
Gart’s Cart

Murray Gart, a former newsman who takes 

seriously what he sees in the papers (and ads, 

apparently) read in the NY Times that everyone 

should have a red wagon.  So, he and Jeanne 

sprang into action and VOILA!  There is now a 

little red wagon stationed for use by residents of 

the 1000, 1100 and 1200 clusters to haul grocer-

ies from car to cottage.  No charge.  There are 

printed instructions about returning it, etc.  Yes, 

Collingtonians do react to the needs of their 

neighbors.
•

There is no acceptable way to stop people 

like us from entering and leaving auditoriums 

while performances are under way.  So, when 

renovation of our auditorium began we asked 

Judy Mutty to have those noisy old doors re-

placed by silent ones.  Several memoranda, 

some cajoling, and many months later, we be-

lieve we’ve got ‘em, thanks to Judy’s attention.
•

Back in my home town of the ‘30s, the popu-

lar six-stooled greasy spoon eatery was fondly 

named  “The Little Onion.”  The proprietor, “Pop” 

Currin, would claim, “We can seat thirty people 

for lunch, six at a time.”
•

What’s a round tuit?

It’s what helps you accomplish something 

you’ve been procrastinating about until you get  

it.
•

Not  long before he left us in October, the late 

Alex Morin told of having visited a men’s clothing  

shop in Edinburgh and asking to see a cap ap-

propriate for walking a dog, probably among the 

legendary lochs and bonnie braes.  “Aye, sir,”  

responded the canny haberdasher, “and would 

that be for yourself or the dog?”
•

As if Faith Jackson, my multi-talented fellow 

scribe, didn’t have enough certificates already, 

she now has a new one entitling her to play a 

calliope anywhere she can find one.  This comes  

from the trip she and Art Longacre took recently 

on the Delta Queen down the Ohio and Missis-

sippi rivers.  On board, she was given permis-

sion to play the boat’s calliope a bit, probably to 

help put other passengers into the spirit of the  

locale and the cruise.  It came with a proviso,  

however, implying darkly that if she should ever 

play ”Marching Through Georgia” on one, she 

could possibly be forced to sing all the verses of 

“Dixie” in Atlanta’s Omni stadium.

•
Memorable Mots

“You’re a better man than I am . . .”

“Too soon old, too late smart.”

“Some assembly required.”

“What?  Me worry?”

“Get a horse!”
•

What did the former diva say about her re-

tirement?

“Long time no ‘C’.”
•

Most recognizable name in America now:  

DOT COM.

•

Also .  . .
          

 By  Layne Beaty

Collingtonian
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Two goals top Sally 

Erdman-Jones “to do” list:  

Paying down Collington’s debt 

and filling our vacant units.    

And she sees a need to work 

with staff who, in some de-

partments, are “hungry for 

leadership.”  

Occupying one of Colling-

ton’s guest units, Sally is off 

to a unique start as both resi-

dent, albeit a temporary one, 

and Executive Director.  She 

has not missed the opportu-

nity to observe what it’s like 

to live here, sheltered from 

the real world.

Sally began her career as a social worker 

with a master’s degree from Smith College, in 

her view one of the top schools offering the 

MSW degree.  Work with psychiatric and medi-

cal clients followed and she found herself drawn 

to the older people among the medical contin-

gent. The longer she worked with this group, the 

greater her motivation to get post-graduate de-

grees which would enable her to enter the field 

of administration of facilities 

offering care to older people.  

In 1985 she graduated 

from the Yale School of 

Medicine with a master’s de-

gree in Public Health in Hos-

pital Administration, and from 

Yale’s Business School with 

an MBA.  She achieved the  

two degrees simultaneously.

Her first job in a Continu-

ing Care Retirement Commu-

nity was with Pomperang 

Woods in Southbury, Con-

necticut, a not-for-profit facil-

ity run by Life Care Services 

(LCS), the organization which our Board of Di-

rectors has hired to help it run Collington.   

 Sally is familiar with LCS, is comfortable 

working with the organization and is certain that 

it can help Collington save money.  For example, 

if we are buying commodities like pharmacy  

supplies at retail, LCS buys wholesale for its 

(Continued  on page  2)
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many retirement communities and we benefit.  

I  asked her then who she works for, who  

pays her salary.  “LCS pays my salary,” she 

said, “but it turns right around and bills 

Collington.”  

She makes it clear that her primary interest 

lies in seeing Collington succeed.  And, she as-

sured me, that is likewise the aim of LCS.

In the management pyramid, Collington’s

Board of Directors still occupies the top spot.  I 

asked her if she had experience working with a 

board where residents held seats.  Not yet.   

That will be a new experience.     

Sally moved here from Florida where she 

was Administrator of the Bishop Gray Inns, Inc., 

an Episcopal retirement community in Daven-

port, Florida, near Orlando.

She is divorced, has an 11-year old son who  

is staying with his father until Sally settles in a 

home here.  Her son, she  says, “has  grown  up 

in retirement communities and is used to being  

surrounded by dozens of grandparents and 

great-grandparents.”  She thinks he’ll fit right in 

at Collington.

Sally has done that already.  As one of  our  

staff members put it:  “She’s a real ‘people  

person’.”

•
‘Tis the Season . . .

     This year’s Holiday Party, back in the 

auditorium after a long absence, is set for De-

cember 17th at three o’clock, an hour that will 

permit staff to join in the celebration, too.

      Betty Atherton, who has agreed to head 

up the arrangements, says she’s getting a lot of 

 to join the caroling and 

help sing other songs.   

Song books will help those 

of us who can’t quite re-

member all the words.  

 Betty has invited a num-

ber of soloists -- both instrumental and vocal -- to  

add spice and variety to the program.  “Virtually 

all the entertainment will be provided by Colling-

ton staff and residents,”  Betty says.  “There’s so 

much talent here I don’t need need to look any 

further.”

 A Christmas tree will stand in front of the big 

window at the rear of the auditorium, and Betty 

hopes to have the seating arranged so that eve-

rybody can see everything that’s going on.  

Four o’clock brings a break for refreshments,  

with drinks on tap in the Ivy Room and punch 

and hors d’oeuvres spread out in the Clocktower  

lobby.  That should tide us over until the dinner 

hour. 
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help from Faith Jackson and Chuck 

Dell, old hands at this sort of thing.

Plans call for a songfest from

3 to 4, and everybody is invited

 By Dorothy Brown

Back in 1968, Louise 

Steele happened upon an intriguing announce-

ment. The Smithsonian was seeking volunteers 

for its nascent information program.  When she 

entered the Castle (the Institution’s headquar-

ters) to obtain details, her first reaction was, 

“Wow!”  She knew that was where she wanted 

to  be.  And that’s where she was, once a week 

or more, for most of the next 30 years.

Louise moved into Apartment 260 in August.  

As one of the first three volunteers for the SI’s 

information program (now there are 570) her 

face lights up when she recalls those early days.  

“It was all very informal.  Mice ran around on the 

floor of the Castle.  Everybody was happy.”

Her primary responsibility was working the 

phones.  In addition to questions from tourists 

about museums, she fielded queries related to 

the Smithsonian’s many other operations.  She 

also served as a docent in the Castle and in the 

Sackler Museum.

Her association with the Smithsonian began 

shortly after she had resolved,  “No more school 

stuff.”  Following graduation from Vassar, she 

taught nursery school and third grade in her na-

tive Winnetka, Illinois.  In 1941, she came to 

Washington with her journalist husband.  She 

served on both the D.C. School Board and on 

the Federal City College Board.  

Four years ago, she dropped her regular sched-

ule at the Smithsonian, but she’s still on call to 

fill in.  “It’s more formal now,” she says, with a 

touch of nostalgia for the days when mice ran 

around in the Castle.

 

Dora Halton - World Traveler
By Catherine Hudson

 Sir Francis Drake may have been the first 

explorer to circumnavigate the globe, but in Dora 

Halton he has serious competition.  Dora moved  

to Collington in September, 2002 and lived for 

many months in Cottage 2115 while she waited 

for Apartment 216, where she now lives, to re-

cover from renovation. 

 Dora was born in the village of Collington, 

right off Church Road at Route 450, and has 

lived in this area most of her life.  To circle the 

globe and return where she started seems fitting.

 Studying geography at Chapel Hill Elemen-

tary School, Dora resolved that she would some-

day see the world.  While she taught math at the 

secondary level in Prince George’s County and 

Washington, D.C. schools from 1947 until her re-

tirement in 1975, her wanderlust never left her.  

Dora prefers travelling by boat and has six-

teen cruises behind her.  The most recent was a 

trip on a freighter through all five of the Great 

Lakes.  And she has seen some stormy weather.   

While enroute to Antarctica, waves broke over 

the bridge of the ship during one blow.

There were visits to The Vatican and an acci-

dental encounter with the Pope, to St. Basil’s in 

Moscow, to the  top of the Eiffel Tower with Paris 

spread out below, and to the Great Wall of 

China. 

But she tells with equal enthusiasm of seeing 

her first grandchild graduate from college and 

she enjoys spending time with her children and 

grandchildren, gardening in the summer and, of 

course, planning her next trip.  She’s off to Po-

land in May.
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The Long and  Short of It
  By Gloria Ericson

As Rodney Dangerfield might say, “short 

people get no respect.”  Yes, I’m one of them.  

All my adult life I’ve been 5’ 2” until a recent 

measurement at a doctor’s office had me come 

in at a shrunken 4’ 11”.  I was stunned.  Three 

inches gone just like that!  And I had thought 

height was immutable--like eye color.  Well that 

helps explain why more and more I’ve felt that 

the world just isn’t engineered with us shorties in 

mind.  Tall people may feel their height presents 

problems too, but how many tall people do you 

know who have to duck to enter a doorway?  

(Wilt Chamberlain and current NBA players are 

not being considered for this survey).  No, I feel 

most tall people aren’t that  tall, but we short 

people really are that short. 

I wonder: Are all engineers and architects tall 

-- and design their products accordingly?  I don’t 

know of many members of the long-legged  

Masai tribe who ride around in Chevrolets but 

the car designers seem to have them in mind, 

leaving us shorties to do a phenomenal stretch 

to reach the gas pedal.

And then there are seat belts (hoo-ha, don’t 

get me started):  Seat belts are devices de-

signed to save tall people and strangle short 

ones.

And as for counter tops and kitchen cabinets 

-- are only gibbons being accommodated here?   

I recently spent a weekend dog-sitting for a rela-

tive who lives in an old-fashioned high-ceilinged 

house.  In the morning I opened the cupboard 

only to find the cereal on the highest shelf.  The 

boxes of Fruit Loops, Frosted Flakes and Honey 

Crunch winked down at me enticingly but there 

was no way – even with the help of a small step 

stool – that my short arms could reach them.  I 

hasten to add that I, myself, would never buy 

such delicious non-nutritious cereals, but therein 

lay their allure:  a chance to sin without the con-

comitant guilt. 

 It was particularly galling to note that the dog 

kibble, on the other hand, was on an under-

counter shelf, and I fantasized:  was that so the 

dogs could get their own breakfasts, even 

though the house guests couldn’t get theirs?  It 

was enough to make a short person short-tem-

pered.

Even Collington, thoughtfully designed to ac-

commodate an aging population, may present 

problems for those of us who are shrinking.  I re-

member the excitement when the Ivy Room bar 

opened (hey, we were going to get to be real 

grownups).  I went in for a celebratory drink but 

found I had to literally hoist myself up on the high 

stool.  And once there, my legs dangled like 

those of a six-year-old.  I felt as if I ought to be 

wearing Mary Janes and not ordering anything 

stronger than a Shirley Temple.

And how about those cottage door peep-

holes?  Only tall residents have the luxury of 

squinting through them to determine if the per-

son knocking looks like a potential evildoer.  We 

shorties have to open the door and find out the 

hard way.

Well, I think I’ve exhausted the topic of how 

put-upon we mini-people are.  So now it’s off to 

bed to hopefully conjure up my favorite dream -- 

the one in which I am six feet tall and can reach 

any dang shelf I want to.
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The President’s Column

I  am pleased to have this space where I can    

pass on to you items of interest to all residents. 

While much information at Collington is dissemi-

nated at community meetings, committee meet-

ings and at a variety of forums, these are atten-

ded by only a part of our population.  Everybody 

gets The Collingtonian.  Here goes:

 On November 19 the Board of Directors 

voted to do a residents’ satisfaction survey de-

signed to give them and management a baseline 

for future planning and project development. 

The survey instrument may look formidable, 

but it’s constructed to be fairly easy to fill out.  

It’s important for all of us to cooperate and com-

plete and return it.  As much as I hate filling out 

forms, I plan to give it my best shot.

    I have set up a communications channel with 

Dr. Sandra Charles, President of Collington’s 

Board of Directors.  We are in regular contact.   

We already have three resident members on the 

Board of Directors and although there may be 

some disagreement about their responsibilities, I 

am comfortable with knowing that we have fel-

low residents voting on matters of importance to 

us all. 

Our new Executive Director, Sally Erdman-

Jones met with me the day after she arrived 

when I extended an invitation for her to come to 

the Residents Council meeting on the 18th.  She 

readily accepted.  

She and I have scheduled weekly meetings 

to discuss residents’ concerns.  I am impressed 

by her readiness to listen. At the reception on 

November 11 when we welcomed her, I believe 

she spoke individually to everyone there.  She 

plans to attend meetings of the Planning, Health, 

Dining, Fiscal Review and Environmental Serv-

ices committees of the Residents Association.

One of the pleasant duties of the President of 

the Association is installing new members in the 

Residents Association 90’s Club.  This month 

Doris Ball, Juliet Kidney and Bertha Mutziger re-

ceived Certificates of Membership.  Congratula-

tions.  Thanks to Al Folop for producing the cer-

tificates and the First Floor, Florence Marion, 

District Representative, for arranging the birth-

day party at which the certificates were awarded.

                 John Evans, President

         Collington Residents Association

•

 Happy Birthday!

The November birthday party, held in the 

auditorium again after a long hiatus (see page 

4), left everybody happy. The first floor of the 

apartment building where Flo Marion is district 

representative, was host.  Barbara Hall led the 

entertainment.  Yetta Weiz made attractive name 

tags.  

 Maybe the happiest celebrant of all was din-

ing services director Carolyn Fair who has been 

wedging monthly birthday parties in between 

lunch and dinner at the dining room during   

renovations.

Are we back to normal?  Almost.

December  2003           The Collingtonian 3

The Collingtonian, official voice of the 
Residents Association, has offered space to 
John Evans, our new president, for his use  
as a channel of communication.    



The Auditorium Gets a Makeover
By Edward Behr

When the New Century Singers, at the invita-

tion of Walter Sharp, brought their madrigals to 

Collington’s auditorium on November 7, they 

were the first entertainers from outside Colling-

ton to perform our stage since August 2001.  

That’s when the dining room closed down for ex-

pansion and redecoration, and the auditorium 

was turned into the dining area.   

A year later, in July 2002, we began to enjoy 

our present dining rooms, and the renovation of 

the auditorium started.  By our reckoning, the 

auditorium was unavailable for performances for 

two years and two months, save for a New 

Year’s Eve amateur hour on January 31, 2001.  

As Collington’s auditorium moves farther into 

the 21st century with its new sound system, new 

lighting and a deeper stage, it promises to give 

new clarity and effectiveness to performances 

here.

The sound system offers a simple but impor-

tant improvement:  it eliminates dead spots that 

have made it hard to hear in some parts of the 

auditorium.  Members of the audience in the rear 

of the auditorium heard clearly when the New 

Century Singers performed. 

The new lighting now includes 12 spotlights,  

six in the center of the stage and six shining on 

the stage from the center of the room.   A central  

panel, rather than several switches, will control 

the lights.

The stage, itself, has been extended five feet  

out beyond the proscenium and has been wid-

ened at the sides as well.  The new depth allows  

room for a passageway behind the curtain at  

stage rear. Thus actors can cross the stage back 

there without being seen by the audience.  In the 

past an actor had to remain behind a screen until 

the scene was over or until he made another en-

trance.  And there is now room for performances 

in front of the curtain.

The new setup makes for easy access to the 

stage from both left and right sides.  There are 

new well-lit stairs leading up to the stage from 

the floor of the auditorium; the planners have 

promised to dim those lights.  And any handi-

capped actors can reach the backstage area by  

way of a small elevator instead of stairs.  Back-

stage, too, there is a new dressing room for ac-

tors; there was no such separate private place  

before.

But what you can see in the auditorium so far  

is not quite the end-result.  Judy Reilly, director  

of Resident Services, says the contractors must 

rehang the curtains and reposition of the lights 

before anyone can perform there.

Apart from happenings on stage, the audito-

rium has undergone a few changes.  The dance 

floor is almost twice as big as before.  The 

kitchen area on the west side has shrunk, leav-

ing more space for storing chairs. And the mov-

able walls that can divide the room into three  

parts now move on a track that works well; the 

old dividers needed maintenance men to move 

them.

And there remains the moot question of the 

unpopular drapes at the rear window. 
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Telephone Tip 

To cut off recorded voice mail messages 

from telemarketers and bores in mid-sen-

tence, press Star 6.

The Delivery Man
By Helen Gordon

Before an audience in turn laughing and 

groaning, Warren Pearse told about his career  

in Obstetrics and Gynecology.  He told about  

delivering 25 babies in 24 hours at the Army 

Hospital in Hawaii, for which he was awarded a 

salute and “dismissed!”  He can still recall every 

detail -- the position of the furniture in the deliv-

ery room and the mother with polio, who died 

during delivery, as did the baby.  He told of deliv-

ering a baby from whom he first heard 34 years 

later when she invited him to her wedding. 

And about the classic heredity vs. environ-

ment dispute, he offered this:  “If a baby looks  

like your husband, it’s heredity;  if it looks like the 

man next door, it’s environment.”  

He estimates he brought forth about 2,000 

babies of which three arrived together as triplets.   

And he noted the steady increase in the number 

of women entering the medical profession.  To-

day, fifty percent of the accepted applications to 

medical school are from women, the highest fig-

ure ever.

Warren is a native Michigander who took his 

medical training at Northwestern University and 

his internship and residency at University of 

Michigan hospitals.  He spent 12 years in 

Omaha, where he became a rabid fan of Corn-

huskers football and where he shifted career fo-

cus to teaching, administration, writing and edit-

ing.  He served for many years as Executive Di-

rector of the American College of Obstetricians 

and Gynecologists in Washington, D.C. where 

his name adorns their building.  He continues to 

remain active in his field, editing the publication 

Women’s Health Issues.

Chas Freeman Talk
By Louis P. Dolbeare

Chas Freeman, Sinolo-

gist and former ambassador 

to Saudi Arabia, gave a de-

lightful, fact-filled talk to a 

gratified audience last 

month.  

Perhaps his most strik-

ing statement -- along with less profound facts 

such as the requirement that Saudi husbands 

who do not drive must hire chauffeurs for their 

wives (woman are not permitted to drive cars) -- 

was what amounted to the inevitable:  Saudi Ara-

bia, which has no taxes and is profoundly fe-

cund, is on the way to going bust if it does not 

change its custom of supporting all its people.  It 

is already experiencing fiscal difficulties in dis-

pensing to all citizens the lavish social services 

and payments that have become traditional since 

the discovery of oil in the kingdom in the 1930s.  

Recipients will soon be outrunning even seem-

ingly immeasurable underground riches.

Another striking fact cited by the ambassador 

was that the high birth rate was exacerbated by 

the fact that Saudi men had no choices in their 

lives between work at an office and domestic ac-

tivities at home.  At the same time, Saudi women 

control 60 per cent of the country’s wealth.

With the international realignments following 

the 9/11 disasters, the thousands of Saudi stu-

dents who traditionally attended schools in the 

United States are no longer sent here.  The re-

sult is that the only source for Saudis of informa-

tion about us is Hollywood movies.
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Allen West at Poetry Group
By Anne Cadman-Walker

Allen C. West, a brother of Elisabeth Fitz-

Hugh, came to Collington in October for the sec-

ond time to read his work to the Poetry Group 

led by Chuck Dell.

West’s most recently published poems ap-

peared in The Time of Ripe Figs, which won a 

prize in 2001.  These poems reveal compassion, 

anxiety and helplessness and reflect his grief at 

the loss of his wife in 1999.

 He and his sister were born in Beirut, Leba-

non, where their father taught chemistry at the 

American University.  Allen West, a chemistry 

professor himself, has taught at Williams College 

and Lawrence University.  He lives in Cam-

bridge, Massachusetts.  Elisabeth, following a 

family tradition, trained in chemistry and worked 

for many years at the Freer Art Gallery on early 

pigments in paints used by artists.

The poetry group meets on the first Monday 

of each month at 3 p.m.  Members enjoy wine 

and snacks before dinner, and take turns hosting 

the meeting.  All are welcome.

Meet the Truemans
By Catherine  Hudson

Move over, Art Longacre and Curtis Lang-

ford!  Guy Trueman, born on an 86-acre farm in 

southern Prince George’s County, has moved to 

Collington with his two sisters, Gladys Weirich 

and Evelyn Myers.  When Guy starts planting, 

he’s accustomed to lots of space.  The Hilltop 

Garden may just not be big enough.  

The Trueman family was known far and wide 

in the County for the extensive crops they grew, 

as well as for their livestock which provided the  

family with butter and milk as well as pork chops, 

sausage, etc.  Their primary crop was tobacco, a 

major commodity here until recent years; but 

they also grew corn, tomatoes, potatoes, beans 

of all kinds, cantaloupe and watermelon for sale 

at the Farmers’ Market in Baltimore, and in their 

grocery store -- the only one in Camp Springs.

Guy remembers long hours spent working  

the farm on horseback, most often bareback, 

though he also learned at the age of five how to 

drive his dad’s Model-T Ford.  The horses, how-

ever, provided the primary mode of transporta-

tion during his youth. 

The farm, unfortunately, is no longer in exis-

tence.  The land was sub-divided and sold, and  

is now a housing development called Trueman 

Heights.  Hartwell Street there was so-named 

because that was the middle name of all the 

Trueman children. 

Although they miss the farm, Guy, Gladys, 

and Evelyn are happily settled at Collington now.   

Should you ever want to reminisce about life on 

the farm in bygone days, don’t hesitate to call 

upon the Trueman family.  They have lots of in-
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   Scrabble, Anyone?

   Louis Dolbeare invites all comers to join 

him in a game of Scrabble.  “I am not a fero-

cious player seeking to inflate my score at 

any cost of contorted words,” he promises.  

His aim, he says, “is to enjoy the richness of 

the language and to relish the pleasant con-

versation that goes therewith.”  

  Call him on Ext. 5138.

Welcome Home, Louise 
By Faith Jackson

An old friend, Louise Huddleston, is back  

home.  A staff accountant at Collington in the 

early days under the legendary Kathryn Brod,  

she has now agreed to relieve John Jay of his 

duties as treasurer of the Residents Association.    

I was lucky enough to meet her 

at dinner one evening when I was 

telling our group how I had spent 

the afternoon looking for clarinet 

music for my engineer son’s birth-

day.  “Golly, is it expensive," I said.

 “My late husband was an ama-

teur clarinetist, too," Louise said.  “I 

was wondering what to do with his 

stacks of music. They’re yours to 

give, if you like.”   “No,”  I  said,  

“they’re yours to give."  

Walking into Louise’s lake-view 

apartment, your eye is caught immediately by 

the grand piano, evidence of her lifelong interest 

in music.  A native of Arkansas where she went 

to college, she met and married Charles Martin 

Huddleston at Indiana University where she 

earned her M.A. in music. 

 He was working toward his doctorate in phys-

ics and his career took the couple to California,  

to the Seabee lab in Ventura and the Naval Re-

search Development Lab in San Francisco.  

Here they developed an interest in sailing.  

When Charles learned the San Francisco lab 

was closing, he found a position at the former 

Naval Ordinance installation in White Oak, Mary-

land just outside Washington.    

Wherever they lived, Louise taught piano to 

private students and directed church choirs.  Mu-

sic and math are long-time bedfellows, and for 

sixteen years Louise served as Treasurer of the 

philanthropic arm of Mu Phi Epsilon, the interna-

tional music fraternity.  

Since she had “always been treasurer” of her 

many volunteer organizations, she thought some 

formal training might be advantageous.  After 

passing her CPA exam she started 

“sort of looking for a job” and went 

to work for an accounting firm in 

Greenbelt.

As her mother-in-law’s Alz-

heimer’s symptoms worsened, she 

and Charles began to investigate 

CCRCs.  Louise attended a Fellow-

ship Fund Banquet at Collington in 

1988, and was so impressed she 

told Executive Director Gail Kohn 

she’d like to work here.  She started 

in 1989.

Charles retired, he and Louise  

had discovered the Chesapeake Bay as a sailing 

venue, and there was no question where they 

would settle.  They bought a condominium on 

Kent Island, just over the Chesapeake Bay  

Bridge, and with Louise’s earnings at Collington, 

they bought a thirty-foot Freedom sloop which 

they kept at Oyster Cove marina, on a “marshy 

creek off Prospect Bay” near Kent Narrows.   

Meanwhile, Louise did not forget Collington, 

serving several years on our Board of Directors.    
For the couple, it  was the best of times  --  

until Charles died in 1996.  Louise found sailing   
without him unrewarding.        

Now she has come back to Collington.  She 

says it’s home.  She doesn’t want to be any-

where else. Thank goodness.
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   Louise  Huddleston,
         A  happy camper 
                  Photo by Elsie Seetoo 



It’s a Blast

It may be the best show in town.  Surely the 

longest running. It’s the weekly Friday afternoon 

sing-along, now in the Arbor, when a covey of  

bouncy residents gather a couple of dozen as-

sisted living neighbors together for an hour of sit-

down fun and vocal rendition of old, familiar 

tunes.

About 3:15 Chuck Dell, a familiar figure at 

such doings, arrives dragging a loud speaker  

system, to be joined soon by Virginia Colony at 

the piano, and an eager team of co-songleaders 

which may include Dorothy Brown, Ruth Coale-

Turner, Marion Henry, Emily Torbert, Harriet Si-

mons, etc., who manage to get most of the tight-

mouthed attendees loosened up and warbling 

with the rest.

Charles Morris gets there with his clarinet 

and usually plays a solo, as sometimes does 

Bob Browning with his harmonica and maybe 

Judith Shaw on her recorder.  Often there  is

 a vocal solo by recognized in-house talent such 

as Jamesetta Jones or Doris Harris.  And from 

time to time, a few mobile residents and an oc-

casional off-campus relative drops by.

The weekly sing-along was started 12 years  

ago by Mary Ellen Hines, who is still actively in-

volved.  She plans special events such as the 

recent re-enactment of the first Thanksgiving. 

The costumes were worth a special visit.     L.B.

 

Thelma Hill, First Marketer

Thelma Hill, who sold Collington’s first cot-

tage even before construction was underway, 

has moved here with her husband Edison.  

Thelma remembers her excitement when William 

Robert Miller, known as Bob, gave her his check 

for the $1,000 deposit.  

There’s a lot of history here. Bob’s wife Peg 

later turned over the first shovel of earth at the 

groundbreaking ceremony in April 1986.  She, 

unfortunately, did not live long after the couple 

moved into cottage 1017.  Bob went on to write 

three books:  two volumes of poetry and a mys-

tery laid in a retirement community.

Thelma, who worked for many years as a 

counselor with the Prince George’s public school 

system, came from Newport News in the Seven-

ties, at a time when schools here were being de-

segregated.  She worked at Fairmont Heights 

High School with principal Jim Gholson, another 

early influence in Collington’s history.  Jim, along 

with the late Malcolm Wall, traveled the length 

and breadth of Prince George’s County explain-

ing the concept of continuing care retirement 

communities -- a brand new concept then.   

 After Thelma retired from the public school 

system, she started marketing Collington out of 

an office in the Cathedral close.  “I visited  al-

most all of the churches in Washington, D.C.   

talking about continuing care communities and 

selling Collington,” she says.

Welcome home, Thelma Hill.    
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 Remembering Margaret Werts

Margaret Werts was editor of The Collingtonian, (with co-editor Mary MacLean) from the 
  time it began publication in 1988 until 1992, when she stepped down.  She continued to 

                                     contribute to its columns for several more years.   

Kudos for Murray Gart

It was not easy to get her husband to put on 

his dinner jacket for an evening with friends at 

the Cosmos Club, his wife Jeanne tells us, but 

she prevailed.  Murray, all unaware, was about 

to receive the Cosmos Club’s highest honor.   

 “The selection of the winner is always kept 

secret, to the great delight of the members who 

await the announcement at the Club’s annual 

birthday dinner” in November,  John Gibson,  

club secretary, tells The Collingtonian.

In response Murray said:  “I am absolutely 

nonplussed.  I didn’t know why I was being per-

suaded to come to dinner. . . I’m so grateful.”    

“The recognition goes annually to a member 

who has given extensive service to the Club 

over a period of time,” John Gibson adds. 

“Murray is the 36th recipient in a line of mem-

bers who have typically served on the Club’s 

governing board, the Board of Managers, in as-

sorted offices, and on a number of standing 

committees.” 

Awarding the honor, Alan Fern, the  

previous recipient, added:     “. . . One 

notable area in which he served with the 

greatest distinction for a decade [is] the 

Editorial Board of the Cosmos Club Jour-

nal  [a periodical published annually].  

For three of those years--1993, ‘94, and 

‘95 -- he served as Editor, and for two 

subsequent years as Deputy Editor, giv-

ing that publication a brilliance, relevance 

and polish that remains as a standard for 

all subsequent editors."

Ah, Murray, The Collingtonian  could 

use some of that brilliance and polish.         

                                                       F.K.

•

Chateau Neuf du Pape, Maybe?

 Rita Newnham briefed the Residents Council 

last month on progress being made toward al-

lowing us again to bring a bottle of wine to the  

table and have it opened and poured -- without 

violating the law.

Rita, who worked for many years as a re-

searcher with the Maryland State Legislature in 

Annapolis, has drafted, with Jack Yale, an 

amendment to the present restrictive regulations.   

She is familiar with the procedures to follow to 

get such changes enacted.

The proposed amendment has a way to go 

before it is considered and voted on, but if it 

passes, we could then bring our own bottle of 

wine to dinner and have dining services uncork  

and pour it.  And owe many thanks to Rita.  

Wine will, of course, continue to be available    

by the glass from the Ivy bar.
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Murray Gart, left, honored at the Cosmos Club.  Presenting the 

certificate is Virginia Watkin, club president.  At right is art historian 

Alan Fern, last year's winner.  Murray was “nonplussed.”




