











for me: to help her grow, to be confident and strong, to make her
understand the really super bad stuff and how to be resilient to even the
“little” hurts and the roller coaster of life.

Super Saturday — the annual charity designer shopping event in the
Hamptons — is for me one of those events I put on my calendar every
summer and for some reason never make it. I am either too tired or it’s just
too hot or I just have other plans; or I just, well, don't feel like going when
it actually arrives because I am super tired! Last Saturday, I woke up and
felt T absolutely had to go the gym because it had been too many days. I
also knew I had to go food shopping unless we were going to exist on
Baked Lays Potato chips and ketchup. So I made a choice. I was going to do
errands; there were limited hours in a day and evening plans looming (which
in the Hamptons seem to start earlier and earlier these days).

I also wondered about a “close” friend; let’s call her Lisa who told me during
the week that she was not going to Super Saturday (“it wasn't so great last
year,” she had said when I thought perhaps we would go together). Without
thinking I had called her to say hi at about noon on Saturday. “I can't talk,”
she explained. I could barely hear her. “I am standing in the V.I.P. line at
Super Saturday and it is crazy here.” Call me sensitive, but I was a little
offended. Did she change her mind and just decide to go that morning? Did
she simply not want to go with me and not even realized I had asked? The
reality is she likely just woke up and decided to go without remembering our
conversation since it was fairly informal. Or did she? I usually don't even
think about this kind of thing but there have been numerous times lately
that I realized I was spending time on the wrong people. I should be
spending time on my super heroes! I found it quite annoying since perhaps
if she had said she was going I would have mentally planned on attending
since the company of a friend is always added incentive. I knew I was not
going to lose sleep over this one but I certainly was “insulted” and peeved.
Super friend? I don't think so. Was it enough to even confront her about?
Not really. In reality, there were many great memories between us.

But it did make me question the people in my life and craziness of my world:
Who are true friends? Who are your super friends? And who are the super
heroes in our lives? Are we all just too super busy to be super good friends



anymore? Are we not extending simple etiquette to the people we love the
most?

Despite one’s confidence, age and the resilience that comes with being older
and wiser, there are still the little “hurts”; when they build up and you are
feeling out of sorts, it is time to reevaluate things. When is it time to donate
some time or energy to contribute to the fight against the really bad guys?
Whether it is writing your congressman, marching for a cause or just simply
donating more time or money to play our part in trying to eradicate the
really bad guys, change unfair laws or make changes around us? When is it
time to “clean house” and purge your life or those people who, you come to
realize, only reach out when there is something in it for them or somewhere
along the way, forgot the simple things that makes a relationship just keep
ticking. You just need that phone call once in a while that is spontaneous
and thoughtful. Those are really the best. Now it is more about 100 e-mails
to orchestrate bigger plans. I miss the simpler calls, “Hey, I changed my
mind. I am going to Super Saturday. Want to come?”

That stupid but quick call and I would have probably skipped the gym and
lived on the baked Chips another day. Or, would I have decided to hang
with my family and skip the super designer duds?

I thought to myself, “Shit, am I guilty of this stuff too?” Probably. Maybe we
are all just too busy and connecting via Blackberry and the internet? Maybe
we just don't truly, truly recognize the real super heroes in our lives; maybe
we just have to stop trying to be everywhere and do everything. Our family,
our spouse or significant other and certainly our kids make us realize what is
truly important and remind us about super heroes and who the really bad
guys are. And, of course, making an effort with really great friends that have
proven themselves over time. They are so important. They are the ones who
think to call you spontaneously or just to make sure you are okay.

Later that weekend I heard from a number of people that Super Saturday
was just okay. “It was really hot there and there were what seemed like
thousands of people waiting on line and doing the shopping thing,” I was
informed. Of course, it was for a good cause and part of the summer
tradition out here. But, in the end, I was with my super heroes — instead of
shopping with a frequently self-absorbed friend — and that is what matters.



So write your Congressman, march in a protest, eradicate the bad guys.
And, most of all, take a step back and think about who really matters in your
life. I think you get that this is not a column intended to bash Super
Saturday; it's a great event for a good cause. This is about reevaluating,
reassessing and being present wherever you are. I was eating a great lunch
(with baked chips!) in the backyard with my family. I hope my friend missed
out on that Donna Karen suit by a split second! Ouch, was that me who said
that? Most of all, I hope my daughter doesn't learn too quickly about the
really bad guys. I also hope she learns who to spend time and energy on.
And lastly, a little part of me, hope she learns to snag that great designer
suit for a good cause on a hot sunny afternoon in the Hamptons! All three
life lessons are what it is really about.

Have a super day!

Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is
a freelance writer living in New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6
year-old daughter, Alison. She continues to work as a public relations &
marketing consultant and is currently working on a non-fiction book. Her work
has appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on the East End.
She can be reached atkaren@thehamptons.com
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karen amster-young :: The Beach Chair Chronicles

. weekly observations & discoveries from manhattan to the east
end...

Inspiration comes in many forms. As the summer winds down, I am looking
at a beautiful sunrise and contemplating fall and all that comes with it. What
makes people take on new projects, challenges and move forward in their
lives — whether personally or professionally? What motivates someone to
lose weight, end a bad relationship, start that novel, learn a new hobby, or
reach out to an old friend? Around this time of year — perhaps even more
than New Year’s — we all have “our lists” — a list of things we want to
accomplish as we “head back to school” (not to mention the things we have
to do). In fact, there is a growing movement, particularly among people in
“mid-life” to compile what they are now calling Life Lists — a list of things,
from simple to perhaps more daunting, that one wants to accomplish over a
period of time. The New York Times wrote an entire feature article about it
last week. According to the article, it could and should include anything and
everything you want to do this year, next year, before you leave this earth —
from eating a new vegetable to traveling to Africa. I like this new trend. I
like the tangible, measurable, simplicity of it. It really works for someone like
me who likes to cross things off a list (you know, the omnipresent To-Do
list) in order to feel a sense of accomplishment; it took me thousands of
dollars to realize that getting things done is better than weekly visits to a
therapist to talk about what we should be doing. The Life List concept
appeals to me - especially since it goes beyond things like “pick up dry
cleaning”. I already started compiling my Life List for the fall. Will I be able
to cross some things off the list by January? By next summer? Even before



the birth of this trend, I think everyone shares a desire to accomplish
something each day. Even a seemingly simple, small accomplishment makes
one feel more productive (Okay, even picking up the dry cleaning!). Our
lives are measured in steps — both small and large. In fact, perhaps we don't
even realize how doing something each day — whatever it is — is all part of
living our lives fully and leaving a legacy of some kind. But lists are not what
it is all about either is it? Too many lists and we get bogged down and don't
actually create. Perhaps there is a happy medium? Maybe it is a combination
of lists, including both seemingly small goals and large and actually crossing
some off! But I am more adamant now than ever that it is also about living
life and just doing. Let me go back to inspiration for a moment.

During the last week or so I was really touched and motivated by two
projects that I heard about. Both were “brought” to me by good friends.
One was a fulfillment of a promise made by my dear friend Linda to her first
husband, Jamie Livingston, who sadly passed away at the age of 41 from
melanoma. For 18 years before his untimely passing, he took a Polaroid
photograph of anything that moved him, including up to the day he died.
There were no “do-over’s” — whatever image was captured was meticulously
documented and stored. “The Photo of The Day was his ritual. He collected
unusual places, strange angles, curious things, loyal subjects, beautiful times
of day. “Photo of the Day is a work of light, color, laughter, pain, travel,
beauty, Won Ton soup, afternoons, coffee, hanging out, love, life in its
entirety. It's the masterpiece we all create. It's just that Jamie thought to
take its picture,” explained Linda. I have not stopped thinking about this
project since she told me about it. I am sure Jamie did not think about the
photos he was taking for 18 years as part of his legacy or crossed off “take
picture” from his list of things to do for the day (or for 18 years for that
matter). He just did it. Linda is now just two months away from having his
six thousand, six hundred and ninety seven photographs displayed at this
alma mater, Bard College. Jamie passed away 10 years ago. Did Linda have
this goal — to bring the exhibit to fruition — on a Life List? I doubt it. She
had it in her heart (and perhaps the steps written down to make it happen
got her to this point today). Something to think about. I am truly impressed
and touched by this story and her determination to get it done. The exhibit



opens on October 12th. I wish I knew Jamie Livingston.

My college friend Jodi just e-mailed me about a good friend of hers, Pamela
French. Pamela’s son is best friends with Jodi’s son. They are both entering
2nd grade. She just finished her first feature-length documentary scheduled
to be aired on TLC Monday, September 10th. The film is entitled, Getting
In...Kindergarten. According to Jodi, Pamela filmed three families over the
course of a year — through the entire, crazy New York City admissions
process — capturing all the trials and tribulations of the families and what
they went through to get junior into the school of their choice. I thought
about this project and how great it was that someone was bringing this
story to life in full-length feature film as opposed to the occasional news
specials that have touched upon this daunting process. This film needed to
be made. What motivated Pamela to start this documentary and finish it?
How did it get on her to-do list, her Life List or any list? Did she cross-off
much else when she was getting this done? Probably not. The big projects
we take on often means that everything else is put on hold; every choice we
make means something else is not getting done. But look at the potential
reward. I went through the ridiculous school admissions process myself. I
certainly thought about writing about it. I didn’t. Other things for me came
first. Why? Not sure. We all make these choices. Steve Nelson, the principal
of Calhoun School is quoted in the film write-up and says, " If people around
the country watched this program, they will have just one more reason to
believe that everyone in New York City has lost their minds!” Of course
Steve is referring to the ludicrous nature of the admissions process but I
think, in New York City, there truly is the potential to lose one’s mind. I
almost did during the school admissions process a couple of years ago.
Maybe that is why we need To-do Lists, Life Lists and more important, just
some rituals like Photo of the Day. All working together we can truly take
steps of all kinds to get things done and perhaps even leave a lasting legacy
of some sort. Just don't forget to pick up the dry cleaning. Most of all, don't
forget to be inspired — by a sunrise or just a simple image.

Till next time...




Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is
a freelance writer living in New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6
year-old daughter, Alison. She continues to work as a public relations &
marketing consultant and is currently working on a non-fiction book. Her work
has appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on the East End.
She can be reached atkaren@thehamptons.com
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Desperately Seeking Culture...In Manhattan!
By Karen Amster-Young

I have a date next week. It is in my calendar in big, bold, permanent letters. 1
will not postpone this date regardless of what comes up; I know what I want to
wear and I may even get my hair blown-out for the occasion. It has been a long
time since I have done this. In fact, it feels strange. I refuse to cancel it. For my
sanity and survival I must go on this date; I wantto go on this date. If I do not
go, I may as well move to the ‘burbs, continue with my endless errands and
other day-to-day activities and just drive a nice, comfortable car around instead
of taking mass transit and cabs everywhere to get things done and go anywhere.
I am sure you will agree that before most “good” dates there is a feeling of giddy
anticipation (well, at least until about age 28); however, once you get older you
learn to manage expectations. So I am not unrealistically excited about this
engagement. I simply am looking forward to it; however, just keeping this date
is the challenge; no matter what happens I am making a promise to myself not
to get distracted and pulled in another direction. I have a date with culture.

Possible interruptions to actually leaving the apartment for this date include but
are not limited to:

e The electrician, plumber, contractor stopping by to finish off any aspect of
my recently “completed” renovation. “Oh, Mrs. Young, can you just show
me where the (insert anything you can think of) is?” “Oh, Mrs. Young, this
is why the (insert anything) does not work yet.”

e Talking on my cell phone incessantly to get things done or simply to
catch-up with someone who does not stop talking. If they want to talk
they can come with me on my date;

e My Mom calling to tell me that I really need to calm down and that “there
are so many wonderful things to do in the city.”

e Googling, e-mailing, staring at my to-do list or making a to-do list;

e Cleaning, food shopping and chatting with the deli man again

e Fantasizing about taking a nap or actually taking one while my daughter is
in school;

« Drinking my 5™ decaf for the day as I read about all the wonderful things
there are to do in New York City.

Next Friday, on November 16%, I am going to actually experience one of the
many exhibits only blocks away from where I drop my 1% grader off each and
every day.

Currently at the Whitney Museum is a Karen Walker exhibit featuring the artist’s
work from the last decade. Her theme is about race. 7he New York Times calls
her work magnetic. Walker’s work is about race and the how she expresses the
chaos of contradictory ideas and emotions. And there is a long-running




exhibition on the fifth floor entitled Modernisms that features the work of great
artists from the first half of the 20" century, including Georgia O'’Keefe, George
Bellows, Thomas Hart Benton, Paul Cadmus, Charles Sheeler, and John Sloan,
among others.

If I have time I may enter the Metropolitan Museum of Art because I have
literally stood behind it every Thursday afternoon watching my kid play soccer. I
have seen it from every angle since her first game but have yet to go in this
season. So my date will continue there where I will see any one of the great
current critically praised exhibitions such as 7apestry in the Baroque: Threads of
Splendor, Eternal Ancestors: The Art of the Central African Reliquary, The Age of
Rembrandt, and Abstract Expressionism and Other Modern Works.

Look, this is just a first date. If it goes well and I don't go into shock from
actually doing something cultural, I will make another date. It could be a great
comedy show (Mario Cantone is performing next week; yes, Charlotte’s
hysterically funny friend from from Sex and the City!). Carolines Comedy Club
has a great line-up for November and December. If I make it to the third date I
may just sneak into the Angelika Theater downtown one day after a great
espresso (decaf!) or glass of chardonnay. I used to go there. It is a great
theater with great independent films. You won't find Seinfeld’s new Bee Movie
playing there (not that there’s anything wrong with that movie!).

I think if T make it to the third date I just may get in a routine with culture. The
kind of routine you settle into in a real relationship. It won't take a lot of effort
anymore; it will just become part of the natural rhythm of my week and my life. I
won't have to make a date with Culture anymore because we will be in a
relationship. Of course, once the relationship goes on for a while, I will have to
make a date with C again; you know the drill: once you are actually in a
relationship you have to go back to making dates after a year or two; its
inevitable: you start taking each other for granted and get caught up with the
contractor, errands and drinking decaf at Starbucks all over again. It takes work
to stay in a relationship once you are successfully in one. But hey, that's another
column.

See you at the Met.

Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is a freelance
writer living in New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6 year-old daughter, Alison.
She continues to work as a public relations & marketing consultant and is currently working on a
non-fiction book. Her work has appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on
the East End. She can be reached at Karen@thehamptons.com




Six Friends and a Funeral
By Karen Amster-Young

"When you are single girls sitting around a coffee shop, you have the
luxury of time, and when you’re a little bit more grown up, it’s a luxury

just to talk.”
New York Times, November 25, 2007 (from an article about Sex and the City — the movie)

A week or so ago a wonderful man passed away. My dear friend’s father died
after a short but painful battle with cancer. Unfortunately I did not meet him
more than a handful of times, but I felt like I had. I felt his energy because I
know his daughter so well. During the last twenty years, I have been a part of a
group of six women who met in college and continue to share our lives. Despite
busy schedules and the challenges we face each day, we manage somehow to
talk about our families, our frustrations, our issues and our dreams. Sometimes
we just get on each other’s nerves. Most of the time the in-person stuff occurs
only about once a month — sometimes it takes even longer to get us all together;
but we all know we are there for each other and are just a phone call or an e-
mail away. We share recipes, advice, doctors, jokes and laughs. There have
been weddings, a divorce and dates; some of us have had children; some
haven't. A few have important, successful careers and continue to thrive in the
workforce despite exhausting schedules and tough choices. A few of us live in
Manhattan and a few are in the ‘burbs. There have been vacations, a college
reunion, fights, tears, thousands of e-mails, dinners and drinks. And, of course,
a lot of laughs in order to get through the day, the month and the years.

I cried when I heard my friend give a moving, heartfelt eulogy to her Dad. I
cried because I hated seeing a good friend in so much pain. I cried for the loss
of my own father. I cried because I wish I knew this wonderful man, her Dad,
better. Images of him at her 40" birthday a few years ago flashed through my
mind. I know she has many, many memories of him that will help her get
through the coming months and years but as I unfortunately know, the void
never really goes away.

On the last day of the Shiva period, she sent an e-mail to all of us entitled, "My
Mom is Killing Me”. She was going crazy at home. She needed some space. Days
of mourning in your childhood home can transform even a model daughter into a
monster. She was also heartbroken and trying to figure out how to ease her
Mother’s pain. How do you comfort someone who just lost the love of their life?
From what I have been told, they had a fifty-year love affair. The e-mail advice
from the five us started flying in cyberspace immediately. I stopped and
thought how amazing it was to have this instant support network right there.
Perhaps true therapy is overrated? Why do we need to go spend $200-plus an




hour for advice from a stranger when some of the people who know you the best
can dispense words of wisdom with the click of the mouse?

The funeral and the long gray days of December made me step back and think
about friendship. I get frustrated when I get bogged down in day-to-day minutia
and do not spend the quality, in-person time with some of the most important
people in my life — especially family. Then there are old friends. It makes you
think about the passing of time. Do I really know these girls twenty years? We
used to share college dorm rooms and cheap beer. How has our friendships
survived through all of life’s up’s and down’s and the passing of time? Perhaps
there is more phone and e-mail now rather than the luxury and pleasure of
actual in-person, quality time. But there is always that connection; and when we
really need each other the Blackberry and cell phone get tossed aside if at all
possible.

Carrie, Miranda, Samantha and Charlotte may have been younger when the
series was on the air. I know, I know -- it's a T.V. show. But their fictitious,
leisurely lunches were an accurate reflection of a less complicated time of life
even if they did not realize it. After a certain age, is seems to get harder to find
that time to get together and just shoot the breeze, bitch, and laugh.

I know my friend’s father had a great life. I had heard the stories over the years
but my friend and her brothers captured his essence eloquently and movingly at
his funeral. I learned that he loved fixing things and doing things for people; I
learned that he had lunch with his daughter (my friend) almost every day when
she was in Law School (I did not know that); I learned, not surprisingly, that his
smile lit up the room when he saw his children and grandchildren. I learned
about how he watched the kids when they were young so his wife could go back
to school at night. I heard about his love of a good debate and the Civil War. 1
heard about car trips with the family and his overall love of life. I heard about
his love of teaching.

That day, the day of his funeral, he gave another lesson without even knowing
it: he reminded me — and all of us I think -- about the importance of making
time with friends and family. It really shouldn’t be a luxury. It is a necessity.
Because (and we've heard variations of this same idea before) what everyone
remembers about you isn't really how great you juggled errands on a daily basis
or how dexterous you are with your Blackberry. It's the memories you create and
the mark you leave with your time. And, of course, never underestimate the
importance of instant advice dispensed via the internet with the click of a mouse!

Just remember to reach out anyway you can.

Thank you Julian.
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Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is a freelance writer living in
New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6 year-old daughter, Alison. She continues to work as
a public relations & marketing consultant and is currently working on a non-fiction book. Her work has
appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on the East End. She can be reached at
Karen@thehamptons.com
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karen amster-young :: The Beach Chair Chronicles

..weekly observations & discoveries from manhattan to the east
end...

As I look around my home office and stare at my never-ending to-do list I can’t help
thinking about a dear friend of mine who is going through a heart-wrenching time
trying to successfully complete an adoption of a beautiful little Vietnamese girl who
already considers my friend her mother.

| am staring at the Bloomies bag on my floor; it has been sitting here for a month,
waiting for me to haul my ass to 60th Street to return some semi-horrific dresses that |
bought in a state of panic before a recent family wedding in Pittsburgh (don’'t get me
started — that's another column). Meanwhile, | can’t stop thinking about this great
friend who has already been back and forth to Vietham two or three times this year as |
try to find the time to get to do my errands. Nothing would or could stop her on her
guest to adopt this little girl from Vietnam. Her situation is on my mind; it is making me
think. It is making me extraordinarily pensive and mad.

I came home last Sunday relaxed from a weekend in the Hamptons and was jarred

back to reality as | tried to cross town to drop my daughter at summer camp. | watched,
incredulously as traffic cops ignored double-parked trucks of questionable origin block
side streets for countless minutes while they aggressively ticket SUV’s dropping little
ones at summer programs and camps in front of various upper east and west side
schools. What is wrong with our government and law enforcement on a local, state and
national level? Sirens, traffic and clogged streets made my serene state from the
weekend quickly fade.

It started for me with the recount in the now infamous 2000 Presidential election. Then
of course life-altering 9/11 and too many unanswered questions; then the “bad”
information that led to the Irag War. | thought about our government again during the
ridiculous primary season that just concluded a few weeks ago. Count a vote as half a



vote? Give me a break. Ticket an innocuous SUV not blocking any traffic for a few
moments to drop off a kid at school or camp while ignoring the huge, unmarked trucks
that languish forever and block entire city streets day after day? The energy our
government and law enforcement officials spend on the wrong things is beginning to
leave me speechless and disillusioned. Which brings me back to my friend.

| can't detail the specifics of her political and bureaucratic nightmare because she is
about to embark on a legal battle to ensure this little girl eventually comes to the United
States. | do not want to write anything that could even remotely be found by
aggressive googling and would in any way, shape or form impact anything. But | will
share with you that | have been flabbergasted by the situation: why is it so difficult for
wonderful families to complete an adoption in Vietnam despite lip service to the
contrary by President Bush and Prime Minister Nguyen Tan Dung?

The beautiful little girl my friend is trying to bring home is 5 1/2 years-old. She has
never known her true birth mother and her father voluntarily gave her up for adoption
because he lives in unimaginable poverty and can’t care for her. This is not a little
infant but a little girl who already knows my friend who has visited with her and talks to
her weekly on the phone with a translator. This is a little girl who would likely languish
in an orphanage (especially because of her age) and is now receiving new clothes and
toys weekly via a care package that my friend sends religiously. Two brothers are also
waiting for this little girl here in NYC. Her room is ready — filled with new furniture that
likely costs more money than she would see in her entire lifetime should she have to
stay in Vietnam. But all of these comforts are not what is making the light shine in this
little girl's eyes for the first time (I've seen her photos). It’s the love and connection she
feels with my friend; a growing trust and love that she has never experienced in her
lifetime.

And governmental bureaucracy is standing in the way.

I know my friend has the fight of her life ahead of her. She is determined. She and her
husband have already written countless letters to politicians and others. They've
researched and researched and researched. They've traveled. They've cried. They have
gone to Washington D.C. to hire the best lawyers they could find. I know they won't
stop until they bring her home.

I am feeling my friend’s sadness over this situation. I am feeling frustrated. The big
truck blocking the side streets is symbolic of the frustrating and unnecessary hurdle she
faces in this fight for her little girl. The local authorities doing zilcho about daily unfair
crap in NYC is representative of the wasted time and energy spent on blocking an
adoption of a girl from Vietnam for the wrong reasons. Are my friends being used as a
political example? Is her case being used as a data point to support policy change? Is
our government full of shit sometimes? Yes, absolutely. And too often it's the good guys
that have to fight the fight.



| can’t wait to meet this little girl from Vietnam. She has no idea what is going on and
how lucky she is to have a family like this fighting for her to come here to be a part of a
loving home. But the look in her eyes is unmistakably one of a little girl already coming
to life. I know she will be here one day. And | know one day my friend will tell her the
remarkable story about her life and her eventual journey to America. | know when she
is old enough to understand, Jodi will tell her how she fought with everything she had
to be her mother. | just hope this little girl only experiences the best of what America
has to offer. It's a great country; the opportunities here for her far surpass any she
would have living in an orphanage in Vietham her whole life. Hopefully, once here, she
won't face any hurdles that are unfair, unjust and ridiculous. Unfortunately, she
probably will. But it's still better here. She’s going to love her new room. She already
loves her new Mom.

Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is
a freelance writer living in New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6
year-old daughter, Alison. She continues to work as a public relations &
marketing consultant and is currently working on a non-fiction book. Her work
has appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on the East End.
She can be reached atkaren@thehamptons.com
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Six Friends and a Funeral

karen amster-young :: The Beach Chair Chronicles

..weekly observations & discoveries from manhattan to the east
end...

“When you are single girls sitting around a coffee shop, you have the luxury of time,
and when you’re a little bit more grown up, it’s a luxury just to talk.”

New York Times, November 25, 2007 (from an article about Sex and the City — the movie)

A week or so ago a wonderful man passed away. My dear friend’s father died after a short but
painful battle with cancer. Unfortunately I did not meet him more than a handful of times, but I
felt like I had. I felt his energy because | know his daughter so well. During the last twenty years,
| have been a part of a group of six women who met in college and continue to share our lives.
Despite busy schedules and the challenges we face each day, we manage somehow to talk about
our families, our frustrations, our issues and our dreams. Sometimes we just get on each other’s
nerves. Most of the time the in-person stuff occurs only about once a month — sometimes it takes
even longer to get us all together; but we all know we are there for each other and are just a
phone call or an e-mail away. We share recipes, advice, doctors, jokes and laughs. There have
been weddings, a divorce and dates; some of us have had children; some haven’t. A few have
important, successful careers and continue to thrive in the workforce despite exhausting
schedules and tough choices. A few of us live in Manhattan and a few are in the *burbs. There
have been vacations, a college reunion, fights, tears, thousands of e-mails, dinners and drinks.
And, of course, a lot of laughs in order to get through the day, the month and the years.

| cried when | heard my friend give a moving, heartfelt eulogy to her Dad. | cried because | hated
seeing a good friend in so much pain. | cried for the loss of my own father. I cried because | wish
| knew this wonderful man, her Dad, better. Images of him at her 40th birthday a few years ago
flashed through my mind. I know she has many, many memories of him that will help her get
through the coming months and years but as | unfortunately know, the void never really goes
away.



On the last day of the Shiva period, she sent an e-mail to all of us entitled, “My Mom is Killing
Me”. She was going crazy at home. She needed some space. Days of mourning in your
childhood home can transform even a model daughter into a monster. She was also heartbroken
and trying to figure out how to ease her Mother’s pain. How do you comfort someone who just
lost the love of their life? From what | have been told, they had a fifty-year love affair. The e-
mail advice from the five us started flying in cyberspace immediately. | stopped and thought how
amazing it was to have this instant support network right there. Perhaps true therapy is
overrated? Why do we need to go spend $200-plus an hour for advice from a stranger when
some of the people who know you the best can dispense words of wisdom with the click of the
mouse?

The funeral and the long gray days of December made me step back and think about friendship. |
get frustrated when | get bogged down in day-to-day minutia and do not spend the quality, in-
person time with some of the most important people in my life — especially family. Then there
are old friends. It makes you think about the passing of time. Do | really know these girls twenty
years? We used to share college dorm rooms and cheap beer. How has our friendships survived
through all of life’s up’s and down’s and the passing of time? Perhaps there is more phone and e-
mail now rather than the luxury and pleasure of actual in-person, quality time. But there is
always that connection; and when we really need each other the Blackberry and cell phone get
tossed aside if at all possible.

Carrie, Miranda, Samantha and Charlotte may have been younger when the series was on the air.
I know, I know — it’s a T.V. show. But their fictitious, leisurely lunches were an accurate
reflection of a less complicated time of life even if they did not realize it. After a certain age, is
seems to get harder to find that time to get together and just shoot the breeze, bitch, and laugh.

| know my friend’s father had a great life. I had heard the stories over the years but my friend
and her brothers captured his essence eloquently and movingly at his funeral. | learned that he
loved fixing things and doing things for people; I learned that he had lunch with his daughter
(my friend) almost every day when she was in Law School (I did not know that); I learned, not
surprisingly, that his smile lit up the room when he saw his children and grandchildren. | learned
about how he watched the kids when they were young so his wife could go back to school at
night. | heard about his love of a good debate and the Civil War. | heard about car trips with the
family and his overall love of life. | heard about his love of teaching.

That day, the day of his funeral, he gave another lesson without even knowing it: he reminded
me — and all of us I think — about the importance of making time with friends and family. It
really shouldn’t be a luxury. It is a necessity. Because (and we’ve heard variations of this same
idea before) what everyone remembers about you isn’t really how great you juggled errands on a
daily basis or how dexterous you are with your Blackberry. 1t’s the memories you create and the
mark you leave with your time. And, of course, never underestimate the importance of instant
advice dispensed via the internet with the click of a mouse!

Just remember to reach out anyway you can.



Thank you Julian.

Karen Amster-Young, formerly principal of Amster-Young Public Relations, Inc., is
a freelance writer living in New York City. She lives with her husband, Ben and 6
year-old daughter, Alison. She continues to work as a public relations &
marketing consultant and is currently working on a non-fiction book. Her work
has appeared in a number of publications, including magazines on the East End.
She can be reached atkaren@thehamptons.com
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