
  

Our cherished long-somnolent tower clock 

got back in stride just in time to make the annual 

autumn switch from daylight saving to standard.  

Now that we have already squandered that extra 

hour of sleep, so much touted, we can ponder, 

again, how it happened to get that way.  But, 

wait, it’s an old story, involving some opposition 

regarding milking cows on schedule, we seem to 

recall.  Don’t upset Bossy.  

• 
Navel observatory:  Just about everywhere 

now, thanks to current dress fads.

•
Judith Shaw, a scientist with broad percep-

tions, warns that if any readers of the weekly 

Courier find themselves allergic to ink, the diag-

nosis might be a case of “Courier and hives.”

•
The Passing Scene:  Fran Dutton on her 

nightly hike around the cottages, and loving it.  

You could set your watch. . .  Barbara Hall, a full 

block away down the corridor, effectively sum-

moning her Trudi who had gone exploring in the 

dining room, strictly a no-no. . .  Connie Grisard 

counting ears on the bus to and from the P.G. 

Philharmonic concert and rounding up laggards 

for the ride home.  Also helping with film screen-

ings, the Collington Singers, etc. How many 

freebie jobs does Connie have, anyway?. .  In-

terim exec-dir. David Zwald personally returning 

electric fans borrowed from residents for folks in 

the Arbor etc. left with only partial power after 

Isabel. . .  Bob McCarthy happily exercising his 

frisky hearing ear pooch, Tavi, on daily round, 

hearing sounds. . .  Judy Reilly, cheerily loading 

and driving) a bus full of our mostly house-bound 

seafood hankerers to a favorite crabbery.

•
We know of no plainer spoken resident than 

Karl Wirth, perhaps best known for his handiwork 

in the woodshop.  It is fitting, then, that he has 

passed along the exchanges between some sci-

entists and a plumber seeking to justify his use 

of hydrochloric acid to clean our drainage pipes.   

His inquiry to the National Bureau of Standards 

brought this reply:  “The efficacy of hydrochloric 

acid is indisputable, but the corrosive residue is 

incompatible with metallic permanence.”  

Pleased, the plumber wrote back thanking the 

Bureau for “agreeing” with him.  This, of course, 

led to more exchanges by mail but not to the 

plumber’s understanding, until a top scientist 

(probably an ex-good ol’ boy) stepped in and 

wrote to the plumber, to wit:  “Don’t use hydro-

chloric acid. It eats Hell out of the pipes.”

•
Memorable Mots

You ain’t seen nuthin’ yet.

And thereby hangs a tale.

Ain’t nobody here but us chickens.

. . . any color you want, as long as it’s black.

Wait just a sec.  Okay?

•
Computerspeak, a la special agent Herb 

Gordon:  “Mouse potato,”  the on-line version of 

“couch potato.”  “OhNosecond”: The minuscule 

fraction of time before you realize that you have 

pushed the “send” button by mistake.  Oh, the 

agony.

Also .  . .
           By  Layne Beaty

Who around here does not know John F. 

Evans, or at the very least, know of his role in 

the early history of this place called Collington? 

(See The Collingtonian, April 2003). 

Now, as he assumes his new role as presi-

dent of its Residents Association, he says his 

main concern is for the  

Association to serve as a 

channel of communica-

tion among residents, 

management and board.  

“To this end,” he says, “I 

plan to visit with as many 

clusters as time will per-

mit, to foster forums for 

the discussion of subjects 

of interest to residents 

and to continue the Mon-

day morning open house 

at the R/A office.”  He 

continues:  “on the other end I have scheduled 

regular meetings with the Executive Director and 

arranged for direct communication with the 

President of the Board.  The theme of my term 

will be openness and communication.”

John Evans is hard to miss. Since May, 

2002, when he and Mary R. (Ricky) moved in, 

John has become his cluster Representative, is 

involved with the Collington Singers, the Inter-

faith Chapel Committee, the autobiographical 

writing class and Tai Chi.  He plays the recorder 

occasionally, and is “official walker” for a dapper 

Tibetan terrier, Tibi.  Thank goodness for the Tai 

Chi  -- it helps you keep your balance!

    It will be of interest to 

people who came to the 

Episcopal church as 

adults to know that the 

priest who was ordained  

in 1963, and who became 

Acting Executive Officer of 

the Episcopal Diocese of 

Washington as well as As-

sistant to the Bishop of 

Washington for Social 

Ministries and Ministry for 

the Aging, had no inten-

tion of becoming a minis-

ter when he began his career.  Still, there was a 

family religious tradition.  John Evans’s  father, a 

graduate of Yale Divinity School, was the minis-

ter of the Disciples of Christ Christian Church in 

Salem Ohio.  John went to Oberlin (there is quite 

an Oberlin alumni group at Collington) as a his-

tory major:  “a split personality,” he says, “in gov-

ernment and international relations.” 
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John Evans  --  An Old Friend in a New Suit
By Faith Jackson

John Evans, President, Residents Association



     There he met Ricky, a music major, and 

there, too, he was recruited by the Army Signal 

Corps in World War II and trained in cryptology.

   “The army taught me Japanese,” he says.  In 

1947, with many other veterans, he went to Har-

vard.  “We were known as Late-Bloomers be-

cause the G.I. Bill made it possible for a man to 

change career direction, or intensify his skills.” 

     It was as revolutionary a movement as the 

Peace Corps, and made American campuses 

very stimulating.  For John it was intensive study 

in Russian history.

    In 1952, John was going to be called up for 

the Korean war.  A friend from recruitment days, 

said, ˜John, having served your country in the 

army once, wouldn't you rather serve this time in 

the CIA?”  He did so until 1959, when he left for  

Virginia Theological Seminary and graduated 

with honors in 1962. 

    John gives his wife Ricky credit for getting him 

back to church.  She felt the need to take their 

daughters to services in Falls Church where 

they were living.  (One daughter is now teaching 

sociology at the University of Nottingham, Eng-

land.  A second daughter lives in California.)  

Gradually, John joined them at services.  “You 

get to thinking about things,”  he says, in his 

pleasant, understated way. 

When he left the CIA an old friend told him, 

“You are changing your Chief of Station, John, 

for a new Chief of Station: God.”

    Of the many churches where John Evans was 

assistant or rector, which include St. John’s La-

fayette Square, Trinity in Arlington, Ascension in 

Silver Spring, before he fetched up at Church 

House with Bishop Walker, I like to think of him 

as interim preacher at St. Mary’s, tucked behind 

and between tall buildings at George Washing-

ton University.  An almost secret church, with a 

small serene garden, a delight to discover, 

where you can sit on a bench and tune out the 

city and life’s multifarious nonsense.

    With his extensive service for the aging and 

interfaith activities, we are privileged and de-

lighted to have this likable man and his talented 

wife with us. 

We asked him when he would set down his 

own chronicle of the son of the the tobacco 

farmer who left so much land and money and of 

Bishop Walker’s initial reluctance to develop 

Collington after the expensive debacle of Seton 

Belt Village. Only John Evans can tell this story 

well. We hope that he is thinking about it, as he 

goes about writing his own memoir.

Evans and Henry photos by Elsie Seetoo
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Know Your Neighbor
By Catherine Hudson

   The next time you find yourself complaining 

about how small your apartment or cottage is, 

think about having to live in a 10-by-14-foot 

room with a board attached to a wall.  The board 

serves as your bed.  There is no other furniture.  

In a corner of the room a communal tin can is 

placed for the calls of nature.  A single bulb 

hangs from the ceiling and provides the only 

light.  There is no water supply in your room.  

Each day the only food you are given con-

sists of watery cabbage soup, in addition to 

course grain which is steamed and molded 

around your thumb.  You undergo daily indoctri-

nation conducted by prison guards.

 You do not live alone.  Six other people are 

your companions and share your living space.  

All seven of you are prisoners.  Surroundings 

such as those would likely be intolerable for any 

human being for one day.  You will be confined 

to this existence for a little more than four years 

before being released.

The scenario given above describes what 

Harriet Mills, now a resident at Collington, en-

dured as a prisoner in a Chinese jail in the early 

1950s -- a time when the United States was en-

gaged in the Korean War. 

Her recent talk brought us an understanding 

of the hardships she encountered.  Coming from 

a well-traveled family, Dr. Mills was born in Ja-

pan.  At age 31 she was a graduate student 

working on her doctoral dissertation in China 

when, in July of 1951, she was arrested and im-

prisoned by the Chinese Communists.  Her fam-

ily was, at that time, living in the United States.

Dr. Mills’ lecture served to give insight into 

human behavior under deep and prolonged 

stress.  Confined in a Chinese Counter-Revolu-

tionary prison, the inmates rose at 6:30 AM to 

the first ‘study period’ of the day, followed by 

breakfast.  Three additional ‘study periods’ were 

held throughout each day.  A ‘study period’ in  

the Chinese prison system was designed to re-

shape one’s mind; to teach one how to ‘repent’ 

and ‘learn your business’.  Interrogations were 

ruthless.  The prisoner sat in a chair under a light 

bulb and had to undergo four interrogations each 

day.  The point of everything was that inmates 

were wrong.  All punishment was cyclical.  That 

is, if it didn’t work the first time, you went through 

it again and again -- day after day, month after 

month, year after year.   

Dr. Mills described the terror of these meet-

ings as “awful.”  Captors constantly ‘reminded’ 

prisoners that “...the only way out is to study, 

learn, and confess.”

 After four years of imprisonment, Dr. Mills re-

ceived a letter which was the Chinese translation 

of an English legal document, and concerned the 

British protectorate of American prisoners.  She 

was subsequently summoned to another interro-

gation in prison and then taken to court, where 

she was sentenced to ten years and immediate 

deportation.  For the first time since her arrest 

and confinement four years earlier, Dr. Mills was 

allowed outside the prison walls.  A Chinese es-

cort accompanied her to the border, where she 

was met and welcomed back home in Hong 

Kong by American consul Robert Aylward,   

coincidentally a Collington resident until his  

death last year.
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Hurrah for Turkey Day!
By Gloria Ericson

The media love to scare us.  They home in 

on one topic and – like a dog with a stuffed toy – 

maul it to death.  One year it was shark attacks.  

This year it’s obesity.  The pundits assure us in 

their most severe tones that not only are we  fat, 

but our children are fat, our dog is fat, our gerbil 

is fat – and probably our fruit flies are fat.  

(Although with fruit flies it’s hard to tell).

 Before, we only had Richard Simmons nat-

tering at us (Jane Fonda having long ago given 

up).  But now every magazine, radio station and 

TV channel is after us.  Undoubtedly the scold-

ing is deserved but it’s wonderful to think that 

Thanksgiving is coming to temporarily let us off 

the hook.  I mean, it’s the one holiday that 

makes no pretense of being anything but what it 

is:  pig-out day!  Oh sure, you may sit at the ta-

ble and make stabs at enumerating the things 

for which you are thankful, but once that little for-

mality is over, it’s dig in and don’t stop until you 

fall senseless into the dish of after-dinner mints.

Of course, the woman’s magazines have 

tried to spoil things by running articles on how to 

have a low-cal Thanksgiving.  But you can tell 

their hearts aren’t in it, because on the next 

page you are confronted with a full-color spread 

of a holiday feast that would make the Roman 

emperors cry uncle.

And after all, how can you decalorize 

Thanksgiving and still have it be Thanksgiving?  

You can’t.

 

I mean, first you’d have to remove all that delec-

table turkey skin (too much fat) and opt for the 

dry white meat instead of the juicy dark.  Then 

you’d have to throw out the yams (too much 

starch).  Follow that with the cranberry sauce 

(too much sugar), and of course forget the 

chestnut-sausage stuffing (too much of every-

thing).  And needless to say, the “fripperies” 

must go:  that lovely bottle of sparkling white 

wine (empty calories), and those aromatic holi-

day pies, which are beyond the pale completely.  

That should leave you with a dish of peas and 

carrots (hold the butter) for your Thanksgiving 

dinner.

 See what I mean?  It can’t be done.  So on 

that special Thursday it’s praise the Lord and 

pass the gravy – and a pox on those pundits.  

Bon Appetite! 

•

A New Kind of  “First”

“Firsts” are hard to come by at our age.  We 

have already known our first kiss, bought our first 

car, owned our first home, greeted our firstborn.  

There’s not much left.  But hold on one moment.

   Mary Ann Pellerin and Ardyce Asire re-

cently celebrated a multi-digit first.  Mary Ann no-

ticed her car’s odometer was edging toward 

99,999 and thought it might be fun to record the 

moment when it rolled over to 100,000.  Ardyce, 

equipped with a camera, sat in the back, focused 

on the odometer, and Mary Ann drove.  The in-

stant when the magic number came up is now 

captured -- digitally. 

      Act 2:  200,000 miles.                        F.K.
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Ring in the New
By Sally Bucklee

The Clocktower bell is tintinnabulating again! 

That welcome sound that “so musically wells 

from the bells, bells, bells...” as Edgar Allen Poe 

put it, heralds the beginning of the beginning of 

the end of construction! 

Retiree Judy Mutty has been focused on get-

ting Collington’s hallmark chimes back in opera-

tion for months but many others are also count-

ing down the days (not months!) until Collington 

belongs to its residents again. At the foot of the 

Grand Staircase, two familiar pieces are back in 

place -- the copy of a renaissance painting of the 

Madonna and the chest of drawers.  The hand-

some Empire–style sofa, newly reupholstered, is 

flanked by two chairs. 

At the top of the staircase, on the third floor, 

the spacious Arts and Crafts area is almost com-

plete with plenty of display windows to show off 

residents’ creations. 

But precisely when residents can make 

themselves at home in the new areas depends 

on the Certificate of Occupancy.  And that de-

pends upon final inspections by the County fire 

marshal and building inspector, who, we have 

heard, took off on a two-week vacation. 

The spacious and handsome library is all set 

up but remains off-limits until the occupancy per-

mit arrives.  Stan Sokolove, who’s in charge of 

the countdown, says Health Department ap-

proval is also necessary for the third and fourth 

floors of the Health Center’s West Wing. 

As of October 21, the schedule looked like 

the following, but residents will receive notice of  

each change as it is about to occur:

Early November (depending on inspectors’ 

vacations): 

1.  The Auditorium will be fully functional and 

awesome. 

 2.  The Clocktower entrance will once again 

become a principal entrance to Collington and 

residents’ new mail boxes are in place in that 

area. 

  3.  The “A” Bridge (the one currently used to 

reach the Ivy Room) will close temporarily and 

the “B” Bridge will open.  It connects D Building 

with the Clocktower and dining room. At that 

time, the current Mail Room will close down and 

that whole area will be refurbished. 

The exterior, stretching from the Dining Room 

to the lake, will be landscaped. 

  4.  Trailers near the 4000 parking area will 

be removed to another location not so notice-

able. Though eyesores, they contain fixtures and 

other materials purchased earlier for the South 

Wing and are being kept for future use.

In December 1988, Collington consisted of 

300 independent living units --120 apartments 

and 180 cottages, and by the end of that year, 

172 were occupied with 228 residents. 

Fifteen years later the community has 367 

units---159 apartments and 208 cottages. When 

all are occupied, the community will number 

about 550 residents (estimating 1.5 persons per 

unit). 

But who is “keeping time, time, time in a sort 

of runic rhyme...” as we settle down to a quiet life 

with no construction? 

(And yes, we know.  The sound from the 

Clocktower is more chime than bell.  We plead 

poetic license.)    
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A New Era Looms
By Edward Behr

Collington is preparing to enter a new era in 

providing services to its residents.  Our Board 

has negotiated a contract with Life Care Serv-

ices, or LCS, to take over that all-important mis-

sion.  

LCS already manages some 80 life care 

communities in 29 states, most not-for-profit and   

similar to Collington.  One of the life care com-

munities served is nearby Ginger Cove in Anna-

polis. 

 In each case the community board is in the 

top position, in control, with LCS agreeing to 

manage.  A Director of Operations Management 

runs the show, with an executive director re-

sponsible for day-to-day details.

Backers of the LCS plan make a strong case. 

They note that Collington’s interim executive di-

rector, David Zwald, formerly worked for LCS 

and that he and Joe Brucella, now the LCS re-

gional manager and the contact between LCS 

and Collington, were colleagues for many years. 

The advocates also say LCS would be “a perfect 

fit” for Collington in terms of clients and services.  

They cite the skill of management, the quality of 

care, a nonprofit tradition, the company’s pres-

ence in Maryland and its low employee turnover. 

(LCS is employee-owned.)

The backers also point to the company’s his-

tory.  Its predecessor was established as long 

ago as 1961. In the ensuing 20 years it devel-

oped or built 31 new retirement communities, 

and other companies began hiring LCS to man-

age their properties.  Now no fewer than 22,000 

residents live in LCS-managed communities. Of 

these 31 were developed by the company and 

53 by others.  

•
   Ardyce Asire, Poster Girl

  If, while watching television, you happened 

to see a commercial and said, “Hey, that looks 

just like Ardyce Asire,” you were on the money.     

And a story goes with it:
In 2000, Ardyce had a knee replacement.  

Her surgeon was Dr. Uchenna R. Nwaneri from 
Nigeria.  In the picture above he is showing 
Ardyce what the knee joint prosthesis looks like 
and how it works. 

 Ardyce is bound to turn up in any publicity for 
Dr. Nwaneri, who practices with the Spine and 
Joint Center of the Bowie Health Campus.  Fold-
ers describing its services contain her picture.  
Sometimes Ardyce appears on a Nu-Step ma-
chine doing post-op therapy, sometimes in other 
guises.  She pops up here and there in a 
monster-size desk blotter Dr. Nwaneri gives to 
fellow professionals.  And she is centerfold in an 
educational book he gives patients who come to 
him for a knee replacement.

Ardyce, with amused detachment, says, “I 
have unwittingly become Dr. Nwaneri’s Poster 
Girl.”                                                           F.K.
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A Fat Year 
for the Fun-da-Thon

In spite of its best efforts, Hurricane Isabel 

failed to put a damper on our 15th Anniversary 

Fun-da-Thon. 

 The FUND half of the Fun-da-thon wildly 

exceeded the $15,000 goal Chairman Art Longa-

cre had set for this 15th Anniversary year, net-

ting over $18,000, thanks in part to five $1,000 

checks.  These came from Patricia and David 

Zwald, our “interim” and his wife, from Connie 

Grisard and Warren Unna, both residents, from 

a resident’s daughter, Mary Kolarek Frank and 

from a resident who wants anonymity.  That’s 

$5,000 right there!

 The Check Book Reach -- an activity that 

finds favor with those who don’t want to spell 

hard words, attend dog shows, or tour their 

neighbors’ homes -- brought in five checks for 

$500 and 17 more over $150.  What a fine 

example this sets for future generous, albeit 

sedentary contributors.    

 Those who dug deep into their pockets 

and came up with $500 contributions were 

Virginia and Charlotte Gray, Ruth Glennan, 

Helen and Herbert Gordon, Judith Shaw and 

Frances Kolarek.

 Residents contributing over $150 but under 

$500 were Dorothy Brickhouse, Sally Bucklee, 

Fran and Bud Dutton, Suzanne and Ainslee Em-

bree, Mary Evans, Ria and Ted Hawkins, Marion 

Henry, Sheila Hollies, Art Longacre, Libby 

McCabe, Franklin Newhall, Margo Rund, Jean 

and Walter Sharp and Jack and Eva Yale.    
And a very special thank you goes to staff 

members Judy Reilly, Karen Cheney and Pat 

Gordon, our new Chief Financial Officer, whose 

generous contributions are deeply appreciated. 

 To those anonymous contributors who 

shelled out cash for house tour tickets, contrib-

uted at events or bought chances -- we thank 

each and every one.  

 The Fellowship Funds and the Residents 

Association Endowment Fund will divide any 

moneys not specifically designated by the do-

nors on a 50-50 basis.

While the IRA doesn’t recognize or allow 

credit for time dedicated, the Foundation 

does.  Thanks to Isabel’s arrival on Thursday 

Spelling Bees and Croquet matches were re-

scheduled and rushed.  The final celebratory 

session was held under a single light with 

flashlights much in evidence.  To Faith Jack-

son who proved to be a master coper, as well 

as an inspired conductor of the spelling bee, a 

special word of thanks.

To those who spent time at the table in 

the Ivy Room selling tickets, to Ruth Coale-

Turner who did her annual turn as Mistress of 

the Basket of Cheer, and everybody else who 

helped organize events, you made a signifi-

cant contribution.

Our Marketing Team has caught  the 

Collington spirit and integrated itself into our 

activities, hosting the kick-off party.  It was 

truly a kick.

Art Longacre, after a sneak preview of the 

new message boxes, was heard to remark:  

“It’s not gonna be easy to leave a couple of

tomatoes in one of those.”
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(Croquet -- continued from page 7)

We can learn a lot from them.  Ginger Cove, you 

see, is on the tournament circuit, sometimes two 

in one week, going farther and farther afield. 

They beat the dickens out of other teams, too, 

which makes us feel better. And they finish off 

by giving us a superb lunch.

Next week they are coming to look over our 

court and make plans for a rematch on our turf.  

Our Imperial Wicket, Bob Browning, will pump us 

up with firm resolve and we will face the charge, 

as ready as we’ll ever get.  As one of our num-

ber said recently,  Isn’t Croquet supposed to be 

a fun game?  Yes.  It is.

•

“Gardening -- 
           Instrument of Grace.”
                                                -- May Sarton

By Faith Jackson

 There is nothing sweeter for two friends 

who are gardeners, or two gardeners who are 

friends, than to meet on a fall midday, to dig up 

and exchange plants and then sit on a terrace to 

eat delicious homemade soup and bread, and  

talk, mostly, about gardens. The terrace, or patio 

if you prefer, belongs to Evamaria Hawkins and 

her husband Ted.  Behind the 5000 houses, you 

can sit and look out over what I would like to 

name the Long Meadow, bordered by tall de-

ciduous trees that bound Collington property.

Ria, as we call her hereabouts, is far more 

than a gardener (gardeners usually are, to show 

my bias!).  Mother of three and grandmother to 

seven, she has traveled the world with her hus-

band, whom she met when he tutored her in eco-

nomics at the University of Hull, in northern Eng-

land. Their house here is full of light and fur-

nished with simple elegance with sculpture and 

artifacts from their travels.  

This quiet simplicity speaks of her back-

ground.  German-born and English-raised, she 

was exposed to Quakerism early. Since she 

came here three and a half years ago she has 

finished a book on James Taylor, a founding 

member of the movement in England  --  

preacher, minister, author of many essays and/or 

sermons.  Ria has used one of his titles for her 

book, which Taylor in turn borrowed from Isaiah:  

“Milk For Babies and Meat for Strong Men.” 

Since the wives of foreign diplomats are not 

permitted to work here, Ria turned to volunteer 

activities when Ted held a post with the World 

Bank.  She focused on tutoring in adult literacy 

and outreach programs.  At Collington, she con-

tinues these activities, is secretary of the Flower 

Committee, and works in her garden.

 Ria and Ted spend long summers in Eng-

land. While they are away, their son, a land-

scape architect, watches over their Collington 

house and brings great plants. But, Ria wants 

you to know, that while he may help with plans, it 

is she who has done every stroke of her back 

garden which fills me with envy:  a small, flagged 

terrace, a diminutive round pond, tall grasses, 

mums, coleus, white phlox, and more. 

We sit in the sun and talk of all these matters. 

Then I pick up my gifts of thyme and sedums for 

my new path, and leave her to plant my lavender 

and tarragon.  The best possible end of an 

autumn day.
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Marion Henry Solves a Mystery
By Frances Kolarek

Marion Henry’s recent arrival at Collington 

has shed light on a mystery that has gone unan-

swered over the years:

Why does our Health Center carry the name 

of Bishop William F. Creighton, when Bishop 

John T. Walker’s role in our early history has 

held the spotlight?  Although we know it was 

Walker who insisted that Collington name its 

health center for Creighton, whom he had suc-

ceeded as Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of 

Washington, we have never understood why.

Marion, who was appointed by Bishop  

Walker to serve on Collington’s original Board of 

Directors, has shed much light on the history of 

Diocesan involvement in the evolution of health 

care as we know it today.  She had amassed 

enormous experience in the area and tells the 

story.  It is full of twists and turns.  And as a 

long-time president of the Board of Governors of 

the Episcopal Church Home, an early and primi-

tive precursor of Collington, she is uniquely 

qualified to tell it.

The Episcopal Church Home Board had gov-

ernance over Sevier House, a Georgetown man-

sion the Diocese had inherited as a home for the 

elderly.  It housed some fifty people, but lacked 

any health care facilities.  If a resident fell ill, 

nearby nursing homes were called on to offer 

care, a far from ideal situation.  

The grounds surrounding Sevier House pro-

vided ample space to build a nursing home wing, 

but neighbors protested, and zoning was denied.  

Meanwhile, more stringent regulations governing 

health care at homes for the aging in the District 

of Columbia made continued use of Sevier 

House no longer tenable since it could not con-

form. 

 Marion, as president of the governing board 

of a house covered by a will specifically stipulat-

ing its use as a home for the elderly, was be-

tween a rock and a hard place.  Throughout the 

events that followed, the Board enjoyed the ac-

tive participation and support of Bishop Creigh-

ton.  It instituted a cy pres action (cy pres is a 

Latin term meaning “as near as possible” and the 

action gives heirs some latitude in interpreting 

the wishes of the deceased) by means of which 

Sevier House was sold.

And Creighton continued to stand solidly be-

hind the group that struggled to find a venue 

which could provide housing for the elderly, be 

centrally located and conform to regulations gov-

erning health care for its occupants.  It was a 

frustrating, obstacle-strewn path, but in the end 

efforts bore fruit in the form of a number of facili-

ties now existing throughout the Diocese.  And 

the old Board responsible for Sevier House has 

over the years evolved into Episcopal Senior 

Ministries which administers them.

It was with this experience in her pocket that 

Marion took her place on Collington’s original 

Board, charged with establishing a “life care 

community” -- a new concept, little understood in 

this area.  And it helps us understand Bishop 

Walker’s insistence that Bishop Creighton’s role 

in the evolution of health care for the elderly be 

remembered at Collington.  

To close a circle, we must note the fact that  

Bishop Creighton’s widow, Marie Louise, is today 

a resident in Collington’s health center. 
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Marion Henry

We turn now to Marion, a North Carolinian 

and a graduate of Duke University.

She was working as a bacteriologist in Dur-

ham when she met her future husband during a 

visit to Boston.  He was a Canadian and a 

graduate student at the Massachusetts Institute 

of Technology.  When Marion returned home, 

letters flew back and forth between his home in 

Toronto and hers in Durham, visits followed, and 

in 1949 she and James Henry -- always called 

Jim -- were married and made their home in 

Washington, D.C. where he was pursuing his ca-

reer as a physicist. 

 Marion, a cradle Episcopalian devoted to her 

Church, became a member of All Saints Church 

on Chevy Chase Circle, joined the Board of the 

Episcopal Church Home and soon became its 

president.  The rest is history. 

 

Church work, however, did not consume all 

her time.  She was a member of the Junior 

League.  And as the effort to include women as 

members of the clergy took shape, she joined 

that movement, as well.

Before her move to Collington, Marion and 

her late husband had been living in St. Mary’s 

County, Maryland.

•

Brian Bucklee
 Honored Posthumously

The late Brian Bucklee was recently honored 

by the Episcopal Church with the Joseph Award.   

This award, presented to his widow, Sally Buck-

lee, was given “in the spirit of Mary’s spouse, to 

a man who has been a faithful companion to 

women on [their] journey in faith...who defied 

conventional wisdom and cultural standards in 

order to confront prejudice and obey the spirit of 

the God...”

•

 Veterans Day
    
    Lest we forget those among us who served 

during World War II,  many of their stories were 

brought together by Kay Swift and can be found 

in a binder in the Library -- which as we go to 

press is in transition. 

    Especially gripping is the contribution of the 

late Bowdoin Craighill.  It is worth looking up.

     Let us remember, too, those who serve today.

     

Marion Henry
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Once More Into the Fray . . .
By Faith Jackson

I hope it is not going to become a tradition: 

Collington Croquet Team goes to Ginger Cove, 

Annapolis, for its annual shellacking. You recall 

that in June 2002 we betook ourselves thither for 

a disastrous match in 

97- degree heat.  

This year on October 

9 the weather was 

perfect, the situation 

not, and the results 

depressing.  We lost.   

Again, but this time, 

not without some 

sotto voce mutters 

on our part.  Winning 

or losing was not the 

issue; them’s the breaks.  On the home field we 

-- Ann Port, Penny Vickery, Peter Henle, Jack 

Yale, Art Longacre and I -- are good players.  It 

was the lack of a chance to practice on their turf 

before the playoff which bothered a few of us, 

and some of the rules and regs, with which we 

were not familiar.  

My friend Ellan Reynes, Ginger Cove Impe-

rial Wicket, gave me a charming article about 

croquet, a game said to have originated in 

France in the 14th century, known as paille 

maille.  Well, you can imagine how much this 

genteel activity has changed in 600 years.  

Along the line everybody must have made it up 

as they saw fit.  Ellan and I discussed some of 

the differences in our mallets, and rules, many of 

which she thinks stem from local practice over 

time, and I agree. 

But the real kicker that left us open mouthed 

and dumbfounded was this never-seen-before 

ploy. Listen up.  When Collington wishes to hit 

and send a ball far away, the foot (unsteady, at 

our age) is put on the rolling round ball, and 

whacked with the mallet, praying not to hit the 

foot.  Ginger Cove follows this method, too, I’m 

told, but the favored 

action, repeated of-

ten that morning, was 

to go down on one 

knee, like a proposal 

of marriage, then 

place one’s ball 

against that of your 

opponent, and then 

put your hand -- 

hand, not foot -- on it 

firmly, and hit it hard 

from this more secure position.  An effective and 

lethal move to get game.  So, if you begin to see 

people kneeling around this campus, muttering 

and flailing mallets, you will know that intense 

training in a new “local specialty” is going on. 

Once we get the hang of it, we, too, will be a 

force.

 But we have a long way to go to achieve the 

solid partnership of their teams.  Watching them 

move in tandem around the court, talking quietly 

to each other:  “Should I... ?   Will this be 

good...?   What shall I do ...?,” hitting each other 

through wickets, hitting again, taking turns in a 

remarkable process, leaves their challengers 

waiting and wondering if both teams are in the 

same game.  Something else for us to practice. 

(Continued on page 8)

 (L to R) Es Miller and Blosom Holland of Ginger Cove 
defeated Art Longacre and Ann Port of Collington
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