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community with housing for 
some 11,000 young and old 
residents – a veritable village.  
But when their plan came 
before the County Zoning 
Board, it failed to win ap-
proval. An expensive failure. 
And a lesson taken.

Another puzzle piece be-
longs to Homer Gudelsky, a 
developer of shopping malls 
in Washington’s suburbs.

When the U.S. Congress forbade the con-
struction within D.C. city limits of any build-
ing higher than the Capitol, it guaranteed 
urban sprawl. In the galaxy of suburbs that 
sprang up, Homer Gudelsky planted shopping 
malls, including the nearby, now-defunct Lando-
ver Mall anchored by Garfinckel’s, a presti-
gious Washington department store. Gudelsky 
must have been convinced that the hour had 
arrived for this area. He set aside 120 acres 
of land for a retirement community, which he 
offered to any religious institution that would un-
dertake its construction. He got no takers.

Now for the central piece of the jigsaw. 
Enter the Rev. John Evans, current Collington 

Editor’s Note: This is the 
second in a series on Col-
lington’s origins, focusing on 
present-day residents with 
ties to our founding. 

Few Collington residents 
will recognize the name 
Seton Belt. While he was 
never a resident, his story 
represents an important piece 
of the jigsaw puzzle that 
explains Collington’s begin-
nings. Belt was an eccentric 
tobacco farmer, an Episcopalian, and the owner 
of vast acres of property in Prince George’s 
County. He once proposed that his own home, 
small and in serious need of maintenance, be 
opened to retired clergy as a residence. The 
house was not suitable and the retired clergy 
were not enthusiastic about retiring to a remote 
location lacking amenities.

Upon Belt’s death in 1959, the Episcopal Dio-
cese of Washington fell heir to his estate. “I 
don’t think anybody realized how wealthy he 
was until he died,” John Evans, resident focus 
of today’s story, once wrote. Mindful of Belt’s 
wishes to provide housing for the elderly, the 
diocese appointed a committee to come up 
with a plan. Its experts proposed an ambitious 

Collington’s Beginnings
A Farmer, a Developer and a Diocese

by Frances Kolarek

see Beginnings, p. 10

A barn on the Seton Belt farm.  Library of 
Congress photo via historicmapworks.com
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John and Helen Hindinger
Apartment 107, Ext. 7388. 

John and Helen were born 
on opposite coasts, he in Los 
Angeles, she in Gardner, Mass. 
It was a social occasion in Los 
Angeles that brought them to-
gether. Before their meeting, Helen was a Pan 
Am reservation and ticket agent in New York City. 
John had graduated from Loyola University and 
was stationed in Europe in the U.S. Army. Helen 
transferred to Los Angeles, eventually opening 
the Pam Am Orange County ticket office. John re-
turned to Los Angeles after his discharge, taking 
a job with Mobil as a Marketing Representative. 
They were married and lived in Southern Califor-
nia, where their son was born. Soon John’s pro-
motions with Mobil led to a series of moves: Nine 
months in Fort Lauderdale, Fla., three years in 
Atlanta, then New York City. When Mobil moved 
its headquarters to Fairfax Va., they lived there for 
four years, after that it was Scottsdale, Ariz., and 
finally back to Fairfax.

 Helen was a stay-at-home 
mom for 10 years until the first 
move to Fairfax, where she 
became a travel agent, as she 
did also in Scottsdale.  This led to 
several trips and the last “family 
trip” they took was to Fiji when 

their son was a teenager. Since their son’s gradu-
ation from the US Naval Academy there have 
been many other trips for John and Helen.

When Mobil and Exxon were in merger talks 
in 1995, John was offered a very good retirement 
package. John and Helen decided to remain in 

We Welcome 
Our New Neighbors

By Barbara Fairchild, Jean Getlein and Jeanne Slawson

this area and settled in Fredricksburg, Va., where 
they lived for 16 years. They spent the last four 
years researching continuing care retirement com-
munities. Collington was the first place they visited 
and it became the yardstick for all the others.   

John’s hobby is Renaissance art and crafting 
his own pen and ink drawings. Helen does basket 
weaving and other crafts. As you pass their door, 
look at the basket display in the next alcove. They 
are both self-described “gym rats.”

John says, “We’ve been in 50 or more countries, 
most of them since retirement” and Helen has 
been bungee jumping in several countries, John 
has done zip-lining and one bungee jump.  The 
next trip will be to Panama.   

Queen Walker
Apartment 149, Ext. 5151. For 38 years Queen 

was a dental assistant for her dentist husband. In 
all that time, she recalls, “We never argued be-
cause George didn’t want to lose his assistant.”

Queen was born in Roxboro, N.C, into a farm 
see New Neighbors p. 4
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When future Collingtonian 
Jean Getlein sat down with 
President Lyndon B. Johnson 
to interview him for a Time 
Magazine feature on the 
president’s boyhood education, 
the White House was clearly 
distracted. The Vietnam War 
was at its most controversial 
stage. Demonstrators outside 
the White House were chanting, day and night, 
“Hey, hey, LBJ, how many kids did you kill 
today?” The taunts were clearly heard inside the 
executive mansion.

Jean recalls that her interview, scheduled for 
afternoon, did not start until after 9 p.m.  As she 
waited in the Cabinet Room, she said, she tried 
to pass the time by sitting in the official chairs 
of each of the Cabinet members, most of them 
people she knew personally.

Despite the delay in the start of the interview, 
the White House was clearly pleased to have 
a reason to shift its focus from Southeast Asia 
to the Texas of a generation ago, even briefly.  
The official White House photographer was 
summoned to record the scene and Johnson 

A Long Day’s Interview with LBJ
By Norman Kempster

signed one of the pictures.
A copy of that photo now 

hangs outside the Ivy Room 
in a display of pictures of 
residents posing with national 
and world leaders. This article 
is one of a series about the 
back stories of those photos.

Jean was the only woman 
in Time’s Washington 

bureau during her five-year tenure. Time’s 
legendary founder, Harry Luce, was reluctant 
to hire women for assignments he considered 
important. That put a “men only” stamp 
on politics and other hard news. By the 
1960s, however, the magazine’s New York 
headquarters had concluded that it was time to 
open the Washington bureau to women, at least 
a little bit.

Jean’s assignments In Washington were 
mostly aimed at what the magazine calls “the 
back of the book”: stories on education, arts, 
entertainment and other “soft” subjects.

At the December Residents Association meeting, RA President Mike McCulley and First Vice President  
Pat Howard unveiled this banner, which displays the record total -- approaching a quarter million dollars --  

raised in this year’s Employee Appreciation Fund.
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family of 10 children. After high 
school she attended Bennett 
College in Greensboro, N.C., ma-
joring in Home Economics. She 
worked two years as a Home 
Agent in the Tarboro N.C., area. 
She met her future husband, George Walker, in 
Roxboro, N.C..

After their marriage, they moved to Nashville, 
Tenn. While George was attending dental school, 
Queen worked at Fisk University as a dietitian.  
During this time their first daughter was born.  

They moved to Philadelphia, Pa., for George 
to intern. Their second daughter was born there.  
After George completed his internship, they 
moved to Raleigh, N.C. George opened his prac-
tice and Queen became his dental assistant.  

After George’s death, Queen continued to live 
in Raleigh and serve daily at the assisted living 
facility where George had been residing. By this 
time both daughters were married, one living in 
Bowie and the other in Upper Marlboro. There 
are five grandchildren. Her daughters were busy 
raising children, working and traveling to Raleigh.

The daughters suggested Queen visit Col-
lington because it is close to both of them. She 
did and found the residents welcoming. She was 
delighted to see two tables of jigsaw puzzles 
always in progress because Queen and George 
often spent their leisure time together doing puz-
zles. She has several framed large puzzles in her 
apartment as a memory of their time together.

Jim and Mary Ann Curley 
Cottage 2007, Ext. 7256. Jim and Mary Ann 

may hold the record for most CCRCs visited 
before choosing Collington – 16 of them over the 
past three or four years.  Crisscrossing the U.S. 
from California and Michigan, to New York, New 
England, Virginia and the Eastern Shore – the 
couple, who lived in Manhattan off and on for 

40 years, were searching for 
diversity and an urban connec-
tion. They are looking forward to 
taking advantage of Washington’s 
lively cultural scene.

New Yorkers by birth – Jim in 
Queens, Mary Ann in Schenect-
ady – they met at Syracuse University, where 
he was enrolled in the College of Environmental 
Science and Forestry, and she in liberal arts. 
After graduation they “sort of kept in touch” but 
didn’t marry for nine years after that. (The couple 
celebrated their 50th anniversary last summer.) 
By this time Mary Ann had received her masters 

from the University of Toronto 
and taught at Rosemont College 
outside Philadelphia. Back in 
New York she completed course 
work at Fordham University and 
was working on her doctoral 
thesis. 

Jim had served with the U.S. Army in Germa-
ny for two years and had launched into 41years 
of work as a landscape architect, consulting on 
projects in the United States, Canada, Tanzania, 
Kuwait and Saudi Arabia.

Landscape architects deal with design – plac-
ing objects on land, Jim notes, but also with con-
struction. They are called on to plan and build 
playgrounds, resorts, city and state parks, power 
generation projects and the like. Jim worked on 
a wide variety of jobs, including several sites in 
the Middle East – resorts in Egypt, Kuwait’s army 
base, and a university in Saudi Arabia.

The couple have four children who live in the 
U.S. and Canada: a banker, social worker, lawyer 
and mechanical engineer. Eight grandchildren 
range in age from nine months to 13 years. ln 
addition to her teaching, Mary Ann is a singer 
and has been singing in various groups since 
the eighth grade. Wasting little time here, she 
has joined The Annapolis Chorale, and is looking 
for a local church choir to join. She sang with an 
international Women’s Barbershop group and for 

New Neighbors from p. 3
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close to 30 years sang second soprano with Man-
hattan’s prestigious St. Patrick’s Cathedral Choir, 
and claims the distinction of having sung for three 
different popes.

The couple love to travel and have visited mul-
tiple countries in the Americas, Europe and Asia. 
They are especially keen on riverboat cruises.

Alice Nicolson, chair of Collington’s Grounds 
Committee, reports that Jim has already helped 
with locating several young trees here.

Jim and Marilyn Meek       
Apartment 335, Ext. 7583. Jim 

and Marilyn are transplanted Mid-
westerners. His family originally lived 
in Columbus, Ohio, but eventually 
the charms of the family’s summer 
place along the Olentangy River led 
them to move there. Marilyn’s family moved from 
Oklahoma to Kansas City when she was young 
and she regards herself as a Kansan.

Following in his military father’s footsteps, Jim 
attended Staunton Military Academy, then Virginia 
Military Institute. After completing his three-year 
obligation with the Airborne Division in Berlin, he 
returned to civilian life as an engineer for a com-
pany in Greeley, Colo., then left for Stanford, where 
he earned a Masters in Civil Engineering. He was 
employed by Bechtel when the U.S. Public Health 
Service recruited him to its Denver-area facility, 
where he sampled the Colorado River to assess 
the influence of mining on the water.

Seeking a more urban life, Jim moved to an 
apartment in Denver. There, fate came to his door - 
or in this case, his elevator. Riding up one evening, 
he noticed an attractive fellow passenger. Believing 
they had dated once before, he invited her to stop 
by for a drink.

She accepted, and thus began his courtship of 
Marilyn, who recounts that she had never seen 
him before. She was a recent University of Kansas 
graduate, working as a customer relations repre-
sentative for the Rocky Mountain Telephone Com-
pany. In 1963, seven months later, they married. 

Their son arrived in ’64, their daughter in ’65  and 
they all moved to Capitol Hill in ’66, Jim still with 
Public Health. He was granted a Congressional 
Fellowship and worked for Congressman William 
Steiger of Wisconsin, then with the Interior and 
Insular Affairs Committee. One of his colleagues, 
and also a Fellow, was future Vice President Dick 
Cheney. He remained with Water Quality through 
its absorption into the Environmental Protection 
Agency. Upon his retirement, he was working with 
the E.P.A. for the Department of the Interior, as an 
advisor to a number of foreign countries.

Marilyn did volunteer work, pro-
viding a variety of services at sev-
eral schools. Her ultimate position 
moved her from volunteer to paid 
staff, as Business Manager with 
the Capitol Hill Day School, which 
she notes has been integrated and innovative 
since its inception.

The Meeks share a passion for restoring old 
houses and have brought a number of them back 
to their former pristine condition. A remarkably 
life-like painting in their living room shows their 
Delaware house, with Jim out front in his Dodge 
Dart, waving to Marilyn, who stands on the street, 
waving too.

The couple also found time in their busy lives 
to satisfy their curiosity about other cultures and 
“traveled the world,” visiting France, Japan, India, 
and many other countries.

They visit their daughter, an architect in San 
Francisco, for a month at a time, their latest trip 
only weeks after moving into their apartment here. 
Their son lives in Ohio, where they built a house 
next door (“our only build”), which they kept to 
make longer family visits possible.

Jim and Marilyn are long-time members of St. 
Mark’s Church in D.C., where they have been 
active in the Christian Education Program. In 
moving to Collington, they join a number of other 
residents who are part of the St. Mark’s community.
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I was employed by the Ford Foundation in 
New Delhi, India from 1953 to 1955. There, on 
several occasions at diplomatic functions, I met 
the Maharajah Sir George Jiwaji Rao Scindia 
Alijah Bahadur (1925-1961). Once, he invited 
me to a weekend tiger hunt at his estate in 
Gwalior, Madhya Pradesh. I refused. To me, 
killing a tiger was unthinkable.

Several weeks later, the Maharajah brought 
to my door a trophy of his hunt, a Bengal tiger 
(tigress) rug, requesting that I accept it as a 
gift commemorating an “exciting weekend that 
you missed.” I accepted the gift reluctantly only 
because I felt bound by diplomacy not to offend.  
His trophy had been mounted by the Dutch firm 
of Van Ingen and Ingen of Madras. 

The Maharajah advised me to keep the rug 
out of sight of the servants because they would 
cut out the claws and keep them on their own 
person as a means of warding off evil spirits.  
Sadly, I did not follow his advice and left it on 
the living room floor. The next morning I found 
that most of the tiger’s claws were missing.  
From then on, while in India, the tiger rug was 
kept under lock and key.  

Upon leaving India I had the rug sent to me in 
San Francisco. For the next 49 years I displayed 
it on a special full-length low table in my 
apartment or put it in fur storage when abroad.

After nearly 50 years, both the tiger and I 
were showing signs of wear and the time had 
come to find us new homes. For myself, I chose 
Collington and for my tiger, the Smithsonian 
Institution. Ruth Selig, assistant to the Museum 
of Natural History director and a Dr. Hoffman of 

The Tiger and I: A Gift from the Maharajah
by Ruth Galaid

Ruth and her tiger, pre-Collington. 

staff first checked out my proposed donation at 
my Virginia apartment. There Hoffman got on 
the floor and stared at the rug for the longest 
time, causing me to wonder if he had taken ill.  
Finally he found what he sought, a nipple from 
which he took a DNA sample.

The rug is now stored on a tray in a large 
metal cabinet at the museum’s Support Center 
in Camp Springs, Maryland (near Andrews Air 
Force Base). I have visiting privileges and can 
bring friends. Anyone interested?

(According to the World Wildlife Federation, 
97 percent of the world’s tigers have been lost 
in the last century. The few that survive in the 
wild face habitat loss and fragmentation and 
rampant poaching, fueled by a high demand for 
their body parts. Tigers are the largest Asian 
cats, weighing 220-660 pounds and can reach 
the age of 26 in the wild.)
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The large world map opposite the Ivy Room 
testifies to Collington’s diversity – and recently, to 
Marketing’s success in bringing a steady stream 
of new residents. That has made the map and 
the accompanying Map Book – kept up by the In-
teriors Group – much more a moving target than 
it was when the late Jean Gart and I began doing 
the map seven years ago.

So, although the latest update has been in-
stalled, the information on the map and in the 
Book can never be entirely current. Many new 
residents, perhaps overwhelmed by the reams 
of paper they are given when they arrive, don’t 
get around to filling in the yellow Map Book forms 
they find in their mail slots. And, it must be admit-
ted, many “old” residents have never done so 
either. 

Some have the perception that they are not 
“important” or that, since they have not lived 
abroad, no one would be interested in where 
they were born. This is too bad, because the 
book is not only clear evidence that we are a 
pretty diverse bunch but also may provide points 
of contact with other residents, especially in the 
case of people born in states with only a handful 
of natives here. 

Each white pin on the Map means that one or 
more residents was born in that state or country. 
Each orange or red pin means that one or more 
residents lived for a year or more in that country. 
It would be nice to have a pin for each resident, 
but limited space makes that impossible. We 
purposely put the pins right in the middle of the 
geographical unit, not in the capital or other city.  
The specifics are in the Map Book, on a table to 
the left of the map. Every current resident of Col-
lington is listed alphabetically in the first section 

Mapping Our Origins
By Anne Stone

of the Map Book. Next to the names of those 
who filled out the form we show the state (or for-
eign country) and city or town where they were 
born. For those who have lived abroad a year or 
more we show the countries and specific place 
where they lived. 

The “Birthplaces” section lists residents who 
were born in each state or foreign country. Judg-
ing by the information we have as of this writing, 
42 states plus Puerto Rico and the District of Co-
lumbia can claim at least one native at Colling-
ton, as can 18 foreign countries. Not surprisingly, 
lots of us were born in Mid-Atlantic states: New 
York leads the list with 38, followed by Maryland 
(25) and Pennsylvania (20). Other states with 
natives in the double digits are Massachusetts 
(17), the District (16), California (16), Ohio (15), 
New Jersey (14), and Illinois (14). Within the last 
year or two we’ve had an infusion of Kentuckians 
(7). Only nine states, most of them western and/
or with small populations, are not represented as 
yet, and we challenge Marketing to bring us 
some Alaskans, Arizonans, Delawareans., 

see Mapping, p. 10
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in four pieces fried to perfection yielded a very 
crisp skin and very moist meat that affirmed the 
assertion of “best chicken in town”. The chicken 
was accompanied by several boiled fingerling 
potatoes and a biscuit. In summary, all of the 
food was excellent in preparation and taste.

We had planned to share a bottle of wine, but 
the prices were unreasonable, starting at $44 for 
white and $55 for red. That markup is excessive 
and I refused to pay. The final price for four 
meals, four drinks and four cups of coffee with 
tax but not tip was $135.40, quite reasonable 
for the area. In addition, they offer a “prix fixe” 
theater dinner for $35.

Boss Shepherd’s offers good food, good 
service, a pleasant dining venue at reasonable 
prices in a location convenient to the National 
and Warner Theaters and within one-half mile 
of the Natural History, American History, and 
African American History Museums of the 
Smithsonian. The negatives are the wine prices 
and limited menu. It is handicap accessible from 
12th Street. When the meal is not the destination, 
this restaurant fills the niche of “good deats”.

Boss Shepherd’s Restaurant and Whiskey Bar, Corner 
of 13th and E Sts. NW, At the Warner Theater Building 
Washington DC, 20004
202-347-2677

Boss Shepherd’s Restaurant and Whiskey 
Bar, located beneath the Warner Theater and 
one block from the National Theater, offers 
Southern-inspired, time-honored rustic American 
dishes at reasonable prices. If you want a meal 
before or after the show but don’t seek to make 
the dinner the highlight of the evening, I can 
recommend Boss Shepherd’s.

Recently four Collington residents took the 
metro to Metro Center, just one block from the 
restaurant. The menu offered 10 appetizers 
($8 -$17) and seven entrees ($16 - $24), which 
included such dishes as meat loaf, trout, 
mussels, pork tenderloin and fried chicken. 
The fried chicken has been touted as the “best 
ever” by the Washington Post’s Tom Sietsema. 
We ordered the fried chicken, blue mussels, a 
hamburger and a Cobb salad accompanied  by 
an iced tea, beer and two glasses of wine.

The hamburger, made from a combination of 
chuck, short ribs and brisket with cheddar, sweet 
onions, “boss” sauce, and cooked perfectly to 
medium rare, was rated a “best ever”. Chicken 
pieces on the Cobb salad were more pulled than 
chopped for a desirable texture on the very fresh 
baby greens (mesclun). Bacon, boiled eggs, 
tomato and crumbled blue cheese completed 
this properly sized salad dressed with a light 
buttermilk dressing – excellent! The mussels 
were cooked in a combination of Riesling wine, 
bacon,herbs, and sweet corn broth with grilled 
bread on the side. The broth was so tasty that 
when the grilled bread was used up the diner 
“borrowed” the hamburger bun top from his 
wife to sop up the last drop. One-half chicken 

Restaurant Review: Good Pre-Theatre Dining in D.C.
By Carl Koch
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pumping away on my legs and my toes.

Each day brought treatments, tests, and more 
med, some good meals and a nap or two 
propped up in bed.

As TV was awful and with no wifi installation my 
i-phone saved me from dire desperation.

My book on medicine, Paris, 1830,was very 
depressing.

Had to find something more interesting.

As an architect I just couldn’t resist my usual 
task of a job punch list.

A patient cannot adjust the lights anywhere. The 
bulletin board is out of square.

The big round clock needs a tweak of the thumb. 
as It is really way out of plumb.

I must be better. I sound more like me. Back 
home is where I want to be!

Please, please, let me out of this hospital cell!

You wonderful people have made me well!

My many relatives, for the fiftieth year, had 
gathered together for Thanksgiving cheer

but I celebrated here with some friends, old and 
new, and we reveled in a fantastic menu.

We had some lovely wine for toasts, and ham, 
lamb, veggies and turkey roasts.

Our feast ended with two beautiful pies. We each 
took some home as we said our good byes.

That is when I suddenly knew that I have a 
wonderful family at Collington too.

(With apologies for corny rhymes but the 
sentiment is most sincere)

Editor’s Note: Our Shirley, feeling brittle, found 
herself in hospital. No fun, but rather than curses, 
her stay inspired verses.

On a Sunday morning I could barely get out of 
bed. I felt like a dishrag with a sweaty head.

Monday I felt a wee bit worse and had to call the 
Clinic’s nurse.

Come see us, she said, in an hour. No way I 
could make it under my own power.

A passing angel heard my cry (rather sickly), took 
one look and zoomed me to the clinic quickly.

I don’t know her name, as she left right away, but 
she has my gratitude each and every day.

Two gentle giants lifted me into a spotless van, 
plugged me into oxygen and said “Breathe! Now 
you can!”

I closed my eyes as the siren blew and off to the 
hospital we flew.

They robed me in a checkedy sack with snaps on 
the shoulders and a tie in the back.

With all this indignity I made just one command. 
My cell phone, (my brains) must not leave my 
hand!

I went From ER to a regular bed, then to 
intensive care at midnight to lay down my head.

Restful? Ha! I coughed and I hacked. For four 
whole hours my rib cage was wracked.

’Til some kindly nurse noticed my plight and an IV 
of something knocked me out for the night.

For vitals, a shot and meds without number, 
every two hours I was roused from slumber.

Each arm had a needle and tube to a rack Sticky 
disks all over my front and my back.

Oxygen supply tucked across my nose and boots 

A Healing Dose of Poetry
By Shirley Kennard
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From the “Charge of the Light 
Brigade” (Crimean War) to the flight 
of the drones, many events have 
taken place in the now-chaotic Middle 
East. Many of these events present 
serious challenges to the United 
States. Collington is fortunate to have a   
resident who knows this history and is 
willing to share his knowledge with the rest of us.

Professor Carl Brown retired from Princeton 
University after 28 years teaching. His major 
interest has been the Middle East. He is fluent 
in Arabic and French, both of which facilitated 
his research. Last summer Carl Brown taught a 

Our Resident Middle East Expert
by Carl Koch

course titled “The West and the Middle 
East in Modern Times” to about 25 
Collington residents and repeated the 
course with minor changes to a similar-
size group of Collingtonians this past 
fall.

Having been a college professor for 
many years, I am aware of the large 

amount of work required to prepare a course 
at that level requires. When I asked   Dr. Brown 
about that, his response was that it’s a joy 
teaching to truly interested adults, in contrast 
to 19- and 20-year-olds who often just want a 
grade.

Beginnings from p.1

resident, who in our prehistory held the posi-
tion of Assistant to the Bishop for Ministries on 
Aging, with offices in the National Cathedral 
Close. John’s concern:  “How should older 
people live?”

 Searching for answers among experts in the 
field, he learned about the Gudelsky offer. He 
put it to Bishop John Walker, whose response 
was “No. We lost a quarter of a million dollars 
on Seton Belt Village and I don’t want to risk 
another fiasco.” Thanks, but no thanks. 

Some months later John heard from Larry 
Harris, then rector of nearby St. Barnabas, 
Leeland, Church (and a Collington resident 
today), about an offer of some acreage in the 
county. Again, the Gudelsky property. This time 
Bishop Walker gave a go-ahead tempered with a 
number of provisos.  And he gave John permis-
sion to spend as much time as necessary on the 
project.

As the first black Bishop in Washington’s Epis-

copal Diocese, Walker was naturally concerned 
that any community be racially integrated -- that 
members of the African- American parishes of 
the Diocese serve on the Board, and that minori-
ties be represented on the staff.

Involvement of the parishes surrounding 
the area was another condition. The seven 
surrounding parishes each pledged $500 and 
picked members for a Development Committee.  

Concerns about financing were artfully as-
suaged with a loan from Belt funds to the newly 
incorporated Board of Directors. The new retire-
ment community was named Collington after a 
nearby tract of land. And the zoning board ap-
proved the application.

Permissions from state health authorities, a 
Certificate of Need and a multitude of other such 
bureaucratic requirements were met. Thanks to 
John Evans’s sure hand and the efforts of many 
future residents who worked toward a successful 
outcome, Bishop Walker dedicated Collington 
on October 23, 1988,with 143 residents living in 
101 units. 
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Think big, gardeners! We look at our few 
plants and small plots, and don’t really imagine 
the horticultural industry and its big players. 
Well, we do observe “big” when we visit 
places like Homestead Gardens in nearby 
Davidsonville, Md. 

But think much bigger! Many of Homestead’s 
plants came from a nine-acre range of 
greenhouses just two miles west of Homestead 
and operated by Tidal Creek Growers. This 
operation, in two Maryland locations, includes 
621,455 square feet of environmentally 
controlled greenhouses and 11 acres of field 
production. Tidal Creek also sells to Walmart, 
Lowe’s, Home Depot, and more.

Let’s think even bigger! Bell Nurseries 
in nearby Burtonsville, Md., has become 
the sixth largest greenhouse grower in the 
U.S. Gary Mangum, owner and director, has 
received national recognition for his expertise 
in commercial horticulture. With the size and 
complexity of such an operation, you can 
understand that the lead grower must have 
expertise in plant nutrition, plant protection, 
plant physiology, along with a knowledge 
of latest varieties, and business sense. 
His operation consists of contract growers 
throughout Maryland and probably elsewhere, 
and serves nurseries and plant centers up and 
down the Atlantic coast.

Now let’s turn our attention to fruits and 
vegetables. No need to point to California; we 

Plants & Produce on a Grand Scale

Mapping from p. 7

Hawaiians, Idahoans, Montanans, Nevadans, 
Oregonians, and Wyomingites. Of course, there 
may be some of these among the residents who 
haven’t filled out their forms.

The “Lived Abroad” section identifies residents 
who have lived a year or more in a particular 
foreign country. More than 100 countries are on 
the list. Some people – notably Foreign Service 
and military veterans – have lived in more than 
one. Residence in Germany or the United King-
dom (England and Scotland) accounts for by far 
the largest numbers (42 and 30, respectively). 
People who have lived in more “exotic” places 
may be interested to know if any other Collingto-
nians have done so.

Elisabeth FitzHugh and I, who currently do 
the map/Map Book, hope that this article will not 
only cause you to check out the book as well 
as the map but also inspire those who have not 
filled out the yellow form to do so pronto. If you 
need a form, call Elisabeth at x7322 or e-mail 
her at r.fitzhugh@wap.org.

have at least 500 acres of commercial crops on 
a farm 25 miles south of Collington in Calvert 
County: the Swann farm. During the spring, 
summer, and fall, you can drive by acres of 
strawberries, peaches, sweet corn,cantaloupes, 
watermelons, pumpkins, tomatoes, and who 
knows what else. This farm supplies produce 
that ends up in our supermarkets, sometimes 
labeled “local produce”.

Now are we thinking big enough?



Our holiday celebrations included a concert 
by the Collington Singers, above, and a 
presentation by Creighton Center residents, 
left. Among the Creighton “angels” was Delores 
Hawkins, flanked by Ted Hawkins and Dorothy 
White.

A Special Season at Collington

Marion Henry organized the display at right in 
honor of the late Judith Shaw, who annually 
created personalized snowmen for her corridor 
mates in the apartment building.

Photos by Pete Peterson and George Newman


