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Beautiful Flowers, Every Day
By Robert Elkin

   Fresh flowers have greeted newcomers to 
Collington for all the years of our existence.  
Penny Vickery teamed up with another pioneer 
at Collington in our very first year, in 1988, to 
initiate a heritage for us to enjoy through the 
years.  While we’ve grown to love fresh flow-
ers in all our public places, we’re sometimes 
blown away by the gorgeous arrangements 
created by our current Flower 
Committee members.
   Pat King, chair of the Flower 
Committee says that it takes 
a virtual army of volunteers to 
keep the flowers fresh and re-
stored or replaced; they work 
every day of the week except 
Sunday year-round. And, as 
with all successful projects, 
they have organized their 
teams of volunteers to do every-
thing that needs to be done.
   Flowers are bought or donated. There are 
two major sources of donations: one from fu-
neral homes such as Gasch’s. The second 
source is from flowers raised by residents.  
This year, Peter Pfund and Bill Preston raised 
zinnias and cockscombs for arrangements.  
   The other major source of flowers is by pur-
chase.  An individual is named for each week 
for these purchases, including Pat King, Kay 
Cave, Anna Shea, and Ria Hawkins.  After 
checking in the two coolers to see what is 
needed, a buyer goes to Sieck’s wholesale flo-
rist in Hyattsville or to the Giant.  Each buyer 

lays out her own cash and is reimbursed by Pat 
Pritz, the treasurer.
   When a florist donates flowers, a whole sys-
tem swings into action.  Calls from funeral homes 
come to Clara Fetters.  Clara first calls her list of 
drivers to get the flowers picked up.  Drivers in-
clude Sarah Demotrovitz, Deborah McKnight, Bill 
Preston, Maya Keech, and Arnold Klick.   While 
the drivers are picking up the flowers, Clara calls 
her list of clippers until she has enough to pro-
cess the incoming bouquets. Pat King explains 

that it is really “clipping and 
stripping” that is done.  First 
the funerary bouquets are 
broken down and the flowers 
removed.  Then, each flow-
er is cut on an angular slice 
and the bottom leaves are 
stripped so that no leaves 
are in the water. The pro-
cessed flowers are grouped 
by color or type or some logi-
cal way and put in a cooler, 

ready to become part of a new 
bouquet.
   Then, teams of arrangers refresh or replace 
the bouquets around Collington.  Pat King es-
timates there are 16 regular bouquets that are 
monitored daily except Sunday in addition to 14 
table vases on the fourth floor of the health unit 
that are served once weekly.  The Dining Com-
mittee maintains the table vases in the main din-
ing room.
   Arrangers work on a regular schedule. Monday-
Pat King, Tuesday-Roberta Decker and Penny 
Stitt, Wednesday-Maya Keech and Marjorie Li-
den, Thursday-Ria Hawkins and Birdie James, 

Pat King, Chairperson, and Penny
Vickery, Founder of Flower Committee



2 The Collingtonian November 2010

Friday-Anna Shea and Dolores Lewis. Saturday-
Kay Cave. Nada Poole handles the fourth floor 
dining room on Thursdays.
   In addition to its ongoing responsibilities, the 
Flower Committee also responds to special re-
quests for memorial services, parties, and oth-
er events.  Residents or families request these 
special arrangements and make a donation to 
the Committee.  These donations make up the 
bulk of the off-budget account that the Commit-
tee maintains. An ongoing concern is that one of 
the coolers will have to be replaced as each has 
been on its last legs for years.  The handsome 
aprons worn by members as they go about their 
tasks were designed and made several years 
ago by Christine Kranzler, Ria Hawkins’ daugh-
ter.  She worked on a sewing machine using an 
embroidery stitch to create the floral decorations 
that are different on each apron.
   The Committee organizes several public meet-
ings each year, in additiion to its monthly meet-
ings that are recorded by secretary Sue Embree.  
They hold a workshop in the spring teaching 
flower arranging.  Their annual tea party is held in 
May to acknowledge their many loyal members.  
They hold gatherings in the Game Room when 
everyone works on Thanksgiving or Christmas 
arrangements to be placed around Collington. 
   Pat King reports the major issues facing the 
Committee is the need for more arrangers and 
worry about how long the coolers will last.    The 
major issue for Collington is, how do we acknowl-
edge the ongoing work of this dedicated group of 
volunteers?

Have a Happy Thanksgiving!

Letter To The Editor
Please post this letter for me to all my friends 
here at Collington. I have spent the month busy-
ing myself with “must-do” chores to delay writ-
ing, as this is one letter I am not happy to send, 
but, simply put, the time has come to step down, 
sorry as I am to have to say so.

I started writing for the Collingtonian shortly after 
I came here twelve years ago; in that time I was 
privileged and honored to write many articles and 
profiles of newcomers for three different editors 
as I became a part of ths very special communi-
ty. Trust me, we may express various gripes from 
time to time but this is indeed a special, unique 
community, because of everyone of you who live 
here. I am very grateful for the chance to be a 
part of it.

It is a thrill to see on the masthead of the Collin-
gtonian staff so many new excellent writers. I will 
be reading you with pleasure. Thank you.
-Faith Jackson

Thanks Faith for all those wonderful 
stories and for your gardening notes.  
You’re terrific!
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Ridgley Gray Trust Celebrated
by Jim Giese

On Saturday, September 25, a bus load of Col-
lingtonians joined others at an open house to cel-
ebrate Collington resident Mildred Ridgley Gray’s 
successful effort to establish a charitable trust to 
assure the preservation of Ridgely, a community 
established by her grandfather, an emancipated 
slave, located a few miles from Collington along 
Central Avenue.  The goal of the Trust is to keep 
alive the history of this African Ameri-
can community established by eman-
cipated slaves and to foster the value 
of education for all people. The Trust 
will function through scholarships.  
One early success of the Trust was to 
organize the many levels of govern-
ment involved with placing Ridgley 
Church and Cemetery and Ridgeley 
School on the National Register of 
Historic Places.  The school and the 
Arthur and Mary E. Ridgley House, Mil-
dred’s former home, are also placed on 
the Prince George’s County list of his-
toric sites.

The Maryland Humanities Council sponsored 
the open house with assistance from Collington 
and All Saints Lutheran Church.  David Walbright, 
Collington’s Marketing Director brought refresh-
ments.  Acting Executive Director Chris Francis 
spoke on behalf of Collington.  Resident Board 
Member Roanne Hartfield also spoke, noting the 
letters of support for historic recognition made by 
the Collington Board and the All Saints church 
council.

Open house guests visited both the Ridgley 
School and Church, transported by All Saints bus-
es.  Ridgley Church, still in use, is located on a 
small parcel on the north side of Central Avenue 
between a Beltway ramp and Brightseat Road.  A 
cemetary is beside it. 

Lewis Ridgley was an emancipated slave who 
served in the Civil War.  He purchased 52 acres 
from Thomas and Bettie Berry whose plantation 
once comprised 1,426 acres.  Lewis may have 

Mildred Gray celebrates
her 90th birthday and
the Trust on same day

once been a slave there. In the same year, Janu-
ary 1871, the Berry’s deeded one-half acre to 
the east for Ridgley Methodist Episcopal Church. 
Church meetings were held in Lewis Ridgley’s 
home until a building was built the next fall.  While 
the original church building was destroyed by fire 
in 1921, it was soon replaced with the present 
one.  In the late 1940’s it was enlarged to include 
a choir loft, organ and partial basement. By 1875, 
a school was operated in the church.  Lewis Ridg-
ley was a trustee of both the church and school.

Lewis Ridgley’s son, Arthur, inherited 
the farm upon which the principal crop 
was tobacco.  He and his wife, Mary, 
raised 12 children of whom Mildred was 
the youngest.  Upon his death, the farm 
property was divided among six of his 
children.  One part was subdivided for 
homes.  The Morgan Boulevard Metro 
Station now occupies about a quarter 
of the original farm.  In 1955, Mildred 
and her husband, William Gray, built 

their home there.  That building and a 
small frame home belonging to DeAtley 

Ridgley are the only family buildings remaining.
In 1927, Arthur’s wife (Mildred’s mother) do-

nated two acres upon which a Rosenwald school 
was built, designed by Booker T. Washington at 
Tuskegee Institute.  (President of Sears, Roebuck 
and Company, Rosenwald created a fund to build 
schools for black children nationwide.)  Mildred 
recalls that her mother earned money by raising 
vegetables that she sold in Washington’s Central 
Market.  Her land donation came from her sav-
ings. Mildred Ridgley was a first grader in the first 
year of the new school.  In the 1950’s, she be-
came principal of a Special Education Center in 
the school building, its establishment was another 
historic event for Prince George’s County. The 
school is being restored with assistance from the 
Trust.  It is located on the south side of Central 
Avenue near the Ridgley Family Farm.

(Roanne Hartfield, Madge Haynes, and Art 
Longacre contributed to this story.)
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Another Look at Deer Destruction
By Peter Pfund

“And here we see where deer have 
left almost no leaf whole on this hydran-
gea.”  This was the repeated refrain as 
Bill Preston guided a small group of 
Collingtonians around parts of the cam-
pus on his Deer Damage Tour in late 
September

We were shown leafless sticks 
emerging from circles of mulch, blos-
somless day lilies, minute-leaf rem-
nants of hostas, yews with only tufts 
of needles at the end of limbs waiting 
for the next deer to denude those limbs 
of anything remaining green.  We saw tracts of 
mulch where shrubs had once been planted that 
were now denuded of vegetation.  During the 
walk on only a small part of the cam-
pus, we saw many shrubs planted ei-
ther at resident or Collington expense 
looking scruffy and close to giving up 
the ghost.  One participating resident 
spoke of plants she had placed around 
her cottage which were gone to the 
deer in few days.

After 45 minutes, the group sat 
around to discuss what might be done 
to end or at least better control this prob-
lem.  The deer activity is not only frus-
trating for residents and expensive for 
the administration, but also leaves the 
otherwise attractive campus looking un-
kempt and badly cared-for in many places.  That, 
in turn, may affect the impression that Collington 
makes on visitors, most importantly those visi-
tors invited by Marketing to see the campus who 
are thinking about becoming residents.  Bill be-
lieves that because the deer are multiplying the 
problem will get worse from year to year.  Thus, 
some kind of solution needs to be attempted.  

Some tour participants suggested that deer be 
culled as a humane way to reduce their popu-
lation, diminish pressure on the remaining deer 
leaving them healthier, reducing damage and 

making Collington more attractive.  Tranquiliz-
ing deer and carting them elsewhere was men-
tioned.  Some thought that birth control might 

be a way to reduce deer fertility, but no 
one on the group knew about the cost 
and efficacy of this alternative.  Spray-
ing with deer repellant may help to pre-
serve a few sprayed plants, but is at 
best a temporary fix and not a feasible 
one for shrubs throughout the campus.  
All of these methods seemed to be tem-
porary, as nothing would prevent deer 
from soon returning to the campus they 
treated as their feeding grounds

The group seemed interested in pur-
suing Bill Preston’s idea of an unobtru-

sive solar-powered electrified fence outside the 
Collington dirt trail, much like those that keep 

cattle in their fields, only this fence 
would be designed to keep deer out.  
Such a fence has worked successfully 
to protect Bill’s flower crops at anoth-
er site for over 20 years.  Under Bill’s 
itemized proposal to Christine Francis, 
equipment for such a fence, partially 
energized by solar panels, would cost 
about $5,500; labor to install it would 
require about 7 person-days.  Main-
tenance monitoring would be monthly 
and necessary after some weather 
conditions and might be by Colling-

ton residents.  It was recognized that 
Deer Damage Tour participants did not 

include residents who may welcome deer as a 
desirable part of the Collington scene and who 
are less concerned about the effect of the deer’s 
food choices than those who are the involuntary 
providers of deer food.

With snowfalls this winter, we can expect 
deer once again to nibble and chew for survival 
with renewed vigor on our shrubs and trees. It 
is timely that during the next months the Com-
munity seek to work with management on how 
Collington might best resolve this issue for the 
long term, give campus landscaping a chance to 
become more attractive and remove this continu-
ing source of frustration for resident gardeners.

Deer Damage Photos
by Peter Pfund
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TEN PICASSOS AND A SUBMARINE 
By Stewart Ramsey

For most of my first year as McGraw-Hill’s cor-
respondent in Moscow, the Soviet Foreign Minis-
try’s Press Department ignored me. But when in 
1962 I applied for permission to write an article 
about the fur auction to be held in Leningrad that 
June, the Press Department acted as if a fire had 
been lit under it: Yes, I could go to Leningrad to 
cover the fur auction; not only would the Press 
Department supply my travel documents and re-
serve a room for me at the historic Astoria Hotel, 
it would arrange for a photographer to meet me 
at the four-story “Fur Palace” where the auction 
would be held, to snap all the pictures I wanted.

You didn’t have to be a rocket scien-
tist to understand why the Soviets were 
so eager to cooperate. Furs, along with 
caviar and vodka were about all the Rus-
sians had to sell to Western capitalists. A 
two-page spread on the fur auction with 
words supplied by me and pictures by the 
Russian photographer duly appeared in 
the Business Week issue of August 11, 
1962. Everyone on both sides of the Iron 
Curtain was happy.

There followed a chain of events that 
linger in my mind as among the most fas-
cinating yet worrying of my life.

Shortly after I checked into the Astoria 
Hotel, I discovered one of those special 
moments that happen when you travel. I became 
engaged in conversation by an elderly waiter. He 
told me he had been employed at the Astoria since 
the hotel opened in 1912, and remembered the 
days before the Communists took over when fast 
trains carrying fresh fruits and vegetables as well 
as fine wines and other delicacies arrived once 
or twice a week from Italy and France. That was 
the signal for a grand banquet to be held in one 
of the hotel’s special rooms, attended by dukes 
and princes, if not by the czar himself. The ancient 
waiter crinkled his nose as he recalled how all this 
ended with the Bolshevik revolution in 1917.

When the fur auction ended earlier than expect-
ed, I headed for the Hermitage Museum, which 
among other things contains an important collec-
tion of French Impressionist and other European 
paintings. This priceless collection assembled by 
two Russian merchants in czarist times, did not fit 
with the then Soviets’ emphasis on Socialist Real-
ism and had been shunted to an obscure room. 
I remember being all alone as I examined each 

painting, including something like 10 Picassos. 
(Some 40 years later when I revisited the Hermit-
age, crowds of people were so thick it was difficult 
to get anywhere near these wonderful paintings.)

With nothing to do on my last day in Leningrad, I 
wandered in the direction of the Neva River on my 
sightseeing venture. Coming closer to the river, I 
noticed more and more Russians walking beside 
me - whole families laughing and chatting, some 
of them waving little hammer and sickle flags. I 
soon understood why.

It was Soviet Navy Day, and the main attraction 
was a Russian submarine, gleaming in the sun, 
anchored in the Neva only a few yards offshore. 
The decks of the submarine were covered with 

flags and bunting, and the crew, dressed 
in spanking white uniforms, waved to the 
crowd onshore, and the crowd waved 
back.

I was so astonished at seeing the 
submarine, it took me a few moments 
to react. Then I cautiously edged back-
ward, my heart in my mouth. Trying to 
act casual, so as not to attract attention, 
I turned and walked slowly back to the 
Astoria. Luckily, no one s paid any atten-
tion to me.

At the hotel, I hurried into the bar to 
down a couple of quick vodkas. I realized 
how fortunate I had been that the Sovi-
ets assigned a photographer to work with 

me at the fur auction; if I’d brought my own cam-
era, and been caught carrying it only a few yards 
from the submarine, someone might have cried 
“Shpion!” (spy), and I might have been set upon 
by Russians making what the Soviets called a 
“citizens’ arrest.” That could have led to - what? A 
show trial, conviction for espionage, and a lengthy 
sentence to a Siberian gulag.

Fortunately, the vodka relaxed me and calmed 
my nerves. “Perhaps I am worrying for nothing,” I 
thought. Leningrad appeared a different place than 
Moscow, less under the grip of the KGB and not 
so obsessed with spies. I assured myself, “A city 
that survived a 900-day siege by Hitler’s hordes in 
World War II would not likely get upset by the activi-
ties of a single American correspondent.”

All true, but why were my hands trembling as I 
later walked into the dining room for dinner? The 
next day I took the fast train back to Moscow, 
breathing a cautious sigh of relief.

The Story in Business
Week 1962
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Faith’s
Gardening Notes

   November is here, All!   It can be a pleasure 
if we’re lucky. A last blaze of color from mums 
and shrubs and a few left over asters, and you, 
having finished the fall clean-up of leaves and 
lopped off branches, washed up all the pots of 
summer detritus, and planted all the tulips and 
other bulbs you want, you can relax a moment. 
You may not remember I suggested that before 
you put them in the ground you dip the bulbs 
first in water, then in the bowl of cayenne pepper 
you prepared,. Then you are free to relax a mo-
ment. Perhaps, mindful the month begins with 
All Saints and next All Souls Day, you will let the 
wind carry away your joyful song — “a soul, a 
soul, a soul cake....one for Peter, two for Paul, 
three for Him, who made us all...”

   I salute November as the birth month of Ger-
trude Jekyll, London born in 1843, gardening 
designer who pioneered the freer modern style 
we like today. Read her. “Colour in the Flower 
Garden”  is still available. Next in line, of course, 
or way up front, is my most favorite holiday of 
all. I send you every good Thanksgiving wish, 
wherever you are on that day.

   I am taking this sneaky way, since I do not do 
well with goodbyes and such, to tell you this is 
my very last Garden Note to you. I have loved 
every minute of my time, and I look forward to 
reading my successor’s ideas and suggestions. 
It will be good to have another point of view. and 
fresh ideas. To all of you, thanks for listening. All 
my best.

Beavers Fell More Trees
By Robert Elkin
   In response to a tip from Frances Kolarek, we 
found a large, healthy birch tree, with a trunk 
about six inches in diameter slashed through by 
sharp beaver teeth, blocking the path to the Ga-
zebo on the shore of Lake Collington.  This is 
the second tree down on this shore within a few 
days.  When Collington maintenance found the 
first tree, they carted it away.  Chris Cobb warned 
that the beaver would return the next night to fell 
a second tree because it was gathering food.
   Sure enough, the beavers returned to fell our 
second large tree, downed in a few hours of noc-
turnal effort.  This time, Collington maintenance 
is waiting for the pair of beavers to tear off the 
branches, leaves, and bark that they will carry 
underwater across the lake to the area of their 
lodge.  There, they’ll store some in the lodge 
but jam larger branches into the mud for easier 
picking during the long winter and their semi-hi-
bernation.  Come January and February, the life-
long pair will mate and need food for the winter 
months.
   Roy Jenkins believes the beavers are taking 
advantage of the deep water from our dam to 
build a lodge in a cove on the “other” side of the 
lake.  He says that seven trees have been cut 
down in that area in the recent past weeks.
   We assume there are two beavers as they 
mate for life and have new kits every May.  The 
kits stay with their parents for two years, during 
which they grow rapidly and eat many branches, 
buds, twigs, and much bark from trees they fell.  
With this typical behavior facing Collington, and 
knowing that they can easily denude the area of 
trees in the next year, it seems timely to contact 
authorities to trap and move our pair to a wooded 
area where they can chew down trees to their 
hearts’ content.
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Close Call in Jerusalem 1948 
By Don Peretz

In 1948 I was a stringer-reporter for NBC in 
war-torn Jerusalem where some of my best sto-
ries came from Sa’id Jundi, champion football 
player and area commander of the Arab National 
Guard who saved my life from an angry mob of 
nationalist zealots. Arab and Jewish Jerusalem 
were separated by war-time barricades from each 
other and from the British zone. After receiving 
my NBC presscard from the British PIO, I naively 
thought that I could pass from one zone to an-
other. While taking a shortcut I was stopped 
by an armed Arab patrol. Unfortunately, I had 
left my passport in my room, assuming that my 
PIO press card would satisfy them. Without 
explanation, the patrol took me to the nearby 
Piccadilly Bar on Princess Mary Avenue. 

The bar was crowded with armed Arabs 
who curiously questioned my captors, “Is he 
a Jew, or what?”  “An American reporter.” they 
replied as we waited for the area commander to 
arrive. After a few minutes, the commander ar-
rived. A clean-shaven, handsome young man 
who coldly interviewed me. Dissatisfied with my 
answers, he took off with my press card, leaving 
me with no identification at all. After hours of wait-
ing and several cups of coffee, I explained to my 
captors that I had another appointment and had to 
leave. “No, you must wait, until he returns,” they 
insisted. Growing impatient, I demanded to be 
taken to the commander.

After a hasty discussion, I was escorted to a 
car waiting in the street. We headed into the Old 
City through Jaffa Gate. We were then in the heart 
of the Arab town and dangerous for Westerners. 
The Old City overflowed with armed rebels from 
the hills of Palestine and volunteers from sur-
rounding Arab countries. Our final destination was 
up a flight of stone steps into an old building, the 
headquarters of the Arab uprising. We entered the 
main room  full of chattering men, armed to the 
teeth, dressed in all combinatiosn of Arab garb, 
British uniforms and Western suits. They scruti-
nized me with cold curiosity rather than hostility. 
So far, no one had asked if I was Jewish. In a few 
minutes I was taken into a room of a well-dressed, 

dignified and scholarly old man who was the Jeru-
salem CO, I was informed. Since he didn’t speak 
English, a Catholic priest, who happened to be 
there,  interpreted for him. After a few minutes, the 
CO ordered the room cleared and arranged as a 
court. “Will they try me?” I asked. “No, only a small 
investigation,” the priest replied. Their questions 
lasted well over an hour. “What were you doing in 
Arab territory? Why are you in Palestine?” Finally: 
“Are you Jewish?” When I answered affirmatively, 
the mood changed. The questions became hos-
tile. Finally, the young commander appeared with 

my press card. He, the old gentleman and 
the priest concluded the investigation. After 
an hour or so of questions I decided on a 
desperate ploy: “The only reason you are 
holding me, is because I’m a Jew. If that’s 
a crime, get it over with, and shoot me. But 
hurry and make a decision.”  After a silent 
response, I was taken into another room 
to await the verdict. Soon the priest ap-

peared, smiling. “We don’t kill Jews because they 
are Jews. You’re fortunate: we’re releasing you on 
condition you don’t reenter Arab territory.” I felt a 
sense of relief but remained anxious, as I still had 
to get out of the Arab sector filled with hot-tem-
pered armed young men ready for action.

I was released accompanied by the command-
er toward a waiting taxi headed to the YMCA. 
However, as we tried to leave the building, an an-
gry mob surrounded the cab, trying to drag me 
out. Quickly, the young commander jumped out of 
the cab to fight them off. “I told them I had orders 
to take you elsewhere to be killed,” he explained. I 
shuddered at the thought of what would have hap-
pened without his intervention. I had met Jundi. 

When we finally reached the neutral YMCA, 
Jundi insisted on treating me to coffee and asked if 
we could meet there again. He explained, “I knew 
when you said, ‘If it’s a crime to be a Jew, then 
shoot me,’ you were innocent”.  Later, we met sev-
eral times at the ‘Y.’  He told me of his exploits, of 
his Jewish friends and Yemenite Jewish girlfriend 
with whom he met surreptitiously, bringing food 
during the siege of Jewish Jerusalem. NBC ca-
bled: Good! Next Send story: “Jew saves Arab”.

Don Peretz 1948
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The Eyes Have It
By Gloria Ericson

It started with a fine line around everything I 
saw, much like the extra border around early TV 
images if you were sloppy orienting your rabbit 
ears.  In time my extra line drew further and fur-
ther away from its “host” causing true double vi-
sion. The morning I found myself looking in the 
mirror and wondering which set of lips I should 
put my lipstick on, I knew it was time to do some 
consulting.  I had been told years ago that I 
had incipient cataracts. Could they finally have 
become “cipient”?  I checked with friends who 
had had cataract surgery, but they talked about 
symptoms of mistiness and fogginess, which I 
didn’t have.  It would seem it was time to consult 
an actual ophthalmologist who almost certainly 
would come up with some cockamamie scheme 
to attack my eyes with needle and scalpel (As far 
as I am concerned, a scalpel is only a hatchet 
with a college education).

Aha, I was right: Despite my friends’ testi-
mony, the ophthalmologist said I had cataracts 
in both eyes and recommended surgery in the 
one most affected.  But what did he know?  He 
looked to be only 14 years old.  Of course, at my 
age most professionals look 14-years old: doc-
tors, lawyers, truck drivers... So, before I gave 
my consent I conferred with my cataract friends 
again.  They assured me the operation was not 
scary.  They all seemed to end with the observa-
tion that it was “a piece of cake.”  However, this 
metaphor did not comfort me as much as a batch 
of brownies liberally laced with marijuana would 
have.

So, I put off my decision a while longer.  Af-
ter all, what’s not to like about being able to fan 
out a sheaf of twenty-dollar-bills on the table and 
instantly double one’s wealth?  But of course I 

finally had to give in.  One thing about having a 
14-year-old surgeon, though, he is not set in his 
ways.  Unlike older surgeons he didn’t feel you 
shouldn’t bend over or lift heavy objects post-op-
eratively.  And as for instructions about handling 
your dressings - he just doesn’t give you any 
dressings.  However, he was adamant about not 
swimming.  Since that is my preferred form of ex-
ercise, I wheedled: what if I don’t put my head in 
the water and just did the sidestroke? NO. Breast 
stroke? NO. Just walk in the water? NO.  I was 
sorely tempted to ask how he felt about my walk-
ing on the water.

My first checkup after surgery was a huge dis-
appointment, though.  I still had double vision. 
The ophthalmologist concluded that my cornea 
still had some healing to do but he was very 
pleased with my macula which was in pristine 
condition.  Think of that! An immaculate macula!  
It sounded positively holy. I did not, however, 
make up for what seemed a failed operation.  But 
Doc Andy Hardy just told me to take my cornea 
home and let it simmer a littler longer.   

I did and it did and now I can spot a mosquito 
on a blade of grass at 50 paces.  I owe an apol-
ogy to all 14-year olds for assuming they don’t 
know what they’re doing.

   
Jean Getlein located these proof- 
reading errors and comments:

Police  Begin Campaign to Run Down  
Jaywalkers  
Now that’s taking things a bit far! 

Panda  Mating Fails; Veterinarian Takes  Over     
What a guy!   

Miners Refuse to Work after Death 
No-good-for-nothing’ lazy so-and-so’s!
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Just Looking About
By Jeanne Gart
   Collingtonians out for a walk frequently pause in 
front of Herb Anderson’s cottage window (1112) 
to admire the African shield displayed there.  
Herb explains that it 
was acquired many 
years ago when he and 
his wife went to Africa to 
visit their daughter, then 
in Swaziland with the 
Peace Corps. While it 
seems small, the Masai 
shield was a formidable 
weapon in the hands of 
a skilled and fast young 
Masai warrior, deflect-
ing the thrust of  heavy, sharp spears that were 
used to kill lions as well as enemy.
    Herb had read about the Masai warriors in 
Kenya and was curious to learn more. So, they 
traveled to Kenya and joined a tour group. They 
visited a game preserve where they saw Af-
rica’s animals such as lion, elephants, giraffe, 
and herds of antelope as well as frequent Masai 
herds of cattle guarded by  tall, handsome Masai 
young men.  They also met and talked to Masai, 
who were proud to show American visitors their 
towns and their extensive herds of cattle.
   At that time, cattle were the focus of the Masai 
semi-nomadic economy and provided them with 
food and clothing as well as being the center of 
their cultural life. (Although Herb sayus that the 
government is trying to get the Masai to give up 
their way of life and move to the cities.) Herb says 
that the Masai he met had  limited knowledge of 
the U.S. – mostly they had heard of New York. 
(Perhaps that has changed with the election of 
President Obama.) 
   The Anderson’s daughter, who taught math 
and science to her African students in the Peace 
Corps, is now an engineer with Health and Hu-
man Services. She was recently in the Collingto-
nian in a photo with Michelle Obama.

Who AM I?
By Marian Schubauer

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

Nov. No. 1.  Grew up on 
a sheep farm the family 
still owns after 212 years.
Professor in Engineering 
at a North Eastern Uni-
versity . Built the house 
he lived in for sixty years.

Nov. No. 2.  Worked as a 
scientist for Federal Govern-
ment for 35 years.
Gave a collection of flutes to 
Library of Congress. Many of 
her paintings have decorated 
our walls.

Nov. No. 3.  Grew up on a 
farm with Mennonite parents.  
Weatherman stationed in 
England in World War II.  His 
Finance expertise has been 
of benefit to Collington

 

Hope You Enjoyed Your Halloween!
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We heard recently about an 83-year old wom-
an who said, “When you get to be my age, you 
become yourself, only more so.”

O

Whenever we get to think we are totally unique, 
we get our comeupance.  This time, as we were 
writing about our wonderful Flower Committee 
and the beautiful fresh bouquets of flowers all 
around Collington, we received a newsletter from 
Broadmead, a CCRC in Cockeysville, Md.  Guess 
what?  Their front page story is about their Flow-
er Team that provides year-round beauty.  They 
start out by saying,”Some residents say they 
chose Broadmead over other CCRCs because 
they saw lovely arrangements of fresh flowers in 
the public spaces when they visited.”  Surprise, 
we say the same thing here.

The Broadmead group is made up of resident 
volunteers who work just about the way that our 
committee does (See story on page oneand pho-
tos on page 12).  One difference is that they don’t 
get donations from funeral parlors.  Also, we 
loved the fact that one member of their arranging 
crew is in charge of finding greens around the 
campus – you an see her prowling on Thursday 
afternoons – and the husband of another also 
looks for greens to bring to the flower room as 
he walks his dog.  (Has anyone seen Roberta 
Decker prowling about with clippers in hand?)

How satisfying to know that another CCRC 
has residents who are dedicated to bringing 
fresh beauty to its public places.  (The Colling-
tonian editor receives the monthly Voice of the 
Residents from Broadmead and sends them the 
Collingtonian. Unfortunately, we don’t exchange 
any other newsletters.)

O

Here are the Who Am I? residents for Novem-
ber:  Nov. No. 1: Jim Whittaker, Nov. No. 2: Judith 
Shaw, Nov. No. 3: Art Longacre.  Did you guess 
them all?  Better luck next month.

O

Chris Cobb mentioned the Wellness Commit-
tee one morning as we sipped our coffee and tea 
in the Ivy Room.  “What’s that,” we asked, not 
having heard about them but assuming it had 
something to do with the Wellness Clinic.  But, of 
course we were wrong. We found it listed in the 
Directory, with Dolores Lewis as chair.  Dolores 
says the wellness committee supports Stepha-
nie Dalton and the staff of the Fitness Center, 
encouraging residents to participate in exercise 
programs.  That’s a good idea for all of us.  Well-
ness is certainly a broad concept and could be 
confusing to some of us.

O

Collington’s wildlife is featured in a new pre-
sentation in the Auditorium corridor.  Under aus-
pices of the Interiors Committee, Jeanne Gart 
contacted residents for photos of all sorts of liv-
ing things ranging from giant slugs to a cardinal 
to several butterflies to a katydid.  For a pho-
tographer’s eye, we were especially impressed 
with the praying mantis and white-tailed deer in 
the snow by Peter Pfund.  Other photographers 
who contributed are Ken Burton and Jane Engle, 
Pat French, Ginny Mintz, Bill Preston, and Mar-
ian Schubauer. And, what fun to see a drawing 
of Collington’s red fox by Judith Shaw.  Perhaps 
next time, someone will catch the fox in her lens.  
Nice job, Jeanne.

O

WOW!  Wait until you see Pat French’s new 
book of photographs entitled, “Herons and 
Egrets.”  It is a testimony both to Pat’s patience 
in waiting for the right shot and her photograph-
ic skill.  She took the photographs at Collington 
as well as in South Carolina and other places, 
whenever she encountered one of these beauti-
ful and graceful birds.  She plans to put the hard-
cover book up for sale at the Bazaar.  So, save 
your big pennies to buy a wonderful gift for some 
special person, or for a treat for yourself.

O

Pat King suggests we look up into the east sky 
early in the evening to see Jupiter as bright as 
we’ll see it in our lifetimes.  Next time it will be 
this close will be 25 years from now.

Chatter	Box
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O

For those of us who worked with David Wal-
bright, our marketing Director, we were surprised 
to learn of his decision to leave Collington in or-
der to go on to another career option.  In the past 
two plus years, David has done an outstanding 
job in professionalizing our marketing effort and 
has been extremely successful in a tight eco-
nomic environment.  We wish David well in his 
next ventures.  We wish Collington even more 
as we move on to another marketing director.  
Should we say, “Strange timing?”

O

Jim Giese Named Greenbelt  
Outstanding Citizen

 
Collington resident and former Greenbelt City 

Manager James Giese was named the 2010 
Greenbelt Outstanding Citizen in recognition of 
his volunteer service to the community.  Each 
year a person is so named at the Labor Day fes-
tival. Jim was recognized for his volunteer ser-
vice since his retirement in 1991.  He became 
the 38th recipient of this annual award.  

Jim says that if he were still on the selec-
tions committee, he would have vetoed the vote 
because he and Bernie moved to Collington in 
August 2009.  However, staff members of the 
Greenbelt News Review nominated him for the 
award for his continuing service to this volunteer 
citizen-run newspaper as a reporter, copy edi-
tor, member of the editorial board, director and, 
at various times, secretary, vice-president and 
president.  He was also recognized for volunteer 
service in other activities.

At the ceremony, Jim received recognition 
proclamations from just about every level of 
government.  Jim led the Greenbelt Labor Day 
parade as parade marshal (See Jim astride an 
open car greeting the crowd in a photo by Sha-
ron Natoli.)

Although the award came as a complete sur-
prise to Jim, Bernie had been given a “heads-up” 
to assure he would be there. She also arranged 
a surprise birthday party for Jim, his 80th. Jim 
notes that one of the proclamation presenters 
was Ingrid Turner who represents Greenbelt and 

Bowie on the county council.  She mentioned 
that he had written an article on her mother, June 

Turner for the 
Co l l i ng ton ian . 
She then intro-
duced her moth-
er who came with 
her to the cer-
emony.  Jim says 
that he and Ber-
nie are gradually 
withdrawing from 
some of their 
many Greenbelt 
activities. We’re 

glad Jim and Bernie chose Collington and we’re 
especially glad that Jim is writing for the Collin-
gtonian. 

  Pat’s Puns
                                                                              



Collington’s	Wonderful	Flower	Committee

(From top left.) Wearing flowered hats, Pat King, Anna Shea, and 
Deborah McKnight, Clocktower boquet, Clara Fetters and Bill Pres-
ton at the tea, Bill Preston’s cockscomb, Ria Hawkins ready for 
her rounds of refreshing flowers, Birdie James fixing arrangement, 
Detail of arrangement, Penny vickery’s Ikebana arrangement, Pat 
King’s orchid arrangement in photo by Elsie Seetoo, Detail of “Eng-
lish Garden” arrangement.


