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Many years ago I was the model of
confidence with a fresh A.B., a Gold Key, and
plenty of ego. I had recently been in Ohio
where the job opportunities were in
education. I had no teaching background. I
don't recall the process, but I got special
certification and was offered a teaching
position with an agreement that I enroll in
graduate school. No problem.
I began my teaching career in senior
high school, but soon was told that perhaps I
was too young to face up to the older and
bigger veterans returning to school. The
school superintendent then told me there
was a dire need for elementary teachers
since the war babies were crowding the
classrooms. He placed me in first grade.
I remember dejectedly staggering home
to tell my husband of my “demotion.” First
grade! What a trick of fate. I loved it! I
started with a bundle of untainted
inexperienced children, all at a zero level.
Soon they were reading, writing, doing
math, experimenting in science (with
tadpoles) and more. For this uncritical little
group, I was their Diva: admired artist,
pianist, singer, knowledge bank. My most
rewarding time came when I intercepted a
tiny paper Dickie was passing to Eddie who,
as a reprimand, was sitting it out in the coat
room. Just “Try to escape”. How wonderful.
This was the culmination of all my efforts.
From zilch to Dickie's now able to
communicate; “try to escape”. This was an
educational success story.
When the school year was over I stood in
my empty classroom with shades drawn,
blackboards clean, and chairs on top of
neatly lined desks. Yes, I looked forward to
another year, and a new supply of eager
young minds together with whom we would
start their educational journey, and mine too
in the first grade.

Your submissions — stories, poems, art,
pictures — are the fuel for The Bridge. There
are guidelines on what we will accept for
publication. I am listing them and clarifying
them in this note.
• Must be written or created by a resident of I/L or A/L.
•

Must not be critical or negative in
tone.

•

Should not be time sensitive.

•

Should be interesting to at least some
number of residents.

•

Authors should be willing to accept editing of submission.

•

Should not be fictional. This is a new
criterion. Our reason is that fictional
material can be read in any library, including our own, but stories from residents from their own experience cannot be found elsewhere in a regular
publication.

•

Not every submission can be guaranteed publication. Evaluation and decisions are made by the Editorial Staff,
and ultimately by the Editor-in-Chief.

Photo by Diana Bronner

Our Editor-in-Chief Conducts the Band
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20,000 Visits, 100,000 Page Views
Residents’ Website passes two milestones

When our website opened officially in January 2012, we knew it was a gamble. As far as
anyone knew, no other CCRC (Continuing Care Retirement Community) had ever
created a website for its residents, staffed by volunteers and supported by contributions
from its residents. Would we be able to recruit enough volunteers to prepare and upload
events and restaurant menus, week after week without fail? Would we be able to raise
enough funds to sustain its operation? Was there enough interest among residents? The
answers to all these questions appears to be, yes.
Yet, fewer than half the IL residents who have computers have logged in during
2013. This quick overview is directed to those who have not.
What does it take to log in?
You need a User Name and Password. If you don’t have them, or have forgotten what
they are, just send an email to Ed Goldstein (webmaster@newbridgeresidents.org). He
will lead you through a simplified process, even if it takes a house call.
How do you find what you want?
This is the top level of the main menu. The Residents tab appears only after you log in.
Click on any of the tabs to make the sub-menus appear. Start on the Food and Events
tabs to get started. Check out the menus that appear on the left of the page; click on
the items that interest you.
If you want an overview of all menu headings, go to the bottom of the page and click
on Site Map.
If you have trouble navigating the site, call Ed (4-2251) for assistance.
Contents that may surprise you
• A searchable residents directory. (Log-in required.)
• A searchable PDF file of portraits of all residents. (Log-in required.)
• Online forms for placing work orders, registering a visitor’s car, filing Member Away
forms, and much more. (Log-in required.)
• A search engine that lets you get details about every piece of art on the NBOC campus
by entering its location.
• A searchable, up-to-date list of all media — books, CD’s, DVD’s, movies, and Kindle
titles — in our library.
What if you are just not very familiar with computers?
Jack Goldberg (JacobGoldberg1@gmail.com) can help you set up your computer to make
access to the site easier.
Get in touch with the two competent women at WizeGuides (617-527-8081 or
WizeGuides@WizeGuides.net) and make a date for a free session in your home,
specifically designed to help you get the most of our website.
NRDO Steering Committee

www.NewBridgeResidents.org
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Birds

replace them with dummy eggs that the
sparrows sit on until it is too late in the
season for them to lay fresh eggs. Obviously
these birds have a very bad reputation and
they live up to it every day.
It was interesting to see the nest that each of
these birds built. The sparrow, considered a
“trashy” bird, makes its nest out of twigs,
scraps of plastic, yarn, string — whatever it
can find. The bluebird's nest is carefully
crafted out of pine needles and grasses.
The most beautiful nest is that of the Tree
Swallow. They use the downy feathers of
water birds to line the nest; the lovely white
feathers curl over the top of the nest to
protect and insulate the eggs. At every nest, I
would put my hand into the box, gently
reaching down to count the number of eggs
or hatchlings. Since birds have no sense of
smell this is not a problem. As I approached
most boxes, the parent sitting on the nest,
would fly off into a tree to scold me or just
watch silently. Not so with the swallow. I
reached down into the nest, feeling the
warmth generated by the duck feathers.
Instead of feeling either eggs or the softness
of a hatchling, I felt what I had come
recognize as the firm body of the sitting
adult. Trouble — the swallow is amazingly
protective of her nest and wouldn't budge
until absolutely necessary. As I gently
withdrew my hand from the nest, out came
the angry bird. It circled around, dive
bombing me with a vicious swishing sound
with apparent intention to kill, coming within
inches of my head. I admired its feisty
attitude, but held a stick straight up to
protect my head.

Diana Bronner

It all started when I did my first birding walk
at Great Meadows National Wildlife Refuge in
Sudbury. I loved being on the wooded trails
and found bird watching to be fascinating.
When the leader said, “Is there anyone who
would be interested in monitoring bluebird
boxes?” my hand flew up of its own accord,
and thus I had a volunteer job, not even
knowing what it was all about.
Eastern Bluebirds were at the time
considered to be an endangered species both
here and in Canada because of loss of nesting
habitat. They build their nests in the holes of
old trees, but people take down such trees.
So throughout North America, bluebird lovers
were putting up hundreds of nesting boxes
and wild life refuges for this beautiful bird.
Volunteers like me monitored those boxes
checking on who were the inhabitants, how
many eggs were laid, how many hatched,
how many chicks fledged. But even so, these
birds don't stand a chance as they are a very
nonaggressive species
When the season started I traveled
around to all the boxes within my territory to
watch the action. There would be English
Sparrows (aka house sparrows), tree
swallows and bluebirds all flying around, each
vying for one of these boxes. By the time the
dust had settled a few weeks later, most of
the boxes were filled with sparrows, a few
had swallows. I was lucky if within my whole
territory I had three or four nesting bluebirds.
But that wasn't the end of it. The sparrow, a
non-native species and extremely aggressive,
would take over the nest of the bluebird by
building its own on top of bluebird eggs or
worse yet, they would destroy the bluebird
chicks. These sparrows are not only a big
problem to our native birds, but also a big
problem to grain farmers; in addition they
disseminate disease and are considered a
“mean” bird. Being a non-native species, they
have no legal protection so I could have
somehow killed them, but I couldn't bring
myself to do that. What I did do was pull the
nest out of the box and discard it, but by the
following week they had another hastily built
nest filled with eggs. In Canada volunteers
remove live eggs from their nests, and
The Bridge

One day I opened a box and found myself
staring not at the usual nesting material, but
at what looked like cotton batting. Totally
baffled I raised my eyes slightly and there I
was, staring into the frightened eyes of about
ten tiny grey field mice! Fortunately I am not
averse to little mice, but I don't know who
was more startled, me or them! We stared at
each other as they huddled into the back of
the box. I contemplated our predicament and
told them I would not evict them this time,
but they had to be gone by my next visit, and
I gently shut the door. The following week,
they were still there. I said I would give them
one more week, but that this box was for
4
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bluebirds and they had to find another home.
Well, they didn't, so, with great trepidation
and sorrow, I evicted them, thinking at least
some Red-tailed Hawks would have a
nourishing meal. I returned the next week,
opened the box, hoping to find it either
empty or housing bluebirds, though by now it
was late in the nesting season. Slowly lifting
the door, I was shocked to see it once again
filled with my little mice friends. I said “OK,
you win,” smiled and closed up the box. For
all I know, perhaps they are still in there,
multiple generations later.
Many days as I walked from box to box,
screwdriver in hand to undo the hinged
doors, notebook ready to receive all my
detailed notes, binoculars around my neck,
field guide in my waist pack, I would sit down
in the tall golden grasses, listen to the sounds
of the moving Concord river, scan the sky for
whatever was flying by, give an educated
guess as to who was calling to me from the

nearby woods, feel the warmth of the sun on
my skin and count my blessings that I was
here in this time, in this place, in this
moment. What could be more wonderful?
I did this “work” for about five years, braving
heat and ticks, zooming Tree Swallows and
sad baby bluebird endings as well as writing
endless reports till I finally “retired.” But my
volunteer work left me with a great gift, the
awareness of those birds we so take for
granted, birds that sing their hearts out (the
females of most species do not sing) during
nesting season, bringing joy to one’s ears if
only we take the time to listen. I took with
me this love of birds and birding and now can
identify many birds by sight. I also bird by
ear so am able to identify about 20 birds by
hearing its song in the canopy above. As I
walk the NBOC trails and hear a song I
recognize, it is like meeting an old friend that
I know and can call by name.
Logs for the shiny black potbellied stove
were stashed in an antique oval copper
boiler, and a record player with a stack of
records served as an alarm clock, playing
Moussorgsky at high volume to waken son
Jerry's friends for a day of skiing. Susie
loved to bring a friend, also named Susie, so
they became "Susie One" and "Susie Two".
Bob and his MIT friend Danny would go up to
the Nest for a weekend of study in the quiet
countryside. During school vacations I would
be there with our children, looking forward
to Dick's arrival on the weekend.
The Nest was the place where we would
let our beagle Tippy run free, and when she
didn't answer our call one of us would go out
and shake the biscuit box. "Tippy! Biscuits!"
would usually bring her home, one time with
a field mouse between her jaws. Our
daughter-in-law Jackie declared she would
love to be snowbound there, and our son,
Bob, gave us a charming pen-and-ink
drawing of two birds sitting in a nest on the
branch of a tree, symbolizing our
contentment there.
Eventually we sold it when the urge to
travel overcame the urge to "nest." Part of
family lore, that place will always be special
to us.

The Nest
Sybil Gladstone

Have you ever had a place that was special
to you? It might have been man-made or
natural, a grove of trees, a quiet garden, or
a room or a whole house. That is what our
family had, a house on a little hilltop in New
Hampshire, designed by my husband, with
suggestions from our three children,
overseen by all. The focus was to be on
skiing. There was also a lake, with vicious
black flies in May that bit with fervor and
lasting results.
We called it “The Nest" because it
reminded us of an eagle's nest we had seen
on a mountaintop in Yellowstone National
Park. We would have a nest too. Eagerly we
watched the house take shape, with its wide
deck to catch the sun, its spacious main
room plus three comfortable bedrooms for
family and friends. Happily we purchased
beds and pillows, a round table with swivel
chairs, and two heavenly large upholstered
chairs, custom made in New York. We
parents would head for those chairs after a
busy day of skiing or swimming, often with
tall glasses of iced coffee, and soon drop off
to sleep. Thus they became the "fall asleep"
chairs.
The Bridge
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A Tough, Tender Teacher
John Averell

Christopher Adelbert Adams was a martinet.
He made sure his junior English class knew
that word, and every other one that came
out of his mouth, in addition to the standard
vocabulary list.
My junior year at Darien (Connecticut)
High School was made memorable by Mr.
Adams. I never got to know him outside
class, but in class he was a dominant figure.
He had been a captain during WW2 and
seemed to carry that aura of command
about him.
Not only did I love the vocabulary drills,
I learned many of my writing skills in the
assignments, that were graded toughly, but
with suggestions for improvement. I was
also an aficionado of Edgar Allan Poe, as was
Mr. Adams. I had read every story Poe wrote
(as far as I knew) and would gladly discuss
Poe on demand.
The subject of Poe did result in one of
my most embarrassing moments. We were
studying various literary devices in writing
class when the term "onomatopoeia" was
explained as a word that imitates the sound
it represents. It was illustrated by the poem
"The Bells" by Poe. The phrase "how they
tinkle, tinkle, tinkle in the icy air of night..."
was printed on our worksheet. I looked at
the phrase for awhile, frankly puzzled.
Finally I raised my hand and asked, "I don't
understand how the word 'twinkle' is a sound
from nature."
Well you can imagine the horse laugh I
got from the whole class and the teacher!
How my eyes inserted that "w" into the word
I'll never know, but that tarnished my
reputation for a while. That incident taught
me, I hope, that humility is important.

Mr. Adams
eulogy that Barbara asked the pastor to read
in 2002 after Rip died:
"We had an English teacher who cultivated
a gruff and intimidating demeanor that
made most students quake. But he would
tell Rip and me, each separately, that we
were well matched and that he expected
to attend our wedding. This was before we
had even started dating. Well, he was
right. Rip and I continued dating other
people, as well as each other, until
midway through college, but we were
hooked, and have been a team ever
since.”
Needless to say, Mr. Adams attended the
wedding for Rip and Barb. I never saw Mr.
Adams after the wedding, but he continued
to attend the class reunions of DHS class of
1956 for many years.
Mr. Adams is one teacher that I will always
remember with gratitude and respect. He
taught me the tools of trade for language.
But, unbeknown to me at the time, he was a
compassionate individual who cared about
his pupils' lives.

I never really saw anything but the welldisciplined and perhaps cool side of Mr.
Adams. Not so for my brother Rip, who was
four years behind me in school. Since our
secondary schools were three years each, we
never crossed after sixth grade. Rip had Mr.
Adams too, not only as an English teacher
but also as class advisor. In Rip's class was a
smart and attractive young lady, Barbara
Smith. I want here to quote from part of the
The Bridge
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Warsaw

Obviously we were strangers and these
"uncles" told us that they were the remainder
of the population. They showed us pictures of
their children who had all left for America and
other places, but the old people remained for
the pensions the government was providing.
Eventually, the shames (sexton)
approached and offered me a prayer book
that was so old the pages were yellow and
brittle. If you had little background in the
liturgy, there would be no way you could
follow the text. The shames asked "would you
like an Aliyah?" I, of course, said yes. "What
are you?" “Ich bin hacohen.” (I am a Cohen),
I replied. Well, that was more exciting for him
then for me. Any of my readers who come
from some sort of Orthodox background
understand that my family (supposedly)
descend from the priests of the Old
Testament, and the Cohanim are accorded
the honor of the first Aliyah at the Torah
reading.
At the same time, Rhoda was seated in
the women‘s section, behind the sheet. Her
Yiddish is worse than mine, and she came
over and told me she believes a woman,
sitting next to her has been asking if Rhoda
could give her some money. I encouraged her
to do so. She did and told me later that the
woman had tears on her cheeks and thanked
her so profusely.
So then, I was called to the Torah, had
my Aliyah. It was very moving to be in such
an ancient place, a place that, perhaps, my
great grandfather had had his Aliyah. Time to
leave — we had a plane to catch. I caught the
shames's eye and waved him over and told
him we had to go, but I wanted to leave a
donation for the shul. “Since it is Yom Kippur
and we are not permitted to engage in
business, how can I do this?”
Without hesitation he said, "I will meet
you outside." So, we went out and there were
others. We were introduced to the President
of the Temple, the Secretary, and the
Treasurer. I did not have lots of cash and we
still had several places to go, but I decided I
could spare $20. I folded this up and handed
it to the Shamus. He looked at it, conferred
with his officials and said"Thank you very
much, but could you give us $5 more?!”

Murray Staub

I was fortunate in my business life to visit
many places; among them was Poland
around 1976. It was Erev Yom Kippur. I was
determined to go to services on this day.
Rhoda and I were traveling from Lodz to
Warsaw. It was getting late, and I, raised an
Orthodox Jew, was very upset. We arrived at
our hotel, too late to seek out a Temple for
the Kol Nidre service, so we went directly to
bed without dinner.
Next morning, we went to the reception
desk and told the young mustached blond
desk clerk, "We would like to go to the Jewish
synagogue.” He responded, "There is no such
thing in Warsaw." Angrily, I replied, "Yes,
there is, and please find the address."
He reluctantly did so, gave us an address,
and we went out of the hotel on a gloomy,
rainy morning. We found a cab and gave the
driver the address. He spoke German to us
and with my "fractured Yiddish" we
understood each other. "Why are you going
there?" "We want to go to the Jewish
Synagogue." "This address is a school.” "Well,
take us there."
Yes, we did come to a school. We stood
there for a moment, and then we walked
around the building and came to a
ramshackle building with Hebrew writing on
the door frame. It sounded like a machine
shop. We stood there for a few minutes in the
pouring rain under our umbrella; suddenly a
man came around the school, abruptly
stopped, looked at us, and then waved his
hand to indicate, "Follow me." We did and
there was the Great Synagogue around the
corner!
It was an experience we will never forget.
Here was a remnant of a vibrant society —
totally desecrated. You could see the outlines
of the memorial plaques that had been torn
from the walls; the chandeliers had been
replaced by a large incandescent bulb; the
seating scattered around. The women’s
balcony had been closed, and now, they
would be seated to the side of the main hall
separated by a sheet. We were there about
9:00 A.M. apparently early. The men who
were there were elderly, and they all looked
like my uncles.
The Bridge
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Justice

messengers, court reporters and guards fill
most of the courtroom.

Edward Goldstein

The twenty or so defendants are seated in
two tiers of a bleacher-like construction;
stern-looking military policemen stand
directly behind them. Most of the defendants
— as well as the lawyers, judges and
spectators — are wearing headsets in order
to listen to the simultaneous translation of
the proceedings. The picture is one of
purposeful confusion.

It is a cool rainy day in the spring of 1946. I
have concluded whatever official business
brought me to Nuremberg, but I am in no
hurry to return to my office in Heidelberg. A
friend has given me an admission ticket to
the war crimes trial of the top Nazi military
and government leadership of Germany; I
decide to go.
My driver finds the Nuremberg Palace of
Justice. Our jeep turns into a courtyard full
of military vehicles. A tank dominates the
approach. Two Russian guards, bulky in their
greatcoats, the five-pointed Soviet star
emblazoned on their fur caps, flank the
massive front door of the building itself. As
they recognize the silver bars on my
shoulders and cap, they present arms
simultaneously, slapping their weapons with
vigor and precision. I return their salute;
they lower their rifles in unison and
reassume their motionless stance.
Having passed the largely ceremonial
security of the outer door, I enter the
building and am politely directed to the
American guard post manned by several
large and impeccably turned out military
policemen. It is obvious that the American
and Russian guards, as well as the British
and French contingents I would see later,
have been handpicked for their size and
military bearing, their uniforms spotless and
crisply ironed, their brass shining.
After checking my identification and
ticket, the Military Police sergeant directs me
to the main courtroom on the building’s third
floor. At its door, another sergeant, this one
British, checks my ID once more and opens
the door for me.

Some of the Defendants
Hermann Göhring at far left talking to Rudolf Hess

The defendants look like a sorry lot. Ill-fitting
civilian suits and unadorned uniforms have
replaced the garish uniforms in which they
had strutted during the height of their
power. Yet, once my eyes get used to the
gloom, I am able to recognize several of
them. After all, I had left Germany as a
refugee only seven years earlier.
As a schoolboy, I had seen their
likenesses almost every day in newspapers,
magazines and newsreels. I saw Hitler in
person the first year in which I attended the
gymnasium. Of course, Hitler himself and his
minister of propaganda, Göbbels —known as
the poison dwarf — have escaped this
humiliating occasion by committing suicide in
the Führer’s bunker as Soviet troops entered
Berlin the previous year.
But here is Hermann Göhring, once fat
and swaggering, but now looking haggard
and shabby. I can see him talking to the
man next to him. He is alternately scowling
and smiling.

A few dozen spectators occupy the seats in
the visitors’ gallery. It is raised above the
courtroom itself and separated from it by a
bulletproof glass partition. The cavernous
courtroom is gloomy. Curtains cover the
windows, perhaps for security purposes; the
electric lights are not very bright.
Dignified American, British, French and
Russian judges, each in judicial robes, some
in traditional white or grey wigs, occupy the
raised bench. Judges, lawyers, translators,
The Bridge
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Rudolf Hess, the Führer’s deputy until he
took that bizarre flight to Scotland in the
middle of the war, looks cadaverous. He sits
quietly in the front row, apparently listening
intently to whatever is coming through his
headset.
I look for Baldur von Schirach and soon
find him in the second row. He had been the
leader of German youth during the first few
years of the regime and then gone on to
bigger things, governing Austria. I remember
that I have actually shaken this man’s hand.
Our first-year class in the gymnasium had
taken a trip to the Baltic coast, I suppose to
get to know each other better or perhaps to
be indoctrinated. It was in the first year after
the Nazi assumption of power, and many of
the later restrictions applied to Jews had not
yet been put into effect. At age eleven or so,
my understanding of what was going on was
not very sophisticated, but I knew enough to
recognize the strangeness of the situation as
I sat with my classmates around the
campfire. When von Schirach, in full uniform,
arrived I simply joined them as they lined up
to shake his hand. No one else seemed to
think it was strange.
Anyway, there he sits.
There are a few other familiar faces, and
some not so familiar. The men look like
clerks or tradesmen, not like the all-powerful
hoodlums that had governed Germany for
twelve years. The uniforms and decorations

they had affected when they were in power
had hidden their ordinariness, their banality.
It seems inconceivable that these men and
their colleagues and followers had
engineered a war that had killed fifty million
men, women and children; had murdered six
million Jews and millions of other
nationalities in extermination camps; and
caused untold misery to hundreds of millions
of survivors.
I think of my visit to Poland in 1936 and the
members of my family whom I had met
then. My mother’s parents, gentle and loving
… my grandmother had baked the best
potato cake I had ever eaten; my mother’s
sister, a lawyer, and her husband, a judge …
they had taught me how to play bridge —
and how to cheat in a friendly game; my
father’s brother and his wife … we had spent
a week at their summer home in the
Carpathian mountains. All dead, murdered
on order of the vicious gang represented by
the men sitting in the dock in front of me.
I don’t approve of the death penalty, but
I want these people to be hanged. Would it
be justice, retribution or revenge? I don’t
care.
After a couple of hours watching and
listening I leave the courtroom. Outside, in
the misty drizzle, the Russian guards look
imperturbable and powerful. My driver is
waiting to take me back to Heidelberg.

Donations to The Bridge
• Shoshanah Garshick: In appreciation of
John Averell, editor of The Bridge journal
• Babette S. Radner
• Harriett & Marvin Ungar: Get-well
wishes for Howard Kravets
• Shirley Woods

June 2013
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell: In memory
of Alfred Garshick - beloved husband of
Shoshanah Garschick
• Frances & Gerald Budd: In memory
of Bernice Potter
• Jacob (Jack) Goldberg

August 2013
• Mr. & Mrs. Richard J. Feffer: In honor
of Howard Kravets receiving the French
Legion of Honor Award
• Judith H. Rosenberg: In memory of
Lorraine Titelbaum’s brother, Alfred Silver
• Judith H. Rosenberg: In memory of
Jack Marcovitch

July 2013
The following residents contributed in
memory of Harry Kaplowitz:
• Barbara & Mike Atlas
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell
• Frances & Gerald Budd
• Sybil & Dick Gladstone
• Susan & Malcolm Green

The Bridge
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Chelsea: American Shtetl?

were trade groups such as the shmatarskies
whose congregants were employed in the
rag or junk business; the carpetners (as
pronounced by Yiddish speakers) shul
catering to the building trades. Others were
identified by their physical locations such as
The Walnut St. Shul, also known as the
Rushisher Shul, because of the congregants’
Russian origin, and the Orange Street Shul
to which my grandfather belonged. We
worshipped at the Onikchty Society, named
after a small town in Lithuania from which
my father came. Many years later, in the
1940s, a congregation purchased an
impressive, unused wooden church building
and established the first Conservative
Temple in the city. The Orthodox inhabitants
referred to it as the goyishe (gentile) shul
and considered the congregants as
apostates.
The Jewish parents, some of whom
spoke only Yiddish or heavily accented
English, placed a high value on education
that they imparted to their children, many of
whom did very well in school. They applied
and were accepted to prestigious colleges
such as Harvard, MIT, Yale, Smith and
Barnard, though many of these had Jewish
quotas at the time. When they graduated
and entered professions and businesses
many of them left Chelsea, became
somewhat assimilated, and moved to
Brookline, Newton, Swampscott and
Cambridge.
In the late 40’s the Mystic River Bridge, now
the Tobin, was built — disrupting the city,
easing access to the western suburbs and
accelerating flight. Simultaneously, large
factories closed, contributing to the decline
of the city. Corruption in the municipal
government didn’t help and the state put the
city into receivership. Boston University took
over managing the school system with slow
but beneficial results.
Today the city is on the road back. Its
proximity to Boston and its low-cost real
estate is a magnet for new buildings: a
hotel, luxury apartments on the old Naval
Hospital grounds, and government data
processing facilities. Chelsea will never be as
I knew it but hopefully it will be a vibrant,
thriving community again.

Malcolm Green

I was born and grew up in Chelsea, a North
Shore suburb of Boston. “Grew up”: I
reached a full height of 5’6”, shorter then my
two brothers. Chelsea does not have a
shoreline with wide sandy beaches. In fact
there are no beaches at all. Its waterfront
borders Boston Harbor and the Mystic River,
affording passage for oil tankers and barges
to industrial sites along the way to Everett.
Also to call it a “suburb” may be misleading.
It is not a tree-lined oasis with single-family
homes having front and maybe back lawns.
The Chelsea I grew up in was a city of about
40,000 people living in four square miles
with little greenery. I understand that at the
time it was the most densely populated city
in the United States.
Nor was Chelsea a “shtetl” like the one
my mother grew up in in Russia. That one
was a small village of maybe 200 families
living in individual huts with dirt floors. My
Chelsea was populated mostly by Jewish
immigrants from Eastern Europe who lived in
three-decker wooden houses. I liken it to a
shtetl because it had many of the attributes
of an Eastern European Jewish community.
It had a market area which featured many
small proprietor-tended shops and open-air
sidewalk vendors and pushcarts. There were
perhaps four kosher butchers, several
bakeries, a fishmonger selling fish from
barrels and on trays of ice, other barrels full
of pickles and sour tomatoes, a smoked-fish
store and a dry goods store. Here my mother
bought the yard goods to sew up into
dishtowels, bed sheets, and pillowcases on
her foot-treadle powered Singer sewing
machine. Also it was there she bought my
corduroy knickers and my first long pants
when I entered the seventh grade. There
was a slaughterhouse where one could select
a live chicken, have it ritually slaughtered,
plucked and then carry it home, still warm.
The religious needs of the community
were served by fourteen Orthodox shuls.
Many of these were storefronts but others
consisted of substantial brick edifices and
some wood frame buildings. The
congregations of these shuls were often
made up of affinity groups. Some of these
The Bridge
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My "Specialblend"

Romance

Sheila Klein

Rita Firem an

While on a trip to Switzerland, we met a
couple from South Africa and accepted their
invitation to have dinner with them. They
selected a very nice restaurant, and we had
a delightful meal with them.
They were very curious about life in the
United States, as they were thinking about
relocating there in the future. I had no
problem with telling them that I did my own
housework, laundry and cooked meals for
my family. Al described his participation with
running the household, which meant care of
the outside portion of our house including
cutting the lawn and caring for the plants.
He also took care of all repairs inside as well
as outside. They were very impressed by this
and said that they usually hired people to do
most of these chores in their home.
I didn’t mind telling this woman that Al
and I did all the "hired help" work necessary
for running our home, but when she asked if
we had a pet, I balked at telling her that we
had a "mutt." So, I described my Augie as a
"Specialblend." (He was a very interesting
combination of Irish Setter, Poodle and
Cocker Spaniel.) When she replied that they
didn’t have those in South Africa, I had to
keep a very straight face and avoid Al
glaring at me.

He drove his father's 1940 Buick.
When I saw him standing beside the car
I felt like a cloud the sun had pierced.
My hand burned in his hand.
He turned on the car radio
to the Lucky Strike Hit Parade,
"I don't want to set the world on fire
I just want to start a flame in your heart."
We laughed.
His shirt was opened at the throat — I could
see the black hair.
In a tavern on the North Side
we danced the Pennsylvania Polka.
I kicked off my shoes
and pranced like a colt.
The men from Jones & Laughlin Steel
raised their beer mugs and cheered.
We walked to the car under a wild red sky
lit by the mills on the Allegheny River.
A breeze blew from the place
where the waters came together
at the Ohio.
His shirt billowed
and my hair swirled over my eyes.
He drove one hand on the wheel,
one around my shoulders,
to the East Liberty White Tower.
The diner was lit up like a wedding cake,
all white and chrome in the midnight sky.
We could smell the hamburgers and fries.
A jukebox was playing,
"That old black magic got me
in its spell, that old black magic
that I love so well."
We slid into the booth.
Neon rainbows spilled Coca-Cola
outside the plate glass window.
In the white light I looked at him
and laid my heart on the table.

The funny thing is, many years later, it
became very popular to have Specialblend
dogs with names such as Labradoodle,
Cockapoo. and Schnoodle. Augie lived to the
ripe old age of fourteen, and he was always
referred to as a "Specialblend!"
The Bridge
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Holding Tight

Dreaming

Frimi Sagan

Liane Reif- Lehrer

Nothing is more beautiful than the happiness
of those one loves. To see a daughter with
her baby at her breast, a son and his
newborn gazing at each other; for the
grandmother these are the moments that
bring fragments of life together. And, oddly,
they bring release from the claims of an
earlier love. My own breasts tingle as I
watch the new mother nurse, but I sit quietly
in her presence. I am both the young woman
I was when I nursed her and the middleaged woman I've been lucky enough to
become. I don't mention the tension in my
breasts; it would be an intrusion but it's
precious to me. So I sit quietly and feel the
passion of old memories and the delicate
stirring of something new.
I go back to the fierce pain of loss, the
departure of the much-loved young into
adolescence, college, love, career — all of
these necessary and profound separations
that leave mothers with an aching sense of
absence. Even though we know it's coming,
even though we are the true allies of our
children as they struggle for their
independent lives, even though we have our
own other lives and loves (husbands, lovers,
friends, work, our own private joys) even
though we defy the idea of an “empty nest”
with the proofs of our various “fullnesses,”
what we experience is a kind of amputation.
We're ashamed to talk about it. We're afraid
that if we do it will sound as though we
begrudge them their lives. That we want to
capture the children we longed for, trembled
over, were so charmed by. Well, they left
and we got used to their absence, a longer
and more difficult task than we had ever
imagined.
Then began the long slow curve of
return. They felt a new desire for family as
they entered the patterns of courtship and
marriage and careers. They were free to
recognize that intimacy and love could exist
beyond the old struggles for control. They
part floated and part swam deliberately into
the old affection. Now there's a new
constellation and I have my own place in it,
defined by the special qualities of
--continued at bottom of next column
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I dream between waking and sleeping
Of things that never will be.
In that lush land of natural anesthesia,
All wrongs are righted;
Perfection is my name –
And the name of the game.
The world is at peace and sane;
And all the tortured souls I know,
Become whole and happy
In the wake of my warmth,
Which knows no bounds and has no end.
It is a time of immodest revelry.
I am empowered and knighted,
Recipient of infinite gratitude and affection,
All-wise and all- knowing,
The bearer of infinite kindness
and infinite pain.
Then sleep comes,
followed by morning and waking –
And there is only me.
grandmotherhood. Here are a few of them. I
have an absolute interest in all that relates
to sleeping, eating, burping, diapering,
smiling, sneezing, rocking, walking and
talking. I am always available for
emergencies, reasonably available at other
times. I carry a cornucopia of gifts: time,
money, an extra pair of hands, whatever is
most useful and gives pleasure. I never
criticize and only give advice that's asked for
more than once. And I have the humor and
sense of proportion that are the privilege of
those who have survived the intensities,
alarms and responsibilities of parenthood. I
know that sooner or later everyone gets
toilet-trained.
So this is what I've learned, how to hold
tight “loosely.” When I lift the little ones in
my arms, my hands remember just the right
amount of space in which to hold them
against my beating heart. I sit quietly and
rock them to sleep and then, I go home. At
the airport, I kneel to embrace the child who
greets me so lovingly. A few days later, I
kiss her gently and leave for my own life. My
grandchildren's gift to me is their very
existence. My gift to them is to be there
when they need me and when they don‘t, to
be happy somewhere else.
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The NewBridge Pool

water to support their bodies as they walk or
jog to get their heart rates up.
About 18 months ago I came down with a
rare pneumonia that claimed a 50%
mortality rate.
I was hospitalized for over two weeks.
The physicians told Lucille that my having
been in such excellent physical shape saved
my life. After discharge during my 15 days at
the NewBridge RSU, I went from ten liters of
oxygen to none.
Prior to water aerobics I was on high
blood pressure pills which I no longer need.
My six days a week of 30 minute vigorous
workouts have done the trick. You get more
of a workout in the water than on land, and
30 minutes equals an hour in the gym.
NewBridge has provided us with a
fabulous pool designed for water aerobics,
only 4.5 feet at the highest point.
Those who believe their exercise days have
passed are completely misinformed. There
are classes in water aerobics for those who
want to learn the basics.
The pool has a gentle sloping ramp
equipped with bars on both sides. This will
allow a member to go from a walker to the
grab bars, and then into the pool. Once in
the water, the natural buoyancy takes over,
and you can begin walking. Start off with
side-to-side walking, and when you gain
your confidence you can add distance as well
as speed.
At the very least, get another member to
join you in pool walking to get started, as
you begin the journey to a healthier and
more vigorous future.

A Real Life Saver
Jerry Sands

When I belonged to the JCC Men's Club
several years back, the members were
notified the workout area would be closed for
a month due to renovation.
My workouts usually lasted an hour, and
I used just about every device they had to
get a good workout. I was very concerned
about what to do for the next thirty plus
days. Thanks to one of the JCC trainers, I
was introduced to water aerobics, which
totally changed my way of thinking about
how to keep in shape.
Water aerobics mimics sports workouts:
exercises in the water such as walking,
running, biking, weight lifting and kick
boxing without impact or wear and tear on
your joints.
Even brisk walking in the water can lead
to:
• reduced body fat
• burning of calories
• toning and building lean muscles with
weights
• strengthening abdominal muscles
• increasing flexibility
• improving balance, posture and
alignment
The mitigation of gravity makes water
aerobics safe for anyone able to keep their
heads out of the water. Even those on
walkers can get superb exercise using the

The Bridge
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Two Weddings, Two Generations

And yet — the ceremony and the
reception that followed felt unreal to me. It
was a production, a stage show, and I went
through the motions on center stage with a
sense of detachment. It was my parents and
their friends who were the wild ones,
whooping it up in an explosion of end-of-thewar gratitude to which my somewhat tipsy,
joyous father referred in his toast to the
bride and groom. I felt as much an onlooker
as a bride. I could hardly wait for morning to
come, when my quietly understanding and
reassuring husband and I would depart for
our honeymoon, leave the show behind and
start our real life together.

Glorianne Wittes

It is October of 1949 on a summer-like
evening, in the posh Mount Royal Hotel of
Montreal, where a candle-lit ceremony is
taking place. It is my wedding to Simon
Wittes, a celebration artfully conceived,
planned and coordinated by my mother,
whose aesthetic tastes are evident.
I’m wearing a magnificently elegant and
simple white satin gown with a long train
and Alençon lace veil trailing behind me. If I
feel like a princess today it is thanks to this
gown and this gorgeous setting. If I feel
grateful today it is thanks to my parents who
have gifted Si and me with a wedding fit for
royalty that will fill the pages of several
wedding albums and hang on our walls for
years to come.
The wedding culminates six months of
my mother’s complete immersion in its
planning, during which tensions have run
high. As she has anxiously fretted over the
many details, my dad has focused on the
enormous expense involved. A practical
man, he has offered to give us the money in
lieu of this lavish wedding. But in this, the
late forties, upwardly mobile people are
responding to the financial stringencies of
the preceding war years with elaborate
functions. This extravagant affair establishes
his financial standing in my parents’
community of friends, acquaintances and
business colleagues. In the face of my
father’s ambivalence, Mom has been
adamant about giving their daughter a
wedding that would be the talk of the town.
As for me, I have just gone along for the
ride, participating minimally and passively in
the planning. Intuiting that this wedding is to
substitute for my mother’s wedding
celebration her parents never gave her, I do
not want to stir up any conflict over the
arrangements she favors.
The design of my breathtakingly
beautiful gown is one my mother and I have
enjoyed and arrived at together. We’ve
pored over fashion magazines, and with a
French couturier selected the fabric and
refined the lines. I can feel its satin sway as
I walk down the aisle on my father’s arm and
back up on my husband’s.
The Bridge

Years later, when our twenty year old
daughter told us that she and Mark wanted
to be married at our country house, we were
overjoyed. Our kids were authentic Baby
Boomers and political activists who had
made a very real separation from the
customs and values of their parents’
generation and were already living together.
Their wedding was to be as rustic and
informal as ours had been elegant and
refined. A boisterous starlit swimming party
would replace a wedding rehearsal the night
before they married, and a huge bonfire
would follow the ceremony. From afar they
worked with Si and me to winnow down the
guest list, but other than that they left it to
us to plan the wedding — and to carry it off.
Closer to home our son contributed his labor
to beautifying the premises for the occasion
by laying down sod and installing a plastic
“roof” over the deck in case of rain.
Though there was no couturier, no
studying of bridal magazines, Julie and I had
planned to select her wedding dress
together, remembering the significance of
doing so for my mother and me. Time,
distance and work prevented this from
happening and I was deeply (but silently)
disappointed. Imagine my delight then to
discover that the gown Julie had selected
was identical to the one I had seen in
Montreal and wanted for her. A romantic,
simple, unbleached muslin ankle-length
dress; it was Julie personified.
The wedding began under a tree, with its
sweeping boughs and foliage serving as a
chuppa. When the heavens opened and the
14
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rain poured down we all moved onto the
protection of the newly roofed deck and
continued the ceremony with hardly a
dropped beat. Dancing and folk singing
continued on the deck until the wee hours of
the morning, with a delicious supper served
indoors to small groups at a time. The joy
expressed by all with tears and laughter was
heartfelt and gratifying to Si and me. We felt
totally in the moment and blessed to be
celebrating this wedding with our family and
close friends.

I write this now, having just returned from a
weekend with my granddaughters. One is
eagerly awaiting her first romance, one is
recovering from a sadly ended relationship,
and one is solidly settled into a placid and,
so far, enduring one.
Which of them will be next to walk down
the aisle, her parents on either side of her?
Will their sense of possibilities be fueled by
the two weddings and the two generations
that preceded them? Will they wear satin, or
will they wear muslin? I can’t wait to find
out.

Boardwalks

up. As I recall, I liked every little toy that
came up at the end of the string. For a while
I collected them in a secret box. A Nathan’s
hot dog with mustard, relish and sauerkraut
was always delicious.
I never tired of that boardwalk. It had so
much I enjoyed, no matter which side I
faced.

Gloria F Rosenzweig

Planks of wood that parallel the ocean. What
are boardwalks like today? My memory goes
back to my childhood — so many years ago.
In Long Beach on Long Island, I spent many
hours on the boardwalk overlooking the
Atlantic Ocean. During the day it looked out
to the beach, covered with blankets
protecting bathers and sunbathers from the
harsh white sand.
Sometimes my mother would take me
there after dark. On one side were benches
where we watched the black waves covered
with white foam crash against the shore. I
remember looking far out to sea, wondering
what was on the other side. The feelings
sent a chill down my spine along with
tightness in my stomach. I remember feeling
the same way many years later at a jazz
concert.
On the other side of the boardwalk was
the entertainment area. They were only a
few feet apart, but separate in every way.
Beaming lights and lovely music announced
the activities. They included games, rides
and places to eat. My favorite ride was called
The Whip. It was just exciting enough to
thrill me as we rounded the curves, but not
enough to make me afraid. I was frightened
of so many things. Even the horses on the
Merry-Go-Round were too high for me. I sat
in the chairs wondering if I ever would be
brave enough to reach for the brass ring.
For one dime you could pull a string at
the Chinese store and keep whatever came
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In California, we lived in Ocean Park near the
boardwalk overlooking the Pacific Ocean. It
was very different but very intriguing. At one
end, near our house, was an entertainment
area that led to the boardwalk where my
brother and I walked, enjoying the sunshine
and gawking at the little beach communities.
One of the communities was Venice, where
the movie stars lived. This boardwalk was
very long — it stretched far beyond what the
eyes could see. We walked one day as far as
Santa Monica. On the left were the beach
and the ocean but there was also a set of
steps that led to the town itself. We looked
at each other, two quiet, shy, well-behaved
children, then turned around and headed
back home.
There were other boardwalks in my life.
Atlantic City, the most famous, left no
imprint on me. It was too busy. New London,
Connecticut, had a short boardwalk with
restaurants and arcades. My family always
went there after a day at the beach, but it
was unassuming and just a place to spend
time.
It has been years since last I saw a
boardwalk. I wonder what they are like now
and if they are still charming the children of
today.
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Jewish Geography
Frankie Wolff

It's 9 A.M. on Thursday, time for Zumba!
I am in the second row, looking at myself in
the mirror, trying to follow Christina's lead.
But what's different about today is the image
of the young woman I see in the mirror
behind me — young, leggy, lithe, oh-solovely, pigtails bopping as she moves to the
beat of the music. She is dancing next to her
Grandfather, Lou Kleiman.
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Therein begins my story. The summer of
1946, after graduating high school, I went to
University of Wisconsin summer school with
another New Orleanais, Elaine, and an
acquaintance of her family, Jan, who lived in
Tucson, Arizona. And what a summer we
had!
The Chocolate Shoppe every day,
sunbathing on the roof of our dorm, huffing
as we raced up the hills on Campus
(remember, New Orleans is flat).
The years went by. At first Jan and I kept in
touch, but over time our contacts lessened
until there were none....
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In 2007, as I prepared to leave New Orleans,
I telephoned Elaine, who had moved
previously to Shreveport, Louisiana, to tell
her of my impending move to NewBridge.
Not too long after my phone call, Elaine
called me. She said: "You know, I just heard
that Jan's machatunim (Yiddish word for inlaws) are moving to a place that sounds
similar to where you're moving, also in
Massachusetts. Could it be…??? "
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New to The Bridge?
Is this the first time you have seen The
Bridge? You probably have some of your
own memories, anecdotes, stories, photos
that others are interested in reading. You
may have shared your stories at the
dinner table – but we all want to see
them! We especially seek new authors,
both in Independent and Assisted Living.
Worried that “I can’t write”? You can
get help from John Averell or Ed Goldstein
in getting started. You can send entries
by email as text or an attachment, or give
us a typed or hand-written piece. We can
edit it together.
Call or email: John Averell, 4-2222, or
email TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com

Yes, it could be. Jean and Lou Kleiman are
Jan's daughter’s in-laws! And the precious
young woman behind me in the mirror in
Zumba class? Jan's granddaughter!
For the past four years I have sat,
tightlipped and unknowing, through many
"we lived a few blocks away in Newton" and
"Charlotte and I were in the same Sunday
School class" — until now.
At last I have a Jewish Geography
connection all my own....
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Contact Us:
TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com
John Averell, 4126 Great Meadow Road,
Dedham, MA 02026
781-234-2222
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