Women Seeking
New Life on L.I.

By JOHN DARNTON

Speciul to The New York Times

ROSLYN, L. I, March 27
— In the Roslyn Country
Club Community, the street
names are displayed on clean
white signposts. They follow

' a rustic theme: Farm, Shep-
herd, Saddle, Hayloft.

Now, 20 years after the
development was built, the
trecs are fully grown, pro-
viding a lush shade that
»seems to fulfill the promise
of the street names. '

But the children have

- grown up, too, and like chil-
dren everywhere they have
left for other communities.

For some. of the house-

wives here, now middle-aged,

this has meant a time for
readjustment, a loss of the
sense of community, and a
. break from a life. revolving
around childrearing and its

. daily concomitants; family
dinners, parent-teacher asso-
ciation meetings, Boy Scout
outings. -

“It begins when they're in
high school,” observed one
mother. “Suddenly you notice
you don't. have the same
daily routine, You're faced
with a vacuum of freedom
and you say to yourself:
‘What in God’s name am [
going to do with all this
_spare time I was supposedly
looking forward to?'"”

What Mrs. Rhe Golobe did
was get a job.

Years ago, she had been
a teacher in the New York
City school system. So upon
the graduation of her son,
John, now 27 years old and
a mathematics teacher at the
. New York Institute of Tech-
nology in Westbury, she re-
turned to her former pro-
{cssion. »

Mrs. Golobe, whose gray
hair is set in lopg graceful

waves, works for the Bureau
for the Education. of the
Physically. Handicapped,

~teaching .children in Queens.

Her job meant dropping
volunteer work, as member-
ship chairman for the North
Shore Arts Center in nearby
Great Neck. Volunteer ac-
tivity, she said, brings pres-
tige but “reaches the point
of no return” when it con-
sumes. a full day without
remuneration.

-But money was not the
object of her employment.
It- was “to avoid boredom”
on those -long afternoons
when the comfortably fur-
nished house seemed a little
emptier.

“When your children are
young, you’re invelved in
watching {them grow up,
sometimes too involved,” she
said. “Women aren’t pre-
pared for that time when the
involvement should move on
to-a different level.

Encouraged by Husbands

“I remermber being at the
hairdressers one day and the
woman next to me asked me
if I was working. ‘I'm a
bum,” she said, ‘because all
I did all day was go to
lunch with a friend.”

Thére are a number of
women here who appear to
be more like Mrs. Golobe
than her beauty-parlor ac-
quaintance. Many of them
have become teachers, tak-
ing courses at C. W. Post
College in Brookville or Adel-
phi College in Garden City
to meet educational require-
ments and they then join
their husbands in the com-
mute to the city.

“There was a time when
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Mrs. Lillian Levy, left, teaching sculpture to Mrs. Esther Skolnick: Mrs. Levy has lived in Roslyn Country Club

Community since 1949.

husbands didn't want their
wives to work, but now they
boast about it,”" Mrs. Goiobe
said.

In fact, so many women
here work or are steeped in
sports activities thal some
Jocal volunteer agencies—
traditionally the energy out-
let for the suburban woman
—complain of declining par-
ticipation.,

“It's disturbing,” said Ed-
win Kohen, egecutive dirce-
tor of Temple Sinai, speaking
of groups 'like Hadassah,
B’'nai B'rith, and the National
Council of Jewish Women.
“Organizations which used to
get 100 people 4t luncheons
now get 20. Some have
stopped throwing benefit din-
ners, others now meet in
homes. We try all the gim-
micks to get people.to come,
but they’re just too busy.”

Two reasons for.the lack
of attendance, he said, were
affluence, which  pushed
women onto the tennis
courts, and the need “to get
really involved,” which drew
them to salaried work.

It is noon, a warm day.
The sun shines hard on the
blacktop - lanes that twist
and join in a circular pat-
tern. .

In a few hours, the yel-
low school bus will come
through, depositing children
who will be greeted by their
family dogs. But for now the
streets are mostly quiet, the
dogs lie lazily on the clipped

“There’s mnothing like feeling needed, like having to ‘rise to the occasion,” she said.

Mprs. Lillian Loeb, a grandmother, gives piano Iessons one day a week to members of the
community, plays golf in the summer and tennis all year round and swims a mile in
less than an hour “When I have a full day, then I feel young and happy,” she said.

lawns, and the only move-
ment is from delivery trucks
that pull into shaded drive-
ways and station 'wagons
that carry housewives to the
Daitch shopping center.

Noon, in the Roslyn Coun-
try Club Community, is a time-
less moment, whose tranquil-
lity conjures up the dream-
image of the . American
suburb.

The community is an en-
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clava of 680 homes built
upon a potato patch by the
man whose name Is synony-
mous with suburban devel-
opment, William J, Levitt,
The {irst settlers here were
part of that vast, post World
War II migration of city-
dwellers. They were young,

the idea of owning a plot
of grass an hout’s drive from
Manhattan and the prospect
of sending their children to
a country club a few blocks
away instead of to a camp
i the mountains,

Many of the original home-
. owners are still here. They
have gained in affluence,
moving up from middle class
to upper middle class, The
advance is seen in their
ranch houses, which - have
tripled and quadrupled in val-
ue and taken on so many
new rooms and patios that
it takes a discerning eye to
realize that the basic floor
plans are all the same.,

The children getting off the
bus do not belong to the
original settlers, and for some
of them, that hag made a
difference in the dream.

Some Find Many Changes

Some of the working wom-
en, like Mrs. Dorothy Cal
deron, who dropped her gc-
tivities with the League of
Women Voters and the local
school board when she got
a job at Bayside High School
In Queens, feel that the com.
munity has changed.

“Before it was like a small
town,” she noted. “You never
locked your door. When a
new family moved in it was
a big event. You knew every-
thing that happened to
people, all the little trage-
dies reached you”

The community is tightly
knit. Predominantly Jewish
and liberal-Damocratic, it has
a ‘newcomers club,” an ac-
tive Civie Association, an an-
nual dinner-dance to which
everyone Is finvited, its own
fiewspaper—The Ranchefe—
-and its own telephone di-
rectory, which lists only the
last four digits since every-
one has the same first three.

But for some of the orig-
Ina] settlers, who still mourn
the day when Roslyn Road
was enlarged from . a
two-lane country lane, a
“new wave of young people”
that they don't know very
well has made them fee] less
a part of what's going on.

Mrs. Golobe put it this
way: “At the beginning there
was a sense of cameraderie,
of common purpose. We
were all young and pioneers,
Suburbia was an adventure,
it wag to be something dif-
ferent from the city. Nowa-
days, all of Long Island is

just an extension of Queens.”

just married and drawn to

“For me the transition
wasi't difficult becauge I've
always been an active per-
son,” exclaimed Mrs, Ger-
trude  Kritzler, leafing
through a folder. Inside, un-
der headings such as

“peace,” “conbumer” _and
“democracy” were copies of

“the voluminous correspond-

ence that emanates weekly
from a C}'n:)]ﬂ:ica;l group she
organized called Open House
for Action, »

The group is made up of
about 12 women who gather
every Thursday in Mrs.
Kritzler's living room to send
our letters on subjects of
concern. They range from
the lighting at the Roslyn
Country Club to the war in
Southeast Asia.

“Every week there's some-
thing we're disturbed about,”
noted Mrs. Kritzler, with a
nod of her dark bangs cut
just above & pair of tortoise
shell glasses. She produced
copies of letters to Senators
Mike Mansfield, J. William

Fulbright, James L. Buckley

and Jacob K. Javits.,

Lately, the topic that has
most stirred the group is
“Army spying” and the event
they are preparing for, dis-
tributing buttons by the box-
load, is the April 24 peace
march on Washington.

“How effective we'll be, I
don’t know,” said Mrs. Kritz-
ler, rveferring to her tiny
circle of liberal activists.
“But we're going to be very
Toud.”

She continued: “We want
fo see our country get hack

on the right track. This war
is destructive of everything
we've ever stood for. We

can sit here in our beautiful,
comfortable homes and do
nothing, or we can try and
stop it and be part of the
world around us.”

Mrs. Kritzler turned to the
role of political gadfly after
putting in time in the city
school system. As her three
children were growing up,
she went to Adelphi College
for a degree in psychology.
When they left home, she
and her husband moved to

.an apartment in the city,

where she taught in Harlem
and the Bronx. Last year,
when her husband retired,
they moved back to Roslyn
Heights.

“I considered teaching
again, but I was discouraged
by the slum schools I was

' m1 before. I decided that to

work just for money was

-meaningless.”

The idea for the group
came naturally to her, she
said, because “I am the kind
of person that sits down to
write a letter when I get

angry, which is often.” -

Political involvement
among suburban women here
rarely runs beyond fund-rais-
ing or volunteer work for
specific election campaigns.
Still, Mrs, Kritzler holds to
the vision that someday her
group may expand to be-
come a powerful lobby.

“Women in the suburbg
have a feeling of helpless-
ness,” she noted. “They play
golf and they go swimming
and that'’s all, They've got to

Mrs. Rhe Golobe returned to her formey profession as a
teacher after her son graduated from college. “There
was a time when husbands didn’t want their wives to
work, but now they boast about it,” Mrs. Golobe said.
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Hayloft Lane in the Roslyn Country Club Community, an enclave built 20 years ago

learn that that's just a cop-
out.”

“When I have a full day,”
said Mrs. Lillian Loeb, “then
I feel young and happy.”

Mrs. Loeb, a grandmother,
gives piano lessons one day
a-week, paints enough mod.
ern canvases to cover her
living room -wall to wall, and
frequently -uses her oven to
melt down materials for col-
lages. -

But her .consuming inter-
est is sports. She plays golf
in the summer and tennis
year-round, at any one of
four indoor courts. She swims
a mile=-72 laps in the coun-
try club pool— in less than
an hour.

“With so much to do, you
can go.crazy,” she remarked.

‘For: many others like -her,
the -Roslyn Country Club,
built  from -2 reconstructed
mansion, is the social center.
In- fact, ‘the- community can
be. seen- ds .a. collection of
smaller communities, each
one centered. around. a par-
ticular activity, from astron-
omy to fencing.

Paramount among them is
tennis. The tennis .buffs,
which include ‘a large num-
ber of doctors. who take to
the courts in - the evenings
and-on Friday, form a tight
circle with their own 'tour-
naments and their own din-
ner-dances,

Membership in the country
club is granted to any family
in the community for $100
a year. The vacancies of
those who choose not to join
is made up for by letting
in “outsiders” at a higher
price.

Ehe New JJork Eimes

Published: March 28, 1971
Copyright © The New York Times

The practice has led to
complaints that families

from places like Forest
Hills, Queens, are monopoliz-
ing - the facilities, and
sparked a drive within the
community to buy up 4ll the
memberships. ‘

For Mrs. Loeb, sports take
up much of the time that
she formerly devoted to her
two sons, Harvey and Rob-
ert. Both,. she said, had
wanted to become veterinar-
ians, but are now dentists.

Mrs. Loeb rounds out her
spare time with bridge ses-
sions in the afternoon and
concerts at night in Garden
City. “We've heard the best,
LArtur] Rubinstein, Van Cli-

urn. You don’t have to go
10 New York anymore to
hear good music,” she main.
tained. | .

New Kitchen Scribblings

The crayon scribblings on
the kitchen closet of Mrs.
Lillian Levy are now those
of a grandchild.

Mrs. Levy, whose husband,
Henry, 'is a retired dentist,
has lived in the country club
community since 1949, Almost
before she knew it, her two
daughters had grown up and
gone away.

While they were in high
school she went back to Post
College and took courses in
sculpture, modein dance and
theater. Later she went to
Adelphi for a masters in art
education, but disliked the
“rigid-  structure”  and
switched to New . York Uni-
versity, With 26 credits out
of a needed 30, she quit,
“perhaps because I was un-

i

consciously afraid of being
a teacher.”

Then, Jast year a cone
versation on a tennis court
led to the idea of opening
up a sculpture workshop in
her attic.
© “I had all kinds of doubts,”

‘she recalled. “What about

my background and my feel-
ings about art and its rela.
tion to life? Could I give all
this to them and not just
provide clay and a place
where people come to make
some little thing?” .

Mrs. Levy planned a 10-
session course, including in.
struction on body awarenessg
and spatial relations,
equipped her attic with e
kiln, and opened shop.

Now, she teaches four
classes a week, to 12 adults
and four children. “There's
nothing ke feeling needed,
like having to rise to the
occasion,” she beamed.

She hag become philosophe
Ic about " the problems of
suburban housewives,

“You krow what’s at the
crux of what women suffer?

. We always used our children,

we. used: them to need us.

‘Ag mothers we overdid it

And that’s where the slack
is pow . who can wae
dictate to? Who can we con-.
trol? For unless we control,
we feel empty.” .

She reached over to touch
the plaster cast. of a figure
she was working on and fols
lowed a train of thought:

“It's the same way with

sculpture. The need to mold
it, to control its development,
Sometimes when you're
working, you talk to it as if

it were a child.”




