
The Village 
Awakes!
By Hannah Reimann

Like the re-emergence of post-pandemic 
Broadway, the Village’s theatrical and cul-
tural world comes alive with exciting events 
in October and November 2021.

The official soft launch of Welcome 
Back, West Village! will kick off this Oc-
tober featuring local restaurants, concerts, 
films and other performance events on the 
streets and in venues of the West Village. 

“The Village has a real small town 
community feel. The goal of this event is 
to bring the area’s soul and spirit roaring 
back,” says Rema Sayge, the founder of 
Welcome Back, West Village! “We want to 
help usher in the renewal of the neighbor-
hood to reinvigorate our streets, inspire our 
residents and support our local businesses.”

Spanish restaurant, Sevilla, WestBeth 
Artists, St. John’s in the Village and The 
Charles Street Block Association are just a 
few of the restaurants, venues and organi-
zations that will participate in this ongoing 
community effort. We’re creating the roster 
as you read this. Here’s a taste:

OCTOBER 2021
Tuesday, October 19: 
Body Medium: Annika Rhea dances and 
paints on a floor canvas to live music. Rev-
elation Gallery, St. John’s in the Village (post-
poned from September 28)
Saturday, October 23 at 6pm: 
Meet & Greet with Composer David Am-
ram including screening of short film, “Pull 
My Daisy” (1959) featuring Jack Kerouac 
& Allan Ginsberg, music by David Am-
ram. Q&A to follow. Revelation Gallery
Saturday, October 23 at 8pm: 
Composer Michael Moss and Jazz Ensem-
ble, Roots to Shoots. Revelation Gallery 
Saturday, November 6 from 9am–12pm 
Bulb Planting with the Charles Street 
Block Association. Southwest corner of 
Charles & Bleecker Street
Tuesday, November 9: 
Grammy-winning Cuban pianist, Arturo 
O’Farrill.  St. John’s in the Village Church
...and much, much more.

 This live local event series for our com-
munity and visitors will be featured in a 
monthly WestView News calendar. Out-
reach for seniors and children with dis-
counted prices and free events are coming 
your way. There will be theatrical shows, 
spoken word, local artists, community 
events for all ages and tastes. We’ll post 
more online and in November. Stay tuned!

SEE PAGE 5

Vaccine Politics
Rocco's Pasticceria takes  
a stand by refusing to ask 
customers to show their 
vaccination cards.

SEE PAGE 30

Hallowe'en Blackout
The Spooky Scary  
Hallowe’en Blackout Week  
of Hurricane Sandy.
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The Voice of the West Village

WestView News

A gathering reminiscent of the  
days in the Village where people 
used to come together and  
create some music.

Village Trip Festival

SEE PAGE 26

Thieves Easily Walk Through Electronic Doors
By George Capsis 

I got a call: a young-sounding male voice that 
said he was my grandson, had been in an au-
tomobile accident the night before, his hands 
and face were hurt, and he needed my help.

He admitted the accident had been his 
“fault,” and instructed that I needed to 
bring cash to his “lawyer,” whose name and 
telephone number he gave carefully. All 
through the call he kept repeating, “Don’t 
speak to anyone, don’t speak to anyone.”

When I called his father (my son), my 

grandson Teddy was sitting there right in front 
of him. Teddy had not been involved in an ac-
cident and it was not Teddy who had called.

Still breathing hard, I called the fake law-
yer and let him have it, searching for words 
to castigate him, until he became defensive 
and offered something like, “What’s a crook 
supposed to do to make a living?”

I checked with the FCC and was in-
formed that this is a classic rip-off: the 
grandparent ploy.

But that is not all: I received an e-mail 

from someone who claimed to be the pres-
ident of a Japanese company that manufac-
tured building materials: “Hello, we wish 
to contract your services as an intermediary 
representative in North America. Email us 
for more information about job descrip-
tion, salary & commissions. Thank you, 
Kenichiro Adachi, president.”

Oh, boy. I was so delighted to receive this 
email from the president of a Japanese com-
pany asking me to represent them in the 
U.S. and Canada to (I presumed) sell their 

products. But I was taken aback when the 
next email explained that they only want-
ed my assistance in their efforts to collect 
outstanding invoices from delinquent com-
panies. They offered that I would be paid 
$4,000 a month plus commissions.

Oh my, this seemed suspicious. I called 
the Japanese Consulate (Consulate General 
of Japan in New York) and asked them to 
check on the company. A very sympathetic 
Japanese-speaking American council staff-

MULTI-GRAMMY-WINNER Cuban pianist, Arturo O'Farrill at the keys. Hear him on 
November 9th at St. John's in the Village Church. Photo credit: David Garten.

continued on page 2
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New York City is Not Paris 

Dear WV News,
I’ve been following WestView’s coverage of 
the outdoor-dining conflict and I’ve been 
somewhat amused by the evocation of Paris 
as something the Village should emulate. 
But I’ve actually been doing it from Paris, 
where I recently moved after having been a 
West Villager for four decades. 

The reason so many Paris streets are 
wide enough to accommodate outdoor 
dining goes back to Georges Haussmann, 
Napoleon III’s city planner; they were de-
signed to make it easier for the military to 
quash insurrections. But more to the point, 
outdoor dining has an etiquette that’s de-
veloped over time, and making enough 
noise to disturb other patrons and local 
residents is a no no. In addition, Paris has 
strict quality of life laws that generally fa-
vor residents.  

Regarding the attempt by the new own-
ers of the Corner Bistro to add live music, 
CB stopped being a good neighbor long 
ago, and they should not be allowed to get 
away with this latest assault on quality of 
life; the acrid, greasy smoke wafting into the 
windows of 31 Jane because of CB’s delib-
erately bad ventilation is more than enough.

I love the West Village and it will always 
be home, so much as I hate to say it, New 
York City is not Paris and never will be no 
matter how many outdoor tables jam up 
already over-crowded streets. 

—Toni L. Kamins

Barrow Street  
Senior Center

George: 
I know you are aware of the closure of the 
Greenwich House Senior Center at Bar-
row Street. 60 to 100 seniors, like myself, 
who has been a member here for 20 years 
and have become intimately attached to 
this facility as if it were my home, through 
its great range of activities, like exercise, 

art, music, film and other classes, and the 
many close friends that have been made 
here, will arbitrarily be expected to be 
jammed into other centers in the Village 
that are ALREADY OVERCROWD-
ED! This at the very time that there is an 
explosion in the senior population in the 
city with Boomers retiring. 

I and everyone I know will be devastated 
by this terrible decision, that will replace 
our center with an “intergenerational adult 
program” (!) that will no longer feed our 
members with actual home-cooked meals 
(unlike the other centers that use catered 
meals), but use our kitchen instead to teach 
some others to cook! (How many NYers 
cook, anyway? NY is a restaurant town.) 
Why is that more important than actually 
feeding seniors, many of whom simply can’t 
get to other centers that are already over-
crowded? This is a bald-faced attempt to 
monetize this space to offer “employment 
services and a business center” to younger 
people who can get these services else-
where, without throwing seniors under the 
bus. And this building, Barrow Street, al-
ready has six other floors that bring in mas-
sive amounts of money in the form of an 
expensive private daycare center for young 
children that costs thousands of dollars per 
semester and leaves the building empty af-
ter school hours.  Another crack-pot (yes, 
that’s what I call it) scheme is to open an 
“Older Adult Center” (?What is that?) at 
Westbeth Artists Housing. I live at West-
beth and I know the space they want to 
use. It’s got no kitchen to home cook 
meals, so just another place to feed catered 
meals, and way, way too far out of the way 
for seniors displaced from Barrow House 
to get to! This whole scheme is bad news 
all the way around, just in order to bring 
in more cash... lining someone’s pockets 
here? A couple of years ago Greenwich 
House management tried a similar scheme 
to throw out our close-knit senior popula-
tion, but that was thwarted by a vigorous 
outcry, led by you, George, for which you 

are well remembered. Thank you.   
—Gary Friedman

Open Restaurants 

Dear George,
Thank you for speaking with me and thank 
you for your fantastic WestView News!

I would like to contact Brian J. Pape and 
am planning to present copies of his out-
standing article, “DOT Fails Enforcement 
of Open Restaurants” at the Community 
Board 2 meeting.

I am pleading with the board to deny 
On The Corner NY, LLC d/b/a The Mary 
Lane, 99 Bank St. 10014 (OP-Restaurant) 
“an ALTERATION of an existing liquor 
license”  because they want to “add open 
restaurant seating” of 54 outdoor seats the 
length of the residential block on Green-
wich Street between Bank Street and 
Bethune Street during the hours of 7am 
to Midnight, 7 days a week. Their appli-
cation was careless and shoddy with bare-
ly a sketch of what they plan to do with 
the length of a quiet block. This is unac-
ceptable and will destroy yet another spe-
cial area of our neighborhood.

We have over 250 community mem-
bers who have signed our petition and ex-
pressed many serious concerns in the com-
ment section, please go to:  No Outdoor 
Restaurant Space on Greenwich Street 
at: www.change.org/QuietVillage

I hope to meet you in person soon and 
thank you for your support on this press-
ing issue.

—Lisa Taylor

Hello Lisa,
Thank you for your activism.  As a member 
of the CB2, we take these things seriously and 
work for a better community. I wrote the ar-
ticle as a report of a public hearing, to inform 
those who couldn’t be there. 
See you at the meeting. 
Thank you. 

—Brian J. Pape, AIA 

er enlisted native Japanese-speaking special-
ists to laboriously try to find out if I’d indeed 
received a legitimate inquiry from a real com-
pany; after a two-day search they found that 
the company is not “real.”

This was the second computer con I’d been 
exposed to in just a few days. Considering the 
usual three or four robo calls I get every day, 
that so often start with a recorded American 
voice and then offer one with an Indian ac-
cent asking, “How are you today sir,” I be-
came anxious—was I getting too old to use 
a computer?

The internet has opened the door to 
global thieves and nobody is doing anything 
about it. Every once in a while, when I don’t 
want to work, or get too fed up with the sea 
of computer fraud that laps at my phone and 
my ancient Apple, I call the press office at 
the Federal Communications Commission 
and ask, “What is the FCC doing to stop 
robo calls?” More often than not, I get a nice 
intelligent gentleman who agrees with all 
my complaints but falls silent when I sug-
gest any solutions (including prosecution of 
English-literate Japanese con artists). The 
only response offered is a well-practiced, 

“We are thinking about it.”
Evidently, the wide-open global playing 

field that the computer offers cannot be 
constrained by identifying and prosecuting 
a Japanese crook (or anyone else, for that 
matter) who writes English very well.

Every phone, by law, should have a re-
cord key connected to the FCC computer 
in Washington that can advise a robo ban-
dit they are building a case and suggest, 
“Why don’t you make another robo call? 
You can become the number one crook and 
make the front page of the New York Times 
and WestView News.”

Thieves continued from page 1
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Major Price Adjustment! 
350 Bleecker Street, Unit 2D

Large Corner Studio Fully and Thoroughly Renovated with exposed brick, 
spacious studio with recessed lighting, modern kitchen and spa shower. Sits in 
one of the premier West Village cooperatives with amazing amenities such as 
an expansive planted roofdeck, full time doorman and staff, garage, and 
renovated fitness center. 

Scotty is a long time West Village resident, broker, and neighborhood 
advocate and enthusiast. Go to www.westvillagebroker.com for detailed info 
on buying/selling/renting and to support local. 

Let's keep our mom and pop businesses alive!

Scotty Elyanow 
Licensed Associate Real Estate Broker 
Manhattan & Brooklyn Market Expert
sde@compass.com
M: 917.678.6010
@villagescotty

$685,000
Rare D-line

Ready for the Fall!

An Angry Reader 
Spawns a Solution
By George Capsis 

We don't get too many angry letters to 
the editor but we sure got one from Lau-
rence  Edelman, who was outraged at the 
disparaging remarks we offered in our July 
edition about the restaurant sheds that, ac-
cording to our restaurant owner and West-
View critic, evidently helped to save his 
business. But the sheds can be ugly and 
they are even now attracting graffiti.

The cruel and searing words of our critic 
inspired me to come up with a solution and 
then to my astonished joy our Architectur-
al Editor Brian Pape offered that my idea 
had already been invented.

 We all take for granted and we all love the 
outdoor cafes of Paris so why did we have 
such a violent negative reaction to the sheds 
at the last Community Board meeting?

On the wide, wide boulevards of Paris 

stretching up to the Arc de Triumph, the 
cafes gather in front of the wide wide res-
taurants like colorful gardens of tourists and 
beautifully dressed French women—a feast 
for the eyes before you taste the cuisine.

If then like 19th century city planner, 
Houssman, we could stretch the sidewalk 
out, we could stretch out our cafes with no 
need for a shed.

Inspired, I drew out a rubberized side-
walk that would extend from the curb into 
the street.

On a narrow street the rubberized side 
walk might be only four feet—enough to al-
low one outdoor table up against the restau-
rants window, covered by the restaurant's aw-
ning. On a wide street it may extend six feet.

So, we have no need for a wooden shed— 
the restaurant awning is the shed roof and 
you can still park your car !

Halloween Parade in Peril
This year’s parade is dangling by a spider’s thread! $150,000 in donations is 
needed by October 5 for organizers to be able to proceed. Otherwise the parade 
will have to be canceled. WestView News urges residents and readers to donate 
to the last ditch effort to save the creativity at https://halloween-nyc.com/. We 
hope to see you there come Halloween! Photo Credit: Village Halloween Parade.

A SIDEWALK EXTENSION SOLUTION, above. Illustration by Brian Pape.

THE CURRENT RESTAURANT SHED. Photo by Brian Pape.
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Sliwa for Mayor: NYC’s Guardian Angel?
By Anastasia Kaliabakos

As a native New Yorker born in 2002, I 
have been witness to the leadership of two 
mayors: Michael Bloomberg and Bill de 
Blasio. I remember that, in middle school, 
one of my teachers facilitated a debate 
about Mayor Bloomberg’s attempt to ban 
the Big Gulp, which was one of the many 
components in his public health campaign. 
For those who are not familiar with the 
situation, this “ban” on Big Gulps would 
have prohibited some businesses, like res-
taurants or delis, from selling sodas and 
sugary beverages larger than 16 ounces in 
size. My classmates and I were required to 
formulate arguments for and against the 
possible ban (I can’t remember which side 
I was on, actually, but I do recall winning 
the debate). Ultimately, the ban was ruled 
as unconstitutional, allowing New Yorkers 
to continue buying soft drinks larger than 
16oz.

Sometimes, I wish that I could travel 
back in time to when a debate over the 
size of sodas was NYC’s biggest concern. 
During the Covid-19 pandemic, and even 
before that, New York City’s landscape 
changed. Crime has increased overall: al-
though murders have decreased over the 
past year or so, the NYPD has made 361 
gun arrests in 2021 as of June, which is a 
99.4% increase in comparison to the same 
time period in 2020. Overall crime rose 
3.1%, grand larceny 32.3%, and robbery 
16% (These statistics come from the of-
ficial NYPD website, www1.nyc.gov/site/
nypd/news/p0706a/nypd-citywide-crime-
statistics-june-2021). Why is this hap-
pening in New York City, known as “The 
Capital of the World”? And what can be 
done about it?

I have been following the NYC mayoral 
race for the past few months, and, although 
he did not make it past the Democratic 
Primary, I did like Andrew Yang’s cam-
paign platform. His positive voice, enthu-
siasm, and innovative ideas were refresh-
ing and exciting. Another candidate has 
also caught my eye, however: Curtis Sliwa. 
Sliwa is a native New Yorker, born in Ca-
narsie, Brooklyn, in 1954, and has led a 
whirlwind of a life. 

As a teenager, Sliwa was a delivery boy 
for the New York Daily News. Although 
this may seem like a pretty standard job for 
a young man to make some money, Sliwa’s 
experience was unique in many ways. At 
age 14, he opened the first recycling cen-
ter in Brooklyn. Just a year later, he saved 
a family from a burning building while on 
his paper route. Because of this event, he 
was named Newspaper Boy of the year by 
the Daily News and also was invited to the 
White House for his heroism. October 16, 
1971, became the first “National Newspa-
perboy Day” thanks to him. 

From that point on, it seems as if Sliwa 
had a new main goal in his life: keeping 
New Yorkers safe. His first effort was called 

the “Rock Brigade,” which was meant to 
“clean up a neglected New York City.” As 
a night manager at McDonald’s, he got a 
group of coworkers together to take brooms 
to the street, literally helping to “clean up” 
the neighborhood. Next, he established 
the “Magnificent 13,” a group dedicated to 
patrolling the subways to minimize crime. 
Although they would not carry weapons, 
the group’s presence alone would “act as a 
deterrent to illegal activity.” In 1979, the 
Magnificent 13 grew so much in popular-
ity and renown that Sliwa decided to estab-
lish “The Guardian Angels.” The Guard-
ian Angels, which still exists today, is a way 
for volunteers to help keep New York City 
safe. Initially, members would undergo 
thorough training to learn self-defense and 
the proper techniques to intervene in vari-
ous types of situations. Unarmed, like the 
Magnificent 13, the volunteers patrol both 
NYC streets and subways on the lookout 
for trouble. This organization came out of 
a time of need, and Sliwa provided a dis-
tinguishing solution for the problems of his 
time. Given the fact that crime in New York 
City seems to be on the rise, a resurgence in 
this type of movement—one of delivering 
safety and security to the citizens of New 
York City—may be what is needed from a 
mayoral candidate’s resume. 

Sliwa’s campaign platform addresses a 
variety of issues. He is devoted to making 
public safety in the city and subways a pri-
ority, as I mentioned before, but also has 
some very interesting and innovative ideas 
in his platform as well. He lists efforts to 
introduce property tax reform and make it 
fairer, more efficient, and transparent for 
all New Yorkers; abolish obstacles for small 
business to succeed in the competitive bus-
tle of the city; provide all children access 
to a high-quality education and establish 
more charter and religious schools; ex-
pand the use of cryptocurrency city-wide; 
protect the lives of animals in shelters; and 
much more. After doing a lot of research 
about Sliwa, his history, and his goals for 
his role as New York City’s mayor, I believe 
that he is a unique candidate with the po-
tential to resolve many of the problems the 
city is facing right now.

If I have made you at all interested 
in Curtis Sliwa, his campaign page and 
his ideas may be found here: sliwaforny.
com/ No matter who you choose to sup-
port, please don’t forget to make your voice 
heard this November and vote!

Anastasia (Stacey) Kaliabakos is a  
graduate of the Brearley School and is  
currently a Dana Scholar at the College of 
the Holy Cross majoring in Classics and 
Philosophy. She is a features editor for 
Holy Cross’ newspaper, The Spire, associate 
editor of the Parnassus Classical Journal, 
and an avid matcha latte consumer.  
Anastasia has contributed to WestView 
News since 2018.

CURTIS SLIWA in his trademark Guardian Angels red beret walking in Brooklyn, NY. 

THE MAGNIFICENT 13, pictured above is, a diverse group of volunteers led by Curtis Sliwa 
dedicated to keeping New York City safe. Photos courtesy of https://sliwaforny.com/.
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IF THIS PAPER MAKES YOU THINK

We will print your thoughts in the next issue

Send your letter to gcapsis@gmail.com 

Most elegant and romantic 
penthouse duplex ever to come on  

the rental market!
Located on one of the choicest tree lined blocks in the West Village between 5th 
and 6th Avenues. This is a most exceptional property for an exceptional person. 

2 bedrooms, 2 bathrooms, 2 terraces & 2 fireplaces
The duplex is in the highest level of good taste and exudes a rarefied  
atmosphere lending itself to a feeling of calmness and tranquility. 

Two decked terraces, one south facing and the other overlooking the back  
lush gardens of the townhouse, span the length of a gorgeous bedroom with 
original detail, working fireplace and terrace-view, glass-tiled bathroom.

The bottom half of the duplex consists of a large living room with 3 huge  
South facing windows and a garden-view bedroom.

An exquisitely renovated master bath overlooking the garden with a  
slate floor completes the picture.

$13,500 per month, more pictures on www.highdomain.com

Call Roberta Russell, NYS RE Broker/owner 
917 693 6224

russellk100@gmail.com

Leave the Attitude, 
Take the Cannoli 

By Alec Pruchnicki, MD

Twenty-eight years ago, when I moved 
down to Greenwich Village from Arthur 
Avenue in The Bronx, I wanted to find an 
Italian pastry shop like the ones in my old 
neighborhood. I found Rocco’s on Bleecker 
Street. For twenty-eight years I have been 
eating their cannoli and panettone. No 
more. The owners of Rocco’s have decided 
to politicize a simple public health measure 
by refusing to ask customers to show their 
vaccination cards and photo IDs for indoor 
seating, as recently mandated by the city. 
This puts their customers and the general 
public at risk for Covid infections, disease, 
and possible death. They deny it’s political. 
They say that they are simply not discrimi-
nating against unvaccinated individuals, and 
that this is a question of civil rights and free-
dom for those people. Nonsense. 

First, what regulations do food service 
businesses normally obey? Everyone has 
seen signs in bathrooms saying employees 
must wash hands. Would any owner refuse 
to have an employee wash hands claiming a 
civil rights issue? Inspections make sure the 
basements aren’t crawling with mice, rats, 
and roaches. Is this an infringement on the 
owner’s right to run the business as he or she 
sees fit? Hot foods must be kept at a cer-
tain temperature, as must refrigerated foods, 
or they might be forcibly discarded and the 
owner fined. If a bar or restaurant owner re-
fused to card suspected underage drinkers, 

and served them alcohol on the grounds 
that age discrimination against 18-year-olds 
(who can serve in the military, vote, drive a 
car, marry, etc.) is unfair and an infringement 
on freedom, wouldn’t the liquor license be 
pulled? There are probably countless other 
similar rules that exist, but what doesn’t exist 
is owners claiming that they don’t have to 
follow these rules in the name of freedom, 
non-discrimination, or whatever.

Second, there are other government-
mandated rules that must be followed. 
Children must receive multiple vaccina-
tions to attend public schools throughout 
the country, including in New York City. 
There is sometimes resistance to this, but 
usually it is accepted as a common-sense 
health measure. Those in the military re-
ceive many vaccinations. Even before Co-
vid there were many regulations concern-
ing tuberculosis screening and flu shots for 
health care workers that were universally 
accepted by those employed in the field. 
Visa applications for foreign travel often 
have vaccination requirements depending 
on the country being visited. Does anyone 
refuse those vaccines?

Third, this is not apolitical. I believe I saw 
Republican mayoral candidate Curtis Sliwa 
with the owner of Rocco’s at a press confer-
ence in Brooklyn but I can’t find a video of it 
on the Internet. Political resistance to numer-
ous anti-Covid measures virtually all come 
from the political right, especially Repub-

continued on page 8

THE OWNERS OF PASTICCERIA ROCCO'S, above, have decided to politicize a simple 
health measure by refusing to ask customers to show their vaccination cards. Photo by 
Alec Pruchnicki, MD.
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Village Activist Doris Diether Dies at 92
By Brian J. Pape, AIA, LEED-AP

My dear friend Doris Diether passed away 
peacefully at home Thursday morning, 
September 16th. Doris was a person who 
welcomed strangers into her life, as I soon 
found out when I met her several years ago. 
Paul the pigeon man introduced us after 
saying, “You’ve got to meet Doris.” I re-
member her in all the richness of moments 
that we shared. Each of her friends will 
have similar sentiments to share, I’m sure.

She was not afraid to ask for something 
that she needed, and we were happy to 
help. When a wheel on her walker broke 
she called me to fix it, until she could get a 
new one. When her phone or fax machine 
weren’t working, she would call on me to 
fix them, and I was happy to give it a try, 
sometimes successfully and sometimes not. 

When one of her two cats died she asked 
me to go with her to the animal shelter to 
pick out a new cat—that we named April, 
for the month of the selection. When she 
was denied the adoption because she didn’t 
have a driver’s license, she called State Sena-
tor Brad Hoylman who promptly got that 
straightened out. When it came time to take 
the cat to the vet, April would not come out 
and Doris called me to help catch her. It was 
very difficult, but worth a scratch or two. 

At Christmas, Doris received hundreds 
of greeting cards from friends and need-
ed help to hang each and every one. Of 
course, Doris was well-known for her an-
nual Christmas cards, sending them to a 
list of hundreds.

Ricky Syers made a marionette of “Little 
Doris” that was a beguiling image of Doris. 
Syers would have the marionette dance and 
cavort with his other characters. Brandon 
Stanton included Doris in his first Humans 
of New York book.

Joe Mangrum, the sand painter, the pi-
geon-doll lady, the tarot reader, the group 
of musicians playing old tunes, the park 
staff, even the panhandlers and drug deal-
ers—they all knew Doris and watched 
out for her well-being, calling out to her 
by name. When friends invited her out to 
eat, and offered that she could pick any 
restaurant in town, she would always pick 
the Waverly Inn right down the street, and 
get her favorite things without even really 
looking at the menu.

Doris would often express surprise when 
people she didn’t recognize would say hello 
to her; I’d remind her that she had touched 
many lives and people appreciated her. 
Working with her on Manhattan Com-
munity Board 2, and even during the years 

before I was appointed, Doris and I would 
go over the latest events and business of the 
board on our frequent walks in Washington 
Square Park or to and from the CB2 meet-
ings. Doris showed me the value of being a 
member of the community board, and how 
it is still possible in this big city bureaucracy 
to make a difference for the better.

Doris was appointed to CB2 in 1964, 
making her the city’s longest-serving com-
munity board member, a title she will al-
ways hold, since a few years ago New York 
City voted for an eight-year term limit for 
community board members. Doris op-
posed the referendum, saying members 
bring valuable institutional knowledge 
while serving on the board. That applied to 
Doris as much as anyone.

Erin Rogers and her husband Scott 
Gropper “adopted” Doris 16 years ago after 
meeting her at the park and through Paul 
the pigeon man. Recently, Rogers became 
Doris’ healthcare proxy, coordinating all 
the complicated arrangements for doctors, 
hospitals, and in-home aides such as Usha, 
her wonderful nurse.

Even before her death, cards and calls 
wishing her well poured in to Doris, and 
many visited when they could. After her 
death, tributes from local politicians, 
friends, and colleagues quickly rolled in.

Doris Diether, an only child, was born 
in Queens, New York on January 10, 1929. 
Her mother was the daughter of a Finn-
ish immigrant who lived in Massachusetts; 
her father was a cabinetmaker and a de-
scendant of a Mayflower family. Around 
1950, Doris moved to the Hotel Albert in 
New York City. In 1958 she married music 
critic and writer Jack Diether, a specialist 
in the music of Gustav Mahler and An-
ton Bruckner, and moved into his Waverly 
Place basement apartment, just a few doors 
from her beloved Washington Square Park. 
Diether wrote dance reviews for the local 
weekly newspaper The Villager, and her 
husband wrote music reviews for it. Jack 
died in 1987.

In the early 1960s Doris was part of a 
team, including Jane Jacobs, Verna Small, 
and Ruth Wittenberg, of staunch Village 
residents fighting slum clearance plans by 
the city for the 14-block “urban renewal” 
zone of the West Village. Mayor Robert 
Wagner finally reversed the plan.

Doris is reportedly survived by a son-
in-law, Anton, as well as some relatives 
in Finland that she got to know in recent 
years. We will miss her warm smile and 
quick wit.

SHOWN HERE WITH DORIS: Rasheed and his jazz group. These artists would interrupt their 
shows or performances to call out Doris in the crowd and come over to hug and kiss her. 
She loved it. They knew that Doris had saved the music in Washington Square Park, as long 
as it was not amplified music, by her activism at public meetings. Photo credit: Brian Pape. 

DORIS DIDN’T JUST MAKE FRIENDS WITH PEOPLE. She always had peanuts and bird feed 
in her purse for the squirrels and birds. She knew the squirrels by name, and many of the 
pigeons also. One in particular, Opal, would actually seek out Doris when she came to walk 
through the park. As with many of the other pigeons, Opal would fly down and land on 
Doris’ walker and eat out of her hand while they had a visit, as shown in this photo. It was 
a beautiful thing to see. Photo credit: Brian Pape.

SUBSCRIBE ONLINE  •  www.westviewnews.org/subscribe



October 2021  WestView News  7www.westviewnews.org

ADVERTISE IN 
WESTVIEW NEWS

Imagine your ad on these pages,  
reaching residents throughout the West Village. 

The best deal in town: Your first ad free!  
Then 3 months at 10% off! 

Contact our advertising manager: 
Anna Kate Sheldon   

annakatesheldon@yahoo.com

251-232-3348

See westviewnews.org/rates for details.

As a long time West Village resident and a Real Estate Broker 
with over 20 years of experience working with buyers and sellers, 
I’m proud to let my reviews speak for themselves!

Frank Veilson
Lic. as Francis H Veilson | Lic. Associate RE Broker
m 646.734.2314 | o 212.444.7863
frank.veilson@corcoran.com

Real estate agents affi liated with The Corcoran Group are independent contractor sales associates and are not 
employees of The Corcoran Group. Equal Housing Opportunity. The Corcoran Group is a licensed real estate 
broker located at 590 Madison Ave, NY, NY 10022. All information furnished regarding property for sale or rent 
or regarding fi nancing is from sources deemed reliable, but Corcoran makes no warranty or representation 
as to the accuracy thereof. All property information is presented subject to errors, omissions, price changes, 
changed property conditions, and withdrawal of the property from the market, without notice. 

“Frank always goes beyond the call of duty. His intuitive 
knowledge of the volatile real estate market combined with 

his cool, calm, and collected demeanor has saved the day 
for me several times over many years.

-  B R E N D A  C U R R I N 
Actress - TV/Film/Stage, Obie Winner, In Cold Blood, 

World According to Garp, Reds, Taps, C.H.U.D., Sister and Miss Lexie, 
Gossamer Folds, Claws, Out of the Blue

THE TEXAS LAW that bans abortions after six weeks of pregnancy includes an unusual 
measure designed to ensure the law is enforced: Residents of the state can sue clinics, 
doctors, nurses and even people who drive a woman to get the procedure, for at least
 $10,000. 

Hillary Blumberg a freelance consultant and design director uses the building as her easel 
blackboard for political and social issues or quotes. Feature inspired by a submission from 
Alec Pruchnicki. Photos © Joel Gordon 2021.

freedumb /noun/ 1 the belief that your personal freedom outweighs others' personal freedom.
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Notes From Away: 

Sentinel of Democracy

By Tom Lamia

On January 6 of this year, during the course of the chaos 
taking place below, one can only think that the saddest vi-
sion that day was in the eyes of the bronze figure atop the 
Capitol dome. That figure was commissioned by the gov-
ernment of the United States in the early 1850s and was 
designed by the American sculptor Thomas Crawford in 
his studio in Rome, Italy. The statue design came under 
the purview of Jefferson Davis, U.S. Secretary of War who 
had charge of the construction of the Capitol. This was be-
fore the 1861 secession of the southern states that formed 
the Confederacy, of which Davis became the first and 
last President. Davis (whose Mississippi plantation was 
worked by hundreds of slaves) and Crawford had several 
significant differences over the statue’s design, resulting in 
changes made to placate Davis. 

The statue was to stand on a globe encircled by the na-
tion’s motto: “E pluribus unum.” There are several allegori-
cal features to the statue—sword, shield, military helmet 
with feathered crest, a “U.S.” inscribed central brooch, a 
Native American style blanket thrown over the shoulder—
all to capture the essential character and history of Amer-
ica. The allegories inherent in a few of such features in 
Crawford’s design did not pass muster with War Secretary 
Davis, who required changes. Those changes had an effect 
on the appearance from ground level of this national sym-
bol when it was hoisted into place on the Capitol dome in 
1863. Perhaps because of its magnificent height (19 feet 6 
inches) and colossal bulk (15,000 pounds), the specific fea-
tures at the center of the design controversy went unrecog-
nized when seen from below. The changes made, however, 
did give the figure the appearance of a well-known figure 
in American history; one who led forces opposed to the 
United States of America in its earliest days.

I wonder how many of you, like me, have seen this tower-
ing figure, with sword and shield at the ready, chest thrust 
forward, jaw firm, gaze steady in readiness to defend the na-
tion, and marveled at what a comforting historical symbol 

it makes? That visage and warlike stance of the figure atop 
the central building of our government is an appropriate 
symbol of our strength and readiness to defend our values 
and traditions. Jefferson Davis had no quarrel with this fi-
nal, revised appearance. Allegorical features in the original 
design that linked to who we are as a people: the motto “E 
pluribus unum” etched around the supporting globe; the 
Native American blanket draped over a shoulder, were un-
controversial and went unchanged. The changes were to the 
headdress (eliminating the Phrygian cap—a soft conical cap 
symbolizing liberty from slavery since Roman times) and to 
the dark shading on one side of the statue (meant to show 
the composite makeup of the American people). As a slave-
holder, Davis was understandably sensitive to any sugges-
tion that slavery was not part of our national makeup. The 
perhaps unintended result of these changes was to have the 
figure appear to be male and Native American. 

Thomas Crawford entitled his creation “Freedom” and 
gave it the female features long identified with the search 
for individual freedom and liberty. Gender was not the is-
sue for Davis; slavery and race were. Many believe this fig-
ure to be Tecumseh, the Shawnee chief who united several 
Native American nations to resist the western expansion of 
American settlement.  

The features that can be seen from below do appear to 
be those of a warrior Chief: the feathered crest, the flowing 
robe, and the bared shoulder. Tecumseh would be a fine 
representative for resistance to American authority (Te-
cumseh was killed while fighting on the British side in the 
War of 1812). As a symbol of democracy, however, there is 
room for criticism.

To mistake Freedom for Tecumseh is, apparently, a com-
mon one, brought about by what appears to the viewer far 
below to be a Native American warrior chief. Of course, it 
would be fitting if a Native American were to be featured 
in this honored spot. Also fitting would be the incorpo-
ration of some aspect of African American culture atop 
our Capitol. Therein is where Jefferson Davis and Thomas 
Crawford had their differences. 

A statue of Freedom in the mold of Minerva, Roman 
Goddess of War, or Diana, Goddess of the Hunt, was a 
logical artistic image for a mid-19th Century heroic figure. 
Not long before Crawford’s assignment, Saint-Gaudens 
created his gold-plated Diana to stand with drawn bow 
atop Madison Square Garden (only to have her suffer the 
indignity of being removed to storage by her insurer to 
avoid destruction in a bankruptcy proceeding). Restored 
to her original elegance, she now stands in the Great Stair 
Hall of the Philadelphia Museum of Art, continuing her 
persistent heroic female presence.

Race and slavery were the pre-eminent issues at the core 
of our politics in the 1850s. Their resolution, in a way that 
would allow continuation of Southern slavery, was existential 
to men like Jefferson Davis, for whom any suggestion of slav-
ery’s moral wrong or political vulnerability could not be ac-
cepted in a public construction, especially not of the Capitol. 
So, Crawford’s design of Freedom wearing a cloth Phrygian 
cap in the manner of freed Roman slaves and of the “Libertas” 
symbol of the French Revolution, was massaged to a point 
that a mythological female figure, a symbol of freedom and 
liberty, is now often taken to be a Native American warrior 
who died in the cause of our Colonial master.

Perhaps most telling now, following the January 6 insur-
rection, is that this figure atop our principal government 
building stands as a symbol of the nation’s resolve to de-
fend its democracy.  The motto inscribed on its base (“from 
many, one”) was applicable when it was commissioned al-
most 170 years ago, and remains so today. 

licans, throughout the entire United States. Vaccination, 
masking, quarantines, mandates, and other restrictions are 
fought with outright resistance, conspiracy theories, and 
promotion of ineffective treatments (like chloroquine, iver-
mectin, vitamin D, etc.) or second line medications (like 
monoclonal antibodies) with limited use. Anti-vaxxers 
have been around for a long time, but they have never had 
the success that this new right-wing movement is having. 

This could actually hurt Rocco’s. In 2013 an employee of 
the New Hawaii Sea restaurant in The Bronx came down 
with Hepatitis A, which then infected four customers. The 
Department of Health closed the restaurant, hundreds of 
customers received gamma globulin injections, the res-
taurant was sued, and (I think) went out of business. This 
started with only one person. (I don’t believe anyone died 
from the outbreak.) If this happened at Rocco’s, starting 
with just one infected person, whether a customer or an 
asymptomatic staffer, it could lead to severe illness or death 
in numerous people. (Hepatitis A does not kill 600,000 
people in a year and a half,  but Covid did.)

How many people with measles or chicken pox have 
you met recently? Ever meet anyone with polio or small-
pox? Thank vaccines, not the anti-vaxxers who are either 
apolitical or from the conservative right wing.

Since the mandate for vaccine carding was instated, 
I’ve eaten in two restaurants and three other pastry 
shops, all below 14th Street, where all customers were 
carded. There were no big speeches about civil rights, 
freedoms, or government tyranny. They just did it. It 
would be easy for Rocco’s if they dropped the attitude 
and the false outrage they are exhibiting. I’d love to get 
back to their cannoli and panettone.

I’ve always tried to patronize small businesses, especially 
if family-run. But, as a physician, I’m obligated to do ev-
erything I can to prevent the spread of a preventable deadly 
disease. But you don’t have to be a doctor to realize that you 
shouldn’t patronize a business that holds the health of its 
customers and the general public in contempt.  

For more on Rocco's, see page 20

Cannoli continued from page 5

Charles Summers
Licensed Associate Real Estate Broker
charles.summers@compass.com
M: 917.376.1648

Is now the time 
to sell your home?
Is now the time 
to grab a great pad?

Charles Summers is a real estate associate broker affiliated with Compass. 
Compass is a licensed real estate broker and abides by Equal Housing Opportunity laws. 

Find an agent with decades of downtown 
experience and hundreds of satisfied 
buyers, sellers, investors, and renters.  

Call Charlie Summers, 
proud West Village resident since 1985.

THE STATUE OF FREEDOM, designed and built by Thomas 
Crawford, an American sculptor at his studio in Rome. 
Crawford died in 1857 before his work was completed in 
bronze and, finally, erected on the dome of the Capitol in 
1863. Photo credit: Architect of the Capitol.
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O. OTTOMANELLI  
NEW YORK’S MEAT MARKET

285 Bleecker Street, New York, NY 10014
Tel. (212) 675-4217 • Fax (212) 620-7286

Top Quality Poultry and Provisions

To All Our Friends and Neighbors

Welcome Back!
Summer’s Over

The Fall Cooking Season is Here!
Visit us Soon for  

Our Daily and Weekly Specials!

From Our Family  
to Yours, Hope all is well!

Welcome Back!
Summer’s Over

The Fall  
Cooking Season  

is Here!

Visit us Soon for  
Our Daily and Weekly  

Specials!
Dry-Aged Black Angus Beef

Top Quality Poultry
Fancy Game

OTTOMANELLI  
NEW YORK’S MEAT MARKET 
285 Bleecker Street, New York, NY 10014
Tel. (212) 675-4217 • Fax (212) 620-7286

A Family Tradition for Over 70 Years
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m m m m m m m m m m m m mPossible Roadmap to Block 
a Cure for AIDS

By Kambiz Shekdar, Ph.D.

According to the group US Inventor, large 
companies can use the Patent Trial Appeals 
Group (PTAB) process to challenge inno-
vations that get in their way, and most indi-
vidual inventors and smaller groups do not 
have half a million dollars to mount a legal 
defense. AIDS patients are like cash cows. 
A cure for AIDS will eliminate the industry 
that provides only treatments. In particular, 
Gilead Sciences, Inc., stands to lose billions 
of dollars annually from its obligatory and 
life-long AIDS drugs. Does PTAB pose a 
risk for the development of a cure for AIDS?

PTAB was created on September 16, 
2011, as part of the Leahy-Smith America 
Invents Act (AIA). According to Wikipedia, 
AIA represents “the most significant legisla-
tive change to the U.S. patent system since 
the Patent Act of 1952.” According to the 
U.S. Patent and Trademark Office (USPTO), 
PTAB “decides patentability questions for is-
sued patents raised by third parties in pro-
ceedings called AIA trials.” For many small 
companies and individual inventors, PTAB is 
a killing ground for their innovations. 

PTAB has cancelled claims in 84 percent 
of the 2,500+ patents reviewed since 2011. 
Josh Malone is just one example of an in-
ventor who has contested a challenge us-
ing PTAB. He had quit his job to take his 
shot at the inventor’s dream and hit a home 
run with Bunch O Balloons (https://www.
bunchoballoons.com/), which became the 
best-selling summer toy. As he started to re-
alize success, a large toy manufacturer used 
PTAB against Josh to revoke his patent. Ul-
timately, Josh won a $31M award and resto-
ration of his patent rights; but according to 
statistics, few small inventors prevail.

Josh is now a volunteer for US Inven-
tor, which maintains that inventors should 
be permitted to opt out of PTAB. Under 
that scenario, challenges to issued patents 
would still be pursued, but in a regular 
court of law as opposed to through the 
PTAB process, “which is how the U.S. pat-
ent system worked for our first 190 years,” 
says US Inventor. The group is “fighting to 

restore the rights of inventors and innova-
tive small businesses” via the passage of the 
Inventors Rights Act. 

When Josh asked me to join a rally he 
was helping organize to mark the ten years 
since the Leahy-Smith America Invents 
Act (AIA)—the federal statute passed by 
Congress and signed into law by President 
Barack Obama—created PTAB, and to 
meet with representatives of Vermont Sen-
ator Patrick Leahy to fix the process, I said, 
“Yes,” as an individual inventor myself, be-
cause I know how hard it is for any creative 
person or inventor to bring something new 
into this world. Josh’s work is vital to pro-
tecting all inventors and their innovations, 
including disruptive (to pharmaceutical 
companies) inventions with potential to 
cure disease, including AIDS.

Outside the office of AIA sponsor Sena-
tor Leahy in Burlington, Vermont, US 
Inventor President Randy Landreneau 
made the case that a strong environment 
that encourages and supports innovation 
is a vital aspect of the American experi-
ment. Additional individual inventors from 
New York City who attended the rally in-
cluded: Eric Berend, an inventor of wind 
and water power generation with improved 
efficacy by conversion efficiency and siting 
flexibility, Mark Walker, inventor of solar 
power innovations (https://sunflowerseat-
ing.com/), Roberta Lipman, inventor of  
an improved walking cane, who can be 
reached at LinkedIn for  more information 
(https://www.linkedin.com/in/roberta-lip-
man-00637a7/), and Chris Landano who 
created a novel swivel tool belt based on his 
experience at FDNY (available at https://
trakbelt360.com/).

If you are an individual inventor and 
would like to learn more, visit US Inventor 
at https://usinventor.org/. 

Rockefeller University alumnus and biotech 
inventor Kambiz Shekdar, Ph.D., is the 
president of Research Foundation to Cure 
AIDS and Science & LGBTQ editor at 
WestView News. To support RFTCA, go 
to https://rftca.org/.

INDIVIDUAL INVENTORS OF NEW TECHNOLOGIES from solar power to AIDS cell therapies 
at a US Inventor event in Burlington, VT. Photo credit: US Inventor.
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Restoration of the Last of  Three Sister Hotels

By Brian J Pape, AIA, LEED-AP

The last of the three remaining historic 
seaman’s hotels along the Hudson River 
shoreline is slated for restoration, accord-
ing to the developer’s presentation to the 
community board. The three sister hotels 
are Jane Hotel, Keller Hotel, and the Hol-
land Hotel, all facing West Street and the 
river in the West Village.

(The 1888 Great Eastern Hotel, 180-
184 Christopher Street, aka 386 West 
Street, adjacent to the Keller, was greatly 
altered to combine three existing build-
ings with the façade altered for support-
ive housing; while the 1908 Strand Hotel, 
500 West 14th Street at 11th Avenue, had 
its façade stripped and altered and is now 
called the Liberty Inn at 51 Tenth Avenue 
(and is a by-the-hour hotel). 

The landmarked Jane Hotel, at 113 Jane 
Street, was built in 1908 as the American 
Seamen’s Friend Society Sailors’ Home 
and Institute. Some surviving passengers 
and crew members of the Titanic stayed 
there and held a memorial service for those 
lost in the 1912 sinking. The building was 
the first to be restored, in 2008, as it con-
tinued its original use as a hotel. 

In 2018, the landmarked Keller Hotel, 
built in 1898 at 150 Barrow Street, long 
abandoned and derelict, got a chance at a 
new life when the Gottlieb Real Estate com-
pany and the Aurora Capital firm began res-
toration, first as a hotel, but last year changed 
to a condo with permits filed with the city.

The third of the sister hotels is the (ca. 
1903-04) three-story, neo-Renaissance-style 
Holland Hotel, built for restaurateur and 
saloon operator Albert A. Adler, which was 
later named the Clyde Hotel, and then the 
New Holland Hotel. It became a boarding 
house by 1927. The Antica Venezia Restau-
rant occupied the ground floor under Wil-

liam Gottlieb’s ownership until Superstorm 
Sandy flooded it. It remained abandoned un-
til now. Developer Matthew Abreu of Aurora 
Capital, working with Gottlieb and Mancini 
Duffy Architects, is proposing renovations 
and additions to the building.

From the Weehawken Street Historic 
District Designation Report 2006, we get 
a sense of the area’s history. “The desirabil-
ity of this far western section of Greenwich 
Village as a residential community by the 

late 1920s is exemplified by the conversion 
of buildings to middle-class apartments in 
the historic district. 

“South of Twenty-third Street, the river 
is walled by an almost unbroken line of 
bulkhead sheds and dock structures... Op-
posite the piers, along the entire length 
of the highway, nearly every block houses 
its quota of cheap lunchrooms, tawdry 
saloons, and waterfront haberdasheries 
catering to the thousands of polyglot sea-

men who haunt the ‘front.’ Men ‘on the 
beach’ (out of employment) usually make 
their headquarters in barrooms, which are 
frequented mainly by employees of lines 
leasing piers in their vicinity. The historic 
legacy of the narrowness (30 feet) of the 
depth of this (Weehawken) block, and the 
accompanying small size and one-block 
length of the newly-created Weehawken 
Street, have apparently acted historically 
as deterrents to large-scale redevelopment, 
led to the buildings’ survival, and added to 
the special character and sense of place of 
the Weehawken Street Historic District. 

“Jane Jacobs, on behalf of the West 
Village Committee, wrote to the newly 
formed New York City Landmarks Pres-
ervation Commission in 1963 (prior to the 
passage of the Landmarks Law in 1965 
which enabled designations), urging that 
any consideration of a Greenwich Village 
historic district include the far western sec-
tion of the Village to West Street, particu-
larly the area that is today the Weehawken 
Street Historic District.”

The plans that architects from Mancini 
Duffy Architects have presented include full 
restoration of all exterior masonry, replacing 
all storefronts and windows with historically 
accurate products, and upgrading all interior 
components and finishes. The new uses will 
be offices above the storefront commercial 
spaces. Controversially though, the office ad-
dition on the roof, although minimal by zon-
ing and FAR (Floor area ratio allowed), will 
be obviously visible from every angle up and 
down the streets. Historic districts have clear 
guidelines that avoid obtrusive visible addi-
tions to historic buildings, so the community 
board has recommended that this rooftop 
addition needs revision work. Further hear-
ings will be held in the coming weeks.

THE PROPOSED DESIGN, shown in isometric view, will have new offices above storefront 
commercial spaces. The office addition on the roof will be obviously visible from every angle, 
and the architects have been asked to revise that design element. Credit: Mancini Duffy 
Architects.

ALTHOUGH WEST STREET was a very wide boulevard in 1929, it included the railroad 
tracks (note the freight cars sitting at the left), and loading piers that lined the waterfront 
(just behind the cameraman). The Holland Hotel, by this time a boarding house, is at right 
in the foreground, with the Nash, Beadleston & Co. Brewery buildings and smokestack (c. 
1845) in the background. Credit: NYPL Digital Collections, 1929 photo by Percy Sperr.

ORIGINALLY BUILT AS THE HOLLAND HOTEL (305 West 10th Street, aka 396-397 West 
Street), ca. 1904, was designed by Charles Stegmayer. It is now part of the Weehawken 
Historic District. The Gottlieb Real Estate company bought it in 1985, for mixed-use (resi-
dential with commercial storefronts), and is now proposing major renovation work. Credit: 
Brian Pape.
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Superhero XIII: 

The Hazards and  
Happinesses of the  
Short Sublet
By Robert Kroll

Those of you, and I mean both of you, who 
regularly follow this series of columns on 
the meaning and essence of the co-oper-
ative ownership of residential apartments, 
know that I’ve tried to point out the pit-
falls, the problems and the predators of co-
op living in the Village.

There are probably no more serious 
threats to a co-op building, its occupants, 
board members and shareholders than the 
practice of sub-letting apartments. 

Please bear with me and know that this 
is not going to be a screed against those 
people known as “renters” or “tenants.” 
They are clearly humanoid creatures. Many 
of them are mensches. Some of my best 
friends… This article is not a class-based 
attack on non-owners of real estate, or an 
attempt to place homeowners on a pedes-
tal. Renters of cars, motorscooters and bi-
cycles, on average, treat those vehicles dif-
ferently than they would their own. That’s 
human nature.

There are material differences in the 
stake or perspective of a person who rents 
an apartment short term and one who has 
a “proprietary lease” and owns shares in a 
co-operative corporation. Full disclosure, 
I happen to be in the latter category, and 
have an 8% stake in my co-op corporation 
and am its resident manager and superin-
tendent. If I were a renter, I would not view 
my home as any part of my retirement fund 
and would have all the insecurities and is-
sues of handling the day-to-day problems 
of any renter of a New York apartment. 
There are slumlords and problem tenants, 
probably a minority in each category.  

Yet, for better or worse, an owner-occu-
pied building is worth more, and can borrow 
from a bank at lower interest rates than a 
building that is renter or subletter occupied. 

One of the prodigious and controversial 
sublet types is the Airbnb online home and 
apartment sharing platform. No city in 
America took greater offense at the Airb-
nb system of very short term subletting or 
“apartment sharing” than New York. The 

practice was seen as a threat to neighbor-
hoods, housing supply, and the temporary 
tenants of these rentals. The New York 
objection was to the short-term nature of 
these rentals and the lack of health, secu-
rity and safety regulation and taxation to 
which hotels are subjected. At its peak, 
there were over 50,000 Airbnb hosts earn-
ing more than $650 million in rents in the 
five boroughs. The City of New York took 
a strong position against short term apart-
ment sharing in the gig economy, defended 
a major action in court and ultimately set-
tled the case lopsidedly in favor of the city’s 
position.

Now, Airbnb, meaning renting under 30 
days, is “illegal”, with several loopholes, in 
the entire city of New York, all five bor-
oughs, under city ordinance. Here are the 
particulars according to the City of New 
York website:

• You cannot rent out an entire apart-
ment or home to visitors for less than 
30 days, even if you own or live in the 
building.

• You must be present during your 
guests’ stay if it is for less than 30 days.

• You may have up to two paying guests 
staying in your household for fewer 
than 30 days, only if every guest has free 
and unobstructed access to every room, 
and each exit within the apartment.

• Internal doors cannot have key locks 
that allow guests to leave and lock 
their room behind them. All occu-
pants need to maintain a common 
household, which means, among other 
things, that every member of the fami-
ly and all guests have access to all parts 
of the dwelling unit. Internal doors 
with such key locks create barriers to 
escaping in an emergency and may 
result in the issuance of a temporary 
vacate order.

Under the NYC Administrative Code, 
property owners are responsible for ensur-
ing their properties are maintained in a safe 
and code-compliant manner at all times. 
Property owners can and will be issued the 

violation for any illegal short-term rentals 
at their property—even if it is conducted 
by tenants.

New York State law also prohibits the 
advertising of an apartment in a Class A 
multiple dwelling, a building with three or 
more permanent residential units, for rent 
for any period less than 30 days. Fines for 
doing so range from $1,000 to $7,500 and 
will be issued to the person who is respon-
sible for the advertisement.

The public is encouraged to submit com-
plaints of “illegal hotels” and “home-shar-
ing” in the city.

Harsh. Hard hearted. But an unequivo-
cal statement of the NYC City Council 
that the gig economy in cribs will not be 
tolerated or permitted. The city’s rationale:

“In neighborhoods where homes are be-
ing used for short-term rentals illegally, the 
comfort and safety of permanent residents 
and visitors alike is at risk. In these neigh-
borhoods, the stock of available housing 

diminishes, and the distinctive character of 
the community changes.”

Still, there are many hosts and guests who 
are breaking the short-term occupancy ban 
law. Some portion of those people will get 
caught and face the fine. In other words, 
it’s like petty theft and driving under the 
influence, only a problem for the perpetra-
tor if she gets caught. Given the amount of 
potential income involved, these fines can 
be considered a part of doing business.

There are many good arguments on both 
sides of that policy question, but the issue is, 
for the moment, decided and set in stone.

This is but one of dozens of issues raised 
by subletting in its various forms. In next 
month’s WestView News, I’ll deal with the 
pros and cons of legally renting out apart-
ments in co-ops and condominiums. And, 
in the following months I will go into some 
of the ways that skillful managers have 
dealt with the issues through house poli-
cies, rules and regulations of subletting. 

Dina Andriotis, Chris Tsiamis, and Nikitas Andriotis (from left to right).
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Here’s to the Ladies
 By Keith Michael

 Inexplicably to me, most self-identifying birders are men, 
and there’s a tendency for those men to focus their binocu-
lars and cameras on the flashier male birds. For the 2021 
Audubon Photography Awards, a Female Bird Prize was 
added as a new category to help spread the love to the 
ladies.

 Birds, and certainly humans as well, have always broken, 
and are consistently breaking, stereotypes. Every aspect of 
the differences between sexes, visual and otherwise, is once 
again being rigorously, and ever-controversially, examined 
and questioned.

But I want to focus on the avian sexual differences we 
can see. Many of our common West Village birds are 
what is called monomorphic, which means that the males 
and the females look exactly the same. American Robins, 
Blue Jays, Mourning Doves, European Starlings, Gray 
Catbirds, and Northern Mockingbirds are all visually an-
drogynous. For example, if you see one of these birds while 
walking your dog, your adrenaline-fueled response can be, 
“Oh, there’s a Blue Jay!” without the momentary hesitation 
to ask for its gender pronouns.

 On the other side of the street, the womenfolk and 
menfolk of other neighborhood birds are decidedly dif-
ferent, such as Mallards, House Sparrows, American 
Kestrels, and Northern Cardinals. Let’s start with Mal-
lard ducks. The drake displays his showy iridescent green 
head with a white dress collar, while the hen is a phantas-
magoria of mottled browns. If you can stop yourself from 
giggling at the antics of the pompous drakes and watch 
the hens, you can lose yourself in the feather patterns of 
their earth-toned camouflage. That’s the point: the hen 
does most of the sitting on the nest to hatch her eggs, so 
discretion heightens her desirability. However, both sexes 
have matching royal blue squares on their wings, pocket 
squares for the drakes and wrist corsages for the hens, if 
you’d like, as though they were pinned and going steady. 
Sit on a bench in Hudson River Park sometime and let 
them entertain you.

 Next up for observation are European House Sparrows. 
These are the easiest birds to enjoy because they’re both 
everywhere and plentiful. Once again, the gals are a pano-
ply of browns, though since they build their nests in dark 
cavities, their evolutionary color strategy might not have 
been the same as that of ducks. I’ve heard different gen-
dered birders refer to sparrows dismissively as LBJs (Little 
Brown Jobs) but I find their coloring mesmerizing. The 
guy Sparrows have snappy black shirt-fronts and, interest-
ingly, like the drake Mallards, also have white dress collars, 
but they one-up the ducks with skinny black neckties as 
well. After centuries, these immigrant sparrows still main-
tain their formal European dress code.

 The first challenge of telling the difference between 
male and female American Kestrels is to see them in the 
first place! We DO have several pairs of them in the West 

Village. (I still wish that someone would let me know 
where they see them nesting. There’s often a pair around 
Abingdon Square.) Look for Kestrels perched on the cor-
nices of buildings, on the pinnacles of water towers, and on 
the T-bar supports of intersection traffic lights—waiting 
for a House Sparrow snack. Once you’ve spotted one of 
these feisty small falcons, it’s fairly easy to discern gender. 
Repeating the trend, the females are browner while the 
males are decked out in colorful orange waistcoats with 
contrasting blue-gray “sleeves” and color-coordinated cha-
peaus. Kestrels’ sartorial solidarity is in their two identical 
black chin strap “moustaches.” (Maybe the ladies do a little 
cross-dressing to spice things up.)

Finally, our star runway models for the difference be-

tween the sexes are Northern Cardinals. If these birds 
weren’t so common where we live—there’s a pair on nearly 
every block—they would be worth an intercontinental 
trip just to catch sight of them. Easily, the male Redbird 
is the definition of the color red. Red is red. No qualifiers 
are necessary. These “peacock” males add their flare for a 
day out about town with the carefully chosen accessories 
of jet-black face masks, orange conical bills, and flamboy-
ant pompadour crests. But the elegance of their inamoratas 
should not to be underestimated. Catch a female Cardinal 
in the right fall light, against the changing foliage colors 
and a radiant blue sky, and the ethereal subtlety of her om-
bréd olive to red plumage is a gem to behold. 

Earlier I wrote that birds do break stereotypes. In Feb-
ruary this year, a bilateral gynandromorph Cardinal was 
sighted in Pennsylvania. That’s a fancy way of saying that 
this bird’s right side appeared to be male while the left 
side appeared to be female, neatly divided right down the 
center line like a Mardi Gras costume! Google is your 
friend—look up this rare bird.

 There wouldn’t be room in this entire issue of West-
View to delve into the funhouse mirror of migrating fall 
Warblers’ plumages! Just slip on a sweater, go outside, and 
raise a glass to our classy lady birds.

 
Visit keithmichaelnyc.com or follow @newyorkcitywild on 
Instagram. 

THE CROWNED QUEEN OF THE WEST VILLAGE is a splendid female Northern Cardinal. Photo by Keith Michael. 



October 2021  WestView News  13www.westviewnews.org

When No Place Is Home
By Kieran Loughney

While on an errand one sweltering sum-
mer day, I observed a woman covered in 
thick layers of soiled and tattered clothing 
crouched beneath a scaffold on 6th Ave-
nue among brimming bags of her collected 
detritus. Her feet were bare except for a 
coating of greasy black filth. A few blocks 
away, an attractive young couple rose from 
an outdoor café table, leaving a plate of 
calamari unfinished. A young man slowly 
loped up Eight Avenue in a frayed black 
overcoat, his boots untied and worn at the 
heels, his hair long and matted. Muttering 
quietly, eyes fixed in the middle distance, he 
moved through the bustling street as if in 
a trance. A sapphire blue sports car cruised 
by and a child holding his mother’s hand, 
pointed and shouted, “Ferrari!” Down the 
block, a lone elderly man shuffled along, 
angrily shouting to no one. I passed a door 
attendant as he helped an elegantly dressed 
woman step from a gleaming black limou-
sine with darkened windows. To live in the 
West Village is to see lives of opulence and 
lives of privation in immediate proximity. 

Outside West Side Market, a teenage 
boy with tired eyes held out his hand to 
me. “I haven’t eaten today. Can you help 
me out?” the boy asked.

According to the New York Department 
of Homeless Services and Human Resource 
Administration’s website more than 50,000 
people slept in homeless shelters this past 

June. Nearly 16,000 were children. That 
number is 32% higher than it was 10 years 
ago. But the number of homeless single 
adults in the city has shockingly grown by 
108% in that same period. Studies show, the 
department reports, that a large majority 
of unsheltered homeless people are living 
with mental illness or other severe health 
problems. In recent years, their data shows a 
homelessness rate in New York City reach-
ing the highest levels since the Great De-
pression. And why is homelessness so prev-
alent? The causes vary among individuals 
but according to The National Law Center 
on Homelessness and Poverty’s website, the 
top causes are a lack of affordable housing, 
unemployment, mental illness and a lack of 
needed services. 

To a casual observer of this phenomenon, 
a homeless person could be regarded as 
lacking the motivation to be self-sufficient. 
Homelessness is sometimes framed as a 
nuisance to be eradicated by harsh enforce-
ment of vagrancy laws. A common com-
plaint is that it impacts negatively on the 
quality of life of those of means. It is also 
assumed that to help a homeless person is 
to perpetuate the problem. Encountering 
homelessness can be frightening and stom-
ach churning. Seeing a fellow New Yorker 
unsheltered, unwashed and in desperate 
straits can be heartbreaking. The behav-
ior of those who suffer from mental illness 
and those facing life lacking food, shelter, 

medical help or even another person who 
cares can be unpredictable. Whether driv-
en to the street by addiction, family strife, 
loss of income or psychiatric problems, 
the homeless are in survival mode. Such 
extreme stress may lead to erratic or dan-
gerous conduct. Parents pull their children 
closer. We guard our wallets and purses in 
the presence of these unfortunates. Busi-
ness owners must contend with the issue, 
sometimes forced to confront loiterers and 
clean up messes near their shops. The im-
pact of homelessness on the quality of life 
of all of us is real and profound. 

 Shopping in West Side Market, I 
passed the abundant display of fresh pro-
duce, dinners and salads, baked goods and 
deserts, beer and wine. I made my selec-
tions and as I approached the checkout 
counter, I paused. I have seen the data; I 
have heard the arguments and I know that 
there is little consensus on the issue of 
homelessness in New York City. The issue 
is bigger, more complex than I cared to 
ponder in the moment. I grabbed a turkey 
sandwich from the deli case and checked 
out. I approached the kid out front and 
handed him the sandwich, I asked, “Do 
you pray? I have people close to me who 
are very sick. When you finish this sand-
wich, please pray for them, ok?”  The 
kid nodded and asked, “What are their 
names? I’ll pray hard,” he promised, and 
he thanked me for the help.   

Brian J. Pape
AIA-LEED-AP, 
President
BRIANPAPE@MAC.COM

917-334-3293

130 BARROW ST.
NEW YORK, NY 10014

WESTVIEWNEWS.ORG
Architectural Editor

Brian J. Pape
Architect  & 

Consultant PC

SEEING A FELLOW NEW YORKER UNSHELTERED, UNWASHED AND IN DESPERATE STRAITS CAN BE HEARTBREAKING: According to the New York Department of Homeless Services 
and Human Resource Administration's website, more than 50,000 people slept in homeless shelters this past June. Photo credit: © Joel Gordon 2021. 
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Sigmund Freud and the  
Birth of Public Relations

By Bruce Poli
Edward L. Bernays
Sigmund Freud, “Uncle Sigi” to Bernays

In the early 1940s my mother had lunch with Edward L. 
Bernays, nephew of Sigmund Freud and uncle of Peter 
Bernays, her “beau” (and Freud’s great nephew). She was 
to be interviewed the next day as a pioneering woman 
advertising copywriter.

Edward carefully described publicity and public rela-
tions to her, a concept which he and his “Uncle Sigi” had 
developed over the previous two decades, as the “manipu-
lation of the subconscious mind.” Today it’s called public 
relations—“marketing”—and is the bane of our capitalist 
society. 

Yes, Freud was behind the creation of “persuasive com-
munication,” for good or evil, though he kept his re-
nowned name out of its popular history. 

The next day at my mother’s interview, the first ques-
tion was: 

“How would you define publicity?” 
She summarized exactly what she was told by Bernays, 

the godfather of PR. 
“You’re hired!” was the response. It was that simple.
In the 1920s, Edward Bernays had Lucky Strike Ciga-

rettes as a client. The challenging question was, “How do 
we get women to smoke?” (Yes, I am cringing as well!) 

Bernays conducted a national survey, asking, “What’s 
your favorite color?” 

The answer was green (no surprise there…money and 
nature…). 

So he gathered hundreds of beautiful women, all 
dressed in green outfits and smoking cigarettes, and put 
them on parade in Paris, London, Milan, and New York...
and VOILA! Women began smoking by the thousands 
all over the world.

Bernays’ contribution—and more importantly his in-
fluence on American life and culture—cannot be over-
stated. He was named one of the 100 most influential 
Americans of the 20th century by Life Magazine. An 

entire film series was devoted to his impact on our lives.
As described in Wikipedia: The Century of the Self, 

a 2002 British television documentary series by film-
maker Adam Curtis, focuses on the work of psycho-
analysts Sigmund Freud and Anna Freud, and PR con-
sultant Edward Bernays.[1] In episode one Curtis says, 
“This series is about how those in power have used 
Freud’s theories to try and control the dangerous crowd 
in an age of mass democracy.”

If we are to understand the full scope of the profound 
connection between psychology, the mind, and our lives 
(and the dangers of capitalism’s effects on us), there is an 
epiphany we all need to experience as we approach the 
many crises before us (including climate change, the pan-
demic, and global social and economic unrest). 

It’s the story of the id, the ego, and the superego, and 
why we have 80 million unvaccinated people and 3,000 
deaths a day across America. And why a lying ex-pres-
ident who says the election was stolen has a hold on a 
large part of the American public. And why conspiracy 
theories are pervasive in our society. And why we are in 
a social civil war in politics. And why a great publication 
like WestView has to struggle to survive…

The mind, as the saying goes, is a terrible thing to 
waste. Let us, in the coming century, eliminate the dan-
ger of unconscious manipulation and horrific oppression. 

Let ideas flourish and our talent for truth in communi-
cation dominate our future, so our grandchildren will not 
experience a living hell.

The next few decades will determine the future of the 
human race; it’s our future to lead. 

As Dylan said, “Don’t follow leaders, watch your park-
ing meters.”

And don’t smoke…

BACKGROUND INFO FROM WIKIPEDIA:

Edward Louis Bernays; November 22, 1891−March 9, 1995) 
was an Austrian-American pioneer in the field of public rela-
tions and propaganda, referred to in his obituary as “the father 
of public relations.”[3] Bernays was named one of the 100 most 
influential Americans of the 20th century by Life.[4] He was 
the subject of a full-length biography by Larry Tye called The 
Father of Spin (1999) and later an award-winning 2002 
documentary for the BBC by Adam Curtis called The Century 
of the Self. His best-known campaigns include a 1929 effort 
to promote female smoking by branding cigarettes as feminist 
“Torches of Freedom,” and his work for the United Fruit Com-
pany in the 1950s, connected with the CIA-orchestrated over-
throw of the democratically elected Guatemalan government in 
1954. He worked for dozens of major American corporations 
including Procter & Gamble and General Electric, and for 
government agencies, politicians, and non-profit organiza-
tions. Of his many books, Crystallizing Public Opinion (1923) 
and Propaganda (1928) gained special attention as early ef-
forts to define and theorize the field of public relations. Citing 
works of writers such as Gustave Le Bon, Wilfred Trotter, Wal-
ter Lippmann, and Sigmund Freud (his own double uncle), he 
described the masses as irrational and subject to herd instinct—
and outlined how skilled practitioners could use crowd psychol-
ogy and psychoanalysis to control them in desirable ways.[5]
[6] Bernays later synthesized many of these ideas in his postwar 
book “Public Relations” (1945), which outlines the science of 
managing information released to the public by an organiza-
tion, in a manner most advantageous to the organization. He 
does this by first providing an overview of the history of public 
relations, and then provides insight into its application.
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WE’RE OPEN—FREE ON DEMAND DELIVERYReview of “Walk on the Wild 
Side: The Folk Scene, Before 
and After Bob Dylan”

By Anthony Paradiso

On Saturday, September 18th, I went 
on a walking tour organized by the “Vil-
lage Trip Festival.” The tour took me on 
a journey through the former homes of 
key members of the folk music revival that 
took place in the Village 50 years ago. 

Our tour guide, Jesse Rifkin, explained 
why the tour was called Walk on the Wild 
Side: The Folk Scene, Before and After Bob 
Dylan: “The history of the folk scene 
mostly gets written about Bob Dylan, and 
that excludes a lot of people who were 
important to that era, [such as] Dave Van 
Ronk and Jean Ritchie, who don’t get a lot 
of credit but were really important.” 

The tour began at the Abingdon Square 
Veterinary Clinic, located at 130 West 
10th Street. This was where American folk 
singers Woody Guthrie and Pete Seeger 
formed a band called the Almanac Singers. 
The name came from Guthrie’s southern 
roots. He’d lived in Arkansas, where his 
parents had a bible to teach them about 
what to do in the afterlife and an almanac 
to teach them about what to do right now. 
In an interview for a documentary, actor 
Tim Robbins asked Seeger in 2006 about 
the group’s formation. Seeger explained 
that they started meeting at 130 West 
10th in the early 1940s, and raised $300 
for their band that was donated by friends. 
The building was home base for the Al-
manac Singers, and the beginning of the 
folk music revival.

Dave Van Ronk may not be nearly 
as well-known as Guthrie and Seeger, 
but he was composing original jazz and 
blues in the 1960s. He even helped re-
mix House of the Rising Sun for the Ani-
mals’ 1964 album. A memoir written 
about Van Ronk was titled The Mayor 

of MacDougal Street, so regardless of the 
connotation of mayor and politicians less 
than well-liked, this meant to say he was 
a popular person.

The next stop on the tour after the Vet-
erinary Clinic was Dave Van Ronk’s apart-
ment at 199 Sheridan Square, where he 
lived for many years. Van Ronk was a very 
important figure in the Village folk scene 
due to his versatility as a record producer 
and singer/songwriter who specialized in 
blues and jazz. (He also participated in the 
Stonewall Riots.)

While Van Ronk was given a handsome 
tribute by our tour guide, it was noted that 
there were also women who were part of 
the Village folk scene. One of them, who 
Rifkin said didn’t get a lot of credit but 
was very important to that scene, was Jean 
Ritchie.

During the mid-1940s, Ritchie worked 
as a social worker at the Henry Street 
Settlement where she taught folk music to 
local school children. Eventually, Woody 
Guthrie and the Almanac Singers would 
befriend her and add her skills to perfor-
mances with Guthrie and the popular folk 
band the Weavers.

The tour was full of nuggets of informa-
tion that really filled in the blanks for me. 
It achieved its goal to provide the partici-
pants with a knowledge of the Village folk 
scene in its entirety. 

One day I can walk by a small brick 
building just a few blocks east of West-
View Publisher George’s house on Charles 
Street and tell someone, “That’s where 
American folk music established its revival 
roots, and then took hold of a generation 
of Americans that wanted to listen to the 
genre of music that was popularized again 
by musicians who lived and worked in the 
heart of the Village.”

A TOUR GUIDE SHOWING PICTURES of Village folk artists on his iPad in front of guests at 
the home of the Almanac Singers on 13 West 10th Street. Photo by Anthony Paradiso.
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The Double-Cross Continues at Elizabeth Street Gardens

By Brian J Pape, AIA, LEED-AP

The bureaucracy moves slowly, even when 
it’s moving in the wrong direction.

Green space, once developed with build-
ings, changes the character of the space 
forever. 

From 1822 to 1970, neighbors of the 
Elizabeth Street Garden (ESG) in the 
NOHO (North of Houston) and SLID 
(Special Little Italy District), had a neigh-
borhood recreation space. Since then, they 
have expressed their concern that years of 
promises by the city are being ignored, in 
favor of a mis-guided plan to destroy this 
ESG green space.

The ESG site was part of the Free School 
Society’s P.S. 5, built in 1822 with outdoor 
play areas, which was donated to the city in 
1853 for city educational use, according to 
the deed restrictions. 

In 1981 the city sold the southern part 
of the school site to LIRA, a non-profit 
Section 8 affordable housing organization, 
for a 151-unit building at 21 Spring Street, 
reserving the northern part (the ESG site) 
“exclusively for recreational use.” 

Now the double-cross begins: instead of 
abiding by the deed restrictions, or even 
abiding by its obligation to keep the lot 

available as recreation space, the city al-
lowed the site to deteriorate as a fenced-in 
garbage dump, trying to pass off the site 
to the 21 Spring Street tenants, who could 
not afford to maintain it.

Then Elizabeth Street Gallery, a store 
selling antiques and architectural decora-
tions, began renting the weedy, fenced lot 
from the city in 1990, by promising to 
clean up the garbage; they did that and so 
much more. Since 2013, the lot has been 
opened for and by neighbors. For the se-
niors living at 21 Spring Street, and all the 
other neighbors, the Garden is a godsend, 
as they have repeatedly testified at public 
hearings.

The double-cross isn’t over yet. In 2012, 
the councilperson in a different district, the 
Essex Crossing Redevelopment area, made 
a backroom deal ear-marking the ESG site 
for affordable housing, without informing 
the neighbors or CB2 (Community Board 
2) until a year after the deal was made. 
Once this double-cross was discovered, a 
concerted effort began to return ESG to 
“exclusively for recreational use.”

CB2 joined in recapping the disingenu-
ous way the city has mistreated this district 
at its public board meeting on January 24th, 
2019. The community board has studied 
the various issues for years, reported their 
findings at the open meetings, and strongly 
advocated for much-needed park space, as 
well as more consideration of sites for af-
fordable housing close to community and 
recreational centers, public libraries and 
parks. Their findings seem to go unheeded. 

This impasse seems to beg the ques-
tion: can we get both affordable housing 
and more park space, rather than either/
or? The city needs both to survive; if we 
destroy one to get the other, how will the 
balance be restored?

At this stage of the double-cross, the city 
and mayor have ignored pleas to consider 
better sites, and the developers have not 
bothered to engage with the community in 
any meaningful way (according to meeting 
comments). Citing lack of true commu-

nity space and essential amenities, loss of 
park space, lack of neighborhood character, 
and lack of accessibility if the open space 
is not given to the Parks Department for 
the purpose of building a public park—
to be overseen by the Parks Department, 
not the developers—Friends of ESG want 
the park-like atmosphere to be preserved 
as a public neighborhood park forever, as 
promised by the city.

•  The Haven Green proposal is for an af-
fordable senior housing development for 
this site. In November 2018, the public 
got its first preview of a potential de-
velopment plan from Philip Habib & 
Associates, for Penrose LLC, and the 
NYC Department of Housing Preserva-

tion and Development (HPD). In June 
2019, city council approved the plan.

•  The City will sell the land to the de-
veloper team Haven Green (made up 
of Pennrose Properties, Habitat NYC, 
and Riseboro) for $1.

•  The affordability is not permanent, 
with a required minimum of 30 years 
as affordable housing, before it could 
turn into market rate housing.

•  Developers will destroy the garden to 
develop approximately 13,300 of the 
roughly 20,000 sq.ft. garden site.

•  The studio housing will not really be 
for seniors “aging in place.”

Seniors that live outside of CB2 have 
1,000 to 1 odds of winning a lottery for units.

THIS ARCHIVAL PHOTO shows the ornate 
P.S. 21 school, rebuilt in 1903. The city de-
molished the school in 1971, and the double-
cross began. Credit: NYPL digital archives.

THE PROPOSED HAVEN GREEN DEVELOPMENT would destroy the rare green space of the 
Elizabeth Street Garden, promised to the city by the city to be “exclusively for recreational 
use.” Credit: Haven Green.

@Adrian_Benepe tweeted: Little Italy has almost no public green 
space. Mostly it has asphalt yards. Why would the City destroy 
a beloved green space that provides pollution and storm water 
absorption and cooling in a known urban heat island?  

Adrian Benepe is a Senior executive with a career in government & non-prof-
its working on parks, gardens, and open space, including Parks Commissioner 
and  promoting a 10-Minute Walk to a park or green space for all people in the 
United States. (Adrian is the son of Berry Benepe, contributor to WVN.)

ELIZABETH STREET GARDEN. Top photo by Chris Manis, Bottom photo by Eric 
Uhlfelder.
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Google Buys St. John's Terminal
St. John's Terminal has gone through many iterations over the years. When WVN first 
started writing about possibilities, several architects had already offered ideas.
We offered this rendering, hoping a development would contain a hospital:

COOKFOX first showed a mega-development with air-right-transfers:

Later, when the north tower was separated from the south portions, and the developer 
designed it as-of-right, this was the result, also by COOKFOX:

And that's what is now being built for Google, with the latest news of Google's purchase.

NYC Retiree Alert
By J. Taylor Basker & Jesse Kasowitz

While you were enjoying the summer on the 
beach, sunning, swimming, or boating, the 
city unions sank the secure medical cover-
age you thought you had for life, as a retired 
city worker, behind your backs. Your sun-
screen did not protect you from this danger-
ous change privatizing your Medicare. Your 
union leaders were part of this conspiracy to 
drown you in the shark-infested waters of 
private medical insurance.   

This happened because Mayor de Blasio’s 
administration concluded a deal with the 
Municipal Union Leadership that will change 
the health care coverage of city government 
retirees—not in a good way. Medicare is to be 
converted into Medicare Advantage. How-
ever, Medicare Advantage is a disadvantage 
to present and future retirees. The deal will 
save the City some $600 million annually 
by cutting benefits promised to retirees and 
their dependents. Medicare Advantage was 
initiated during the Bush Administration as 
a first step to the privatization of Medicare. 
Medicare Advantage is not Medicare. It is to 
be run by a for-profit insurance company. 

What are the negative consequences for 
retirees? They are as numerous as the sands 
and as treacherous as tsunamis. There are 
likely to be higher copays in the future. De-
spite protestations of the city and unions, 
there will be fewer doctors and hospitals 
to choose from in the future. Hospital for 
Special Surgery, and Memorial Sloane Ket-
tering for example, now take Medicare Ad-
vantage on only a provisional basis. There is 
no contractual commitment on their part to 
work with it in the future. If a retiree has 
been under the care of a particular doctor, 
rehab center, cancer treatment center and 
that entity does not accept Medicare Ad-
vantage, the retiree will have their treatment 
abruptly terminated. There are serious un-
anticipated consequences to retirees living 
outside of the City, such as in Florida. There 
have been interviews with many doctors 
and hospitals both in and outside of New 
York, who say they will not take Medicare 
Advantage patients. In the future, a private 
for-profit insurance company is likely to im-
pose gatekeepers to decide on pre-authori-
zation of expensive diagnostic or treatment 
procedures. This could include ambulance 
transport, rehab services, limits on hospital 
stays, quality nursing home facilities, elec-
tive surgery, and mental health services. 
Pre-approval could deny or delay treatment 
inappropriately. Networks would be limited 
to less costly providers. The focus will be 
on the bottom line rather than our health. 
Instead of finding new municipal revenues, 
this will be paid by a significant give-back on 
the part of workers and retirees. This policy 
will create an imbalance between higher and 
lower paid city workers, and will especially 
impact minorities. The City cannot prohibit 
retirees from rejecting Medicare Advantage. 
Workers and retirees can elect to take Fed-
eral Government Medicare, which retirees 

paid for during their careers. If a retiree 
chooses to keep traditional Medicare Part A 
and B however, they will be denied group 
health insurance for Medigap (secondary) 
insurance and would have to pay higher pre-
miums for non-group individual coverage. 
The relative costs and advantages of supple-
mental insurance offerings are not clear at 
this time. If as expected, a significant num-
ber of retirees and workers opt out of Medi-
care Advantage, they will in effect create a 
two-tier system of healthcare. Higher paid 
workers and retirees will pay for and receive 
premium benefits, while lower paid workers 
will be stuck with the Medicare Advantage 
option. There will be income and racial dis-
parities. Additionally, if a significant number 
opt out, it will likely become less profitable 
for the insurance company, (in this case Em-
blem Health) and result in higher copays to 
those in Medicare Advantage. 

This dangerous plan has Medicare Advan-
tage going into effect on January 1st 2022. 
Dissident union members are opposing their 
respective municipal unions, and the Munici-
pal Labor Council. Retirees were betrayed 
by the City and the public employee unions. 
This significant and stealthy change had been 
in negotiation for several years with no trans-
parency—all under the radar. Retirees and 
union members were not consulted about 
it, nor were they ever offered a choice. And, 
inevitably, this change will ultimately extend 
to all city workers, using the retirees as front-
line guinea pig victims before dropping this 
bomb on all New York City employees.  

The remedy would be the New York 
Health Care Act, a single payer health care 
system. This would provide Medicare for 
all, not based upon employment. It deserves 
our support. Yet this threatens the interests 
of insurance companies, the pharmaceutical 
industry and public employee unions. A con-
stituency of all the administrative employees 
of the union benefit fund departments would 
be threatened. The act failed to pass in the 
current legislative session despite Democratic 
Party majorities in both the Assembly & Sen-
ate. Special interests blocked it from coming 
to an up or down vote in the legislature. 

There are ongoing cross-union member 
protests with actions that include rallies, dem-
onstrations, die-ins, lawsuits, petitions, fund-
raising and pressure on politicians. Check out 
cross-union-retirees-organizing-committee@
googlegroups.com for information on how to 
help pressure the city to reverse this disastrous 
policy, endangering the health and lives of re-
tirees, and eventually, all city workers. There is 
also a Facebook page set up, Preserve Medicare 
Parts A & B for NYC Retirees. We all depend 
on the health and safety of city workers if we 
live in New York City.

J. Taylor Basker, Ph.D. is a retired DOE 
teacher and UFT member. Jesse Kasowitz 
is a retired Union Shop Steward & Board, 
Local 237 activist, former city government 
attorney
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West Village to St. Petersburg
By Joel Lobenthal

In my Jane Street apartment, I greet with 
satisfaction, and some relief, the publica-
tion—after years of work—of my sixth 
book, Red Star, White Nights: The Life and 
Death of Yuri Soloviev. Soloviev was a star 
of St. Petersburg’s (then Leningrad’s) Kirov 
Ballet in Russia. In 1977, at the age of thir-
ty-six, he took his own life. Collaborating 
with Lisa Whitaker, a friend Soloviev met 
on a tour to Australia in 1969, our research 
led us on a number of trips to St. Petersburg.

I’ve lived in the West Village for more 
than thirty years, almost the entirety of 
my adult life. And anything in my life that 
has to do with Russian ballet—and a lot of 
things do—also brings me, paradoxically, 
even closer to the Village. Specifically, a 
nineteenth-century brick row house and its 
private garden on Morton Street, occupied 

for thirty years by Francis Mason and his 
family. Francis was an international cultur-
al attaché, author, and Morgan Library ex-
ecutive. For thirty years he was also editor 
of the quarterly publication Ballet Review. 
I began writing for BR in 1983; in 2003 I 
wrote a long article on Soloviev that began 
the journey that culminated in Red Star, 
White Nights. The book, I might add, will 
be published by Ballet Review Books, an 
imprint established by the magazine.

The Masons’ garden was a special place, 
unusual among private gardens in Manhat-
tan. It was fan-shaped, and almost double 
the width of the standard Manhattan row 
house lot. According to a report in Curbed 
New York, it measures no fewer than 2,000 
square feet. 

A private garden in Greenwich Village—
is that the ultimate luxury? It certainly af-

fords a particularly urban seclu-
sion; the juxtaposition of flora and 
built environment is starkly drawn 
and mutually reinforced. 

Francis’s wife Patricia, a doy-
enne of Village realty, died in 1997; 
Francis died in 2009. In 2012 their 
house was sold to Sofia Coppola 
and Thomas Mars (for more than 
ten times what the Masons had paid 
thirty-five years earlier!); I do wonder 
what they have done with the garden.

I’ve loved the Village for decades, 
dating back well before I moved here. Per-
haps as far back as 1969, when my brother 
and I acted in a play at what is now the 13th 
Street Repertory Company theater. Yes, 
it must have been then that I fell in love 
with the small, old, personalized houses, 
the winding streets, the ambiance of free-

dom and artistry 
that was like no 
other neighbor-
hood I’d experi-
enced. Let’s say 
it was somewhat 
different from 
Jackson Heights, 
Queens, where I 
was growing up!

The Village, 
of course, is no 

longer the Village of fifty years ago. 
But for me, the Masons’ Morton Street 
garden will forever embody competing but 
complementary beauties: the beauty of ur-
banity, the beauty of nature curated and cul-
tivated, the beauty of ballet and the perform-
ing arts. All converged in this memorable 
Village destination.

Tim McDarrah: Village Romantic, Writer, Editor, and Tour Guide
By Bruce Poli

There are few people in Greenwich Village 
who actually embody its character. Promote 
it. Expand it and share the real Village his-
tory that tour guides and tourists love to 

stereotype with fiction (Marsha P. Johnson 
threw the first brick, Dylan Thomas died at 
the White Horse Tavern). 

There was no fake news, only passion 
and sincerity on Tim McDarrah’s Save the 

Village tours, at his Art of Our Century 
Gallery shows, or in the books he edited 
and produced. 

Tim’s father Fred was the Village 
Voice photographer and photo editor for 
half a century, and it was left to Tim to not 
only escape his long shadow but use it to 
inspire others. Fred is known for his re-
nowned black and white images of Andy 
Warhol, Bob Dylan, Allen Ginsberg, and 
an endless list of other Village celebrities, 
and of our cultural and street life. He is 
known as the Stonewall Rebellion photog-
rapher, having captured some of the five-
day uprising that took place several build-
ings to the east of the Village Voice office 
(where the Duplex is today). More than 
250,000 of Fred’s photographs, which un-
derscore decades of Greenwich Village life, 
have been archived. And Tim made them 
work for everyone’s benefit.

A former editor of Page Six at the New 
York Post, Columbia University journalism 
graduate, and general NYC mensch, Tim’s 
contacts, which spanned the far-reaching 
tentacle of ‘50s ‘60s and ‘70s New York 
culture, helped him lay the groundwork for 
the ongoing Greenwich Village revival that 
this newspaper also strives for.

Tim’s death in August, from acute leuke-
mia at age 59, is a tragedy for us all as his 
warm, kind soul fades from our eyes. Yes, 
this romantic description says it all; and he 
would have continued to live out a New 
York romance accessible to so many who 
cherished his open spirit and generosity.

During the 2019 celebration of World 
Pride/Stonewall 50, the Museum of the 
City of New York showcased The Voice 
of the Village: Fred W. McDarrah Pho-
tographs, a testament to Tim’s father and 
his documentation of our cultural heritage 

in many well-recognized photographs. In 
keeping with Tim’s accomplishments, he 
coordinated the exhibition only to be fol-
lowed by the launch of Art of Our Century 
Gallery at 137 West 14th Street, a celebra-
tion of that same genre in art. This is a 
theme we can an all appreciate as readers 
of WestView News.

On what he called his “endless vaca-
tion,” Tim travelled relentlessly and visited 
friends, holding up a force of good spirit 
through more than seven years with multi-
ple myeloma and the onerous hospital visits 
and blood transfusions that challenged his 
energy and life so often.

From the great legacy of Greenwich Vil-
lage, we salute one of its most ardent pro-
moters, a talent and heir: the Voice of the 
Village, Tim McDarrah. We will greatly 
miss you. Thank you for your great con-
tributions to our neighborhood, our city, 
the art and photography world, and to the 
spirit we call the character of the Village. 

GREENWICH VILLAGE LEGENDS

Greenwich Village Tours

Village Legends  
and the Storied Life  
of American Culture 

Enjoy the great legends, stories, sights and history  
of the renowned New York neighborhood  

which has helped shape our American culture.

See the Village homes of Woody Guthrie, Sinclair Lewis,  
Edie Windsor, Emma Lazarus, Berenice Abbott, Thomas Paine. 

Hear the theatre and music history of Edward Albee, Eugene O’Neill,  
Bob Dylan, John Belushi, James Baldwin, Bette Midler,  

Allen Ginsberg, John Lennon and Yoko Ono and so many more.  
See the sights and hear the stories of Chumley’s, Magnolia Bakery, Sex and the City,

Provincetown Playhouse, Cherry Lane Theatre and more. 
A percentage of ticket sales will go to WestView News.

2 hours
for info: brucepoli2@gmail.com • 917 450-3323

Above, left to right: Allen Ginsberg, Bob Dylan, Dustin Hoffman (Photos by Fred W. McDarrah)

TIM MCDARRAH'S “Save the Village” tours were 
legendary. Photo courtesy of Patrick McDarrah. 



Northwell.edu/ForTheVillage

Throughout the pandemic, our team safely delivered  
a wide range of emergency, primary and specialty 
care for all ages. And now, with the COVID-19 vaccine 
widely available, we’re helping vaccinate as many  
New Yorkers as possible. We’ll continue raising  
our neighbors’ health—so we can keep moving 
forward, together.

Lenox Health
Greenwich Village
Northwell

SM

THAT’S WHY WE BRING THE WORLD-CLASS RESOURCES  
OF NORTHWELL—NEW YORK’S LARGEST HEALTH SYSTEM— 
TO THE HEART OF YOUR COMMUNITY. 

CARING  
FOR THE VILLAGE  
TAKES A VILLAGE
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While Mayor Bill de Blasio announced that the Key to NYC 
vaccination mandate for indoor dining, entertainment and 
fitness would start on August 17th, enforcement did not be-
gin until September 13th. Most Village restaurants are now 
asking for proof of vaccination, but Pasticceria Rocco at 243 
Bleecker Street posted a defiant sign in their window explain-
ing that they do not discriminate against anyone, including 
the unvaccinated. A call to the bakery confirmed that they are 
not requiring proof of vaccination, and the owners even ap-
peared on Laura Ingraham’s show on Fox News for a segment 
entitled: “NYC bakery owners hit back at de Blasio: He’s telling 
the unvaccinated they don’t belong.” Laura Ingraham started 
the segment by explaining that some “New York City business 
owners are fighting back against this disgusting attack on our 
civil liberties,” and Mary Josephine and Rocco Generoso, Roc-
co’s owners, called the policy an example of discrimination and 
segregation. Mary Josephine went on to say: “This is an attack 
on our Constitution. This is an attack on people just wanting 
to live their lives.” For more on Rocco's, see page 5.

Open
Breakfast by Salt’s Cure (27 ½ Morton Street at 7th 
Avenue South) has replaced short-lived central Euro-
pean restaurant 27 Morton. Currently open Wednesday– 
Sunday from 8 AM to 3 PM, the restaurant showcases a 
brunchy menu with Oatmeal Griddle Cakes which can 
be ordered gluten-free for an extra $2, and which are 
served without the possibility of syrup. As explained on 
their FAQ page: “The batter itself has the perfect amount 
of sweetness you seek, and when topped with our Sea Salt 
Butter and a padding of powdered sugar, you are good 
to go.” The concept comes to us from California where 
there are two other Breakfast by Salt’s Cure, as well as the 
original Salt’s Cure which opened in West Hollywood 
in 2010. Daisies – Better Burgers (516 Hudson Street 
between Christopher and West 10th Street) opened in 
the long-empty Benedicts space. Their tagline is Burg-
ers, But Better, and they also claim to be “Sustainable, 
From Farm To Burger” by finding sustainable producers, 
minimizing food waste and sourcing biodegradable pack-
aging. Their meat is from Niman Ranch, their chicken 
is from Murray’s, their dairy is from Cabot Creamery, 
and their buns are from Orwasher’s. Last Mile NYC (271 
West 4th Street between Perry and West 11th Streets) 
sells electric scooters, electric bikes, electric skateboards, 
electric foils, and electric unicycles. Bulbs NYC (11 West 
14th Street between 5th and 6th Avenues) has opened 
where Club Clio used to be. It is a welcome arrival since 
the neighborhood’s go-to destination for lighting, Light-
ing and Beyond, on the same stretch of 14th Street, 
closed a couple of months ago. 

Closed
Pinkberry (523 6th Avenue between 13th and 14th 
Streets), the frozen yogurt shop, has closed its Village 
location. There are still half a dozen other branches op-
erating around the city. Aunt Jake’s (47 West 8th Street 
between MacDougal Street and 6th Avenue), an Italian 
pasta-centric restaurant abruptly shuttered last month. 
There are two other locations, in Little Italy and on the 
Upper East Side. Village Natural (46 Greenwich Avenue 
between Perry and Charles Streets) was an old-school 
health food restaurant of a type not seen much anymore. 
It opened over 30 years ago, was shuttered briefly at the 
beginning of the pandemic, then closed permanently a 
couple of months ago. Biryani Kitchen (48 Greenwich 
Avenue between Charles and Perry Streets), a small 
storefront selling Biryanis (Indian rice pilafs) for pick-up 
or delivery has closed. The restaurant was owned by the 
same restaurant group as Oaxaca Taqueria which previ-
ously had a branch at that location. 

Coming Soon
Balkan StrEAT is coming to 353 6th Avenue (between 
West 4th Street and Washington Place). I met the chef 
and an owner of the restaurant outside the space. They 
were collecting signatures to apply for a wine and beer 
license. They said the restaurant will serve Balkan food, 
including ćevapi (grilled Serbian sausage) and boureks 
(savory filled pastries). They are hoping to open in about 
five months. Previously, the space housed the Tri-Rite 
Deli. The asking rent was listed as $30,000/month. Jack 
& Charlie’s, a seafood focused restaurant is opening at 
118 Greenwich Avenue (at West 13th Street). The previ-
ous occupant of the space was pizza restaurant Rosso-
pomodoro. The restaurant is part of the group that has 
another Jack and Charlie’s in Visalia, CA, but that res-
taurant has been closed since the beginning of the pan-
demic. One of our readers noticed a sign with a picture 
of a blackout cake at 523 Hudson between West 10th 
and Charles Streets, the old Meadow space. This sig-

nals the arrival of Ovenly, a bakery founded by women 
specializing in “classic treats with a twist”, which has a 
number of locations in Brooklyn and one in Urbans-
pace Vanderbilt. Serafina has about a dozen restaurants 
in New York City and more around the world serving 
pizza and other Italian food. They are now planning a 
location at 402 6th Avenue (at West 8th Street) where 
Liquiteria used to be (and before that, for many years, 
Gray’s Papaya). Ama Raw Bar West Village, an Asian 
influenced raw bar, will be opening at 39 Downing Street 
(at Bedford Street). They currently have a location on 
Avenue B in the East Village. Alexis Bittar (125 Green-
wich Avenue near Horatio Street) is a Brooklyn native 
who started designing costume jewelry in 1990. After a 
successful run, he sold the brand to Brooks Brothers in 
2015. After Brooks Brothers filed for bankruptcy, he re-
acquired the brand in 2020, and is planning to open five 
stores in New York City and one in San Francisco in fall 
2021. The stores will also sell accessories and home dé-
cor items. An eagle-eyed reader alerted us that Pupster 
Bakery, an all-natural, organic, vegan and mostly glu-
ten-free pet bakery will open at 32 Jones Street (between 
Bleecker and West 4th Streets). Last month, we reported 
on the planned opening of The Mary Lane at 99 Bank 
Street (Greenwich Street between Bank and Bethune 
Streets). This month, we learned more about the chefs: 
Mike Price, a Culinary Institute of America grad will 
be the executive chef. He also is a co-owner and execu-
tive chef of The Clam and Market Table which opened 
in 2007.  Andrew Sutin, who is the Chef de Cuisine of 
Market Table will move to The Mary Lane. He received 
a degree from The Restaurant School at Walnut Hill in 
Philadelphia, and after working in Philadelphia and at 
a number of well-regarded restaurants in New York in-
cluding The Nomad, he joined the Blackfoot Hospitality 
Group. But what has intrigued us most about The Mary 
Lane is an increasingly hysterical campaign to oppose the 
restaurant’s modest outdoor seating plans. In advance of 
a Community Board 2 licensing meeting on September 
9th, spelling and grammar-challenged flyers appeared 
on Bank Street saying, among other things, “DON’T 
LET THE PREDATORY RESTAURANTEURS (sic) 
DESTROY OUR BLOCK” and “WHAT BEGAN AS 
AN EXPEDIENT TO SAVE RESTAURANTS HAS 
TURNED INTO A BUSINESS PLAN FOR RAPA-
CIOUS RESTAURANT VULTURE OWNERS.” 
These flyers encouraged neighbors to attend the CB2 
meeting and oppose the restaurant’s plans. Since then, 
more flyers have been spotted, with the latest one making 
an appearance on September 25th after a fairly small area 
on Greenwich Street was blocked off to prepare for the 
erection of an outdoor seating area. This flyer began with 
the word “OUTRAGE”, and ended with “Be strong, 
West Village. Help protect our community.“

Other
The original location of Vin sur Vingt (201 West 11th 
Street at Greenwich Avenue) closed during the pandemic. 
Recently, signage at 192 7th Avenue South (near West 
11th Street) indicates that the wine bar is relocating to 
larger quarters just down the street. The old Urban Out-
fitters space at 526 6th Avenue (at West 14th Street) is 
being used for an unauthorized exhibition of mysterious 
street artist Banksy, called Banksy: Genius or Vandal? The 
exhibit features over 80 of the artist’s works. 

This month we heard from lots of you  

with helpful tips. Please keep writing  

to us, we love to hear from you!  

Email us at wvnewsinout@gmail.com

by Caroline Benveniste
OUTand

IN 

PASTICCERIA ROCCO'S storefront signage. Photos by 
Caroline Benveniste.

#standtogether has taken on a new meaning for the anti-
vaxxers, i.e. stand together to protest vaccine mandates.
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MONDAY THRU SATURDAY 10 AM-7 PM 
SUNDAY 11 AM-5 PM 

Maximum of four people  
allowed in the store at one time

Masks Required
212-242-5351

Images from Abingdon Square Saturday Greenmarket by Maggie Berkvist.

Maggie B’s Quick Clicks
TO AUTUMN                                                     

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness,
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees,
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more...
    —John Keats
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A View from the Kitchen
By Isa Covo

I sit here, a bit perplexed by what has been happening recently in the country and 
abroad, so I made a list. It is probably incomplete, so perhaps you can help.

There was:
•  Afghanistan
•  The diplomatic situation with our ally France
•  The Recount
•  The opposition to the For the People Act
•  The question of whether the result a Presidential election could be over-

turned
•  The Texas Abortion Law 
•  How to address Climate Change, in order to avoid catastrophic droughts, 

fires, floods
•  Covid-19
•  Vaccination
•  Medical insurance
•  The battle of the budget
•  The economy
•  Unemployment
•  Income inequality
•  Racism
•  Guns
•  Hate
•  Equal rights

DISCUSS...

Roasted Herbed  
Cauliflower

Cauliflower is trending, with preparations 
galore. My favorite way to prepare it is to 
roast it in the oven. This is a technique that 
works well for many vegetables. 

1 medium-large cauliflower

¼ cup extra-virgin olive oil

2 tablespoons unsalted butter, melted

4 large cloves of garlic, minced

4 tablespoons fresh mixed herbs, chopped

½ teaspoon fine sea salt

1 tablespoon mixed peppercorns, freshly 
ground.

2 lemons with their skin, cut into wedges 
(optional)

• Wash the cauliflower and cut off the 
florets, discarding the leaves and stem

• Set the oven rack in the middle of the 
oven, and heat the oven to 425 degrees

• Line a large, rimmed baking pan with 
parchment paper

• In a large bowl blend the olive oil and 
the butter. Add the rest of the season-
ings and mix well

• Add the florets and toss to coat them 
with the herb mixture

• Spread the florets on the prepared pan
• Bake 30 to 40 minutes, or until easily 

pierced with a knife
• Pass the lemon wedges around for people 

to squeeze on the cauliflower, if they like.  
Yield: 6 servings, or more as side dish.

Photo by Isa Covo.

 

 Charles Street 
Block Association 

 

 

Charles Street 
SIDEWALK SALE 

 

Save the Date 
Saturday, October 23, 2021 

10:00am to 4:00pm 
(Clean up by 4:00pm) 

 

 Vendors- Charles Street Residents Only  
     To sign up and for more information: 

    Email:  Charlesstreetassociation@gmail.com 
   Or call: 917-257-2343 

 
      Donations for CSBA welcome. 
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LIFETALK WITH ROBERTA RUSSELL: 

Online Dating in Your 
Seventies and Older

By Roberta Russell

Of those who have lovers, long-term mar-
riages, and other trusting bonds, half will 
ultimately be abandoned—by chance or 
by intention. One partner either dies first 
(usually), or leaves the other. As the grow-
ing population ages, friends and family 
perish and depart. Life is a veil of tears. 

The Covid quarantine also separates us 
from the sustenance and affirmation we 
get from the familiar people we see during 
the hum of life. Loneliness erodes meaning 
and vitality. Isolation can be more harmful 
than smoking a pack of cigarettes a day. 

When I go swimming in the double End-
less Pool in my basement, without Harold, 
my husband of 27 years, the Mozart CD 
that he put on the last time we swam to-
gether, more than six years ago, still plays. 
The miles of swimming I continue to do 
every week fortify me to take on the trials of 
high-stakes, male-skewed, online dating in 
my seventies. Thus buttressed, I find myself 
able to engage in this venture, which is not 
for faint-hearted or embittered women. 

I am widowed, alone, and ever-hopefully 
immersed in the tumultuous world of online 
senior dating. At age 70 and older, there are 
many more single women than men, be-
cause women live about five years longer and 
men often prefer younger women. 

I met Z (as I will call him), age 78, on a 
dating site about three years ago. He entered 
my life, online, as a swashbuckling pres-
ence—traveling in Europe—describing his 
adventures at leading medical conferences. 
Age notwithstanding, Z was a prominent 
doctor and leader in his field, an alpha male. 
He re-awakened me to passion with his nu-
merous sexy texts. His artful language and 
literary references were matched by my own, 
which were of a more philosophical bent. 

All the while, I was home alone in New 
York City with my fantasies, awaiting Z’s next 
missive. Online dating is a breeding ground 
for fantasy. Enthralled with Z, I would check 
my phone when I awoke in the night. Unfail-
ingly, there he was, dreaming of me, he said. 

Weeks later, when he arrived back in 
New York City I could not wait to feel his 
touch. (Although we had enjoyed pillow 
talk on Facetime, we had never met in the 

flesh.) That was electric.
But after a couple of passionate encoun-

ters, he left, abruptly stopping all commu-
nications. We never had a real “date.” He 
was apparently an accomplished lothario.

Remarkably, undaunted, I re-contacted him 
three years later. He was the last new man I 
had met. We started texting again, sometimes 
20 texts in a day. Before long we were once 
again communicating every few hours, no 
matter where he went. “Dance with me till the 
end of love,” he once typed. By now, our texts 
were again punctuated by live visits.

Weeks ago, at his most impassioned, while 
he was away, Z texted me in the wee hours: 
He wrote that he feared falling in love with 
me, although I had not been aware of that 
possibility. Conflicted, he expressed concern 
about hurting me, giving me notice so that I 
could get away. His internal turmoil, which 
he laid bare in the dead of night while he 
resisted the powerful prescription drugs that 
he used (ineffectively trying to give himself 
the peace of sleep), drew me further to him 
like a moth to a flame. I wanted to save this 
brilliant, tormented and divided self, who 
claimed to be happy. But by the time the sun 
rose, his memory of our closeness had faded.

Z was still handsome, fitter than when I 
first met him, and hot. He neither wanted 
me to become his life-partner, nor to save 
him. I, besotted with him, wanted to heal 
him and, in so doing, heal myself. 

A craggy-smart psychologist I consulted 
by phone, who was about Z’s age, told me 
to think of a passionate relationship in my 
senior years as a gift, if it did not harm me. 
He sounded envious. And so, on I went.

I could not stop thinking about Z. We 
were tethered, night and day. Then, I had 
an epiphany. The travails of aging, with one 
body part after another expiring, call for a 
companion who is actually there for me. I 
knew I had to somehow break it off to open 
myself up to that possibility.

Z seemed relieved. He had a replace-
ment within days. Dating sites work well 
for him. He texted that he is on pause, but 
would never be finished with me. 

I am still looking. The demographics 
may favor men, but action favors the bold.

Roberta Russell is the author of R.D. Laing 
& Me: Lessons in Love with R.D. Laing 
(Hillgarth Press, 1992), Report on Effective 
Psychotherapy: Legislative Testimony (Hill-
garth Press, 1981, 1994), and Report on 
Permanent Weight Loss (Columbia Academ-
ic Commons, 2017). She has also been a con-
tributor to various international magazines 
and journals. Occasionally, Roberta hosts 
a New York City cable television show, called 
Lifetalk, which has featured interviews with 
movers and shakers in controversial areas.
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Black Holes
Abstracted from “A Scientists View of Almost Ev-
erything” by Mark M Green 

To get away from the earth’s gravitational field, objects 
have to accelerate to a speed of about 25,000 miles per 
hour. This so called escape velocity, needed to overcome 
the gravitational field of any body, depends on that body’s 
mass (how much matter it contains) and density (how 
much space that mass occupies). For example, escaping 
from the moon’s gravity requires reaching only about one-
fifth of the speed necessary to escape from the earth’s grav-
ity, a fact that had to be well understood by rocket scien-
tists if the astronauts who landed on the moon were to lift 
off and come back.

Might there be an object in space whose mass is con-
tained in a sufficiently small space that the escape veloc-
ity needed to leave its gravitational field would exceed 
186,000 miles per second, the approximate speed of light 
in a vacuum? Such an object would not release any light, 
regardless of whether the light came from it, as with a light 
bulb, or came to it, like the light reflected from a mirror or 
the moon.

 We think of light as that which we see. But “light” is 
part of something much larger. In scientific terms, light is 
electromagnetic radiation, and there is a spectrum of this 
radiation. We see only a very tiny part of that spectrum in 
the colors we perceive—the visible region of the spectrum. 
We feel other parts of the spectrum as heat—the infrared 
region. Some of us tan our skin or synthesize vitamin D 
through exposure to the ultra-violet part of the spectrum. 
Dentists use X-rays, another part of the spectrum, to de-
tect decay, while we receive radio and television signals 
and talk on our cell phones using still other parts of the 
spectrum. The fixed speed of light applies to the whole 
spectrum. An object with such a strong gravitational force 
that no part of the electromagnetic spectrum can escape it 
is called a black hole.

Now that we’ve seen gravity’s effect on light, let’s turn 

to stars, which give off light across much of the electro-
magnetic spectrum. Stars are formed from the “dust” of 
the universe, which tends to gather in “clouds” contain-
ing hydrogen. These clouds can become increasingly dense 
because the mass of the cloud creates a gravitational force, 
causing it to pull in more stellar dust, which increases the 
density further, which then pulls in more dust, and so on. 
This increasing density is the origin of a star. 

Energetic processes among these atoms become hotter 
and hotter as they come closer until nuclear fusion oc-
curs—the source of the explosive power of the hydrogen 
bomb. During this fusion, which turns hydrogen into heli-
um, some of the mass is converted to energy in accordance 
with another of Einstein’s insights: E=mc2, where c is the 
speed of light. This means that a very small change in mass 
leads to a very large production of energy, the very energy 
that is emitted from the sun as the electromagnetic radia-
tion the earth receives. 

This nuclear process goes on and on as long as there are 
nuclei of hydrogen atoms to feed it. Eventually, the sun 
will consume all the nuclei available for this fusion, and 
the process will first slow and then stop. The sun will die. 
We are about half way there now, but don’t be concerned. 
We, on earth, have many billions of years to go, hopefully. 

Stars are massive, with enormous gravitational fields—
large enough for our sun to keep the earth and all the other 
planets in our solar system in their orbits. The gravitation-
al force is also acting to decrease the volume of the sun—to 
increase its density by making it take up less space. But this 
force is counteracted by the force of the energy produced 
from the nuclear fusion taking place—sort of like heating 
the air in a balloon. But cool that air enough and the bal-
loon will grow smaller and eventually collapse. That’s the 
fate of a burned-out star. What form the collapsed star 
takes depends on its mass. 

Our star, the sun, is a bit too small to form a black hole. 
Its eventual collapsed state probably will be something 
else—what astronomers call a black dwarf. But other stars, 
especially those formed near the origin of the universe, 
the time of the Big Bang, are more than large enough to 
collapse into black holes when their energy runs out. The 

collapsed star’s enormous gravity will increase in its power 
to consume whatever is around until the collapsed star 
runs out of mass that is near enough. Anything that comes 
within a certain distance (called the event horizon) from 
the center of the black hole will be swallowed up. 

There are huge numbers of black holes in the universe, 
ranging in size from ten times to one million times the 
mass of our sun, with a large proportion of the galaxies in 
the universe each containing many black holes. There are 
estimated to be more than 100 billion galaxies in the uni-
verse, each with as many as 100 billion stars or more, many 
with the potential to become black holes!

We discover black holes by their effect on their sur-
roundings. There is no other way considering that any 
probe, electromagnetic or otherwise, sent within the event 
horizon of the black hole will not escape to communicate 
to its sender the presence of the black hole. 

The concentrated mass of a black hole, with its huge 
gravitational force, affects the motions of large parts 
of whole galaxies, motion that would not be possible to 
understand if this invisible force were not present. This 
attractive gravitational force also pulls toward the black 
hole the same kind of stellar dust that stars are made of. 
This material swirls about the black hole, moving more 
and more quickly as it approaches the point of no return, 
like water going down a drain. This accelerating swirling 
process releases enormous amounts of energy in the form 
of quasars, sources of such powerful electromagnetic ra-
diation that they give the impression of being “spotlights” 
in the universe, radiating with an intensity in the range 
of one trillion times—yes, one trillion—the luminosity of 
our sun. 

The light from some of the most distant quasars has 
taken almost 30 billion light years to reach us—30 billion 
years traveling at the speed of light. What we are seeing, 
in other words, occurred a very long time ago, near the 
origin of the universe, with the number of quasars now 
being detected giving scientists an idea of the dimensions 
of the universe we are part of and how ancient the black 
holes can be. 

School Days
By Jeff Hodges

Our daughter is a natural producer, director and performer. 
She says it was inevitable that she would become a teacher. 

She discovered her avocation after college when she began 
substitute teaching to make ends meet. Two years later, with 
a graduate degree in Education, she was a teacher in a brand 
new public elementary school near the United Nations.

The first time she walked into the building she saw the 
security guard from her high school stationed at the door. 
“I almost turned around and walked out, “ she said. “I 
thought it was all over.”

“Oh Miss Debbie,” she pleaded, “You won’t say any-
thing, will you?” Miss Debbie laughed. “Your secrets are 
safe with me, honey,” she said.

Because the school was so close to the UN, her preschool 
class was a polyglot of colors, cultures, and languages. In order 
to communicate with Fung-fei, whose parents were part of 
the Chinese diplomatic corps, my daughter would have to tell 
Ahmed, who spoke English and Arabic, to tell Aman, who 
spoke Arabic and French, to tell Lucas, who spoke French 
and Chinese, to tell Fung-fei that it was her turn to go to the 
bathroom and wash her hands. But with the innate facility 
children use to acquire a second language, by Christmas the 
whole class was chattering away in English, and Fung-fei was 
giving my daughter advice on how to teach the class.

I had the good fortune to become her occasional teaching 
assistant. The administration was happy to let me read to 
the kids, clean up after lunch, and tag along on field trips. 
But I never acquired that remarkable ability teachers devel-
op to monitor all parts of the classroom at once—as evinced 
by my daughter hissing “Dad!” from across the room when-
ever I got too worldly or too scary with my pedagogy.

Every month the students immersed themselves in 
a different topic. For the “Construction Unit”, we took 
them on an unannounced expedition to a construction site 
near the school.  All work stopped when the line of four 
and five-year-olds came trekking into the dust and debris. 
Thankfully, the foreman got into the spirit of things and 
came into class the next day to instruct the diminutive 
contractors on the basics of erecting a high-rise building.

For the “Medical Unit” the classroom became a clinic. In 
my eye exam I pretended not to be able to see the first line 
of the chart. My five-year-old optician was very concerned.

“Sound it out,” she said helpfully.  “Puh! Puh! Puh!...
“P?” I asked.
“That’s right!  Let’s try the next one. ”Kuh! Kuh!! 

Kuh!…”  
“K!” I blurted out.
She patted my shoulder.  
“See? You’re getting the hang of it,” she said.
Of course, for the  “Grocery Store Unit” we went shop-

ping.  We walked to Trader Joe’s where an employee treat-
ed us to a comprehensive tour of the store. We visited each 
department, sampling cheese, lox, fruits and cookies and 
filled up a shopping cart with enough snacks and treats to 
last the month.  At the end of the tour, our guide pulled 
my daughter aside and confided that this was the first time 
he had smiled since his son’s death a year ago. 

Towards the end of the school year my daughter ordered 
a batch of Painted Lady butterfly cocoons, enough for each 
student to take a proprietary interest in their own chrysalis. 
After three weeks a rabble of butterflies emerged, and the 
budding naturalists hiked to a nearby park to release them. 
My daughter opened the mesh cage, and as an enraptured 
group of students, parents, and administrators looked on, 
each entomologist released their fluttering charge to ap-
preciative gasps and applause.  

As one can imagine, the sight of that cosmopolitan crowd 
in burkas and blue jeans, gazing heavenward with such avid-
ity and hope, was a vision to behold.

BUTTERFLY RELEASE. Photo by Jeff Hodges.
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Joan’s Shanghai
By Joan Klyhn

Joan’s Shanghai is a memoir of a childhood in 
Shanghai in the ‘30’s and ’40s of the 20th cen-
tury. I am primarily writing it for myself, ex-
tending it to my friends, and now to the many 
people who have shown themselves fascinated 
with this period in the past.

Jai Alai: the world’s  
fastest sport
The hotel where my mother and I spent 
the summer of 1939 faced the beach,  a few 
hundred yards away.  Early in the morning, I 
would go to the window, hiking myself onto 
my elbows.  I would watch, fascinated, at a 
slow moving line from the water’s edge to the 
beach huts in front of the hotel.  At a crawl, 
a couple of dozen of women wearing bags 
on their backs  moved along the beach with 
mesh strainers  in their hands. They were 
methodically scooping every bit of detritus 
left in the sand the day before. By breakfast 
they were done and the beach would be im-
maculate.  I’d heard a guest complain “I lost 
my diamond earring on the beach, I’m sure.  
The hotel threatened the sweepers, but no 
one would admit anything!”  I watched the 
line and wondered about the supposed lost 
jewel.  If someone found it would she jump 
up with a scream?  Or just pocket it with-
out a word? I amused myself imagining this 
while waiting for my mother to emerge for 
breakfast. She was habitually a late sleeper.

We were summering in Tsingtao, at a well 
known resort.  It was about an eight-hour 
train ride from Shanghai, but we went the 
longer way by boat along the coast.  A spe-
cial feature of the resort that included our 
hotel was a fronton, built to accommodate 
teams of Jai Alai players that came up from 
Shanghai.  They had a permanent location 
there but  it was too hot for summer games.  
The fronton was a three walled court, 
open for spectator seating.  The front wall 
was made of granite to withstand the balls 
slugged by the players out of baskets they 
held in one hand.

The speed of the rock hard ball, smaller 
than a baseball, would be close to 150 mph.  
It is an exciting game, very fast, as one man 
hurls, the other guy catches the  ball in his 
basket and catapults it back, and so it goes 
back and forth, with bets being taken mo-
ment by moment and players dashing, even 
climbing the side walls to capture the flying 
ball. This establishes the background for my 
jai alai story, which is not going to be an ac-
count of the game itself.  After spinning my 
head back and forth watching the action a 
few times, I lost interest in it and was ready 
to meet my chum, Jo Jo at the beach.

Most of the long stay summer guests 
at the hotel were young housewives with 

little children.  Their husbands worked 
in the sweltering City.  Some dads,  but 
not many,  occasionally joined their fami-
lies for a weekend.  My father never did.  
My mother, our amah, and I settled into 
a pleasant suite for a couple of months.  
Because we traveled by sea, we were able 
to bring  trunks full of clothing and acces-
sories. My mother was an excellent long 
distance swimmer, and once on the beach, 
would disappear into the ocean for a very 
long time, leaving me on the beach with 
my bucket and spade. My learning to swim 
was out of the question.  “You were afraid 
of the water,” my mother stated with fi-
nality.  About my thwarted desire to ride 
a bike “You were afraid to fall off.”  From 
my Dad, about my wish to learn to play the 
piano “You would spend too much time in-
side, practicing.”  At the age of five, I had 
already embraced reading as an activity I 
could pursue without opposition.

In the evenings, the young mothers would 
make their way to the Jai Alai stadium, and 
try to sit right up front.  The players were 
Basques; handsome and dangerous look-
ing.  They were dark, compact and virile. 
They played their game with explosive en-
ergy.  Their black eyes snapped, their oiled 
and curly hair dripped sweat.  They were the 
perfect complement to the cool appearing 
yet seething housewives.

My mother was small, chubby and bo-
somy.  She sat upfront with a haughty air. 
She shaved her legs and underarms daily 
and carried face powder sheets with her 
wherever she went.  “Look at them sweat,” 
she said disdainfully.  I was sitting by her, 
when Echevarria, one of the players who  
was squatting in front of us between sets, 
turned and winked at me, with a big smile.  
He had hair springing from his armpits, hair 
on his chest and furry arms and legs. “Ugh!” 
said my mother, “look at all that hair.”

The little balls flew from the baskets at-
tached to each man’s arm.  The crowd 
screamed for their favorites. My mother 
powdered her nose and fanned herself.  At 
that moment, Echevarria jumped up grace-
fully, and turned towards us. “Madam,” he 
began, and smiled a brilliant, wicked smile. 
To my surprise, my mother who kept her-
self out of the sun and was very pale, turned 
bright red.  He leaned towards her and said 
something, and she held out her manicured 
hand.  He took it between his sweaty paws, 
and I thought my mother would snatch it 
away.   But all I could hear was a soft mur-
mur as they leaned towards each other and 
started quietly talking.

That was when my mother officially met 
the famous Jai Alai player, Carlos Echevar-
ria, and I got to ride to the beach daily on his 
muscular shoulders.

After the game, we would join  him in the 
hotel bar, where he drank anise wine and my 

mother daintily squeezed a lemon quarter 
into her gin and tonic.  She and I would then  
have a  low calorie meal, as she was watching 
her weight,  while he dug into a hearty pa-
ella redolent of garlic and saffron.  Although 
his English was rudimentary,  they seemed 
to have a conversation going.  I sidled off to 
join my friend, Jo Jo.  Her French mother 
was gaily laughing with HER handsome 
player.  Our amahs came out to find us, and 
we were escorted back to our rooms.  I was 
still up, reading a book, when my mother re-
turned to her adjacent room.

There was plenty of sun and paddling in 
the shallows with Jo Jo, who didn’t swim 
either.  

Echevarria offered to teach us how to 
swim, without success.   Boys flung them-
selves, yelling, into the waves, but most of 
the little girls wore pretty outfits and built 
sandcastles on the beach.  They were not 
encouraged to play sports back then.  Carlos 
(as we now felt free to him) was not really a 
swimmer himself.  But he would haul me on 
his shoulders into knee deep water, or grab 
my wrists and swing me around, and tell me 
stories about the Basque fishing village he 
came from.  When my mother returned to 
shore from one of her epic swims, he would 
take the beach towel that amah had ready 
and wrap it around my mother himself.  
He would tip amah and shoo her away.  I 
rarely heard my mother laugh at home, but 
she was different here.  She giggled, and 
laughed out loud a lot.  She would sit and 
watch Carlos working out at the fronton, as 
all the players did for hours daily.  Carlos 
had impressive muscle definition  all over 
his body: he could lift me up with one arm.  
“Don’t hurt yourself,” my mother warned 
him, “she’s so heavy.”  Carlos laughed a lot 
too; as easily as he lifted me and swung me 
around. “No she not heavy; she light, like 
bird!” Of course,  that summer I developed 

a crush on Echevarria.  But more, his big 
hearted, generous  nature; the way he saw 
me as my parents never did, began to instill 
in me a new feeling of self esteem.  He had 
to approach my mother through me, but he 
really liked me as a person, I felt, and would 
sit by me and move his finger over the page 
of a book I was reading, and try to mouth 
the English words. “You my teacher, pretty 
girl” he’d say, tousling my hair affectionately.  
Most of the players were married with chil-
dren back home.  They missed their fami-
lies, so they were always ready to play ball 
or race along the beach or build a sandcastle 
with the summer kids.

By the end of the summer, there had been 
a scandal, not surprising.  One housewife 
lost it completely for Arriaga, one of the 
principal players.  She sold her jewelry,  and 
tried to bribe her amah to take her three year 
old daughter home.  She planned to travel 
with her lover back to Shanghai.  It was an 
impossible scheme, of course.  The husband 
appeared; the hunky lover turned out not to 
be at all keen to elope.  Basque players were 
and still are mostly very religious Catho-
lics;  not ready for more than a brief fling.  
There was plenty of gossip and taking of 
sides among the summer ladies, but in the 
end, everyone went home, discarding this 
season’s dresses, sandals, sun hats and lovers.   
“Will we see Carlos in Shanghai?” I asked 
my mother. “Of course not!”  my mother 
snapped,” Why would we?” And that was 
the end of that story, except for an exchange 
of pebbles between me and Carlos on our 
last day.

The main fronton in Shanghai was lo-
cated on the Rue des Soeurs, the same street 
as my school.  But the entrances must have 
faced different directions as I never ever saw 
a Jai Alai player in that neighborhood.  The 
whole, hot, charged summer faded away like 
a dream.
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The Digital Age or The End of the World as We Know It
By Roger Paradiso

I went into a CVS last week. There was no 
one at any of the registers. I felt like I was 
in The Twilight Zone. I called out. A voice 
told me to use the self-check. I stared at 
that worthless piece of AI and dread en-
tered into my soul. Was I going to contrib-
ute to the loss of a worker’s job? I called out 
again. She said, “I’m the only clerk in the 
store. Use the self-check. It’s easy.”

That’s all I needed to hear. It was easy. Oh 
yeah, I’ll show you how easy it can be. You 
see, technology and me aren’t a good mix. 

I approached the machine with a rush, 
hoping to scare it to hell and back. That 
didn’t work. I read the instructions and 
heard that AI voice that sounded like a 
soulless avatar from some science fiction 
movie. I pushed all sorts of digital buttons 
and scanned the product every which way 
but up. The damn thing wasn’t working. 

I was starting to land some good punch-
es to this AI robot. Good thing there were 
no other people in the store, and especially 
not a police officer. I gave it a final kick in 
the nuts and bolts and was contemplating 
the existential concept of stealing the prod-
uct, since the AI didn’t work, when I heard 
a human voice. “Can I help you?” I looked 
around and thought I saw a hot model in 
red boots, but as my eyes refocused, I saw 
an old grandma about my age. “Yes, you 
can,” I said, as I moved to her register. 
“Couldn’t figure out the self-check?” she 
asked. “Oh no,” I said. “I figured it out. 

I’m saving your job.” She smiled and took 
the product, pointed to the credit card ma-
chine, and before you could say, “Have a 
good day,” I was out of there. 

That’s what I like. A human at the other 
end of a transaction. It sort of makes me 
feel we’re going to be all right in the future. 
Let the revolution begin or hunger games 

begin. Whatever. I got out of the store 
before the cops came and checked on the 
busted self-check AI robot. Just another 
day in the Wild West digital age. 

By Roger Paradiso

It was the most humid day of the summer.  
It was September 18th and still late sum-
mer.

The Village Trip Festival had taken over 
8th Street in the heart of Greenwich Vil-
lage. David Amram was playing there, just 
blocks from many of the clubs and the-
aters, he had played many years ago when 
the Village was the epicenter of arts and 
culture in the 1960s.

The festival had set up some turf on 8th 
Street and there were members of the au-
dience sitting there enjoying the concert. 
Standing around the end of MacDougal 
and 8th Street were about two hundred fans 
who braved the weather for this afternoon 
delight.

I called David the next night. He said 
he was dehydrating during the show and 
some nice people came up with water and 
ice for him.  The band took a brief break 
and completed the four-hour set. I asked 
David why he played some of the songs in 
his set.  

“I got word that Doris Diether had 
passed away a few days ago and I wanted 

to memorialize her with Amazing Grace. I 
went up to Renee Manning and asked her 
if she would sing the song. And the rest of 
the band jumped right in. It all came to-
gether ya dig, The Village always stressed 
collaboration and community and it all 
worked.

“It was so nice to play a piece by Sonny 
Rollins called Saint Thomas. Jerome Harri-
son had played guitar with Sonny.” Rollins 
played numerous clubs in the Village and is 
recognized as one of America’s great com-
posers and jazz tenor saxophonists.  

“There was a chance to do my own 
Waltz from the Fall which I composed for 
Arthur Miller’s play called After the Fall. 
In the first three years of Lincoln Center 
Repertory theater we were in residence at 
a Theater just around the corner here on 
West Fourth. The reason we were in the 
Village was because the Lincoln Center 
complex was still being finished.”

“After the Fall” opened at the  ANTA 
Washington Square Theatre in 1964.  

I felt that that day’s concert here at the 
Village Trip reminded me of those days in 
the Village where people used to come to-
gether and create some music.

Village Trip Festival

IS IT TIME TO REBEL from the Evil Empire? Photo by Roger Paradiso.

DAVID AMRAM AT THE KEYBOARDS and his band playing at the Village Trip Festival on 
West 8th Street. Photo by Roger Paradiso.
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Style on the Street: Keeping it Classic
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The Broadway Bubble
By Gordon Hughes 

There is an amazing, sometimes contro-
versial, movement occurring on the Great 
White Way. Right now there are more 
than 125 plays and musicals running on a 
variety of television screens. Some are tra-
ditional TV networks.  Others are stream-
ing on outlets such as Netflix and Apple. I 
mention those two networks because two 
of the shows, both musicals, which I am 
involved in are to premiere in the com-
ing days and weeks in homes across the 
country. For example, Peter Pan ran on 
NBC and most recently Hamilton ran on 
Disney+.

Those are just two examples of what is 

occurring in the world of Broadway pro-
duction. This is not really new, but due to 
Covid it has taken on an accelerated pace. 
Now I mentioned controversy, a large 
number of producers are reluctant to use 
television for their shows, because they 
see it as diluting seat sales. They see it as a 
threat to ticket sales.

Similar to the way motion picture studios 
and producers felt about putting their mov-
ies on television in the 1950’s. Just thinking 
out loud here, but how did that work out? 
Before I became involved in theatre produc-
tion and investment in shows I spent my ca-
reer in advertising and marketing so I have 
some measure of how marketing works. The 

adage of “did you ever buy something you 
didn’t know about?” comes to mind. So, 
that said, Covid created a real need to get 
Broadway jump-started. Streaming has now 
become a valuable tool for audience promo-
tion Smart producers are using flat screens 
by whatever delivery system to do a number 
of things. First and foremost, of course, is 
creating revenue. Next is keeping cast and 
crew engaged and fresh. There are other 
benefits as well, but for my money it’s about 
marketing. Yes marketing to let people 
who love the theatre know what’s coming. 
Speaking of keeping cast and crew fresh and 
Covid free, some producers developed the 
“bubble.” What is the Broadway Bubble? 
Think of the NBA and their Covid lock-
down. Now I am not going to go into detail 
here but picture herding cats, keeping lions 
and tigers on pedestals, or crowd control at a 

rock concert. Now think of locking up your 
actors, musicians, crew, and of course the 
director and producers for eight weeks of 
rehearsals and staging away from their fam-
ilies, loved ones, and no escape. Yikes! All 
mentioned must wear masks, be vaccinated 
and of course maintain social distancing. 
Well that is just what has been occurring on 
Broadway for the past few months as pro-
duction has been moving forward following 
the Broadway Leagues’ protocols.

Well all the tears, sweat, laughter over this 
period have produced at least two remark-
able musicals on streaming media. Diana, a 
New Musical premiers on Netflix October 
1st. The Broadway hit Come From Away 
opened September 10th on Apple TV+.

Now here is where I usually say “see you 
at the Theatre.” Now I will say “see you on 
the flat screen.”
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Someone, Someplace, Else: 
Paintings by Yolande Heijnen
Curated by Chantal Soong Lee 

Opening: October 5th, 6:00-8:00 p.m.
Revelation Gallery
224 Waverly Place
Exhibition will be from October 5th-28th, 2021
Monday-Thursday, 11:00 a.m.-to 3:00 p.m.

The paintings in Yolande Heijnen’s solo exhibition, Some-
one, Someplace, Else span the years 2016-2021; depicting 
friends, strangers, and herself, Heijnen is, more specifi-
cally, painting the threshold of what is revealed and what 
is concealed, in personhood and relationships. 

“These trees are magnificent, but even more magnificent is the 
sublime and moving space between them, as though with their 
growth it too increased” (Rainer Maria Rilke).

This cyclical movement between the impersonal and 
personal touches on why paintings of people may continue 
to have a magical allure, and sustain an enduring curiosity 
for both those creating them and those looking at them. 
Embodying the psychological threshold of a doorway, 
window, and mirror, portraits create a method of looking 
out to look in—providing a way of relating to others that 
involves time, a generosity of seeing, and the belief that 
when we are seeing someone else we are also presented 
with an opportunity to encounter remote and unnamed 
aspects of ourselves. 

With these possibilities for a phenomenological, and 
even interpersonal and social, experience as an engaged 
artist, Heijnen nevertheless asks, can the genre of por-
traiture be elevated today, or responsive in a contempo-
rary world? How can a portrait look, feel, be, and inter-
act—now? There is an inadvertent reply to this question 
in literature, an ever-guiding force for the artist: in Gaston 
Bachelard’s The Poetics of Space, his own meditation on 
an interior’s connection with the exterior, and between the 
individual and the environment, he says, “When the image 
is new, the world is new.” 

The paintings in Someone, Someplace, Else show-
case Heijnen’s own quest for interpersonal connec-
tion and interrogation of selfhood in different spaces 
through art—living and working in studios, homes, 
and residencies in Greenwich Village, the East Village, 
Bushwick, Vermont, Ohio, North Carolina, and, most 
recently, New Berlin, NY. Point of view and proximity 
change between paintings, as does her relationship to 
observation and fantasy, with a growing emphasis on 
the poetics of paint and the language of the medium. In 
the background, of both her paintings and in her life, 
exists a belief in a vital kind of space, one meant to har-
monize the relationships between people, interior lives, 
and physical material existence.

Yolande Heijnen was born and raised in Luxembourg, 
Europe. She is a Dutch national, and since 1998 has lived in 
NYC where she studied drawing and painting. Of her work 
she says: “The idea of connectedness inspires my painting. I 
explore the human form, not only visually, but as an energy 
center and a mind-state of possibility, depicting accidental 
fragility and a sense of randomness, blurring or dissolving 
the concreteness of forms. Things are happening elsewhere or 
are experienced peripherally, and the subjects are not always 
fully present.”

COARSE MOLDING PASTE ON CANVAS, 2021, 10"x10".

ACRYLIC ON MOLDING PASTE, each figure is 30"x15", approximately.
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NEED A JOB...
NOW?

WestView urgently needs  
some key people

   
   GO FUND ME MANAGER
   to design and manage a campaign
 
   EDITORS
   to review contributor copy

Call George 
212.924.5718

On Writing My First Play
By Carol Yost

I’d had an idea for this play since the 1970s, 
but it was hardly like the play I wound up 
writings. Still, it was inspired by what I saw 
when I was a secretary for tenants’ lawyers. 
It is my first finished play.

A few months ago, during the Covid 
lockdown, I began Beauty at last. The 
hardest part was learning play format in 
Microsoft Word; I was greatly helped by 
Suzanne S. Barnhill, whom I met online 
through the Microsoft Community.

I started at the beginning and described 
the office of Louis Israel, a New York City 
tenants’ lawyer. This setting was to be used 
throughout the play until the very last 
scene, which is in front of his office build-
ing. A young woman who comes to see Is-
rael is suffering great anxiety because the 
charity that runs her ladies’ rooming house 
wants to get all the tenants out. She’s a 
very dark-skinned Haitian immigrant who 
works as an office cleaner on Louis’ floor. 
The first questions were: how does she feel 
and how will she show this? She is a de-
vout Roman Catholic; he is White, of Jew-
ish heritage but an atheist. As he proceeds 
to represent her and the 10 other ladies af-
fected by the threatened eviction, she will 
get him to question his attitude toward re-
ligion, and he will embrace his family’s reli-
gion, Judaism, while she remains Catholic. 
They will fall in love.

I think the main requirement for a play-

wright is to be deeply engaged in the sub-
ject. Since I am not from Haiti, I found 
out as much about the country as I could. 
The office cleaner experienced tragedy in 
her life because of the turmoil in Haiti. I 
also had to learn about law as it pertains to 
what a lawyer does. I am grateful to David 
Siffert and Yetta Kurland, two lawyers who 
advised me. Throughout, I wanted to write 
natural dialogue displaying humor and 
deep feeling. Many issues are addressed, 
including religion, immigration law, hous-
ing rights and racism.

Israel says to her, in gratitude: 
“Never before have I heard ‘dear, sweet 

attorney,’ and said so tenderly, like a term 
of endearment. We lawyers can be any-
thing. Sometimes we’ve been heroes, and 
people have imagined us to have special 
powers, wearing capes and whatnot. We 
get inspired, we have golden tones, we 
sympathize, sustain, sometimes we cry, we 
bring down the walls of Jericho, we fight for 
justice and sometimes we win. We’re phi-
losophers, too; we share our wisdom. We’re 
storytellers as well. But some lawyers have 
been nothing but hired guns, glorifying the 
worst examples of humanity. Rhetoric with 
hand on the heart has been employed for 
filth. ‘Dear, sweet attorney.’ I want to live 
up to that. Please help me.”

As the play proceeds, the two characters 
are suddenly confronted with a new diffi-
culty and must act immediately. There are 
great risks for both of them.

ADVERTISE IN 
WESTVIEW NEWS 

Imagine your ad on these pages, reaching  
residents throughout the West Village. 

The best deal in town: Your first ad free!  
Then 3 months at 10% off! 

Contact our advertising manager:  
Anna Kate Sheldon at 251-232-3348

annakatesheldon@yahoo.com 
See westviewnews.org/rates for details.
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The Spooky Scary Hallowe’en Blackout 
Week of Hurricane Sandy
By Robert Heide

Hurricane Sandy began its assault on the 
Eastern coast of the country on Monday, 
October 22 and ended November 2, 2012 
with the full force of the storm hitting land 
near Atlantic City and New York at around 
8:30 PM October 29; combined with a 
high tide and a full moon, one of the most 
destructive and deadliest of super storms 
on record flooded the streets in lower 
Manhattan and also knocked out a Con Ed 
substation on the East side which plunged 
the city below 23rd Street into an utter and 
complete blackout. There were no traf-
fic lights, nothing was open and there was 
no electrical power anywhere. Landlines 
held but cell phones were out. Most of my 
friends and the folks I knew stayed indoors. 
Many others, living in high rises and de-
pendent on elevators, took cabs uptown 
and checked into hotels. The blackout 
lasted five days—subways and tunnels were 
flooded—and yet, people were wondering 
whether New York’s gigantic traditional 
annual Hallowe’en Parade would proceed, 
and how—who would even be able to see 
a parade in the dark? Mayor Bloomberg 
finally, cancelled it on the very day, Octo-
ber 31. We heard about the official parade 
shutdown on the BBC news broadcast on 
the little transistor radio that was our only 
connection to the outside world. 

That night as dusk fell, my partner John 
and I ventured out onto Christopher Street 
to see if some people were outdoors wear-
ing costumes anyway. Sure enough, right 
away, we bumped into a woman, unmis-
takably dressed as Madame LaFarge (from 
the French Revolution) stridently making 
her way to 6th Avenue, her red, white, and 
blue skirts tucked up in a belt loop to keep 
her from tripping in the dark. We told her 
the parade had been cancelled, but she 
would hear nothing of it, claiming she had 
heard there was an unofficial parade going 
on anyway and she marched away down 
Bleecker Street into the thickening gloom. 
We turned to see burning candles making 
a path across the sidewalk from the curb 
and into the rectory of St. John’s Church 
on Christopher Street. At the door a sign, 
illuminated by the flickering light, stated 
“Enter here for Hallowe’en trick or treats.” 
How could we refuse?  Inside, a large loft-
like room was dimly lit by candles burn-
ing in glass globes. At a big round table, 
seated on chairs, a number of people were 
whispering in hushed tones. On a side 
table, was a buffet with platters of orange-
colored homemade pumpkin and oatmeal-
raisin cookies and large pitchers of apple 
cider, ginger-ale and water. 

Pastor Mark Erson and his husband 
Scott, our hosts, introduced themselves and 
suggested that everyone might tell a story. 

I thought it a good idea and told about my 
boyhood days in Irvington, New Jersey 
when I went out trick or treating in a clown 
suit on mischief night, which we under-
stood was supposed to be the night before 
Hallowe’en. We liked to make trouble, to 
say the least, such as throwing orange and 
black jellybeans at other kids on the block. 
John recounted his favorite scene from 
Meet Me in St. Louis wherein little “Too-
tie” played by Margaret O’Brien went out 
on her own and, in her words, “killed the 
meanest man in the neighborhood.” She 
actually had not killed him and he wasn’t a 
very mean man, smiling as he wiped up the 
white powder paste she had thrown in his 
face while the “fiercest” big white bulldog 
at his feet licked up the residue. Many oth-
er stories were told that Hallowe’en night 
in the Rectory but later we all agreed that 

the best one came from a strange, very tall 
man who resembled the Hollywood Hor-
ror King of the Horror Stars of the day—
Frankenstein incarnate Boris Karloff. He 
did not seem to be in any sort of costume, 
probably just his street clothes. In a deep, 
gravelly voice the man, who did not reveal 
his name, apologized first for telling a story 
he had just read by somebody else, F. Scott 
Fitzgerald, that had been reprinted in the 
New Yorker magazine. In a slow drawn 
out manner, he spoke of a girdle company 
executive in town for a convention. Back 
home, in an effort to improve her health 
and increase her stamina she had recently 
quit smoking her favorite Lucky Strike 
cigarettes. In a strange, gloom and doom 
mood, she found herself wandering into a 
church. It had been a bad day at the mid-
town hotel where the convention was be-

ing held—girdles didn’t seem to be selling. 
Searching in the dark for a lipstick in her 
handbag, she was astounded to find an old 
crumpled cigarette butt. In a fit of anxiety 
she searched frantically for a match but 
there wasn’t one in her bag. Utterly frus-
trated, she was about to scream aloud when 
from a shadowy alcove holding a statue 
of the Virgin Mary, a slender white hand 
reached out, and holding a burning match, 
lit her cigarette butt. In hysterics now, tears 
flowing down her face, she fled the church 
and sobbing uncontrollably collapsed out-
side on the steps. In that dark night every-
one at the Rectory who had listened to this 
story congratulated the Boris Karloff look-
alike who then revealed he was a retired 
funeral director from New Jersey. Later I 
wondered, was he himself a ghost? 

One day, during the Blackout Week, 
we got a call from an actor friend Gordon 
Ramsey who had appeared in several of my 
plays recently including East of the Sun at 
Howl Arts on East First Street and in The 
Bed at Theater for the New City on Second 
Avenue. He showed up in his van accompa-
nied by Sharon D’Lugoff, the daughter of 
Art D’Lugoff and their daughter Ace and we 
drove over to the East Side to see the site of 
the Con Ed blow-out. There had been much 
flooding in the West Village and we noted 
many of the streets in the East were buck-
led and rippled and realized they had actu-
ally been under water for at least a few days. 
Eventually we drove in the van to an area 
uptown where the lights had been on all the 
time to a diner located on the ground floor of 
the Hotel New Yorker on West 34th Street. 
The colorful neon lights of the pseudo-deco 
decorated diner and the blinding white fluo-
rescent lighting everywhere on the ceiling 
was a wonderful sight to behold and made 
us all glad and happy. With Gordon and 
his family we enjoyed hash and eggs, coffee, 
and hamburgers all followed by ice-cream 
sodas. Following the most recent monster 
Hurricane Ida, Channel 7 senior meteorolo-
gist Lee Goldberg told many dramatic flash 
flood stories that were happening in New 
York, New Orleans and other big hot spots. 
In New Jersey the rivers overflowed in towns 
and cities like Newark, Elizabeth, Irvington 
and Maplewood. He also reported that there 
were six confirmed tornados. It looks to the 
world that weather disasters of one kind or 
another are here to stay. Where it will end 
or if it will end—nobody can guess; so hold 
onto your boats and canvas life jackets. As 
Bette Davis as Margo Channing in the film 
All About Eve said, “fasten your seat belts, it’s 
gonna be a bumpy ride.” 

Robert Heide’s latest publication is Robert 
Heide 25 Plays, published by Fast Books 
Press and available on Amazon. 

A CREEPY SKELETON, A HUGE HAIRY SPIDER, AND MULTICOLOR PUMPKINS form a 
pyramid on bales of hay in Abingdon Square Park in Greenwich Village for Hallowe'en 
2020.  Photo by John Gilman.
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The Rise of Health Drinks and Elixirs
By Dana Jean Costantino

Over the last several years we have seen 
the interest in, and demand for, healthful 
drinks climb to new heights. Whether it be 
kombucha, matcha, juice cleanses, herbal 
teas and tonics, bone broth, or flavored wa-
ters, people are turning, in great numbers, 
to using these drinks as key parts of their 
diets and health routines. 

These drinks are sometimes used for 
meal replacement, and other times used as 
add-ons. For this WestView News issue, I 
had the great pleasure of interviewing Ana 
Bautista, the founder of MABÏ. Mabï, also 
known as mauby, maubi, and maví (in dif-
ferent countries) is a non-alcoholic brew 
made from tree bark and other natural and 
herbal ingredients including anise. Here, 
we learn about Ana’s journey to starting 
the company and how she wants to have 
an impact on this ever-expanding part of 
the health and wellness world. 

When did you start MABÏ and do you have 
any partners?
MABÏ has been an on-going solo project 
since 2019. I started creating recipes then, 
and continued testing with herbs, flowers, 
and different sweeteners through 2020. Last 
year I came up with three different versions 
I was finally happy with, started gathering 
more feedback on the flavor profiles, and 
then got the samples tested for proper acid-
ity and pH levels, and all the legal paper-
work. We officially launched in 2021! 

What was the motivation to start the brand?
Back in 2019 I noticed a trend of non-alco-
holic bars popping up in NYC. I was curious, 
and also trying to understand how a lot of 
these places were justifying charging $14-16 
for a “mocktail.” As I continued my research 
I learned that they were working with a lot 
of professional mixologists who would com-
bine all these botanicals, and I started talking 
about this with my best friend. We both im-
mediately thought, “Oh my God, you know 
what would be an amazing mix for these? 
Maví!” So I went on a journey to find maví, 
because I started craving that nostalgic flavor. 
I grew up drinking maví in the Dominican 
Republic, where I was raised. And I have 
this memory of drinking it under the mango 
tree at my childhood home with family and 
friends on a typical hot Sunday on the island! 
I didn’t find the drink in NYC. But I found 
one store where they sell the mauby bark, got 
super excited, bought the bark, and followed 
a recipe to make traditional mauby drink. It 
was awful! Ha-ha. But I figured I could make 
my own version since I had bought enough 
mauby bark, and that’s when I started experi-
menting with different herbs, flowers, and 
ingredients. My first batches had very inter-
esting flavors. 

That got me thinking about introducing 
a new drink inspired by traditional mauby 
drink for various reasons: one of them is 
its cultural richness and health benefits. 

Traditional maví has been present in the 
Caribbean Islands for a long time but miss-
ing a spotlight in bigger spaces. It’s a super 
refreshing drink and folk remedy used by 
the Taínos (indigenous people from the Ca-
ribbean) to treat ailments and cool off the 
body. In the mid-19th century a fermented 
version was developed by the slaves in the 
Caribbean as a substitute for the alcoholic 
beverages consumed by the colonizers, since 
alcohol wasn’t easy to export back then. In 
the present, traditional maví is consumed by 
adults and children all over the Caribbean.

 I also wanted to turn a traditional drink 
into a healthier, more elevated and complex 
version. Traditional maví drinks are made 
with tons of sugar, which blocks the benefits 
of the bark (it tends to help with cholesterol, 
hypertension, and digestion). Diabetes runs 
in my family, so one of the best substitutes 
I found was monk fruit sweetener, which is 
natural, calorie-free, filled with antioxidants, 
and safe for diabetics. We use fresh lemons, 
ginger and mint, and herbal blends that cre-
ate a harmonious balance of pleasant bitter-
ness and sweetness, as well as earthy, floral, 
and thirst-quenching flavors for your palate.

 Lastly, being born in NYC, raised in the 
DR by a half-Chinese mom and a Domini-
can father, I wanted to represent a mix of 
cultures in each bottle and make that part 
of MABÏ’s DNA. So we incorporate ingre-
dients from different parts of the world, like 
the mauby bark from the Caribbean, the 
green tea, hibiscus flowers and monk fruit 
from Asia, and rooibos from South Africa. 

What do you enjoy most about owning a company?
What I like most about owning a company/

brand is that I get my hands involved in ev-
erything. I’m constantly encountering chal-
lenges, learning as I go, and building some-
thing from scratch on my own. It’s a lot of 
responsibility and I’m constantly question-
ing myself: am I taking the right steps, am I 
missing something, what’s the right or wrong 
approach to xyz? And the numbers! Omg, 
the numbers! At the same time, it’s very 
exciting because I don’t know many people 
in the food and bev industry, and have been 
slowly learning about it. So, everything is 
fresh info, with new maps to navigate. I have 
been asking myself for years, “What’s my 
passion? How do I find that?” And this is the 
closest I’ve gotten to answering those ques-
tions. It’s very gratifying when I get positive 
feedback on the drinks, when I get to share 
the origin of this beverage, the benefits and 
cleanliness of the ingredients, and being able 
to keep a tradition alive (with my own twist). 
It’s shown me the importance of sharing and 
enhancing one’s heritage. This company is 
literally my baby!

Do you believe that mabï is a helpful part of a 
health and wellness routine and mindful life-
style? Why?
Absolutely. Traditional mauby drink origi-
nated with the Taínos, and was consumed 
not only to cool off the body but also as a 
folk remedy. Research has shown that the 
mauby bark helps to reduce cholesterol, 
balance digestion, and is good for arthri-
tis, diabetes, and lowering blood pressure. 
That’s just from the main ingredient: mau-
by bark. Each bottle of MABÏ is filled with 
natural ingredients only. We use cinnamon, 
cloves, and anise seeds (anise is considered 

a super herb: a unique plant that works to 
benefit the human body and has a long 
history of traditional use in many cultures). 
These ingredients are filled with antioxi-
dants. Monk fruit sweetener, considered a 
superfood, is also filled with antioxidants. It 
was used in ancient medicine and is natural 
and completely safe for diabetics. We use 
only fresh ginger, mint, and lemons; and all 
the other herbs we use, such as green tea, 
rooibos, chamomile, lavender, lemon balm, 
etc., have positive benefits. Mabï is a su-
per refreshing plant-based drink, with very 
unique flavors, no calories, and no sugar. 

Where can people find MABÏ? Are there up-
coming plans for the company’s growth?
We’re a very young brand and the product is 
made in small batches, so at the moment you 
can place orders online at drinkmabi.com or 
reach out via Instagram (@drinkmabi) for 
delivery options in Brooklyn. We’re slowly 
breaking into the wholesale world and have 
our products at Manny’s Juice Bar and Grill 
and Muz Muz CBD Shop & Cafe. We’re 
currently reaching out to more local businesses 
to place our beverages in different shops, delis, 
yoga studios, and, eventually, supermarkets. 

 
Where are the ingredients sourced from?
We get our spices from a local NYC spice 
store that provides a consistent sustain-
able supply of raw materials. They look 
into farming techniques to ensure there is 
minimal impact to supply clients like me. 
They claim to focus on good agricultural 
practices, resource conservation, safety, ed-
ucation, and the wellbeing of their farmers 
all over the world. 

ANA BAUTISTA, the founder of MABÏ, a non-alcoholic brew made from tree bark and other natural and herbal ingredients including anise. 



The Newspaper That a  
Community Writes

On a Spring morning almost fifty years ago I was sitting in the garden reading my morning Times when 
I discovered a small article that said if a homeowner bought a tree for $200 the City would neatly break 
open his concrete sidewalk and plant it—oh my!

Except for the very short block between Seventh Avenue and West 4th Street that still has only eight 
twenty foot wide townhouses and ends with Sevilla on Waverly, there were no trees on Charles Street 
all the way to the river—five mostly very long blocks—not one tree. But now here was the City offering 
to plant a tree for only $200 and it suddenly occurred to me if we formed a block association we might 
see more than a few trees on our barren blocks. 

And by chance my next door neighbor was John McAllister, a one-time New England newspaperman 
now working for Newsweek, who delightedly said "yes"—and the ancestor of WestView News  
was born.

WestView is almost 18 years old and it has evolved into what it is today by just letting West Villagers 
write what they want—just the way the 140 planted trees have grown large and arched over to  
embrace their neighbors on the other side each month—it tells a story of the West Village. 

It is a community.

I wish I could give WestView away free to everybody who likes it but I can't. Our printer Debbie said 
this evening "I have to pay for the paper." So help Debbie pay for the paper by subscribing.

❏  Yes I like the paper but it is too much trouble to send you a check

❏  OK here is my check for a 6 months subscription — $12.00 ❏  Here is my check for one year — $24.00

❏  I  love the paper here is my gift check $__________________ ❏  I want to pay online—visit westviewnews.org

My name is  (first)________________________________(last)____________________________________________________

Address________________________________________________________________________________________________

Email __________________________________________Telephone Number________________________________________

Make check payable to WestView Inc. and mail to Peter White, Subscription Manager, 108 Perry Street, Apt 4A, New York, NY 10014
You may also subscribe online by visiting westviewnews.org and clicking SUBSCRIBE.


