
I knew and loved Abby for 45 years.  We met when we were 13, barely 
out of childhood and unformed in many of the important ways that 
would make us adults.  And we grew up together, sharing and being 
there for uncounted firsts in each othersʼ lives.  And we continued to 
be there for changes and sameness, a constant through all these 
years.  

Until very early this past Wednesday morning, I could, or at least I 
thought I could, describe Abby easily and at length.  But as Iʼm sure 
everyone here will understand, now words seem inadequate, really 
there are no words or none good enough.  But Deborah asked me to 
speak and so Iʼll do it.

Abby loved words.  Professionally, she supplied the correct words, the 
sense and the smarts, and the punctuation, for many authors lucky 
enough to have her improve their manuscripts.  And the New Yorker 
should have hired her.  This summer she wrote on her Facebook 
page:

I think it's peculiar that the short story by Jonathan Franzen in the May 
31 issue of The New Yorker has a character named Sipperstein and 
the short story by Jeffrey Eugenides in the June 7 issue of The New 
Yorker has a character named Zipperstein.   I'd've thought someone at 
TNY would've said to Eugenides, "Can you come up with a diff name? 
Franzen used this one last week."

Abby wrote letters and when we all went online, great and funny e-
mails, using language so precise and grammatically correct that it 
seemed slightly and beautifully archaic in the world of emoticons and 
LOL.   And on Facebook she wrote captions so perfect in tone for her 
exacting photos, detailing among other things her move to and life in 
Amenia with Ken.  If you haven't seen the Mr. Squirrel album, you 
must.       

Abby loved wordplay, both intentional and unintentional.  A favorite 
dinner that Jean made was always referred to as dreaded veal cutlet .  



And when sailing with Phil, her reply to “ready about” was always 
“hardly.”  And there was the title of a hymn which had confused Jean 
in childhood,  about a oddly-named animal, “Gladly, the cross-eyed 
bear.”

And this spring, Abby stayed at what she called the Hope Lounge--the 
American Cancer Society facility in midtown Manhattan while being 
treated by her NYU punk rock star oncologist, Dr. Haglof.  And in an e-
mail to friends and family, Abby wrote: the Hope in Hope Lounge is all 
about hoping that the wifi will work.

Abby was brave.  On one of my first visits to Short Beach she took me 
out into the Long Island Sound on her Sailfish, or maybe it was a 
Sunfish, Iʼm not sure.  (Of course Abby would remember--you 
probably know that Abby remembered everything she did with you, 
everything you said--and what you were wearing at the time).  Out 
there on whichever kind of little boat it was, when we were far enough 
away from the beach, she said, “Want to capsize?”  And before Iʼd 
gotten out, “what?” we were in the water and she was laughing. 

In junior or senior year of high school (again Abby, would know--I 
always told her that she was was the repository of our history), 
Marshall McLuhan came to live in Yonkers while teaching at Sarah 
Lawrence.  His son, Michael, who shared a class with Abby at 
Roosevelt, developed a crush on her.  Although it was mostly 
unrequited, after Michael dropped out and moved to the East Village, 
422 E. 11th St., she was intrigued, wanted to visit and see his 
tenement apartment.  As we continued walking east from the train and 
the blocks got less and less hospitable she was entirely unbothered 
and so pretty in her hippie skirt and lace-up sandals.    

And this past January when Abbyʼs surgeon described the difficult and 
dangerous operation she needed, Abby quickly chose to undergo it.

Abby was unfailingly kind.  And although none of the Winograd or 
Holland sisters suffers fools gladly (the cross-eyed bear), one of each 



sibling set sometimes has had to say something to the offender.  Abby  
and Babette were quiet, Deborah and I, somewhat noisier.

Abby liked to bake and I liked to be there for the results .  Even using 
her recipe for mocha nut butterballs, I canʼt make them the way she 
could.  And she made great tomato sauce and latkes.  The first time I 
met Ken, I knew there was something special about him.  Abby was 
giving a Hanukkah party in her apartment in Forest Hills and Ken, who 
hadnʼt acquired any Jewish culture yet, was in the kitchen following 
her directions, turning out the latkes.

Abby and I shared what seems like a million meals.  We had grilled 
cheddar and bacon on Howe Place (a first for me, then a deprived 
Kosher kid), lunch when she worked at Harcourt, at a place was that 
was maybe called La Bonne Soupe (Abby would remember), lots of 
dinners at a restaurant near where I live in NY whenever Abby was in 
town for her Weight Watchers job (endless irony there).  We had pizza 
in Millerton, skizza (like pizza but with branding) in Rhinebeck,  and 
great dinners that Mark made at our place in NY when Abby was 
having radiation.

Abby liked all kinds of music.  We first listened and endlessly, to Bob 
Dylan, the Beatles, The Rolling Stones, Joan Baez, Ian and Sylvia, 
Tom Rush, Arlo Guthrie, Pete Seeger, Janis Joplin, the Jefferson 
Airplane.  I won tickets in a WNEW lottery and we saw the Rolling 
Stones very close at Madison Square Garden.  And she was very 
intrigued when she found an article (Abby was an expert Googler) 
about her oncologist, Karen Haglof, talking about the doctorʼs previous 
life as a guitarist in a new wave band in the 80s, Band of Susans.  Iʼd 
heard the Susans play and still know one of the Susans--a 
coincidence that might have seemed more amazing if our lives hadnʼt 
been so entwined for so long

Abby was becoming an athlete--in the last few years, she ran the 
annual 5-mile road race in Sharon, CT, and went hiking in 
Shenandoah.



Abby was beautiful--I loved her blue eyes and spectacular smile.  And 
Abby was enviably slim.  L.L. Bean, 50s/60s West Village Bohemian, 
and born-to-it effortless style, able to make even a pair of Crocs totally 
chic.  Crocs, favorite footwear, like the little brown leather must-have 
flats from Fred Braun that we coveted and wore in high school.

We watched the first moon landing together, got interested in history 
and politics (as Phil said, good Democrats vote early and often), read 
about photovoltaic cells in the New Yorker long before alternative 
energy was widely written about, sat on the bleachers at Roosevelt 
after school smoking cigarettes for hours, sometimes with other 
friends, sometimes just the two of us.

There was nothing good about this horrible disease.  Iʼm furious at 
how unfair it is for Abby and for all of us.  

Thereʼs never been a Pollyanna part of my personality, but since our 
time on the bleachers, Abby and I had not seen each other day after 
day, just sitting and laughing and talking, but Iʼm grateful that we had 
time like that again when I visited her many days at Vassar Brothers 
and almost every late afternoon that she spent at Lenox Hill.

Abby, Ken told me he heard your voice Thursday and Friday early in 
the morning as he was waking up.  I havenʼt heard you at all  (what-- 
youʼre not speaking to me?) but youʼre in my heart and will always be.  
I love you.  What will I do without you, my constant friend?  

     


