
upon himself, with the aid 

of a friend, to create a list 

of all veterans, including 

branches of the military and 

ranks. Kay Laughton (or “The 

Admiral” as John calls her!) 

credits John with establishing 

the Collington tradition of a 

Veterans Day program. The 

program always included re-

marks by the ranking veteran 

on campus, a guest speaker 

or program about the military 

and ended with the playing of the official songs 

of each uniformed branch of the armed forces. 

It was such a treat to see the veterans of each 

branch stand with pride as “their” song rang out. 

COVID put a halt to this celebration; hopefully it 

will return in the future.

Collington has more than 70 living veterans 

among its residents. They represent all branches 

of the service, including two who served in the 

forces of other nations. The number of veterans 

should at least hold steady as the baby boomers 

of Vietnam will be coming. In the larger society, 

John Geron is the “Godfa-

ther” of the veterans at Collin-

gton. With his jaunty Air Force 

cap, he is a familiar face as he 

scoots around campus. What 

may not be as well known is 

that because of his persever-

ance and dedication, Colling-

ton today keeps records of the 

veterans who reside here and 

recognizes the achievements 

of veterans from all branches 

of the service. 

John joined the Air Force in 1952 and served 

more than 20 years on active duty and in the 

Reserves before he retired as a major in 1976. 

As a pilot he flew T-6s and T-28 prop planes and 

the T-33 fighter. He credits the military for “keep-

ing peace in my soul;” and says that even today 

he would go back into the Air Force if they would 

let a 90-year-old in! His career ranged from ser-

vice in Thailand to serving as a general’s aide 

to preparing college ROTC cadets during the 

1960s. 

When he came to Collington, there was no 

formal recognition of veterans, so he took it 

TheThe
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Honoring Collington’s Veterans
By Sue Blanchette

John Geron. Photo by George Newman.

see Veterans, p. 2
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Veterans from p. 1

Kay notes, the separation between civilian and 

military has become more evident. Only one per-

cent of Americans today actually know someone 

serving in the military. Kay feels that this has led 

to confusion and misunderstanding as to the 

role of the military in society, but she praises 

the state of Maryland for its track record of sup-

porting veterans, especially those with medical 

needs. 

To all at Collington who have served in the 

military: thank you for your service! 

How Veterans Day 
Came to Be

By Sue Blanchette

In 1918, on the “11th hour of the 11th day of the 

11th month,” the guns fell silent and the “war to 

end all wars” came to an end when the Armistice 

was signed. There would be intermittent skir-

mishes over the next few months until the Treaty 

of Versailles was signed on June 28, 1919, offi-

cially ending the war. Ironically, the United States 

did not sign the treaty due to political differences 

at home. There would be a separate peace 

treaty between the U.S. and Germany in 1921.

The creation of a day of remembrance came 

in stages over a 35-year period following the war. 

• 1919 – On the first anniversary of the armi-

stice, President Woodrow Wilson officially 

acknowledged the day.

• 1926 – Congress passed an official resolu-

tion naming November 11 as Armistice Day.

• 1938 – Congress passed an act establishing 

November 11 as a national holiday honoring 

the veterans of World War I.

• 1954 – The act was amended by Congress to 

include all veterans. At this point the holiday 

became known as Veterans Day.

wikimedia photo

Support the Employee  
Appreciation Fund!
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Grade School Memories of World War II
By Don Singer

On Sunday after-

noon, Dec. 7, 1941, I 

sat with the grown-ups 

in the living room as 

the radio announced 

that the Japanese 

had attacked Pearl 

Harbor. I wandered 

into the garage and 

my 6-year-old self 

thought, “We have 

finally gotten into this 

war.”

For several years 

I wondered why I had that thought as I had no 

memory of any previous event in the war. Then 

one day the memory came back. My grandfather 

had been upset in June 1941 when the Nazis in-

vaded the Soviet Union and he feared (rightly) for 

the lives of his immediate Jewish family who lived 

in Latvia.

In January 1942 Michael Raphael, my neigh-

bor and fellow first grader, and I decided to get 

involved in the war effort. After school one day 

we went to his family’s basement to pick up his 

father’s hunting rifle. We planned to go into the 

nearby fields and shoot Japs. Fortunately, the 

high-school baby sitter intervened and the rifle 

remained safely on its rack. 

 In the spring of that school year the enemy 

in North Africa collapsed. German and Italian 

soldiers were surrendering en masse. I was 

alarmed. I had read that the Japanese never 

surrendered. I thought that applied to all our en-

emies. The Germans and Italians, I thought, were 

plotting to be transferred as prisoners to the Unit-

ed States. They would then rise up and attack us.  

My father assured me that would not occur.

By third grade our 

neighborhood kids 

planned to collect 

materials for the war 

effort. The project 

never materialized 

because we could 

not agree who would 

be president and who 

would be vice-presi-

dent of the endeavor. 

The argument led 

to fisticuffs between 

Sylvia Lurie and me, 

which took place outside my mother’s kitchen 

window. When I came to supper my parents 

scolded me for fighting with a girl. “That is not 

fair.” I complained, “Sylvia beat me up.” That was 

true. Sylvia landed more blows than I did.

In the fourth grade we were playing “truth or 

consequences” during indoor recess and I got 

caught. The class asked me to sing “My coun-

try ‘Tis of Thee.” I knew the words but my mind 

froze. Mrs. Holt, the teacher, accused me of be-

ing unpatriotic and had me come after school to 

recite the words.

World War II had ended the summer before 

fifth grade. Our heroes in the fight against Nazi 

Germany had been Roosevelt, Churchill, and 

“Uncle Joe” Stalin. Our teacher, Miss Savage, 

who was a devout Catholic and strongly anti-

Communist, set us straight about Stalin. She 

introduced us to the Cold War, which lasted until 

approximately 1990.

Now we have Putin.

Don Singer and classmates participate in a war-stamp drive. Don 
is at the far right, next to his friend Michael Raphael.  Sylvia Lurie, 
who “beat me up,” is third from left.  Photo courtesy of Don Singer.
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Donna Cotnoir: Memories  
of the Berlin Wall

By Sue Blanchette

When the interviewee arrives 

at the Broadway sitting area bear-

ing cool drinks on a hot day, it is 

easy to see why that person is going to be an 

asset to Collington. Donna Cotnoir’s wry sense 

of humor and forthright attitude only serve to 

reinforce that first impression. 

Although Donna has lived in this general area 

since 1968 and in Lanham for 31 years, she 

started life in Indiana. While attending Indiana 

University, she met her future husband, Leo, 

a Delaware native studying in the language 

department as part of an Air Force recruitment 

program aimed at finding second-generation 

immigrant children who had a background in 

Slavic languages. His first Air Force posting 

sent them to West Berlin, where their off-base 

housing allowed them to mingle with German 

neighbors. Donna’s most poignant memory was 

a Christmas opening of the Berlin Wall for visi-

tors. Throughout West Berlin, residents placed 

candles in their windows to welcome visitors. 

In 1968, Leo was stationed at Fort Meade 

in Maryland and the next stage of Donna’s life 

began. She found what she determined was a 

“dead-end” job at Goddard Space Flight Center 

and decided it was time to go back to school 

and finish her degree. In this she encountered 

opposition from both her husband and her boss. 

We Welcome 
Our New Neighbors

Her boss she ignored, but it became the final 

straw for her marriage, and they were divorced. 

Donna went on the get a B.A. in Social Science 

and an M.A. in Sociology and Psychology from 

the University of Maryland. 

Donna spent her entire career in information 

technology at Goddard, moving from a data con-

trol clerk into coding and data processing. From 

there she moved into configuration management 

and quality assurance, eventually becoming a 

subject matter expert. Her job provided her with 

multiple opportunities to travel for work, both 

in the US and Europe, including a recruitment 

award trip to London. 

When health issues led to an unanticipated 

retirement, Donna began looking for a compat-

ible retirement community. She almost signed 

with a Collington competitor, but at the last 

minute decided against apartment living and 

started searching again. Collington responded 

promptly to her first inquiry, so she came for a 

visit. What attracted her most was the general 

layout of the campus, the “wildlife viewing,” and 

of course, the people she met.

Donna is viewing this new direction in her life 

as an opportunity to try new things. She has 

inherited several cane chairs that need repair, 

so she is learning how to re-cane them. Once 

she is more settled in, she plans to expand that 

interest to learn more about woodworking. She 

also “aspires to grow plants,” something she said 

her mother never seemed to master. Arriving at 

Collington in April, she has spent this spring and 

summer watching in anticipation as her garden 

developed and in planning for next year. 

Obviously, Donna is a “make lemonade from 

lemons” type of person who is a great addition 

to the Collington community. 
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received her degree from 

the University of Maryland, 

majoring in English with a 

leavening of history and 

anthropology. She then 

worked in the Smithsonian 

Bookstore and went to night 

school while saving for graduate school. From 

there she headed west to UCLA for graduate 

work in folklore and mythology. Her career has 

been varied, from doing contract work indexing 

scientific data for pesticide registration to working 

as an artist-in-residence at Glen Echo Park, 

running the “Arts in the Park” program for local 

students. She also did work for the American 

Folk Life Center at the Library of Congress and 

again for the Smithsonian, as well as various folk 

festivals. 

Carly has always loved to sing, but a negative 

experience with a middle school music teacher 

who told her to “mouth the words” convinced her 

that she had to do it on her own. She went to 

an “open sing” at the Folklore Society and was 

immediately “sucked in!” Like Dean, whom she 

met through their shared work with the society, 

she started as a volunteer and, also like Dean, 

eventually served on the Folklore Society’s board 

and as president. She and Dean have one son, 

Sam, who just completed his Ph.D. at Cal Tech – 

and just got married.

Carly and Dean lived in the small town of 

Clifton in a large house with lots of stairs. It had 

become obvious that they needed to downsize, 

but they knew they wanted a small community 

with no high-rise apartments. After looking at 

Kendal at Oberlin, they found Collington and 

knew it was the place for them, especially after 

see Newcomers, p. 9

Carly Gewirz and Dean Clamons:  
‘Let There Be Music’

By Sue Blanchette

What brings a farm boy from Minnesota who 

did 4H projects and went on to work in naval 

research together with a multi-generational 

Washingtonian liberal arts major raised in Prince 

George’s County? 

A love of folk music, of course! 

Carly and Dean have been actively involved 

in the Folklore Society of Greater Washington for 

many years, contributing their efforts to keeping 

the joy of folk music alive in the 

area. 

Dean left Minnesota as a 

teenager and settled with his 

parents outside Philadelphia. 

His family were “city people 

who grew to love the exurbs” 

and settled down to raise cattle and sheep in 

Pennsylvania. Dean pursued his education at 

Ursinus College and Purdue, where he received 

degrees in math and information technology. 

In 1968, he moved to D.C. to work at the Naval 

Research Lab in information technology. For 

35 years he provided computer support for 

oceanographic research, a career that allowed 

him to travel around the world. 

Dean traces his interest in folk music back 

to his parents, who were avid square dancers, 

and to his father’s love of European music. He 

began attending the Folklore Society’s Getaway, 

a weekend program of singing and music, and 

soon moved into leadership. He spent 10 years 

on the society’s board, including two terms as 

president.

Born and bred locally, Carly attended Prince 

George’s and Montgomery County schools and 
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New Plantings Around Collington
By Dorothy Yuan

The Grounds Committee established a sub-

committee in September 2020 to identify new 

trees and shrubs to be planted in the common 

areas inside the perimeter road and in the sur-

rounding woodlands. Using funds allocated to 

the Grounds Committee, as well as from gener-

ous anonymous donors, the aim is to continue 

to enhance Collington’s abundant plants and 

wildlife milieus.

The five subcommittee members, Charlie 

Clapper, Pat Duggan, Jeannette Jones, Alice 

Nicolson, and Mary Toborg, decided on the 

species of trees and shrubs, as well as the loca-

tions for planting.  Purchased trees and shrubs 

included labor; however, planting of the flower 

garden around the croquet court can be attribut-

ed to the hard work and sweat of residents, Pat 

Duggan and Alice Nicolson. A nice final touch 

included identification labels.  

The photos on these two pages provide 

identification of the plants and also show, a year 

after the plantings, that they are all thriving and 

should come into full leafage next year.  This is 

despite the invasion by breeding cicadas. 

The subcommittee will meet again to decide 

on further plantings for this year, using addi-

tional funds from anonymous donors.

Photos by Dorothy Yuan and Peggy Latimer

Apartments

Croquet Court

2 October Maples +
1 Valley Forge Elm (not shown)
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Monday Night Movies Resume
By Dorothy Yuan

Prior to the shutdown last 
February, we had the pleasure 
of attending movie showings 
on Monday nights in the audi-
torium.  For many years JoAnn 
Harvard had the task of find-
ing these movies, which were 
much appreciated by the resi-
dents. In dismay, we found out 
that she has finally decided to 
retire.  

We were greatly relieved, 
therefore, when a recently arrived resident, 
Bob Headley, volunteered to take over. Bob 
has been a movie buff for many years, starting 
from the age of four, when he remembers sit-
ting on his father’s lap in the Irvington Theater. 
His love of the movies inspired him to write 
several books on movie theaters. The most 
comprehensive is Motion Picture Exhibition 

in Baltimore, [McFarland & 
Company; 1st edition (March 
29, 2006)], a narrative history 
of the motion picture exhibition 
business and the movie-going 
experience in Baltimore from 
1895 to the present. In it he 
describes, often in sumptuous 
detail, every one of the 600 
theaters in Baltimore, a few 
still operating, most of the oth-
ers gone.

Bob says that he is delighted to undertake 
JoAnn’s job, because it gives him a chance to 
“live his dream” of becoming a theater manager. 
He has no preconceived prejudices in the range 

see Movies, p. 9

wikimedia photo

4100s

Viburnums

Sunset Maple and Junipers
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not necessarily the 

insects that might 

be dwelling within. 

Around campus 

you will see plenty 

of evidence of 

these birds. They 

drill a series of 

shallow horizontal 

cuts in the bark, 

one row atop the 

other. The rectan-

gular openings look 

so precise they are 

often mistaken for the work of humans.  

In the spring, sapsuckers drill these shal-

low “sapwells.” The woodpeckers prefer maples 

(maple syrup, anyone?) and birches, but they will 

drill wells in just about any tree. The bird laps up 

the calorie-rich substance (and any insects that 

happen to be trapped there).

Now to take you back to middle school sci-

ence class: the sap in the wells comes from the 

xylem, the tree’s vascular system for transport-

ing water and nutrients upward from the roots. 

The tree uses these nutrients to build leaves and 

wood.  

Energy manufactured in the leaves heads out 

through the phloem to build seeds, fruits and the 

like. Especially in the fall, the system directs nu-

trients down to the roots. The phloem is deeper 

in the tree, so the sapsucker drills deep, round 

holes to access this food source. (Don’t feel bad, 

I always have to look up these terms, too.)  

Which brings us back to the beginning. Why 

is it easier to remember a cartoon from decades 

ago than our old science lessons? And if you 

should see a yellow-bellied sapsucker on cam-

pus, how can you not smile at that comic name? 

Of Cartoons, Science,  
Memory and Birds

A sharp memory of a Bugs Bunny cartoon 

comes to mind when I see a yellow-bellied sap-

sucker. Elmer Fudd, dressed in stereotypic gear, 

saying he is hunting the bird. Silly chases ensue, 

ending with the woodpecker giving Elmer a few 

raps on the head. 

I laughed, of course. To a 10-year-old the 

name seemed fake, just like all the Looney Tunes 

character names. My dad finally told me there re-

ally is such a bird. Such is the stuff of memories. 

They come back to us at the oddest moments, 

dusty with age but still vivid after all these years.

I was reminded anew of the cartoon in late 

October when Pat and I were rolling-and-strolling 

around campus. Dusk was upon us as we hur-

ried along the path leading from the lake up be-

hind the employee parking lot. And there it was, 

hitching itself up the side of a tree. I smiled at the 

cartoon memory while pulling up the binoculars 

for a better view.  

Yellow-bellied sapsuckers are part of the 

woodpecker family. Like the downy, hairy and 

pileated woodpeckers, yellow-bellied sapsuck-

ers are primarily black and white birds with red 

accents. A red throat will immediately identify a 

woodpecker as a male sapsucker. Both yellow-

bellied genders sport bold face patterns and a 

unique wide vertical white stripe on the folded 

wing. Unlike our common woodpeckers, sap-

suckers drill their holes to get at the tree’s sap, 

Flights of Fancy
by

Mike Burke

Yellow-bellied sapsucker.  
Wikimedia photo
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they realized that Folklore Society friends Steve 

Woodbury and Ann Bauer lived here. 

Carly and Dean have already started to 

share their love of folk music with the Collington 

community by hosting an “open sing” in the 

5000s gazebo recently, an event they plan to do 

again. Carly also has an interest in spinning and 

weaving. Dean is still considering where to focus 

his time here, although his background in IT has 

him leaning that way. 

Even while unpacking boxes, they have made 

themselves a part of the 

Collington family. 

Graeme Baxter: A Love 
of Good Stories

By Mary Bird

Grae Baxter loves peo-

ple’s stories and has wonderful stories of her 

own. First, her name: her father, born in Nova 

Scotia of Scottish ancestry, found the name in a 

novel, liked it, and gave it to his first-born.

From the age of nine, Grae grew up on Capi-

tol Hill in D.C. – before it was gentrified – where 

her father was rector of St. Mark’s Episcopal 

Church.

Despairing of the public schools available 

to them at the time, her parents sent her, and 

eventually her three younger siblings, to the 

Cathedral schools, where they could attend 

on scholarship as children of Episcopal clergy.  

Grae remains close to many of her classmates 

in what she fondly refers to as “the individualistic, 

opinionated and rebellious class of 1965.” She 

still organizes reunions where “we continue to 

process together what is happening in our life’s 

work, in the world, and to each of us as we age.”

After nine years at a girls’ school, Grae de-

Newcomers from p. 5 cided she wanted to go to a large, urban univer-

sity where she could “be anonymous and have 

more fun.” So, she enrolled in the University of 

Pennsylvania. After two enjoyable years at Penn, 

she transferred to Bryn Mawr, where she “got 

serious” earning a degree in English Literature. 

Lots more stories.

Grae worked with Dorothy Bush, secretary 

of the Democratic National Committee, at the 

1968 convention in Chicago. There, among other 

adventures, she met a D.C. television personal-

ity and political reporter whom she married after 

she graduated in 1969 and completed a visit to 

Europe and, sort of accidentally, Beirut, with her 

grandmother. Lots of stories.  

Her husband moved to Boston to host a tele-

vision talk show. Attending an event at Newton 

College of the Sacred Heart, at which he spoke, 

Grae sat next to the college President, James 

Whalen, who asked her what she did. At the 

time she was volunteering in a mental health 

program. Dr. Whalen invited her to become his 

assistant. By the time she left the college, she 

was the acting Academic Dean, helping to lead 

the consolidation of the women’s college with 

Boston College.

After divorcing, Grae sought a change. An-

other Bryn Mawr graduate heading the New York 

State Higher Education Services Corporation 

invited Grae to join her as vice president for field 

services. They helped uncover questionable 

student aid practices in the “life-long learning” 

frenzy of the time. One accredited, not-for-profit 

– and politically well-connected – college was 

claiming nursing home residents, who were 

effectively receiving twice weekly read-aloud 

see Newcomers, p. 10
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Newcomers from p. 9

sessions, as full-time students eligible for federal 

grants and loans. “Academic muckraking,” Grae 

says, “was the most exciting, and scary, time in 

my working life.

Grae loved living in Albany, but moved back 

to Washington when she was tapped for a job 

with the Commissioner of Education in what was 

the Department of Health, Education and Wel-

fare (HEW), under President Carter. Before she 

left HEW, Grae faced a crossroads: should she 

pursue a career as a bureaucrat? An academic? 

Postponing a decision, Grae enrolled in George-

town University Law School, “In ways,” she says, 

“a continuation of my liberal arts education: 

opening, not narrowing, possibilities.” She loved 

the case method – true stories.

Meantime, she had married her second hus-

band, had a daughter during her second year 

in law school and a son shortly after gradua-

tion. There followed a “suburban matron period” 

which did not fit Grae’s idea of helping the 

human race. Her first job as a lawyer was work-

ing on a medical malpractice case. She realized 

this wasn’t a good match, when, at her first de-

position, she wept at testimony about a woman 

who had died from pre-eclampsia giving birth to 

twins.

Grae’s subsequent career involved leadership 

positions in higher education and the non-profit 

sector: the Civil War Trust; Mount Vernon Col-

lege; George Washington University; and the 

University of the District of Columbia. Her final 

position was as Chief of Staff for New America, a 

bi-partisan thank tank supporting policy experts 

and public intellectuals.

Along the way, after a neighbor introduced 

Grae to thoroughbred horseracing, she became 

a fan of the Triple Crown and Breeders Cup 

races. She also follows tennis, college football, 

March Madness, and post-season baseball.

Grae’s parents moved to a CCRC in Maine 

“on the cusp of too late.” Grae vowed not to wait 

so long to make such a move. When she decid-

ed to find a CCRC, Grae considered several, but 

the architecture and neighborhood arrangement 

of the cottages at Collington reminded her of a 

New England village and childhood summer in 

New Hampshire. Her hope is, after listening and 

learning for a while, to engage where she can 

add value.

You may have met Grae out walking her Car-

digan Welsh Corgi, Faith, her iPhone in her vest 

pocket, listening to her audio books or music. 

Faith is the sole survivor of a litter of 11 pup-

pies, who, Grae says, “…is my antidote to all the 

negativity in politics today.” 

of movies that he will choose from, including 
classics, comedies, adventures, independent, 
and foreign films. The only ones he objects to 
are those with excessive violence and use of 
foul language, and he doesn’t like movies with 
sad endings. 

He picks from the offerings of Netflix, for 
which Collington has a subscription. He makes 
his decisions after previewing the DVDs mailed 
to him by the company. 

Movies from p. 7



  November 2021    The Collingtonian 11

October was such an odd month; moderate 

temperatures, but the sky mostly hazy or partly 

cloudy, and dry until the last week, when we got 

several steady rains to rehydrate the soil. Color 

showed up on some trees, but many seemed to 

drop their leaves while greenish or only browned, 

encouraged by a series of heavy winds. Daylight 

hours waned and many of us began longing for 

daylight saving time to end.

Then came November. First, a splash of left-

over rain and a significant chilling of the air and 

then the first morning showing hoarfrost on the 

open lawns, as the surface heat radiated up into 

utterly clear skies; frost flowers grew on damp 

windshields and a skim of ice appeared on shal-

low birdbaths. The lake, little affected by the cold 

snap, steamed into the cold dry air, and the rising 

sun drove the hoar on roofs into vapor as well. 

Late fall was definitely here!

Perhaps it was the crisp air and bright sun-

shine that has made some maples seem sud-

denly brilliant. Potted chrysanthemums, this year 

mostly unbrowsed by deer, glow by doorways 

along with pumpkins. In a few gardens, blue 

gentians and aconites provide flashes of color, 

and sasanqua camellias are throwing red, pink 

and white flowers earlier than usual. Suddenly 

the impatiens and vincas, so cheerful and bright 

for the long span of summer, now seem out of 

place. Beautyberries briefly display their clusters 

of bright purple berries above the persistent foli-

age, while winterberry bushes, their leaves fallen, 

Fall Appears,  
Despite Global Warming

flaunt their trusses of red fruits; their show will 

last through most of the winter, being low on the 

birds’ preferred menu.

Now the leaves are falling steadily, as are the 

white pines’ needles, making them seem wan 

and sickly. The landscapers have finally stopped 

mowing weekly, instead aiming to mulch the ac-

cumulating leaves. Maples that colored early, like 

“Autumn Blaze,” are already shedding, while the 

misnamed “October Glory” is waiting until well 

into November to show color. The ginkgo also 

waits to convert its staid green quite suddenly 

to gold, which then seems suddenly to fall all at 

once – a magnificent stripteser!

In the woodlands the tulip poplars are drop-

ping their half-yellow leaves messily, and sas-

safras throw the occasional scarlet mitten down 

for our enjoyment. Most of the oak leaves are 

brownish, occasionally a rich chestnut and rarely 

orange or reddish. Hickories are sometimes a 

good yellow-gold, but we have few of those glori-

ous ashes which can glow purple-bronze in fall.

By now most of us have switched the thermo-

stat from AC to heat and added extra blankets 

to the bed. Plants that have summered outside 

are back indoors or stashed safely in the green-

house. On the lawns, flowerbeds and woodland, 

fallen leaves are providing our plants with their 

winter blanket and future nutrients. Plants may 

hibernate, but we and the birds, foxes and deer 

will not; it is a new season for us all.

Support the Employee  
Appreciation Fund!



A Busy October for Speakers Committee

Taking advantage of D.C.-area visits by two 

prominent individuals from the New York area, 

the Speakers Committee organized programs 

over successive days in October. On the 20th, 

Niko Pfund, President of the Oxford University 

Press, USA, and son of Collington residents 

Peter and Irina Pfund, observed that the book 

business thrived during the pandemic and sur-

veyed some of the ways COVID has and has 

not changed the landscape for readers and 

publishers. 

  The following evening, Vassar College Presi-

dent Elizabeth Bradley described and assessed 

the long-standing American ambivalence toward 

public health and compared it to the approach 

taken by other countries. She explored some of 

the ways that ambivalence has shaped the U.S. 

response to the COVID virus. 
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