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A Beach Memory
Sue Evans

Long ago, when I was a young mother, I 
took my little girl to the beach. When she 
stood on the shore and saw the big waves 
rolling in, she was afraid. I told her to hold 
onto my hand and we would go into the 
water together. She held on tight and we 
waded into the surf. Soon, her grip on my 
hand loosened and she was jumping up 
and down and squealing with delight as 
she jumped through the waves. 

This week I went to the beach with my 
little girl. I am no longer a young  
mother. Now, I am a grandmother with 
an overlarge body and legs that are a bit 
wobbly and unsteady. 

I stood on the shore and saw the big 
waves rolling in, and I was afraid. My 
daughter said to hold her hand and 
we would go into the surf together. I held tightly to her hand. Soon, my grip 
loosened, and I was jumping up and down in the surf and squealing with delight 
as I jumped through the waves.

Colored Pencil, by Sue Evans

Dancing Grasses
Pen, ink and watercolor,

by Marion Robbins
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My mother, working from home, was 
chief illustrator for a series similar to Dick 
and Jane. I watched her create the model 
family in pictures, and one stands out in 
my memory: Mother in a crisp dress and 
ruffled apron, ironing Father’s shirt; Father 
nearby in his easy chair, reading the paper; 
the children lolling on the floor, coloring. 
Jane would grow up to be just like Mother. 
So would I.

Betty Friedan and the Feminist Movement 
hit me where I lived—in Reston, Virginia, 
a model town that had attracted many 
similar families: one rising professional, one 
supportive wife, two bright children and 
a dog. Only one wife on our street was 
employed, the exception that proved the 
rule.

A Tough Case for Betty
Jeanne Slawson

Sculpture, by Shirley Denman

Suddenly, Friedan’s The Feminine Mystique was on everyone’s coffee table, evoking 
harrumphs, hosannas — and changes. I’m sure smoke rose from suburban households 
everywhere as old mores were torched. My best friend kicked her husband out and took 
a live-in. My cheerful tennis partner discovered she was an angry woman and started a 
consciousness raising group. I wasn’t sure I wanted my consciousness raised, but I joined 
the group nonetheless.

I was as conditioned as Pavlov’s dog and a tough case for Betty. However, I’m sure Betty’s 
mom hadn’t depicted the perfect family. I’ll bet Betty hadn’t read The Navy Wife, with its 
helpful hints on when and with whom to leave calling cards and the importance of having 
a pair of white gloves in the car, just in case. Nor had she heard the dean of the UVA Law 
School welcome wives with the drawling admonition: “Ladies, when your husband comes 
home after a long day, envelop him in warm solicitude and a dry martini.” My husband, 
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Montreal Doors 
Photograph, by David Montgomery

with luck, got warm beer and dry children. I liked the idea of self-realization for women, but 
I was content too, snarling at the laundry notwithstanding. I didn’t want to burn my bra. It 
wouldn’t have made much of a fire anyway. Eventually I left the group and returned to the 
known world.

Later, I explored my identity during divorce, independence, and two careers. At the time, 
though, when I confessed to a friend my difficulty in becoming a feminist, she, knowing my 
history, summed it up succinctly: “No wonder you’re having trouble — you ARE Jane!”
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Mekong River Views

Towards the Mekong 
Oil, by Janyce Watt

Impressions 
Acrylic and ink,  

by Dorothy Yuan
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Oil, by James Townsend

The Saturday Matinee
Carl Koch

Every Saturday, my sister Clara and I 
walked one mile to the matinee at the 
Hyattsville Theater. The matinee usually 
included two full-length movies, several 
cartoons, previews and a serial chapter. 
One of the movies usually involved 
cowboy stars such as Bob Steele, 
Hopalong Cassidy, Roy Rogers, or Gene 
Autry. I liked Bob Steele best because 
he was fists and guns only. Hopalong 
dressed too fancily for my tastes whereas 
Rogers and Autry did more singing than 
horseback riding.

Often shown comedies included Our 
Gang, The Three Stooges, Edgar Kennedy, 
Behind the Eight Ball, and animated 
cartoons such as Bugs Bunny, Porky Pig 
and Popeye. The comedy team of Bud 
Abbott and Lou Costello usually made 
feature films.

A major attraction of the Saturday 
matinee was the serial. Each week the 
hero would apparently die but then the 
next week would miraculously survive. For 
fifteen cents, the Saturday matinee offered 
four or five hours of entertainment, filling 
the time niche for young people before 
television and the Internet.
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My mother, Florence, was born and raised in Milwaukee with all the amenities of city living. 
She married my father John, a homesteader, and found herself in the wilderness of Wyoming 
with no amenities.  On top of that she was pregnant with my oldest brother, Eugene.  Gene 
was born in my Aunt Margaret’s 
homestead shack with Margaret 
serving as midwife.  Tragically, 
the umbilical cord was wrapped 
around his neck, causing severe 
brain damage and leaving him a 
paraplegic, never to walk or talk or 
take care of himself.  Imagine the 
added burden of taking care of a 
crippled child in a log cabin.

When she became pregnant with 
my brother Pat, Mom apparently 
decided she’d had enough of 
having babies in the wilderness 
and returned to her family in 
Milwaukee, where Pat was born 
in a hospital with a doctor in 
attendance.  She carried on with 
her the hope of finding help for 
Gene but sadly, her search was in 
vain.

Eventually, missing my father and 
the Wyoming life she had come to 
love, Mom moved back when Pat 
was four years old and made the 
two-room log cabin her permanent 
home for the next thirty, mostly 
hard, years.

In a few short years my sister Anna and I came along, both born in the log cabin.  As I look 
back on that time I wonder how my dear mother managed to raise four children, one totally 
helpless, in the little cabin where six people lived.

Hand-stitched quilt, by Joan Hoff

Christmas Butterflies
Paul McManamen
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Watercolor, by Joyce Garrison

When Gene was 15, he became very ill.  He was in bed in the back and we kids were in the 
front room. I will always remember Mom walking out of the back room crying, telling us that 
Gene had died. 

The date was December 21, 1937, a few days before Christmas.  Mom and we kids were alone 
with no way to get word to anyone about Gene’s death; Dad was away at his WPA job.  She 
thought about sending 12-year-old Pat to a neighbor several miles away, but it was bitter cold 
and the snow was deep—he might not make it.  Fortunately, Dad came home later that day.  
Arrangements were made for a neighbor, Mr. Evans, to take us to Gillette, the nearest town, 
50 miles away, while Dad transported Gene’s body in our Model T. 

The parish minister invited us to stay in the church rectory which had stairs and a fireplace. 
Anna and I were totally fascinated, never having seen either before.

As I recall, the funeral and burial took place without incident; then it was back out to the cabin 
on Christmas Eve.  The cabin had been without heat for several days, so everything was frozen 
solid, including Mom’s houseplants.  Dad had gone to a forest about ten miles away (there 
were no trees nearby) to cut a Christmas tree, which stood barren in the corner of the cabin.  
We were too tired to try to decorate it, so we just built a fire in the old cook-stove and went to 
bed.  

The next morning we woke up to a wonderful surprise: several big, beautiful butterflies 
decorated the tree!  The summer before, for whatever reason, Anna had gathered up several 
cocoons and put them on top of the cupboard.  Having been frozen for several days, then 
heated by the stove, they believed winter had come and gone.  Nature told them it was spring 
and time for them to come out in all their glory and fly to the nearest tree. 

It was a Christmas none of us would ever forget.  From great sorrow to a magical ending.
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My spirit like my kite  
has too long laid on a shelf 
lovely to see but flat in broken un-put-together parts, unfilled with wind.

Today I took my kite from its box 
studied it and slowly fitted together its many parts: 
bamboo into bamboo—tiny rings over slender ends of frame—each part just so. 
By trial and error—memories half forgotten—piece by piece—a butterfly emerged.

Once, it had hung on my wall inviting oohs and aahs of admiration. 
Today with string firmly attached, I carried it with hopeful,  
     doubtful hands to a windy spot.  
Alone I could do nothing.  
Helpfully and skillfully, my new friend gave wings to my butterfly.  
Up it soared—above my head, above the trees.   
Joyfully I watched it fly and knew, deeply knew, it was where it belonged.

It was flying!

It bobbed and danced and flew.

Watercolor, by Clarita Ricketts

My Spirit Like My Kite
Nancy Lively
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Photograph, by Marian Fuchs-Carsch

The dark green against the clear blue sky filled my heart with 
so sweet, so deep a feeling that I felt a tug as if a string were fastened  
to my very soul.  
As if a kite long laid aside from play was on a dusty shelf deep within. 
My eyes watched that flying shape, and my voice rose.

Fly, fly      Keep on flying      Stay up there free

You’re where you always ought to be

It flew and flying stirred a part of me long kept down and long denied.

Fly—Turn loose—Soar high—Don’t stop

Such unaccustomed wind, such buffeting and 
dancing, such abandon in the sky brought tiny 
tears in fabric long lain still. 
Others bade me caution. “Pull it in.”    
“Rest it now.”   “Keep it whole.”  

New knowledge made me say “Fly it on. 
You hold the string.  You send it high.”

Oh kite within—find your wind—stir me free—go high.

Attached with an umbilical born of new hope carry me.
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After more than a year in Prague of drifting from hotel room, to shared apartment, to 
borrowed quarters, Joe and I were ecstatic to finally find an apartment of our own in Prague, 
Czechoslovakia, this postwar European city where people pulled guns in disputes over living 
space. The apartment had been custom decorated in Art Deco style to accommodate the 
needs and tastes of a Czech art collector. Its most conspicuous feature was a series of built-in 
picture frames, hinged so that they swung open to allow changing the pictures within. When 
we took possession, the frames 
held a series of works by a 
Czech artist — drawings of lush 
tropical foliage parting to reveal 
Adam and Eve as they explored 
their newly-discovered sexuality. 
Not the decor one found at the 
typical diplomatic cocktail party. 

A day or two later workmen 
removed the pictures, taking 
them to the National Gallery of 
Art and leaving us with blotches 
of wall paper in a green and 
orange pattern, half torn off 
behind the hinged frames. I 
rushed out to find replacement 
pictures. Postwar Prague was 
not overrun with consumer 
goods, but I found a couple 
of small galleries and chose 
a group of black and white 
drawings that would make a 
compatible collection hanging 
side by side in close quarters. 
We had mats made to fit the 
frames, hung my selections, and 
settled into our new home. Self Portrait 

Photograph, by Ruth Schrock

Prague: Pictures in the Room
Frances Kolarek
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Post-Prandial Snooze
Photograph, by Lois Brown

One day, snuggled down in one of the deep leather armchairs in the living room, I began 
to study my new acquisitions with a fresh eye, and I noticed something curious. The figures 
in the pictures all had their backs to the viewer. Dancers in national costume, arranged in a 
circle, back view only. A child with a caged bird — his back to me. An old woman feeding her 
chickens in a courtyard, her back to me. And a very large, emphatic drawing of spectators at 
a soccer match, the central figure standing on a railing, his back to me.  These pictures had 
been drawn by artists living under the Nazi occupation; Czechs who hated their oppressors 
but dared not confront them, neither with weapons nor with words. People enduring a 
suppression difficult for Americans to grasp. Their sketches betrayed not an iota of hostility. 
They had charm and warmth.  And yet their message was clear. Each artist individually, all of 
them collectively, were turning their backs on their hated occupiers.
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We walk to the lake
Only a handful of geese

Glide on the Water

Views of the 
Campus  

by 
Collington 

Artists

Art works: Shirley Denman, Joyce Garrison, Maja Keech, Jacob Kijne 
Haiku: Joyce Garrison, Arnold Klick 
Flower arrangement: Ria Hawkins 
Photography: Ria Hawkins, Maja Keech, Barbara Morris, Dorothy Yuan



Summer 2020 Kaleidoscope  13

Views of the 
Campus  

by 
Collington 

Artists

My dog sees them first
Two deer stand motionless, then

Flip their tails and flee

SPRING
The rightness of spring

When the growing year begins
Expectations ring
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Several days after my birth, plans for a big celebration began. The special day finally arrived, 
and family and friends brought food and drinks. The front yard began to fill up with men 
gathering to tell tall tales. My Aunt Jane recalls saying with a chuckle, “Those men are just 
seeing who can tell the biggest lie.”

My mother, Susie, passed me from one person 
to another.  Each woman would want their own 
special time with me. The stage was set for a 
wonderful time. But one thing was missing. 

My father, Willie, decided he wanted to give all 
the men El Producto cigars, an old custom, to 
celebrate the new father. The El Producto cigars 
were expensive, but my father thought,  why 
not go all the way? So off to the country store 
he went. 

Immediately, he noticed the El Producto 
cigars through the glass-enclosed counter and 
inquired about the price of the ones he wanted 
to buy. For a moment, he didn’t realize the 
storekeeper was saying that he couldn’t have the cigars. 

“Boy, we don’t sell you the good cigars; you can only have the cheaper ones, over here,” 
he said.  Not understanding, Willie must have displayed body language that the storekeeper 
felt questioned his authority.  “You must be one of those uppity niggers from up North,” he 
said. “We know you moved here not long ago, and you just had a new baby.  Since you do 
not know our ways down here, you better be out of here by sundown, or you know what will 
happen to you.”  

Dejected, Willie slowly walked back to Aunt Jane’s while pondering the dilemma in which he 
found himself. When he shared what happened, Aunt Jane said, and everyone agreed, “Willie, 
you will have to leave or they will surely kill you.”   

Willie asked if he could leave Susie and me until he could send for us, especially since my 
mother had just given birth. But Aunt Jane and all the others said, “Your chances of survival are 
better if you all go as a family. By yourself, there is a greater possibility you will be killed.” 

Basketwork, by Helen Hindinger

A Celebration — With a Dark Cloud Lurking
Rhoda Nixon
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Before sundown, Willie, Susie and I were packed and ready for travel. A brief prayer session 
was held to ask that God travel with us and deliver us safely to my mother’s sister Millie’s home 
in Washington, D.C.    

The North Carolina family, neighbors and friends remained anxious and in a state of suspense 
for many hours. Finally, Aunt Jane received a wire from Millie saying the family had arrived 
safely in Washington, D.C. Willie was relieved that the ordeal was over. Susie was worn out 
from the trip, and I was just fine! 

We can be sure that another prayer session was held back at Aunt Jane’s house when the good 
news was heard. They all thanked God for our deliverance.

Rigoletto, Piangi, Fanciulla  
Pastel on gessoed paper, by Gay Kelly
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I remember that day in 1968: the day that  
the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was  
assassinated in Memphis, TN.  

I was in downtown, DC, near the church 
where one evening a week, I helped black  
middle-school kids work on their homework.  
I had arrived early so I could run an errand  
before the kids and other volunteer tutors 
would gather at the church. Walking past the  
F Street stores, I realized the people around  
me were agitated, and I could hear bits of a  
radio news broadcast; people looked and 
sounded shocked, horrified, terribly sad. I  
went into a nearby shoe store from where I 
heard a broadcast as the door opened. It  
was then that I learned of the shooting.

Suddenly I was very aware of my whiteness, 
and I felt not only terrible sadness because of our loss, but ashamed to be seen in the act of 
being white among all the people around me. 

I had to get out of the store and hurry toward the church; it seemed to me that there was  
nowhere to hide from my whiteness, which I later understood was the way our “black”  
brothers and sisters have felt about their own colors, for these hundreds of years. I hoped  
they could see that I was devastated, too.

Rainbow Dreams  
Watercolor, by Marion Robbins

That Day: April 4, 1968
Charlotte Melichar



Summer 2020 Kaleidoscope  17

Courtesans at Leisure  
Ink and Watercolor, by John Hindinger

Sri Lanka House in Jungle  
Fabric Art, by Jacob Kijne
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My husband, Frank, a member of a private surgical practice, and I spent 50 years living in Al-
buquerque, New Mexico. Through his practice and on other occasions, we became acquaint-
ed with numerous Native Americans and their cultures. Near to Albuquerque were the Navajo, 
Hopi and a number of Pueblo tribes, including the Zuni who lived in the Zuni Pueblo on the 
Zuni River. One special event of the Zuni is the entrance of Kachinas (men dressed in costumes 
to represent these good spirits) and the Shalako, also a Kachina, into the village to mark the 
winter solstice. It was a half century ago that we first witnessed this ceremony of blessings.

The details are fuzzy, but 
the awe I felt remains. It was 
winter, and it was very cold. 
We walked around the village 
and then, from a distance, we 
heard chanting and hoot-like 
cries. From across the Zuni 
River came six Shalakos, each 
one ten feet tall wrapped in 
white dance skirts and capes, 
ruffs of evergreens around 
their necks, huge masks 
with beaks that opened and 
clacked, and a curved crown 
of feathers on their heads. 
With them came other Kachi-
nas, neither man nor beast 
but representatives or messengers of both attributes. Mudheads, jesters so-called because of 
the muddy-appearing masks, came as well, as did men bundled in Pendleton blankets. 

Slowly, the procession walked through the village, stopping at houses here and there, pro-
viding their blessings along the way. We entered the Longhorn house to which we had been 
invited; first into a large kitchen where women were preparing food and from there, through 
an archway, to a very long room recently whitewashed. Bancos draped with colorful cloths 

Shalako
Zora Hesse

Fires
Colored Pencil, by Maja Keech
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outlined two sides of the room, and a large pueblo fireplace gave fragrant warmth. People 
made space for us to sit among them on the banco. It was very quiet. 

After a while, a low chanting could be heard along with rattles and hoots. The Kachinas were 
coming into the Longhorn house, as were a Shalako and a Mudhead. They danced up and 
down in the center of the room. Every now and then the Shalako would clack his beak, espe-
cially if someone in the audience nodded off. The other Kachinas wore body paint and their 
special dance skirts with rain sashes. Their masks were gorgeous; their bandoliers (necklaces) 
echoed the rattles they shook. Up and down they danced in the center of the room. They 
danced for rain, they danced for healing, they danced for the well-being of the people and 
the animals. I could feel the tips of their dance skirts brush against my knees. The dance could 
last from late evening until the next morning. Sleepy as I was, I felt the blessings of these not-
quite-men, not-quite-gods.

At dawn the dancing stopped and the feasting began. We remained for a short time before we 
had to return to Albuquerque, 150 miles away.

(For more information on “Shalako” go to https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shalako)

Samoyed fur, spun and then  
knitted into vest, by Irmgard Dugge
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Market in Cassis  
Watercolor,

by Janyce Watt

Evening Seascape  
Watercolor,  

by Ann Davie
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Sleep
Like a fickle lover
Stays away
Leaving me restless
Filled with longing
When I am resigned to absence
Readied to step into a new day
Then sleep steals back
To woo me

Insomnia
Susan Wolf

Moche God Alapace  
Needlepoint, by Helen Hindinger

Watercolor, by Janyce Watt
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Missing the ocean in the landlocked city of 
Dallas, we decided to drive to Galveston Bay.  
Going through the semi-desert landscape scat-
tered with occasional towns and oil derricks in 
a car with no air conditioning was not pleas-
ant. Sleeping between us on the front seat our 
one-year-old daughter was bathed in a pool of 
sweat.  Finally, the first whiffs of sea air blow-
ing through the windows as we crossed the 
Galveston Causeway suggested that the long 
drive might be worthwhile. 

But the sand! The sand was black!  I had never 
seen a black sand beach before.  The ocean, 
however, was familiar.  The crashing waves 
carried translucent jellyfish that were easily re-
flected on the black sand.  The primeval forms 
disappeared rapidly into transparent films as 
they sank into the wet sand.  In later years 
these films would not disappear because of the 
oil slicks from the Gulf that stay attached to 
them.  

We pitched our tent on the sand beyond  
the high tide point. The evening sea breeze 
accompanied by a light rain was cooling and sent us easily to sleep. In my dream I felt that I 
was back on a boat, swaying with the swells.  Upon waking we found that we were actually 
swaying on our sleeping pads floating in rainwater.  Part of the tent had collapsed. Nursing our 
burning hands and arms from hours of wringing out the water, we tried to go back to sleep.  
The rain finally stopped.

Listening to the incessant pounding of the waves that replaced the rain patter, I was brought 

Day at the Beach
Dorothy Yuan

Shadows  
Photograph, by Ruth Schrock
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back to another beach, this one, a white sand beach, of my childhood in Hong Kong.  On 
some Sundays the family would pack food and swim gear, and board a bus for the harbor 
through city streets.  At the end of the ferry ride across the Victoria Harbor it was another bus.  
This one first traversed the town, then climbed over the mountain to the south end of the 
island to Repulse Bay.  Repulse Bay, named because it was a site where the British supposedly 
repulsed some pirates in the long ago, or perhaps after a man called Lord Repulse.  According 
to the web, this bay is now a premiere residential area with apartments selling at more than 
$6,000 per square foot.  

For us, Repulse Bay in the 1950s was just a pristine beach with miles and miles of sand, backed 
up by the mountains dotted with occasional bungalows.  Close to the beach stood only one 
hotel but also rows of tents.  Here the sand was fine, white, leading straight to the edge of the 
South China Sea.  After a whole day of frolicking, sunburned and exhausted, we would board 
the bus again with the evening sun, and doze on our way back home. 

From the black sands of Galveston we watched the sunrise.  Both Galveston Bay and Repulse 
Bay are much different now; only the sun, at dawn or at dusk, shining on different ends of the 
globe, remains the same.

Oil, by Corinne Pearce
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The gleam of eyes under the striped umbrellas—
We see them still, after so many years,
(Or think we do) — the young men and their dears,
Bandying forward glances as through masks
In the curled bluish haze of panatelas,
And taking nips from little silver flasks.
They sit at tables as the sun is going,
Bent over cigarettes and lukewarm tea,
Talking small talk, gossip and gallantry,
Some of them single, some husbands and wives,
Laughing and telling stories, all unknowing
They sit here in the heyday of their lives.
And some then dance off in the late sunlight,
Lips brushing cheeks, hands grow warm in hands,
Feet gliding at the lightest of commands,
All summer on their caught or sighing breath
As they whirl on toward the oncoming night,
And nothing further from their thoughts than death.
But they danced here sixty-five years ago! —
Almost all of them must be underground.
Who could be left to smile at the sound
Of the old fangled dance tunes and each pair
Of youthful lovers swaying to and fro?
Only a dreamer, who was never there.

After a watercolor by Donald Justice
Robert Mezey, Collected Poems, 1952-1999. 
The University of Arkansas Press, Fayetteville, 2000.

Tea Dance at the Nautilus Hotel (1925)
Robert Mezey

Dead Clematis Blossoms  
Pencil, by Maja Keech

Editor’s Note:
Mr. Mezey passed away at Collington on
April 25, 2020.  With great sadness, we
will miss his voice.
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Doodle Art, by John Hindinger

Landscape Collage, by Ann Davie

High Fire Stoneware,  
by Shirley Denman

KALEIDOSCOPE presents examples of original work, in many styles and media, by residents and 
staff of Collington. There was enthusiasm and generosity in the number of entries submitted, 
and it was a joyful but challenging task to choose. A library of overflow items has been created 
and could be considered for the next issue.




