Dick Rumsey

Dick and I were friends and went from Maury Elementary through GW.  We suffered and laughed and experienced all the things kids and teenagers did back then.  Unfortunately, I never saw Dick again after GW.

Dick was involved in one “incident” that certainly made him a hero and tattooed my brain forever.  One day while we were at Jefferson trying to survive the 8th grade, Dick brought a pack of his Dad’s playing cards to school.  There was a group of us but I can’t remember who was there. The back of each card had a different picture of couples involved in graphic acts of sexual conduct the likes of which we had never imagined or contemplated.  Obviously, they required us to “study” them so we could fully understand how human bodies could be manipulated into such interesting positions.  I’m guessing if I saw them now they might be pretty lame compared to what is on TV and elsewhere. But at that point in our lives those cards showed us way more than any “father – son lecture” could ever hope to accomplish.
One negative was the number of hours taken from our already sparse homework time searching for our own father’s cache of similar items and the time studying each “find”.

It is the nature of things that you can spend the 12 most formative years of your life with people, but then lose touch with them so quickly.  I hope Dick had a great, if way-to- short, life.

Bill Thomas
Dick and I were good friends. We worked at the Reed Theater together. Dick was an avid hunter, so we decided to hike down Telegraph road to an area on the other side of where Hayfield Farms is today. In retrospect, it was probably Fort Belvoir property, so we were hunting illegally. Neither of us shot anything, and we were late getting back to go to work that evening. Both of us got a good butt chewing!
Dick dated Carol Keith all during high school and I always wondered if they eventually married.
John Pollard
