
Drive into Collington this holiday season and 

at first you don’t exactly get a holiday greeting.  

On one side of the entry road -- construction.  In-

side the gate -- more construction. But go 

beyond all this, step into the Creighton Center 

and the holidays dawn on you.

The Center has blossomed with Christmas 

time charm, and one longtime resident declares 

that the decora-

tions “get better 

and better every 

year.”  Someone 

has counted 19 wreaths of varying sizes, 29 

poinsettias and half a dozen handsomely orna-

mented trees including the 10-footer dominating 

the dining room from its place on stage.

All this begins to dawn on a visitor at the se-

curity desk entrance.  Immediately a lighted tree, 

a big poinsettia and hanging wreaths greet you.  

To your right a social worker’s door gleams with 

shiny colored paper.  Down the hall the office 

door of Health Services Administrator Stacey 

Guthrie shines red, adorned with a gold wreath 

and a Christmas card display.

Head downstairs near the elevators. Some 

40 feet of greenery is draped along the stair rail 

and more wreaths adorn the hall below.   A mir-

ror is outlined with evergreens. Nearby, the tem-

porary partition walling off the construction bears 

an array of Christmas cards.  Look out at the 

courtyard -- the crepe myrtle trees there, now 

leafless, are outlined with strings of tiny lights.

The dining room, of course, has installed that 

big tree complete with myriad ornaments and 

nicely wrapped 

presents beneath.

Hanging from the 

walls at each side of the 

room are four 20-foot strings of evergreen, each 

with a wreath in the middle.

And along the windows in the hallways 

around the courtyard are arrays of tiny poinset-

tias, miniature snowmen, assorted wreaths and 

candles and Santas in and out of sleighs.

For the whole splendid display residents owe 

thanks to Judy Reilly, who masterminded the 

decorations, and the Flower Committee under 

Penny Vickery.

Against all the decorative backgrounds vari-

ous celebrations formal or informal have been 

held.  On December 19 scores of residents at-

tended a holiday “Toyland” party in the Courtyard 

Cafe and Courtyard Meeting Room.  The goal, 

along with entertainment, was to collect toys as  

(Continued on page 2)
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Happy New Year

Collington Glows for the Holidays
By Edward Behr

Catherine Chilman, an active and moderately 

new resident, can now enjoy life in Collington cir-

cles on her own identity without always (at first, 

anyway) being introduced as “Tom Street’s 

sister.”  She mentioned this anticipation at a 

small goodbye affair for her YOUNGER brother 

last summer.  Tom, a popular long-time active 

resident, was about to move away because, in 

his words, he felt “jaded.”  He says he looked it 

up.  Now happily established in his new digs in 

Washington, with a change of scenery, he gives 

old Collington friends who drop in the impression 

of being “unjaded,” or getting there. So be it.  

Best wishes, old pal.

✙ ✙ ✙

If your driver’s license or passport photo 

makes you look like a terrorist, don’t fret.  It helps 

you get past airport security, unless, of course, 

you are a Taliban suspect.

✙ ✙ ✙

We have been particularly blessed this sea-

son in having resident neighbors who can lecture 

authoritatively on current areas of interest -- Chi-

na, India and Islam.  First came the series on In-

dia by Ainslee Embree, then the China series by 

Oscar Armstrong, before  9/11/01 turned our at-

tention to Afghanistan and the timely series by 

Embree on the history and character of Islam.  

The Courtyard Meeting Room has been jammed 

at each lecture, though most of them have been 

carried live on our TV channel.

✙ ✙ ✙

With mixed emotions residents have received 

the opening of the barriers to the Clocktower 

area during non-construction hours.  Some 

thought it a greater satisfaction to sneak over or 

under the flexible plastic fence before the chain 

link fence went up.  Others did not.

✙ ✙ ✙

Grateful as we are for the bus-shuttle service 

to the clusters of cottages from the security en-

trance during the Clocktower fence-off, we must 

have some sympathy for those drivers who make 

the rounds of five parking lots each 20 minutes.  

Their happy attitude and helpfulness go a long 

way to compensate for the deprivations.  With all 

the stopping, starting, steering-wheel twisting 

they are happy to be shiftless.  But they are in-

dispensable in the extra help they must give 

those with walking aids, etc.

✙ ✙ ✙

We all know of the boundless energy and 

bonhomie of Chuck Dell, impresario of many en-

tertainment functions.  So no one was really sur-

prised when, with the aplomb of a man changing 

his shirt, Chuck ordered a new motor for his 

faithful Toyota.  Like poet Robert Frost, he has 

many miles to go . . .
✙ ✙ ✙

Now that work has actually begun on expand-

ing our dining room, those peepholes for walk-

ers, riders and pets are useful at last.
✙ ✙ ✙

Why move south?  On one mid-December 

day the high temperature in the Washington area 

was 56 degrees.  The high that day in Phoenix, 

Arizona, was 54!

Inklings
  By Layne Beaty



(Continued from page 1)

gifts for poor children.  Refreshments were

served, the staff from the Health Center sang 

carols and the Collington singers joined all 

comers in caroling in the Meeting Room.   The 

accordion man helped make it a festive occa-

sion.  Fran Klein served as hostess, organizing 

the food and the entertainment.

There has been much more, of course, to 

Collington’s holiday celebrations, notably the an-

nual party on New Year’s Eve. But that came too 

late for this issue of the Collingtonian.

And There Was Light
Once upon a time there was light in our court-

yard patio three seasons per year, but not in win-

ter.  The trees were dark.

“This won’t do,” decided Mary Evans, then   

vice-president for activities of the Residents As-

sociation, and she started a campaign. At first 

the guardians of the treasury were reluctant but 

eventually the lights appeared on the trees as 

they now do every year.

That it was a good investment is proved by 

the admiring voice heard many times per day.  

“Hail, Mary!”

Peapod:   On-Line Groceries

Shopping on-line for groceries is now a pos-

sibility for Collington residents.  A service with 

the catchy name Peapod is offered by Giant and 

is in now in use by our own Country Store for 

everything except milk, eggs, sodas and snack 

foods.  Peapod promises delivery to your door at 

the time you prefer.

The web page appears on www.giant-

food.com.   If you first click on the “Peapod” but-

ton you will gain access to another option la-

beled “Browse the Shelves.” Now the entire store 

opens, department by department, on your com-

puter screen.  You can choose, for example, 

from 11 different varieties of Kleenex as well as 

other tissues.  Thirty kinds of chicken soup are 

stocked.  And there is even a “Lite Choices” de-

partment which offers fat-free fudgsicles.

 The minimum order is $50.00.  The store 

charges a $9.95 delivery fee if your order runs 

between $50 and $75.00 and if you go over 

$75.00, the delivery charge is only $5.00.  And 

there is a warning that prices may be different 

on-line from those in the store.  But the price  of 

each item is clearly shown.

As most on-line vendors do, Peapod keeps 

track of what you have ordered which can make 

it simple if you order the same items again and 

again in the course of time.

If you try Peapod, send the Collingtonian a 

Letter to the Editor and report on your experi-

ence, please.
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The Macy’s Parade --
Its Island Connections

By Mary Witt

As I watched the Macy’s parade on Thanks-

giving Day, I remembered that its origins go back 

to the 1920s.  And I realized that we have the is-

land of Nantucket to thank for it. To explain:

Rowland Hussey Macy, who bore one of the 

oldest Nantucket family names, was born and 

raised on the island.  He went to America*  “to 

seek his fortune,” as the saying goes. After a 

store failed out west, he started his department 

store, R. H. Macy on 34th Street in Manhattan, 

which grew into today’s giant retail chain.  In 

Nantucket Village a modest bronze plaque, with 

his name and what he did, is found on one side 

of Murray’s Main Street store, purveyors of 

men’s, women’s and children’s ready-to-wear.

Another island-parade connection is Tony 

Sarg, a name familiar to those remembering the 

cultural scene before World War II.  A native-

born German who came to the U.S. via Guate-

mala, he was a creative artist, set designer and 

illustrator, especially famous for his marionette 

shows. From New York he vacationed on Nan-

tucket, at his house on Liberty Street.  

Sarg invented the large balloon figures used 

for the parade.  (Of course, they have become 

much bigger than in the 1920s and are now 

prominent features of the parade.)  He started by 

making a huge “sea serpent,” which he rigged to 

rise up from the water in Nantucket harbor.  Peo-

ple viewing it didn’t know what to make of it.

_____________
*Islanders call the mainland U.S. “America,” 

and say things like “I went to America last 
weekend.”

The Philharmonic Faces
A Dollar Diminuendo

By Mary Olmsted

The Prince George’s Philharmonic Orchestra, 

which has been playing classical music for the 

pleasure of county residents for the past 40 

years, gave a splendid all-Beethoven concert in 

November at the new Clarice Smith Center at 

the University of Maryland.  Collington residents 

were conspicuous among the audience at the 

new Center which boasts six individual, state-of-

the art performing spaces.

After the intermission, Conductor Charles El-

lis explained the financial situation of the orches-

tra, saying that it faces a vexing deficit.  Although 

most of the musicians are unpaid volunteers, the 

conductor, the concertmaster and the principals 

of the string section receive a stipend, as do a 

few of the part-time employees.  Others expens-

es cover the purchase of music, the rental of a 

few special instruments as needed and the pro-

duction of programs.

Ticket sales, corporate gifts, gifts from indi-

viduals and grants from Prince George’s County 

along with other government entities have, in the 

past, provided financial support for the orchestra.  

However, the county’s decision to reduce its 

grant this year, and to eliminate next year’s 

grant, is creating a tight financial squeeze.

The message is clear.  Contributions from 

Collingtonians, who have shown extraordinary 

generosity to the orchestra, will be doubly wel-

come.  The address is Prince George’s Philhar-

monic, P.O. Box 111, Riverdale, MD 20738.

January 2002          The Collingtonian 11



Still More Books
By Glendy Pabst

“Something for everyone.”  That was the 

year-end resolve of a subgroup of Collington’s li-

brary committee which set out in December to 

fatten the library’s collection.

When the group came back two hours later 

with a heavy load of volumes in the trunk of Mar-

cia Behr’s car, virtually every resident reader 

was sure to find something of interest in the list 

of 49 new titles.  Ranging from biography to sci-

ence, and including a generous supply of Col-

lington’s favorite fiction, the new books were 

soon displayed on a special shelf in the library 

lounge and they quickly disappeared into the 

hands of Collington’s constant readers.

In the category of history, American themes 

were outweighed by new challenges from 

abroad, with such titles as Islam, Holy War and 

Taliban, which quickly moved from the shelf into 

readers’ hands.

But American themes were dominant in the 

biography category, which highlighted five former 

presidents from John Adams to Jimmy Carter. 

Former First Lady Jackie Kennedy starred as the 

subject of two volumes:  A Lady, First by former 

White House secretary Letitia Baldridge and The 

Best Loved Poems of Jackie Kennedy Onassis 

by daughter Caroline.

The library’s poetry shelves were further en-

hanced by Sailing Alone Around the Room, the 

latest volume from the Library of Congress’ latest 

“poet-in-residence,” Billy Collins, and by a much-

heralded new translation of the super-classic 

Beowulf by Ireland’s Seamus Heaney.

Because fiction is demonstrably the favorite 

reading of most Collington residents, novels 

weighed heaviest.  Authors of recent best-sellers 

were well represented, including novels by Isabel 

Allende, Tracy Chevalier, Philip Roth and Marga-

ret Atwood.

In the sub-category of detective fiction, au-

thors already popular at Collington dominated.  

New titles by Patricia Cornwell, Elizabeth 

George, Martha Grimes and John Grisham 

starred in the group of 11 titles added to Colling-

ton’s popular shelves of whodunits.

For the next few weeks, new books will con-

tinue to be displayed on the metal cart just out-

side the library shelving section.  Thereafter they 

will be found in alphabetical order on the regular 

shelves, but identified by a dated orange sticker.

A New Resident Honored

Wilmer C. (Bud) Dutton, who with his wife re-

cently moved to Collington, was honored last 

month with the Frederick Gutheim Planning 

Award.  It recognizes someone who has shown 

unusual vision and perseverance in protecting 

natural corridors, rural and historic landscapes, 

and recreational opportunities.

Mr. Dutton was singled out for his leadership 

of the Maryland-National Capital Park and Plan-

ning Commission during the 1960s and 1970s.  

In those years the amount of parkland in the 

county was almost tripled, to over 17,000 acres, 

and Bud Dutton did much to preserve the scenic 

beauty of the Patuxent River valley not many 

miles southeast of Collington.  At the award cer-

emony he received a standing ovation.

The Gutheim award is named for a prominent 

Washington-area architect and writer who spent 

the last years of his life at Collington.       E.B.
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Poetry, Anyone?
By Dorothy Brown

“He will not see me stopping here
To watch his woods fill up with snow. . .”

“Blow, blow, thou winter wind,
Thou are not so unkind
As man’s ingratitude. . .”

The theme is “Winter.”  For their December 
meeting, members of the Poetry Group chose 
poems related to the subject, selected at its 
previous meeting.  In addition to Robert Frost 
and Shakespeare, quoted above, the poets 
whose works were chosen spanned the millenni-
um, from the 6th Century A.D. (Chien Wen-ti) to 
the 21st (Gene Bard).

At the meeting, Chuck Dell, convener, distrib-
uted copies of all the poems, and attenders read 
aloud those they had submitted.  Past themes 
have included “Renewal,” “Tributes,” and “A Fa-
vorite Poem.”

Opinions differ about poetic form.  While 
some members want their poetry served up 
neatly in rhyme and meter, for others anything 
goes as long as they are pleased with the re-
sults.

The usual procedure was suspended for the 
November meeting when Hilary Tham, a Malay-
sian-born poet, read from her latest publication, 
“Counting.”

In another deviation, two sessions were de-
voted to T. S. Eliot’s “Four Quartets.”  Members 
received a brief biography and commentary on 
Eliot’s work to read before the meeting, when 
they listened to a tape of Eliot reading excerpts 
from the poems.

“But what does it mean?” This question pops 
up frequently at meetings and elicited varying 
opinions about Eliot’s intent. The group agreed, 

however, on the mesmerizing elegance of his 
language. 

Archibald MacLeish, quoted recently in the 
Washington Post,  believed, “A poem should not 
mean, but just be.”

The same article includes this quote from Bil-
ly Collins, newly appointed poet laureate of the 
United States:  “Poetry can inspire.  Poetry can 
tell the truth.  Poetry can change hearts.”

Chuck values poetry for “the special insights 
poets sometimes have of the human condition.  
Expressed cogently and in a few words, a good 
poem can carry strong emotional freight from a 
totally different perspective that surprises the 
reader and jolts him or her into a new 
awareness.”

The process of choosing poems for discus-
sion can be rewarding in itself.  Thumbing 
through anthologies, I may come across a poem 
dormant in my mind since high-school English 
class.  Over the years, the poet’s message has 
become sharply defined and relevant.  Or I may 
strike up an acquaintance with a poet I’ve never 
read and discover a kindred spirit.

The Poetry Group evolved from occasional 
gatherings to hear published local poets read 
their works.  Among those attending were Faith 
Jackson, Margo Labowitz and the late Anne 
Brewer.

As interest grew, Faith and Chuck recruited 
other poetry lovers and scheduled monthly meet-
ings.  About 15 usually attend.

The group offers twin rewards -- increasing 
members’ knowledge and appreciation of poetry 
and deepening their friendship with like-minded 
fellow residents.  After the meetings, they recon-
vene at a member’s home for further discussion 
and refreshments.

Next meeting:  January 7,  3 p.m., Music 
Room.  Topic:  “Beginnings.”

All are welcome.
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A Musical Art Show
By Mary Witt

Collington’s Clocktower Gallery is offering a 

different kind of art show -- a collection of music 

boxes belonging almost entirely to one resident.

That owner is Polly Kostas, one of our newer 

residents, and she has amassed an impressive 

collection because of a family custom.  As her 

grandchildren grew in age and numbers, they 

wanted to buy her things she didn’t need for 

birthday and Christmas gifts.  But then, over the 

years, the custom of getting a music box for “Yia-

Yia” gathered steam, until she has too many to fit 

in our glass case!  All except one on display 

there are hers, and she has them available when 

the grandkids come; they all get one to play with!

The fun thing about music boxes, of course, 

is the way they move as well as play a melody.  

A kitchen scene, for instance, has the rolling pin 

rolling and the batter being beaten -- a scene in-

spired by Polly’s well-known baking prowess, no 

doubt.

The gallery exhibits interest staff members as 

well as residents.  A security guard, passing by 

as the exhibit was arranged, said he collected 

music boxes and had fifteen so far.  It’s a fun 

hobby and a nifty idea for gifts.   The latest 

Smithsonian catalog lists only one music box.  

This is a fancy European inlaid box with a Swiss 

Reuge movement that plays six songs and 

wears a price tag of $995.  Not to worry.  Polly 

says there is a music-box shop in the Annapolis 

Mall and an old store on F Street, N.W. in 

Washington still offers the boxes.

We hope to find a spot at Collington to show 

what the boxes do and what songs they play.  

The airplane now on display, found in a church 

bazaar sale, plays “Fly Me to the Moon” when 

the propeller is turned to wind it.

Call Elisabeth FitzHugh if you collect 

something you’d like to share for a future exhibit.  

Model cars coming up!

Bunny B is Rescued
By Layne Beaty

It wouldn’t get the worldwide attention that 

the Titanic  would, or even the Monitor or Merri-

mac, but it was important at Collington Lake.

When boat-maker Bill Burleigh’s model skip-

jack Bunny B  (named for his daughter) keeled 

over from stiff breezes and sank in our lake dur-

ing the intramural regatta on October 7, despite 

many witnesses, it defied retrieving.

Until, that is, Mary Ellen Hines summoned 

her son Philip from Silver Spring with his scuba 

diving gear and some friends to try their skills, 

last month.

They found the craft in about ten feet of water 

near the dam and managed to get it up in about 

20 minutes without further damage.

So, Bill has his boat back and has spent 

hours of hard work scrubbing and drying the sail, 

cleaning and repainting the hull, and attending to 

other remedying details like a new boom, new 

hatch cover and electrical attachments for sail 

and rudder.  He built it in our woodshop, you 

know. 

As Bunny B.  has few, if any, right angles 

(like the Greek Parthenon,) replacing things on 

this boat takes a certain artisanship.  But Bill 

says he’s ready for the next regatta.
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A Glimpse of Life
In Afghanistan

Along with one of Ainsley Embree’s talks on 

India, fellow resident Grace Langley last month 

gave a Collington audience a unique close-up of 

life in Afghanistan, where headline news is being 

made almost daily.

Grace was especially equipped to provide 

such a picture because she served there for 

several years in the early 1970s in charge of the 

health and planning division of the U.S. Agency 

for International Development.  She gave a 

mixed picture of a country in the pre-Taliban era 

beginning to modernize but still stuck in ancient 

ways.

The Minister of Health, she recalled, was of-

ten asked for help in establishing rural health 

centers.  He always agreed, but said the center 

must be accessible to the whole village and MPs 

must bring their daughters to Kabul, the capital, 

for training as nurse-midwives.  And they must 

be daughters of prominent families, not widows 

or whores.

When the school opened, 55 girls turned up.  

Their average age was only 12; older girls were 

not likely to have ever gone to school or to have 

learned to read.  Two girls arrived three weeks 

late.  They had walked many miles from the long 

narrow wedge of Afghanistan that extends into 

China.

Fortunately, an American nurse was recruited 

to develop the school’s curriculum.  Another 

nurse was the king’s sister.  After the first nurse-

midwives went on duty, the average patient load 

was over 100 a day.  Before there were any 

women on the staff, the clinics averaged only 17 

patients a day.  Most doctors and nurses then 

were men, so neither women nor children could 

be served.

Even before the Taliban took over, Grace re-

called, there was much cruelty in Afghanistan.  A 

young university student was stoned to death for 

removing his turban; he had dared to bare his 

head before God.  His own father participated in 

killing him.  And a woman was stoned, accused 

of being a whore.  It was not unusual for a young 

American woman to have a stick thrust between 

spokes of her bicycle.

Grace’s stay in Afghanistan came at the time 

of the Russian invasion.  She said it seemed as 

though the country were drawn into quarters, 

each led by a different warlord, all heavily into 

the drug trade.  She recalled returning once to 

Kabul; as the door of the plane swung open, 

there was a soldier with his gun pointed at her 

belly.

One sad story:  A young boy who worked at 

the AID staff house was garroted to death.  He 

had been asked by the police what the Ameri-

cans were saying.  The poor boy couldn't ex-

plain.

Sometimes there was a happier outcome.  An 

American woman married to an Afghan told 

Grace that her husband was being interrogated 

daily and the interrogations had been getting 

fiercer.  She asked Grace to arrange a U.S. 

passport for him as the husband of an American.  

He had intended to sneak out of Afghanistan into 

Pakistan.  Instead, he got the passport.

After three years in Pakistan and a total of 11 

years overseas, Grace had had enough.  She 

asked to go home.                                      E.B.
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New Year’s Resolution 

The Fitness Center, knowing the frailty of 

man (and woman), suggests you put exercise at 

the top of your list of New Year’s Resolutions.

And its new director, Keith Sexton, will give 

you a complimentary copy of a 340-page, slick 

cover book called “Informed AdvantAGE, A Re-

source Guide for Healthy 

Aging ” when you come 

in.   Margaret Martin, a 

regular at the Fitness 

Center,  says:  “I hated to 

put it down and turn off 

the light.  It’s very in-

formative.”  

It takes up everything 

from Advance Directives 

to Yoga. 

  If you have already started an exercise pro-

gram and let it slide, get that tally sheet out of 

the file, tell Keith you’ve been away for a while, 

and he’ll make helpful suggestions about resum-

ing your exercise program.  

 Lessons from Older Swimmers
By Catherine Street Chilman

Shawn McMahan, our 20-year-old part-time 
lifeguard,  says his whole idea of aging has 
changed drastically since coming to work here.

“I really like being a lifeguard  at the Colling-

ton pool because I learn so much about old 

people,” he says.  People who use the pool 

seem so active, so determined to work hard to 

keep fit, so enthusiastic about their lives;  they 

also make choices about what they want to do --

they go to concerts and plays, drive their own  

cars and take trips -- very different from his Phil-

ippine-American grandmother who appears to 

have just given up.  “All she does is sit and say 

her life is over,”  and his hard-working mother 

seems to think this is right and natural.

We appear to be so much freer as individuals 

than people of his own age whom he meets at 

the University Maryland 

where he is a part-time 

student working his way 

through. 

 Seeking to explain the 

Collington experience, he 

muses that we, as pro-

ducts of the Great De-

pression, are much more 

serious than the baby-

boomers or people of his 

own age.

 He finds it amazing that so many have not 

only college degrees but also Ph.D.s. and that 

they have worked so hard, women as well as 

men.  He is impressed by the careers that some 

Collington women have had.

Shawn finds his job here a rewarding one.

“I've had many jobs as a lifeguard at hotels and 

beaches but this is the best one.  There is no 

discipline problem here.  If there are conflicts 

over pool lanes I just explain the rules.  Right 

away people understand them and conform.”

Shawn’s experience at Collington has helped 

him sharpen his goals for his own life.  He hopes 

to graduate as an engineer and establish his 

own business.  His independence is crucial to 

him.
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 An exercise class at the Collington pool

(Continued from page 7 )

when the cages are cleaned around four-ish.  

Every night Eliza Miller talks to them sweetly 

and says good night before covering the cages.  

This routine has been going on, faithfully, for 

some time.

Now, alas, things are not so chirpy.  Concern 

is mounting. Who are we to deny that birds as 

well as persons are affected by change?  Words 

like “feeling the pressure” are being used about 

the newcomers, who spend most of their day 

huddled close under a partial cover atop the 

cage to make a private corner, because on close 

inspection, the chest of madam or sir has been 

plucked completely bald.  What to make of that?  

Mary Ellen Hines opines that the pair, who for-

merly lived in a cage with a nesting box, are try-

ing to built a nest, because they are shredding 

the newspaper that covers the bottom of the 

cage.  

And the grieving solitary in the big cage has 

become a highly ingenious escape artist, that’s 

what.  Judy Reilly has captured him twice -- she 

speaks of this very calmly, but have you ever 

had to take time off from your busy day to try to 

catch a bird without harm to either of you?  More 

than likely, the bird is apt to fly off instead of pas-

sively waiting when he senses you’re after him.  I 

once had to put hands on my son’s mynah bird 

escapee in a room with a very high ceiling.  I was 

ready to wring boy’s and bird’s necks after the 

caper was finally completed.  My respect for 

Judy Reilly and the others is large.

Helen Cole, Judy says, is the best bird catch-

er.  The number of times the bird has slipped out 

is variable, but the two most dramatic episodes I 

favor are, First, when he landed on the arm of a 

Security Guard, Anthony Rice, who caught him

in his hat and returned him to the cage, and Sec-

ond, when he vanished overnight until he was 

spotted on the big wreath high up in the oriel 

window on the courtyard side of the main room.  

Security and a tall ladder were summoned.  Not 

tall enough.  The twenty-foot ladder that came 

next enabled Security to climb up and shake the 

wreath.  The bird flew down and Helen Cole 

caught him.  A little weak, we are told, and we do 

hope, pleased to be home.

How does he do it?  Did I say ingenious?  

There are three sort-of hooks on one side of his 

cage near the food cups, which are tied, secure-

ly, ho ho, with twists.  Not a problem.  Our 

Houdini turns them loose with his beak, and is 

gone.  That’s one way.

The other is on occasion helped by absent-

mindedness, forgetting to fasten the ‘main front 

door.’  However, even closed, it is not unsolv-

able, for our clever friend.  He must work with an 

upward motion of beak on this catch.  Have you 

noticed I keep saying “He?”  I just tired of using 

Mrs/Mister all the time.

Well, let us think positive  in the new year in 

the new millennium.  They are so decorative, no-

body wants to lose them. Do the experts consid-

er it a good idea to have something tree-like in 

small cages  --they look awfully bare and ex-

posed?  Maybe new names other than the Bick-

ersons will cheer the couple and return their 

good spirits.  I’m not too thrilled with Adore, eith-

er, because anyone, boy or girl, that adventurous 

should have a more dramatic unisex name, don’t 

you think?  Shall we have a contest?

But sing out, if you pass by and find the cage 

empty.
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Turkeys, Eagles, Etc.
By Edward Behr

It happened once again.  Just when it 

seemed that the list of birds seen at Collington 

could hardly be increased, yet another new spe-

cies turned up in 2001, making a total of 166 

seen over the years.

The newcomer of the year was nothing less 

than a wild turkey, or rather several wild turkeys. 

Two or more were seen last year by residents, at 

first near the 2000 and 3000 cottage clusters in 

June and then occasionally thereabouts until late 

November.

The turkeys are believed to live somewhere 

in the wild acres north and west of Collington, 

but those seen here were inside our perimeter 

road.  And those spotted in late November -- two 

adults and three young ones -- were actually in-

side the 2000 cluster, seen there by John and 

Elizabeth Leitch.  Other residents who saw 

turkeys last year were Aline Grayson, Lois Jack-

son and Bill Burleigh.

But turkeys  weren’t the whole story of birding 

here last year. Around Collington’s wooded 

edges among other birds were flickers, downy 

woodpeckers, juncos, golden-crowned kinglets 

and white-throated sparrows.  One of the prize 

sightings of the year, though not a first-timer 

here, was a northern goshawk, a rare bird this 

far south.  On one November afternoon this big 

hawk perched on the apartment-house roof until 

chased away by crows.  It could be clearly seen 

and identified even without benefit of binoculars.

Most of our old faithful lake-dwellers showed 

up once again.  Among these were killdeer, 

hooded mergansers and ring-necked ducks and, 

occasionally, a solitary sandpiper, a kingfisher 

and a great blue heron.

All these birds turned up here despite the dis-

ruptions of our landscape caused by current ex-

pansion projects.  So keep on looking -- there’s 

more to be seen in 2002!

GADZOOK

Have you seen one?  At least three offbeat li-

cense plates have been spotted in our neighbor-

hood lately.  One read  U TURN (perhaps a 

warning to other drivers).  Another was C 

GEESE, with C surely standing for Canada; this 

was on a plate bearing the Treasure the Chesa-

peake slogan.  And, of course, right here at Col-

lington we have the plate GADZOOK, belonging 

to George and Lauretta Dankers.   (Sorry, a 

standard dictionary doesn't offer a definition of 

the word, so you can invent your own.)

Progress on “The Patio”

A patio, not called for in original plans for ex-

pansion, is taking shape on the wall facing the 

bridge out of the apartment building.  Charlotte 

Allison’s Wednesday art class has brush in hand 

and is turning the space into a flowery bower.

Graffiti has gone the way graffiti is wont to 

go, leaving behind blank walls to invite the imagi-

nation.   Collington artists under Charlotte’s gen-

eralship accepted the invitation enthusiastically.

The trompe l’oeil perspective laid on by Don 

Jackson, architect and artist, immediately added 

depth to the area dubbed  “The Patio.”   And the 

two flower boxes began to sprout blossoms.

Each member of the art class was invited to 

paint one flower and only one.  On the Wednes-
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day before Christmas, Collington artists Maria 

Colvin, Amanda Erisman, Ted Hawkins, Moira 

Nelson, Marian Schubauer and Nancy Stein 

were adding long-stemmed blooms, without 

leaves, to the flower boxes.  Charlotte explained 

that the leaves will be painted on later, adding    

that two weeks will go by before work resumes.

Meanwhile, a selection of watercolors and 

drawings from class members has been hung on 

the soft ocher wall just next door.  Credit for lay-

ing on this sunny color goes to Art Class mem-

ber Jack Yale, whose creativity was not over-

looked.  

When “The Patio” by The Collington Artists is 

completed it will invite us to step out and enjoy 

the sun-drenched clouds which float above in 

perpetuity, thanks to Don Jackson.              F.K.              

You know where they reside, next to the jig-

saw puzzles and card games, in the (reasonably) 

quiet corner of the clock tower before you strike 

out for Administration and the conference room.  

I say “they reside” instead of “they live,” because 

in spite of the excellent care and concern they 

receive from those in charge, our three love birds 

do not seem very happy with their quality of life 

here -- yet.

There are three kinds of green small parrot-

like love birds, you will be interested to know:  

the Agapornis from Africa, Lorielus from Asia, 

and the Psittacula from South America.  I bet my 

money on the latter.  These birds “show great af-

fection for their mate,” and I am told are apt to 

grieve to death.

In an effort to prevent this after the sad de-

mise of long-time resident Mr. -- or Mrs. L. Bird, 

Mary Ellen Hines consulted her daughter who 

raises caged birds, Judy Mutty checked out her 

friends in the trade and soon Guy and Magda-

lene Carmack of Cottage 3009 donated a new 

pair of lovely little birds to cheer the recently be-

reaved widow(er).  But guess what.  Hang in.  I’ll 

tell you what.

Six days a week, three Collington activity 

aides, Bean Graham, Verlisa Holloway and Mar-

issa Phipps, put in fresh water and feed the birds 

(treats, bird seed and vegetables: broccoli, let-

tuce, bits of carrot); what remains is removed 

             (Continued on page 8)

Those sun-drenched clouds in “The Patio”” 
(see opposite) will one day give way to the new, 
enlarged dining room.  And construction is now 
underway.          ( Photo by Jack Yale)
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Loving Birds
by Faith Jackson


