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Chapter 24 - World Table Tennis 

By 1975, Mort had ceased to be involved with the operation and promotion of the USTTA and 

its programs.  However, there was one more idea that he wished to bring to fruition – the 

founding of a professional tour.  Mort deeply believed that Table Tennis was a saleable product, 

and that our best players had the talent and the charisma to become marketable media stars.  

The sport of tennis had been transformed in the 1970s, trading in its elitist, clubby image in 

favor of that of a sport for the masses.  The change was brought about by professional  

management, and with the appearance of colorful and talented tennis personalities – Ashe, 

Connors, Borg, McEnroe.  Ping-pong, already a sport played by the masses, must also move in 

the same direction. 

And so, “World Table Tennis” was born, its name as boundary-less as Mort’s dream.  Mort set 

elusive goals for himself and his new organization, in short, the building of a 30-week  

tournament circuit within 5 years.  A contract was signed with the USTTA, committing World 

Table Tennis to these goals, in return for exclusivity in conducting professional tours within 

the United States.   

This would be an immense challenge.  Running a successful event in one’s hometown, where 

the media, organizers, and potential sponsors were familiar, was one thing.  But running a non-

stop, city-to-city tour demanded vast resources, and the building of a corporate-type  

infrastructure, whose demands, may I say, seemed too great, even for a visionary like Mort 

Zakarin, who was really more of a do-it-yourselfer than an organization man. 

At the same time, a revolt was taking place.  The top U.S. players, fed up with years of playing 

for token (if not nonexistent) prize money, formed a players union, and began to demand 

change.  Traditionally, the few players who made a full-time living from the sport had to  

supplement their winnings by selling equipment, managing clubs, giving lessons, and  

performing in exhibitions.  The new union contacted the various U.S. tournament directors, 

and put forward its demands:  Prize money, lots of money, and now. 

The inaugural World Table Tennis showcase, held on Long Island in November 1975, was a 

genuine success.  The finals attracted a full house, as hundreds witnessed an exciting 5-game 

struggle between Danny Seemiller and the winner, Charlie Wuvanich, who took home the $750 

first prize, a sum rarely heard of in those days. 
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Despite the success, the general atmosphere worsened, as tensions between the players and the 

promoters continued to rise.  There were even rumors of a player’s boycott of the upcoming 

U.S. Open in Philadelphia, where the distribution of prize money was going to be minimal, as 

in the past. 

 

 

Mort, flanked by Errol Resek, left, and George Brathwaite, right, at the opening World Table Tennis 

press conference in 1975. 

 

 

Mort presented his idea of a professional tour to the USTTA Executive Committee.  
From Minutes of Executive Committee Meeting, May 1975. 

Topics, July/August 1975 
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The agreement between Mort and the USTTA was not without controversy,  

with Dick Miles and Fuarnado Roberts (Players' Union President) expressing reservations. 
From Minutes of Executive Committee Meeting, August 1975. 

Topics, September/October 1975 
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Mort outlines his vision of a professional tour to the USTTA membership. 
Topics, September/October 1975 

 

 

Topics, November/December 1975 
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Newsday's coverage of the 1st World Table Tennis competition. 
Reprinted in Topics, November/December 1975 
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Chapter 25 - Swan Song, Part I 

The 1976 U.S. Open, held in the city of Philadelphia, opened in June amidst a whirl of  

controversy.  With no progress made between the promoters and the player’s union on the 

subject of prize money, the U.S.’s top players made good on their threat to boycott the  

tournament.  They set up a picket line in front of the entrance to the playing site, and began 

their protest. 

When we arrived that day at the playing site, we were embarrassed and unsure of how to  

proceed.  Evelyn and Mort, themselves clearly on the side of the promoters, greeted the players 

on the line and walked in.  Chuck, a gregarious child, joined the line for a few turns before 

scooting into the hall.  “O.K. Chuck!” the players applauded him.  I took a less courageous 

approach, and simply attempted to sneak around the line unnoticed.  It didn’t work.  “Hey, 

thanks for supporting us, Jeff!” yelled Danny Seemiller, as I cruised inside. 

My spirit was broken.  At that moment, I felt that a great divide had opened between myself 

and the top players, the group I had so badly wanted to become part of.  I had ceased to be a 

member of the ping-pong community.  I was finished.  

The Zakarins had also ceased to be a “ping-pong family”.  We would all be going in separate 

directions.  I would be entering the university and concentrating on my studies.  Chuck was 

gradually giving up the game in favor of tennis.  Mort and Ev would remain involved in the 

sport, but never again with the same intensity that had driven them before. 

*** 

In the ugly atmosphere that prevailed following the U.S. Open player’s strike, Mort seemed 

not to be in any mood to push his plans for World Table Tennis forward.  He petitioned the 

Executive Committee for a 1-year delay in fulfillment of the terms of their agreement, which 

was promptly approved.  World Table Tennis was officially dormant, and would never awaken. 
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Jeff's highest-ever U.S Men’s Singles rating, #59 (see above at 2063 rating points). 
Topics, March/April 1976 
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Chapter 26 - The Trophy, Part I 

Evelyn and Mort, accompanied by Chuck, traveled in December 1976 to Las Vegas to  

participate in the 1st annual U.S. “Closed” Table Tennis Championships.  Now that the U.S. 

Open had become an international affair, a competition closed to United States residents would 

be necessary if we wished to have our own national champions. 

Evelyn:  The tournament was held in Caesar’s Palace Casino and Hotel, in their Sports  

Pavilion.  The floors were carpeted!  If you tried to bounce the ball on the floor before serving, 

the ball wouldn’t bounce – it would just lie there on the floor. 

Anyway, I lost in the first round of the Women’s Singles, and was entered in the Women’s 

Consolation.  I finished in second place.  When it came time to distribute the awards, I was in 

shock.  I received a huge trophy that stood about 3 feet [1 meter] high.  Apparently, the person 

who ordered the trophies didn’t understand what “Consolation” meant, and ordered a trophy 

that was about the size of the Women’s Singles trophy!  Joe Louis, the famed ex-prizefighter, 

presented the trophy to me. 

Back home in Woodmere, we realized that the trophy wouldn’t fit on any of our shelves, so we 

decided to place it on the water tank of the toilet in our guest bathroom.  It was quite a  

conversation piece! 

 

Bill Hodge, 1976 U.S. Championships Tournament Director, on Evelyn's trophy 
Topics, January/February 1977 
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Chapter 27 - World’s, Part II 

Evelyn and Mort, still very much USTTA insiders, decided to travel with the U.S. Team to the 

World Championships in rainy Birmingham, England, in March 1977. 

Mort:  I enjoyed the English very much.  They were always helpful, and sometimes very funny.  

Upon our arrival at Heathrow Airport, we explained to the lady at the car rental counter that 

we had never driven in the country before.  “How long will you be staying for?” she inquired.  

When I answered, she remarked, “Well, I’ll just stay off the roads until then.” 

Driving on the left-hand side of the street was a real adventure.  At one point, I accidentally 

cut off this fellow, who leapt out of his car, and began to scream at me for what must have been 

ten minutes.  When he finally stopped, I asked him for directions.  He became instantly agree-

able.  “You’re going there?  No problem, just follow me!” 

It was at this World’s that the U.S. Men’s and Women’s teams finally broke through and earned 

the long sought-after promotion to the elite 1st division for the next World Championships to 

be held in Pyongyang in 1979.  In the deciding Men’s Team’s series against the Italian squad, 

with the match count deadlocked at 4-4, Ricky Seemiller (Danny’s younger brother), backed 

by the large and noisy American contingent, convincingly won the 9th and final match over his 

petrified Italian opponent.  Pandemonium broke loose in the playing hall as the Americans 

celebrated their victory. 

Mort:  Later on, in the men’s room, I ran into the guy who had umpired the match.  He said to 

me, “Ricky didn’t beat that Italian player, the rest of you did.  You Yanks scared the s… out of 

that poor guy.” 
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The U.S. Team celebrates.  Evelyn and Mort are standing in front, 2nd and 3rd from the right. 
Topics, May/June 1977 
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Chapter 28 - Swan Song, Part II 

The Long Island Table Tennis Association sponsored its last competition, the Long Island 

Closed, in May 1977.  Chuck, now concentrating solely on his tennis game, made one of his 

final appearances at a table tennis tournament.  The LITTA leadership – Dave Cox, Danny 

Ganz, Mort Zakarin, and others, had grown tired, and with no new generation of leaders on the 

horizon, decided to disband the organization.  They closed the association’s bank account, and 

with the remaining funds, threw a farewell dinner party.  

 

Chuck in Long Island Closed Boys Under 15 Final. 
Tim Boggan, Topics, May/June 1977 

 

 

Gossip columnist Jairie Resek on Chuck's new tennis career. 
Topics, July/August 1976 
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Chapter 29 - Family Reunion 

The Canadian Open, held in Montreal, Quebec, in the month of June, 1977, served as a family 

reunion for us.  Evelyn, Mort, and Chuck arrived from Long Island, and I joined them shortly 

thereafter, having just completed my first year at the University of Buffalo in upstate New 

York.  

Before the tournament, Mort had been appointed captain of the U.S. Team, which was quite an 

honor!  The appointment was not without controversy.  Tim Boggan had also campaigned for 

the position, which not only offered prestige, but also partial reimbursement of travel expenses. 

On the first night of the competition, the opening ceremonies were held.  Evelyn, Chuck, and 

I watched from up in the stands.  The international teams marched into the playing arena, each 

led by their captain.  Tim, who was also part of the official entourage, was standing next to 

Mort as a Canadian official presented each of the captains with a ceremonial banner.  The 

official welcomed the U.S. Team, and proceeded to give the banner to Tim.  

A few seconds passed, and Tim was looking straight ahead, still holding on to the banner. From 

my perch in the stands, I could see Mort lean over and whisper a few words to Tim, who after 

a moment of hesitation, handed the banner to Mort. 

The event was as much a parting as it was a reunion.  It would be the last time that we were all 

together at the same competition.  Chuck and I, both out of practice, were out of the running 

quickly.  Nevertheless, it was an enjoyable weekend for all of us.  Evelyn and Mort had  

befriended the English team, and we spent much of the time hanging out together, enjoying 

late-night dinners in town. 

 

Evelyn reaches the semi-finals of the U.S. Open Senior Women's Singles Championship, 
 held in New York in 1979. 
Topics, July/August 1979 
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Chapter 30 - Comeback 

In the spring of 1980, I came out of retirement, briefly.  I was enjoying my last semester as a 

student at the University of Texas at Austin, when someone reminded me about the annual 

ACUI (Association of College Unions International) competition.  The ACUI sponsored annual 

competitions in “recreational games”, such as bowling, chess, billiards, and ping-pong.  If I 

could win the University and then the Regional tournaments, I would earn an all-expenses-paid 

trip to the ACUI National Championship, to be held at the University of Minnesota.  I liked the 

idea.  I was in good shape, but had to practice.  So after winning the University of Texas  

championship (without any real competition), I started preparing for the Regional. 

I played every day for 2 weeks, and arrived at the Regional Championship at the Louisiana 

State University in Baton Rouge in reasonable condition.  I proceeded to surprise myself with 

my own ability, and won an exciting final in front of several hundred onlookers in the sports 

hall of the student union. 

I had made it to Minnesota.  The 14 finalists were divided into 2 round-robin groups, the 2 top 

finishers in each group advancing to a semi-final playoff.  Having already qualified for the 

tournament, and not thinking much of my chances, I remained quite unmotivated and played 

lackadaisically, losing my first match.  It was at that point that I learned that the loser of each 

match would have to umpire the following round at that table.  I hated umpiring, but what could 

I do?  I sat down and umpired the next match.  That alone was sufficient to bring about a change 

in me.  I was now fully motivated to win, and was victorious in 4 out of my next 5 matches.  I 

was in the semi-final! 

In the semis, with my hopes now high, I played against Todd Peterson, who had lost to Chuck 

and Eric in the final of that amazing Under 13 Doubles competition back in 1974.  This time, 

however, reality made a comeback, as Todd was too serious a competitor for an opponent with 

only a few weeks of table time over the last four years.  He won, 3 games to 1, and then won 

his next match to take the championship. 

Back in Austin, I was nevertheless pleased with myself and with the attention that I received, 

giving an interview to the local daily newspaper, and afterward, on the radio.  The radio guy 

asked me if I was excited to hear myself on the air, and I jokingly replied that I was, but that I 

really wanted to be on television. 
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Brad Buchholz, Austin American-Statesman, 5 May 1980 
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Chapter 31 - The Trophy, Part II 

Evelyn:  The 1980 U.S. Open was held in Fort Worth, Texas, in the final days of June.  Mort 

and I had flown down to Dallas a few days before the tournament was to start.  We were by 

ourselves.  Jeff had just finished his studies at the University of Texas in Austin and we had 

arranged for him to fly in for a day to see us.  Chuck was busy finishing his senior year at 

Hewlett High School. 

Mort had wanted to see Dallas again.  He had lectured there at the University of Dallas twenty 

years earlier.  That was the year Dallas reached a million in population.   Since then the town’s 

population had exploded.   

Texas was in the midst of a terrible heat wave.  As a matter of fact we changed rental cars 

twice because they overheated.   It was the wrong time for sightseeing, but we enjoyed it  

anyway. 

Two days later we checked into our hotel across the street from the Coliseum in Fort Worth, 

where the Open was being held.  That afternoon we looked over the tournament site.  It was a 

nice hall, with wood floors, good lights and plenty of room for a defender to move about.  Mort 

and I registered for the tournament, then found an empty table and practiced for a couple of 

hours.  People kept arriving from all over the world.  We saw lots of old friends that we only 

see a few times a year, usually at the National’s or at some other tournament around the coun-

try. 

At about seven that evening we left to shower and change.   We had made a date with another 

couple to go to dinner together.  Mort and I had spotted a place that looked interesting around 

the corner from the venue.  We picked a beauty.  It had a great salad bar, the steaks were 

wonderful and Mort was in seventh heaven because they served Foster’s Beer in those large 

containers that look like oil cans.   

The trouble was, we kept telling everyone about the place and towards the end of the  

tournament it was hard to find a table that didn’t have a ping-pong player at it.  We should 

have been paid a commission. 

When we left the bar that night at midnight we saw this big sign that indicated the temperature.  

It read 104 degrees [Fahrenheit, 40 degrees Celsius]. 
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The next morning we had breakfast and went over to warm up and there they were, the trophies.  

They were the most beautiful trophies we had ever seen.  A lucite table tennis racket sat upright 

on its side, glued to a lucite base with a lucite table tennis ball.  A plaque glued to the base 

indicated winner or 2nd place and listed the category. 

Mort stopped, “My god Ev, look at them.  Aren’t they beautiful?” 

“Yes, they’re unreal and you know how much I love lucite,” I replied. 

“When the tournament is over let’s find out who made them and buy one for our trophy  shelf,” 

said Mort. 

I said, “Better still, let’s win one.” 

Mort laughed.  “Yes, dear, ha, ha, ha.” 

Mort ended up having the worst tournament of his life.  On the other hand, I was playing out 

of my head.  I had finally put that Phantom junk rubber on my forehand side, and suddenly I 

was beating people that had much higher ratings then mine.  In the Women’s Senior Singles, I 

beat the number-one seeded player in the semi-finals.  But then it happened.  They called my 

opponents name and mine and announced that the championship match was going to be played 

on center court.   Well, I froze.  Talk about being nervous, I choked all over the place and lost 

badly. 

Before my match, Mort had gone back to our hotel room in disgust, showered and had a few 

drinks.  I know, because I noticed that the Cutty Sark bottle was half empty when we got back 

in that night.  After dressing he headed across the road to watch me play.   He was only out a 

short time, but the sun was so hot that the silver necklace he wore burnt his neck.  The sign 

indicated that the temperature was 114 degrees [Fahrenheit, 46 degrees Celsius]!   

Mort was back in time to see me lose, but he was also there to see me receive that beautiful 

trophy with the inscription: 

Women’s Over 40 Singles, 2nd Place 

1980 United States Open Championship 

And today it sits on our coffee table for all to see.      
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Evelyn finishes second in U.S. Open Senior Women's Singles. 
Topics, July/August 1980 

 

 

Lucite trophy from the 1980 U.S. Open. 
Topics, July/August 1980 
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Chapter 32 - The End 

Mort, who played table tennis for the first time as a 40-year-old in 1965, never had particularly 

high expectations regarding his own playing ability.  Yet in 1982, and now in his late fifties, 

Mort was finally coming into his own as a player.  He and Evelyn were now beginning to spend 

their winters in sunny Florida, and during one of their stays, participated in the Florida Winter 

Open.  Mort won the Senior Singles event over a large and talented field – his first major singles 

title. 

 

Mort, Florida Winter Open Senior Singles Winner. 
Bard Brenner, Topics, January/February 1982 

 

*** 
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Mort:  Our last major tournament was the World Senior Championships in Sweden in 1982.  

Evelyn played poorly, but I had my best tournament ever.  I won my preliminary round-robin 

in the Men’s Over 40 and Over 50 Singles.  In the elimination matches, I got to the second 

round of the Over 50 before losing.  I also reached the second round of the Over 40 Doubles 

and the third round of the Over 50 Doubles.  I was playing out of my head. 

 

Evelyn and Mort with the rest of the American players at the World Senior Championships. 
Evelyn and Mort are seated in the second row, third and fourth from left. 

Topics, July/August 1982 

*** 

Mort:  Evelyn and I played in our last competition in 1983, and then quit table tennis.  Why 

did we stop playing?  We had certainly come as far as we could as players.  We were also fairly 

frustrated with all the junk rubber.  Besides, we were both having a lot of fun playing tennis, 

and decided to put all our efforts into improving our games.  We progressed rapidly.  A few 

years later, I even had a regional ranking in my age group. 
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Afterword 

In 1988, I packed my belongings, adopted my Hebrew name, and moved to Tel-Aviv, Israel.  

Though I hadn’t played in years, I almost immediately sought out a table tennis club in my new 

home town, not only in order to contribute some of my knowledge and experience to young 

players, but no less importantly, as a vehicle for making connections and meeting new people. 

As it turned out, I could still play a bit, and was therefore drafted into service as a player for 

my “Hapoel” Tel-Aviv Club, which had a weak 2nd division team that year after year would 

narrowly escape relegation to the 3rd division.  I played through the 1993-1994 season, at which 

point the fire once again burned out. 

In 1992, Chuck married Lisa Arkowitz, a native of Westchester County, New York.  Today, 

they live in the town of Rye Brook, New York with their 2 children, Morgan (born 1996), and 

Skylar (born 1998). 

 

Lisa and Chuck Zakarin with daughters Skylar (left) and Morgan (right) in the year 2000. 
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In 1993, Evelyn and Mort sold their home in Woodmere and moved permanently to South 

Florida.  They live today in the town of Lake Worth.  Nowadays, the U.S. Open is held annually 

in the nearby city of Fort Lauderdale, and the two of them regularly drop in to watch the action 

and renew old acquaintances.  Evelyn, who got us all hooked on table tennis back in 1965, says 

she still gets the urge to play now and then. 

 

Mort, Evelyn, Jeff, and Chuck with the remaining trophies 
prior to the sale of the house in Woodmere in 1993. 

 

 

Mort and Evelyn Zakarin in 1997. 
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In 1995, I married Racheli Kreisberg, a native of Utrecht, Holland.  We live today in the town 

of Ra’anana, Israel, with our 2 children, Ella (born 1996), and Maya (born 1999).  Racheli is 

currently expecting our third child.  

 

Racheli and Jeff ("Yosi") Zakarin with daughters Maya (left) and Ella (right) in the year 2000. 
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Final Word - 2007 

Understanding that Family Pong is first and foremost a family album, I have been nagged for 

several years by the feeling that this work was somehow incomplete.  Therefore, I submit here 

a final installment of Family Pong with a photo of our third daughter, Tali (born 2001).  

 

Tali Zakarin with Grandpa Mort in 2006 
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