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SEEK
FOR
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CELEBRATE A 
MUSIC LEGACY
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NEW YORK

You’ve been to the site of the historic music 

festival—now experience the unique community 

that inspired it. Walk in the footsteps of Bob 

Dylan and The Band, hike the trails of the 

illustrious Byrdcliffe Art Colony, explore the 

quirky shops and innovative cafes on Mill Hill 

Road, and lose yourself in the vibrant nightlife 

that gave birth to a counterculture. 
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Zeitgeist
One attendee’s memories of August 1969 and beyond

By Rich Corozine

I
t was mid-August 1969, and I 
had tickets. Yes, tickets. Tickets 
to the great cultural event of the 
mid-20th century. I was on my 
way.

I was living in the city and working at a 
bogus soap company on 17th Street deliv-
ering Eplo Company’s New Formula Ten 
rug cleaner (mostly a mixture of Proctor 
& Gamble blue and white detergents) 
to various street demonstrators (out-
of-work actors, druggies, carnival shills, 
ex-cons, hustlers and a few others with 
previously diagnosed mental problems) 
around Manhattan in a never-been-
inspected VW van. I heard the news on 
WNEW-FM, New York’s vanguard rock 
station.

“A festival of music and art in Wood-
stock,” Cousin Scott-so said in his nasal 
tones. He then listed the gods of the day: 
Jimi, Janice, the Jefferson Airplane, The 
Who, Sly and the Family Stone, Canned 
Heat, The Dead, Joe Cocker. The list went 
on. All on the bill in Woodstock.

“Man, I’m goin’ to that,” smiled my 
co-worker Chuck, the skeletal toothless 
junkie who mixed the P&G powder into 
New Formula Ten cans for me to deliver. 

“Yeah, sounds good,” I said, not quite as 
enthusiastic as Chuck. But I was tempted. 
For just $15 I could have three days of 
peace and love in Woodstock. Bob Dylan. 
The Band. Janice. Richie Havens. Van 
the Man. They all lived in (or around) 
Woodstock at the time, or spent lots of 
down-time there visiting overbearing 
manager Albert Grossman (I had seen 
the 1965 documentary “Don’t Look Back” 
by DA Pennebaker about Dylan’s tour of 
London. In the film Grossman and Dylan 
came off as real arrogant pricks.

After Scottso’s radio promo and Chuck’s 
dreamy declaration “to go live there 
and listen to music forever,” I went up 
to EJ Korvette’s, a department store on 
Broadway, and picked up tickets for my 
girlfriend and me. $30 for Three Days of 

Peace and Love. What a bargain.
I later found out the festival wasn’t in 

Woodstock at all, but in someplace called 

Bethel. Or White Lake, near Monticello, 
many miles away from Dylan and Albert 
Grossman. Nevertheless we went. We left 

©MICHAEL FREDERICKS / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, NY: 1969. Woodstock Festival.  Mud was an integral part of the 
whole experience.
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the city around noon, picking up two hip-
pie chicks from San Francisco at the 23rd 
Street entrance to the West Side Highway.

The talk in my little green VW bug was 
of sex, drugs and rock and roll. That was 
the zeitgeist.  Okay, there was also radical 
politics in the late Sixties: Vietnam was 
raging, Black folks were becoming more 
militant, Puerto Ricans had organized 
into the Young Lords, Indians were form-
ing AIM, the environmental movement 
was fledgling, and the Feminist Wave 2 
was gathering steam. But that was the 
“counter” portion of the counterculture. 
The zeitgeist, the spirit of the times, was 
sex, drugs and rock’n’roll..And Three Days 
of Peace and Love in Bethel, New York.

When I first came to the mid-
Hudson (it wasn’t called that 
then) in 1961 as a 17-year old 

freshman at New Paltz College (there 
was no SUNY then), it was a teacher’s 
college of some 1100 students, 1000 of 
which were studying to be teachers. The 
other 100 were art students, studying 
how not to be teachers. 

It was an interesting mix. There were 
no hippies, no counter-anything, few 
minority students, and a small-town All-
American flavor. All the students were, 
like me, lower-to-middle-class, with a 
smattering of foreign students (most from 
black Africa) who couldn’t get into more 
prestigious schools. The art students (I 
can name most of them even now) were 
more the Beat variety. They  read Kerouac, 
Ginsberg, revered Rauschenberg and 
deKooning, listened to the blues (John Lee 
Hooker was a hero) or folk stuff (Peter, Paul 
and Mary, etc.) and for the most part went 
around in a communal haze of otherness 
or weed. It was a sweet place to be.

But, as is the norm for a restless and 
somewhat ambitious artist-to-be, I want-
ed more. More was the big city 80 miles 
south. So I left the placid little college 
town nestled beneath the Shawangunk 
Mountains (but with a Thruway exit) 
after my sophomore year in 1963 and 
settled into New York City for three years. 
When I came back (in order to avoid the 
dreaded draft by being in school) in the 
spring of 1966, New Paltz had become 
another place, in another time. 

As my friend Mik Horowitz told it then, 
“It was a place where you couldn’t wait 
for the next day, because something dif-
ferent was going to happen every day.” 
The place had gone Woodstock on me. 

The students, everybody, had long hair, 
was listening (or playing) Blues-based 
music and smoked dope. Sex, which was 
more ritualistic when I left, had become 
casual, free, no strings attached. LSD was 
just starting to circulate.

Mysticism and meandering were in the 
air. There was the hippie trail of college 
towns and spiritual oases, from Columbia 
to New Paltz (it’s hard to believe, right?) 
to Ann Arbor to Madison to Missoula to 
Taos to Berkeley and on to the then navel 
of the world, San Francisco. People were 
coming and going all the time. Dropping 

out, turning on, tuning in. Good old Dr. 
Timothy Leary was cheerleading all of us. 
As the prescient Dylan had told us: “The 
times they are a changin’ “.

Man, were they. There was enough 
energy around to power a small country, 
which in some ways New Paltz had be-
come. An alternate place. A place other 
than what had been. A new place. A place 
in the process of becoming. It was an ex-
plorative time. A time to do, a time to be.

The New York Daily News put New Paltz 
on the front page, calling it the most drug-
ridden college in America.  Though the 

©JASON LAURE / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, New York:  Concertgoers arriving at Woodstock Festival ’69.
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sobriquet wasn’t meant as a compliment, 
it was worn in new Paltz like a badge of 
honor. Gone was the guilt, the shame of 
the 1950s, the plastic world of job, family, 
house and business. It was a new world 
and it was fueled by ... what else? Sex, 
drugs and rock and roll.

So Woodstock, the festival, was inevi-
table. It was just the closing-out party of the 
1960s. The zeitgeist of illogic. The spirit of 
we can change it all: the world, ourselves, 
relationships, everything. And replace 
them with a dream. It was the greatest 
example of wishful thinking in American 
history, and it took hold of an entire gen-
eration for a while. Just for a while.

I had no inkling of the ephemeral 
quality of all this when I heard the 
clarion call of Three Days of Peace 

and Love in Bethel, New York. For just 
$30. So, in immovable traffic on 17B 
outside of Monticello, I saw a hamburg-
er joint and stopped. To get some burg-
ers, I told the girls from San Francisco.

“Good,” one of them said, “I have some 
coke.” Not thinking clearly -- we had 
smoked some home-grown all the way 
up -- I thought she meant the soft drink. 
When I came back with the burgers, the 
girl leaned over my shoulder:

“Richard, here,” she offered me some 
white powder on an elongated multi-
colored pinky-nail. And told me to snort 
it. “It’s cocaine,” and she giggled. “It’s great. 
You’ll like it. It smooths out the bumps.”

That it did. All my irritation at being 
stuck in traffic with some hundreds of 
thousands of other seekers of Three Days 
of Peace and Love quickly dissipated. It 
became a beautiful day. A really beautiful 
day. A zippity-doo-dah day. There were 
bluebirds on my shoulder. And plenty 
of sunshine coming my way. Even when 
I had to park the bug three miles away 
from the site and walk in the hot sun, it 
was still a “bee-uuuuuu-teeee-full day!”

My co-worker Chuck was already on the 
scene, living in a tree.

The word went through the 
crowd as we walked to the fes-
tival that the gates were down. 

It was now free. Free. No longer $30. 
Peace and love in Bethel were now free. 
We walked along a farm road for awhile 
and could hear Richie Havens singing 
in the distance. And when we reached 
the top of the hill that sloped down to 
the stage, which was as big as the dis-

tance between my thumb and forefinger, 
Richie Havens was calling out his soon-
to-be trademark “Free-dom. Free-dom.”

It was biblical. A sea of people waiting 
for deliverance.

We made it through the opening night. A 
pregnant Joan Baez. Arlo telling us that the 
New York State Thruway was “closed down, 
man, can you dig it?” The Incredible String 
Band. Tim Hardin crooning “It’ll Never 
Happen Again.” Melanie, etc sitting in the 
rain outside the Trip Tent, where bad LSD 
experiences were the currency of the night. 

It was unforgettable. A night of halluci-
nation for everyone. Minds had cracked. 
The zeitgeist was truly palpable.

There was a teeming deluge in mid-
afternoon the next day, just before San-
tana came on stage. We were soaking 
wet, hungry and overwhelmed by the 
kundalini-electricity that zapped through 
the 500,000 or so seekers around us.

It was just too much: Too much people. 
Too much “good vibes.” Too much dope. 
Too much too much.

We decided to leave. We walked the 
three miles back to the bug that we had 
parked in some farmer’s field. We could 
hear the disembodied voice of the festival 
trailing after us. “People, people,” it said. 
“It’s just a summer rainstorm. Everything 
will be cool!”

And I guess it was.

New Paltz cashed in on its sex, 
drugs and rock and roll bon-
afides through the Seventies, 

gradually falling into the dour double 
helix of hard stuff and madness, like the 
rest of the counterculture. 

I was still living in the city and visited 
my country friends once in a while. The 
ones who didn’t die, go mad, or emigrate 
to communes in the West settled into the 
have-to-make-a-living pulse that was 
always there, but had been looked at as 
a truth to be avoided at all costs. 

So, yeah. For a bright and shining mo-
ment, New Paltz was somewhere else. It 
wasn’t America, or the America that had 
existed outside those Three Days of Peace 
and Love in Bethel. 

It was always somewhere else. And it 
wasn’t free at all.

©JASON LAURE / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, New York:  Woodstock Festival 1969. Festival goers cling to 
scaffolding to get the best view of the stage, summer of 1969.

Rock Candy Vintage
Vintage & New
Apparel & Homegoods

77 Main Street
New Paltz, NY

www.rockcandynp.com
@rockcandynp
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Back to the garden
By Elisabeth Henry

“We are stardust, we are golden
We are billion-year-old carbon.” 
— Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young

    Woodstock, 1969

I 
was pretty young, liv-
ing in The Garden State, 
when ads for “Three Days 
of Peace, Love and Music” 
began popping up in every 

magazine I read. My grandfather 
had given me his 1949 Chevrolet 
(in mint condition). My friends 
Jimmy, Curtis and Patty were 
cool. They wanted to go to Wood-
stock. My parents were not cool. 
They forbade me from going and 
gave away my wheels.  

My friends tried to go, but got 
nowhere near the site. There are 
estimates of how many people at-
tended, but I couldn’t find numbers 
of how many people drove all that 
way and got nothin’.  But what 
happened there, what nobody 
fully predicted, really is why the 
kids that didn’t make it on site didn’t 
complain. The kids were just happy to 
be a part of Woodstock, no matter how 
small the part. Just like what Casey told 
Tom Joad, “A fella ain’t got a soul of his 
own, but on’y a piece of a big one…” And 
being a piece of that historic event, well, 
you could dine out on that for the rest of 
whatever life you chose afterward.

Joni Mitchell was not happy. She felt 
deprivation at not being able to go. Her 
manager advised that it would be more 
advantageous if she appeared, as sched-
uled, on The Dick Cavett Show. Most of 
what she learned about the festival she 
learned from her boyfriend, Graham Nash 
of Crosby, Stills and Nash. That feeling of 
deprivation gave her “an intense angle 
on what happened there.“ The lyrics she 
wrote for her anthem “Woodstock” don’t 
merely tell a story, as a ballad would. They 
illumine the truth of the thing: “We got to 
get ourselves back to the garden.” 

Doing so is a spiritual journey to a sacred 
place where all who gather there have one 

devotion: life. This is an ancient, ancient 
rubric, and Joni Mitchell’s song was a 
beautiful, then modern, reiteration of 
that devotion.

The promoters of all the Woodstock ’69 
merch that resulted from that historic 
event went a little further. They kinda, 
sorta gave one the idea that spending just 
a few bucks would lead to a life so filled 
with harmony as to take one to a place 
of rapture. A life that throbbed with sex, 
pulsed with music, perfumed by blue 
champa incense, with room enough for 
everyone.

And what sustains this life? What not 
only keeps safe the soul and delights it, 
too, but also feeds the belly? The garden, 
of course. And so lots of hippies in posses-
sion of the Woodstock album, tee shirts, 
mugs, with peace sign jewelry dangling 
from necks and ears, raked the surface soil 
of their back yards, stuck that soil with an 
index finger, dropped in some seed, and 
hoped for the best. 

It’s easy to giggle at the memory and the 

inevitable sad outcomes. The 
truth of that farming thing, 
of providing food, is hard. 
Damned hard.

I discussed the topic of this 
piece with one of my advisors. 
I told him that I was asked to 
write about the current trend 
of people taking up farming in 
conjunction with how that re-
lates to   the “back-to-the-earth” 
ambitions circa Woodstock ’69. 
His thoughts?

“A lotta people are gonna go 
bust.”  

He spoke from personal ex-
perience.  

My advisor and I had planted 
250 apple trees.  When I say 
“planted,” I mean we cleared 
the land, dug the holes, amend-
ed the soil, unpacked the bare 
root trees, planted them, and 
watered them ourselves. Oh, 
yeah. And before that we laid 
pipe and hauled a huge water 
tank into place to irrigate. I do 
hear people making the claim 

to “plant,” when it would be more accurate 
to say someone was hired to plant.

No matter. In hindsight we should have 
noticed that the only apple trees we see 
around here are the wild kind. The kind 
that yield small, sour, hard fruit. Despite 
pruning the trees in the frigid days of 
February, binding the bottom trunks as 
protection from voles and bunnies, and 
adding loving applications of fertilizer, the 
orchard 15 years out has been a failure. 

However, the berries we planted, with 
no care at all, seem to produce so abun-
dantly as to be voluptuous. Had we but 
looked around a second time, we would 
have seen that berries volunteer to grow 
at our place.

We had a lot of luck with horses. But 
we have fewer now, and the fields are 
overgrown. This writer decided to buy 
some Scottish Highland Cattle because 
that breed eats everything. Have you ever 
seen them? So cute. Plus, other breeds 
will only eat good grass. We needed the 
results of RoundUp with the added feature 

PAUL BABIN, COURTESY OF WIKIMEDIA

Joni Mitchell performing in a 1974 concert.



Summer 2019 • • 7Summer of Love

color

WHY LOOK AT FOUR WALLS...
WHEN YOU CAN LOOK AT FOUR SEASONS!!!

COME VISIT OUR DESIGN CENTER • SIX SUNROOMS ON DISPLAY

845-339-1787 • hudsonvalleysunrooms.com

Hudson Valley Sunrooms
Serving the Hudson Valley Since 1984
GPS: 355 Broadway, Ulster Park, NY

Route 9W (just south of Kingston)

CALL FOR 
SPECIAL FACTORY 

DISCOUNTS! 

WHERE VALUE HAS 
ALWAYS BEEN CHIC!

The latest in jewelry, 
handbags, clothing & 
fashion accessories

In The Heart
of Uptown Kingston

334 WALL STREET
KINGSTON, NEW YORK

845-338-8100

FURNITURE
FABULOUS

10 minutes from Woodstock!



8    • • Summer 2019 Summer of Love

color
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Have the upstate wedding of your 
dreams at this historic Shawan-
gunk estate with old-world charm. 
Nestled on over 150 acres, your 
guests will enjoy spectacular Cat-
skill Mountain views. Package rates 
include the use of multiple on-site 
venues and in-house catering. This 
hidden gem offers guest accom-
modations, an outdoor pool, hik-
ing trails, a spring-fed green pool, 
spa facilities, an outdoor tiki bar, 
volleyball and tennis courts.

Kerhonkson, (845) 626-5641     http://www.weddingsatsoyuzivka.com

Weddings

Eclectic American Cuisine  
with an Irish Twist!

� Featuring Chef Josh Paige �

Pavilion available for 
Weddings, Showers, 
Parties, Birthdays & 
other Celebrations!

��
Screened Porch & Beer Garden

Open for Dining!
��

215 Huguenot St., New Paltz
(Located on the New Paltz Golf Campus)

(845) 255-7888
Open Tues. - Sun., Noon - 10 pm

of Rural Charm. 
RoundUp indeed. Those fuckers jumped 

off the trailer and headed for the one (and 
not very) weak spot in the fencing we had 

labored for weeks to repair and electrify. We 
had owned those bastards for ten minutes.

I could almost hear them shrieking, like 
William Wallace, “You may take away my 
gonads but you will never take away my 
freedom!”  And they were gone, into the 
acres of wilderness behind our place.

We searched and searched. With police 
escorts. Apparently the fact that Scottish 
Highland Cattle have huge horns intimi-
dated the many vacationers who called in 
reports of the damned things showing up 
at barbecues, at poolside, during jogs on 
bike paths. We had no luck.

That night, as I was repairing dinner, 
I glanced outside and there they were. 
The damned things had jumped back in. 
Relieved, we went to sleep, only to be awak-
ened early the next morning by an irate 
warning from the animal control officer. 
The cows were walking on the highway.  

We tried again, and failed again, to find 
them. That night, as we were processing 
the last episode of Game of Thrones, we 
got another call. They had been spotted. 
We went to the location. One of them had 
walked off a ravine into six or eight feet 
of discarded brush and tree limbs which 
had created a trap. The others, confused 
at this, milled around nervously.

Long story short, we returned those 
cows, but not before a tranquilizer gun 
was discharged, a cop fell into the eight 
feet of brush, we dug out the cow (and the 
cop), and tied the cows to trees to await 
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Aug. 26 to Sept. 4, 2019
$ 4,200 per person DBLB OCC

www.regenttoursinc.com/ireland

Regent Tours, Inc.
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Weddings

Dazzling New 
Bridal from 
Traditional to 
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w

the breeder’s trailer. As we staggered back 
to our car, we were approached cautiously 
by the British couple who owned the back 
yard selected by the bovines for this last 
chapter. Apparently these dear, gentle, 
elderly people had watched the entire 
rodeo from their living-room window, 
although they regretted to say that most 
of what they saw were fitful glimpses lit 
by flashlights whirling in the pitch-dark. 
They asked polite questions from beneath 
a large umbrella. Oh, yes indeed. Did I 
mention it was pouring?

Clearly my advisor and I had much to 
learn, but even experienced farmers are 
vulnerable. The tenant farmers that are 
the subject of The Grapes of Wrath are 
driven from their Oklahoma home by 
drought, economic hardship, agricultural 
changes and bank foreclosures. Last year’s 
very wet summer cost some local farmers 
in The Hudson Valley a third of their crop.  

The rigors and uncertainties of farming 
are what sour me toward pampered din-
ers who schmooze over nouvelle-cuisine 
portions of mango-lentil salad while giv-
ing lip service to the plight of the people 
who provide the goods. My ire is equal 
towards people who demand that their 
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syrup be “real,” and then pour that very 
stuff out like they’re emptying a can of used 
motor oil. Though we all seem to be able 
to mouth politically correct snippets of 
compassion for workers, little if anything 
is discussed about the people with real 
skin in the game, those who own small 
farms. For them, it’s not just a job. It’s 
their livelihood and their life. 

The monumental challenges faced by 
farmers have not changed. Tricky bank 
policies and even trickier political maneu-
verings remain, plus there’s the mutability 
of market demand. And the weather. Of 
all the challenges, the weather is the least 
malign. That’s because thousands of years 
of recognizing that would-be, could-be 
worthy opponent has allowed farmers 
to know it. They know the signs for rain. 
They must, or lose their hay crop to rot. 
Or, if there’s no sign, they must somehow 
get water to the crops.  They know the soil, 
too. Plant growth requires a compatible 
relationship among plant, atmosphere 
and soil. 

Over 50 different factors enter into the 
relationship. Some cannot be modified 
very much, like relative humidity, but 
many, like soil texture, can be juggled by 
a producer. Profitable production is the 
result of careful juggling.  Careful juggling 
comes with extensive knowledge and ex-
perience. On a cellular level, we grok at 
the immensity of it all. When Max Yasgur 
humbly took the stage and said, “I’m a 
farmer,” all those thousands of voices let 

out a deafening cheer. Some came away 
wanting to be Max Yasgur.

Being Max Yasgur does have drawbacks. 
In the course of writing this article I 

tried to contact some farmers I know. No 
luck. During these few, these exceptionally 
exquisite summer days, those farmers are 
all working from sunup to sundown. It’s 
imperative.

Why do they do it?  Why not choose a 
life of Sunday brunch, set work hours, 
vacation time and sleeping in?  

Farming is a good life. Those hippie kids 
that tried to farm in their back yards were 
looking for more than a plump harvest of 
scarlet runner beans. They were looking 
to find again that thing which happened 
at Woodstock ’69. They may have been 
attracted by the music, but they found 
more than that. They found peace and 
joy and unity.

In March of this year, devastating floods 
destroyed land, crops, livestock and living 
conditions in Nebraska. Farmers from all 
over the country trucked hay and supplies 
to donate to the cause. This response is 
typical in farming communities. Maybe 
such generosity of spirit comes from 
knowing the odds. Maybe it comes from 
knowing how hard the work is. Maybe it 
comes from knowing how good it feels to 
work together, to have a commonality of 
purpose, to trust. Or maybe it is because 
of the clean air and water, the room to 
move, and the ability to watch things grow. 

All these things are good for the soul.

WIKIMEDIA

Scottish Highland cow, pictured in New Zealand in 2005.

All Welcome
CENTENNIAL
BIRTHDAY 
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Keepers of the fl ame
Heidi and Jeff rey love the life of Woodstock

I
f you’re in the celebrations busi-
ness and you live in Woodstock, 
what are you likely to be doing this 
summer? It’s a shrewd guess that 
what you will do will somehow in-

corporate the vibes of the 50th anniver-
sary of the Woodstock Festival. 

For Jeffrey Abell and Heidi Sjursen, 
that’s certainly true. The husband-and-
wife professional filmmakers, married 
in 2010, not only run a business. They’ve 
lived the life. And in Woodstock, where 
Heidi grew up in the 1980s, they’re still 
living it – albeit with a perspective slightly 
altered for modern times. 

What they do for a living is a amalgam 
of I Do Movies, a wedding cinematog-
raphy business started by Heidi (www.
ido-movies.com), and Out of the Woods 

Productions, which started as Jeffrey’s 
video-making outfit (www.outofthewood-
sproductions.com). Two creative souls in 
a relationship with each other, they bring 
their lively personalities to the documen-
tation of significant occasions. They do all 
their work as a team.

The Woodstock touch is more than 

skin-deep. Heidi graduated from Onteora 
High School in 1989 as part of a class of 
unruly young people whose parents were 
of the Woodstock Festival generation. 
Her father, Ole Sjursen, owned Ole’s 
Auto Body just east of the Woodstock 
town line in Saugerties for 30 years. Her 
father, Rachel Marco-Havens wrote in a 

The wedding of Sarah and Charles recently took place in Accord. 
The photographer was Les Loups and the event was designed by 
Gina Maloney Events. 

Maloney said this event “incorporated the hippie and organic vibe” 
favored by many young couples. “Sarah and Charles lived in Los Angeles 
but wanted to be married on Sarah’s family estate in the Hudson Valley 
overlooking the Shawangunk Mountains,” explained Maloney. “We had 
guests flying in from around the world for this incredible weekend wed-
ding. We started with an outdoor country rehearsal dinner for 100 under 
the stars and ended with a fabulous and beautiful Sunday brunch for 200 
to say goodbye.

“The wedding was what I call Boho Chic. The day was easy and relaxed, 
the guests were as chic as the setting. To create the bohemian atmosphere 
we brought in tipis, Moroccan poufs, fire pits, fur rugs and candles ga-
lore. We lit the entire ten-acre property with hanging twinkle lights and 
uprights all through the trees that created the most enchanting backdrop 
for the reception. The guests danced the night away and played in the rain 
at the end.”

ULSTER
PUBLISHING

Community driven, 
independently owned since 1972

ALMANAC WEEKLY

KINGSTON TIMES

NEW PALTZ TIMES

SAUGERTIES TIMES

WOODTOCK TIMES

HUDSONVALLEYONE.COM

845.334.8200

COVER STORY
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sunday
Yoga Flow, Deborah Adams, 8:30-9:30
Iyengar Level II, Barbara Boris, 10-11:30
monday
Iyengar Level I, Barbara Boris, 10-11:30
Meditation Class, Naomi Schmidt, 5:30-6:30
tuesday
Iyengar Level I-II, Barbara Boris, 9:30-11
Level I Basics, Kate Hagerman, 2:00-3:30
*Sivananda Yoga, Daniel Krishna, 6-7:30

wednesday
Vinyasa Level I-II, Alison Sinatra, 9:30-11
Iyengar Level II, Barbara Boris, 4:30-6
Yin Yoga + Sound, Diane Davis, 6:30-8 
thursday
*Qi Gong, Marilyn St. John, 9-9:50
*Gentle Yoga, Liz Zabel, 10-11
*Sivananda Yoga, Daniel Krishna, 6-7:30
friday
Vinyasa Level I-II, Alison Sinatra, 9:30-11
Restorative, Barbara Boris, 5:30-7
saturday
*Sivananda Yoga, Daniel Krishna, 8:30-9:30
Iyengar Level I, Barbara Boris,10-11:30

yoga woodstock’s 
iyengar  kirtan yin community satsang  om

2012 article about them, “encouraged her 
to take humor as her religion.”

Becoming an ardent convert to her fa-
ther’s suggested religion, Heidi departed 
a couple of years after high school for 
Los Angeles and then New York City, 
where she did modeling and made 
custom clothing for local boutiques. 

She also did a public-access variety gig 
called TV Show and honed her skills as 
a humorist. She lived in Manhattan for 
seven years, and then Brooklyn for the 
same length of time.

During that latter period, she met Jef-
frey, also a filmmaker. The pair began 
writing, directing and filming comedy 

shorts together. They’ve been inseparable 
partners since. 

When Ole was diagnosed with ALS – he 
died in 2006 -- Heidi and Jeffrey fre-
quently visited him and came to realize 
they could base their wedding-event busi-
ness anywhere -- especially Woodstock. 
And being from and part of Woodstock 

COURTESY OF HEIDI SJURSEN AND JEFFREY ABELL

Jeffrey Abell and Heidi Sjursen on their wedding day.



1414    • • Summer 2019 Summer of Love

has become the heart of their brand.  
Their fly-on-the-wall, free-flowing, out-

of-the-box documentary film style, they 
say, acts as a catalyst for loosening up their 
more solemn clients. “It’s about love and 
coming together,” Heidi says. “That’s the 
base of it all.”

There’s something about Woodstock that 
encourages creativity. You can take the 
kid out of Woodstock, but Woodstockers 
believe you can’t take Woodstock out of 
the kid. 

As a culture, Woodstock’s not as much 
encouraging as tolerant. It has tolerated 
all kinds of participatory celebrations, 
from the Soundouts at Peter Pan Farm 
to the shooting competitions at the Wit-

tenberg’s Sportsmen’s Club, from full-
moon ceremonies at Magic Meadow to 
barbecues at the various fire companies, 
from the annual library fair to countless 
episodes of “illegal” swimming in the 
Sawkill.

Woodstock, whether festival or com-
munity, Jeffrey and Heidi believe, is 
synonymous with celebrations of love, 
humor and creativity – qualities often 
in short supply in our national politics. 
“Woodstock is not just an address,” Heidi 
says with conviction. “It’s a way of life.” 

If you’ve lived the life, it just makes sense 
that you’re good at conveying it to others. 
Happy 50th anniversary, Woodstock, they 
say. “We love you and we live you.”

All for one.
Visit Hudson Valley One and read the best of what 
Ulster Publishing has to offer. Check it out at: 
hudsonvalleyone.com.

The Marbletown Inn
Family Dining & Daily Specials

Italian American Cuisine 
Monday: Chicken Parmesan & Pasta 

served with soup, salad, and 
garlic bread — $9.95

Wed: Spaghetti 
with Meat Sauce 

served w/ soup or salad 
and garlic bread — $8.95

Thurs: Wing Night
Eat in 55¢ each & to go 65¢ 
each (min. 12). Hot, Mild, 
Superhot, BBQ or Honey!

Friday: King Crab Legs
 served with soup & salad, vegetable, 

potato & garlic bread — $28.95
Sat. & Sun: Prime Rib Night

King Cut — $20.95 • Queen Cut — $18.95
served with soup, salad, starch, & vegetable

Serving N.Y. Style Pizza

Catering for all your party needs!

Serving Lunch & Dinner • Closed Tuesday
2842 Rt. 209, Stone Ridge, NY

(845) 338-5828

Open 
Easter 
Sunday

A&P Bar is all about the &... 
comfort & contrast. global & local.  

you & US. 
 
 

 

845-684-5395 
83 MILL HILL RD, WOODSTOCK, NY 

bottomsup@AandPbar.com 
www.aandpbar.com

We want to serve you, your 

pals & family the most exquisite 

cocktails & selection of comfort 

food you’ve ever had. 

 

845-684-5395 
83 MILL HILL RD, WOODSTOCK, NY 

bottomsup@AandPbar.com 
www.aandpbar.com

COURTESY OF HEIDI SJURSEN AND JEFFREY ABELL

The groom and his parents.
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Make Your 
Special Occasion

Historic
Bridal Showers

Weddings
Rehearsal Dinners

Engagements
Packages Available

Call Our 
Events Planner x384

The Tavern at 
Beekman Arms

Rhinebeck, NY
845-876-1766

Celebrating 60 years!!!  
Stop in to see our six rooms 

of kitchenware, table settings & 
flatware, home furnishings, bath & 
table linens, toys, candles, picnic 

baskets, outdoor furniture & 
lots of gifts. Wedding Registry 

& free gift wrapping

95 Tinker St ~ Woodstock, NY 

845-679-2607

KITCHEN, TABLEWARE, LINENS & GREAT GIFTS

Contact lenses are available in colors or as bifocals.
Ask us about Contact Lenses and Dry Eyes.

VISIONEXCEL...
...where eyewear is an art

1636 Ulster Ave.,
Lake Katrine, NY
(845) 336-6310

Like us on

www.visionexceleyecare.com

Weddings

TOUR OF ALPINE EUROPE
Including The Passion Play of Oberammergau

11 DAYS: SEPTEMBER 14  - 24, 2020
Hosted by

JOAN AND WALTER SCHMIDT
$3999 

PER PERSON FROM NEW YORK
(Air/land tour price is $3529 plus $470 
government taxes/airline surcharges)

Visiting Heidelberg, Rhine 
Valley, Lucerne, Innsbruck 

Salzburg, Munich, and 
Rothenberg

Price Includes: Roundtrip air from New York, 

For a brochure & more information, 
please contact Mrs. Joan Schmidt

This is your last chance to experience the world-famous
Passion Play of Oberammergau until 2030!!

Duette® Architella® India Silk fabric is luxuriously 
woven, featuring a subtle texture and slight 
shimmer. And, the beauty of Architella is also in its 
exclusive, energy-efficient honeycomb design.

Home Decor | Upholstery  |  Window Treatments
Wallcoverings | Fabrics  |  Area Rugs | Bath & Body

Beautifully woven.
Wonderfully energy efficient.

Marigold

INTERIOR DESIGN 
& FURNISHINGS

HOME

KINGSTON | RHINEBECK | WOODSTOCK

845-338-0800
marigold-home.com
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Winner of The Knot’s
“Hall of Fame”
Best Wedding Planner
 in the Hudson Valley

www.ginamaloneyevents.com
info@ginamaloneyevents.com

845-853-4075

43 N. Chestnut St., New Paltz  
(845) 255-7706

www.newpaltztravel.com 

Let’s plan the 
perfect honeymoon 

or vacation together!

Peace and Love in 
Woodstock could be yours!
Whether you’re a musician, artist, 
writer or just looking for a home in a 
great location! This 5.7 acre home is 
close to town but private and quiet, 
located at 180 Broadview Road, 
Woodstock, NY 12498.  Just minutes 
away from the Bearsville Complex and 
about a mile and a half to the heart 
of town.This beautiful home was just 
built in 2006, has seasonal mountain 
views, 3 Bdrm/2 Ba and extended 
2-car garage, hot tub and much much 
more. Call Jeanne @ 845-258-7135 
and come see for yourself! $599,900

Catering – Catering – Catering – Catering – Catering – Catering

Creative Cuisine
91 Broadway, Kingston NY
In the Historic Waterfront District
Graziano Tecchio | 845-338-3380

Love of food... 
True Italian passion.

New York Times 

PATIO OPEN!
Seasonal Menu 
Farm-to-Table

I
WAS 

THERE

Help keep local  
journalism strong
Without independent local media,  
many stories might never be told. 
hudsonvalleyone.com/support

H
j
W
m
h
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July 20 
Elvis Costello  
& The Imposters  
and Blondie

July 26 (SOLD OUT) 
Chris Stapleton 
Margo Price & The 
Marcus King Band

July 27 
Train & The  
Goo Goo Dolls 
Allen Stone

July 29 
Heart 
Sheryl Crow  
& Elle King

July 30 
Joe Bonamassa

August 1 & 2  
(SOLD OUT) 
Gordon Lightfoot  
Event Gallery

August 8 
Alice Cooper  
& Halestorm 
Motionless in White

August 9 
Nelly, TLC, & Flo Rida

August 15  
(SOLD OUT) 
Film on the Field  
with Arlo Guthrie

August 16 
Ringo Starr &  
His All Starr Band 
Edgar Winter Band & 
Blood, Sweat & Tears

August 17(SOLD OUT) 
Santana 
The Doobie Brothers

August 18 
John Fogerty 
Tedeschi Trucks Band 
& Grace Potter

August 25 
Pat Benatar  
& Neil Giraldo  
+ Melissa Etheridge

August 30 
Bush & +Live+ 
Our Lady Peace

August 31 
Pentatonix 
Rachel Platten

Sundays Sept. 1-29 
(Free) 
Harvest Festival

September 7 
Pitbull

September 12 
Luke Bryan 
Cole Swindell &  
Jon Langston

September 13 
Canned Heat 
Event Gallery 

September 21 
Chris Thile 
Event Gallery

September 22 
Axiom Brass 
PLAY: The Classics 
Event Gallery

September 29 
Jimmie Vaughan 
Event Gallery

October 5 
Wine Festival

October 6 
Borisevich Duo 
PLAY: The Classics 
Event Gallery

October 12 
CRAFT: Beer, Spirits 
& Food Festival

October 15 
Graham Nash 
Event Gallery

October 19 
John Sebastian 
Event Gallery

November 7 
David Sanborn  
Jazz Quintet 
Event Gallery

November 24 
Max Weinberg’s 
Jukebox 
Event Gallery

December 7 & 8 (Free) 
Holiday Market

April 26, 2020 
Young People’s 
Chorus of NYC 
PLAY: The Classics 
Event Gallery

B E T H E L  W O O D S  C E N T E R  F O R  T H E  A R T S

Celebrate the 50th Anniversary where it happened, where it’s happening still.

A Season of 
Song & Celebration.

® 
N

YS
D

E
D

2019 Special Exhibit - THRU December 31

We Are Golden: Reflections on the 
50th Anniversary of the Woodstock Festival and 
Aspirations for a Peaceful Future.

Special 50th anniversary events and activities are supported in part by donors to Bethel Woods Center for the Arts and by a grant 
awarded to Bethel Woods by Empire State Development and New York State’s Division of Tourism/I LOVE NY under Governor Andrew 
Cuomo’s Regional Economic Development Council Initiative. Bethel Woods Center for the Arts is a 501c3 nonprofit cultural organization 

that inspires, educates, and empowers individuals through the arts and humanities. 

To learn more, purchase tickets , and see a complete list of programs and events visit 
BethelWoodsCenter.org.

Follow Us

KINGSTON ALTERATION 
CENTER

Serving the Community
for over 30 years

Tailoring & Repairs
Mens • Womens
Children’s Wear  

Hems, Zippers, Linings, 
Gowns

~ Specializing in Weddings  
& Special Occasions ~

845.331.9490
20 Thomas Street, Kingston, NY

(Next to Frank Guido’s Little Italy)

KIN

ServiSServvi

gs 

90
NY

• Engagement Parties • Rehearsal Dinners • Private Room
We can host any celebration for EVERYBODY!

AFTER THE WEDDING CONTINUE THE WEDDING AT CHOPS AFTER HOURS!

Call for information and available dates! 845-339-1111 • 37 John St., Kingston, NY
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90 Proof

The Gumbo
Kingston City Marina, C Dock, West Strand Street, Kingston

MOST UNIQUE PRIVATE CHARTER BOAT ON THE HUDSON RIVER!
Sunset, Sightseeing, Special Occasion Charters

1–6 Passengers
Captain Jeff 

First Mate Robin
— call or text —

(845) 283-1383
Facebook.com/TheGumbo
TheGumboCharterBoat.com

WEEKENDS
JUNE 29—SEPTEMBER 1

CLASSICAL •  JAZZ
CONTEMPORARY

CHILDREN’S MUSIC

www.maverickconcerts.org   
646.965.2365

Music/entertainment/festivals

Brought to you by 
Friends of the Woodstock Library

©2019 Cadigan
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What’s the matter 
with kids today?

by Sparrow 

H
ow are young people 
different today than they 
were 40 years ago? (Full 
disclosure: I am 65 years 
old. Instead of going into 

retirement, I wrote this essay.)
First of all, today’s youth have different 

slang than we did. What we called “grass” 
they call “weed” (or even “tree”). Where 
we’d say, “Far out,” they say, “Facts.” Instead 
of “Right on,” they say “Deadass.” Instead 
of “man” at the end of every sentence, 
they say “son.”

They are, as a group, extremely clean – 
even the so-called hippies. If you ask me, 
they’re all germophobes. My young friend 
Placebus complains that his uncles pick 
at the cold cuts at family gatherings: “It’s 
disgusting!”

Young people work much more than we 
did. Even when they don’t have an official 
“job,” they’re working in internships, ap-
prenticeships, training programs. Also, 
they have more roommates than we did. 
In 1981 it was quite common for a single 
woman to live in an East Village apart-
ment once occupied by a family of Italian 
immigrants. Now four 23- yearoolds share 
that same three-room apartment,  liv-
ing much like Italian immigrants. 

Today’s kids never change their names, 
unless they become “trans” or begin seri-
ously rapping. If someone’s mother names 
him Henrik Iddleson Fenwick III, he’ll 
keep that unwieldy appellation – even if 
he lives in a teepee. 

When I was young, new names were 
numerous. Among my friends were Rab-
bit, Coyote, Sunni, Red Fox, Komadaki, 
Swarloka, Jiivatma. My own name, which 
now seems exotic, was rather common in 
my youth. At the Rainbow Gathering of 
1976 a woman told me: “You’re the fifth 
Sparrow I’ve met today.”

In general, young people are fatter than 
we were. (Of course, we ourselves are 

plumper than we were then, too.) One sign 
of creeping obesity is that all the charac-
ters in Archie comics – Reggie, Veronica, 

Archie, even Jughead – collectively gained 
weight in 2004.

Vegans have completely routed vegetar-

©MICHAEL FREDERICKS / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, New York: Woodstock Festival ’69.
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ians among the youth. With their annoy-
ing ethical absolutism, they have trounced 
the more moderate opposition. Though 
I haven’t eaten meat since 1971, vegans 
make me feel like a murderer because I 
occasionally use a dab of butter.

Recently I attended the Onteora High 
School talent show, and learned a lot about 
today’s youngsters. First of all, they love 
ukuleles. This small, portable, slightly 
silly instrument outnumbered the once-
sacrosanct guitar five to one. Connected to 
the rise of the ukulele is the Death of the 
Guitar Solo – or indeed, of any solo. We 
Baby Boomers were, by nature, hubristic; 
we believed we had profound musical 
statements to make, rivaling the outdated 
improvisations of Franz Liszt. Today’s 
youth are instrumentally more modest.

Also, you know how there was an “audio-
visual” expert in your high-school class, 
whom most students shunned as a “geek”? 
Well, nowadays this functionary is a girl, 
not a boy, and everyone loves her. Each time 
this “tech person” came out to re-plug an 
amplifier, the Onteora audience chanted: 
“Ste-pha-nie! Ste-pha-nie!” in glee.

My academic friends tell me that young 
people don’t read. “Teaching English 
nowadays is like teaching Latin,” Emory 
Dogwood, a professor at C. W. Post Col-
lege, exclaimed. “For years young people 
couldn’t finish a book; now they can’t 
even finish a whole movie!” the irascible 
Dudley Pemboltz fulminated.

One cannot speak of young people with-
out mentioning their devices – although, 
as my young friend Eli pointed out, these 
mechanisms were invented by Baby 
Boomers, so in a sense they adopted our 
technology. Nonetheless, they’ve brought 
it to a new level. I take the bus back and 
forth to New York City, and usually at night 
I’m the only one with my tiny overhead 
light on. Everyone else is staring into the 
depths of their iPhone, while I read a 
book, like a medieval monk. Sometimes 
I’ll see another overhead light on, and 
sure enough, beneath it reposes a geezer 
perusing a printed page.

A New Yorker cartoon showed two teen-
age girls lying on a bed checking their 
cell phones. “The first time I make eye 
contact, I want it to be with someone I 
love,” one confides.

Young people have a mystic connec-
tion to computers. An error message like 
“Contact Notification Full” that will drive 
me into paroxysms of despair will be dis-
patched in a second with two expeditious 
keystrokes by a 17-year-old.

All my young friends are constantly 
asking me questions like, “What do you 
think of this message:

See you tomorrow. Take care.
Love,
Ernie
“Do you think it’s too demanding? Too 

casual? Too claustrophobic?”
Young people put more effort into their 

nine-word text messages than my con-
temporaries invested in their graduate 

economics theses.
One of the worst things youths use their 

phones for is photography – especially in 
art museums. I was trained as a child never 
to walk between a camera and a painting. 
Now such politeness is virtually impossible. 
I barrel through the Metropolitan Museum 
of Art photobombing everyone. (Do you 
know this expression? It means willfully 
to spoil another person’s photograph.)

One finds oneself wondering: when 
millennials have sex, do they continue 
staring at their phones, while intertwined? 
Or perhaps the phones themselves have 
sex, while the two youths sit in chairs 
and watch?

A guy named Donald came to stay in my 
house – my wife and I rent out our place 
on Airbnb – because he was running a 50-
mile marathon on the hiking trails around 
Phoenicia. “Have you done anything like 
this before?” I politely inquired.

“I only ran one 100-mile race, in the 
Blue Ridge Mountains,” Donald modestly 
recalled.

We all talk about how entitled, privileged 
and spoiled modern kids are, but conve-
niently forget their hundred-mile wood-
land races, their breakneck windsurfing, 
their fearless parkouring – all the extreme 
sports that did not even exist in 1967. (Par-
kour is the practice of clambering up on 
benches, fences, even trees – plus swinging, 
vaulting, crawling.) In many ways, we can 
only gaze at them in admiration.

[Most of these names have been cleverly 
changed.]

©TOM MINER / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, New York: Woodstock Music Festival. Sign posts help festival 
goers fi nd their way, August 1969.

Portable 

Toilet 

Rentals

Pine-scented 
green • Rose-
scented pink 
Carmel • White 
Blue • Gray 
Red and blue 
Handicap 
accessible

845-658-8766 • 845-417-6461
845-706-7197 

TLKportables@gmail.com
tlkportables.com

Having an event?
Sporting Events • Concerts • Street 

Festivals • Parks • Construction/
Building Sites • Public Areas

Weekends • Weekly • Month ly

TLKLLC
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My summer of love
Never give up on Woodstock

By Susan Barnett

I 
was twelve in 1969. I was liv-
ing in Woodstock. I lived for mu-
sic. I saw the kids on the village 
green, flopping around in their 
colorful clothes and buffalo san-

dals, smoking joints and playing guitar. 
Nothing looked like more fun. Of course 
I wanted to go to the concert. 

That was not going to happen. My 
parents said absolutely not. No way, 
no how.  

My dad was so straight-laced his family 
nickname was “The Pope.” He loosened 
up a lot later in life and turned out to be 
a great guy. But when I was a kid, he had 
some ridiculously strict standards. How 
strict, you ask? He thought the song about 
the burlesque routine in Rodgers and 
Hammerstein’s “Oklahoma” was raunchy 
and in poor taste.

Though my mom disagreed, she did 
so quietly, just to me. Mom had a wild 
side she’d chosen to stuff into a closet 
somewhere behind her Aqua Net hair-
spray. She’d played piano and trombone 
in a dance band in Chicago, and she had 
loved those nights drinking with the guys 
in the band. But when she got married, 
she remembered she was a very good 
Catholic girl and she was going to make 
sure I was, too. 

Sure, she’d swear when no one was 
around. And she demonstrated her ability 
to hold her whisky one night to the very 
surprised and drunken acknowledgement 
of my uncle’s bossy girlfriend, whom she 
then put to bed. 

Mom looked at her carefully sprayed 
up-do in the mirror one morning and 
unwrapped the foam that kept it in 
place while she slept. Then she told me 
that I was a follower. I wouldn’t, she 
was sure, be able to stand against the 
lure of drugs and sex that was part of 
the summer of love and the few years 
that followed, so I wasn’t going to any 
concert in 1969. 

There was worse news than that. I was 

going to be transferring to Catholic high 
school as soon as I was old enough, my 
dad and my mom had agreed.

I was an only child and I was a good 
kid. I couldn’t imagine disobeying. I did 
as I was told.

M
y mother managed to have 
what little raucous fun there 
was to be had. She began taking 

guitar lessons from a young Woodstock 
guy, whose name I remember but will 
withhold to protect the innocent. They 
really hit it off. She’d make him food to 
take home and he’d forget to charge her 
for a lesson.

One night he invited her to a party at 
his place, where she could meet his girl-
friend and his friends. There would be a 
lot of music. 

“Bring your guitar,” he told her. “And a 
covered dish.”

Mom made a tuna casserole, pulled 

on her polyester pants and loud printed 
polyester top, threw her guitar in the car, 
and went.

She came home later that night breath-
less with laughter.

Apparently there’d been a huge crowd 
of people, and they’d been playing guitar, 
singing, drinking, eating her casserole 
(I’m guessing she’s the only one who 
brought food), and smoking weed.

“They were really nice kids,” she said. 
She didn’t mention if she’d smoked. 

They played music, and she talked with 
a lot of people. Mom was a good mixer.

Then the police arrived.
The partiers heard them coming up the 

stairs and everyone started to scatter; 
some were disposing of the evidence. Oth-
ers were cleaning up. The rest were milling 
near the door to slow the police down. 
My mother’s guitar teacher grabbed her 
by the hand. He headed for the bedroom. 
She looked around, confused.

“The fire escape is this way,” he ex-
plained. 

  As the police came in the front door, 
my mom, the nice, middle-aged housewife 
in the polyester outfit and the laquered 
up-do, slipped down the fire escape and 
came home. She and her young guitar 
teacher had a good laugh about that party 
at her next lesson.

M
eanwhile, I got older. I got 
my own buffalo sandals, and on 
weekends, when I didn’t have 

to wear a school uniform, I wore them 
with denim bell bottoms and tee shirts. 
But my friends were in Kingston. We 
didn’t know the kids who went to Onte-
ora. We certainly didn’t know the hordes 
of kids who showed up in town simply 
to be part of the scene. I lived in Wood-
stock, but I was not really “of ” it.

Then I got my first job. I was to spend 
the summer in the Chamber of Commerce 
information booth, a small brown build-
ing that once sat on a rise between the 
Woodstock Playhouse and what is now 
the Cucina parking lot.

COURTESY OF SUSAN BARNETT

Susan Barnett’s mother, Catherine 
Gobel Barnett, with Marist brother 
Art Mildenberger in front of the 
former St Joan of Arc Church on 
Rock City Road in Woodstock, now 
the Mescal Hornbeck community 
center, circa 1972. 
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Vendors, 

Great Food 

and Fun for 

everyone!

LIVE BANDS: Jimmy Sturr & His Orchestra, 
The Mtn. Brauhaus Band, Die Schlauberger, Mtn. Xpress, 
The Bratwurst Boys, Bud & Linda Gramer, Thunder Ridge, 

Cabaret Duo, Alpenland Tanzer Schuhplatter 

JULY 20–21
& 27–28

I-87S EXIT 21 • 518-622-3751

FREE Admission!FREE Parking!

The pay was low, there was absolutely 
nothing to do, and my only job was to sit 
there and answer visitors’ questions. I 
could do that.

I showed up in my grandmother’s rusty 
Dodge Dart, opened the place up, and 
spent the day sitting in a shady building 
playing my guitar.  Sometimes, a sweet old 
guy who used to wander the property with 
a metal detector would come visit. We’d 
talk the afternoon away. His name was 
Bill. If you’ve lived in town long enough, 
you remember him.

I honestly can only remember one ques-
tion from every person who stopped to 
tap my local knowledge.

“Where was the concert?” they’d ask, 

hope and expectation in their eyes.
“It wasn’t here,” I would respond. 
And then I would launch into the story 

of the Summer of Love, why the Wood-
stock concert wasn’t in Woodstock, with 
full orchestration and five-part harmony.

“But...” they’d try to argue.

Catering 
All 

Occasions
• Weddings

• Family and  
Corporate 
Functions

• Graduations
• Birthdays

• Large BBQs
• Pig Roast

• Holiday Parties

(845) 691-SAL’S (7257)
99 Vineyard Ave., Highland, NY 12528

1 0 5  T i n k e r  S t r e e t
free parking in back; patio in front

( 8 4 5 )  6 8 4 - 5 3 2 9

The only ice cream 
made in Woodstock… 
Vegan, too!

h l

Claudia’s Day Spa
Kansa Facial Massage

An Ayurvedic Treatment that tones & tightens skin

www.newpaltzmassage.com

ONGOING SPECIAL
MASSAGE OF THE 

MONTH CLUB

GIFT CERTIFICATES
AVAILABLE

845-853-6904Claudia Ross 
Licensed Massage Therapist

Nationally Certified AMTA Member

©JASON LAURE / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel, New York: Woodstock Festival ’69. A young couple shares an 
intimate moment.
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THE MAMMALS
DAVID BROMBERG  

STEVE POLTZ
HEATHER MALONEY
ELIZABETH MITCHELL
ARM OF THE SEA  
RADIO JAROCHO

COURTNEY HARTMAN 
THE RESTLESS AGE
JUGGLING, CAMPING, 
FOOD, BEER, CRAFTS,  
LOTS MORE BANDS!
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Concerts

p
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L A B O R  D A Y  W E E K E N D

8 / 3 1 .  9 / 1 .  9 / 2 .  
Ulster County Fairgrounds

New Paltz, NY

3 8 T H  A N N U A L

QUAILHOLLOW.COM
for discount tickets, coupons and visitor information

Music/entertainment/festivals

�————————�
Full Medical Coordination 

Unmatched Recreational Activities

 Where  
hippies  

come to rest
Owned & operated locally by 

the DePoala & McNaughton Families
845.331.1254

mountainvalleymanor.com
All-Inclusive Living

No Fees, No Deposits, No Worries

“In our home, you are on your own 
but never alone.”

NYS Dept. of Health Licensed Adult Care Home

Voted Best Assisted Living 
in the Hudson Valley

Nestled on nine acres in a country setting at  
397 Wilbur Avenue, Kingston, NY

Schedule a Tour and Stay for Lunch
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www.Mountaintopschool.com
www.facebook.com/MountaintopSchool

68 Band Camp Road, Saugerties, NY 12477
845-389-7322  •  mountaintopenrollment@gmail.com

ENROLLING NOW FOR 

SCHOOL YEAR 2019-2020

Shakespeare Festival
Woodstock

Info (845)247-4007
45 Comeau Drive/ Woodstock, NY 12498

July 26 - Sept 1st
Fri, Sat, Sun 5:30PM

Bird-On-A-Cliff
Theatre Company’s

Prince of TyrePrince of Tyre
PericlesPericles

I’d shake my head. Nope. It wasn’t here.

W
hat was here was a culture, 
one that people still come to 
see, but which has been gone 

for a very long time. Happyglop, the 
leather shop named for an imaginary 
zoo animal, closed long ago. The bakery 
is a real-estate office. The head shop is a 
restaurant. The magical shop that sold 
everything from crystals to vintage vel-
vet capes to Hindu wall hangings and 
beaded curtains was divided into any 
number of small shops. It now has a 
cafe, a bar, a music store and a home-
design shop in it.

To come to Woodstock requires money.
Woodstock was always a tourist destina-

tion, but the fact is that those tourists used 
to be broke. They just came to be here. 
Sometimes they could afford to buy some-
thing. But a lot of them slept on the green. 
It had grass then. Woodstock was a town 
with a commune mentality. Not all the 
locals liked it, but they were swamped by 

1
Everything Ulster Publishing

now in one place.

hudsonvalleyone.com
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B&B, Wedding Venue and Wedding Vow Renewal
Beautiful views with farmhouse 

setting for your modest, 
intimate family wedding, 

a perfect venue to renew
your wedding vows.

Inn 845-524-4197  Cell 845-895-9251 
www.innattheridge.com

(We are pet friendly!)

Inns/places to stay

the sheer number of the sweet, strapped, 
idealistic young people who just wanted 
to be there to breathe it all in.

Today’s tourists come with money. 
Capitalism has changed Woodstock. It 
has made it more affluent, certainly. But 
money is a hardening agent. The mellow 
atmosphere under that cloud of pot smoke 
that no one was supposed to be creating 
in 1969 has given way to thinner, crisper, 
more biting air.

Some of the people who remember what 
Woodstock was moved here for good. They 
got older. They’re different now, more set 
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in their ways, less relaxed about change. 
And some who weren’t here in 1969 came 
later, but they don’t realize how casual, 
how free, how open it had been, They 
thought it was dirty and it smelled awful 
sometimes, but it was kind. The world 
isn’t kind these days. Not even Woodstock.

But I haven’t given up hope. I saw it 
happen. I saw a silly, loving, messy, kind 
world for a little while. It was possible. 
And it could happen again.

If it does, wouldn’t it make sense for it 
to start in Woodstock?
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   FAMILY OWNED FOR 30+ YEARS

7 Terwilliger Lane, New Paltz • 845-255-8865 • www.abviofnewpaltz.com

100+ TV channels, free wireless internet,  
fitness area and guest laundry. 

Free Continental Breakfast. 

Handicap accessible rooms available.

1/4 mile to NYS Thruway.

All local police, firefighters, and EMTs  
15% off with valid ID.

GROUP DISCOUNT RATES

Freedom and 
transformation

What the Woodstock Festival of 1969 contributed to our lives

By Geddy Sveikauskas

Freedom’s just another word for nothin’ 
left to lose

Nothin’, don’t mean nothin’ hon’ if it 
ain’t free, no no.
— Janis Joplin, “Me and Bobby 
McGee,” from her album Pearl

W
ell, I’ll 

tell you 
one thing. 
The young 
people of 

today aren’t particularly ea-
ger to attend conferences and 
programs about the Woodstock 
Festival of 50 years ago. There 
were relatively few of them at the 
two events I attended recently, one 
an elaborate conference at Marist 
College called “1969: When Woodstock 
Changed the World” on June 13 and 14, 
and the other “The Road to Woodstock 
Weekend” at the Emerson Resort in 
Mount Pleasant on July 5 and  6. 

The young people at the former event 
seemed mostly Marist student assistants, 
waiters and entertainers who sat in – ei-
ther on their own volition or otherwise 
-- on the different sessions and panels. At 
the latter the handful of youngsters were 
either relatives of audience members or 
their caregivers. At neither event could 
the few young people in attendance be 
described as provocatively – not to say 
rebelliously – dressed. 

Did that mean the Woodstock Fes-
tival in a historical perspective didn’t 
amount to all that much or that its 
significance has been lost for a younger 
generation? Au contraire. According 
to almost all the expert speakers and 
panelists at both events, neither is 
true. We can only conclude that today’s 

young folks aren’t particularly enthusias-
tic about attending conferences that 
consist of Memory-Lane remembrances 

of 50-year-old events, particularly if the 
younger generation has to pay to hear 

its elders.
Many of the panelists at both 
events focused on the one-

of-a-kind experiences of a 
half-million young people 

shoulder to shoulder in 
Max Yasgur’s field. It 
was their music that 
had brought them to-
gether. Nick Bromell 
of U. of Mass.-Amherst 
titled his Marist talk on 
the music of the 1960s, 
“Too bright for memory 

to hold.” We can only re-
cord and try to remember 

these consciousness-altering 
experiences, he argued. We 

shouldn’t memorialize them. 
It’s music and not memory that 

has magical communicative powers. 
For the Woodstock generation of the 
1960s, “music replaced the state,” claimed 
San Francisco musician and journalist 
Matt Callahan at Marist. Not just the 
harbinger of change, it was the medium 
of change, “the high point of a feeling 
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that somehow changed the world,” the 
expression of art that once shared “was 
impossible to put back in the bottle.”

“Music remembers what history forgets,” 
agreed Joe Hagan, another long-form 
journalist who has worked for Rolling 
Stone and The Wall Street Journal and 
is best known for his writing about the 
intrusion and eventual triumph of money 
in the post-Woodstock music business. 

I had hoped against hope that Michael 
Lang might have something to say to 
his hometown audience about progress 
on his plans for Woodstock 50 on the 
day after Independence Day. His Road 
to Woodstock, alas, didn’t include this 
summer. “Please, no questions about that,” 
announced Lang’s Road to Woodstock 
co-author Holly George-Warren firmly 
at the very beginning of Lang’s question-
and-answer session at the Emerson.

It was a month and a half before the 
event’s scheduled date. The expected me-
dia brickbats about the unlikely possibility 
of the work-in-progress 50th-anniversary 
version capturing the spirit of its Bethel 
predecessor had been increasing in fre-
quency and intensity. It has been widely 

noted that the other rebooted anniversary 
events had largely been unsuccessful in 
bottling the magic elixir.

What would be different this time? “…
This time around,” Lang was quoted as 
saying, “we’ll have control of everything.”

Reception to the festival had been “de-
cidedly lukewarm,” reported Bard Nash 
of NewsCorp Australia on June 24. Ticket 
sales hadn’t begun yet, Nash noted, the 
headliners made the event likely to be “a 
decidedly more vanilla affair” than the 
original. There was a strong likelihood 
that Woodstock 50 would be “simply 
a run-of-the-mill music festival that’s 
branded itself as something more than 
it realistically is.”

As of a month before the schooled event, 
nothing much had changed. Oh, mama, 
can this really be the end? To be stuck 
inside of Vernon with the Woodstock 
blues again? 

The present retro national political scene 
is a blast from the past. Michael Lang, then 
the 24-year-old kid from Brooklyn who 
pulled together the original festival, saw 
parallels between now and the grim 1960s. 
“A lot of the issues we were facing then 

have come back to haunt us,” Lang told his 
Emerson audience. He was familiar with 
that world then, he said. He still is now. 

If the young people don’t want to hear 
about the original Woodstock Festival, 
the older folks, particularly the ones at-
tending it or heavily influenced by it, still 
want to talk about it. At the Emerson on 
Saturday afternoon, a nine-person panel 
of festival attendees, the youngest in his 
sixties, discussed the effect of this seminal 
event on their lives. 

Despite the lurid headlines in the tab-
loids, the majority of the Sixties genera-
tion saw Woodstock ’69 as an unforget-
table positive experience. “It was really 
something, that people could be so good 
to each other,” said Joni Mitchell, who 
wasn’t there, introducing her song about 
Woodstock in Worcester, Massachusetts 
in December 1969. “Even if it was only for 
three days. All those people being good to 
each other for three whole days. Fantastic.” 

Peace and love were invincible, as the 
poet Walt Whitman had opined a century 
earlier.

“For three days we got to do it our way” 
amid the death and destruction of 1969, 

©TOM MINER / THE IMAGE WORKS

Bethel New York: Summer 1969. Woodstock Festival 1969. Crowd applauding performers.
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said Juma Sultan, who had played percus-
sion with Jimi Hendrix and had started the 
drum circle on Woodstock’s village green, 
at the Emerson event. “The spirit still lives. 
People endured together. We older folks 
have to speak our truths to the younger 
folks …. People who believe in humanity 
should share our opinions and culture. 
You never know what’s going to happen.” 

Christine Oliveira, who worked as a wait-
ress at the Elephant Cafe in Woodstock 
in 1969, and after the festival ran The 
School of the New Moon in Wittenberg 
for 43 years, said the music was just the 
background for her. “The energy was just 
so intense,” she testified. “So many people 
came together for peace and love.”

Writer Jonathan Gould told the Em-
erson audience how he was mistakenly 
helicoptered into the center if it all and 
found himself in rock and roll heaven. 
Gould too argued that it was not only the 
music that created “this incredible experi-
ence.” But Woodstock ‘69  proved the end 
of a period, not the beginning, Gould felt. 
“Woodstock was a disaster that turned 
into a triumph,” he declared. “Altamont 
was a triumph that turned into a disaster.” 

Gilles Malkine played rhythm guitar in 
Tim Hardin’s band. Tim was not at his best 
at Woodstock ‘69, Malkine said, starting 
his set “with a song that hadn’t yet been 
written.” The creative act involves shar-
ing what one has and turning the world 
around, said Malkine. “There’s hope in 
every generation,” he said. But people 
have a responsibility to work actively for 
a better world. 

Finally, light-show pioneer and photog-
rapher Amalie Rothschild and documen-

tary filmmaker Barbara Kopple provided 
their perspectives. “The summer of 1969 
was a focal point in our history. It took me 
40 years to understand what a big deal it 
was,” said Rothschild. “The shared ideal-
ism made it a special moment in history.” 

Only as rabid a fan of 1960s music as 
historian Doug Brinkley could have done 
full justice to the relationship between 
music and American cultural change. 
Keynoter Brinkley, a well-known his-
torian of the American presidency and 
a trustee of the FDR museum in Hyde 
Park, is spending this summer as a visiting 
professor at Marist.  

Brinkley’s keynote talk at the Marist 
conference raced from the early Green-
wich Village folk scene which so many 
future Woodstockers experienced 
onward to the worlds of psychedelics, 
Newport, Stonewall, the moon landing, 

the Bay Area bands, back-to-the-garden, 
and the war in Vietnam (“Hey, hey, LBJ, 
how many kids did you kill today?”) to 
Bob Dylan’s taunt, “Something’s hap-
pening, but ya don’t know what it is, do 
you, Mr. Jones?”

The generational chasm has rarely run 
as deep. New music in various genres were 
exploding all over. Though the music and 
the culture were inseparable, it was the 
music that led the way, Brinkley believes, 
“not the politics per se.” 

Later in his talk, the historian retold with 
relish the anecdote of Pete Townshend of 
The Who kicking Abbie Hoffman, who 
was haranguing the Woodstock 1969 
crowd not just to enjoy the music but to 
support a righteous civil-rights cause, 
off “my stage.” The direct unsourced 
Townshend quote: “The next person who 
walks across this fucking stage is going to 
get fucking killed .... You can laugh, but 
I mean it!”

He did. Love and peace have their limits.
Like many before him, Brinkley cel-

ebrated Jimi Hendrix’s incredible anthem 
played to the remnants of the soaked 
crowd on the last day. It was for the his-
torian an eloquent statement of freedom 
of expression. “I wish I could have been 
there,” sighed Brinkley. He was eight years 
old at the time.  

The crowd was part of the event. It was 
the event. The mud, the rain, the garbage 
and the traffic were part of it. The Bethel 
event will be remembered for reminding 
us, young and old, that we are all part of 
a greater audience, and as Gilles Malkine 
expressed it that we all share the responsi-
bility of transforming first ourselves, then 
our culture, and then the world.

The Chocolate Factory
54 Elizabeth St. • Red Hook, NY 12571
Tues. - Fri. 10-6, Sat. 10 - 4 or by appointment

Renée Burgevin, CPF
renee@atelierreneefineframing.com

845.758.1004

2356 RT 44/55 GARDINER

845-255-4949  •  WWW.MIOGARDINER.COM

VISIT US ON FACEBOOK!

Serving Breakfast &  
Lunch All Day

8:30 - 4:30

Open Wednesday - Sunday

COURTESY OF BETHEL WOODS CENTER FOR THE ARTS

The “When Woodstock Changed the World” conference at Marist College 
began with a day trip to the Bethel Woods Center for the Arts.



3030    • • Summer 2019 Summer of Love

Is it worth the dough?
We live in s a world of vastly varied wedding statements

By Violet Snow

“T
he National Aver-

age Cost of a Wedding 
Is $33,931,” announces 
wedding website The 
Knot, which analyzed 

statistics for 2018, adding, “Don’t let this 
number scare you — it’s an average!”

While some couples get married on a 
budget, a similar number of people are 
spending more on their wedding than 
a down payment on a house. What are 
they thinking? 

(The figure quoted, by the way, does not 
include the honeymoon.)

Tracing where the money goes, The 
Knot discovered, “Couples are investing 
in super-personalized events infused with 
meaningful details,” often with the help 
of a professional planner. Many stick to 
the traditions of their culture, or if the 
bride and groom come from different 
backgrounds find ways to blend the two. 
Others “intentionally turn tradition on its 
head — by paying homage to pop culture 
(Harry Potter stilettos, anyone?), nixing 
old-school activities (like the garter toss) 
or reinventing big moments to suit their 
individual style (tequila-shot unity cer-
emonies are never a bad idea!). At the end 
of the day, they want their wedding to be a 
true expression of their love story, and for 
guests to leave saying, ‘That was so them.’”

I didn’t mind people leaving my low-
cost wedding saying, “That was so them.” 
Although my parents were paying, I was 
proud of our frugality as a couple, an 
aspect of our effort to live lightly on the 
earth. We did splurge by hiring a caterer. 
We also rented dishes and silverware in-
stead of using paper plates, but only for 
environmental reasons. 

I suppose if you’re in a certain income 
bracket, economizing would come off as 
stinginess, and you’d get ugly gossip. You 
could always say, “We’re cutting costs and 
giving the $20,000 we saved to Habitat 
for Humanity.” That wouldn’t sound ro-
mantic, though.

The average guest count in 2018 was 136, 
at an average cost of $258 per guest. Just 
to make sure everyone has a grand time, 
some couples bring in such entertain-
ments as “live tattoo artists, cigar-rolling 
stations and craft margarita bars.” At least 
those options sound cheaper than a sky-
diving wedding. 

I have to admire people’s nerve and 
creativity. But is it worth the dough? For 
just one day?

The average reception venue costs 
$15,439, a wedding planner $2002. 
It’s common to have both a band and a 
DJ, for a combined average price tag of 
$5539, which does not include $797 for 
the ceremony musicians.

Perhaps it’s a matter of status. If you 
have the money, and all your friends are 
doing it, you may feel envious of them and 
compelled to keep up. Often the parents 
of the bride foot the bill, so they might 
be the ones with status issues. According 
to The Knot, ten percent of couples pay 
for their entire wedding, while in 2017 a 
typical split meant “the bride’s parents 
cover 45 percent of the wedding, the bride 
and groom contribute 41 percent, and the 
groom’s side pays for 13 percent.” That’s a 
lot of different tastes to satisfy.

I wonder how much responsibility can 
be attributed to the fairy tale that says a 
girl’s wedding is meant to be the happiest 
day of her life. That sentiment sounds 
old-fashioned to me, especially given the 
divorce rate nowadays. Maybe people feel 
going all-out on the wedding will add 
cement to the relationship, but it seems 
embarrassing to go to all that expense and 
then break up seven years later. 

I was actually disappointed in my wed-
ding. I wanted a small, intimate ceremony, 
with family and a few friends, 20 people 
at most. He wanted to invite 200. We 
compromised at 65. 

Just before the ceremony, when he saw 
me in my blue silk dress from B. Alt-
man, my hair styled by an East Village 
hairdresser, he remarked, “You look so 
Republican.” I know he didn’t mean to 

insult me. (Is that why it’s considered bad 
luck for the groom to see the bride before 
she walks down the aisle?)

The woman officiating knew him some-
what and me not at all. “Pinch yourself,” 
she said. “Sparrow and Violet are getting 
married.” As though we were flaky hippies. 
She didn’t mean to insult me, either. 

The receiving line was fun, since I got 
to thank and hug each guest, one-on-one. 
However, my intensely social husband 
spent the reception working the room, 
while I, the wallflower, struggled to make 
conversation with guests. 

The next afternoon, as we sat at home 
opening presents, we were repeatedly in-
terrupted by phone calls from his friends 
who hadn’t been invited, wanting to con-
gratulate him. Some compromise.

Even though I wasn’t wild about my dream 
event, we are still together 30 years later.

If you insist on going whole-hog, The 
Knot offers advice on saving up for the 
wedding. Start as soon as you get engaged, 
with a goal of putting aside 20 percent of 
your income. Rent movies instead of going 
to the theater. Cut back from two lattes 
a day to one. Take up running instead of 
paying for a gym. Move your money from 
a savings account to a higher-interest CD. 
The longer the engagement, the more 
ambitious the wedding possibilities. 

Alternatively, you could follow the ex-
ample of my friend L. When she was wed 
in the state of Washington, about 80 guests 
attended. She bought an embroidered 
Indian skirt and blouse, while the groom 
went with blue trousers and a blue blazer 
he’d be able to wear to work. 

The ceremony and reception took place in 
a park on Puget Sound with a spectacular 
view. Two flower girls in party dresses threw 
sweet peas (the flowers, not the vegetables) 
purchased at the farmers’ market. The two-
layer cake was made by a local bakery and 
decorated with real flowers. The couple 
cooked a few dishes for the reception, and 
the rest was potluck. “It was a beautiful wed-
ding,” said L. “And it cost us under $1000.”

 Sounds perfect to me.
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Your experts in emergency care just got faster.

When an emergency strikes, you want access to physicians 
who are board-certifi ed in emergency medicine and backed 
by a full-service hospital, but what about the wait?

Introducing the 30-Minutes-Or-Less 
E.R. Pledge

Now, when you visit the emergency room at 

HealthAlliance Hospital: Broadway Campus, 
a member of Westchester Medical Center 

Health Network, you’ll be seen by a member 

of our care team within 30 minutes.  

Read the 30-Minutes-Or-Less E.R. Pledge 
at HAHV.org/ER30

Minor emergencies.
Major attention.
Less waiting.

In the event of an emergency, call 9-1-1. HAHV.org

ADVANCING CARE. HERE.


