Celebrating You

Dear Maddy,
In honor of all your years dedicated to our community,
we created this book to celebrate amazing you!
Made W ith Our Love,
Camp Kinderland
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A smiling Yiddish crooner of the people! PERFECT-PITCH!
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Remember When

I didn't know my "Maddy Moment" was exactly
that until later. I had arrived at Camp Kinderland
knowing no one and wondering how I would fare. I
knew Kinderland was progressive, secular Jewish
and humanist - so said the publicity - but I wasn't
sure what that meant. One evening early in that
first summer I heard startlingly beautiful singing
swelling out from the Paul Robeson Playhouse. I
slipped in through the back and saw a collection of
young people on the stage singing "Miner's Life"
in soaring, spontaneous harmony. I did not know
the song but my heart seemed to sing along. I
can't promise that Maddy was behind that specific
performance but over the years that followed I
recognized her masterful touch, which encouraged
the singing of songs that had deep meaning and
history as she also made sure that the sound of
voices united was as beautiful as it was inspiring.
ALICE SHECHTER

1. Maddy & Lester dressed Dudl and me as hobos,
complete with makeup, for a NY Choral Society
Halloween party. We won first prize! 2.Maddy came to
Florida to accompany Dudl for a concert he was giving
on February 1, 2000, for the Yiddish Culture Group of
Century Village WPB. She generously gave of her time to
make it a very special event.
SHIRLEY BERNSTEIN

I feel like I've been singing along with Maddy since I
was a toddler. My parents met at camp and continued
to work there while I was a baby, so I was surrounded
by Maddy's musical influence from an early age. When I
attended camp it was all I could do to use my pipes for
whatever music Maddy was making, and as a young adult
she drafted me into her adult chorus, which I agreed to
without hesitation. Even as an adult who hasn't been a
part of camp in a long time, I know that if Maddy called
I'd be there to sing for her, in whatever way she needed!
JULIE (GEROWITZ) IMMEDIATO

My mother had a beautiful singing
voice, I didn't. Only Maddy could
have made me sound like I could
sing. And she did. Now I am part of
the South Florida Raging Grannies
and sing with them at least once or
twice a month. We call it 'raging.'
(I am the woman on the left end).
(Photo at city hall has me on the
right). Thank you Maddy for
helping me find my (singing) voice.
ANN (ELLEN) FONFA AKA ANNIE
APPLESEED

I have so many favorite moments with Maddy. We co-directed three plays together. I loved
watching her teach the campers music. I loved when she would get on stage and help with
choreography and I loved how kind she was to my own two children. One of my fondest
memories is one night we had to take Maddy to the hospital because she had some kind of
stomach virus and she had gotten dehydrated. My two-year-old daughter, Jonah, absolutely
loved Maddy and climbed into the hospital bed with her.
MARANDA KOSTEN

Hey Maddy, I have so many heartfelt memories of how you introduced us to singing folk songs of
peace, love of mankind and workers' struggles amongst many more. My greatest memory of you that
highlights my time in camp is when we, the entire camp ensemble, on SUNDAY Visiting Day, would
walk, bunk by bunk, arm in arm, shoulder to shoulder, from camp to the dining room, led by you
with your arms clapping in the air; you faced us as YOU WALKED BACKWARDS, LEADING US ALL IN
SONG, while our visitors lined the pathway watching and welcoming. Thanks for that memory and
the gift of you in camp that I TREASURE.
JUDI BROWN RITTEL

The year before Mitch was Program Director, a "Gang of Four" collectively acted as Program Director
for the month of August. The last couple of weeks of camp there were only about 30 or 40 kids left in
the entire camp under two group leaders, Alice and myself. We and the rest of the staff were worried
- what could we do that would make the rest of camp exciting for this small bunch of campers?
Maddy, standing on the tiny porch of the old dining room, gave us the answer -- Campwide Choice.
Mix all ages in, and have the staff offer to do what they love with the campers. Maddy's idea worked
really well, even with such a small group. We had smiling campers for the rest of the summer.
BOB BERNSTEIN

I've known Maddy, Lester and di gantzeh mishpobkhe since 1963, my first year working in Camp
Kinderland. Maddy's mom (Esther) was pushing Fred in a baby carriage. By 1964 I was singing with
and accompanying the Maddy Simon Singers, with Maddy, Lester, Sol, Mitch, Joel, Bobby, Shmulick,
Gene and Yudi. When thinking about this, I realized that this was the first group I ever performed
with on a professional level! I had done concerts before (my first was with Ethel Raim), but never in
a group. I've been in many groups since, but this was my first. We all know how through the years
her dedication to camp has been one of the cornerstones of keeping the values of progressive
Yiddishkayt alive in camp and elsewhere. She has been very helpful to me personally, always
supplying me with music that I was looking for, especially "Bund Mit A Statshkeh” and other material
from the Jewish Music Alliance. Biz a Hundert Yor Kinderland.
GERRY TENNEY

Singing with the Maddy Simon Singers, a
small male ensemble which included some
heavyweight talent including Joel Biazzo,
Steve Perlmutter, and Mitch Berkowitz.
The memory of the close harmonies of "Il
Capitano de la Compania" still sends shivers
down my spine.
BOBBY HEISLER, KINDERLAND CIT 1961,
COUNSELOR 1962, 1963, INTERS AND
SENIORS

I am not a natural musician. As an adult,
I've been trying to learn the clarinet and am
interested in klezmer music. Maddy said she
would help me during one rest hour. I was
nervous about it, even though we were good
friends by this time. But she was such an
understanding teacher - meeting me exactly
where I was at. And suddenly I sounded
so beautiful there in the Paul Robeson
Playhouse, accompanied by her piano. It was
a moment where she helped me see my own
possibilities. Another moment that comes to
mind is joining Maddy while she was making
egg salad for Visiting Day. She had my baby
Primo help crack the eggs and helped launch
my love of helping kids find ways to help out
around camp.
RAQUEL

Maddy's incredible patience (though stern
at times) with me while teaching me how to
sing after I unexpectedly was cast as the lead
in my CIT musical.
JRM

Camp Kinderland, Hopewell Junction, NY.
In 1952, Maddy was my counselor in bunk 19
along with what seemed like nineteen other
14 year olds spread out in double deckers.
"How did she manage it?" I wondered when
years later I had my own bunk of 14 year
olds. I remember a few years later in the
Bronx, sitting with their kids while Maddy
and Lester went out. I always remember
Lester directing the plays and Maddy playing
the piano and leading singing. They were
an incredibly important part of the camp
experience and Maddy continues making
contributions. Thank you, Maddy for all
you've done.
SHEILA SLATER

I remember Maddy coming to the Chaike
Klebansky shul in the 90s and teaching us
Yiddish music for our annual seder. You
didn't ever want to mess with Maddy but
when she had you one-on-one, sweetness
slipped out - you knew she had your back
and those moments were sweet. I also loved
singing with Maddy every summer at Camp
Kinderland. One of my all-time favorite
songs is "My mom gave me a penny...," sung
in that NY accent of hers. She taught it at
Share one year.
ARIANA HELLERMAN

I first knew Maddy when she was a conductor
of the Bronx section of the Jewish Young
Folksingers, although my brother was a
friend of hers for many years before that. We
also became friends, and I remember visiting
Maddy and Lester soon after the birth of
their first child. Nobody else I knew had a
baby! It was a) exciting and b) somehow
instructive to interact with the Simons as a
family. Years later, our son, Chuck, became
friends with Freddy Simon, and we continued
to be friends of the family for years -although we had by then, left New York.
MICKEY (HARTMAN) FLACKS

I worked with Maddy on two CIT musicals,
"Oliver" in 1996 and "South Pacific" in 1997.
I was generously given the opportunity to
perform parts I had always wanted-- to be
a funny, wisecracking, mischievous boy at
age 15, and a romantic leading lady at age
16. I felt from Maddy a certain trust when
I was cast, that she knew I could rise to the
challenge and give my very best, even if I
myself wasn't so sure I could. I also loved
that she handed off the most challenging
song in "South Pacific" to another camper. I
got the message that in spite of not having
the best singing voice, Maddy recognized
and highlighted my other talents. In both
shows, I remember having trouble finding
how my voice could best fit, and Maddy
generously jumping from key to key on the
piano, never forcing, always encouraging,
challenging, and offering brilliant little clues
and tricks. I make my living as a performer,
and regularly sing on stage. Maddy helped
me to find my voice as a performer, and to
enjoy it!
ROSE FRIEDMAN (KINDERLAND CAMPER,
CIT, AND COUNSELOR 1993-1998)

Playing the piano at all of the Kindershule
graduations. Coaching the CITs through
"Ballad for Americans." The unique
sit down/stand up chords during the
Kindershule Seders. Cabaret rehearsals
with Freddy, Maddy and Lester, especially
"It Couldn't Please me More." Post
Philharmonic analysis of composition and
performance. Sing-down with Maddy on the
bus in Cuba.
MATTHEW, RYAN, KENNY AND HELENE

Dearest Maddy, I had a cousin who said
to me that I was the only person she knew
who spent 4 weeks in camp and never
got a suntan. I spent my time with you at
the piano, me flopping around the stage
wishing I was in the lake. But you and I got to
giggle and your kind friendship made those
hours a lot more bearable. Even more so,
when we discovered each other at Music and
Art -- you rolling your eyes while banging
away at kettle drums, both of us thinking,
"This too shall pass." You are my favorite
memory of those days and I will always love
you for that.
WITH MUCH LOVE, YOUR JULIE

In 1966, Maddy and Lester selected me for
the role of Sharon in "Finian's Rainbow." The
two of them taught me music, composure,
acting and the joy of musicals. It was so
important in the lives of Stu and myself, that
his monument has a rainbow etched in and
the phrase on it states "Look to the Rainbow."
Rainbows continue to play a significant role in
the everyday lives of the Pargament/Gerowitz
families. Maddy always had a twinkle in her eye
- loved it!
JUDY PARGAMENT GEROWITZ

I'm a parent of a camper so I don't know
Maddy well, but when I heard her sing, "My
father gave me a nickel" I knew I had chosen
the right camp for my boy.
LESLIE (SAM LAWRENCE'S MOM)

Campwide singing on the big slide at twilight; Appreciating and learning different languages
through song and understanding the historic and social contexts from which they evolved; And
enhancing my knowledge of Yiddish and secular Judaism through music.
RANDI ITZKOWITZ

My fondest memories of Maddy are from being directed by her in the musicals - particularly
“Fiddler on the Roof.”
MIRA KATZ DANIELS

CIT Play - We had all worked SO HARD on our musical number. It's a complicated piece, 4 people
singing one song, 4 people singing another, but together. We spent HOURS working on it and
getting it right. Not just rehearsal time, but we sang together during Choice, during rest hour.
Comes the night of the performance and everything that could go wrong DID go wrong. To this
day, I have not been able to bring myself to watch that moment of our play on the video. After the
scene was over, some of us never wanted to think of the song again, but at intermission there's
Maddy, suggesting that we open the second act with that song. Sixteen year old me, as well as
some of my fellow campers, were horrified. We had just stood on stage and made a disaster and
she wants us to do that AGAIN?! No way! In the end, we won, and the show went on, but it still
bugged me. WHY would Maddy want to put us through that. Years later and I find myself watching
campers and students work so hard, only to have something go wrong at the last minute. And I
find myself modelling after Maddy, fighting to give them another moment to shine, because they
should know they CAN do it.
PAULI KATZ

In '51 or '52 I tried to get a part in the Nigendl. Edith told me I was primarily a singer. Maddy
suggested I sing it while they danced it. Maddy coached me till it was just right. Years later Ethel,
Joyce and I performed it for the Moiseyev Dancers at Lincoln Center. Remember, Maddy?
MUCH LOVE, RONNIE GLUCK

For the past 55 years the Itzkowitz and Simon families have been one extended family. Monie
and I and Lester and Maddy enjoyed each other's company traveling together to domestic
and foreign ports. Our children shared their common experiences in Camp Kinderland and
the N.Y. Mittelshul. Each family shared in the "Nakhes" of our children and grandchildren's
accomplishments. Through her teaching songs in Yiddish,English and other languages, Maddy
imbued her philosophy of Mentchlekhkayt, humanism,compassion,and progressive ideology to
all of us.It is a comfort to know that we are still an extended "mishpokhe"and looking forward to
many more years together.
FAY

One of my fondest memories of Maddy is from when
I first met her. I was 15 years old and had come to
Kinderland for the first time to babysit Judee's son,
Jacob, who was then 3. I didn't know anyone and there
weren't other people in my situation - or even any other
15 year olds as there was no CIT program that year. I
spent quite a bit of time hanging around Maddy's House
and visiting with the adults - Maddy, Chaika, Elsie, Mitch
and Teddy. Maddy was very kind to me. At first I was a
bit intimidated by her: she seemed so severe! But she
took a real interest in me and made me feel appreciated
in my role. I was always grateful to her for that.
RACHEL WYATT

It's not one "Maddy moment," it's that Maddy was
there at almost all of the "moments," whether it was
singing in Camp, or leading singing at Camp events, or
Mittleshule, or Shule Seders, or Yackle gatherings, etc.,
etc., etc...
REUBEN FARBER

Every moment with Maddy is a treat. What comes to
mind, however, is Maddy and Lester dancing in the
casino at Sylvan Lake. They had a dance routine where
they would kick one leg between the other one's leg,
and then change legs. They were so much fun to watch.
They really loved life.
STEVE ITZKOWITZ

In Tolland land about five years ago. It started as a quite normal first evening of camp. The
kids were all safely ensconced in their bunks enjoying the company of old and new friends.
A few of us were gathered in the office, relaxing after a busy but pleasant day. Maddy
was there too. Mazl was there of course, sniffing around as canines do. Suddenly, Maddy
politely asked, "What's Mazl eating?" "Oh no!" A few of us shrieked, knowing that what
our beloved camp dog was eating was no mere treat. It was mouse poison!
Those present, led I think by Mat Bussler, leapt into action and very soon I was on my way
with Maddy and one not too happy dog to a 24 hours veterinary surgery on the other side
of Springfield, about 35 miles away.
It coud be a much longer story if I went into all the veterinary science employed to make
Mazl well again but I'll spare you the gory details. Suffice to say that Maddy remained calm
throughout. It was as if she just knew the story would have a happy ending. I must confess I
had my doubts.
Around 1:00 a.m. all three of us were on our way back to camp. Mazl was drowsy though.
The story gets better. The "adventure" continued. To top it off when we were just five
miles from camp on rt.57 our passage was blocked by a moose. A glorious sight to behold
at 2:00 a.m. One can go years at camp without seeing one. It made our day.
A few minutes later it moved and very soon we were safely back at camp.
It's a Maddy/Mazl adventure I'll never forget.
DAVID RENDELL

From Generation
to Generation

I love so many of her songs, but I especially
love all the rounds, and I really like singing
"Mama buy me chocolates." I have tried
teaching some of her songs outside of camp,
thinking that the magic is in the songs. I am
sad to report, it was a flop every time. Yes,
lyrics and music are powerful, but they really
need a great leader to make them grab hold
of an audience.
RAQUEL

Be kind.
JRM

Maddy taught me "Zog Nit Keynmol" for the
first time, which is one of the most powerful
songs about the Jewish experience and
solidarity in general. In addition to the music,
Maddy always made sure you understood the
significance of the lyrics.
ARIANA HELLERMAN

To sing from your heart - to smile, to feel and to be present in the music! (and to pronounce my
Yiddish correctly).
JULIE (GEROWITZ) IMMEDIATO

You don't need a great voice to sing and enjoy it.
ANN (ELLEN) FONFA AKA ANNIE APPLESEED

Learning from Maddy "Zog Nit Keynmol," the song of the Warsaw Ghetto uprising, "Tina Sizwe,"
the South African freedom song and "Because All Men Are Brothers," the Bach choral of peace and
brotherhood, taught me everything I needed to know to be a mentsh in this world.
BOBBY HEISLER, KINDERLAND CIT 1961, COUNSELOR 1962, 1963, INTERS AND SENIORS

Wherever we went, whatever we were doing in and out
of Camp, the many songs that Maddy taught us were
continually sung by all.
JUDY PARGAMENT GEROWITZ

Maddy helped me find joy in
singing. I may be slightly off
key, but I love to sing thanks
to Maddy.
MARCIA LIFSHITZ-HAINES

I have taught folksongs to many groups of
children over many years now. I take enormous
pleasure in knowing those children carry the
songs into their later lives, and, as I often say,
keep them at hand for the moments they are
needed - to inspire, to unite, to give courage.
It is from Maddy Simon that I learned to infuse
every song with a context and history, to make
it come alive as a kind of banner of its time and
of the movement that birthed it. I learned from
her that a song can be a powerful, and literally
unforgettable, carrier of hope, values, and spirit.
ALICE SHECHTER

The joys of Jewish music!
BOB TOMASHEVSKY

Maddy taught me a lot about the structure of musical theater song
composition.
MARANDA KOSTEN

Anyone and everyone can sing. It's always said, but Maddy (and her amazing ability to
play anything in any key) made that a reality. So you chose a different note to sing in than
expected, Maddy just moved to your key and kept playing. So many people cite their love
of singing, or the first time someone told them they could sing, to Maddy. I most loved
"Singing with Maddy" as part of the build up to the Holocaust Memorial. Group after
group, year after year, Maddy taught Yiddish songs of resistance and taught Camp, most
of whom didn't know these songs or Yiddish itself, to feel the power and audacity and fight
in the songs and the language. Those sessions or two every year with Maddy were a history
lesson, a music lesson, and an inspiring activism lesson all rolled into one.
PAULI KATZ

My kids can sing the first verse of "Zog nit kaynmol" -- in Yiddish -all the way from Santa Barbara. Unbelievable!
MICKEY (HARTMAN) FLACKS

I can recite the Bill of Rights and the inscription on the Statue of Liberty
effortlessly, thanks to Maddy. (This always impresses my friends). Whenever I
think of any civil rights, labor, freedom, Yiddish, or peace song, I can't help but
think of Maddy leading us, whether in Camp or at a rally.
STEVE ITZKOWITZ

Maddy's songs at camp share brought the whole camp together. I'm sure there's not
a single camper - former or present - who does not have vivid and fond memories
of all of us singing together under Maddy's leadership and she would mix silly songs
that entertained with songs that told of people's resistance to oppression. On
a lighter note: maybe a few of those campers also learned how to stay in tempo
- as Maddy always resisted our collective impulse to speed up the chorus of the
Kinderland Hymn!
RACHEL WYATT

The incredible generational impact of Maddy's musical gift is
awe inspiring. She has shared her talents and vast knowledge
with the Kinderland community and our family. She has
enriched all our lives beyond measure.
MATTHEW, RYAN, KENNY AND HELENE

Remembering Lester

"Racin' in the sun” (Raisin in the Sun). Relay race with eggs on spoons on the sports field.
MARTY ITZKOWITZ

I remember Lester as the consummate merry-maker and "therapeutic"
group leader: skillful, assured and compassionate.
BOBBY HEISLER, KINDERLAND CIT 1961, COUNSELOR 1962, 1963, INTERS AND SENIORS

Lester! I only shared a few years with him at Camp Kinderland, but in his presence there was always
a sparkling, creative intensity and often a spirit of great fun. He had a dramatic flair that encouraged
the children to take their acting seriously (he never spared them the storminess of his temperament);
yet at the same time, he was a bottomless font of silliness, relays, and games.
ALICE SHECHTER

Lester was a sweet, kind man with a great sense of humor. I remember his
directing camp plays and emoting with a booming voice as emphasis!
JUDY PARGAMENT GEROWITZ

I did not meet Lester; however, I am a regular games leader at camp, and I feel like I am part of
a great tradition. I am particularly aware of his close attention to the "pre-game game." I don't
always succeed in having one, but it's always my goal.
RAQUEL

Lester was also one of the first "adults" I
became friends with. I was very impressed that
he worked with children who were disabled.
He was also very funny: a legacy he left with
me was the ability to make nonsense words
out of real ones, often by adding an "n": "give
me a cnigarette", "let's have a shnuggle", etc.
He spent so many summers in camp, working
incredibly hard to put on a good musical show
-- it was inspiring!

Doing the hand jive to "I Can't Help Myself."
Waking up to Lester banging the bass drum
in the Olympic Marching Band as they blasted
through each bunk on the first morning of
Olympics. Playing all kinds of unique and
creative games in the Rec Hall or on the open
platform.

MICKEY (HARTMAN) FLACKS

Games with Lester on the open
platform (when I was a Junior and
Inter). And I could probably still
make it through the Hand Jive...

Lester was a kind, gentle, caring
soul. He loved children and
extended that love to everyone
around him. He was very bright,
a talented actor, funny, and
extremely creative. I will always
remember doing Hand Jive, Human
Bingo, Salt and Pepper, and many
other games and pre-game games.
He was one-of-a-kind. I was so
fortunate to have learned from him.
STEVE ITZKOWITZ

RANDI ITZKOWITZ

REUBEN FARBER

I miss the times when Lester would surprise
us with his wealth of knowledge. I miss his
challenging games and the joy he had in
seeing people working together to complete
the task he gave them. I remember Lester
especially for his sensitivity and compassion
for all the children he worked with. He left his
mark on all of us.
FAY

Sadly, I never met Lester, but from Maddy
learned what a talented and loving man he
was.

The Lost Memory of the Green Queen and
the Hand Jive.
MARCIA LIFSHITZ-HAINES

MARANDA KOSTEN

Lester taught me that most games are fun to
be played with kids 11 and under, and then
again 14 or 15 and up. The time in between
(12-13-14?) they are "too old" to play that
game. ;) Lester was just as much fun and as
high energy as Maddy. They were a great
pair.

Lester was a consummate performer
and he could command the attention
of any and every group of children.
Of course I have great memories of
Lester's pre-game games in which he
made getting into two lines or two
teams a fun activity on its own.

MIRA KATZ DANIELS

RACHEL WYATT

Games with Lester and learning
the Hand Jive.
MATTHEW, RYAN, KENNY AND HELENE

Lester was kind enough to give me a tour of
Blythedale rehab while I was in my last year
in PT school. That trip taught me not to work
with kids. Too difficult. I never told him.
RONNIE GLUCK

I don't have any direct memories of Lester,
but I have so many memories of his legacy.
Between the hand-jive during "King of the
Road" and the general silliness and laughter
during "One finger, one thumb, keep
moving," are all the camp "go to" games.
When the campers are restless, staff will
always go to a Lester Simon game. When a
staff member wants to search the archive for
a "new" game, the one they find is somehow
always a Lester Simon game.
PAULI KATZ

Celebrating You

Dear Cousin Maddy, It has been great reconnecting with you over the past
year. My connection with you is as second cousins - your grandfather and my
grandmother were brother and sister. I never attended Camp Kinderland but my
grandparents, Israel and Bessie Grayman, were very involved there and at Camp
Dutchess in the 1920s and 1930s. My father was a camper at Camp Kinderland
in the later 1920s. The two pictures I have attached (one of you at about age
5 with your family) taken at Camp Dutchess and one of you in the late 1950s
with Lester, your mother and daughter, were from my father's and grandfather's
archives. Congratulations on this well deserved honor for you and Lester.
COUSIN WALTER GRAYMAN

The entire Wasserman family honors Maddy for all her abilities, her devotion to her beliefs and her
dedication to Camp Kinderland over all these decades.
PS. Here are two photos from the "good old days" in 1945. Taken in the auditorium of the Coops
in the Bronx where Edith Segal is teaching the Mitltleshul dance class. In the first picture Maddy is
on the left in the second row in the striped shirt and on the other picture (same shirt) she is the left
most person.
With all our love,
ANN (DRAGOON) AND AL WASSERMAN

I have been lucky and privileged to have
known Maddy & Lester and their family for
most of my life. I first remember them when
they came to camp in 1962. I was seven and
Eve was in the Kleynvarg with me. Maddy
was of course leading singing and Lester was
coming up to lead games and direct shows.
Since my Mom, Elaine Katz, was a group
leader, I suspect that we met before camp
started that summer.

I remember the joy on Maddy’s face as
she taught us songs of struggle, songs of
resistance, songs of our Yiddish culture, and
just plain good songs. How could we resist
wonderfully subversive songs like Younger
Generation (Parents dear please recall
that at one time you were small) or Yugnt
Hymn (Yung is yeder ver es vil nor - Youth is
everyone who wants to be). Miner's Life and
the Kinderland Hymn were in our mouths.
Lester just as joyously taught us games. The
Hand Jive, Captain Bunk and so many more.
One of my early memories of the Simons
happened on the way to camp. My family was
driving up the Taconic when we had a flat
tire. As my Dad, Lyber Katz, got sister, Mira
and me out of the car so he could unpack
the trunk, Mom pulled us as far away from
the road as possible and we kids were kind
of frightened. A few minutes later in marched
Lester and Maddy and the rest of the family
in a row to keep us company as they had seen
us pulled over.

I was also able to work closely with Maddy & Lester during the many productions they led
at camp. I loved technical theater from a very early age and Lester was happy to make
use of that love and treated me as a fellow artist even when I was a camper. I was the
lighting designer for many of the shows, from my work camp years on, with a spectacular
production as a Second Year CIT of Jacques Brel is Alive and Living in Camp Kinderland,
in what was to be our final production at Sylvan Lake. I also remember fondly an amazing
and innovative production of Stan Freberg presents the United States Part I that Lester
directed and Maddy musically directed when I was on staff and we were wandering Jews
before we made it to Tolland.
On a more personal note when I started to bring my girlfriend and life partner, Linda Gritz,
to camp and camp functions, she was originally met with some trepidation since she grew
up in Camp Kinder Ring from across Sylvan Lake. I remember how delighted Maddy was
when she discovered that Linda could sing, and knew many of the Yiddish songs. Later we
were lucky to have Maddy and Lester as guests at our wedding and still enjoy seeing the
video of Lester boisterously congratulating us after the ceremony.
Maddy and Lester and the whole Simon clan enveloped all of camp in warmth and love
and happiness. Their custom license plate was FLAMDERS which derived of course from
their names, Freddy, Lester, Abby, Maddy, Danny, Eve, Roy, Simon. Maddy and Lester gave
freely and openly to us all and today we still love and respect them for all of their amazing
talents.
MIKE KATZ

Dear Maddy,
You and I were frequently together when
the powers that be were planning some
big shindig. I was usually narrating some
cantata and you were artfully indispensable
to the entire endeavor in directing it and/
or providing music for it. I picture you sitting
at the piano both at innumerable rehearsals
and performances. That includes all sorts of
events with Edith as well. Sending you every
good wish which you dearly earned and
deserve.
LOVE, HENRY KELLERMAN

Just a mazel-tov for Maddy, and many, many
thanks for all her (often heroic) efforts to coax
listenable music out of a variety of talents (or
lack thereof) over the years. A sheynem dank!
MICKEY FLACKS

I remember walking down from my apartment
to yours to see Danny and the door was
unlocked, always unlocked and there would
always be people in the house talking or
singing by the piano. It was a special place
for me.
MATTHEW ABOULAFIA

FRIENDS INDEED
Alice and I were friends with Maddy and Lester in the 1950's. We soon discovered that they
enjoyed playing card games as we did, so card games were a regular event. I also learned
that Lester was a stickler for the rules. When I suggested a tweak to the game "O Hell" to
possibly make it more challenging, we tried it. But ultimately we gave up the tweak. To Lester
a game that is already challenging and has to be skillfully played should not be burdened
with evolving rules. Lester's contribution to these card games was something more important;
he was a really good card player.
One cannot celebrate Maddy without mentioning music. I emerged from the New York City
Public School System as a "listener," which meant that I and others like me should only listen
when everybody around us is singing. That is, we couldn't sing on key. I went through life as
a listener until about fifteen years ago when Maddy organized a chorus that included many
Kinderland-connected people who missed being part of a chorus. Alice convinced me to join
the chorus - her persuasive argument was that Maddy as the conductor will guide me. But
I was very trepidatious. I was sure somebody seated near me was going to remind me how
dreadful I sounded. As it happened Maddy gave me permission to sing louder when I tried
to bury my voice. At other times she complimented my singing, telling me I was improving.
Despite her encouragement I still had lingering doubts. But it didn't matter because over
time I recognized the improvement and it was liberating.
Lester and Alice are no longer with us. But for the past ten years Maddy and her family have
included my daughter Terry and me in their Thanksgiving celebration. Three generations of
Simons have given us the comfort that comes with being part of a family. Friends indeed.
FRED KOGAN

Maddy’s remarkable musical abilities (especially her facility sight-reading
and transposing music for the CITs in the annual musicals) has always
floored me. As a music teacher, I often wish I had the skills she possesses.
She is a true master and a person I hold in great esteem.
ORA GLADSTONE

Wanting to become a teacher but aware of the fact that I did not know if I was cut out to work with
children, I decided to become a summer camp counselor to see if I was suited for the challenge.
I took a job at a camp I saw advertised at the college and wound up loving working with the kids
but hating the administration's attitudes and policies toward them. Back at school I bad-mouthed
all camps until I met Judee Rosenbaum, who argued that Camp Kinderland was different and
persuaded me to work there the following summer so I could see for myself.
Was she right! Almost immediately I found myself included in a staff composed of dedicated
professionals whose single-minded mission seemed to be to provide the most meaningful,
progressive set of experiences to their campers. Chief among these were Maddy Simon, whose
skillful musicianship and sensitivity to the needs of the children combined to make the shyest
youngsters she worked with sing out like trained professionals, and Lester Simon, whose regular
visits to camp were accompanied by his vast repertoire of skills and activities that were so
valuable in teaching the staff and the campers alike the importance of developing the techniques
of selfless socialization.
I returned to the camp for a number of summers after that, proud to be considered a member of
the staff that included Maddy and Lester Simon, and now, more than a half-century since I first
met them, I still labor under the influence of what I learned from them.
BERNARD GORDON

The idea of me writing something for Maddy and
Lester feels kind of strange; after all, what can I
say really, that hasn’t already been said, better,
funnier, more aptly, deeply, and probably more
interestingly. But it’s important to me that they
know that I love them, and if this can be a small
token of that love… then so be it.
When I was a child at Camp K, at the ripe old age
of 4, Lester Simon games were something that,
to me were the most wonderful ways to play, and
definitely my favorite time of the day at camp.
Partly because the big kids (by big I mean 9-15
year olds) were running around and laughing and
having fun, partly because I couldn’t yet get to
do that, and partly because Lester always found
a way to make me feel special by somehow
integrating me into those games. Whether it was
letting me place that stolen bacon in the middle,
or help hand out numbers for human bingo (my
favorite), or run around the circle pretending to
be an airplane or bang the drum when someone
yelled “Spirit of ’76,” he always had a role for me
along with a hug and a smile. To a 4-year-old, he
was like another grandpa, who always had some
kind of a treat to look forward to. In fact, this past
summer I was asked to do “Lester Games,” and
it was an awesome experience having my little 4
year old daughter hold up numbers and run back
and forth helping me as I ran Human Bingo –
B’kol Dor V’Dor.

When he passed away - and even now, as I write this - I feel his greatness, both in the weight of what he gave to me in
life and what I even miss now.
Now the other part of the Nichols and May duo, the unstoppable force – is Maddy. I realize that comparing Maddy to
Elaine May is like comparing a bowl of Jelly to Borscht. One is silly and daffy, the other will make you strong like ox!
Maddy always treated me like part of her family, which is quite extensive. Her children also always treated me that way.
Danny and Freddy – my counselors -- had the humor and playfulness of Lester and the care and concern of Maddy.
Maddy (luckily for me) has been around my whole life as an artist, since its inception. She helped guide, support,
encourage and work with me on my career as an actor and singer both at camp and during the year. She always asked
me about my acting, came to support me when I was in the Folksbiene, helped me work on “Shtil Di Nacht” for an
audition and made me feel I belonged in the chorus at Kinderland when I doubted myself.
I remember talking with my friends about the CIT play, and though we made tons of jokes about it, I desperately
wanted to be in it. Being an actor, any chance I get to perform I take it! I remember once talking with a friend over a
beer about what musical Kinderland should do that never would be. Obviously the list goes on, but I still laugh at the
idea of “Tommy – The Who.” We imagined Maddy yelling at the Altos, clapping her hands ferociously on beat, trying
to harmonize “Sure plays a mean pin ball!”
“No- no! It’s Ball, Ball… BALL! ALTOS - Up here… Ball!!!” Plunk, plunk, plunk on the piano.
Then I got the chance to work with her. A daunting task… not many would look to fill the shoes of Mitch Silver, or more
aptly Lester, as the Director of the CIT play with Maddy pounding the ivories with her years and years of experience
and training. But I took it on because Maddy has always made me feel comfortable and loved. Even when arguments
occurred, I always knew that Maddy loved me. I also love Maddy and learned through working together what a great
sense of humor she has. I learned about directing and acting from working with Maddy. She taught me so much about
the creative process, and art. Even about conﬂict in the art, and struggles, which can bring about growth.
Watching, listening, discussing all of this all these years with Maddy helped keep me humble and open as a person, an
artist and actor. She helped me keep in mind that art, like humanity, comes from love and is a joyful gift that needs to
be given with love.
Without Maddy and Lester I don’t know exactly how my life would be different, but I do know how grateful I am to
have been loved by them both. My life, our lives are better because of them.
JACOB

Maddie: Thank you for singing to me and with
me for the last 4 decades! You have been a
gift to me and my children!
LOTS OF LOVE, JESSICA ROTHBERG

Best wishes, Maddy!!
KAREN (WEISKOPF) MCFARLANE

From the time we bathed together as children
(!!), Maddy has been part of the foundation of
our mutually shared devotion to progressive
Secular Jewish American identity inspired
by the history and culture of the Jews as a
people and the particular heritage of its radical
concept of a shenere, besere velt attained
by solidarity with all those oppressed and
persecuted. When Lester joined our Yiddisheducated-Kinderland generation, he was at
once a much desired asset. Kovid zayn likhtikn
ondenk.
HERSHL (HESHY) HARTMAN

Mazeltov dear Maddy from an old
friend who remembers you lovingly.
SAUL ELKIN

When Rita and I arrived in Honesdale in the
summer of 1973 with nine month old Zoe and
Louie our Mexican immigrant dog, back after
a few years away, Rita for the first time, Zoe
new as could be, Maddy you were one of our
most welcoming and gracious new friends.
You (with Chaike and Elsie) made Rita feel at
home, made me happy to be back, and you
adored Zoe, which was the sure way to our
hearts. Thank you for that - we adored you
back. I have a picture somewhere (I can't find
it) of baby Zoe on your lap and both of you
happy with each other - I can see it clearly
before me, where ever it is. When Lester was
there on the weekends he was what he was,
Magic. Rita and I loved to watch him work.
Skip ahead thirty years, I will never forget
your loyalty and generous help to Itche, to
his office and his projects, to his hundredth
birthday party, your helping our shared goals
for Yiddish and secular Jewish life to thrive.
You keep Yiddish sung in Camp Kinderland,
with humor, verve, and stubborn joy. Who
could ask you for more? Thank you for that.
The Goldberg-Bobry-Stewarts love you and
thank you for your friendship and wish you
BIZ HUNDERT UN TSVANTSIK YOR.
DOVID RITA ZOE DAVID OLLY TESSA POPPY.

Maddy, I can almost not remember a time when I didn't know you, but my first concrete
memories of you are from the summer of 1952 when you were my counselor in Bunk 25
(on The Hill!) That was probably the same summer that you played and I sang "Tsvishn
greenem groz un beymer..." and I arrogantly signaled you to begin playing. Apologies
again--you were deservedly mad and I had a lot to learn! Since then you have always
been someone I am glad to see, to talk to about all kinds of things and to go to with
questions about music. I have always appreciated your dry humor and your to-the-point
comments and straightforward opinions. It is always so good to run into you and get
your quick take on whatever is happening. I remember so many occasions working with
you on different projects--it was always fun and you always threw your all into every
event. I appreciate and thank you for all the effort that went into organizing my dad's
100th. Through you I also feel such a connection to Chaike - I'm not even sure why,
but it is there. Over these many years you have always been a part of my life, though
sometimes only peripherally, yet always with a sense that we knew each other rather
well and cared about each other. So Maddy, tzu lange yorn! and with hopes that we will
continue to be in each other's lives!
SUSAN GOLDBERG

I’ve known and worked with Maddy since 1976, but our most intense relationship and collaboration
was during the summers of 1993-2006 when we co-directed 14 CIT musicals. One incident was typical
of our dynamic and I believe revealing of the essence of Maddy.

I worked with Maddy as a member of Camp Kinderland's Board of Directors for over 35 years. Maddy was
the ideal Board member. She rarely missed a meeting. She has a deep love and understanding of Camp
and its history which was evident in the comments and ideas she expressed at our meetings. She was always
the first to volunteer for almost any task. She put together and led a chorus to perform at a Camp Seder in
Cuba. She met the parents at the Camp bus. She oversaw the sale of Camp items on visiting day. At every
event, she was there to help set-up and clean-up. Her energy and exuberance always lit up the room. One
last point. Maddy has a great sense of humor. Numerous times she would say to me before a meeting "I
have a joke for you." They were funny. Maddy, this event is an honor well deserved.
BILLY

Maddy was bemoaning the ability of a kid I cast to pull off a song the character had to sing: “She
can’t hold a tune,” “She has no sense of rhythm,” “I can’t hear a word she sings,” “She can’t focus in
rehearsal,” “How did you cast such a stinker in that role,” “I’m wasting my time working with her,”
were only some of the milder critiques she filled my ears with after every rehearsal. Finally I said, “Ok
Maddy, let’s cut the song.” That elicited what I had come to expect as the response: “Well, that’ll
make the kid feel bad - perhaps we can give her a little more time,”—by which she meant more of
her time, more of her skills, more of her demanding but deeply child-caring attention. Maddy would
extend her 13 hour rehearsal schedule a couple of hours just to work with that child, and of course, as
always, she succeeded. Such a story was typical. The CIT might still not have sounded like Maria Callas
by show time, but invariably she had a sense of accomplishment, felt good about herself, and gave a
performance that filled all - herself, her campmates, her family, the staff and me with pride. When I
told Maddy what a great job she had done, she’d say “Yeah, she wasn’t too bad.” But to the kid she
told the truth: “You were great.” And so was Maddy
MITCH

Hi Maddy, Thank you for welcoming me at camp. You really taught me so much about it and I loved
sharing a cabin with you. Your enthusiasm and your spirit were very inspirational for me. I loved how
you could so easily get me to laugh and I really loved learning about your past. I also am grateful for
moving our relationship past camp....going to a couple of plays, enjoying dinners in Tarrytown and
staying at your house.
CINDY

Dear Maddy, How do I begin to talk about the rich tapestry that represents the connections between the Simons
and the McGowans? I guess the best way is just to begin.1959, The Festival. We were both there, though we
didn't see much of each other, You did offer, and did give, regards to Ricky, and received the unexpected calm
response about which we have laughed several times.Then, of course, Camp. I first worked there in 1960, and for
a number of years thereafter, first as a counselor, then as a group leader. That is when we really got to know the
two of you, and became close. Much happened. I reproduce here an email in its entirety from David: "The ﬁrst
time I ever participated in one of Lester's "line games” - I have no idea how old I was - I thought it was the most
fun, most ingenious thing ever. Why didn't anyone else do this? I actually never have seen those games done
anywhere else and can't understand why - they were genius. And then of course there was The Pajama Game.
You would have thought we were actually good, with the intensity that was applied by Maddy and Lester. I mean,
you paid attention! I don't know if it was fun for everyone - I had a big part - but it still seems a miracle that we
could make a musical happen in what, about 10 days?" Yes, Lester was a genius. One of my proudest moments
was when I organized my group, I think it was the Inters, though it could have been the Seniors, in games using
Lester's ideas. Lester came by, saw what was happening, and stood there beaming. I have rarely been as proud
as I was then. And singing, and the plays, and all that. What can I say? I think David said it all. And then, of
course, the Maddy Simon Singers. How proud I was to be part of that group. Which brings me to visiting you
in Allerton Avenue; David relates, in another email, about the sound of the El, and when we were visiting from
St. Louis, the long subway ride from Grandma Fanny's house in Brighton Beach to your house. And the plays,
do you remember the plays that Danny and David, and Nina and Freddy, put on? Cute, and heartwarming, but
interminable. Talking about Nina and Freddy; do you remember looking for them as we were packing at the end
of Camp to go home? We would find them off in some corner, playing intensely with each other. During Camp
itself they barely spoke, but when Camp ended - boom, off they were, bonded as though they were twins. Before
that, however, was Nina and her shoes. Yes, she was walking down the road barefoot when she was ten months
old, but did she really need sneakers? Well, you gave some to her. And when you told me that you continued the
tradition by buying Nina's son Dylan shoes for him, I was tickled pink. Talking about Nina, here is an email from
her: "One of my earliest memories ever involves Lester. David and I were staying with them without you for some
reason, must have been on one of those trips from St. Louis. We were sitting in the kitchen and I was about to
eat a lemon yogurt but I balked because it wasn't mixed and there was a lot of water on top which I thought was
disgusting. Lester smiled reassuringly at me and told me it was just the juice of the lemon. David told him I wasn't
stupid, but he won me over, convincing me, and I ate the yogurt. I too remember the rumbling of the train in their

apartment. Lots of singing on car trips - "I have not got
my specs with me". Now that I'm joining your group for
the Philharmonic I happily have more recent memories
of Maddy. One of my favorites is when before a recent
concert I was looking at my phone, and Maddy instructed
me to read the program as it would help me understand
the concert we were about to hear. So, Maddy and Lester
have been a part of my life - from my earliest memories,
to the most recent." Then, the Canteen. The summer
of '69, when Ricky and Paul Gershowitz ran the Canteen
at Lakeland, was memorable for many reasons. First,
I learned how to make egg creams. And I made good
ones! One important memory: After the Canteen closed,
you and Lester would come down and we would play
cards. Hearts, as I remember. Until 2 am, or thereabouts.
And Lester eschewing "girls' rules" with you sticking out
your tongue and calling him a "male sexist pig!” Which
he was not, of course, but loved being provocative.
And the ferocious games that followed. And then the
shocking news of Lester's death, and the honor that was
given to me when Abby asked me to preside over the
memorial service where people spoke about how much
Lester meant to them. I remember Dudl Bernstein asking
"How are you going to get through this?” I don't know
how I did, but I managed, crying at the end along with
everyone else. So, Maddy, we continue. Being with you
at New York Philharmonic concerts is a real joy, which I
hope continues for a very long time. We love you.
ALAN, RICKY, NINA AND DAVID MCGOWAN

Dear Maddy, You bring such joy, passion, love and
generosity to every space you enter. You remind
us all of the power of music, play and creativity to
connect us to a greater purpose-- as individuals
and community. Thank you for always making
me feel welcomed, loved and inspired in the
Kinderland community. Sending you so much love
and gratitude today and always.
LAURA SHMISHKISS

Maddy, I love and miss you!

Thanks for the joyful memories in
Kinderland!
BOB TOMASHEVSKY

My best memories of camp are all the singalongs, and singing and dancing "Sugar Pie
Honey Bunch" with Lester and Maddy. It took
me out of myself. As a miserably depressed
teenager, I desperately needed that. Thank
you to the Simons!
NOEMI LEVINE

MARANDA KOSTEN

HELLO Maddy!! ~ from the Margolies girls,
Maxine & Ginny ~ In loving memory of our
mom, Irene, and remembering Lester ~ We're
sending warmest wishes to you. We ('girls') are
both (finally!) "settled" -- Maxine is happily,
recently married and still a working psychologist
in Philadelphia PA, where she lives with her
husband, Alan Soffin. I'm happily retired - a
decade, now? - living the 'good (quiet!) life' in
Wellfleet MA on Cape Cod, with my fab musician
'beau' (a songwriter, fine artist & partner!) my
boyfriend, Frank Morgan. To all the greatness
you showed us! So much love and many, many
Thankyous!!! We send you our Very Best Wishes.
GINNY MARGOLIES & MAXINE MARGOLIESSOFFIN

Maddy, You hold a place in my heart. You
were among those women "of the village"
that raised me. I can't point to one specific
event or lesson. I just learned to be a human
being, in part, from you. Thank you.
MIRA KATZ DANIELS

Maddy is the greatest! The stories, music
and Jewish culture that she shares make our
class a complete joy. She is fun loving and
giving. She is warm and loving. She is a force
of nature! We are grateful to have her as
our teacher. Annette, Audrey, Carole, Jean,
Karen, Lois, Maelia, Marge, Mildred, Pauline,
Rita J, Rita L, Rita W, Rochelle, and Rowena.
SHAMES JCC YIDDISH CLASS

For me, one of the most valuable parts of my
Kinderland experience is the deeply rooted
sense of history and tradition alive at camp. It
is why after years away, I still feel a part of the
community and why I will send my daughter
across the country each summer to attend
camp. Maddy is an invaluable and powerful
part of this magic. She represents so many
iterations of Kinderland and offers campers
from many generations a connection to the
evolving Kinderland culture. This culture
shaped who I am today as an activist, artist,
parent, partner, friend. Thank you, Maddy for
your energy, commitment, compassion, and
consistency in the Kinderland world. I deeply
appreciate you.
EMMA KLEIN

Dear Maddy, Thank you for all
those years of fantastic musical
direction for the summer play.
SANDY TURNER

Remembering fun times at Camp Kinderland
and how much the music and songs were such
a prominent part of camp experience. Sending
Best Wishes!
JUNE WIND PASHKIN (THE BAKER'S
DAUGTHER- MY FATHER WAS WALTER WIND)

It was the summer of 1965 when I arrived at Camp Kinderland in Hopewell Junction in upstate NY, having been hired
as a camp counselor. The combination of most activities taking place outside, playing ball, the focus on performing
arts (music, dance, singing, acting) was right up my alley. The emphasis at camp was on inclusivity, Yiddishkeit,
multiculturalism, activism and freedom for all. Kinderland was the perfect place for me. Unlike other camps,
Kinderland didn’t have Color War, but rather, Peace Olympics. I loved this place.
On July 4, only a few days after we arrived, the staff put on a performance of Ballad for Americans, originally sung by
Paul Robeson. Maddy Simon was the talented, funny and lively woman who played the piano and patiently waited
for us to learn our parts. Her husband, Lester Simon, directed the production. (“In ’76 the sky was red…..”). I think it
was during that performance that I fell head over heels in love with camp.
That was the beginning of countless songs, performances, and theatre productions directed by Maddy and Lester.
We became friends and I spent many cozy, wintry Sunday nights in their 15th ﬂoor apartment on Barker Avenue,
hanging around and shmoozing while the Maddy Simon Singers rehearsed. I remember Yudi Ronch’s deep bass
voice, and Gerry Tenney, Gene Sherman and Lester singing under Maddy’s careful direction.
A few years later, when I was the Group Leader of the Work Camp, (14 year olds) the campers performed "Fiddler on
The Roof." Marty Itzkowitz was a wonderful Tevye, and I remember that Janie Schreiber, who we could never get to
stop talking, played Fruma Sarah and lost her voice just before the final performance. It was a wonderful production,
and I was touched when I looked at the program and saw that Maddy and Lester had listed me as the Assistant
Director. I asked them about it, and they said, “We watched the rehearsal and realized that we’d never seen half the
staging, and we wanted to give you credit.” So sweet.
Maddy led the camp in song for the four years that I worked at Kinderland and for many years after at gatherings
and camp reunions. I think of her often when I sing and play songs from Rise Up Singing. She surely has helped many
souls rise up to the sound of music.
Lester would sometimes get over-heated and raise his voice in frustration and would yell. Maddy would cross her
eyes and make funny faces. I learned lessons about using humor when faced with adversity and I always had a good
laugh.
Over the course of the almost 54 years of our friendship, Maddy has been a very dear friend, a role model of how to
be a mother and have a career. She raised four children, Eve, Abby, Danny, and Fred, and taught music in the NYC
Public Schools and directed many choruses.

In 1969, she and Lester hosted a surprise wedding shower for Harold and me at their apartment on Barker
Avenue, and Maddy spent a good part of the morning of our wedding party in the mountains in Peekskill
scooping out little melon balls for the celebration.
In 1989, I’d been divorced for 10 years and living in Denver. I wanted to send my daughter Dia to Kinderland
for the summer. Maddy met Dia, then 14, at La Guardia airport, ran around New York with her for the weekend,
and brought her up to camp for her first summer at Kinderland. In 1994, after I dropped Dia off at Smith College
in Northhampton, MA., I drove to the Bronx and slept over at Maddy’s. It was, as always, comforting and fun.
In 1996, Maddy went on a group tour which ended in Denver. I picked her up and we spent an evening at my
Denver home together.
During my many trips to NYC, I would often stop at Maddy’s apartment or meet her in the city for some delicious
meal at a restaurant that only the “locals” knew about. Just last week, Maddy sent a donation to a fundraiser I
started for my birthday to support an organization that helps refugees who have been detained.
Lester
It’s easy to remember Lester’s smile, the twinkle in his eye, the wonderful productions he directed, and the
many children that he brought joy to with his skill and playful nature, both at camp and at Blythedale Children’s
Hospital. “Games With Lester” was another one of my favorite camp activities. Whenever I sing “The Name
Game” with my grandchildren (Zella-Bella, Bo-Bella and Renner-Benner Bo-Benner), I think of Lester and smile,
and as a real Simon, he also taught me to play an excellent “Simon Says.”
Lester’s relationship with Maddy and his children was very sweet. I once spoke to Lester on the phone from camp
and he signed off saying, “Goodbye. Tell Maddy I love her.”
I cried when I received the call telling me he died in April, 1986. Lester was much loved and truly missed. Maddy’s
grief, along with the grief of their children and their families, was huge. For what is grief, but love with no place
to go? That Maddy was able to continue on without Lester is the result of her strength and fortitude, and the fact
that she continues to be surrounded by love. The two of them created a loving family and they have indeed left a
legacy to be proud of. Just this year, as Maddy and I exchanged photos of our respective grandchildren, Maddy
wrote, “Here they are. They are all wonderful people.” That comes as no surprise.
Thanks for everything, Maddy.
LOVE, NINA [SOKOL]

Dear Maddy –
You have been in my life for so long, with Lester and without him, and for your consistent support, confidence in me,
and love, I owe you more gratitude than I will ever be able to repay.
Maddy, you are such an unusually gifted and dedicated person. You have worked tirelessly your whole life, raising
four (four??!!) children, accompanying directors, teaching music, leading bands and choruses here and abroad,
reaching out, in camp and school, to children who needed help in any way, going on marches and demonstrations,
teaching Yiddish, working to keep Yiddish alive, translating, writing out music for others, reading voraciously,
researching, keeping abreast of the news, constantly learning, going to concerts and plays – and I’ve left out at
least a third of what you normally do. And you are actively interested in everything: people, politics, literature,
history, music, culture – and, of course, Yiddish! There is no plumbing the depths of your intellectual and personal
abilities. Like Tennyson’s Ulysses, you are “forever seeking with a hungry heart.”
You encourage people to be their best, and you refuse (when you can) to settle for less – for half-stepping, for
compromising, for under-achieving. And you not only demand the best from others (and from yourself) – you help
them achieve it. The CITs squirm and complain as you keep them at rehearsal after long rehearsal – but then, when
they are singing – in their bunks, on the field, anywhere and everywhere – and they hear how glorious they sound,
they themselves are struck by the beauty you have helped – nay, made -- them create.
And your heart is so big: when you see someone in distress – even if their distress is not apparent to some – you
offer your attention, compassion and, if appropriate, your help. And it’s not only to young people. You were stalwart
and comforting for me in the hard times with Joel – times that, sadly, Lester later experienced – a poor repayment
for your and his generosity of spirit. In fact, you have been a much better friend to me than I have been to you –
but, because you are who you are, I believe (and hope) you forgive me for that. You are generous with your time,
your attention, your money, your love. I have always known you to respond to the needs of others, no matter how
exhausted you yourself were. How many times have you shlepped all the way to Brooklyn at unreasonable times of
day to play for our shule graduates? How many hours, when you could’ve been resting, have you spent in Robeson
either working tirelessly with a CIT or working on your own techniques? Nowhere near wealthy, you not only refuse
recompense for your exhausting labors, you treat the CITs to pizza, you treat (or try to) others at other times, and are
always ready to contribute time, money, labor. Your labor, of course, runs an oddly wide gamut from music to egg
salad and all in between, and through it all, your support for people, and for causes is unwavering.
I must include Jacob in my debt of gratitude to you. Jacob has always felt that Lester and you are family. He still
loves and misses Lester; when he teaches his games, he feels he is honoring his memory. He feels you helped him

so much when he was younger, and that you have
always supported and cared about him. (Remember
ﬂying to Buffalo with me, to see Jacob in Cabaret -and, perhaps, to see your old boyfriend, Saul Elkin?)
He still knows he can turn to you for help and you’d
give it instantly.
Ah, but the memories…
“We have heard the chimes at midnight…”
We were so often in hysterics when Joel and I would
come back from Blythedale at 10 pm to talk politics
and personalities and (mainly) to play Hearts and Ah
Shit with you and Lester, until 2-3 am. You were stuck
with me as your partner; how many times did Lester
and Joel simply sweep us, thanks to my cowardice?
How many stories did Lester tell – about his work
with Down Syndrome children, about Blythedale and
Mr. Stone? You, too, told stories, as we all engaged
passionately in political and cultural discussions and
rare arguments. You both had such a vast store of
knowledge. We occasionally sang, too, softly, not
to wake the children, but nevertheless, Abby might
wander into the kitchen after midnight, coughing, to
by greeted by Lester’s “Ah, here’s Sarah Heartburn!”
It was sitting in your apartment (usually in the
kitchen) that I first heard the Beatles, watched Naked
City, discussed camp’s cultural program, heard the
Maddy Simon Singers rehearse, and often watched
the sun rise. You plied us with drink and food and
welcomed us in the most natural way, as if we were
family. Your warm and casual acceptance seeped

into my heart and filled me with love and gratitude.
You even trusted me (and Harold) to babysit the night
you rushed to the hospital for Freddy’s delivery.
We also, of course, saw each other in camp, though
not as much, owing to our schedules. In Sylvan Lake,
I think your aversion to nepotism and commitment to
fairness caused you some personal stress; I remember
you were so hyper-conscientious about not showing
favoritism that casting your (very talented) children in
our plays caused you great anxiety. But that didn’t
stop you from after-hours singing and games-playing
in the canteen. The singing was magical – and lifeaffirming.
I remember you first rehearsing, then leading the
chorus on stage with Paul Robeson at the ’59 World

Youth Festival in Vienna. Wasn’t that a time! You were so young – and so
brave! And I remember you at the ‘63 March on Washington – we all went
down after camp by bus –we marched and you led us (and a few hundred
strangers) in Civil Rights songs. And you created a chorus for our Havana
Seder. You’ve modeled for generations how to weave music into a passion
for social justice.
Since Lester’s death, our main contact has been in and through camp, shule
and the occasional cultural or social event - though now and then there is a
phone call to check on a Yiddish vort, or grammatik, and we suddenly find
that mir zingn a Yiddish lied derbai. That’s precious to me. Remember when
we’d go thrift shopping for the CIT play? You’d find some sexy or outrageous
article that we didn’t necessarily need for that year, and instantly persuade
me that it was worth buying (I put up no resistance, of course, because you
were always right.) Remember when we’d argue for hours about casting
for the play – or about which songs to cut? (Once I won an argument, only
to find the song right back in the script! Well, you are the music director!)
Remember, of course, leading everyone in peace songs at the Winsted Peace
Vigil. Remember teaching rounds in the blink of an eye? Or pulling together
various CIT performances of Ballad for Americans in one day – or was it as
many as two? Remember staying up after rehearsals, way past midnight,
talking, reminiscing, arguing -- the two oldest people in camp with the latest
curfew!
Maddy, I’m not saying you’re perfect – you know your own imperfections,
and I know you fret about them – but what I AM saying is that you are an
incredible woman – a vibrant role model, a wonderful friend, a great treasure,
and a person whose entire life thus far has been a contribution to the
happiness, fulfillment and growth of so many others! Thank you for being in
my life, and for marking the path.
JUDEE
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