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In our travels around cyberspace, we frequently come upon photos of former classmates, especially on
Facebook. Can you believe how good everyone looks?!

Maybe they're all robots. Yep, that must be it.

Leslie Axman (72) Kerri Smilowitz Kelly ('70) Jeffrey Rathaus (73)
New York, NY Syosset, NY Beverly Hills, CA
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David N. Kass (69) Kelly Celenza Jobson (73)
Roslyn, NY Tarzana, C

Marty Itzkowitz (71) Ellen Weinstein (72) Philip Zederbaum (71)
Los Angeles, CA Newport Beach, CA Fort Mill, SC
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: Do the clean-cut young folks above look  :
: familiar? They should. Their images graced :
: the Jericho School News newsletter that

: was mailed to your parents to let them

: know just what it was you were supposedly :
doing on weekdays. :

Update: Evalyn Block
Merrick (°71)

Last issue
(summer 2010,
no. 24), we fea-
tured the class
of 1971’s Eva-
lyn Block
| Merrick, who
was running for
her third term
as a representa
tive in the New
Hampshire
State Legislature. We're happy to
report that despite a dismal election
for Democrats nationwide, Evalyn
won handily. She describes the vic-
tory as bittersweet, however.
“Although | was reelected, De-
mocrats took a blood bath in this
state, and it means that we will lose
all the great programs and services
put in place in the last four
years. With a legislature of 400 rep-
resentatives, we held on to only 102
of the seats,” says Evalyn, a survivor
of multiple myeloma who lives with
her husband, Dr. Rick Merrick, in
Lancaster. “It will be a frustrating,
albeit interesting, two years.”
Evalyn, incidentally, is the sec-
ond Merrick to serve New Hamp-
shire: Son Scott was a two-term leg-
islator at the age of eighteen. o

——

Update: -

Randye Ringler (*72)

Yep, that’s Randye Ringler (from
the class of ‘73 (she graduated
early, in 1972) with the Say Hey
Kid, Willie Mays, in Arizona.

Randye, by the way, achieved
something in baseball that for-
ever eluded the great center
fielder, who finished his career back
in New York in 1972 and 1973: a
Mets World Series ring. A lifelong
Mets fan (her favorite player growing
up in West Birchwood was Tom
Seaver; her father’s favorite, Nancy
Seaver), Randye worked for the Met-
sies for many years, including the 1986 World Championship team of
Gooden, Strawberry, Hernandez, et al.

“Say,” said Willie, enviously eyeing Randye’s ring, “I'll teach you how
to make an over-the-shoulder basket catch in exchange for that thing.”
But Randye was firm. No dice.

Actually, that’s not true, although Randye did show the baseball leg-
end her ring.

Randye travels to Arizona every spring for spring training. “It’s base-
ball nirvana,” she says. “You’ve got weather in the seventies and low
eighties, it's dry, and | was able to see four games in two days, because
all the teams that train in Arizona are centralized around the Phoenix
area.” From there it was off to Colorado to visit her mother and older sis-
ter, Meredith Ringler ('70).

In the summer 2007 newslet-
ter (no. 17), we told you about
Randye’s involvement as a board
member of First Pitch: The Us-
Manipur Baseball Project, which
partners with Major League Base-
ball to help promote America’s
national pastime in the small In-
dian state of Manipur, by improv-
ing the caliber of play and coach-
ing as well as the quality of equip-
ment and playing fields.
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Although India is best known
for its love of cricket, baseball has
been popular in this isolated state on the India-Myanmar border ever
since World War I, when US Army troops stopped off there en route
through Myanmar (then Burma) and China. “Our soldiers used to play
ball for fun,” says Randye, “and the game caught on.” Manipur, forced
into becoming part of India in 1949, is not only impoverished but strife

Continued on page 5
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“I was able to
attend the
University of
Houston Law
School as an
in-state
student, so my
tuition was just
$200 a
semester—
including
textbooks!”

(hhﬁﬂ%?wﬁ.“

David Fiveson

oving to Jericho in
1969 was the
best thing that

ever happened to me.

| grew up in Plainview,
but then my parents di-
vorced, and | wound up liv-
ing in the Fairhaven Garden
Apartments on Broadway. |
was probably the poorest
Kid on the block. But in Jeri-
cho, in contrast to Plainview,
I met more people who were
self-motivated and geared to
being professionals. Al-
though | was at Jericho High
School for only my junior
and senior years, it put me
in a better frame of mind,
because at my old school, |
was kind of mixing with the
wrong crowd. Plus, at Jeri-
cho, | made best friends for
life, with Fred Schlussel and
Moss Kaufman, and also
Paul Rosen and Steven
Penn.

It goes to show you that
when things look terrible,
change can be a blessing.

From Jericho, | went to
SUNY Cortland for a year,
then | spent my sophomore
year in a student exchange
program in Germany and
then in London. When |
came back, | transferred to
SUNY Stony Brook, where
Fred was.

Thenin 1975 | went to
law school at the University
of Houston. | have to tell
you, | moved out to Texas
with some trepidation, but |
really liked it there. And |

was able to go to law school
as an in-state student, so
my tuition was very cheap:
$200 a semester, including
textbooks! | graduated in
1978 with zero debt, passed
the Texas bar, and, to tell
you the truth, intended to
stay in Texas indefinitely.

Except that | met the gal
| wound up marrying. She
wanted to come to New
York, so that’s what we did,
the very next year. | bought
a home in Scarsdale,
passed the New York bar,
and went to work for a fam-
ily law firm, doing trademark
litigation. Shortly after that, |
joined the firm that I'm still
with to this day: Butler, Fitz-
gerald, Fiveson & McCarthy.
As you can probably tell
from the name, I'm one of
the principals. We specialize
in commercial litigation. |

('71)

don’t need to work as hard as |
do, but I've got to tell you, |
happen to really enjoy what |
do. My associates and | are in
court almost every day.

Plenty of lawyers came out
of Jericho. | cross paths with
Richard Kaye ('71). And | see
Ira Greene, who was a history
teacher when | was there, all
the time. Also from my class,
David Pepper. He'll look at me,
know he knows me but can’t
quite place the face, then fig-
ure it out.

Hey, Weren’t You Voted the
Class Flirt?

The class flirt! Oy, God! Yes, |
was. Although, actually, | had a
steady girlfriend much of the
time that | was at Jericho: Joan
Regan Wyatt, from the class
below me.

Continued on page 5

David (second from |.) with JHS pals Fred Schlussel, Moss
Kaufman, and Paul Rosen at Frank’s Steaks last October.
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In 1998 my wife and |
separated and eventually
divorced. It's a funny thing:
When you're single again,
word somehow spreads.
Joan found me on AOL—
this is long before Face-
book and the other social
networking sites—and we
got together in Florida,
where she’d been living for
a long time. She was di-
vorced too.

We went out to dinner,
and although we hadn’t
seen each other in twenty-
five years, we had an un-
believable time. She’s re-
married now, but Joan was
my first real heartthrob.

AOL is also where | met
Susan, the woman I've
been living with for thir-
teen years. We had a first
date in a coffee shop, and
that was it. She’s a doctor,
originally from Flushing,
but was living in New City
at the time. We live in the
house in Scarsdale, which
| renovated, and my son,
Eric, lives nearby in White

\

David and son

Plains. He’s in information
technology and is doing
well—a good kid.

Stay Close to Your
Friends

There’s an old saying: Stay
close to your friends, be-
cause as you get older,
they don’t make 'em any-
more. There’s a core group
of guys from Jericho that
I’ve always stayed in touch

Steven. In fact, | play golf,
and last year, Steven drove
over from Connecticut for
a day of golf at my golf
club. We had a great time.
He was one of the first
friends | met after transfer-
ring to Jericho High School
at the start of eleventh
grade. And Paul and | once
had summer jobs at the
same pool club in West-
bury. He and | reconnected
after one of the reunions,
and I'm close with him and
his wife, Nancy.

At one reunion—I'm
going to guess it was the
twentieth, in 1991—I went
back to the high school. It
was homecoming week-
end, and | remember tell-
ing the kids there how
lucky they were to be in
Jericho High School, al-
though they probably
wouldn’t appreciate it until
later, after they’d been out
in the world. | certainly re-
alize what a great life we
had—even growing up in
Fairhaven Garden Apart-
ments. o

David and Susan on the links in Bermuda.
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Continued from page 3

ridden, as Indian police
are constantly battling
insurgents. “The people,”
says Randye, “are caught
in the middle, making
daily life there very
treacherous.”

A documentary, The
Way Home, about Ma-
nipur’s passion for our
American game, should
be released later this
year, but you can sneak a
peek now by going to
www.bbdman-ipur.com.

“The film did not start|
out to be so political,”
explains Randye, “but
after coming face to face
with what is happening
there, the director [Mirra
Bank] had to take that
route, because that's
what she saw.” In fact,
much of the time the
small film crew had to
work protected by armed
security. o

Play bawhl! “Lefty,”
Indian goddess of the
diamond.
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Mr. Emil Voigt, social |
studies teacher extraordi-
naire, passed away in

November.
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Mr. Voigt taught at Jericho ‘
until 2001 and was president
of the Jericho Teachers Asso-
ciation from 1970 until his

Mr. Voigt with Mrs. Karen Schwartz at the Maine Maid Inn in 2008 prior to that
year’s JHS Alumni Hall of Fame induction ceremony.

Mark Russo ('72)

| actually never had Mr. Voigt as a teacher.
But | knew to be scared of him at the time
because of his reputation. One day in ninth
grade, | was writing on a desk in a social
studies classroom just down the hall from

retirement. Current district su- the House B office in the junior high school.
perintendent Mr. Henry Grish- As fate would have it, Mr. Voigt just hap-
man wrote in an email, “He pened to be walking down the hall and
was a strong leader, a great caught me doing this very bad thing. He
teacher—a truly great man.” stopped, walked in, and addressed me in
Not long after retiring and relo- that stern, loud, potent voice. He kept me
cating from Jericho to Florida, after school and strongly encouraged me to
Mr. Voigt suffered a major clean all the desks in that room with some
stroke, in 2002. He soon Ajax and paper towels he had brought me.
moved back to Long Island to While | scrubbed away, he worked on his
be with his family. paperwork at the teacher’s desk. When |

On the following pages, a was about halfway done, Mr. Voigt looked up
number of Jericho alumni at me and said with a smile, “Go home now,
share their memories, includ- and don't you ever let me catch you writing
ing Mark Russo (‘72), Isabelle on a desk again.”
Flaherty (‘69), Larry Levinson “Not me!” | promised. As | left the room |
(‘69), Michelle Martin Gonza- thought to myself, Phew!

les (‘69), Ed Green (‘69), and He truly was a great person!
Philip Bashe ('72).

Continued on page 7
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Mr. Emil Voigt

Continued from page 6

Ed Green (69)

\

5000

We were fortunate at Jericho to
have many stand-out teachers. But
Emil Voigt? A person no one can
ever forget.

Like Larry, | remember many
specific assignments. I'll mention
just one: to research the country of
“Nova Zemlya” and then report
back on what we learned about it.

Easy! | thought.

But | searched one book after
another and couldn't find it. | re-
member desperately going through
every relevant book in the school
library trying to figure out where on
earth Nova Zemlya was—only to
find out at our next class that Zem-
lya (notice the y) was simply the
Russian word for “island.”

“New Island”: invented by Emil
Voigt to perplex students and goad
them on.

And that was his great quality:
he knew student psychology better
than any other teacher at Jericho.
The whole purpose of that assign-
ment was “bibliographical”: to have
us learn what resources a library

Larry Levinson (‘69)

Emil Voigt was the greatest
teacher | ever had. He
taught me how to write re-
ports—in Mr. Voigt's words, to
“get rid of the great god Zulu
encyclopedia,” and do re-
search and use the library,
He made me love to write,
which gave me the talents |
use in my career as an attor-
ney.

He demanded that we
think. In ninth-grade social
studies, he gave us an as-
signment : Every person in
the class had to pick a devel-
oping country in Africa and
become an expert on it and
write a report. | chose Rhode-

sia (now known as Zimbabwe). This was fun edu-
cation, something unheard of in the 1960s. | actu-
ally have eight-millimeter movies | took of Mr.
Voigt in his classroom; I'll have to locate them.

Good life, Emil!

might have about geography. Imag-
ine if (dull, dull, dull) he had simply
said, “Get acquainted with what the
library has on the subject.” |, for
one, would have spent five minutes
and mainly looked at the book cov-
ers. | certainly would not have
scoured the place and emerged
with a pretty good sense of how to
research such things in the future. |
have a sneaking suspicion that he
told the librarians ahead of time
what his fiendish plan was. How
they kept a straight face with all of
us asking about Nova Zemlya, |
don't know.

At the next class, Mr. Voigt ex-
plained that there was a big island
in the Arctic called Novaya Zemlya,
which in English and Dutch was
spelled Nova Zembla. So part of
the assignment was to have us pay

attention to the slight differences.
That was how Emil prepared his
students for the rigors of col-

lege. And adulthood. He knew what
was ahead for us, and he wanted
us to be ready for it. He was no
pushover. He was tough. He would-
n't allow sloppy thinking. He would
question every assumption you
made. His classes were hard.

But that's only half the picture.
Studying with Mr. Voigt was fun. He
was an enthusiast of the first order:
about education, about history,
about life itself. He made you feel
that hard thinking and hard re-
search were exactly the same thing
as having pleasure to the max.

With Emil, none of this was a
speech, put on for our benefit. He
lived that way—a man who loved

Continued on page 8
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Mr. Emil Voigt

Continued from page 7

life and really cared for people. And
because of those qualities, his en-
ergy seemed limitless.

One last memory, on how he
went, again and again, way beyond
the call of duty as a teacher. Cer-
tainly he was fantastic in the class-
room, but Emil was also the most
“extracurricular” faculty member at
Jericho. If a student was excited
about anything, Mr. Voigt's ears
would instantly prick up, and he’d
do everything he could to deepen
that enthusiasm, whether in or out
of class. Right away, he'd engage
you on the topic—whatever it was—
and then come up with something
really surprising to do.

For example, | once mentioned
something about the Revolutionary
Era in American History. Within sec-
onds, he said—with that twinkle in
his eye—"I'm going to a convention
of coin collectors this Saturday.
There'll be coins from that period
there. Do you want to come?” And
he actually took me and two other
students to it. On his dime, as they
say. This was the real thing: the
generosity of spirit that marks a
great teacher.

And not a touch of professorial
superiority. If the phrase wasn’t so
hackneyed, I'd say he was a true
“big brother.” Hey: Mr. Voigt was
the only teacher in 1969 with
whom | could have (and did have)
lots of long conversations about
Captain Kirk and Mr. Spock. And,
for that matter, Sgt. Pepper's
Lonely Hearts Club Band. He was a
lot more interested in it than the
music faculty.

| join Larry in saying, Good life,
Emil. And thank you for the big role
you played in making mine good
too.

Isabelle Flaherty ('69)

| liked Mr. Voigt a lot. Strangely,
what stands out most in my
limited memory bank isn’t that
he taught Asian-African studies
or that his class was different,
it’s the time that he arm wres-
tled Drew Sicora!

To the amazement and sur-
prise of the rest of us fellow
students (was a teacher really
having an arm wrestle with a
student?!), Drew literally
popped open the cloth of the
shirt he was wearing at his bi-
cep as their muscles bulged
and strained. Honestly, | don't
remember who won the match.

Could that have been when |

first started noticing bulging

biceps? Ninth grade? It cer-

tainly made a lasting impression, obviously.

If you look deeper than my youthful impressions, there was a method
to Mr. Voigt's “madness.” I'll explain:

If  am not mistaken, Drew passed away some time a lot closer to our
high school graduation (so we can now imagine him and Mr. Voigtin a
rematch if we like and if our religious beliefs swing that way). With all due
respect to Drew, | recall him as a kid who had other things on his mind
besides schoolwork and studying. Teachers would often be chastising
Drew. But then there was Mr. Voigt, who zeroed in on one of Drew’s
strengths (literally!) and gave him a chance to display it in class in front
of his fellow students and gain some respect.

As | said, | can’t remember who won. My guess is that Drew won, but
not because Mr. Voigt let him win, although | don't suppose we would
ever know that. But the important thing was that Mr. Voight was willing to
lose to Drew. Unlike most teachers of that era, he was willing to be the
loser in front of his class.

| don't think | ever saw Drew smile before that day. My best recollec-
tion is that he was a pretty serious kid, though someone who knew him
better than | did could speak to that. These are just my observations as
seen through my own memory screen. | will say, though, that day in class,
after the arm wrestling, he was grinning from ear to ear even as he
blushed from all the attention.

I'm guessing here, but | would imagine that if Drew completed any of
his assignments in school after that day, they probably would have been
for Mr. Voigt's class. Now, to me, that is a great person and a great
teacher.

Continued on page 9
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Continued from page 7

Philip Bashe ('72)

| always tended to like the
teachers who made lots of kids
quake in their Earth Shoes; the
ones who were often thought
of as “tough,” like Mr. Hoffman
and Mr. Tobin—and Mr. Voigt.
They forced us to think criti-
cally and not merely parrot
back what we’d just read.

Mr. Voigt did this brilliantly
one day in his ninth-grade
Asian-African Studies class. He
began by taking us to task for
our allegedly lousy note taking.

Certainly he was talking
about me. To this day, if 'm at a
meeting of some kind, I'll jot
down what | think are the perti-
nent details, only to find the
next day that | can’t decipher
any of it.

By ninth grade, | might have appeared to be taking
notes, but more likely | was drawing cartoons, designing
new bass-drum logos and mock album covers for my
rock band with Andy Romanoff, George Ploska, and,
later Mitchel Forman—the Doom; changed upon
Mitchel’s arrival to Tubas in the Moonlight (a vast im-
provement). And if | wasn’t doing that, | was painstak-
ingly plotting out the New York Yankees roster for the
coming 1969 baseball season. The previous year, Ralph
Houk’s team had finished above .500 for the first time
since 1964, so | had high hopes for the coming cam-
paign. Even if the Bombers struggled, at least a Yan-
kees fan could take heart that they’d fare better than
the lowly, laughable New York Mets. Why, for them to
even escape the cellar in ‘69 would take a ... a ...
miracle!

Anyway, Mr. Voigt ordered us to whip out our loose-

Continued on page 10

To read a 1968 Newsday article about Mr. Voigt's
snake-filled classroom, go to the “Arty-Facts” wing

of our website, and click on “The Janet Rhoads
Collection,” page 6.

Michele Martin Gonzalez ('69)

| had the great pleas-
ure of running into
Emil at a function in
Queens in 1993 or
1994. | was at a din-
ner given for the prin-
cipal of my school,
who was receiving an
award that night. In
the midst of the
party, a booming
voice and this big
laugh behind me
yelled, “I'd know that
face anywhere!” and,
as | turned around,
“Didn't you graduate from Jericho High School?”

There was Emil Voigt standing behind me with his
arms outstretched. We were very happy to see each
other, laughed a lot, and he thought it was very funny
that | wound up being a teacher-administrator! (So
do |, even twenty-seven years later!) He was dating a
beautiful young teacher who was new to our school
that year! | was always so impressed by his brillance
and his presence.

| have one very funny memory of Emil in the
classroom. | know it was Junior High School and |
think I had him last period. The class was particularly
loud and unruly that day. All of a sudden, Mr. Voigt
was standing on his desk, bouncing a basketball and
warning us at the top of his lungs that the next per-
son to talk would get a basketball upside their head.
| forget who it was, but someone sitting behind me
got it right in the noggin! Whew! | was glad it wasn't
me. Then there was Emil going on and on about how
the Voit basketball company might be a distant rela-
tive of his or not. It's funny, the things we remember
SO0 many years later!

And that is what is so striking to me about all
these memories about Emil Voigt: How many people
have a job where people even remember them forty-
five-plus years later? It brought it home to me that
even though teaching is not very profitable and is a
really difficult and hard job—particularly in the urban
ghetto, where | teach—I get to have the opportunity at
any moment to make a huge difference in a child's
life!
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leaf notebooks as he launched into the history of some an-
cient conflict known as the “Funk & Wagnalls War.”

Funk & Wagnalls War? | thought, then shrugged and
starting writing. Being a history buff, it sounded vaguely
familiar to me. The reason why, I'd realize later, is that the
TV show Rowan & Martin’s Laugh-In, then in its first full
season, had a popular catchphrase: “Look that up in your
Funk & Wagnalls!”

Mr. Voigt circled the room as usual, causing the more
nervous students to shudder whenever he passed behind
their desks, reading aloud in his booming voice. Kids are
writing furiously, trying to keep up with him; they’re wincing
in pain, developing carpal tunnel syndrome in record time.

Me? After my usual half-hearted attempt at diligence, |
drifted back to designing the cover to our band’s twenty-
fourth LP, The Doom Live at the Great Wall of China or Best
of The Doom—hadn’t decided yet. Since we were destined
for eternal greatness!, it seemed prudent to get a jump on
the artwork to future releases. Or maybe | was figuring out
the hierarchy in the Yankees bullpen, so that when a pan-
icked Ralph Houk called me from the dugout sometime
that ‘69 season and gasped, “Young Phil, Most Loyal of All
Yankees Fans! Who should | bring in for the ninth? Lindy
McDaniel or Steve Hamilton?” | could calmly instruct the
Major on the appropriate strategy. Hey, stop laughing! It
could have
happened!

After about twenty minutes of holding forth about the
Funk & Wagnalls War, Mr. Voigt stopped, closed the book
he was pretending to read from, and asked us to show him
our notes. Naturally, the usual ass-kissers (sorry, but
there’s no polite way to say it) shot their still-throbbing
hands into the air, waiting to proudly exhibit page after
page of crucial details about this historically important con-
flict that, oddly, no one had ever heard of before.

That’s when Mr. Voigt snapped, “There wasn’t any Funk
& Wagnalls War!,” and basically (and rightfully) called us a
bunch of idiots—not in that language, of course, though it
would have been fitting—for not having stopped him after a
minute or so to question the veracity of that day’s lecture.

What began ostensibly as an exercise in note taking
turned out to be about something far more significant, of
course: the importance of thinking critically. It remains one
of the most ingenious examples of teaching I've ever ex-
perienced. | saw Mr. Voigt several times in recent years and
always reminded him of the day he scammed us in order to
make a bigger point. He'd never say anything—just smile. o

In Tribute
Mrs. Florence Boroson

We’'re deeply saddened
to report the recent
passing of Mrs. Flor-
ence Boroson, the wife
of everyone’s favorite
math teacher, Mr. Louis
{ Boroson. Mrs. Boroson
was an administrator at
the State University of
New York at Stony
Brook. Although she
never taught at Jericho High School, she and her
husband did colead what had to have been one of
the first women’s consciousness-raising groups.
Wendy Foxmyn (‘72), who attended the after-school
discussions, remembers her as “a wonderful
woman. This exposure to feminism had a profound
influence on my life and the direction it has taken.”

We extend our sincerest condolences to Mr. Bor-
oson, the couple’s two children, and their grandchil-
dren.
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Fhe Quthor of “Secret Confessions of the
Applewoed PTA” and “The Smant One”
Publishes Feer Thind Novel,

With Yet Another on the Way

Is it fair to say that this is the most
fun you’ve had so far in your career
as a novelist? It seems like the gen-
eral response to The Other Life is
even bigger than to your first two
books.

This book has definitely gotten the
biggest response, both in terms of
reader feedback and media atten-
tion. Most exciting of all, HBO op-
tioned it for a TV series! That's the
most exciting career news that I've
had since learning that my first
book, Secret Confessions of the Ap-
plewood PTA (2006) got bought by a
major book publisher.

Applewood PTA and The Smart
One (2008) took place in dear old
Jericho. What about for The Other
Life?

The setting is sort of generic Long
Island. | didn’t specify which town it
was, though it was sort of vaguely
North Shore. But in my next

book, Farewell, Dorothy Parker,
which I've already finished, | did put
in a specific town. My brother,

Stephen ('72), and his wife, Melissa,

live in Mill Neck, and | was inspired
by their house. So Mill Neck is men-
tioned; Smithtown, too.

Continued on page 12

Takintare of Bidness!

=N

éMonica Medina (’73)

i DIRECTOR OF DIVERSITY, ENGAGE-

{ MENT, AND GRANTS

i KPBS—PuBLIC RADIO, TELEVISION,
{ WEB

i SAN DIEGO, CA

{ WWW.KPBS.ORG

| WAS ELEVEN WHEN MY

i family moved from Queens to

i Jericho, just in time for me to

i start sixth grade at Cantiague
Elementary School. | remember
i my homeroom teacher, Mrs.

i Fitch, who always wore a lab

i coat in class. Our house in Jeri-
i cho was the very first one you

i saw when you drove in the en-
 trance of West Birchwood and

i made the left on Rockland

Continued on page 12
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Ellen Meister
Continued from page 11

There is something a lot of fun
about choosing a specific town, be-
cause you can envision the details,
and the place has real dimensions.
However, it also ties you to reality. If
you create a fictional town, you can
play fast and loose with the geogra-
phy, and have it take fifteen minutes
to drive into Manhattan, if you want.

How long ago did the concept

for The Other Life and the characters
come to you? Did it strike you like a
bolt of lightning, or did the details
emerge gradually over time?

| thought about it for about a year
before | actually started writing it.
The first spark for the idea of a portal
came when | was sitting at home
working on my second book, thinking
about how | escaped into my fiction. |
thought, What if a woman had an

Fictionalizing the towns gives you a
little bit more creative license.

alternate-reality portal? Somebody
Continued on page 13

Praise for The Other Life

¢ "| was so drawn into the story and the
characters that | devoured the book in
two days ... an engaging read, one that
strikes deep in the heart." — Rated
Reads

e “Absolutely riveting. | picked it up ...
and did not put it down until | turned he
last page. Rating: A.” — Lonely Friday

What if you could return
to the road not taken?

* “A resonant story about the importance
of mothers, both having one and being '
one ... making for a riveting tale of love

and choices.”— BookPage

=L LEN. MIEIST =R

* “Meister magically makes the impossi-
ble believable and keeps the reader guessing right to the end ... a stun-
ning love story.” — Southern Pines Pilot

* “An exciting and suspenseful novel of choosing one’s path in life,
highly recommended.” — Midwest Book Review

e “This is a powerful, moving, and emotional story. Five stars.” — Book-

Everybody’s Got a Story to Tell — Even You!

How about sharing it in the pages of your JHS Classes and 1969-1970-
1971-1972-1973 Online Newsletter? Feel free to write it yourself or, as
is usually the case, feel like a real big-shot and be interviewed over the
telephone. Interested? Get in touch with Phil
(philipbashe@optimum.net).

&

A A

Monica Medina
Continued from page 11

“It’s hard enough to be a
newcomer, but even
harder when a kid at your
new school looks at you
and asks, ‘Are you
colored?’”

Drive: 1 Rockland. It had been one of
the original model homes, and it had
a big, open backyard, with an empty
lot behind it.

Growing up in Queens, | never
had a bicycle because everything
was within walking distance or ac-
cessible via public transportation. So
it was in Jericho that | learned how to
ride a bike, and once | did, | spent
most of my years there riding all over
the island: Eisenhower Park, Roose-
velt Field, and, of course, to school. |
remember that one time Jeff
Rathaus, David Lutzker, and | rode
our bikes through Old Westbury,
where we explored old, abandoned
homes. It was great fun, and after-
ward we stopped at the Friendly’s on
Jericho Turnpike for chocolate Frib-
bles.

It was also in Jericho that for the
first time | encountered not so much
racism but a naiveté about race. Di-
versity was not a word we used back
then. My parents were from Vene-
zuela, a country most folks in Jericho
had never heard of. It's hard enough
to be a newcomer, but even harder
when a kid at your new school looks
at you and asks, “Are you colored?” |
was mortified by the question, but
over the years, | came to understand

Continued on page 13
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Monica Medina
Continued from page 12

what a different time it was then and how uncommon it
was in Jericho to see olive-skinned people of Hispanic
origin. | never forgot that encounter, and all | can say is,
thank goodness we have become a more diverse and
tolerant society.

In junior high, I met Lynn Goldman (now Lynn
Mathias). Lynn was a good influence on me, inspiring me
to read more, study harder, and aim higher. I'll never for-
get that. Without knowing, she helped me improve my
GPA. When we were just thirteen, the two of us used to
go into the city together. We'd take the LIRR to Manhat-
tan, spending the entire day there, riding subways,
buses, and walking. Both of us wore glasses, but we'd
leave them behind, tormented by the idea that people
would see us wearing them. So we’d end up squinting a
lot, trying to read the street signs.

Continued on page 14

Monica in 1970, the year that her family moved to
Caracas, Venezuela. “But | missed home [meaning Jeri-
cho] so much that my parents let me come back—on my

Ellen Meister
Continued from page 12

like me: a suburban wife and mother. What if she could
slip through a portal to the life she would have had if
she’d never gotten married?

It was almost a silly concept, and | had no idea
whether | could actually work that into a book, because
it's very tricky. | didn’t want it to be science fiction; | did-
n't even really want it to be paranormal. So | thought
about it for a long time: the story elements, the main
character, and what could happen in her life that would
be emotionally dramatic enough for my protagonist to be
willing to consider crossing over to another life. There
had to be something on the other side that had such an
emotional pull that she could actually feel conflicted.
One day it occurred to me that in this life her mother had
committed suicide, but in the other life, her mother was
alive. | got the chills when that idea came to me. “Okay!”
| said. “I now have a book!”

But then | had to sit down and write chapter one. |
still didn’t know if | could really make the idea work with
the tone that | wanted. But once | finished the first chap-
ter, | was confident that | could do it. That was a pretty
heady feeling.

So from that point, with all systems go, how long did it
take you to write The Other Life?

Well, next | wrote a book proposal for my literary agent to
sell. (That’s how it’s done in the publishing world, folks.)
Generally, in a proposal for a book of fiction, you need to
write only three chapters, but because | wanted to get to
a certain point in the action, | wrote seven chapters, plus
an outline about what happens in the rest of the story. |
sent it to my agent, and then | waited nervously, because
it was so different from my first two books. | knew

that I loved it, but | didn’t know what she would say
about being able to pitch it to editors at the major pub-
lishing houses. She might say, “Gee, this isn't as much
light fun as your other books; this is higher concept, it's
darker. This isn’t the kind of author you are.”

Two weeks later, she called. Not only was she doing
backflips over my proposal, but all the other agents at
the agency read it and felt the same way. From there,
things moved pretty quickly. She showed it to my editor
at Morrow/Avon, which had published my first two
books, and they were definitely interested in buying it,
but so were some editors at other companies. The book

Continued on page 26
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Monica Medina

Continued from page 13

Other friends of mine
included Leslea Newman,
Mitchell Sugarman, Robin
Bergman, Carol Sloane,
Vicki Monaco, Jon Hirsch,
and Laurie Hulzman. Carol
had an informal babysit-
ting service and got me
some very lucrative gigs.
Laurie gave me a copy of
Sylvia Plath’s The Bell-Jar,
which | read over and over.
The book inspired me to
write. All my friends made
me laugh. Good times.

Last fall, for the first
time since high school, |
saw Jeff, who lives not too
far from me, in Los Ange-
les. It was great seeing
him. In seventh grade, Jeff
invited me to his Bar Mitz-
vah, the first one I'd ever
attended. After going to
the “Intergalactic Space
Party” reunion at Mil-
leridge Cottage last Octo-
ber, | discovered that a
couple of other classmates
from '73 live in my area,
like Andy Wilensky and

Vicki Monaco. I've been
able to meet up with Vicki
a couple of times.

When | was fifteen, |
left Jericho and moved to
Caracas, Venezuela. My
parents had always hoped
one day to return and live
near family again. But |
had a hard time there and
missed home so much. |
was allowed to return to
Jericho—on my own. My
mother and sister, Regina,
stayed in Venezuela. My
brother Rafael (JHS '70)
was attending school in
Boston, and my father was
working and living in the
city with my oldest brother,
Cesar ('68). So, with our
house having been sold, |
needed a place to stay in
the school district. Which
is how | met Mrs. Levine.

Me and Mrs. Levine

Mrs. Levine was the
mother of Richard (Richie)
Levine (JHS '70), a friend
of Rafael’s. Now that both
her kids had moved out,
she was planning to rent a
room in her home. (Richie,

incidentally, was one of
the first guys to attend the
formerly all-girls school
Vassar; | had such a crush
on him, but he didn’t
know, so please don’t say
a word!) The Levines lived
in Westbury, near the How-
ard Johnson’s restaurant
and lodge. So that’s where
| spent most of my sopho-
more year.

At first it was like living
alone, because | never
really saw Mrs. Levine.
Soon, though, she and |
gradually started doing
things together, and | grew
very fond of her. In the fall,
my mother and sister re-
turned from Venezuela,
and, along with my father,
we moved into a new
house: still on Rockland
Drive, about a block away
from the first house. My
parents remained in Jeri-
cho until 1992, when they
retired to Boca Raton, Flor-
ida, where Cesar still lives.

In high school, | tended
to hang out a lot with the
theater kids. | loved sing-
ing and drama, and once
tried out for a play—How to

Succeed in Business with-
out Really Trying—but,
alas, it wasn’t meant to be.
| was in the chorus for sev-
eral years and loved sing-
ing my heart out, once
even getting a solo!

Creative writing was
my favorite class. | loved to
write (I now write my own
blog—more about that
later), and | found a lot of
opportunities there for ex-
pressing myself, with Ms.
Estelle Stern (now Estelle
Stern Rankin) and Ms. Bar-
bara Murphy. | was also
involved with the Free
School; anyone remember
that? | wrote a play while
in the Free School. | feel
very fortunate to have
gone to Jericho High
School. It was ahead of its
time and helped to make
me the independent per-
son | am today. The ad-
ministration gave us a lot
of leeway, and, all in all,
the teachers were pretty
cool.

After living in Jericho,
where practically everyone
was either Jewish or Ital-

Continued on page 15
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Monica Medina

Continued from page 14

ian—and Caucasian—I encountered
culture shock at Brandeis University,
which is ironic, since it was founded
as a Jewish university. | was as-
signed to live in a house on the edge
of campus comprised of African-
Americans and Puerto Ricans. It was
the first time | ever got into a fist-
fight. It was a real wake-up call for
me, but as a result of my experi-
ences, today | feel comfortable trav-
eling in two worlds.

At Brandeis | met Gary, the man |
would later marry. | graduated with a
degree in American Studies, but—
realizing that | had no idea what to
do with such a degree—I decided to
go for my master’s. Since | enjoyed
writing so much, going to journalism
school seemed an obvious choice. |
was accepted to a two-year master’s-
degree journalism program at the
University of Maryland.

After graduation, in 1979, |
moved to Seattle to join Gary, who
was working in a genetics lab and
preparing to enter a graduate-degree
program at the University of Wash-
ington. We were married in 1981,
and, in anticipation, | converted to
Judaism.

| loved Seattle—the rain, the
mountains, and the relaxing atmos-
phere—a world away from Long Is-
land. | started looking for a job. Since
we lived near the university, | walked
to the employment office there to
peruse the job listings, which is
where | struck up a conversation with
a woman who was also in search of a
job. She asked me if I'd considered
applying at Seattle’s public television
station, KCTS, which was located
right on the university campus. She
was gracious enough to walk me
there, and | was lucky enough to get
hired on the spot.

| started work the very
next day as a part-time as-
sistant in the station’s
communications depart-
ment. It involved a lot of
grunt work. This was way
before computers, so | was
typing everything, such as
press releases and pro-
gram listings that were
sent out to the media. |
was also interning in the
public affairs department,
right around election se-
son. Very exciting times.
Within six months, they of-
fered me a full-time job
with benefits! | stayed
there for eight years, work-
ing until my oldest, Joshua,
born in 1985, was two
years old.

A Move Back to Maryland

Monica having lots of good fun that is funny
with the Cat in the Hat.at a KPBS event that
she planned in partnership with the San Diego
Old Globe Theater to launch a new PBS kids
series, The Cat in the Hat Knows a Lot About
That!”

In the summer of 1987, we
moved to Columbia, Mary-
land. Gary had completed
the graduate program in
Seattle and had been ac-
cepted to a post-doc pro-
gram in Baltimore. | was offered a position in station relations for the Corpo-
ration for Public Broadcasting (CPB), in Washington, DC. That was interest-
ing for me, because | got to see public broadcasting system from the na-
tional level. This experience helped me decide that | much prefer working at
a station at the local level. Public TV and radio stations are independent.
When you're working at a station, you’re concerned primarily with what's in
the best interest of your station and your community, whereas at CPB, | was
looking at the big picture, dealing with government bureaucracy and getting
a bit involved in the DC machinations and its influence on public broadcast-
ing. This was during the Reagan-Bush years. It was a very political, stressful
environment. But there were some plusses. Our offices were right next to
the Soviet embassy and down the block from the White House. One time
Mikhail Gorbachev spent a week in Washington, staying at the embassy
next door. The Secret Service blocked off the entire block, except to those of
us who worked there. They also took over the roof of our building. We could
get in and out, but security was tight. Another time, a reception for Fred
Rogers (of Mister Rogers fame) was held inside the Soviet embassy. It was
the first and only time | got to go in, which was pretty cool.

In 1991 the opportunity arose for us to relocate to San Diego. So, just

Continued on page 32
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é CARTOONS
| Bl:] Dan Clurman

About Dan: ‘|

have been a o
coach and °4 &
educator for ¥
the last twenty- (=1

five years, de-
livering training t t

and classes in nonprofits,
universities, and corpora-
tions.

“| assist professionals,
business people, couples,
and students to more skill-
fully navigate life transi-
tions, as well as improve
their communication and .
presentations. | also have Over 'time , if all] evens ouft'
a small practice as a Fel-
denkrais® practitioner, a
movement-based form of
education.

“I've cowritten a few
books, Money Disagree-
ments: How to Talk About
Them and Conversations
With Critical Thinkers, as
well as a book of poems
and drawings, Floating
Upstream.”

These toons are part
of Dan’s just-published
book You've Got to Draw Ny
the Line Somewhere,
available for $15 at
http://www.dantoons.com.

Daniel Goleman, best- | Name that SPfiCiQS
selling author of Emotional
Intelligence, has this to
say about You've Got to
Draw the Line Some-
where: “impish but
pointed, edgy and astute,
wise, and just plain funny.”
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First Person Singular

Sharon Honig Citrin (‘70)

A Life in Three Acts:
Art Instructor, Entrepreneur, Cantor

D ] y family moved to White Birch in 1956, when | was four years old
and my brother, Les (JHS ‘73), was about a year old. We were just
the fifth family to move into the neighborhood. It was so new that

the Robert Williams School was still four years away from being built. They

used to move us around to a different school every year. In kindergarten, we
were at Cedar Swamp; our classroom later became the high school princi-
pal’s office. For first grade, we went to the George A. Jackson Elementary

School. In second grade, we were moved to the Robert Seaman Elementary

School. Finally, in third grade we started at Robert Williams.

One month before my Bat Mitzvah, we moved all the way across the
Northern State Parkway and the Long Expressway to East Birchwood. The
reason why was that my parents had always wanted a ranch house, and one
became available. | remember having the reception for my Bat Mitzvah at
our brand-new home, even though we had no furniture yet. It certainly was
spacious. Nevertheless, everything was perfect, with all the kids in the base-
ment and the adults upstairs. | don’t know how my parents made it work,
but they did.

I’'m not sure if people know this about me, but | was a serious piano
player, growing up. | played classical music; mainly Chopin, who was my fa-
vorite. | was very shy, though, and didn’t really like to perform in public.
However, | was part of a folk-rock group at our synagogue, the Jericho Jew-
ish Center. The cantor at JIC, Israel Goldstein, started it around 1968,
which was pretty revolutionary, when you think about it—especially in a con-
servative temple. | played electric piano, we had a couple of guitars, maybe

Sharon (l.)
with longtime
pal Meredith
Ringler ('70)
at the Inter-
galactic
Space Party.

a bass guitar, brass, woodwinds, and
singers—more than two dozen of us
in all. It was so much fun. We actu-
ally went on tour, playing in different
synagogues in the area.

My other main interest was art,
with the goal of becoming an art edu-
cator. | was a very, very motivated
Kid. I knew exactly what | wanted,
and | believed that if | wanted some-
thing badly enough and worked hard
enough, it would happen. For a good
part of my life, things actually worked
that way. But as life has gotten so
much more complicated, it doesn’t
seem to work that way anymore. |
don’t know what happened!

| wanted to go to one college and
one college only: Kirkland College. It
was a small liberal-arts all-women’s
college, and the sister school of
Hamilton College, in upstate New
York, near Utica. It was getting close
to April 15 of our senior year, and |
hadn’t heard anything yet, and | was
practically pulling my hair out in frus-
tration.

One morning, just before spring
vacation, | went to my guidance
counselor—I’'m pretty sure it was Mr.
Andrew Chagalasian—and begged
him to call Kirkland College, just to
find out what the story was, good or
bad. | remember sitting in Mr. Bob
Hoffman’s economics class when my
guidance counselor knocked on the
door and asked to see me out in the
hallway.

“You're in,” he told me with a
grin. | was so excited, | couldn’t con-
trol myself. The school turned out to
be everything I'd hoped it would be. |
loved my four years there. As a bo-
nus, Kirkland was only about two
hours away from Cornell University,
which my boyfriend from Jericho, Jon
Harmon ('70), was attending. Jon
and | dated for more than four years,
breaking up just before our senior
year of college.

Continued on page 18




JHS Classes of 1969-1970-1971-1972-1973 Online Newsletter ¢ Spring 2011 Page 18

Sharon Honig | came across an opening at something called the Taft School, in Water-
town, Connecticut. My first thought was, This looks interesting. And it’s not
Continued from page 17 too far from Long Island. When | asked a career counselor about it, she

looked at me and said, very seriously, “Oh ... this is very prestigious posi-

Prep School? What’s a Prep School?  tion.”
“Really? Tell me about it.”

To be honest, I'd figured all along It turned out to be a boarding school. Now, coming from Jericho High
that my post-college plans would de-  School, what did | know about prep schools? Nothing. According to the ca-
pend on where Jon would be. Now reer counselor, something like 250 students had applied for the position,
my life was totally open ended, and |  including Hamilton College’s valedictorian, and it was still available. Now |

didn’'t know what the heck | was go- was really interested, just for the challenge of it, you know? | applied and
ing to do after college or where | was  got a call back asking me to come in for an interview with the headmaster—

going to be. With graduation less the very next day. | didn’t have a car, so how would | get from Clinton, New
than two months away, | walked into  York, to Watertown, Connecticut? More importantly, where was Watertown?
the school’s career office one day Luckily, a friend of mine was able to drive me to the Syracuse airport for
and asked if they had any career a short flight to Albany. From there | took an even smaller plane—it might
ideas for me. They pointed me to a have sat five, including the pilot—to Hartford. Someone from Taft then

book of teaching positions. Continued on page 19

Different Destinations Call for Different Paths

I’ve learned a lot about the world from my sons Michael, twenty-one, and
David, who just turned eighteen. Like most kids in Jericho, | went from high
school, to college, to career, and to marriage. Right? That’s just what you did.
There was an order to things.

Both of my sons have chosen different paths in life. Michael tried college
and found that it was not the thing for him at that time. But | am very proud of
him, because he is living on his own. He shares an
apartment in Waterbury with three other young
people, and he is understanding about responsibil-
ity and having to pay the rent and utilities, and this
has been life changing for him. He’s also finding
out how difficult it is to get a good job without a
college education. It’s tough. This is a kid that |
didn’t believe could be independent, but he’s do-
ing it, and, you know, | feel like he’s going to be
okay.

As for David, he did go to college, but not in
the way that | would have expected. He was a chal-
lenging kid, and he went to a boarding school for
high school because he was not a kid who fol-
lowed rules. David should have grown up in the
sixties; he is totally there. To his credit, he gradu-
ated early and started college in January at New
England College in New Hampshire. He, too, is do-
ing okay and making me proud. : ;

What I've learned over the years—often (Top) Sharon with Mi-
through making mistakes—is that, as parents, our [ ' __chael and (left) with
kids do not live our dreams. And what worked for o 5 . >l Dayidat the top of
us might not work for them. S o B s M?U K'”t“
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Sharon Honig

Continued from page 18

picked me up and drove
me down to the school. |
got the position, which,
considering all the appli-
cants, was one of the
proudest moments of my
life.

| would have made a
career out of it, but over
the Christmas break, | met
my future husband on the
ice skating rink at the Con-
cord Hotel. He was Israeli
and from Forest Hills,
Queens. Just three weeks
later, he proposed. | hesi-
tated at first, but he pre-
sented me with an engage-
ment ring on Valentine’s
Day (he was a master jew-
eler), and we were married
in June 1975.

| got a job as an art
teacher at the Hebrew
Academy of Nassau
County in Hempstead,
while living in Queens. Af-
ter a few years, we moved
into Manhattan, and, you
know, when you live in the
city, you want to stay in the
city, not reverse commute
to Long Island. | then got
my dream job, as curator
of the Gallery of Prehistoric
Paintings, which at the
time was located right
around the corner from our
apartment on East Elev-
enth Street. | had studied
prehistoric art in college—
went to France and visited
the prehistoric caves—so
this was perfect.

In 1979 | fell into my
next career by unknowingly
starting the first natural

pet snack company in the
world. By the late seventies,
| was following a macrobi-
otic diet, and, given my
mind-set about food, no
way was | going to feed our
dog and cat commercial
canned foods. So | did a lot
of research about pets’ nu-
tritional requirements and
started cooking and baking
food for them from scratch.
One day, | got the crazy
idea in my head to make a
business out of it.

Actually, I first came up
with a name for these dog
biscuits | was making:
Sweet Treat Doggie Bis-
cuits. Once you give some

thing a name, it exists, you
know? So once | had the
name, | became very ex-
cited about starting a com-
pany, which | called Cher
Ami Natural Pet Foods Inc.
One of the first things | dis-
covered was that FDA regu-
lations prohibit you from
cooking out of your own
kitchen and selling it. My
first step, therefore, was to
rent space in Long Island
City. My next step was to fly
down to Washington, DC,
for a meeting with the Pet
Food Institute, because
there was some question
about whether or not |
could include the word

sweet in the product name.
They were sweetened not
with sugar (God forbid!) but
with dehydrated carrots.
Now, I’'m not a microbi-
ologist. | have no degree in
nutrition. And | had to sit
around a table with these
people and convince them
that the product was sweet
despite containing zero
sugar. I'd had the biscuits
tested and analyzed nutri-
tionally and everything, but
the PFl wasn’t convinced.
So what did | do? | simply
passed around samples of
dehydrated carrots and
asked them to taste them
Continued on page 20

The folk-rock service for the Jericho Jewish Center, November 1968: Sharon stands in
the top row, second from right. Also in the top row (l.-r.): Eric Hendelson, Michael Lich-
ter, Larry Levinson, Jordan Lampert, Kenny Kopelman, Jayne Roberman, Neil Hinikes.
Second row from top: Cynthia Slovis, Debbie Kornblum, Carol Etkin, Iris Wernikoff,
Faith Forman, Rita Corwin, Bonnie Siber. Second row from bottom: Helene Milman,
Ann Schwartz, Lynn Silber, Jan Millner, Claire Sauerhoff, Ellen Lewis, Sharon Lerner.
Bottom row: Ned Roberman, Todd Weisman.
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and describe the flavor. Well, you eat dehydrated carrots,
and they taste practically like candy. The members
munched on a few and conceded, “They’re sweet. Okay,
you can go home.”

| had no business experience, either, but | just took
everything as it came, and within a year, the product was
on pet food store shelves. One of my most exciting mo-
ments was the day that | called my mother in East Birch-
wood and said, “Mom, | want you to go to Waldbaum’s
this afternoon and walk down the pet food aisle, and call
me back.” She found Sweet Treat Doggie Biscuits right
next to Milk Bones. That
was absolutely incredible.

At our peak, when | op-
erated a small manufactur-
ing facility, | had fourteen
Russian and Polish women
packing up my biscuits. My
mother-in-law was the su-
pervisor, believe it or not.
No one spoke the same
language! My mother-in-
law was from Israel, so
she spoke Hebrew. Then
you had Russian and Pol-
ish.

Everyone more of less
settled on some com-
bination of Yiddish with a
little bit of extremely broken in Boston.

English. It was really funny. |

owned a pit bull terrier at the time, and he’d sit under
the table and happily catch all the crumbs from broken
biscuits.

We soon outgrew that facility and moved to a con-
tract manufacturer, and this | can say now, thirty-plus
years later: It was an Italian bakery. They would do it,
because all the ingredients in our biscuits were natural:
corn flour, wheat flour, corn oil, and the dehydrated car-
rots. But the bakery didn’t want it known that it was mak-
ing dog biscuits in the same place where it was making
canolies.

The company went public in 1985, and about a year
after that, | sold my shares and moved on. By then, there
were other companies making similar natural products
for pets. It just seemed like it was time for something
else. My next company, SGC (my initials) Executive Ser-
vices Inc., began even more accidentally than Cher Ami.

At age fifty-six, Sharon was ordained a cantor. Here she
is at her graduation and ordination at Hebrew College,

A colleague from the pet food business had recently
retired at age fifty-five, and he was telling me how he
and his wife were going to spend a good part of the next
year sailing the Caribbean. “Wow, that’s really exciting,” |
said. But then | wondered aloud, “How do you do that?
How do you just leave? | mean, what do you do about
your mail? How do you pay your bills when you're on a
boat?” This was before the internet made it possible to
conduct business from all over the world.

“Good point,” he replied, frowning. “I really have to
think that through.”

The next day, he called me. “I gave a lot of thought to
your questions, and | have the answer.”

“Great. What are you gonna do?”

“Well,” he said, “you’re going to do it.”

“Sure, I'd be happy to.”
After all, he was a friend.

“No, no, no,” he inter-
rupted. “You don’t under-
stand. This is a job.”

“O-kay ...” That’s how |
started, initially, as a kind of
bookkeeper-accountant. (I
wasn’t trained to do that,
either!) We were living in
Pound Ridge, New York, and
it occurred to me that there
might be a lot of people
there who could use this
service. It's a very well-to-do
community, where famous
people go to hide. | placed
an ad in the local paper,
and somebody called me
right away. She did not give
me her name and insisted that we meet at a coffee
shop. She wanted to know everything about me, includ-
ing who were my clients. Of course, | only had one client.
I mentioned my friend’s name, and it turned out that the
woman’s husband had gone to prep school with him.

For the next eighteen years, while | was raising my
two sons, this was my business. It was really very inter-
esting work, because these people trusted me enough to
let me into their world, which certainly wasn’t my world.
| had to be very discrete. | would take care of bills for
husbands who didn’t want their wives to know what they
were doing, and vice versa.

From Businesswoman to ... Cantor?

While growing up, my family was observant, but not
Continued on page 21
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orthodox or anything. | mean, | went
to Hebrew school, we kept kosher,
and when my grandmother was with
us, we observed the Sabbath. My
decision to become a cantor took
root when we moved to Woodbury,
Connecticut, and my sons were at-
tending Hebrew school at the local
synagogue. | basically volunteered to
develop a new, improved curriculum
for the school, and it became my life.
At the same time, | started working
for the Anti-Defamation League, di-
recting its Confronting Anti-Semitism
Program for the state of Connecticut.
We helped Jewish kids feel proud
about their Jewish identity and em-
powered to stand up to anti-Jewish
stereotypes.

Our congregation had a student
cantor—a woman! That was a revela-
tion to me, because when | was a
kid, you didn’t see female cantors
anywhere. After listening to her sing,
| was smitten. I'd always sung, in ele-
mentary school glee club, and in cho-
ral groups during the summer. Does
anyone remember the Usdan Center
for the Creative and Performing Arts,
in Amityville? | was a camper there
the very first year it opened. It was
an amazing place. One time Leonard
Bernstein conducted there. The Jof-
frey Ballet and the Juilliard String
Quarter both performed. These were
the kinds of daily assemblies that
they had. In addition to painting, |
joined the camp choir and learned
a lot about singing. Later, | was in
the Hamilton-Kirkland College Choir.

The student cantor became a
mentor of sorts to me. She would
give me music to learn and teach
me how to chant Torah. One day,
she was supposed to officiate at a
Bat Mitzvah but had to cancel due to
personal reasons. So | filled in for
her.

It’s a Small World, Part 1

| loved Cantor Israel Goldstein of the Jericho Jewish Center. | understand
that both he and Rabbi Stanley Steinhart were there for something like
forty years, until they were well into their seventies.

Just a few years ago, | attended a recital at Hebrew Union College, in
Manhattan, by a student cantor colleague. At the reception afterward, |
was sitting with someone from my temple, when he said excitedly, “Look!
There’s Cantor Goldstein!”

| said, “That wouldn’t be Israel Goldstein, would it?”

“Yeah. He was my cantor when | was a kid.”

“How could he have been your cantor? He was my cantor!” It turned
out that before Cantor Goldstein came to JJC, he spent a few years at an-
other synagogue, in New Jersey.

Although he was now in his seventies, | recognized him right away. |
hadn’t seen him in thirty-one years, since my wedding in 1975.

| went up to him and said, “l can’t imagine that you’d remember me,
but I'm Sharon Honig.” And he said, “Ohmigod!” and gave me this big
bear hug. He totally remembered me. He was just so warm and wonder-
ful. But when | told him that | was studying to be a cantor, he looked at
me quizzically and said, “I didn’t know you could sing!” | guess he remem-
bered me more as the pianist in the folk-rock group. It was very gratifying
for me to be able to let Cantor Goldstein know that | was now following in

his footsteps.

The more | learned, the more | loved
it, and | started thinking about possi-
bly studying to become a cantor.

| struggled with that decision for
quite some time. Part of me felt com-
pletely unqualified to pursue this. |
mean, how could | presume to be in
that role of clergywoman, leading the
congregation in prayer? That just
seemed so presumptuous. However,
my father’s uncle had become a can-
tor at the age of seventy-five, believe
it or not. So | had that as a kind of
model, that it could be done against
the odds. Still, | harbored all these
doubts.

Here’s what convinced me to go
after my dream: At the same time, a
very, very close friend of mine was
wrestling with the same kind of con-
flict, but over whether or not to be-
come a rabbi. When she applied to
rabbinical school, it gave me the
courage to become a cantor. Unlike
her, however, | took baby steps, first

earning certification in Jewish music
and then in the cantorial arts.

One day | was talking to another
student cantor. | explained to her my
reservations, but also my intense
desire to take the next step. “Should
| do this?” | asked her. She said
wisely, “This is what you need to do:
You need to imagine yourself being a
cantor for thirty days. And then not
being a cantor for thirty days. Then
you’ll know what to do.”

You want to know my first
thought? What is she talking about?!
But she was right. While sitting in a
prayer service, this flash went
through me, and | realized that |
couldn’'t imagine myself not doing
this. Within a week, | applied to enter
the cantorial program. This was in
2006. There years later, | was or-
dained.

Cantorial singing is very different
from the kind of singing we do in the

Continued on page 30
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National Bestsller

Everything you
always wanted to
know about

Kathi Blatt
Thonet (69)*

* But Were Too Self-
Absorbed to Ask!

who just turned thirty, and Re-

becca, who will soon be twenty-
eight. The advice that | gave to them
was, “There are so many doors open
to you, but it’s up to you to walk
through them.” Because | didn’t. |
was painfully shy and insecure while
growing up in Jericho. | never made
overtures to other people, and if they
made overtures to me, | thought to
myself, Why are you doing that? It's
too bad, because | really dug myself
into a hole.

| think | was just a nice person.
When | look at my yearbook and eve-
ryone’s signings, they all say, “To the
nicest girl ...” Maybe that’s why | ma-
jored in social work, because I'm a
very empathetic person, and | guess
that’s how people perceived me.

| grew up on Mellow Lane in East
Birchwood. | remember standing at
the bus stop with Celeste Reif, Joel
Breslauf, and Leslie Edelman, and
Mitchell Klein, Steven Hahn, and
Larry Levinson lived around the cor-
ner. It's funny: | attended the
“Intergalactic Space Party” reunion
last October at the Milleridge Inn,
and when | went to drive by our old
house, it took me awhile to find it!
My parents sold the house and
moved to Muttontown on graduation
weekend in 1969—they wanted to
remain in the Jericho School District
with my sisters Randi ("72) and Ally-
son ('76)}—while | went off to Syra-
cuse University to study social work.
So it had been forty-one years since
I’d last been by the house.

Syracuse is where | met my hus-
band, John Thonet, who's originally
from Baldwin, Long Island. He was a
sophomore, and | was a freshman.
We started hanging out around the
time of the Kent State shootings, in
May 1970, which turned our worlds
upside down. Most, if not all, college
campuses, shut down for the rest of
the year, including Syracuse. It was
the first year of pass-fail grades, and

I have two daughters: Hannah,

due to the unrest, the administration
canceled finals and told everyone to
go home; see you in September.
John and | started dating during that
three- or four-week period where eve-
ryone was on strike and there were
no classes. We got married two
weeks after | graduated, on May 14,
1973, on the lawn at the house in
Muttontown.

Our family has something of a
history at Syracuse: My mother and
father are both from the class of
1951; they wed before they even
graduated. Randi was a freshman in
1972, my senior year. (She’ll deny
this, but let me tell you who wrote all
her English papers! The funny thing
is, she’s a top college science text-
book editor now.) Both of my daugh-
ters graduated from SU as well, and
we have a bunch of cousins in the
family who also attended Syracuse.

No, you won’t find a “Blatt Hall”
there, but in 2000, for my parents’
fiftieth anniversary, we decided to
throw them a big party back at the
place where it all began. My mother
and father have always been big do-
nors, and Dad is still on the board of
trustees. The Department of Alumni
Relations worked with us to put to-
gether this fabulous party, which in-
cluded many of their friends from all
fifty years of their marriage. We
booked rooms at the Sheraton hotel
right on campus, and the university
actually allowed us to play on Coyne
Field, where the football team prac-
tices. Then they helped us to design
authentic football jerseys, all bearing
the number 50 and the name Blatt
on the back. It made for a hysterical
photo: something like one hundred
people all wearing the same jersey. It
did make playing touch football a bit
difficult, though: “Fifty! Go long! You,
the other fifty! Go short!” We all had
just a fabulous, fabulous, weekend.

John was finishing up his mas-
ter’'s degree in forest engineering

Continued on page 23
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at Syracuse, so we stayed there for a
few more months after my gradua-
tion. We moved to Bayside, Queens,
briefly, and then lived on the West
Side of Manhattan from 1975 until
1980, a few blocks away from the
Dakota. Shortly after we moved to
South Orange, New Jersey, because
John and | were planning on starting
a family, John Lennon was murdered
in front of the building. | can remem-
ber watching it on the news from
South Orange, which might as well
have been a different planet.

Hannah was born in May 1981.
We chose not to learn her sex be-
forehand, so we painted the baby’s
room nondenominational yellow and
referred to him/her as “Buttercup.”
Same thing with Rebecca, who was
born in September 1983.

We moved to a larger house in
1987, in the same town, and then,
when Hannah graduated from col-
lege in 2001, we found this house
that we absolutely adored way out in
Pittstown, New Jersey. Or as Re-
becca put it at the time: “OmiGod,
they’ve moved to Pennsyltucky!” If
you go west on Route 78 and just
keep going and going until you're
about fifteen miles from Pennsyl-
vania, that’s us. Exit 15. About an
hour and a half from Jericho in the
middle of the night, and if you go any
other time of day, you're looking at a
three-hour drive.

It's absolutely beautiful out here.
We have seven aces. Right now, I'm
watching twenty deer romp across
the lawn in front of me. And no traffic
lights! So when I drive for fifteen min-
utes, I've traveled fifteen miles.

We kind of did things backward,
in that our kids left, and we went out
and bought a bigger house, instead
of downsizing. But we have a close
family, and the house is really ideal

At last year’s reunion, Kathi and John at right, with sister Randi Blatt
Rosignoll ('72) and, at far left, Luise Halberstadt Linder ('72).

for large get-togethers. My parents
always used to have Thanksgiving at
their home in the Berkshires in west-
ern Massachusetts (They also have a
winter home in Vero Beach, but they
really don’t like Florida much, be-
cause it’s such a red state), but I'm
taking it over, and the house has the
kind of open layout where you can
have thirty people at the table, and
they’re all facing one another. That’s
the best thing at all.

The Years of Living Vicariously

Although | graduated with a degree
in Social Work, | never worked in the
field. After my children were born, |
got heavily involved in the PTA; for
fourteen years, from the time the
first one was in kindergarten until my
youngest graduated, | was either
president or vice president. | did
start back to school for a master’s
degree in guidance counseling, just
as the school-age population began

to dip and they started closing pri-
mary schools all over. So my mas-
ter's degree never happened.

John, an environmental engineer
and planner, started his own com-
pany, Thonet Associates, in 1981,
and I've worked with him ever since
as an administrator-secretary-
bookkeeper. Civil engineers call him
a tree hugger, but what he mostly
does is work on ways to prevent or at
least minimize the environmental
impact of development. For all my
orientation toward working with peo-
ple, I'm a good manager. I’'m good at
organizing and at identifying prob-
lems and coming up with solutions.
So many times, in general, people
react to the symptoms of a problem
but not the underlying cause or
causes.

| have the best kids, and I'll be
the first to tell you that | live vicari-
ously through them. Hannah, a jour-
nalism major, lives in Manhattan and

Continued on page 24
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is a media coordinator for the
Committee of Interns and Resi-
dents, which is an advocacy or-
ganization that represents
something like thirteen thou-
sand medical interns and resi-
dent doctors. It looks to improve
working conditions and salaries,
and, in the process, improve
patient care. On October 2, Han-
nah and her fiancé, Miguel Ber-
mudez, will be getting married on

the lawn of our house, just as John and | did thirty-eight

years ago.

As for Rebecca, she started out in speech pathology
but then became an AuD, a doctor of audiology. She
lives in Summit, New Jersey, and works for two different
ear-nose-and-throat practices. We're lucky in that both of
our kids live fairly close by, as do my sisters. Allyson is in
the city, while Randi lives in Scarsdale.

| credit Rebecca with getting John and me into danc-
ing. In high school and college, she was a star member
of the marching band and color guard, with an amazing

ability to dance,

Daughters Hannah and Rebecca.

go, we really had a blast, and
we’ve been going ever since.
We do ballroom dancing: the
waltz, the American tango, Ar-
gentine tango, the foxtrot, salsa.
It's the best aerobic exercise
you could possibly do; you
sweat until the salt stings your
eyes.

In January | had surgery for
severe spinal stenosis, among
other things. It started around
four years ago, with shooting
pains going down the leg. Over
time, it got progressively worse,
until just standing up straight

became incredibly painful. The surgeon performed what

is called a spinal decompression; | call it getting Roto-

nium rods.

Rootered. Basically, they open the backs of the affected
vertebrae and drill them out. Then, because the discs in
between had degenerated and the vertebrae had shifted
out of alignment, they reposition the vertebrae, replace
the degenerated disk with the bone slurry taken from the
“Roto-Rootering,” and fuse everything together with tita-

It's a long recovery, but I'm getting there. | started
dancing three weeks post-op. The neurosurgeon told me

| could begin

twirl a flag, and
so forth. Her Co-
lumbia High
School marching
band once won
a competition at
the Meadow-
lands Arena;
there was our
Beck, on the
Jumbotron
screen.

One summer
when she was
home, she dis-
covered this
small dance stu-
dio about fifteen
minutes away.
“Why don’t you

come with me?” In 2000, Kathi and her sisters threw their parents a big fiftieth-anniversary
party at their alma mater, Syracuse University. Kathi is easy to spot: That’s
and | decided to her wearing football jersey no. 50. Whoa—wait a second ...

she said. John

walking, and |
thought, Well,
waltzing is sort of
like walking. Just
backward. And on
my toes. But that
would help with
strength training
and balance. So |
started with one
forty-five-minute
session, which |
barely survived.
Now I'm dancing
an hourand a
half five days a
week. Pilates
starts next week.
And | intend to
get back on my
horses by June.
Continued
on page 25
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I’'ve loved horses from
the time | was a kid. | have
two, both of them dres-
sage horses. Dressage is
like dancing. Macho is a
fourth-level dressage
horse, while Gable com-
petes at the Prix St. Geor-
ges level.

Back when | was in my
twenties and early thirties,
| competed in eventing,
called combined training,
at the lower levels. It’s like
a triathlon for horses: You
do your dressage, then
phase two is cross country,
and the third phase is sta-
dium jumping.

After | had my children,
though, | thought to my-
self, Jeez, you can die do-
ing that! Forget it! | had
one really big fall with the
horse. Well, the horse ac-
tually fell, but, obviously,
you can’t not fall when he
comes down. | wound up in
the hospital for five days.
That was right after my
forty-seventh birthday. |
had a major brain concus-
sion, and my nose was
practically sticking out the
back of my head. When |
came back to riding, |
really started taking up
dressage. You can still get
yourself killed if you try,
but you're doing it on
softer ground and at a
slower pace.

On Turning S-S-Sixty

Having been born on No-
vember 23, 1951, | was

one of the youngest mem-
bers of my class. | don't
know exactly where | stood
at Jericho High School, but
at George A. Jackson Ele-
mentary School, only Janie
Bloom was younger than
me. I'm kinda liking that
now: Everybody gets to
turn sixty before | do!

Honestly, the idea of
aging has never bothered
me, perhaps because of
the example set by my par-
ents. They always seemed
very young, and still do, at
ages eighty-three and
eighty-two. My mom and
dad play tennis every day,
they swim, they kayak,
they travel. They’ve just
always been so active that
it's irrelevant to me what
your age is. It’s how do you
act and how do you feel?
Some people gave it up
early, and some people
never give it up.

One thing | certainly
inherited from my parents
is my interest in politics.
I’ve always been active in
the local political scene.
Although | was a shy child,
| always had a strong
sense of right and wrong.
One day, probably in the
Cold War days of the late
1950s, we saw a film in
school about the Young
Pioneers, the Soviet ver-
sion of the Boy Scouts. The
film, with an obvious bias,
showed the boys in their
uniforms and their red ker-
chiefs, singing around a
bonfire and standing and
saluting the hammer and
sickle and pledging their
allegiance to the Soviet
Union and Nikita Khru-
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“Hi-yo, Silver!” Actually, that’s Kathi atop her horse

Chaver Sheli (Hebrew for "my friend"), known as Jay, at a
combined training event. Kathi was a member of the
Eastern States Dressage and Combined Training Associa-
tion (EDCTA), which won its division, while she and Jay
claimed individual championship honors.

shchev. When it was over, |
raised my hand and said
that | really couldn't see
much of a difference be-
tween the Russian Boy
Scouts and American Boy
Scouts, other than the col-
ors of the uniforms and
the neckerchiefs. | said,
“We're standing here
pledging allegiance to the
United States of America,
and in the front of the
room is our flag and a pic-
ture of President Eisen-
hower.”

| can't remember if |
got in trouble for that, but |
definitely got in trouble for
refusing to say the Pledge
of Allegiance in high
school. | wasn’t being anti-
American, or anything like
that. | just felt that it was
very hypocritical the way
that most of us mumbled
the words, hands over
hearts, while passing
notes, giggling, or finishing

an assignment. Most of us
had memorized the pledge
when we were little, long
before we could have un-
derstood its meaning. And
so | decided that the whole
thing was a crock. | sat
down and decided that |
would not stand and recite
the pledge.

And the shit hit the
fan! | got kicked out of
homeroom, | was sent to
the principal's office, and
my parents were called in.
After | explained myself,
my parents said that it
seemed like a valid reason
to them. So for the rest of
high school, | had to stand
in the hallway during the
pledge, then come back
into homeroom. It seemed
to me that they were creat-
ing more of a spectacle
than by just ignoring
me. Those were the times
we lived in, where people

Continued on page 26
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—especially young people—
were questioning the conven-
tions of society.

As long as | can remem-
ber, I've always had this
strong moral center, which
boils down to a simple phi-
losophy of “Do the right
thing.” And by that, | mean do
what'’s right for everybody, not
just what’s right for you or
yours. -]

An All-Too-Memorable
Twelfth Birthday

John F. Kennedy was assassi-
nated on November 22,
1963, the day before my
twelfth birthday. | guess | was
in eighth grade, and | remem-
ber the rumors swirling
around the school as we were
getting ready to board the
buses for home.

I, of course, had no ac-
cess to a radio and couldn't
