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Why Do We Celebrate The New Year 
On  January 1?
By Robert Elkin

After everyone spends so much time prepar-

ing for Christmas, preparing for New Year’s Eve 

seems incredibly easy (for everyone except the 

hosts, that is).   But, why do we do it on January 

1?  I know that some wise guys are saying that’s 

when the new year starts.  But, why start in the 

middle of winter, just a few days after the winter 

solstice?  Wouldn’t it make more sense to start 

the new year in the spring when the earth begins 

sprouting and greening and warming?  Indeed, 

there was a time when people welcomed the new 

year in the spring.

The history books tell us that in 153 B.C. the 

Roman Senate under Julius Caesar officially set 

the beginning of the new year in January as a part 

of the newly established Julian calendar.  For a 

while, that didn’t matter as people celebrated the 

event any time in January.  So, in 46 B.C. Julius 

Caesar decided it would be celebrated on Janu-

ary 1st.  (Formerly, the ancient Roman calendar 

started its year on March 1.)

This date and most else of the Julian calen-

dar were kept when, in 1582, Pope Gregory XIII 

established the Gregorian calendar that is now 

known as the Western calendar or the Christian 

calendar.  This calendar reform arose because 

the Julian calendar was off 11 minutes in its 

yearly calculation. As a result, over the years, key 

dates shifted and influenced church celebrations.  

An illustration is the relation of the vernal equinox 

and Easter.

Earlier, and perhaps more appropriately in the 

spring, the Babylonians celebrated New Year’s 

Eve as early as 2000 B.C. with the first new 

moon after the Vernal Equinox.  Their celebration 

of New Year’s lasted 11 days; it was called Akitu.  

At the end of the festivities, oracles were cast 

to determine the fate of the coming 12 months.  

Their most popular resolution was to return bor-

rowed farm equipment.  The Babylonian celebra-

tion was based on the concept of a battle of a 

new god to overturn an old god.  That sounds like 

a battle of old man time of the passing year ver-

sus the new baby of the New Year.  Add in some 

resolutions to determine your fate for the next 12 

months and we begin to recognize our modern 

day celebrations.

Actually, the Greeks introduced the image of 

a baby around 600 B.C.  They celebrated their 

God of Wine, Dionysus, by putting a baby in a 

basket on parade.  That baby represented the 

annual rebirth of Dionysus as the spirit of fertility 

and rebirth.

As we celebrate New Year’s Eve, let’s recall 

the superstitious background of our efforts.
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Express your joy with the new year by making 

loads of noise.  That way, you’ll scare away evil 

spirits and the Devil himself, as they hate loud 

noises.

Spend New Year’s Eve with friends and loved 

ones, kissing everybody at the stroke of midnight 

to assure those affections will continue through-

out the next twelve months.

Never enter the new year with bare cupboards 

lest that be the way of things for the year.  Also, 

pay off all your bills before the New Year be-

gins less you hazard poverty in the next twelve 

months.

Nothing—not even garbage—is to leave the 

house on the first day of the year.  Some people 

soften this rule by exchanging things that come 

into the house for things that need to go out, such 

shaking a rug outside or taking the empties to the 

recycle bin.  But you need great caution to assure 

your prosperity in the next twelve months.

There are many food traditions:  Eat black-

eyed peas to attract both general good luck and 

financial good fortune.  Eat pork on New Year’s 

Day because poultry scratches backwards and 

a cow stands still, but a pig roots forward.   Add 

sauerkraut ase it goes so well with pork).

There are many other superstitions about New 

Year’s Eve and Day to keep you busy in your cel-

ebrations.  Others include those about doing any 

work, wearing new clothes, paying or lending 

money, and opening the door at midnight to let 

the old year escape unimpeded.

We hope you enjoy your New Year’s Eve and 

Day even more now that you know all the won-

derful things you are assuring for the next twelve 

months.  Happy New Year.

Lunar Eclipse on the Solstice
By Curt Bury

There are not many days like Tuesday, Dec. 

21, 2010. Take it from people who know: astrono-

mers. The last time this occurred was 1638.

A number of Collington residents got up 

early that morning to observe this rare event: 

A full eclipse of the moon on the same day as 

the winter solstice. The full moon slowly slipped 

into shadow starting just after 1:30 a.m., return-

ing about 5:00. The bright white glow on a cold 

clear night gave way to a coppery, luminescent 

orange, at its height  about 3:15, then slowly re-

turned to normal.

Few alive today are likely to see a recurrence. 

The next time the winter solstice and a total lunar 

eclipse will occur on the same calendar day will 

be Dec. 21, 2094.

(Curt Bury took photos of the event and has 

put them on Keepingupwithcollington.org.)
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Fiscal Review Committee
By James Giese

Maintaining open lines of communication be-

tween the board, management and residents is 

an essential goal of Collington’s Fiscal Review 

Committee. There are some that believe that the 

way Collington allocates its funds provides the 

best report on how it sets its priorities. One way 

for residents to keep informed of what’s happen-

ing is to attend meetings of the Resident’s As-

sociation fiscal review committee. Participating 

in the meetings also provides opportunities for 

residents to express concerns or support for the 

operation of our community.

Caroline Feinglass, Chair, says that each 

month the committee reviews with management 

the current monthly financial report. Usually, Col-

lington’s Finance Director, and sometimes the 

Executive Director, make a report and answer 

questions. The meetings are held late in the 

month so that management can first review cur-

rent finances with the Collington Board of Trust-

ees.  “We get to see everything the board does,” 

Feinglass notes.  “At the meetings we get a much 

broader and better understanding of the direction 

in which Collington finances are going.”

The committee has the opportunity to provide 

input into the annual budget for the community.  It 

also makes suggestions for use of capital budget 

funds, which are accounted for separately from 

the operating funds.  Collington’s fiscal year be-

gins on April 1, so budget consideration is now 

underway. Another important function of the 

committee is to ensure that resident committees 

are heard and their financial requests get to the 

proper administrative departments of Collington.  

In between monthly meetings, a steering commit-

tee meets to act on behalf of the full committee 

and consider directions the committee should be 

going.  Current steering committee members are 

Committee chair Feinglass, Ted Hawkins, Mar-

garet Martin, Louise Huddleston, Roanne Hart-

field, Joan Clark and Ken Burton, committee sec-

retary.  The committee brings together a wealth 

of individual experience in the fields of manage-

ment and budgeting.  Carolyn Feinglass, herself, 

is a certified public accountant, for example.

Being an active resident’s association is a very 

good thing, Feinglass believes.  “We. as residents, 

shouldn’t be following like sheep behind whatev-

er management says and does.  We welcome all 

comers to our meetings.  I hope resident’s find 

out more about Collington’s financial status.”

The committee meets the fourth Thursday of 

each month at 2 p.m. except for July and August.  

The meetings have been held in the chapel but 

the committee is trying to arrange for use of other 

space so that the chapel is free for prayer and 

other religious uses. The average attendance at 

meetings has been about 15, according to Caro-

lyn Feinglass.  All residents are welcome to at-

tend.  “The more people who know of Collington 

finances, the better for all of us,” she said.
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Welcome Chris Cobb and Janet Jones
By Ginny Mintz

When Chris Cobb and Janet Jones aren’t 
raising spirits as elves at the Christmas party, 
they’ve actively been settling into their lakeview 
apartment for the past year.  Both bring impres-
sive academic backgrounds and already have 
become active in Collington activities.

Chris Cobb is professionally interested in 
what makes people tick – especially children. A 
close second is her avid interest in the  outdoors. 
Among other things, she used to skipper her sail-
boat and own, train and drive Clydesdale Horses 
– the big, bulky ones. Now she’s helping build 
a model Skipjack for the Collington Regatta and  
tutoring a local fourth grader. She also keeps a 
census of geese polluting Lake Collington and 
the beavers’ tree-felling prowess.

Chris grew up in Corning NY, a first generation 
American. By the  7th grade she knew she want-
ed to be a psychologist but was told  “girls don’t 
do that!” – a phrase that’s long haunted her. After  
college at Syracuse University, she married an 
Episcopal priest, had  two children and now has 
three grandchildren.

Finally, in 1969, after financing grad school 
through eight years as  a social worker, she got 
her Ph.D. from Syracuse University on the same  
day as her son, who got his BA. “Who says girls 
don’t do THAT,” she  hollered as she held her 
diploma aloft and began work on the problems  
of teaching “handicapped” children; Chris had 
a mission -- her  nephew was learning disabled 
and seemingly without options after a  bout with 
measles encephalitis.

Determined to change things, she joined a 
group of “activists” and  with the strong support 
of the severely dyslexic then New York Governor, 
Nelson Rockefeller, they helped enact the first 
state laws  to “do exactly THAT.” By then, she also 
helped to pass the first federal laws mandating a 
full education for all regardless of handicap. She 

says there are still many hurdles to serving these 
people.

Janet Jones, who grew up in Vero Beach, Fl, 
also set her course early. As a kid, she worked 
in the citrus groves. After Swarthmore, she went 
on to grad school in chemistry at Cal-tech, where 
she was only the second woman in the depart-
ment. Degree in hand, she took academic jobs at 
Montana state, Colorado State, SUNY at Buffalo 
and North Carolina State, in spare time getting 
married and having two children and now two 
grandchildren.

Throughout her career, she did “what academ-
ics are supposed to do” -- she wrote proposals and 
published. And she traveled all over Europe and in 
South America and Israel, where she gave talks 
and attended meetings. One particularly intriguing 
project centered on forensic studies of death by 
rat poison – one of the developers thought it was 
harmless to humans, ate some and died.

After a year as a Program Director in chemistry 
at the National Science Foundation, she spent a 
year on a Guggenheim at England’s Southamp-
ton University. 

Although she’s fully engaged by science, she 
really lights up when she talks about students and 
watching them develop into independent think-
ers. She worked to promote diversity in chemis-
try by recruiting  and hiring “some very talented 
women and getting them promoted.”  Although 
Universities like smart students, “women are still 
discriminated against as colleagues,” she says.

Returning to the NSF she strove to convince 
people that, although Berkeley, Harvard, etc. 
have the reputations, “real stars” also  can be 
found among myriad academic chemists at other 
institutions.  

She retired from the NSF as Division Director 
in Chemistry in 2001. At Collington, she has be-
come chair of the Wellness Committee that pro-
motes physical fitness.  One task she’s taken on 
is to recruit volunteers, including herself, to keep 
the fitness center open when staff is not available.
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African Art Begins  
Black History Month

A program to enhance our understanding of 

traditional African Art will introduce a month-long 

celebration of Black History Month, according to 

Dora Halton, Co-chair.

On Tuesday, January 18, at 7:00 pm in the Cha-

pel-Game Room, Robert Elkin will speak on how 

to look at African Art.  He says, “Most of us view 

African Art the way we look at western art.  We 

seek the aesthetics of the art and try to understand 

it through our western experience.  But, tradition-

ally, Africans lived in a different culture. They cre-

ated their art to serve important functions in their 

lives—to celebrate an initiation or to memorialize 

a dead relative or to display power, for example. 

Their art expressed their rich spiritual lives.”

Bob’s interest in traditional African Art goes 

back to the 1970’s when he began collecting and 

studying the art.  His stint as a docent at the Na-

tional Museum of African Art brought additional 

training and opportunities to lead tours of the Mu-

seum’s collections and exhibits.  

Dora Halton speaks for her two co-chairs, Anna 

White and Delores Hawkins, to describe other 

February plans for Black History Month.  She de-

scribes a busy time full of history, music, speak-

ers, a reception, exhibits, and African-American 

food.  The Committee kicks off February festivi-

ties with a reception that includes music and re-

freshments on Sunday, February 6.  Two popular 

movies will entertain the crowd:  Karate Kid on 

February 8 and Glory on the 15th.  The Howard 

University Choir will perform on February 19 and 

speakers will dazzle the crowd on February 22.  

A final concert will close the month on February 

27.  In addition to an exhibit in the Clocktower, 

the Committee will mount an exhibit of African-

Americans serving in the Civil War, celebrating 

the 150th anniversary of that horrendous event.  

As a special treat, the Dining Room will serve 

special African-American food on three Fridays.  

Dora says that each member of the Committee 

has assumed a big task to get everything done.  

Details will follow. RE

Who Am I?
By Marian Schubauer

Take a look at these early photos of current 
residents and see if you can guess who they 
are, using the clues we’ve presented.  When you 
get back to Chatter Box, you’ll find the answers.  
Have Fun!

Jan. No.1: This beauti-
ful young woman was in the 
Political Arena for more than 
20 years, she married the 
same man three times, and 
she’s known as the hostess 
with the mostess for Colling-
ton fellowship.

Jan. No. 2: This handsome 
devil played a big part in the 
birth of Collington Episcopal 
Retirement Home, he worked 
for the U.S. government from 
1952-1959 and he became a 
priest in 1963.

Jan. No. 3:  This stately ma-
tron invented the Hands-On 
Discovery Room in the Nation-
al Museum of Natural History, 
she is one of our Collington 
actresses, and she attended 
Fashion Shows in Paris.
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Has Anyone Seen My 
Grandfather’s Brush?
by James Giese

For the 55th winter, last January I used my 

grandfather’s carpenter brush to remove three 

inches of snow from our cars, this time at Col-

lington.  The brush is the only material remem-

brance I have of the only grandfather I ever knew.  

The brush did its usual great job and when I was 

through, I put it back in my car, just inside the front 

door beside the driver’s seat.  That was the last 

time I saw the brush, my continuing reminder of 

grandfather Giese.

I didn’t know my grandfather well but I knew 

much about him.  When the youngest child in his 

family married, he moved out and left my grand-

mother on her own.  My grandmother was a de-

vout Lutheran with no real vices.  My grandfather 

loved to smoke, drink and dance.

He had a difficult childhood.  Born on a farm in 

Wisconsin of German immigrants, his mother died 

when he was three.  His father remarried and died 

when he was six.  His stepmother and her new 

husband raised him.  Unfortunately, they treated 

him badly.  He ran away from home as a teenager.

He was handy at many things and for the most 

part earned his living as a carpenter.  He built 

houses.  But he also was involved in other entre-

preneurial ventures.  Once, he owned a lot of land 

on the north side of Milwaukee.  But he sold it be-

fore it became valuable.  He also was a partner in 

an automobile dealership.  They sold brands we 

never hear of now. Bad luck struck again when his 

partner took off with the company funds, leaving 

him with the debts.

At Christmas, I would go with my dad to give my 

grandfather his gift.  He lived alone in a series of 

rooming houses - gloomy, big old houses sparsely 

furnished with old hand-me-downs and second-

hands.  His room reeked of pipe tobacco smoke.  

He had gray hair, a white mustache and a round 

face, somewhat stern, but he could smile.  Our 

Christmas encounters were quite stiff.  Occasion-

ally, he would come to our house for dinner. I re-

member Dad would ask if he was still dancing and 

he would say yes and tell of some of the places to 

which he would go that had dancing.

Although in his 70’s, he still did odd jobs.  One 

year he was upset because he fell from the roof 

of a two-and-one-half story building spraining his 

ankle.  It wasn’t the fall that bothered him, it was 

that he had been injured and laid up for a while.

My grandfather Giese died at 81 in early 1954.  

That year, I was discharged from the army and 

enrolled in graduate school in Kansas.  I needed a 

car.  My dad, as executor of grandfather’s estate, 

arranged for me to get grandfather’s 1946 Buick.  

It was my first car.

In the car, I found a well-used carpenter’s brush 

– a long row of strong but bent scraggly bristles 

along one side of a long wooden handle.  He ob-

viously had used it to remove snow from his car, 

and I continued to do so.  The strong bristles dug 

in to grab the snow and push it away.  When there 

was ice, and the car was warmed up a little, gen-

tle taps with the wooden handle were enough to 

break it up so it could be swept away.

Since then I have had many cars.  I have had 

the opportunity to use many devices to remove 

snow and ice from them.  None worked as well or 

lasted as long as my grandfather’s brush. 

Now, I face another winter without it.  Some-

where, sometime it must have fallen out the car 

door onto the pavement.  I miss it.  Have you seen 

my grandfather’s brush?
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Making a Difference, A Book Review
By Jean Getlein

“I practiced community organization long be-

fore Barack Obama discovered it in Chicago,” 

Collington’s Bob Elkin can’t keep from bragging 

in his memoir, “Making a Difference,” published 

this month.

But Bob’s work in nonprofits is only one part of 

this frank recollection of, as he describes it, “a full 

life of excitement and accomplishments, joys and 

sorrows, and always, learning and searching.

Photographs, here and there, enliven the pag-

es.  You will want to see a fetching one of “Bobby” 

at age eight in 1932, only a year before he went 

to work after school in one of the elder Elkin’s 

Connecticut grocery stores.  And, another of Bob 

as proud father of two children.

We learn of his troubled marriage and its un-

raveling, the death of his son, and his life as a 

“workaholic” despite a lifelong heart condition.

Collingtonian’s editor began his writing career 

at thirteen with a novel, “Zippy the Lion Boy”, 

which somehow never got published.  

On the positive side, he earned a Ph.D. in Tech-

nology of Management, and became a pioneer 

in adapting management technology to nonprofit 

organizations.  He has been called “the nation’s 

leading cost specialist in social welfare.”  (We’re 

going to ask Dr. Elkin what exactly that means!)  

His last paid job was as an associate professor at 

Maryland’s School of Social Work.

In “retirement” Bob became a volunteer in 

pastoral care, took up photography, and joined a 

memoirs writing group, among many, many other 

things.

This is an astonishingly honest account of a 

man who has lived life to the fullest.

Just Looking About

By Jeanne Gart

Visitors to Irina and Peter Pfund’s cottage ask 

about this beautiful little bronze sculpture. It is 

about 8.5 inches tall. 

Peter explains that it 

was probably made in 

the 1920’s by a sculp-

tor named Emil Frit-

zsche, a member of 

Peter’s mother’s fam-

ily. According to a 

note written by Peter’s 

mother on the base of 

the figure, only one other copy was made – its 

whereabouts unknown. It is entitled “Springer,” 

which means Jumper in German. However, be-

cause of the pose and the cup in the jumper’s 

right hand, Peter thinks of it as Bacchus. 

(Photograph by Peter Pfund)

Booksigning On January 13

All are invited to a booksigning for Robert 

Elkin’s recently published memoir, “Making 

A Difference”.

The event will be held in the auditorium 

at 4:00 P.M. on Thursday, January 13.  Bill 

McGhee will read selections from the book. 

Refreshments will be served.
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Denise Yeager, Fitness Guru
By Gloria Ericson

Staff member Denise Yeager is an enthusias-

tic advocate of healthy living through physical fit-

ness.  And, under the auspices of Prince George’s 

Community College she is able to offer Collington 

residents such SAGE classes as Therapeutic 

Aquatic Exercise, Weight Training, and Fitness 

Walking.  She admits to having a strong feeling 

of affection for Collington people -- a feeling obvi-

ously reciprocated: Resident Jean Getlein admir-

ingly describes her as a “bundle of energy!”

Denise grew up in Lakewood, Ohio – a suburb 

of Cleveland – and later attended Bowling Green 

State University.  Her interests have always been 

in physical fitness, with early-on emphasis on bi-

cycling:  She bike- toured Europe in her student 

days and became part of the American Youth 

Hostel.  In 1980 she led a month-long bicycle 

tour through New England.

But the year 1979 was pivotal for her:  She took 

a bike tour guide course taught by a fellow named 

Jeff Yeager.  Almost from the outset, it became 

obvious that they were kindred spirits.  After their 

marriage some three years later, she continued 

her career of teaching such courses as First Aid, 

CPR, Phys Ed, and Woman’s Health.  She taught 

in high school and later at such colleges as the 

University of Southern California, Bowie State Uni-

versity and Prince George’s Community College.

Jeff, for his part, built a career as CEO with 

nonprofit organizations until 2004 when he wrote 

a book setting forth the precepts that he and kin-

dred-spirit wife, Denise, embrace:  Living a better 

life with less.  

The book’s title: “The Ultimate CHEAPSKATE’S 

Road Map to True Riches.”  It was a howling suc-

cess – snagging him an interview on NBC’s TO-

DAY show – where he is still a preferred guest.  

Michelle Singletary’s “Color of Money” column in 

the Washington Post voted the book as her Feb-

ruary 2008 Book of the Month. She quotes him: 

“Money is relative – it’s not a matter of a lot or a 

little...it’s all about enough.”  Jeff now writes for 

such magazines as AARP and has a new book 

coming out: “THE CHEAPSKATE NEXT DOOR 

– The surprising secrets of Americans living hap-

pily below their means.”

When asked about their lifestyle, Denise ex-

plains that they renovate and repair things them-

selves and scrimp on things they don’t care about, 

such as clothes, fancy foods, cars and anything 

that might be considered merely a status sym-

bol.  Thus, they can afford to do the things they 

feel really passionate about, such as travel (four 

trips to Greece, alone).  Also, Denise says frugal 

living (such as only buying food that costs less 

than $1-a-pound) has allowed her to continue 

working part-time as a teacher although the pay 

is low and carries no benefits.  She notes that 

the economy has caused so many schools and 

colleges to gut their Phys Ed programs so that 

full-time employment is not always possible.  But, 

Denise loves what the fates have allowed her to 

do, and she says “If you do what you love, you 

don’t ‘work’ a day in your life.”

Obviously, Jeff and Denise march to a differ-

ent drummer.  They’re not looking over their shoul-

ders to see what the Joneses are doing.  They’re 

spending their time and money on what is mean-

ingful to them: whether it is kayaking and canoe-

ing, or sponsoring a Philippines child through the 

Christian Children’s Fund.  That child is now of col-

lege age and they will be putting her through.  As 

Denise says: “The best things in life aren’t things.”
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Child Rearing of Old
By Maya Peretz

We grew up in ignorance of modern medicine 

or psychiatry, with no radio or television, allowed 

to walk in the streets, play on construction sites 

and run around barefoot. When a nail stuck in 

your foot, mother pulled it out and disinfected it 

with iodine. Next day you were back playing.  

We didn’t go to preschool or kindergarten; par-

ents didn’t worry that it would impede our prog-

ress. They sent us straight to the first grade. 

No one followed you with a hat, scarf, or 

gloves, or checked to assure you weren’t too hot. 

Colds were cured with garlic, hot lemon tea with 

a touch of vodka, milk boiled with honey, and a 

featherbed. And, we were never diagnosed with 

flu or pneumonia. Anyway, we never went to a 

doctor. Mother or grandma did the doctoring and 

no one arrested them for treating us with a drop 

of alcohol in tea.  

We went to the woods whenever we wanted; 

picked mushrooms and ate the berries peed on 

by foxes and deer. Mother didn’t fear we’d be 

devoured by wolves, infected with rabies or lost. 

If we got there, we could find the way back; on 

time, of course. Returning late was a bad habit, 

cured with a belt.

No one helped us with homework. Parents be-

lieved that, having graduated from school, they 

didn’t need more lessons. 

In the summer, we rode bikes to the river; no 

grown-ups played lifeguards. And none of us 

drowned. Everyone knew how to swim, without 

swimming lessons. We wore no helmets or knee-

pads, and if you fell off the bike, you wouldn’t cry. 

Scratches or bruises were considered a normal 

thing. We solved problems between us with fists. 

Parents stayed away, and the police were busy 

with grown-ups’ problems. 

On Saturday night, we stayed at home alone; 

parents went to the movies. We had no babysit-

ters. Having played outdoors all day long, we fell 

asleep fast like good children anyway. 

The dog followed us without a collar or leash, 

and no one paid attention to where he did his 

business. We weren’t warned not to touch ani-

mals; no one heard of germs. You peed under 

a bush without bothering to wash hands after-

wards. In winter, boys knew to pee away from the 

wind. 

If you tried to drag on father’s pipe, he laughed 

as you were caught by a coughing spell, and you 

knew not to try it again.

You walked to school more than a mile. Mother 

shrugged; her walk to school was three miles.

We gobbled up huge amounts of grandma’s 

rhubarb pie; no one counted calories. When a 

buddy got a package sent by an aunt in America, 

we all took turns chewing a piece of gum for a 

week.  We ate fruit from the tree unwashed and 

drank water from a stream; it didn’t kill us. 

You didn’t play with mother or a sitter; we had 

one another to play with.  You had to kiss your 

auntie on the cheek, without wiping your face 

with a sleeve. 

No one protected us from the dangerous world. 

Going out to play, we had to care for ourselves. 

We were brought up by neighbors and older kids. 

Parents gladly accepted this help. We all sur-

vived. No one ended up in prison. Not everyone 

graduated from college, but we all got jobs. 

Most of us now have families and we raise our 

kids in a different, more civilized way, mostly be-

cause the world has changed. Yet we love our 

parents for letting us grow up without shrinks, 

germs, bike helmets, fenced off playgrounds and 

ballet lessons. 
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Recently overheard:  “I’m so tired of writing 

Christmas cards, I could drop.”  The response:  

“I know, but you have to send them or they think 

you are dead.”

O

Wasn’t the Christmas Party great fun!  Thanks 

to Frances Kolarek and to the many people par-

ticipating.  Having events in two venues worked 

out fine and everyone had a splendid time.  One 

highlight came when Elf Stephanie 

Dalton sat on Santa Claus’ knee to 

tell him what she wanted for Christ-

mas.  We happened to get their photo.

We hear so often that “people don’t 

participate.” that “they don’t want to 

get involved.”  There is news for those 

naysayers.  Every single person Fran-

ces Kolarek asked to play a role in the 

Christmas party said, “Yes!  Sure thing.”  There 

were some 20 jobs to be done and they all got 

done very well.

O

As Louise Huddleston took off for Antarctica, 

we got interested in that continent.  Simon Ro-

man, who spent six months at the South Pole 

on a basic research project, says the Antarc-

tica continent is bigger than most people un-

derstand; it’s larger than the United States and 

Mexico combined.  During the “summer” when 

he ventured out hourly to take readings, the tem-

perature wasn’t too bad, he says.  It ran from 10 

above to 40 below but the continuing gale force 

winds make it seem much colder. Si also says 

that the South Pole is essentially a desert with no 

precipitation.  However the strong winds bring in 

much snow.  That snow has built up from 9,000 to 

15,000 feet of ice above ground level.

That sounds like a pretty cold place for Louise 

to venture.  But, she’ll come ashore on the north-

ern tip of a peninsular that juts up toward Ven-

ezuela and Chile. Si thinks the temperature there 

is about the same as at the South Pole 

but the winds aren’t quite as strong.  

Her cruise ship only takes several days 

from one of those most southerly ports.  

However, the trip is across the Channel 

that has unpredictably bad weather. It 

is the area where three seas, The At-

lantic, The Pacific, and the Arctic Sea 

come together, sometimes violently.  

Historically, crossing the channel constituted an 

enormous challenge for boats crossing from the 

Atlantic to the Pacific, or vice versa.  

So, it sounds as if Louise is on an adventure 

with some risk.  We hope that by the time this ap-

pears in print that she has successfully crossed 

the Channel twice and brings back wonderful 

stories of glorious expanses.

More Editors Needed

In response to popular demand, here are more 

of the headlines found by Jean Getlein.Juvenile  

Chatter	Box
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Court to Try Shooting Defendant  

See  if that works any better than a fair  trial! 

War  Dims Hope for Peace  

I  can see where it might have that effect! 

O 

Have you noticed that the Tax Course for se-

niors is taught in the Creative Arts Room?

O

I Remember
By Jeanne Gart 

When I was young, we lived only half a block 

from the elementary school that I attended.  Some 

of our relatives lived in another part of town in a 

large, gloomy, old house.  One was an aunt who 

had never married.  She lived with a cousin who 

was thought by the family to be ‘very well off’.  A 

man also lived in the house.  He took care of the 

furnace, the car, and all the heavy work around 

the property.  

The car was old, large and impressive, it was 

used mostly to travel to the country a few times a 

year to look at a farm owned by the cousin.  In the 

winter the wheels were removed 

and the car was put on piles of 

bricks.  I suppose the idea was to 

save the tires.  In the spring, when 

the wheels were re-attached, the 

three of them drove slowly across 

town to visit us.  How I dreaded 

those visits.  The two elderly la-

dies wore ankle-length dresses 

and high-top shoes. No one, of 

course, had dressed like that for years.  They 

were both tiny women perched on the back seat 

of the car.  They always seemed to come in the 

afternoon, at about the time school was over 

for the day.  Children walking home from school 

past our house stopped to stare.  They had never 

seen women dressed like this nor had they seen 

what appeared to be a chauffer driving a limou-

sine.  I nearly died of embarrassment as school-

mates would stare and then run giggling down 

the sidewalk.

Residents with short, interesting remem-

brances are invited to call Jeanne Gart at ex-

tension 7217 to tell their stories.  Jeanne will 

type them for the Collingtonian.

O

Who Am I? Answers:  Jan. No. 1 is Maureen 

Lamb, Jan No. 2 is John Evans, and Jan. No. 3 is 

Caryl Marsh.  Did you get all three?  Better luck 

next month.  

Pat’s Puns



Doris Baster’s Hess Toy Truck Collection

Doris Baster first truck purchase was the vin-

tage vehicle at top left, showing an early Hess 

truck with its exposed hose.  That was in the 

mid-1980’s.  After that, each year for 14 years, 

she went to the Hess station in Arlington to buy 

the new truck at Christmas time.  She has all the 

boxes in pristine shape.


