doors
whooshed open to allow the river of
enthusiasts access to potential glory. We
dribbled into a brightly-lit court and found
the visitor bleachers, and made note of the
PTA refreshment stand in the entry. We
mounted the glossy tan benches. And
perched like predator birds in clumps of
friends on the narrow planks.
The cheerleaders gathered in front of our
section, peeled off their wraps, and revealed
their red and blue outfits: a long sleeved
white sweater and a bright pleated skirt.
They huddled, then turned to pick up their
bright haystacks – pompoms, the tool of the

“HERE COMES OUR TEAM!”
shrieked the rally king.
Coach Ballantyne sent his players out to
the hardwood floor first, then strolled out
coolly behind the towel boy with a small
smile on his face. His team chucked their
jackets and towels and took the floor to pass
and practice shots. Corvallis did the same.
The Saxon fans quieted briefly when
Larry Enos of Corvallis made practice basket
after basket effortlessly. Larry was a
formidable threat to the Saxon defense.
The Saxons played a team game. Corvallis
depended on one talented player and for
good reason: Enos seemed to hit every shot.
We Saxons groaned and suffered through a
heated battle until the last buzzer. We won
by ten points: 54 to 44. As the bands packed
up their instruments, the fans on both sides
sat drained and then hurriedly pulled on
coats and headed to the refreshment stand
to buy Cokes. Our scream-scratched throats
needed liquid refreshments.
cheerleader. The rally king aimed his
megaphone at our cheering section:
“Let’s hear it, guys! Let Corvallis know
who we are!”
“WE ARE THE SAXONS, MIGHTY
MIGHTY SAXONS…”
The cheerleaders danced in unison,
jumped and swirled the pompoms through
the air. We were proud of them. We knew
they worked hard every game to inspire our
Saxon spirit.
“THUNDER, THUNDER,
THUNDERATION! WE’RE THE
SAXON CONGREGATION”
Stamping and drum rolls accented the
pulse of the cheer.
The home team fans on the other side of
the gym performed the same rituals with just
as much enthusiasm. The two groups of
teens tried to out shout the other. The empty
gym was now a hothouse of cheers, yells,
bands, and a colorful melee of cheerleaders
on the edges of the polished court of play.
We felt intoxicated by competitive passions.
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Saturday Night Reunion A Hit!
Photos Courtesy of Chris Campbell Lockard
Phyllis Jenks
and Ken
Birrell

Vicki
(Andrews)
Sanders and
Pauline
(Bradrick)
Ford
Phyllis Jenks
and Joanne
(Silke)
Walpole
catch up!

Lark Brandt, Ken Birrell,
(unknown) and Carol (Boers)
Markt enjoy a dance.
Price brothers and wives

Sue (Maris) Hill
Carol
(Boers)
and
Bill
Markt
Dee Crenshaw, creator of
our wonderful logo, seems
to be enjoying herself!

Barb (Hoover)
Rice and Ellen
(Gezelius) Vartan

George Robb was the
M.C. for the Saturday
night event!

Mr. & Mrs. Zach
Hoffman are all smiles!

Jim Shinn & Tish Forbes

Mary (Hubert) Stewart-Hedberg, Chris (Holm)
Kline, Roger Applegate, Joanne (Doerksen) Stultz are
all smiles at the Saturday night event.

Joyce (Brothers)
Kart and Janet
(Auld) Serman

Jim and Jack Price

Cobe Grabenhorst, Laura Lee Swearinger and
Don Sheldon
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Sharon (Wilson) Poppino, Pauline
(Bradrick) Ford & Cathy (Huntley)
Bernhard

Notes From Classmates ...
Those of us that have had the privilege of working on the first issue of
the newsletter have had some wonderful perks! Mainly – hearing from
classmates. To all of you who took the
time to write and say they enjoyed
the newsletter we say a big “thank

you!” It meant a lot to each of us to
know that the idea we formatted during the 40th class reunion is appreciated by fellow classmates.
Below you will find articles written by some of those classmates to let
us all know what they have been up

to in the last several years. We appreciate the input and hope it inspires
even more of you to drop us a note,
send a picture, give someone a call,
etc. This newsletter will only survive
with support from each of you!
So Roses to the Class of ’63!!!

Wayne
Metzger
writes ...
What a happy
surprise to receive
the “Class of ’63
Newsletter,” and
to see all the familiar names
from ‘way back when!’ Especially when I
read the article on the back page about
senior skip days and saw my name in print
– along with all my old buds from Saxon
days. I remember well that trip to Cobe’s
family vacation home (Hey, Cobe, how
ya’ doin’?) at Devils Lake and all the beer
bottles I opened.
I also remember another trip with Jim
Shinn, Dan Solomon, Miles Schlesinger
and Bruce Vigeland (I think). We were
camping (unfortunately I no longer remember where) and smoking rum-soaked
cigars (“Crooks”), thinking we were all hot
stuff and really getting away with something, and hoping our parents wouldn’t
find out! Talk about how times change –
kids do more than that at school now!
I had planned to make the reunion last
September, but unfortunately my sister
Jenifer (Class of ’62) succumbed to cancer and I scrubbed those plans. Jenifer
(you may have known her) battled for
years with breast cancer, then ovarian cancer, and finally leukemia brought on by
the chemotherapy that was used to combat her previous illness. She is sorely
missed.
My other sister, Bobbie (class of 59),
recently retired from a teaching career in

Gig Harbor, Washington. She is truly
loving being a grandma for her daughters’ (Paige McGrath) son.
I am living in Fountain Valley in
Southern California, between Huntington Beach and Newport Beach. I’ve lived
in So. Cal since 1968, initially working
for Boeing (then McDonnell-Douglas)
for 6-1/2 years before joining Northrop
Grumman. I retired from Northrop
Grumman after 28 years in 2002. I am
semi-retired and continue to work for
Northrop Grumman on contract as a
budget analyst for the Environmental,
Safety, Health and Medical organization,
but only three days a week.
I am now happily married to a wonderful woman, Sharon, and we have two
kids (I say “we,” but they are Sharon’s from
a previous marriage; I always refer to them
as “mine” or “ours”). Kristin is a 16-yearold junior, and Kevin, a 13-year-old 8th
grader. Kristin is on the Fountain Valley
High School Jazz Dance Team and Kevin
is quite a soccer star for his club team.
Kristin and Kevin are the Kuwaharas I
refer to in the signature block.
I had the pleasure of meeting up with
Jim Shinn about 2 or 3 years ago in Sun
River. Jim did all the hard work, of finding me and making arrangements for us
to meet, and I feel badly that I haven’t
kept in touch. It was a touching and nostalgic visit for me, since I had not seen
Jim in probably 30 years.
Sincerely,
Wayne
The Metzger/Kuwahara Clan

John Luchau writes ...
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Aloha,
Thank you for the interesting newsletter and the loads of effort put into it. My
address was incorrect on the mailing label and wish to have it corrected (ed. note
- OOOPS!).
It is good to hear what the South High
“kids” are up to. I've been retired from
the Navy since ’91 and have built a home,
two boats and am renovating a third boat
for cruising. I should be sailing Alaska and
West Coast in 2005 or ’06 if all goes well.
I've found that schedules are hard for me
to keep so will not make any promises
but might be able to make the 50th reunion.
Happy New Year to you and yours.
Kind regards,
John
John Luchau
HC2 Box 6661
Keaau, HI 96749

Continued on page 4

Larry
Nunn
writes ...
Greetings
to the Class
of ‘63. Much
has
happened in the
last 40 years. Much has stayed the
same. I retired the very first day I was
eligible, June 1, 2000, from the
Oregon Water Resources Department. I have to admit that retirement
is not as much fun as I had
anticipated. It seems you are either
way too busy, or bored. I went the
bored route.
I am not totally bored. I have my
flying. My wife, Judy, and I own a
1963 Cessna 172D. It just sort of
seemed appropriate that I should
have this plane because of the year it
was built. We souped it up a little by
having the 145 HP engine replaced
with a 180 HP engine. It really
makes the airplane climb better,
especially in hot weather, or at high
altitude airports, such as in Central
Oregon.
I started flying in 1976, as a
Technical Observer on the OV-1
Mohawk. The Mohawk is an Army
twin-engine turbo-prop surveillance
aircraft. I operated the camera and
radar systems. The Oregon Army
National Guard had them in Salem
for about 20 years. They were the
funny looking airplanes that sat on
the east side of the airport. There is
one on display at the air museum in
McMinnville.
I got my Private Pilot Certificate in
July 1978. Along the way I have also
added an instrument rating and a
glider rating. I now have over 1,000
hours in the air. Mostly I fly locally
for enjoyment. I usually fly on nice
days, about 1:30 in the afternoon, for

an hour or so. I occasionally do
longer trips. Mt. St. Helens is about a
two-hour round trip. Sunriver is
about an hour or so one way (they
have good lunches).
If any one would like to go flying,
call me; I’m in the Salem phone
book. I’m not much for calling folks
to ask them to go with me. But if you
call me, I’ll be more than happy to say
“let’s go.” I can take two passengers.
I finally decided I needed an
additional hobby. I have decided to
try model railroading. This was
something I dabbled in, while in the
Air Force in Japan, over 30 years ago.
Boy, has it changed. I am just getting
started. I got a model railroad CAD
program for my birthday a few
months ago. I’m in the reading,
planning, and collecting tools stage.
Next August, after my son gets
married and moves out, I will begin
building a layout in his room. If
anyone is a model railroader, and
would like to help a newcomer,
please do so.
So long for now, Larry Nunn
N2064Y@comcast.net

Ane Neiman
writes ...
Finally got
around to the
Class of ’63 newsletter. My hats off
to all of you for
making this happen. Like Sue Gleckler, my daughter’s
wedding also landed on our class reunion weekend. Unlike Sue, flying
out for one night and flying back the
next, from Massachusetts, wasn’t exactly an option.
Missing the reunion was disappointing, though I had my doubts
that even if I did venture across country, that several people I wanted to
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see would also not be there: Betsy the
ballerina, Kathy the intellectual, and
Carolyn King, who shares a Turkish
secret with me. Notice the distinct
absence of guys in that list. Tells you
something about my high school
years right there!
Which reminds me about our 20th
reunion (at least I think that’s the one
outside in Bush’s Pasture?). We drove
across country, my two young daughters, their father and I. And on the
way, my daughters bugged me to tell
them what I was like in high school.
My response became, years later, the
foundation for one of my dearest-held
theories on adolescent development
when I was getting my doctorate
(slipped that in nicely, now didn’t I?)
in creativity and human development.
Here’s what I told them: I was very
shy, sort of sliding along the edges of
the hallways, up against the lockers.
No one really noticed me. I was not
one of the “popular” crowd. In fact, I
didn’t even like crowds. I held my own
in class, but outside, I kept to myself
and the rest of my classmates didn’t
challenge this much. And, that, was
honestly how I remembered it, from
the inside out.
Flash forward, coming down the
steps of Bush’s Pasture, where the reunion was being held. Afternoon sunlight falling on myself and each
daughter, who held my hands. (I was,
quite noticeably, the only one who
brought their kids.) And who was that
striding toward me on his long legs?
Me? Goodness no, couldn’t be. I
turned around, must be someone
from the “popular” crowd behind me,
for heaven knows that our class Pres
certainly couldn’t be smiling at me.
And was that his hand stretched out
for mine, and his voice saying, “Ane,
you still have those unbelievably,
beautiful, huge eyes.” Still? There was
Continued on page 5

Thoughts From The Editor ...

W

ow! What a great response
to the first newsletter. We
have heard from many
people who, for whatever reason, have
either never attended a reunion or
have only been to one or two. I am
always amazed at the directions our
lives have taken.
The article from Kathy (Hall)
Highcove brought back special
memories for me. (How does she
remember all those details?) I couldn’t
imagine a year without the Saxons in
the state basketball tournament in
Eugene. Even now I watch the
Corvallis newspaper to see how the
South Salem Saxons are doing during
basketball and football seasons and
break into a rendition of “South
Salem Saxons, that’s our name; South
Salem Saxons, on to fame...” when

Notes From
Classmates …
Continued from page 4

a disturbing implication in that word,
“still.” My daughters were looking up
at me, mystified. Hadn’t I told them
I’d been invisible?
The next night, at dinner, I lost
count of the number of classmates
who came up to remind me of things
we’d done together in some class. Of
course, I’ve forgotten all over again.
That’s one of the reasons I missed
coming. As for my dearly-held
theory...that’s another story altogether.
There’s a bit more about the professional me, here in my email signature file. Unlike many of you who are
retiring, I’m just getting started!
Ane Neiman
goodwin@artist-statement.com
or call: 413.659.3307

I’m with Corvallis friends and the
opportunity arises. I still have a 1961
45 rpm (remember those?) of the pep
band with the fight song on one side
and “Honey Dear” on the other.
Though we may be spread out all
over the world, we have common
themes running through our lives.
Many of us are in a state of transition
from the working world to
retirement. I find myself in this
category. I retired August 2003 from
public service after 30+ years. Over
those years I had a variety of jobs and
always found my identity in my job.
Needless to say, I was pleasantly
surprised to find that I have easily
slipped into my new life.
Another common theme is caring
for elderly parents and/or
grandchildren. Many of us have also

Jeanne Cannon
writes ...
Thank you for putting together this
great newsletter to
help us SSHS graduates re-connect with our past. I’ve
been gone from Salem for over 35
years now and most recently moved
from Seattle to Phoenix, Arizona for
retirement. While I sometimes return
to Salem for family visits (my sister
Katie Cannon still lives there and
works as Director of the State Fair) I
have been terrible about maintaining
any connection with high school
friends and acquaintances.
If possible, it would be great if we
could get names to go with e-mail
addresses for even more communication.
Jeanne Cannon
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dealt with or
are currently
dealing with
an illness. We
recently lost a
classmate to
cancer. These
are challenging times, and the support
of friends can help so much.
My hope is that you will share
your lives with your classmates. Do
you have a special memory from those
Saxon days? What have you been
doing for the last 40 years? What are
you doing now, and what is your hope
for the future? Please send your
articles/pictures and, if possible, your
financial support to keep the
newsletter coming.
Bernadette Barrett
(aka Bernie Stone)
Editor

Doug Hill
writes ...
Thanks for the
newsletter, it was very
nice to see.
Sorry I was unable
to attend the reunion. I was planning
on attending but who knows what
came up and I missed it.
Thanks again.
Doug Hill

“Life is not a journey to the
grave with the intention of
arriving safely in a pretty and
well preserved body, but rather
to skid in broadside, thoroughly
used up, totally worn out, and
loudly proclaiming –
Wow! – What a Ride!”

With Sadness. . .

See You In
September
Plans have been made to reconnect in September and we
hope to see lots of you there. In
fact here will be two chances to
get together and celebrate!

Robert O. “Bob” Cummins
Passed Away in December
February 10, 1945 - December 19, 2003

SALEM – Bob Cummins passed
away recently after a three-year battle
with lung cancer. Bob was a life-long
resident of West Salem and a
graduate of South Salem High
School, Class of 1963.
Bob is survived by his wife of over
30 years, Sally; and sons, Jim Day,
Alan and Brad Cummins.
Bob spent many years volunteering his time helping with the
restoration and preservation of the
Deepwood Estate, where the class of
1963 held their 20th reunion. Bob
served on the Salem Tourism
Commission for a number of years as
well as the Marion County Historical
Society and was a Charter Member
and Past President of Salem’s
Historic Landmarks Commission.
Bob will be fondly remembered by
classmates as well as residents of
Salem and Marion County.

Former Teacher and
Coach Hank Juran, 89,
Passes Away
February 17, 2004
Whether it was his ability to handle
unruly students or his love of wrestling or his friendly banter from the
track, Hank Juran left vivid memories as a longtime high school coach
and teacher.
Juran spent 30 years as a coach of
football, baseball, wrestling and
swimming at Salem High School
(now North Salem) and South Salem
High School. He also was a Physical
Education teacher.
Marv Heater and Dave Johnson
(Class of ’63), former coaches/teachers at South, said Juran had great relationships with his students. “Most
students would call their teacher
‘Mr.,’ but you could call Hank by his
first name,” Johnson said. “He helped
set up the new tradition at South.”
Gary Allen, a 1963 South graduate, remembers Juran walking around
the track wearing shorts and a white
T-shirt. “There will only be one Hank
Juran no matter if this school is here
for 1,000 years,” Allen said. “There
will never be anyone like him.”

. . .We Remember

First will be at noon Friday,
September 17 at the Oktoberfest
in Mt. Angel. Cost is whatever
you make it. There is no entrance fee and the cost to enter
the beer gardens is minimal.
Lots of music and fun!
Jim Eastridge has graciously
offered Magoo’s again for a nohost party beginning at 7 p.m.
Friday evening and lasting until
Jim kicks us out - or we fall
asleep, whichever comes first!
A casual day of music, beer,
wine and conversation!
We hope to see lots of classmates at one or both of these
events. An opportunity to keep
in touch on a yearly basis instead
of waiting 10 years!

PLEASE SEND
DONATIONS FOR
DISTRIBUTION TO

SUE PALMASON
AT 8417 MAIN STREET
UNIT D,
EDMONDS, WA 98026

LET’S KEEP THIS
NEWSLETTER
COMING!

Everywhere We Go … Continued from page 1
The buses rocked triumphantly out of
town. If we had lost, the buses would have
slunk down the dark city streets, with a cargo
of depressed sleepy teenagers coming off a
sugary Coke high. But this evening we
celebrated and sang school songs at the top
of our lungs. Our parents waiting in the
parking lot heard the buses before we
emerged from the damp night air.
It was a good year for Saxon basketball.
Our team eventually won the District
championship for the second year in a row.
Saxon fans began to make plans for lodging
in Eugene during the State championship
week.
I remember the victory assembly. All
patriotic Saxons wore red and blue colored
clothes to school. The girls’ drill team wore
their red two pieced outfits. We knew the
administration planned an exciting
celebration.
All fourth period classes ended early for
the pep rally. When the assembly bell rang,
our debate class started to close books and
put away pens.
“Not so fast, class.” Miss Anderson
reached into her 40’s styled white blouse and
adroitly pulled up an errant slip strap. We
didn’t giggle. No one giggled at Miss
Anderson unless she had her back turned,
and then we were very careful, we thought,

that she had no clue of the nervous laughter
and shaking shoulders of mirth.
“These assemblies always interrupt our
debate practice. I just hope we have the same
excitement when our debate team wins at
Linfield.” Her deep-set brown eyes focused
on her star debater in the front row. The
promising speaker self-consciously twirled a
long brown lock around an index finger. In
the hallway our class heard the rush of the
seniors heading for the auditorium. The PA
system ordered the rest of the student body
to the fete. We looked appealingly at Miss
Anderson, as we coiled to propel ourselves
from our desks.
“Remember your assignments for
tomorrow and practice your speeches. You
have to remember your arguments when
you’re on your feet in front of the judges.
All right. You can go.”
We poured out the door and headed for
our lockers to put away the textbooks and
notepaper.
We heard the Saxon band as we entered
the large auditorium. The spiffy group ran
through spirited songs favored by our pep
rallies. We found an empty row and saved
seats for our friends still making their way
through the hallway from distant classes.
The administration arrived and walked
in measured dignity to the front where

Roses To You ...
We’d like to use this space as a regular feature for special things
in our classmates lives! If you know of something noteworthy
- please let us know.
For now ... ROSES to Chris Campbell Lockard for the wonderful pictures taken during the Saturday night event at the
Class Reunion.
ROSES to Vicki (Andrews) Sanders, Barb (Hoxsey) Cross,
Bernadette (Stone) Barrett, Sue (Gleckler) Palmason, Sharon
(Johnson) Bradford, Larry Nunn, Dave Johnson and Darlene
(Thomas) McCormack for their financial contribution to help
offset the cost of the first issue.
ROSES also to Sue Maris Hill, Doug Hill and Jim Notebloom
for their contributions for this issue of the newsletter.
NOTE: In order to continue to send this newsletter out we
need contributions. Please consider a donation to help with
distribution costs.

waited their special seats in the front row.
The band swung into “South Salem Saxons,
that’s our name, South Salem Saxons, on to
fame… “ double time. The lights dimmed.
Pappy Ashenbrenner slowly mounted the
steps of the stage and grasped the
microphone when summoned by the student
body president. He spoke a few pleasantries,
and then called Mr. Ballantyne to the stage.
The stoic coach/math teacher took the mike
and introduced each basketball player as he
entered the stage.
The slim young men wore their light-blue
letter jackets. They formed a line across the
stage and shuffled their feet nervously as the
coach and administrators praised their
efforts. The captain held up the District
trophy. The cheers and revelry now
reverberated over to Leslie Junior High.
Our winter sports dream was fulfilled.
Everyone in the district now knew the power
and skill of the mighty Saxons. And we all
felt part of the effort and the triumph. The
Saxons were champs once more for the
edification of North Salem, and Corvallis –
and every competitor in the state of Oregon.
That winter we were winners! We assured
each other confidently as we left the
auditorium and returned to our lockers,
“Eugene, get ready for the champs!”

In order to keep
this newsletter coming
we will need funds
and articles! Please help
with a donation of both!
Newsletter articles or photos may
be sent to –
2680 Doughton St. S
Salem, Oregon 97302
or e-mailed to
barb.cross@comcast.net
SOUTH HIGH UNOFFICIAL 1963
NEWSLETTER STAFF
Editor:
Bernadette (Stone) Barrett
Graphic Designer:
Sharon (Johnson) Bradford
Salem Liaisons:
Vicki (Andrews) Sanders
Barb (Hoxsey) Cross
Newsletter Treasurer:
Sue (Gleckler) Palmason

MESSAGE BOARD
This space will be used for you to postmessages to classmates or for general notes of interest. Please use it!
the article written by Kathy
Hightower about our “glory days.”

We were also informed that Cobe
Grabenhorst recently lost his mother.
Our sympathies to Cobe.

We desperately need e-mail addresses from as many classmates as
possible to help minimize the distribution cost of the newsletter.

On a happier note … congratulations to South Salem on winning
the Class 4A Boys State Basketball
Championship title in Eugene this
past spring. This tied in nicely with

Please send your e-mail address
to Sharon (Johnson) Bradford at
slb@surewest.net. This will help
keep distribution costs down.

SSHS Class of 1963 Newsletter

We were saddened by the recent passing of classmate Bob
Cummins (see column on page 6).
We thank everyone who let our
editorial staff know about this and
hope that each of you will continue

to be our ears and eyes for other notes
of interest.

Sue Palmason
at 8417 Main Street, Unit D
Edmonds, Washington 98026

Please look to page 6 for information about another get-together
in September for all who are interested.

