
                            

Now that the general election hoopla is over, 
the cheers subsided a bit and the tears more or 
less dried, we can think about more ordinary 
things like terrorism and Iraq again.

•

The ability of our top staff and many dining 
servers to address residents by our names 
continues to amaze.  However they manage to 
do it, we like it.  Sadly, we aren’t that good at 
returning the compliment.

•

Dewitt Patterson has set us a real-life 
example of performing a civic duty.  On election 
day we found him helping out at the nearby poll.

•

If you can remember when Walter Ristow’s 
son on the west coast gave his dad a surprise 
birthday gift of a live performance by a local belly 
dancer in our dining room one fine dinner time of 
yore, either you enjoy a good memory or a 
penchant for recalling such entertaining 
highlights. Either way, congratulations.

•

We have it on impeccable authority that 
Ainslee Embree reads a poem each evening 
before retiring.   A sedative?  Well, maybe.

•

TENNIS, ANYONE?  Those two pristine 
courts have looked neglected for many months 

now.  But just wait until a more athletic group 
moves into the “Village” across the driveway.  
Maybe it takes a village to raise a foursome.

•

Nostalgia ain’t what it used to be.
•

Franklin Newhall’s offerings of Monday 
evening films have an appeal to all tastes, or just 
about.  How’s this range:  grand opera to the 
Marx Brothers?

•

It occurs to us that Bob Willing, notable for 
his support of cultural activities and other good 
works, would have made a worthy member of 
the British peerage.  “Lord Willing” has a nice 
ring to it, don’t you think?

•

We welcome Clem and Catherine Welsh 
home after an absence of several months.  Clem 
has written some very funny stuff for us in the 
past.  “The reptiles took to the trees and became 
birds” as we remember from one explanation of 
natural history.

•

MEMORABLE  MOTS

“What this country needs is a good five-cent 
cigar.”

“You'll wonder where the yellow went.”
“Oh . . . that you, Myrt?”
“I’ll mow you down.”
“No hard hat means no work.”
Even heroes can become bores.

•

OVERHEARD:   “I think the story of the 
Pilgrims’ being so thankful for the available wild 
turkeys is stretching things a bit.  Surely, they 
would have preferred roast beef?”   Maybe, but 
“stiff upper lip,” you know.

Also .  .  .
           By  Layne Beaty

 

                  

Strike up the band!  Let bells ring!  Let the 

crowds wave!

Elizabeth Van Meter Hutchinson of Win-

chester, Clark County, Kentucky, is going to be 

100 years old come January 4, 2003.  Think of 

the history that has passed on her 

watch: the automobile, the plane, war 

and peace, e=mc2, the Bomb, the 

moon landing.  Popular songs, from  

"Mary Took the Calves to the Dairy 

Show," (1909, honest), to IceT and 

hip hop.  The golden days of Isadora, 

Pavlova, Balanchine.  Salk vaccine, 

penicillin, the Pill.  During the year 

Elizabeth was born, Henry Ford 

organized his company and Judge 

Himes won the Kentucky Derby,

12-1.  What an auspicious beginning!

Elizabeth was delivered by Dr. Samuel Willis, 

her maternal grandfather, who, she was proud to 

say, went to Pennsylvania in a flat boat on the 

Ohio River to study at the Jefferson School of 

Medicine in Philadelphia.  

The youngest of five children, Elizabeth says 

her mother, who raised four children back in the 

1800s, “never fully understood me.”  

Her father, a “gentleman farmer,” owned land 

in central Kentucky, and “top farm land in the

County,” where he grew hemp.  When 

competition ruined the hemp market, he raised 

beef cattle.  He moved the family to Lexington for 

the education of his children. There the family 

spent winters in rented quarters and summers at 

Maple Grove in their “nice friendly 

Victorian house.”   

Elizabeth was not a reader but 

loved everything outdoors; hockey, 

basketball and soccer in school, and 

she could not “remember when she 

was not on a horse.”  She went to Pine 

Manor junior college for two years, 

after which, Elizabeth explains, “young 

women of her day were expected to 

marry, or teach or paint china." 

Instead, Elizabeth and her first cousin 

Kitty Prewitt went to work, fund raising for the 

charismatic Mary Breckenridge, founder of the 

Frontier School of Midwifery and Family Nursing, 

which pioneered in training midwives.  The two 

young women went all over the country, to 

Cleveland, Pittsburgh, Detroit, Boston, New 

York, Philadelphia and Baltimore, publicizing her 

work and raising money.  They brought in 

$120,000; in today’s terms, over a million dollars.  

Henry Ford dubbed them the “two little knights of 

Kentucky.”  
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 “Being 100 Isn’t Easy” 
By Faith  Jackson

Elizabeth  Hutchinson



Elizabeth describes herself as “fun-loving, 

and dancing everywhere.”  At the Louisville 

Country Club she met Pemberton Hutchinson.   

“He wore a black band on his coat for his father, 

and a derby hat. He laughed at everything I 

said.”  A Philadelphian, he was traveling for the 

family business, the Westmoreland Coal 

Company.  Somehow they solved the problem of 

a no-drink wedding party (her mother was a 

“dry” in the Bourbon State), and were married at 

home on May 15, 1929.  

 The newlyweds went to Europe for their 

honeymoon, came back on the Aquitania, and 

settled in Charlotte, North Carolina.  Pem sold 

coal to the “cotton people,” and their three 

children were born there: Pem, junior, “more like 

me, loves people,” manages the family coal 

business.  Ann, now retired, was a noted 

landscape architect, and James, a distinguished 

doctor.  Between them, they have given 

Elizabeth 13 grandchildren and 13 great 

grandchildren.

The Depression nearly ruined them, 

Elizabeth tells, but she saw to it that her children 

all had top notch educations.  When she and her 

husband moved to Philadelphia, she played her 

proper role in society, becoming a member of 

the Red Cross Motor Corps and a Gray Lady.  

She was active at church jobs and in a garden 

club.  At the country club she was an avid golfer 

and bridge player.  But Philadelphia was not a 

good fit for Elizabeth, who never grew to like it. 

Feeling like an outsider, she became “fed up 

with meeting people over and over with no 

recognition.”  

 After twenty years, the Hutchinsons were

divorced. “Not liking Philadelphia was a poor 

excuse,” she said, and in 1950 went home to 

Maple Grove where she stayed until 1989, 

traveling to Europe twice, the Caribbean twice, 

Mexico.  Whatever it is that has contributed to 

her longevity --  “family members who reached 

their nineties handily,” the blue of the famous 

Kentucky grass where she was born and never 

wanted to leave, trumpet vine and bird calls in 

the soft air, green fields bisected by white rail 

fences, whatever -- Kentucky.

Collington residents remember Elizabeth 

when she first came in 1989, watched her 

pushing the flower cart through the Creighton 

Center “refreshing” the arrangements, loving to 

play bridge, making friends. When I came to 

Collington, I was entranced with her soft voice 

and turn of phrase, her frankness, keen 

observations  -- very little slips past her eye -- 

and her sense of humor; when she laughs it 

comes up from her ankles, and her face crinkles 

with pleasure.  About herself, we must quote her 

directly: 

 “I like gardening and bridge. I like people. I 

loved my home in a small town in central 

Kentucky. I am a member of a large devoted and 

close knit  family.”  And about reaching her 

birthday?  “Being 100 isn’t easy, you know.”

Happy birthday, lady, from us all.
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Plans for the Library
By Glendy Pabst

Relax, constant readers!  You don’t have to 

rush your borrowed books back to Collington’s 

library.  Judy Mutty, director of Environmental 

Services, says there’s no rush after all, because 

proposed renovations that will eventually 

displace our present library site aren’t imminent.

“Sometime after January is our best guess,” 

she says.  “Nothing will happen until our new 

apartment wing D is finished, and we can’t yet 

tell exactly when that will be.”

When the move does occur, it won’t be final, 

she adds, confirming a previous report that 

extensive renovation will precede any ultimate 

relocation of the library.  That final move will 

bring all our books down to the first floor, in the 

space now occupied by Administration.  For an 

undetermined period, the most popular sections 

of the library will move into Apartment 333, while 

books that don’t fit into the reduced space will 

find a temporary home in storage.

“How many WILL fit into the interim space 

isn’t clear,” Judy adds.  “We haven’t determined 

the exact square footage.”  After “how many” is 

determined, the library committee chaired by 

Elisabeth Martin and Marcia Behr will decide 

exactly which books will go where during the 

interim.  “Fiction and mysteries will dominate the 

temporary collection, since they are certainly the 

most popular,” Elisabeth predicts. “But of course 

there will be some non-fiction and reference, 

too.”

Both the interim and final moves will be labor-

intensive, she adds, but the library’s corps of 

faithful volunteers has been promised help from 

professional movers.

Robert Ball on Social Security
By Catherine Chilman

With 30 years experience at the Social 

Security Administration, ten as its Commissioner,   

Robert M. Ball, recently arrived at Collington with 

his wife Doris, is a matchless authority.

When he spoke to us in November, he 

covered three main points:  the elderly and the 

election; the present state of Social Security 

finances; and what we should do to improve the 

financing of Social Security.

One, we old people vote in greater numbers 

than younger people, are concerned about social 

security benefits and want to see them 

protected.  As voters, we have clout.

Secondly, full benefits will be payable into 

2041 as the law stands.

Third,  the program is in “full actuarial balance 

for the full 75 years” over which estimates are 

usually made.  Recognizing that estimates of 

anything over a 75-year period are chancy, “we 

have about 40 years before difficulty is estimated 

to arise.”

Fixes?  Improve the accuracy of the 

Consumer Price Index on which COLAs are 

based.  He backs a new “chained” index used by 

the Bureau of Labor Statistics. 

 Make the program universal by including all 

state and local employees hired after 2002, 

people presently left out of the system.

And tax Social Security benefits the same 

way private pension income is taxed.

As for privatization, Mr. Ball made many 

telling points against its effectiveness for the 

average recipient of benefits.  “The devil is in the 

details,” he said, and cited many examples.
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A Redo of the Auditorium
By Edward Behr

First it was an auditorium, then a dining room, 

and before long it will be an auditorium again.

Right now, of course, Collington’s auditorium 

looks much like an unfinished construction 

project, as work continues on returning it to its 

old role with some improvements added.  The 

changes may seem small, but they can make a 

difference.

In the future the stage curtains will open 

farther, giving the audience a wider view of the 

stage.

The thrust stage itself will be larger.  It will 

extend one foot farther out at each side and 

three feet farther out in the center.  There’ll be a 

total space of four and a half feet deep in front of 

the curtain, with ample room for a microphone. 

As someone said, “You can stand out front and 

do a jig.”

Other improvements may be less obvious.  

The sound system is being redone to improve 

what can be heard in the rear of the auditorium.  

The ceiling is being insulated and will be slightly 

lower.

On each side of the stage there will be space 

for entrances and exits; now they’re possible 

only on one side.  There will be space behind the 

stage for actors to cross from one side to the 

other without being seen from the audience.  

Offstage, too, there will be a real dressing room; 

until now, actors have had to make do in the 

inadequate space next to the stage.

Also in the works, or at least under 

consideration at last report, is a plan for a central 

panel to control the auditorium lighting.  Both the 

house lights and the stage lights would be 

included.

All this takes time, of course.  The original 

schedule called for completion of the auditorium 

by Christmas, but unexpected problems forced 

some redesign.  Now the target date for 

completion is some time in early 2003.

•

 Emily Torbert, who heads 

the committee planning our annual New Year’s 

Eve party, says their plans call for emphasizing  

joy on the evening of December 31, 2002.  

“There’s been a shortage of joy lately, and we 

want to fix that,” Emily  says.   

The party this year will be held in the dining 

room.  There will be a 5-piece orchestra, there 

will be dancing -- around the display cooking 

area in the absence of a dance floor.  And there 

will be Champagne at “midnight.”  Midnight at 

Collington means any hour after 10:30 p.m. 

There will NOT be a lot of skits.  The physical 

set-up makes such entertainment impractical.  

“Come.  Come alone.  Come with a date.  

Come in a Tux. Come in an evening gown.  Or 

wear your jeans, if you can still get into them,” 

Emily says,  “But DO come.”
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A New Year’s Party
       to En-JOY

     

     Just consider how fortunate we are. 

   Suppose wrinkles were painful?

For the Holidays . . .
A Party in the Arbor

 

The party, itself, on December 18,  

from 3 to 6 p.m., bears the rather 

forbidding title of A United Nations 

Multicultural Festival.  But don’t be scared away.  

Come in a national costume, yours, or that of 

some country you have visited, or come in your 

own American costume, to enjoy entertainment 

supplied by these groups:  

The African Dancers and Drummers, who 

entertained us last year at an afternoon party in 

which many staff members, dressed in the 

costumes native to their country of origin, 

danced enthusiastically.

Caribbean Singers and Dancers, who will 

represent the Islands and South America.

Chinese Lion Dancers, representing the 

entire Asian continent.

And, not to forget the United States, our 

traditional American and European carols and 

music celebrating Christmas.

Katherine Kendall and Penny Vickery have 

joined in organizing this occasion and they hope 

that all our new residents who have not yet seen 

us kick up our heels, and as many members of 

our staff as are able, will come together and 

enjoy some interesting things to eat and drink.

Finger foods representative of the different 

areas will be offered, as well as beverages. Tina, 

our caterer, promises some delicious and 

different dishes to sample.

For those who can’t manage the trip to the 

Arbor -- it’s the new building you see to the right 

as you stand at the security entrance--

bus or car transportation will be 

available.

The following evening, Thursday, 

December 19, a holiday dinner  

featuring international dishes will be 

served.  On this evening, Dining 

Services requests that no guests be 

invited -- just us residents, please. 

Note the dates:  Wednesday, December 18 

from 3 to 6 p.m. for lavish international 

entertainment, and Thursday, December 19 from 

4:30 to 7:30 p.m. for a festive international 

dinner.

Katherine and Penny both hope you will be 

there.

•
  Christmas Morning, Merry Too

 Waking up on Christmas morning alone is 

not a cause for the blues at Collington.  One of 

the many nice things the Hospitality Committee 

does is to hold an Open House in the Ivy Room 

with a fire blazing, the urns full of hot coffee and 

the pastry piled high.  You can slip into a sweater 

and find congenial companionship for a merry 

start to Christmas day beginning at 8 a.m.

 Elizabeth Hutchinson and Anna White are 

hostesses.  Edna Lingreen, chairman of the 

Hospitality Committee, assures us that this 

“warm and comfortable institution will continue 

unchanged.” 
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      Holiday festivities this year will not only carry 

an international flavor, but will offer residents a 

sneak preview of The Arbor before anyone 

moves in.  The Arbor, for those who have not 

yet heard, is Collington’s new facility for 

residents suffering from memory loss diseases, 

and the care it will offer conforms to recent 

trends that have proved successful. 



What’s in a Name?  Trouble.

Ardyce Asire, in her Know Your Neighbor 

talk last month, ranged all over the map telling 

that in Iceland the phone book lists dozens of 

women named Ardis (but not Ardyce), in Kyushu, 

Japan, at the Worst Base in the World, she 

served two years as meterologist in the Air Force 

and met her pilot husband, Donald Asire with a   

a nice easy name [ha!].  She won her Master’s 

degree in Natural Science at Oklahoma State, 

and came to this area when her husband was 

assigned to Andrews Air Force Base.  Born in 

Cincinnati, she keeps on travelling widely as her 

fancy dictates.  “It’s genetic,” she explains, all 

four grandparents having come from Europe.

Ardyce (pronounce it R - Diss) showed a 

1,081-page volume of cancer statistics she 

edited at the National Institutes of Health where 

she went to work as a biostatistician when her 

husband volunteered to fly in Vietnam.  He was 

subsequently declared MIA and is now buried in 

Arlington Cemetery.  Her statistical work at NIH 

“helped pinpoint Kaposi’s sarcoma as a red flag 

for AIDS,” she said.

 Since coming to Collington, Ardyce has 

kept running into people who share parts of her 

wide-ranging experiences. These include Bud 

Dutton, Stacey Guthrie, Ria Hawkins, Frances 

Landsberg, Mickey Morris, Dorothy Morthorst, 

Phyllis Sternau and the late Malcolm Wall. She 

can give you the details of each encounter.

Moving from her big house to Collington, 

she gave her extensive collection of art on paper

 to Ohio Wesleyan, an alma mater she shares 

with Ed Beal and Harriet Palmer.                F.K.

•
Universal Health Care

Glenn Schneider, Deputy Director of the 

Maryland Citizens Health Initiative, spoke last 

month before a  group of 70 or more Colling-

tonians as a guest of a newly-organized group 

called Advocates for Universal Health Care. 

Agnes Hatfield is the guiding force behind 

this effort, believing that health care is a right of 

all citizens.

The group’s concerns center around the 41 

million Americans without health insurance, the 

increasing cost of health care, and the waste and 

profiteering in the system.  They would like to 

see “a groundswell of citizens demanding 

reform.”

Members are Barbara Hall, Iladene Filer, 

Miriam Tepfer, Caryl Marsh, Joe Yager, Sue 

Embree, Pat and Bru Brubaker, Mary Jones, 

Cynthia Parker, Florence Marion, Wilma Martin 

and Chuck Dell.

The group invites all who share its concerns 

to join.  You can call Agnes at Ext. 7373.

•
alzinfo.org for Alzheimer’s Info

A new web site for Alzheimer’s information 

has been launched, bringing all kinds of 

information about this illness. You can find it on 

the World Wide Web at alzinfo.org.

The Fisher Center for Alzheimer’s Research  

worked with such leading health authorities as 

the National Institutes of Health -- especially the 

National Institute on Aging --  the Administration 

on Aging and others, to develop the site.
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lives, we can thank Brian, Dolores and their crew 

of volunteers: Sarah Demetrowitz, Bud and Fran 

Dutton, Charlotte Guedenet, Margaret Martin, 

Ruth Quarles, Gladys Roell, Maude Cahill, 

Suzanne Embree, Dorothy Morthorst and Lowrie 

Piercy.

•
New Resident - Old Ties

Brian Bucklee didn’t waste any time getting 

involved in activities at Collington after moving 

from Laurel into Cottage 4115 on October 1. 

Shortly thereafter, he and Dolores Lewis took on 

the daunting job of resident mail review 

coordinators. 

Actually, Brian has been closely involved with 

Collington “since it was in the dream stage.”  

Way back in 1986, he was appointed to 

represent the late Bishop John Walker on the 

community’s 21-member planning committee.  In 

preparation for the arrival of the first occupants in 

1988, he headed a working committee which 

coordinated future residents’ requests for custom 

improvements with the builders.  He later served 

on the food committee of Collington’s board.

Before retirement Brian was employed by the 

National Security Administration.

His wife, Sally, is the author of a book,  A 

Church and Its Village, which traces the history 

of St. Philips Church and the town of Laurel.  

“They grew together,” she says.

She writes frequently for church-related 

publications and is active in the Episcopal church 

on the national level. An avowed feminist, she 

chairs the church-sponsored National Committee 

on the Status of Women.

Sally is currently working as a consultant on 

organizational development for non-profit and 

religious systems.  

She is a native of Auburn, N.Y.           D.B.

 •
Our Dr. Kelman in the News

Dr. Jeffrey Kelman, Collington’s medical 

consultant, has been enjoying “his fifteen 

minutes of fame,” and he says “it takes a lot of 

running around”  to appear on all those television 

newscasts.

Since his name was included in a story about 

a new book which will contain hitherto 

unrevealed details of John F. Kennedy’s health, 

he has been sought by the media for interviews.

Dr. Kelman is an old friend of historian Robert 

Dallek who recently gained access to the 

confidential health records of the late President.  

Kelman was able to review the material with the 

author and give him the benefit of his medical 

expertise.

He was identified on page one of the N.Y. 

Times of Sunday, November 17 “as a specialist 

in internal medicine and physiology in Collington, 

MD.”

The book, An Unfinished Life:  John F. 

Kennedy, 1917-1963, will be published next year 

by Little Brown.  “Buy it,” Dr. Kelman urges.

Of Kennedy’s physical condition, Kelman is 

quoted in the Times as saying “The most 

remarkable thing was the extent to which 

Kennedy was in pain every day of his 

presidency.”

 Dr. Kelman joined Collington’s staff as 

medical consultant in 1988 when we opened.   

He has an interview with residents upon their 

arrival, but treats no patients here.
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‘Tis the season to be jolly. But what with all 

the greeting cards, year-end solicitations for 

charitable contributions and bills from Christmas 

shopping, ‘tis also the season for the year’s 

heaviest volume of mail.  Not an ideal time to 

cope with a crisis in our delivery system.

Nevertheless, by the 

beginning of the new year, 

Brian Bucklee hopes to be 

close to achieving his goal of 

assuring that the mail in your 

box IS your own.

He and Dolores Lewis, 

resident mail review 

coordinators, head a team of 

eleven volunteers who are 

valiantly striving to disperse a 

logjam of “monumental stacks 

of all classes of mail,” according to a memo to 

residents.  Our cooperation is essential.

The problem dates from the assignment of a 

new letter carrier to Collington.  He replaced a 

long-time deliverer who was familiar with our 

community.  Our mail is distributed according to 

unit number, not according to our names. So 

when a resident vacates a unit, his or her mail 

continues to wind up in the box of the new 

occupant until the address is corrected.

To solve the problem, the memo instructs us 

to place mail that is not ours or that we don’t 

want in one of three boxes: 

 “Trash,” 

“Pennysaver” (for recycling newsprint),  

“Misplaced.”

The volunteers divide the misplaced mail 

into two piles, letters and everything else. Then 

they sort each pile alphabetically by residents’ 

names and correct or add their unit numbers.  A 

“Mail Correction Notice” is attached to alert the 

recipient that the items have been incorrectly 

addressed. The next step is to 

arrange the mail by unit number 

and, finally, place it in the 

proper internal mail boxes.  

Mail for residents of the 

Creighton Center mail goes to 

the Business Office.

With the correction notices 

are post cards featuring a fine 

view of Collington.  To keep the 

logjam from building up all over 

again, our responsibility is to 

write our names and correct unit numbers on the 

cards and dispatch them to the senders of the 

misaddressed mail.

Another way we can help break the logjam is 

to stop the flow of junk mail we don’t want.  The 

box labeled “Trash” fills up with non-recyclable 

glossy catalogues, magazines and advertise-

ments -- an appalling waste of natural resources.

Judy Mutty says the way to get off mailing 

lists is to write the Mail Preference Service (see 

box in center of this page). 

Although the volunteers are moving right 

along on their mission, they could use more help.  

If you can spare a few hours a week, call Judy 

Reilly, Ext. 4778;  Brian Bucklee, Ext. 7363 or 

Dolores Lewis, Ext. 7369. 

Meanwhile, for their efforts to simplify our

You’ve Got Mail -- But Not Necessarily Your Own
                              By Dorothy Brown

How to Get Off a List

 Send your full name, address 
and phone number to:

 Mail Preference Service, 

P.O. Box 9008, 

Farmingdale, NY 11735-9008.  

Be sure to include all names 

used on the mailings. Tear off the 

address labels and send them 

along, too.
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There seems no limit to our Fannie Jeffrey’s 

enthusiasm for civic sense of duty.  On election 

day she rode the Collington bus to the voting 

place and there was interviewed by a reporter 

from the Baltimore Sun.   

The resulting story, lavish in praise and much 

detailed, tells how Fannie, despite recent injuries 

and current age (92), has kept up her seven 

straight decades of going to the polls, eschewing 

absentee ballot voting.

It also gives a brief but comprehensive 

account of Fannie’s life and career, but not her 

choices in the election. The story also mentions 

how our Charles Trammell, 90, found the bus 

crowded but volunteered to stand up for the 

short ride.

Our thanks to Janice and Murray Newman 

whose daughter in Baltimore alerted them to the 

story.                                                            L.B.
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An “Oscar” for Gail Kohn
   
The highly-prized  Oscar has become a symbol of professional 

esteem, an award that carries the message:  “You are the best in 

your field.”

In that context Gail Kohn, Collington’s Executive Director, was 

awarded its annual Oscar by the American Association of Homes 

and Services for the Aging (AAHSA) last month.  Without television 

coverage, the ceremony took place at 8 o’clock on a Monday  

morning before some 5,000 delegates to AAHSA’s  annual 

convention in Baltimore.   

    Gail Kohn accepts  AAHSA’s top 
award from Chair Rich Scutt  

that run counter to Maryland rules that assure 

comfort and stability to ailing residents.  

Emphasizing Quality First throughout, she 

spoke of the importance of the accreditation 

process in assuring it.  Finally, she encouraged 

the members ”to take control of your own life.  

Set and achieve your own personal goals.”

AAHSA is a organization that represents 

5,600 nursing homes, CCRC’s and other 

facilities that care for older people in the United 

States and neighboring countries.  “We take 

care of one million older people every day,” an 

AAHSA staff member explained with pride.  F.K.

It’s Civics 101

In her response, Gail briefly outlined how 

she hopes “long term care services will evolve -- 

before I am on the receiving end.”  She urged 

her colleagues to engage in the active 

mentoring of future leaders, speeding up the 

educational process and assuring a supply of 

qualified, experienced staff.

She also advocated that members of AAHSA 

work “to fix our fragmented federal, state and 

local regulatory system instead of accepting 

situations you know are not accomplishing good 

outcomes for those you serve,” citing 

Collington’s problems with federal regulations 



Be a Christmas Show-Off
By Gloria Ericson

When I first came to Collington I wrote an 

article for The Collingtonian describing my 

fascination with the cottage greenhouse 

windows.  I bemoaned the fact that I felt shy 

about staring too long at them for fear I’d be 

thought intrusive. 

Now I have learned that during the Christmas 

season many cottage owners decorate their 

windows to celebrate the season.  And best of 

all, I have been asked by The Collingtonian to 

get double-duty out of my dog-walking by 

actually studying the windows and writing about 

the way they are decorated. I hear talk of prizes 

here, folks.  

Finally, I can legitimately gawk.  And if I am 

accosted I can say in my best Sgt. Friday voice:  

“No, I’m not a Peeping Tom, Ma’am -- just a  

Collingtonian reporter doing my job, Ma’am.” It 

will be fun becoming involved in holiday 

decorations again.  I haven't been for many 

years because . . . Well, a little background is 

necessary: Although my husband was the most 

affable of men, he had a strong perverse streak.  

That streak showed itself at Christmastime when 

he loudly railed against the commercialization of 

the season (I agreed).  And he thought the 

decorating and tree trimming that went on was 

excessive, too (I didn’t agree).  As long as there 

were young children in the house, I felt that a 

flashy (and flashing) tree in the living room was 

de rigueur.  So I continued with my decorating 

and tried to ignore the Bah Humbugging. 

But the Christmas after our second daughter 

left for college I turned to my husband and said, 

“Well, we won’t need a tree this year.”  He 

looked as if he had been stabbed.  “No tree?” he 

asked incredulously.

The next evening I looked on in disbelief as 

my husband wrestled a monster tree through the 

front door.  “Whatever happened to Bah 

Humbug?” I asked  “--And if you want a tree, you 

can trim it.”  “No problem,” my husband 

answered and proceeded to do so.

Christmas came and went and the tree still 

stood in its corner. That’s when I realized there 

was a big hole in my manifesto:  I hadn’t 

stipulated that he must also untrim the tree.  I 

broached the subject and my husband said, “It 

looks so pretty -- let’s just leave it up for a while.”  

Hah, I thought, he expects I’ll buckle and do it.   

Days went by, then weeks. The tree had 

become the proverbial elephant in the living 

room.  By now it had lost almost all its prickly 

needles, and even a lot of its trimmings had 

slithered down its now smooth limbs until it stood 

awash in a drift of what looked like gaudy 

dandruff.

The stand-off ended in early February when 

my husband came up with the face-saving 

announcement that the thing was a fire hazard 

and he’s best take it out. 

So, no, I haven’t done much holiday 

decorating these last years, but maybe now, with 

my life in Collington, I should try slowly 

immersing myself in the decorating world again -

- perhaps with a swag around the greenhouse 

window -- a tasteful candle or two.  Not too much 

at first though -- I wouldn't want to get the 

decorating bends.

And remember, window owners, I’ll be 

SEEING you.
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For new arrivals it’s a real challenge.  All the 

associations, the committees, the meetings, the 

boards, the activities -- your head spins.   

The Collingtonian, recognizing the 

complexities newcomers face, is trying each 

month to help by spoon-feeding bits of 

information, coating it all, we hope, with a 

spoonful of sugar.

The Fellowship Fund is something you hear 

about from time to time, and probably wonder 

about.  This is a fund that was started before 

anybody ever moved into a Collington cottage.  

It got a boost from the Episcopal Diocese of 

Washington in the form of a $250,000 start-up 

contribution and now amounts to about $2.3 

million.  Its purpose is simple:  If for reasons 

beyond your control, your expenses at Collington 

outpace your income, help is at hand.  That’s 

what the Fellowship Fund is for.

The invested monies may not be spent; 

only the income produced is available for use.   

And, nobody but the Executive Director will ever 

know who is getting help.  Confidentiality is 

respected.

 Sometime this month you will receive a year-

end appeal from the Collington Foundation of 

which the Fellowship Fund is a part.  The more 

you know about the Foundation’s activities and 

purposes, the more intelligently you can give.
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The Man and the School

G. James Gholson’s early attachment to 

Collington was just a side-line.  Yes, he 

promoted us vigorously, but professionally he 

had an outstanding career with the Prince 

George’s County public school system.

 He originally came to our County to run the 

new Fairmont High School, then all black, and 

stayed to see the school system integrated.    

His role in bringing about peaceful integration in 

a County where opposition ran high, won him a 

niche in local history.  Now there is a suitable 

monument to his achievements -- The G. James 

Gholson Middle School. 

The WHAT Fund?

Who’s Next, RWVW?

Our limerick laureate prolific

Writes verse that is truly terrific.

His five-lines next time --

You know they will rhyme --

May target somebody specific.
                                                 F.K. 




