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Base in San Antonio, Texas, and had no issues 
with the integration of the military, either on the 
base or in the town. Although public buses were 
segregated at that time, we took military buses 
into town where there was no issue. After basic 
training, I went directly overseas and had no 
problems.”

Ernie Blake, U.S. Air Force, 1951-1978 

“I was in one of the first groups to be 
integrated during basic training. There 
were two of us [black men] assigned 
to one barracks at Lackland Air Force 
Base in San Antonio. Our commanding 
officer said, ‘One of you guys go to the 
top floor and the other one go to the 
bottom floor… Before our first overnight 
pass in the middle of basic training, 

there was a meeting with all Negro 
troops from the North and it was explained 
how the Jim Crow South worked. Off base we 
weren’t even allowed to walk down the street 
with a white person, or take a cab with them. 
You had to be aware of “Whites Only” and “Ne-
groes Only” signs. This was new for me, coming 

“It is hereby declared to be the policy of the 
President that there shall be equality of treat-
ment and opportunity for all persons in the 
armed services without regard to race, color, 
religion or national origin. This policy shall be 
put into effect as rapidly as possible, having due 
regard to the time required to effectuate any 
necessary changes without impairing efficiency 
or morale.”  – President Harry Truman’s 
Executive Order 9981, issued on July 
26, 1948, integrating the U.S. Armed 
Forces.

A theme of Black History Month 
2018 at Collington is “African-American 
Soldiers in a Segregated Military.”  
A number of our African-American 
residents served in uniform before and 
shortly after Truman’s order, which was 
not fully implemented until Dwight Eisenhower 
was in the White House. The last of the all-black 
units was abolished in September 1954.

Here are the memories of some of our Afri-
can-American veterans:

Herb Anderson, U.S. Air Force, 1950-1954 
“I did my basic training at Lackland Air Force 

Black History Month
Memories of Jim Crow in Uniform

by Pat Bozeman

see Jim Crow, p. 2

Airman Ernie Blake
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from Detroit, where I went to integrated schools 
and had white friends.

“When I was allowed off base that first time 
I wanted to go downtown and jumped on the 
front of a streetcar and sat down. There were 
lots of empty seats. The driver said, ‘Airman, 
get up and go back there with those N*****s…’ 
The Black section in the back was caged off with 
wire and was crowded… I left the streetcar and 
boarded by the rear door… Another black man 
told me where to get off to see the Alamo and 
told me not to speak to any white people.

“Later I was stationed at F.E. Warren AFB 
near Cheyenne, Wyoming and it was also seg-
regated at the time. We were allowed only one 
day of swimming in the pool there. Afterwards, 
they would clean the pool so white soldiers 
could use it all the other days.”   

Harvey Dickerson, U.S. Army, 1947-1951 
“I graduated from Prairie View State Normal & 
Industrial College [now Prairie View Texas A&M 
University] and was in the first graduating class 
to be commissioned as second lieutenants. I 
went directly to Frankfurt, Germany, in the all-
black Transportation Division under Lieutenant 
Colonel Hyman A. Chase, who had a Ph.D. 
from Howard University. I was under him for 
the Berlin Airlift in 1948 and then was in charge 
of the trucks driven non-stop from Frankfurt to 
Berlin to deliver food and supplies. Every black 
officer had to go to Transportation from day one, 
and I was a part of that.

“At one point, I was appointed as trial counsel 
to oversee those black soldier truck drivers who 
were instantaneously court martialed if they fell 

Jim Crow from p. 1

see Jim Crow, p. 3

asleep on duty. I disagreed, before the military 
judge, about so many blacks getting court mar-
tialed for this infraction, which got me in trouble, 
and he told Lt. Col. Chase, ‘Get that Lt. Dicker-
son out of here!’

“After Germany, I went to Fort Eustis in Vir-
ginia to be trained in artillery. Once I graduated 
from that program I could be part of the regular 
Army, and I then went to Fort Sill, Oklahoma 
and became commander of the Service Bat-
tery within the battalion, which was integrated 
and went to Korea. I was the only black in my 
class. Artillery had ignored Truman’s order ini-
tially, but there weren’t enough white troops for 
replacements in Korea and so they had to rely 
on black troops. I came back for a tour of duty 
at the Pentagon, then headed for Europe again 
to command the 75th Artillery Battalion in Bam-
berg, Germany. From there I went to the Military 
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Personnel Center in Alexandria, Virginia and 
retired from the military with the rank of colonel 
in 1951.”

Ron Hawkins, U.S. Army, 1958-1964 

“I was in Communications and pretty much 
stayed on base, unless I had leave. And I went 
home to Washington, D.C. for those times. I 
served in the South – North and South Carolina 
and Georgia – and was very cautious.” 

Curtis Langford, U.S Army 1945-1947

“I was drafted just after the end of World War 
II, and the Army was still segregated.  I was 
assigned to training at Fort McClennan, near 
Anniston Ala., in the heart of the South.  I only 
went off base once, but when you did you had to 
toe the line [observe segregation]. It was easier 
for me than for some of the other black soldiers, 
because I grew up on a farm in a rural part of 
Virginia, and the only authority was Mom and 
Dad, not white people.

“I was stationed in Germany with a trans-
portation company.  We delivered supplies to 
American bases.  We’d see white soldiers but 
we didn’t have much interaction with them.  On 
my own time, I could go anywhere, which was 
different from Alabama.   Most of the German 
civilians were friendly.  They had known Ameri-
can soldiers for a while.  But sometimes I’d be 
assigned to guard German prisoners, and they 
would tell you to your face, ‘You have the gun 
now, but if we were back in America I’d have the 
gun.’  They knew what things were like in the 
United States.

“I was discharged at Camp Kilmer in New 
Jersey and I got on a Greyhound bus to go back 

Jim Crow from p. 2 home to Virginia.  In Delaware the bus stopped 
for lunch, and I went into the restaurant.  The 
black waitress said, ‘You can’t eat here [in the 
dining room].  You have to go in the back.’ ”

Samuel Myers, U.S. Army, 1942-1947
“I was one of two blacks in officer training 

after I was drafted.  I had a master’s degree 
from Boston University and I was one of the top 
students in the class, but the white officers got 
assignments all over the world while the blacks 
were assigned to service jobs in the United 
States.   I was in the Quartermaster Corps and 
eventually got to Okinawa.  I was on my way to 
Japan when the bomb dropped on Hiroshima.  
After the war I was a captain in the reserves.   I 
remember a representative of President Truman 
came to assure us that the Army would soon be 
integrated.  But I got out anyway.”

Jim Rogers, U.S. Army, 1952-1954

“I enlisted…at the age of 18 to fight in Korea 
and served on active duty from early 1952 to 
1954 and in the inactive reserves until 1959. 
Most of my active service was spent in Seoul, 
tracking heavy automotive vehicles from their 
entry point in Inchon to their destination near the 
front lines. I was honorably discharged with the 
rank of Staff Sergeant.

“My service in the newly integrated Army was 
relatively free of blatant discrimination, partly 
because there were several NCOs of color who 
had served during World War II and had decided 
to make a career of the military. I was surprised 
at the camaraderie between the races during 
basic training at Fort Knox. I was also surprised 
at encountering, for the first time, young white 

see Jim Crow, p. 11



4         The Collingtonian          February 2018

Dorothy Pfarrer (Apt. 202, Ext. 7520): From 
‘Country Girl’ to Life of Adventure
By Pat Bozeman

Dorothy and her late husband 
retired from Orlando, Fla.,to a cab-
in in northeastern Georgia. “We 
got old sooner than we expected,” 
she says. Upon her husband’s 
death, she was in rural Georgia by 
herself. Three children are scattered in Colorado, 
Oregon and Florida, but the eldest son and family 
live in Bowie. Also, Dorothy’s husband is buried 
at Arlington National Cemetery, so Collington 
seemed the logical place to settle.

Dorothy grew up as a “country girl” near Peek-
skill, N.Y., across the Hudson from West Point. 
When her father was coming out of the military 
at the time of the Great Depression, things were 
tight with four children and no job. Dorothy was 
just six weeks old when her father answered an 
advertisement, placed by a wealthy Manhattan 
gentleman, who wanted to develop a poultry busi-
ness on his dairy cow “hobby farm.” Her father 
knew virtually nothing about raising fowl, but 
moved his family to the farm, where he learned by 
doing, and developed a thriving egg, chicken and 
turkey business. Later, Dorothy was of significant 
help, “candling” and gathering eggs, readying egg 
and bird orders for delivery and taking them to 
customers. She learned a lot about organization 
and responsibility, which would come in handy as 
a military spouse and mother required to make 
homes in many places. (And what is “candling”? It 
involves shining a bright light into an egg, allowing 
one to check if a chick embryo is present or not. 
In Dorothy’s case, she was checking to see that 
baby chicks were not developing in eggs to be 

We Welcome 
Our New Neighbors

delivered.)
After graduating from high school, Dorothy 

enrolled in the now-defunct Evanston Collegiate 
Institute north of Chicago, where an older sister 
had studied. On an Easter vacation bus trip back 
to New York, she met her future husband, sitting 
in the seat in front of her. They struck up a con-
versation and before she disembarked, he asked, 
“If I give you my address would you write?”  She 
says, “I wasn’t going to turn down a handsome 
young man in uniform!” Two years of correspon-
dence commenced, along with the occasional 
visit. Once Dorothy graduated and had joined her 
parents in Florida, where they were then living, 
her beau was assigned to the air attaché’s office 
at the American Embassy in London, and it was 
from there that he proposed by mail! They were 
married in Florida in 1950, and she returned with 
him to his London posting. 

There would follow a number of postings for 
the Pfarrers as their family grew while Dorothy 
filled the roles of a very busy homemaker and 
mother: Orlando Air Force Base (now serving 
general aviation); the American Embassy in Rio 
de Janeiro; Lackland AFB in San Antonio,  El-
mendorf AFB in Anchorage, Alaska ; Wiesbaden, 
Germany; and finally, the Pentagon. At this last 
destination, the family, including four children, 
settled in Arlington, Va. Following 27 years of 
military service, Dorothy’s husband retired as a 
Chief Master Sergeant. He pursued Library Sci-
ence, earning his Master’s and Doctoral degrees 
at Florida State University in Tallahassee and was 
employed at the University of Central Florida in 
Orlando for another 20 years before retirement.

Dorothy’s experiences on a gentleman farm, 
assisting her father in business and sharing her 
growing up years with the worldly and wealthy 
family in the “big house” prepared her for a fu-
ture that encompassed many adventures. She 
says her life was “one continuing, remarkable 
and exciting experience with a remarkable man.” 
They were “blessed by 66 years of marriage” and 
raised four successful children in the process. 
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It was during the Worcester period that Suvia’s 
sister bought a place on Islesboro, off the coast of 
Maine.  Her mother bought a neighboring house, 
which eventually became Suvia’s.  After their 
father’s death, her brother Nathaniel took over 
managing the property.  In later years, Nathaniel 
bought a local inn that was up for sale, and his 
two sisters and other friends staffed it and made 
it a viable enterprise for seven years, until it was 
sold to be turned back into a private home.

After Arthur died, Nathaniel took Suvia on sev-
eral extended trips in Eastern Europe. She feels 
fortunate to have seen Transylvania, Switzerland, 
Hungary, Germany, and even Iceland during an 
unscheduled stop on the way home.

What does Suvia like about Collington?  Doris 
Strange made her feel very welcome.  She enjoys 
neighbors Linda and Bob Ewald. She loves her 
apartment, and loves being on her own but near 
her daughter.  She finds that Collington serves 
great food, and she is so pleased she doesn’t 
have to cook it! 

Voncile (Von) Willingham (Apt. 250, Ext. 
5059): Career in Public Service
By Marion Robbins

 Born in Alabama, daughter of sharecroppers, 
Von grew up working hard beside her parents, 
growing and preserving vegetables, helping to 
care for five younger siblings, and doing domestic 
work on weekends.  She learned to read at age 5 
and had an early start in school.  

Von’s mother worked for a white woman, Von-
cile Johnson, who was very supportive of her. 
When her first baby was born, she named her 
Voncile.

Von completed high school in 1953 and was 
accepted at Alabama State Teachers College.  
She  graduated in 1957 with a B.S .Degree in 
Secondary Education. In 1977, she received an 
M.S. in Business Education from D.C. Teachers 
College.  In 1981 she earned another M.S. in 
Human Resources Development from American 
University in Washington.

Suvia Thayer Siekman (Apt 
333, Ext. 7582): New England 
Roots, but Happy Here
By Ann Davie

 Three weeks after her arrival 
at Collington last May, Suvia 
went off to her family home on 

the island called Islesboro in Maine.  She always 
spends half a year there, and it’s her voting ad-
dress.  Although she lived in New England most 
of her life, Suvia came to Collington to be near her 
daughter and grandchildren in Bowie.

Suvia says there’s a story behind her name:  
some distant relatives were missionaries in the 
Middle East, loved the name and it passed down 
in her family.  But since she doesn’t know more 
details, she says only, “to remember my name, 
shorten the name of Mt. Vesuvius, (make it femi-
nine) and, thankfully, I only erupt occasionally!”

Suvia grew up in Brockton, Mass., the youngest 
of four children.  Their father was a civil engineer, 
appointed during the war to a highly secret proj-
ect supervising construction of special buildings 
related to the atomic bomb, so the family had a 
period of frequent moves to Mississippi, Alabama, 
Tennessee, Texas and Washington. 

She went to Wells College, near Ithaca, N.Y., 
then to Hartford Seminary Foundation for a de-
gree in Christian Education.  She married Arthur 
Siekman and finished her degree on a part-time 
basis a year later. Their daughter was born a 
month before graduation, but Suvia was on the 
graduation platform!

Suvia’s husband had graduated from Case 
Western Reserve with a B.A. in electrical engi-
neering, worked a year on a government project 
but felt called to the ministry.  He served for a 
number of years, then went into teaching high 
school math for 20 years at Worcester Academy 
in Massachusetts, where Suvia had various roles 
and jobs on the campus.

Suvia and Art had three children.  She says, 
“All are caring, kind, get along well, and they are 
a joy to their mother!  However, I often remember 
the magnet on my refrigerator which says, ‘Lord, 
please help me to endure these blessings.’ ”

see Newcomers, p. 8
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My wife, Bernie, and I had occasion to dine with 
Lloyd and Kaye often, we all having arrived here 
around the same time.  At that time the Ivy room 
was empty in the evening.  Lloyd felt there should 
be pre-dinner music there and if no one else would 
provide it, he would.  He found the piano to be not 
very good but succeeded in getting a better piano 
donated and began to play regularly from 4:30 to 
6, using his songbook repertoire of old pop tunes.  
Collington management stepped up and started 

Editor’s Note: This article appeared in slightly different 
form on the Residents Association website, collingtonresi-
dents.org.  In North Carolina, Lloyd Henderson read it and 
wrote a response, which is appended.

In the busy holiday season, little note was made 
that Lloyd Henderson left Collington to live with 
his daughter Lisa in North Carolina.  In the eight 
or so years Lloyd was here, he made a significant 
contribution to the enjoyment and social life of resi-
dents. He will be missed.

A Tribute to Lloyd Henderson
By James Giese

see Lloyd, p. 7

Collington’s outreach 
arm is long and varied. 

It extends to the Lions 
Club, and not just to the 
Lions’ well-known col-
lection of discarded eye-
glasses for the needy.

While there is an eye-
glass collection box in 
the Clinic, it is books that 
form a regular exchange, 
benefiting both Collington 
and the Lions.

Our Library is the beneficiary of untold 
numbers of books our residents no longer want 
or can accommodate.   Estate sales are a prolific 
source of surplus books.    And a branch of the 
Prince George’s Public Library sends us some 
of its discards.

From this mass of books, Librarian Barbara 
Fairchild culls those she and her committee 
deem of interest to Collington readers or suitable 
for sale on the windowsill outside the Library.  

Not to overlook books of value on the rare 
book market, Barbara calls in an expert in the 
field who recently sold a number of volumes on 

Collington’s Outreach Speaks Volumes
By Frances Kolarek

India from the library of 
the late Ainslie Embree 
for a nice profit, shared 
with our Residents Asso-
ciation. 

And there still remains 
an enormous surplus of 
unwanted books that wind 
up in Op Shop storage, 
under Sara Case’s care.  
Time to call Bill Haworth 
of the Lions Club.   Sara’s 
need to be rid of this 
growing accumulation 

is matched only by Bill’s desire to claim it.  He 
arrives with empty boxes, which are soon filled 
with books that will produce income for his orga-
nization. “To say that from time to time we box 
a ton of books, then push-cart them out to Bill’s 
car is only a slight exaggeration,” Sara says.

The President of the Lions Club of Bowie, 
in a letter to the president of our Residents 
Association, writes,”Thank you for your many 
donations of books over the last two years.  We 
appreciate your generous gift.”

You are indeed most welcome.    

The Lions’ Bill Haworth leaves the Collington Library 
with a load of books.  Photo by George Newman.
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I went to Montgomery Hall Park for the first 
time in 1948.  I don’t remember how long it took 
but it seemed a very long way to my 10-year-old 
legs.  There was no public transportation at that 
time.  All kids were expected to walk to all desti-
nations.  The park had started out as the home 
of a wealthy landowner.

That day the park was filled with joyful people.  
At last, the “colored” people of Staunton, Va., 
had a recreation park.  There was no swimming 
pool, no tennis courts, no playground equipment, 
but we had a park! There was another recreation 
park in town, Gypsy Hill Park, only about three 
miles away. It had beautifully manicured open 
grass areas, paved walking trails, picnic tables, a 
swimming pool, tennis courts and a band stand.  
However, Gypsy Hill Park was for whites only.  
The “coloreds” were allowed there only one day 
a year, if approved, and never in the pool.

In September 2013, I wanted to show my 
daughter Christine and her husband, Joseph, 
“our” park.  Giving directions from the back seat 
of Joseph’s truck, I was pleased that the road 
leading to the park had been improved and the 
remembered dirt path was now neat asphalt that 
led all the way up the hill to the main building. 
The great shocker was the sight of the large 
decorative sign announcing entrance to Mont-

Black History Month
A Hometown Park, Transformed

by Eloise Branche

gomery Hall Park.  There were manicured grass 
areas punctuated with benches, covered picnic 
areas, and trash cans.  Direction signs pointed 
the way to the swimming pool, tennis courts, 
play equipment, hiking trails and the main build-
ing.  Best of all, there was a diverse community 
enjoying the park.

  I was thrilled.  I remembered those long 
walks, the many church picnics and teenage 
summer dates sitting on the veranda of the large 
house, watching stuttering black and white re-
ally bad movies, praying I didn’t need to use the 
one well-used female toilet.   Now there were 
directional signs to buildings with toilet facilities 
for children and handicapped accessibility.  How 
blessed I felt to be able to witness such a monu-
mental improvement. I saw children and adults 
of different ethnicities walking trails, playing on 
the equipment and having picnics.   On their 
initial visit to Montgomery Hall Park, Christine 
and Joseph saw a normal, well-kept municipal 
facility.  From the back seat of Joseph’s truck, I 
discovered an actual physical and cultural trans-
formation in my hometown.

In June, 2017, the Virginia Department of His-
toric Resources added Montgomery Hall Park to 
the Virginia Landmarks Register.

to offer drinks, giving us the lovely and generous 
Yolanda, who was sent to school to learn bartend-
ing.  About the same time, Don and Joan Lewis 
arrived and Don brought his drums to the Ivy 
Room to join with Lloyd playing old songs.

Other residents began volunteering to play at 
the Ivy Lounge and we now regularly enjoy the 

music of Jan Watt, Eulane Rose and Margaret 
and Grant Bagley and others.  Now we have the 
added occasional enjoyment of the Collingcats.

We owe all the residents who bring us musical 

see Lloyd, p. 8

Lloyd from p. 6
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Lloyd from p. 7

In 1957, Von accepted a job 
teaching business education in 
Greene County, Alabama.  She 
was challenged by the meager 
resources of her African-American 
students, who were eager to learn.  Although she 
wanted very much to continue working with them, 
she decided that it was not a safe place to work 
after witnessing a KKK cross burning while attend-
ing a friend’s housewarming party.

Von came to Washington and accepted a po-
sition with the Smithsonian Institution, Arts and 
Industry Division.  Two years later, she got a job 
at the Agency for International Development in 
the Latin America and Caribbean Bureau, one of 
President John F. Kennedy’s programs.  Working 
with the Alliance for Progress, Von learned the 
importance of foreign aid and how to understand 
the need for U.S. foreign aid overseas. Mean-
while, she met and married a career U.S. Marine, 
devoted to his work in Marine Administration in 
the U.S. and overseas.  In 1970, Von obtained 
a position in the Office of Personnel and Train-
ing, where she was responsible for evaluating 
and developing training to improve job skills for 
Foreign Service and Civil Service employees.  
During that time, she also became one of twelve 
Equal Employment Opportunity Counselors.  This 

Newcomers from p. 5

enjoyment during cocktail time a big thank you. But 
we owe a special thank you to Lloyd, who got the 
party started.

The next time you’re in the Ivy Lounge, give a 
toast to Lloyd.  We wish him well in North Carolina.
---------------

You brought back pleasant memories of having 
dinner with you and Bernie. I miss those days.

As for the Ivy Lounge, as soon as I saw it, I felt old.
There needed to be music in there and people 

eventually led to her becoming responsible for 
implementation of Title VII of the Civil Rights Act. 
She investigated complaints of discrimination, 
studied equal employment law and wrote Final 
Agency Decisions on Agency complaints.  She’s 
very proud of the part she played in changing the 
hiring process and identifying barriers to equal 
employment for women and minorities in the for-
eign service,

Von retired in 1999 after 40 years of service to 
care for her husband and her father. After their 
deaths in 2004, she was asked to return to US-
AID as a contractor to help recruit International 
Development Interns. 

After living in a large home in Glenn Dale, Md., 
with a daughter living on Campus Way North and 
another one in Bowie, Von agreed to consider 
moving to Collington, where several members 
of her church live.  She enjoys having time to do 
“whatever I want,” taking classes, going to the 
swimming pool, singing with the Collington Sing-
ers, and caring for her domestic tortoise shell cat, 
Gracie.  She’s signing up for a small garden plot 
in the summer, and she’s still driving.

“I’m very blessed to be in Collington near my 
daughters, living in a diverse community with in-
teresting people.  I love my balcony, which allows 
me the opportunity to commune with the birds 
and the trees, and to live comfortably in my apart-
ment.  I love this place;  It’s just right for me.”

talking, dancing, or just listening. I, for one, thor-
oughly enjoyed it; in fact, I loved it. Toward the 
end, however, my eyesight declined and my 
fingers didn’t always do what my ear told them to 
do. I was able to cover up some of it, but my talent 
was too limited to do more.

Please don’t misunderstand. The happiest 
times I had at Collington were when I was play-
ing in the Ivy Lounge. I miss it very much. If I had 
any influence in persuading Eulane, Jan, and Don 
Lewis’s Collingcats to play; I am proud. 

– Lloyd Henderson



  February 2018 The Collingtonian 9

Black History Month
He Broke D.C. Football’s Color Barrier

By Carl Koch

In 1962, the owner of 
the Washington Redskins, 
George Preston Marshall, 
signed his first African-
American player, Bobby 
Mitchell. He was respond-
ing to threats by Secretary 
of the Interior Stewart 
Udall and Attorney General 
Robert Kennedy to cancel 
his 30-year lease on RFK 
Stadium. The Redskins 
were the last team in the 
National Football League to hire an African-
American player. The reasons for not doing so 
earlier were the owner’s personal belief and the 
fact that until Dallas entered the league in 1960, 
they were the only team south of the Mason-
Dixon line.

Because the Redskins were 1-13 the previous 
year, they had the first draft pick in 1961 and 
drafted running back Ernie Davis, the Heisman 
trophy winner from Syracuse. But Davis said, “I 
will not work for that SOB” so he was traded to 
Cleveland for All-Pro running back Bobby Mitch-
ell, a three-year veteran, and two other African-
American players. Ironically, Ernie Davis never 
played in the NFL and died of leukemia in 1967.

Bobby Mitchell was a superb natural athlete. 
In high school he excelled in football, baseball, 
basketball and track. The St. Louis Cardinals of-
fered him a professional baseball contract, and 
briefly he held the indoor track record for the 
70-yard dash. He chose to play football for the 
University of Illinois and was twice all Big-Ten.

The Cleveland Browns drafted him in 1958. 

Paired with the great Jim 
Brown, he was part of one 
of the most successful run-
ning back combinations 
from 1958 through 1961. 
He was all pro in 1960 and 
61. At Washington, he was 
used as a wide receiver 
and returned kickoffs and 
punts. After Bobby arrived 
in Washington the team’s 
record improved from 1-13 

to 5-7-2.

In his first game with Washington, he ran 
a kickoff back 92 yards for a touchdown and 
Washington victory over arch-rival Dallas. I had 
the good fortune to have watched that game on 
television. Bobby Mitchell must have run 250 
yards with the cutbacks and field reversals. I’ve 
never seen anything to match that run.

Mitchell retired in 1969, having led the NFL in 
receiving touchdowns in 1964, receiving yards 
in 1962-63 and receptions in 1962. He was first 
team all pro in 1962-1964.The football Hall of 
Fame selected him in 1983. After his retirement 
he worked in the Redskins front office until 2003.

Mitchell still lives in Washington with his wife 
Gwen, who is an attorney and has been active 
in fund raising for many charities including the 
Leukemia and Lymphoma Society.

To this day, some Washingtonians support 
Dallas to show their anger with George Preston 
Marshall for his racist positions.

Bobby Mitchell on the move.   
Photo by redskinshistorian.com
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cently. She had shrimp and 
grits, I had the NOLA frit-
tata. The grits were creamy 
and the shrimp cooked to 
perfection – that is, just on 
the “itsy bitsy” side of done. 
The frittata was a nice bal-
ance of flavors – potato, 
green peppers and eggs 
and herbs. Both dishes 
were well prepared, well 
presented and very tasty. 

We started with two glasses 
of Sancerre, our favorite white wine, and finished 
sharing a peach crisp and coffee. The total bill 
was just under $58 with tax but not tip. 

More recently we were joined by another Col-
lington couple for lunch. This was an opportunity 
to taste five other small plates: red beans and 
rice, jambalaya pasta, seared scallops, gumbo, 
and pepperoni flatbread. The flatbread with 
tomato, arugula and mozzarella was shared 
among the four of us and we all agreed it was 
terrific. The meal was accompanied by a bottle 
of Sancerre, a Kalamazoo stout, a shared piece 
of carrot cake and four coffees. The total bill with 
tax but not tip was $137.

 This is the best food to appear on the 
local scene in the past few years. You must try it!

Soul, 509 Cherry Grove Ave., Annapolis, MD 21401
410-267-6191, soulannapolis.com

Monday – Wednesday – 11am – 9 pm
Thursday – Saturday – 11 am – 10 pm

Sunday – 9 am – 9 pm

The flavors at the Soul 
Restaurant in Annapolis are 
so nuanced that it’s clear 
the chef, Dave Pow, has 
exceptional talent. Since 
the menu includes red 
beans and rice, jambalaya, 
pasta, gumbo and other 
traditional New Orleans 
dishes, you might guess 
that that is his home. Au 
contraire, he is from Mem-
phis.

Small plates are offered, each suitable for 
lunch, but for dinner you will want to order more 
small plates and share them. The dining room 
features a high ceiling and abundant windows, 
giving it an open feel. In addition, a charming 
patio provides seating for approximately 20. With 
only 33 food items – starters, salads and small 
plates, the menu is limited. Wine are offered by 
the glass or bottle, all of them good and reason-
ably priced. Also available are draft and bottle 
beers and some designer cocktails

The unpretentious restaurant is in a small mall 
a block off Forest Drive. From Collington, take 50 
east to Aris T. Allen Blvd. (665), which becomes 
Forest Drive. Continue on Forest Drive about 
four miles, turn right at the Cherry Grove Avenue 
light and turn left at the first driveway. Voila! You 
are there. For a calmer and more scenic drive 
you could take Central Avenue (214) to Route 2 
North and then turn onto 665.

My wife Joyce and I had lunch at Soul re-

Restaurant Review: 
A Smash-Hit Debut in Annapolis

By Carl Koch

Outdoor patio at Soul.  
Trip Advisor Photo
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A new bug? Yes, it is the spotted lanternfly. 
Rampant in parts of Pennsylvania, it is headed 
our way. This bug (from Asia) accumulates in 
great numbers at the bases of trees, shrubs, and 
vines, and sucks out the sap. Veteran entomolo-
gist Tom Baker considers this bug “the weirdest, 
most pernicious insect I’ve ever seen.”

We’ve survived the recent marmorated stink-
bug that attacks many crops, then tries to find 
winter refuge in our homes and autos. Fortunate-
ly, our native birds have come to our rescue.

Another coming threat is the emerald ash 
borer, attacking our native ash trees and also our 
beautiful fringe trees. New worry: will it move to 
other kinds of trees when there are no ash trees 
left?

A recent major threat is the spotted wing Dro-
sophila (a new kind of fruit fly). This is a major 
pest attacking many kinds of fruits, causing injury 
and decay. Special control programs are vital to 
protect almost all of our commercial fruits.

Remember when the Japanese beetle raided 
all kinds of crops? It is still around. In Maryland, 
it generally feeds first on wild grapes in our 
woodlands, then migrates to many kinds of fruit, 
flower, and vegetable crops. Natural predators 
are gradually keeping it somewhat under control.

The dreaded gypsy moth comes and goes in 
cycles. Do you recall when it raided our trees 
locally, stripping the leaves and killing so many 
trees? It maintains its virulence on trees in the 
Appalachian mountains, but some day it may 
again move to urban and suburban trees and 
create havoc.

We already have enough trouble from the 

Bug Out, You Pest!

Mexican bean beetle, potato beetle, squash bug, 
tomato hornworm, two cucumber beetles, corn 
ear worm, etc., etc. ENOUGH! This column is 
bugged out!

men from poor areas of Appalachia or farms in 
Tennessee who had not had the educational 
opportunities I had had in Connecticut.

“I vividly remember the instructions I and 
other African Americans received for our first 
pass to Louisville. The bus dropped us off and 
picked us up at a different location from the 
whites. The Army may have been newly deseg-
regated, but segregation lived on off-base in the 
South. I experienced my first ‘white only’ signs 
and other aspects of legal segregation. At times, 
it was difficult.”

Eloise Scott, 
U.S. Army, 1972-
1974 

“I served in the 
Veterinary Corps 
with the rank of 
Captain. I was 
the first African 
American woman 
in the Corps, and 
[my husband and I] were the first couple in the 
Corps. After receiving my commission, I served 
two years as the executive officer of the 487th 
Medical Detachment in Heidelberg, Germany.  I 
resigned my commission in 1974 and received 
the Army Commendation Medal.

Ann Carlson and George Newman contributed 
to this article.

Jim Crow from p. 3

Eloise Scott receives her 
commission from Maj. Gen.  
Fred Hughes, Commanding 

General of the Medical Corps.



An Evening in the Tyrol

On Jan. 24 the Drama Committee brought the 
Austrian Alps to the Auditorium with a “Sound of 
Musicale” narrated and directed by Tim Sabin 
(above, left) The cast included singing nuns 
(below): Faith Torsani (the Mother Superior), 
Tom McCain, Joe Howard, Gerry Ash and 
RoAnn Dahlen-Hartfield.

Marion Henry and Ed Robbins (above, right) 
sang a featured duet. Louise Huddleston and 
Marilyn Haskel (above, center) provided musical 
leadership as well as Gemütlichkeit.

Photos by Peter Pfund, Joyce Koch and George 
Newman


