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   Yes, It Really Is About You  

      Contributing to The NorôEaster 

    Itôs about the poems you write, about the vignettes youôve 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 travels, about 

your work or profession ð in short, about what interests you to write, and you know 

better than we do what that is. 

    We are beginning to plan for the next issue and we will be including a new element 

called ñPostcards from . . .ò.  This will not be an actual postcard; rather, it will be a 

residentôs photo with a short explanation of where and what the photo depicts. We 

welcome photos from Lathrop residents, with a blurb about the photo. 

Send your contributions and questions to: Noreaster@lathrop.kendal.org 

   We prefer contributions written in Word, PDF, or RTF format, but if you have sage-

ly avoided computers and email, get in touch with the Editorial Committee. As a Lath-

rop resident, you will know how. 

    Betty started drawing as a child. 

She remembers being allowed to 

draw while at church, and at school 

she drew during classes. She usual-

ly carries a sketch pad with her, 

and will pull it out to make a sketch 

whenever she has a free moment 

ñ in a doctorõs waiting room, while 

in a restaurant, waiting at an air-

port, or even standing in line at the 

service counter at Big Eõs. 

    She has a BA in Education, Fine 

Arts Supervision, from Wittenberg 

University in Ohio, and taught art 

in schools before marrying. Her 

husband eventually became a 

medical missionary, and they went 

as a family to Liberia, Africa, where 

they spent eleven years. The last 

two of Bettyõs six children were 

born in Liberia.  

    Drawing and painting contin-

ued to be a passion, but her time 

for art was limited. While in Libe-

ria, she recorded African life in 

water colors and oils, but found 

that charcoal was the perfect me-

dium for portraiture done very 

quickly while visiting with local 

people. She still uses charcoal 

each fall at church fairs to make 

fast portraits that can be finished 

in thirty minutes or less. The aim 

is to capture the personality of 

the subject as quickly as possible. 

On the  Cover:  The Artist     During a furlough in the U.S., 

Betty illustrated a childrenõs book, 

Five Cent, Five Cent, which was set 

in Liberia. For several semesters 

during the familyõs last four years in 

Liberia, she taught art at a Liberian 

university, and she also illustrated 

the biography Outlaw for God, 

about a missionary nurse. She has 

written, illustrated, and published 

three little childrenõs books and a 

tiny illustrated poetry booklet. Af-

ter a month -long trip back to Libe-

ria in 1988 she published a Sketch 

Diary of her trip. Betty will exhibit 

her African paintings at Lathrop 

sometime in early spring of 2018. 

    Betty says she has always been 

fascinated by faces and figure 

drawing, though many of her 

paintings are landscapes as can be 

seen in this issue. She also does 

charming vignettes of ordinary 

items, like onions from the kitchen 

(left) or a towel hanging to dry out 

in a green and leafy back yard. 

Trees, flowers, and vegetables all 

intrigue her with their shapes and 

colors. She says, òmy hands want to 

put on paper what my eyes are 

seeing.ó 

          LH  
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Hatsumi and Jack Moss 

   Hatsumi and Jack met and became 

friends in the late 1940õs, while both 

were involved in the program of Stu-

dent Christian Fellowship in Tokyo. 

Hatsumi was a student at Keisen Wom-

enõs College, which had been founded 

by a renowned early Christian educator 

and leader among Japanese women. 

Keisen Collegeõs philosophy and pro-

gram had been defended by its founder 

against government interference during 

World War II. Hatsumi decided to 

commit her life to Christ, and was bap-

tized in 1949.  

   Jack was already in seminary, and 

took a leave to go to Japan in 1948 as 

part of a group of 50 young college 

graduates going there for a three-year 

term of missionary work. Jackõs assign-

ment was to help re-establish the pre-

war Wesley Foundation in Tokyo. The 

programõs name was changed to Stu-

dent Christian Fellowship (SCF), in the 

ecumenical spirit of the United Church 

of Christ in Japan (called the Kyodan.) 

Japanese Methodists were a part of this 

church, and Jack, the son of a Method-

ist pastor, served as director of SCF. 

The center served Japanese college stu-

dents from all over Tokyo, offering 

Bible classes, training, discussions and 

fellowship, as well as work on commu-

nity service projects. 

   Jack returned to the US at the end of 

his three years, and continued his stud-

ies at Yale Divinity School, where he 

received his BD degree and was or-

dained in 1953. Hatsumi came to 

Kansas City, Missouri for further col-

lege study, and their relationship 

deepened. After her graduation they 

were married in 1953 in Jackõs fatherõs 

church in Saranac Lake, NY. 

   They decided to return to Japan for 

a life of missionary work, and were 

accepted by the Methodist Church as 

career missionaries. After Jack com-

pleted a graduate degree at Yale Di-

vinity the next year, and took a year of 

Japanese language training, they re-

turned to Japan in 1955. They were 

assigned to the Niigata district for 

their service, and moved there in 

1956. It was a rural and mostly con-

servative district with cold winters. By 

this time, the Moss family included 

two young daughters, Patricia and 

Carolyn.  

   During their years in Niigata, Hatsu-

mi and Jack worked together as a 

team on many projects. They hosted 

weekly fellowship gatherings in their 

home, and planned summer camps 

and activities such as the Youth Cara-

van teams to visit each church in the 

district. After a large earthquake in 

1964, they housed student volunteers 

who arrived from other parts of the 

country to assist in recovery.  

   Generally, their work was to coop-

erate with Japanese pastors for evan-

gelistic outreach in the district. Jack 

visited outlying churches to offer his 

help, and taught a course in the Bible 

for many years at Niigata University. 

Hatsumi became active in the national 

YWCA, and represented the Japanese 

YWCA at several international confer-

ences. She also interpreted for the 

International Red Cross, and was of-

ten asked to speak to groups and 

wrote articles about issues of the day 

for local newspapers. 

   A plan was developed to build a co-

educational Christian high school in the 

district, and Jack and Hatsumi were 

asked to help with the planning and 

establishment of this school. The Kei-

wa Gakuen High School opened in 

1968, with a philosophy emphasizing 

character development as well as aca-

demics. The school continues to be 

highly successful, and is now fifty years 

old. With the support of local govern-

ments, the school built a four-year lib-

eral arts college, Keiwa College, which 

opened in 1991. 

   Jack and Hatsumi both worked full-

time at the high school after it opened. 

Jack taught English, spoke in chapel, 

and was in charge of fund raising and 

the building program, which took most 

of his time in the early years. When the 

schoolõs first principal retired, Jack 

served for six years as principal. Hatsu-

mi taught English, served as a home-

room teacher, and was advisor to sen-

ior students. She accompanied students 

on international trips, and advised ex-

change students who came to Keiwa 

from other countries. 

   In addition to his responsibilities at 

the high school, Jack also taught at the 

college from the time it opened until 

his retirement. Jack and Hatsumi re-

tired in 1994, and they moved to South 

Hadley to be near their children and 

grandchildren. They became active in 

the Methodist church in Belchertown, 

singing in the choir and serving on 

committees.  

   The Mosses moved to Cranberry 

Lane at Lathrop East in April. They get 

many letters and visits from former 

students and fellow-workers, and they 

cherish memories of their work of 42 

years in Japan, and are thankful to all 

those who helped make it possible. 
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The sidewalk in front of our house at 33 Congress 

Street was my world. It was a series of gray, rough stone 

slabs with cracks like lightning flashes here and there and 

every so often a slab that heaved up and made your bicycle 

bump as you rode over it. There were places in the cracks 

that were filled with sand and here you could squat and 

watch the industry of ants at their business. The sidewalk 

was uneven, but it was flat enough to walk and run on, flat 

enough to play hopscotch on with Ava Jane Rosenfeld and 

my sister when they let me. The chalk for drawing on the 

sidewalk got smaller and smaller as you dragged it across the 

rough stone, so small sometimes that you grazed your finger 

and it bled a little. When I roller-skated on the sidewalk my 

body hummed with the vibration of steel wheels against 

concrete. It was a nice feeling. 

The sidewalk had an edge of a different stone, smooth-

er and a darker gray. It ran all along the sidewalk and down 

to the black street. It was the curb. Between the sidewalk 

and the curb in places were tufts of green grass poking up 

and sometimes buttercups.  

The sidewalk is where my sister and I set up a card ta-

ble and two chairs and sold candles we made. I donõt re-

member exactly how we made them but it involved collect-

ing old candles from our mother and grandmothers and 

melting them in a pan that was just for this purpose. We tied 

the wick to a pencil and put the pencil across the top of a 

can and then poured the wax in. My sister, who was 9, did 

all the steps and I hung around and watched, but I always 

thought of it as us making candles. The candles were very 

fat and a kind of brown/purple mushy color. Weõd set them 

out on the rickety table and sit and wait. Eventually, our 

aunt Marie and at least one grandmother and Barbaraõs 

mother next door would come along and buy one for ten 

cents. 

After a summer rain the sidewalk turned darker and 

had a gritty smell; I could feel moist heat rising from it. It 

was icy cold in winter even through your mittens and some-

times speckled with snowflakes that melted right away, oth-

er times completely covered with snow.  

The sidewalk was mine. Sure, other people walked on it 

and other kids played on it, but it belonged to me because I 

knew every crack, every tuft of green breaking through a 

crack, every stain, and I knew about the paw print right be-

low the wall that held back our front lawn made by a cat 

who stepped on it when the cement was wet. My mother 

told me the cat was probably upset when it felt the wet ce-

ment. I imagined the cat stepping in the wet cement and 

jumping away, shaking its paw, like Willie our cat when he 

accidentally stepped in his water dish. 

My sidewalk was my place to play and dream and think 

about the world. It was long, and it went places, places I 

couldnõt even see or imagine. In one direction, the sidewalk 

went from our house past the Congregational Church next 

door. After the church the sidewalk stopped at a corner 

where I could cross the street and still be on Congress 

Street, which ran ahead as far as the eye could see, but it 

wasnõt really my sidewalk any more and I never went that 

way by myself. When I got to the corner I just turned right 

onto Spruce Street, which was still my sidewalk at least for a 

while. Spruce Street went all the way to Main Street, which 

was very big and busy. I never went that far by myself. But I 

did walk to the Spruce Street School, my school, red brick 

with a green  door in each side of the building, one marked 

Girls and one Boys. Passing the school I could keep walking 

until I came to a cross street, School Street where Milford 

High School was. I could cross the street here by myself and 

walk along School Street until I got to the number 68, my 

grandmotherõs house. But it wasnõt my sidewalk any more 

and I didnõt notice anything about it; I just walked, fast, feel-

ing strange, until I was safely making my way up my grand-

motherõs drive.  

By the end of the second grade, though, the walk from 

33 Congress Street to 68 School Street, even without my 

sister, felt normal, not adventurous. It was almost as if, as I 

grew taller and further away from my sidewalk, my intimacy 

with its details faded, the sidewalk lost its specialness, be-

came like all other sidewalks ñ became just a backdrop in 

the life of a bigger girl whose attention had moved on.  

My Sidewalk 
by Joan Cenedella 
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     Each morning I walk up to the St. Mary cemetery and 

look out to the distant skyline of the Mt. Holyoke range. 

The flow of this range, the line it draw across the sky each 

morning is thrilling and though unchanging, always surpris-

ing and curiously satisfying. I am still looking for the words 

to describe it ñ ôanthropomorphicõ? It has enough syllables 

to mirror the shape of these hills but it feels too mortal for 

such a heavenly writ form. ôUndulatingõ is too even ñ this 

music is uneven, takes breaths, rises and falls at unexpected 

intervals. ôIntermezzoõ describes the way it intrudes on an 

otherwise mundane valley landscape . . . Yet . . . it turns out 

that this is not a mountain range at all. These molten hills 

are just that, solidified lava from time immemorial. This 

explains their musical flow, their simplicity. 

     Words have always been important to our family; per-

haps living in other cultures and learning other 

sets of sounds heightened our interest. Our son 

plays competitive scrabble, not necessarily need-

ing to know the meaning but fascinated by the 

sounds and endless interlocking variations of the 

letters. Our daughter throws words out to a dance 

class to stimulate their movement ñ to have the 

dancers respond physically to sound, rhythm, and 

meaning. Our youngest is a poet and teacher of 

languages ñ words are her sustenance. 

   We have always read aloud ñ words need to be 

heard. The other day my husband and I read 

aloud Kiplingõs Just So story, òHow the Camel 

Got His Humpó. Each time the camel was asked 

a question he replied òHumpff!ó. It needs to be 

heard, spoken out loud, òOh Best Beloved.ó 

     Our house in Mexico City was set out in the 

University district, literally built on the lava flows 

from now extinct volcanoes. The garden ran 

down from the house with a view to Popocatepetl 

and Iztaccihuatl ñ active volcanoes, wonderful 

musical words. We often read aloud in the garden. 

Our daughter liked the different stressed syllables 

similar to a Mexican word she had just learned, 

òno estacionamientoó, no parking! 

     The very sounds and curious rhythms conjure 

up this green and volcanic grey vista. 

     How sad to limit vocabulary to the present, mundane, 

and familiar. New words, unknown words, foreign words, 

are the wings that take us to new worlds, new ideas, that give 

us the ability to stand outside our narrow now and look to 

new horizons; to look afresh each morning at the mountain 

range. 

Mt. Holyoke Range  
by Patricia Van Pelt 

Autumn Woods on Mt. Tom  (c. 1985) 
by Betty Stull Schaffer  
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òDo you know why they call it Sheepshead Bay?ó  
òI think itõs named after a fish they used to catch here, way back when.ó 
òBut not anymore?ó 
òI think they say a stray one is caught, every now and then.ó 
òWhat do they look like?ó 
òI think they have black stripes up and down the body, and that they eat shellfish, once their teeth are sharp 

enough.ó 
òWhy do you always say ôI thinkõ?ó 
òI think itõs because Iõm a little nervous.ó 
òMaybe youõd be a little less nervous if I stopped asking you questions.ó 
 
They were standing at the stern of a fishing boat, as it pulled away from the pier, that Fatherõs Day, in the 

year 1958.  Harry, twelve, hadnõt felt like honoring his fatherõs request to accompany him, that special day.  Ethel, 
also twelve, was in the company of her uncle. She came along because had nothing better to do. Neither was enthu-
siastic about fishing. 

 
òI hope it doesnõt get too hot today.ó 
òThey say it could get to ninety, if it doesnõt rain first.ó 
òThere. You didnõt say ôI thinkõ.ó 
òYou didnõt ask me another question.ó 
 
Harry did make a half-hearted attempt at fishing, but it was short-lived.  Ethel never even tried. So they 

both wound up near the cooler, where soda and beer were available. 
 
òDo you live in Brooklyn?ó 
òYeah.  Not too far from Prospect Park.ó 
òYou didnõt say ôI thinkõ and it was a question.ó 
òI happen to know where I live . . . Are you from Brooklyn too?ó 
òI come from Lisbon. . . . But Iõm visiting my aunt and uncle right now.ó 
òWhat part of Lisbon?ó 
òWhy, do you know one part of Lisbon from another?ó 
òIõve read about it in the library.ó 
  
Harry was of medium height, with a small nose, brown eyes, and two large ears.  He was exceptionally lean. 

His mother had said that he could have stepped out of a Norman Rockwell illustration.    
 
Ethel was an elfish type, almost as if she had stepped out of the pages of a fairy tale.  Her eyes were blue, 

her hair light, and her sneakers brand new.  And she had a strong inclination towards root beer, which, luckily, the 
cooler featured. 

   
òWhy donõt you tell me about Lisbon. Iõd love to hear about it from a native.ó 
òWhat exactly would you like to know?ó 
 òHave you lived there long?ó 
òOh, yes, since I was a baby.ó 
òWell, you donõt seem to have taken up any sort of an accent.ó 
òShould I have?ó 

òA Shipboard Romanceó 
by Roger Herman  



 The Lathrop NorõEaster                                    7                             Summer 2017  

òI would think so, growing up where you did.ó 
  
Ethel turned her attention to her root beer, then looked at Harry. 
 
òYou do know that I was kidding, donõt you?ó 
òI figured that, but I just wanted to make sure.ó 
òYou mean you were just playing around with me, leading me on?   
òIf you were from Lisbon, Iõd have asked you the same questions.ó 
òAll right, Iõll forgive you then.ó 
 
And so their morning went.  Their wordplay was punctuated with sighs of boredom, and dissatisfaction 

with the smells on the ship.  To the eventual relief of both, the skies darkened, and rain began to fall.  When the 
boat finally reached its mooring place Harry wiped the moisture off his forehead.  

 
óI bet you really live in Brooklyn,ó he said. 
òYeah, in Park Slope.ó 
òOh, thatõs right across the park from me.ó 
òYeah. Itõs not far, if you cut through the park. I bet you could walk it in fifteen minutes.ó 
òI guess it would take me about that long.ó 
òIf you wanted to, I mean.ó 
òYeah, if I felt like it. 
 
 Harry saw that, rather than saying goodbye, Ethel walked over to her uncle.  So Harry joined his father as 

the loaded their gear into the carõs trunk. He had his hand on the passenger door handle when Ethel hurried up to 
him.  

 
òYou were about to leave, werenõt you?ó 
òOf course.  Everything was back in the car.ó 
òDidnõt you want to say goodbye?ó 
òI thought you were busy with your uncle.ó 
òI asked him for a pencil and a piece of paper. . . . Here, this is for you.ó 

 òWhat is it?ó 
òMy phone number, of course.ó 
òOh, do you want me to call you?ó 
òYeah, thatõs the idea.ó 
 
Ethel could see that Harry was uncertain.  
òLook, we both have the summer ahead of us.  And only the park between us.ó 
 
Harry, stepping away but half smiling, said, òSo, I should call you so we can meet up during the summer?ó 
òYou got it,ó Ethel replied. After all, weõve started what may turn out to be a shipboard romance.!ó 
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òThe Handmaidõs Taleó 
by Margaret Atwood, 1985, 1998, First Anchor Books Edi-

tion, 311 pages  

 

     Published in 1985, The Handmaidõs Tale contemporane-

ously reflected on the issues of power, sex, religion and gov-

ernment. No wonder the book continues to resonate in our 

current time: these are always contentious issues.  Atwoodõs 

dystopian novel seems darkly prescient in light of the recent 

antics of Congress and the Trump administration. And the 

novel acquired a large new audience with the Hulu television 

series by the same name. 

    Ah yes, how to review a work of fiction, written more 

than 30 years ago, a work of fiction that seems to reflect 

current frightening policies. For this writer, every attempt at 

framing this review would quickly devolve into a teeth-

clenched rant about gender inequality, about women's rights 

over their bodies versus the stateõs interest in . . . what: con-

trol of sexuality, control of women's abilities to decide when 

and if to have children and control in deciding if children 

should be taken from òunfitó mothers. And the novel forces 

consideration if rape is ever justified. Grrr . . . 

    Atwood, a novelist, poet, professor, editor as well as an 

environmentalist and a cofounder of a technology company, 

set òThe Handmaidõs Taleó in a theocracy, Gilead. Due to 

an environmental disaster, infertility is widespread, and 

handmaids (fertile women) are a controlled commodity. 

Told in the first person, Offred (her name defined by the 

man she is assigned to serve, similar to the custom of wom-

en taking the manõs surname once she is married.) gives a 

non-linear narrative that jumps between her present plight 

and the life she used to have, a life many of us would recog-

nize. 

    Offred, determined to survive to find her daughter who 

has been given to another infertile couple to bring up, 

brings keen intelligence to her observations and conjectures 

about the workings of The Republic of Gilead and how she 

might escape. Offred used her intelligence in her work in 

the great library after all, until all the women were summari-

ly fired by the male director. (And this could happen be-

cause most librarians are women and many directors are 

men.) All of her assets were frozen (because bank accounts, 

etc., identified customers by gender) and then transferred to 

her husbandõs control. 

    Atwoodõs Gilead 

is a well-imagined 

place and the under-

pinnings of the the-

ocracy are carefully 

constructed. Readers 

will be enthralled and 

repelled by these 

imaginings. Better 

reviews of the book 

and of current inter-

views with Atwood 

are plentiful. 

    Yet it is worth 

noting the scant at-

tention paid to the 

ersatz Historical 

Notes appended to 

the end of Offredõs narrative. It is here that the reader will 

find reliefñ that the theocracy of Gilead was neither wide-

spread nor long-lasting. However, those who are familiar 

with scholarly studies will easily detect the condensation 

toward òThe Handmaidõs Tale.ó 

    Presented at the ôTwelfth Symposium on Gileadean 

Studiesõ held at the University of Denay, Nunavit, the 

scholars who discovered the narrative tapes, supervised the 

transcription and conducted the research start by consider-

ing if the narrative is authentic. They further consider if the 

story of Offred is even credible or if Offred exaggerated 

her plight. Did she even exist? And if the tapes are authen-

tic, why oh why didnõt she include more detail so that their 

research would be easier. 

    So is òThe Handmaidõs Taleó dystopian fiction? Yes, but 

also a mirror where some of us catch a glimpse of our own 

recent past. Do I recommend this book? Yes, without res-

ervation but with the caution that the descriptions can be 

uncomfortably graphic.     

    Review by Cynthia Stanton 

 

Note: The Handmaids Tale has recently been made into a series 

on Hulu.  This series has been nominated for an Emmy and will 

be entering into a 2nd season soon. 

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwj2wvjNwZDVAhXLPT4KHYkyD4gQjRwIBw&url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.chapters.indigo.ca%2Fen-ca%2Fbooks%2Fthe-handmaids-tale%2F9780771008795-item.html&psig=AFQjCNEX6UHqCOSjVTMg
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     Absolutely on Music, Conversa-

tions with Seiji Ozawa by Haruki 

Murakami delights the serious 

classical music lover, those who 

would enjoy reading a lively, 

written version of a conversa-

tion between a great conductor 

and a great novelist and for 

those, like myself, who enjoy a 

little backstage gossip. The six 

conversations took place over 

the course of two years. The 

English translation by Jay Rubin came out in 2016. 

    Both renowned in their respective fields, the men look 

back at their early career choices.  The conversations take 

place over five years, so the reader gets a second-hand 

glance at their lives between meetings. Ozawa now in his 

80s looks ahead to his teaching and conducting and speaks 

about what conductors look for when they study scores. 

Murakami, 68, with his vast collection of recordings, draws 

out Ozawa the conductor as commentator, sometimes in 

response to Murakamiõs observations. Murasaki draws paral-

lels between Osawaõs and his own career as a novelist, offer-

ing a fascinating glimpse into the creative process. 

    Ozawa suffers from cancer of the esophagus, mistakenly 

diagnosed in 2010 as back injuries and pneumonia.  Most 

poignant are Murakamiõs words in his introduction about 

Ozawa as he considers what drives them both. Ozawa, weak 

and in very poor health, led a superb concert to memorialize 

his teacher, Hideo Saito. His poor health, however, did not 

constrain the intensity of his conducting. Murasaki writes   

ò. . . one thing dawned on me: He canõt help himself, he has 

to do this.ó  Others in Ozawaõs circle, family and doctors, 

tried to stop him òbut this was something he had to do. For 

Seiji Ozawa, music was the indispensable fuel that kept him 

moving through life.ó 

    Absolutely on Music Conversations with Seiji Osawa lives up to 

its title. These conversations between two remarkable men 

tell the story of an enduring friendship and of friendship 

itself, of the deep connection that survive even long periods 

of absence, as if no time has passed. 

      CS 

Maple Syrup Buckets (n.d.)  by Betty Stull Schaffer 
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Sherrod Perkins-Keane 
 When Bill and 
I received the 
OK from Lath-
rop that we 
could move in, 
we were very 
happy. I had 
had lunch with 
my cousin Judy 
Hyde and re-
ceived a com-
plete tour of 

Lathrop Northampton. I literally fell in 
love with this community and immedi-
ately made the appointment to sign up. 
Bill and I met with Michael Todd the 
next day and the rest is history. When 
we walked into our new home on April 
5th at 14 Cranberry Lane in Easthamp-
ton sight unseen, we both knew that we 
had òcome home.ó ....home to New 
England and home to a state that cares 
for its inhabitants.  Florida is a fun 
place to visit but not a good place to 
live. 
    I was born and raised in Canan-
daigua, New York, went to Madeira 
School outside of Washington, D.C., 
on to Vassar College, and then  to Co-
lumbia University for a MA in Teach-
ing Social Studies. Taught a few years 
then took a year to travel around the 
Mediterranean on a Vespa, got hepati-
tis, and ended up in the American Hos-
pital in Beirut at a time when that area 
of the world was calm. I survived this  
5-week hospitalization because my 
Swiss born roommate spoke 5 lan-
guages and we hit it off.  I was released 
from the hospital and went to Egypt 
for a month, on to Spain, Portugal, and 
then Morocco for 2 months waiting for 
a boat home, an  experience I will never 
forget.  
    Once home, I taught at the Walden 
School in NYC, and then taught poli-
tics and economics at Glen Ridge, NJ, 
high school.  This was a great job with 
a fun curriculum. I divorced, remarried, 
and began working with the Manhattan 
Country School in NYC. My husband, 
Jim Perkins, and I developed the farm 
part of the school, which welcomed 

students and their teachers for a week 
of country life . . . caring for animals, 
milking cows, cooking, making ice 
cream, making maple syrup, and hav-
ing science classes. It was a wonderful 
experience for us all.  
    After leaving the Manhattan Coun-
try School Farm, my husband and I  
farmed 10 years in Roxbury, sold or-
ganic meat in NYC, raised sheep, sold 
feeder pigs, made maple syrup, took in 
hunters, canned and put up all our 
own food. I  had two daughters, and 
was stepmother to two girls and a boy.  
I developed a home base Head Start 
Program for the county.  l was di-
vorced again and raised my children in 
Cobleskill, New York. I went back to 
school at the Center of Family Learn-
ing in Rye, NY, and got a three year 
certification and clinical membership 
in the AAMFT. I then went  on to 
create an alcohol program for Scho-
harie County, and became certified to 
work with Vietnam vets. Five years 
later, I studied a method called Voice 
Dialogue with Hal and Sidra Stone, 
which is based on the Jungian concept 
of inner selves. By this time, I had a 
private practice in a small rural town in 
Schoharie County and was a general 
practitioner therapist. Mostly, I was 
the only therapy resource in the coun-
ty. I was a consultant for agencies that 
needed one, and worked at the local 
school and the local community col-
lege creating alcohol/drug programs.       
During this time, I met Bill, we mar-
ried, and combined our families.  
    I added to my professional tools Jin 
Shin Jyutsu  which is  a hands on heal-
ing method similar to acupuncture 
without needles and continued my 
family therapy and JSJ practice in Flor-
ida for the 12 years we lived there. I  
played league tennis, worked on my 
art, and traveled with Bill to Bolivia, 
Peru, the Amazon, Ireland, China,  and 
Alaska. We learned to enjoy opera in 
Sarasota and loved going to the vari-
ous theaters.  
    My older daughter, Asya, is 11 years 
clean and sober and now works at a 
program for homeless vets. She is the 

mother of my musician grandson, with 
five CDõs to his credit. My younger 
daughter, Jennifer, is becoming a fully 
board certified Family Practitioner and 
will be heading to Anchorage to work 
for the Tribal Health Program. I am 
very proud of both of them.  
    I feel blessed to be here in Easth-
ampton on land that was once a farm. 
We both feel so welcomed by the com-
munity and look forward to meeting 
you all.  
 

Bill Keane 
Why did you 
move from 
Florida to the 
cold north?  
    The short 
answer: I have a 
son, Jonah, liv-
ing in Green-
field with his 
lovely wife, 
Julia, and a new, 
firstborn, boy, 

named after me. Enough said. My 
fourth life begins. 
    My other son, Charis, an Emergency 
Room doctor in Bridgeport, CT, lives 
in Fairfield with two beautiful daugh-
ters. Judy Hyde, of Lathrop Northamp-
ton introduced us to Lathrop last sum-
mer when we were renting in North-
ampton to escape Floridian humidity.  
    The Floridian political scene is al-
most as oppressive as the humidity. 
Enough said. 
    Why did you move to Florida?  
    Twenty winters in Cobleskill, NY, is 
the short answer. I was working for the 
State University of NY (SUNY) at the 
central office in Albany. My work in-
volved labor relations with the seven 
bargaining units across the thirty cam-
puses throughout the state. Prior to the 
central office work, in 1974, I intro-
duced the Affirmative  Action program 
at the SUNY college in Delhi, NY, 
where I directed the Human Resources 
office until 1987 when I moved to the 
central office. In 1996, prostate surgery 
convinced me working is overrated. I 
retired to Englewood, FL. 
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    My first wife and I had divorced in 
1982. Two years later Sherrod and I put 
our two boys and two girls together. My 
third life begins. It was not the Brady 
Bunch, but we survived two and then 
four teens. Sherrod, a family therapist, 
reminds me that relationship is hard 
work. Yes, but she has made it wonder-
ful work going on 32 years of marriage. 
We have revisited Puerto Rico and trav-
eled in Alaska, China, Peru, Bolivia 
(visiting Jonah at his Peace Corps out-
post) and the Amazon head waters. 
    Why did you leave the priesthood?  
    This is the second most frequent 
question I am asked, just behind the 
most asked,ó why did you move from 
Florida to MA?ó Answering the depar-
ture from the clergy question leads me 
from the exterior summary of my life to 
the interior description of my life. 
    During the first life as a priest, expe-
rience in Puerto Rico, experience as 

chaplain in a large mental hospital, 
experience in the civil rights move-
ment and the anti-war movement left 
me questioning much of what the 
institutional church considers dogma. 
I became increasingly uncomfortable 
representing the official church when 
I disagreed with many of its positions.   
    In 1970 I left the clergy and mar-
ried. The second life begins. I worked 
in the City University of NY from 
1970-72, explaining the new open 
admissions program in various NYC 
high schools and then counseling at-
risk students enrolled at Bronx Com-
munity College, where the majority of 
the students were either Latinos or 
African Americans. 
    Occasionally, I am asked if I believe 
in reincarnation. I respond, òmaybeó 
because I have experienced significant 
enough changes to feel reincarnated a 
few times in the last 82 years. 

    For many years I have looked for 
links among religious traditions. While 
in India in 1973, I sat a Vipassana medi-
tation course led by Goenkaji and since 
then I have been practicing this art of 
living. In 1982 a Vipassana meditation 
center opened in Shelbourne Falls, MA, 
another reason for my moving to Lath-
rop. 
    Beneath the many differences among 
religious traditions, a common thread 
binds us: practice loving kindness, prac-
tice compassion, practice forgiveness, 
practice care of the needy. The old sto-
ry, told in scriptures, taught us who we 
are and where we come from. The new 
story will tell us how we evolved and 
how we continue to evolve, connecting 
us as human family from the micro level 
of genes to the macro level of the earth, 
a dot in the immense universe.  
    Albert Einstein reminds us, òNo one 
knows enough to be a pessimist.ó 


