
 

David M. Zwald, our new interim executive di-

rector, says that his name is Swiss and means, 

loosely, “toward the woods.”  “If we had been 

English,” said his father, “we would be 

Woodwards.”  Luckily, Collington has some 

woods that Mr. Zwald can head toward when-

ever he feels the urge. Maybe that’s why he had 

declined an earlier offer to work in Kansas.

•
Roy Battles’ son, Tom, who lives in Wooster, 

Ohio, can make it a one-day round trip here to 

see his dad and does, frequently, even though it 

involves getting through two major airports, 

twice. Granted, it makes a long day and weather 

and schedules must cooperate.  His sister, Mar-

tha, can do almost as well by Amtrak from Con-

necticut in two days, round trip.

•
“There aren’t many children in Maryland, are 

there?”  So it seemed to Lena, visiting grandpar-

ents Alba and Elisabeth Martin here during a 

snowed-in weekend last month when she and 

her parents had to hunker down with the elder 

Martins in their cottage.  Lena should return for 

the next Halloween trick-or-treat evening.

•
No, the Kendal Brown, minister-in-training, 

who conducted the worship service here on Feb-

ruary 21 is NOT our longtime security guard 

Kendall Brown, as the secular Mr. Brown has 

verified many times.

•
As if things haven’t been bad enough in this 

winter of our discontent, the writer’s 4-year old 

wrist watch chose the dismal period to stop run-

ning.  Well, at least the writer doesn’t have a dog 

to get run over.

•
Danny Boy, We Love You So  

It could almost be considered the “second 

coming” of St. Patrick, the hour of enthusiastic 

singing of Irish songs organized by Chuck Dell 

on March 17 in the Ivy room, with Virginia Beaty 

in a familiar role on the piano.  Twelve of the 

green-wearin’ celebrants then repaired to the pri-

vate dining room for another hour of truthful auld 

sod lore and the dining service’s special corned 

beef and cabbage, etc.

•
Memorable Mots

“. . .now that April’s there.”

“How ya doin’?”

“. . .which in those days was a lot of money.”  

                      (From RWVW).

“Your place or mine?”

“Barkis is willin’.”

•
Spectator sport:  Watching dumpsters being 

loaded onto truck trailers and hauled off to their 

promised land, as construction here heads to the 

finish line.

•
Now that removal of chain link fences has lib-

erated our “shortcut” path to the Clocktower, we 

hear less use of words like “Guantanamo” and 

“San Quentin.”

•
“If you are not feeling well, go to see a 

doctor.”

“I will, when I feel well enough.”

Also .  . . 

By  Layne Beaty

We could get bogged down in analogies and 

aphorisms -- a new broom sweeps clean and the 

chain link fence is gone, praise be! -- or resort to 

baseball and say that our new “interim” David M. 

Zwald stepped up to the plate within three days 

of his arrival at Collington and 

scored a home run with residents 

who attended his Wednesday 

chat.  So great was the interest 

that the venue was moved from 

the Ivy room to the conference 

room with spill-over in doorways 

and hallways. Questions came 

thick and fast, but David fielded 

them with confidence, honesty 

and aplomb.  Add charm to the 

mix.

David Zwald, chosen by our 

Board of Directors to serve as executive director 

on an interim basis, fills his resume with the 

names of CCRCs where he has worked.  At 

about the time Collington was getting off the 

drawing boards, David was executive director at 

Ginger Cove in Annapolis.  As Director of Op-

erations Management for Life Care Services, he 

has been assigned to lead Thomas House in 

downtown Washington, D.C. and other facilities 

for the aging in the Washington-Baltimore area.

David told us he is about to celebrate his 

25th wedding anniversary, has lived for many 

years in nearby Severna Park, MD, and has two 

sons, 20-year old Air Force Airman 1st Class 

Christopher and 14-year old high school student 

Andrew.  He is a native of Missouri 

and a graduate of Michigan State 

University.

As to future plans for 

Collington, David answered a 

question “Will there be personnel 

changes?” with a terse “Yes.”  

“What about construction 

delays?”  David said consultant 

Stan Sokolov will join the staff to 

bird-dog construction issues.

 “What plans do you have 

for Collington’s marketing effort?”   

“We are looking for a consultant to steer our ef-

fort in the right direction.”  At an open house for 

prospective residents the following weekend, 

David played a hands-on role.

“I have a lot to learn,” he says.  “Coming to a 

community like Collington with a national reputa-

tion for excellence is a challenge any one in my 

position would be eager to meet.”  Would he take 

the job permanently?  “Yes!”  Emphatically, yes.
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Welcome, David Zwald
By Frances Kolarek

David M. Zwald,
 Interim Executive Director

Happy
Easter!



                                                              

Gail Kohn, who, 

more than any other 

individual, gave 

Collington its shape, 

its character, its 

reputation and its stan-

dards, resigned in Feb-

ruary after 18 years as 

its executive director.  She said:

 “I am leaving to do things that interest me, 

including work with issues that affect Collington 

and other CCRCs. 

“ I really want to go to Japan in June with 

Donald. (Donald Kohn, her husband, is a gover-

nor with the Federal Reserve Board.)  I have a 

potential work assignment there.  I want to see 

how they have done with senior community-

based services since I was there ten years ago.  

I want to check out their use of technology for 

getting paperwork done.  

 “All that -- if I don't land a job that gets me 

really excited.”

 And, in recent years, Gail has reminded us  

that she is now the grandmother of two children 

in Seattle, Washington, whom she enjoys 

visiting.

 To say farewell, members of the Board of 

Directors, residents and friends of Collington 

gathered on February 28 at a party in the new 

game room to say godspeed and wish our 

leader of so many years, much happiness in the

future.

A Word from the Board

Sandra Charles, President of Collington’s 

Board of Directors, says the Board and all its 

sub-committees are focused these days on 

Collington Episcopal Life Care Community, with 

other interests taking a back seat.

Dr. Charles has been involved with Collington  

since its earliest days and has an emotional in-

volvement here.  Her mother, Moira Nelson, lives 

in a cottage in the 1000 cluster.  

A physician by profession, Sandra Charles is 

Medical Director of the Library of Congress.  She 

is serving her second term as Board President.

The Board, which serves without compensa-

tion, “has stepped up its level of committment 

and involvement in this transitional period,” Dr. 

Charles says. “Subcommittees are looking at all 

the areas pinpointed in the Management Con-

sultants’ report as needing attention.

Board members also work closely with resi-

dents, i.e., Ruth Dixon, chair of Collington Care 

Services; Art Longacre, chair of the Collington 

Foundation, and Harry Smith, Jr. of Collington 

Management and Consulting services. 
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Gail with Kaylie, 
her spaniel.

 Goodbye, Gail
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 Betty Atherton, Nomad
By Grace Langley

Nomad?  How’s this for wandering?  Stuttgart,   

Bonn, Damascus, Aleppo, the Overseas Briefing 

Center, an academic year at Berkeley, then Cal-

cutta, back to Washington and finally Cairo.

 Betty Atherton painted scenes of shepherd-

ing 24 suitcases and steamer trunks on the Ori-

ent Express, introducing one of her children to 

the Statue of Liberty as belonging to all free peo-

ple, and the child responding: “Not me, I’m four.”

Betty Atherton enthralled her audience during 

her Know Your Neighbor talk last month. She 

told of meeting her husband, Roy Atherton, while 

he was studying at Harvard on the GI Bill  -- met 

in March, engaged in April, married in May.  

They lived briefly in former servants quarters in a 

Beacon Street building in exchange for Betty’s 

doing maid service for the other apartments. 

During his career Mr. Atherton was Deputy 

Secretary of State, Assistant Secretary of State, 

Ambassador at Large, Ambassador to Egypt and 

chief American Delegate to the Conference in 

Cairo which preceded the Camp David accords.

The Athertons were present at a moment of 

history -- the assassination and funeral of Presi-

dent Anwar Sadat.  There was no demonstration, 

not a sound at the funeral; a friend explained, 

“He was your president, not ours.”

Besides the normal duties of a foreign service 

wife, Betty Atherton was heavily engaged in vol-

unteer work. When USIS cut English classes for 

budget reasons, she volunteered. She estab-

lished a little theater group, tutored students in 

the hospital, worked with Mother Theresa mois-

tening the lips of those dying at the Burning Ghat 

in Calcutta, developed a support network in 

Cairo for Americans who had not previously lived 

abroad.  Throughout her nomadic life, Betty Ath-

erton never stopped contributing to the American 

presence abroad.

   
   Haute Couture
 from the Op Shop

For performing artists, 

wardrobe can be as im-

portant as talent.  For 

Hilda Jay’s 

daughter, 

Sarah 

Wurdlow,  a 

flautist and 

singer of Co-

lumbus, Ohio, 

something 

from the Op 

Shop serves.

A year or 

so ago Sarah 

picked a 

handsome gown off the racks of the O.O. and re-

cently wore it at a performance. Her last notes 

had scarcely died away when an excited mem-

ber of the audience pushed her way to the front 

and, in awed tones, asked:  “WHERE did you get 

that dress?  I knew the designer!  She was world 

famous. Oh dear,” she gushed, “How lovely.  I 

haven’t seen that dress in 15 years.”  Under 

such circumstances one is disinclined to blurt out 

“I got it from a thrift shop in a retirement commu-

nity.”  Best to have a memory lapse.

Here is Sarah in her designer gown with an 

enlargement of the floral design.
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 The dress is of  

navy blue crepe. 

The pink hibiscus 

clusters are 

painted  on the 

bodice and the 

skirt.  The neckline 

dips modestly in 

the back.

  Who can identify 

the designer of this 

fetching gown?

Sarah Wurdlow



International Partners
By Gloria Ericson

 I have mentioned my Chihuahua, Jade, in 

these pages previously, so people often ask me 

about her.  For those kind souls, this is an up-

date.  The big new thing in Jade’s life is that I 

bought her a cat.  No…Not a fake one – a real 

one. 

I know there are people all over the world 

who think Americans are a pretty decadent lot.  

And my buying my pet a pet would seem to 

prove them right.  But hear me out, members of 

the jury.  I did it for altruistic reasons: I am often 

away from my cottage for hours at a time and  

have suspected that Jade must get lonely even 

though I leave Latino music on the radio to com-

fort her little Mexican soul.

So one day while idly perusing The Pen-

nysaver and wondering if I should call about an 

oak file cab., lk. new, price negot., I happened to 

glance at a neighboring column and saw that 

someone was offering a Himalayan kitten for 

sale.  He also was lk. new (only 8 weeks old) 

and, although the price was not negot., it was 

reasonable.  And that’s how “Chowder” came to 

live with us.  He’s a handsome chap – the color 

of a Siamese (cream with dark points) but has 

the pushed-in face and fluffy fur of a Persian.

Jade, however, instead of being over-

whelmed by my generosity, immediately went 

into a deep depression.  (It’s not easy being the 

older sibling when the new baby comes home 

from the hospital).  Fortunately the kitten’s win-

ning ways soon won her over and they became 

pals.  Less fortunately, the kitten did what kittens 

always do: overnight became a cat.  I am thus 

treated daily to the bizarre sight of a very large 

cat chasing a very small dog around and around 

the house.

This is not as cruel as it sounds.  Both the 

pursuer and the pursuee seem equally exhila-

rated by the chase – a chase that usually ends in 

a wrestling match: In this corner in the gold 

shorts and striped serape, Mexican bantam 

weight Jade.  And in this corner, wearing yak-fur 

shorts, Himalayan heavy weight Chowder.  This 

match too is not as unfair as it sounds.  I have 

noticed that there seems to be a tacit under-

standing between them as to whose turn it is to 

take a dive and throw the fight.  They are not un-

like bitterly adversarial lawyers, who, after the 

case is over, clap each other on the back and go 

off to have a drink together.

I  have just peeked in the bedroom where 

Jade and Chowder are resting after a recent 

mock battle.  They are nestled together, Jade us-

ing Chowder’s furry underbelly as a pillow, which 

is not only soft and warm, but vibrates gently 

with the cat’s contented purr.  It’s a Hallmark 

Moment, and the only possible comment about 

such a tableau would seem to be, “Awwr…”

•

If You Have Moved . . .
Even if you have just moved down the hall or 

somewhere else within the borders of Collington, 

as far as the Post Office is concerned you have 

MOVED.
Please, hustle down to the Business Center 

and pick up a handful of official Notifications of 

Change of Address and take the time to fill them 

out.  Some days must pass before this notice 

takes effect, so do not procrastinate, Judy Reilly 

of Resident Services, begs you. 10              The Collingtonian            April 2003

Volunteer of the Year(s)
By Gloria Ericson

Volunteering is one thing Collington residents 

are superb at.  As proof, the Residents Associa-

tion has completed its Survey of Volunteer Hours 

for the year 2002, and has some amazing statis-

tics to report.  Would you believe a 

total of 28,328 hours from 130 par-

ticipants?  The survey is further bro-

ken down into volunteer activities  

within Collington (such as serving on 

various committees etc.), and activi-

ties outside Collington (such as vol-

unteer work for area hospitals, 

churches, schools, etc.)  

In the latter category, resident 

Marie Summers would have to be 

considered Collington’s “Volunteer 

Poster Girl” with 1,465 hours of medical records 

and secretarial work at the Prince George’s Hos-

pital.  And that’s only for the year 2002.  She ac-

tually has been volunteering there for the past 28  

years.  That’s five to six hours a day, five days a 

week – and she’s still  doing it – in her 91st  

year!

No wonder the hospital has made her one of 

the recipients of its annual Strata Award.  Two 

other recipients (both doctors) and Marie will re-

ceive the award March 22nd at the Ritz Carlton 

Hotel in McLean, Virginia, where the Annual 

Gala and Strata Award Celebration will be held.  

In the letter notifying her of her selection as an 

award winner, the hospital said it was recogniz-

ing “the character and integrity exemplified 

through your volunteerism and 28 years of dedi-

cation and commitment to the organization and 

the patients the Hospital serves.”

Before starting on her marathon career as a 

volunteer at the Prince George’s Hospital in the 

1970’s, Marie had been employed first at the 

Census Bureau, and later as a secretary at the 

FBI.  After leaving there she worked as an ex-

ecutive secretary for FDIC until 1958 and after 

that worked for the Town of Cheverly.

Marie was born and raised in 

Waldorf in the home of her grandfa-

ther, Dr. Samuel Mudd.  Yes, the 

very same Dr. Mudd who on that 

fateful night in April, l865, set the 

broken leg of John Wilkes Booth.  In 

the hysteria following the assassina-

tion of President Lincoln, Dr. Mudd 

was considered a conspirator al-

though he maintained his innocence 

all through his trial, saying that he 

hadn’t even known that the president 

had been assassinated when Booth showed up 

at his door.  Dr. Mudd was sentenced to life im-

prisonment and sent to a jail in Florida.  A few 

years later there was an outbreak of yellow fever 

there and Dr. Mudd was so helpful during the 

epidemic that in 1869 President Andrew Jackson 

pardoned him. The Mudd family is still pursuing 

legal avenues to get Dr. Mudd’s name cleared, 

maintaining that a “pardon” leaves the impres-

sion that there was some wrongdoing from which 

to be pardoned.  We hope Marie’s family will be 

successful in vindicating her grandfather’s name. 

As for Marie, herself, all Collington was

 present in spirit when her selfless work for the 

Prince George’s Hospital was honored on 

March 22.  

Congratulations, Marie!
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Marie Summers



“Amazing What Comes In To Me!"
By Faith Jackson

So says Helen Gordon, but it is she who 

makes the amazing things happen.  Canadian-

born, she spent over a decade working on vari-

ous rural youth projects and eventually as rural 

distribution director for the Canadian National 

Film Board.  This led in 1946 to a dual appoint-

ment to Sydney, Australia as adviser to the 

newly-formed Australian 

Film Board and Information 

Officer to the Canadian 

High Commission.  There 

she met and married Her-

bert Gordon.  Just out of the 

Army, he was beginning his 

long Foreign Service 

career. 

Helen started  designing 

furniture in Athens where 

the Gordons went in 1950.  

In the clear light and soft air of Greece, in the 

good seasons, you live outdoors as much as 

possible.  Helen designed a set of pale green 

wrought iron, two-cushion chairs, wide and com-

fortable and proportionally pleasing to look at in 

any setting, a three-cushion couch and four 

glass tables.  Later on she upholstered them in 

stunning crewel from India, a material she has 

used throughout her cottage at 5004.   

To illustrate what she means by “Bi-functional 

Designs”  Helen points to a wrought iron and 

glass cart, which serves as a rolling bar or takes 

meals from kitchen to a serving area.  Plates, 

glasses and cutlery are stored on a shelf below.    

The two-layer design is her hallmark.    

The Gordons lived two-years in Phnom Penh, 

and spent three separate tours, totaling eight 

years, in New Delhi and Calcutta.  Helen’s dining 

table was designed for diplomatic entertaining    

When the two end leaves are slid under the table 

top it measures a modest 48" x 54”.  But it opens 

to seat twelve comfortably.  Flexibility and adapt-

ability are key notes: two hutches can be hung 

on the wall to allow the tables they rest on to be 

used elsewhere.  

Helen adds her distinc-

tive touches to styles she 

likes and doesn’t hesitate to 

incorporate found objects in 

her designs.  My own abso-

lute favorites are the 2' x 5' 

coffee tables with glass top 

and glass center shelves, 

resting on dark red painted 

legs with hand-carved fig-

ures in "authentic Indian 

costumes," says  Helen, 

who took them from Indian youth beds!  While 

living in in New Delhi Helen became engaged in 

organizing the Playhouse Kindergarten and 

Grade One school and two play houses. Her 

daughters, Anne and Laura, attended.  At some 

posts "I had access to lift [moving] vans made of 

excellent pine from the States," she explains, 

and the playhouses and child-size furniture were 

made from her designs out of this lumber (see 

opposite page).     

She designed clothes using Indian fabrics,  

got orders from New York and so created an op-

portunity for women to do piece work at home.  

 Later, in Calcutta in the early 1970’s, she 

worked closely with Mother Teresa, especially in 

helping organize and raise funds for refugee set-
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Helen Gordon with coffee table she designed.
  Photo by Elsie Seetoo

 Celebrating 
Fifteen Years

   In April 1988, 

“Brownie” Ammann, 

Helen Eisenhart’s sister, moved into her cottage 

in the 1000 cluster and made history. She was 

the first person to spend the night at Collington.  

Security, concerned about her peace of mind, 

provided her with a walkie-talkie to alert them if 

she needed reassurance.  

Now it’s time to celebrate our Fifteenth Anni-

versary and the Hospitality Committee has plan-

ned parties to mark the occasion.  Edna Lin-

green, committee chair, explains that every 

month Collington residents who moved in during 

that month, regardless of the year, will be invited 

to enjoy refreshments and mingle.  There will be 

residents with 15 years under their belts, and 

some with only a month or two.  New arrivals can  

meet veterans.  And vice-versa. 

Since few people are brave -- or foolhardy -- 

enough to relocate in January or February,   

Edna invited a small group of Collingtonians who 

had risked chancy weather to come here during 

those two months to celebrate on February 28.

The event collided head-on with Gail Kohn’s 

farewell party and, you might say, fizzled.

However, all is not lost.  Another celebration 

is planned to include all Collington residents who 

moved here in the month of March, regardless of 

the year they came, as well as those who arrived 

during January and February from 1989 up to 

the present year.

Hereafter, every month will see a party for 

those who moved in within that time span.  There 

may even be some pioneers, come April.  

John Evans -- In at the Beginning

  John Evans’ “Know Your Neighbor” talk in 

late February focused on his involvement with 

and knowledge of Collington’s very early history  

and pinpointed the roles many residents, both 

living and dead, played in this convoluted story.  

It begins with a vaguely-conceived dream of 

Prince George’s County tobacco farmer W. Se-

ton Belt for a refuge for aging Episcopal clergy-

men and finds its conclusion in the community 

we share today.  John Evans, an Episcopal

 priest, was both witness and participant.   

Two Episcopal bishops -- Bill Creighton and 

John Walker -- played formative roles.  Then 

there was Homer Gudelskly who gave the land 

we occupy.  The late Bowdon Craighill who 

spent his final years here, Bud Dutton who now 

makes Collington his home with his wife Fran, 

and Ebor Price whose widow Mary still lives here 

-- all played a role in the developing drama.

Sally Bucklee, who with her late husband 

Brian was also in the picture, has written a de-

tailed account of the twists and turns of the un-

folding story.  It is far too long to include in The 

Collingtonian.  However, the editor feels this  

document should be on the record and available 

to our residents for their reading pleasure.  Jack 

Yale, president of the R/A, agrees.

Consequently, as its part in the celebration of 

Collington’s Fifteenth Anniversary, the Residents 

Association will duplicate Sally Bucklee’s story of 

our earliest hours and distribute it to all resi-

dents.

Our thanks to John Evans and Sally for docu-

menting this segment of our past that might oth-

erwise go unrecorded.
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                                         By Edward Behr

While snows fell here at home, six Colling-  

tonians had the rare opportunity of visiting Ha-

vana, Cuba, thanks to Professor Alicia Juarrero 

of Prince George’s Community College who or-

ganized a February tour. Urmila Devgon, Curtis 

Langford, Jeanne Omohundro, Margot Rund and 

Emily and Tully Torbert were among the group of 

24 who joined the art and architecture study trip.

Now, as April begins, Ardyce Asire is off on a 

month’s cruise of the Pacific.  As you read this 

she may well be in Hong Kong.  Already back 

from a two-week end-of-winter cruise of the Car-

ibbean are Sally and Brian Bucklee.  The Buck-

lees are long-time enthusiasts of ocean travel, 

having crossed the Atlantic more than once 

when liners still made the trip.

At least one pair of residents is taking on des-

tinations both in this country and abroad.  Faith 

Jackson and Art Longacre are back from an 

Elderhostel trip to Berea College in Kentucky, an 

unusual tuition-free place that specializes in Ap-

palachian crafts.  In July they’ll be off to Russia, 

first spending several days in Moscow and then 

heading to St. Petersburg.

Others will be aiming for more familiar desti-

nations in western Europe.  In mid-May Cynthia 

Parker and her daughter head for France and an 

11-day tour of memorable places, starting with 

Paris and the Normandy coast.  They’ll see 

Monet’s house and gardens at Giverny, plus 

Mont St. Michel, Chartres cathedral and much 

more.

Cole and Marty Blasier will be off this spring 

on an Elderhostel jaunt that will take them first to 

London and then, for their first time, to Edinburgh 

and Dublin.  In Oxford, they will meet an 18-year-

old granddaughter who will be taking a precol-

lege course at the renowned university.  Her 

schedule calls for classes each morning and 

sightseeing trips each afternoon.

And then there are Ria and Edward Hawkins 

who will be making a trip of a different kind, a 

sort of homecoming.  They will stay at their own 

place in England, which is one-third of a 17th-

century barn.  There they’ll see two granddaugh-

ters, along with other relatives.  They expect to 

stay from late May until late July, with two weeks 

away for a visit to France.

Well before spring or summer, of course, 

some residents were heading to other climes.  In 

early March Louis and Cushing Dolbeare took off 

on a trip to England.  Eva and Jack Yale made 

another wintertime visit to Hawaii, extending their 

usual stay from one week to two.  

 Torberts Sunned -- We Froze
By Anne Cadman-Walker

 Emily and Tully Torbert found Havana a de-

lightful vacation spot and recommend it -- if you 

can find a group going on an educational tour, a 

requirement for Americans who want to visit the 

island, Emily reminds.

“Cuba,”  Tully says, “has been a major trad-

ing island since the 16th century where boats 

coming to and from Europe would stop.”  Old 

Spanish architecture prevails, but looming above 

is a skyscraper built by the Russians as an Em-

bassy during the cold war.

The couple were struck by the poverty of 

many people and were glad they had brought 

gifts such as soap, medicines and candy.

“It was a good trip,” both agreed.

 On the Move Again
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In 1955, in New Delhi, 
after setting up an Em-
bassy commissary in an 
old warehouse, tragedy 
struck.  “Although I took 
two of the three Salk 
sugar cubes towards im-
munity," she says, “I nev-
ertheless contracted 
polio.”  The ingenuity and 
determination which 
have underscored her life 

pulled her through the year it took to recover.
Helen Gordon, who has made a stunning 

home here, is one spunky and delightful lady.
 •

By Gloria Ericson

A candlelight peace vigil held in the new 

game room in mid-March brought out some 50 

residents although advance notice was slim.

We arranged ourselves in a large double circle 

around the room with the lights dimmed and the 

candles providing the main illumination.

Ria Hawkins made a few introductory re-

marks.  The purpose of this vigil, she said, was 

to join in solidarity with similar vigils that were 

going on all over the country -- indeed, all over 

the world. She suggested that we pray either in-

ternally or aloud, asking that peace rather than 

war might yet be achieved.  As in a Quaker 

meeting, everyone was silent for some minutes 

but then, one by one, people began voicing their 

prayers and concerns. 

I found it most gratifying to be part of a com-

munity which could so easily isolate itself but  

chose, instead, to remain an integral part of the 

larger world.  And I was grateful to Ria and Caryl 

Marsh for coordinating this vigil. 

 

Last month Collington wel-

comed a visitor from Outer Space.  

That is,  Russell Werneth came to 

us from the Goddard Space Flight Center in 

Greenbelt and told us about his work as the en-

gineer who devises the tools used by astronauts 

in their work when they move about the shuttle 

doing EVAs (Extra-Vehicular Activities).  He is 

the one who trains them for their precise opera-

tions when they are 360 miles above planet 

Earth and a monkey wrench can have a life of its 

own.  Werneth’s most exciting work (to us) has 

been to prepare astronauts to do the precision 

adjustments to the Hubble telescope which re-

quire periodic visits to update its delicate instru-

ments.

How do they train?  Under 

water.  A huge tank of it pro-

vides an environment with less 

gravity than our standard One 

G, and astronauts practice their  

mechanical miracles there on a 

mock-up of the telescope.   

He has had to invent tools, he has trained the 

astronauts in their use, and then, like us, ad-

mired the astounding pictures that the Hubble 

has returned to us.  He has, in fact, helped to 

make it possible for us to discover the edges of 

our Universe.  And he showed us that between 

the launch and the astronomy stands the engi-

neer, performing his educated magic with 

(literally) nuts and bolts, ingenious, careful, 

knowledgeable in an enterprise of great risk:  the 

launching of the most complicated instruments 

we have ever devised.
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Our Versatile Woodshop
By Mary Witt 

Good walking weather is here and we can 

head up the hill to visit the woodshop.  It’s a 

steep climb, but woodshop regular Karl Wirth 

scrambles straight up the grassy hill, ignoring the 

paved driveway -- as well as 

his years.

This well-equipped wood-

shop is one of our top attrac-

tions.  Originally planned for a 

location in the arts and crafts 

area, Collington gave the shop 

its own separate building where 

noise and sawdust bother no one.  As newly-

arrived residents with this hobby moved in, they 

found a good home for their hand tools, power 

tools, etc. Supplemented over the years by pur-

chases from outside suppliers, the shop today 

makes pros whistle in appreciation.

From the outset, the woodshop committee 

began to make money by offering its services, 

and residents were grateful to find someone to 

fix that pesky lamp, refinish grandma’s antique 

table or replace a chair leg broken in the move.  

And it didn’t stop there. They would even come 

by and help hang a heavy mirror over the sofa.

A simple system of paying for such work was 

devised.  Beneficiaries make out a check to the 

Residents Association, the woodshop’s funds 

are credited, and the balance swells.  The shop 

is not dependent on Association funds for its 

needs, like lumber, for instance, purchased from 

a sawmill and allowed to age on the premises.

There are about 20 members on the commit-

tee, which welcomes newcomers.  Members say 

they learn from each other.  The late Jim Mac-

Martin, one of the shop’s founders, was its most 

skilled woodworker and furniture repairman.  All 

agree that he taught them a great deal.

Seven woodshop members have made radio-

controlled model skipjacks. Soon you’ll see them 

on Collington lake as their own-

ers maneuver them around on 

practice runs.  Before on-site 

construction limited access to 

the lake, regattas with the Solo-

mon’s Island model boat club 

were held.  

Requests from residents 

constantly test the ingenuity of shop members.  

Bill Burleigh, chairman of the group, who thought 

he had seen most everything, got a new one re-

cently --  a resident asked him to fix her shoe.  

Bill saw that the sole had become unglued, and 

although he never had “Shoe Repair 101” during 

his law studies, he was able to glue it in place.

He recently agreed to make a plaque on 

which I could mount two Civil War medallions I 

had found in a flea market in Nantucket.  Of 

brass, the pieces show profiles of President Lin-

coln and General Grant and were originally orna-

ments for a cast-iron stove.  Three dollars for a 

piece of walnut combined with Bill’s skillful work, 

and I have a handsome wall hanging.

Woodshop members also fill special orders --

from bird feeders to coffee table legs for a gor-

geous piece of marble from the Op Shop. They 

rise to every challenge.  And every October they 

hold a “Knife and Scissors Rodeo” when they 

sharpen our tools for free. Watch the Courier for 

announcements of monthly meetings.  Chairman 

is Bill Burleigh, Vice-Chairman, Tom Aldrich.
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The plaque Bill Burleigh crafted

Colorful Additions
By Kit Welsh 

They brighten the corner where they are.  

As you come into the dining room from the ele-

vators, four small newcomers greet you from the  

anteroom wall.  They speak in vivid colors of fruit 

and vegetables -- five red apples spilling from a 

brown paper sack; pears, one half-peeled; three 

mouth-watering candied apples and a group of 

intensely purple onions. 

These paintings are the work of Collingtonian  

Shirley Knudsen.  She was a long time resident 

of Upper Marlboro as well as a civil servant both 

abroad and here at home, having accompanied 

her husband in his career in the armed services. 

She worked with the Prince George’s County 

Board of Education before her retirement.  Now 

she is settled here with Gloria Ericson, her sister, 

next door.  She has a store of handsome works 

she has created  over the years, painting, as she 

says, “for my own pleasure.”  

•
Games and More Games

By Glendy Pabst

Bridge, anyone?  Or poker?  Or Scrabble?  

Those sociable questions are currently voiced by 

members of Collington’s busy Recreation Com-

mittee as it recruits players for the wide range of 

games offered to all residents. 

Ruth Cole Turner, speaking for a bridge con-

tingent, and Art Longacre, representing poker 

regulars, want all residents to “play the game,” 

whatever that game may be.  Poker prospects, 

bingo boosters and, come spring, even croquet 

conquerors are urged to join the ranks of active 

players whose competitions are sponsored by 

the committee.

What’s more, there’s a new croquet court be-

hind cluster 1100, Ruth points out, and a virtually 

endless supply of boards and equipment for 

other games.  She and Art can provide the spe-

cifics for interested residents, new or old, and 

welcome all questions.

•
 

The Library Is Now in Apt. 333

The Collington library, a favorite institution 

with Collingtonians, is undergoing changes that 

may slightly disrupt its services temporarily but 

will leave it better than ever.

The changes began in late March as part of 

Collington’s expansion.  Then the library shut 

down its longtime quarters and the outside help-

ers known as Busy Buddies came in to help 

move most of the books to the new, temporary 

location in apartment 333 where it promptly 

opened for business.

Despite its reduced size, the temporary li-

brary still offers all its fiction, mysteries, biogra-

phies and large-print books but only selected ref-

erence materials.  Magazines and newspapers 

will be kept in a separate sitting area.  The com-

mittee still wants contributions of current maga-

zines, as many as there is space for.

In September or thereabouts the library will 

move to new permanent quarters in the space 

now occupied by the courtyard conference room.  

There it will open out to the hallway just across 

from the Ivy room.  The library will then offer all 

the books, magazines and newspapers in its col-

lection, and some computers will be available, as 

well.                                                           E.B.
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