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Collington's residents are an unusually inter-

esting lot. Rarely a day passes that one doesn't 

hear some fascinating and totally unexpected 

tale about one of our neighbors. A case in point: 

our fellow resident Elizabeth 

Cook's challenging mountain 

treks. 

Not given to attracting 

much attention to herself, 

Elizabeth is small in stature, 

soft-spoken and unassuming 

-- the kind of person easily 

lost in a crowd. But like most 

of her fellow residents, she is 

a person of considerable di-

mension, and has some fas-

cinating stories to tell. 

Born in Vienna in 1927, Elizabeth spent her 

early years in the midst of a world gone mad. Af-

ter watching her Austrian homeland swallowed 

up by Hitler's Germany, she was sent away to 

seek refuge in the home of an ailing aunt living in 

Belgium. When fighting erupted on the Western 

Front, she and a Dutch family that had taken her 

in, sought refuge in Spain before moving to Ja-

maica and then to Miami early in 1944. 

Following her arrival in the United States, life 

became just a bit more normal for Elizabeth. Af-

ter several years in New York City, she chanced 

to meet Alfred, her husband-to-be, at a dance 

performance at New York's Carnegie Hall. They 

were married in 1947, and 

soon raised a family of 

three daughters; there 

would later be two grand-

daughters and one very re-

cent great grandson! 

Fred, who was born in Am-

sterdam and studied fi-

nance at New York Univer-

sity, spent much of his ca-

reer as a business execu- 

tive with General Foods and General Mills, which 

sent him back to Europe, first for one year in 

Switzerland, then six in Milan, and later two in 

London. Elizabeth studied in Minneapolis and at 

London University's School of Oriental and Afri-

can Studies before receiving her B.A. in Anthro-

pology from the University of Minnesota in 1970. 

It was while on a family trip through some of 

America's great national parks that Elizabeth first 

learned the ropes of technical mountain climbing 



at Jackson Hole in the Grand Tetons. Living as 

she then did in Minnesota, which offered few 

climbing opportunities, she soon got into the 

habit of going back to the Tetons each year for 

brief training sessions, and joined with a few 

friends to form a climbing section in the local 
Sierra Club chapter that planned trips to Wyo-

ming's Wind Rivers and Tetons and California's 

High Sierras. 

But even greater challenges lay ahead. 

Mountain climbing became one of Elizabeth's 

great passions, and one which -- in her own 
words -- gave her "a lot of highs." After a great 

deal of training -- lots of walking, jogging, swim-

ming, reading and other preparations -- she took 
her first trek into the Nepalese Himalayas in the 

fall of 1972. Shortly thereafter, she climbed Af-

rica's Kilimanjaro and Mount Kenya, became ac-

quainted with several peaks in Peru, and en-

joyed her fourth and last Southeast Asian outing 

around Nanda Devi in Northern India in 1990. 

Probably the most memorable adventure of all 

was a journey she took into the Karakoram 

Range of Pakistan in 1978, when her group 

camped for a week only five miles East of the 
base camp from which an American expedition 

succeeded in reaching the summit of K2, the 

world's second highest peak. Most of these ad-

ventures involved parties of 15 or 16, and were 

what Elizabeth describes as being "more treks 

than serious climbs," but at least one -- the final 

trip to Northern India -- she traversed two passes 

at 16,000 and 17,000 feet -- certainly no walk in 
the park! 
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Elizabeth has done many other interesting 

things during her lifetime -- such as serving as 

secretary of an import/export firm; carrying out 

investigations for a grant-giving foundation, and 

working as assistant to a sculptor -- but these 

stories must wait to be told some other time. Al-

though back problems now prevent Elizabeth 

from tackling any more mountain peaks and her 

husband -- now largely wheelchair-bound --

doesn't get around as much as he used to, Fred 

continues to come down from his assisted living 

unit for dinner with Elizabeth most evenings, and 

she continues to actively promote such favorite 

causes as womens' reproductive rights, environ-

mental conservation, Secular Humanism and, of 
course, journeys to the top ot the world. It is a 

genuine joy to have them here with us. Upward 

and onward! 

Treasure every moment that you have. 
Yesterday is history, tomorrow is a mystery, 

today is a gift. That's why it's called the 
present !!! 	Eleanor Roosevelt 
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David Walbright 

David Walbright 
By Frances Kolarek 

The new Collington web site is a winner. It 

shows pictures of real residents, doing things 

that real residents do at Collington. There's not 

a single stock picture. The brief text is informa-

tive and inviting. If you don't have a computer, 

ask a friend to let you view this pro-

duction on theirs. Then, the next time 

you pass David Walbright, our Market-

ing Director, in the hall, give him a 

"thumbs up." 

David came to Collington at a time 

when our marketing effort had 

reached a new low, and within a short 

time he turned it around, lifted morale 

in the department, and headed down a 

new path. 

Since he arrived last September, Collington 

has welcomed 22 new residents, many of whom 

will find their pictures in The Coffingtonian as 

soon as they have gotten their feet on the 

ground. 

David has spent his life in sales, a career 

path that suits him admirably. "There are hun-

dreds of way of marketing," he says. "Direct mail 

is our choice. My goal is to make sure that what 

is in our direct mail advertisements and what we 

show on the Internet matches up with what our 

prospects see when they visit Collington." 

"Instead of being in the Washingtonian maga-

zine, we want to appeal to readers of the 
magazine," David says. "We want to reach peo- 

ple who support National Public Radio, people 

who are 'Green.' We call that 'Smart Prospect-

ing." And it's working. In addition to the 22 

move-ins, six or seven more are in the works. 

"But winter months are always slow," David says. 

As for David, he is faced with selling his Co-

lumbus, Ohio house in a market deep in the dol-

drums. For the past six months he has been 

commuting home on weekends, or his 

wife, Candy, has visited here. 

David's passion is racquet ball -- his 

Ohio license tag read "RQTBALL." Be-

fore he came to Collington he Goog led 

"racquet ball in Maryland," and, after ar-

riving on a Sunday night, he was play-

ing at a court at 8 o'clock Monday 

morning. 

A 21-year member of Rotary, he connects 

with their motto, "Service Above Self." He gives 

talks before Rotary clubs, AARP groups and oth-

ers about the virtues of living in a retirement 

community. "Collington," he says, "is unique. Its 

personality comes from the residents' love of the 

place. I can best talk about Collington through 

my experience with the residents, saying 'Here's 

why they like it.' I get my strength from them." 

Yes, Dave gets the picture. It' s been a 

very long time since our Marketing Department 

has had a leader who does. Can you hear it, 

Dave? That chorus, that roar from us resi-

dents? "Welcome, Dave! We' re glad you're 

here." 
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Lost and Found 
By Dorothy Brown 

At almost any given moment in my life, some-
thing is missing -- a glove, earring, keys, shop-
ping list, address book. I don't consider them 
"lost" -- just "misplaced" and likely to turn up any 
minute in a totally illogical location. If I still can't 
find an item after a reasonable length of time, I 
toss it into an imaginary bin labeled "Lost" and 
resign myself to never seeing it again. 

Once in a while, however, a small miracle oc-
curs. In April of last year, I deposited a check in 
the Collington bank and withdrew $80 in cash. 
Back home I couldn't find the envelope in which 
the teller had put my money. Had I left it at the 
bank? No. I retraced my steps. No luck. I finally 
gave myself a good scolding for being such a 
rattle-brain and accepted that I was $80 poorer. 

Fast forward to last month. Bob Elkin, in the 
dining room chow line, asked me if I was missing 
some money. I had no idea what he was talking 
about. He had found the envelope with cash and 
my deposit slip in a Unitarian hymnal in the Inter-
faith Chapel. Then I remembered. I had bor-
rowed the hymnal to look for appropriate organ 
music and had absentmindedly tucked my enve-
lope in it. 

Then there was the case of the missing 
glove. In freezing weather I wear my cozy fleece 
gloves with fake leather palms, and was dis-
tressed when one vanished. I looked in my coat 
pockets, purses, totes, and around the mail 
boxes before finally giving up. But I kept the 
mate just in case. Walking from my cottage to 
the Clocktower, I passed a cart like the ones 
Maintenance uses. I did a double take. It can't  
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be! Lying beside the dashboard was my glove. I 
said a silent "thank you" to the employee who put 
it there for me to see! 

I'm forever misplacing my glasses. Once 
they were missing for over a week during which I 
groped around in my prescription sun glasses 
(not recommended for watching movies). I was 
on the verge of shelling out $250 for a replace-
ment when a friend asked if I had checked the 
clinic. Well, no. I had not been near the clinic 
since my loss. But as a final desperate measure, 
I followed her suggestion. Small miracle! Smack 
on top of the pile of glasses in the box for dona-
tions to the Lions Club were my glasses. 

Now my dressy winter coat is missing. A 
month ago I hung it in the closet near the dining 
room. After dinner a coat was hanging in that 
same place, but it wasn't mine. Similar, yes, 
brown with a dark pile lining. But this coat had a 
hood, was not reversible, and my black leather 
gloves were not in the pocket. Fortunately it fit, 
and I had a warm walk home. Whoever switched 
the coats got a bum deal. The main difference 
between the two is quality. The fabric side of 
hers is luxurious micro suede and must have 
cost a pretty penny at one of Washington's up-
scale stores. I got mine at the 00 for maybe 
$15. 

Somewhere there surely is a woman who 
mourns the loss of her lovely coat. I've tried to 
find her by posting messages and checking with 
Security. Occasionally I wear the coat on sub-
freezing days, but I'd gladly return it to her. You 
see, I'm emotionally attached to my own coat. 
Think Linus and his security blanket. I still 
haven't given up hope for a small miracle. Mean-
while, I'll try not to lose hers. 



Vanishing Islands -- A Review 
By Faith Jackson 

Frances Kolarek is a professional journalist 

with a clear style and a great sense of humor. 

She is a natural born reporter who senses a 

story and goes for it; she checks out facts when 

they capture her interest. Curiosity is her stock in 

trade. She listens. 

These qualities are evident in her new book 
Vanishing Islands. Kolarek joins the select group 

that has chronicled the marvels of that fractious 

and stunning body of water, Chesapeake Bay. 

This is an area you have to "get" --the addiction 

to a way of life, witnessed or lived, by watermen 

and their families, by early settlers who farmed, 

built their churches, and ran small businesses. 

Kolarek gives you a quick and meticulous ac-

count of early history and then settles down to 

the real story: her love affair with an island, its 
creatures great and small, and her own place in 

the social structure. 
Kolarek, who definitely "gets" it, has chosen 

to relate the vanishing of the many islands in the 

Bay -- Poplar, Sharp's, James -- lost to storms or 

slow erosion, flat marshy expanses that eventu-

ally went under, but not before being visited by 

luminaries, such as President Franklin Roose-
velt. In one of her special bits of prose, Kolarek 
writes, "In the never-ending battle between dry 

land and the waves that wash the shore, the wa-

ter will always win. Put your money on it. Day af-

ter day, year after year, the Chesapeake Bay 
chews away at its banks with varying degrees of 

ferocity; high winds build waves that wash away 
farm land, bulkheads, and even houses." 

Taylor's Island is still above water, although 

its northern side is unprotected. Frances, Joe 

and daughter Mary Kolarek came to Taylor's Is-
land on home leave and bought an 1812 farm-

house where they would retire when they finally 

came back from Prague, Berlin and Guinea. City 
born and bred, Frances, who had traveled the 
world with her husband, felt that she had come 

home at last. 
Becoming full-time island dwellers meant 

messing about in boats, finding the right ones for 
family needs, giving Mary her own dinghy. It 
meant exploring their shoreline and beach, clear-
ing, cleaning, learning how to manage at the end 
of a very long, isolated road. It meant bearing up 
under punishing clouds of mosquitoes or being 
remarkably live and let live about large black 
snakes. It meant long night walks with dogs 
when there was never any fear, just a quiet ap-
preciation of the immensity of darkness and soli-
tude. 

She learned how to help out at island activi-
ties such as famous fund-raising suppers of 
ham and "erster flitters" at the fire house. 
She learned about island women whose lives 
were improved by government Extension Serv-
ices; she soaked it all up. It fit her like the old 
mitten. Read it for yourself with huge delight. 

When the time came to leave, she likened 
her going to a snake shedding its skin:" I knew I 
was shedding this happy, comfortable country 
life for another new life, leaving the old skin be-
hind. And I hoped I could do it with grace and 
dignity...." You did, Frances, and we salute you! 
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Paper Versus Styrofoam 
By Anna Shea 

Many Collington residents deplore our use of 

polystyrene foam (PSF), commonly called styro-
foam, for take-out; they like the food but hate the 

container. As a member of Residents for a 

Green Collington, a fledgling organization that 

strives to promote good ecological practices, I 

did some research on the paper versus PSF 

controversy, starting with questions to our Dining 

Services Manager Kevin and our Plant Manager 

Frank. Both contended that they had looked into 

the matter and concluded that the present use of 

styrofoam remained the better option. 

To your reporter, this opinion was a downer. 

But after consulting sites on the internet, and ar-
ticles from the Green Book and the Consumer 

Guide to Effective Environmental Choices, I had 

to admit that Kevin and Frank have a point - at 
least for now. The production of styrofoam uses 

far less energy than the manufacture of paper, 
and therein rests its big advantage. Because pa-

per is coated with a plastic laminate, and styro-

foam with a chemical, neither is completely bio-
degradable. Styrofoam containers, however, are 

largely air and take up a very small percentage 

of space in landfills. 

Hope for the future lies in such young entre-
preneurs as Michael Dwork, who, while driving 

down a bumpy rural road in India, saw a woman 

soaking leaves in water, then pressing them in a 

crude waffle iron. She pulled out what looked like 

a plate and served food on it. Inspired, Michael 
founded a company Ver Terra ("true to the 
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earth"). Ver Terra has not yet found a solution for 

a top seal, so its containers are not suitable for 

take-out. Instead, Ver Terra produces containers 

for party food that are biodegradable, attractive 

and durable. They can be used in the oven or 

microwave and stored in the refrigerator. To 

think that all of these advantages come from 

fallen leaves, steam heat, and pressure -- no 

chemicals, no toxins, no worry. Here's to the fu-

ture! 
• 

Who Am I? 

The Autobiographical Writing class has, over 
the years, proved to be one of the most popular 
of the many classes brought to Collington by 
Prince George's Community College. Abby 
Bard I, the current class leader, is a professor at 
the College and a published author -- a novel, 
The Book of Fred. 

Dr. Bardi sends her 20 or so students home 
each week with a prompt sheet suggesting a 
topic. Most class members return with a short 
piece inspired by the prompt -- something that 
can be read in four minutes or under. 

During the class, members read aloud what 
they have written, and a brief discussion follows. 
To assure privacy, class members agree not to 
discuss outside of the class what is read there, 
which allows writers to explore areas they might 
otherwise sidestep. And visitors are invited only 
if there is agreement among class members. 

Frequently heard is a comment: "My children 
keep after me to write what it was like before 
they were born, or when they were small." !in-
spired by this interest, Collingtonians, and some 
outside students, join the class and come year 



after year. What emerges are fascinating mem-
oirs of life in many disparate parts of the country, 
of travels, of good times, bad times and ordinary 
times. There's rarely a dull moment. 

From the class at least one book has 

emerged, Frances Kolarek' s Vanishing Islands, 

which centers on the Chesapeake Bay and the 

years she lived on one of its islands. 	FK 
• 

The Embree Perspective 
By Sally Griffen 

What could be more pleasurable than sitting 

down with Ainslie Embree for a lively and 

learned conversation about South Asia, or listen-

ing to his recent lecture on Afghanistan? After 
his recent trip to India, Ainslie was delighted to 

share some of his provocative views on these 

countries. Contrary to public opinion and the 

policy of the Obama administration, Ainslie op-
poses American armed intervention in Afghani-

stan, citing, among other reasons, the defeat of 
the British and Russian forces. Moreover, he 

says that the presence of foreign armies has al-

ways unified the country against the invaders. 
The Taliban took control after the Russian incur-

sion was defeated with the help of the US and 

Pakistan. 
Anti-Americanism is already very strong in Af-

ghanistan, and will only increase, he believes, if 
we send more troops. In answer to those who 
fear political and social chaos if we withdraw, 
Ainslie cites Gandhi, who replied to Churchhill's 
similar fear in regard to British withdrawal from 
India, that "at least it would be India's chaos." To 
those who fear that Afghanistan will become a  

haven for terrorists, he points out that terrorist 
cells exist in many countries. Moreover, the Tali-
ban regard Bin Laden as a rival, so they will not 
encourage Al Qaeda. Should the Taliban return 
to power, it would be an extremely repressive 
power banning music, movies, and reviving the 
hostile and violent treatment of women. Even 
though such actions may be morally repugnant, 
should that be our concern? The Taliban will 
also ban the growing of poppies that are respon-
sible for 90% of the world's crop. While the 
population does not want the Taliban back, they 
want American troops out. 

In Ainslie's view, Pakistan is the larger threat. 
He believes that the two countries most likely to 
start a nuclear war are Pakistan and Israel. Paki-
stan, he says, is the most anti-American country 
in the world. Its government is very weak, and 
the army may well take over. The U.S. is most 
comfortable dealing with the army generals but 
may neglect the lower officers who are more 
likely to be Islamists. Pakistan does not care if 
the Taliban take over in Afghanistan; they just 
want stability there. 

India, by contrast, is very pro-American, 
partly because of the recent nuclear agreement, 
but mostly because we share its antipathy to-
ward Islamic extremists. The bombings in Mum-
bai have increased their fear of Pakistan becom-
ing increasingly unstable and dangerous. Kash-
mir could potentially provide the impetus for an-
other war between India and Pakistan, and pros-
pects for settling the issues between them are 
dim. As a friend of Ainslie's told him, ironically, 
the Kashmir problem will be solved when Israel 
and Hamas come to terms. 

March 2009 
	

The Collingtonian 	7 



A leggy Pothos plant 

Oh to be a Welshman and wear a leek this 
first of March, St. David's Day! 

Ares, Mars, or March, is the month of excite-

ment. High winds, clear hopeful days, and gar- 

den decisions that must be made NOW. I meet 
all this natural energy with trepidation. For if it be 

true, as someone has said, that a garden is a 
sort of autobiography, then, I am 

double damned for my overgrown 

beds and bald patches because 

of last summer's mistakes. 
Among last Fall's goofs, a biggie 

was not planting more daffodils, 

small hyacinths, crocuses, and 
primroses. 

Mend our ways, it's a new spring. Onward. 
Outdoors a lot of raking and cleaning will un-

cover what is coming up. The hellebores should 
be opening for a long flowering. Check your gar-
den catalogs for seeds that need to be planted 
outdoors by month's end. Did you place an or-
der? Or just look at the pictures? Watch the 
Collington growers for plugs of their herbs and 
annuals you want to buy. The pink and white be-
gonias I bought from them last year were fat and 
thriving in patio pots and borders. Several that 
were brought indoors lasted all winter and are 
really blooming now. But be sure you think it 
worth the effort; they need a good deal of TLC. 

Which brings us indoors. There is still a lot 
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to do if you didn't finish last month. 

Stephanie Dalton, whose youth and vigor 

keep up resident morale and provoke admiration 
for her talents, wrote me in February: "I am try-

ing to go from a taupe colored thumb to a 

greener thumb. ..l have many indoor plants... not 

looking as healthy as they did a year 

ago.. .[What] do I need to do, besides weekly 

watering, or more. ..feed once a month or two, 

and talk to them? Should I change their pots, or 

potting soil,..or anything else? Also, she adds, 

and I love this best, "I have a pothos plant that is 
very 'leggy' and the ends keep getting longer. 

How do I get it to stop growing 

longer and just fill out the pot?" 
Dear Stephanie, anybody who 

talks to plants and asks these 

questions is my kind of lady. Yes, 

dump plants out of their pots, wash 
pots thoroughly, fill with new pot-

ting soil. Give the plants a thorough rinsing of 

their roots, trim off any dead stuff, and replant in 

fresh soil. Feed. Water. If your house is warm 

your plants may need watering daily. Some of 

mine do. Feel the earth and don't forget to 
quarter-turn window plants every time you think 

of it so they grow more evenly. That pothos, 

m'aam, is a vine and only doing what comes 
naturally. Cut a hunk off, divide the hunk in two 

or three pieces, and put it in a dark (not clear 
glass) container with a little water to grow roots. 

Replant in pot. You're on your way to green, for 
sure! 

Those who indulge, bulge. 



Uncovering a Treasure Trove 

Where? In the Creative Arts Room. Who 

found it? Judy Bury and Ria Hawkins. By dint of 

days of work, they organized the cluttered and 

chaotic closet that held years of donations of 

various kinds, uncovering a wealth of materials 

stored in plastic boxes. 

Now easily accessible are boxes of wool, 

acrylic, and cotton yarn, including some nearly 

finished items; materials for rug making and for 

partially finished rugs; needlepoint kits and quan-

tities of yarn for them; sewing materials and fab-

ric; many different kinds of lace; beads for jew-

elry and macrame; a box called "findings" that in-

cludes bits of everything a creative person might 

need for a project. 

Judy and Ria were partly inspired by the Out-

reach Committee's need for yarn for their project 

of having residents knit squares for blankets for 

the homeless. The project is off to a good start; 

twelve knitters showed up at the first meeting , 

but it is not too late to join in on Wednesday 

mornings at 10:00. 

To promote use of this treasure, Maja 

Keech, the new head of the Creative Arts pro-

gram, has plans to lay out all that is available 

and invite residents to make use of the materials 

for the Crafts Fair and the 00, as well as for per-

sonal purposes. Maja also needs help and 

hopes that more residents will join the commit-

tee. So get your creative juices flowing and sign 

on! 	S.G. 

Lorenzo Jones and Susan Neibrook were 

married in Bowie in January. 

Lorenzo is daytime head of Security. Susan 
was a member of the Dining Services staff for a 

number of years. 
The couple have been together for 14 years, 

and are the parents of a son,Thomas William, 
13 years old. 

Tell Us Your Story 

The Collingtonian is YOUR voice, the me-

dium through which YOU can communicate. It 

stands ready to publicize your activities and tell 

your story. 

Tell us about your committee -- what it's up 
to, or what it would like to do. We'll be happy to 

write about it in these pages. 
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Collington's many animal and bird lovers re-

sponded enthusiastically to Maria Colvin's art 
works in the Library corridor. Particular favorites 

were the owls and the sheep with long curved 

horns. Maria has exhibited here before; we now 
await her next show. 

The 18th Annual Talent Night, produced by 

Chuck Dell and Dorothy Brown, featured thir-

teen highly entertaining performances -- songs, 

poetry readings, comedy acts, all winding up with 
a puppeteer act by Mary Ann Pellerin. To all who 

participated, our thanks and appreciation. 

ci4.7 
Bill and Nancy McGhee enjoyed a lovely two 

week holiday in January in a suburb of San Di-
ego as guests of their son Christopher, who in-

stalled them in a luxurious house close to La 

Jolla's beach, one of California's prime surfing 
spots. One day Nancy counted fifty surfers, all 
endlessly riding the waves, and she still wonders 

how they kept from bumping into each other. Af-
ter such beautiful weather the McGhees returned 

to Collington and the freezing cold, happy to be 

home, nonetheless. 

ch.2 
Collington Singers presented a golden age 

Broadway Performance on Valentine's eve, the 
thirty some men and women singing songs that 

we all grew up with. Gailyn Gwin, the conductor, 
captivated the audience. She has been coming 
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to Collington on a regular basis for many years 
and, with Louise Huddleston, deserves credit for 

the choir's fine performances. Eric McAlister, an 
outstanding young tenor, joined the choir for the 
evening. 

ck 

Betty M Bryson, Apt. 208, joined us in Janu-

ary. Known as Betty Moore, she studied both 

singing and acting in her early twenties in Chi-
cago, gained a reputation as an outstanding 

name-band singer, worked with Harry James 

and Frank Sinatra, then went on to New York as 
an actress, appearing in such plays as "Funny 
Girl" on Broadway and in Las Vegas, and "Steel 

Magnolias" in Greenwich Village. She served 

with the USO in World War II, and at Pearl Har-
bor on V-J Day. More recently, she lived in Flor-

ida. Betty has written a one act play that she 

would like to see produced at Collington. 

c 

Nancie Gonzalez returned from a three-week 
"working holiday" in her old stomping grounds in 

Guatemala, visiting her son and his family, tend-

ing to her two teen-age grandsons for a week 

while their parents were away on business. She 
spent much of the time sorting out and disposing 

of the books, tapes, slides, and other things she 

had left in her son's store-room when she moved 

to the U.S. five years ago. She saw her friends 
in Antigua who were in the Phenomenal Wom-

en's Book Club, of which she had been a mem-
ber. She also visited a new Museum featuring 



an exhibit of new Mayan discoveries, and the lx-

chel Textile Museum with which she had been 

affiliated and for which she had translated two 

books. When the Director of the Anthropology 

Department of the University of del Valle, a for-

mer student, came to visit, she presented him 
with some 400 books, hundreds of slides, and 

about 20 folders of field notes, unfinished manu-

scripts, and other professional memorabilia, 

which, she was told, would be digitized and pre-

served intact as the Nancie Gonzalez Collection. 

Where do we go when we need something in 

a hurry at a reasonable price? Where do we 

take things we no longer need but are too good 
to throw away? To the 00, of course. Mary Ann 

Pellerin is the dedicated chairwoman who has 

reorganized the store, assigned the jobs and 

worked overtime with a staff of 14. The 00 
cleared $115,000 last year for the Residents As-

sociation. 
ch.7 

Ode to the 00 
By Deborah McKnight 

The Op Shop is a Collington blessing, 

It's where you go for what you're missing. 

A pot, a pan, perhaps a suit, 
Would you like some marble fruit? 

The "girls" will find you what you need. 

They're fun and friendly -- it's agreed! 

I've bought a lamp, 
I've bought a table, 

I'm waiting for a Russian sable. 
cit7 

Black History Month 

This year's celebration opened with a Clock-
tower reception for the African-American Arti-
facts & Art Exhibit. On display were an exten-
sive collection of models, tools, carving, dolls, 
sculptures, masks, and jewelry, most originating 
in Africa, with one shelf devoted to African-
American artifacts. 

A talk by Councilwoman Ingrid Turner later in 
the month was followed by a fashion show. Our 
own June Turner is Ingrid's mother who is proud 
that all of her children graduated from one of our 
military academies. (See page 12 for pictures.) 

Ashu Ojong, who came to this country from 
the Cameroons, designed the dresses in the 
fashion show. She doesn't do the needlework, 
just the designing. Her "passion for fashion" 
caught fire when she was studying in the Camer-
oons at a school that required students to wear 
uniforms to class. However, girls were chal-
lenged from time to time to design a costume 
that they could wear to a social occasion. Ashu 
loved to do this and let her imagination soar. 

In the evening, Ashu works in our Dining 
Room. Mornings she takes care of a private 
geriatric patient in Washington. Her GNS --
Geriatric Nursing Assisstant certification -- quali-
fies her for the position. She is attending classes 
at Prince George's Community College, majoring 
in psychology. 

Although she has been in this country only 
three years, her English is polished, the result of 
qualilty education in Cameroon's schools. Her 
father came to this country as a political refugee 
and soon sent for his family who live in Lando-
ver. 
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Photos by Elsie Seetoo 

June Turner with her daughter, Councilwoman Ingrid Turner, and (right) Ingrid with 
Fashion Designer Ashu Ojong. See story on page 11. 

Paul Poole and 
Ronald Black-
man share a 
glass of wine. 

In the audience: Urmila Devgon, Rose Ellliott, 
Lillian Langford, Anna White 

and Margaret Martin 

Ashu in a golden gown plays Emcee as models wearing her 
designs strut across the stage in the Auditorium. The 
child's mother is one of the models. 


