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Bill Conklin at the U.S. Navy Memorial 
in Washington, D.C. 

Bill and Barbara Conklin by Jean Getlein 

A word to the wise: Don't ever try to make a 

date with Collingtonian newcomers Bill and Bar-

bara Conklin during the U.S. Open tennis 

matches. When the pros start swinging, the 

Conklins stay glued to their TV. Although Bar-

bara doesn't play Bill does, and has ever since 

his Dad created a court for him and his sister 

back in Hubbell, Nebraska 

(population about 600). 

But tennis is just one of this 

couple's wide-ranging inter-

ests. Bill is a noted architect, 

archeologist and textile expert. 

Barbara, who was a museum 

registrar, is now a respected 

volunteer researcher at the 

Library of Congress. They 

both play the piano, love to 

travel, especially in South 

America, and agree that there's nothing better 

than learning even more about pre-Columbian 

cultures and textiles. 

Surprisingly, Bill traveled east to Philips Exeter 

Academy for high school, a family tradition, but 

both he and Barbara graduated in 1943 from 

Nebraska's Doane College (student pop. about 

500), which they describe as "a sort of" Midwest 

oasis then, with a stimulating group of young  

teachers who broadened our horizons." 

Barbara majored in French and Bill in art with 

a minor in religion and chemistry. Neither had a 

clue about what to do after graduation. Luckily, 

Bill got some sound advice from one of his pro-

fessors: "Well, you're good at math and science 

and art -- think about the possibility of architec-

ture." 

The path from Bible Belt 

Nebraska to Collington has had 

many twists and turns. The cou-

ple married during World War II 

in Chicago where Barbara was 

working for a publisher and Bill 

was studying to become a Naval 

electronics technician. After the 

war they moved to Cambridge for 

Bill to study architecture at Har-

vard's Graduate School of De-

sign. 

He graduated in 1950 with a M.Arch (a de-

gree in architecture and archeology) where one 

of his professors was the famed Walter Gropius, 

founder of American modernism, "and a profound 

influence." In quarters for married students, Bill 

and Barbara chanced to meet Collington's John 

and Ricky Evans and became lifelong friends. 

"I had to look to the world outside Nebraska," 



Bill told one interviewer, recalling those early 

days. "I wanted to do something for the world. I 

wanted to be a socially conscious person." And 

indeed he has been. In addition to a number of 

apartment buildings, his New York firm Conklin 

Costantin Architects, has done large-scale plan-

ning for Battery Park City in lower Manhattan and 

laid out the plans for Reston, VA and other towns 

around the world. Now he spends three days a 

week in his Washington studio overlooking the 

impressive U.S. Navy Memorial he designed, 

across from the National Archives. The couple 

moved here in the spring from their apartment in 

one of the curved buildings overlooking the Me-

morial. 

Their consuming interest in Peru and textiles 

began simply: when they traveled they always 

studied and read up on foreign destinations. "We 

went to Peru as tourists, visiting all the architec-

tural/archeological sites -- Machu Pichu, of 

course -- places where they were excavating old 

textiles." Barbara spent two years thereafter on 

her own doing research on the subject at the Na-

tional Museum of History in New York. 

Earlier, at the American Museum of Natural 

History she had worked for the curator of Latin-

American archeology, a leading world figure in 

textiles. With Bill, the interest came naturally: 

both of his grandmothers were ACCOMPLISHED 

weavers and the family had a prize collection of 

textiles, including some pre-Revolutionary quilts. 

So the culture of textiles and technology was in 

me from the beginning." 

Architecture morphed into archeology, then 

into textiles. And "in places where they were 
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excavating old textiles, suddenly I was an 

authority." 

"To me the meaning of physical forms is em-

bedded in their structure. Analyzing their structure 

is central to me The relationship between mean-

ing and form is everything, and that is what I 

struggle with. Example: the Incas' knotted strings, 

or khipu, which they used as a means of commu-

nication, a kind of texting. The Spaniards couldn't 

read them, and though archeologists are making 

some progress at it, neither can they. 

Not surprisingly, Bill is on the board of Wash-

ington's Textile Museum. He has written widely 

on the subject and lectured at California's Getty 

Museum, is a research associate at Chicago's 

Field Museum of Natural History, and even 

appeared on PBS's Nova. 

The Conklins' wide interests are reflected in 

their cottage: spare, with light wicker furniture, 

baskets, hung on the wall bottom side out, from 

the Philippines, Peru, Bolivia, a wicker Japanese 

bird cage, a carved granary door from Morocco, 

and in the bright study, steps to nowhere painted 

white and fashioned by Bill -- whose hobby is 

woodworking -- on which he has placed see-

through plastic "bricks" that can be rearranged to 

find different forms. The whole reflects a deep 

love of life and the world around them. 

Tell Us Your News! 

The Collingtonian is always happy to report 

on resident activities. 

Please let us know what you are doing --

playing tennis or knitting squares. The Chatter 

Box has room for your story. Just call a member 
of our staff (see page 3). 



World Travelers 

The handsome map hanging next to the Wall 

of Fame opposite the Ivy Lounge, represents 

the combined efforts of Jeanne Gart, Anne 

Stone and Ron Hawkins of the Interiors Group. 

Pins show where Collingtonians were born and 

places where they lived for a year or more. 

Jeanne came home from a visit to another 

retirement community with the idea, and she 

and Anne found exactly the right map at the 

National Geographic Society. Ron mounted it, 

and after a minor glitch, a crew from Plant Op-

erations hung it. Lighting, however, was poor, 

and Don Paradis offered to underwrite the 

cost of the spots that now illuminate it. 

That, so to speak, was the easy part. Jeanne 

and Anne put together a simple questionnaire 

asking each resident to tell where he had been 

born and to list places he had lived. Anne used 

her computer savvy to sort this information out 

and present it in three formats in the ring binder 

that lies on a table beside the map. 

First, our names are listed alphabetically with 

our birthplaces and the countries where we 

lived for a year or more. 

Then an alphabetical list of states shows 

where we were born. A surprising number of us 

are natives of Washington, D.C. 

The third category is a list of foreign coun-

tries where one or more of us has lived, show-

ing residents' names. From Port Moresby in 

Papua, New Guinea on the Pacific Ocean to 

Conakry, Guinea on Africa's West Coast, and 

from the South Pole to Alaska, Collingtonians  

have girdled the globe. 

By the way, if you are looking for the pin at the 

South Pole, where meteorologist Simon Roman 

spent a year, go to the inset in the upper right 

hand corner of the map. 

Blank forms are tucked in a flap inside the ring 

binder so that you may fill one out if you are a 

new arrival or have misplaced your original. F.K. 

The Co//in gtonian 

Financed by Residents 

Written by Residents for Residents 

10450 Lottsford Road, Mitchellville, MD 20721 

Phone: 301-925-9610 

Published monthly (except July and August) 

by the Collington Residents Association, Inc. 

Editor: Robert Elkin 

October editor : Frances Kolarek 

Staff: 	Lynn Bernstein, Sally Bucklee, Gloria Ericson, 

Jarvis Freymann, Jean Getlein, Sally Griffen, Robert 

Goidwin, Maggie Brown Gundlach, Faith Jackson, 

Frances Kolarek. 

Photographer: Elsie Seetoo 

October 2009 	The Collingtonian 



A Different Kind of Museum 
By Sally Griffen 

Who knew that at Collington we have one of 

the founders of a groundbreaking Smithsonian 

museum as well as an experienced innovator 

of museum displays? Meet Caryl Marsh. 

Armed with a B.A. degree from Brooklyn 

College and an M.A. from Columbia University 

in psychology, Caryl Marsh moved to 

Washington in the 1950s as an adviser on 

juvenile delinquency with the D. C. Recreation 

Department. She stayed there for 12 years, 

becoming familiar with all areas of the city, 

especially low-income neighborhoods. 

In 1966, Caryl was pleased to learn the 

legen-dary Secretary of the Smithsonian, S. 

Dillon Ripley, advocated that museum directors 

should take museums to the people in low-

income areas and mount exhibits that could be 

touched and operated. 

Fortuitously, Caryl met a Smithsonian 

official at a social event. When he wondered 

where he could find a person to carry out 

Ripley's ideas, Caryl blurted out "I know just 

how to do that," and became a special assistant 

to Ripley, charged with developing a different 

kind of museum. 

But where should it be? Many neighbor-

hoods competed for the designation. After 

touring all of the prospective sites with Caryl, 

Ripley seconded Anacostia, originally a haven 

for freed slaves who had fled to Washington 

and where they had developed a small, stable 
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community. 

Population growth exploded after World War 

II, however, and by 1960, Anacostia suffered from 

poverty and unemployment and a dearth of public 

services, a seemingly unlikely place for a 

museum. Drawing on all of her community 

organizational skills, Caryl involved local 

residents, poverty workers and youth groups to 

work with her and Smithsonian staff to set 

guidelines, provide adequate funding with a paid 

staff, provide exhibits that were not boring and 

focused on the Afro-American heritage. They 

were to also include local talent. A committee 

made up of residents selected an empty movie 

theater as the site and Caryl launched a success-

ful fundraising campaign. 

Then the real work began: A Neighborhood 

Advisory Committee was created and hired a 

director. In July 1967, just nine months after its 

initial conception, the museum opened its 

doors, with 4,000 people in attendance. Today the 

museum is fully staffed, and its web site shows 

that the original guidelines have been followed. 

Caryl served as a member of the board from 1967 

until she moved here in 2001. During that time, in 

addition to raising two children, Caryl received her 

Ph.D. in psychology from The George 

Washington University. 

Her work at Anacostia sparked a new path for 

Caryl, leading to research and innovative exhibit 

designs that inspired new approaches in muse-

ums. From 1978 to 1986 Caryl served as head of 

exhibitions at the National Archives. We're 

delighted she is lending her skills to our own 

Clocktower exhibits. 



A Hilltop Garden Report 
By Faith Jackson 

The Hilltop Garden, situated between the 

5000 and 5100 clusters, is a Collington treasure, 

the jewel of the three Collington garden spots --

the greenhouse, and the surrounding raised bins. 

Newcomers who miss their gardens should come 

up and have a look. Like its predecessor, the 

original garden, obliterated when the new 

cottages were added, this one was planned and 

built by residents. 

A high fence surrounds three long rows of 

individual plots separated by grassy paths. 

When you come through the gate, please be 

sure to close it behind you as our growing deer 

families are eager to come in and munch. They 

have actually climbed in the unprotected bins and 

eaten and trampled them. Most of the work in 

the Hilltop garden is done in the early morning 

or after the sun is down, to avoid Maryland's 

fierce July and August heat. Two sheds contain 

fertilizer and tools and mowers for everyone's 

use. There is also a plot dedicated to compost. 

A changing group of 15 to 20 members, who 

welcome newcomers, use the available 30 

Hilltop plots and 19 more in the bins. They are a 

great group who tend plantings for anyone who is 

away, and share their plants, crops and friendly 

badinage about weeds!! The reward to all 

residents for the produce they bring to the Home 

Groan Board every year is immeasurable. There 

is nothing to compare with eating vegetables sent 

directly from the garden to the cook pot or freshly-

gathered salads. 

This past summer, Collington gardens, and 

bounty from Ruth and Floyd Thiel's Chesapeake  

garden, produced asparagus, blackberries, 

green beans and limas, beets, carrots, 

cantaloupes, chard, corn, cucumbers, eggplant, 

herbs, kale, lettuce, okra, onions, peppers, 

radishes, squash,tomatoes,and glorious 

flowers: cosmos, zinnias, and dahlias. 

Not to mention the profit! Chuck Dell and 

David Goodkind led the greenhouse team 

including James Akins, Elizabeth FitzHugh, 

Marion Henry, Art Longacre and Bill Preston, in 

raising flower, herb and vegetable seedlings. The 

late April weekend sale, and proceeds from flats 

set on the Home Groan table, raised $600 for the 

Residents Association. Produce from all 

gardening, sold through mid September, brought 

in another $429, and more trickles in. 

Although there is no way to keep the crows 

from flying in, Carol Kempske grew some corn for 

her own use. Aline Grayson's and Art's 

asparagus beds were almost as tall as his 

Jerusalem artichokes. If a prize were given for 

the best-tended garden, Curtis Langford would 

win it, and his thick row of carrots was very 

tempting. 

Peg Cosgrove inherited one of the late Dean 

Filer's raised beds which she had newly fed and 

refilled with fresh soil. It did wonders for the crop - 

- which gives rise to the thought that perhaps 

others might like to replenish old soil. The 

question is particularly pertinent right now as the 

tomatoes showed early signs of blight, including 

Hilda Jay's, considered the best. The problem 

has to do with replanting tomatoes in the same 

soil every year. Something to ponder this winter. 
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The "How Are You?" Dilemma 
By Lynn Bernstein 

The time has come to resolve a dilemma. 

Resident Arnold Klick says, "we need to seek a 

greeting other than 'How are you?' when we 

meet on campus." Arnold's persuasive argument: 

"I would like to see a greeting that avoids the 

necessity of answering. 

Why do people ask when 

their interest is superficial 

and to answer honestly 

could require long 

discussions often violating 

one's privacy. Most 

importantly, an answer 

triggers a review that 

tends to be depressing." 

Armed with the tools of 

a true reporter (pen and 

pad) I "waddled" through 

our halls searching the hearts and minds of 

Collingtonians for their responses to the "How are 

you?" dilemma. 

Bob Goldwin reports there are 140 Yiddish 

responses to the question, all of which are 

negative: "How should I be?" Or, "Could be 

better." 

Julie Lohr: "I don't know." Or sometimes, 

"Not so good." 

Fran Dutton: "Everything considered. . .fine" 

Jarvis Freymann: "It's 9 a.m. Monday morn-

ing's a bad time to be asking." 

Maya Keech: "What makes you ask?" 

Mary Lib Hotchkiss: "I often reply, 'I'm doing --

but thank you for asking'." 

I 	
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Ginge Peddle: "How much time do you have?" 

Agnes Hatfield: "I haven't thought about it. 

Perhaps we should substitute the word, 

Greetings." 

Herb Stone: "I try not to say 'How are you?' I 

prefer to say, 'Greetings'." 

Judy Shaw: "When someone answers me, 

'Good', I then ask, 'I know you are good but are 

you well?" 

Peter Wilson says both she 

and Warren Unna have 

agreed to take the 5th 

Amendment when asked 

that question. 

Dora Halton says she 

responds "Fine', but 

truthfully, I may be feeling 

awful." 

Loretta Wasserman says, 

"I'm living, but I am going 

back to bed." 

Bridget Irwin observes, "No major problems 

and I am so glad I can walk." 

David Goodkind comments "Pretty well; all 

right; how's everything with you?" 

Elsie Seeto says , "I quickly change the greet-

ing because I am concerned about saying too 

much to people I don't know." 

Hilda Jay asks, "Do you Really want to know? 11 

With that sprinkling of responses, it seems 

timely to hear suggestions for a better Collington 

greeting. At least that's what Arnold Klick sug-

gests. Sounds like a good idea. Let The 

Collingtonian know your solution to the "How Are 

You?" dilemma. 

Send The Collingtonian 
to Friends and Family 

We'd be glad to forward copies of 
The Collingtonian to family members 
and friends 

Please give Marie Wilson in 
Marketing the names and addresses 
IN WRITING. She'll add them to the 
mailing list. 



"Doris Ball at Radio City Music 
Hall in a green wool and 
velveteen date dress that stops 
traffic." reads the Glamour caption 
to this picture, noting that the outfit 
cost $17.95. 
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She worked for the Baltimore County Board of 

Health during the Spiro Agnew era, devoted 

herself to the Fair Housing movement and was 

active in the League of Women Voters. 

Bob, meanwhile, had become head of Social 

Security and most of us are the beneficiaries of 

his policies. 

Having retired to Collington, Bob did not let up. 

With Doris' help, he lobbied to prevent privati-

zation of Social Security, with Doris ever at his 

right hand. "His head was working just fine," she 

says, "but his legs had given out. I was able to 

help by running his errands and, well, yes, being 

his legs." 

And fine-looking legs they were. 

Doris Ball -- Glamour Girl 
by Frances Kolarek 

When Rockefeller Center was new and the career girls 

who worked there were a novelty, Doris Ball was featured in 

Glamour magazine's September, 1941 issue. Doris is now 

settled cozily into a room in the Potomac Wing of our Health 

Center. Her son Jonathan, clearing up the accumulated 

detritus of his parents' long life together, has uncovered a 

copy. 

Bearing in mind that the pall of the Depression years had 

barely lifted, young women often moved from job to job, trying 

to find a good fit at a good salary. Doris was no exception, 

having tried modeling and cosmetic sales, she wound up 

working in the Chrysler building for Pictures, Inc. which was 

soon taken over by Life magazine, which Henry Luce had 

launched in 1936. Doris became a glamorous Rockefeller 

Center career girl working in the Time-Life building. 

Every workday morning, Glamour writes, 

about 10,000 girls walk into Rockefeller Center. 

"They are all daytime inhabitants of the city 

within a city that is today the business and 

entertainment center of the world." And Doris 

Ball was one of that glamorous group. 'Doris 

lives with her husband in Elizabeth, New Jersey; 

it takes her more than an hour to come to work by 

car, train and subway, and it costs her $14 a 

month to commute. Her husband, who has a 

government job, gets home much earlier than 

she does, so he does the marketing and has 

dinner started by the time she arrives at about 

seven o'clock and adds the finishing touches. 

"She and her husband both feel that marriage 

combines well with business, and he teases her 

by saying if she gets enough raises he's going to 

quit working. 

The article concludes with Doris remarking that 

"people should be more politically conscious." 

Bob's Social Security office soon 

moved from New Jersey to the new 

headquarters in Baltimore where Doris, now the 

mother of Jonathan and a daughter, Jackie, took 

her own advice and devoted herself to community 

service. 



Noble Deeds in the Pacific 
By Jarvis Freymann 

Acts of true grit and devotion to duty were 

commonplace during the heat of battle in World 

War II, but many such incidents in the War's im-

mediate aftermath are now largely forgotten. 

One such episode in which I played a small role 

happened out in the southern Philippines early in 

1946, fully nine months after the war's official end. 

I had received orders to fly down to the 

island of Palawan to replace a deceased crew-

man aboard U.S.S. PGM 28. That tiny 

gunboat was little more than a floating 

oven in those warm tropical waters, so 

I immediately dubbed her "U.S.S. Fry-

ing Pan." 

Palawan had been slated to fill 

an important logistical role in the inva-

sion of mainland Japan, but those plans were 

scrubbed when the war came to an abrupt end in 

September, 1945. By 1946, nothing much 

remained to be done out there but swelter under 

a merciless sun. After a seemingly endless wait, 

our small crew finally received its orders. A short 

distance from our moorage, there were three 

oversized Quonset huts stocked to the rafters with 

Coca Cola, a chocolate drink called "Bosco," and 

three brands of beer --Budweiser, Fort Pitt and 

Iron City -- all originally intended to supply U.S. 

forces in the now-cancelled invasion of Japan. 

Those stores had sat untouched for many 

months, and the Navy was at a loss to know what 

to do with them. There was no longer any great 

demand for them in the Pacific Theater, and the 

suppliers had no interest in taking them back. 

What to do? 
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It was quickly decided to see how large a 

dent our U.S.S. Frying Pan's small crew could 

make in the huge pile. From then on, that assign-

ment became our single focus and purpose, and 

we marched to the huts each morning not just to 

kill time, but to put our can openers to good use 

for God, for Country and The American Way. 

Some of the soft drinks were bartered for 

produce or given away as official gifts to local 

leaders, but the beer presented greater complica-

tions for us. Because the U.S. Navy could neither 

be seen as a trafficker in illicit alcoholic bever-

ages or as a waster of taxpayers' money, 

the beer could neither be sold nor 

thrown away. It appeared as if the only 

real solution might be for us to get in 

there and DRINK it, but that, too, posed 

problems. All of us liked the Bud-

weiser, but the Fort Pitt was far less 

popular, and the Iron City had few takers. 

To solve that problem, we turned to 

Palawan's teeming population of stray yellow 

dogs, many of whom had established a rather pa-

thetic colony next to our ship, and accompanied 

us each morning on our daily rounds to the stor-

age huts. WE downed the Bud, while THEY 

lapped up impressive quantities of the lesser 

brands with obvious enjoyment. (It was a hard 

job, but somebody had to do it.) When, later that 

month, our ship was finally ordered back to civili-

zation, we left with a sense of genuine accom-

plishment and pride in a job well done. Although 

a fair number of potables still remained, and we 

left with serious concerns about the future welfare 

of our sadly bloodshot-eyed canine comrades, we 

could still see their scruffy yellow tails wagging 

lazily along the shore as we slipped over the hori-

zon toward Manila and home. 



Here is a thought for you 

from my 18th century 

gardening buddy: "It is usual 

that a dry autumn precedes a 

windy winter; a windy winter, a 

rainy spring; a rainy spring, a 

dry summer; a dry summer, a 

windy autumn." Once more, 

we are in another October, 

when according to another of 

my informants, the robins 

begin to sing. Have you heard 

them? Never mind. Stop 

listening and shape up. 

October is also a Working 

Month. Oudoors, and indoors. 

Start with rake and broom and tidy the 

garden beds. You will be amazed as always at 

the amount of debris that comes out of a 

summer garden. How did your plants fare in the 

spaces you alloted them? If they were happy 

they flourished; if not, move them. I had two 

small cypress like trees with a lot of yellow in 

the green and I liked them immensely, but it 

took the better part of a year in a big pot for 

each to stop their sulking and browning off. 

Take heed. If you don't want to rectify your 

mistakes, or lose patience, throw them out, but 

before you pitch the balky plants it wouldn't hurt 

to look carefully at where you put them. Was it 

your mistake? Are they sending you a 

message? Live and learn. 

Clean around the now blooming mums and  

give them room to shine. Most of mine are about 

five years old. I often forget, as shouldn't, to give 

them a bit of food mid summer. 

Plant pansies this month and get the bulbs 

in. I always used to wait until November, silly me. 

Everyone I speak to says do it NOW. How many 

times have I reminded you to throw the bulbs up 

in the air and plant them where they fall? 

Outdoor chores done and feeling virtuous, 

come on in, have lunch and nap, and go to work. 

Or maybe tomorrow morning when feeling fresh? 

This is called "dogging it," 

putting off a job as long as 

possible. Sometimes it's good 

for the soul, and back. 

There are as many ways to 

deal with summer plants you 

want to winter over as there are 

ways to root around in your 

computer and get lost. You've 

heard this lecture from me before, so skip what 

you remember, but please, BE SURE to 1) take 

plant out of pot, wash pot thoroughly, wash plant 

roots thoroughly to remove all dirt and maybe 

extra root tentacles that aren't needed, 2) replant 

it with all fresh NEW dirt from your favorite 

supplier, water thoroughly and give it a good feed 

of liquid fertilizer and, 3) place in a sunny 

window. 

If you don't have a sunny window, forget the 

whole thing. If you can't bear to let an oversized 

favorite go entirely, take cuttings and repot when 

rooted. Your kitchen window sill is usually great 

for this. Keeps you busy while you dream of fresh 

garden plans next year. 
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Mosquito C ontrol 

Faith reminds that pesky mosquito 

weather is far from over. Please 

drain any puddles that lie on your 

grounds. That's absolutely the best 

kind of mosquito control. 



C', 6 att or 13 ox 
Collingtonians have made 

sure that many County children 

will not have to go to school 

unprepared this year. They 

contributed over $1,100 toward 

school supplies, in addition to 

filling the box outside the Library 

with pencils, paper, backpacks and other 

miscellaneous stuff. Thanks to Carol and 

Catherine Hudson for doing the purchasing, 

buying in bulk and saving pennies, and to our 

generous residents. 

We know it's not spring cleaning time, but 

folks! Roanne Hartfield could use some more 

collectibles for her display cases. Sales from 

these displays of jewelry and knick-nacks bring in 

much-needed income to the Residents 

Assocation. Bet there's a lot of stuff lying around 

that you no longer even see, that would sell 

quickly from those cases. 

+ 
Mary Jane Hart, who recently moved into Apt.. 

309, has a very long history with Collington. She 

was one of Bishop Walker's eight appointees to 

Collington's first Board of Directors. Her name is 

among the group, listed on page 12 of Then and 

Now 1988-1998, which commemorates our very 

early history and our first ten years as a CCRC. 

Also on the list are the names of current resident 

Marion Henry and Brian Bucklee, late husband of 

resident Sally Bucklee.  
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Jeremy Jackson, Faith's famous ocean- 

ographer son, is pictured in the August, 

2009 Readers Digest with his wife, 

Nancy Knowlton and co-workers. The 

accompanying article is about 

endangered coral reefs. 

+ 
The zinnias that smiled at us last 

fall and summer from floral arrangements and the 

vases on Dining Room tables, were a gift from Bill 

Preston, who set out some 40 plants in the Hilltop 

Garden. It's no surprise that Bill's plants 

produced large numbers of red, yellow, orange 

and rust-colored flowers which added a spark of 

life and color wherever they appeared. 

+ 
When Hamden High School, in Hamden, 

Conn. opened in 1935, Maggie Brown 

(Gundlach) was a student, and quite likely a 

classmate of Judith Shaw's brother. Judith 

entered somewhat later when Maggie had 

already left the area. Both remember that the 

students staged a strike over a very important 

issue. Time, having marched on, neither can 

remember what the important issue was! 

+ 
The members of our Marketing department 

are admiring the handsome crystal obelisk 

inscribed "Outstanding Sales Achievement 

Award." (The words are inside the crystal. How 

do they do that?) The citation describes 

Collington's Marketing Department as being at the 



"pinnacle of performance results, averaging a 

minimum of three sales per month at a life-care or 

continuing care community. 

* 
Our Dwindle Robinson and his wife Molly 

attended the wedding of their daughter, Natasha 

Camille, to Peter Elliot Coates, in August, at 

Martin's Crosswinds in Greenbelt. Natasha is an 

international trade attorney with the U.S. 

Department of Commerce. 

+ 
Members of the SAGE exercise classes met 

their new instructor, Rose Green, last month 

when she sat in at the 10 a.m. class to orient 

herself to our levels of strength and endurance. 

While we welcome Rose, we will miss Lee 

Richardson's wry humor and exercise expertise. 

4 
Shades of Arp and Schwitters! Joren 

Lindholm, this semester's art teacher of the 

weekly SAGE class, is steering his pupils in new 

directions -- see their works in the Auditorium 

gallery, hung by Maja Keech. They rely on 

imagination, the use of unusual materials, and 

collage techniques. 

A sharper contrast to the works of Stewart 

Ramsey in the Library gallery would be hard to 

find. We will bring you more about Stewart's 

career as an artist in the November Colingtonian. 

4 
Once upon a time, the local folk called 

Lottsford Road "White Lightning Road," in honor 

of the stills that proliferated about where the 

5000-5100 cottages now stand. A narrow, two-

lane road back then, Lottsford has been widened 

a number of times since the building boom. 

However, a shopper in Rip's liquor department 

recently found on a shelf, a pint jar of a clear 

liquid labeled "moon-shine." The laws of supply 

and demand at work? 

+ 
Sheila Givan, back from her summer home on 

a Maine Island, says all nine of her grandchildren 

visited, but, she hastens to add, not all at the 

same time. 

4 
Sally and Clyde Griffen, along with Tupper, 

are back from a long, restful summer in the 

Adirondacks. Welcome home, all. 

+ 
The weather has been ideal for tennis in 

recent weeks, and Bill Cosgrove, 

Chuck Dell and Joan Hult, among 

others from Collington have enjoyed 

our courts. A group organized by 

Chuck have been playing regularly, 

and when the weather gets cold, 

they will move to the bubble in Watkins Park 

where there are a number of courts. 

Bill says the level of play is pretty good for a 

bunch of old folks. And, he adds, additions to the 

group are more than welcome. Give him a call. 

The games begin at 8:30 a.m. on Monday, 

Wednesday and Friday. 

+ 
Some people have all the fun. Others do the 

scut work. The knitters and crocheters who do 

squares do the fun part. Then we caught Dora 

Halton painstakingly piecing the squares together 

with needle and yarn, to make a baby quilt for our 

Outreach program. Dora -- watching out for knots 

and making a pleasant design -- was not 

complaining. Just working away. 
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With Halloween just around the corner, 

Judith Shaw is prepared to scare the wits 

out of you, if you don't watch out. 

Noel and Ron McPherson are proud graduates of 
the Grandparents U. at the University of North 
Texas. Son Mike, Dean of Grandparents U. and his 
daugher, Emily McPherson, 1 1, are also alumni of 
the program. 

The Annapolis Apple Slice Computer Club kindly of-

fers us their expertise and it's not hard for Kay Cave, Club 

publicity chair, to get a group together. Last month, Kath-

erine Kendall, MaryAverett Seelye, Marilyn Schwartz and 

Paulette Tino were tutored by volunteers including Joe 

and Gena Hall, their son Joey Hall, Jr., Jason DeLooze, 

the group's president, and Oren Whyche. Afterwards, the 

group met for drinks and dinner. Thank you, Maxperts! 

Marylyn Schwartz with Jason DeLooze 

Lucy (right) -- named for 
Lucille Ball of "I Love 
Lucy" -- is the faithful 
friend of Pat King, chair 
of so many committees 
we can't list them all 
here. 

At our Dog Park Lucy 
is a favorite of both man 
and beast. 

Fausti and John Lees introduce their 
twin granddaughters, Mia and Maren 
Lees. Son Craig and his wife Jiame are 
the parents. 


