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Jennifer Anolik 

There are many measures of success and probably everyone in this room has a slightly 

different definition, though likely with some shared themes such as finding something 

you truly enjoy doing and are good at while achieving the proper work and life balance. 

Here’s my version of the ‘secret of success’ and the message I want to impart today- be 

an expert at something and develop a vision that you can effectively impart to others. 

Crucial to this is being bold, speaking up, taking a stand. Speaking up can be risky but I 

think is a crucial step to success in most areas. In the field of medicine and science it is 

especially critical to formulate an evidence-based opinion and effectively articulate it to 

colleagues and patients. To learn these skills, I spent over 14 years in higher education 

after college, in medical school, graduate school in biochemistry, medical residency, 

and fellowship in rheumatology and autoimmune diseases. During these years of 

training, I became an expert in my field. But equally important, I had great mentors to 

emulate- thoughtful and compassionate physicians who carefully considered the 

opinions of others and were effective team members and leaders but ultimately 

formulated their own vision. This was the type of doctor I wanted to become. Developing 

confidence and courage in my own viewpoint did not happen overnight. It took time and 

dedicated effort and in fact still does, especially given that I am by nature a quiet 

individual. Early in my training I made it a practice to always speak up and ask 

questions even if I was not totally comfortable- this builds confidence and imparts to 



others that you are engaged and thoughtful. It is not necessarily easy to do. But I think it 

is important to get out of our comfort zone- in a quote widely attributed to Eleanor 

Roosevelt - ‘do one thing every day that scares you’. This is also advice that I now 

share with students who I mentor. When my students learn to challenge and question 

me I know I am successfully training the next generation of physicians, a true measure 

of my success.  

 

Lauri Berns 

I am truly humbled by this honor and I would like to thank everyone involved.   I’d also 

like to congratulate all the other honorees. I am honored to be in the same category as 

all of these women. 

I was diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis or MS in 1979, at 22 yrs. old.  MS is an 

autoimmune disease where the body’s immune system attacks nerve coating called 

Myelin.  This damage makes it difficult or impossible for the brain to send signals 

throughout the body. The diagnosis was not a surprise to my family.  I have 4 other 

paternal relatives who also have MS. 

My father-in-law used to say “It’s easy to win when you are dealt good cards, but it’s the 

good players who can win with a crummy hand.”  I was dealt a crummy hand in life but I 

am determined to play and win.  I will not let MS win without a fight. 

I have been married almost 36 years and I’ve raised 2 beautiful, intelligent daughters. 

Sam & I have been recently blessed with our first grandchild, a girl named Brynn.  I’ve 

been asked “How did you raise two children, work full time AND be married to Sam for 

so many years all the while battling MS.   The answer is attitude and a sense of humour.  

A positive attitude and being able to laugh at the curve balls MS throws keeps me 

going.  I truly love my life.  Is it perfect?   No.  I do have those days, as I call them,” it 

sucks to be me days”.  I allow myself a little pity party and then pick up the pieces and 

move on. 



The main reason I’m able to live my life as I do is because of my family and friends. This 

support system helps me do the simple things that most people take for granted. 

Walking up and down stairs, shuffling cards, and dealing out mahj tiles.  I even have my 

own Pit crew who schlep my scooter in and out of my car and put it together.  And then 

there’s my husband Sam.  He’s my personal chef, chauffeur, coach, husband, father to 

our girls and now Gramps to Baby Brynn.  I cannot imagine what my life would be like 

without him. 

As research continues to make strides in the fight to cure MS, I have hope that there will 

be a cure found in my lifetime.    

Until then, I rely on my positive outlook and especially my support system to lead as 

normal a life as possible.  Thank you all.  I love you!  I truly love my life.  Is it perfect? 

No, but who’s is?  

 

Lynne Feldman 

I have been an artist all my life. When I was young my parents bought me a “paint by 

number” oil painting set and I was allowed to paint on the backs of the canvases.  What 

I remember most was the smell of the oils, and how I loved their buttery feel.  When I 

was about 8, I took the clothes off one of my dolls and set her up against a cloth 

backdrop and created my first nude. I decided then that I would be an artist! 

Growing up on Manhattan’s Upper West Side in a family that greatly revered the arts, I 

had access to many art schools. My first, at the age of 5, was at The Museum of 

Modern Art which had art classes for young children back in the early 1950’s.  At 12, I 

started taking classes at the Art Students League on west 57th street. I studied figure 

drawing and eventually oil painting.  I loved it there and I stayed on to study in various 

classes for the next 15 years.  I worried when I left NY to come to Rochester 37 years 

ago, that I would not be able to manage the transition from being an art student in a 

class surrounded by peers to working alone all day in a studio. There is a particular kind 



of fear when one confronts a blank canvas and I did not know for sure what I would find 

in myself when I faced that inevitable moment alone.  

“Painting is easy.  All you have to do is stare at a blank canvas until drops of blood 

appear on your forehead” 

Would this experience be terrifying or exhilarating?  I found it exhilarating.  

One part of my body of work is on Judaic themes.  I am from a family of secular 

Jews.  My grandparents were immigrants from Russia and spoke Russian not Yiddish. I 

loved being in their world, eating their foods and listening to their stories. Years later 

when I began my own family and wanted to find my own sense of Jewishness, I found 

myself searching for that something which I had found in their home.  It was also at that 

point in my life when my spirituality and my art became one and I started incorporating 

Judaic themes into my work. This here is one of my works “Woman Blowing the Shofar”. 

 

My Judaic works have appeared in newspapers, magazines and have shown in Jewish 

Museums, cultural centers and temples around the country. I was asked to illustrate a 

book on the Jewish holidays and these illustrations are now on permanent exhibition at 

our own JCC.  But now I seem to want to speak with the same soul but with different 

symbols.  In the political climate of this time I find I have a great need to paint themes 

like unity, caring, diversity, social justice, the beauty of nature and the fragility of loving. I 

am now doing a large commission for the100th anniversary of the Eastman Dental 

Center and one for the new shed of the Rochester Public Market showing many of 

those themes.  They should both be finished and on display by this summer so I invite 

you all to come and see them!  Thank you! 

 

 

 



Athene Goldstein 

I am deeply honored to be recognized for my scholarship-and appreciate the 

accolade.  However, scholarship in a vacuum is valuable only to me-it needs to be 

shared to be truly useful.  It has been my privilege to be able to share what I have been 

taught, as-well-as what I have studied, with the many students I have had over the last 

40 years. Not only Bar/Bat Mitzvah students but my friends in study groups and book 

club have enriched my intellective and emotional life.    

I “fell” into Bar Mitzvah tutoring-helping a student who was not on the same page 

as his rabbi/tutor. The perfect career choice for me-having taught 7th grade for a 

number of years. 

It is a joy to begin with a new student-nervous and convinced he will never be 

able to stand on the bimah and recite as much as a sentence-and then to hear the 

same student confidently chanting blessings.  Torah verses and Haftorah.  More than 

one student has seen me after his Bar Mitzvah and said, “It wasn’t as bad as I thought it 

would be.”  

Of course, I have had students who have become doctors, lawyers, CEO’s-but I 

also have had one Bar Mitzvah student two Bat Mitzvah students who have become 

rabbis. 

Seventh graders are on the cusp of adolescence-self-confidence is usually at a 

low ebb.  It is so important that I am able to bolster self-confidence and instill a sense of 

pride in one’s achievement at a critical moment in a student’s development.   

Teaching adults is more a collaborative effort because my class members know 

a lot.  So I am more of a facilitator than a mentor or teacher-I am primus inter pares.  

And blessed with the friendships I have made over the years. 

Recently I attended a conference at Temple B’rith Kodesh honoring the women 

rabbis who have served that congregation.  As I was leaving, one of my former students 

(who had come to see Rabbi Gutterman) came over to tell me what she was doing-and 



to remark that she remembered her Bat Mitzvah portion.  Then she gave me a hug-all 

the acknowledgement I need.   

 

Deborah Haber 

The secret to succeed? 

Be true and tell the story… 

Some of you may know me as director of Rochester Children’s Theatre, serving over half a 

million families and school children. What happened to RCT? Well, the organization actually 

still exists. It transitioned 2 years ago into DEEP Arts, focusing on developing new work for a 

broadening audience.   

And what is developing? You may have heard of my little musical called Moses Man. You see, 

I’m a second-generation Holocaust survivor, and Moses Man was based on my father, Kalman 

Haber and his journey of survival.  

For years I wanted to create a project so his story would be remembered. I’m a storyteller…my 

profession is theatre, but what direction should the story take?  My writing partner, composer 

Casey Filiaci and I decided the perfect thing was a musical! A musical during the Holocaust? 

Seriously? Not exactly song and dance…well…think about Les Miz with a little Fiddler on the 

Roof sprinkled in. And how entertaining could a historical musical really be? Well … look at 

Hamilton!  

Moses Man’s journey began with a reading at the JCC, and continued to a residency and 

performance at Indiana University, to a workshop at Geva Theatre, to be invited to the 

prestigious New York Musical Festival. We were on our way… And then in the summer of 

2015, Germany opened their borders…and everything changed.  

Our little musical about surviving, displacement, and ultimately finding home, suddenly took on 

an even more important course. We had an opportunity to not only remember and keep the 

light shining on the past, but to continue to “shine the light” on the present.  



How do we shine the light? We listened to testimony - the voice of truth. From the survivor’s 

mouth we chronicled the truth, using direct testimony and telling the story through words and 

music, Moses Man became a testament to that truth.  

My father is no longer with us, but my sister Ruthie had the foresight over thirty years ago to 

recorded my father’s testimony. His voice, his words…I listened to his truth, day after day I 

listened…I was with my father in time. I used his words…turning them into book and lyrics. 

And I’m so fortunate to have my mother, Lily Haber still here telling the stories…although now 

at 98, the memories are a bit clouded.  

My parent’s journey was hard, never knowing if they had a future. Now, there are more than 66 

million refugees, the most the world has ever known. As with the number 6 million, its hard to 

fully comprehend these numbers are individuals deserving a future, but do they have a future? 

For my parents, they did have a future…after nine years of displacement they did find home. I 

know this, I’m standing here with you today.  

So how do we succeed? Tell the story - shine the light on the past and keep it shining today. 

 

Kim Holtzman 

February 1, 2017. You have cancer.  

None of us expects to hear those words, but that day it was my turn.  

This is not the topic I expected to share with you today. Instead, I was planning on 

telling you about the inspiration I get from volunteering in our Jewish community, the joy 

I experience from helping my patients regain their health and learn how to continue their 

lives with unplanned physical challenges, the exhilaration of climbing mountains and 

biking through the finger lakes, and the pleasure from watching my children and 

grandchildren achieve their own successes.  

But my message today is of vital importance to everyone in this room, and to all your 

families and friends. 



Approximately 85% of women diagnosed with breast cancer have no relatives with the 

disease. This statistic is from the website of the Breast Cancer Coalition of Rochester. 

Overnight, I had joined that rank.  

All breast cancers are not the same. I have triple negative breast cancer. I have had 

surgery and going forward the only treatment available is chemotherapy, which I started 

on Monday. 

I am sharing these facts with you today for two reasons.  

I want to be successful in educating all women 40 and beyond to get your yearly 

mammograms. I have gone to get my yearly mammogram with one of my best friends 

for over 10 years.  She always urged me along with gentleness and the reminder that it 

is the right thing to do to keep us healthy. I know this theoretically, as I am a nurse, but 

for me, mammograms are painful and I don’t like going.  

We usually make an appointment first thing in the morning, have our screenings done, 

and then wait together for results. The whole process takes around an hour and a half 

and we get uninterrupted time to schmooze and drink a cup of coffee together. Best way 

to have a mammogram ever! 

I had my previous mammogram in January 2016. No sign of any problem. This year my 

mammogram was exactly 12 months later. If I waited even another few months, the 

cancer may have already metastasized. 

Publicly, I want to thank her for saving my life.  

My second reason for sharing this with you all tonight is if I can be of any help to anyone 

else going through a breast cancer diagnosis, please feel free to give anyone my name 

to speak with. I am happy to listen, share my story, or be supportive in any way that 

someone may need.  

I am so appreciative of all the caring and concern I have received.  



I was told by a doctor at Memorial Sloan Kettering last week that he expects me to live 

to be a great grandma. He was going to say grandma, but he found out that I already 

was a very proud Savta.  

I urge you all to make certain you have all your health screenings at the appointed 

times.  

With good health, we will all continue to be successful. 

 

Phyllis Kasdin 

“THE SECRET TO MY SUCCESS” 

What is the “The Secret to My Success?” In a nutshell, it’s love, passion and support. I 

love my Jewish culture, I love what I do, I love The Rochester Jewish Community. And, I 

have always had the love and support of my family and friends. 

 

First is my love for Judaism, Yiddishkeit and The Rochester Jewish Community. I 

attribute this to my parents who raised me to value our religion and all it encompasses. 

As an adult I became active in the Jewish Community and found that by embracing the 

people of our community I could enhance their lives. The more I immersed myself in the 

Jewish Community, the more I wanted to know about the past and how we became 

such a vibrant community. This inspired me to collect archival material to be kept at the 

JCC, which then led to my authoring the book, “The Future Begins With The Past”, A 

history of the Rochester Jewish Community. This was my way of sharing what I learned 

about our past with others. 

 

My work and friendship with Rochester’s Holocaust Survivors enriched my life and I 

think I enriched theirs by helping them create the first Yom Hashoah Remembrance in 

our community. It was my passion for the Survivor Community that I lobbied, among 

others, for a Holocaust Memorial that now stands in the atrium of the JCC. 

 



Because of my friendship with so many Survivors, I decided to join a group of Nazareth 

and Hobart and William Smith students on the MARCH FOR WITNESS AND HOPE. 

This amazing trip changed my life forever. The trip also increased my passion for 

everything related to the Holocaust. Especially now when anti-Semitism has raised its 

ugly head, I will do everything and anything to uphold the credo----NEVER AGAIN!  

 

Through my commitment to the JCC, both on the lay level and as a professional I was 

given the opportunity to meet, befriend and enhance the lives of so many people of all 

ages. 

 

My love for theatre led me to lead a drama class for senior citizens. I watched these 

women and a few men develop into actors. They reveled as I did in their success. 

These would be actors wanted more and more and that encouraged me to write plays 

for them to perform, which then evolved in to the many inter-generational plays I wrote, 

produced and directed. 

 

I love children and I love theatre, so the creation of ON STAGE, The JCC Summer 

Performing Arts Camp was a natural outcome of my passion. I loved every minute of the 

20 years ON STAGE existed. I truly loved and still love all the children that went through 

the program. Eventually, any kid that performed in any of my plays became a “PHYLLIS’ 

KID”. I venture to say I have over 1000 “Phyllis’ Kids” roaming the earth and I revel in 

their successes and the lives they have made for themselves. I know that my love and 

passion for these kids has enhanced their lives, but not as much as they have 

sweetened mine. 

 

I was only able to accomplish what I did because I had the support of my loving family. 

 

As I look back over the years, I know that I wouldn’t change a thing, or I have been truly 

blessed by my family and all the remarkable people I have come to know. My friend, 

Burt, jokes all the time that we can’t go anywhere without me bumping into someone I 

know. 



 

I thank all those who gave me the opportunity to thrive in this incredibly vibrant 

Rochester Jewish Community. I have received more from all of you than I could  

ever give in return. You have given me a life well lived and I thank you from the bottom 

of my heart. 

 

Emily Krohn 

Hi Everyone, 

Good Evening!  

You know … when I was invited to be a part of this special event and share my formula 

for success … I thought … Do some people really think I’m successful?  Because I sure 

didn’t. 

Then I thought about the Woody Allen quote … to paraphrase … I’m not sure I should 

be involved in any event that would want to hear what I have to say. 

Nevertheless, thank you and Kol Hakavod to the 12 inspiring women who I am honored 

to stand alongside.  

As I think about success, I think about some of the people I know well from my clinical 

practice in which success is sometimes measured by small victories.  For some, just 

getting up in the morning may be succeeding.  Even leaving the house may be a 

successful day for others.  Such steps are no less momentous for them than closing a 

major business deal is for others.  One can’t accomplish the latter without the former. 

Those are the FIRST steps. 

That’s what it was like for me growing up … where sometimes success was just 

starting, let alone finishing, even a minor task.  And life for me then seemed like it was 

happening to someone else, not to me. This is a short verse I wrote that I hope gives 

you a glimpse into what it took for me to come into my own.  



A little girl from Brooklyn 

a peanut you might say  

so very shy and quiet 

lacking confidence in every way 

Hiding from life’s challenges  

as the days and months unfurled 

Nothing could she offer  

in a harsh and scary world 

Dancing alone in her room at night 

Fearful to be seen 

Singled out or criticized 

Told of something mean 

Yet like that baby bird  

That cracks open its own shell 

To see the light 

And feel warm sun 

To sing as if to tell, 

Though I am small  

I have a voice 

A right to be heard 

To fly 

To soar  

Sometimes to fall 

Is not at all absurd. 

A fledgling nurtured by family 

Encouraged to take flight  

Supportive mentors  

Loyal friends  

Cry out 

Dance into the light 

Imagine what your life can be  



Oh little Brooklyn girl 

Awaken and prepare yourself 

Declare unto the world 

I may fall  

I may stumble 

Not always see the way 

But with God’s blessings  

And embrace 

I bounce right back and say 

I’ll try again  

For I won’t crumble 

And dance in the light of day. 

  

My formula for success is the sum of two nurturing parents who came all the way from 

Brooklyn to be with me tonight.  Plus one loving husband.  Times two extraordinary 

children.  Plus the sum of dozens of friends, many of whom I see here… my Jewish 

Women’s Renaissance Project Israeli sisters… Times three best friends.  Squared.  Add 

two supportive mentors.  Multiply that by effort.  Times tenacity.  Plus resiliency.  

Subtract oversleeping and running late a few times a month just to keep me honest.  

Add some visual imagery of my goals.  Divide it all by one healthy dose of self-doubt 

and add one deep breath. 

 

And there you have it.  That is my secret for success.  Thank you for letting me share. 

 

Lea Malek 

What can I add to this discussion? What did I do to deserve to be included?  The only 

thing comes to my mind is that I SURVIVED. But really it was mostly luck; I was in the 

right place in the right time. It was out of my control.  I would like to share some of the 

wisdom from my grandmother, taught to me as a young teen on summer nights sitting 



outside on her stoop when I spent summer vacation with her.  

She taught me important lessons and a way to look at the world and live life!  It helped 

me then and is still helping me! 

 She taught that: 

• LIFE IS LIKE CARDS - WHAT YOU ARE DEALT IS A CHANCE, BUT HOW 

YOU PLAY THEM IS A CHOICE; OR AT LEAST HOW TO REACT TO IT. 

• LIFE DOES NOT OWE YOU ANYTHING!  NEVER COMPLAIN AND BE HAPPY 

WITH THE OPPORTUNITIES THAT ARE GIVEN TO YOU! 

• YOU HAVE TO HAVE ADAPTABILITY TO SURVIVE ANY SITUATION AND 

JUST KEEP GOING. 

• YOU CAN AND WILL BE ABLE TO TRANSCEND YOUR CIRCUMSTANCES 

AND OVERCOME OBSTICLES WITH THE POWER OF POSITIVITY. 

• DON’T FORGET IF YOU HAVE A WHY, YOU WILL FIND THE HOW! 

• TO SURVIVE IT IS ABSOLUTELY NECESSARY; NEVER GIVE UP! 

 

Of course through my life many times it was easier to say it than do it, but it was always 

in my mind and I heard her saying:  YOU NEED TO DO IT! 

BUT I CONSIDER MY GREATEST ACHIVEMENT TO BE - MY 3 CHILDREN AND 9 

GRANDCHILDREN!  THAT IS MY REVENGE FOR HITLER! 

I JUST HOPE AND PRAY THAT THEY AND THEIR DESCENDANTS WILL 

CONTINIUE BE PROUD JEWS AND LIVE AS JEWS, OTHERWISE MY SURVIVAL 

WAS A WASTE! 

IN CONCLUSION, I CAN TELL YOU, I LIVED AND TRAVELLED IN DIFFERENT 

COUNTRIES UNDER DIFFERENT REGIMES.  OUTSIDE OF ISRAEL, AMERICA IS 

THE BEST COUNTRY IN THE WORLD TO LIVE IN! ESPECIALLY AS A JEW! 

 

 



Karen Morris 

I am thrilled to be considered a successful woman.  As I look back at my career – which 

remains very much in progress – I believe I have benefited from being a little bit outside 

the box. The goal is endearingly unconventional, not majorly so. My added ingredient 

for success then is to cultivate and embrace unique circumstances about yourself.   

On my path, being different was not so much a planned route, but a consequence of 

being me.  Two early events drove home for me the value of leveraging inimitable traits.  

First, when I graduated from law school, a momentous day in my life, I realized that I 

and all of my classmates, had the exact same degree and were vying for the same jobs.  

So too were all the graduates of other nearby law schools.  If we had something or 

some reason to distinguish ourselves – perhaps an MBA, or singing in a band, or show 

French bulldogs (frenchies) at dog shows, or blackbelt in karate - it benefitted greatly 

our marketability.  

 As someone who went to law school directly from college, and whose studies 

monopolized my life, I quickly appreciated my deficiency in this regard.  For a moment I 

considered my attendance at the original Woodstock festival as something that 

differentiated me, but decided this was a poor choice of background experiences to 

highlight.   

Second, I remember the law school placement counselor telling us to include on our 

resume those extracurricular activities that made us stand out.   She had two reasons 

for this recommendation: 1) unique characteristics can provide important fodder for 

conversation at otherwise sometimes awkward interviews, and 2) talents or know-how 

could be the critical fact leading to a job.  Her example: if partners at a firm needed a 

fourth for bridge games during lunch, and you were a bridge player, that could get you 

the interview and maybe more. 

So I have been watchful for opportunities to differentiate myself from others, and have 

leveraged those for advancement, most recently for me – becoming a magician.  Each 

widens my circle of friends and colleagues, enables easy interaction with others, and in 

the process opens more doors.   



Let me demonstrate with a trick. [I start with an empty box, add all the tips for success 

from tonight and a little magic, and I then produce from the box keys to a new office and 

business cards.  Comment on business cards being an opportunity to be distinctive And 

we’ll have easy conversation later about things magic). 

 

Stacey Trien 

A few years ago, I was living in S. Florida, and I went to see an acupuncturist who 

specialized in Chinese medicine.  She checked my pulse, made me stick out my 

tongue, and she said wow – you are “stuck” – which was my Chinese medicine 

diagnosis.  And she was right – that was exactly how I was feeling at the time.   

My husband Joe and I were stuck in our house in FL because of the housing crash, I 

was ready to advance my career to the next level but was stuck working in Miami, a 

difficult city to live and work in, and Joe and I longed to move back to my hometown 

Rochester.  I was practicing law as a trial attorney and business litigator in Miami, and 

the thought of moving and finding a new job across the country seemed nearly 

impossible. 

Rather than look at the entirety of everything that we needed to do, I did everything in 

small steps.   

I had to get admitted to the NY Bar.  This involved a lengthy and tedious background 

application, which I worked on one question and one page at a time.  

I had to find a job in another state across the country (while still working full time in 

Florida).  I became what I like to call a professional stalker.  I joined the Rochester area 

legal associations so that I would receive invitations to educational and networking 

events in my field.  When lawyers I wanted to meet were chairing seminars or attending 

events, I scheduled trips to come up to visit my parents, I went to those events, and I 

introduced myself to key people.   



I also leaned-in to the Jewish and Brighton communities.  I contacted every lawyer in 

town who I had any connection with whatsoever and I set up phone calls, lunches, and 

coffee meetings.  While those contacts did not directly hire me – reaching out was key – 

and my brother’s best friend’s father knew one of the partners at my current firm and 

gave me a great referral, which went a long way. 

After I moved to ROC, my goal was to quickly become a leader in the community.  I did 

this by – once again – reaching out to people involved in groups that I was interested in, 

meeting for lunches and drinks after work, and letting people know that I’m here and I’m 

interested in helping.  That led to being asked to join several committees, and my work 

for those committees led to me being asked to sit on several non-profit boards. 

The message that you should take from my story is that you can achieve your goals if 

you break down the tasks to get there into small steps, and get your name out there - 

reach out and let other people know what you are trying to achieve. 

 

Geulah Von Perlstein 

My secret to success, isn’t much of a secret – it is a truth about my life:  I am a sabra, a 

native born Israeli that witnessed Israel becoming a state.  My childhood in Jerusalem 

was not easy, my family did not have much, but it was filled with great lessons, caring 

and with love.  After my service in the army, I became a teacher and then later met my 

husband, David, in Israel.  David was a Holocaust survivor.  He remembered the feeling 

of always being hungry and the pain from watching those dying around him due to 

starvation.  He never wanted to be hungry again, nor did he want anyone else to 

be.  So, of course, he became a chef.  

We travelled to the United States, landed in Brooklyn and then shortly after on to 

Rochester.  I didn’t know that this is where we would make our life and raise our 

family.  I also didn’t know that I would become a chef; this was David’s passion, I was 

happy being a teacher.  When he was diagnosed with cancer, my work as a teacher 

changed.  Instead of teaching Hebrew to students at the temples, I taught myself 



recipes – both ones that my husband used and my own.  After having one failed 

business, we had just begun to succeed at the Café International, when he became ill 

and soon after died. I was left trying to provide for my three children, run a restaurant, 

pay hospital bills and keep our home.  This was the hardest time of my life, but of 

course, because of my children, I did what I had to do to take care of them.  And they 

were amazing, patient understanding while I worked and also worked hard.  I feel that 

my husband would be proud of how far I have come. 

I would like to thank all of my customers, we were blessed by their help and they 

have become our friends.  Our community took care of us and I will always be grateful.  

I loved my time at Geulah’s at the JCC.  With veggie burgers, challah, kugel, soup, 

sesame cookies, brownies and hot sauce, I was able to share my love with community, 

my customers, my friends.  Through my life I learned that we all fall down, and as 

members of the community, we are each charged with the job of helping people get 

back up.  

I am honored to be on stage tonight with these amazing women.  Thank you all for the 

help that you give to others and thank you for letting me give back. I would like to thank 

all of my customers and the Jewish community for their support over the past years.  

My children and grandchildren are the light of my life.  

     I love you all ~ thank you 

 

Lisa Waltzer 

Hi, I’m Lisa and I work at United Way of Greater Rochester as Assistant to the 

President. I currently sit on the board of National Council of Jewish Women, Greater 

Rochester section and the Jewish Federation’s Community Relations Committee. Both 

groups have given me the opportunity to learn about some of the wonderful work 

happening here locally and it’s such a privilege for me to be involved with both, but 

today I wanted to tell you about what I truly love to do. 



I recently heard someone say, “There’s a distinction between one’s job and one’s work,” 

and while I love my job, I’m so happy to say that I have found my “work”. In August of 

2015, my roommate and I became cat fosters through Rochester Animal Services. In 

the last year and a half or so, we have fostered 18 cats, all of whom have been 

successfully rehomed. Sixteen were adopted into amazing families and one is living the 

dream in a heated barn, working as pest control for some local farmers.  

There’s a couple reasons why a cat might end up in foster care – maybe they’re 

stressed out in the shelter and lashing out, maybe they’re scared to the point of shutting 

down, or maybe they came in as a litter of kittens that are too small to be adopted and 

need a calm, safe place to grow and explore. Whatever the reason, something 

remarkable happens when we bring them into our home. Each time we do, we get to 

witness the incredible transformation that these stressed, scared, sweet, funny 

creatures go through, and I’m so thankful to get to witness their strength. 

Most people I talk to say that they could never give up a foster animal to a new home, 

but let me tell you, the moment when you see your foster cat confidently meet their new 

owner makes it all worth it. For me, the hardest part is starting all over again with the 

next cat, trying to be patient while waiting for them to come out from under the couch 

and discover that the world isn’t all that scary and that there are people rooting for them. 

Through all the accidental scratches, the chewed-through surround sound cords, and 

the dreaded words: “this cat needs eye drops four times a day for a week,” I have 

learned so much about myself and truly think I have grown to be more deliberate, 

patient, and compassionate in my daily life. I can think of no better way to spend my 

time than by taking care of an animal, and there is no sound like the one of four six-

week old kittens scampering on hardwood floors, clamoring to greet you when you get 

home.  

I am so honored to be included in tonight’s event and to sit among these truly 

remarkable women. I consider myself so lucky to be a part of this community. Thank 

you. 


