
 

Dashing through the Snow.  That’s 

what some of our great staff did to serve us on 

schedule during the Feb. 15-19 pileup of winter 

wonderland hereabouts.  Others “slept” here a 

couple of nights. “Where did they sleep?   “Any-

where,” we were told.

Like everywhere else in the deep snow area, 

some people couldn’t get to work.  This led to 

some of our plan-ahead supervisors replacing 

them for long hours.  Like Judy Reilly, boss of 

our team of bus drivers, among other things, who 

drove a bus herself early and late, meeting the 

Metro, distributing residents to their cottages, 

helping us wobbly ones on and off, showing us 

where to put our feet down onto non-skid 

ground, etc.  We are in a life care community, 

sure enough.

•
It may have been the first speechless ban-

quet in history.  But, with it being St. Valentine’s 

Day and all, baritone Gary Kirkeby and harpist 

Stephanie Smith serenaded diners in the 

crowded two dining rooms at the annual Fellow-

ship Fund dinner Feb. 14.  Art Longacre, chair-

man of the fund, seemed to be saving his report 

until next year when our auditorium should be 

operative again.

•
Free at Last.  Now, with the “shortcut” 

path open around the clock, one can walk at will 

from the 1000 and 2000 cottage clusters to the 

Clocktower, etc., without seeking illegal gaps in 

the chain link fence and risking getting hit by a 

construction vehicle, not to mention an occa-

sional “tut-tut” or dirty look.

•
Researcher:  “Do you read the Post every 

day?”

Male Subscriber:  “I try, but I rarely get past 

the lingerie ads.”

•
Memorable Mots

      “Ancestral voices prophesying war.”
“The lady doth protest too much, methinks.”

“We have met the enemy and he is us.”

“Shoot if you must, this old gray head . . .”

“Ending a sentence with a preposition is 

something up with which I will not put.”

•
Go West, Old Friend.  Horace Greeley 

advised young men to take advantage of oppor-

tunities in the west.  Now we can say to our 

friends in Creighton Center, “Enjoy the benefits 

of the new Arbor west wing.”  Many are already 

there, having moved from their old digs on the 

second floor.  It’s nice, as manager Rita Chap-

man and staff are proud to show visitors.
•

Remember “Peaches” Browning and her 

“Daddy” early in our youth?  Leland Austin, now 

in the Arbor, had a business relationship with 

“Daddy.”  Ask him about it.
•

The Women, Bless “Em.  No one was 

much surprised when nearly as many women as 

men (wives, mostly) turned out to hear Dr. Don 

Yablonowitz speak on men’s health issues on 

Feb. 6.  It was an event arranged by the Health 

Committee.  Miriam Tepfer, chair, presided.

Also .  . .

             By  Layne Beaty

 

Walter Sharp has aptly compared Colling-

ton’s tax consultants to the flowers that bloom in 

the spring.  And Tra La!  There’s more truth than 

poetry here.  Tax time at Collington, if you are a 

newly-arrived resident, brings a bouquet of 

benefits you have not reaped before.  

First, there is the deduction under medical 

expenses of a percentage of your entry fee.  

Add to that a similarly earmarked amount from 

the total you paid in monthly fees last year.  The 

exact percentage varies from year-to-year and is 

based on Collington’s costs for supplying health 

care.  In 2001 it was 33.69%.  In 2002, it came 

to 34.68%. 

If you are a new arrival, you also need to 

know that four of our residents qualify as TCE-

trained volunteers, which means they have 

taken a course to update them on the newest 

wrinkles folded into last year’s tax legislation.  

Can your usual tax preparer say that?  (TCE = 

tax counseling for the elderly.)

Carefully note the word  “volunteer.”  That 

means they don’t get paid.  BUT, since there is 

no free lunch, they ask that you make a contribu-

tion to one of the funds administered by the 

Collington Foundation.  They leave the amount 

up to you, but what you paid last year to your ac-

countant may put an appropriate number in your 

mind.

Art Longacre, who is chairman of the 

Collington Foundation, has been performing this 

service longest.  Then John Jay joined up, and 
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soon Roger Dixon became a team member.   

And now Walter Sharp, who told us in his “Know 

Your Neighbor” talk about working for H&R 

Block for ten years after retiring from NSA.

Having one of these gentlemen do your in-

come tax returns is as good as throwing your as-

pirin bottle away.  No headaches are involved -- 

beyond accumulating the documents you need 

for the necessary calculations.  To a few mem-

bers of our community, this can mean handing 

over a shoe box crammed with grocery store re-

ceipts, vet bills, candy wrappers, and oh yes, as 

an afterthought, their broker’s year-end state-

ment.   

Walter Sharp has given The Collingtonian 

this list of things volunteers can help with:

1.  Answer questions from those doing their 

own returns.

2.  Go over your return when you have fin-

ished and offer suggestions and reassurance.

3.  Handle the whole enchilada, no matter 

how simple or how complex your return may be.  

He adds that if your return leads a preparer into 

deep water, he’ll seek a more knowledgeable 

authority.

4.  Help those from other states understand 

how our Maryland income tax works.

BUT, he warns, sign up NOW with one of 

these gentlemen.  They already have their regu-

lar customers who rely on them year after year 

for problem-free tax services. 

Art, Roger and Walter also do volunteering 

in our public libraries and senior centers helping 

the elderly of our County complete their tax re-

turns.  And that’s a real freebie.

How can we ever adequately reward these 

guys?                                                    F.K.
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  Our Readers Will Miss Her

Losing Glendy Pabst, who resigned last 

month for health reasons, leaves a gaping 

hole in the columns of this publication. 

 Glendy joined our staff as soon as she 

arrived at Collington, bringing a wealth of ex-

perience and talent.  Few could weave as 

many names of residents into a story, 

whether it be about birds or gardening or 

career paths.

Glendy started her journalistic career in 

New Orleans with the Item.  Some years 

later she moved up to the Washington Post 

where she became book editor.  

We are very sorry to lose her.
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  Happy
   Saint Patrick’s

   Day

markers -- spots where her sharp eyes see that 

the work falls short of perfection.

A single mother, long divorced, she gets her 

three sons up early, leaves home in Perryville, a 

suburb of Baltimore, at about 5:30 in the morning 

and starts to work here at 7.  Her office is in one 

of the construction trailers parked in the back of 

the apartment house lot.  She leaves here as 

soon after 4 p.m. as she can, fights traffic to “get 

back to my other job -- cooking for the kids, look-

ing over homework . .”   Two important jobs for 

one busy lady.                                   F.K.

The Dog Days of 
Winter

  By Gloria Ericson

 As I type this I can see 

the snow outside steadily falling as if it has no in-

tention of stopping, despite the fact that the 

mound of snow on my patio table already is try-

ing for a 24” record.  Dorothy of The Wizard of 

Oz said, “I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore, 

Toto.”  I feel like paraphrasing that to: “I don’t 

think we’re in Maryland anymore, Jade.”

 Before I came to Collington I lived with my 

daughter in a big house with a large fenced yard.  

Between us we had an assortment of pets.  Well, 

I say “assortment,” but actually only two species 

-- cats and dogs -- were represented, our mon-

key having long since departed for that big ba-

nana tree in the sky.  But the pets were a very 

self-sufficient crew: they let themselves in and 

out of the pet door at will, the dogs fed from the 

big automatic feeder in the kitchen and the cats 

fed from the small feeder on the dryer.  And 

there was a nice sandy patch at the farthest cor-

ner of the yard  that served as a litter box.  In 

short, the livin’ was easy.

 I knew when I came to Collington with my 

Chihuahua, Jade, that that sort of laissez-faire 

pet stewardship was over -- that I would have to 

walk her daily.  But I looked forward to that as a 

wonderful form of exercise.  And so it was for the 

first several months.  But then the Maryland I 

thought I knew, threw me a curve and became 

Siberia.  Here a snow storm, there a snow 

storm…  Sheesh.

That’s when I realized that owning a dog isn’t 

much different from owning a cow:  No matter 

how sick you feel or how inclement the weather, 

you’ve got to drag yourself to the barn twice a 

day to milk her -- no excuses accepted.

And so, while the corner of one eye is ob-

serving the falling snow, the corner of the other 

eye has just noticed that Jade has come to the 

side of my chair and assumed her begging 

stance.  She can hold that position for an incredi-

bly long time, and with it she gets across two 

messages:  No. I  --  she’s heart-meltingly ador-

able when sitting thus, and No. 2 -- (here’s the 

iron hand in the velvet glove message) she’s re-

minding me of the terms of her contract which 

clearly says in Section 3b that she’s owed two 

major walks a day plus two other stationary 

“stand-outs.”  (She belongs to a tough union).

 So it’s on with the boots, the sweater, the 

coat, the hat and gloves and, oops, don’t forget 

the scooper baggie.  So here I am, swaddled to 

the nth degree, looking glinty-eyed at her and 

thinking . . . God, she does look adorable beg-

ging like that. . .

March 2003           The Collingtonian 11



hilarating to be in such a huge march and realize 

that he wasn’t alone in his feelings.  He was par-

ticularly impressed with the widespread interest 

indicated by the presence of busses from all over 

the country but wished there had been even 

more religious leaders and groups such as the 

Council of Churches represented.

Ria Hawkins had wanted to participate in 

anti-war rallies in earlier years but was prohibited 

from doing so by the terms of her visa.  She and 

her husband, Edward (Ted), came to this country 

from Britain 40 years ago so that he might pur-

sue his career at the World Bank, and as resi-

dent aliens they were not allowed to engage in 

such demonstrations. 

 After Ted retired they applied for and re-

ceived their American citizenship.  Ria is glad 

that she is now able to voice her resistance to 

the course our country is taking regarding Iraq.   

Ria was particularly impressed with the Veterans 

Against the War group.  They made the point 

that many of the “hawks” in the administration 

had never gone to war themselves and didn’t 

know what they were pushing.  The Vets referred 

to such people as “chicken hawks.”

Three Collingtonians, not tending to their knit-

ting, but rather to their roles as concerned and 

engaged citizens:  Dorothy, Chuck and Ria who 

all agreed that they would participate in another 

peace rally whether or not this one produces the 

desired results.

•

Apologies to Katherine Kendall whose name 

we overlooked on the list of contributors to the 

Elliot L. and Anne F. Richardson Fund for Fel-

lowships in Public Service.  

Bobbi Jo LoZito
 We have been invaded by them for over a 

year -- construction workers:  daredevil roofers; 

masons with plumb lines laying concrete blocks 

and brick facing; electricians stringing their spa-

ghetti of wires overhead; carpenters nailing up 

siding; wallpaper hangers wrestling huge sheets 

oozing paste;  painters applying first coats, and 

second coats, and touch-up coats; young men 

laying on spackle and smoothing it out; carpet 

guys with containers of goo to hold their work 

permanently stuck to the concrete floor.  They all 

go by in a blur, one hardly distinguishable from 

the other.    

All but one, that is.  Bobbi Jo LoZito, curls un-

der her hard hat, well-fitting jeans, heavy boots, 

pacing the halls, keeping an eye on the many 

subcontractors.  “Trying to keep the residents 

comfortable,”  she says.

Bobbi Jo has construction in her blood.  Her 

father and brother owned a building firm in Balti-

more and she worked in the company office, 

traveled around with her brother to see work in 

progress. After both her father and brother died,  

she took a job as secretary with Harkins, Colling-

ton’s contractors.  They got a bargain in this qui-

etly assured woman who knows what’s what.  

 “Working in the office,” she explains,  “I was 

writing contracts, and I saw that if I got out in the 

field, I’d be much better qualified -- I’d know both 

sides of the operation.”  So, on April 1, 2002 she 

arrived here to hold her first job on site.

 Numerous subcontractors fall under her su-

pervision -- electricians, dry wall installers, paint-

ers, carpenters, etc.  The little tags of blue tape 

you see stuck here and there on the apartment 

corridor walls and woodwork are Bobbi Jo’s 
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I wish we had the space to list every single 

member of our staff who saw us through  

the storm -- warm, well-fed and mobile.  

THANK YOU!!     

  Snow Storm 
By Frances Kolarek

Sunday morning, February 16.  Lorenzo 

Jones of Security, wearing his size 11 “Mission 

Impossible” boots, escorts three nurses into the 

lobby around 9 a.m., with snow coming down 

hard, turns around and heads out in the Jeep 

Cherokee to bring other stranded staff members 

to work.

 Rita Chapman 

leads the three new ar-

rivals  -- Olney Barnett, 

Marlene Pollard and 

Patricia Dalrymple  -- to 

their stations in the Health 

Center,  where double 

shifts  -- and more -- be-

come the order of the day.  Rita, with her usual 

poise, is Director on Call during this hectic time 

and is also serving as director of Health Services 

while Stacey Guthrie is stranded on a mountain 

top in Pennsylvania.  

Donald Morrison, Security chief, has been in 

since 3 a.m.  His primary concern is making sure 

emergency vehicles have access.  Raymond 

O’Meara, covering the security desk, tells us that 

George Ferguson and his maintenance team of 

Shurlock Patterson, David Legerwood, Victor 

Cotton and Pat Tracy are assessing the situa-

tion, and vainly trying to get ahead of the snow 

on Collington’s walkways.  Elmer Goldsmith -- 

“It’s a real mess out there,” -- is trying to estab-

lish shuttle service from the clusters to the 

Creighton Center, impossible odds as the snow 

keeps coming and coming and coming.  

  At 9:35 a.m. Judy Reilly returns from a trip 

in the shuttle bus to the New Carrollton Metro 

station to pick up anybody waiting there.  No one 

was but trips continue throughout the day -- six, 

altogether.

 In the clinic, Phyllis Lopez, the regular week-  

end nurse, is carrying on as usual, assisted by 

Devon Hescop and Janneh Yansaneh.

 In the dining room Susan Niebrook, who 

along with Angelene Martin has been in since 5 

a.m., is trying to keep ahead of orders from the 

Sunday breakfast crowd.  Abner Abundez in the 

display cooking area, has his hands full.  Around 

10 a.m. Yolanda Wright arrives for duty in the 

dining room soon fol-

lowed by other mem-

bers of the staff who 

will spend the next cou-

ple of days here, nap-

ping at night in a chair.   

While other CCRC’s in the area are making 

do with box lunches, our buffet offers its usual 

hot Sunday meal at midday, thanks to Dennis 

James in the kitchen and to director Carolyn 

Fair, who would spend two nights on a cot in her 

office and finally get home late Tuesday.  

By then it was easy to spot the “walking 

wounded” who had been napping in chairs in the 

Arbor by night and covering their bases by day.  

Yvonne Soderstrum, Arbor social worker, just 

wanted to get home to her own bed and catch up 

on her sleep.  One weary soul said  “Hearing you 

folks say ‘thank you’ makes it worthwhile.”

Environmental Services, finding our own 

snow plowing equipment, snow blowers -- and 

shovels -- overwhelmed by the volume of snow, 

gave in and contracted for additional machinery 

and man power. 
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 Our Social Security Expert
By Edward Behr

Almost all of us at Collington are familiar with 

Social Security.  In fact, you might say that most 

of us could hardly live without it.  Among those 

we must thank for this blessing is our 

Collington neighbor Bob Ball, who was 

the system’s top career employee 

from 1952 to 1963 and headed the 

program from 1962 to 1973, continu-

ing as a defender and advocate of 

broadening it.

Looking back over the years, Bob 

recalls several historic things.  One 

was the refinancing of Social Security 

in 1983, designed to meet program costs for the 

next 75 years.  Representing House Speaker Tip 

O’Neill, he negotiated an agreement with Alan 

Greenspan and the Reagan White House that 

kept all the important benefit protections.

Then there was the challenge of implement-

ing Medicare after Congress approved it.  Rival 

groups -- doctors and others -- came together as 

needed.  This was, Bob recalls, “reassuring for 

American democracy.”

Other gains of those years, he adds, were 

needed cost-of-living adjustments, a major in-

crease in benefit levels and the introduction of 

disability insurance (fought by the American 

Medical Association).

But not all of Bob’s hopes were met.  He 

wanted Congress to enact national health insur-

ance affecting all ages.  He drafted such legisla-

tion for Senator Kennedy and Congressman 

Mills, but Congress limited the program to the 

elderly.

In all of Bob Ball’s doings, his wife Doris has 

been a help -- “way beyond the average-good-

wife sort of thing,” he says.  On behalf of Social 

Security, she entertained advisory councils, for-

eign visitors and executive staff.  During tense 

race relations in the 1960s she worked on equal 

opportunity housing -- a very unusual 

thing in Baltimore at that time -- and 

danced with black as well as white 

members at union parties.  Both of the 

Balls resigned from the local swim-

ming club over its policy of whites 

only.

During their time in Baltimore, 

Doris was active in the League of 

Women Voters, studying the recruit-

ment of parole officers and placement homes for 

the temporary residence of children.  She 

headed a county health department study which  

led to the creation of a public Board of Health to 

which she was then appointed.

During these years, Bob recalls, she ran a 

household that included her mother and mother-

in-law plus a nurse companion and a young child 

-- all the while supporting his endeavors.  “I could  

not have had the career I did without her.”

In Bob’s years at Social Security, the task of 

running the program offered challenges.  The 

employees at Baltimore headquarters were 30% 

to 40% black but few were then promoted to su-

pervisory jobs.  He worked to change that and to 

help integrate hospital staffs as required by 

Medicare.

Bob Ball has now retired from Social Security 

but he is far from idle.  He is writing a book titled 

“Insuring the Essentials -- Bob Ball on Health 

Care,” and a biography of him will be published 

in the fall.

Robert Ball
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piece of poster board to lay on a shelf in the 

linen closet so that small items don’t slip through 

the grid.  

Carson and Lowrie Piercy will lead the pa-

rade into E-Wing on March 3 when they move 

from 4014 into Apt. 157 with a splendid view of 

the lake.  

They will be followed by Louise Huddleston 

on March 4, moving into Apt. 257.  Louise is an 

old friend of Collington, having served on our 

Board of Directors.  Elizabeth and Maurice Bern-

baum will move into Apt. 158 soon after and Rita 

and John Newnham, now in Cottage 1105, will 

settle at 258.  Others will continue to arrive 

throughout April and May for both wings.

In E Wing, 22 of 32 units are sold; in D-Wing, 

13 of 23.  Ten of the 12 cottages in the 5100 

cluster are occupied, and 11 of the 17 cottages 

in the 5000 cluster are taken.  Several of the 

original one-bedroom and studio apartments are 

being expanded or combined as demand grows 

for more spacious living areas.  Kathy and Bob 

Jordan have just moved into one such unit -- 

244-46.  Kathy is pastor of historic St. John’s 

Episcopal Church in Beltsville.

As for the Bucklees overlooking the Clock-

tower Courtyard, a major but temporary draw-

back to these glamorous surroundings -- espe-

cially when we are snowbound -- is the absence 

of cable television.  Rabbit ears work but Com-

cast has not yet hooked up the apartments.  Yet 

who could end a day better than going to sleep 

to the gentle “tintinnabulation that so musically 

wells from the bells, bells, bells, bells, bells, 

bells. . .” of the Clocktower? 

Demonstrating Against War
By Gloria Ericson

As a veteran of many a peace demonstration  

I was champing at the bit because my limited 

mobility wouldn’t allow me to participate in the 

massive anti-war rally in Washington in January.  

So I was both pleased and surprised to learn that 

three Collingtonians did go.  But shame on me 

for being surprised!  After all, I’ve known since 

moving here that this is a  “no rocking chair” 

community -- that the people who move here 

don’t leave their passions and concerns at the 

Gatehouse Entrance and just take up knitting.  

Those who marched were Dorothy Brown, 

Chuck Dell and Ria Hawkins.  Others had 

planned to go, but health problems (remember 

the Norwalk Virus?) or concerns over possible 

hypothermia kept them home.  It was truly a bit-

terly cold day.  Dorothy said it never got above 

freezing and she was glad she’d worn thermal 

underwear, two pairs of socks and four layers of 

clothing including a down coat.

This was her first large demonstration,  al-

though she has taken part in peace vigils organ-

ized by the Quakers or other ecumenical groups.  

She noted that all ages were represented -- from 

young mothers with babies in strollers to many 

people her own age.  And she found it wonderful 

to realize that there were so many kindred spirits 

who, like her, felt that this rush to war was wrong 

and that further diplomatic avenues should be 

pursued.

Chuck Dell participated in this demonstration 

as well as the one last October.  He is strongly 

opposed to an Iraq war and sees it as a potential 

“slaughter of the innocents.”  So he found it ex-
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was immediately apparent to Virginia that they 

needed more than that.  While each person 

knew his own field, nobody could direct workers 

through the entire process to the finished prod-

uct.  Virginia catalogs a few problems she en-

countered:  the roof leaked and spilled water on 

the clay, the proportion of materials in the glaze 

was wrong, glaze (which can tear up lungs) was 

sprayed by workers without masks, and different 

clays (white for porcelain, red for terra cotta), got 

dumped into the same bins.  What was needed, 

she saw, "was a framework to solve the mess."

Bottom line: Virginia took the manager who 

spoke some English, and an interpreter, and 

traveled up and down the island to visit 300 fac-

tories, some with as few as five workers, to de-

velop a Trade Association, and later, to found a 

school of ceramic engineering and ceramic de-

sign.  Initially, she got nowhere, every group was 

suspicious of the other, unwilling to share what 

they knew, wary of efforts to unite them, or un-

aware of the benefits of unity.

It was not until Virginia asked, "What are your 

problems?"  that, finally, they began to talk over 

each other, arms flying. At last, with AID assis-

tance, the Trade Association was formed, dollars 

were found to build and hire the teachers. And  

the school was started.

End of the story of the Chinese ceramic fac-

tories, but not for Virginia.  She continues her 

work with "Yager Custom Tiles."  The glaze is 

translucent so that the clay shows through and 

they are magnificent, as sculptural pieces over 

the fireplace, on tables, flush mounted to the 

wall. The possibilities are infinite, and the lady is 

pursuing them.

Musical Chairs
By Sally M. Bucklee 

The parade into the spanking new D-Wing 

began on February 4 when the Bucklees moved 

from temporary quarters in 4116  to Apt. 368 

which overlooks the Clocktower Courtyard.  Next 

day Michael and Becky Elefante relocated, after 

five years in 1108, to Apt. 263 -- conveniently 

down the hall from the new clinic.  Ruth Atkiss 

and Diana Kalmus soon followed, Ruth moving 

into 361 after close to a year in Apt. 135 and Di-

ana taking 367 after a brief stay in Apt. 325.

 The halls and adjoining spaces earmarked 

for the Clinic, the Flower Room and the Sacristy 

are all handsomely painted and papered, the hall 

with its soft swirls of snail shells.  Big wooden 

garden benches are handy for the weary who 

pass through en route to the dining room or 

swimming pool.  Sheer curtains, hanging from 

brass rods, soften incoming light on what will 

soon become a busy thoroughfare, since the 

second floor serves as a major passageway from 

Broadway to the Creighton Center.  And now a 

second bridge connecting D-Wing to the Clock-

tower is open.

The new apartments are beautiful!  The bath-

rooms catch everyone’s attention -- from controls 

that switch on instantaneous heat or an air vent, 

night lights or variations thereof, to showers that 

offer instant hot water, a built-in bench, overhead 

lighting and an invigorating shower!

The kitchens are handsomely modern with 

side-by-side refrigerators, microwave ovens, etc. 

but they were not designed for heavy-duty cook-

ing.  Happily, Collingtonians do very little of that.   

New residents are warned to pick up a colorful
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 The Quilt of the Month
By Frances Kolarek

Florence Marion is wrapped up in quilts.  

Since last summer she has hung a different one 

every month on the wall of the Grand Staircase.  

All have been arresting, but none surpasses the   

appeal of the February quilt.  

It belongs to Pat French and has a deeply 

emotional significance.  Until the highly-charged 

moment when it was unfurled on the morning of 

February 11, she had not viewed it in its entirety 

since the day it was given to 

her.  This is not just a quilt; it 

is a gift of love and a tribute 

of friendship to Pat from peo-

ple who have known her for 

years.  Each segment was 

created by friends after learn-

ing that Pat had been para-

lyzed from the waist down 

following back surgery.  That 

this brilliant skater and judge 

of skating would never again 

take the ice left them bereft 

and they determined to put a 

friendship quilt together in 

memory of Pat’s impact on 

their lives.

The background is intended to suggest the 

ice Pat has known almost since she was able to 

walk, and the loops embroidered on it stand for 

the swirls she cut in the ice.  The frame around 

each individual segment is quilted with flowers or 

vines to exemplify the growth of figure skating 

under Pat’s dedication to the sport.

The golden strips that fall from top to bottom 

are banners to anchor each of the quilted pieces 

to the ice and they exemplify the goals Pat in-

spired her friends to meet.  If you study it from 

the top of the staircase, as Pat did during much 

of the day it was hung, you will find many re-

minders of her career.

The fact that she moves around in a maneu-

verable wheel chair has not prevented Pat from 

continuing her judging career. She has recently 

traveled to half a dozen European countries to 

judge skating competitions.  And in a week or 

two she will be judging here at the MCI center.     

At about this same time, Florence’s quilting 

club, the Southern Comforters 

of Bowie, will hold a show on 

March 22 and 23 at 1554 

Peach Walker Drive in Bowie.  

You are invited.   

And since the day when 

Florence -- encouraged by Gail 

Kohn who was happy to have 

the blank staircase wall deco-

rated --  initiated the Quilt of 

the Month program, quilts have 

come out of hiding.  An Aldrich 

Family quilt hung in August, fol-

lowed by a quilt made by 

Grace Langley’s mother, who, 

Grace says, kept her quilting 

frame set up all the time.  Mary Jones’ hand-

some Triple Irish Chain creation followed -- Mary 

is a gifted artist and potter.  Then we saw a 19th 

century crazy quilt stitched by Elvira Little’s 

grandmother and a cross-stitched quilt worked 

by Mary Louise Knobbe’s mother and later 

quilted by church members. 

Devising a method of hanging quilts on this  

 Pat French’s quilt.  .
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inaccessible wall required lots of coordination, 

patience, trial and error.  Tim Kenney and Shur-

lock Patterson  of Environmental Services de-

vised the system:  They mounted hooks high on 

the wall to support a round wooden curtain rod 

with knobs on each end.  

 To the back of each quilt, Florence pins a 

facing with a heading at the top.  The rod slips 

through the heading.  

The next step involves further ingenuity.  

The men have adapted the long poles with suc-

tion cups at the end which they normally use to 

change ceiling light bulbs.  Tim and Shurlock 

each grasp a knob at the end of the curtain rod 

with the suction cup on the long pole and lift it, 

heavily laden with a quilt, to its place over the 

hooks in the staircase wall.  Et voila!  Another 

Quilt of the Month is hung!

If you have a quilt that should join this pa-

rade, please call Florence Marion on Ext. 7512.

•
Love Birds

 Not just on Valentine’s Day, but every day of 

the year, Eliza Miller stops by the salad bar 

after dinner and picks up a couple of leaves of 

greens and a slice of melon for our love birds.   

She has been doing this labor of love ever since 

she got here.  And the task relates to her career 

at the National Institutes of Health where she 

cared for animals.

 Eliza opens the door to the cage, puts in the 

treats, scoops up some seed to replenish the 

supply and tops off the water dish from a jar kept 

handy.  She wishes the pair a good night and 

spreads the cover over the cage.

Since she took on this duty she has rarely 

missed an evening, but if she is not able to go to 

dinner, she asks a friend to substitute -- usually 

Harriet Simons, who once held the job.

Both women think it would be nice to have a 

substitute caretaker who would step in if Eliza 

wanted to take a night off.  If you’d like to help 

with this pleasant chore once in a while, Eliza 

would be happy to hear from you.  Her extension 

is 7254.

  •
 Welcome to Collington!

The Hospitality Committee gives a welcoming 

party for newcomers on the first Wednesday of 

each month.  Recent arrivals are invited to meet 

and talk with established residents and go to din-

ner with a small group.

Caryl Marsh heads the Welcoming Group,  

assisted by Dorothy Bowser, Ruth and Roger 

Dixon and Pat and “Bru” Brubaker.  Ted and Ria 

Hawkins have been members of the welcoming 

task force ever since they arrived at Collington.  

Newcomers receive an invitation decorated 

with one of Robena Taylor’s Collington sketches.    

Everybody is welcome to attend this informal 

get-together.  Wine and other drinks may be had 

from the bar (you will be billed), while snacks, 

soft drinks, coffee and juices are on the house.  

The party is from 5 - 6 p.m. in the Ivy Room   

It’s a great time for mingling and mixing.  Caryl 

suggests that you put a note on your calendar 

and drop by on March 5.

•
Smileage

Despite all those buttons and dials,

Our treadmill brings forth friendly smiles--

Though it’s not built for pleasure,

But only to measure

What feels like some 95 miles.     --RWVW
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Tiles by Yager
By Faith Jackson

Virginia Yager looks as fragile as an autumn 

leaf that a gentle breeze might carry away.  And 

although she speaks quietly with a lovely smile, I 

sense a steely passion about her art. 

An only child growing up in 

Toledo, Ohio during the depres-

sion, she drew pictures from the 

time she was six. She asked a 

teacher, "Do you think I could 

be an artist?" and the answer 

was, "Of course you can." The 

encouragement kept her going 

to weekly art classes at the 

Toledo Museum of Art all the 

way through school and the 

University of Toledo.  But art 

was not her major; she had 

promised her father to become a teacher, 

"to eat."  

She and Joe Yager, with whom she'd gone to 

high school, were married in 1938. Both went to 

the University of Michigan where Joe finished his 

law degree and Virginia taught at the demonstra-

tion school which she "loathed." 

Then, very pregnant, she went with Joe to 

Washington until he was sent overseas by the 

State Department.  Son Tom was born in 1942. 

In 1944, Virginia went back to Toledo where 

she taught two adult classes in color, design and 

drawing, for credit, and three Saturday classes 

for children, who lined up at the museum door 

before it opened and rushed to their seats to wait 

for her. Teaching became a joy. 

By the time she was reunited with Joe, he 

had become an economist in the State Depart-

ment, and Virginia realized just how far afield his 

job might take them, so she searched for 

"something in the art world that she could do 

anywhere."  

She took a course in ceramics and in particu-

lar, studied glazes.  There were almost no texts, 

she said, so she had to "stay 

home and sweat it out myself 

and learn how to combine ma-

terials and understand their 

properties.  How to glaze a 

dish, for example, so a knife 

won't scratch it, ovenware that 

won't crack, glazed floors that 

won't have holes. Firing in the 

kiln may develop problems you 

couldn't control, until, after 

much experimenting, you are 

almost ready to give up in 

sheer desperation.”   But be-

fore long, "Tiles by Yager," were on sale in a 

Georgetown shop and she had found her metier.

An afternoon in cottage 5109 -- where she 

has set up fully-equipped ceramic workrooms in 

the garage and den -- listening to her talk about 

the varieties of ceramic art, leads to the story of 

her amazing career in Taiwan from 1957-61. 

Joe, who was now Deputy Chief of Mission, says 

drily, "the Ambassador was not amused" when 

Virginia began to spend 8-hour days in the 

Peitou ceramics factory in Taipei. 

It began when she met the representative of 

the Agency for International Development (AID) 

who told her:  "You know, the factory that makes 

tiles for export needs some help with glazes."   It 

              (Continued on page 8)

 Virginia Yager with one of her tiles.
Photo by Elsie Seetoo
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