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Communication — the hallmark of the 21st centu-
ry. Technology has provided instant access for any-
one with a cellphone, iPad, computer or Skype. 
Programs like Twitter and Facebook allow massive 
group communication. Google, Yahoo or Bing give 
us the answers to any question we might have. 
 How does this affect residents of NewBridge on 
the Charles? We are from a different generation. 
We are used to books, newspapers, radio, and TV. 
Few of us use instant messaging; fewer still are real 
experts with computers. We love to sit down with a 
good book.  
 So now we have The Bridge journal. We're not 
at the forefront of rapid communication. Our aim is 
to encourage residents to communicate their experi-
ences, thoughts, stories, poems and art to other resi-
dents, in printed form — to be perused in the com-
fort of a couch or recliner. We continue to depend 
on any and all NBOC residents to submit articles 
for editing and publication.  
 Is there a next step? In the works now are plans 
for a resident website. What would this add to our 
experience at NBOC? It adds Information to 
Communication. Currently we all receive infor-
mation in the form of printed paper, emails, and at-
tachments to email. 
 The advantage of a website is that it centralizes 
pretty much all the information we require at NBOC 
into one place, with no need to deal with scattered 
paper or dozens of emails. It also allows us to get 
from the website other information, like useful gov-
ernment forms, maps of the area, etc. It also allows 
family and friends of residents, under appropriate 
security, to read what is available to you. 
 It does mean that residents who choose to use 
this avenue of information need to have access to 
working computers and a modest training in how to 
login to the new website. 
 Present plans are to continue making available 
to residents the printed and email information that 
they enjoy now. Using a website is an optional (al-
though in my opinion a more efficient) path to dai-
ly, weekly, and monthly information. As time goes 
on, more information will be added and announced 
to residents. The website also opens the way to a fu-
ture in which it will provide many applications be-
yond simple information. • 

Fiction 

 
Al Rosen 

 Scene One 
He looked up into the sky and mumbled to himself 
“stormy tonight, big hurricane loose in the Gulf, 
hail storms and tornados all around the south, peo-
ple will get hurt” as he mounted up and started to 
ride. 
 The wind grew stronger and the rain was in his 
face as the hooves of his horse pounded harder and 
harder on the ground racing by beneath them. So 
hard they pounded that his horse rose up off the 
ground a little with each hoof beat until soon the 
hooves were pounding on the air beneath them and 
he and his horse were rising up into the clouds. He 
looked down and saw that the hooves were growing 
wider with each beat as they entered a dark cloud 
and the hooves became nearly invisible. They 
pounded their way through this cloud with increas-
ing speed, going so fast when they emerged that in 
one jump they leaped to the next cloud. Pounding 
and jumping from cloud to cloud, his horse and its 
hooves growing larger and larger as they went, they 
reached clouds that bore hailstorms, and hailstones 
lashed at them with frightening force. 
 He reached behind him for his lariat and when 
he held it in front of him he saw that it was the 
width of a python but much longer. He swung it 
round and round as he rode toward an enormous 
storm cloud that was dropping large hailstones. He 
kept swinging until the loop was as large as the 
cloud, when with one enormous swing he tossed the 
loop over the cloud and pulled it tight. Digging in 
his spurs he forced increased speed as he pulled the 
hailstorm toward the hurricane and rose higher to 
pass above it. Over the eye of the hurricane he re-
leased the storm and its hailstones fell into the eye. 
The hurricane collapsed so suddenly that an enor-
mous thunderclap was created. Man and horse dis-
appeared into the mild raincloud that was left. 
 
 Scene Two 
 On a ship in the Gulf. 
"What happened to the hurricane ?" 
"I dunno. Did you ever hear thunder so loud? 
"No. What's that on the deck - forward?" 
"Looks like a man on a horse" • 
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Nat Goldhaber 

 

 

My father died when he was 35, and left my mother 
with three small children and a small tenement 
building on Rivington Street in the Lower East Side 
of New York City. The building was old and the in-
terest and principal she paid the bank absorbed most 
of the rent she collected from the tenants. As we 
grew older, we wondered why she held on to the 
building. She also had a job in the garment district 
and income from three boarders in our seven room 
apartment. It was years later that we learned what 
the building must have meant to her. 
 On hot summer days she would take her fold-
ing chair and sit by the stoop of the building. The 
men would tip their hats as they passed by and the 
women would always give her a big hello. She was 
the only landlord who lived in her own building, 
and responded directly to tenants’ requests. Other 
landlords would send their “agents” to collect the 
rents. When tenants had a complaint, the agents 
would answer vaguely, “I will let the landlord 
know...” 

 Our building certainly was not a mansion, but 
my mother saw to it that the halls were clean and 
the building maintained.  
 We were only two blocks from the Bowery. 
Many of the people who lived there were destitute 
and often drunk. In the very cold winter months, 
some of them unbeknownst to us would sleep in our 
hallway. We were on the top floor so they felt they 
would be safe for the night. Occasionally, one of 
them would snore very loudly.  It would sound like 
thunder. My mother would wake up my oldest 
brother who would escort them out into the street. 
My brother was attending Brooklyn College and 
was an avid Communist sympathizer. His sympa-
thies were with the derelicts. He once gave one of 
them an old worn out blanket as he escorted him out 
of the building. The next day, my mother was very 
annoyed with him, for she had been using the blan-
ket to block the wind coming through the window 
in the bedroom I shared with my two brothers.  
 We did befriend one of the Bowery derelicts, 
and he became our Shabbos Goy. His name was 
Johnny and he had emigrated from Sweden. He was 
quite intelligent when sober, but he was seldom so-
ber. 
 
Years later, I understood why my mother kept the 
building. Life on the Lower East Side was often 
hard. The hours she spent at the stoop of her build-
ing must have made her feel like a Queen. She was 
indeed the Queen of Rivington Street. • 
 

 
Sculpture 

Jerry Zimmerman 

Sadie, Nat, Marty and Abe Goldhaber 
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Diana Bronner 

It was the year 1968, a year that started out for me 
with high hopes and expectations. I was in my final 
semester at the University of Miami, in the School 
of Education. The only requirement left for gradua-
tion was an internship and for that I had been as-
signed to a grade-four class at a school in SW Mi-
ami. I was told I would be working with a black 
woman who had a fine reputation as a teacher. I 
knew she taught in what was called a “portable” 
(temporary one room classroom separate from the 
main building), that she liked working with students 
who were reading below grade level, that the stu-
dents were black, mostly boys, all of which, I quick-
ly came to learn, meant high discipline problems.  
 I was not your average 20-year-old graduate. I 
had a son, nine years old and had already experi-
enced a lot of life; but still, I was an innocent enter-
ing a doorway that would see me catapulted into a 
new and challenging world. But I didn't know any 
of that as I began my internship. 

Ms. X was teaching a lesson when I first walked 
through that doorway into her classroom. She told 
me she would introduce me after she finished, but 
the thing is, she never did. Thus, I was given no 
identity, no credibility, plus, as I said, I was inno-
cent, not even knowing what I didn't know, that I 
didn't have the knowledge that can make or break a 
teacher: important stuff like how to keep control of 
a classroom, how to relate to students, how to create 
an atmosphere of learning. I was inexperienced and 
clueless and the kids sensed it immediately. As soon 
as Ms. X walked out of the portable while I was 
teaching a lesson, all hell would break loose with 
the kids hanging from the rafters. I could only 
watch as though from the sidelines. A teacher from 
another portable came in to tell me “get those kids 
under control,” but she didn't tell me how. 
I was out on the playground with Ms. X and the 
children. I was stricken when I saw that Ms. X had 
been called back into the main building for a phone 
call. As I watched her retreating back, the children 
formed a circle around me and suddenly I was the 
victim of a wolf pack closing in on its prey. The 
boys started poking their fingers at me (though nev-
er touching me) taunting, “Look, we can make Mrs. 
Bronner cry”; they knew vulnerability when they 
saw it, and, yes, I was on the verge of tears. Where 
was my backbone, my anger, my voice? Gone! 

Suddenly Ms. X was coming back across the field 
and the kids magically dispersed. Did Ms. X know? 
Did she see? She never said anything. 
One day a county reading teacher walked in to do a 
remedial lesson. She was short, stocky, black, 
tough. She had a piece of chalk in one hand and a 
ruler in the other and she told the children that if 
anybody talked out of turn, he would feel that ruler. 
I guess one of the boys didn't believe her and he 
talked out of turn. All eyes, mine especially, 
watched in silent horror, as she walked over to him 
and brought that ruler down on his arm (was it more 
than once?). As a red welt reared its ugly head, the 
child didn't say a word, but tears welled up in his 
big beautiful round eyes. As they spilled over the 
edges and down his ebony cheeks, Teacher said, 
“You cry all you want, honey, you'll just have to go 
to the bathroom less,” as she went on with her les-
son. Is this what I had to learn to do to gain respect, 
to keep law and order, to be a good teacher? 

Every night I would dutifully write up my lesson 
plans realizing full well they would never get im-
plemented. I pleaded with my supervising teacher at 
the university to transfer me to another school, but 
he refused saying I would always remember that I 
had run away from a tough situation. I considered 
quitting school and reentering the following year 
but I couldn't afford to do that. Somehow I made it 
through the semester and even got a high grade — 
for effort, I suppose. But my ego was battered and 
the bottom line was, I still didn't know where or 
how I was going to find my voice, whether I could 
ever be a good teacher. 
Fast forward past graduation, past summer and now 
I was teaching (or learning how to teach) at a lovely 
suburban all-white school when rumors started 
spreading about a plan called “Integration.” A thun-
derbolt out of the nice blue skies of my complacen-
cy. The plan was to move 50% of black teachers 
with low seniority to all-white schools and 50% of 
white teachers with low seniority — that meant me 
— to all-black schools, to be implemented at the 
start of the second semester. I was no longer so in-
nocent. I'd had my taste of failure and if I couldn't 
cope with black students before, how was I going to 
cope now? What could make it different? 

Like a bubble buffeted on the rough seas, having no 
control over my life, I suddenly found myself in an 
elementary school far south of Miami in a suburban 
black ghetto. When we (white) teachers walked into 
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this school, student behavior was wonderful. The 
kids walked in quiet, proper lines to the auditorium 
and sat in their chairs for lessons, but that lasted 
maybe a week, then chaos set in and all vestiges of 
good behavior and learning went out the window. 
Us new kids on the block, grown up though we 
were, didn't know how to get respect, get control, 
teach. We didn't know how, nor would we be al-
lowed, to wield that ruler that seemed the accepted 
method of discipline in the black culture, one that 
gained respect amongst the children and parents of 
the black community. Imagine how the black teach-
ers, not being allowed to use their method of con-
trol, fared in the white schools. Many desperate 
teachers found their own methods like using pres-
sure points around the neck to get kids to sit down, 
tying kids in their seats, anything but the ruler.  
A 6'3" black man was hired to patrol the halls 
(which were typical Miami outdoor “catwalks”) to 
keep law and order. Morale amongst teachers 
throughout the county plummeted. We were all on 
tranquilizers, shedding communal tears in the staff 
room, nervous breakdowns were rampant as were 
hospital admissions. The school board said anyone 
who quit during the year would never get another 
teaching job in the county.  
 One evening there was a PTA meeting. We had 
been told not to come alone, to carpool. Upon arriv-
ing at the school, we saw the parking lot was 
swarming with police who assured us all was well 
and to “just go in and sit down.” Standing outside of 
the auditorium was a group of young black men. 
We immediately knew who they were — members 
of the Black Panther Party, the African-American 
organization formed in 1966. They looked their 
part, a tough, no-nonsense group and our hearts 
sank at the sight of them. 
 We sat down and the Black Panthers silently 
filed in and sat at the back of the auditorium. There 
was a scheduled movie about parent-teacher rela-
tions and, as the lights dimmed, the fears of the 
white teachers rose. With one accord, every white 
teacher sitting near the outside door (including me), 
got up and fled to our cars and got out of there as if 
the devil was on our tails. Those teachers not near 
the door couldn't do the same and had to stay. They 
told us the next day what transpired.  
 A representative of the Panthers went on stage 
and noted the absence of most of the white teachers. 
He said to pass the message on that they, the young 
men of the community, represented their parents 

who were nothing more than “Uncle Toms and 
handkerchief heads” and that if the white teachers 
didn't stop abusing their black children, they were 
going to come back “slashing car tires and smashing 
windows.” Back then those were major threats.  
An attempt was made to improve the black-white 
relationships with more dialogue, with more parent-
teacher involvement. We couldn't teach because the 
kids were out of control. For the most part, they on-
ly respected one form of consequence, as did the 
parents who could only tell us “if he disobeys, hit 
him with the ruler.” We were in a no-win situation 
and everyone was hurting. 
 As for me, I also was hurting, but somehow 
that hurting turned itself into a strength I didn't 
know I had and I found my lost voice. This was my 
classroom (not Ms. X’s) and in it, I would not toler-
ate inappropriate behavior.  
 One day I had a yardstick in my hand (I don't 
remember why) and as I was trying to teach a lesson 
I reached ultimate frustration with student behavior. 
I brought the yardstick down on a desk and to my 
dismay it broke in half. The kids laughed, perhaps 
thinking I had lost my power. I quickly dispelled 
that notion by holding up both pieces, one in each 
hand, saying, “Don't laugh, now I have two.”  
 I demanded that students show respect for me, 
for each other and for the rules of conduct we estab-
lished for the classroom and I enforced it. I had to 
have a substitute one day (did she know what she 
was walking into?) and when I came in the follow-
ing morning the room was in disarray with crayon 
marks and items scattered all over the floor. Under 
my fierce eye, the kids learned their lesson for the 
day, that such behavior was not acceptable. They 
spent the hours cleaning up the mess. Whether I 
taught much in the way of academics, I don't re-
member, but I mastered the rule of law and order on 
my own terms.  
 Somehow the semester finally came to an end. I 
had been a witness to and part of a very important 
time of painful transition in history and survived it. 
I grew from the experience, from that scared intern 
to a teacher, gaining a new confidence in myself. I 
found a strong voice that enabled me to gain the re-
spect of my students. After eventually going on to 
get my Master's Degree in Special Education I 
could do what I was meant to do — teach well and 
make a difference to the special-needs students I 
taught.  • 
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Julian J. Bussgang 

In 1939, when I was 14 years old, World War II  
suddenly broke out. The Germans occupied the 
western half of Poland and the Soviets, the eastern 
half. My parents, my sister, and I fled our city of 
Lwów and escaped first to Romania, then to Pales-
tine.  
 In Soviet-occupied eastern Poland, over a 
million Poles, perhaps one third of them Jews, were 
deported deep into the USSR as forced labor. 
 In 1941 Germany unexpectedly attacked the 
Soviet Union. Stalin needed weapons, which he 
sought from the British. In exchange, he agreed to 
release the so-called Polish political prisoners in the 
USSR and allow them to form a new Polish army 
under Polish General Władysław Anders. About 
60–70,000 released Poles joined this army, which 
became known as the Polish 2nd Corps, nicknamed 
“the Anders Army.”  
 This army left the Soviet Union, traveling 
through Iran and Iraq, and arrived by mid-1943 in 
Palestine, where they became part of the British 
Eighth Army.  
 In August 1943, at age 18, I joined the newly 
arrived Polish 2nd Corps, as did most of my collea-
gues from the Polish high school in Tel Aviv that I 
had attended. We were issued British uniforms, 
helmets, weapons, and equipment.  

 
 After finishing an abbreviated Polish Officer’s 
School in Gedera, Palestine, I was shipped to Taran-
to, Italy, to take part in the Italian Campaign. We  
first fought along the Adriatic coast. My unit was 
equipped with light, anti-aircraft, 40 mm Bofors 
guns. Anti-aircraft artillery was right on the front  

line. Each gun was assigned to a different infantry 
unit. 
 In January 1944, American troops landed at 
Anzio, on the west coast of Italy. They were sur-
rounded and in great danger. The Allied Command, 
under General Alexander, decided to move the 
Polish troops over to the west front to break through 
the main German Defense Line, the Gustav Line, in 
order to free them.  
 The Polish 2nd Corps was deployed to an area 
between Naples and Rome, near a town called Cas-
sino. The key German position, dominating the 
countryside, was a high mountain called Monte 
Cassino, on top of which was an ancient abbey. 
There had been three prior attempts to storm the 
mountain, starting in January 1944, but they had 
been unsuccessful. French, American, Indian, New 
Zealand, and British troops were all repulsed, even 
though many bombs had been dropped and heavy 
ammunition fired.  
 Finally, on May 11, 1944, Polish troops were 
brought in for one more attack. My artillery unit 
was converted to infantry. Artillery guns were too 
heavy to pull up the mountain, and using trucks was 
out of the question. 
 No one who was there will ever forget this bat-
tle, one of the fiercest engagements of WWII. Ger-
man soldiers were dug deep into the ground in forti-
fied bunkers, and the slopes we had to climb were 
partially mined. The Germans had a perfect view of 
all the approaches.  
 When we started the climb, we carried with us 
our rifles, a few heavy mortars, ammunition, and 
supplies. Then we reached a point where we could 
only crawl, because anybody standing up would be 
immediately shot. I remember advancing ahead 
rock by rock, firing at anything that moved, and 
throwing hand grenades. At one point it rained, and 
we got soaked.  
 We gradually displaced German positions on 
the mountain. The battle took a full week. Casual-
ties were extremely high. The final attack came on 
May 17, 1944.  On May 18, our units finally rea-
ched the ruins of the abbey to triumphantly plant the 
Polish and British flags; the Germans had been 
routed from Monte Cassino.  
 The road to Rome was now open. American 
troops could break out of Anzio, and a few days lat-
er, General Clark triumphantly marched into Rome.  
The 2nd Corps succeeded against great odds be-
cause our troops were extremely motivated. In 

(continued at bottom of next page) 



 

The Bridge                                                                            7                                                                        January 2012 

 

Estelle Schwedock 

It’s quiet. The sound of silence. 
 I had always been surrounded by “NOISE.” As 
a child living in a family of seven, there was always 
the radio blasting, conversations, arguments and 
dishes clattering as my grandmother prepared 
meals; “NOISE.” 
 Sometimes laughter, sometimes crying; 
“NOISE.” 
 Then in later years there was office chatter, 
husband chatter, children chatter, dog barking, cat 
crying, entertaining chatter, opera, ballet, theatre; 
“NOISE.” 
 Now I'm retired, children are married, dog and 
cat died. My husband and I have spent 55 years to-
gether, nothing much to chatter about, we know 
each other so well, have the same thoughts at the 
same time. I do miss it all. 
 Days now spent with the chatter of our grand-
children are delightful. TV, laughter, cat constantly 
meowing, dog barking, children arguing, rock mu-
sic blasting, all the “NOISE” is welcome. • 

 
 
fighting Hitler and his military forces in all these 
battles, we were fighting the killers, oppressors, and 
aggressors who were destroying our communities 
and annihilating our families.  
 After Cassino, Polish troops were allowed to 
recuperate, but only briefly. We were moved back 
to the Adriatic coast and continued to fight further 
north. We captured the cities of Ancona, Loretto, 
and, finally, Bologna. 
 We had thought we were fighting for the free-
dom of Poland. Little did we know that in Tehran, a 
few months before Cassino, Churchill and Roose-
velt had ceded to Stalin the eastern half of Poland 

Rita Fireman 

Oh how many bridges we cross 
over the rivers and roads of our lives 
to walk from the old familiar 
to explore the new side 
this time to a place called 
Newbridge on the Charles, 
to find a different pathway, 
to make new connections, 
to give, to share, to learn, 
to listen, to comfort and  
to help one another create  
a community of beauty and friendship 
for the last decades of our lives. • 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
from which most of us had come. 
 In 1994, my wife, Fay, and I attended the cer-
emonies for the 50th anniversary of the Battle of 
Monte Cassino. We joined a group of other Polish-
American WWII veterans to visit Polish military 
cemeteries in Italy. At the large Polish cemetery at 
the foot of Monte Cassino are two rows of Jewish 
graves marked with Stars of David. 
 

 
 
 The Polish 2nd Corps was one of the great mili-
tary units of World War II. Its story is one of the 
great human epics of all time. Sadly, its history is 
almost unknown outside the Polish-speaking 
world.•  
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Edward Goldstein 

It is Sunday the 29th of December 1940.  
 This time of year darkness comes early in Lon-
don, which is as far north as the southernmost tip of 
Hudson Bay. By this, the fourth month of the Blitz, 
we have settled into a routine. 
 During the late afternoon, our neighborhood of 
small attached one-family houses in the London 
borough of Stoke Newington gets ready for another 
German air raid. Many of our neighbors make their 
way to the nearest tube station. There they will 
spend the night more or less safe from the bombs 
and other lethal debris that will fall from the sky. 
They carry bedding and food, playing cards, flash-
lights, and candles.  
 My family and some of our neighbors prefer to 
spend the night at home, rushing to basements and 
backyard air raid shelters when the alarm sounds. 
The shelters are said to be safer but have a tendency 
to flood when it rains and smell sort of funky at 
other times. My father has equipped our basement 
with a few amenities and we expect to play host to 
some of our neighbors. 
It is a clear night — Luftwaffe weather. 
 Sure enough, around seven o’clock, the power-
ful sirens begin their gut-wrenching, wailing, five-
minute cacophony. My family and a few neighbors 
make their way to our basement where they will lis-
ten to the radio, play gin rummy, talk about the war, 
curse the Nazis and try to sleep. 
 But I have other plans. I pull on a couple of 
sweaters and my belted trench coat, slip the canvas 
strap of my gas mask carrier over my head, hang a 
whistle around my neck and put on the steel helmet 
marked with the white letters ARP — Air Raid Pro-
tection. 
 I report to the sandbagged ARP command post 
at one end of our block. My colleagues are either 
too young or too old to be in the armed services; 
several are my age, seventeen. There are no women. 
The local warden assigns us our duties in cockney-
accented English that is all but unintelligible to 
someone like me who is just learning English. 
 Most of us are assigned to stay on the street and 
watch for firebombs. These are cylindrical canisters 
about a foot in length and a couple of inches in di-
ameter, blunt in front and equipped with sheet metal 
fins at the other end. Dropped by the many thou-
sands in residential areas, they are diabolical things, 

designed to crash through a slate roof and remain in 
the attic space where their thermite interior burns 
white-hot to set the building on fire.  
 When we see a house being struck, we are sup-
posed to blow our whistle, rush into its attic carry-
ing a stirrup pump, a bucket full of sand, a bucket 
full of water and a shovel. The prescribed protocol 
calls for us to pick the bomb up with our shovel, 
dump it into the bucket of sand, and spray water on 
it. My colleagues and I have each been given about 
an hour of training but have never faced the real 
thing. Luckily, we never get the chance to test the 
theory — most of us have our doubts. 
 About twenty minutes after the sirens stop their 
wailing, we hear the pulsing drone of many aircraft 
approaching. Searchlights, located in nearby parks 
and other open spaces, begin to probe the sky. 
 Soon the anti-aircraft guns begin firing.  

From a military point of view, anti-aircraft artillery 
probably makes a lot of sense. Shells exploding 
near enemy pilots undoubtedly encourage them to 
drop their bombs as quickly as possible without tak-
ing accurate aim at specific targets.  Occasionally, 
the shrapnel also damages and even destroys an en-
emy aircraft.  
 But when you’re a civilian out on the street, 
you have a somewhat different point of view. The 
problem is Newton’s law, which decrees that what-
ever goes up must come down. When one of these 
Ack-Ack shells explodes it creates thousands of 
pieces of shrapnel, most of them with monstrously 
jagged, razor-sharp edges. These pieces unfortu-
nately don’t stay up there ... they come down at 
amazing speeds and angles. To be sure, they don’t 
hit very many people, mainly because there aren’t 
very many people on the street during an air raid. 
But, of course, we are. And we are acutely aware 
that our tin hats cover a pitifully small portion of 
our anatomy. 
We see the guns’ muzzle flashes over the tops of the 
houses lining our street. They make a lot of noise. 
We see the explosions of the shells high in the air, 
and there is the unnerving pulsing shriek of shrapnel 
coming down. (In the morning, we will go scaveng-
ing for pieces of the finely machined brass fuses 
that make nice decorations for our mantelpieces.) 
 This is obviously a very large raid, but — ex-
cept for the guns — our sector is relatively quiet. 
Three or four medium-sized bombs come screaming 
down and explode a few blocks away; we can hear  

[continued at bottom of next page] 
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Caryn B. Finard 
 

Life lies within the boundaries of antiquity. 
Happiness is just one scoop at a time. 
Peace is achieved through trial and tribulation. 
 

Hope is a work in progress. 
The scope of our years on earth is how we live it. 
The quality of life emerging  
 is how we give birth to ourselves. 
 

Material assets are only worth  
 how much we value ourselves. 
Having things is what we do in life to enjoy them. 
As we grow within 
 we develop wisdom and fortitude. 
Falling asleep is a missed opportunity and purpose. 
 

My faith in a higher power  
 is the beauty and goodness within others. 
Visions are dreams come true. 
Achievement is a  
 heart filled with ideals, principles and morals. 
 to society and the world.  

Eulogizing my life will be measured by what I have 
 bestowed and bequeathed. • 
 
 
 
 
them explode, see the flash of their explosions, and 
feel the shaking of the ground. 
We can see that the brunt of this raid is being borne 
by the inner City of London, two or three miles to 
the South. In this raid we are mostly just onlookers. 
We hear the crump of bombs exploding, but there 
seem to be only just enough high-explosive bombs 
to disrupt the water supply and intimidate the fire 
fighters. The waves of planes seem to be dropping 
mostly incendiary bombs. We can see the fires that 
seem to be burning increasingly out of control. 
Soon, we begin to smell the smoke and hear the for-
lorn clanging of fire engines rushing to the scene 
 Through the evening, successive, overlapping 
waves of German planes drone overhead. Two areas 
in the City seem to be completely engulfed in 
flames. A few miles from the conflagrations, we can 
easily read a newspaper by the light of the fires re-
flected by smoke and clouds.  
 Around midnight a seeming miracle occurs — 
dense clouds roll in and it begins to rain the kind of 

 
 
winter rain many of us in England have learned to 
hate so intensely. But tonight nothing, nothing at 
all, could be more welcome. The German aircraft, 
perhaps unable to see their targets, or perhaps just 
out of bombs or satisfied by their night’s work, turn 
for home. The bombs stop, the anti-aircraft guns fall 
silent, the searchlights are turned off — all that re-
mains is the eerie reflection of an enormous confla-
gration playing on the low clouds. Soon the reassur-
ing steady blast of the All Clear signal sends us 
home for a few hours of sleep.  
How does it feel to be here? Of course, we feel fear: 
of being killed, of being maimed, of showing our 
fear to others. There’s the spectacle and the noise. 
And there’s the sense of being part of the larger war 
against the hated Nazis, a part of history. Surpris-
ingly, it feels pretty good. 
 Tomorrow and the next day and the next, there 
will be the routine of school and work, and other air 
raids. 
 Before the Blitz ends in another five months, it 
will have killed 40,000 men, women and children.• 

Frankie Wolff 

I was named Frances  
 after my maternal Grandmother but . . . 
My first memory is of being called Sunshine  
 by my Aunt 
Mops was a pet name Daddy called me 
Baby was Momma's name 
Honey — my husband, well, most of the time, 
but  when he really wanted my attention  
 it was Frances 
Frank — my sister and cousin 
Frank-son — my maiden name was Sontheimer 
Frank-a-linie — Margot, my dear friend's pet 
 name 
Frank-a-la — special buddies 
Frankie — my adult grandson, Darian  
 and most people /school teachers 

Best of all? 
Mom — our children, Len and Sue 
Ge — my grandson, Izzy       
Grandma Frankie —  
 my great grandchildren, Cheyenne and 
 Maddox 

What's in a Name? More than we can ever know.  
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Fiction

Howard Kravets 

He didn't look up when we sat down at the table 
next to him in our favorite little cafe. The waitresses 
knew almost everybody by name, and almost no 
one used the word waitress, because most of the 
diners knew their names as well. Yet no one seemed 
to know him, in this noisy, friendly little restaurant. 
He was concentrating on what he was eating, but he 
stopped, his head down looking at his food, or was 
he remembering something and was stranded in that 
moment in time? He was a rather heavy man, from 
what I could see of him, with thin grey hair. His 
brow was furrowed in thought, or at least it looked 
that way. I couldn't see his eyes as his head was 
bent in a way that hid them, but I thought they 
might be circled with dark rings. His shoulders 
slumped and, as I looked closer, his hands showed a 
distinct tremor. He wore a wedding ring on his third 
finger, left hand, and I envisioned that he was a 
widower. He took a bite of the omelet he was eating 
and, somehow I knew, he had no taste for it. Sud-
denly he looked up, and slowly surveyed the room, 
as if he was waiting for someone, perhaps his wife, 
to join him, but that didn't happen, and he dropped 
his head and stared at the food in front of him. 
 I looked at my wife, and saw that there were 
tears in her eyes and that she was visibly upset. I 
knew what she was thinking. After all, we had been 
married for almost 70 years, and we both knew that 
one day one of us would take the place of the man 
at the next table. Life at our age was still precious 
even with all of the negatives you can think of, the 
pains and aches, the doctors, thinking about our 
children, now middle aged and our grandchildren, 
already adults. What lie ahead for them in this vio-
lent ever changing world? I put my arm around my 
wife’s frail body and tried to console her without 
success. 
 The old man across from us seemed to give up 
on his barely touched food and asked the waitress 
for his check. His voice wasn't much more than a 
whisper. The check arrived and he paid it. He lifted 
his heavy body from his chair as if he carried the 
weight of the world on his shoulders. Before he left 
he came to our table and said in a choked voice, 
“Never forget how precious your time together is.” 
 When he left I gently enfolded my wife into my 
arms and kissed the tears from her eyes. Seeing that  

[continued on bottom of next columnm} 

 
Estelle Schwedock 

He had a powerful baritone voice. He sang with 
power and gusto. He sang a melody he had heard 
only once on the radio during the day, word for 
word, never missing a note. 
 I always looked forward to his concerts, only 
one flaw, he sang while asleep in the middle of the 
night, sitting up in bed with his head propped up 
against the headboard. As a child I polished that 
headboard once a week and found small bits of his 
hair embedded in the wood. 
 During the summer, when all the windows were 
open, no air conditioning in those days, he would 
awaken all the neighbors. We would then start to 
get phone calls, “shut him up.” They didn’t realize 
that once awakened he stopped, fell asleep, then 
started again from the beginning and sang his song 
once more. But left alone he would complete his 
concert, then off he went to a peaceful quiet rest. 
 There were times he took my sister Rita and me, 
in his old Chevy for a tour of the city. During these 
trips he would sing in a loud voice the songs of Ir-
ving Berlin, “Red Sails in the Sunset,” “I Lost the 
Sunshine and Roses When I Lost You,” and so 
many more. But for me the night concerts were the 
best. I waited impatiently for the next concert. 
 In the morning I would ask Dad to sing the pre-
vious nights song, but surprisingly he didn’t know 
the lyrics and had no recollection of ever hearing or 
singing the song. • 
 
 
 
 
[continued from column on left] 
lonely man and listening to his good advice remind-
ed me of the fuss we made over little insignificant 
things, the time we wasted on them. Time better 
spent enjoying our lives. After all, I thought, who 
knew when our time would come. The man that 
stopped at our table was right; we couldn’t afford to 
waste a minute of our time together. 
 What I didn’t know was that the man who gave 
us such good advice was the Angel of Death and 
that he, worn and tired from a busy day, decided 
that we were not ready for him just yet. Besides he 
was needed at the hospital right away where a 
young man had been hit by a car and was in horrible 
pain.• 
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Max Potter 

I recently came upon an elaborate set-up of electric 
trains that contained, among other things, a minia-
ture replica of a hobo camp. It depicted a group of 
casually dressed gentlemen, sitting around a fire and 
eating baked beans — the ethnic food of itinerants. 
 In the late thirties of the century past, I lived 
with my family about half a mile from the main line 
of the Southern Railroad as it passed through the 
periphery of Tuscaloosa on its way from New York 
to New Orleans and back. Standing in the backyard, 
I could watch various trains speed by — both pas-
senger and seemingly endless freights. The passen-
ger trains were fascinating. Their huge locomotives 
were covered with sheets of  bright green steel, 
while the freight engines were a plain workman-like 
black. Later, diesel trains, known then as “stream-
liners,” came into being, and the Southerner, an ex-
press, could be viewed everyday at about 2:30 PM 
heading to New York. Make no mistake, this was 
pretty damned exciting for a kid. Sometimes, when 
we were playing trackside in a nearby cow pasture, 
we would see men riding in the boxcars or on hop-
pers who waved to us as they passed.  These were 
the “knights of the road” on their continuous quest 
for goodness knows what unreachable goal or Grail. 
 Kids love myths and it was rumored in our 
group that there was a nearby hobo camp, where 
they  would eat and rest on their way. This was nev-
er proven, but certainly accepted as credible. More-
over, these itinerants would wander into the com-
munity at times, begging for food. Man cannot live 
on beans alone. The terrain was rather open, and 
quite often they would knock at our rear door seek-
ing a handout. My mother, quixotic herself, would 
provide a meal and occasionally spirits to any of 
these callers. They would sit on the back steps, take 
in the atmosphere and enjoy the food, which I my-
self didn’t always care for. 
 Our house became a frequent stopping place for 
these wanderers; it remained so for a few years and 
ended with an enigma. A freight train would zoom 
by, slowing down as it entered the yards, and short-
ly after someone would  appear at the backdoor. 
Always singly, usually white. No one was ever re-
fused. Then, on a certain day, one of them came 
seeking food and was most appreciative. He had 
with him a small pine shingle maybe 6x12 inches in 
dimension, as well as a wrapped-up package.  

 

Al Rosen 

I’m not much on looks 
I’m no hero out of books 

I’m your ma—an! 
I will schlep the things you took 

To see on you how they will look 
I’m your ma—an! 

Tomorrow they go back 
Onto Macy’s mark-down rack 

I’m your ma—an! 
Then we’ll go to look for shoes 

And I’ll schlep the ones you choose 
I’m your ma—an! 

At Dillard’s in the Mall 
They’ve got shoes from wall-to-wall 

I’m your ma—an! 
In Loehman’s on the bench 

I am sitting like a mench 
I’m your ma—an! 

Through Penny’s and Burdine’s 
We’re making a beeline 

I’m your ma—an! 
And in Macy’s by the door  

I am staring at the floor 
I’m your ma—an! 

In Nordstrom’s you will search 
On the sofa I will perch 

I’m your ma—an! 
  We are searching everywhere 
You don’t have a thing to wear 

Sure fools your ma—an. 

He offered to my mother whichever one she want-
ed.  
 Typically, she didn’t want anything, and ac-
cepted or sought few gifts. The man insisted, so in 
her usual abrupt way of cutting things short, she ac-
cepted the plank. He urged her to take the little box, 
but she refused, thinking that it might be of some 
value to the man. So bowing to her wishes, he gave 
her the pine shingle. 
 For whatever reason, that was the last time any 
itinerants ever came by for food. Was it a parting 
gift? What if she had taken the little box? More im-
portantly, what was in the box? Was there a connec-
tion? We’ll never know. • 
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Gloria Rosenzweig  

Uncle George died of colon cancer when he was 
about seventy years old. The oldest of my mother's 
siblings, a half brother, his father died before he 
was born. Stories have been told about his being 
weak and sickly as a baby. Perhaps that explains his 
somewhat childlike behavior. My cousin Carleton 
thinks he was affected by the lead in the paint he 
worked with, much as the Mad Hatter in Alice in 
Wonderland may have been affected by the mercury 
used in the milliner's trade. You see, there was 
something not quite right about Uncle George. At 
the same time, there was something very right about 
him. He was childlike — a kind, gentle, loving soul 
who liked children, boxing, women, good food and 
fun. 
 George was a painter by trade, a skill acquired 
as a young boy trying to earn a living in this new 
country, far from his Russian home. When I first 
remember him well, he was married to Celia, a 
woman I liked and visited often — even after their 
divorce. I don't remember what I liked about her, 
but I picture her at the sewing machine, glasses, 
dark hair, a high-pitched voice talking kindly to me. 
Celia was a bad match for Uncle George. A tough 
lady who was a rum runner during prohibition and 
later a gun runner for who knows who. The mar-
riage ended, I believe, when she chased George out 
of the house with a machine gun. Some years 
passed. Uncle George lived with grandma off and 
on. When we spent our year in California, Uncle 
George was there, too. He was our constant com-
panion, a wonderful uncle who knew how to have 
fun. 
 During World War II, he took a job painting 
Quonset huts in Omaha, Nebraska. I remember the 
day he was due to return home with a new bride. 
The family gathered in Grandma's living room, 
awaiting his arrival. Only Grandma greeted them 
with equanimity. The rest of us were left with 
mouths agape. The new bride was a full-blooded 
Indian who looked twice his age. Her knees were 
like arms akimbo, at right angles to each other. She 

seemed permanently squatting. I have the fantasy 
that she raised her arm and said, "How" but the 
truth is I don't remember her ever speaking — even 
to Uncle George. The magnetism between them es-
capes me, but they seemed to live together in har-
mony. She responded to the name Ruty — with a 
grunt. I can't remember how many years they lived 
together before she died — presumably of old age. I 
do remember coming back from the funeral. It 
would be hard to forget that day — another jaw 
dropper. A woman, who had seen the death notice, 
knocked on the door and wondered if George was 
looking for another wife. Indeed he was. The bride 
in question was a 27-year-old retarded woman 
named Frances. It was her mother at the door. 
Frances was fat, cross-eyed with sparse hair and 
teeth, yet George was smitten. They say that every 
eye forms its own beauty, but this was ridiculous. 
 Frances actually had a very nice family who 
planned a large, somewhat elegant wedding at the 
local synagogue. The ceremony, however, was 
something out of candid camera. As my aging uncle 
and his young bride walked down the aisle, there 
was a last minute decision to enlist a maid of honor 
and a best man. My poor shy, self-conscious mother 
stood on one side of Uncle George while Uncle 
Louie, portly and red-cheeked, stood on the other 
wearing a janitor's cap. The glass to be smashed 
turned out to be unbreakable. I cannot describe the 
confusion under the chuppah. We in the audience 
held back our laughter and somehow it was all re-
solved with a good meal. Aunt Ida kept moaning 
about something, patting grandma on the back. But 
grandma was fine with this, as she seemed to be 
with everything. 
 It turned out that Frances and her mother were 
a team, so Uncle George was very well cared for. 
The rest of his days seemed happy. She was com-
pliant and adoring and loved to shuck corn, which 
she cooked until her mother came to shut off the 
stove. And so they lived until his death. We lost 
track of Frances within a few years. It is one of the 
many things I regret in life. They were a very nice 
family. • 
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(1952-56: The college years) 

Jerry Sands 

In the last issue, Lucille wrote about how we met 
the first day on campus standing in line for a fresh-
man luncheon orientation. How lucky was I that a 
beautiful, sexy, blue-eyed blonde would even look 
at me wearing that foolish blue and white “beanie” 
required of all freshmen. Now it’s my turn to con-
tinue the story. 
 We met again that evening at a dance held on 
the campus tennis courts, and I was smart enough to 
take her to the quiet dark part, so no upper classmen 
would get to cut in. 
 This first dance led to many dates on campus, 
where I couldn’t wait until the next time we could 
get together. I made it a point to take her to the less 
populated parts of the campus, so no other guys 
would see what a beauty I was dating. 

At URI in the 50’s, freshman women had to live in 
a “secured dorm”, where they had to be back by 
8:30 pm weeknights, 11:00 pm on Fridays and Sun-
days, and 1:00 am on Saturdays. At the required 
time, the doors would be locked, and you had to 
ring a bell for the “dorm mother” to let you in. The 
second violation meant a trip to the Dean of Wom-
en. How times have changed! Since dating Lucille 
was taking up almost all my free time, I used to get 
up at 4:00 am in the fraternity house, and study 
three hours before anyone got up. 
 Lucille and I both had boy/girl friends from our 
high school years, and as things were done back 
then, both of us had made previous plans to spend 
New Year’s Eve with them. I had the most misera-
ble time picturing Lucille kissing her old boyfriend. 
To put it another way I was hooked (and was happy 
to find out Lucille missed me as well). 
From that point in January of our freshman year un-
til we graduated, we officially became “Jerilu,” a 
name created by Lucille’s sorority sisters at ΣΔΤ. I 
even bought a front license plate with “Jerilu” on it 
for my very used 1941 Pontiac convertible. My ma-
roon car needed a paint job, and Lucille spray-
painted the vehicle a turquoise color. My job was to 
hold the can of turpentine so she could do the paint-
ing. Wouldn’t you know it when she had just fin-
ished and we were both admiring the job, I tripped 
and spilled all the turpentine over the trunk. 

 
As Lucille’s future provider and cook, I became 
“steward” of the dining facility, having worked my 
way up from janitor to waiter, and finally to the 
“Toots Shore” position. Our chef would set aside 
roast beef, steaks, lamb chops, etc. for my girl-
friend, who would otherwise be eating cafeteria 
food. Part of my responsibility would be to collect 
the $12.50 weekly charge for sixteen meals from 
my fraternity brothers (not the easiest job in the 
world). Little did I realize then, that accounts re-
ceivable management would become my future 
livelihood. 

My fraternity brothers and I sang our fraternity 
songs outside Lucille’s window at SDT the night I 
“pinned her.” Back then this meant engaged to be 
engaged, and I was beyond ecstatic to take Lucille 
as my future soul mate. 
 Working at various jobs such as running the 
fraternity candy concession, driving trucks during 
semester breaks, etc., I saved enough money in our 
junior year to ask Lucille to marry me. 
 Lucille and I were chosen the “senior couple” 
by all our classmates, and had the honor of planting 
the ivy – a rich tradition at URI prior to the gradua-
tion ceremony.  
  Two weeks after graduation, we were married. 
Lucille and I have since exchanged vows three 
times. 

 LONG LIVE JERILU! • 
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Glorianne Wittes 

Montrealers have a line written on their license 
plates which reads “JE ME SOUVIENS”. It means 
“I WILL REMEMBER”. It is a line which marks 
the tone of a recent trip I took to Montreal with 
Bob, my son, Julie, my daughter, and Chloe and 
Melanie, Bob’s two daughters — a trip filled with 
reminiscences of our life with my late husband Si 
who died four years ago. It had been home to Si and 
me for over thirty years and to our children for ten 
and thirteen years respectively until we moved to 
the USA, and it remains for the three of us a very 
special city. The girls are interested in learning 
something of our history there and we decide to 
take them on a tour of some places that had special 
meaning for us. So this story begins at Victoria 
Hall.  
 We approach the handsome stone building set 
into the green lawns of Westmount Park. I squeal 
with delight. “Oh my gosh girls. This is the place 
where Granka and I used to go dancing every Sat-
urday night! Tears gush forth unexpectedly as I 
croon the words of one of our favorite songs.. 
       I’ll be seeing you in all the old familiar places 
       That this heart of mine embraces 
       All day through.”  
Images flood my mind of Si and me dancing, dip-
ping, holding each other close, one with the music 
and each other, oblivious to all else. 
 In that small café, 
  the park across the way  
 The children's carousel, 
  the chestnut trees, the wishing well.” 
 “The band would end every evening with a song 
called Stardust,” I tell Chloe and Mel, “and by then 
the dance floor was filled with couples embracing 
each other as an excuse for dancing, swaying ever 
so slowly, eyes closed, blissed out.”  
 There is a long silence as the girls visualize my 
description and then twenty-year old Chloe com-
ments on how romantic dancing was for my genera-
tion. “Dancing is sexy today but it sure isn’t roman-
tic like it was for you and Granka.” Do I detect 
some envy? 
 Amazing!  Half the time my memory deserts 
me these days. I forget keys, words, people’s 
names, and whether or not I have mailed a letter. 
And yet every word of this song of my youth flows 
effortlessly from my brain along with the long-ago 
images associated with them. Being here at Victoria 

Hall seems to be responsible for this revocation, this 
physicality of memories and music. At NewBridge, 
my current residence, I do not seem to experience 
this depth of remembrance of my life with Si. Per-
haps it’s because we never lived here together. This 
place has only my repertoire of experience as a sin-
gle woman and the challenges of making a life 
without my darling. I’m resilient. I’m up to the task 
but it sure is nice to have the sharpness of these 
memories back with me. 
 
Our next stop is the McGill University campus. We 
were both freshmen there in 1945.  I was sixteen 
and Si was 19, freshly home from the war where he 
had been a boy soldier. We met through some mu-
tual friends and went out dancing with them. It was 
love at first sight for Si and me.  
 That night on my arrival home from a stagger-
ingly magical evening I wrote my cousin a letter 
that she saved and gave to me some years later. In 
part it said:  

“I met the man I’m going to marry. I stood up a 
date to go out with him and that’s a long story, but 
am I ever glad I did. I think fate meant it to be. 
Darlene, Si is everything I ever dreamed, of — not 
drop-dead gorgeous but good looking. He’s funny 
and ever so interesting. We didn’t stop talking for a 
minute, and we covered the waterfront, everything 
including who we were, who we are, and who we 
want to be. Si wants life to have meaning for him 
and that really resonated with me. He’s in engi-
neering but not sure that this is the route he wants 
to go. He dances beautifully and you know how 
much I love dancing. I got high on him and possibly 
on my first alcoholic drink outside of Shabbat wine. 
It was rum and Coca Cola after the song by that 
name which was the only drink I knew to order. I 
really didn’t like it; much too sweet. But not nearly 
as sweet as my Si! Yes, I said MY SI, and I hope he 
will be. We’re going out for a walk tomorrow night, 
and I can’t wait.” 

We were inseparable for six indescribable months 
— cavorting at the Student Union and Hillel House, 
studying, if you could call it that, at Redpath Li-
brary, dancing at Victoria Hall, taking long walks 
and enjoying long talks, and exchanging kisses 
whenever and wherever we could. Our favorite 
place was high above the University campus, at the 
top of Mount Royal’s slopes where we discovered a 
private little area with a soaring view over the city. 
In that setting we felt like our spirits were soaring as 
well.  
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 In early winter, however, a series of events 
transpired which created great strains on Si and 
eventuated in our breakup. These included the ter-
minal illness and death of his mother, the grief-
laden depression of his father, and the many respon-
sibilities for their care, which forced Si to miss 
many classes and exams. I was heartbroken.  
 Over the next two years I dated a lot and be-
came semi-engaged to a man I planned to marry af-
ter graduation. It was not to be, and I think fate had 
a hand in it. I bumped into Si at a movie theatre and 
he asked me to join him at dinner afterwards. Had I 
gone to the movie with my boyfriend I’m sure Si 
would not have asked me out. With a sense of guilt 
I accepted Si’s invitation and Bingo we were off to 
the races again! The attraction was as strong as ever 
and I continued to go out with Si but with a heavy 
heart at how I was letting down my near- fiancé.  I 
am a creature of loyalty and hated myself for hurt-
ing him, yet I couldn’t deny to myself that it was Si 
with whom I really wanted to spend the rest of my 
life. In my junior year I finally made the decision to 
leave my boyfriend, and in the October after my 
graduation Si and I began our fifty-eight year mar-
riage, filled with ups and downs, challenges, and 
deep love. We were lovers, best friends, explorers 
of people, places and ideas — and most of all soul 
mates.  

We drive up the steep hills of Westmount to the ob-
servatory at the top of the mountain near the house 
in which Si had courted me. We then drive to see 
the house in which Bob and Julie had grown up and 
to our astonishment we find that our small contem-
porary bungalow has been replaced by a huge split 
level monstrosity that completely crowds the lot on 
which it is built. It is the impetus for Bob, Julie and 
me to share a host of memories of what life had 
been like for us there:  the bedtime INKY PINKY 
AND STINKY stories that Si made up for them and 
that became a staple in our extended family; Friday-
night Shabbat dinners with friends and family, with 
great conversation and lots of music-making as we 
gathered around the piano; Si’s voice loud and ebul-
lient if somewhat off key; Si and Bob glued to  the 
World Books and a microscope as Bob developed  
his early interest in science from his Dad; Si laugh-
ing  so hard until  his tears spilled with joy at seeing  
little Julie prancing around in a tutu with Bob’s hol-
ster around her waist; the pleasure we took in Mul-
ligan, our poodle , and his antics, and our grief 
when he was hit by a bus and died; the weekly 

showing of my latest paintings in our rec room for 
which Si built a wall of special ledges. The pride Si 
took in his children and in me was immeasurable.   
 Much of who I am today stems from his love 
and support. To him I was the most beautiful, ac-
complished, wonderful person in the world. He mo-
tivated me to try new and challenging paths and he 
was always there to pick me up when I fell. How 
lucky can a gal get! I reciprocated his love and sup-
port, and helped to make his desire for a midlife ca-
reer change possible. We moved to the States when 
our children were ten and thirteen, and I became the 
sole bread earner for a while enabling Si to earn his 
PhD in clinical psychology at The University of 
Michigan. The kids pulled their weight as well, 
though they missed their home, friends and family 
in Montreal. 
We drive to Old Montreal now, and take a calèche 
ride in a horse-driven chariot through its narrow 
cobbled streets lined with old historic stone build-
ings. They now house galleries, boutiques, bistros 
and outdoor cafes where familiar French chansons 
are being sung. We join in the singing. The August 
moon is large and yellow. I miss Si terribly in this 
romantic setting, and my mind returns to another 
time, another place, where the love I felt for him 
was as large as this moon.  
 In his hospital room, on the last night of his 
life, Julie and I were reminiscing with him at his re-
quest; he was holding both of us close, eyes closed; 
a faint smile on his lips. Suddenly he sat up and 
joyously belted out a line from one of our favorite 
songs: 
 Winter Spring Summer and Fall,  
  all you have to do is call”. 
Si closed his eyes, was silent, Julie and I finished 
the song singing: 
 Yeah, yeah, yeah. You've got a friend.  
My husband never opened his eyes again.  One hour 
later he died. 
Fireworks are being lit up now as part of Montreal’s 
International Fireworks show. The sky is brilliant 
with color, and that yellow moon. In my imagina-
tion it is filled with larger-than-life images of my 
darling husband.  “I am filled with his presence, and 
I sing to him:  
 I’ll see you in the morning sun  
  and when the day is through 
 I’ll be looking at the moon 
             And I’ll be seeing you.” • 
  



 

The Bridge                                                                            16                                                                        January 2012 

Sheila Klein  

Our Wedding – The Saga of the Ring 
As the entire bridal party was assembling, preparing 
to march down the aisle, the Rabbi asked to see the 
wedding rings. Much to my horror, he looked at my 
beautiful new wedding ring and declared that it 
could not be used in the ceremony. It was a combi-
nation of three gold bands together. The Rabbi said 
that the ring had to be one solid piece – so the mar-
riage would be a “solid one.” 
 Needless to say, standing there all ready to pro-
ceed with the wedding, I became extremely upset; 
but my Grandmother, who was standing nearby as 
part of the wedding party, said (in Yiddish) “Here, 
my darling, use mine,” and handed me her ring. 
 This ring is now the “Official Wedding Ring”, 
and hopefully will be used for all future family 
weddings. When my daughter Wendy married Ste-
phen Shrago it was used once again. The Rabbi 
made a very nice mention of this during the cere-
mony. 
 

Spending Time with  
Grandma and Grandpa Muldofsky 

At a very young age, while visiting my grandpar-
ents, I was invited to “supervise” the preparation of 
a sponge cake. My grandmother did not have any 
modern mixing tools; she was beating a dozen egg 
whites with an old fashioned “wire whip.” After 
beating the egg whites for quite a while, she turned 
to me (I was standing on a stool near the table) and 
said she was very tired, and could I please finish 
making the “snow.” Of course I did not notice that 
the “snow” was already completely finished. She 
handed me the wire whip and I proceeded to bang in 
the pan for a short time. Soon she took the pan from 
me, held it up, and called to everyone in the house 
to come and see “what a wonderful snow” I had 
created. 
 Needless to say, I remember feeling so very 
proud and important! 
 

Learning to sew 
This involved both grandparents. First we had to 
purchase the material for me to create my master-
piece. At the store we decided that I should make 
dish towels. We carefully selected the material and 
headed back to their apartment. Both grandparents  
 
were instructing me with the threading of the ma-

chine. Next came the use of the treadle. I couldn't 
get the hang of it. The machine repeatedly un-
threaded itself because of my ineptitude. Instead of 
blaming me, they scolded each other for not show-
ing me the correct way. I finally was able to keep 
things going all at the same time, and created many 
lovely dish towels. 
 As a result of this early lesson, I became com-
petent in all phases of sewing and needlework. I 
have used this talent to create many interesting and 
lovely items for my home, and clothing for myself 
and family. • 
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