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A third birthday reminiscence

Every issue of The Bridge is available on the
Community website in electronic (PDF) format.
You can easily download it to your computer.

It has been three years, 12 issues, since
Shirley and I began publication of The Bridge
in July 2011. My experience with an internet
journal by and for seniors (the Melrose
Mirror) informed me that we can all write
something, we all have something to tell of
interest to others, and authors love to see
their name displayed. A group of interested
residents joined in a planning meeting to
discuss the project. Sybil Gladstone
suggested the name of this journal, The
Bridge. Arnie Heiger worked with me on the
financial end. I laid out the whole issue of
eight pages in Word 2003. I ask you to go to
our website (read directions in the next
column), download that first issue, and read
it. I think it still flies.
The big break came when Ed Goldstein
moved in. After a purely social dinner with
him and Susan, we found that his experience
writing memoirs and editing/publishing a
genealogical journal, made him a perfect
Production and Layout Manager and fellow
Editor. The issue size was doubled to its
present 16 pages and a Masthead was
added, listing our full staff. Other editors
who were with us from the start, but no
longer on staff, are Estelle Schwedock,
Marcia Frank, Myrna Fruitt, Howard Kravets,
Max Potter, Bob Sandman, Lil Starr, and
Norm Zimbel. Many are still writing for us.
From the second issue on, the cover has
featured a photo or sketch from one of our
talented residents. Our photo editor has
been Diana Bronner from essentially the
beginning. As chairperson of the
Photography Club, and coordinator of the art
exhibits at NBOC for photographs,
multimedia paintings, prints, sculpture, and
other wonderful pieces, she has been
instrumental in helping to find and display
many of the pictures used on our covers, as
well as photos in the issues.
Two of our prolific authors have passed
on during the past three years: Max Potter
and Nat Goldhaber. We miss their stories.
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Here’s the way you do it:
v Go to the Community website at
www.NewBridgeResidents.org. You do
not need to log in.
v In the sidebar, click on Media, then on
The Bridge and then on TheB Downloads.
v On the page that opens, follow the simple directions for downloading.
v The PDF file will be sent to your computer. Its exact location will depend on settings on your computer.
Once you have downloaded the file you can
easily:
v Read it on your computer screen.
v Print it out on your printer.
v Attach the file to an email and send it to
family and friends
v File it for future reference.
If you need help, call or email John Averell (for
Windows) or Ed Goldstein (for Mac).
Many of you have contributed your
memories, memoirs, some funny, some
poignant, and many poems. We have been
able to include a number of artistic
submissions enhancing stories. It would be
impossible to acknowledge all of your
wonderful work. If you go to our website and
click on Media/The Bridge/Searchable ToC,
you can see the list of all our authors (and
sort on them) and what they have published.
You can be part of them.
Without the continuing submissions from
so many of you, and, more important, from
new residents, we will run out of material.
That should not, and will not happen, I am
confident.
Also we continue to thank each of you
who have donated to the expense of printing
The Bridge. Except for two issues, all costs
have been paid from donations of residents
through the HSL envelopes (available at the
Main Desk and the Library). •
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A Life Lesson

Fortunately, the coach would be a very talented man, Carl Accardo, who had a son
Tommy in Phil's class and was on the team.
Carl was not only somewhat older than I, a
baseball player himself, but by that time a
well-known scientist.
The Beavers were, to put it kindly, not a
winning team. I didn't really know how to
manage baseball, but Carl did coach well.
We did our best to help the kids learn basic
ball and to have fun. In the Globe obituary,
his son Tom is quoted as saying “very often
he would subordinate talent to just letting a
kid play who wanted to play.” Here is the
back-story on that comment, which my son
confirmed when I told him about the writeup.

John Averell

It all started in early April 2014, when I sat
down in the Library to read the Boston
Globe. Like many of us at NewBridge, I
eventually ended up reading the obituaries,
where my eye alighted on a picture and
name that looked familiar – Carl Accardo.
Sure enough, he still had been living in
Winchester, Mass, where our family lived
from 1964-74.
Around 1971 when my son Phil was about
twelve, he wanted to join the local Little
League baseball team. My wife Ruth
convinced me that it would be so good if I
became part of the fun by being a manager
of our Winchester team, called the
“Beavers”.

It was toward the end of a game in which
the Beavers actually had a decent chance to
win. However, the next kid scheduled up,
John M***, was the smallest, weakest, and
poorest hitter on the team – in short, a sure
out. He had played his position already; by
Little League rules, he was supposed to have
his turn at bat before being replaced. The
pressure was on me and Carl to just put a
better hitter in to bat. You may remember
that parents of Little League were fierce
competitors who were far more critical of us
adults than of the kids. So what to do?
Carl and I both felt that the right thing to
do was to let John bat, and hope for the
best. What happened of course is that he
struck out, and I'm sure we lost the game.
This seemingly small incident for some
reason has survived in our Averell lore since
then, and apparently in the Accardo memory
as well. It was a life lesson for Phil, and I
guess for me as well. The right thing is not
always the easy way, nor does it always
have the most desirable outcome. •

In this picture of (half of) the 1969 team,
Carl Accardo was unable to be present. Next
to me is Carl Accardo Junior (a few years
older than Phil). Three boys from me is Phil.
Sitting second from right is Tommy Accardo.

The Bridge
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A Model Memoir

stage. Needless to say I was a nervous
wreck and wondered 'why am I doing this to
myself', but of course I kept on going
forward with the planning.
I arrived at the hotel and tried to settle
down. There were many workshops on how
to advance one's career in modeling, acting,
film work. I knew no one and upon looking
around, I realized I was in competition with
hundreds of mostly sweet young things, and
here I was, 52 years old and totally out of
sync with the rest of the crowd. For many,
hopes ran high as this could be their entree
into the big time of TV, movies, modeling.
Their fate was in the hands of these judges.
For me, the competition was nothing serious
and my life's happiness and security would
not depend on its outcome. I found this to
be very assuring as I thought about the
pressure these young people must be
experiencing.
I went through the interview in my
chosen suit, had a lovely conversation with
the judge and thought that my age and
maturity served me well in such an
interview.
I did my thing, modeling each outfit with
as much charm as I could muster, smiling at
the judges as I whirled and twirled, always
trying to remember to “look them in the eye”
as I sashayed by. The last outfit to be
modeled was formal wear. I happily donned
my new elegant dress and joined the line of
other hopefuls. Once again it hit me how out
of step I was with all these giggly young
women in their very expensive, fluffy prom
type dresses, I suddenly felt matronly,
terribly old, out of place, inadequate. I
wanted to bolt, but didn't move! There were
three judging categories: children, men,
women with first, second and third place
winners in each category, plus other
assorted awards. There were ten of us 'older'
women and we knew we didn't stand a
chance against the younger set.

Diana Bronner

It's 1990 and my son was getting married at
the magnificent Rosecliff Mansion in
Newport, RI. A dress! Where was I to find
the right dress for such an occasion?
Traipsing from one store to another, trying
on one dress after another was becoming a
drag, but wherever I went, I got the same
question: "Are you a model?" "No." "You
should be.”
I was introduced to a fine designer in
Worcester who said he would make just the
right dress for me and he did. The day after
my elegant dress was finished, he called me
to say that a local magazine was doing a
fashion shoot at the Worcester Art Museum
and would I be willing to model the dress he
had made for me. Without a moment's
hesitation I said a resounding “Yes!”
Off I went on this new adventure. The
payoff was seeing myself, along with the
other models, on the cover of "Inside
Worcester.” Maybe, I thought, I had a future
in modeling. I started scanning the help
wanted ads in the Globe. There were many,
but which were bona fide?
Then one day I saw an ad directed at
aspiring models inviting them to enter a
modeling competition, the finals to be held in
Providence, R.I. I called, sent in my
application, and off I went to a hotel in
Shrewsbury for the first tier of the
competition. The ages ranged from kids up
to a wonderful, dynamic 75 year old who had
done this competition more than once.
We strutted our stuff in gowns,
sportswear and casual. and lo and behold, I
was one chosen to go on to the finals in
Providence. This was serious and involved a
two day competition. Here contestants from
all over the country who had won locally,
would be modeling four different outfits in
front of a panel of 6 judges from across the
country as well as a large audience. There
would be, in addition. a personal interview
with one of the judges.
I worked hard to put together an
appropriate wardrobe. The designer loaned
me some clothes, one being a drop-dead
gorgeous red cape that would swirl all
around me as I did my proper turns on the
The Bridge

As we were nervously waiting in line to go on
for one final sweep before the judges, word
started to circulate that because there were
more than the usual number of older women
in this competition, the organizers were
considering adding another category, women
40 and older. We waited in suspense for that
decision. At last all contestants were called
4
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into the auditorium where we sat with the
audience composed of anxious family
members and friends.
First the winners in the categories of
children, men, women were called up on
stage. Last was the category that the
organizers, in their wisdom, had just
created. My heart stopped beating as I heard
my name and the names of two other
women called. With great control, always
fearful of tripping, I walked up the steps to
the stage. We all lined up, with hopes and
expectations — of
what? I heard a
name called out and
watched as a
woman received a
trophy for third
place; same again
for the second place
winner and there I
was, still standing
when suddenly I
have a huge trophy
cradled in one arm,
a gorgeous bouquet
of red roses cradled
in the other, and a rhinestone studded tiara
crowning my head. I was the first-place
winner! It was hard to comprehend that it
was really Me. All the first-place winners
from the various categories were lined up for
photographs and there I was, with those
youngsters, and didn’t I feel just great! I
was also given another award, “Most
Photogenic.”

Nostalgia
Glorianne Wittes

Our tiny red Mini Cooper is packed to the
hilt. We pull away from the curb, my mother
waving goodbye, valiantly holding back her
tears. Time for those after we have left for
our new home and our new lives in the USA.
It is late summer, 1964, almost 50 years
ago. My husband and I with our two
children, ages 10 and 13, are about to
embark on an adventure in Ann Arbor,
Michigan where Si and I are to earn graduate
degrees at the University of Michigan.
The decision to go to university in midlife
for graduate work had its origins in a certain
restlessness Si and I were both feeling. Like
many of our generation we were paying off
mortgages on both a suburban and a country
house, with Si working hard at a job he
disliked and me bored as a stay-at-home
mother. Introduction to the early
counterculture and the work of The Beatniks
impressed us, especially the writings of Jack
Kerouac and Alan Ginsberg. Though their
lifestyle was the antithesis of ours, their
critiques of what they considered to be the
stultifying conformity of traditional America
rang true for us. So too did the messages in
the folk music of the day — songs of protest
by musicians such as Pete Seeger, The
Weavers, Woody and Arlo Guthrie, Peter,
Paul and Mary. I began to substitute jazz for
Frank Sinatra and to take art classes, both of
which took me further down the road to
Bohemia.
It was participation in a General
Semantics study group with its emphasis on
meaning that provided the major impetus for
our move. Intellectually satisfying, it led us
to probe what was important to us for a
purposeful and meaning-driven life.

As I came off the stage, women 40 and
older, came up to me and expressed delight
over my winning and their gratitude that I,
as an older woman, was out there
representing them. That was so special.
As for my modeling career, I was signed on
by one of the judges who had an agency in
Providence and also by Ford Agency in
Boston. In the long run, though, I realized I
had had my fun and that was enough for
me. I wore that dress that started the whole
escapade to the beautiful wedding of my son
and daughter-in-law and today have two
wonderful grandchildren who have been ever
so much more fun than any modeling career
could have been. The adventure is one more
memory in my Book of Memoirs. •
The Bridge

The University of Michigan was at the
forefront of student rebellion when we
arrived in Ann Arbor. Our action research in
graduate school introduced us to the issues
of that generation of young people known as
the Baby Boomers. Youth were rebelling
against the values and culture of their
parents’ generation, against racism and
inequities in society, and against
government policies which were leading the
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I am especially nostalgic for my mother’s
visits. Always supportive, she was also
thrilled and proud of us as she listened to
our fireside and dinner table discussions.
Though she understood little of it she was
happy for us and the path we had taken. She
took back multiple copies of Si’s dissertation,
which was published as a book by the
University of Michigan, and the books and
manuals that were published of my work
with Ypsilanti, Michigan’s famed early
education programs.

US into an ever more secretive escalating
war in Vietnam.
It is here that my nostalgia comes in. I
was deeply moved by the unprecedented
ferment and dedication of young people and
by their belief that anything and everything
was possible. Their activism, in the form of
marches, demonstrations, and teach-ins was
gratifying after a decade of McCarthyism,
which had stifled all protest. As graduate
students we found ourselves participating
side by side with our own children in this
rebellion that was to affect education,
lifestyles, values, law, fashions, music, and
education far into the future.
I am nostalgic for the gatherings at our
house of the rather unique work group/
community that a group of us had formed.
Founded as The Educational Change Team of
The University of Michigan, we sent
interracial and intergenerational trainers and
interviewers into secondary schools across
the country, which were exploding in
conflict. Our mission was to train students
and teachers to utilize this conflict to bring
about educational reform.
Our children were part of this team,
again manifesting an unusual mingling of
generations around common goals. It
eliminated a generation gap in our household
though not always teenagers’ rebellion
against their parents, so necessary to their
development.
In my mind’s eye now I see the
wonderful contemporary house we were
lucky enough to rent. Situated at the end of
a winding dirt road on a hilltop it was
surrounded with meadows. I see the long
raised fireplace in our large living room,
surrounded by our thrift store finds — a dark
green leather studded high back armchair, a
comfy sofa and several soft chairs and lots of
floor pillows that called out to be sat on for
discussions and free-ranging conversations.
I am nostalgic for the music we sang
together, the games we played in that
meadow outside our house, the unique
celebrations we created for all kinds of
occasions. I remember the fundraisers we
held in our home for The Welfare Rights
Mothers, Headstart and civil rights
movement organizations.

The Bridge

It is the music of the 60’s and 70’s that has
a special resonance in my memories. I can
hear Bob Dylan singing his admonition to
mothers and fathers, to senators and
congressmen, all across the land not to
criticize what they didn’t understand “for The
Times, They Are A Changin’.” I can see us
partying and dancing with our friends and
our children’s friends to The Yellow
Submarine, Hey Jude, Here Comes The Sun,
and other music of The Beatles — my gosh
how I adored that British boy band, their
hairstyle and skinny suits, their antics on
stage, and their beat. I was — and still am —
a confirmed member of the Beatles’ ecstatic
admirers. And then there was the lush sound
of the Detroit Motown soul music singers,
which virtually every high school student in
the Detroit and Ann Arbor area knew word
for word.
Nostalgia is said to be a bittersweet
sentimentality for a period, a place, an
association. My nostalgia for the 60’s in Ann
Arbor with an intergenerational, interracial
community of family, friends, coworkers and
allies certainly holds that sentimentality for
me. My husband died some years ago, my
children’s children are now grown up and in
university, and in our global society many of
the issues that the Baby Boomers fought for
in the 60’s are still with us, unresolved.
When the baby boomers reach retirement
(as many of them have) and challenge what
it means to be old rather than young, I
wonder what kind of living arrangements,
what kind of music, what kinds of inventions
will grace and complicate their lives. I hope
their experiences will gratify them as much
as mine have. •
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Chance Discovery

Thus I wrote to Harold, and the upshot is
that he is my second cousin! When we
pieced all the facts together, we figured out
that not only were our grandfathers
brothers, but they were also in business
together, selling lumber in Łódź. Harold lives
in Cambridge, Massachusetts, as did his two
sisters at that time. I lived in nearby
Lexington. My only brother lives where? In
Cambridge, of course. Yet had it not been for
that search in the Yellow Pages (and Harold
says it is the only year he was listed), we
would never have met.
Harold’s father Abe, much younger than
my father, survived the Łódź ghetto with his
wife by building a bunker in the sewers,
saving 14 people. The family didn’t come to
the United States until 1959.
When we visited Abe soon after meeting
Harold, Abe told us that he remembered
being at my grandfather’s house in Poland
when he was a youngster and seeing letters
from America––from my father. His father
had always told him that he had two cousins
in America (my father and my Aunt Goldie),
and he hoped to find them when he arrived
here in 1959. But how could he? My father
had changed his name, and my Aunt Goldie
had married. It was only by sheer chance
that we found each other.
It was this incident that launched my first
real research into my family history. I began
to look at the Latter Day Saints (Mormon)
records on Brzeziny to see if I could really
find names with that spelling (the Mormons
have microfilmed vital records from all over
Europe and make them acessible to the
public.) With multiple visits to the LDS
Family Research Center in Weston to
examine microfilms from Brzeziny, I found
birth records for my grandfather and his
seven siblings and even the birth and
marriage records of the great-grandfather I
share with Harold. And yes, the spelling was
B-u-r-s-z-t-a-j-n. •

Fay Vogel Bussgang

Over the past 15 years, I have spent many
long, tedious hours in archives both in the
United States and Poland to research my
family history. Some of my most important
discoveries, however, have been through
sheer coincidence, which I marvel at every
time I think about them.
In 1991, not long after my first trip to
Poland, I was looking through the Boston
Yellow Pages to help a Russian friend find a
job as a medical technician. As I was looking
for all the doctors I knew to whom I could
send her résumé, I came across a
psychiatrist named Dr. Harold Bursztajn.
My father, whom I knew as Joseph
Herschel Vogel, was born in Poland. He had
come to the United States as a young man in
1913, before World War I. It was only as an
adult that I learned that his original name
had been Herschel Burstein.
My husband, Julian, was also born in
Poland. In 1989, just 50 years after Julian
had fled Lwów with his family, we took our
three children to Eastern Europe to see
where their father had grown up. While
there, we visited my father’s hometown of
Brzeziny.
When we returned home, I met with
some of my father’s relatives who were
Holocaust survivors. In the course of the
conversation, I discovered that the original
spelling of the family name was Bursztajn.
Before spotting Harold’s name in the Yellow
Pages, I had never actually seen anyone’s
name with that spelling. It occurred to me
that Harold Bursztajn might be a relative
whom none of us knew, someone who had
come in recent years and not changed the
spelling of his name. On reflection, I decided
that the likelihood of such a coincidence was
preposterous and I should just let the matter
drop. I couldn’t stop thinking about it,
however, and decided that if I did not
contact Harold, I would always wonder.

The Bridge
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Ahmed and Fatimah
Edward Goldstein

On my first day in Egypt, I waited for the
heat of the day to subside and, with my
camera slung around my neck, walked the
short distance from my hotel to the Sphinx
and the three magnificent pyramids of Giza.
Dozens of tour buses belching diesel
fumes, ramshackle huts selling souvenirs
and Coca Cola, hawkers peddling postcards,
hundreds of tourists, dozens of guides
offering their services, and several camel
drivers taking tourists for brief rides created
a confusing and disconcerting hullabaloo.
The monuments themselves looming
massively above the crowds and the noise
were impressive but also familiar from
thousands of images I had seen all my life.
I wandered around, often stopping to sit
in the sand to admire and photograph the
monuments, as well as the hawkers, camel
drivers and tourists. Slowly, as the sun
began to set, the crowds thinned out.
I was getting ready to return to my hotel
when an old man in a jalabiya, the long
cotton dress many Egyptian men wear,
leading a camel, accosted me. His deeply
lined face was almost mahogany in color.
When he opened his mouth, one could see
that he had lost almost all his teeth. Yet,
when he spoke, his English was fluent with a
faintly British accent. His name was Ahmed.
His camel’s name was Fatimah.
“For five dollars, you can ride this camel
and I will lead you to a place where you can
get all three pyramids into one photograph,”
he said.
“Five dollars is a lot of money, my
friend,” I replied, relying on the advice I had
received from a seasoned traveler who had
sat next to me on my flight from Athens.
After a few more minutes of
negotiations, we settled on three dollars. A
flick of his switch made the camel lie down
next to me. With his help, I climbed on to
the saddle.
“Hold on!” cried Ahmed and signaled the
camel to rise. The beast’s long hind legs
straightened suddenly and its hind-end shot
about six feet into the air. I fell violently
forward, shocked, frightened and holding on
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Fatimah

for dear life to the pummel, the short stump
of wood at the front of the saddle. Before I
could take my next breath, the camel
straightened its front legs and I was thrown
violently backward, my camera hitting me on
the chin. Not an altogether promising start
to the trip.
The ride was exhilarating, though short.
You see the world from about 15 feet up in
the air and a camel’s gait is much easier
than that of a horse.
Ahmed, leading the camel, fulfilled his
part of the bargain. Explaining the sights we
passed, he soon brought me to a spot that,
just as advertised, allowed me to take a
picture of the three pyramids in line against
the fading sky.
When we returned to our starting point,
perhaps a half hour later, Ahmed signaled
the camel, which promptly responded with a
sudden collapse of its forelegs, followed
immediately by the precipitous drop of its
hindquarters. I don’t know why that should
have surprised and frightened me, but it did.
He asked, “Have you been to the
stepped pyramid of Sakkara, sir?”
I replied, “No, but I am planning to go
the day after tomorrow.”
“By bus?” he asked
“Sure, how else?” I replied.
“I could take you by camel, across the
desert. Beautiful trip. We pass through some
villages. Have tea on the way. It’s only
fifteen kilometers.”
Still somewhat shaken by the experience
of mounting and dismounting, I hesitated.
But then, thinking about when I might ever
8
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obtained from the travel clinic before leaving
home.

again get a chance to travel across the
desert on a camel, I decided, “Why not?”
and began to negotiate a price. In the end,
we agreed on, I think, twenty-five dollars for
the trip and made a date to meet at the
same spot at eight o’clock on the day after
next.

As we crossed the completely barren desert,
the famous stepped pyramids of Sakkara
appeared through the morning haze, first
small and indistinct, then getting larger and
more impressive with Fatimah’s every long
step.

Two mornings later, Ahmed and his camel
were right on time. Ahmed, dressed in his
jalabiya and Arab head dress was riding a
donkey and leading his camel. I was wearing
shorts, I think, a short-sleeved shirt, a
baseball cap with the Bell System logo on its
front and, of course, my camera.
After Fatimah put me through the panic
of getting off the ground we set off across
the desert.
It was a beautiful morning. The sun still
tolerable, cool breezes blowing, not a cloud
in the sky. For a while we rode along the
sharp divide between the irrigated green
vegetation along the river Nile and the
Sahara desert. Occasionally, we would pass
people walking, the men greeting us with
raised hands and a hearty Salam Aleikum,
the women with their heads bowed and
silent. Children stared at us silently from the
side of the road.
When we passed through villages, my
head would be at the level of the thatched
roofs, far above ordinary pedestrians and
animals.

Approaching the Stepped Pyramids

Soon, we could see dozens of tour buses and
throngs of tourists surrounding the
pyramids. Some of the tourists noticed us.
Ahmed and I must have made quite a sight.
He was not a tall man, and he was riding a
small donkey. I had learned to ride the
camel Bedouin style, with one leg hooked
around the pommel of the saddle. This
position requires no hands — except during
the mounting and dismounting panic — so I
was able to take pictures on the move. And
don’t forget the baseball cap with its Bell
System logo. All in all, we must have looked
like some of the classic pictures of Don
Quixote and Sancho Panza. Or perhaps
Goldstein of the Desert and his trusted
Bedouin guide.
In any event, we soon noticed that many
of the tourists, perhaps having gotten tired
of photographing a mere pyramid, began
taking pictures of us. To this day, the idea of
these pictures being preserved in photo
albums all over the world gives me an odd
feeling of satisfaction.
The Sakkara pyramids themselves were
interesting, but could not measure up to the
magnificent ride that had brought us there.
We spent a couple of hours exploring
their insides and returned the way we had
come. •

Fatimah, Ahmed and his Donkey at Inn

We stopped at an inn for tea, strong and
sweet, served in cups the sanitary conditions
of which I tried to ignore as best I could,
grateful for the precautionary pills I had

The Bridge
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The Tweed Jacket

Ma Cherie

Rita Fireman

Caryn B. Finard

After the funeral I went back to the house
to give away my father’s clothes.
He was a neat man
and he kept a neat closet.
Suits hung from their wooden hangers.
Polished shoes were lined up in a row.
Caps and hats sat on the shelf,
a grey fedora
with a red feather in the headband,
an old straw boater
worn on walks in Frick Park.
Striped ties hung from a rack on the door,
no floral patterns, or Persian designs.
The tweed jacket wasn’t in the closet.
It was on the bed.
No one had bothered to hang it up.
I held the jacket in my arms.
I could still smell the cherry tobacco
he kept in the pockets.
I bought this jacket for him in Kaufmann’s
department store on Diamond Street
Not from the basement either.
I took the elevator
to the second floor menswear.
I saw it on a model.
The price tag was tucked under the sleeve.
I had the box gift wrapped.

Cherie, my canine companion, my pal
Cuddle close to me sustaining me
with your unconditional love
l cherish our walks in the park,
our frolicking on the beach
dodging the waves
She doesn’t play anymore
She is too tired
She embraces fleeting memories
of yesteryear
The penetrating warmth of the sun
cradles her, healing the soul
Don’t take her from me
Stay just a moment longer
l weep
Her devout trust consoles me
Her kiss, my kiss
Sleep, my friend in a veil of peace
l celebrate her life
I will remember
l will remember •

I wrapped the shoes in boxes,
the hats and caps in plastic bags,
the suits I laid on the back seat
and drove to Goodwill.
There in a truck I carefully placed
the tweed jacket and other last remains. •

Library Fifth Anniversary Open House
On October 6 the NBOC Independent Living Library will hold an open house in honor of its fifth
anniversary.
Residents are invited to participate in the celebration by writing about experiences,
relationships or memories of libraries that have affected their lives.
The writings will be collected and published in a booklet to be distributed at the open house.
They may be poems, paragraphs or even essays no longer than 500 words. Residents who
own computers should type contributions double-spaced and send them by July 12 to
lorraine@noahgordon.com or to noah@noahgordon.com. Other submissions should be
left for the Gordons at the library.
Several of the recollections will be read aloud at the open house.
The Bridge
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had to hold it as I passed down the long row
of tables. Things proceeded well until shoes
were issued at the last table. The stiff overthe-ankle boots I was given were too large;
in the weeks to come I developed painful
blisters from all the marching and running
we had to do in training exercises. At the
end of the line we were given sea bags,
large cylindrical canvas bags about forty
inches long and open at one end. These
would serve as the only option to store all
our clothes and personal belongings during
our stay in boot camp. A grizzled Chief Petty
Officer gave us the unhelpful suggestion to
keep everything on top for easy access.

Boot Camp
Malcolm Green

Take off all your clothes, put them in the box
in front of you and send it home. So began
my first day at Navy boot camp in Great
Lakes, Illinois.
I was an unsophisticated eighteen year old,
young for my years. I had led a sheltered life
and the Navy experience will be only the
second time I had slept away from home. I
enlisted in the Navy when I was seventeen
by passing a recruiting test which showed I
had technical aptitude. By enlisting, the
Navy guaranteed they would allow me to
finish high school, teach me how to repair
sophisticated electronic equipment, and
would protect me from being drafted into the
Army. Navy service was preferable. I
thought I would look better in Navy blue
than Army khaki and a bunk on a Navy ship
was more appealing than a muddy foxhole.

The final step in making us fit to serve our
country was an interview with a psychologist
or psychiatrist. At that time I did not know
the distinction. I was led into a large bare
room with a Navy officer seated at one end
behind a desk. Behind him on the wall was a
three foot long picture of a submarine, cut
away to show the cramped internal
workings. I was left standing while he asked
me one question, “Are you happy?”. I
panicked. How should I answer? A wrong
answer may get me sent into the submarine
corps, something I did not want. What was
the right answer?

Now at the end of May 1945 things
happened in rapid succession. In the space
of three days I graduated high school,
turned 18 and boarded a train to Chicago.
And here I was, standing naked, and at the
mercy of Navy corpsmen who believed their
job was to intimidate and humiliate the new
recruits. Our first order of business was to
line up for physical examinations and to
receive shots for a variety of diseases. A
corpsman patrolled the line of naked bodies
looking for nervous recruits. When he found
one he gave him a wooden shingle with
instructions to hold it between his arm and
his body. He explained that this would
protect his body in the event the long
hypodermic needle penetrated his arm and
emerged on the other side. Several recruits
fainted on receiving this news.
The next order of business was to receive
our uniforms and miscellaneous pieces of
equipment. Again I found myself at the end
of a long line of naked bodies facing a series
of tables loaded with uniforms, underwear,
and other necessities. Behind each table was
a corpsman who looked at each passing
recruit and instantly decided what size
clothing to give him. At the first table I was
given a very large black jackknife. Being
unclothed I had no pocket to put it in and
The Bridge

I don’t remember what I said but apparently
I passed that test and was sent on to six
weeks of intensive training which was
intended to toughen me physically, learn to
hate our enemies, avoid venereal diseases,
fire weapons, salute everybody of higher
rank (there were none lower), and other
skills. Few are useful in my current life as a
resident of NewBridge. •
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My Beautiful Mother

and pleasant for me to invite any and all
friends to spend time at my house.
It was very moving to see the special
relationship between my mother and her
sister. The love and concern she felt for my
aunt in the early years was evident when she
lived with us in the summers and needed
physical help, and then in later years when
my mother tried to make her life easier in
many ways.
Mother had a gardener’s “green thumb.”
I remember that she let me help with her
garden chores as she taught me the value of
digging in the dirt to create beautiful
surroundings. I can picture her on her
hands and knees planting bulbs and dividing
perennials. As a young child I felt extremely
privileged to be included in an activity that
brought her so much pleasure.
Different kinds of memories of my
mother also come to mind. They include
many examples of leadership and service to
her community and to the organizations she
loved. During the war she drove an
ambulance for the Red Cross Motor Corps.
She was always competent behind the wheel
and would drive long distances effortlessly,
as I later did when taking a cross-country
trip with my children. When I recently chose
to be trained as a future hospice volunteer I
was following her example of service to Girl
Scouting and to our local hospital.
I shall always consider our motherdaughter relationship to have been close,
from times during my teen years when I sat
on her bed to confide in her after dates, to
the wonderful telephone conversations that
we had later in our lives.
There is a sense of continuity and of
timelessness as I write this. I am pleased to
notice many of Mother’s wonderful qualities
surfacing in Richard, Carol and Diane. And
they will savor some of the same memories
of wind and water, of hospitality shared with
families and friends, and all the other
manifestations of the solid values and the
good life that my mother gave me.
I am ever grateful to have had a mother
as beautiful and accomplished as mine and I
wish I could tell her so in person. •

Susan Green

My mother was a beautiful woman whom I
loved very much even during the few times
when we disagreed over an issue. I’d like to
share some special memories and feelings
about her that have had a major role in
determining the kind of people her children,
grandchildren and great grandchildren are
today.

She enjoyed being an active woman and
loved the water. An excellent swimmer and
an experienced canoeist she taught us to be
very confident when trying new water
sports. I remember lying next to her at the
beach talking or just being quiet together. I
remember the feeling of companionship
while she taught me to handle our big green
Old Town canoe. I’m sure that my
subsequent love of swimming, sailing, and
all kinds of boating enriched my life in a
major way and I am always reminded of our
closeness every time I am near the water or
overlook a water view.
I remember her as an accomplished
hostess, always ready to entertain her
guests with delicious food, attractively
presented. We were allowed to pass
beautiful trays of hors d’oeuvres at parties,
so we felt quite grown up!
My mother was a very creative woman.
One of the many examples that showed this
quality was the ability to make both her
houses into beautiful homes for her family.
The result was that it felt very comfortable

The Bridge
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My Son, The Bagpiper

When we got home, we contacted Tom
Rhodes (the aforementioned janitor) and he
referred us to Archie McLeod, a leading New
England piper, for lessons.
And so began the odyssey for Jamey,
and the whole family.

Barbara Rosenfield

You might well ask "what's a nice Jewish boy
doing with bagpipes?" Indeed, therein hangs
a tale.
Before telling the sequence of events, I
have to relate a mystical take on the story.
The night before our third (middle) child
Jamey was born, my husband Jay and I went
to see a movie called "Wee Geordie." That
film was about a puny, frail Scottish lad who
sent away for a mail order bodybuilding
course. "Wee Geordie" grew up to be a
strong muscular giant of a man, who actually
won a gold medal in the hammer throw. He
also became a public hero for saving a
person's life by single-handedly lifting a car
under which the man was pinned and, of
course, he played bagpipes.
Well, the Scottish spirits somehow
worked their mysterious magic on my very
pregnant body, for lo and behold years later
our "wee Jamey" grew to become a big,
strong football player and bagpiper.
And here is the rest of the story.

Before he could
get his own pipes, he
had to practice and
become proficient on
the chanter without
the airbags. Archie
would motivate him
by taking out his own
set and letting Jamey
hold them. In all
those years with
Archie I never
understood two
words of his thick
Scottish brogue, but
Jamey and he
communicated very
well.
When he graduated to a full set of pipes,
Jamey joined Archie's band — the Stuart
Highlanders — got his kilts and the full
regalia, and was off to the races, i.e.
parades. For years the whole family traveled
all over New England, going to parades and
such. In cold weather, his siblings were not
happy when he had to practice indoors, and
over the years they balked at all the parade
dates, but it was truly a great experience for
us all.
Many new worlds opened for Jamey. He has
played at many events: Harvard
commencements, weddings, funerals, Bar
Mitzvahs, store openings, competitive
Scottish games, and many other occasions.
He even won the caber toss at games in
Canada. He has met so many interesting
people from all walks of life; many doors
were opened for him because of this unusual
interest.

The janitor in our Marblehead elementary
school was a burly Scotsman who played his
pipes for the kids at Memorial Day programs.
He was Jamey's idol, both for his musical
prowess and for letting Jamey clean the
blackboards.
On the last day of school, when Jamey
was in the third grade, he fell during a dodge
ball game and ended up with a broken leg.
Oy! How do you manage a very active nineyear old with a broken leg all summer? The
idea of bagpipe lessons actually flitted
through our minds (must be the Scottish
pregnancy spirits returning), but what does
one do with bagpipes later in life? It's not
quite like piano or violin, or even clarinet
lessons.
As it happens we were going to a reunion
of Jay's MIT class for a weekend on the
Cape. After the banquet we were all just
hanging around the living room, when
suddenly a classmate pulled out his bagpipes
and started to play. Right away the party
went wild —we were all jamming — singing
and dancing to the Pipe music. Light bulbs
over our heads!
The Bridge

Years later, after traveling to India to visit
friends there, Jamey decided to learn to play
the sitar — another interesting avocation for
a nice Jewish boy, but a little less practical.•
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Hongkong

you close your eyes, you would swear you
were in a barnyard with thousands of cackling chickens. Chinese women no longer
want to work in servile positions. They prefer
office work where they can dress smartly
(even if they don't eat).
There are two things that differentiate
Hong Kong from anywhere else. It's a combination of the visual scene and the unique
vitality of people who want their share of the
pie. Though all of Asia is upward bound, with
the Chinese always the movers, Hong Kong
remains the place where it just takes a little
longer to do the impossible.
Hong Kong is skeptical about China's allowing the colony the promised "different
system" after 1997, yet they are building as
if their future is assured. Actually the new
construction veils the huge sums of money
that have left the colony.
Visually, the new skyscrapers have added even more stars to the pulsating nights.
Our bedroom overlooks the harbor where we
are magnetically drawn to view the sight. It
is spellbinding any time, day or night, but
especially so as the sun sets, showing all the
colors in a Crayola box. I can assure you the
real thing is something you must feel with
your soul. We draw our heavy curtains to
turn off the rhapsody.
We spent Rosh Hashanah in Hong Kong
and Yom Kippur in Singapore. Both services
are Sephardic and impossible for us to follow. Singapore's shul is one hundred years
old, with its Persian rugs, caned seats, alternately hanging lighted candles, arched louvered windows, Casablanca fans slowly turning to cool the dark skinned Jewish faces. As
in every Orthodox shul, women sat upstairs.
In Singapore, the Indian caretakers
brought platters of food to the children during the Yom Kippur service! The woman sitting next to me was incredulous that she had
heard that menstruating Jewish American
women sleep with their husbands, and some
even come to shul during their periods!
This letter will go on and on if I write
about all our experiences in Bangladesh, Indonesia, China and Thailand – so I'll save
that for another time. •

Rhoda Staub

We had left Hong Kong in 1978. We came
back in 1984 for 6 months. Following is an
extract from a letter that Rhoda wrote to our
friends in New Jersey.
Nov. 9, 1984
Dear Friends,
Hong Kong was not the same territory we
had left in 1978. It's like a lovely lady who
never lets herself deteriorate. Never would it
agree to grow old gracefully – rather, tear
down and build up anew. The landfilled area
housing our hotel, the Shangri-La, has become one of the city's most vital shopping
and tourist meccas.
Much as I was reluctant to ever leave all
the luxurious amenities of hotel living, we
moved to the New World Apartments. It's a
vast complex in which one never has to see
the light of day. I began to believe my oatmeal and cream could only be served in a
silver covered dish with a vase of flowers on
the side. The only items we bought for our
daily living were a wok, chopsticks and a coffee pot. In Hong Kong, everyone eats out.
And, why not, food is the best value.
At lunch time, the food vendors set up
their stalls for hungry consumers. You become an adventurer exploring each bubbling
wok – trying the deep-fried bean curd, the
eggplant, the dumplings, or the big pancakes
spread with honey, peanut butter and
cream, then folded and devoured. The only
reason you stop is that the cooks fold up
their stands and silently slip away as the
lunch hours end.
The once quaint village of Stanley where
the "knowing" people went for bargains now
has become part of the tourist scene. Naturally, prices are higher. Everything looked so
much more desirable when everything was
scattered about the stalls with no order or
fixed price. A recent newspaper article told
of the fortunes being made by counterfeiters
selling LaCoste and Members Only garments.
Other people cashing in on the Hong
Kong prosperity are the 26,000 Philippine
maids who have to service the Tai-Tais (the
wealthy Chinese). On Sundays, they come to
a Square near the government buildings. If
The Bridge
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Getting into College

Did I Do A Good Job?

Bob Weinstein

Estelle Schwedock

At Holyoke High School in western
Massachusetts, in the late l940’s I got very
good grades, was on the varsity tennis team
and won a regional oratorical contest, but I
got a poor mark on my Math SAT’s. I wanted
very badly to go to Amherst College but I
received a rejection letter and was told it
was because of my low Math SAT score.
When my Dad saw how dejected my
rejection at Amherst made me, he told me to
get in the family car (except on Sundays, he
drove around in the furniture store truck)
and he and I would take a ride to Amherst
College to see the Admissions people. (As an
aside, you should know that for my Dad to
take an afternoon off during a workday,
leaving the furniture store unmanned, was
highly unusual.)

Did I do a good job?
Did I have to know before it’s too late?
Did I do a good job?
Did I give you enough love?
Did I do a good job?
Did I answer all your questions
when you were a child?
Did I do a good job?
Did I protect and shelter you
from adversity?
Did I do a good job?
Did I comfort you
when you needed comfort?
Did I do a good job?
Did I listen when you spoke?
Did I do a good job?
Did I give you my attention
when you wanted it?
Did I do a good job?
Am I forgiven
for all the things I did not provide?
Will your memories of me
be kind and loving?
Did I do a good job?
Tell me now. •

My Dad and I arrived at the Amherst
Admissions Office and my Dad asked if we
could meet with the head of the Admissions
Department. After several minutes, we were
ushered by the receptionist to the ofﬁce of
Eugene Wilson, the Amherst College Dean of
Admissions, who asked why we were there. I
told Dean Wilson that my Dad wanted to talk
to him about my letter of rejection. Dean
Wilson called for my ﬁle and after reading
the ﬁle explained to my Dad that Amherst
had a required Calculus and Physics course
as part of the freshmen curriculum and that
because of my Math SAT score, the Dean
believed that if I went to Amherst College I
would ﬂunk that course and ﬂunk out of
college; and that is why I was rejected.
My Dad told Dean Wilson about his own
experiences as a youth in Poland, that when
he was a teenager, he was doing forced
labor for the Germans and that he wanted
me to have the education that he was
denied.
Dean Wilson was moved by my Dad’s
history and told us that if l could get a letter
from the head of the Holyoke High Math
Department certifying as to my ability in
Math and my ability to pass the Calculus and
Physics course at Amherst, he would
seriously consider accepting me to Amherst.
My Dad agreed, knowing that (1) the head of
the Holyoke High Math Department, (2) my
The Bridge

Math teacher in my senior year and (3) the
principal of Holyoke High School, were all my
Dad’s customers at the furniture store.
I went back to Holyoke High to see what
letters I could get. All forwarded glowing
reports of my ability to do Math and Science
and when the Dean received the letters he
sent me a letter of acceptance. Incidentally,
I got a B in Calculus, a D in Physics, the
grades were averaged as a C (the only C
that I got at Amherst) for the course, and I
graduated Amherst College with honors.
I once wondered whether my Dad did
this for me because Amherst College was
only ten miles from Holyoke and he wanted
me to work Thursday evenings and all day
Saturdays in the furniture store (which I did)
while I was at college. But I remembered
that if I did not get into Amherst College, I
was going to the University of Massachusetts
in Amherst and would still have been close
enough to Holyoke to work in the furniture
store on Thursday evenings and Saturdays. •
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March 2014
• John & Shirley Averell: In memory of
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• Mr & Mrs John Averell; In memory of
Gerald Budd
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• Carl Baylis: In memory of Stuart Marks
• Marilyn Feinberg: In memory of
Alvin Jacobson
• Paul & Myrna Fruitt; In honor of
Dick Gladstone's 90th birthday
• Jack Goldberg
• Susan & Malcolm Green
• Sheila Klein: In honor of
Sybil Gladstone’s special birthday
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• Mary Rosenfield: In memory of
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Helene Oppenheimer's 80th birthday
• Helene & Martin Oppenheimer:
In honor of John Averell’s work on The Bridge •
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Hiding
Liane Reif- Lehrer

Out there,
where there is only water and sky,
I am free of the weight of the real world.
The wind blows my mind
as free as the day before birth,
And the fog covers my faults,
my scars and my pains.
I live then as the world should be,
But never is, and never will become.
Cleansed thus of my life’s errors
The years fall away with the miles;
A new life unfurls in the sails.
The sun promises all
and the spray anoints my rebirth.
I breathe full in the open secret
of my desires,
Uncaring that the brevity of time
will lead me back to shore
To meet again with pink and black reality.
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