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Saying good bye to beloved Ansonia resident
Mourners gather to remember Harry Katzman
By Patricia Villers
ANSONIA - Lime soda. That’s the answer.
It took several years after I met the legendary Evening Sentinel sports editor
Harry Katzman before I learned why he was nicknamed Lime.
Harry, a longtime Ansonia resident beloved by many in the Valley, passed
away last week at 87.
I send my condolences to his wife, Carolyn, their daughters Carol Lee and
Sally, and their entire family at this sad time.
I worked in the former Evening Sentinel newsroom a few desks away from
Harry for 14 years, but being quite shy back then I never asked the obvious
question: why are you called Lime?
Turns out he had a penchant for lime soda as a kid and his nickname was
born.
On Sunday I joined Harry’s family members and many friends for a solemn
graveside service at Beth Israel Cemetery in Orange.

Katzman was a guest at our weddiing, May 1986

His two daughters spoke, offering a few anecdotes about their father that made folks smile.
One of them recalled a day when they were in high school.
The weather was beautiful, and Harry urged his daughters to
go to the beach instead of to school. How many dads would
say that? I’d say not too many.
One of the mourners was overheard reminiscing about The
Evening Sentinel. He pulled a weathered press pass out of his
wallet that Harry had given him many years ago, even though
he had no newspaper affilation.
The Ansonia native joked he had used the press pass just last
year at a sports event so he could get preferred parking closer
to the stadium. And it worked, even though The Sentinel
folded in December, 1992, and the press pass was defunct.
Harry was not only a one-of-a-kind, he was kind - and always
willing to help others.
Carolyn and Harry Katzman

He will be sadly missed.
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Late Evening Sentinel sports editor redefined the term 'disabled'
By Robert C. Pollack
When I heard about the passing of Harry (Lime) Katzman last weekend, my mind vaulted back across he years to the mideighties when a young reporter named John Carlton walked into my office at the Evening Sentinel.
I was the paper's managing editor and had just hired Carlton. "I have a problem, Bob," he said. "This one armed sports editor
wants to play racquetball with me."
He paused, clearly embarrassed. I waited. "Well, I am a really
good athlete and I don't want to humiliate him," he said softly.
"What do I do?"
I smiled to myself. "It's simple," I replied. "Just take it easy with him -- but don't let him know you're pulling punches."
A few hours later a crestfallen Carlton returned. Lime had beaten him 21-4, 21-2 and 21-3.
He was a truly amazing athletic talent who starred at both fast and slow pitch softball and basketball and would have been a
major sports figure if he hadn't lost an arm to an accident at age 5. But is isn't his remarkable speed, reflexes and athletic
talent that marked his life, it was who and what he was.
In 1977, I was lucky enough to attend Reggie Jackson's famous three home run World Series game at the old Yankee
Stadium. I sat behind home plate before and after the shattering Jackson performance, got to talk to him and other Yankee
stars both on the field and in the clubhouse.
On the way home, while trapped on the Major Deegan Expressway in a huge traffic tie-up, I heard what sounded like a
chant. I opened the car window and saw arms pumping out of other windows and, in perfect rhythm, echoing the chant:
"Reggie. Reggie. Reggie."
"And the night belonged to him," I wrote.
No, it actually belong to Lime Katzman. I was only at that game because Lime had
given me his press pass.
He was always warm and helpful. I remember the time when I had a rare religious
discussion with him and told him about how I had once made fun of my foster
sister for her deep belief in heaven. I was a know-it-all atheist at the time (and
have grown since). After taking my teasing for a time, she turned and said: "Bob,
if I'm wrong, all I have lost is a little time. But if you're wrong...."
I had no answer.
Lime smiled at the story and replied: "I have one way of dealing with such
mysteries. I simply try to do the very best I can, every hour of every day."
You did more than that, Lime. You touched many lives and made all who knew
you just a little better.
You were the least disabled person I ever knew.

Read another tribute to Harry Katzman HERE

Katzman was an amazing
person and well known - and
not just in the Valley.
Click on the image above to
read an article in the
Hartford Courant upon his
retirement from the Evening
Sentinel in 1992.
It describes Harry quite
well...
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New at the Humphreys House: Second Thursday Tours
ANSONIA - The Lt. David Humphreys House will be open for a tour Thursday, June 14
beginning promptly at 5:30 p.m.
Every second Thursday of the
month, Daniel Bosques, DHS board
member and ranger at the Ansonia
Nature and Recreation Center, will
lead a tour of the birthplace of David
Humphreys, 37 Elm St.
For those who would like a guided
tour of our 17th-century house on
their way home from work, Dan will
lead you through and tell the stories
of old.
The cost is only $5 per person!
- Information shared from the Derby Historical Society Facebook
page.

Congratulations go to these Ansonia Soccer Club champions
Sharing from the City of Ansonia Facebook
page:

"They don’t call Ansonia Title Town USA
for nothing! Congratulations to the Ansonia
Soccer Club U12 Girls League Champs, U12
Boys League Champs and the U14 Girls
League Champs!
"Each team won their respective division playing teams
throughout New Haven County. You make your City proud! "
Also, please note that Soccer registration is NOW OPEN for
the fall 2018 season.
U14 Girls League Champs

U12 Girls League Champs

Head on over to Ansonia Soccer Club or http://
ansoniasoccerclub.website.siplay.com to register today!"

U12 Boys League Champs
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