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Our Joyful Family

Twin Souls

Notes from the Editor

Caryn B. Finard

I really need your stories. If you are reading
this, and have not yet written down
something about yourself, your life, a
strange or funny memory about something,
a chance encounter, someone who
influenced you in school, temple, church,
neighborhood, then please try it and send it
along to me in whatever form is most
comfortable. If you have an old photo to
embellish your story, all the better. Without
a continuing flow of stories, artwork, or
photos, we will run dry.
So many thanks to all our authors who
have faithfully supplied us for over three
years now. Keep it coming!
If you need help, let me know:
John Averell, tel. 781-234-2222
TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com

It was a balmy day — June 24, 1940. My
mother arrived at the maternity ward ready
to deliver what she thought was one
offspring. To her surprise, shock and
astonishment, the doctor proclaimed
"There's another one coming" — the red
caboose as I was designated, being the
second one born.
I was the submissive twin, my sister,
Clare, the dominant one. I was very shy and
completely dependent on her. In the first
grade of elementary school, I would turn to
Clare for her approval to answer a question
the teacher had addressed to me. My
connection to Clare became so extreme that
my parents had us placed in different classes
in the second grade.
We are very devoted to each other and
feel each other's pain. I had my ups and
downs, and to this day my sister calls me
every day to determine my status.
When she travels out of the country, we
email each other often to confirm that we
miss and love each other
She has a passion to explore the world
and learn of other customs and cultures. I,
on the other hand, am content to stay in my
own environment. There, I feel safe.
Now that we are in our 70's, we look
forward to every day while we are still
healthy and productive. The past is a
memory and we live in the present, the here
and now. We have learned not to look back,
but to move on.
I will always rely on Clare. She makes
me feel content, confident and protected
from adversity. She is my other half, my soul
mate and my greatest supporter.

While Boston Freezes
Rita Fireman

Baby it’s cold outside.
You have a clown's red nose.
Your hands are snowballs.
Steam comes out of your mouthtoot, toot.
Lets go home.
Baby it’s cold outside.
Smell that hot chocolate.
Honey, your nose is melting.
There's a puddle on your lip.
Better mop it up.
Baby it’s cold outside.
Let’s make a fire.
Drop a match on The Wall Street Journal
Dow Jones will leap
up the chimney!

"Chance made us sisters,
Hearts made us best friends”

Baby it’s cold outside.
Snuggle under the blanket.
My toes are icicles.
Let's fiddle around
while Boston freezes. •
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and the governor declared that no
unnecessary vehicles be on the road for at
least three days. Gangs of teenagers used
the time to solicit shoveling jobs. I gave up
my usual macho pride and hired them to
shovel my driveway. It was way too much
for one person, particularly a not very
athletic computer nerd.
Life went on this way for nearly a week.
Our family played card games and board
games a lot more than we ever had. TV
eased the boredom. Neighbors helped
neighbors. It was strange not to visit anyone
we couldn't walk to.
Soon enough life went back to normal. If
we had had the widespread computer and
internet technology then that we have now, I
guess the isolation would not have been so
striking.
Franklin was the hometown of Horace
Mann, the founder of the public school
system. Just a few hundred yards down
Lincoln Street from our house was the "Red
Brick School", built in 1833 and reputed to
be the oldest one-room school in America in
continuous operation. This picture was taken
on Feb. 9, showing the school embedded in
snow.

A Yard of It
John Averell

I suppose my experiences during the great
blizzard of '78 were pretty similar to many
others in the North East. At the time I was
living in Franklin, Mass with my first wife and
two daughters. My son was away at college.
I was working at Polaroid in the Polavision
project, in the Norwood film manufacturing
plant, located only about five miles from
what is now my home at NewBridge on the
Charles.
On that day, February 6, 1978, I was in
Norwood in my capacity as quality engineer,
using computer controlled microscopy
diagnostics. We all knew a storm was
coming; fortunately the boss sent us home
at noon, before things got really bad. I had a
tough drive, but it was only about ten miles,
not involving major highways. I pulled into
the driveway at my home on Lincoln Street
in Franklin after lunch, and never moved the
car again for at least a week.
By the next day, we had a yard of snow,
a full 36 inches, in Franklin. The worst of the
snow belt came through Worcester, southeast more or less through Franklin, and onto
Attleboro where the snowfall was deepest of
all. The drifts were of course much higher,
five to seven feet many places. The car in
our driveway was completely buried in snow.
That day we lost our power. We had a
nice fireplace in the living room, so we could
huddle around and not freeze. Cooking was a
chore; electric stoves were useless. Again,
fortunately, we regained our power in about
eight hours, unlike some towns that were
out for days. It was kind of fun cooking hot
dogs and marshmallows in the fireplace.
By the following day, the town plows had
managed to clear Lincoln Street, a major
road in town. We could plod out over the
yard of snow to the street and walk to town.
Some people used skis to get around. It was
a glorious old-timey feeling -- neighbors got
together, everyone said "Hi" in the streets.
We pulled a sled to town to "shop",
picking up a few necessities. School was out,
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In these days we worry about climate
change. We experience more drastic storms
now than ever, it seems. Was this a
precursor to what life will be like? •
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My Two Years in Prison

Volunteers receive an intensive training in
the process. In my group were a school
principal, an interior decorator, a parent
whose son had been jailed, and another
retired teacher. Clients are screened
volunteers who are nearing the end of their
term. Volunteer and client meet one-on-one
twice a week for a two-hour session; then
clients meet in a group session once a week
with three other volunteers.
Our first order of business was to accept
our clients without judgment and then to
build a sense of mutual confidence and trust.
We were not allowed to discuss our personal
lives but could listen should they choose to
discuss theirs. They knew me only as Muriel.
While all volunteers work from the same
general program outline, we are free to vary
as we see fit. I, for instance, taught one
client to read elementary children’s books.
One of my most gratifying moments was
when he told me that he had been ashamed
that he could not read, but now what he
looked forward to most was being able to
read a bedtime story to his little girl when he
returned home.
With no feedback about released
prisoners, I cannot say how successful the
program was, but here is an excerpt from a
poem I was given by one prisoner before his
release:

Muriel Broad

The Hillsboro County Jail, then a newly built
prison in Manchester, New Hampshire, was
not a maximum-security prison, but being
new, it boasted of its modern, security
features. No one was going to escape from
that jail. I admit to having been quite
nervous the day I was first led inside, and
friends had warned me about the potential
problems I might have when interacting with
prison inmates. Still, I had volunteered to
work two afternoons a week after I had
retired and I was not going to back out.
I was an elementary-grade reading
specialist and learned from a friend about a
new program for soon-to-be released
prisoners. It was conceived by a psychiatrist,
Dr. Milton Burglass, who himself had spent
time in prison for a white-collar crime
committed as a young man.
In prison, Burglass taught inmates how
to read and observed that many of them had
low opinions of themselves and had difficulty
making decisions. As a professional, he
thought more about this and developed a
plan to address the issue.
That plan is known as THRESHOLD. Its
basic premise is that, as people take control
over their lives, they learn that they have
responsibility for the decisions, good or bad,
that they make. And as they change their
self-image, they will change from “born to
lose” to “born to choose.”
The program teaches a five-step
decision-making process:
1. See the situation clearly — separate “external events and internal feelings.”
2. Know what you want — find a goal or a
direction.
3. Expand the possibilities — seek alternatives, other ways.
4. Evaluate and decide — consider risks,
probabilities of success.
5. Act.

I’ve sat and watched
as time passed by.
Many sleepless nights
I could only cry.
I did the crime,
now I’ve done my time.
With a whole new outlook:
I’m not slime,
For this time
I have discovered myself. •

www.NewBridgeResidents.org
If any of our readers, especially those of you who have just recently moved to NewBridge, have any
questions about how to make the best use of our website, please give Ed Goldstein a call at 4-2251 or send
him an email at eg.nrdo@gmail.com. He’ll be glad to spend some time with you (in front of your own
computer) and show you how to get the most out of it.
The Bridge
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Friend of a Different Kind

High School Graduation

Diana Bronner

Ken Fradin

It was a small, unpretentious house set on a
rather barren piece of sunbaked land. Inside
wasn’t much better. The living room had
little furniture — a soft chair, a standing
lamp next to it. Down the hall, asleep in bed
was a child, about three years old. Another
bedroom, a bed and a dresser.
At night she sat in the chair, and read,
the standing lamp casting light on the book,
the only light in the sparse room. It was
peaceful after the hectic day doing what is
now not remembered. Night after night,
reading was her escape from the loneliness,
from the solitude of Life.
One night though it was different.
Something moved on the other side of the
room, on the floor, near the wall. Something
ran, stopped, looked around, ran some
more, always keeping the wall near. She
realized it was a little grey mouse. She did
not stir, nor did she feel fear, as mice did not
intimidate her. She just watched with
curiosity. It disappeared around the corner,
into the kitchen and she smiled and went
back to her reading.
It became a ritual night after night. Yes,
it was only a mouse, but it was something
keeping her company during its short visit.
Mouse became a distant friend, a distraction,
a living thing, something she could count on
to visit each evening. She realized it stayed
at the perimeter of the room, its whiskers
always touching the wall for safety sake, and
she understood its fear of the unknown.
She told a friend about her nightly visitor
and was admonished, “Oh no! That mouse
could hide in the drawers, have mouse
babies. Worse yet, the mouse could jump in
bed with the sleeping child and...”; she
didn’t remember what warning came after
that.
Mouse continued to visit each night and
she sat, thinking about how she would miss
it, her little friend, questioning how could she
deal with taking a life, even if it was ‘only’ a
mouse. Reluctantly she bought some cheese
and a mousetrap and contemplated.

It was 1970 - Vietnam, Cambodia, and Kent
State shootings. Disruptions, sit-ins,
violence. The year of our son Gary's high
school graduation in suburban Buffalo. He
was a member of the Student Council, which
was charged by the principal to choose the
commencement speaker. There was then in
Buffalo a well-known, active anti-war protest
leader. He was chosen to be the
commencement speaker, whereupon the
principal vetoed it, and asked the committee
to vote again. On the second vote he was
chosen again, and vetoed again. Whereupon
Gary decided, "To hell with the graduation,"
and that he would not go. And he didn't.
He had, in his class, a cousin with the
family name Etkin, a granddaughter of my
Aunt Rose, my mother's sister-in-law. They
had had many ups and down through the
course of their relationship. Aunt Rose attended the graduation, and following the
awarding of the diploma to her granddaughter, there was no Gary. Whereupon
she promptly called my mother and announced that Gary did not graduate. After
my mother remonstrated with her, Aunt
Rose insisted that he did not — that she was
there. My mother then called me and asked
if Gary graduated. I assured her he did, and
didn't attend because he didn't want to. She
called Aunt Rose back and again Aunt Rose
insisted that he didn't graduate — that she
was there. They had a wing-ding on the
phone.
Gary has since attained a bachelor's and
two master’s degrees. Aunt Rose and my
mother never talked again. •
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Finding Relatives by Chance

it happened, was from Wloclawek. Robert
had contacted her and arranged that after
the interview, he would walk us over to her
apartment—which happened to be just three
blocks away, even though Warsaw is a city
of two million people.

Fay Vogel Bussgang

In 1992, three years after our first trip to
Eastern Europe, Julian and I decided to
revisit Poland to do genealogical research on
both our families (both Julian and my father
were born in Poland). En route, we stopped
in Israel to gather information from Julian’s
many first cousins—some of whom went to
Israel before the war. We also visited my
father’s first cousin, Miriam Toronczyk, who
went to Israel in the 1930s.
The evening of Yom HaShoah (Holocaust
Remembrance Day), we attended a moving
twilight ceremony at Yad Vashem. Stumbling
in the dark on the way back to our bus,
Julian heard a man speaking Polish and
engaged him in conversation. It was a young
Polish journalist who had come to Israel to
interview then-president Chaim Herzog
before Herzog’s historic first trip to Poland.
When Robert (the Polish journalist) heard
that Julian was born in Poland and had
served in the Polish Free Forces (the Anders
Army), he asked to interview Julian for his
weekly radio program. Learning that we
were on our way to Poland, he invited us to
come to the Polish State Radio studio in
Warsaw, where he worked.
After we arrived in Warsaw, Robert
telephoned Julian to make arrangements. In
the course of the conversation, he asked
about our plans for the rest of our stay.
Julian told him we were renting a car and
driving to Zychlin and Wloclawek to do
research on my grandmother’s family.
An astonished Robert said, “I’m from
Wloclawek” and asked the family name we
were researching. When Julian told him
“Toronczyk,” Robert replied that he knew of
a well-known Polish journalist named
Barbara Torunczyk (similar spelling), who
had been one of the leaders of the student
uprising in 1968. She had been exiled and
was then living in France. Julian asked if she
was from Wloclawek. Robert said he knew a
friend of hers, and he would find out.
The next day, when we arrived at the
studio for the interview, Robert said that he
had a surprise for us. Through his friend, he
had discovered that Barbara Torunczyk had
an elderly relative living in Warsaw—who, as
The Bridge

Emilia Torunczyk

We met the charming Emilia Torunczyk, a
woman in her mid-80s, who had escaped the
Warsaw ghetto with the help of friends and
survived the war on false papers. Emilia
knew that there were Toronczyks in
Wloclawek when she was growing up, but
she was not sure that the Toronczyks and
her Torunczyks were related. (Later, after
several trips to the Wloclawek archives, we
established that the families were related
and Emilia was my father’s third cousin.)
During our visit with Emilia, she told us
about her branch of the family. Barbara and
her brother, Henryk, were the children of her
first cousin. Since Emilia had no children of
her own, she was very close to them. Henryk
lived in Warsaw, but at that time, he and his
family were in the United States on
sabbatical. An older brother, Jerzy, had
moved to France, and Emilia told us that
Jerzy’s son, Antoni, was spending the
summer in Poland learning Polish.
The following day, we began our journey
to various towns where my father’s family
had lived.
After Wloclawek, we continued on to the
city of Lodz. One morning we went to the
nearby town of Brzeziny, where I was thrilled
to obtain an abstract of my father’s 1890
birth record. In the afternoon, we went to
visit the Lodz Jewish cemetery. We were told
that it was already closing because it was
Shabbat. This was 1992. A few dollars got us
not only entrée to the cemetery but a
6
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Pentimento

personal tour by the caretaker.
On our way out, we saw a young man
and woman wandering about. The caretaker
scolded the young man for entering the
cemetery without permission and for not
having his head covered.
We chatted with the young people briefly
and offered them a ride back to town, which
they gladly accepted. The young man,
Antoine, was from France, the young woman
from Sweden. They were spending the
summer studying Polish. We had such a nice
conversation that we invited them to tea at
our hotel.

Liane Reif Lehrer

For days he had labored
with passion and pigment.
He gave life to a boy of engaging smile,
brooding heart.
I do not believe in falling in love,
but I felt love at first sight.
I came to pay homage, morning, evening,
Stolen glimpses in-between.
Mourning.
Slain by his own creator with strokes of black
To exclaim self-rage at mediocrity.
"Why?" I exclaimed meekly.
"He was inconsequential!"
I dared not protest further.
He that gives, takes away.
I came still to stare.
His chest, crushed by black paint.
Was there pain in the face?
Then he was gone altogether.
Replaced by a boy more lean,
Face less fine-featured,
Head crowned with a halo of words.
The crafting good, perhaps better.

Fay, Antoine, Julian in Lodz

As we were sitting at the table, I pulled out
my father’s birth record to show them the
treasure I had gotten that morning. When
Antoine looked at it, he began to laugh.
Julian asked why. He pointed to the line
giving the name of my father’s mother,
Fajga Toronczyk. Antoine replied, “Because
my name is Torunczyk!” Antoine was none
other than the Antoni that Emilia had told us
about, the grandson of her cousin!

I fear the two-tiered grave.
Where is my beloved?
Imprisoned forever by his successor.
How shall I look at this form,
knowing it hides the other.
I try to peer beneath the now hardened oils,
To peel away, reclaim the aborted image,
Which had never attained
the third dimension.

If Julian had not overheard Robert
speaking Polish, if Robert had not been from
Wloclawek, if we had not been curious about
these young people at the Jewish cemetery
and invited them to tea, if I had not pulled
out my father’s birth record, which I had
gotten only that morning, I never would
have found these cousins.
Since the fall of Communism in Poland,
Barbara is back living in Warsaw. We just
spent time with her and her brother, Henryk,
and his family, when we went to Poland in
October to attend the opening of the
Museum of the History of Polish Jews. We
also had dinner with Robert, one of our
favorite people in Warsaw, with his Jewish
girlfriend. •
The Bridge

Editor’s Note: “Pentimento” - An alteration in
a painting, evidenced by traces of previous
work, showing that the artist has changed
his or her mind as to the composition during
the process of painting. The word is Italian
for “repentance.” •
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The Pope and I

After the pilgrims assembled, the Pope
strode in and welcomed them with a short
speech. I was very impressed that during his
greeting he seamlessly changed languages
from Italian to German to French.
After the group departed, the Pope walked
briskly to the area where we were waiting.
Speaking perfect English, he opened the
conversation with a few general questions
concerning our background. I told him how
impressed we were with the response he had
from the Catholic youth organizations. He
had called upon the young people to attend
a special rally on the Sunday just prior to our
visit. Janice and I had joined the more than
100,000 Catholic youths crowding into
Vatican Square to show their support for his
Christian agenda.
The charismatic Communist leader in
Italy, Palmiro Togliatti, had been shot and
killed on July 14, 1948, only weeks earlier.
The Communist response to the
assassination was thunderous with multiple
protests taking place throughout Italy. His
Holiness asked me if I thought that his event
would somehow counter the efforts of the
Communists. He seemed genuinely
interested in our response. At the end of our
visit, he was pleased to bless the crucifix for
Janice. Then, with a warm smile and
blessing, he left as swiftly as he came.
After the audience, I was eager to know
more about him, the Pope Pius XII, and
about him the man, Eugenio Pacelli. I
checked out the usual reference sources and
read his definitive biography HITLER’S POPE
by John Cornwell (Viking 1999). History has
not judged him kindly. His total interests and
efforts were to reestablish the eminence and
power of the Holy See. The Lateran Treaty
with Mussolini was then recent, signed only
in 1929. His father had been one of the
authors. The political catastrophes and
human tragedies crushing the world around
him were, regrettably, secondary issues for
him. •

Richard J. Feffer

1948 was a tumultuous year. The world was
in turmoil. Germany was being bisected. The
angry Russian bear was gobbling up the
Balkans. Mao Zedong was driving Chiang
Kai-shek into the China Sea. Greece was in
the state of civil war. The Communist parties
were gaining substantial inroads into the
governments of France and Italy. But for me
1948 was serendipity. I married a beautiful
and brilliant woman, Janice, I was serving in
the Foreign Service stationed in Paris, and I
was on a temporary summer assignment in
Rome.
Although Janice and I are Jewish, we
were well aware that the Pope was a
significant moral and political authority for
the world. It would be exciting for us to meet
him. At the Embassy, the Vatican legation
was most gracious in arranging Papal visits
for members of the staff; so Janice and I
were pleased to receive an invitation for an
audience with his Holiness, Pope Pius XII, at
Castel Gandolfo. This is the summer Papal
residence in the foothills about 15 miles from
Rome. In preparation for our visit, Janice
purchased a large black lace scarf, which
decorum required, and a small crucifix to be
blessed for a gift to a close Catholic friend at
home.
The short drive from Rome to the small
village of Castel Gandolfo was delightful,
passing though quaint rural areas. For
centuries the popes have escaped from the
hot summers in Rome to this country
retreat. The papal area here is actually
larger than the Vatican, and has the same
sovereign status as the Vatican. In addition
to the palace, there are vast lands for
agriculture and buildings for various Catholic
orders.
Upon our arrival at Castel Gandolfo, we were
ushered into an alcove off a large reception
hall. The Pope was to greet a group of blind
European pilgrims before he would see us.

The Bridge
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each camper weekly, Al would take the five
of us in his 1936 green Oldsmobile sedan to
a different swimming location for each
weekday. For example, on Monday we would
swim in a stream under a small waterfall in
Granby, Mass, and on Tuesdays, we would
go to Look Park in Northampton, which had
an Olympic size pool. After swimming in the
morning, it was lunch time and we would
rest and eat the sandwiches we brought
from home. During the lunch break (and as I
remember sometimes before or after the
lunch break) Al would leave and we were
told that Al would then visit his friends at a
nearby women’s college. When we were at
Look Park, that meant Smith College in
Northampton; and when we were swimming
in Granby, that meant Mt. Holyoke College in
South Hadley, a neighboring town to Granby.
(It is possible that when he was visiting Mt.
Holyoke College during those sojourns, Al
was courting Fruma).
When Al returned to our group after he
had visited a nearby college, we would play
games such as capture the flag; Al would tell
us stories and philosophize and sometimes
he taught us Yiddish songs. For some
reason, the lyrics to one of those songs have
stayed with me. Al told us that this song was
sung by Jewish workers in wheat fields
(somewhere in Europe) near the end of each
workday
The Yiddish words of that song
(transliterated by me) are as follows:

Bob’s Story

Bob Weinstein
Beginning about ten years ago, I started
scanning the obituaries in the Boston Globe;
and I started reading more of them as I got
older. Recently, I came across the obituary
for Dr. Fruma Ginsburgh, a renowned
physician in Boston. The obituary said that
Fruma Ginsburgh …“was born September 16,
1924… At the young age of 16, she enrolled
at Mount Holyoke College in South Hadley,
MA. While there she met and married (in
1943) her beloved husband, Rabbi Albert
Ginsburgh of Holyoke, MA. The birth of a
daughter . . . during her junior year at Mount
Holyoke College inspired her to change her
career path to medicine. After graduating
from college in 1945, she attended what was
then the Women’s Medical College of
Pennsylvania, the first school established to
train women in medicine and offer them the
M.D. degree…Dr. Fruma Ginsburgh
graduated at the top of her medical school
class…”
I realized that the life of Dr. Fruma
Ginsburgh could be the subject of a bestselling biography or a television docudrama.
But for me, the obituary drew my attention
to the fact that Fruma, while at Mount
Holyoke, “met and married (in 1943) her
beloved husband, Rabbi Albert Ginsburgh of
Holyoke, MA.” (Rabbi Albert predeceased
Fruma)
In the early 1940s, Albert Ginsburgh,
(the son of the only Hebrew School teacher
in Holyoke, Rev. Joseph Ginsburgh) was a
hero figure to me and my Jewish friends. Al
was in his 20s, strong and athletic and could
climb a tree using his hands with a small
assist from his legs; and I think he had
attended a prestigious college. When I asked
Al (who taught Hebrew School classes when
his father was unavailable) if he could be
called a religious-school teacher, Al said that
did not accurately describe his profession; he
was a teacher of religion.
When I was about ten years old, Al
Ginsburgh began a summer program for me
and four of my fellow students from the
Hebrew School. For $1.00 a day, paid by

The Bridge

Grayser Got mir zingen leeder
Due binst oonzer hilf ahlain
Klybshen up dee schnopez breeder
Bizt di zoon vet oonter gain.
Loosely translated (by me) those Yiddish
words mean:
Great God, we sing your praises;
For help, we look to you alone;
Gather up the gleanings brothers,
For the sun will soon go down.
There was no way to suspect when I first
learned the words to that song that I would
now regard those words as a metaphor for
life at NewBridge. I also now realize that my
1936 Green Oldsmobile Day Camp experience was a meaningful milestone in my life.•

9

January 2015

Hashomer Hatzair

conversation that triggered the impulse. Or,
perhaps I was just lonely in a strange
country, looking to recreate something
familiar. Anyway, I decided that what St.
Paul, Minnesota, needed was a chapter of
the Hashomer Hatzair.
I wrote to the national headquarters in
New York, and received encouragement and
organizing literature. More important, I was
given the name of Joel, an experienced
Hashomer organizer, who had just moved to
St. Paul. I called him and we became instant
friends, or rather, chaverim. He worked fulltime in a machine shop and went to night
school. We found an apartment to share.
Using seed-money from the national
organization, we also rented a small
storefront as our meeting place and started
to recruit kids.
In keeping with the strict socialism of the
Hashomer, Joel and I pooled our income. We
lived frugally. Our staple dinners were Kraft’s
macaroni and cheese. We celebrated special
occasions in a nearby diner that served a
delicious mulligatawny stew. Any money left
over after living expenses, tuition and rent
for our storefront, went to buy books,
scouting equipment and refreshments for our
small group.
At our meetings, we sang Zionist songs,
danced the Hora, and learned about
Palestine, Kibbutz life and socialism —
recreating, in part, an important aspect of
my teenage years. On weekends, we went
on hikes and practiced scout craft. The war,
especially news from the Russian and
Mideastern fronts, was a constant topic of
discussion, as was the shape of things to
come once the war would finally end.

Edward Goldstein

I was thirteen, living in Nazi Germany. By
then, Jewish participation in German cultural
and social life had been severely limited. I
could not go to the movies or take part in
the few social activities of the
Realgymnasium I attended. I could not take
a book out of the municipal library or swim
in the municipal pool.
Instead, my friends and I joined a
variety of Jewish youth organizations —
Zionist, non-Zionist, and anti-Zionist. The
children of the “German” Jews mostly joined
the non-Zionist groups; we, whose families
had immigrated from “the East,” the Zionist
ones. We could choose among the General
Zionists, the religious Mizrachi, the Labor
Zionist Habonim and the Marxist Zionist
Hashomer.
The Hashomer was, and apparently still is,
an organization whose credo — according to
its website — incorporates “Zionism,
scouting, socialist ideas, self-education and
the independence of youth,” and whose goal
was, and is, to attract its young members to
life on a Kibbutz.
I don’t remember why I chose the
Hashomer: perhaps a friend belonged;
perhaps its Marxism, anathema in Nazi
Germany, appealed to me. My parents,
General Zionists, did not approve.
As I remember it, our little group
consisted initially of maybe twenty boys, but
melted away as families emigrated to
whatever country would accept them. At our
meetings, we sang Zionist songs, danced the
Hora for hours, and learned about Palestine,
Kibbutz life and socialism. On weekends, we
went on hikes and practiced scout craft.
When my brother and I left for England in
February 1939, my association with the
Hashomer was suspended, not to be revived
until I arrived in Minnesota two years later.

In April of 1944, I joined the Army. After
Infantry basic training in California, I was
assigned to the Signal Corps Officer
Candidate School at Fort Monmouth, New
Jersey.
Not far from Fort Monmouth, outside
Freehold, New Jersey, the Hashomer owned
a farm, or hachsharah. There, it trained
members of the Hashomer from all over the
country to become Kibbutzniks — to live
communally and to farm. On every free
weekend, I would take the bus to Freehold
and hitchhike from the bus station to the
farm. I became a member of Aliyah Daled,

I can’t remember what exactly prompted my
reconnection with the Hashomer. I was a
full-time electrical engineering student at the
University of Minnesota and worked forty
hours a week to support myself; so, I
probably wasn’t looking for something to do
in my spare time. Perhaps I had read
something in a newspaper or had a
The Bridge
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the third group scheduled to “rise up” to
Palestine once the war ended.
The farm represented an exciting idea to
me. Here were chaverim and chaverot —
male and female comrades — who believed
as I did and were putting their beliefs into
practice. We had made the decision to move
to Palestine as a group just as soon as the
war ended, and to devote our lives to
Zionist-Socialist ideals.
Daily life at the farm was modeled after
life on a Kibbutz. Up early for farm tasks.
Simple — if truth be told, awful — communal
meals. No private property. Evenings
devoted to talk and more talk. What more
could anyone want?

voted for the first time in my life. The Army
had shown me glimpses of a marvelous
country from California to New Jersey. For
the first time in my life, I felt I belonged
somewhere. It may sound corny, but I had
begun to love this country.
So, I left the Hashomer. I still believed in
the Socialist idea — it would take another
few years to awaken from that dream. I still
believed in Zionism and power-sharing with
the Palestinian Arabs. I just couldn’t see
myself leaving America.
Subsequently, my professional assignments
required me to obtain and renew various
security clearances, including Top Secret and
Cryptographic, as well as clearances with
names that were themselves classified Top
Secret. I entered my association with the
Hashomer Hatzair into the forms with
considerable trepidation, expecting visits
from the FBI or Defenses Intelligence
Agency. Fortunately these visits never
materialized.
In an interview for a high-level job in the
Department of Defense in the Nixon
administration, my mention of that
membership was greeted with a simple,
“Don’t worry about it,” while my wife’s
history as a Democratic committee woman
from Little Silver, NJ, raised some eyebrows
and required follow-up.

Well, after the novelty wore off, it
occasionally, and then insistently, occurred
to me that most of the evening discussion
topics were, somehow, not of earthshaking
importance. Was it all right for the chaverim
to own their toothbrushes or was that a sellout of socialist principles? Should the
chaverot (the female members) be permitted
to wear lipstick? And a lot of Socialist theory
and exegeses.
Several of these talk fests were devoted
to my future. Was it in accord with Socialist
and Zionist principles for a chaver to become
an officer in a capitalist Army, with its class
distinctions and special privileges? The
answer, finally, was yes. Not only was the
American Army fighting by the side of the
glorious Red Army, but also it was agreed
that the Jewish community in Palestine
would undoubtedly need trained officers to
create a fighting force once WW II was over.
Of course, the assumption was that Jews
would have to fight the British, not the
Arabs, since Hashomer doctrine favored
power sharing with the Palestinian Arabs and
fully anticipated socialist unity between the
Jewish and Arab working classes.

For years, I was afraid to visit Israel: would
a visit demonstrate to me that I had made a
terrible mistake in that choice? It wasn’t until
1978 that I dared the trip.
One day, driving from Jerusalem to the
Galilee, I noticed on my map the name of a
Kibbutz I knew belonged to the Hashomer. It
was just a few miles off my route. I got to
the intersection and turned off the main
road. After a couple of miles, I pulled over to
gather my wits. What would I say to my
former chaverim and chaverot whose way of
life I had abandoned twenty-five years
earlier? Somehow, it occurred to me that
this was probably not such a good idea.
After a few minutes, I started the car,
made a U-turn and resumed my sightseeing.

As the date of my graduation from OCS
approached, it became clear to me that I had
to make an important decision: Did I see my
future as a Kibbutznik in Palestine,
committed to Zionism and Socialism, or as
an American in America?
I had become an American citizen shortly
after joining the Army. In November, I had
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A Chance Encounter

Get to Know our Rabbi

Joseph Sabbath

Judi Erlich
(Interviewed by John Averell)

One afternoon in the fall of 1946, while in
the library of McGill University Medical
School in Montreal I noticed a young woman
looking up references to the teaching faculty.
She was slim, plainly dressed, not very
attractive without any makeup, and did not
seem to be a student. I asked if I could be of
help. Her reply was in accented English. She
was on vacation from France and visiting
friends here. She was looking for the name
of a colleague from Montreal whom she had
met in France during the years of the
German Occupation of Paris.
Her name was Rachel, born in Poland
and forced to flee with her family to France
after the German invasion of her country.
With the difficulties of continuing her medical
studies in Paris after France’s capitulation to
Germany, she joined the French Resistance,
a clandestine underground movement
opposing the German occupation. It was
there that she met Dr. Ralph Rabinowitz, a
neurosurgical resident from Montreal, whose
postgraduate career in France was
interrupted as well by the war. Rather than
return to Canada he also decided to become
a member of this paramilitary organization.
By coincidence Dr. Rabinowitz was giving
a lecture in neurology to my senior medical
student class the next day. Rachel accepted
my invitation to attend. Afterwards I
introduced (a reintroduction!) them. It was a
dramatic reunion and that evening we all
went out to dinner.
After some months had passed, in the
spring of 1947, Dr. Rabinowitz asked me
casually after class what my post-graduate
plans were. He suggested a residency in
neurology at the same hospital he was at in
Paris, and that he could help make the
arrangements. It was at the famed Hospice
de la Salpetriere, the place where the first
experiments on the treatment of hysteria by
Dr. Charcot took place. Also Dr. Sigmund
Freud, the founder of Psychoanalysis,
studied there in 1890.
It was an extraordinary opportunity to
study the ideas and theories of these two
pioneers who made such basic contributions

Q: What is your job here at NewBridge?
A: It is very diverse. My title is “Rabbi” and
“Chaplain.” The Rabbi part is my public
leading of services, Friday night, High Holy
Days, special holidays, and the like. The
private component is providing spiritual and
emotional support in times of loss, sadness
and worry, and being a listening ear —and
working with families as they prepare for the
death of a loved one, funeral arrangements,
memorial services, and follow-up with
bereaved families.
I teach a Torah study group every
Wednesday in the Interfaith Chapel. I enjoy
preparing for it and learning from the
interchange of the residents. At times I
teach a Talmud class, and sometimes a
course on a theme. For example, “David:
hero or villain?”
On Thursdays I facilitate a discussion
group called “Conversations about Aging and
Loss”. This is not a religious group, but
rather where people can gather ad hoc as
they feel the need to exchange their own
challenges and receive support from other
members of the group.
I staff the Volunteer Outreach
Committee, which is a wonderful and robust
group that provides charitable support to
—continued at top of next page

to the fields of neurology and psychiatry and
work in the institution they were part of.
I became intrigued with the possibility of
becoming a psychiatrist and on returning
from France in 1949, applied to the
Worcester State Mental Hospital for training
in this field. At that time this institution was
considered a leading center in the field of
psychiatry. By another wonderful coincidence
it was where I met my wife Marcia of 64
happy years of marriage.
So this chance encounter with a young
lady from Poland via France helped
determine the choice of my profession, one
that has given me infinite gratification in
both my career and personal life. •

—continued at bottom of next column
The Bridge
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Matchstick Art

—continued from middle of previous page

various organizations. For example, the
Dedham Food Pantry, Notions and Lotions
for the Women’s Lunch Place, a clothing
drive in the spring for the St. Vincent de Paul
drive for families in need, as well as a central
collection point for an organization sending
used or discarded clothing for the poor
elderly in Russia, many of whom are Jewish.
My favorite project is the “Birthday in a
Box”.
I staff the Jewish Life Committee,
chaired by Sylvia Schatz. I attend the
Retired Mental Health Committee meetings,
plan the annual Memorial Service, and each
year, with other staff, plan the Tree Planting
celebration held in the Sylvia Band Members’
Grove.
I now staff a group with Christian Chaplain Gayle Robertson for Christian spiritual
support and am working with six residents to
start an interfaith dialog group.
Eight hours a week I work in our Rehab
center. I also am part of the palliative care
team and visit patients with the staff.

Sheila Klein

Matchstick art is a form of sculpture
employing a very unusual medium —
ordinary wooden matches. My friend Jerry
was extremely creative in adapting this
unusual material to create very detailed
sculptures depicting a wide variety of
subjects.
He chose his subjects from figures and
objects that he was familiar with and very
often created them to accommodate special
requests from people interested in owning
one of his designs to illustrate a sentimental
memory or a particular hobby or sport.
Often, he would just look at a picture or an
object and be inspired to make a sculpture of
it.
He surprised my granddaughter with a
lovely portrayal of her playing the piano.
When my grandson was very into spacemen,
he made an interesting spaceman for him.
Because he loved to dance, he created a
charming sculpture of a dancing couple
which was set upon a parquet turntable.
In some of his other pieces, he managed
to show the muscles in a ballerina’s legs and
the look of motion in a dog’s coat. His
portrayal of a battleship was so authentic
that it was quickly scooped up by a boat
collector. One of his larger creations was a
windmill with rotating blades lit up by a light
inside of it.
A short list of some of his other pieces
would include a very detailed motorcycle, a
nurse in an old fashioned uniform and cap (a
special request from a retired nurse), a
golfer ready to swing, a tennis player, a
garden, a lighthouse. I have a few of these
lovely works in my apartment here in
NewBridge. •

Q: You are involved in the Independent
Living. Are you also in Assisted Living?
A: No, although I help out there when Rabbi
Karen needs help or a substitute. Six times a
year I lead a service in the Health Care Unit.
I am trained as an interfaith chaplain at
Brigham and Women’s Hospital and Hebrew
Senior Life, and certified through the
Association of Professional Chaplains. I see
myself as providing interfaith as well as
Jewish support.
Q: What do you find most gratifying?
A: I love interacting with all sorts of people
about what is important in their lives.
One thing I forgot to mention is that I
am also Chaplain to the Staff. People often
come to me with a personal problem. They
may just want a listening ear. This includes
all departments in the whole campus.
Thank you Rabbi for this opportunity. •
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beneath her chin, heave her behind into the
air, and bend down, flip downward deep into
the waves. “Like a porpoise, darling, like a
beautiful porpoise.” We all tried to hurl
ourselves along, like her, past the surface,
down into the yielding water, back up to the
air with salty eyes, gasp, and back down.
She could do five – six – seven in a row. So
could my father. I could already do two.
She and my father liked to swim
together, the old lady and the handsome
young man. At least that is what she called
him. “Ah, here is my swimming companion,
my handsome friend; shall we have our
promenade?” In this way she greeted him at
the water’s edge. They would stand and talk
together while she put her cap on with
meticulous, gnarled fingers, and he would
fold his arms lightly over his chest as his feet
took the shock of the water. They would
slowly enter the ocean, talking lightly,
looking over the surf to the smooth water
out ahead.
“So I won’t get any warmer while we talk
here.” In she went, white cap shining, old
arms moving evenly, old veined legs
churning. He would take a sudden breath
and then he was gone! Down below the surf
he swam, and as my mother and I watched
for him, a small time longer than we liked to
wait, his head would break through the
water, and then with long even beats of his
arms, he swam away, far out toward the
breakwater.
My mother would sigh and turn away.
Soon we could see the two little heads, way
out there, near each other. “Two of a kind,”
murmured my mother, “both fishes, both
crazy.” I played at the near edge of the sand
and waited for my father to come for me.
Once back near to shore, he would call
“Frimi, Frimi, my Frimi, come here!”
Stumbling in the water, I thrashed to his
arms. I dove from his shoulders. I dove from
his clasped hands. I clung to him while we
took me out over my head. In the gleam of
the water I shrieked, I sang, I shot fountains
of spray from my mouth. There was no end
to our play. We swam from summer to
summer. In the winter months I sat in
school, and licking secretly at my wrist,
thought I found the taste of salt. •

Winthrop Beach, 1936
Frimi Sagan

Here, in the center of the pure arc of the
shore, was the heart of the summer. All day
the babies played by the edge where their
mothers watched over them; the older
children swam and jumped around in water
that must never be deeper than their chins.
Their mothers sat further up the beach on
blankets, talking to each other, each
interrupting to cry out to her own child,
“come out, you’re blue”, “come back, you’re
too far out”, “come here, come lie in the
sun.” We would come out, finally, when our
teeth began to chatter beyond control.
We were very proud of the water at our
beach, for it was famous for its clarity and its
dreadful cold. Goose pimples under our
arms, we wrapped ourselves in towels and
curled up near our mothers, who rubbed our
backs and arms and legs to get the
circulation going. That was what they said.
My mother would look into my eyes as she
bunched the towel all around me and made
my blood glow; “Foolishness! You can’t come
out when I call you? You have to stay in till
you’re frozen? Look how she’s shivering!” My
hair dripped in my eyes till she pushed it
back. Wrapped in the towel I lay down in the
sun near her, and ate plums.
As I lay in a half-doze near my mother, I
could see the foam gently coming in between
the wrinkled somewhat shapeless legs of a
lady I admired. She had pierced brown ears
and diamond earrings in them. When she
took her dip, she kept her head above the
waves, and the diamonds flashed, brilliant in
the brilliant water. But when she put on her
bathing cap, that meant she planned on
serious swimming. Far out into the water she
made her way with steady even strokes.
Once there, she would float on her back,
arms extended and eyes closed: “just like a
gull”, said my mother, smiling; “like the
cousin of the porpoises”, said my father with
a laugh. I laughed too because I knew why
he said that.
She was admired for the size of her
diamonds, her tireless stroke, and the
surface dive she taught to all the children.
Just as she swam along she would suddenly
tuck her legs together, fold her hands
The Bridge
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Visiting Mom

sleeping habits, and we found a way to
connect. Her husband's musical career was a
safe topic, too, and then a little bit about me
and my family, babies growing up and
having babies of their own. She offered tea
in her grandmother's beautiful china cups.
We both relaxed, she suggested I hold the
baby. It was going to be all right.
Over the next year, I visited Judy and
her son weekly, getting to know her and
getting to know her sorrows. Disappointed in
her parents from her earliest years, she
described her mother's chilly parenting and
her father's extracurricular romances. One
day, we went for a walk, with baby strapped
to her chest, and Judy with her long legs
pulling way ahead of me. We admired lovely
gardens and beautiful doorways in her
neighborhood while I huffed and puffed in
her wake.
Soon we became friends, and one day
she stunned me by asking, "Sybil, how do
you have a happy life?" Responding required
a deep breath and deep thought, but finally,
we discussed forgiveness and forbearance,
letting the past recede while building a
future. So full of bitterness, she needed to
allow old wounds to heal and be set aside. I
was only her Visiting Mom — she needed her
own mom.
At the end of year, we said, "Good-bye"
one day over lunch at a nearby restaurant.
Judy looked lovely in new clothes and
carefully combed hair. She and her parents
had re-established telephone contact, her
parents learned they were grandparents, and
they had sent Judy's childhood toys to their
little grandson. A festive reunion had taken
place in Ireland. After lunch, we took
pictures, hugged and kissed. My one-year
commitment was over. The rules of the
organization stated that I could not continue
to visit Judy thereafter. •

Sybil Gladstone

Her name was Judy (not her real name) and
she needed a mom. An international student
from Ireland, she had come to Boston to
study at the renowned New England
Conservatory of Music, and had fallen in love
with another student, a young man from
South Carolina. Her distant parents, for
whom she harbored negative feelings,
immediately disapproved of her desire to
marry him, and threatened to stop paying
her tuition at the Conservatory. She
managed to transfer to Suffolk University to
take business courses, hoping she would be
able to support herself.
The young couple was married in his
family's church. They bought a little house
and settled down in a Boston suburb, trying
to build a life while she nursed her
grievances over her upbringing and
alienation. When the baby arrived, she saw a
notice in the maternity ward about Visiting
Moms, a volunteer activity sponsored by
Jewish Family and Children's Service. For
one year, a Visiting Mom would be a regular
visitor, a listener, a comforter, a sounding
board. Having no contact with her own
mother, Judy felt this was what she needed.
At the end of the year, I had completed
the appropriate training program, agreed to
visit weekly for one year, and we were
matched. Only stopping twice for directions,
I found her house on a quiet street, stepped
around some abandoned garden tools on the
porch, and rang the bell. A heavy young
woman with sad eyes opened the door,
holding her sad-eyed little boy in her arms.
We sat down in her crowded living room,
trying to get past the first awkward
moments together. Gingerly, I opened a
conversation about the baby, his feeding and
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porch, leaped over a large bush, and was
gone. Though my first thought was that the
deer only had three feet, I decided it was
only because it had moved so fast.
After more sightings, I knew the animal
only had three feet. It came often and closer
to the porch. So one day I came down the
stairs and took a picture. I made extra
copies to give to friends with young children.
Alas, my friends are gone, and I have only
memories. I can’t find my copy of the
picture!
The last time I saw the deer, “she” came
with her young one. I like to think she came
to say: “Goodbye.”•

Creatures
Shirley Woods

When we moved to Woodland Street in
Natick, I was so happy to see the many
creatures that wandered onto our property:
geese with young ones, wild turkeys, and
deer. Later came an abundance of raccoons
that were not welcome, but that is another
story.
We erected a bird feeder and fed
cardinals, blue jays, goldfinches, and lots of
LBOs – Little Brown Ones, or sparrows. One
squirrel managed to balance on a porch
railing and “fly” to the feeder.
Then, low and behold, came a midsized
deer. The animal looked up at me on the
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