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President's Message

In my entire impeachable reign as President of the United States (PUS), Lu
Beale is the best darned unimpeachable President I know (including myself). I'd
just like to say how much I'm looking forward to having PVS visit PUS in Iy new
home state, New York. Come up and ski the Gore Range!

In these stressing times, I must note, it's always a relief to know there is only
. one letter difference between PVS and PUS. But back to my dear President
P Gennifer, I mean Paula, I mean Monika, I mean Lu.

I, as PUS, my wife Hillary, as the real President and Soon To Be Senator

(STBS) from the great state of... whereever, and, of course, our daughter, Socks,
wish you a joyous, laid back octoseminonocenteniallary. (And please support my

health care plan.) “ _
A5 Clati

Bill Clinton, PUS

--CURRENT EVENT--

Lu Beale's 85" Birthday Extravaganza

Glad you're not missing out on this once-in-a-lifetime
event being held Saturday, August 6, beginning at
6:30 p.m. at the historic Chateau Kline. -

Editor's Note: We've loaded this special edition of TOOT with lots of F;
memorabilia and have included coniributions of PV Sers written for her 80
birthday along with a few pieces of Lu's writing both before and after PVS
entered her life. Hand-drawn illustrations by Lu were excerpted from issues of -':-'-— qk‘.‘-‘t“.
TOOT over the years.
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A LU LU OF A CROSSWORD PUZZLE
by Karen Felker

Borizontal

1. Glad

6. Anmiversary

10. Musica] drama

11. Negative

13. Ope of Lu's sponts

16. Preposition

19. Accomplish

21. Toast

22 Travels

24. Get up

26. New York Times
28. River

30. Proceed

31. Name

33. Electrical Engineer
34, State with Fairfield

Snowbowl

35. Heavy hair

37. 1914
- 39. Musical nots

40. Preposition

4]. Female

43. Ken and Myra

46. Country i
47. Vehicie

49, All night

50. Luis one

52, Irglian article

53, No (German)

56. Highly desired

59. Lo declivitated here
60, Rock Island

62. Part of the Middle East
63. Skied by Lu

65. Possess

67. In addition

68. Exempli gratia
'69. Beetle

72, Animals

73, Elijah

Vertical

1. Lu's transport

2. News Agency

3. Josic . g
4. Associated .
5. Northerner

.:'J__}

e

o+

b
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Fi'

6. Eardsly
7. Nurse

8. Best pewsletter

9. Association

12. Qur heroine

14. Nyet

15. Foxy

18. Ircland

20. Musical instrument

23. Country in which
" Lu skied

25. Charged partick

27. Poisonous

29, Wizard’s home

32. Foreign currency

33. Not skied by Lu

335, luisone

36. Unit of length

38. Always sought by Lu

39. State

42. Certain

44 luisone
45. Mobility deviee
43. Artucle

51. Luisonc

54. Principal in child’s game
55. Sec 23

57. Plant

58. Langnage

6l. Island

64. Country

65. Conjunction
66. Nota bene

67, Prefix

70. Cire=

71. Adverd

solution on page 10
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FIRST LRDY OF SKIING
A Brief Biography by Ron Pett

She was sent to Washington by the Associated Press—-on a one-year-
maximum assignment--to report government actions. from the woman's angle and
especially to cover the peregrinations of the First Lady {not Hillary, stupiq;
Eleanor). Thirty-eight years later she accepted a one-year-~only appointment
as Editor of TOOT. To the good fortune of us all, both tenures were extended,
Lucrece Wingfield Hudgins was born August 8, 1914 in Portamouth, Virginia.

. "This was the week World War I started, but I don‘t think I
had anything to do with that, despite rumors to the contrary."

After paasively observing the snow eport while on a 1964 working visit
to Jackson, New Hampshire, she joined an SCWDC learn-to-ski-week trip to Ste.
Adele, Canada, led by Jamie Miller and including Marijane Harper.

"We skied every day, the last on Tremblant. It was heavenly.
I wae hoocked.” )

The outing resulted in a three-part account in the Washington Post,
which led directly to her writing a syndicated weekly column entitled YOU‘RE
NEVER TOO OLD TO LEARN TO SKI, carried by some 50 Publicatione across the
country. :

"I was 50 years old at the time and was only advocating
what I found myself to be true.”

Lu had launched her journalism career in 1937 at. the Boston Globe after
graduating from Wellesley College with double majors in English Literature and
English Composition. Her first article, written after Amelia Earhart
disappeared in the Pacific, concerned a little boy who had been hit on the
head with a baseball bat. When he came to, his first words were, "Have they
found Mise Amelia?” The piece drew wide attention. _

"I thought I had it made, but they didn‘t have a place for
me; they sent me across the street ingtead."

After four years on the Bostopn S , ag feature writer and
women’s page editor, she joined the AP in New York Ciry, the “temporary" shift
to Washington following almost immediately. She soon met and married Bill
Beale, then News Editor and later Bureau Chief for 25 years until his
retirement in 1969. -

"Bill shared my enthusiasm for tennis, but I could never get
him interested in going skiing.*"

He continues to enjoy a quiet retirement in their Northwest DC home.
Their son David is an attorney in New Jersey; daughter Mary is a doctor in
Columbia, Maryland. i .

"While raising two children and making cookies--as Mrs,
Clinton later advocated--I continued to work for the AP

a8 a feature writer on special asgignments, in addition to

freelancing.”

For nearly three decades, she authored an annual i7=-chapter children’s
Christmas Story for the AP that appeared in 250 papers nationwide--locally in

the Evening Star. Twenty-five years after her first ski series in the
Mashington Post, she recounted the joys of skiing as experienced by

experienced (i.e., more sneior) members of PVS while on a Jack Peoples-led
trip to Mont Sutton, Canada. It caused a spurt in PVS membership
applications. And how does she characterize her skiing? '

"I'm a terrible stylist, but very gung-ho. I‘1ll go on anything."

Her future plans? -

"I hope to ski this year and perhaps for years to come.

I‘ve sideslipped and enowplowed my way down most of the

major runs at home and abroad and I can tall you from

exparience that it‘s just as easy to get down a black

diamond trail in a supine position as it is standing

upright. So look for me there.

‘Meanwhile, I shall continue to treasure my membarship

in PVs which has provided me with some of the happiest

and most rewarding moments of my senior years."
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BK'S, CORNER

In this special
edition of
_ TOOT, we are
featuring a
couple of Lu’s and PVS’s
favorite gourmet recipes.

Elephant Stew
1 elephant (medium size)
2 rabbits (optional)

1 freight car potatoes
Dash of tarragon :
Salt and pepper to taste

Cut elephant into bite size
pieces (this will take about
three months), place it and
the potatoes in a rather large
pot and simmer gently for
about 7 weeks.

This should feed approximately
4,682 people. Should it be
necessary to stretch the
recipe to feed more people,
add the rabbits. However,
should do this only if the
need is imperative as some
people do not like hare in
their stew.

one

Purchase:
- one box Duncan Hines Deluxe
Brownie Mix
Add:
- one cup of water
Mix:
- as directed
Bake:
- as directed
Cut:
- into bite-size squares
Serve:
- to hungry, always
appreciative PVSers
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LU LOOKS AT THE JOYS OF SKIING IN 1990

THE WasHincToN POST

Style Plus

Adventures
By Lucrece Beale

Special t The Wasghington Post

John Newdorp is standing at the top of the mountain. He
adjustshisgoggi&e,-sﬁd&shissldsba&andform,plaﬂtshis
poles.

“Gol” snaps the starter.

Johnsimtsforward.mggermgthemnmgwand and
heads for the first gate in the sialom course. The turns are
rutted and soft but John skis with style and finishes 13th in
the group of 40 racers. John is 79 years old.

Dean Worcester is next to start. He, too, carves stylish
turns and finishes 7th, Dean is 74,

I am next to last out of the gate, I leap forward, a
tornado of zeal and determination, I end up DNF. Did Not
Finish. Halfway down I rip off the 6th gate and slide, gate in
tow, into the woods adjacent to the course. ] am 75.

The race was at Mont Sutton and the racers were
members of the Potomac Valley Skiers Inc. (PVS), a
25-year-old Washington area club, limited to 200 members,
whoweremendingawedzskiingiuthef‘rovﬁmeof

There were 49 of us on the trip. Discreet inquiries made

to determine who rated senior-citizen discount lift tickets

revealed that of the group, 28 were over 60; 15 of those
over 65; 8 of those over 70; and five of those over 75,

Justwhowerethesefogmlwasvnthontheslalom
course in my first race ever?

Monpay, FERRUARY 5, 1990

All the Way

John Newdorp, a retired medical care administrator from
Catonsville, Md,, started skiing at age 46 and competed
successfully in downhili and slalom races. He now skis
recreationally as often as possible. “Age,” he says, “is not
important unless you are a cheese.” To keep in shape, John

- nms marathons and does white-water canceing. “But,” he

dei:lara;s, “nothing can match the exhilaration, the joy of

Dean Worcester, a retired engineer now living in Annap-
olis, has skied since his Dartmouth days in the '30s, He was
a downhill racer in his youth, Now, with competitive racing
behind him, he skis several weeks a year for the sheer fun
of it. He rows daily on the Severn River to keep in shape.

I keep in shape running up and down the stairs looking
for my glasses,

Twenty- -five years ago, at age 50, [ went ona leam—to-
ski week in Canada. The Washington Post later published a
serjes of articles I wrote on the experience. The theme
was: “You're never too old to learn to ski”

Having just celebrated my silver skiing anniversary with
a week at Mont Sutton in Canada, I am updating that
message. The theme now is; “You're never oldenoughto
quit skiing.”

In ski movies and advertisements, skiers always are
lithe, gorgeous and radiant with youth, Maybe they started .
outthatwaybut as the poets say, the river of time flows
o, and those beauties and hulks g'raw older. And waaner
And stiffer..

" Yet somie ski on On thereoentMont Sutton faunt, those
28 over-60 skiers, when their joints began to ache and their
muscles began to cramp, chose to sit in chairlifts, not
rocking chairs. They infend to keep bombing the s!opes
until, like Douglas MacArthur's old soldiers, they just fade’
away--probably into a whiteout, -

This is the fifth year Gaithersburg resident Jack Peoples,
62, has led a group from PVS to Mont Sutton. After,
rearing seven children and 36 years as a pharmaceutical
salesman, Jack now is living his life’s fantasy, In his first
year after retirement he skied 22 different mountains and
developed a talent for leading ski trips. He and assistant
leader Charles Huggins, 60, from Potomac, like leading
seniors. “They rarely bitch,” says Jack. “They are flexible

- - andtheyareusuallyexperienwdskiers."

AtMontSuttantIusyear we have perfect conditions. A

. deep base. New snow almost daily. All 53 trails and glades

Hank and Aina Thomas take a break.

are open.
As usual, we occupy the Auberge La Paimpolaise,

“Jocated on the slope and just a brief climb to the nearest lift.

We take over all 30 rooms and innkeeper Rolland and his
of 40 cater to our every whim. There aren't many,




DOWNHILL ALL THE WAY (cont)

PR T e
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Dean Woreester starts a downhill run at Mont Satton.

Were;ustsogladtobebackmemureyearnnuungthe
slopes all day and raising hell all night. Raising hell? -

- Let's face it, there's not a whole lot of night life at Mont
Sutton and what there is is do-it-yourself. For us it was
bingo and a pajama party, which turned out to be the most
successful events in the history of PVS trips.

The bingo was a first for the group, and the leader swore
it would be the last. I mean you could hardly stand the
excitement. The competition became so intense and tem-
pers so frayed that Silver Spring psychiatrist Paul Yessler,
67, offered a free hour of consultation to the most
d:sturbed.Whenﬁlefrenzygrewworse.hemdeltaﬁ'ee
group-therapy session for all.

1 guess you had to be there,

Thehlghhghtofoursoaalweekwasthepajamapartyto
which everyone came attired in his sleep clothing for an
evening of disco dancing. Well, really, the things people
sleep m-on a ski trip!

Bill Anderson, 61, a fouth-gmerat:on Washingtonian,
mmeattlredmaraocoonmatstraightoutofthel{oam
Twenties. He danced with abandon and was a big hit, A
75-year-old woman wore her red-striped thermal uppers
and lowers, She said she'd spent thousands of dollars on
ball dresses in her lifetime and it wasn’t umtil she appeared
in her red-striped underwear that she was a belle,

As | said, you had to be there,

Frank Shelburne, 76, a retired congressional shorthand

- tennis. “I think I would give them all up,”

reporter who took up skiing at age 50 and skis three to five
weeks a year, says, “PVS is like the college fraternity I
neverbelongedtoandconungtoSuttomshkeOidem
Week.” o

Shelbumeslasfromhftopemngtodosmg andstaxs
with the aprés group untif lights-out, -

Every day, Bowte resident Hank Thomas, 75 and reum'd
from the U.S, Weather Bureau, and his wife, Aina, a retired
dentist, ski the baby slopes. Hank has been sking for 35
years and Aina, born in Latvia, sluedalmostbeforeshe
walked. oy

Now Hank suffers from lupus and arthritis so they ski
the easy slopes. “I'm not after any merit badges,” he say3,
“Ijustwanttohvetosiuanotherday “It will be a long
time yet before we hang ’em up,” Ainz declares firmly,
Next month they plan to ski with the club in Italy and
France.

On the other side of the mountain, Kirk Burns, 70, and
wife Peggy are leading a contrail of PVSers down the black
trails. Kirk Burns, a retired American University professar
who started skiing at 46, says: “Next to the discovery™™
the opposite sex, skiing was the most important discee~
of my life.” He never tires of it . .,

Peggy Bumns, with three danghters and five grandchilda.
thinks skiing is the perfect family sport. “Where eise ca.
young and old be outdoors together, having fim all day Jong?"

Back at the Paimpolaise, after three or four hours op
the siopes, hungry skiers are pouring into the
reom to refue] for the afternoon. They talk of skiing,
never ends,

Seniors Mary Jane McCarthy, Bette Walker and
Dorothy Mills have skied nonstop all morning. Their
faces are flushed with the cold and exhilaration.

McCarthy, retired from the Public Health Service,
has been skiing more than 20 years. The widowed
mother of six daughters, she declares, *I'm not sure!l
could have survived to my golden years without skiing’
and the friendships made on the siopes.”

Walker learned to ski in Europe where her Marine
Corps officer husband was stationed for seven years,
Widowed now, she takes yearly ski trips.

Dorothy Mills, retired from government intelligern %y
service, has been skiing since 1955. ‘A pianist
gardener, she also hikes, ice skates, swims and playg

she sayse
“before 1'd give up skiing.”

The days fly by and finally it's the final afternoon anil

time for the last run. The skiers gear up and stagged

. outside, where it’s now 12 degrees and snowing.

“All skiers are crazy,” says 68-year-old Charles Go:
don cheerfully “] mean yougottabecrazytosuffer
this misery.”

“Yezh,” agrees 78-year-old Franklin Fiske, as thet
board the chairlift and ascend to make one {ast run.
Information from Marilyn Clark, PVS membershi®
chatrman, (703) 978-5435.

Lucrece Beale ts a retived Associated Press newswoman
and freelance writer living in Washinglon, D.C. :




Creativity! Punctuaiii-y! “ Organization!

Professionalism!

The Lu Beale Story

If you think that yet work under pressure,
and you have never been in the newspaper
business, you don't know what pressure is.

Fifteen years ago, lu Bedls forged her loot
production team into a well oiled machine
that has turned out more than 165 issues
of this magnificent gazette.

» For those of you who have participated
in one or more facets of this process,
this will be a joyful reminder of the
pleasures of working with Lu to publish
this journal each month; the club thanks
each and every one of you. we're sure
you will agree that the words at the top
of this page clearly describe her attitude
toward the job. We hope you find the

words that follow ring true based on

your experiences with the process.

» For those of you who did not avail
yourselves of this opportunity, we're
sorry for you! In addition to the
personal gratification that came from
working with Lu on this process, you
missed lots of fun. You will need to
imagine how the words that follow might
have applied if you were involved in this
aspect of the club’s operation.

The following sentences paint a word collage

of scenes from the process:

* Lu learmed a lot about the “new"
techniques in the modern day
reproduction process. For example,

a refresher course in "cut and paste”

(do you think that you still have
mastery of those skills you learmed in
kindergarten?);

how thick one can layer the white-out
before you get shadows (and the
cover on the copier won't close),

what kind of tape one can use (and it

doss make a difference) to attach the
copies of the old directions to the
page describing the next event being
hosted at one of PVS's perennial
haunts;

the shelf life of a glue stick;

mastery of the subtle techniques
involved in winding the glue stick in
and out, and applying it to the
desired object, without getting globs;

how to remove an item that has been
glue stuck in the place where one now
wants to type the longer than
expected President's message;

and which copy companies rip you off
when you come in to get the monthly
pile of copies in the absence of the
regular assembly/distribution crew
(that means us, and we thank
profusely Lu~and all the others-who
pitched in for the many times we
were abie to take a vacation).



Lu learned a lot about who she could

~count on and what she had to do to

meet monthly deadlines. For example,

becoming the single most know
ledgeable person in the world (The
Knee included) about how to deci-
pher Ray. McKinley's handwriting.
(Much of the challenge and excite-
ment of the foot production process
evaporated for Lu when Nancgy
started typing The Knee's notes);

the most effective, subtie, sensitive
ways to prod those who promised to
submit an article or a flyer for a
particular issue; '

how to diplomatically find out if Larry

. Pease had provided the necessary

supply of mailing labels for the
month, so the copies (once safely
retrieved from the favorite copy
company) would not age to dust
before being dropped safely in the
mailbox;

and which plumber she could call
when her sewer backed up in her
basement on the deadline day.

Lu learmed a lot about geography and a
lot about the U.S. Postal Service (some
of you probably could have/should have
warned her about the latter). For
example, .

How many hotel/motel parking lots
there are along the Beltway between
Upper Northwest Washington, DC and

‘West Springfield, VA--where one could

rendezvous with the assembly/dist-
ribution crew to transfer custody of
the “original” each month (we under-
stand she is publishing a compen-
dium for those with other intents);

-

-

how to explain to Josie (who knew
exactly when she and Lu had arrived
at the Marx household) about not

- remaining indignant when they had
traveled all that way only to find no
one at home (the highly prized
“original” would, of course, be left
inside the storm door);

where to file her claims for "work-
persons’ compensation after losing
her hearing and having her fingers
shredded following each session with
the electric stapler;

- and how many Jools the WLS. Postal
Service would return each month for
insufficient (or missing) postage,
because of an expired forwarding
notice (left by our diligent, but
mobile, addressees), or stuffed in a
plastic "body bag" after one of its

- modern automated sorters had
mangled an issue aimost beyond

recognition.
Despite all the travails of the pi'ocess, lu
turmed out the most tightly edited,
consistently most interesting, and always
most informative newsletter of any ski club

in the area. We have truly been blessed by
her dedication and service.

Thanks, Lel We hope you
have had o happy 80th birthday!

Hanet and Bob Marx



LY
THE KNEE

by .
Ray McKinley

It is a singular
pleasure to be able to
devote an entire column to one person,
especially when it is my dearest friend,
Lu Beale. {Is the column funknee yet?)
I've decided to call it the LuKnee.

Let's face it-~Lu  has several
years under her belt. If T were to
cover her life year by year, 1°‘d only

have 2 words per year. No sentences.

So I‘ve decided to skip (that’'s
ski with a p) great portions of her
life. I‘11 say no more about Lu’'s early
addiction to Underwood Typewriters, or
her more recent, but growing, addiction
to White Out.

I‘1l alsoc neot comment further
about Lu’s byslexic dehavior regarding
the placement of the Xs and Is in the
Roman numerals of TOOT Volume numbers.
"Only the Roman Numerologists understood
them, and they are all dead by now,"” Lu
uncontritely retorted (having torted
earlier).

Elsewhere in this special edition
of TOOT (a Tootle-Lu? Most certainly
not!) is a eplendidly written brief
biography of Lu by Ron Fett. Shoot, I
had promised myself that Lu would be the
only PVSer named in the LuKnee. At
least I won‘t mention Janet Waln.
Ankneeway, although Ron’s piece is well
written, it's basically wrong. Herewith
is the ¢truth as ferreted out by the
Knee.

Although she will rarely discuss
it, Lu was really born in 2ambia in
southern Africa and don’t bhelieve the
town ~ was Portasmouth; Zambia is
landlocked. It has no ports. She was
born in and named after Zambia‘s
tapital, Lusaka.

Lu‘s father was a member of the
Wootsie tribe. Her mother was a full-
blooded Tootsie. {Now you can better
underetand the title of our newsletter.)
Up until the age of 10, Lu was known as
Little Tootsie Wootsie. {Yes, I realize
you knew that was coming.) ; ]

Lu'e real name ia Lucrece,
pronounced Lucress. She has an older
brother, Watercrece.

It’'s certainly not true that she
was an English major in college. The

Knee'’'s research shows definitely that Lu

only made lieutenant  and Zambian

lieutenant at that.
A small digression from our LuKnee

historknee. The Knee does not
understand the apostrophe. How can it
be posseasive-—-it’s too damned small to
own anything. Besides, only the Latin
apostrophists understand them and they
are all dead by now. Not true. Lu
Beale understands apostrophes, and
whether I wrote B’ or ‘s or ‘es, it was
always wrong and whited out. Since Lu
isn‘t editing this column and certainly

doean‘t pesseas it, I can put my
apostrophes’ an’kneewhere’s I ‘want’‘’,

Lu is rightly proud of her
children. Daughter, Mary, is a doctor,
but not Jjust a doctor; Mary is a
pediatric kneephrologist. No, she
doeen‘t examine bumps on your head, she
examines kids* kidknees. Lawyer son
bDavid runs around a let and has

something to do with selling bonds; I
believe he makes bail.

S50 after Lu’s immigration from
Zambia to Bahston, Mass. on the second
sailing of the Santa Maria (I told you
she had a few years under her belt), she
got bored; the skiing was wretched in
Bahston. So she headed for "ski town"
USA, Washington, D.C.

- Only after Lu arrived here did she
discover the "Ski Town" moniker resulted
from a large contingent of Polish--who,
incidentally, later founded the company,
Olinski.

Lu never worked for the Washington
Post. However, she did write her famous
learn~to-ski story for a short-lived ski
newspaper called the Washington Piste—-
short-lived because it was dedicated
solely to finding the best ski slopes in
D.C. And it was not to be confused with
the Washington Pissed; that’s done by
Rush Limbaugh.

After the Washington Piste melted,
Lu became a teacher at Sidwell Friends.
{That was B.C., before Chelsea.} Lu,
until forced retirement at age 73
{absurd!)} pursued her lifetime joy. She
was the Tennis Coach--although ZILu
learned the game before inflation, when
it was still called Ninenis.

Her plans—-this winter Lu plans to
continue to pursue skiing to its fullest
and is reported to be planning to run a
ski trip. It's a week at the Hilton Ski
Liberty. Those not signing up

~gufficiently early will have to take two

weeks.
Stay Lucid,
remain our Tootsie Woot‘sie.

my darlin’ Lu.

Frr

_\
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Ski Tracks LU WRITES ABOUT HER FIRST DAY ON SKIS - 1968

If the BOOt Flts ,; THE PLAIN DEALER. SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 21, 1965

Head )‘or the Hills;

By Lucrece Beale

Last year [ look up skiing.

This is notrworthy because
while 1 am nol exactly a
member of the Oldest In-
habitants Clab it is pretty
late in the day for me to
take up any new sport, much
less & perilous one,

But [ tried it once—just

to say ! had —and I was
hooked.

I'm not the only one either.
Whenever there's skiing you
will see plenty of silver-

e —————y p o ]
First.of a Sunday series on
skiing.

ey

- haired schussers and you'd
be surprised how neatly they
‘fit Into their streteh pants.
What they've discovered
ix that enthusiasm, not youth
is the sine qua wen of skiing
. and there’s plenty 'of room
at the top of the hill for the
-middle aged young in heart.

THE WAY 1 got ‘the way

I am about skiing was be.
“cause of a shioe sale. I was

up in New England in Iste
winter an a little vacation
strictly (or rest. A friend of
- mine bought a pair of ski
boots at ar  end-of-reason
sale. It turned out they hurt
her feel so she gave them to
me for a gag. -

I was never nne' to waste
- anything.. I use empty tin
- cans to make Christmas
decorations and worn-ogt
nylens lo -sieve the jumps
- out af old paint.

The only way ] could pot
waste the gki hoots was In
" uke them So 1 puf them un
and clomped ot to the near.
£l moutain whern al) these
mad people were carsoning
down the siopes twisting and
. swirling and missing ench
ether by only U intake of
o brepth,

1 STOOD (here watehing.
1 had just about decided T

coutd ailer all use the ~k1
boots tor umbrella stands:
or something like that whenj
an absolutely stunning Norse!
God appeared in front of me,
and asked if 1 were in his
Beginners Class.

Instantly 1 was.

I rented skis and poles and=

spent the next two hours
learning to herring-bone up!
a teeny-tiny slope amd side-;
step—ever 50 carefully—
back down to safety. !

When class was over I°

fell 1 knew all I needed to}

know:2 ionk Lthe T-bar to the-
mountain. It was a two-mile
trail to the bottom and 1
made ijt—sitting down all-
{lie way. {No mean feat and, ’
i you don't believe it, uy
it)

WHEN IT WAS over 1 wui
bruised and stiff and wet,
and frezen And I was’
hooked. I knew 1 would nev-}
er be satisfied until I conid;

get down thaet mountain|.

standing up.

And mot just that moun-
Lain but all the great moun.
tains [ could get to in the
U.5.A. And while T was at i,
why stop there? What lhout
the Alps? Everybody. was
doing it!

Back home from vacation|

[ annpunced my plank to the
family. | said it had taken
me all these ‘years to dis-
cover Life and now there
wasn't a moment to losa,

“SKIING IS an expensive
business,” said the treasurer
of the household, “All that
equipment and stuff.”

“"Not Ior me,” 1 asid
brightly. “l1 have the hoots,
And here's the rest.”

| dug 15 and 3% booky of
{rading stomps out of the
kitchwen cabinet.

‘H

E

. [X

“What's that?"” asked t.he
treasursr suspiciously. !
“Skis.” 1 sald. !
They were, tou, when 1'
traded them in later for:
'-kls bindings., and noles

T,
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OUR GUIDING LIGHT
by Dot Mills

The eightieth birthday celebration of our guiding light, Lu Beale: what would we have
done without Lu all these years? The TQOT is our life blood. And no one who has never done
this kind of operation could ever appreciate or understand the total dedication, the hours of work,
work, work, organizing, meeting deadlines (worse yet, getting others to meet deadlines), and--the
icing on the cake--the delightful original drawings to illustrate our various shenanigans and
enhance our fun in reading about them. The TOOT is a highlight of our month.

And, over all these years, the wonderful hikes inspired. planned, organized, reconnoitered,
and led by Lu. So many happy memories. She kept us going when many would have flagged by
the wayside.

And her never stop, never give up, no trail is too black, live-it-up companionship on the
ski slopes.

And the inspiration of her interest and love and caring for all of us. We can never repay
this, only remember and appreciate with all our love.

Many, many thanks, Lu, our guiding hght Here's to many more happy birthdays. This is
only the first annual 80th celebration.

Reprinted from TOOT, May 1987 by Janet and Bob Marx

A SPECIAL TRIBUTE TO

ﬂ_'gﬂﬂ
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TENNIS PLAYER. NCER
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ARTICLE BY LU ON FEBRUARY 6, 1942

Lucrece Helps Build A Bo

X  *x X

2 A S o

mber
*

* x

And Finds That A Lit__dg Hook Is A Big Item In 'Victory

i T

{Qur Lucrece Hudgins has sam-

pled g defense ectivity o wesk |

for siz weeks, and with this ar-
ticle, concludes her series shoto-
ing what you can do in parious
fields.) -

By LUCRECE BUDGINS
Wide World Features Writer

ALTIMORE—I wanted to
know about those girls
doing men-sized jobs in Amer-
ican airplane plants so I went .
over to the Glenn L. Martin |
compary factory and got{ myself
.hired for the day. i
I went to work in a room so
large you could put half a dozen
foot ball felds in it and still have |
room left:over for a baseball dia-
mond. The clamor of electric
drills, rolling presses, and ham-
mer against steel was terrific. -
“How do you stand it?” I yelled
at the 'girl standing next to me.

Editors: Want s e
4 smash loca’

member try
civilian de- :
fense activi
ties in you:

bt QEM

She was assemblmi _duralumin
pieces in a jig and ng holes |
in them. - : i y
“I'n used to it” she hollered.
back, *I don't even hear it”

Help For Hubby

I asked her why she had taken
4 job in an airplane factory and
she said, “If my husband is going
to fight I want him to have some-
thing to fight with.” She told me
she used to be 2 telephone OPECA
tor but hadn't worked for 17
years,

The foreman put me to work
twisting a small fiece of durain-
min into a hook. | made- 18 hooks
in less than 2 minutes I figured
that by the end of an eight-hour-
day I would have made clase to
5,000 hooks. ;

The foreman told me to look at
the three long lines of medium
bombers - being assembled niong
the entire length of the room,
could see them taking shape be-
fore my eyes. The first row of
Twoses, centers and tail sections-
bare skeletons.. The next
were being fitted with aluminum

skin. The sections were coming

4 _ T
"QUIET LIKE A B
our Miss Hudzins found that the
fal for a chanee
ioside the hall of

oy

line and_gstting their wings. -

They Need Those Hooks

At the end of the line stood one
huge bomber in full dress, its war
-paint on, its star-in place, It was
& beautiful sight

“Those bombers couldn’t be
built without the little hooks
You're making” gaid the fore-
man. “Thousands of bolts that go
in them rmust pass through your
hooks. That's how important the
job is you're doing.” :

Around 11
me knocked 'off werk for half an
hour, They sat on benches and
apened paper bags of sandwiches,
Some of the girls wore slacks, but
most of them had on their strest
dresses with smocis over them. I
noticed that their hands were cal-
loused and their nails clogged
with - steel trimmings, but they
said they never- worried much

-about it.
One of the girls I talked to was .

2 hairdresser in Maine unti] she

OMBER FACTOQ

to help win the
4 growing war machine,

togsther on the “‘final assembly

130 the girls around -

: oy i %
IRY is the new description, but
cirls get used to i, and are
wiar, Here Lucrece tries a dril]

| came to work  for Martin. An-
other pgirl told me her father and
brother and husband were all
drillers in airplane factories 30
she thought she ought to be one
too. "“Besides, ] love it,” she said.

College Girls, Too
There was one girl there with
a B.A. in sociology from the Uni-
versity of North Carolina. An- .
other was a chemical engineer
from the University of Maryland.

Harry F. Volimer, vice presi-
dent in charge of manufacturing,
said all the girls were daing a
swell job and were especially
good at detail work,

The foreman I'warked for made
this. tribute: “Only = lady is
geared so she can sit and knit all
day long. In the same way only a

¥ is gearsd so she can sit and
chop off a little piece of metal in
an autornatic jig all day long.
That's why women make better
knitters than men and do some
factory work better. It's the way
they're built -inside.”




By Lucrece Berale

STE. ADELE, Canadi—When the
roll is called up yonder the Washing-
ton Skl Club won't be there. Nat {f
there's snow here below,

They'll be hell bept for ihe ski
alopes. It doesn't matter how far
they are. If there's snow in them
thar hills the skiers will get there,

What't more they'll make getting
there a3 much fun a3 being there.
Well, not quite. But they'll sure get
an & for eflort

While Washingtonians stayed at
home xnd whooped 1t up with Lyn.
don during Inavgural week, 38 mem-
bers of the Ski Club set ouf on their
ficst big trip of the year~—a bus trek
to Ste. Adele, Oanada, for “seven
glorlous days of learning to ski In
the Laurentigns™

The 38 eouldn't have cared less
about the parties they left behind.
They built their own party on the
chartered bus headed north,

Present were 17 single men, 18 sin-
gle women, one marvied couple, and
me. And the driver, of course, It
Way clear to anyone who cared io see
that while [ was not exactly a mem-
ber of the Oldest Inhabitants Club
1 did bave what might be called a
certain seniority.

LIt dldo't matter. It was very goon
spparent ibat skiers recognize no
age, cnly stamina and enthusiasm.
And oo a bus trip {'s the stamina
that gets the highest marks. Take it
frooy me, if you don't have it, don't
Ec.

WE STARTED OFF at 3 p.m. Ten
minutes later we made our first stop
%o take of & load of jce from & New
York avehue vending machine.

Alfter that we were a show wtopper
ali the way. Folks zlong the highways
Tubbed their eyes to see that old bua
jumping,

A tast game of musicai chairs be- .

gan and Perle Mesta couldn't have
dobe 3 better job of mixing up the
guests and getting them all ac
quainted. After a while people guit

iheir seats altogether and moved
inte the Binch aisle fo as not to
miss 2oy of the action.

Before we reached Baltimore there
were two bridge games going Ln the

Tear, & 1inging group lo the milddle, .

snd a cordon blex group up front
sending back a steady stream of tid-
bits that included everything but a
Thanksgiving turkey, No doubt they
would have whipped that up, ton, but
1t wasn't November.

AT § PM. the bus stopped for
supper and._sfter that the party was
over. The lights went out and various
mooze pills were passed around as
skiers settied down to the serious
business of getting in shape for what
the morrow would bring.

At 10 the next morning, after 19
hours of continuous travel on a bus,
we reached our «destination: Sun
Vailey, Canada. E

1 stapggered off, hlearyeyed und
btroken-gaited, sustained oniy by the
visicn of the bed I knew awatied me.

But hold!

“5ki Hell”™ eried the ski director.
“Jt's a perfect day. Thirty-two de-
grees below zero but dry and still
You are just in time for the first les-
son of your Tlearn to ski' week

"“To the slopes!”

Helplessly, 1 Hifted my trading-
stamyp sKis to my shoulder and
lurched after my comrades.

The mement of truth had arrived.
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They Cry ‘Ski Heil’

THE FIRST DAY at Sun Valley
tuned out to be a “get acquainted
with the slopes™ deal.

If you didn't want to gat real intl-
mate you ¢ould just take a quick ook
and snezk off io bed. A lot of people
from the Washington Sk Club did
just that, including me. Considering
the 16-hour bus trip we'd just had it
WAI 1 Wise move.

Oo Monday morning Skl Schoal
met for serious work and, take my
watd for {t, thers's no zchoc! more
serious than a ki school. Skiers like
their fun and they know how to have
1t, but when they go to school they
are as hard worknig as candldates
for Ph, Ds.

The big bell by the achool house
clanged at 10 am, and the 33 stu-
dents from Washington Lined up like
saldiers in front of Gerard Siegmann,
the young and very competent head
ol the Ski School at the Sujvia Hotel
in Sun Valley.

it 15

Half the Fun
Is Getting there

I thought we looked a very sharp,
if not, elegant, group. But Mr. Sieg-
mann waini particularly Interesteg
in our attire. He locked us over with
a cool and experienced eye In the
beiow zero wegther we were hej-
meted and goggled and wrapped
uoder 30 many layers of nylen and
woal 1t was hard to tell the girls
irom the boys. .

This didn't bother Mr. Siegmann.
He only wanted to ssparate the men
from the boys.

“All those who have never been on
skis please step back,” be crdered.

Ten of our group dropped to the
rear. 1 stubboroly beld my place in
line. T had bean on skis. I yrode the
tails of them right down from the
top of Black Mountain {o New Hamp-
‘hﬂ' B,

An lostructar wes aprigned to the
beginning beginners clasr and the
Test of us were led to the T Bar. We

1965
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“Bend your kuees and edge your skis” is the edmonition Lu gets from ski school director
Gerard Siegmann—uwith o litile practical demonstration. Looking on are Washington Ski
: Clubbers Rene Newfield and Mary Davis.

THE WASHINGTON POST  Sunday, Jan, 34, 1965




THEY CRY ’SKI HEIL’ (cont)
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Skiers Head for the Hills

were tcid to ride it to = point half
way up the slope,

Now if you ride a lift to the top of
8 hill it's an achievement to get ofl
- gracefully. But when you have to st
off halfway--it can be murder.

For us, it was, and In five minyutes
our peuple were sprawled all over
the debarkation area.

The fourth eouple on the Iift col-
tapsed as they tried tc disengage
the T Bar. The next couple plowed
into them. These behind, seeing
¢haos ahead, tried to get off before
the appointed place. This left the
empty bars swinging overhead like
giant sledge hammers. Every time a
skier got to his feet he had to hit

the ground'again to avold a sledge ]

hammer flying by.
It was a humiliating beginning,

BUT SOMEHOW we all got out of
it unharmed and only hoped ft

wouldn't affect our class ratings. It -

. didn’t, The instructors had other

ways of testing us.

We each had to make a solo run
fo the bottom of the hill while not
enly the teachers but, worse, friends
looked on. It was not that friends
wished one harm. It was just that
everyone hoped somebody else would
be the first to fall,

The flrsl ops was me and the first
one did,

I was Immedlately assipned o the
high beginners class which {s pretty
darn closs lo the low intermediate,
If you want to know, It {urned out
to he quite a large class, Apparently
a number of people had been suffi-
ciently encouraged by my fall to fail
themselven.

An Instructor lock usoff to a lllt]e
hill with no It where we spent the
day doing snow plow turns. A snow
plow turn ien't too difficult by itselt,

What's tough 12 ellmblng up the hiit-
a hundred dmes 30 you can come.
back down making ihe snow plow_

turn a hundred limes,
But thils was g never-say-die group
if there ever was one and wher we

finlshed we nol only had mastered’

the turm, we had the best climbing
fegs in the whole club.

“TRES BIEN,” said the instructor
at the end of the day. “Tres, tres
bien. With iwo more days work voy
will be ready for our day on Mont
Tremblant.™

“Tres blen, Indeed," we agreed.
And we racked our skis and reeled
off for what we fclt was a well parned
"apres.”

Next: Apres Skl at Sle. Adele.
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Lu sonrs to great fieights in the chalr fife auinh T ask-
ington Sk Club mienbher Jontie Millar.

WE'RE GETTING READY!

ARE YOU?



Thiy iy the laxt of indom-
itable Lucrece Eeale's toler
of the Laurentign shi
topes, bur definitely not
the lzst of her akiing od-
vefiturer. On the agenda
of this Washingtonian
tohoze new sport began o
few short weeks gpo: a trip
to Stowe, Vi, with the
Waskington Ski Clubd, in
two weeks, she hopes. “And
rome day,” ske says, “trips
to Arpen gnd Switzerlond ™

By Lurrece Heals

“Bend xe knee!

“"Weight forward!”

“Anguiate!™

For four days Washing-
ton skl elubbers struggied
to follow the insistent or-
dere of our Itstructors. No
Volga boatmen pulling
thelr barge up the river
sver alaved hardsr.

We poled tn, we shifted
weight, we  apresd-eagled,
ws atz pnow. We stemmed
in, we brought the skl
together, we crashed into
treey, we ate gnow. We
kept our edges, we side.
sizpped, wa collided with
ons ancther, we ste goow.
Wa ate gnow and we ata it
and we pte it

And slowly and percep-
tibly we improved.

On “the. flfth day we left
cur amalt friendly moun-’
tain in Sun Valley and
hesded for Moot Trem-
blant, highest peak in the
Laurentian raznge. Here,
hundreds of gkiera crowded
the 1iita and came burtling
down the mountatn like
funaway trucks.

"I ean't! 1 won't!” eried
one of our cizas when she
saw  the enormity of the
chalienge hafore us.

BUT OUR instruetor was
deal Before wa knew it we
were i the chair Uit and
16 frgzen minutes later we
bounced off halfway up the
mountait The only way to
Eet down was sid down, -

The twomlle trail we
toak way ealled Sissy's
Sebuss but we didn't fee)
like pissies a3 we plowly
wmowpicwed down behind
ouf leader ke baby ducks
sedately crosslng & road
while traffic whirzad all
aroutd,

When we got to the bot-
tom we felt like old hands.
We rode= up .again and
came down making stedt.
turns, The mnext trip we
tried parallel turns — our
first. It wan a lopg, long
trip down and the trail was
body strewn, When we [i-
tially reached the botiom
we felt like heroes.

“Free Skilng Time!" sald
the lastructer,

Most of the group raced
for the warming hut A
few diehards (inelud-
mg tme) aet gut to find out
what was at the very top of
the mountain.

“Fools rush In . . ."
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It’s a Painful Haul Both Ways--Up and Down

But New Skiers Improve

NEVER WERE tryer
words spuken. After the 10
mipute chair lift there was
a nine-minute T Bar to the
peak. For us they wers nine
minutes of arctic horror,
The howliing wind pierced
our parkas, Ice formed on
our eyelashes. Qur lingers
were numb.

We stagpered off at the
windswept top and If we'd
had a flag we would have
planted it there, But there
was no time to play' Hilary.
Our Lives were ebbicg sway
in the eoid.

We headed for the near.
ext trail and poled off. In
an ipnstant 3]l the week’s
inatructlon went gut of our
hends and we came down
like a cluster of churning
windmills airhorne 1n &
burricane, ‘Thousands and
thoussnds of fest we came
—ietling pravity have iis
way. When it was over it
was hard to say which had

Pedneriey, Jen 17, 1965 THE WASHINGTON POST

Fhots ¥r Jeanas Ssimona, Bt Adely, P. 4
It's the apres ski that will get you in the end, but there hardy skiers
look ready to dance all night, Doing the polka: Stanley Margolies, o
tex. low specialist with the IRS and Claudette Daniel from Mentreal.

had the worst of it—us or
the trajl

“But we had done it and
nobody could take that
away from us.

THE DAY'S skiing was
over. We returned io base
camp o Sun Valiey, tired
and happy after our long
day's work But we re-
turned not to put up our
fest and doze befors the
fire Hlks ordinary people.
Skiers, I esriy learned,
have no curfew.

‘When you come io from
the slopes a loog day's
night is just baginning.
Skiing s a strenuous sport,
evervone Kknows, but it's
ihe apres ki that will Lin-
ish you off in the end,

Home in Washington. 1'm
an early go-to-bedder and
friends don't call At our
house after & p.m. But on
a skling trip you -quickiy

learn to lght the other end
of the candle.

But then, home in
Washington, the Texans
“Y'all come!" never was the

clarion eall that “Ses you
in the lounge!" ia lo Sun
Valley,

THE SMALL lounge was
a combination warmiog
ropm, ¥poris areha, bar and
eafe. After sundown it waz
carpeied wall te well with
sklers who had chagged
Into the wuniform of the
evenlng, and were more
than ready for the gight's
entertalnment.

The unlicrm was stretch
pants, looaely knit sweaters
and woft boots. The entsr-
tathment was home grown
and  everyone Joined in,
tocludlng the waiters, the
ski Ipstructors and the
management.

Slrice this wes in Freneh
Canada the language was
mzinly fractured French
but ths lines of eommuni-
cation were wlde oper and
Messages came across loud
and ejear.

An accordionlst or juke
box provided continual
musie for the Frug, the
Watugl, the poiks, and even
an ocecasional {gxtrot.
Highllght of every evening
was the Llmbo In whick
everyone, and I do mean
everyone—bhad to Join,

Being a pretze] on the
slopes all day wasn't
enpugh. You had to becoms
a contortlonist at night and
aquirm, knees first, under a
twofoot-high pole. WIiEth
only your feet touching the
floot, of course. There are

more ways that one
prail a muscle gn g o,
trip|

Occastonatly wa left o
dancing. Once we all pife
under buffajc robes in tw
slaighs and, pulied by pawr’
of amoke-breathing herzs:
drove through the sleepin:
valleys of the Laurentis .
foothlilis. Stelgh bells jic-
gled in  the . below ger :
night snd & full moo:
shone down through
gentiy falling apow.

ANOTHER nlght ther ;
wal a fondus party, W
dipped hunks of bread jn::
chafing dishes of » superi
1y seasoned moiten cheese

.mixture. We washed |

down with wine and gan;
French sangs and felt very
very Continental.

Onee there was » movie
A ki movie, of courze, Bu
it was made in 1937 anc
arrrated I French and we
wete glad when the
projectoy flnmlly hroke '
down. i

Then #t was back to the
lounge for more daociog
and xong, for np night
ended before 1 am. Apd
the last night there were
some who pever weni to
bed at all.

Hut the candle held out,
burned at both ends thourh
it was. And a1 the trip
ceme to an end, It had beer
worth it, we all agreed. For.
Indeed, the candle had
given = lovely light.

casualty,

It Was Really a-Vacation,
No Emergencies

Although there were flva registered nurses and one
doeter in the Washington Ski Club group, their aerv-
lees were never needed. Thera war a not a alngle

- Other professlons represented oz the trip were:
tesciver, engineer, secretaries 9, law specialists 3, real
estata 2, housewives 3, eock, mutritlonist, economist,
Nasa 2, Foreign Service, Pablle Health, CAB, Insurance,
Agriewlturist, and N.ILH. research 2.
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ONE MAN'S
CONCERN!

CALENDAR

August §, 1914,..... Lu Beale born

August 23, 1979......Lu Beale becomes TOOT Editor

August 6, 1994,..... Lu Beale’s 80" Birthday Extravaganza

April 15, 1997........Lu Beale becomes PVS President (& pays her taxes)
August 7,1999,..... Lu Beale’s 85" Birthday Bash

For your Soul

by Samue! Ullman, Alsatian-born
businessman and poet

"Nobody grows old by merely living a number of years; people grow old by deserting
their ideals. - Years wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul, Worry, doubt,
self-distrust, fear and despair-—these are the long , long years that bow the head and turn the
growing spirit back to dust. '

"Whether 70 or 16, there is in every being’s heart the love of wonder, the sweet
amazement at the stars and the star-like things and thoughts, the undaunted challenge of events,
the unfailing child-like appetite for what next, and the game of life. '

"You are as young as your faith, as old as your doubt; as young as your self-confidence,
as old as your fear; as young as your hope, as old as your despair. *
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