
In those busy days and weeks before retire-

ment, daydreams of a quiet, laid-back future of-

ten haunt the harassed worker.  Late breakfasts, 

followed by long lazy afternoons, unroll in the 

expectant mind’s eye.

Then comes the office 

farewell party, and then 

comes the awakening.  

Your phone rings and you 

learn that there’s still work 

to be done.  The communi-

ty needs you, and you need 

the community.  So a sec-

ond career, of public serv-

ice, begins.

Collington has wit-

nessed dozens of such 

conversions over the years 

and even keeps a record of 

the phenomenon.  Pertin-

ent facts are determined in 

an annual “volunteer survey” compiled by the 

Residents Association.  Current residents were 

recently reminded of it by a questionnaire in 

each mailbox.

Both “outside” and “Collington” activities are 

solicited, and are measured in “hours per year.”

To inspire compliance, Jack Yale, president 

of the association, cites two reasons for the sur-

vey.  Such a record “supports our reputation as a 

good neighbor,” he explains.  Then Jack con-

fides that it also “has implications for our tax 

status.”  In other words, it’s 

good for body and soul.

Most of the informa-

tion carries few surprises.   

We already have observed 

that Penny Vickery spends 

more than 400 hours a year 

on floral and interior design 

activity, or that Lauretta 

Dankers devotes 400 hours 

to making, or teaching oth-

ers to make, baskets.  We 

can easily observe Tom 

and Margaret Aldrich divid-

ing many volunteer hours 

between woodshop, flower 

pickup and plant-tending, 

when they are not delivering Meals on Wheels.

Those wheeled meals comprise a large in-

vestment of Collingtonians’ time in the outside 

community with the steady help of Marian Jen-

kins as an organizer and an assortment of regu-

lar and occasional drivers.
(Continued on page 2)
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Top Volunteer?

   Although there’s no official title and no 

prize annually for the No. 1 Collington 

volunteer, an unofficial tab suggests that 

if there were, it would go to Hilda Jay, 

who has itemized 1,840 hours of volun-

teer work during 2001.

   An overwhelming percentage of those 

hours went to the Op Shop which she 

directs, but other time-consuming inter-

ests include the Greenbelt Community 

Band, the Greenbelt Wind Ensemble 

and the American Library Association.

    But then, Art Longacre just might 

qualify.  See page 2.

Retirement?  Volunteering Keeps Residents Busy
By Glendy Pabst

Also . . .

After a months-long flurry of correspondence 

and phone calls, Urmila Devgon now has won 

the copper medal (four of them actually) in an 

Olympian tussle with a TV cable company.  It 

started with her being overbilled for the part of a 

month she lived in Baltimore before returning to 

Collington.  Finally, came a refund check for four 

cents, the cashing of which made local bank his-

tory.  The four coppers are now framed and hang 

outside her apartment door for all to see and ad-

mire.  Better hang onto them, Urmila.  They may 

go the way of the sou.

✙    ✙   ✙

Has the busy construction activity around 

Collington chased all wildlife away?  Well, not 

quite. Deer seemed quite content in the small 

woods near the Clocktower over a recent week-  

end.  (Not to be confused with the busy little 

green John Deere “Gators” that Environmental 

Services has running around.)

✙    ✙   ✙

Lack of a piano in the auditorium dining room 

only slightly deterred festivities at the March 

birthday celebration.  Jack Yale provided his 

electronic keyboard and Virginia Beaty played 

the Irish tunes observing the St. Patrick motif. 

The party was sandwiched between lunch and 

dinner servings.

✙    ✙   ✙

Muriel Parry has a new reason for displaying 

those colorful banners, etc., that always grace 

the front of her cottage.  

The book she researched and wrote “Aak to 

Zumbra:  A Dictionary of the World’s Watercraft” 

has been selected for a significant honor.

It will be included on the list of “Outstanding 

Reference Sources” selected by the Reference 

and User Services Association of the American 

Library Association.  A traveling exhibit of the 

outstanding reference books will be shipped to 

regional and local library conferences all over the 

country.

With justifiable pride, Muriel tells us the book 

is now being published as well in England and 

that a Japanese publisher has asked for permis-

sion to do it.

✙    ✙   ✙

From a legal notice received here:

“T. J. Goad, deceased, address unknown.”

Try the dead-letter office.

Some Memorable Mots

“What have we done to deserve all these 

geese?”

“It’s ten o’clock. Do you know where your 

stockbroker is?”

“We wuz robbed.”

“I will gladly pay you Tuesday for a hamburg-

er today.”

“Wanna buy a duck?”

“Good night, Mrs. Calabash, wherever you 

are.”

“Is it as big as a breadbox?”

“It ain’t over till the fat lady sings.”
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(Continued from page 1)

What comes as a surprise are some of the 

less common activities off campus. For example,   

newcomer Florence Marion has spent quality 

time working with the Southern Comforters Quilt 

Club as well as with P.G. Coats for Kids; Maude 

Cahill has personally delivered glasses donated 

to the Eye Bank; Phyllis Sternau translates texts 

into Braille for the Jewish Institute of America; 

Muriel Parry spends hours working and for the 

Society for Non-Trial Figure Skating (when she’s 

not doing her authoritative research on boats).

That’s not all.  Olivia Miller is busy helping 

Trinity Church in Upper Marlboro; Emmy Wallen 

is combating illiteracy in P.G. County; Elsie See-

too is editing the newsletter of the National Asso-

ciation of Federal Employees.  And that’s still 

only a sampling.

Of course, there are some Collington resi-

dents who do prefer to relax.  And at Collington, 

it IS easy to take it easy. 

But relaxation in retirement is never a sure 

thing, especially in a community full of activists.  

The only way to play it safe is never to answer 

the phone.  But then you run the risk of missing 

an invitation to relax in good company with a 

glass in hand.  Not every resident is a workaho-

lic.

✙   ✙   ✙   ✙

Longacre Wins for Longevity
At a recent class in Tax Counseling for 

the Elderly, it was announced that the long-

est-serving tax preparer in the program is 

none other than Collington’s Art Longacre. 

 Of the 60 members of the Fall 1982 class 

he is the only one still serving, now in his 21st 

year.  He and and another Collington resi-

dent, Roger Dixon, currently prepare taxes 

for low-income taxpayers each Monday at the 

nearby Glenarden Library.  And Walter Sharp 

does the same volunteer job each week at 

Cheverly.  

Collington is the sponsor of the Tax Coun-

seling program for all of Prince George’s 

County.
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Once a Commuter . . .

  Residents of the outlying cottages 

regularly commute to “Downtown Colling-

ton.”

A New Door
And Something Grand

When the county building inspector recently 

told Collington that the Courtyard Meeting Room 

needed another exit door, his requirement led to 

urgent meetings of two committees -- the Inter-

faith Chapel Committee and the Music Commit-

tee -- as well as  Environmental Services. 

The grand piano in the meeting room blocked 

the new entryway and the initial reaction of Envi-

ronmental Services was to replace it with an 

upright.  The Interfaith Chapel Committee had no 

problem with that solution.

For the Music Committee, however, this 

sounded a great discord.  The upright piano pro-

posed by Environmental Services would just not 

do.  Musicians who come here to perform on the 

piano expect to play on a grand piano -- no, they 

demand one. 

So the order was given -- leave the grand 

piano.  With a little moving and shoving, the con-

figuration of the furniture in the front of the room 

was changed.  The grand piano was placed on 

the left, the table which serves as our altar when 

services are held remained in the center and the 

lectern was placed on the right hand side as you 

face the windows.

Harriet Simon, chairman of the Music Com-

mittee, was pleased because she was making 

ready for the March performance of Thomas 

Pandolfi, well-known to Washington music 

lovers.                                                   A. C.-W.

Still Another 
Outstanding Volunteer

By Anne Cadman-Walker

Marie Summers, aged 90 and working five 

days a week at Prince George’s Hospital Center, 

has been recognized by the hospital with “Bravo 

Certificates” this year for her “support and com-

mitment” as a volunteer.

“You help everyone and manage to do the 

work of two full-time people.  I am so grateful,” 

states Karen Goldman, a hospital official.  Others 

cited Marie for her attention to detail. . . assisting 

visitors. . . being flexible at a moment’s notice.”

It was Marie Summers’ grandfather, Dr. Sa-

muel Mudd, who at 4 a.m. one night 137 years 

ago, set the broken leg of John Wilkes Booth 

when Booth appeared in southern Maryland, dis-

guised and on horseback.

There was no way word could have come out 

from Washington that Booth had just shot Presi-

dent Abraham Lincoln.  A military court tried 

several persons, including Mudd, for conspiracy 

and murder.  His relatives, including Marie Sum-

mers, say that Dr. Mudd was only doing his duty 

as a doctor.  Now attorneys for the Mudd family 

plan to file briefs in the U.S. Court of Appeals to 

clear Mudd’s name.  If that fails, they will go to 

the Supreme Court.

History or no history, we Collingtonians are 

proud to have Marie here, creating an unusual 

record of volunteer work -- and we hope, with 

Marie, that justice will be done for her grandfa-

ther’s memory.
 

Another a Sixth Grade Blooper --

 The four seasons are salt, pepper, mustard 
and vinegar.
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What kind of coffee was served on the 
Titanic? 

 Sanka, of course.



Audra McDonald in Concert
To Benefit Walker Center

By Frances Kolarek

Audra McDonald . . .   How to tell you about 

her?  She is a diva who has chosen Broadway 

over the Met -- and succeeded.  She won three 

Tony Awards while still under thirty.  And she is 

going to sing a benefit concert for Collington’s 

own John T. Walker Learning Center in October.

Why?  Because her grandmother, Jamesetta 

Jones, is a resident of the Creighton Center.  

Jamesetta arrived with her late husband Thomas  

a number of years ago and Hardi Jones, her son, 

is a frequent visitor to Collington.

  We have Hardi to thank for this benefit con-

cert.  A member of the Board of the Collington 

Foundation, he has developed a deep interest in 

the John T. Walker Learning Center  -- a  long 

overdue “thank you” to the man who could be 

called the father of Collington -- and Hardi per-

suaded Audra to hold a benefit concert to aug-

ment fund-raising efforts..  

 She will sing at the Clarice Smith Center for 

the Performing Arts at the University of Maryland 

on October 26.

The New York Times  has called Audra Mc-

Donald the “foremost musical theater performer 

of her generation...”  She grew up in Fresno, Cal-

ifornia where, when she was just nine yers old, 

she sang before perfomances in a dinner thea-

ter.  At 17 she went to New York, was accepted 

at Juilliard and five years later, with a voice that 

qualified her to join the opera company of her 

choice, she turned to Broadway.  She “doesn’t 

want to be boxed in.”

Her repertory includes songs from Porgy and 

Bess, which she has sung with the San Francis-

co Symphony under the baton of Michael Tilson 

Thomas, and taxing operattic arias like the one  

in Master Class which won her a Tony.  Her ap-

pearances at the Kennedy Center and Wolftrap 

were both sell-outs.

 She sings the songs of Irving Berlin and Har-

old Arlen, composer of the Wizard of Oz, then 

zaps us with new music from “three brainy new 

composers” who one music critic says “may be 

the hope of the American musical theatre.”  Their 

names: Michael John LaChiusa who wrote Marie 

Christine based on the Medea legend especially 

for Audra; Adam Guettel, grandson of Richard 

Rodgers, and Jeanine Tesori, composer of the 

prize-winning musical Violet.  Whatever she 

does, McDonald does NOT do easy listening.

She has a devoted following so that selling 

out the 1,170-seat hall at the Clarice Smith Cen-

ter presents no problem.  But the Collington 

Foundation would like to capitalize on this occa-

sion by offering special privileges to heavy con-

tributors, like a post-concert reception where Au-

dra McDonald will meet and greet guests.

These special packages which range in value 

from $25,000 to $250, include many induce-

ments.  The lowest priced “donor” category is  

$250 and includes two tickets (the going price is 

$75 each) and admission to a pre-concert recep-

tion. The $25,000 package brings 12 tickets, pri-

ority seating and 8 admissions to the post-con-

cert reception capped with “a surprise memento.”   

Collington residents qualify for the special 

price of $65 per ticket.

And if you need a refresher about the John T. 

Walker Learning Center, please see the article in 

last month’s Collingtonian, page 6.
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(Continued from page 9)

The first cottages are due for occupancy in 

June and advertising has begun.  In a recent ad 

in the Washington Post  the builder, Centex 

Homes, touted “maintenance-free living and a 

lifestyle you’ll love.”  It offered walking, fitness, 

travel, hobbies and swimming.  The Village will 

have its own outdoor pool, but residents on the 

priority list to move to Collington will have access 

to our indoor pool.

The ad describes the Village as “an active 

adult community” without getting more specific.  

In fact, there is a minimum age of 55 for buyers, 

with no children allowed under age 18.  The Vil-

lage is, of course, aimed at a somewhat special 

clientele -- possible candidates for a future move 

to Collington itself.

Remembering Eugene Ormandy
By Mary Witt

Have you ever wondered how symphony 

conductors and soloists can remember complete 

symphonies and concertos and conduct or per-

form them perfectly with no music in front of 

them?  Fifty years ago I was privileged to meet a 

consummate musician and then I understood 

what a phenomenal memory can do.

Jan Sibelius was still living in June 1951 

when the first annual “Sibelius Week” was held 

in Helsinki.  A revered figure, he would be hon-

ored by the Helsinki Symphony Orchestra, with 

visiting conductors and soloists, prestigious mu-

sicians coming from all over the world to play his 

compositions.  Eugene Ormandy would repre-

sent the United States along with Kirsten Flag-

stad, the Metropolitan Opera suprano.

The American Embassy planned a party at 

the residence after the Ormandy concert to 

which the musical and social elite were invited.  

Sibelius lived in seclusion, but his sister, the wife 

of Jussi Jalas, conductor of the Helsinki sympho-

ny, would  represent him.

Ormandy and Flagstad performed gloriously.     

Ormandy was a master of Sibelius’ music, con-

ducting with no score.  But I hesitated to go to 

the Embassy party because I was very pregnant.  

However, I had found something fitting to wear, 

so, buoyed by the inspiring concert, we went on 

to the Embassy supper party.

 I was happy to find myself seated at a small 

table with Ormandy.  The maestro was relaxed 

and charming, putting everyone at ease.  He 

asked me if I wanted a boy or a girl (back then 

you didn’t know!).  I replied that I had two girls al-

ready, but didn’t care.

Eugene Ormandy was so well received that 

he was asked to return for the following year.   

Again the Embassy held a post-concert party.  

This soirée was larger, a reception with a receiv-

ing line.  Everyone hoped to meet him and shake 

his hand.  The concert had been superb and the 

guests were smiling and happy.  Finns tend to be 

diffident, but they loved and appreciated what 

this American maestro could do with their be-

loved Sibelius’ masterpieces.

As we passed down the receiving line, Mr. 

Ormandy said something to me. We knew never 

to hold up the line with chit-chat, so I smiled and 

moved along.  He raised his voice.  “Didn’t you 

hear me?” he asked.  “Was it a boy or a girl?”  I 

managed to answer, “A girl,” and went to get a 

drink, realizing then that Sibelius’ music was al-

ways kept in Ormandy’s head and in his heart.
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Bud Dutton, now a Collington resident, was 

his fellow student and remained his friend.  After 

he completed his doctorate he taught at Boston 

University but  in 1954 he decided to return to 

the independent India.

Uttam found that with an American degree 

and no political or academic connections in India 

it was difficult to get a job. To the query “How did 

you manage?” his answer was, “I walked the 

streets of Delhi, took an inferior position in the 

Central Statistical Organization of the govern-

ment of India, and convinced my superiors of my 

ability.”  He eventually became its director and 

retired in 1971, the year his wife died. After that 

he worked as a consultant for the United Nations 

in technical statistics relating to agriculture.  In 

1979 he came to Washington and settled in 

Greenbelt until 2001, when, on the advice of Al-

bert Bowker, a former resident, he came to Col-

lington.

Uttam’s memorial service on March 12 wit-

nessed his final border-crossing in that most 

American of institutions, a rather lavish funeral 

home, something as un-Indian as one can imag-

ine.  His son and son-in-law spoke of his 

achievements and his grandsons, in the most 

American of accents, spoke of his hobbies:  lis-

tening to Hindi and Urdu songs, reading widely, 

singing with a beautiful voice, and, most surpris-

ingly, his love of dancing. But then modernity de-

parted and a Hindu priest chanted the Sanskrit 

hymns that have been sung in India at funerals 

for five thousands years, completing Uttam’s 

long journey from Bhakkar to Collington.

The Village Takes Shape
By Edward Behr

As April arrives, Collington’s expansion pro-

jects are moving ahead on the south, east and 

west sides of the campus.  But that’s not quite 

all.  Now being built just outside Collington prop-

er is a project of considerable importance to us -- 

the Village at Collington.  It will be a community 

of cottages on land bordered by the Collington 

driveway, Lottsford Road and the future Campus 

Way North.

Passersby can now begin to see the shape of 

things to come at the Village. Several acres of 

trees were felled to clear the way for building.  

New trees have been planted along the south 

and east sides of the property close to traffic.  A 

network of local roads connects the housing lots.  

At least half a dozen homes have been largely 

built, though most still apparently lack heating 

and plumbing connections.  One partly finished 

cottage already sports a “sold” sign.  Street signs 

have begun to go up.  (One says Collington 

Road but manages to misspell the name.)
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Village cottages with upstairs windows.
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True Grit
By Faith Jackson

You either have it or you don’t:  a constancy, 

a strength of purpose to pursue your chosen 

goal, let nothing stop you.  In the case of the lady 

with the brown Dutch bob, a wicked grin and a 

lot of style, the words Give Up are not in her vo-

cabulary.  Ann Holmes has been at Collington 

just one year, yet she has al-

ready become involved in 

committees and courses with 

much the same intensity she 

put into marriage and children, 

earning a living, and always, 

painting. Ann is a serious 

painter; she never stops. She 

is an active member of the 

Creative Partners Gallery in 

Bethesda, but over the years 

she also has had to eat.

She comes from a long line of people who did 

what they had to, day by day, still kept most of 

their dreams intact.  Ann’s perseverance and 

resolution are genetic.

Cases in point:  Joseph Clarence Holmes’s 

family was one of four or five who came down 

from New York State to the Shenandoah Valley 

in the 1730s, searched out what part of Virginia 

is best for farming, and settled on 400 acres of a 

hillside red dirt farm in Pine Run.  Ann’s great 

grandmother, widowed during the Civil War, sup-

ported herself and two daughters by selling her 

embroidery and working hard on the farm.  Her 

youngest daughter, Eulalia, married a local farm-

er, Joseph Anderson Holmes, and had seven 

children; Ann’s father was third in line.  Remark-

ably, the farm remained in branches of the family 

through rough times and better until 1975.  Re-

markable, considering that Joseph’s younger 

brother, his wife and five children, called it quits 

and took off, during the Depression, with the 

“antiques, silver and family bible.”  

Like the Holmeses, Catherine Cabell Jen-

nings’s family came to Jamestown, early on.  

Catherine was teaching 

school in Draper, Virginia, 

where she met and married 

Joseph, who was principal of 

the high school.  Education 

was always of primary impor-

tance to the Holmes family, 

resourcefulness a secondary 

but equal drive.  When their 

daughter, Ann Cabell Holmes 

was in the fourth grade and 

drawing all over the black-

board her teacher told the 

Holmeses she thought their daughter had real 

talent.  Result:  at ten years of age she had two 

art teachers. She learned to draw from models 

and how to do watercolors on location, on her 

own, “up country,” on the family farm where she 

would spend summers until college.  Her first 

gallery showing in Roanoke when she was 

twelve, was a watercolor of a field.  “My parents 

were so proud,” she says.

Ann went to Converse College in Spartans-

burg, South Carolina where there was a “good 

one-man art department,” and on to Parsons 

School of Design in New York..  She was well 

qualified, as she described in her recent “Know 

Your Neighbor” talk, for the many different 

graphic and industrial design, advertising and
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television jobs she had over the years. But I 

don’t believe she mentioned that at her first job, 

age sixteen, during the Christmas holidays at a 

jewelry store in Roanoke, she brought her first 

check home to her father as a present, $18.75. 

She was a southern belle, make no mistake. 

After a time of steady work up north, down home 

vacation dates and country club dances, fending 

off the fellers including a “Governor’s grandson 

with the longest arms in the back seat of a car,” 

she married William Howard Sindheisen, in 

1954.  Sindheisen was a pomologist (pomme = 

apples), not his first choice, who had promised 

his father to run the family apple orchard on Lake 

Champlain.  “It should have been a perfect life,” 

Ann said.  “We had the farm, an airplane, sail-

boat, traveled and our three kids,” nine, seven 

and six when she moved away to nearby Bur-

lington with them, found an apartment and start-

ed freelance designing. She remarried, in 1966, 

Donald Arthur Robbins, a traveling salesman, 

thoughtful, kind who loved her kids but soon trav-

eled on.  Meantime, Ann had rented a small 

house on one of the Hero Islands in Lake Cham-

plain, “an ideal place to bring up kids.”  On her 

own, later, with the children, she moved to 

Jonesville, Vermont, near Burlington for different 

schools and social life.

Ann has been in and out of Washington since 

1979.  In among the glamorous and tough jobs 

she described for us, she ran the art program at 

Goodwin House West in 1976, and has been on 

the St. Alban’s and Cathedral Flower Guild for 

several years.  You have seen her magnificent 

arrangements throughout Collington.  As one 

who has limped behind her on my flower day, I 

asked how she accounted for her 1) artistic tal-

ent and 2) her spunk.

“Mother had a gorgeous flower garden in 

Roanoke,” Ann said, “artistically sensitive in eve-

ry way. She made a beautiful home.”  She took 

Ann with her when she arranged flowers at   

church, and perhaps there Ann became aware of 

the delights of form and shape and color in gifted 

hands. As for spunk, “Aunt Olivia’s husband died 

in a freak farm accident, forcing her to manage 

the home orchard at Pine Run on her own for 

more than thirty years. She bought ‘springers,’ 

little calves, to fatten and sell in the fall.  She 

raised sheep, raised crops when manpower was 

available.” Aunt Olivia is only one example.  I 

told you.  It’s genetic. Courage. Grit.

 Fewer Falls for the Fit  

When Collington installed its Fitness Center 

some years ago, the most compelling reason 

was that people who exercise regularly have 

been found to suffer fewer falls than the seden-

tary.  Our own Fitness Center has not kept any 

statistics in this regard, but other communities 

which have done, testify to its validity.

    Keith Sexton, the newly-arrived and 

boundlessly enthusiastic director of our own Fit-

ness Center, urged everybody to engage in an 

exercise routine especially tailored to individual 

needs when he spoke at the March meeting of 

the Residents Association.   

     He extended an invitation to one and all to 

come by and sign up.  There is, incidentally, no 

charge.  And if a routine exercise program can 

help keep us upright and functioning, Keith 

thinks it’s worth the time and effort.
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Crossing Borders:  Uttam Chand
By Ainslie T. Embree

During the past year, those who saw the tall, 

upright figure of Uttam Chand striding purpose-

fully around the campus probably did not think of 

him as a symbol of tradition and change, but that 

is what he was.  In the course of his long life that 

took him from Bhakkar, then in a remote area of 

the British Indian Empire, now in Pakistan, and 

finally to Collington, Uttam Chand crossed many 

cultural and territorial borders, always, he insist-

ed, using events, as all humans should, to shape 

his own destiny.

Bhakkar is a completely undistinguished 

place, hot and dusty in summer, cold and dusty 

in winter, but the region in which it is located has 

been for millennia a crossroads for warriors, in-

cluding Alexander the Great and his Greeks, 

Central Asians, Iranians, Afghans, the British, 

and now the Americans.  What the people re-

member, however, are not the warriors but the 

natural forces that defined their lives.  The 

mighty Indus as well as the seasonal rivers 

change their channels, destroying the land and 

altering boundaries.  This was what happened to 

Uttam Singh’s family a hundred years ago, when 

they lost all their arable land, leaving them with-

out resources.

When I asked what help they had gotten from 

the government, he replied with a pride that indi-

cated his fundamental attitude to life, “In those 

days people did not look to government for hand-

outs as they do now; they relied on themselves.”  

Forced from the land, the family moved to the 

small town of Bhakkar and started a little shop 

that provided a very modest living.  They were 

one of the few Hindu families in an almost wholly 

Muslim region, but Uttam claimed that there 

were none of the religious rivalries that later 

darkened Indian history.

In the rather makeshift school he attended he 

discovered his love of literature and history and 

above all of mathematics, but he was dumb-

founded when, after taking the final exams, he 

was told by his principal that he had stood first in 

all the Northwest Frontier Province.  No one in 

that largely illiterate environment had ever told 

him he was exceptional.  Uttam made his way to 

Peshawar, the provincial capital, where the prin-

cipal of Islamia College, the leading Muslim col-

lege, looked at his marks and gave him a fellow-

ship.

And so his career began: a bachelor’s degree 

with honors in mathematics and then a master’s 

in 1936, teaching and marriage and two children 

both of whom now live in the U.S.  The most 

puzzling part of his career is that when there 

were few Indian officers in the Royal Indian 

Navy, he was commissioned in 1943 to do tech-

nical statistical work.  He must have been very 

good indeed.

After that he did what very few Indians had 

done at that time:  he decided to do graduate 

work in the U.S., not Great Britain.  He was ac-

cepted with a fellowship at the University of 

North Carolina in Chapel Hill for a doctorate in 

statistics.  Why there instead of Oxford or Cam-

bridge?  “Because a UNC degree was better and 

more difficult,” was his answer.  At Chapel Hill, 
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 The Arbor
By Frances Kolarek

     The Arbor, where construction is moving 

along at a rapid rate, will be a new addition to 

Collington’s health center.  That it will house our 

residents with severe memory loss diseases 

seems to be widely known.  But its unique nature 

has only been hinted at.

The latest research -- and there is a great 

deal of it   -- demonstrates that flexibility com-

bined with secure freedom to wander can help 

people with severe memory loss find “peace, sat-

isfaction and harmony in ‘their world’ rather than 

frustration and confusion in ours.”  

These concepts have been embraced by the 

designers of The Arbor.  They are not, however,  

pioneers.

A couple of years ago a group of Collington 

residents visited Woodside Place in Pittsburgh, 

an innovative residence for memory loss patients  

which has gained wide recognition, including an 

article in a 1997 New Yorker.  Wandering paths, 

both indoor and outdoor,  as well as flexibility in 

scheduling, are  primary features of Woodside, 

with informality the  key to meal service and resi-

dents allowed considerable freedom in choosing 

recreational activities. “Giving in” to harmless 

whims helps create a relaxed atmosphere, too.    

A great many new routines and procedures 

will  be incorporated into The Arbor and four  

planning committees within Health Services are 

focusing on  1) training staff to work in this new 

environment that will be activity-related than 

medically-related; 2) food services which will be  

handled less formally and will  demand a whole 

new approach; 3) creating a whole array of new  

activities  (folding baby clothes is a winner at one 

facility) and  4) an administrative structure that 

will oversee this revamped facility.

      The result, Stacey Guthrie hopes, will be a 

relaxed atmosphere pervading the Arbor, just as 

it does at Woodside.

     Physically, the Arbor will be divided into three 

separate “residences” to accommodate a total of 

36.  Each has a name, and two of them, 

“Orchard Way” and “Nature Trail” will house 

those more able to participate in activities. Resi-

dents of these two will share a country kitchen 

where meals will be taken.  The third, “Garden 

Path,” will house those who are less responsive 

and will have its own dining area..

Realizing that memories of the distant past 

are much more real than those of the recent 

past, one facility has created a replica of a town 

square as it was 100 years ago with barber shop 

and pole, town clock, greengrocer, bakery -- all 

the familiar landmarks of a New England village -

- where the residents may wander.  Striking 

sparks that evoke the past is an excellent meth-

od of reducing frustration and increasing tranquil-

ity.  It’s a challenge for Health Services.
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Looking down on the Arbor from the Health Center.
Photo by Christensen

How’s This for Aging in Style?

The headline you see just above is the very 

same that heads an article about Collington and 

its expansion in the current issue of Kiplinger’s  

magazine.  It has nice things to say.

“For nearly 15 years,” Kiplinger reports, Col-

lington “has been a trendsetter among continu-

ing-care retirement communities.  So when Col-

lington announces it’s undertaking a $48 million 

renovation, future retirees should sit up and take 

notice.”

The article lists a variety of improvements:  

Fiber-optic wiring in living units to accommodate 

computers; devices permitting trail-walkers to 

track their location in case they need help; ex-

pansion of the fitness center and of classroom 

space for courses offered by the community col-

lege.

Gail Kohn, Collington’s executive director, is 

quoted as noting that residents put a premium on 

privacy, so the assisted-living and skilled-care 

areas will have more private rooms with adjoin-

ing baths.  And, the Kiplinger article adds, 

“special areas designed with a homelike at-

mosphere will give Alzheimer’s patients a flexible 

but secure environment.”                             E.B.

 Little Things Count
   
    Ever since Hector was a pup, push pins at 

the big bulletin board have been kept in an en-

velope that got shabbier and shabbier with the 

passage of time.

   “Tacky,” is the word Karl Wiirth used to de-

scribe it to Eileen Henderson, head of the Bulle-

tin Board Committee.   He suggested that 

something a little spiffier would be appropriate, 

she agreed, and Karl provided us with the hand-

some little tray which now holds the pins.  

    Eileen has headed the Bulletin Board com-

mittee ever since Ruth Dixon, when she was 

president, asked her to do the job.  That was a 

long time ago.  And when Eileen thanked Karl for 

this handsome job, he said:  “No more tacky.”

Spring in February
Spring came early to Collington gardens this 

year, perhaps earlier than ever.

A few plants, notably pansies and primroses, 

kept blooming modestly right through our rather 

mild midwinter weather and then burst forth as 

beautifully as ever before February ended. 

Rosemary went on producing its tiny flowers all 

winter, probably for the first time here. Crocuses 

started blooming even before Washington’s 

Birthday.  And a gorgeous white camellia was 

putting on its annual show at cottage 4112 by 

early March.

These latest harbingers of spring followed 

others noted even earlier.  Snowdrops made 

their usual appearance before the end of Janu-

ary and some of our forsythia bushes actually 

began to bloom just as early.

This year’s burst of blossoms is surely due to 

some extraordinarily gentle temperatures that 

actually approached the 80-degree mark one 

day in mid-March.  

At the same time, the early flowering defied 

an extended drought hereabouts. So far this year 

our rainfall has been running about half the nor-

mal rate.  Perhaps a few well-timed prayers 

would help.                                                    E.B.
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