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WE SURVIVED THE BLIZZARD!
By Robert Elkin

A Letter to Family and Friends,

I don’t wonder that you’ve worried about us 

here at Collington.  Despite what you’ve read or 

seen in the media, we residents of Collington 

survived the snowstorms and the blizzard quite 

well.  But we endured because of what our staff 

did to keep us safe and comfortable.

The first storm in mid-December tested the 

staff’s emergency plans. Although the 25-inch 

snowfall was lighter and melted faster, that 

amount of snow coming so fast closed down the 

roads and could have brought chaos to us se-

niors.  The Leadership Team’s Big Ten fought the 

storm to come here early and stay overnight to 

do whatever had to be done.  As only a few staff 

could get to work, the Leadership Team did ev-

erything that was done.  Emergency procedures 

were set into place to meet our priorities.  The 

main roads and fire lanes had to be kept open 

so that crises could be handled. Nutritious meals 

were delivered to the cottages to keep residents 

inside, out of harm’s way in the drifting snows 

and strong winds.  Karen Cheney kept commu-

nications going for residents and staff.  Time af-

ter time, residents received Karen’s messages to 

keep informed on plans for the day.

(See the January and February Collingtonian 

for news of the December storm and the Leader-

ship Team, The Big Ten:  Angie Layfield, Karen 

Cheney, Tom Connelly, Stephanie Dalton, Del 

Alade, Felicia Sauls, David Walbright, Dwindle 

Robinson, Kevin Knauff, and Judy Kennedy.)

After we endured the December storm, we 

residents congratulated ourselves. In addition 

to the staff’s extraordinary care, we counted our 

other blessings: the snow was light and didn’t 

pack down, as did the later wet snows.  And, we 

didn’t lose electricity so we had heat and lights.  

THANK YOU TO THE STAFF

After the December storm, the Collington Resi-
dents Council commended our management 
and staff for their outstanding work and loyalty 
during the December 19 Blizzard.

Management and staff again rose to the occa-
sion during the February Blizzard. Many staff did 
not go home for several days. The total amount 
of snow was enormous. Feeding and caring for 
the 425 residents was a huge job. Again, man-
agement and staff were outstanding, reminding 
all of us why we are living at Collington.

Herb Stone
Residents Association President
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However, the Leadership Team began assess-

ing the lessons they’d learned, not knowing they 

would be using that information so soon.

When predictions came for the February one-

two punch and the possibilities of a blizzard 

(heavy winds along with heavy snows), the Lead-

ership Team put out a call for staff volunteers to 

stay overnight to do a better job of fighting the 

snow and keeping minimal services going.  About 

65 staff members (maintenance, security, dining, 

and housekeeping) stayed overnight in addition 

to the 11 Leadership Team which became the 

Elite Eleven; Mitch Miller came aboard as Fi-

nance Director.  

February seventh brought about 10 inches of 

heavy, dense snow, followed two days later by 

the big storm with heavy winds, laying 20-plus 

more inches of beautiful but treacherous snow.  

As blizzard winds up to 45 miles per hour raged, 

whiteout conditions prevailed, making it almost 

impossible to keep emergency roads cleared.  

However, two ambulances were able to use our 

roads during these days. Fortunately, there were 

no fires or other emergencies that needed to be 

handled.

For most residents, the safety and care provid-

ed by the staff helped us pass the storms with lit-

tle more than the discomfort of cabin fever. While 

some of us got pretty antsy about the storm, oth-

ers used their shut-in time creatively to dig out 

closets, organize tax materials, or take naps.  In-

between the storms, the sun shone brightly on 

brilliant snow and blue skies appeared.  We resi-

dents ended with an enormous feeling of grati-

tude for the staff’s contribution to our welfare. We 

not only felt well and efficiently cared for but also 

felt the positive and friendly staff support and 

concern.

According to Tom Connelly, the staff ended 

with a great sense of accomplishment for what 

they had done.  After working extra long hours 

(some around the clock) some using sleeping 

bags or sleeping on air mattresses on the floor, 

they recognized the importance of being here, 

feeling a renewed commitment to serving our 

community of seniors.

In writing this letter for the March issue of the 

Collingtonian, I wonder whether we are really fin-

ished with our cold and snowy winter.  Art Lon-

gacre didn’t help with the prediction when he re-

minded me that The Great Blizzard of 1888 (still 

unsurpassed) came in mid-March.  Let’s hope 

we’re finished for this year.  It’s a relief to know 

that so far we’ve survived the worst winter in 

Maryland’s history.

The Collingtonian
Financed by Residents,

Written by Residents for Residents

10450 Lottsford Road, Mitchellville, MD 20721
Phone: 301-925-7359

Published monthly (except July and August)
by the Collington Residents Association, Inc.

Editor: Robert Elkin

Staff: Lynn Bernstein, Sally Bucklee, Gloria 
Ericson, Jarvis Freymann, Jean Getlein, Sally 
Griffen, Faith Jackson, Lee McKnight

Photographer: Robert Elkin

Internet:  Read this issue and selected past 
issues at keepingupwithcollington.org



March 2010 The Collingtonian 3

INTRODUCING GREENBELT, 
COLLINGTON’S NEIGHBOR
By James Giese

   The City of Greenbelt is just 15 minutes from 
Collington.  It is designated a Landmark on the 
National Register of Historic Places.
   Greenbelt is a product of the New Deal, one 
of three Tugwell towns.  Assistant Secretary of 
Agriculture Rexford Guy Tugwell proposed to 
President Roosevelt building suburban model 
new towns for low-income families based upon 
the English garden city concepts of Ebenezer 
Howard to show an alternative to the 
slums and ghettos of the cities.  The 
projects also would provide jobs and 
housing opportunities for low-income 
families.  Both Franklin and Eleanor 
Roosevelt showed interest in the 
town and its citizens.  
   Planners laid out the City with most 
of its original 585 housing units lo-
cated between two main streets that 
followed a fishhook shaped ridge-
line.  It was to be surrounded by a 
green belt of open space and truck farms to sup-
ply the town with fresh produce.  Its commercial 
center, an elementary school-community center 
and recreational facilities were located within the 
center of the hook.  Row houses and apartments 
were clustered in courts and separated by small 
parks and playgrounds.  An internal sidewalk 
system connected homes to the town center via 
four underpasses of streets.  In order to create 
more jobs, work was limited to four-hour shifts 
and hand tools used extensively.  Authorized in 
1935, residents first occupied their units in Sep-
tember 1937.
   As a social experiment, residents were se-
lected on the basis of income, need for housing 
and interest in participating in community affairs.   
The religious affiliation was considered to assure 
a makeup similar to Washington.  Including Jews 

was significant at a time when anti-Semitism lim-
ited their housing choices.  However, blacks were 
excluded.  Housing was allocated based on fam-
ily size.  If a family size grew, a larger home was 
assigned.  Women were expected to stay home 
and raise children.  If the husband got too big a 
pay raise, the family had to leave.  Cooperatives 
were encouraged and many formed including 
one to operate town center stores, a credit union, 
a health care facility, the weekly newspaper and 
a nursery school.  Many still exist.
   World War II greatly changed Greenbelt.  Even 
before Pearl Harbor a Washington housing short-

age resulted in construction of 1,000 
Defense Homes for military and gov-
ernment employees.  The men went 
off to war and housewives took de-
fense jobs, changing family life for-
ever.  Income limits were discarded.
   During the era of McCarthyism, the 
Navy fired several Greenbelters as 
security risks, in part for their con-
nection to Greenbelt organizations.  
One, Abraham Chasanow, success-
fully appealed and was eventually re-

instated.  His story became a Hollywood movie, 
Three Brave Men, starring Ray Milland and Er-
nest Borgnine.
   By order of Congress, the Government sold 
Greenbelt in 1952-53.  A cooperative formed by 
town residents purchased most of the housing 
while the Government retained 1,100 acres for 
Greenbelt Park and other acreage for the Capitol 
Beltway.  The remainder of the five square-mile 
town was sold in large tracts to private bidders.
   Post-war developments and much controversy 
followed typical suburban construction and aban-
doned the original planning concepts. Over the 
years, developers built garden apartments, a 
large plaza, and other units. Many books have 
been written about this interesting approach to 
planning cities with a social orientation.

Jim Giese retiring after 28 
years as City Manager
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ON CONTROLLING DEER

By Robert Elkin

I inherited a 30-foot long beautiful garden of 

hostas when I moved into my cottage.  Large 

broad-leafed specimen plants attracted atten-

tion of all who passed by on the Boardwalk.  But, 

alas, at my first spring, deer destroyed everything 

in one night, leaving ugly sawed off blight. 

 After several years trying deer 

repellents (none of which worked), 

I dug up the remains of the hos-

tas. Then, Bill Preston advised 

me to limit my choice of shrubs 

to replace the hostas with prickly 

shrubs or plants with small, tight-

growing leaves such as barber-

ries and Japanese Holly.  But, I 

learned, if deer were hungry, they’d eat anything 

that’s grown.

Time and again, I hear of frustrated gardeners 

spending money and time to deter or scare deer 

to protect their gardens, usually without much 

success.  Here at Collington, these efforts have 

included spraying after every rain, setting up 

fences, and installing blaring horns or lights. But 

still, frustrated gardeners complain about their 

losses from deer. One success was the 8-foot 

high fence around our hilltop garden.

Deer have an interesting history in Maryland, 

beginning with an abundance of them greet-

ing European settlers. By 1729, concern for 

the diminished population resulted in Maryland 

laws prohibiting the killing of deer in specified 

months.  However, by 1902, with the deer popu-

lations almost eliminated in all the Northeastern 

states, Maryland prohibited all deer hunting.  In 

the following years, the deer population grew 

This growth came primarily from “deer refuges” 

stocked with Maryland deer as well as deer pur-

chased from other states serving as breeding 

stock.  Eventually, legislation established a deer-

hunting season – currently, the week around 

Thanksgiving for hunters using rifles, and a lon-

ger season for bow-and-arrow hunters. Despite 

the loss of their natural habitat through rural and 

suburban growth, the deer population increased 

at a fairly constant rate until the 1980’s when the 

population began to skyrocket. In 

one recent year, 73,165 deer were 

killed, including 3,110 by vehicles.

Currently, the growth of Mary-

land’s deer population has had a 

tremendous impact on people of 

Maryland, including farmers, or-

chardists, nurserymen, homeown-

ers and vehicle drivers. Collingtonians constantly 

complain about their deer-denuded gardens.  An-

other serious impact has been the spread of ticks 

resulting in Lyme disease. As most people don’t 

recognize the irritation of a deer tick bite, almost 

all bites go undetected and untreated, resulting 

in lifelong Lyme disease. 

Those interested in learning about non-le-

thal as well as lethal techniques to control deer, 

can go to the Maryland Department of Natural 

Resource’s website where a long list of tech-

niques are presented and assessed. Non-lethal 

techniques include fencing smaller areas with 

some form of electrified or non-electrified fenc-

es. Repellents include both taste-based and 

odor-based sprays for edible plants. Deterrents 

include scare techniques, electronic repellent, 

baited deer fences, or dogs.  If all else fails, I sug-

gest you do what I did, dig up the deer-attractive 

plants and replace with less palatable landscape 

plants, as listed in the website. Then pray that the 

deer don’t get too hungry.

Photo by Pat French
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FARM GIRL TO FASHION DESIGNER

 An impressive number of Collington residents 

can boast of children who have made a name 

for themselves in their professional lives.  One of 

these proud parents is Mary Ellen Hines, whose 

daughter, Martha Hines, visited recently from her 

behind-the-scenes work in theater, dance, and 

film.

 “It began when I volunteered for backstage 

work with props and costumes at the Hilo Commu-

nity Players in Hawaii,” Martha explains, 

“I was a housewife with three young chil-

dren and searching for a creative out-

let.”  After volunteering on several pro-

ductions, the director called “from out of 

the blue” to offer her the paid position of 

costume designer.  “I had just become a 

single mom and needed a job so I took 

him up on the offer.”

 “I’d never done anything you could call perti-

nent to the theater,” says Martha, “but it seems as 

if I’d been preparing for it all my life.  Growing up 

on a farm in Maryland with a creative mother—

home economics graduate Mary Ellen Hines—

who showed my two sisters and me how to solve 

any problem that came our way was really my 

preparation.  If we needed an apron, we sat down 

and made it.  My mother was my role model.  She 

taught me many sewing techniques and I fondly 

remember her encouraging me one summer to 

enter a dress I made at the Montgomery County 

(Maryland) Fair where I won a blue ribbon!”

 Martha had always participated in the theater.  

In high school she sang and danced when musi-

cals were so popular.  After high school she trav-

eled about and ended in Hawaii.

 At the community theater there, she took to 

costume design like a duck to water, branching 

out to set design in short order. Unexpectedly, the 

University of Hawaii at Hilo recruited her to design 

its seasons, and Martha began working on larger 

productions and teaching student interns.

 Martha’s move to Paris for three years came 

when her partner took a job there as an astrono-

mer.  When Martha approached the Paris-Ameri-

can Academy to take courses, the director saw her 

portfolio and said, “You don’t need to take courses, 

you need to teach here.”  And teach she did, mov-

ing into the world of fashion with courses on textile 

technology and design.  By studying the makeup 

of fabrics, designers get a sense of how 

the piece will look and drape, and how 

to care for garments.  And, of course, 

knowing the history of textile technology 

is basic to designing period pieces.

 Returning to the states, Martha 

settled in Portland Oregon, where her 

daughter lives.  There, she became 

heavily involved in film, working in that 

city’s growing film industry.  In addition 

to designing costumes, she became responsible 

for continuity.  This involves assuring that the 

costume and the way it is worn (was that button 

open?) is exactly the same from one scene of a 

few minutes to another.  Was the ring on the left 

hand?  How much of the arm was wet?  “Working 

in film is very demanding, usually 12-to 14-hour 

days that start before dawn,” she says.

 While Martha has loved every step of her im-

pressive career working with the stars of theater, 

dance, and film, she dreams of having her own 

shop where she could take on large projects.  But 

her long-term dream is to design her own line of 

ready-to-wear clothing.

 As we learn more of Martha’s supportive up-

bringing, we realize how growing up on a farm 

could lead to a creative sophisticated career in 

theater and fashion.  RE
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HERDING CATS IN THE 1000 CLUSTER
By Dorothy Brown

 When my cluster neighbor, Margot Starr Ker-

nan, told me of her Alaska trip, I wished her a 

pleasant journey.  While I did not volunteer to 

care for Bennie and Mimi, I somehow  ended up 

with that responsibility.

 The two cats could hardly be more different.  

Mimi is a dainty female, indistinguishable at first 

glance from millions of other black and white 

cats.  But Bennie is a stunner.  A Siamese, he 

has these sapphire eyes that seem to be taking 

in everything visible or invisible.  A chocolate-

brown saddle tops his creamy, white body.  Black 

tail, paws, ears, and nose add pleasing accents.  

Margot’s final instruction was, “Do NOT let the 

cats out of the cottage!” 

 At first, everything went smoothly.  After I had 

topped up food and water and removed clumps 

from the litter box, Bennie would hop on the sofa 

and permit me to caress his sumptuous coat and 

contemplate his “fearful symmetry.”  When Wil-

liam Blake coined this phrase back in the 17th 

century to describe the “Tiger! Tiger! Burning 

bright,” he must have had in mind, “marked by 

awe or reverence.” 

 However trouble brewed when Bennie ap-

proached me one morning, dragging his leash, 

which he dropped at my feet expectantly.  Now, 

I’d seen Margot walk Bennie on his leash, but I 

decided not to comply with his request.  He might 

pull the same trick as my cat, Catrina, did when I 

tried to train her to a leash.  She shrank her body 

and head to half their normal size, to wriggle out.  

 I’m convinced that Bennie began plotting his 

escape at that point.  That evening, he became 

alerted to my arrival when I placed the key in the 

door lock. Mindful of his possible strategy, I slith-

ered tightly through the house door before the 

storm door snapped closed on me, However, 

Bennie was prepared.  He had crouched low just 

inside the cottage door and, in a trice, was out-

ta there.  Mimi streaked out after him.  He must 

have alerted her to his plot. 

 In a state of shock, I stared after them.  Seeing 

my plight, my cluster-mate, MaryAverett Seelye, 

offered to help round up the fugitives.  We wan-

dered about with pathetic calls of “Here, Kitty, 

Kitty.”  Momentarily, we spotted them cavorting 

on the edge of the woods.  Then suddenly, Ben-

nie materialized on the sidewalk.  Before I could 

scream, “Don’t DO that!” MaryAverett scooped 

him up.  I remembered my wounds from my cat, 

Nosey Parker, when he ran outside for the first 

time after a weeklong confinement.

 Bennie raked his needle-sharp claws across 

MaryAverett’s forearm.  Blood gushed.  And 

gushed and gushed.  Back in Margot’s cottage, 

as we tried to stop the flow, her next-door neigh-

bor, Moira Nelson, followed the bloody trail to 

learn who had been murdered. Another cluster 

neighbor, Miriam Tepfer, a registered nurse, ban-

daged MaryAverett’s arm.

 Of course, Bennie and Mimi were still AWOL.  

In desperation I phoned the unflappable Jan 

Kirby, a professional pet nanny who lives nearby 

and had cared for Margot’s cats in the past.  She 

cracked open the back door of the cottage, and in 

about an hour, Bennie showed up for chow.  Mimi 

followed a while later.  

 Cats come in various stages of domestication;  

a cuddly kitten may be only a few steps away 

from the jungle and his feline kinfolk--the tigers, 

burning bright. 
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BRINGING IN TOP SPEAKERS 

By Sally Griffen

How does Collington attract so many outstand-

ing speakers? The answer is simple: A dynamic 

and hard working Speakers Committee and the 

contacts of Collington’s residents. As Chairperson 

Sue Embree observes, “Collington is animated by 

its residents. Many of the people who come to talk 

to us are friends, acquaintances and professional 

colleagues.”

The committee came about eight 

years ago after Alice Rivlin accept-

ed Margaret Martin’s invitation to 

speak. Margaret was then president 

of the Residents Association.  At 

the urging of several residents who 

were emboldened by our experi-

ence in securing such a prominent 

speaker, Margaret appointed the 

first Speakers Committee.  In addi-

tion to Sue, the present members 

are Joan Clark, Don Peretz, Bill Mc-

Ghee, and Warren Unna.  The Committee care-

fully vets prospective speakers, doing extensive 

research and, when possible, assessing how well 

they will perform as lecturers.  The Committee 

has been exceptionally successful in bringing to 

campus lively, well informed and relevant speak-

ers, without honoraria. 

Consider some recent speakers. How fortu-

nate to have Robert Groves, Director of the Cen-

sus Bureau, just as the Bureau is preparing to 

launch the 2010 Census.  Margaret Martin issued 

the invitation. She had served as President of the 

Committee on National Statistics whose studies, 

among many others, included the design of the 

decennial census so she is well known in the field.

Other residents have played various roles in 

securing speakers. Warren Unna, who recently 

retired after eight years as chair of the Speakers 

Committee, invited Matthew Hoh after reading in 

the Post about his resignation from the Foreign 

Service over his disagreement with U.S. policy in 

Afghanistan. To reach him, Warren tracked down 

the Post reporter in Asia to get Hoh’s email ad-

dress and then sent Hoh what must have been 

a very persuasive email. How lucky we were to 

hear such an articulate and thoughtful account of 

the situation in Afghanistan.  Sue Embree drew 

on the Embrees’ friendship with Ai-

nslie’s former student, Christopher 

Candland, a Wellesley professor, a 

fellow at the Wilson Center and spe-

cialist in South and Southeast Asia, 

who gave a stimulating lecture on 

Islam.  Don Peretz came up with the 

creative idea of inviting Donna Ed-

wards to speak on her views of for-

eign policy rather than on domestic 

issues. She obliged with a provoca-

tive lecture at the last presentation 

of the Committee in January.

Sue says there are as many ways to approach 

speakers as there are different kinds of speak-

ers. If a resident has an idea for a speaker, the 

Committee asks that you put your suggestion in 

writing, accompanied by biographical information 

and the best means of communicating with that 

person. The Committee will than decide whether 

the person would be appropriate and who should 

invite that person. In any case, they welcome 

residents help in identifying future speakers.  Sue 

suggests that residents shouldn’t be shy about 

proposing a potential speaker.  In this endeavor, 

as in so much else, Collington relies on the cre-

ativity of its residents.

Don Peretx greets Congress-
woman Donna Edwards
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THE BLACK DOG    

By Gloria Ericson

I thought he looked kind of scruffy even then – 

some seven years ago.  He was medium-to-large 

and had long black hair.  And he was skittish – 

darting away whenever anyone approached him. 

He soon became a fixture at Collington and an 

object of conjecture. Some said he was a stray 

and others felt sure he belonged to a nearby fam-

ily.  But, if so, why were they so neglectful – did 

they ever give him a square meal?  He seemed 

to be living off the land, and the land was Colling-

ton.  But how did he scavenge enough to sustain 

himself?

Then, five years ago, things became somewhat 

better for him:  Don and Maya Peretz moved to 

Collington.  And Maya became our unofficial St. 

Francis of Assisi. There never was a four-legged 

creature she didn’t like - nay, love, and the home-

less dog immediately became her concern.  She 

tried bringing him food but his distrust of humans 

remained so strong that even one bearing food 

could not approach him. When Maya left the food 

he would later come and eat it.

And that was the status of things until a few 

weeks ago when I walked my dog Jade, and 

Maya came out of her cottage to join me.  Ahead 

we could see the Black Dog – who didn’t run 

away.  He seemed interested in Jade and allowed 

us to approach him and even reach out to stroke 

him.  A miracle!  It was as if a switch had sud-

denly flipped in his brain.  Up close we could see 

how bad his coat was – so matted it hung down 

in brittle tatters like shingles.

   The next I heard, the Black Dog had actually 

allowed Maya to bathe him, at which time she 

discovered he was not a “he” but a “she.”  Days 

later a trip to the vet’s for shots resulted in an-

other scovery:  She had a Microchip embedded 

in her shoulder for the vet to check out.  

In the meantime, I’d had a chance to see her 

in Maya and Don’s home where she blissfully 

stretched out on their sofa.  They’d named her 

“Chica”.  She had finally come in from the cold.

Or had she?  The vet found that her original 

owners had moved from Colorado seven years 

ago to Bowie, from which she disappeared.   

When the Vet notified them, they came to see 

Chica at the Peretz’s. The three children of the 

family, very young when Chica disappeared, 

were now teenagers.  The oldest - a girl of 17 – 

remembered the dog well and was most insistent 

that she be returned to them, even though they 

now had two other dogs.  Further, the girl herself 

was about to go away to college.   The family be-

lieved that although they had not been able to 

care for the dog for seven years, she remained 

their legal property, and, anyway, Maya had only 

known her for a few weeks.  Another approach 

would say that Maya has “known” this dog for five 

years – years of daily distress over her pitiful life 

– and daily attempts to bring about a change in it.  

But for some, the dilemma remained: who re-

ally owned the dog? A dilemma worthy of the 

keen mind of King Solomon.  He not being avail-

able, the family called in the police who took pos-

session of the dog and gave her to the family, her 

legal owners.  Many would say that is the happy 

ending:  The lost has been found.  However, there 

are others (such as me) who don’t agree. We like 

our happy endings co-mingled with justice.
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I Can’t Hear You!

By Frances Kolarek

 I am fond of telling my friends that when my 

ears were issued to me, they carried an 80-year 

guarantee.  In 1917 that seemed more than ad-

equate.  However, my guarantee expired twelve 

years ago and I don’t hear much of what is said 

any more.

 Hearing aids?  Oh sure.  So far I’ve invested 

three times as much on hearing aids as I paid 

for my Plymouth Duster in 1970.  New technol-

ogy comes on the market with some regularity, 

and it’s tempting to upgrade in the hope that the 

“Hunh?” factor will be substantially reduced.

 The greatest pitfall in the hearing aid depart-

ment is expectations.  We pay between $5,000 

and $6,000 for two tiny little things and expect 

they will restore our hearing to its old level.  Not 

unreasonable, is it?  Well, perhaps it isn’t.  We 

may need to acknowledge that perfect hearing, 

the hearing we enjoyed at 30, will never return.

 Gwen Newcomb, the audiologist who comes to 

Collington on Thursday mornings, cautions me: 

“If you sit at a table for two in the dining room, 

you can expect to hear your dinner partner.  And, 

at a table for four -- if there is not too much back-

ground noise -- you should be able to hear all 

right.”

 But at tables for six or eight, fuggetaboudit.    

The best hearing aids don’t filter out background 

noise successfully.

 It would be hard to say for whom deafness is 

the biggest trial -- the deaf guy or his conversa-

tional partners/victims.  Have patience, you out 

there with functioning ears.  Your turn will come.  

It’s what you get for living a very long life.

GREEN SPRINGTIME

By Judith Shaw

To tune of “White Christmas”

I’m dreaming of a Green Springtime,

Just like the ones we used to see,

When the bluebirds whistle,

And blossoms the thistle,

New leaves deck every tree.

I’m dreaming of a Green Springtime

With every snow flake on the scene.

May the sun make you feel just sixteen,

And may all your springtime days be green.

February 18, 2010

Faith’s Gardening Column

Word comes from Faith Jackson that she 

has been on an unplanned trip to  

fantastic places such as La La Land,  

but the gardens do not bear description.  

She’ll be back with us in April.

 

Margo Labovitz plans her exercise program  
for her 102nd year, with Jenny Prince, 

Exercise Instructor
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After reading about Iris Ramsey’s China tale 

(The Collingtonian February 2010), Loraine Per-

cy recalled a more light-hearted Chinese expe-

rience.  She accompanied Charles on a tour of 

Chinese universities on assignment for the In-

ternational Institute for Education.  Each day, the 

party was served a delicious soup that Charles 

consumed heartily.  But, Loraine asked about the 

ingredients and learned they were served mon-

key, dog, and snake, among other delicacies.  As 

she sat next to their host, she confided that she 

was a vegetarian (although she wasn’t at the 

time).  From then on, her soup consisted of rice, 

cabbage and mushrooms.  The high point of that 

choice was that she lost 10 pounds during the 

trip.

Two staff members of The Collingtonian have 

been under the weather health-wise but both are 

on the mend.  Sally Griffen underwent surgery 

for cancer of the esophagus at Johns Hopkins.  

She’s recovering at the hospital and Clyde is 

back at his cottage.  Despite her daily runs to 

Baltimore before surgery, Sally volunteered to 

write an assignment that appears in this issue, 

the article about the Speakers Committee.

O

Faith Jackson ended up in the hospital with a 

fracture after a fall in her garden (where else?).  

She’s gaining strength in the Health Unit while 

she prepares to return to her cottage.  Although 

she claims to have seen out-of-this-world flowers 

in her visit to La La Land, she decided to post-

pone her gardening column until she can write 

about the real flowers of April.

Anna Shea (standing) oversees the work of 

valentine workers (From the Left) Betty Joltin, 

Deborah McKnight, and Pat King.  They make 

up one of the tables of members of the Flower 

Committee and Dining Room Flower Committee 

in a joint project. They made up arrangements of 

mini-carnations for the tablies in the main as well 

as the Health Unit Dining Rooms.

O
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Judith Shaw painted this impression of the 

blizzard with pen and watercolor while on 

the bridge from the apartments to the Dining 

Room.  She calls it The View from 

the Bridge.

O

We need to commiserate with Carolyn Fein-

glass for having missed the blizzard.  She took off 

for San Diego just before the storm, on February 

4, and visited with her sister Peggy and her son 

David for nice warm weather while the airports 

here remained snowbound.  One highlight of her 

visit was time with her grand-dog, Tori.  She re-

turned to Collington on February 11, the first day 

the airports opened.

O

Have you heard about Herb and Ann Stone’s 

snowbound visit to Washington, DC? They took 

the Metro in to the Mayflower Hotel on Friday be-

fore the blizzard to join family members in cel-

ebrating Ann’s 75th birthday as well as a niece’s 

50th birthday. As the storm blew in, the town 

emptied and became a ghost town. When the 

Metro didn’t run, they found themselves snow-

bound.  Ann recommends the Mayflower Hotel to 

be snowbound in a closed-down DC.  The staff 

were quite wonderful although they grew tired 

staying on the job when they coulnd’t go home.  

The Stones were given a suite instead of a room, 

and the restaurant and bar remained open.   

Finally, on Sunday, they called everyone’s favor-

ite taxi driver, Femi, who drove in from Colum-

bia to pick them up and he delivered them home 

through hardly passable streets.  They had a 

wonderful and memorable time.



December 2009 brought the first storm   

February brought the One-Two Punch Blizzards

Blizzard  White-Out Conditions

Storms	and	Blizzards	

Icicles and snow drifts--beautiful and treacherous


