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Notes from the Editors 
We are very pleased to have a number of 
authors in this issue new to The Bridge.  
 One who needs no introduction is Noah 
Gordon, well-known internationally for his 
wonderful series of historical novels. Noah 
was happy to give us a glimpse into what is 
still going on with his novel, The Physician. 
He recounts an interesting musical connec-
tion with NewBridge that will surprise you. 
 Other new authors are Norma Herscott, 
Neil Hyman, and Sylvia Schatz. Welcome to 
each of you, and may you contribute many 
more articles. Then we have our other faith-
ful authors who have supported us through 
our six-plus years of publication. 
 How often have I walked by the Club 
Room (aka the Takeout room) and seen a 
bunch of men playing seemingly endless 
rounds of bridge. Or one or more tables of 
women with their Mah Jong tiles or Canasta 
cards. Our cover memorializes them and 
their like at NewBridge. 
 Come one, come all, and add your mem-
ories to The Bridge for all to enjoy. • 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Our Contributors 

June 2017 
• Murray Staub: In recognition of the 
outpouring of support by the Newbridge 
Community on my dear wife Rhoda's Passing  
July 2017 
• Judy Rosenberg: In memory of Nancy S. 
Parritz  
• Barbara Rosenfield: In memory of Nancy 
S. Parritz  
• Mary D. Rosenfield: In memory of Jean-
ette Kay  
• Frances S. Wolff: In appreciation of John 
and Ed  
 

 
 
 
August 2017 
• Edith & Arthur Laskin: In memory of Nancy 
S. Parritz 
• Mary D Rosenfield: In memory of Nancy S. 
Parritz 
• Richard and Frances Winneg: In memory of 
Armin Biller 
• Richard and Frances Winneg: In memory of 
Judith Marcovitch 
• Richard and Frances Winneg: In memory of 
Joseph Sabbat • 
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John Averell & Ed Goldstein 
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All NBOC residents are invited to submit essays, 
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Phone: 781-234-2222 

 
Please use the envelopes for HSL Funds  

(available in the Library) 
to designate The Bridge as a beneficiary 

 
Photo of New Bridge in Nameplate by John Averell 

 
© 2017 The Bridge and individual authors 



 

The Bridge  October 2017 3 

Schweizerdeutsch 
Arnie Heiger 

In 1956 I married Edie who was reared in a 
Yiddish-speaking orthodox Jewish 
environment. Immediately after the wedding 
we went to Basel, Switzerland to live since I 
was a student there at the time. I had 
resided in the French section of Switzerland 
for 18 months attending a preclinical school. 
After a series of oral exams I transferred to 
the University of Basel for clinical studies. I 
never had studied French in high school and 
had one year of German. French was easier 
to learn (I was unmarried and free to date 
the French speaking women). I was in Basel 
(German speaking) about six months before 
I married Edie.  
 Classes meant sitting in the lecture hall 
with a pocket dictionary at the ready. There 
were never any exams until the last six 
months of study when oral exams had to be 
passed to get my degree. By that time I 
could converse fluently in High German 
(Hochdeutsch). Problems that were 
practically insurmountable came when I had 
to interview patients who spoke no 
Hochdeutsch, only Schweizerdeutsch.  
 Schweizerdeutsch (Swiss German) is the 
common language (dialect) in about half of 
the cantons of Switzerland (the northern 
half). Many of the patients spoke only the 
dialects but understood Hochdeutsch. 
 In most instances I was at a loss unless I 
was lucky enough to find a translator. Edie 
found a new world there. With Yiddish being 
her first language she was able to converse 
with the local residents. They understood 
everything she said but could never figure 
out which canton she came from.  
 She did her daily marketing in local 
markets and found the only kosher butcher, 
in Switzerland, and made frequent trips 
there. We were such good customers that 

Herr Hess invited us to his home for a 
Passover Seder. What impressed us most 
and sticks out in our memory was his 
treatment of the baby sitting next to Herr 
Hess. Each time the baby cried Herr Hess 
would hit him in the back of his head.  
 Some 30 years later Edie and I visited 
Basel and found our way to the same kosher 
butcher shop. On the wall was a portrait of 
Herr Hess. We met his son there and 
inquired about Herr Hess only to be told (in 
English since my German was buried 
unattainably deep in my memory) that he 
had passed away. We inquired about the 
baby at the Seder and only then did our host 
realize that we were who we said we were in 
recounting our memory to him. He very 
blithely said “Oh, you mean my brother the 
dummy…he lives in Chicago.” He was only 
kidding when he said that. 

Living in Switzerland where our daughter 
was born was an experience that taught us 
to be happy we live in USA. When the 
hospital rep where she was born asked us 
what we would like to name our newborn 
daughter we said Wendy. We were told that 
this was an unacceptable name and they 
would change it to Gwendolyn. After much 
discussion I had to go to the American 
Consulate and get a letter that I could name 
our daughter Wendy. She was not a Swiss 
citizen and they had no jurisdiction in this 
matter. Apparently there is a recognized list 
of acceptable names in Switzerland. I don’t 
know if it still exists.  
 I am and always will be grateful for the 
education Switzerland gave me and would 
advise anyone interested to consider 
schooling there not only for the education 
but for the opportunity of living in a foreign 
country and becoming accustomed to its 
ways. • 
  

Send us Your Stories 
If you need help in writing/organizing it  

call or email John or Ed. 
They will be gad to help you 
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The Musical Born at NewBridge 
Noah Gordon 

About a year and a half ago, two men came 
from Spain to visit me. Iván Macías is a 
concert pianist, a conductor, and a 
composer. His friend and partner, Pablo 
Martínez, is a man thoroughly in tune with 
the music business. They are longtime 
aficionados of my book The Physician and 
they had come to seek my permission to 
interpret the novel musically.  
 For the past two summers a musical 
based on The Physician has been filling the 
theater at Fulda, Germany. It has received 
excellent reviews and its songs are best 
described as “popular” music. Iván Macías 
told me he had a more classical approach in 
mind. 
 We walked the NewBridge campus, 
talking about music and the book. When we 
came to the grand piano outside the Centro 
dining room, Iván slipped onto the bench 
and began to play. “This is Rob Cole’s Song,” 
he said. (Rob Cole is the protagonist of my 
novel.) 
 The playing was powerful, the music so 
complex and wonderful that I was filled with 
regret that the place was almost deserted. 
There happened to be only three residents 
there to share in the experience. They were 
the late Judy Marcovitch, Marjorie Tichnor, 
and a woman whose identity I don’t recall. 
Marjorie had donated the piano to 
NewBridge, and she was moved. “To think,” 
she told me, “that this music came from my 
piano!” 
 My visitors returned to Spain with my 
warmest wishes.  
 More than a year-and-a-half later, at a 
press conference in Madrid on September 
18, 2017, Iván Macías and Pablo Martínez 
announced that they would create a major 
musical play based on El Médico (The 
Physician). Iván has written the score, and 
the Spanish novelist and poet Félix Amador 
has completed the libretto. They have 
already had cast calls and signed some 
actors. 
 They have also gathered around them a 
group of creative individuals with years of 
achievement. Pablo Martínez will be the 
producer, but for other skills they have 

turned to New York and the West End of 
London. Derek McLane, who has won both a 
Tony and an Emmy and myriads of other 
awards for his stage concepts and who 
designs staging for the Academy Award 
Shows, will be Director of Staging. Artistic 
Director and Director of Movement—the 
person who controls the positioning and 
motion of bodies and limbs in situations 
ranging from lovemaking to combat—will be 
Michael Ashcroft. He has performed that task 
for numerous famous productions, including 
several dozen plays of the Royal 
Shakespeare Company, of which he is a 
member. 
 The musical will be in development for a 
year or more before the first curtain will rise. 
Iván Macías is a great believer in the 
practice of presenting a show “out of town” 
before its premiere, in order to adjust and 
smooth, correcting weaknesses and making 
the most of strengths. Macías has come up 
with an ingenious way to go “out of town” 
immediately. He has planned and announced 
a tour of concerts that will promote interest 
in the upcoming musical while giving him 
numerous opportunities to tweak and fine-
tune. 
 The concerts will be unique. Iván Macías 
will conduct a symphony orchestra of 80 
pieces. A troupe of 30 actors will sing in 
costume, and between songs, a narrator will 
bridge the events of my story, following a 
script by Félix Amador. 
 The concerts will begin in Seville on 
three consecutive evenings, then they will 
move to Madrid and beyond, in concert halls 
throughout Spain. 
 The premiere concert will take place on 
December 7. Neither Lorraine nor I can 
attend but we will be represented by our son 
Michael and daughter-in-law Maria, as well 
as our daughter Lise (on her birthday) and 
our granddaughter Emma, who will take a 
few days away from Oberlin College to make 
a connection with “Grandpa’s musical.” 
I’m grateful to Iván Macías and his 
associates, and to my son Michael, who is 
also my literary agent. And I’m pleased that 
a story I wrote between 1982 and 1986 is 
attractive to music folks in 2017. I’ve been 
so lucky with The Physician-- it keeps on 
giving. It has been a book that remains in 
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print in many countries, a movie, a German 
musical, and now a symphonic concert, with 
a Madrid musical and several other projects 
hovering just over the horizon.  
 Early on, Iván and Pedro said that they 
wished, in the future, to translate the libretto 
into English so that the musical might one 
day play in London’s West End and in New 

York, or even Boston. If ever that day should 
come, Judy Rosenberg will have no trouble 
getting enough tickets to take care of 
everyone! 
 Nowadays when I go to Centro, 
sometimes I give a mental hug to Marjorie’s 
wonderful piano, whose keys blossomed into 
this adventure. •  

 

 
Noah, Marjorie, and her Piano 

 
 

First Encounter 
Sylvia Schatz 

During the summer months of the 1930’s 
and 40’s, members of The Philadelphia 
Orchestra played concerts in Robin Hood 
Dell, an open-air amphitheater in Fairmount 
Park in West Philadelphia. Ticket prices were 
very low and The Dell was easily accessible 
by subway, trolley car, and bus.  
 My best friends, Louise and Sybil, and I 
often went to those concerts that summer of 
1946. Even though it took about an hour to 
get there from Oak Lane, the neighborhood 
in northern Philadelphia in which we lived, it 
was an exciting excursion. We looked 
forward not only to the music but also to 
meeting with friends. 
 One evening during intermission we 
spotted Louise’s cousin, Suzanna, with a 
group of her friends. They were “older” — in 
their mid-twenties. And they seemed so 
sophisticated. We hurried up the bleachers 
to meet them, glad for the excuse to say 
hello. There were about five people, but I 
only remember Suzanna, her boyfriend, and 
a handsome, slender guy with reddish  

 
 
curly hair, Leonard Schatz. He had been 
discharged from the army the previous 
February and was heading to the Wharton 
School in September for an MBA. I told him I 
had just graduated from High School and 
was going to Bryn Mawr in the fall. The 
intermission couldn’t have been more than 
fifteen minutes, but it seemed we talked 
easily about many things.  
 That encounter must have made a big 
impression on me because after sixty some 
years I can still remember the dress I wore. 
It was apple green, of a light summery lawn, 
with short cap sleeves, high neck and 
cinched waist.  
 It was another three months before we 
met again when Louise and I had a party. 
With some trepidation I invited Len. Would 
he remember who I was? He did remember 
me and was happy to come. 
 Years later, he revealed to me that when 
he told his sister about the girl he had met 
— and liked — at the Dell, she said, “She’s 
too young for you”.  
 Obviously, Len paid no attention to his 
sister’s advice. •  
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Poetic Battle of the Podiatrists 
NBOC Poets  

A seemingly innocuous question was posed 
to residents of NBOC through the Resident 
Google Group. “Looking for a good local 
podiatrist. Can you recommend one?” A few 
names were offered, but a veritable plethora 
of comic responses and poems were 
spawned. Here are a bunch of them 
collected.  

“It seems to me, with your two 
recommendations, that anyone from NBOC 
would have a foot in the door!?” 
 Charles Blauer 

“You nailed that one!” 
 Henry Wechsler 

“Gosh Charles. Your response was so ‘corn’y. 
 Peter Shapiro 

“Could it be Foot in Mouth Disease?” 
 Richard Medverd 

“Any one for a rousing game of tic tac toe?” 
 Henry Wechsler 
 
“You’re all Toe-much 
but I do thank you for 
your combined and 
toe-tal efforts 
You have it nail-ed!” 
 Diana Bronner 

“Whoops, didn’t realize Henry had already 
coined 'nail-ed'.didn’t mean to step-in (or 
instep, if you will) and on his toes 
 Diana Bronner 

“Alas, your apology arrived after I had hired 
a team of copyright lawyers. 
You may have to foot the bill.” 
 Henry Wechsler 

“Being only a 3 toed sloth 
 Mister Henry 
I cannot not foot that bill 
but still 
I will Arch my back 
Dig in my heels 
and tell you to take 
a hike 
leaving only your 
footprints behind.” 
 Diana Bronner 

“Well damages are thin  
Diana probably best you agree to Toe-the-
line.” 
 Peter Shapiro 

“I will be terse 
in my response to your verse. 
Since you cannot foot the bill 
I won’t make a mountain out of a molehill 
I will terminate my litigation. 
Because you provided proper citation. 
There is however one caveat 
and I must inform you that 
arching your back and digging in your heels 
may cause you to slip on banana peels.” 
 Henry Wechsler 

“Dear Sir 
I do not want to raise your ire 
As u r 1 I do admire 
I must say 
In my defense 
I do not slip 
On Banana peels 
As I am well grounded 
On my heels � � 
Yes, my friend, 
Please terminate 
Your litigation 
As I've decided 
To take a vacation, 
To get away 
From such distraction. 
I have enjoyed 
Our repartee 
And must say 
U have quite 
A Wit, 
And now 
My friend 
I've finished 
 with It!” 
 Diana Bronner 

“Upon my sole. 
You guys have been on a roll. 
I do extoll 
your verse control. 
But all this silly chatter,  
Is so much pedi-patter  
Leaving all of us clueless  
If Diana is really shoeless. 
Whatever she buys, 
whether buckles or ties,  
We hope she'll be wise 



 

The Bridge  October 2017 7 

and get the right size! 
 Barbara Rosenfield 
I think it might be time 
That we all toe the line 
And to this subject  
Sing Old Anzine 
 Peter Shapiro 

“GIVE POETRY A CHANCE 
Freedom of the press 
allows us to express 
our thoughts in verse 
that is a more terse 
than voluminous prose 
which as everyone knows 
can be so boring 
as to produce snoring.” 
 Henry Wechsler 

“The only thing more powerful than  
Freedom of the press 
Is the editor.” 
 John Averell, (verbal to Henry) • 

 

Haiku 
Rita Fireman  

The cracked half mirror 
Divided her face in two 
A true reflection 
 
I could smell the earth 
Give birth to wild green onions 
Organic garden 
 
Red October burns 
Leaves pirouette in the air 
Autumn's dance of death 
 
Laughter heals the wound 
Pours succor into the gap 
Stitches not needed • 
 

Banana Trees 
Neil Hyman 

I love banana trees  
They are beautiful  
And they know it  
Huge self-assured leaves  
Waving in the breeze Heavy brazen red 
flowers Hanging upside down  
Impudent petals open to reveal  
Tiny green bananas  
That grow and ripen  

If you have banana trees  
They are yours forever  
You cut them down  
They grow up again  
You dig them up but  
You never dig deep enough  
Faithful banana trees always return  

I love banana trees for their beauty  
Their shameless determination  
 and persistence  
Their steadfastness  
Their delicious fruit  
Nothing deters them  
We can learn a lesson from banana trees  
As we waver through our lives • 
 

Lady’s Lament 
Neil Hyman 

Why didn’t she fly higher? 
Her foot got caught in a telephone wire. 
Why didn’t she do more things? 
Her fingers got caught in diamond rings. 
While drinking from a silver cup, 
She tripped on a yacht chair  
 and couldn’t get up.  
Golden chains around her neck, 
There she lay upon the deck. 

Now tangled in cobwebs on a terrace swing, 
Sipping Bourbon from a crystal cup, 
Softly you can hear her sing, 
“Why didn’t I fly higher, 
And pull my foot from that telephone wire?”• 
  



 

The Bridge  October 2017 8 

My Day at the White House 
Jay Berkson 

It was a beautiful spring day in 1980 when I 
found myself in the boarding lane at Logan 
Airport for a flight to Washington, D.C. In 
less than two hours I would be ensconced in 
the White House, the seat of the most 
powerful government in the Western world. 
Bedeviled with mixed emotions -- what was I 
doing there -- or with muted feelings of 
excitement that I was really on my way, I 
managed to propel myself into a seat and off 
we went! 

But first, back to the beginning and some 
background. 
 I had started out designing and installing 
landscape plantings since about 1960. At 
first only with friends and neighbors then 
progressing beyond those meager borders 
into commercial installations. I had what was 
known in the industry as a design-build 
company. Not too many years later we 
added a small nursery and a retail garden 
center and our client base stretched from 
New Haven to mid-coast Maine and all points 
in between and as far west as Springfield, 
MA. 
 Over the years I had acquired a 
wonderful relationship with Boston University 
and had been designing and installing street 
plantings and small mini-parks throughout 
the campus, especially in early spring just 
before alumni week and graduation day 
when the University wanted to impress 
potential alumni donors. 
It was spring of 1980 when they must have 
impressed the wealthy Wall Street investor, 
Warren Alpert, to donate funds for a large 
park and student gathering-spot just behind 
the Marsh Chapel. The University hired the 
Carole Johnson office and a team of 
engineers to plan the general layout for the 
park which abutted Storrow Drive 
overlooking the Charles River. We had been 
chosen for the landscaping portion of the 
work. 
 Time was of the essence if we were to 
meet the looming graduation day unveiling. 
Construction and plantings proceeded apace 
until just two days before completion when a 
glitch in the form of the imperious president, 
John Silber, happened to walk by and 

decided that all the trees had been installed 
too high (Silber had a thing about what we in 
the industry called this type of planting 
'Italian volcanoes', i.e., heaped cones of 
loam and mulch at tree bases) and all must 
be replanted forthwith. We knew they were 
properly installed (at same grade as when 
growing in nurseries}. 
 Pandemonium arose, but with backup 
from the industry and the Johnson office we 
forced Silber to back down. We heard no 
further, the job was completed in time, 
another successful operation. I thought no 
more about it. 

 
Several months passed when one morning in 
the mail arrived a small formal envelope (I 
still have it) with the seal of the White 
House. Thinking it was a joke of some sort, I 
threw it in the wastebasket unopened. 
Curiosity, however, got the best of me, and 
later that day I retrieved it to discover an 
invitation to attend a ceremony to receive 
the grand prize award for the New England 
region for the annual American 
Nurserymen's Association’s competition that 
was always awarded by the First Lady.  
 Checking around, I discovered that it 
was no hoax but had been forwarded by the 
park's engineering company. These awards 
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are designed to give recognition for 
excellence in landscape beautification 
throughout the country initiated by LadyBird 
Johnson. 
I was accompanied on the trip by the 
University's director of alumni who, when 
questioned, explained the awards' usefulness 
in raising funds. This became known as the 
Warren Alpert Mall.  

Arriving in D.C. and to the White House, I 
can't tell you the height of excitement that 
arises upon being ushered into the Rose 
Garden for the formalities, surrounded by 
Marine guards, other recipients from all over 
the nation and assorted invited guests for 
the usual speeches. Following the ceremony 
we were ushered into the Blue room where a 
thirty-foot long buffet table (the likes of 
which I had never seen) awaited followed by 
an introduction to the First Lady, handed the 
award, followed by photos.  
 At the end of the afternoon, flying back 
to Boston, it took the entire flight time and 
then some before I really came down to 
earth! In the days that followed, the publicity 
in local papers with my picture appeared 
with astounding results and the acknowledge- 
ment of my company's place in the 
industry.•  

White Water/ Blue Sky 
Barbara Rosenfield 

The scariest part of our first white-water 
excursion was not the raging rapids. It was 
the cloudless sky.  
 With our son, Micah, (our 'little one') we 
felt safe and secure, as he was an 
experienced guide for a summer on the New 
River in West Virginia. The water was 
running high, so the rapids were exciting, 
but manageable. 

On the office bulletin board there was a 
posting for a plane trip to see an aerial view 
of the river that we had just traveled. 
Sounded like fun, so we signed up.  
 A decision we almost came to regret.  
 We drove out to the meeting place, 
which turned out to be a large meadow in 
the middle of nowhere. We were greeted by 
our pilot — a rickety old man — standing 
next to an even ricketier old plane. For years 
afterward my husband Jay would mutter "I 
can't believe I actually got on that plane"! 
But board it we did — Jay, Micah, and I, 
praying as we climbed into the cockpit. 
 As the plane taxied fast across the 
meadow our pilot advised us not to worry, as 
it would lift off before dropping into the 
ravine below — a heart stopping moment, 
for sure. 
 The views of the river and rapids were 
exciting, but Jay never saw them, as he 
concentrated on watching the controls of the 
plane, convinced that he might need to fly it 
when our elderly pilot had a heart attack or 
stroke. In doing so he noticed that the fuel 
gauge looked low and commented on it. The 
pilot told us that he did not like to put too 
much fuel into the tank in order to keep the 
craft light enough to fly. Of course, that 
further fueled us — our fears anyway. 
 After we landed Jay and I decided that 
the white water was preferable to the blue 
sky, and green or brown terra flrma was 
better than either. We did go rafting again 
later, on other occasions, but stuck strictly to 
the water. • 

NewBridgeResidents.org 
User Names and Passwords 

Only a few pages on our website —- 
mainly resident directories — require 
you to log in with a Username and 
Password. 
 The Username consists of your 
full email address. Call or email either 
John Averell or Ed Goldstein and ask 
them for a password of your 
choosing. 
 If you need help using the website 
call/email John or Ed. 
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The Uninvited Guest 
Sybil Gladstone 

A few weeks before our wedding at a Boston 
area synagogue, it occurred to me that it 
might be helpful to observe another wedding 
in that setting. The family seating, proces-
sion, arrangements on the bima, all would be 
important. Dick was still at his army post, so 
the responsibility was mine. 
 After the Temple Administrator gracious-
ly granted my request, I arranged to attend 
the wedding celebrated the week before 
mine. The simple ceremony was pleasing, 
and from the sanctuary I moved to the re-
ception area, with its expected ice sculpture 
and lavish display of hors d'oeuvres. Trying 
to remain invisible, I glanced at the guests. 
One woman, obviously enjoying an array of 
snacks, caught my attention. Neatly dressed, 
standing alone while others were in clusters,, 
her white hair pinned close to her head in an 
updo, she stood out. When the guests 
moved to the tables set for dinner, I left and 
went home to sort out my impressions. 
 The following Sunday, all proceeded 
beautifully, as carefully planned. I walked 
down the aisle, preceded by my bridesmaids, 
who were dressed in pink. Both sets of par-
ents stood with us as we received Rabbi Ep-
stein's blessing. Beaming, my husband and I 
proceeded up the aisle and then to the re-
ception area which once more displayed an 
array of delectable food. 
 Warming my heart, all four of my grand-
parents were happily present. Also present 
was the neatly dressed lady, with her white 
hair pinned in an updo, satisfying her hunger 
as she apparently did at local weddings, an 
uninvited guest! I moved away from her to 
my friends and family, marvelling at her pre-
sumptuous behavior, avoiding meeting her 
glance. Nothing was spoiled by her bravado.  
 Earlier, there might have been ill effects 
from another provocation, a comment made 
at the end of our lovely wedding ceremony. 
As my new husband gave me a lingering 
kiss, his mother said,"That's enough!" • 

I am a Survivor 
Caryn Finard 

When the curtain falls  
 and I'm standing all alone 
 I am a survivor 
When I feel pain and I withdraw  
 into my own world of fantasy 
 I am a survivor 
When the prognosis is grim  
 and trepidation is paramount 
 I am a survivor 
When my cries go unheard  
 and I feel abandoned 
 I am a survivor 
When I reach for his hand  
 for the very last time 
 I am a survivor 
When I am afflicted with sorrow  
 and there is no resolution 
 I am a survivor 
When I behold a glimpse of Heaven   
 and there is hell fire 
 I am a survivor 
When life seems like a bottomless pit  
 and there is nowhere to retreat 
 I am a survivor 
When I've had my share of defeats 
 and have gained invaluable insight 
 I am a survivor 
There is always hope on the horizon 
 We all have the power to proceed  
 with renewed strength and fortitude 
 We are all survivors • 
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Can Women Get Bank Credit? 
Norma Herscott 

In the mid 1970's when visiting my daughter 
at college in Iowa, I met a man who made 
chocolate that he called truffles with fine 
Belgian chocolate. When I got back to 
Boston I thought about the chocolate and 
decided to give it a business try. My 
daughter and I ordered four dozen of the 
truffles and within a week had signed up six 
or seven stores that wanted to carry them. 
That was the start. 
 After that I found retail and storage 
space in Woburn and started on the truffle 
business. Within a year it had grown well 
and in November I approached my bank for 
a $10,000 business loan. The banker told me 
that he was sorry, but that they do not give 
business loans to women and advised me to 
bring in my husband the next day to co-sign. 
I did, he signed and I got the loan. 
 During the next year I continued growing 
and went back into the bank in the later part 
of the year for a $20,000 loan. The banker 
repeated himself from our previous 
conversation and said once again the bank 
would not give business loans to women and 
that I would have to again bring in my 
husband. The next day he came in and 
signed for my loan. 
 During the third year the business 
continued to grow and late in the year I 
applied for a $40,000 business loan at the 
bank. This time when I went in I brought my 
husband with me. When the banker again 
explained about their bank policy, my 
husband told the banker to close our 
checking account as of that moment. The  

banker seemed shocked and asked for a 
moment so he could talk to the bank 

president. When he came back he said that 
the bank would honor my request and honor 
my signature on the loan alone. 

Within a few weeks a young woman came to 
my shop (which had grown from one room to 
seven or eight rooms — sales, production, 
administration and packaging). She told me 
that she was a reporter from Entrepreneur 
Magazine, which had national coverage and 
that she would like to do an article on a 
woman who got bank credit and opened the 
field for others to follow. 
 The next month I received a copy of the 
magazine with a three-page spread story 
with photos of myself and my large growing 
company with storefront displays. That 
article was picked up by Boston Television 
who invited me to speak on TV about the 
then new product ...truffles.  
 You can imagine the anxiety with which I 
approached Public Television. It went very 
well and to my great surprise I received a 
request to speak about truffles on a Boston 
radio program. By that time I was more 
comfortable with speaking and was invited 
by the board of the New England Executive 
Catering Council as a member. In the years 
1990, 1991 and 1992 my chocolate truffles 
won “Best of Boston" awards. 
 Among the many customers that we had 
were Joan Rivers and family and Nancy 
Kerrigan and her family and the big Boston 
banks.  
 The business continued to blossom and 
grow. After eighteen years I decided to sell 
out and retire, which I did having had the 
satisfaction of building a business and 
getting banks to approve business loans for 
women. •
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Serendipity 
Murray Staub  

I would like to share some events that 
Rhoda and I experienced over the years that 
we both traveled abroad — even here at 
home. All were unplanned and turned out to 
be great experiences!  
We were walking on a street in Osaka, 
Japan, when some unfamiliar singing filled 
the air. We stopped in front of a two story 
building. A woman came to the doorway and 
motioned us to come in. She guided us 
upstairs where there was a group of older 
women sitting in a circle and singing their 
hearts out. If you have ever had a chance to 
hear a Chinese opera, this was twice as 
cacophonous! This was in an area where the 
guide books said the Geisha girls lived. 
These women were probably in their 50-60's, 
dressed in kimonos and, of course, we 
presumed they were retired Geishas.  
 When the music stopped, they turned 
and smiled at us. We applauded the 
performance. No one spoke a word of 
English, so we smiled and applauded some 
more! Our guide gave us a calendar as a 
remembrance and led us out.  
 Back on the street we came to a row of 
shops, among them a tofu (soybean) shop. 
The front of the store was completely open 
and we watched some of the process 
converting the beans into the tofu cakes. 
The woman working stopped and waved her 
hand, inviting us in. Of course, we went! She 
set a little table with plates and chopsticks 
and proceeded to feed us various types of 
tofu. Again, no English, but lots of smiles 
and head shaking.  
 So, two serendipitous events in one 
block of Osaka.  
One afternoon, back home in Mountainside, 
New Jersey, my friend Sandy called me for 
some help. He was trying to put together a 
business that involved removing coconut 
shells from the fruit. It was a very tedious 
hand operation, and Sandy had an employee 
who had invented a machine to do the work. 
 This was a complicated business venture. 
It involved harvesting the fruit on the Island 
of Tonga, transporting it to American Samoa, 
where they would build a factory to do the 
work (using the coconut shells to power the 

factory) and then sell the fruit to the 
McCormick Company to convert it into some 
sort of spice.  
 Now, this is the fun part! The major 
investor was Prince Tunei, the crown prince 
of Tonga who was coming to New Jersey to 
see the prototype coconut peeler. Sandy was 
in California on a business trip. He asked me 
to escort the Prince, bring him to Sandy's 
home for lunch, and return him to the 
airport.  
 Well, you can imagine the lunch 
preparations. The Prince must have weighed 
400 pounds. He was huge. Claire, Sandy's 
wife was in a panic. How do you entertain 
and feed a Prince? Somehow we figured it 
out. We kept our kids (preteens) out of 
school — how many kids get a chance to see 
a prince? He traveled with one of his 
ministers who spent some time looking at 
washing machines. The Prince was interested 
in Recreational Vehicles, the bigger the 
better. Fortunately, there was a distributor 
of such RV’s in our area and I escorted the 
Prince there. The minister, who joined us for 
lunch, warned us that the Prince might fall 
asleep suddenly during lunch; sure enough 
he did! 
 I remember there was a drought and a 
heat spell. On the way to the airport I had 
the air conditioner in the car at full blast. 
Would you believe the battery died? I almost 
did too! Fortunately, we were close to a gas 
station and I bought a new battery, no 
matter the cost.  
 We arrived at Newark Airport and all the 
air conditioning, needing water, was off! The 
Prince, sitting waiting, was dripping with 
sweat. I finally went to the counter and said, 
kind of sheepishly, "Excuse me, I have a 
prince with me and he is very hot. Is there 
anything you can do for him?" Well, they 
jumped to attention! "We have been waiting 
for him. We will put him on the plane now, 
their air conditioner is working! Come 
along."  
 We get on the plane and the hostess 
stops me and whispers, "He needs a seat 
belt extension, there is no way he can fit! 
Please will you tell him? I can't!" Of course 
he was aware of the need, and that was the 
end of another serendipitous adventure.•
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Recollections of a Brooklyn 
Neighborhood in the 40’s 

Sam Lehrer 
New York City and in particular Brooklyn has 
long consisted of a mixture of neighborhoods 
with boundaries loosely defined by train 
tracks, cemeteries, parks or broad avenues. 
These neighborhoods can be considered vil-
lages because they are self sufficient - the 
shops, churches, synagogues, playgrounds, 
schools, etc. are an integral part. The ethnic 
make-up and the boundaries of these villag-
es are formed initially by immigrants. The 
villages change as the residents prosper and 
suburbia beckons. The Brooklyn neighbor-
hood in East New York that I grew up in the 
1940s mostly consisted of working class 
Jews, Italian Catholics, and some Black fami-
lies. If any of my playmates from that time 
are alive they are in their 80s and 90s and 
are living somewhere else. The neighbor-
hood’s character started changing in the 60s 
and recently it’s changing again. But the old 
neighborhood has not disappeared from my 
memory.  From the point of view of a 10 yr 
old it was a fun place to grow up. In addition 
to shops for basic needs, it consisted of a 
bunch of kids of different ages that liked to 
do a lot of outdoor activities. Outdoor games 
allowed us to escape the headlines in news-
papers and newsreels that blared unpleasant 
stories of WW2 in places far away from us. 
We could also escape the family troubles 
that occupied our parents indoors. I don’t 
think that such villages exist today. Much of 
the activities and games that involved us in 
the daily past are now replaced by digital 
games. In addition to the loss of physical ac-
tivity obtained by playing these street games 
much learning of the social interactions re-
quired in organizing, playing and accepting 
defeat is lost. In summer evenings, adults in 
our neighborhood sat on porches, on stoops 
in front of their apartments and talked while 
kids played on the sidewalks and in the 
streets. In order to preserve these memo-
ries, I decided to probe my brain and relate 
them before my neural connections shrivel 
up. The village shops and the village charac-
ters are gone but can sometimes be seen in 
vintage movies. The games we played may 
be a variation of games played in other 

neighborhoods at that time, but the ways in 
which we modified them to fit the street set-
ting are interesting.  
 Even though I left in 1951 at age 16, I 
can visualize many the houses and shops, 
many of which, I have discovered, either had 
been demolished or converted into other 
buildings. My village consisted of about 16 
rectangular blocks, centered on Sutter Ave-
nue with shops and bordered by Pitkin Ave-
nue with the elevated BMT subway on the 
north, Dumont Avenue on the south, Mon-
tauk Avenue on the east and Essex Street on 
the west. Most of the buildings were 2 or 4 
family buildings with some single-family 
homes and a couple of apartment buildings 4 
or 5 stories high. On Atkins Avenue there 
were a few old trees one of which got 
knocked down during a hurricane. Although I 
traveled further as I got older, in the early 
40s the neighborhood kids hung around At-
kins avenue centered near the south side of 
Sutter Avenue. There were two main reasons 
for that corner being the center of activity: 
there was a large wall on one side of Atkins 
without windows which we could use to play 
various ball games; on the other side of At-
kins Avenue, there were the milk boxes of 
the Gerber grocery store on which adults and 
kids could sit. That corner was one of the 
gathering places of our village. It evokes a 
Rockwellian image of adults discussing the 
news perched on milk boxes in front of a 
grocery store with a sign labeled 
“GERBER’S”. 
 
The wall on Atkins was used for many ball 
games played with a spaldeen (made by 
Spaulding Co.). Games that extended into 
the street included handball, a version of 
baseball off-the-wall and slapball. The wall 
was also used for Chinese handball which 
was played on the sidewalk. The square 
sidewalk boxes were also used for games 
with a spaldeen. These included boxball, hit 
the penny and skelly. The girls also used a 
spaldeen to play such games as, A my name 
is, jacks and hopscotch. The street was used 
for games such as stickball (used with a mop 
or broom stick and a spaldeen), and involved 
many kids lined up in the street to have a 
chance to catch the ball. The catcher can be-
come the batter if he catches the ball on the 
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fly. The catcher can also roll the ball to the 
stick placed on the ground and if the ball hits 
the stick the batter must catch the ball be-
fore it hits the ground; otherwise the catcher 
becomes the batter.  A younger kid would be 
the look-out for cars and when he called 
“car” the players would grudgingly and slow-
ly move to the side to let the car through. 
We owned the street and the cars mostly 
complied. Most of these games are docu-
mented in the video “New York Street 
Games” (2010) and in several other places 
found on the internet. One game played on 
the street that may be unique to our village 
was a game of tag played on roller skates. 
Two older expert skaters with chalk were 
chosen to lay out a course on the dark as-
phalt street by skating and dragging a stick 
of chalk along the street. The other kid fol-
lowed and made a path wide enough for a 
skater. Crossroads and dead-ends were add-
ed.  
 This game could be played with a few 
skaters. A skater is chosen to be it and 
needs to skate along the paths and can tag 
another skater who then becomes it. After 
playing the game we hoped that cars or rain 
would not erase the court so that we could 
play another day. Finally, there were games 
played with other objects: kick the box, 
football, marbles, ringalevio. It seems that a 
game just required a leader to convince a 
couple of kids who then provided a nucleus 
for others. When games were played with a 
score that determined the winner, anyone or 
group could challenge to play the winner.  
 
On Sutter Avenue there were shops that we 
visited when we had a nickel or dime. On the 
west corner of Atkins near Sutter, there was 
Gerber’s grocery where one shopped for 
bread, milk, cheese, vegetables, can goods, 
fruit, and pickles. Mr. Gerber used a wooden 
spoon to scoop a sour pickle out of the 
wooden bucket, placed it in a piece of waxed 
paper and charged us a nickel. Along Sutter 
Avenue toward Berriman St., there was Sal-
ly’s, a candy store with a fountain where one 
could get an egg cream soda or some candy 
while avoiding the cockroaches. Then for a 
time there was a store front that was rented 
to a Reb for a Cheder who taught us Torah in 
Yiddish, which I attended for a while. And 

next to the Cheder there was a Drug store. A 
toilet was shared between the two stores 
and also was used to store various drugs so 
the toilet smelled exotic. We occasionally 
would filch a few exotic pills from the supply 
but never used them.  
On the East corner, at 1092 Sutter Avenue 
(see photo, c.1930) there was my father’s 
butcher store, where people would gather to 
gossip while shopping. My father liked to 
display his ability to cut up a chicken so deft-
ly and quickly. The floor was covered with 
sawdust, which was swept up every night. I 
enjoyed playing with the cat and newly born 
kittens that hung around the store for 
scraps.  

I occasionally delivered some orders locally 
and one of my deliveries was to the Vice 
Principal of PS 64. At each delivery she gave 
me the money listed on the bag and a book 
that she retrieved from the school basement. 
My father, unemployed due to the depres-
sion, dutifully inherited the store from his fa-
ther when none of his 7 brothers wanted it. I 
recently realized that he never asked me to 
help out in the store.  
 
In those years I felt comfortable and safe in 
this East New York village and never needed 
much adult supervision when outside. Play 
was only outside. I do not remember visiting 
any friends in their apartments. We learned 
how to fit into the pecking order with the 
older kids dominating and less able kids be-
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ing dominated. But it was a dynamic situa-
tion - as time passed the older kids left and 
the less able kids improved. Thus, the games 
were passed down from year to year.  
 Our family left in 1951. On driving 
around the neighborhood in the late 70s, I 
saw no children playing in the street and our  

house at 1092 was gone, replaced by some 
garment factory. The large synagogue on 
Atkins Avenue was now a church, PS 64 was 
gone, Gerber’s was gone and so was the 
Berriman Street Shul where my father was 
president for many years and I had my Bar 
Mitzvah. I had moved on. •

 
 

 
 

Cold and Wet in New Jersey 
Edward Goldstein 

≈

 “You’re in charge, Mister … here are your 
orders! Mister Brown will be your second-in-
command.” 
 I awoke groggily from a disturbed sleep 
that had lasted all of two hours. The bright 
flashlight beam stabbed painfully into my 
opening eyes. I recognized the voice of the 
tactical officer in charge of our company.  
 “What time is it, Lieutenant?” 
 “It’s two o’clock, Mister. You’ve got three 
hours to move the command post to a new 
location. You better get going.” 
 “OK, sir!” 
 I pulled my combat boots over damp 
wool socks, got into my damp field jacket 
and stepped outside. 
 Rain mixed with sleet was falling. The 
night was pitch black except for the thin 
slivers of light from hissing kerosene 
lanternsshining through the cracks of the 
four or five imperfectly blacked-out large 
tents that housed the simulated division 
command post. 
 I stumbled into the next tent and woke 
up Officer Candidate Brown, who had just 
been appointed my second-in-command. 
Together we studied the map and made 
hurried plans for moving the simulated 
command post to the designated new 
location without disrupting ongoing 
communications traffic. 
 Brown and I blew our whistles to wake 
up the roughly half the company that was 
sleeping while the other half handled the 
simulated radio and wire traffic, and got to 
work. 

It was December. We were in the New 
Jersey Pine Barrens, not far from Fort  
Monmouth. Our class was in the thirteenth 
week of the sixteen-week course in the 
Signal Corps Officer Candidate School that 
would make at least some of us second 
lieutenants. We had spent the first twelve 
weeks in classrooms, on the drill field and in 
the gym. We were now in the first week of 
two weeks in the boondocks applying what 
we had learned and, more important, give 
the tactical officers a look at how well we 
would do under the combined stresses of 
weather, physically demanding work, 
constant badgering and deep sleep 
deprivation. Statistically, one out of every 
three of us was expected to wash out. 
 This week had started very early on 
Monday morning when we loaded tents, field 
radios, sleeping bags, lanterns and all the 
other paraphernalia necessary for a week in 
the field. The trucks had brought us to our 
first location, where we had set up the tents 
housing the technical equipment and those 
for sleeping and storage.  
 We had been formed into an 
approximation of a division signal company, 
with a radio, wire and message center 
platoon. 
 As soon as the tents were up, we 
unpacked and set up the communications 
equipment, including field radios, telephone 
switchboards and field encryption 
equipment. The men assigned to the wire 
platoon began running field wire to another 
command post a mile or two away. 
 All this happened in the cold rain. 



 

The Bridge  October 2017 16 

 No sooner had we got everything 
organized — communications established 
with the other command post — than we 
received orders to move. This meant that 
some of us would keep equipment working in 
our current location until the rest had set up 
the new command post. 
 And so it went, day and night. It was the 
most grueling mental and physical stress 
most of us, certainly including me, had ever 
been exposed to.  

Early Saturday morning, we packed all the 
equipment on trucks and returned to our 
barracks. We all needed sleep more than 
anything else, but there was much else to do 
—cleaning the equipment we had used and 
laundering our uniforms. We suspended 
doing chores just before chow call for dinner. 
 But our day was not finished. The USO in 
its wisdom had scheduled a dance for that 
evening and had invited many of the young 
unmarried women in Monmouth County. Our 
attendance was compulsory. A quick shower, 
shampoo and shave later, we put on our 
dress uniforms and reported to the 
recreation room. 
 The “girls” were all gussied up for the 
occasion. Most of their boyfriends were in 
 the military and many of them must have 
looked forward to spending Saturday night 
with a bunch of young men in uniform. What 
they got was a bunch of zombies, barely able 
to stay on their feet or keep their eyes open. 
As for us, we could barely wait for the even-
ing to end. 

On the next day, Sunday, we continued the 
work that had been left undone on Saturday. 
We spent the night making up for at least 

some of the sleep we had lost the previous 
week. 
 At six o’clock the next morning began 
another week very much like the one that 
had just passed, including the mandatory 
dance on Saturday night. 

When we returned we had a few more days 
before graduation.  
 On Monday of that week, the axe fell on 
those whose performance in the field had not 
measured up to expectations. They were a 
sorry bunch as they packed up their gear 
and left Ft. Monmouth. 
 The most exciting chore the rest of us 
had that week was trying on the tailor-made 
officers’ uniforms we had ordered weeks 
before. They came from a tailor in New York 
who specialized in outfitting newly-minted 
second lieutenants; there was no obligation 
for those who would not graduate. 

Graduation was on Thursday, 28 December. 
We marched to the Post theater wearing our 
new uniforms under trench coats without 
any insignia of rank. 
 My only guest was a daughter of my 
parents’ friends with whom I had stayed 
when I first came to New York. After the 
ceremony, she helped me pin the crossed 
signal flags on my lapels and the single gold 
bars on my shoulders and, for the first time, 
kissed me. 

As we left the theater, I received my first sa-
lute from two privates who had apparently 
been waiting for the occasion. Each of them 
received a crisp dollar bill, which I had in my 
pocket for just this occasion. • 

 
 


