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About the Artist:   

Contributing 
to The Nor’Easter 
    It’s about the poems you write, about the vignettes you’ve related for 
years but have never recorded, about the foul ball you caught with your 
other hand (or maybe dropped with the favored one), about a chance 
elevator ride with a celebrity du jour, about that epiphanic moment 
when it all became clear, about the first sight of the phantom of delight 
who changed your life, about that time in the Great Depression or in the 
War of Your Choice, about your genealogy searches, about your trav-
els, about your work or profession — in short, about what interests you 
to write, and you know better than we do what that is. 

      We do encourage all residents to contribute to the Nor'Easter, with 
poetry, art, photography and both fiction and non-fiction writing. Biog-
raphies of new residents are a popular feature. 

Submissions can be sent to:  
Sgauger@lathrop.kendal.org  

The Lathrop Nor’Easter 

 E  C : 
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Marny Smith remembers painting and drawing from earliest childhood. When she 
was sick and had to stay in bed she would spend the day sketching and painting with 
tempera paints.  

When she was older, 
she was able to take art 
classes near where she 
lived in Wilton, Connecti-
cut, though she didn't al-
ways like the assign-
ments—drawing blocks 
and a doll model. Later 
she took classes regularly 
from a favorite watercolor 
teacher at the Rowayton 
Art Center. These were 
more to her liking—still 
lifes of colorful objects. 

 
 “S ll Life ” by Marny Smith  
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Below is an account by Marny of her life-
long love of color and the sorrow of finding 
that her aging eyes can no longer detect the 
subtle differences between similar shades. 

 
Rowayton, CT 
October, 2016 

 
Today I am wearing an orange 

sweatshirt and a purple jacket with a 
scarf at my neck that is pink and 
green, turquoise and black.  I am in 
love with color.  As the real world 
seen through my eyes gets grayer I 
look to my mind’s eye to find the 
color…and wear the most colorful 
clothes I can find. 

My first memory of color is a 
coloring book from first grade where 
we were allowed to color in the vege-
tables and fruits when we had memo-
rized their names – in French.  To 
this day, 79 years later, the names 
pomme de terre, les epinards, haricots vertes, 
and les raisins come easily to mind. 

I studied watercolor painting for 
four years with a talented teacher and 
thought of myself as a watercolorist 
whenever anyone asked what medi-
um I preferred.  Then one bright sun-
ny day when our class met to paint 
plein aire I opened my palette box and 
couldn’t see the colors.  At least I 
couldn’t tell one blue from another 
because they were all laid out side by 
side: ultramarine, cobalt, veridian, 
Windsor, cerulean.  The reds and 
pinks were a little easier to make out: 
cadmium red, alizarin crimson, per-
manent rose, mauve, and shades of 
violet.  To paint with watercolors you 

have to know which colors to mix 
on your palette to get, for example, 
the right shades of green to be 
found in a single tree.  The light and 
dark places and the in-betweens are 
all different, and put together they 
are what make a watercolor tree a 
tree.    

The graying of my world is due 
to macular degeneration and glauco-
ma in both eyes.  My friend who has 
moved on to abstract painting, 
mostly with acrylics, tells me to stop 
trying to paint what I see and paint, 
instead, from my imagination.  But 
what I see – especially scenes of na-
ture - are what turn me on. I want to 
capture them on paper, not in a 
photograph but a rendering of my 
own, using my choice of colors. 

Our bedroom walls in Ro-
wayton are a soft blue-green, maybe 
cerulean and cobalt with a touch of 
lemon yellow, that are a perfect 
backdrop for my paintings of Farm 
Creek, Five Mile River, Bayley 
Beach and the old stone carriage 
barn at the Farm Creek Preserve.  
These are all places I love, and lying 
in bed I find them soothing to look 
at any time of day. 

Yellow ochre mixed with lemon 
yellow and a dab of cad orange 
make a mustardy color; but I might 
have to add something else to get 
what I want.  This is the frustration 
I have with watercolor painting now 
– not being able to see the colors to 
mix to get it right.  Maybe my friend 
is right about turning to my imagi-
nation. 

Living Color 
by Marny Smith 

There is a brook outside our liv-
ing room, off the tiny patio where we 
sit gratefully at different times of the 
day and year.  The water in the early 
morning just after first light is a dark, 
mysterious blue-green which reveals 
the bottom.  But as the day wears on 
its color bleaches out and instead we 
see reflections of sky and tree leaves 
and dapples of sunlight.  My little 
neglected garden off the patio is now 
afloat with white single chrysanthe-
mums whose petals fade to palest 
pink as they age. Their white-pink 
shapes float in the air above the herbs 
– the grays of rosemary, sage, and 
wooly thyme – and bright grass-green 
Italian parsley.  I planted two tiny 
divisions of this chrysanthemum giv-
en to me by a friend last spring.  They 
have turned out to be a gift I can 
never repay.  Except that I will try by 
dividing them in the spring and giv-
ing some to other residents I know 
will love them planted in their gar-
dens too. 

 
As I sit here in my friend Drew’s 

cozy colorful living room the most 
vivid color is right in front of me: a 
cobalt blue wicker table on which sits 
my choice of a teacup that is also co-
balt with some permanent rose add-
ed, making a violet background for 
the word “TEA” in white letters.  I 
think I will have a cup right now. 



School, graduating in 1951, and then the Cooper Union in 
New York City where I received my bachelor degree in 
chemical engineering. The Cooper Union is both a 
preeminent engineering and art school. That’s where I 
met Joan, the love of my life, who was attending the art 
school. We both graduated in 1957 and began our life 
journey together January 12, 1958.  

We have two wonderful daughters and three grand-
children (two grandsons, one granddaughter). The young-
er daughter, Martha, is a psychotherapist living in South 
Hadley, and the older, Eve, a marketing guru working for 
IBM, lives in Raleigh, North Carolina. My engineering 
career spanned more than five decades inventing new 
ways to make chemical stuff (mostly good, I hope), man-
aging research and development operations for several 
small and large companies, and operating my own con-
sulting business. I fully retired in 2009. Joan retired from 
her UU ministry in 2003. In 2004 we moved to Raleigh to 
be near our older daughter and spent fourteen years there. 
We moved to Northampton in December 2018 and then 
to Lathrop in May 2019 to be near Martha for however 
many years we have left. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
S’Mores 
 
One graham cracker on a plate, 
Four Hershey squares, 
A marshmallow, 
 Microwaved a bit, 
Another cracker. 
Hard to find real graham crackers anymore, 
Or Hershey bars the size they used to be, 
Or beaches where you still can build a fire, 
Or girls around the fire, 

The way we used to be. 
 

   by Barbara Walvoord 
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Rev. Joan R. and Abe Gelbein, Easthampton 
Rev. Joan: 
I grew up in Brooklyn, 
New York, and New 
York City. After high 
school, I decided to 
become an artist and 
did so in the Cooper 
Union in New York 
City. This school was 
well known as an art 
and engineering school 
that was begun many 

years earlier by Peter Cooper. I received a bachelor of fine 
arts and went to work in New York City as a commercial 
artist for a publications company. 

I met my husband, Abe, while in Cooper Union. He 
was a chemical engineer. We married in 1958. 

A few years later we found out about a religion 
named “Unitarian Universalism” and joined our first 
“UU” church in Plainfield, New Jersey. That started a 
long life with Unitarian Universalists, and we became 
quite active with them. Early on I decided to become a 
UU minister and went through the long road to become 
one! I received my degree of master of divinity after three 
years at Drew University in New Jersey. I began my life as 
a starting UU ministry in short terms in three different 
churches. I was very happy! Then I became one of two 
ministers of the congregation in a very large church in 
Arlington, Virginia, and loved every minute of my four-
teen years there! Abe was working in the chemical engi-
neering world during this time. We are now new members 
of UUSA (Unitarian Universalist Society of Amherst) in 
Amherst. 

Abe and I have two girls who were born in the 1960s. 
One daughter is a psychologist, and the other has a high 
position in a well-known company as a specialist in mar-
ket research. Each is married, and we have three grand-
children. 

Abe’s Journey to Lathrop: 
Born on August 4, 1934, I spent my early years in 

Brooklyn, New York. I was a bright kid who knew early 
on that I wanted to be a chemical engineer, and so I be-
came one, first attending the Brooklyn Technical High 
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      Someone you know is in the hospital. You send 
flowers, a card, maybe a food basket. When I had a hip 
replacement (several years ago)  I received all of the above 
from various people. Touched as I was by these gestures, 
however, they all faded in comparison to my then-five-year 
old granddaughter’s “Get well Grandma” gift. 

     I was still a bit woozy from the anesthesia when 
Janie arrived with her mom, Rebecca, carrying two bags.  

     “Grandma, Mommy said you needed something to 
keep you busy when you are in the hospital. So I brought 
you these.” She placed the bags on the bed and waited anx-
iously for me to open them. “Do this one first,” she said, 
pointing to the larger bag. I peered inside and realized im-
mediately that I should not laugh or look askance. Janie 
had brought me what were at that time her most precious 
possessions: seven Barbie Dolls. And, a bit disconcertingly, 
they were all naked. 

     “Janie, I can’t believe you are giving these to me!” I 
said.  She informed me, without a moment’s hesitation, that 
I could keep the Barbies until I felt better, but I’d have to 
return them then. I acknowledged that even as a loan it was 
extremely generous. I carefully piled the Barbies next to me 
on the bed. Unable to wait for me to get around to opening 
the second bag, Janie did it for me: she had deliberately 
undressed the Barbies and then supplied me with a selec-
tion of outfits so I could have the fun of dressing the dolls. 
I didn’t tell her that my arthritic fingers could probably not 
manage the tiny sleeves, buttons, pants legs, etc. that were 
involved in dressing Barbies. I just thanked her profusely. 
And indeed, I was totally delighted.  

    When Janie left with her mother, I decided to leave 
the Barbies next to me on the bed. As the afternoon went 
on and the anesthetic gradually wore off, I felt more alert 
but also more aware of my pain. I needed comfort and 
looking at Janie’s wonderful gift provided it. All was fine 
until the charge nurse came in. No smile, not even a raised 
eyebrow, and nary a question as to why I, a gray-haired old 
lady who had just had a hip replacement, was harboring 
seven naked Barbies on her bed. Just a frown and a stern 
admonishment that since “we” (the royal “we”?) have no 
idea where those dolls have been, they are probably not 
sterile and you must put them in the drawer.  I declined to 
offer an explanation about the dolls’ provenance since she 
hadn’t asked for one, but I did say that I’d already handled 
them, any germs they were carrying had already invaded my 
presumably sterile bed, and I intended to keep them just 
where they were. She glared, took my blood pressure, en-
tered something in the chart she was carrying around, and 
left. 

    My next visitor was the LPN who gave me my pills. 
She, too, stared unsmiling at the Barbies, but since she was 
just an LPN, she apparently didn’t have the authority to tell 
me what to do with my companions. But she, too, re-
frained from asking me why I had them there. 

    And so it went. Nurses, LPNs, lab technicians, phys-
ical therapists came and went, all eyeing the Barbies either 
disapprovingly or nervously but not a one showing any 
overt curiosity about them. I began to wonder if the first 
nurse who’d come in had written something in my chart to 
the effect that I was a possibly dangerous mental case and 
that my aberrant behavior was best ignored. 

    I puzzled over it, but in the end, the important thing 
was that when I woke up several times that night, disorient-
ed and in a lot of discomfort, I could look over at my seven 
naked Barbies and feel better. The next day, when my hus-
band came, we both had a stab at dressing one of them 
(thank heavens no one came in to witness that sight!) but 
gave up after a short while. Naked they came into my hos-
pital room, and naked they remained, and for the next two 
nights I continued to take comfort from their presence—
and especially from the knowledge that my granddaughter 
Janie had known so well how to make her grandma happy. 

Seven Naked Barbies 
by Steffi Schamess 



Northampton resident Peter Van Pelt recently completed his memoir.  
Although he wrote it “for the grandchildren,” not for the general pub-
lic, he has agreed to the publication in The Nor’Easter of selected 
excerpts over the next several issues.  The excerpts below, lightly edit-
ed, are from his childhood years.    

Chicago 

What I remember best is the golden glow of the bedside 
lamps.  We were in my parents’ bedroom, and it was 
Christmas Day of 1937, give or take a day or two.  Dick 
and I were getting acquainted with our new baby sister, 
Ellen, who had been born on December 22, which was 
also Dick’s fourth birthday.  I was five and a half. 

Mother was sitting up in bed, holding the baby, and Dad 
was off to one side, helping the two boys to understand 
what was going on.  If there was any light from outside, it 
didn’t make much impact; it was probably late afternoon 
of a winter day in Chicago.  It was an awesome moment, 
and I think Dick and I were happy about the new baby 
even while not knowing what the implications would be. 

In those years we listened avidly on the radio to the kids’ 
shows before suppertime – a succession of 15-minute 
shows at 5:00, 5:15, and so on.  We would be called in 
from our play, and we heard Captain Midnight, and The 
Lone Ranger (“Hi-yo, Silver!”), and Jack Armstrong, the 
All-American Boy (pronounced as “Jack Armstrong, the A
-l-l-l-l-l-American Boy!”).  Sometimes we would mail in a 
Wheaties box-top to get a secret decoding ring or some 
such treasure.   

Winnetka 

In the summer of 1941 we moved from Hyde Park in Chi-
cago out to Winnetka, a nice commuter suburb on the 
north shore.  I think Mother and Dad did this to get access 
to better schools. 

A moving company packed up the household into a large 
box truck with a single axle in the rear.  The tailgate was 
down and several larger items such as sofa and double bed 
were lashed onto it – a lot of weight at the back!  When 
they arrived in Winnetka, the truck turned to enter the up-
ward-sloping driveway.  As the truck carefully went up this 

slope, the front tires left the ground and the whole truck 
slowly pivoted on the rear axle until the back lip of the 
tailgate was touching the ground.  This was a huge delight 
to Dick and me.  

 A couple of the moving men then sat on the front bump-
er  -- this put the front tires back on the driveway, and very 
slowly the truck went forward, with us watching, holding 
our breath. 

Six months after we moved to Winnetka, Pearl Harbor 
happened.  December 7, 1941.  That was a Sunday.  The 
following Sunday Dick and I were up before the others 
and we were reading the funnies on the living room floor.  
The headlines were all about the brand-new war.  Dad 
came downstairs.  He talked with us a little bit about the 
war, and I remember the solemn way he said, “I’m afraid 
this war will take years.  It will not be over in a hurry.”  It 
was a sobering moment for us.  I was nine, Dick was al-
most eight.   

During the war years we had a “Victory Garden” behind 
the garage.  It wasn’t huge, but we did get some vegetables 
from it and helped win the war.  The other thing Dick and 
I did to ensure an Allied victory was to go around the 
neighborhood with our wagon to collect something for the 
war effort, especially newspapers and tin cans.  Doubtless 
Dad then drove the stuff to some central collecting point. 

Of course the newspapers were full of war news.  I was 
too young to follow it, but Mother and Dad summarized it 
for us from time to time, and I remember that as time 
went by the news, and the opinions formed by the news, 
gradually became more confident.  Sometimes the war 
news inspired me to draw something – once I drew a pic-
ture of a destroyer charging through the seas, and sent it in 
to Jack and Jill magazine, and they published it and extend-
ed our subscription by six months! 

[We moved to Worthington, Ohio in 1945.] We got a 
house in the Riverlea section of Worthington.  It had a 
pool table in the basement.  After my parents bought the 
house, the seller, a widow, said to Dad, “When we built the 
house, my husband had the pool table lowered into the 
basement and then the first floor was built over it.  So I 
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Excerpts from a Memoir (part 1) 
by Peter Van Pelt 



can’t get it out.  Would you buy it from me?”  My father, 
recognizing a good negotiating position, offered $25.  And 
that was that.  Dad taught Dick and me the game of pool 
during the three years we lived there, and when we moved 
three miles north to Pine Hill Farm, he got down on his 
hands and knees and discovered the table could be taken 
apart, so we had more years of pool in the next house. 

Dick and I had matching bicycles, his black and mine ma-
roon.  When VJ Day came in August, 1945, we decorated 
our bikes with American flags and raced up and down the 
streets of Riverlea, joining the rest of the country in cele-
brating the end of the war. 

In eighth grade I became the champion speller in our class, 
and went to the county level, where I did well enough to 
go to the Central Ohio finals of the National Spelling Bee.  
This was in a hotel ballroom in Columbus, and I was taken 
by my mother and my English teacher who had kindly 
spent time drilling me after school in preparation for this 
big day.  I survived the written tests in the morning, and 
was part of the orals in the afternoon.   We took turns 
coming to the microphone where an emcee gave us the 

words to spell.  Midway through the afternoon I was given 
a routine two-syllable word – nickel.   

By a quirk of fate, I had the mistaken impression that the 
metal nickel was spelled nick-e-l, but the coin nickel was 
spelled nick-l-e.  So I was stumped.  I asked the emcee to 
define the word.  He said, “Half a dime.”  So I misspelled 
it, and was eliminated.   

An incidental result of that day was a lesson in skepticism.  
One of the contestants was a boy from a school for the 
blind.  For the morning written test, we took seats at rows 
of tables which were off-limits to parents and teachers.  
Seeing that this boy needed guidance, I steered him to a 
seat and sat next to him.  The whole bee was sponsored by 
the Columbus newspaper and they had a reporter and pho-
tographer there, and whaddya know, in the afternoon edi-
tion there was a front-page picture of this blind boy and 
the person sitting next to him, me.  We were identified by 
name in the caption, and in the accompanying article I was 
quoted saying something about the event.  Trouble is, I 

.   

 “Baylee Beach” by Marny Smith 
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 This is the story of the Hirschels—Joe 
and Mary—who have lived on Butternut 
Lane for nearly a year.  Joe Hirschel and 
Mary Inella were born and grew up in Brook-
lyn, New York, where Mary attended Brook-
lyn College at night while working full time at 
Met Life Insurance during the day 

 Joe at the time worked at a brokerage 
firm on Wall Street as a printer. They met at a 
Brooklyn luncheonette called Sy and Moe’s 
and so begins their story. 

They rode the BMT subway together 
every morning and began dating on the week-
ends. One morning after about a year,  Joe 
presented Mary with a ring—right there on 
the subway and asked her to marry him. And, 
happily, she said would. So they began saving 
with the goal of a wedding and acquiring fur-
niture and making all the arrangements need-
ed for a life together.  

In  May of 1963 they married and rented 
their first apartment in Bensonhurst, Brook-
lyn. Joe entered NYC Technical College with 
plans to pursue a teaching career in vocation-
al subjects such as printing, woodworking, 
and ceramics. 

In January of 1968 their 
daughter Jo-Ann was born, and 
so began a new phase of their 
lives.  As the years went by Joe 
became a graphic arts teacher in 
Seth Low middle school. Mean-
while, Mary, while working on 
civil rights issues, met a young 
state senator, Martin Solomon, 
who shared her ideals. She 
joined his staff and became re-
sponsible for dealing with a 
range of important, often chal-
lenging, concerns, that affected 
the Senator’s constituents.  

 She and the Senator worked 
hard in particular helping senior 
citizens who at the time were 
facing serious financial problems 
as well as evictions from their 
apartments. Living in Brooklyn 
was difficult for seniors, as they 
did not drive and had to use 
mass transit to get from place to 
place.  Having the Senator’s of-
fice in their community was 
heaven-sent. Residents of the 
district received help with many 
social services, and in some cas-
es they literally had to be res-
cued from illegal evictions as 
their apartments were rent con-
trolled and the landlords wanted 
them out in order to get higher 
rents.  The senator’s office grew, 
and as more staff was hired, 
Mary became  Chief of Staff and 
toiled in behalf of residents of 
the very diverse community that 
consisted of Borough Park 
(Orthodox Jewish),  Ben-
sonhurst (Italian and Jewish), 
Coney Island (African American 

and Hispanic), etc. For Mary it 
was great getting to learn the 
traditions of the different cul-
tures. 

In 1988 Joe and Mary moved 
to Oceanside on Long Island and 
retired in 2000.  Meanwhile, their 
daughter Jo-Ann had moved 
with Family PC magazine to 
Northampton, where she later 
met and married Alan Koniec-
zny, owner of Karl’s Excavating, 
who lived in Hadley. 

Mary and Joe came to know 
the region and in 2009 moved to 
South Hadley to be closer to 
their three grandchildren, ages 
21, 16, and 14.  Jo-Ann realized 
her parents were getting older 
and somewhat isolated, so she 
decided the Lathrop Community 
would be an ideal place for them.  

Sadly Joe passed on Dec. 27, 
2019, but happily Mary plans to 
remain in their Lathrop home.  

“Doodle” by Caroline Arnold  

Joe and Mary Hirschel, Northampton 
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One morning, some time ago, as I was performing my 
ablutions at the bathroom sink, I glanced in the mirror, as I 
usually do when I rinse and dry my face. It’s a little moment 
of reassurance, nothing more. I’m there, it’s me. On this 
particular morning, though, my eye caught something amiss. 
In the corner where the bridge of my nose meets the corner 
of my eyelid, or just above to be more exact, there was a 
small balloon of skin. Not a balloon, exactly, more like a tiny 
bag full of air. Full is not quite right, though, because it was 
more lax than that might suggest. A tiny bag of my skin, not 
quite full of air. I leaned in. It reminded me of those yellow 
knobby things you see on chickens where the beak meets 
the eye. Or maybe it’s just roosters. Anyway, that’s what it 
reminded me of. I thought it must be a bite, I had gotten a 
bite, maybe a spider bite, when I was asleep. It was a 
small thing, really, but disconcerting. It’ll be gone by the 
end of the day, I thought to myself and went downstairs 
to make my breakfast. 

I checked in a couple of times during the day, but it 
looked the same as it had in the morning. 

The next morning my look in the mirror took on 
the eagerness of a quest. And what I saw was not a tiny 
bag of skin not quite full of air, but a bag of skin with 
no air just sort of lying in the corner of my eyelid as if it 
had always been there. There was something familiar 
about the look of this. I’d seen it on many a face, most 
memorably my mother’s, whose eyes were mine. 

My mother was glamorous, in particular in the 
1940’s way. She wore her hair in an upsweep, hair 
combed up and piled in frizzy curls on the top of her 
head. It was stylish. And she wore flared skirts almost 
down to her ankles, the “new look,” she told us. Later 
in her life she had clothes made for her by a man 
named Juan Ayala. Little Chanel style suits with nubby, 
tweedy fabrics, two or three in different colors. This 
attention to how she looked and interest and pleasure in 
clothes was something entirely about herself. She never 
much talked about how other people looked or dressed, 
didn’t care. She did this for herself by herself. And alt-
hough her eyelids got baggy as she got older, her eyes 
were snappy, deep brown, alive. 

When my mother died and my brother and I were 
going through her incredibly organized papers and 
clothes and books, I came across a squarish, hefty pa-
perback with the title “Reverse the Aging Process,” a 

Drooping Eyes 
by Joan Cenedella 

book full of tips on minimizing the effects of aging with 
makeup, lotions, potions, face exercises (blowing out your 
cheeks and holding them full of air, for example to smooth 
out the lines that run from your nose to the end of your 
mouth or stretching your mouth into a garish smile to dis-
courage sagging, but nothing—nothing!—about drooping 
eyes). We had a laugh over the book, my brother and I, as if 
we had come upon a secret of our mother’s.  

A week or so after my first eye bag appeared, my second 
one appeared. This is a benchmark, I thought, the great di-
vide between then and now.  

“The Hickory Tree” by Marny Smith  
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Bert and Janie Thurber,  Easthampton 

Although our official move to Cranberry Lane was Oc-
tober 1, it took six weeks more for us to clear and close on 
our nearby Fort Hill Road home.  Likely unsurprising to 
Lathrop mates, that the process of downsizing and moving 
was daunting, but for us hugely surprising how much more 
challenging than our departure twelve years earlier from 
Windsor, Connecticut, where we’d lived far longer! 

Janie was born and raised in Rochester, New York; Bert 
was born in Houston, Texas, but raised in the Virginia sub-
urbs of Washington, D.C.. We met in New Haven, Connect-
icut, in the politically tumultuous year 1968.  Bert, a history 
major at Princeton, was working on a doctorate at Yale in 
American social history.  Janie, a Smith music major with 
aspirations of high school choral work, was in Yale's newly 
created Master of Arts in Teaching program in music.  After 
three years teaching K-6 in suburban North Haven, she opt-
ed for the challenge of teaching in inner city New Ha-
ven.  Like many idealistic young adults at that time, we were 
inspired by activists like William Sloane Coffin, university 
chaplain, who married us in May 1970.  By that point Janie 
had already started a program of retraining at the Kodaly 
Musical Training Institute in Wellesley.  The next year of 
KMTI's program led us as newlyweds to Budapest and 
Kecskemet, Hungary, where the inspiring Zoltan Kodaly — 
folk song collector/composer/teacher/music education 
“philosopher”— had developed a method of music instruc-
tion drawing worldwide acclaim.  Janie studied and taught in 
Hungarian schools, while Bert challenged himself with 
Hungarian language, relished Hungarian cooking, taught 
English, and photographed.  (Detained only twice by 
police!)  During that year we traveled through much of 
Hungary and East Central Europe. 

Back in the United States with a final year of committed 
connection to KMTI, Janie taught in a pilot program in 
South Hadley MA, while Bert completed his dissertation.  
Janie was then hired to implement a Kodaly program in 

Bloomfield, Connecticut, and soon Bert was hired by the 
Loomis Chaffee School in Windsor.  His first year — filling 
in for a history teacher on sabbatical — turned into another 
thirty-three! Bert and his students were able to investigate 
American subcultures as well as diverse cultures beyond our 
own.  In addition to required courses in US and world histo-
ry, Bert developed electives on the American presidency, 
communism, immigration, and race, city, and suburb (with 
Hartford as model and laboratory.)  After a sabbatical year 
our family spent in Mexico, he devised a course on Latin 
America and later a course on the Caribbean, enhanced by a 
second sabbatical including two journeys to Cuba.  Janie's 36 
years of teaching in Bloomfield brought important opportu-
nities as leader of and participant in Kodaly workshops.  Her 
particular love was directing a middle school age girls' chorus 
in Windsor, while also teaching recorder and piano. We look 
back on our challenges in teaching, whether private seconda-
ry or public elementary, as truly gratifying. Looking at those 
years, also spent parenting Christopher, Alison, and Karin, 
we ask, "How did we do it?"  Better then than now, though 
not due alone to younger age, more energy!  

In 2007 Bert retired and in 2008 Janie followed suit.  We 
had already moved to Easthampton, and for the next decade 
we traveled a great deal, often abroad. We especially valued 
assisting in languages and music at a newly built rural school 
in the Dominican Republic serving Haitian as well as 
Dominican students.  In our third stay at the school Bert 
supervised students in planting a sizable garden. With groups 
and on our own we journeyed to Germany, Austria, 
Hungary (returning after 40 years), Turkey, Ireland, Peru, 
Russia, France, Spain, Vietnam, and Cambodia.  River trips 
proved especially fun!  We also had good times hosting 
international training and development university students, 
usually from South America, for weekends at our Fort Hill 
Road home, allowing us to see our country through their 
eyes and to learn more of theirs.  Volunteer commitments 
include Bert's tutoring English, mostly to Spanish speakers, 
including recent arrivals from Puerto Rico and El Salvador, 
and Janie’s helping a challenged mom through Berkshire 
Children and Families in Hadley.  Until recently, Janie 
accompanied a local vocalist and played recorder with dear 
Inn friend Nel Vijnhoven.  For the last three years, thanks to 
Hill Institute classes, Janie has enjoyed braiding rugs, bags, 
and baskets. 

Here at Lathrop Bert anticipates gardening less— this 
and a koi pond were his passions at Fort Hill Road —to 
concentrate more on family history and photography.  Janie 
hopes to keep writing poetry and children’s choral music and 
to resurrect her piano playing.  We both look forward to 
more reading and to more time with our five grandchildren 
(and our three children) here in Massachusetts and in Penn-
sylvania. 
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Louis de Bernières, So Much Life Left Over 
This novel by the author of Corelli’s Mandolin 
tells stories of an inseparable tribe of child-
hood friends whose world has been torn 
apart by World War I. Some were lost in bat-
tle, and the survivors face lives that have 
been upended. Brief, dramatic chapters fol-

low the old friends over the decades as their paths re-
cross or their ties fray, as they test loyalties and love, as 
they face survivor’s grief and guilt, while adjusting to a 
new world.  
Recommended by Peg Bedell, The Inn. 
 
Sarah Blake, The Guest Book 

This is a generational story that takes place 
on an island in Maine that was purchased by 
the first generation of Miltons, the extended 
family at the center of this novel. In the be-
ginning, it was a good life for all, safe and 
secure. It was a place where life stood still . . 

. until the world—at least as the Miltons saw it—started 
changing. A compelling read, with unexpected turns in 
the plot.  
Recommended by Eunice Greenberg, The Inn. 
 
Andrea Wulf, The Invention of Nature 

This biography of Alexander von Humboldt 
traces his (often harrowing)  journeys across 
South America and Russia in the early years 
of the nineteenth century. As well as collect-
ing rocks and plants, he studied variations in 
climate and topography and the ecology of 

the areas he traveled. His writings influenced Thoreau, 
Darwin, and John Muir. Interestingly, he also predicted 
the effects of deforestation and climate change. The book 
is not just a biography but a history of ideas.  
Recommended by Gillian Morbey, Northampton. 

Georgia Hunter, We Were the Lucky Ones 
A fictionalized account of the author’s own 
family’s fate during World War II, this book 
will have you sitting on the edge of your 
seat. In her title Hunter emphasizes the role 
of luck in her Polish Jewish family’s ultimate 
survival of the Holocaust, but readers of this 

best-seller will insist that raw courage, keen wits, loyalty, 
and patient endurance also explain how this family, flung 
by the war to locations from Siberia to Brazil, ultimately 
managed to be reunited in freedom.  
Recommended by Bobbie Reitt, Easthampton. 
 
Richard Powers, The Overstory 

A work of environmental fiction about 
nine Americans, each introduced in a 
short story, whose early life experiences 
with trees brings them together to address 
the wholesale destruction of forests. This 
novel takes the reader deep into forests 
and up into canopies as this group of ac-

tivists fight to save trees from destruction for commercial 
gain. The author not only digs into the personal stories 
and interactions of his characters but also, most im-
portantly, offers a treatise on environmentalism and the 
vital role forests play in the well-being of the planet.  
Recommended by Joan Cenedella, Northampton. 
 

 

“What We Are Reading” is a new feature we plan to include in at least a couple of issues each year. The idea is to share our “good reads” 
with one another. Have you read a book lately that was especially pleasing or engrossing or thought-provoking? Would you be willing to 
share your enthusiasm with fellow readers? If so, send a very short description to Bobbie Reitt at redits@comcast.net. Provide the author’s 
name, the title, and three to five sentences of description; please include your full name and your location at Lathrop. 

What We Are Reading 

“Reading is to the mind what exer-
cise is to the body.”  

Sir Richard Steele, The Tatler 
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“Sarah’s Studio” by Marny Smith 


