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Notes from the Editor 
Yes, this issue is only 12 pages, not our 
usual 16 pages. Why? We have plenty of 
money. But, we are not getting enough 
stories from you, our readers.  
 Thanks to many of our faithful authors, we 
continue to have a basic inventory, and have 
some residents who continue to supply the 
occasional piece. We really need articles 
from our new residents to replace some of 
our prolific authors who have passed on.  
 Some of you readers think you have 
nothing to write about, but you do. Please 
contact me or Ed Goldstein for help in writing 
down a few of your past memories or 
present experiences. The anecdotes you tell 
at the dinner table often make the best 
stories. 
 Let’s try to restore The Bridge journal to a 
full 16 page issue.• 

 
Forgiveness 

Phyllis Lichtin 
For many years I wore a thin gold band that 
had in its setting a tiny diamond chip, 
insignificant in its appearance -- however, 
the symbol of a failed love story. It is a ring 
that my mother-in-law gave to my husband 
Norman to give me as an engagement ring. 
It was the ring given to her by Abraham 
Gross.  
 Not too long after this, Abraham 
abandoned her and married her sister Marga 
(the Yiddish expression “a Shunda” comes to 
mind). The shock, embarrassment and anger 
was somewhat relieved by her boarding a 
ship which would take her to the United 
States to visit her sister Chia in Pittsburg. 
This ship was the last to leave Europe before 
the Lusitania was attacked and sunk. While 
living with her sister and her sister’s 
husband she found it important to improve 
her English language skills, so she hired a 
tutor, Yhiel Lichtin, a co-op student at 
Pittsburg University. A serious relationship 
followed and Klara soon became his wife. 
 They raised a family in Newark, New 
Jersey. Klara did not communicate with 
either her sister Marga or Marga’s husband  

Abraham, until 32 years later. She sent a 
letter to Marga saying:  
 “Now that the war in Europe is nearing an 
end and so many people are being reunited, 
my hopes have been raised that by some 
miracle we will also be reunited with our 
families in Europe. I know I should have 
written long before, but I could not bring 
myself to do it as if something were blocking 
my way. I don’t know whether you will 
forgive me, but I hope you will understand.” 
 Early in 1946 Klara and Yhiel boarded an 
El Al airplane for Israel to reunite with Marga 
and Abraham.• 
 

Our Contributors 

December 2015 
• Eleanor Leventhal 
• Shirley D. Rubinstein: Shirley Averell's sister, 
Gert 
January 2016 
• Karen Drescher: In honor of Joan Rome 

February 2016 
• Claire Aronson: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother 
• Irving and Charlotte Backman: In memory 
of Shirley Averell's dear brother 
• Carl E. Baylis: In memory of Harriet M. 
Garber 
• Charles L. Blauer: In memory of Harriet M. 
Garber 
• Charles L. Blauer: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother 
• Frances M. Budd: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother 
• Miriam Cerier: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother 
• Deborah Gerber: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother 
• Cynthia Markle: In appreciation of the ex-
treme helpfulness of John Averell 
• Judith H. Rosenberg: In memory of Paul 
Kaplan 
• Mary Rosenfield: In honor of Rea Rosen's 
birthday 
• Suzanne and Edward Waxman: In memory 
of Shirley Averell's dear brother 
• Shirley Woods: In memory of Shirley 
Averell's dear brother   
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Life Story 
Caryn Finard  

Life is a crap shoot 
One never knows where it will lead us. 
The highs are sublimeness, 
The lows are shrouded with wrack and ruin 
 
Our innocence at birth goes fleeting by  
 like a windstorm 
Love, hate, loss, anger, compassion, 
forgiveness, acceptance  
 are segmentations in 
Time and tide 
 
Our purpose is to find goodness in ourselves 
with all our contradictions and imperfections 
 
The only way to process and get past our 
pain is to embrace and grapple with it and 
Connect and feel compassion with ourselves 
and others without being judgmental 
Or discriminating 
 
Acceptance is the final commitment  
 to experiencing life as it is 
Don't look back. We hold our future  
with its dreams and expectations in the palm 
Of our hands 
 
Life is a crap shoot 
Go for it, run with it  
 for it is the only path we know• 

 
Stop Caring  

Estelle Schwedock  

I want to stop caring 
I want to stop caring about the health and 

 needs of my family 
I want to stop caring about the plight of the 

 world 
I want to stop caring about the fate of Israel 

I want to stop caring about the weather, 
 rain, snow, sunshine 

I want to stop caring about my neighbors 
I want to stop caring, but it never happens 

I do care about my family 
I do care about my friends and neighbors 

I do care about the state of the world 
I do care for just about everything 

What to do? 

Big Fish, Little Fish  
Malcolm Green 

 
 
In 1974 I was offered a position as General 
Manager of a small electronics company. 
That company was a division of a large old-
line company which made electrical switch 
gear used in the distribution of electrical 
power. It was a time when mature 
companies were acquiring small companies 
with higher technology products to give 
them access to greater growth markets.  

About a year after I was hired my 
parent company was acquired by an even 
larger company whose major product was 
lead-acid storage batteries. They had a 
vision of being known as “Company X- The 
Electronics Company”. 

The managers of my parent company 
and those of Company X could not have 
been more different. The managers of my 
company were in their fifties, were short, 
over weight, wore rumpled gray suits and 
were typically engineers. The managers of 
Company X were tall, young, athletic, wore 
navy blue suits and had MBA’s. 

Within a few years of the acquisition 
all the gray-suited managers were gone and 
the blue suits were in charge. Several years 
after that Company X had disappeared in its 
entirety. Though I was short and wore 
rumpled suits I ended up owning the division 
I managed. 
Author’s note: Some of the details have been 
exaggerated to make a better story but the 
arc of the story is basically true. 
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Occupation 
Edward Goldstein 

In November 1945, six and one half years 
after leaving Germany on a Kindertransport 
to England, I returned to serve in the US oc-
cupation forces. In the interim, I had experi-
enced the terrors and elations of the London 
Blitz, emigrated to the United States, com-
pleted three years of college, joined the Ar-
my of the United States, was commissioned 
as a second lieutenant in the Signal Corps 
and married. 
 After a few months’ service in the 301st 
Signal Operations Battalion near Bad Tölz in 
the picturesque Bavarian Alps, I was put in 
charge of military communications for the 
city of Munich. All of twenty-three years old, 
I commanded a detachment of American 
soldiers who supervised two thousand Ger-
man women acting as telephone and tele-
type operators as well as dozens of teams of 
civilian telephone technicians working for the 
German post office, the Reichspost — now 
known as the Bundespost. 
 Munich, the birthplace of National Social-
ism, an important railroad and communica-
tions hub and strategic military command 
center for the German armed forces, had 
been heavily bombed during the war. Block 
after block lay in rubble. German men of my 
generation had almost disappeared: killed in 
the war or still in Russian POW camps. Peo-
ple were hungry. Food was rationed to about 
2000 calories a day — if you could get it.  
 The official currency was as good as 
worthless. Cigarettes were the unofficial cur-
rency. A choice job for a German was clean-
ing American barracks or offices: the harvest 
of cigarette butts could move the lucky job-
holder into the middle class.  

Troop Information and Education 
The detachment I commanded consisted of 
about two dozen American Gis, most of them 
in their late teens and early twenties. These 
young soldiers, brought up in relatively Puri-
tan America, discovered the closest thing to 
free love they had imagined in their wildest 
and most prurient dreams; free, that is, both 
in terms of permissiveness and cost — a  

pack of cigarettes would “buy” a young Ger-
man woman for a week. 
 The soldiers’ duties were not especially 
arduous, as most of the heavy lifting was be-
ing done by the Germans. The rules were 
that they had to show up — on time, sober 
and in proper uniform — for their scheduled 
shifts, and that each Friday afternoon they 
would attend a two-hour session of what was 
known as Troop Information and Education. 
During these two hours, they and I would 
discuss topics selected by higher headquar-
ters to help them understand why they were 
in Germany — the origins of Nazism and the 
brutal German conquest of Europe (but, in-
terestingly, not the Holocaust). 
 All in all, it was a fairly futile effort. Most 
of these boys spent seven nights a week 
with their German girlfriends, who had their 
own version of these events. Two hours a 
week of official propaganda didn’t have much 
of a chance. 
 The discussions were somewhat painful to 
me. My soldiers raised questions about such 
dubious topics as the role of international 
Jewry in fomenting the war and the alliance 
between Jewish bankers and the Bolsheviks. 
Their contributions tended to represent a 
quasi-Nazi viewpoint obviously observed 
from their lady friends. 
 But, interestingly, there was unanimous 
disapproval of one Nazi doctrine — that of 
the racial superiority of Germans. My de-
tachment, as all other Army units at the 
time, was of course segregated: no blacks. 
Racism against blacks was rampant, and 
taken for granted. But what galled these sol-
diers was the effrontery of the Germans 
thinking they were superior to other races, 
when it should have been perfectly obvious 
that it was white Americans who were the 
superior race. 

Der Herr Oberleutnant 
My duties brought me into frequent contact 
with Germans, especially the officials of the 
Reichspost. Most of them were middle- and 
high-ranking civil servants, with all that im-
plies. Of course, nobody admitted to having 
been a Nazi. But all had survived twelve 
years of witch hunts and purges that must  
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surely have eliminated most of the anti-
Nazis.  
 During my contacts with German officials, 
I always used an interpreter. To begin with, 
while my colloquial German wasn’t too bad, I 
had after all not spoken it for more than six 
years; and I had been only sixteen when I 
left. In addition, I felt that using an inter-
preter gave me an advantage in complex 
negotiations. 
 I especially remember one meeting. 
 I had ordered the Reichspost to install 
some new telephone cables to serve one of 
our headquarters buildings. They were not 
making much progress and the due-date was 
fast approaching. Their excuses were begin-
ning to wear thin, so I asked my Reichspost 
contact to arrange a meeting of all of the 
department heads involved in the project. 
 We met around a long table. There were 
perhaps twenty or thirty Reichspost officials, 
a Reichspost interpreter, my sergeant and I. 
The going was heavy. The interpreter was 
incompetent. He seemed unfamiliar with 
most of the technical terms, both English 
and German. The meeting was bogging down 
as the interpreter struggled unsuccessfully 
with the two languages. 
 Finally, I had had it. I interrupted the in-
terpreter and began to speak in German. 
 Heads perked up. The man in charge of 
the Reichspost contingent smiled in delight: 
“Ach, der Herr Oberleutnant  ist Deutsch!” 
(Oh, the lieutenant is German!) 
 Looking not at all amused, I replied, 
“Nein, der Herr Oberleutnant ist Jüdisch.” 
(No, the lieutenant is Jewish!) 
 Suddenly, the atmosphere of the meeting 
became very serious, indeed. All issues were 
resolved to my satisfaction. 

Krauts 
Soldiers tend not to be “politically correct” in 
general and especially not when they are oc-
cupying a country with Germany’s recent 

history. One indication of this was that they 
commonly referred to Germans as Krauts. 
(The English Wikipedia page explains this, as 
follows: “Kraut is a German word recorded in 
English from 1918 onwards as a derogatory 
term for a German, particularly a German 
soldier. Its earlier meaning in English was as 
a synonym for the traditional German and 
central European food, sauerkraut.) 
 I had a very efficient secretary. She an-
swered the phone, took passable dictation in 
English, kept my calendar in reasonable or-
der and generally ran the office. She also 
managed the stream of visitors who, for one 
reason or another, would come to see me. 
 One afternoon, she came into my office 
and announced, without a hint of sarcasm: 
“Lieutenant, there are a couple of Krauts to 
see you.” 

Young Love 
Given the amount of “fraternization” — as 
cohabitation of GI’s with German women was 
officially called — it was inevitable that some 
of the young soldiers would fall in love with 
their German girlfriends and want to marry 
them. The official position of the Army was 
to discourage, but not prohibit, such mar-
riages. The first hurdle a young soldier would 
have to overcome would be to obtain per-
mission to marry from his commanding of-
ficer. For the troops in the Munich detach-
ment, that was I. 
 One day, a nineteen-year-old private 
came to see me with just such a request. I 
asked him to tell me a little about his in-
tended. 
 “Lieutenant, she is a wonderful girl. She 
comes from a fine family and has finished 
high school. I really love her. You can ask 
the other guys in the detachment. They all 
know her!” 
 My attempts at dissuasion proved useless. 
I forwarded his application to my company 
commander.

  



The Bridge                                                                                                                                                      April 2016 6  

Ford Motor Company 
Len Green  

 While I was attending Boston University, 
an opportunity came along to have summer 
employment at the Ford assembly plant in 
Somerville. Some of you may remember the 
plant which was about 3 football fields long, 
running alongside Route 93. 
 My closest friend and classmate Bob and I 
were somehow lucky enough to be selected 
to work there for the summer months. 
Maybe because I was somewhat slighter 
than Bob, I was chosen to work in the two-
tone paint shop, between two ovens which 
carried the chassis of automobiles on 
overhead conveyers through the paint drying 
process. My job was to “mask-off” the half of 
the car which was to be repainted in the 
second color of the two-tone vehicle.  
 Meanwhile Bob was assigned to work in 
the hood department where his job was to 
carry the raw hoods of the cars from the 
railroad cars, which came into the plant from 
a railroad siding, out to the assembly area. 
These hoods were heavy and the edges were 
raw metal, causing many cuts in the course 
of a single shift. As I recall, Bob lasted on 
the job for less than a week before he quit. 
 Being luckier, I worked there for two 
summers, earning very good money. 
However, there was a significant problem; 
my family and I had never owned an 
automobile. Never having owned a car was 
not important to my family because we 
never went anywhere; we were too poor to 
know that we were missing out. Besides, we 
lived in Lynn, only 6 or 7 minutes from Lynn 
Beach, so who needed a car? My only way of 
getting to Somerville to work and back each 
day was to hitchhike. Each morning I would 
leave an hour before my clocking-in time at 
Ford, and I would walk to a main street and 
hitchhike my way to Somerville, a distance 
of 12 miles I clocked some years later. 
 Apparently, hitchhiking was far more 
acceptable and less dangerous in those days, 
because I don’t recall ever being late for 
work. For two summers, that was my means 
of getting to work and home again. It was 
well-worth the travel time, which added 

about two hours each day to my workday, 
because the pay was excellent for a student. 
 Then came a bonus assignment when I 
was selected to work several extra shifts, 
which meant working 12 hour days, with 4 
hours at time-and-a-half. Of course that 
meant a 14 hour day (including commuting 
time) but I didn’t mind because of the 
money. I remember clearly the time I came 
home one week with $156, after taxes -- my 
largest single take-home pay. At that time 
$156 was a significant part of a year’s tuition 
at B.U., where I was paying my own tuition 
and expenses, so I was very pleased. 
 But one of life’s ironies was that some 
days I was assigned to driving brand-new, 
fully assembled cars off the finish line out to 
the large parking lot, and then I would walk 
back in to the assembly line where a new car 
came off the line about every three minutes. 
Then I would drive that one out to the 
parking lot, and so on; that was a dream 
job. At the end of a shift of driving new cars, 
I went out to the street and hitchhiked home 
to Lynn. 
 Coincidental with the process of getting to 
Somerville during the summers, I and many 
others commuted to school every day. 
In my case, I lived about 15 minutes from 
the train station in down-town Lynn, which I 
walked to and then took the train to North 
Station, where I took the subway to 
Commonwealth Avenue to attend class. 
 After classes were over every day by 1 or 
2 p.m., Bob and I would go into an empty 
classroom and do our homework until about 
4 p.m. and then I would take the subway to 
downtown Boston where I had a great job 
working for Travelers’ Insurance at 147 Milk 
Street and worked from 5 p.m. until 9 p.m. 
Then I would walk from there to North 
Station, and take a train every night back to 
Lynn, getting home every night after 10, 
every day during the school year. 
 I repeated these routines both summers 
at Ford, and for four years during my 
schooling at B.U., getting home usually after 
14-15 hour days. 
 Money was always very important to me 
in those young days. Maybe in another story, 
I will tell you about my early ways of earning 
money.•  
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Thank You Freda Sands  
Jerry Sands  

Searching through some old files, I came 
across two poems my mother wrote later in 
life. When you read them you will note the 
optimistic and funny way she approached old 
age. 
  Born in Boston’s West End, she was the 
youngest of 6 brothers and sisters and 3 
orphans, cared for by her widowed mother. 
My outlook on life is very positive, my 
energy boundless, and I’m having a blast 
still working in the company I started 50 
years ago — now, 3 generations. Yes Ma, 
you taught me well!  
 
 

 
YOUNG ME 

BY FREDA SANDS 
 

Just ‘cause I need the help of a cane, 
To walk across the floor 

Just ‘cause I need a hearing aid, 
To hear someone at the door. 

 
Just ‘cause my hair has turned snow white, 

Just ‘cause I’m not wrinkle free, 
Doesn’t mean that I am old, 

As you can plainly see. 
 

‘Cause when I look in the mirror, 
I see a Beauty, who could win a prize. 

So what if I have ‘Cataracts’, 
With poor vision in my eyes? 

 
Just remember, whenever you see me, 
To remark about my Beauty and Youth. 

So what if you tell a little white lie, 
And you stray a wee bit from the truth? 

 
 
 
 

PASSING YEARS 
BY FREDA SANDS 

 
Many are they who dread getting old, 

It makes them feel rather sad, 
But those who have already grown old, 

Feel fortunate and very glad. 
 
 
 

‘Cause one cannot forever stay young. 
As the passing years take hold, 

So rather than to pass away young, 
They look forward to growing old 

 
 
 

So, make the best of every new day, 
And your blessings you should count, 

By living your life to the fullest, 
Your happiness is bound to mount. 

Our Community Website 
www.NewBridgeResidents.org 

(This note is directed mostly to new residents.) 
You were probably introduced to our website when you moved in, but may not be familiar 
with all it offers – like a residents’ directory; a searchable database of residents’ pictures; 
online forms for workorders, guest house reservations, member away forms, etc.; event 
calendars; restaurant menus; videos of presentations to the Men’s Club and other occasions; 
and much more. To obtain a user name and password or a personal introduction to the 
contents just send an email to our webmaster (and production manager for The Bridge), Ed 
Goldstein, at eg.nrdo@gmail.com 
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First Day Blues II 
Sam Lehrer 

In 1960, just after finishing graduate school, 
Liane and I decided to travel around the 
world. So we got married, worked in the 
Boston area for real wages for 2 years, 
saved money and planned our trip. We 
bought a “round-the-world” open airline 
ticket for $1000, and $3000 in travelers 
checks and spent 9 months travelling. We 
tried to stick to our budget of $5/day each 
for room and food so that our savings would 
last the 9 months. In relating our travel to 
friends we coined a phrase that applied to 
much of our travel experience on arriving at 
a new city. Because we made no prior hotel 
reservations we had “first day blues” trying 
to find an appropriate, cheap hotel and 
trying to cope with the new culture. Here are 
some more examples of our “first day blues” 
coupled with first day impressions of the 
cities that we visited. 
 Hong Kong had a tourist office at the 
airport where we explained that we wanted a 
cheap room. They sent us to an apartment 
with a room for rent in a tenement. The 
building, in a working class residential 
section of Kowloon, looked unwholesome 
from the outside - noisy, with laundry 
hanging above piles of trash. So we went 
back to the main part of Kowloon to a tourist 
hotel and when told the prices of rooms, we 
explained that the prices quoted were too 
high, we wanted a cheap room. We were 
sent to a room in the basement, which 
seemed to be used for employees, but the 
price seemed OK. It was very small. We 
decided to take it because we expected to 
only use it to sleep. it had a single bed which 
fit 1 ½ of us so we had to take turns 
sleeping on our sides. Bleary-eyed the next 
day, we upgraded to a nice room arguing 
that we will be OK with expenses because it 
will be cheaper in the next country.  
 At the airport in Bangkok, we were 
approached by a young man who offered to 
drive us into town for a certain price. We 
were suspicious so we checked the prices of 
other transportation. It was similar so we 
took him up on it. His name was Sangiam. It 
turned out that he worked at the airport and 

supplemented his wages this way on his way 
home from work. We told him our financial 
situation and asked him for the name of a 
cheap hotel. He actually drove us to the 
hotel. We were tired and it was late so we 
went into our hotel room and went to sleep. 
We were finding it difficult to sleep because 
of the noise. It seemed that many people 
were moving about, partying, etc. The next 
morning we met an American soldier who we 
asked why this place was so noisy. He said 
that they make money on the girls. It turned 
out that the hotel served as a brothel. That 
day Sangiam came to see how we were 
doing and when we told him that we were 
willing to pay for a better hotel, he took us 
to the Viengtai hotel. It looked modest but 
quite respectable. However, that night we 
were startled by lizards that were crawling 
over the wall and ceiling. We learned that 
they were useful because they keep the 
insect population down. (We seem to be 
unlucky with insects - in Hawaii with roaches 
and in Bali on another trip with a gekko in 
the ceiling. But those are other stories.) 
 In Rangoon we learned enough to look for 
a tourist stand at the airport to help us find a 
cheap hotel. This turned out OK. However, in 
contrast to Japan and Hong Kong, people 
were quite unfriendly - but our spirits were 
soon uplifted. On most days in a new city, 
we would take a walk around the area to get 
a feel for the surroundings. On this walk we 
came upon a synagogue and because it was 
the Sabbath, there was a service. We walked 
in and stayed till it ended. It was clearly a 
non-orthodox service because no one 
separated us. At the end of the service a 
man took up conversation with us. He told 
us that he lived in Bombay but he came here 
for his brother’s funeral. When he heard that 
we planned to come to Bombay, he gave us 
his card and invited us to stay with him. We 
were unsure about Mr. Sassoon but as you 
will find out, we did stay with him in 
Bombay.  
 In Calcutta we booked a hotel at the air-
port because by this time we learned the 
system of using the tourist stands at the air-
port to find a place to stay. On the taxi ride, 
we saw remarkable scenes of poverty. Peo-
ple living in large water pipes — men squat-
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ting in an open field to relieve themselves by 
gathering their clothes around them to ob-
tain some privacy below the waist — squat-
ting barbers cutting hair on the street. Eve-
ryone squatting. We took a more expensive 
hotel in Calcutta because we planned to only 
stay for one night and then travel to Nepal. 
On leaving the taxi at the hotel entrance we 
were struck with the number of different 

people needed to get our suitcases to the 
front desk and then to our room. It seemed 
like a military chain of command with the 
doorman, dressed in a most military manner 
and the porters in slightly different soiled 
white outfits. It seemed to be a leftover of 
the British system adopted by the Indians to 
increase employment. On to Nepal and In-
dia. 

 

 
 
 

Outside 
Diana Bronner 

were you outside tonight? 
no, I suppose not; 
one has to have a reason  
to venture out  
into this bone chilling cold. 
Thank goodness I have a reason. 
Biscuit waits patiently at the door 
telling me he has the need to go out 
so I bundle up and venture into 
the night.  
I am instantly enveloped by it, in it. 
A gentle snow is falling; 
 everything is blanketed 
  in white. 
A street light captures 
the falling flakes, illuminating each, 
until, like our lives, 
they disappear into anonymity  
There is a purity of air, as though the 
earth has been reborn in silence,  
a hushed quality here, 
a gentleness. If it is cold  
I am not aware of it; I feel mesmerized 
with the warmth that wraps around me.  
 
If only all could 
hear it, feel it, Become it. 
If only each flake could dissolve to 
nurture the heart and soul of all 
to give us a more gentle world.• 

  
 
 
 

Everyone Loves Jane  
Jay Fialkow 

It was Saturday morning -- a cold day with 
snow expected. I awoke early and decided to 
go for a swim. Wearing my bathing suit I 
went into the kitchen to make my breakfast: 
oatmeal, coffee and one piece of toast. I 
prepared the oatmeal and put the bread into 
the toaster. I was ready to sit down, smelled 
smoke and saw leaps of fire from the 
toaster. The next thing, a screaming fire 
alarm. 
 Within minutes the doorbell rang and 
there appeared two wonderful Security 
people, only to determine that I was OK but 
that bread was being toasted. They opened 
the windows to let out the smoke and, of 
course, let in the 20 degree cold. They 
advised that they had to wait for the 
Dedham Fire Dept to shut off the wailing 
screaming alarm. I was cold so I donned my 
jacket and cap over my bathing suit. What a 
sight! 
 The firefighters came in with axes drawn 
only to be told that I was not the victim, but 
that it was the piece of burnt toast, which I 
gave them! They and the Security people 
were great and I did appreciate their efforts. 
 Then I realized that the day was Jane's 
yahrzeit. I emailed the kids only to be 
reminded that beautiful Jane loved BURNT 
toast. Was there a message in this 
happening?  Every One Loves Jane!• 
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Trips  
Murray Staub  

I have been thinking of the many wonderful 
events that we fell into during the trips 
around the world that we were fortunate to 
take. Here are some of them.  
 We always like to visit the markets 
wherever we are. We were in a town in the 
Japanese Alps. (I wish I could remember the 
name!) We came onto an area in the market 
selling giant crabs. Rhoda exclaimed, "I 
would love to eat one." I tried to get a seller 
help me find a restaurant that had them with 
little success. Suddenly, a small voice said in 
English, "If you buy my crab, I will take you 
to a good restaurant that will cook your crab 
many ways that you will enjoy." I was all for 
it, but Rhoda was cautious. I convinced her 
that this was an adventure, and she agreed 
but -- the little voice said, "You must pay me 
for the crab now and I will take you to the 
restaurant after the market closes." Well, 
she was so cute, we paid her. We came back 
at 5:00 P.M. and she was ready, the crab 
wrapped up, she said goodbye to her father 
and we were off. "Do you want to take a taxi 
or the bus" she said. My timid wife said, "The 
bus -- the bus." I said "Why?" and she said, 
"It's safer -- who knows where she would 
take us and rob us!" 
 Well, the bus ride was fine. Our guide was 
sweet as can be. For the many of you who 
have travelled to Japan, you know it is 
impossible to recognize a local restaurant. 
They have no sign but only a curtain leading 
into the shop. We went into this tiny shop; it 
had a counter and maybe four tables. The 
owner enthusiastically greeted our guide, 
she gave him our crab and we sat at the 
counter watching his magic. Course after 
course came out. Little guide ordered sake. 
We were having a wonderful time! The 
phone rings and it is for her. It is her sister 
and she is going to join us. Rhoda says, "I 
told you so! We are going to pay a fortune 
for this meal." I said, "Relax, its an 
adventure!" The sister comes, and she too, 
is sweet and they both want to practice their 
English. Well, it’s time to leave and I ask for 
the bill but my sweet little guide says 
something to the owner and he hands her 
the bill and she says, "Your bill is so much,  

and the rest is mine for my sister and me." I 
really wanted to pay for it all, but she would 
not permit it. So ends a wonderful 
‘adventure’. 
 Another summer we were in Todi, a town 
in the province of Umbria in Italy. We were 
in the town square one evening, having 
expresso and loving the atmosphere when 
we heard some choral singing coming from 
the town hall. We were too late for the 
concert but we waited outside and mingled 
with the audience. Then the chorus came out 
and some spoke English. We had some 
interesting conversations, and then someone 
said, "We are going to have some pizza, why 
don't you come with us?" So, another 
adventure! 
 The group included us around a long 
table. After some more interesting 
conversation, (I never knew of an 
underwater archeologist) they started to 
sing. It was wonderful. One of the English 
speakers told us they were going to sing 
something they were sure we would know. 
They all stood up and sang "The Song of the 
Hebrew Slaves", from the opera Nabucco. I 
asked Rhoda, "How do they know we are 
Jewish?" Well, we thought they were singing 
to us, so we applauded and they sat down. 
Many months later, I discovered that that 
song is like an anthem in Italy and everyone 
stands when it is sung! How humiliating! 
 Most of our trips have been either on 
business or on our own, not on tours. One 
memorable one was to Scotland where we 
ended up in a castle B&B on one of the 
Scottish islands. We had intended to go out 
for dinner, but the famous Scottish fog 
enveloped the Island, and we decided to 
take advantage of dinner at the castle. Our 
host, a brawny man, greeted his guests in 
the ‘great room’ before a blazing fire, 
wearing his family's ancestral kilts. A great 
sight, from the cap with feathers to socks 
with a dagger in one. We were interested in 
how this huge, gloomy, castle became a 
B&B. Our host told us that his father, a 
military man had been posted to India in the 
late 1800s and served there for many years. 
On his retirement he returned to his family 
home with his wife and many of the Indian 
servants they had in India. He colorfully 
described the costs required to maintain the 
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castle. However, one day his father came to 
breakfast and announced to his wife, "My 
dear, we are out of money!", and that was 
how a family home became a B&B. 
 Another time, we were in Nanjing, China 
on a business trip with a colleague. We 
decided we would take a day trip to an area 
described as the Venus of China, an area 
filled with canals and natural beauty. The 
trains in China in our time there, had "soft 
seats", their version of First Class and "hard 
seats", Second or Third Class. When we were 
buying seats for our return to Nanjing, there 
was only one "soft seat" available. Always up 
for a new adventure, Rhoda and I took the 
"hard seats". The hard seats are really hard, 
the cars packed with people, many standing, 
with huge parcels about. When the two 
"guilos" (foreigners -- a derogatory name) 
came into the car, several people made 

room for us to sit. Fortunately, a woman 
seated near us spoke English and we started 
to talk to each other. Suddenly, we were 
surrounded by many passengers, straining to 
hear what we were saying and begging or 
demanding that the English speaker 
translate our words of wisdom! We learned a 
great deal about life under Communism 
living in the apartment blocks: many families 
in two or three rooms; no private baths; 
sharing a kitchen among many apartments; 
the difficulty of getting your kids into good 
schools. They were reserved for the Elite, 
the party leaders. Based on what we read 
today, with the astounding rise of multi-
billionaires, this must have changed 
somewhat. But the spread between rich and 
poor is as bad or worse than it is 
here. Another unexpected adventure!•

 
 

Sunrise, Sunset 
Frankie Wolff 

When I was in New Orleans a few years ago, 
slowly driving “uptown” behind a long line of 
cars, I was driving on a wide, double-lane 
avenue—St. Charles Avenue— when a 
streetcar party slowly inched its way up the 
track nearest me—a colorful banner billowing 
from the roof, its occupants spilling out the 
open windows, children shouting “Happy 
Birthday!”, Happy Birthday tunes 
accompanying the clack of the wheels, gaiety 
wafting in the air. 
 As the streetcar party creaked ahead on 
its way on the opposite side of the avenue, I 
soon noticed coming slowly towards me, a 
funeral procession—the hearse’s headlights 
on, indicating a funeral was in progress so 
other cars would not break in the line, the 
deceased’s family following in the next car, a 
solemn procession quietly, slowly making its 
way down the opposite side of the avenue. 
A visual and auditory memory that found 
some recess in my mind and comfortably 
remained there until -- 
 A recent Sunday morning in NewBridge’s 
Great Meadow Hall. Colorful balloons arose 
from round tables, a “Happy Birthday” 
banner danced from the ceiling, the video  
 
 

 
 
projected changing scenes from the 
honoree’s life as familiar Frank Sinatra tunes 
pulsated in the air.  
 There was food, drink, and excitement! 
After all, we were celebrating a 90th 
birthday! And then, our tummies filled, 
laughter and good feelings accompanying us, 
we filed out of Great Meadow Hall. 
 But, within a few hours, we were back in 
Great Meadow Hall. There were no Happy 
Birthday signs. The balloons were gone. The 
video on the stage silently changed pictures 
of residents who had died during this last 
year. Gentle harp music filled the room. 
Yellow potted chrysanthemums stood beside 
21 lit candles where such a short time ago a 
three-piece band had filled our ears with 
“White Christmas”. Earnest, heartfelt 
readings, poems about living and loss…and 
then, gradually, slowly, quietly, we filed out 
of Great Meadow Hall. 
 
As I left the room, the memory of that day in 
New Orleans when I oh-so-slowly made my 
way up St. Charles Avenue totally filled my 
mind. 

Sunrise, Sunset 
Swiftly fly the years  
One season following another  
Laden with happiness and tears.  
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Becoming a Book Collector 
Joe Sabbath 

In the spring of 1948 after graduating from 
McGill University Medical School, I had the 
good fortune of obtaining a post-graduate 
position in neurology at the famed hospital in 
Paris, Hospice de la Salpetrière. It was here 
in 1885 that the chief neurologist, Jean 
Martin Charcot, first did his experiments on 
the treatment of hysteria with hypnosis. This 
attracted the attention of a Viennese 
psychiatrist, Sigmund Freud, who decided to 
study with him. 
 Happily on arriving in Paris in September 
1948, I quickly found a lovely pension in the  
Latin Quarter. It was a small rooming house; 
Madame Haumesser an elderly spinster was 
the strict but efficient landlady. 
 The location near a metro station made it 
convenient to travel to and from the 
hospital. Every morning I took the metro 
back and forth to work at the hospital clinic. 
 One beautiful late afternoon I decided to 
walk home. This gave me the chance to 
explore the neighborhood. This was a part of 
Paris that included the Sorbonne University, 
multiple churches, museums and the well-
known cafes on Boulevard St Germaine. As I 
approached the small streets leading to 
where I lived there were many boutique and 
bouquinistes (book shops) that sold antiques 
and old books, some from the 17th century. 
 I was thrilled to window-shop and then 
enter these charming shops. Little did I know 
that this quartier was one of the most 
important centers for antiques in Paris. I 
noticed they had authors like Louis Pasteur, 
Antoine Mesmer and Pinel Charcot, who were 
pioneers in medicine who first described and 
treated many of the now well-known 
diseases. I had taken a voluntary course in 
the history of medicine at college, but never 
expected to actually see them for sale and at 
such reasonable prices. There were also 
beautifully bound books in leather and 
parchment of well-known French literary 
classics with authors like Balzac, Villon, 
Daudet, Baudelaire and Zola. 

 It was at this point I decided to become a 
collector, a bibliophile! Of course, besides 
the thrill of the search was the fun in 
learning how to bargain in French. It was a 
learning experience that improved my 
conversation in another language. 
 During my stay in Paris I gradually 
accumulated a collection of old and 
venerable books in medicine, literature and 
science, many elegantly bound and with 
exquisite illustrations. 
 To this day I am unable to pass a book 
shop without wanting to pay a visit. 
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