
	

	

 
Tributes to Joan Joseloff Kohn ’43 

Reflection from Blanche Savin Goldenberg ‘70  
 
I had the pleasure of knowing “Mrs. Kohn” my entire life as she was a friend of my parents. I was well into my 
thirties and sitting next to her at a board meeting when she uttered, “You know, Blanche, it really is time you 
called me Joan.” I will admit it took me awhile to adjust to that — having been brought up as a proper Chaffee 
girl — but, soon I came to know Joan in a very different way and to appreciate all that she had to offer. When 
we served together as members of the Building Committee, I watched as Joan educated us all to the fact that 
our facilities could be attractive and inviting, while still serving the needs and taking the abuse of their teenage 
inhabitants. And, then Joan and her family would quietly step up to help provide the resources to build those 
facilities.    
 
Joan was a forward and strategic thinker. She knew how to listen to the opinions of others, and, also how to 
make her own opinion known in the most tactful of ways.  It could easily be said that Joan was our Dean of 
Graciousness.    
 
Joan also cared deeply about the well being of others. First and foremost was her beloved family. Then there 
was her Loomis Chaffee family. I recall many times during my tenure as Board Chair when Joan would ask me 
if I was sure that those who were charged with taking care of or students were being taken care of by us. She 
appreciated the hard work of every person who was a part of the fabric of our school.  
 
I was fortunate to often drive Joan to our Board retreats. During those rides I came to know her funny and witty 
side. I also benefitted from her willingness to share new ideas and tell me how I might approach a situation 
differently, knowing that I might or might not take her advice.  
From her first day as a Chaffee student, Joan began giving back to her school — and, she never stopped.  All 
of us in her Loomis family will remember her enormous dedication to our school, think of her fondly, and miss 
her. 
	
 
Reflection from John Ratté  
 
Joan Joseloff Kohn, graduate, grandparent, generous donor, and long serving Trustee was one of the leading 
architects of today's flourishing Loomis Chaffee.    
 
The metaphor is appropriate. Joan had a flair for design, inside and out, and a strong sense of the unifying 
power of the neo-colonial tradition; but this talent was in service of the larger vision she shared with others: to 
undertake a re-conceptualization of the merged schools, a project which began 60 years ago and is now 
complete.   
 
Joan was quietly eloquent; persistent; persuasive; and possessed, to paraphrase Ernest Hemingway, of a 
built-in falsehood detector. Her interventions in committee and Board discussions were creative and concise. 
She loved two historical institutions: hers and her sister's school, Chaffee; and the Loomis School attended by 
a vast cousinage. But as well she loved and served her grand-daughter's new school: a school which would 
be, at its pedagogical root and in its facilities and programs, truly coeducational, serving "persons between 
twelve and twenty" from Connecticut "and other states and nations."    
 
Through her leadership, her generosity — the Kohn Pavilion, the Sellers Admission Hall — and her wonderful 
personal style, Joan Joseloff Kohn leaves a remarkable legacy. 
	
	
	
	
	



	

	

	
	
Reflection from Nicholas Fox Weber ‘65  
 
My parents were great friends of Joan and Bernhard Kohn, from my early childhood, sharing passions for art, 
sports, education, and life itself. I will never forget Joan at a large party at our house in 1964. It was a glorious 
summer evening, the lawn covered with people--very West Hartford, the men in crash linens and the women in 
bright summer dresses, people chatting animatedly about golf tournaments and vacation travel. I was soon to 
enter my senior year at Loomis, and, while I should not admit it, was allowed my first gin and tonic, (also my 
last, but that is another story.) I noticed two friends of my parents who absolutely did not fit in--he a 
psychoanalyst, she a psychiatric social worker, both born in Vienna, non-athletic, with unkempt white hair, 
dressed in heavy winter black. They were standing alone. One person made a bee-line to them. Joan had 
instantly realized that this forlorn couple did not know anyone, and was ill at ease. She was--and this is an 
important part of Joan Kohn, because she made such an impact--as another friend in that social set, the 
perspicacious Martha Rafferty, said of her, "The prettiest thing that ever walked." Joan, in navy blue with white 
polka dots, a cocktail bow of the same material in her hair, approached the awkward couple as if she could 
hardly wait to meet them. She was secure enough not to need to talk with people she already knew, and 
generous enough to want outsiders to feel welcome. Within minutes, I heard her totally engaged, and they 
were enraptured. Joan was voicing her profound admiration for Sigmund Freud--having discovered that the 
man had been a colleague of Freud's daughter Anna--while saying she did not know enough about Freud's 
subject matter, and wished she knew more. With her impeccable posture, and intense focus, she warmly gave 
them total attention while making it a learning experience for herself. At Loomis, Mr. Grubbs had often told us, 
in chapel sermons, to be welcoming to outsiders on the campus, to treat the island as our home and to put 
visitors at ease. This was one of the strongest elements of education at the school; it emphasized kindness 
and human interaction. Joan exemplified those qualities in spades. This was true for the rest of her life; she 
outlived my parents by decades, and until the end provided warm counsel about matters personal and 
professional, had stunning insights, and connected totally.  
	
	
Reflection from Russ Weigel  
 
During the summer of 1996, I began my tenure as the Head of School at Loomis Chaffee. I was uneasy about 
my new role. Within my first hour on the job, I received a phone call from one of the school’s trustees, Joan 
Kohn. Twenty-two years later, I can’t recall the content of the conversation. What mattered to me in that 
moment was the tone of welcome, encouragement, and reassurance that she extended.  
 
Over my next 12 years, Joan played an instrumental role in both my experience as head and in the life of the 
school. She was an elegant and respected presence, always well-informed, decisive, and sharp-witted. She 
was thoroughly modern while simultaneously celebrating the most important elements of her Chaffee 
education; always insisting that today’s co-educational school prepare its girls to step into the future 
reimagining what they could do and who they could be.  
 
Although Joan and Bern Kohn were among the school’s foremost benefactors, both were modest about 
seeking special recognition for their generosity. I fondly remember sitting over coffee, their Florida dining room 
table covered with architectural plans for our new admissions building which they had pledged to fund. I raised 
the question of naming the new building and suggested that it should be called Kohn Hall.  Joan listened and 
demurred insisting with her definitive “no further conversation is required or invited” style that the building 
should honor the name of the admirable former head of the Chaffee school, Florence Sellers. So it was that 
Sellers Hall was named. I also recall how Bern always referred to today’s school as Chaffee Loomis.  
 
In summary, let me be clear that when I say that someone is a “class act”, I mean that he or she is someone 
whose behavior is admired by others; someone with intelligence, charm, integrity, and vision.  Joan Kohn was 
a class act and she did great things for all versions of her beloved school. 
	


