
If you have been puzzling over a Collington  

license plate reading GADZOOKS, puzzle no 

more.  It belongs to the man who came to our 

Medieval Christmas Party a few 

years ago dressed in a coat of 

mail -- a jacket to which he had 

pinned dozens and dozens of  

envelopes.    

George Dankers, Woodshop 

regular whose talented hands 

and quick imagination have  

solved more problems than you  

could count on your fingers and 

toes, has rarely if ever said  

“No,” to a request for help from 

his neighbors.

 It comes as no surprise that 

he is famous for his skill in sailing his hand-built 

model skipjack in our mini-regattas on Colling-

ton Lake.  Living on or near the water, with 

pleasure over gentle winds and seas, and a 

healthy respect for sudden danger -- that’s the 

ticket for George, and his wife Lauretta, as well.

George is a Michigander who grew up in 

Mount Clemens, famous for bath houses full of 

the local hot mineral water said to cure rheuma-

tism and skin diseases.  He graduated from the 

University of Michigan in 1935 and along 

with his senior class finals, took the Civil 

Service Exam for Junior Naval 

Architects.  He shortly received a 

Wester Union telegram signed 

by the Secretary of the Navy, of-

fering him a job in the Ship De-

sign Division of the Bureau of 

Construction and Repair. Salary: 

$2,000 per annum.

      During his 33-year long ca-

reer there, George designed 

everything from small boats 

(ships, he gently corrects us) --   

like the 40-foot open motor 

launches to take seamen ashore 

--  to aircraft carriers, a job blown his way by the  

winds of war.  He was involved in the design of  

LSTs and LSDs, those landing ships which 

played such a big role in Allied victory on D-Day.   

After his retirement in 1968 George and Lau-

retta divided their time between Florida and sail-

ing the Potomac River and Chesapeake Bay.   

They came to own three houses in that area, 

which they have passed along to their three 

daughters. 
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Come November each year, George and 

Lauretta were Florida-bound, via the Inland Wa-

terway -- how else?  They made 11 trips alto-

gether over the years, returning to this area 

each May.

  Summers they might drive to Maine.  “We 

always worked it so we hit the bean, lobster and 

blueberry pie church suppers,”  they explain.

Meanwhile Lauretta had acquired skills in 

basket weaving and began to spend time in 

Stowe, Vermont with the Basket Makers Guild.  

Her skills in this field have made her famous  

here at Collington where she teaches basketry 

on Mondays.

      Their cottage is filled with nautical memora-

bilia, photos, models, baskets, shells.

    Because he will take on projects large and  

small -- our landing dock by the gazebo on  

Collington Lake is an example of his skills -- or 

dress up like one of Santa’s elves for a Christ-

mas party, and because he is a universal favor-

ite, we elect George A. Dankers Collington’s 

Valentine-of-the-Year. 

•

 Welcome to Collington!

Ruth Dixon, who devised a plan to help new 

residents move in, settle comfortably and and sit  

back and put their feet up, has asked Dolores  

Lewis to take over the project.

Dolores, whose move-in experience did not  

conform to this idyllic description, said she’d be 

glad to.  And got right to work on a plan to incor-

porate the activity into our Residents Associa-

tion as a subcommittee of the Hospitality Com-

mittee.

     

Fundamentally, Dolores’ plan follows Ruth’s 

original.  At an upcoming meeting of all cluster 

and corridor representatives,”I hope in mid Feb-

ruary,”  Dolores says, she plans to outline her 

“vision” and call for responses.   

      She has also devised a questionnaire for 

new arrivals wherein they can express their sat-

isfaction, or dissatisfaction, with the welcoming-

move in process.  And she will work in coopera-

tion with Ann Hammond,  Marketing’s Move-In 

Coordinator.  

 Dolores says she plans to call periodic meet-

ings of newly-arrived residents and get feedback, 

answer questions, and learn how to improve  

procedures.     

Our best wishes for success, Dolores.
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Correction

Sarah and Chuck Demetrowitz:   

Our sincere apologies for leaving your  

names out of Catherine Hudson’s story about 

the 5100 cluster last month. Catherine had,  

of course, included you.

The Editor has done penance.   
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Revisiting China
by Elsie Seetoo

 My children had never been to 

China. I had always wanted to 

take them on a trip to revisit some 

of my old haunts and the idea took 

hold last spring when I heard 

about a trip for U.S. Army veterans 

who had served in the China-

Burma-India Theater during WW 

II, planned by the Sino-American 

Aviation Heritage Foundation for 

late August.  As a member of the 

U.S. Army Nurse Corps in Kun-

ming, I qualified.  But SARS inter-

vened and the trip was canceled.

Then I learned in September 

the trip was rescheduled.  The tour was to re-

trace some sites used by the U.S. Army and its 

Air Corps as bases of operation for bombing 

missions or as destinations for wartime supplies 

flown over the “Hump” (the Himalayas), via the 

only supply line into China from India at that 

time.  This was the Flying Tiger Trail. 

Six of my family members --a daughter, a 

son and his wife and three grandchildren -- 

joined me and 15 other veterans and their fami-

lies on this venture.  The tour started from Bei-

jing.  We toured the Forbidden City, the Great 

Wall, the terra cotta warriors in Xian, the Li River 

and limestone caves of Guilin and the Stone 

Forest in Yunnan.

But we also visited sites not on the usual 

tourist itinerary -- the Marco Polo Bridge and the 

Aviation Museum and airfield near Beijing which  

also showcased Chairman Mao’s private plane.   

Wherever we went we were welcomed by local 

aviation association members who also enter-

tained us.  Most memorable were visits to two 

sites honoring the war dead   --  the 

Hump Pilots Memorial outside Kun-

min, and the Memorial for Aviation 

Martyrs of the Sino-Japanese War 

in Nanjing, where we presented  

wreaths and were interviewed by 

the local media.  Among a genera-

tion of younger Chinese, there is a 

great desire to learn more about 

this long-ago war.  They want to 

hear our memories of that experi-

ence.  The folks in Kunming are 

planning a WW II Memorial Park.   

At the Nanjing memorial, the names 

of over 2,200 American pilots and 

crewmen and 400 Russian pilots 

are inscribed on walls of stone, 

along with the names of the Chinese who died.

A personal highlight was meeting up with the 

three daughters of a flight nurse I remember  

only by her nickname.  When the group held its  

first meeting I mentioned that I had served with 

the Army Nurse Corps in Kunming.  Three  

women asked me if I had known Jeanette so-

and-so. The name did not ring a bell, but I told 

about a nurse I had known as “Tex,” and the fact 

that her P-51 pilot boy friend “buzzed” his plane  

too low over our quarters, crashed and was 

killed.  The women exclaimed excitedly:  “That’s 

our mother!”  And when they telephoned her a 

few days later, she remembered me.

Now when I look at some of the pictures my 

daughter took, I can see that she had become  

absorbed in the sights, sounds and smells of the 

places we visited.  As for me, I found all the old 

haunts had changed in more than fifty years,  

even the scenic sites.

 Elsie with her daughter and son
 at the Nanjing Memorial
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Furniture with a History
By Sally Bucklee

The handsome dining room furniture now 

gracing the new Library Meeting Room, traces 

its history back to a house on S Street in the 

northwest Washington neighborhood where 

Woodrow Wilson lived after leaving the White 

House, and where he was an occasional guest.

President Wilson was one of the most remar-

kable men in American history.  He guided the 

country through World War I and was awarded 

the Nobel Peace Prize in 1920 for his work in 

founding the League of Nations and seeking a 

fair treaty at the end of the war.

With the passage of time, the owners of the 

furniture moved to a house in Chevy Chase, 

then still out in the country.  In this house Carl 

Sandburg was a frequent guest.

“Trying to write briefly about Carl Sandburg is 

like trying to picture the Grand Canyon in one 

black and white snapshot,” a friend of his once 

noted. Poet and biographer, Sandburg was a 

guest at the home of our furniture’s owner, then 

director of “Lincolniana” at the Library of Con-

gress.

For 30 years, Sandburg collected and classi-

fied information about Lincoln, storing it in a barn 

and sometimes living in a garret in order to fi-

nance his work. His six-volume biography of Lin-

coln is one of the monumental works of the 20th 

Century, exceeding in length the collected writ-

ings of William Shakespeare.  The volumes cov-

ering the war years earned Sandburg the Pulit-

zer Prize in history in 1939.  Later he took the 

Pulitzer for poetry.  

 A 1965 award from the National Association 

for the Advancement of Colored People called  

him “a major prophet of civil rights in our time.”

Sandburg, himself, once observed:

“My father couldn’t sign his name. My mother 

was able to read the Scriptures in her native lan-

guage, but she could not write, and I wrote of 

Abraham Lincoln whose own mother could not 

read or write.  I guess that somewhere along in 

this you’ll find the story of America.”

And the story of America also lies in the ta-

ble, the Chippendale-style chairs and massive 

buffet with bear-claw feet that remind us of our 

frontier.  The furniture was created around the  

turn of the 19th Century. It came into the posses-

sion of a Collington resident who bought the 

Chevy Chase house, dining room furniture in-

cluded, when the original owners eventually 

moved to an apartment.

When you pull your chair up to the oval table,  

take a moment to remember the great Ameri-

cans who preceded you.  

 
Collingtonian for Your Kids

      Linda Chaplin in the Marketing office tells us 

that a fair number of you have asked to have 

The Collingtonian mailed to family members.   

We are happy to do this. 

      If you want your children to receive The 

Collingtonian regularly, just give their names 

and addresses to Linda.                      Editor
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    In the course of moving, renovation, ex-

pansion, etc., three of the eight chairs have 

gone astray, but Judy Mutty is hot on their 

trail.  



New Pets on Campus --
And a New Mentor

By Gloria Ericson

 I’ve been noticing a lot of new faces on cam-

pus lately.  And I thought, aha, that probably 

means new pets as well.  I checked first with 

Gertrude Mitchell who has been a dedicated 

chair of the Pet Group for several years, but I 

discovered she had stepped down and the new 

chair was Virginia (Ginge) 

Peddle -- a very appropriate 

choice:  When I talked with 

her, she said she couldn’t 

imagine life without a pet.

Ginge grew up in Darien, 

Connecticut.  She has spent 

42 years as a Phys Ed 

teacher in various private 

schools, the last 22 at the 

Madeira School in Virginia.  

Altogether she’s owned four

Yorkshire Terriers, one 

Schnauzer, and, of course, 

“Dolly,” the cream-colored curly-haired mixed 

breed she brought with her to Collington in July. 

    Dolly was chosen in a very interesting way:  

One day Ginge took her current Yorkie named 

Phydaux (pronounced “Fido” -- God, I love that) 

down to the local SPCA to select a companion.  

Phydaux sniffed the applicants and chose Dolly  

-- a wonderful choice, says Ginge.

After  I consulted with Ginge, Gertrude and 

Ann Hammond of Marketing, I came up with a 

list of the very newest pets at Collington.  They 

all seem to be cats, and most them come as 

pairs.  The notable exception is the three-month-

old tiger kitten, named Charlie, owned by Jeanne 

and Murray Gart.  Jeanne says Charlie is in a 

training process, i.e. he almost has them trained 

to do what he wants them to do.

Catherine Hudson and Carol Ann Kempske 

own two cats, one, a black and white female, is

named Puss and is an amazing 21 years old! 

Their Emily is a mere 10.  She was rescued as a

kitten from a sewer.  Her owners describe her 

as extremely beautiful: tannish with long hair.

Lynn Kleinfelder has two 

cats: both gunmetal gray.  

Lynn found them, abandoned 

and starving, in the woods.  

She took them to a vet who 

declared them feral cats who 

had better be disposed of 

since “they will never make 

good pets.”  Twelve years 

later Lynn says that as won-

derful pets she would rate 

them -- on a scale of 1 to 10,  

as “12,” thus putting a lie to 

the vet’s words.  She had 

named them Abbott and Costello, but when in-

formed that they were females, changed the 

names to Abby and Stelly.

 Norma Schoch is one of our very newest 

residents -- having been here only three weeks.  

She brought with her, Susie, a 3-year-old calico, 

who was born under her deck, and Sheba,   

black and slightly younger than Susie.  She was 

a stray that Norma took in.  Norma says simply:  

“I love my cats.”

 I guess all of us who have cats can under-

stand that.  

February 2004     The Collingtonian 5

              Ginge and  Dolly
                                        Photo by Elsie Seetoo



  

Playing Politics -- and Winning
By  Peter Henle

Okay, so you know Bob Ball as a resident 

here at Collington. You associate him with the  

Social Security program that helps you enjoy (or  

struggle with) your declining years.  And you 

know he was THE Commissioner of the Social 

Security Agency for many years.

But did you know that he was the moving  

spirit behind the many advances that Social Se-

curity has made in the past half century -- Medi-

care, automatic increases in monthly payments 

as prices rise, and extending the system to 

those who lost their jobs through disability?

Hey, just remember back then that conserva-

tive Republicans often held the White House and 

control of the Congress.  Eisenhower, Nixon 

and Reagan were hardly advocates of govern-

ment programs to provide pensions for retired 

workers.   

 Well, Bob Ball had not only mastered the ins 

and outs of Social Security. He had also devel-

oped a thoughtful, courteous, effective method of 

communicating that almost single-handedly won 

over reluctant lawmakers and White House ap-

pointees. The upshot?  What started out as lim-

ited monthly payments to a limited bunch of retir-

ees expanded to cover all workers -- farmers, 

professionals, government employees and the 

self-employed under a system that keeps up to 

date with wages before retirement and provides 

continuing advances in payments as consumer 

prices rise -- what we fondly call COLA.

“I can’t stress too much what a lowly job this 

was,” Ball says of his first assignment as field as-

sistant in the Newark, New Jersey office in 1930  

after he had graduated from Wesleyan Univer-

sity.  

   Gradually, he was shifted to Social Security 

headquarters where he worked at training em-

ployees and researched ways to expand the pro-

gram.  Relationships he formed there led to his 

appointment as Staff Director for the 1947-48 

Advisory Council on Social Security to the Sen-

ate Finance Committee. 

This Council’s report became the basis for  

Congressional action, leading to a major new 

Social Security law in August 1950.  During the 

Eisenhower and Nixon years he worked with 

one-time Collingtonian Elliott Richardson, who 

under Nixon, became Secretary of HEW.  Then, 

in 1962, with Kennedy in the White House, the 

Commissioner of Social Security resigned and 

Ball was named to the post he held for 11 years.  

But even after his resignation as Commis-

sioner, he remained a key player in the policy 

debates.  Tip O’Neill appointed him to an advi-

sory commission which, under Bob’s gentle 

hand, adopted recommendations that carried  
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Bob Ball Aboard Air Force One
  
The picture is worth a thousand words.   

It shows Bob Ball on Air Force One with a 
jovial President Jimmy Carter, Bob with a 
cup of coffee on the table in front of 
them.  Though Bob is a non-smoker, the 
table is cluttered with matches and ash-
trays. The date: 1980.   

   This photo is reproduced in Edward D. 
Berkowitz’s new book, Robert Ball and 
the Politics of Social Security, reviewed 
here by economist and Collingtonian 
Peter Henle, a former colleague.



the system effectively to the end of the 20th cen-

tury.  Even Reagan ended his presidency a sup-

porter of Social Security.

Now, as he stands on the brink of 90, Bob 

Ball and his productive career have found a 

sympathetic, thorough chronicler.

•

Bringing  Comfort
By  Helen Gordon

Ministering to the sick and ailing, 

and seeking to bring peace, comfort  

and understanding into their lives, is 

the work of fellow resident and pastoral 

caregiver Jane Engle.

A native Californian, Jane had a 

long and varied career in nursing, 

medical research and art before mov-

ing into the field of Pastoral Ministry.  

She studied at the University of Vienna, 

spent two years in the Peace Corps in 

Afghanistan, earned degrees in Nursing 

from Cornell and later from the University of Illi-

nois, is the recipient of a Master’s degree in Di-

vinity from Wesley Theological Seminary, and 

has a degree in art from the Corcoran Art School  

where she showed and sold her paintings, win-

ning a cash grant for excellence.  She's retired 

from the National Institutes of Health where she 

worked for many years as a researcher under 

the renowned Dr. Anthony Fauci, director of the 

National Institute of Allergy and Infectious Dis-

eases and a leader in AIDS research.

Jane became a Pastoral Minister following 

her ordination in 1989 in the non-denominational 

Church of the Savior.  Before coming to Colling-

ton with her husband, Ken Burton (Jane has 

chosen to keep her own name), she served as 

pastoral counselor at Washington’s National 

Presbyterian Church and later as Chaplain at the 

Alexandria Hospital in Virginia.

Jane pursues her calling here at Collington 

through visits to residents in the Creighton Cen-

ter.  This volunteer work is coordinated by Roger 

Barnes in Social Services.  

 She also visits in hospitals, encouraging 

patients to talk about their 

concerns, hopes, fears, 

dreams and disappoint-

ments, their sources of 

and needs for support -- 

be it family, friends or 

faith.  Where support is 

lacking, Jane works to lo-

cate and provide it. In her 

own words, she strives to 

“make lives more hopeful 

and meaningful and to im-

pact on their feelings of 

personal worth.”  Her calm composure, pleasant 

voice and sincere and evident interest in their 

well-being, gains her the confidence and trust of  

those she visits and enhances her ability to help 

them cope with their problems.

A non-proselytizer, Jane networks with others  

involved in pastoral care by communicating with 

local clergy and with other residents who visit 

and work with the sick and participate in prayer 

groups.  All in all, Jane Engle is a most welcome 

addition to the Collington community.
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  North Korea -- 
    The Big IF

By  Louis Dolbeare

   Selig Harrison (left), prolific 

writer and thinker, recognized 

worldwide for his expertise on 

the Near and Far East, spoke last month as a 

guest of the Speakers Committee.  Explaining 

the complicated recent history of North Korea, 

he described the current international ambitions 

of other states that make the country a focus for 

potential power plays by the U.S., China, Russia 

and Japan.

He made the important point that this small, 

weak Communist country, although a dictator-

ship, is not monolithic; it tolerates both hard-  

and soft-liners.

North Korea is commonly pictured as a hor-

rendous ogre threatening the civilized world with  

atomic destruction.  Harrison could find no evi-

dence to convince him that the North Korean  

uranium manufacturing program could lead to ef-

fective weapons in the immediate future. In con-

trast, North Korean plutonium could be a real 

threat if transferred to terrorists. 

A frequent visitor to Pyongyang, Harrison be-

lieves that North Korea is trying to establish itself 

as a viable nation without having the natural or 

human resources to easily do so.  

He pointed out that the North Koreans have 

made tentative concessions and are ready to 

make additional ones if they can be assured that 

a regime change will not be demanded, that  

U.S. troops be withdrawn and a that real trade 

(not just humanitarian aid) will be resumed.

A reasonable inference from Mr. Harrison's 

rich and reasoned presentation would be that, 

while we hear only inflammatory details of the 

U.S.-North Korea relationship, there is not a cri-

sis.

  •

Teamwork Stems a Flood

Ingrid Soper, of Apt. 223, in her electric 

wheelchair, was touring her daughter-in-law 

through our newly-renovated Clocktower lobby 

on a frigid January Sunday, when a Niagara of 

water began to pour from the ceiling. Ingrid, ever 

cool-headed, called Security and as she was re-

porting the leak to Lorenzo Jones, she suddenly 

cried, “Oh Heavens!  The ceiling’s coming 

down.”  

 “Get out of there,” Lorenzo counselled. 

Raymond O’Meara, also on duty at Security, 

tore down to see what was going on, located the 

right valve and turned off the flow of water.  A 

pipe had frozen and ruptured in the sprinkler  

system, setting off the alarm signal. Sunday din-

ers rushed to finish their midday meal and es-

cape the ear-splitting din.  

 Dining Services lent James Collins to pinch-

hit at Security while Raymond and Lorenzo 

coped. Called at home where he was watching 

the playoffs, Director of Facilities Alan Blose 

came in.  “I missed the whole Colts’ game,” he  

later said ruefully.  

  He summoned Rodney Moore, our new fa-

cilities coordinator, and Mike Updike, our 

heating/air conditioning man.  Willie Giles and 

Emmanuel Omari of housekeeping were already 

here on weekend duty.  Furniture was quickly 

moved out of harm’s way and the lobby, where 

pools of water were standing, was cordoned off.
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Mike Maddox, our new director of Laundry 

and Housekeeping, called an emergency crew  

from a company called Serve-Pro which sent 

two trucks and a team to the scene. By 7 p.m. 

the water had been vacuumed up, heaters were 

placed around the area to dry the carpet, and 

the situation was in hand.

The minor inconvenience about mail pickup 

lasted for only a day, and soon we could trav-

erse the Clocktower lobby again.

Three days after the accident, on Thursday 

morning, with the carpets dry, treated to prevent 

mold and freshly shampooed, the furniture was 

put back in place, order restored, and The Great  

Flood was a thing of the past --thanks to team-

work all around.              F.K.

•

Cushing  Dolbeare --

                  Accidentally Stellar
By Catherine Hudson

Rather like the accidental tourist who finds 

himself involved in activities he neither sought 

nor planned for, Cushing Dolbeare has found 

throughout her life, that her endeavors have de-

veloped “accidentally.”  But let’s begin at the be-

ginning . . .

Cushing considers herself to be “marvelously 

fortunate,” a person who never really planned 

very much, but happened, more often than not, 

to be in the right place at the right time.  In her  

“Know Your Neighbor” talk, she told how her  

parents, freelance management consultants, so 

prized mobility that between the ages of four and  

fourteen, Cushing moved 44 times. This type of  

life was, as she tells it, in itself quite an experi-

ence for a young girl.

Studying at Swarthmore and continuing to  

explore her world, Cushing worked for a time in  

our Nation’s Capital.  In 1945 she moved on to 

San Francisco where she worked for the confer-

ence which set up the United Nations.  Then 

back to D.C., for a job on the Hill.  

As World War II wound down, Cushing be-

came interested in what was going to happen in 

Germany so she went there to work as a stenog-

rapher for the U.S. Army. 

Returning to the States, she met Senator Hu-

bert Humphrey at her parents’ home and he    

asked her to work in his office. In time Cushing 

became his speechwriter “for a year or so.”

One day by accident, Cushing met the princi-

pal of a former high school who mentioned the 

Citizens Planning Housing Association and sug-

gested she might apply there.  And so began an-

other career which would turn into The One.

Her work in public housing has been preemi-

nent.  From Baltimore to Philadelphia to Wash-

ington, DC, wherever she has been needed,  

Cushing has become a primary advocate and 

spokeswoman not only for housing for low- 

income families but also for the homeless.

She continues to be deeply involved as a 

housing policy consultant and the recipient of 

many honors including a doctorate from her alma 

mater, the Heinz Award, the Katherine Bowser 

Award and the Mercy Housing Award.   

We are pleased and proud that she and her 

husband Louis, a regular contributor to The 

Collingtonian, have joined our community.
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A Disorganized Traveler
By Dorothy Brown

Not to worry.  I have my receipt.  I’m in the 

computer. All Air France has to do is click a cou-

ple of buttons, hit “Print,” and a new ticket will 

pop out.

With this rosy scenario, I sought to quell my 

panic when I discovered that I’d lost my ticket. 

Like the well-organized traveler I aspire to be, I 

transferred my valuables to the hotel room safe 

after arriving in Paris, where my recent two-week 

tour began. Everything, that is, except the red 

plastic wallet which contained the ticket for my 

return flight from Marseilles to Newark.  I real-

ized that, groggy after the long flight, I must have 

left the wallet in Charles DeGaulle Airport.

I reported my loss to Eleanore, our French  

group leader. A multi-tasking mother hen who  

counted noses on bus trips and assisted with 

lectures, her greatest asset was a soothing,  

“everything will be all right” manner. She called 

Air France and was told I’d have to pay a $100 

penalty.

“Penalty!”  Punishment for a crime. Wasn’t 

my loss of self-esteem for being such a scatter-

brain punishment enough?

To protest, I walked to an Air France office 

near our Paris hotel.  A young woman made 

phone calls and clicked her mouse.  Verdict:  My  

penalty would be reduced to $50, but . . .    I  

must obtain a declaration of loss or theft from 

the police.  After I’d made an unsuccessful at-

tempt to find the police station, Eleanore said 

she’d accompany me to the one in Aix-en-

Provence during our stay there.    

I resolved not to let worry about the loss spoil 

my very first trip to France. But in bouts of in-

somnia, the question would surface:  What  if  

they won’t let me on the plane?

I confessed my crime to only a few of my 24  

tour mates.  Most were sympathetic, but others 

made me feel even more unworthy with remarks 

like,  “Oh, I always carry my ticket and passport  

in a pouch around my neck.”  Or, “You mean you  

didn’t make a photocopy of your ticket!”

In Lyon, we boarded the MS Provence, a 

202-foot river cruiser. The five-day passage  

down the Rhone was pure delight. It ended in 

Aix, where Eleanore and I walked to the police 

station.  The officer told us that they didn’t issue  

declarations of loss and theft. She had him dic-

tate a report of our visit for me to present to Air 

France, along with my receipt, as soon as I ar-

rived at the Marseilles Airport. “Don’t lose them,”  

she said.

After the van dropped us off at the airport, I  

tore over to an Air France information counter. 

The attendant said that I must discuss the matter 

with someone in Terminal E.  Fellow 

Collingtonian Chuck Dell was holding places for 

us in the check-in line.  I noticed that the only 

two members of our group in the line had said 

they were going to London, not Newark. 

WHERE WAS EVERYBODY ELSE?  Where 

was Eleanore?  I ran back to the information 

counter. We were in the wrong terminal!  Our 

flight would depart from the building next door.  

Chuck and I trundled our cart of luggage a long 

block to Terminal E.  I made a beeline to Air 

France Information. The employee looked at my 

receipt and made a phone call.  Almost immedi-

ately, a man with a big smile appeared and 
 10    The Collingtonian         Feburary 2004



handed me my red plastic wallet.  Inside, safe  

and sound, was my ticket.  I wanted to hug him.   

Miraculously, a guardian angel at De Gaulle Air-

port had found the wallet and turned it in.    

Our tour buddies greeted us with “Where 

have you been!”  A distraught Eleanore had 

been running all over looking for us.  Turns out 

that in my frantic effort to get a ticket, we hadn’t 

seen her lead our group to the next terminal.

Finally aboard, I collapsed in my seat with a 

huge sigh of relief.
 •

 Like Pulling Teeth?

 Residents in the Lake Wing and their neigh-

bors who have deplored the lack of landscaping,  

unsightly construction company trailers and the  

temporary utility poles with their sagging cables 

defacing the view, were delighted to see that the  

poles have been removed.

An auger truck removed all five, waltzing up  

to each pole, extending a mechanical arm hold-

ing a thick plastic cable so that it hung straight  

down touching the pole.  A workman then  

looped the cable around the pole.  In a trice the 

motor roared momentarily, the cable tightened 

and Viola! the pole was pulled out of its moor-

ings to dangle in the air.  Lowered on to the 

truck, all five poles were hauled away like so 

many toothpicks.                                   L.D.
                             •                     

Worth  Noting

  Those ugly trailers, parked for so long on 

the perimeter road, are all gone.  Our thanks to  

the Genie who waved the magic wand.

           

Rehearsing For 100
    Hush, be very still, nobody here may know

    Today Layne Beaty has reached Nine-O

    The recipe is genes, good looks and gravity

    For our smart friend with charm and suavity.

    Longevity is a gift, a wonder

    A mystery for us to punder (that's a sneaky ...

Beatyism)

    So, tell, where are the toasts and libation?

    Hell, what better cause for celebration?

    Ho ho, dear sir, please listen to this

    message from an unruly self-willed miss:

    I simply care not if you are too shy

    to hear voices of friends raised in full cry

    Move Over! Hands on ears! Out of the way!

    Ready now, in chorus:

    H. A. P. P.Y   B. I. R. T. H. D. A. Y.!!!!!!!!!!!  
•

  Lillian Can Do Anything!

   Faced last December with organizing a birth-

day party for residents and staff, a newly-minted 

District Representative named Joe Yager hardly 

knew which way to turn until a neighbor sug-

gested:  “Lillian Langford can do anything.”  Joe 

says:  “Lillian put on a show that recalled the 

best days of vaudeville.  And, as mistress of  

ceremonies, she showed all of us how to use a 

microphone.  Thank you, Lillian.”
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Longtime Collingtonian editor Layne 

Beaty tried to slip one past us.  He should 

have known better.  His daughter, who lives 

in Vermont, sent us the following verse 

which was circulated widely among family 

members.  The title is ours.  Editor  
                



Among our staff of fine writers The Collingto-

nian now has a couple of prized imports who for-

tunately already knew the language.  Sheila Hol-

lies was born in Montreal, came to the U.S. 

when career opportunities beckoned her chemist 

husband. . .   Helen Gordon was born on a horse 

ranch (Togo) in Saskatchewan and after a series  

of interesting positions joined the Canadian For-

eign Service and eventually was assigned to  

Australia where she encountered, not Crocodile 

Dundee but even better, Herb Gordon, there 

with the U.S. Foreign Service.  We are pleased.

•
Margaret Martin, always methodical, takes a 

sensible approach to each new day.  Before 

breakfast she approaches her copy of the Wash-

ington Post gingerly, starting with the Style sec-

tion while building up strength to tackle the front 

section with its normal offerings of mostly bad 

news.

•
The passing scene:  Goodbye to January 

doldrums.  When a sprinkler pipe burst flooding 

the Clocktower area it picked the right place to 

get attention. It even stopped the clock.  But will 

it stop the automatic door from emitting those 

wicked chortling sounds when closing? . . .  We 

await a date for the one-act play now in re-

hearsal directed by Mary Averett Seelye and 

starring Marcia Behr and ex-resident Tom 

Street. . .  Our January Community meeting 

lasted two hours.  Surely a record . . .  We notice 

more rocking chairs around now.  A bow to real-

ity?. . . Those bar codes on the right rear win-

dows of our autos designed to open the gates 

for residents are useless now with a new system 

due for installation. . . Remember when one resi-

dent scraped the sticker off assuming that some-

one had stuck it on in a shopping mall?. . . The 

motif of the Friday singalong in the Arbor re-

cently was “snow,”  just in time for the token fall 

that weekend.

•
Judith Shaw tracked down this early 19th  

century quote:   “The fault is great in man or 

woman, who steals a goose from off the Com-

mon. But what can plead that man’s excuse who  

steals a common from a goose?”  It seems that  

some wealthy Britons were using acts of Parlia-

ment to enclose pieces of common land for their 

private use.  Enduring tradition.

•
No, that wheel used by Karl Wirth on Marian 

Schubauer’s new wheelbarrow is NOT the origi-

nal wheel of prehistoric invention, though it had 

been on its 100-year old predecessor on Mar-

ian’s country place.

•
Memorable Mots

“Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.”

“It’s not easy being green.”

“You can’t miss it.”

“Get thee behind me _____.”

“I’d walk a mile for a ______.”

•
During WWII the Army had George Denney 

studying ocean waves (knowledge important for 

prospective landings).  Some other military per-

sonnel also studied different WAVES for similar 

reasons.

•
Even heroes can become bores.  All right,  

sometimes bores can become heroes, too.

Also .  .  .
                          By  Layne Beaty

  GAD
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