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OUR THREE RESIDENT BOARD MEMBERS
Almost from our inception, Collington’s Board
has included three resident members elected

A brief glance at our three resident members
assures us that their impressive backgrounds
provide solid evidence that we have placed both
our community’s present

by their peers. With Agnes

and future in compe-tent

Hatfield’s election last fall to

hands:

join Roanne Hartfield and
John Evans, Collingtonians

John Evans, an Episcopal

are fortunate to be repre-

priest, has played a key role

sented by three such com-

in the Collington story since

petent leaders.
Including the three resi-

almost a decade before the
John Evans, Roanne Hartfield, Agnes Hatfield

dent members, Collington’s
Board of Directors is composed of twelve to
fifteen voting members serving three-year
terms. Non-resident members are local citizens
who bring an active community involvement and
broad range of professional experience to their
work, and all serve without compensation.
The responsibilities of the Board are heavy,
indeed. While the Board is essentially policy
making, it has recently become more proactive
in monitoring management and implementing
programs and services.
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community came into being. Born in Pennsylvania

and raised in Ohio, he graduated from Oberlin
in 1943, received an M.A. in Divinity from Harvard in 1956, worked with the U.S. Government
from 1952-1959 and entered the priesthood in
1962. In 1979, as Bishop’s Assistant for the
Washington Ministry on Aging, he was called
upon to evaluate senior citizen programs in the
Washington Diocese. Working in close cooperation with Bishop John Walker and others,
John Evans and his colleagues gave birth to
what became Collington. He participated in the
formal groundbreaking in 1986, and Collington

became a reality in 1988. After a long career

M.A. and Ph.D. in Education/Psychology at the

of service and giving, John and his wife “Ricky”

University of Denver. After serving as a Navy

became full-time residents here shortly after

WAVE in World War II, she pursued a success-

John’s retirement from the ministry in 2002.

ful academic career teaching Human Develop-

During his residence at Collington, John served

ment at the Universities of Denver and Mary-

in many capacities, including the Presidency of

land for 28 years while marrying and raising one

the Residents Association.

child. Along the way, she played a leading role

Roanne Hartfield first learned of Collington
when she wrote a health article for the preopening organization. Her father, Ken Muldoon, lived here from 1989 to 2000 and now
her husband, Dick, lives in the Health Center.
She earned her B.S., M.A., and Ph.D. and R.N.
degrees in nursing, research, administration
and education at Columbia University, New
York University and Catholic University. In her
forty years in the nursing field, she taught at the

in organizing and developing The National Alliance on Mental Illness (NAMI) and received a
Rosalyn Carter Caregiving Award in recognition
of her endeavors in 2000. Since coming to Collington that same year, she has served in many
leadership capacities in health, Residents Association, and In-Home Care. Our sincere thanks
to John, Agnes and Roanne, for volunteering
to serve on the Board and helping Collington to
continue to thrive and prosper.

university level and directed the R.N. Baccalaureate Program at the University of Maryland and
coordinated nursing research at George Washington University Medical Center. Since she
and her husband Dick moved here in 1997 (they
are the proud parents of three children and nine
grandchildren!), Roanne has played leadership
roles in Collington’s Health Services, Library,
and Fiscal Review Steering Committees as well
as our Residents Council and MaCCRA.
Agnes Hatfield has been a hard-working
member of our community for more than nine
years. Born in South Dakota, she attended
Dakota Wesleyan and later earned a BA at
the University of California, Berkeley, and an
2
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Black History Month
Dora Halton and a group
of others prepared Collington’s month-long celebration
of Black History Month. The
series of events starts February 7 at 3:30 pm with a reception in the Clocktower chaired
by Dorothy Davenport. This
will feature the opening of the
art and vintage items exhibit,

Dora Halton, right, discusses plans with Mildred Gray, Resident Pioneer

chaired by Moira Nelson. The
exhibit is comprised of interesting African-American items from the past such as jewelry, tools,
hats, and household items. Doris C. Harris and
Ron Hawkins will entertain, accompanied by
Rosemary Robinson. Ron Blackman heads the
refreshments group.
Two movies are part of the celebration, with
“White Nights” starring Gregory Hines on February 9 in the afternoon and Denzel Washington
starring in “The Great Debaters” on February 15
in the evening. A field trip is offered on February 23 to Baltimore’s National Great Blacks in

tary and June Turner, Treasurer. Honorary
Resident Pioneers are Mildred Gray and Anna
White. David Walbright and the Marketing Department are handling publicity in the community, inviting non-residents to all events.
Delores Hawkins brought the original idea of
celebrating Black History to Collington in 2007
when she formed a group for the event. Purpose has always been to take a fascinating
look at African-American culture. She and Dora
Halton have led the celebrations in the ensuing
years. Anna White became the third co-chair in
2008. RE

Wax Museum.
The Grand Celebration, on the evening of
February 28, features Colours, the singing and
dance troupe, along with fabulous appetizers.
Carol Kempske’s Music Committee is sponsoring the Colours.
Dora Halton serves as co-chair with Delores
Hawkins and Anna White. Julia Lacy is Secre-

PHOTOGRAPHING FOR FUN
Learn while doing. Take photos for
the Collingtonian using a digital camera. Instructions from an experienced
photographer. Contact Robert Elkin
February 2010
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Update On Collington’s Clinic
By Frances Kolarek
Collington’s Clinic has undergone substantial
change over the past several months under the
leadership of Felicia Sauls, RN. Most apparent
are the new hours – from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. To the
delight of all, the long midday closing has been
abolished.
Jennifer Warren and Ayana Kelley, both Licensed Nurse Practitioners, (LPNs), greet us at
the reception desk to answer questions, administer medicines, and handle other ailments and
complaints. Charlotte Agee, Office manager, is
a welcome presence from the past.
Felicia Sauls, RN, Director of Residential
Health Services, occupies an office toward the
rear of the waiting room. Charged with overseeing the health needs of all independent residents, Ms. Sauls is responsible for assessing
our needs and arranging for appropriate medical
attention, in their own homes, in the clinic, by
admission to the Health Center, a local hospital,
or a consultation with a medical professional
The Clinic staff changes bandages, administers shots, oversees care of diabetics who
need assistance and provides a wide variety of
services for which charges are made, in addition to many other services for which no charge
is made.
Felicia has contacted a host of specialists
who are now available to see us in the Clinic,
as needed. A complete list of names and hours
4
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is available at the Clinic upon request.
There are now two podiatrists, in addition
to Dr. Jacobs. Of these, Dr. Lavern Andre is
– remarkably – available on Sundays by appointment through the Clinic staff. A psychiatrist
and a psychologist are available to us through
Roger Barnes, Social Services Coordinator. A
dentist comes every Monday from 10 a.m. “until
everyone is seen.”
The dermatologist that Felicia recruited is
now on maternity leave and a substitute is being sought. A urologist comes on the second
Tuesday of each month between 8 a.m. and 12
noon. And once a month an ophthalmologist is
here, as well as an optician. Appointments with
these new members of our team may be arranged through the Clinic. In addition, our audiologist, Dr. Newcomb, keeps her usual hours by
appointment, on Thursday mornings.
On Saturday and Sunday mornings, Phyllis
Lopez continues to provide nursing services in
the clinic as she has done since the first days at
Collington.
When a medical emergency arises during
hours when the Clinic is closed, independent
residents may continue to call the clinic numbers – 2247 or 7791 – where their call will be
automatically transferred to a nurses’ station in
the Health Center. If the nurses’ station doesn’t
answer, Felicia advises residents to hang up
and call Security at 2020.

Call Waiting
By Gloria Ericson
I recently acquired a webcam which means
that now my two daughters, my granddaughter,
and I can not only talk to each other on line but
see each other as well. And there will be no
“telephone” bill to pay even though my granddaughter is currently studying in France. Is
modern technology awesome, or what?
After I got the webcam set up, I waited expectantly for my first call. A message flashing on the screen seemed to indicate that my
daughter, April, was calling. But before I answered I quickly sought a mirror, to pat down
my hair and check on my lipstick. Who knew?
April’s husband, Hugh, and his family might be
there also. I wanted to be presentable.
However, when I got back to the computer I
found the connection broken. I fiddled around
and finally heard my daughter’s voice – I wasn’t
getting any video, just audio. She seemed to be
saying, “Hugh called...”
I said: “He did? I thought you called.”
“No,” she said, “I was asking if you called.”
I responded, “Well, he could have – I’m not
familiar with this gizmo yet...”
“No, Mom, not Hugh, you: YOU, Mom.”
“Hugh’s Mom called? Why would she do that
– I hardly know the woman.”
“Noooooo, Mom...” ...
Well, we finally got things sorted out and

Costello routine. Later my daughter said that
since she had both video and audio at her end
she could see and hear me while I was “fiddling
around”, trying to get back the broken connection. She said she could see my eyes darting
all over the screen and hear me swearing.
I was shocked. “I was swearing?”
“Well, half under your breath, but I could hear
you. You were saying: ‘How do I work this
damn thing?’ and ‘Maybe if I hit this damn icon’”
This experience has led me to two conclusions: No.1: Webcamming can be fun but has
the whiff of Big Brother about it, and No. 2:
My daughter’s husband has got to change his
name.

Frances Kolarek,
Full of Exciting New Projects

For as many years as most of us can
remember, Frances Kolarek has been
identified with The Collingtonian. She’s
worked successfully in all the different
jobs involved with planning, writing, and
printing the newsletter. She’s demonstrated a terrific nose for news and brought
us story after story to edify and entertain.
And, now about two years after she retired as full-time editor, but agreed to continue with the Collingtonian’s computer
preparation for printing, she’s leaving us
for sure. New projects are absorbing her.
We wish her well and will miss her energy
and eye on the prize. R.E.

were able to stop our impromptu Abbott and
February 2010
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entire Hilltop garden. This is supposed to kill the

Faith’s
Gardening Notes

spores for fungus and other blights that attack
tomatoes later in the season. I just need nice

One of my favorite quirky Victorian poets, Christina Rossetti, begins a calendar poem (#47 in
her anthology) with:
February all dripping wet...
She got that right, about January, didn’t she?
Let’s see how well she does for this month, as
we move forward. Where are you, my readers? You never answered my request to tell any
of your future garden plans, nor confess plant
errors, nor love/hate relations with your houseplants. Perforce, I went on the prowl.
Ann Novotsky’s favorite three-year old container plant of the moment that can live outside
during the summer, is her braided hibiscus.
That’s right, the stems braid as they grow up
in the pot, one with red flowers, and the other
bright orange. In season, they usually produce
one or two blooms a day, and only last a day
or two. But that is long enough to bring some
cheer to friends in the Creighton Center. Her
braid worked better than my gift of four multicolored Poinsettias in one pot that did not last.
It’s a tricky business.
Hilda Jay, one of the best of our Hilltop gardeners, is full of new plans for 2010. She says,
“This year I am actually going to try using clear
plastic cover from now to plowing time over my
The Collingtonian

Hilda continues, “I like to rotate my veggies so
this year I am going to plant peas. I read in Gurney’s catalog of a new pea, Pisum Sativum, that

January, cold and desolate/
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sunny days to cook the earth.”
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produces large pods and lots of peas.” Other
things Hilda wrote, about Action Deer, will go
into our next Remove Bambi safely to another
planet column, in March. Also noted, I caught
Bill Preston on the run and asked him to suggest another plant for jaded gardeners this year.
“Foxgloves,” he said. “Lots of them, but remember they’re biennial.”
More rumors: plots in the Hilltop are available
for newcomers now. Art Longacre has made
many changes. First he cut down the currant
bushes and decided to plant no more okra and
dug up the blackberries. Perhaps, he’ll cut back
on all but his asparagus, tomatoes and limas,
since he still has a bin at the greenhouse. Reminder: Chuck Dell has already ordered flower
plugs for the spring sale, and surely David
Goodkind will have herb plants.
Finally, last month I started, reluctantly, to
read and reread my several hundred garden
books. Time is flying and I must find my friends
the right home. But, where will I ever find such
fun as “Peacock Manure and Marigolds”? or, the
way Eleanor Perenyi can weave women’s rights
into “Green Thoughts?” I hate to let my books
go.

“A REVOLUTION IS NOT A DINNER PARTY”
By Stewart Ramsey
Looking through some of my wife Iris’s papers recently, I came across an English-language copy of Mao Tse-tung’s famous “Little
Red Book.” Iris obtained it during her escapade
in Peking during the Cultural Revolution of the
1960s. Although it is mostly a turgid MarxistLeninist tract, it contains some revealing observations. In addition to “A revolution is not a
dinner party,” Mao is quoted as saying “War can
only be abolished through war,” and “The atom
bomb is a paper tiger; it looks terrible, but in fact
it isn’t” (apparently at that time China did not
have the atomic bomb).
No one would have ever expected Iris Hambleton to go to China. She was born in the drab
English industrial town of Leek, Staffordshire, in
1926. Working class girls of that era, no matter
how bright, were expected to go into service or
marry the boy next door. But, Iris was different;
she went to England’s south coast as receptionist in a luxury hotel. Iris had adventure in her
blood. Her first big adventure came in 1962
when she went to Moscow as governess (”nanny”) for a British diplomatic couple with a fiveyear-old daughter.

We met in Moscow where I worked as a
correspondent. It became tricky to carry on
a romance In a place where foreigners were
routinely watched and their telephones tapped
but we managed. After the diplomat’s wife left
with her daughter, Iris stayed on as kindergarten teacher at the Anglo-American School (at
least one of her small charges later became an
ambassador). Then she, too, was ordered to
leave and we were separated for the first time.
I managed to track her down once in London on
one of my trips out of Moscow, but then I was
transferred to Business Week magazine in New
York. As we didn’t correspond, it seemed as if
our string was finally broken. On a business trip

to Europe later, I learned that Iris had gone on
to Peking, China.

Peking! Didn’t Iris have enough of communism in Moscow? But, she was a vagabond,
and saw China as one more exotic place. Little
did she know that going to Peking as governess for a British diplomatic family would catch
her up in one of the most tumultuous periods in
Chinese history.

Only a few months after arriving, she and
other embassy staff were driven into the street,
had their hair pulled and their clothes torn, and
generally roughed up by angry “Red Guards,”
the vanguard of Mao’s Cultural Revolution. The
embassy was partially sacked and burned, and
they were all kept under house arrest. They
were held in an anxious state for a prolonged
period. None of them, including Iris, knew
whether they would ever get out alive!

Then in July 1968 tensions eased and women and children were given visas to leave. As
Iris sat in the airplane about to take off, Red
Guards danced in the aisles, shouted slogans
such as “All reactionaries are paper tigers!” and
handed out copies of Mao’s Little Red Book. Iris
stuffed her book in her purse and prayed they
would get back to England alive,
Today Iris’s memories of that turbulent period
have mellowed. She remembers how in the
months before the Red Guards went on their
rampage, she joined other British embassy
personnel to visit the Great Wall of China, the
Forbidden City, and other sights in and around
Peking.

By the way, Iris and I—two vagabonds—were
married in 1971, after I had been assigned to
London as bureau
manager for
Business Week.
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The Big Ten

We first heard of our management team’s “Big
Ten” when they came in out of the cold to keep
Collington going during the 2009 blizzard in December. They fought the storm to arrive early and
many stayed overnight through Sunday to clear the
rapidly-falling snow, provide transportation to other
workers to reach their jobs, carried meals to cottage-bound residents, set tables, and did whatever
had to be done. (The Big Ten becomes the “Dirty
Dozen” when you include the Executive Director
(who was out of town) and the Finance Director (the
position was vacant).
We’re lucky to have these Big Ten running Collington day-after-day. Let’s meet them.
Angie Layfield, Administrator of Health Services,
is second in command on our management team. She’s concerned
with all aspects of Collington even
though she focuses day-to-day
on our health services. During the
blizzard, the team called her “El
Capitan”.
Karen Cheney carries the title of Office Manager
but residents consider her the heart of the management team. In addition to being
secretary to the Executive Director,
she provides support to the Board
and its committees and supervises
Clock Tower staff when she isn’t
doing something else that needs
to be done. She also assures
communications among staff and
informs residents.
Plant Director Tom Connelly is in
charge of all matters affecting plant
and grounds. He also handles unit
turnover and IT communications,
including WiFi.

8
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Stephanie Dalton is Resident
Services Director where she supervises Fitness and arranges activities for individuals in health services as well as in their own units.
We suspect she likes to dress up,
because she sparks up many of
our activities with her costumes.
Del Alade, Director of Nursing,
supervises all levels of health personnel in assisted living and skilled
nursing.
Felicia Sauls is Director of
Resident Health
Services. She is in charge of and
coordinates the Wellness Clinic, Inhome Care, and provides access to
medical specialists and admission
to the health units or hospitals.
David Walbright, Marketing
Director, runs our marketing efforts.

Dwindle Robinson,
Environmental Services Director,
is responsible for security, transportation, and housekeeping.
Kevin Knauff is Director of Dining, including administration of the
Country Store.

Judy Kennedy is Human
Resources Director for all full-time
and part-time personnel. R.E
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Stone’s Throw,
by Faith Reyher Jackson.

upon her. She leans on her other daughter and

Reviewed by Robert Elkin

sis after another. But, beyond these and other

In Faith Jackson’s new novel, a telephone call

increasingly upon her lawyer to solve one cripeople in her life, she depends on Stone’s

shatters Abigail Sloane’s idyllic sab-

Throw to refresh herself, to ground her.

batical at her beloved Stone’s Throw,

While restoring her beloved house she

a historic house on Chesapeake Bay

restores herself by sketching, design-

in southern Maryland, which she and

ing, creating, gardening, enjoying her

her husband have recently purchased.

solitude. And then, developers who are

She learns that her marriage and busi-

after the land for a mall and housing

ness worlds were falling apart while

threaten her retreat itself. How does

she was happily refreshing herself by

she solve that when her antagonized

restoring the small eighteenth century

husband, with one-half interest in the

farm house in the Maryland “manor

property, wants to walk away with his

style” facing the river, with great brick chimneys,
large fireplaces and dormer windows.
How she handles the catastrophe she faces

share of a million or so from the investors?
In addition to Abby and her daughters, the
novel is peopled with interesting actors, includ-

and what it does to her makes for an interest-

ing the young half Swedish, African-American

ing read. Not only has Buzz, her husband of

Leo, her protégé in the business, as well as her

twenty-five years, put a beautiful and talented

down-to-earth country friend, Mrs. Vincent, the

young designer in her place with plans to marry

“egg lady”, a font of good advice and common

her, but he’s bankrupting Abby’s previously suc-

sense. Vinnie’s colorful speech rings true to the

cessful design business. We learn about Abby

St. Mary’s County region. And let us not forget

as she organizes herself to fight this two-way

the dogs, the upscale Pembroke Corgis, and

battle. In some ways, Abby is poorly prepared

Grendel, a mutt.

for the tough legal and personal fight she faces.

Faith Reyher Jackson has written two other

But, Abby’s outstanding talent as a creative

books, numerous short stories, and many ar-

designer seems to be carrying her through until

ticles on children and gardening, was Book Edi-

she runs into every parent’s dread; she learns

tor for the Miami Herald, Lead Reviewer for the

that her daughter Liddy’s erratic behavior arises

Potomac Review and was also nominated twice

from addiction to hard drugs. Jackson spells a

for the Pushcart Prize. She has been a stalwart

tale of a woman facing her own mid-life crisis as

on the staff of The Collingtonian, where she now

she tries to solve the tribulations that descend

writes a monthly gardening column.
February 2010
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Our First Dates
Respect for the impending Valentine’s Day
provoked our Editor to send me asking residents the delicious question, ”Describe your first
date.” Most of the respondents recalled their
first date with the person they married. Here
are the interesting and fun memories.

Betty Joltin His name was Chuck Muller,
the 17th son of a 19-child family. He was

ried was when he came to my church that happened to be the wrong church for him. However,
he stayed that time and he came every Sunday
afterwards. We both sang in the choir.
Deborah McKnight A friend of mine arranged a canoe picnic. Although I didn’t know
him, I had seen him about and I decided to call
to invite him. The call became rather confusing,
however, I eventually learned the person I was
talking to was his seven-year-old brother. We finally straightened that out when I made it clear I
wanted to speak to his 20-year old brother. Two
years later, we were married.
Roanne Hartfield We met at Parents

ten years old and I was nine. We decid-

Without Partners through my friend Cathy.

ed to meet under the grape arbor. That

She also arranged later for us to go sail-

was my first kiss.

ing on the Chesapeake Bay. Two years

Maureen Lamb I was a freshman at
Penn State. He came to our college as a member of the wrestling team from the Naval Academy in Annapolis. As my home town was Annapolis I asked them if I could entertain them at the
Friday night dance that followed the match, and
he said, “How about a date tomorrow night?” I
said, “Sure, I’m available.” I borrowed a pair of
flat shoes because he was short. We went to
the hotel for dinner – I was 16 and he was 22.
Short or not, we started a love affair and were
married four years later. I ended up marrying
him three times. (Check with Maureen for that
story!)
Anna White First time I met the man I mar10
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we were married.
Sheila Givan He was an intern. I was a
medical supervisor. We met over the blood
work-table. At that time his salary was $100 a
month so when he invited me to dinner at a little
French bistro in the neighborhood, I was really
impressed. We married two and a half years
later.
Roberta Decker We went to the same high
school where we were rivals. One year he
would be class president and the next year I
would be. When we graduated, we both went
to the University of Nebraska. We dated off and
on but we also dated other people. We were
always good friends writing to each other when
we were apart. In time we married and lived
happily ever after.

Marcia Behr I was visiting a friend on Cape

you hold her hand, put your arm

Cod who had a friend who knew Edward Behr in

around her dur-ing the play, kiss

New York. That friend heard about me and told

her goodnight?”) Response:

her friend who called Ed and told him to call me.

“OH MY WORD! I CERTAINLY

And he did! He arrived in his Brooks Brothers

DID NOT.”

suit and took me to a French restaurant for dinner. I met him on Thanksgiving and we were
married in June.
Jim Whitaker Remember how I met Poppy?

Judith Shaw Apparently, we were already
engaged when we met each other, at least in
my cousin’s mind. She promoted; we ignored.
In time, he invited me to hear the famous British

I was a pledge to AGR fraternity. Four of us

organist, E. Power Biggs, a concert six weeks

were sent to Kappa Delta Sorority so the girls

away. By the time we went to the concert we

could paddle us. This girl gave me a great big

were “engaged” because he said, “I must go to

whack. I went home and called her up for a

the safe deposit box and get Aunt Sophia’s dia-

date. That was 70 years ago. I still have the

mond earrings for you.” We were each 46 years

paddle…and Poppy!

old at the time.

Ted Prince It was August 1952. I was com-

Pat King After college, I lived in DC with my

ing back from England on the Queen Elizabeth

mother. On one nasty, cold, windy, winter day

after completing my PhD. I picked up this girl

we needed coal. With my hair in large curl-

from Smith College who had been spending her

ers and a kerchief over my lumpy head, I went

junior year abroad. Even though she told me

to Will King & Son Coal Co. in Georgetown. I

she was involved, I wrote to her inviting her to

asked the young man at the desk, “You must be

dinner. We dined at the Copenhagen and went

William King?” He said, “Yes, do I know you?” I

to see ‘Misalliance” on Broadway. We became

said, “No,” and went home with the coal. The

engaged 8 months later and married in June.

next morning he called to ask if I would like to

Bill McGhee I met my wife at a party in
Ocean City. I had come back from the war earlier that year. My closest friend introduced me
to her. She was too tall for him but fine for me.

go to the flicks? Despite my mother’s warnings
about this kind of a date, I accepted. That was
in February; we were married in June.
Lorraine Percy We met on the ski slope of

She is a great girl and we married five years

Sun Valley. I left for Switzerland shortly thereaf-

later.

ter. Frequent calls and daily letters from him

Clyde Griffen We were both in 8th grade. I
invited her to go to the class play. I picked her
up, walked to the high school, saw the play, and
walked her home. (Interviewer’s question: “Did

followed. We married one and one-half years
later.
February 2010
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Celebrating the New Year
One hundred nineteen Collingtonians danced, laughed, drank, and nibbled on
New Year’s Eve to the music of a live band. Peg and Bill Cosgrove headed an
illustrious committee that planned the fun evening. Pat King decorated until she
dropped, leaving the auditorium glistening. One of our new residents, Betty
Crossen, entertained on the piano until the
band picked up.
Betty Bryson pleased the crowd with her torch
songs, starting a cappella until the band picked
up to provide background.
As cigarette girl par excellence, Margot Starr Kernan handed out
candies and other politically correct tidbits. Later, she surprised
(and delighted) everyone by singing “Embraceable You” with the band.
Master of Ceremonies Jack Yale kept things happily moving. Here, he takes out time from his duties
to dance with wife Eva.

Jean Getlein and Cole Blasier
enjoy the evening. At right,
Maja Keech and below,
The Langfords.

Highlight
of the evening came with the lively live auction for
cutouts of two fantastic movie stars. Marion Henry took
home Clark Gable while Mark J. Fisher, son-in-law of
Sue and Ainslee Embree, won Marilyn Monroe, whom
he coveted.
Orlando Potter reluctantly dropped out of the Marilyn
auction earlier, but later astonished everyone with his
graceful dance with his wife in her wheelchair.

