
 

When their families go away, Cricket, Mundy 

and Dolly check into the Tailwaggers Inn. That’s 

what Fran Dutton calls Cottage 4006 where she 

and Bud periodically provide tender loving care 

for Jack and Eva Yale’s Bichon Frisé, Gertrude 

Mitchell’s West Highland White Terrier and 

Ginge Peddle’s fuzzy white dog of indeterminate 

ancestry.

Fran hastens to point out that the Duttons 

are not in the business of operating a boarding  

kennel.  The Inn’s clientele is limited to these 

three dogs (one at a time) whom they know well.  

With no pets of their own since their 14-year-old  

Lab had to be put down, Fran says they enjoy 

feeding and walking the dogs.  “It’s like having 

grandchildren.  They stay a week or two and 

then go home to their parents.”  She adds that  

they open their home to the canine boarders 

purely out of friendship and a love of dogs.”

The Tailwaggers Inn is but one example of 

the pet net through which Collington residents 

care for each others’ animals.  Every morning at  

7, except on Sundays, Catherine Hudson drops  

by Lenore Kinkel’s apartment and walks her  

Spitz, Snow.

 “This is a quiet, wonderful time for me,” 

Catherine says.  The walk ends at her cottage,  

which she shares with Carol Kempske and their 

cat, Emily.  There Snow gets a treat and a 

brushing before Catherine takes him home.  

Later he accompanies Lenore on her scooter for 

another walk.  

Snow and Lenore are among the close 

neighbors Helen Smith frequently invites to her 

apartment for a tea party.  They join Helen’s  
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The Pet Net    By Dorothy Brown



Lulu, a mixture of Bichon Frisé and West 

Highland Terrier and Barbara Hall and her 

Keeshound, Trudy. “I always put out a plate of 

doggie biscuits,” Helen says, “and the dogs 

seem to know they must keep their noses out of 

the brownies.”

Cats as well as dogs benefit from the pet 

net.  When Marion Henry was in Scotland 

recently, Judith Shaw, as usual, fed her cat, Ella.   

When Judith left for Poland before Marion’s  

return, Sally Bucklee pitched in to fill the gap.  

In the 1000 Cluster, we three cat owners,  

Harriet Mills, Sheila Hollies, with two cats, and I, 

feed each others’ pets in their owners’ absence.  

A guest, Midnight, brought the number up to five 

when his owner, Muriel Heinemann,  

MaryAverett Seelye’s sister, was away.

Participants in the pet net form strong bonds.   

Harriet’s Lucy and my Catrina are both 15 years  

old and as senior citizens are maddeningly 

persnickety eaters.  They seem to prefer 

starving to death to eating something that 

doesn’t strike their fancy.  “You surely don’t 

expect ME to eat that garbage,” they seem to 

sniff.

To make matters worse, their tastes change 

from day to day.  Harriet and I commiserate 

when Catrina turns her nose up at a brand I 

stocked up on 

after she had 

devoured it just 

the week 

before.  

I swap with 

Harriet for 

another variety  

which Lucy 

refuses  to touch. Aware that the idiosyncrasies 

of our pets is not a topic of general interest,  

Harriet and I find comfort in our cat chats while 

others theorize about the future of the 

Democratic Party.

A tentative Ella hesitates to sample the 
cocktail hour goodies.

The latest census of Collington’s pets 
shows 19 cats and 17 dogs, according to 
Ginge Peddle, chair of the Pet Group.

  Ginge asks all pet owners to fill out a 
form providing the animal’s license number, 
name of vet, and verification that rabies and 
other shots are up to date, as well as in-
structions about the pet’s care, where food is 
kept, etc., for use in the owner’s absence.    

 She is the person to call if you have any 
questions about pets.  Her extension is 7221.

  

 Dorothy Brown’s Catrina makes sure 
her tail got into the picture.

The Collingtonian

10450 Lottsford Road, Mitchellville, MD 20721

Phone:  301-925-9610

The Collingtonian is published monthly

(except July and August)

by the Collington Residents Association, Inc.

Editor:  Frances Kolarek

Staff: Layne Beaty, Edward Behr, Dorothy Brown,  

Sally Bucklee, Louis Dolbeare, Robert Elkin, Gloria 

Ericson, Helen Gordon, Marguerite Gundlach, 

Sheila Hollies, Faith Jackson

Logistics:  Ardyce  Asire,  Bertha Mutziger, Rose Elliott

Editorial Board:  Edward Behr, Layne Beaty, 

Frances  Kolarek
 2                   The Collingtonian         May 2005



The Condits -- Historians
By Sheila Hollies

Ken and Doris Condit are relative newcomers 

to Collington, having moved into the new 

apartment wing about six months ago.  They 

are, however, far from being new to this area.

Doris grew up in 

Baltimore and received  

her college education at 

Johns Hopkins and The 

George Washington 

University. 

Ken, on the other 

hand, hails from 

Princeton, New Jersey, 

where he lived until 

graduating from the 

University.  He then made 

his way down to the District of Columbia.  Both 

became historians and both ended up working 

for Uncle Sam.

Both are equally enthusiastic about their 

working lives.  They were never in the same 

office, although occasionally they worked 

independently on closely-related subjects.

The two met through a colleague who told 

each of them that they were made for each 

other.  After such a recommendation, it is 

perhaps not surprising that they deliberately 

ignored each other at first, and only became 

acquainted some time later on.

The bulk of Doris’ work was concerned with 

the interface between politics and the military.   

As a historian with the Operations Research 

Office of Johns Hopkins University, and later 

with the Center for Research in Social Systems 

at American University, her interest centered on 

U.S. involvement with unconventional warfare 

including partisan warfare, guerrilla activities and 

insurgency.  Numerous studies and a 3-volume 

Challenge and Responses in Unconventional 

Warfare, resulted.

As a contract historian with the Office of the 

Secretary of Defense, she researched and wrote 

The Test of War, 

covering the years of the 

Korean conflict.   

Unfortunately, some of 

her work remains 

classified to this day.

Ken’s first job was with 

the Marines, researching 

and writing on amphibian 

warfare.  He later moved 

to the Historical Division 

of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, where he wrote two 

volumes, and subsequently served as general 

editor of a series on the Joint Chiefs of Staff in 

the Cold War.  He also monitored a number of 

momentous crises during the post World War II 

period.

  They have two daughters, one living in 

North Carolina and the other here in Maryland.  

They are gracious hosts and it was a pleasure 

talking with them for this article.

   
For the benefit of those with low 

vision, Sheila Hollies and Ria 

Hawkins have recorded The 

Collingtonian on tape.  To hear it, dial 

2028 and sit back and enjoy.

                             The Editor

   Kenneth and Doris Condit                
Photo by Elsie Seetoo
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A Tree Line Gives Privacy
By Frances Kolarek

 Iladene Filer has a green thumb when it 

comes to trees and Collington has been the 

beneficiary of this gift.

Fifteen years ago, in 1990, when Dene and 

her house mate, Virginia Conley, moved to  

Collington, they had already lived in Prince  

George’s County for a number of years and had 

seen housing developments spring up in unex-

pected places.

 Around 1991 or 1992, Dene saw an an-

nouncement for a program sponsored by the  

County called “Releaf,” whereby it supplied trees 

to be planted where they would produce the 

most benefit.

Collington, she knew, had been made aware 

that our property line was only 50 feet beyond 

the perimeter road for a distance of some 300 

feet, on the hill overlooking the 2000 cluster.  

And too, Collington knew that a developer had 

plans to eventually build on the other side of that 

boundary.  

Dene and others felt that a buffer of trees in 

that area was a necessity.  She applied to  

“Releaf” on behalf of Collington, and the pro-

gram provided trees, fertilizer and mulch.  She 

oversaw the planting of 59 trees on the hill over-

looking the perimeter road in the sensitive area.

Working with her was the late Mary MacMar-

tin, who favored interspersing Dene’s choice of 

evergreens with deciduous trees to provide 

autumnal color. 

 When originally planted, the trees were 

hardly taller than a basketball player.  Today, 

they provide a much-needed barrier, affording 

privacy from the housing projects that are crowd-

ing our boundaries.   

Dene, who is closely monitoring the Balk Hill 

project, is confident that, when the planned play-

ground area is complete and the high berm that 

is being built is landscaped and planted with 

trees, the project will prove to be a visual asset 

on our northern boundary.  

 In Dene Filer we have a far-sighted member 

on our Board of Directors whom we can trust to 

defend our privacy as well as the quality of our 

landscaping.  

•

  Trying to Outguess the Deer

 Spring has arrived.  Even our parking lots, 

not noted as beauty spots, were briefly resplen-

dent with white-blossoming Bradford pear trees.    

Early daffodils are hanging their withered heads 

as tulips push up beside them.  Grape hyacinth 

are a purple blur in the rear garden planted by  

Jean Pennock in the 2100 cluster.  

And as the magnolias drop their petals, bril-

liant pink double cherry blossoms provide oases 

of color.

  Mary Agnes Heinze’s camellia bushes were 

in full flower at Cottage 4112 in mid-April.  Her 

late husband, Peter, brought them along in 1991 

from their home in Beltsville where he was a sci-

entist at the Agricultural Station.

Another dazzlingly prolific camellia bush 

grows in front of Mary Olmsted’s Cottage 1215.   

Last month it was covered with large pink 

blooms.  

 Evelyn Colbert tells us that the first fall after 

she arrived she planted crocus, daffodil and tulip 

bulbs in her garden at Cottage 2101. 
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purple and striped crocuses,” she says.  This 

year, however, she is faced with a mystery.  The 

yellow crocus failed to bloom, while the others 

behaved commendably.  What small under-

ground creature, nibbling its way among our 

bulbs, can choose those that produce yellow 

flowers, and spurn others?  

Our deer prove to be equally discriminating.  

Ann Novotsky, an enthusiastic gardener and 

next-door neighbor to gardener Faith Jackson, 

tells us that the deer gobbled up her impatiens 

last year, but left the begonias right beside them, 

untouched.  That’s bad news for many Colling-

ton gardeners who have relied on impatiens to 

produce colorful flowers all summer long and 

well into the fall.  That may not be the case this 

year.

However, the hostas are persistent.  Beds 

that deer chewed to the ground last fall are 

pushing up and flourishing this spring. 

Faith Jackson has put together a list of plants 

that deer shun.  A copy is available without 

charge at the reception desk.

• 

Thank You, Girls!
By Ann Holmes

Beautiful Saturday afternoon.  My daughter 

Catherine and I were talking quietly on the back 

porch when her two daughters, Elizabeth and 

Olivia, blew through the front door yelling “Fire! 

Fire!  I’m NOT kidding!  Fire!”

Catharine jumped up and followed her two  

girls.  I ran to phone Security then followed to 

see what was going on.  I found my daughter 

and two granddaughters at the foot of our cluster   

beating out a smoking blaze in the garden.

Someone had apparently dropped a lighted  

cigarette into the dry, newly-laid mulch and a 

strong spring breeze had whipped the mass into 

a blaze; a smallish blaze, thank goodness, but 

still a blaze.  About the time it was extinghished   

Lorenzo appeared with a hose and helped with 

the final putout.

There were hugs and “good jobs” for the  

girls.  I could hardly be prouder of my grand-

daughters, but this experience confirmed my 

conviction. They really are great!

Responses to works of art should be “grounded in a coher-

ent intellectual structure that takes them out of the realm of 

free-floating subjectivity,” proclaims one art expert.  In this con-

text, George Denny’s constructions, placed here and there near 

Collington Lake, merit our serious consideration. Collington 

photographer Judith Shaw has caught many of Denny’s con-

structions in midpoint (at right), a contribution which helps “blur 

the boundaries between art and refuse.”  If Denny self-con-

sciously parades his freedom, so be it.  Another critic says: “In 

this world of total freedom, the actual physical attributes of a 

work count for less than their philosophical justifications.”

Construction in progress.

    Physical Attributes vs Philosophical Justifications
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One of the hallmarks of Collington is the rich 

life of activities available for residents to partici-

pate in -- or not, as they freely choose.  These 

activities are the production of residents who 

create them and maintain them.  Another mark 

of a continuing care community, such as Colling-

ton, is that residents come and go.  We have 

been saddened by the recent going, the loss, of 

three residents who were key to many Collington 

activities: Cynthia  Parker, Franklin Newhall  and 

Doyen Klein. The loss to the communal life of 

Collington is enormous.

    

 For some months now curious residents --  

or I should say residents with active curiosity --  

have noted the conical heaps of stones piled 

some five feet high on the north side of the 

apartment parking lot.  They range in size from 

rough pebbles to boulders.  

If they were sentient objects, one might 

hazard that the rocks were taking a good, long 

rest before getting down to work -- or perhaps 

being used by human agency -- a shrewd infer-

ence. Checking with Elmer Goldsmith, Colling-

ton’s staff member in charge of grounds, we 

learn that these rock piles are part of a program 

now underway to improve storm drainage on the 

campus -- a persistent problem since Colling-

ton’s very beginnings. 
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A Spring Message from the President of the Residents Association, 
John Evans

Yet I believe life at Collington is like the 

spring when plants, apparently lifeless, return in 

all their splendor of blossoms and foliage. I be-

lieve that many of us can and will pick up where 

Cynthia, Franklin and Doyen left off.  I believe 

that we will continue to create the wonderfully 

rich life that we share at Collington. I urge all of 

us to consider seriously what skills, experience 

and interests we can share. I especially urge us  

to say “yes” when we are asked to help on a 

committee or in an activity.  Spring means, after 

all, that life springs eternal.

Saving Trail from Swale
By Louis Dolbeare

Runoff from rain and snow has caused this 

reporter to slip and fall twice on muddy paths.   

Fortunately, no permanent damage has so far 

resulted. 

Now that the advent of spring has made it 

possible to begin work, Mr. Goldsmith describes 

how a bridge will be built to separate the trail  

from the swale.  Boulders will be laid down to 

slow the heaviest flows of water.  The smaller 

stones will be used where the flow is lighter.   

Drainage and gutter work are Mr. Gold-

smith’s top priorities, he says, and drainage 

comes first -- encouraging news.  So encourag-

ing that this reporter, barring Acts of God, is 

planning to try to walk outdoors on a path -- in 

mid-May, say --when he feels he may hit, at 

least, mid-stride.



       Rose Elliott! Clone that woman!  At least, 

have a look at the bulletin board Rose finagled 

and constructed for her neighbors.  

Our maintenance department supplied Rose 

with the board and Robert Farmer of Cottage 

4110 mounted it between two posts at the en-

trance to the cluster. It is out-of-doors and ac-

cessible to all.

But since it’s outside, Rose realized a cover 

would be needed. She measured the bulletin 

board, took the Collington shuttle to Lowe’s and 

ordered a piece of Plexiglass cut to size.  She 

bought two hinges with screws and came home 

on the bus with her outsized purchase.

Rose explains she is the daughter of a wood-

worker in whose shop she loved to hang out as 

a little girl. She is no stranger to tools.  She got 

out her screwdriver -- she has both Phillips and  

flatheads -- and attached the hinges to the Plexi-

glass panel, which she then attached to the bul-

letin board.  You can raise the Plexiglass to pin 

items to the board.

When a rain began to fall, Rose real-

ized some shelter was needed.  She took 

several flat, heavy foil pans, cut and 

shaped them into a little sheltering roof, 

painted it and installed it so that rain water 

runs off -- and not into -- the bulletin board.  

It is decorated at this writing with pictures 

of gaily-colored birds, a notice about our 

tax preparers, a reminder of the next clus-

ter meeting and other items of interest.

   Rose, we salute you!

•

Community Passover Seder
By Ardyce Asire

Some eighty Collingtonians and guests gath-

ered in the Auditorium to celebrate Passover at 

the annual Seder dinner in mid-April.

Once again, David Friedman from Bowie  

was our leader.  A trio made up of Doris Harris,  

Catherine Hudson and Carol Kempske led the 

singing with Carol also accompanying at the pi-

ano.

Michele Wells and her catering staff from Din-

ing Services provided the food for this festive oc-

casion.  Ria Hawkins and the members of her 

Flower Committee arranged handsome center-

pieces for each table.

This annual event is sponsored by the Inter-

faith Chapel Committee.  But it was Miriam 

Tepfer’s and Ruth Coale-Turner’s hard work in 

organizing the occasion that made the evening 

an outstanding success. 
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Rose Elliott and the Cluster 4100 Bulletin Board

        Rose Elliott in front of the bulletin board.
                         Photo by Elsie Seetoo



  Lillian Roy -- Painter

 Remember “Life Begins at Forty” -- Walter 

Pitkin’s book that gave us an enduring catch-

word 75 years ago?  Lillian Roy, who started 

painting in her sixties, would laugh at that. Lillian  

always wanted to paint, and when her two 

daughters had left home for college, she joined a  

group of artists in Annapolis, where she and her 

husband were living.

“I bought some cheap oil paints and 

brushes,” she says modestly, “and started.”   

There was no formal instruction at the Senior 

Center where the group met.  But a teacher 

would sit beside Lillian and show her how to 

paint foliage, for instance, until Lillian would say, 

“Hey. It’s MY picture,” and reclaim her brush.   

Her pictures in our corridor gallery testify to the 

enormous fun she has gotten from this hobby.

 Her oils brim with brightness and color, and 

the enjoyment of the simple things in life.  Not an 

artist to put on airs or push edges, Lillian doesn’t 

paint wilting watches or squiggles and swirls.  

You might say that her pictures are to contempo-

rary trends what comfort food is to nouvelle cui-

sine.

Her work is anchored in home and happiness 

and nature.  Her Annapolis landscapes were 

painted from photographs she made herself, to 

serve as guidelines. A great many of her pic-

tures hang in the homes of her family members, 

including two grandchildren. They are ever in 

demand.

Since arriving at Collington, Lillian has been 

assailed by health problems.  But she hopes one 

day soon to set up her easel in her den and get 

out her paints once again.

      

Indian Museum’s Doug Evelyn 
 By Sally Bucklee

In his April talk here, Doug Evelyn empha-

sized the tremendous importance the close col-

laboration of 400 Native American tribes played 

in the creation of the 

Smithsonian’s National 

Museum of the American 

Indian.   

For instance, the corn, 

sunflowers, beans and to-

bacco growing in its small  

garden were selected and 

planted by a Navajo eth-

nobotanist.  Other tribal 

representatives chose the 

8,000 objects on display 

and wrote the explanatory texts.

The building, itself, is the first new museum to 

go up on the National Mall in 17 years and it oc-

cupies the last available site.  The sinuous, 

sand-colored structure with a rushing stream 

curving around one side of the building, cost 

over $200 million to design and build. 

Mr. Evelyn illustrated his talk with slides ex-

plaining the complex mission of his museum:  to  

work in partnership with native people, address 

them as well as non-native audiences; to affirm 

and recognize contemporary as well as historical 

cultures and to serve, protect and perpetuate 

them.

A busload of Collingtonians recently paid a 

visit to the museum and left overflowing with en-

thusiasm.  All agreed it would be a wonderful 

place to bring grandchildren.
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This Little Hippie Went 
Ow! Ow! Ow!

By Gloria Ericson

The surgeon decided a hip replacement was 

in order, but before committing myself I con-

sulted the internet.  I learned there were choices:  

metal vs. ceramics, cement vs. no-cement, etc.  

I went back to the doctor armed with questions 

which I posed with some trepidation, however. 

Would he think I was unnecessarily grilling him?  

I needn’t have worried.  He positively beamed at 

me. “I love  these questions,” he said. “Because 

this work is my passion!”

Well, I was happy he loved his work, but 

passion? -- Passion to pound a big titanium 

spike into living bone tissue?  That seemed to 

put him in the same category with someone who  

had a passion for pulling the wings off flies, or 

furnishing rubber crutches to cripples -- Too 

harsh a judgment I realized immediately. After 

all, I was lucky to have a doctor who was so ac-

cessible.

So a date was set, but first I had to have a 

session with an “orientation” nurse.  She sat at a 

desk strewn with human bones.  With a start I 

noticed they didn’t seem to be plastic models, 

but the real thing. I thought of asking her half-

jokingly, if they were the bones of former pa-

tients, but decided against it.  Some things are 

best left murky.

She explained that when I came out of the 

anesthesia, on my left side I’d have a box with a 

button for me to push for pain medicine and on 

my right side I’d have a round container to catch 

any incision drainage.  On my feet would be 

booties which would give a pumping motion 

every few seconds (to stave off blood clots) and 

on my legs heavy support stockings with a simi-

lar function.  On my wrist would be the IV line 

ending in two openings -- one for the anesthesia 

and the other for whatever else they thought 

would be a good idea.  And, of course, there 

would be the not-to-be forgotten catheter.  I also 

learned that my doctor liked big thick bandages 

so I would find myself with a large cocoon-like 

mass clinging to my thigh.

And sure enough, when I came out of the an-

esthesia I did seem to have appliances sus-

pended from almost every orifice and pore of my 

body.  Had I been vertical and mobile instead of 

horizontal and immobile, I would have been jan-

gling like a one-man band.

To maintain the hip in a set position, my 

knees -- which had been on intimate terms for 

years -- must now have no contact with each 

other.  To insure that this edict was followed, a 

heavy foam cushion the size and shape of a 

Baby Grand was shoved up between my legs.  

This was uncomfortable in the extreme. If you 

can imagine an amalgamation of a chastity belt 

and a Western saddle, you might get an inkling 

of the discomfort this cushion caused. Surrepti-

tiously I’d try to ease it down to the bottom of the 

bed, but invariably a zealot of a nurse would 

whip off the covers, find my knees shamelessly 

fraternizing, and shove the cushion back. It was 

a game I could not win, but I kept trying.

However, that’s in the past. I’m back in my 

cottage now as recovery continues.  And I have 

plans for when the day of complete recovery ar-

rives: I’m going to go somewhere -- anywhere  -- 

just so I can go down to the airport and have  

some fun with the metal detectors.
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Rita Glauden, who celebrated five years’  

tenure at Collington on Valentine’s Day, left us 

on April 22 to take a job as Assistant to the Di-

rector at Sunrise Assisted Living in Columbia,  

MD.  While here, Rita kept the medical records  

up to date.  That meant 71 big, thick, heavy 

books in the Creighton Center and  292 in the 

Clinic, most of which had to be updated at least  

once a month.  That kept Rita walking several 

miles a day bac and forth between the Clinic,  

the Arbor and the four Health Center wings.  We 

wish her much professional success and per-

sonal happiness.

The April birthday party simply had to start 

with everybody singing “April Showers.”  But -- 

truly -- Carol Kempske, our pianist for all sea-

sons, couldn’t find the notes to the song and  

doesn’t play by ear.

 So up stepped Sarah Demetrowitz, who 

does, and performed flawlessly. Sarah says 

she’s rusty -- never touches the piano.  You 

could have fooled us.

The party progressed as we have come to 

expect when Carol and Catherine Hudson are in 

charge.  World games followed and plastic  

Easter eggs full of candies with a prize ticket   

entitling the winner to the floral centerpiece at 

each table.  Halfway through, dishes of orange 

sherbet were served.

In conclusion, the group sang a parody of  

“Favorite Things” which Julie Andrews had sung 

at an AARP event on her 69th birthday. One 

chorus:

“When the joints ache,

When the hips break

When the eyes grow dim,

 I simply remember the great life I’ve had

 And then I don’t feel so bad.”

 

Elizabeth Schaler, who wields a hefty cue at 

our pool table, is looking for other women to step 

up and learn the game.  Lessons are available 

Friday mornings at 10 o’clock with Bill Burleigh 

and Curtis Langford on hand to show you how to  

ease a ball into a pocket.  The pool room is left 

of the elevators on the third floor.

 If Flo Marion hadn’t perfected a technique for 

hanging large quilts in the Grand Stairway, we 

wouldn’t be enjoying this constantly-changing  

display of colorful handiwork.  The quilt now on 

display belongs to Dora Halton who says it’s 

about forty years old.  The Sunbonnet Sue quilt  

it replaced belong to Jane Becker whose mother 

made it for her when she was little.

James Collins of the Security staff was called 

on last month to dispose of a large turtle found 

sunning himself in front of Jim and Mary Potts’ 

cottage 5105.  While neighbor Mary Cross took 

pictures, James, a self-styled “country boy,” 

picked the critter up by its tail -- “the only way to 

handle a snapper,” and returned it to Collington  

Lake.
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Helen  Gordon’s Goings On



 

 There are definitely deer on campus.  Ria 

Hawkins saw three on her patio recently, one 

drinking from a little pond in her garden.  Re-

cently, three deer ran across the road opposite 

the Woodshop, barely missed by two cars going 

in opposite directions.  Brakes screeched and 

one deer grazed the front of one of the cars with 

no damage done.  But it was a very close call.  

 

Last month, during a spell when the display 

cases in the Clocktower Lobby were empty, we 

realized how much we enjoy having them filled 

with interesting things from our neighbors’ col-

lections.  And Elisabeth FitzHugh, who keeps 

the cases alive, never fails us.  Now she brings 

us John’s Leitch’s carved birds (see Collingto-

nian March, 2005).  John has carved everything  

from hummingbirds to swans.  They are all on 

display. Be sure to take a look. 

 

The staff of PC Seniors, which is housed in 

Cottage 4102, plans to hold an Open House on 

Friday, June 3 from 10 a.m. to 2 p.m.

PC Seniors gives computer lessons to older 

people who have, usually at their children’s urg-

ing, bought computers and found they need 

some help in getting started.  Classes at PC 

Seniors take you from the very first step right on 

up to processing and storing photographs you 

have made with your digital camera.  

 Last year’s open house was a huge suc-

cess.  Doris  Anderson, in charge of the pro-

gram, cordially invites everybody at Collington   

to drop by for a tour and refreshments.

Our Security Staff

You have already read about James Collins’ 

turtle errand and Lorenzo Jones’ duty as fireman 

(page 5) in addition to his job as head of Secu-

rity’s day shift.  And if you’ve concluded that our 

Security Staff has wide, ill-defined duties, you 

are right.  In a less spectacular vein, Kendall 

Brown, head of the night shift, sat in for Jennifer  

Foster a few years ago while she took five 

months’ leave of absence to give birth to her  

son.  Kendall took over the bookkeeping chores 

without missing a beat. 

A newcomer to the security staff is LeRoy 

Newsome whom many of us got to know when 

he was a driver.  However, health considerations 

took him out of the driver’s seat and put him be-

hind the desk.  

Yet another new member of the staff is Alan 

Martin who also works at Howard University as a 

computer analyst.  Alan says he loves working 

here because everybody is so friendly.

Anthony Rice, gentle and soft-spoken, is, sur-

prisingly, a retired District of Columbia police offi-

cer who often shares evening duty with Kendall.

Denina Trotman is frequently called from the 

Reception Desk to work at Security, joining Vern 

Rious, another longtime staff member who, like  

Denina, came to work here many years ago as a 

server in the dining room.

Denina’s brother, Michael Markham, shares 

the graveyard shift from midnight to 8 a.m. with 

Arthur Gilbert, called “Mister” Gilbert by his co-

workers because of his age and dignity.  Few of 

us ever see these night owls, but they are there, 

watching out for us.  Security is a day-in, day-

out, around-the-clock job. 
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At the Community Meeting on April 18, 

someone asked “What has become of our  

Clocktower chimes?”  They had been missing  

for months.  Lo and  behold, at 8 p.m. that eve-

ning we were serenaded by a selection of tunes 

from the long silent tower.  Whodunit?

•

Wouldn’t it be good to hear our National An-

them sung on key and without added flourishes 

at big events sometime?  After all, it was Key 

who wrote the words.

•

Word gets around.  Resident bird charmer  

Judith Shaw has a like-minded relative in Anna-

polis with a religious bent, who, noticing our  

problems with geese, suggests a bumper sticker 

that would say “Honk if you love geeses.”  Pre-

sumably, if the geese honk back it could be the 

beginning of a beautiful friendship!!!

•

Wasn’t it clever of the Vatican to name its  

Princes of the Church for the St. Louis baseball 

team?

•

Our enterprising Wordsmith-at-Large, Herb  

Gordon, not surprisingly has uncovered the saga 

of the Paris thief who almost got away with steal-

ing some valuable paintings from the Louvre but 

was caught when his Econoline ran out of petrol.  

His alibi: “Monsieur, I had no Monet to buy De-

gas to make the Van Gogh.”  Says Herb, “And 

you thought I lacked De Gaulle to tell such a 

story.”  Well,  no.

If you intend to live forever, so far, so good.

•

We have been advised that a chicken cross-

ing the road is poultry in motion.

•

Memorable Mots

“Let the punishment fit the crime.”

“One if by land, two if by sea.”

“Shoot, if you must, this                 .”

“I would rather be in Philadelphia.”

“Here we go gathering                    .”

•

The Passing Scene

Many fond goodbyes for Kay Haw, our short-

named, short-timed coordinator of nursing . . .   

Mobile dental service van maneuvering for satis-

factory parking space near the Clocktower . . .  

You could set your sundial by Bob McCarthy’s 

daily hikes to fetch his meals home . . .  They are 

not zoo-trained, but our fearless staff now has 

returned the four-faced lion fountain to its warm 

weather duties in the courtyard . . .   Diminutive 

but big-voiced singer and activities coordinator 

Courtney Murray organizing semi-mobile resi-

dents’ attendance at Auditorium events.

•

If  God had wanted me to touch my toes, he 

would have put them on my knees or higher up.

•

Funny, I don’t remember being absent-

minded.

•

Also .  . .
                    By  Layne  Beaty
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