1owledge of the 21 miles of shelving in the byzantine Patent Office stacks.

His naked feet propped on a table, gray
toes wagging, Bill Huson shouts to col-
leagues across the room: “Does anybody
know the number of that patent for the
bulldog watch?”

Not offhand. But most of Huson's com-
panions know the one he's talking about.
“It's a wristwatch for dogs,” explains Sean
Augustine, whose feet, though shod, are
also resting on a table. “One of the draw-
ings in the patent actually has a picture of

MARRIAGES HAVE BEEN MADE
AND DYNASTIES FOUNDED IN THE

PUBLIC SEARCH ROOM OF THE

U.S. PATENT OFFICE. BUT

WILL COMPUTERS BLOW THIS

BRAVE OLD WORLD AWAY 7

a bulldog sitting there looking at his watch.”

Huson and Augustine are patent
searchers: private consultants, you might
say, employed by inventors and companies
to comb the records of the U.S. Patent and
Trademark Office in Crystal City to deter-
mine whether an invention has already
been patented. They come across a lot of

By TErREsA RIORDAN
PHOTOGRAPHS BY SiILVIA OTTE
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odd patents in their line of work. “Like the one for a
device that allows you to examine your anal regions
while you sit on the toilet,” remarks Huson conver-
sationally, as he continues to hunt for the number
of the bulldog watch patent. “And you know that
plastic bubble-popping stuff? Someone got a patent
for a therapeutic bubble-popping device.”

Patent searching—one of the plethora of cot-
tage industries that have grown up around federal
agencies—has been around for more than a centu-
ry. So has the Patent Office’s public search room.
Back in the 1950s, patent searchers came to work
in coat and tie, wearing green eyeshades and spe-
cial cuffs to protect their shirts. Since then—as the
industry has expanded—the culture has, well, relaxed considera-
bly: Clad in shorts and sandals or jeans and tennis shoes, patent
searchers like Huson and Augustine bellow at one another from
across the vast room. Betting pools circulate. At any given mo-
ment, someone is selling something: Tupperware, Avon, baskets,
body oil.

One searcher used to make peanut butter sandwiches at his
desk, but that was before Patent Office authorities cracked down
on conspicuous food consumption. “Now they're busting people

THE WASHINGTON POST MAGAZINE

The public search room in
Crystal City remains a
paper universe-for now.
Frank Sikora, opposite
page, introduced ex-wife
Patti Anne Young to old-
fashioned patent search-
ing. These days she trains
searchers to use the new
computer technology.

for eating candy,” snorts Pam Carroll, her bitter-
ness echoed by other searchers who begrudge this
infringement on their rights and bristle at any sug-
gestion the place should be more sedate, more li-
brary-like.

They may look casual, but they are masters of
their own small universe: a universe in which min-
iature towers of patent records march down long
rows of worn wooden tables dating to the 1930s.
The edges of the more ancient documents crumble
and drift to the floor as Huson, Augustine et al,
thumb expertly through bundles of old patents.

Punctuating the tables are classification tomes
the size of unabridged dictionaries, which index the
labyrinthine stacks adjacent to the search room. The stacks hold
21 linear miles of shelving, with about 65,000 new pages of docu-
ments added each week to the estimated 250 million pages al-
ready there.

But this happy band is endangered, a likely casualty of the in-
formation highway. For a decade the Patent Office has been plan-
ning to become a paperless agency. Now, half a billion dollars lat-
er, this reality seems at hand. Starting in January, most of the
Patent Office’s 78 depository libraries across the nation are ex-
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‘WHEN WE HAVE A FULL MOON WE HAVE A LOT MORE CRAZY PEOPLE,'

SAYS DAVE AUGUSTINE. '| WAS ATTACKED ONCE. THIS 5-FOOT-TALL GUY

WAS SCREAMING AT ME TO CALL OFF MY THOUGHT POLICE.'

pected to offer full-text, on-line searching for patents issued since
1971. This, in addition to the increasing array of patent databases
offered by on-line search services, means that companies and law
firms are beginning to do their own patent searches from distant
locales, whether it's Tulsa or Tokyo or Timbuktu.

Which raises the question: How will technology alter the small
society of patent searchers whose careers—and, in some cases,
familial dynasties—have been built on their mastery of the arcane
knowledge of the Patent Office's obscure classification system;
whose income derives from their intimate familiarity with the byz-
antine geography of the stacks; whose professional satisfaction
and, often, personal happiness hinges on the fact that up to now, a
competent and accurate patent search could be completed only by
an expert searcher physically touching paper at the Patent Office
in Crystal City?

In short: What will happen to Patent
Place?

CARDS' LABOR LOST

Even when Frank Sikora is off in the
stacks, it's easy to spot where he usually
sits in the search room. Every morning, he
arrives at his accustomed seat and sets up
a framed photograph of his kids, taken in
the 1960s; several metal cases of note
cards; a paperweight from the University
of Wisconsin alumni association bearing his
name; and a note left next to a couple of
copies of today’s newspapers that reads,
“Newspapers are property of Search Room
& Frank Sikora. Please don’t steal.”

Many days, Sikora composes miniature
essays, which he gives to his fellow search-
ers with the understanding that, if they
like what they read, they will pay him 25
cents. Today's essay reads: “The Demo-
crats are now thinking of nominating O.J.
Simpson as their next presidential candi-
date if in fact he is acquitted. And he does
have these advantages over Bill Clinton: 1.
He runs faster through a crowded airport
with a briefcase. 2. He looks thinner in a
black suit.”

Now 65, Sikora first came to Washing-
ton in 1956, to work for the Patent Office
as an examiner—a bureaucrat whose job it
is to determine whether an idea is suffi-
ciently novel to merit a patent. He was the
examiner in charge of classified patent ap-
plications having to do with organophos-
phate chemicals.

“Essentially we're talking about highly
lethal nerve gases,” Sikora says.

He loved his work so much that over a
10-year period he assembled his own collec-

tion of 3,600 organophosphate patents, and worked in his spare
time developing a new classification system for the field. (Aside
from nerve gas, organophosphate chemicals are found in more be-
nign materials such as flea collars and lecithin, a baking ingredient.)

Eventually Sikora developed an elaborate sort of patent docu-
ment concordance for organophosphate chemicals—contained on
13,000 index cards. It was a kind of manual precursor to software
algorithms that use Boolean logic to produce a list of documents
containing a single word or phrase.

Indeed, Sikora says, Patent Office officials in charge of “mecha-
nizing” searches by means of primitive computing methods sought
him out back in the 1960s. Ultimately, however, the Patent Office
did not adopt his organophosphate chemical classification system.
This broke his heart, he says—and his mind.

“The government gave me 100 percent
disability, which means 1 was totally in-
sane,” he explains. He went to live with his
parents in Milwaukee. When he returned
to Washington two years later, he discov-
ered something awful.

“Guess what happened to the 13,000
compound index cards?” he says. “They
had been sold at auction to pay my back
rent.”

Well, actually, it was Sikora's Airstream
trailer home that was sold at auction. His
personal collection of organophosphate pat-
ents, stored inside the trailer, was lost in
the process.

Fellow searchers, while acknowledging
that Sikora is the undisputed authority on
organophosphate chemical patents, affec-
tionately agree with the government’s as-
sessment of their colleague’s mental
health,

“The guy’s wacko,” declares Tony Cas-
torina, an attormey who specializes in pat-
ent searching,

“Certifiable,” says Jennifer Branigan, a
searcher with expertise in biotechnology.
“He told me I'd never get married if I
didn’t get a boob job.”

Sikora is nothing, however, compared
with the searcher who wore air traffic con-
troller headphones and padlocked his brief-
case to a search table. Or the respirational-
ly impaired woman, known to search room
regulars as Darth Vader, who wore a mask
of air filters on her face and who would
shriek upon coming within 50 feet of per-
fume or cigarette smoke.

“When we have a full moon we have a lot
more crazy people,” says Sean Augustine’s
father, Dave. “I was attacked once. This 5-
foot-tall guy was screaming at me to call off
my thought police ~ continued on page 37
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: contmuad from page 25

who were controlling him from their head-
- quarters at the Shoreham Hotel.” ‘

i - A REAL SEARCH PARTY

Tom and Gary Augustine and their brother
Dave got into patent searching through
their father, John, the paterfanuhas of a vir-
tual dynasty.

- There are about a dozen families who,
like the Augustines, have developed patent
searching firms. Many of these searchers
have only a high school education, and they
tend to specialize in what are referred to as
the “general and mechanical” arts: patents
covering games and toys and valves and

" engines and the like.

John Augustine—who retired a decade .

. ago—first went to work as a searcher in

" the late 1950s. He had been a foreman at a

" machine shop in Silver Spring until his

- friend Earl Brown, a fellow hot rod enthusi-

ast, lured him into the search room. Then

- John Augustine’s three sons went into the

business. They got their friends, Donald

- and Norman Bullock, into the business.

Now several of the Augustine grandchil-

5. dren are searchers, and they are getting
 their friends searcher jobs.

Grandson Sean got his girlfriend, Denise

" Gencavage, a job. Jan—that’s the son of

* John’s ‘daughter, Margaret, who used to

work in the search room but now works as

- gﬁmhmlst—used to live in a house with -

: Huson, who used to be general sales

.~ manager of a marina, and that’s how Bill
-.» " got a job searching for Dave.
. Tommet his wife, Barbara, at the Pat-
. ent Office; Barbara used to work at the
information desk. Now she does what Lu-
" cille—that’s John's wife—did before John
retired, handling the secretarial work from
- home. ,

Somewhat surprisingly, Gary Augustine
.didn’t meet his wife, Barbra (not to be con-
“fused with Tom’s wife, Barbara), at the
search room, although that’s where she
*now works as a long-distance paralegal for
2. .a Chicago law firm. Instead, Barbra met
Gary and the rest of the Augustines when
she“came from Michigan 12 years ago to
t her boyfriend, who was the son of John
Augustine’s business partner.

So did she dump the boyfriend right
way for Gary?

“Well, aotually I married the boyfnend
and then we got divorced,” says Barbra.

- The first husband was a patent searcher
too at least for a short while,

- “Sat right next to me,” Dave says.

Dave and Tom are trying to count up
how many in the extended Augustine fami-
gver the years have been in the patent
rch business. They’re up to a dozen

. ‘WeﬁorgotDeamS‘ 'Ibmreahzes Den-‘_'
: ,downstau‘s in the Hot Shoppes cafeterlzi

nis was once mamed to Margaret.

“And our cousin's husband’s brother
married the Bullocks’ sister Carmen—that
counts as family,” says Dave. “Then the
Bullocks’ other sister, Christina, married
Mike Libby, a patent searcher.” - .

. “Technically, though, Christina isn’t an
Augustme Tom points out.

“No, not technically,” Dave agrees.

Come April there will be no question
whether Denise Gencavage is technically
an Augustine. A couple of months ago, on
her birthday, Sean asked her to meet him
and the gang downstairs at Au Bon Pain—
that’s a big searcher hangout—for coffee
and a doughnut. He had brought a briefcase
full of neckties to work that day. Before
Denise showed up, Sean distributed the
neckties to his uncles and friends. )

“I want you to be dressed for the occa-
sion,” he said.

Sean got down on bended knee, brought
out the ring and popped the question. Then

he and Denise went up to the pay phones in’

the search room and called her mom with
the good news.

‘YOU INVENT IT, WE PREVENTIT®

Many searchers are here eight hours a day,
five days a week. The regulars adhere to
an unofficial but rigid seating chart that re-
flects a social hierarchy as sophisticated as
that in any high school cafeteria lunch
room. Augustines and honorary Augustines
occupy several rows in the northwest cor-
ner, not far from the entrance. .

“Some people have been sxttmg in the
same seats for 20 years,” says Gary
Augustine.

At the other end of the room from the
Augustines are patent searchers in the
electrical and chemical fields. This lot
tends to consist of eccentric PhDs with
more scholarly inclinations, who hang out
in the southeast section, near the south
stacks. ,

“The nerds of the nerds,” says Gary.

“Really weird, socially inept and nobody
you’d like to be alone in a room with,” says
Barbra.

“Essentially there are a lot of extreme
overachiever social retards,” says Jim Spur-
rell, an honorary Augustine and a chemical
searcher whose father is a patent lawyer in
Tennessee, and who decided to try search-
ing when it became clear that he and medi-
cal school weren’t meant for each other.

When searcher Jennifer Branigan first
started working in the search room, she
picked ‘a seat at random. Some searchers
came by and said, “You know whose seat
that is? That’s George Crowell’s seat.”

. “I'm sorry,” said Jennifer. “I didn’t mean

to take his seat.”
“That’s okay,” the searchers said.
“George is dead.”

George dwd severalkyears ago, dtr'i"

while havmg coffee with friends.

“He just slumped over, and I kept say-
ing, George' George! Stop it, it’s not funny
anymore,’ ”

slumping sideways, demonstrating how -
George looked on the fateful day. “We final-

ly ﬁgured out what had happened,” Jenny S

says. George went to the Great Search"
Room in the Sky.”
George did a lot of searchmg for leg-

‘endary inventor Jerome Lemelson, accord-

ing to Glenn Wise, who has been a search-

“er since 1960 and is widely considered <

the dean of the search room. (Today Wise
is wearing a tie with the same two chemi-
cal equations repeated all over it. “Urea

and acetic acid,” he explains. “Plss and ‘

vinegar.”) 2
The 72-year-old Lemelson holds more N

patents—almost 500—than any other liv-

ing American inventor. He made little mon-

ey from his inventions -until the 1980s, -

when he and his patent attorney got fabu-

lously rich through licensing agreements

with corporations on patents that covered
bar-coding and other technology that' Le-

melson had dreamed up and filed patent ap-

plications for back in the 1950s.

Lemelson did a lot of his own searching
too. He even stopped in Wasltington during - -
his honeymoon in 1954-to look up a few
things in the Patent Office. He hasn’t been

spotted in the search room for about three . -

years. “He usually sits over there,” says
Wise, poititing to a spot on the penphery d
nerd territory. o
Aside from Lemelson, no one really fa-
mous ever comes into the search room. Of
course, famous people have gotten patents
over the years. Lawrence Welk for a cham-
pagne glass design. Buzz Aldrin for a toy
space station, Christie Brinkley—yes, that
Christie Brinkley—for an educational toel.
But they apparently didn’t do their own
searches. ,
“If I had seen Christie Brinkley, that’ ‘
someone I would remember,” says Barbra.
A small subset of professional searchers
are also inventors. Glenn Wise holds a cou-
ple of patents for different kinds of movie
screens, for example. But most searchers
are more like anti-inventors, '
“Dreambusters,” says Gary Augustme "
“You invent it, we prevent it,” says Tom .
Augustine. '
The Augustines estimate that about 95 :

percent of the inventions they are asked to -

search have already been patented in some. -
form or another. ,
“When you work here,” Gary says,
“nothing is new.”
When Glenn Wise was a teenager in Chl-
cago, he invented a refrigerator whose -
shelves could be rotated inside, kind of like
aLazySusan Hecomactedaanenﬁon 1

says Jenny Rose, a patent ..
searcher. A nearby patent examiner is -




in the back of Popular Me-
e patents on the same idea,” says Wise,

who has personally been hired to do

. ‘searches for at least 20 inventions on that

.-same theme,

David DeBar, who was an IBM engineer

. downsizing three years ago, and who now
..does searching for IBM as a consultant,
* "theorizes that “whenever people are sitting
for long periods of time without much to
‘do—<that’s when they invent things.”

* That’s why beach towels with pockets
.~ sewn in the corners—where sand can be

- deposited to anchor the towel—keep crop-
. ping.up. “And ventilated toilet seats,” De-
Bar says, adding hyperbolically: “Hundreds
of applications come in every week.”

~ And devices for collecting fingernail clip-
‘pings. “Trust me,” Tony Castorina recently
-/ -told an inventor of such a device. ‘Tl save
"~ you the cost of a search. That’s been done

- before” (A search typically costs several .

hundred dollars, but, if extensive, can
range into thousands.)

- invention promotion scams that have
ired congressional hearings and “60
Minntes™-type exposés for decades now.
y. say that they’re not involved with
guch companies——which charge exorbitant
prices to obtain patents for naive inventors
" and" would-be inventors—yet they some-
- times take the rap.

. “There are a lot of scam artists out
‘there;” says Castorina. “That’s because
people are greedy. They think, wow, this
- invention is going to make me a million
.. dollars.” .

" “They’re so gullible!” says Samuel Ship-
_kovitz, a searcher with a PhD in electrical
.. engineering from Case Western Reserve
" University. “These places will get you a
" patent, sure. But just because you get a
" patent doesn’t mean it’s worth anything.
You look at some of these patents and it
. will be, like, a patent for a method of mak-
ing an atomic bomb—and it will be a design
" patent! All it will cover is the housing,
. "what it looks like on the outside—not
what’s inside.”

" “Those people pay $5,000, $10,000 for
~ ‘'what amounts to a piece of toilet paper
~with a gold seal on it,” Castorina says.

*'So who does the searches for those
kinds of places? ,

*» “People who work for those kind of com-
panies aren’t regulars at the search room,”
Castorina says defensively. “We don’t know
them.” ,

'HOME EC TO HIGH TECH

. In‘the days hefore photocopying machines,
the Patent Office stocked dozens of copies
of every patent ever issued. In 1955, a
searcher could order a copy of a patent

. “They wrote e back with four.or

“%or 25 and a half years” until corporate .

,Searchers-are touchy on the subject of -

w ITON POST MAGAZINE .

n-the morning for 25 cen by 1
afternoon a clerk would have delivered it
to his desk. If the searcher paid:50 cents,

the patent would be delivered within the

hour. 5 . .

By the mid-1970s, however, the Patent
Office stopped stocking patents and instead
installed a photocopying center operated
by Patent Office employees. To get a copy,
a searcher had to fill out a form. And then

wait. And wait. Sometimes a week. The

service, everyone acknowledges, was
lousy.

And that’s when the trouble started.

In 1978, an FBI investigation into cor-
ruption at the Patent Office produced 11
guilty pleas. It turned out that a handful of
Patent Office workers had been accepting
tiny bribes to expedite the copy process,
and that several patent searchers had been
handing them out. Several other patent
searchers were witnesses in the grand jury
investigation. Two searchers and at least
three Patent Office workers did stints in
jail. When they got out; it made for some
awkwardness in the search room.

4 just couldn’t lie about it, that’s all,”
John Augustine says of his testimony
against one colleague, who came back to
the search room and works there today.
“It’s the past now. We're both trying to for-
getit”

“A lot of people seemed to admire him
for what he did,” says Frank Sikora of the
returned searcher. “He was just trying to
give his clients good service.” )

These days copying is done at self-
service machines in the search room. As a
result, a whole other set of individuals and
family businesses specialize in copying doc-
uments for searchers.” ~

‘Everybody in the search room knows
Ivy Lansdown, who works for her mom’s
company, B’s Business Services Inc. It kind
of bugs Lansdown, who has an undergradu-
ate degree in social work from George Ma-
son, that people tend to think of her as a
mere copier. She points out that she does
searching too.

“There’s a definite hierarchy,” she says.
“The people who search maybe think that
they're better than the copiers. And the
chemical searchers and the searchers who
used to be patent examiners, they tend to
think they’re better than other searchers.”

When the Patent Office moved from the
Commerce Department Building to Crystal
City in 1967—a few years after Lansdown,
who is African American, was born—most
faces in the search room were white and
male. Now the room reflects America at

" large, though most of the searchers are

white males, while the copiers tend to be
women and/or people of color.

“While Lansdown is speaking, a woman
with auburn hair walks by. “There’s
Frank’s wife,” says one searcher, “Sh
works here.” _ .

and by mid-

kora, th organo, pha;}a,enﬂiﬁ_," e
- " “That’s my third wife, Patti,” Sikora lat- ' -

er clarifies. “She has a real big-shot job.
She’s one of the key people in charge'of =
computer searching, We met at a bhoy- ‘
meets-girl dance at the Holiday Inn over-
here. She never saw a patent in her life be-
fore she met me. She didn’t know what a
patent was.” e

Patti Anne Young has been employed by
the Patent Office since 1989 as a technical
information specialist. “You're looking at 4
trained home economist who used to man-
age restaurants,” she says. ‘I didnt know. -
anything about patents until I started doing
some searching for my husband.” L

“Let’s rephrase that,” she says. “Ex-hus-
band.” :

She acknowledges that the split was dif-
ficult, since she and Sikora both work in the
same place. But that’s all she really wan
to say about it. :

He is more expansive. “She kicked me
out once!” he says. “She barred me for
three weeks!” .

This is a he-said, she-said sort of epi-
sode. His version is that he was habit-
ually forgetting to bring his building pass
with him to the search room, and one day
she told him he couldn’t come in with-
out it. '

“I said to her, ‘Goddamit, Patti, you
were married to me for 14 years and now
you're telling me you don’t recognize me!”

She says that it was a supervisor of hers
who barred him, and, anyway, he was out -
for only a week. ‘

In a world made turbulent by technologi-
cal change, Patti Anne Young has provedto
be a highly adaptable creature. When she
went to work in 1987 for Derwent Inc., a
search company that maintains its own pat-
ent database, she knew nothing about com-
puters. But she learned on the job, tape-
recording instructions she received from
her boss during the day so she could lis-
ten to them again at night. Since moving to-
the Patent Office she has been responsible
for training searchers on the agency’s new
computers. :

“The technology is there,” she says
matter-offactly. “You'd be a fool not to -
use it.” .

PAPER TIGERS

Few searchers have proved as adaptable.
“m an old dog,” says 41-year-old Gary
Augustine. “And I don’t do new tricks.” -
Shirley Brown, who runs one of the
computerization programs and shows -
searchers how to use it, is frustrated by pu- -
pils who are computer novices. “I've had -
people who don’t even know where ‘the
space har is," she says. RN
- Althouglt some searchers would dis- -
agree, most affirm that ‘business. is




" “which involve a simple word search, and as-
“signment searches, which involve finding
. out who holds the rights to a particular
- patent. ' : .

Tony Castorina recently had to lay off
“one of his sons. “Work driéd up,” he says. “I

" don't know if it's because of computeriza-

- tion, but there’s certainly been a downsiz-
- ing. If corporations are filing, they’re doing

- it 'without hiring out searches. It’s tough to

make a nickel in patents these days.”

- Even so, Castorina, who is in his mid-
fifties, has no plans to learn the Patent Of-
fice computers. “Maybe if I were younger,”
he says.

> Most searchers insist that paper re-
“mains the most reliable way to conduct a
difficult search. On a computer, they point
out, the only way to look for a document is
through a “key word” search—a hit-ot-
miss proposition when you're confronted
- with a vast body of documents without a
.+ standardized nomenclature.
+° “There's a lot of people that believe
what the computer tells them,” says
- searcher Mike Smith. “Garbage in, garbage
out, I say, Patents deal with semantics and
connotations. With the computer you're
limited to individual words.”

Not necessarily. The new Patent Office
computer programs allow a person to sit at
a‘terminal and flip through different classes
“of documents all the way back to the first

ords had been pulled off the shelf. And
some commercial on-line services are de-
weloping sophisticated software and classifi-
cation systems that, they say, will make
computer searching more artful.

Greg Aharonian, a Boston-based patent
searcher who relies heavily on computer
_databases, predicts that paper patent
searches will go the way of library card cat-
alogues. “When’s the last time you used
one of those when you were at the library?”
he asks,

Aharonian, who distributes a patent
newsletter over the Internet, dreams of
.the day when he will be able to load the
more than 5 million U.S. patents—about
600 gigabytes’ worth, he estimates—onto

.cessed for free from any home computer
- But Aharonian’s dream is not a reality
-yet. And even Shirley Brown offers a fond
"word of hope for Sean and Denise, for
;‘Tony, for Frank, for Tom and Gary and all
"the other longtime residents of Patent
‘Place. “Paper,” she predicts, “will never
“disappear as long as those people are

-alive” m :

Teresa Riordan last wrote for the Maga-
ine about her quest for a nontoxic house.

*ing down. This is particularly true in
‘the ‘case of searches that already can be:
~egsily done. on-line—trademark searches,

Area’s Largest
i Music Selection...
. Everything From
BachTo
Broadway!

This week you can save on-the area’s largest inventory of music. Save on the finest selection of
Country, Jazz, Rock, Classical and more. Everything from today’s newest hits... to hits from Bach.
Right now, every selection of our giant “In-Stock” music is on Sale; everything from sheet music to
books to entire band arrangements. You'll find famous music publishers like Music Sales Corp., the
people who publish the Joy Series music books; featuring the Joy of Jazz, the Joy of Piano, theJoy of {-.
Boogie & Blues as well as other great titles. Stop in this week for some unbeatable savings on the = ] °
area's largest selection of music. Plus, if you bring in this ad we'll take an additional 10% i! RN

cMusic gf c Arts Centers

) Music Sales Corp.
The Area’s Finest Selection of Sheet Music, Musical Instruments & Lessons Since 1952!
VIRGINIA MARYLAND '
Sterling .....ccoeevrevinnnnsecciecinnienns - Bowie 262-5950 .
Burke Rockville .....ceus 881-6440
Mclean Ellicott City .. 461-1844
M S Germantown 353-1113
Springfield - Severna Park .... .
oodbridge ... 491-4196

Now Open In:
Vienna/Oakton .. 281-0400 )
Baileys Crossroads Frederick ....oiinmismsiecmssriories

patent granted in 1790, much as if the rec-

the Internet, where they could be easily ac-
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BE LESS PRODUCTIVE
ATTHEOFFICE

@he office has always been a place to get <l X X
ahead. Unfortunately, it’s also a place where
natural resources can fall behind. So here are

some easy ways to reduce waste at the office. Turn
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off your lights when you leave. Help set up a recy-

dling program. Try drinking out of a mug instead of
throwaway cups. And always use both sides of a memo.

Itl cut down on trash. Doing these things today will
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help save resources for tomorrow. Which is §

truly a job well done. 1-800-MY-SHARE. :
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