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Notes from the Editor Our Contributors  

This issue honors Al Rosen as the first 
resident of Independent Living to reach the 
age of 100. No one else will join the 
Centenarian Club this year, but in 2016 
there will start to be new members. 
 Al has been a faithful author and editor 
of The Bridge from the first issue in July 
2011. He has published four stories, three 
poems, and one cover picture since then. In 
the meantime he is an active member of the 
Photo Club. 
 We broke two rules in this issue. For the 
first time we are honoring a specific resident. 
We think he deserves it and are proud of 
him. I also assigned a story for Al to write 
about his “First Hundred Years”, and told him 
he could have four pages to do it. Up to this 
issue we have enforced an absolute rule of 
two pages maximum (i.e. no page turns.) 
Once again, he is worth it.  
 As you read Al’s story you will realize 
how well he has navigated throughout his 
career, and how important his wife Rea was 
and is to him over these many years. We 
wish them both continued health and 
happiness at NewBridge, and look forward to 
more stories and pictures. • 

December 2014  
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell: In memory of 
Joan Weinstein 
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell: In memory of 
Milton Frank 
• Carl E. Baylis: In honor of the marriage 
of David and Evelyn  
• Shoshanah Garshick: In memory of Da-
vid Noyes  
• Sybil & Dick Gladstone: In memory of 
Milton Frank 
• Phyllis W. Lichtin: In honor of Drew Ros-
enberg's Bar Mitzvah  
• Cynthia Markle: in honor of John 
Averell's 80th birthday 

January 2015 
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell: In memory of 
Linda Joan Handler 
• Mr. & Mrs. John Averell: In memory of Eli 
Sagan 
• Irving and Charlotte Backman: in 
memory of Joan Weinstein and Eli Sagan 
• Raya S. Dreben: Donation 
• Marilyn M. Feinberg: in memory of Eli 
Sagan 
• Jacob "Jack" Goldberg: Donation 
• Shirley D. Rubinstein: In memory of Eli 
Sagan 
• Lucille and Gerald Sands: In appreciation 
for the dedication of The Bridge staff 

February 2015 
• Shirley & John Averell:In memory of Lar-
ry Geller 
• Shirley & John Averell: In memory of Su-
san Jackson 
• Rosalie Dana: Buzzy Axelrod’s 85th 
• Karen Drescher: Get-well wishes to Arnie 
• Rosalie Geller: In memory of Susan 
Jackson 
• Sheila Klein: Herb Schwedock’s 85th 
• Harold and Nancy Parritz: In memory of 
Peggy Charren 
• Shirley Woods: In memory of Susan Jack-
son 
 

An Opportunity ! 
If you have never submitted a story 
or poem to The Bridge — this is your 
opportunity to see your name in 
print! 
 

If you need help, 
get in touch with John Averell at: 

 
email:TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com 

telephone: 781-234-2222. 
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China 
Susan Green  

Our trip to China was especially meaningful 
to me because it was my first exposure to a 
culture that was completely different from 
my own. I remember visits to museums and 
shops in modern cities, to Xi’an to see the 
terra cotta army, and to a large crowded 
open market with food, clothes and even a 
dentist’s chair right in its center. Many 
children were running around, and if one 
smiled at them and said nihai — which 
means hello — they wanted to pose for 
pictures, receiving pennies, gum, or candy in 
return.   
 The deliciously real Chinese food, always 
a favorite of mine, typically came out of the 
kitchen in random order — dessert might be 
first, soup last, with a rice dish somewhere 
in the middle.  
 During that trip we hopscotched around 
the interior of the country on a tour with a 
young immature Chinese-American as 
leader. He was not only well versed in his 
country’s history but was very aware of the 
many strict rules and regulations that 
pertained to the behavior of his American 
charges.  
 We were booked on various Chinese 
airlines for five domestic flights between six 
different airports. Each competing airline 
passed out souvenirs and a light snack which 
served to distract our attention from the 
gun-carrying soldiers always surrounding us. 
I remember well that at one airport we were 
directed to get off the plane immediately. 
Our guide gave us the instruction “Whatever 
you do, do not cause any trouble. Obey me 
and you will be safe.” After sitting quietly in 
the waiting room reading our books for two 
hours, we were allowed to reboard. It turned 
out that one of the Chinese passengers had 
been ordered to leave the plane but refused 
to go. Therefore the authorities had to figure 
out a way to save face for the man before he 
would willingly disembark so that we could 
once again take off.  
 I remember another very special 
experience while on that trip. We were taken 

to the scene of the traditional Dragon Boat 
races. First we watched actual races between 
several groups of Chinese participants and 
then we were helped to board two individual 
boats, each of which held a dozen 
passengers, thus accommodating our group 
of 24.  Also aboard were two Chinese official 
rowers, one in the bow and one in the stern 
to control the direction of the boat. Then we 
were each given a working paddle so that we 
could actually race each other. What fun!  
 The Chinese government maintained 
tight control throughout our trip. Every time 
we got on a bus to tour a different region a 
Chinese guide came on board with us. He 
would tell us about the population, 
agriculture, and industry of the particular 
region we were visiting that day. Then he 
would take out a little red book containing 
many jokes and would ask us whether we 
would like to hear a joke. Of course we were 
obliged to say yes. He would happily read us 
a particularly corny one, usually familiar to 
us. A typical example, “Why doesn’t a bicycle 
stand up straight?” Answer:“Because it’s two 
tired.”  
 Our leader and I developed a special re-
lationship because he seemed to think I was 
a stand-in for his own mother. In fact he be-
gan to use me like a respected substitute 
parent, slipping letters under my door – let-
ters that asked for advice about handling 
complaints or problems voiced by members 
of our group. It made me feel both percep-
tive and valued to serve as his mentor at 
these times.  
 Early in the trip he bought a rather large 
bamboo birdcage as a gift for his girlfriend. 
Observing that he was having much difficulty 
managing the clumsy cage while dealing with 
the paperwork and arrangements required 
by his job, I offered to carry it for him and I 
did this whenever my hands were free. From 
then on my fellow travelers enjoyed teasing 
me about “my cage.”  
 I feel very grateful to the powers above, 
as well as to an especially competent and 
devoted travel agent, for enabling Malcolm 
and me to enjoy such a memorable 
experience. •
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My First 100 Years 
Al Rosen  

My life as it has played out began in 1932. 
The little I remember before then is Coolidge 
saying -I do not choose to run -, Al Smith 
claiming first to use the 'raadio' -, and 
Hoover promising that - prosperity is just 
around the corner -. He did not tell us where 
the corner was. Then came FDR and his 
alphabet soup of the New Deal - NRA, NYA, 
CCC, and WPA, to name a few. The Supreme 
Court tore them apart. FDR's response was 
an attempt to pack the Court with up to six 
additional judges, all Dems. It blew up in his 
face. Sound familiar? In college I 
concentrated on Physics, and in Grad school 
a Master's Degree in the same.  
 In 1937 I left the academic world hoping 
to find a job in a large company that 
required my skills. The job I was seeking 
was nowhere to be found, at least for a 
Jewish boy with no industrial experience. I 
turned to the Boston School System, 
qualified for acceptance as a temporary 
substitute teacher of Physics, and was 
accepted. My first assignment was for a full 
school year at my alma mater, teaching 
Physics in company with my own former 
teachers, who helped me enormously. The 
pay was $7 per day. I finished the year well 
regarded by my fellow teachers and the 
headmaster, exuberant with expectation for 
the next year.  
 This experience was repeated for each of 
the next three school years, with one major 
difference. In each succeeding year my 
assignment was inferior to the one in the 
preceding year. I left the System. 
 During this teacher’s experience I had 
filled my evenings attending Evening Law 
School. In June of 1941 a Law degree was 
added to my qualifications. This turned out 
to be an advantage when I gave up on 
teaching. The Patent Office had openings for 
Junior Examiners who had degrees in 
Science and Law. I got a position, and in 
Sept 1941 was sworn in as a Junior Patent 
Examiner, a Federal Employee, pay grade 
P1/$2000 per year. I had finally landed a job 
with a responsible employer that paid a 
regular salary. The game of getting an 

education and finding employment was now 
over.  
 A substantial career lay before me. But 
on the first Sunday in December 1941, the 
radio and the conversation both went silent 
and a voice intoned “ladies and gentlemen, 
the President of the United States”, followed 
by a familiar voice that delivered the “Day 
that will Live in Infamy” speech. The happy 
plans went up in smoke before that speech 
was finished. 
 Next morning I visited Navy HQ on 
Constitution Ave to present my CV. I was 
told to stand by and wait to be contacted. In 
late February 1942 I got a letter telling me 
to report to Naval HQ in Boston. There I was 
commissioned Ensign USN C-V(S), which 
translates into “Communication-volunteer 
(specialist)”, given authority to buy my 
required uniforms and a voucher to pay for 
them, and orders to report for training to 
stations in Harvard and MIT. Here I was, a 
“Volunteer Specialist” with no military 
training, wondering what was in store for 
me. Ordinarily people in this situation see 
shore duty behind a desk or in a laboratory. 
Not me! At the end of this training I was 
assigned to the commissioning crew of a ship 
being built in Seattle, and given tickets to go 
there by train. 

In Seattle I met a busy group of men 
attending to the outfitting of a hull tied to a 
dock on Alaska Way. I became the 
Communication Division Training Officer. In 
mid-February 1943 the ship was 
commissioned and went to sea on its 
shakedown cruise, destination Perlas Islands, 
Panama. Two trips back and forth through 
the canal to Norfolk and return checked out 
the ship and its crew. Boston was designated 
our home port and we began regular 
“logistic” cruises between Boston and Bristol, 
UK. This went on through the Spring and 
Summer of 1943. On one occasion when the 
ship was in Boston, in late May or early June, 
the Captain, his local lady friend, Rea and I 
were drinking our lunch at a Back-Bay hotel, 
when Rea asked him to name a date when 
we could plan to get married. The obvious 
answer – he could not reveal that 
information. But indirectly she teased mid-
July out of him. A mid-July wedding was 
planned, but on that date the ship was stuck 
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in Iceland. We arrived back in Boston August 
1st, and Rea and I were married a week 
later in the Beacon House in Brookline. Her 
family put it all together with less than a 
week to do it. The guests were invited by 
telephone. Caterer, musicians and a 
photographer were all there. Before the 
ceremony the Rabbi made a big fuss over a 
wedding contract. Conspicuously, he handed 
the executed document to Rea's father. 
Twenty years later, satisfied that I had done 
right by his daughter, he gave it to me. 
When it was over, and guests all gone, Rea 
and I were alone in South Station waiting for 
a train to New York. I had been given a one-
week leave of absence, and we did not want 
to waste any of it. 

 
My sea duty lasted about sixteen months, 
the last, June 1944, being in the English 
Channel among the huge mass of people 
going east to visit Europe without an 
invitation. We saw it all, from the first day 
when the sky was so full of our aircraft that 
we could not see it, through a storm in the 
middle of the month that stopped transport 
across the channel, to the last days when 
the beachhead was secured. Our duty during 

that month was to seek out and destroy 
submarines. At the end of that month the 
ship returned to Norfolk, where I was 
detached from it.  
 All my duties from then on were shore 
based. My last duty assignment was in 
Cambridge, Mass, as a member of a select 
group of people familiar with Patent Law. 
Our duty was to prepare and file applications 
for patents to cover the vast number of 
inventions that had been made, at 
government expense, in designing and 
building the radar systems that had been 
developed during the War. This assignment 
prepared me to resume my civilian 
employment upon discharge from active duty 
in January 1946.  
 I served in the Reserve for the next 
several years, and was retired at age 60 with 
rank of Commander. 

My return to civilian life required us to make 
some decisions. Our first son was nearing his 
first birthday. We had to consider the 
environment in which he would be brought 
up, especially his access to grandparents and 
cousins. Economically the easiest choice 
would have been to return to the Patent 
Office and resume where I had left off. 
Neither Rea nor I wanted to live in 
Washington, out of daily touch with our 
families. I placed a “situation wanted” ad in 
the Sunday Globe and on Monday I was 
hired into a small company in Cambridge. 
The man who headed the Signal Corps 
patent team at my last duty station had 
become my friend. His advice to me was – 
not to worry; if you get into trouble call and 
I will help you out. A few times when I got in 
over my head he did just that. He gave me 
the confidence to get through the first few 
months of my employment.  
 Within a year I became uneasy about my 
future in this company. I left and found a 
position with a larger company. My new 
employment started Feb 17, 1947, Rea’s 
birthday. 
 My new employer did business 
essentially with our government, mostly the 
Navy, and the Navy Departments of a few 
foreign countries. They had acquired a 
smaller company that specialized in 
submarine signaling gear. This smaller 
company had developed a substantial foreign 
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patent portfolio under which they had 
licensed the Navies of many foreign 
countries, including Germany. I was 
assigned to this smaller company, where I 
became familiar with their patent holdings.  
 Late on a day a few years later the Lead 
Patent Attorney popped into my office 
followed by a secretary, each carrying two 
piles of patent wrappers [three-fold files 
used to hold the papers of a patent 
application]. They were the foreign patent 
files of the subsidiary. I was familiar with 
them. One firm of Foreign Patent Agents 
located in New York had represented the 
subsidiary before the patent offices in foreign 
countries. One advantage of this connection 
was that the Senior Partner of that firm was 
also the President (or equivalent) of the 
Theater Guild. Every time I visited them, 
tickets to plays were waiting for me. I 
started to take Rea with me. 
 I became the only one in the office who 
had a useful knowledge of the company’s 
foreign patent portfolio. Eventually I was 
chosen to be Counsel to the International 
Division. I held that responsibility until my 
resignation late in the summer of 1958. 

How my resignation came about is a story 
within this story. The top management of the 
company had changed. The new managers 
had embarked on a project to upgrade all 
employees, starting with the lowest level. I 
was in general counsel’s office when a 
denizen of the new managers came in to 
explain what they proposed to do. I was 
invited to stay. I learned that I would wait 
two to three years for my next pay increase. 
As I went home that evening, this grated on 
me. I had solid information that I could 
greatly increase my salary by moving to 
another company. When I entered the house 
Rea asked “what’s wrong?” My answer was 
“This party is over.” 
 In response to my unhappiness the 
General Counsel sent me to the evaluation 
experts the company had hired, where I was 
tested by one of its principals and had a nice 
long conference with him. Their conclusion, 
communicated first to me, was that I was 
worth more than I was being paid, but that I 
was qualified for private practice and would 
be happier there than in a corporate 
environment. I wanted to try private 

practice. I wanted to get full value for my 
services. 

My private practice began in 1958 and ran 
for nearly twenty years. It started with two 
clients in Burlington on Route 128 who 
remained with me for all this time. It grew 
as large as I could manage, including several 
clients in a few foreign countries – Canada 
(where I was admitted to the Patent Bar), 
England (with a client in Newcastle) and 
California (which I treated like a foreign 
country because it was large enough to be 
one). At that time Route 128 was the 
forerunner of Silicon Valley. My Route 128 
clients were buying companies in California, 
located from San Francisco down to 
Mountain View, and one in Ventura (near Los 
Angeles). I was making quarterly visits to 
them just to keep in touch with what they 
were doing. A social life was developing such 
that on some visits Rea came with me. In 
one visit she and I started in San Francisco 
and drove south to Los Angeles, where we 
met with her family members who had 
moved west. It was an interesting life, which 
I had to curtail when we decided to spend 
more time in Florida. 
 It is not possible to sell a law practice. It 
is possible, however, to merge two practices. 
I did that with the consent of most of my 
clients. At age 62 I did not intend to give up 
the practice of patent law, so I qualified for 
admission to the Florida Bar and opened an 
office in West Palm Beach. I had thought 
that my firm in Boston might be interested in 
having an office in Florida, so I ran it as a 
branch of that firm for ten years. There was 
no high technology business in South Florida 
at that time, and patent lawyers were few 
and far between. I did get business, but only 
for mousetrap-like inventions. One of my 
competitors who had a nice office in the city 
spent most of his time running the local zoo. 
At the end of ten years the firm was not 
interested, so I decided to retire. It was now 
1987 and that party was over. 

One of my clients, a periodontist for whom I 
got a patent, had built a business around it. 
When he learned of my intention to retire he 
came to me and asked if I would do the 
patent work for a new company he and a 
friend had just started. It was in the dental 
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restoration technology area, and he already 
knew that I had practiced in that area. He 
asked about my fee schedule for a 
continuing relationship. My answer was “I 
am not interested in fees. If I am going to go 
back to work it will be to build a patent 
portfolio for an entity that will give me full 
control and cooperation starting the moment 
each new idea is conceived, and I will do 
that only for an equity interest in that 
entity.” I thought they would walk away. 
They didn’t and in mid-1987 I started work 
and continued it until late in 1999, when the 
company was sold. My patent portfolio was a 
big factor in setting the price. The buyer’s 
stock kept splitting three for two for the next 
five years. Again, now at 85 years, I was 
unemployed. This party, too, was over. I 
retired seriously this time. 

My post-graduate retirement ran about six 
years until I began to feel bored. We had 
enjoyed seasonal membership at Kravis 
Center in West Palm Beach and had 
assembled a list of best restaurants in South 
Florida, from Boca Raton to Palm Beach 
Gardens and a few in Miami. It all felt 
hollow. At times when I was alone I would 
think about big world problems and how I 
would solve them. Most were daydreams 
that quickly faded, but there was one that 
appealed to the physicist in me. It lingered, 
forcing me to reflect on it. This process came 
and went for a year or two, when a little 
voice in the back of my head said “The 
physics of this problem is simple and 
straightforward. There is no reason why it 
cannot be solved”. I was hooked into trying 
to find a solution. I was obsessed with that 
task from that moment until now. A viable 
solution is in sight. Meanwhile an entity 
seeking to solve the same problem has 
emerged. Their proposed solution differs 
from mine. Now I see that I am attending a 
new party. I am no longer bored. 
 I was not alone in this career. For more 
than seventy years Rea has encouraged and 
supported me. Together we raised two sons, 
and now have four grandchildren and five 
great-grandchildren. She ran my private 
practice office for nearly twenty years, 

relieving me of the tasks of hiring help, 
ordering supplies, and entertaining business 
guests. In the latter function she 
experienced one big surprise. My guest was 
the opposing counsel in a matter between 
his employer and my client. His employer 
was in a corner of the Midwest where Jews 
were rarely seen, if ever. Rea and I took him 
to dinner at Pier 4. After drinks and lobster 
he turned to Rea and said "You are the first 
Jewess I have ever seen". It was a matter-
of-fact statement of a discovery. I did not 
detect any emotion in it. Rea was silent. 

 
We have been residents in NewBridge on the 
Charles for more than five years. I resisted 
coming here because I viewed it as an end-
of-life experience. It has not worked out that 
way at all. My lifetime hobby - photography - 
found a warm welcome here that I did not 
expect. Rather than coasting downhill I have 
been energized to improve my skills. I am 
grateful for that. The Bridge has made me 
welcome in spite of my being contentious at 
times. I am thankful for that. More 
important, Rea has been an active bridge 
player. I have never seen her as active as 
she has been here, in favor of getting a card 
room suitable for bridge playing. She was 
not easily discouraged. • 

Editor’s Note: For more about how Al met his 
wife Rea, download from our website the 
April 2014 issue of The Bridge, and read 
“Abraham Mitchell’s Story” by Al and Rea 
Rosen. 
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Hutschenreuther 
Richard Feffer 

The year was 1948. I was just married to 
Janice and working for the Foreign Service in 
Paris. One of the amenities that were offered 
to employees of the Embassy in lieu of a 
decent salary was access to the Army Post 
Exchange. It was at the PX bulletin board 
that my bride saw the very special notice. 
The PX had negotiated with Rosenthal China 
to offer dinner sets for six at the special 
price of $110. At that price she had to buy 
two. 
 A few weeks after the order was placed 
we got the bad news. A new currency for 
Germany backed by England, France, and 
the USA was issued to replace the old Mark 
in the territories under their control. The 
Soviet Union declined to participate in this 
monetary reform, and the cold war started. 
Rosenthal located in Soviet Bavaria could not 
fulfill the contract and cancelled the dinner 
set orders. 
 Janice’s disappointment was palpable. I 
was determined, as any good husband 
would, to assuage her distress. I would 
surprise her with a new dinner set that I 
would buy in Germany. On a trip to 
Frankfort, I spied in a china shop window the 
most elegant dinnerware service I had ever 
seen. It was a 139-piece set for twelve of 
the purist Hutschenreuther Bavarian  

 

porcelain. The design was classic featuring a 
rim of deep blue cobalt enhanced with a 
pattern of gold filigree. It was designed for 
Royalty. I have now forgotten the price, but 
I know it was above my budget. But paying 
the price was only the beginning of the 
negotiation. The sales person explained that 
the factory insisted on receiving in addition 
to the money a quantity of gold so it could 
produce additional sets.  
 On my next trip to Switzerland I 
purchased the required gold leaf, and I 
happily returned to Frankfort to complete the 
transaction. The establishment facilitated my 
carrying the set back to Paris by loaning me 
an enormous black fiberglass suitcase. When 
packed carefully the case would hold about 
half the dinner set. This was not a problem, 
because I would get the remaining pieces on 
a subsequent trip. 
 I returned to Paris on the over-night 
express. I cautioned the train porter to be 
extra careful with my very, very heavy 
fiberglass suitcase. This was a critical 
mistake! When the train stopped at the 
French border, the Duane (French Customs) 
demanded to see the contents of my case. 
On inspection, he concluded that I was 
importing merchandise into France, and that 
I should have declared it, and pay a duty. I 
contended with great vigor that I was a 
Foreign Service Officer traveling on a 
Diplomatic Passport, and that the dishes 
were my personal property in transit, and 
destined to my home in the United States. 
This was an impasse that held up the 
express train for an hour and a half. In the 
end, the French customs officials and border 
patrol officers prevailed. Outnumbered, I had 
no choice but to accept their determination. 
They would hold my precious cargo in 
storage at the border, and I could pursue my 
case with their headquarters in Paris. 

Of course my request for the release of the 
dishes had to be filed through official 
channels, and the filing had to be initiated by 
my director, Colonel Loup. Colonel Loup was 
a tough boss who insisted on maintaining 
both his military title and the military 
protocol in managing the affairs of his office. 
I was sure he would consider my mishap a 
trivial distraction from the critical matters 
that came under his responsibilities.  
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 I met with him with great trepidation. As 
I was relating the sad experience I had on 
the Paris Express, I could tell he was 
becoming angrier and angrier. His face 
became red and his forehead bore beads of 
perspiration. Finally he pounded his fist on 
the desk, and roared, “Those damn 
communists, they’ll do anything to disrupt 
us.” He then initiated the documents needed 
for the release of my dishes. 

A short time later I was in Frankfurt and 
reclaimed the other half of my dishes. 
Needless to say I was wiser in bringing these 
dishes into my sleeping-car compartment on 
the Paris Express. The trip was routine and 
when I arrived in Paris, dishes in hand, 
Janice was waiting. Here emotions were both 
delight and fear. She loved the dishes—the 
elegant design—the dainty demitasse cups—
the stylish cream soups with double 
handles—the graceful covers for the 
vegetable bowls. Her fear was not getting 
the rest of the set. What good are cups if 
there are no saucers, covers without bowls, 
or only five dinner plates? 
 In time the release came through, and I 
could pick up my dishes at the border 
storage facility. I arrived at the border at 
1:30 A.M., and spent the night resting in the 
railroad station. In the morning the customs 
clerk at the storage facility explained the 
technicality. I could not get the dishes there; 
but he would send them on my return train 
in the baggage car. I could then get them 
from the customs office in Paris. They 
appreciated my concern about possible 
damage in transit in the baggage car. They 
permitted me to repack the large fiberglass 
suitcase. I bought a big bunch of packing 
straw from a wine store in the village and 
stuffed it in between the precious porcelain. 
 Claiming the suitcase in Paris was 
routine, and we now had our dinner set 
complete! The entire set of dishes, now 
united, was arranged on a large table. It was 
an awesome sight; but there was a slight 

trace of disappoint on Janice’s face. After a 
great deal of coaching, she finally confessed 
her concern. The set had no soup tureen! 
This was an incontrovertible deficiency which 
I had to remedy. 
 Luckily, I received a temporary 
assignment in Vienna, a city with a rich 
tradition in art, music, and ceramic 
manufacture. I found an atelier that made 
custom soup tureens. The staff there 
assured me that they could create an 
exquisite tureen that would have the same 
pattern as my cherished dinner set. 
However, one minor problem arose. It was 
essential that the tureen design bear the 
family crest of the owner. This owner had no 
crest, but the creative designer took my 
initials (RJF) and transformed my monogram 
into a regal looking crest.  
 

 
  

I was now able to present to my beloved a 
magnificent dinner set complete with a 
matching, custom made, personalized soup 
tureen, which she never used. •
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Gypsy Girl 
Sybil Gladstone   v1 

She was a sixth grader at Newton's Bowen 
School and I was a school volunteer. We met 
on Wednesday mornings in the corridor 
outside her classroom to work on reading 
and writing, and general school adjustment. 
During the time we spent together, she 
revealed aspects of her gypsy life, although 
she never used that word. One day she told 
of being wakened at midnight so she, her 
older sister and their mother could turn their 
mattresses. Another time she mentioned 
that her sister had gone to Texas to live with 
cousins. Children were freely exchanged. 
 Let's call her Jodi, this sad waif who 
seemed so out of place in a classroom of 
diligent students with good attendance 
records. Her teacher would give us an 
assignment, after privately telling me, "The 
work you do with her doesn't make any 
difference." But we struggled on. One day as 
I sat beside her I noticed that Jodi was 
stroking the sleeve of my jacket. "It's so 
soft", she said. 
 Then inspiration struck. Each student 
was to choose a book in the school library 
and create a project based on the story. We 
went to the library together and selected a 
tale of a girl who lost her gold bracelet. To 
my great pleasure, Jodi came to school the 
following week with a carefully crafted 
diorama in a shoebox standing on its side. It 
contained a little bed, a curtained window, 
and in the corner a little doll sitting on the 
floor with a tiny gold circlet beside her. 
Where had the gold bracelet come from? She 
had found it. She had done an amazing job 
of executing this assignment, and we took 
her project to the principal's office for her 
approval. 
 As spring approached, there was talk of 
moving on to the junior high school. Perhaps 
I could be her volunteer there as well? 
Permission was obtained from the principal 
of Bowen, as well as the principal of the 
junior high. The next approach was made to 
Jodi's mother, who, I was told, had some 
doubts. 
 During the last week of school in June 
Jodi failed to appear. Her mother had called 
the office to say they were moving to 

Buffalo, and gave their new phone number. 
The school secretary called and got no 
answer. I called and learned the number 
belonged to another person. Baffled and 
disheartened, I loosened my ties to the 
gypsy girl and moved on. 

Some years later I was reading the Police 
Log in the Newton Tab. Among the petty 
crimes listed was a shoplifting incident 
carried out by Jodi and her sister, who were 
arrested. Buffalo was a myth. Sadly, crime in 
Newton was a reality. • 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Fruit Bowl 
Rita Fireman  

Round ball 
of captured sun 

blazing from the golden state, 
squeezed into the juice 
of America's morning. 

George Washington's 
nemesis felt his mortal chop 
and he could not tell a lie. 

Life is not a bowl of 

Clingstone and freestone 
a baby's head of downy fuzz, 
the Belle of Georgia, Alberta 

has that complexion 
to die for. 

Five thousand years ago 
Israelites rested under its shade. 

Red clusters, green globes 
fruit of the vine 

manna in the mouth. 

Fat queen of summer 
tough on the outside but 

inside her great green belly 
the pink flesh is sweet and cool flowing 

Crowning glory of the picnic table 
when she herself is the bowl. 
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Another Chance Discovery  
Fay Bussgang 

This was not a genealogical discovery like 
my others, but it certainly happened purely 
by chance. 
 In 1993, we were living in Warsaw for 
three months while Julian worked as a 
volunteer with the International Executive 
Service Corps. His job was to help a Polish 
electronics factory privatize. While he was at 
the factory, I spent time doing genealogical 
research in the archives, or volunteering at 
the Jewish Historical Institute. 
 Through the Jewish Historical Institute in 
Warsaw, we came in contact with a man 
called Michal Friedman, who was the 
chairman of the board. It turned out that he 
lived in the same apartment complex as we, 
and one afternoon, he invited us to his place 
for tea to meet his wife. 
 The next day, as Julian was going off to 
work, he encountered Mrs. Friedman as she 
was doing her morning errands. When she 
went back up to her apartment, she told her 
husband, who was having coffee with a 
friend, that she had just seen Mr. Bussgang 
downstairs. Upon hearing this, the friend 
looked very startled and said, “Bussgang? Is 
his name Julian? Is he from Lwow? Is he 
about our age?”  
 A few minutes later, our telephone rang, 
and a man excitedly explained to me, in 
fairly good English, that he was Bronek 
Bednarz, originally from Lwow, and that he 
had had a friend in high school named Julian 
Bussgang. Could this Julian Bussgang be the 
same one he used to know? I assured him 
that there was only one Julian Bussgang in 
Lwow during the 30s. It must be he.  
 What an extraordinary coincidence! We 
would never have found Bronek Bednarz in 
any other way had it not been that he was in 
the Friedman apartment at the moment 
when Mrs. Friedman returned to tell her 
husband that she had seen Julian 
downstairs. 
 As I later found out, Bronek Bednarz not 
only went to the same high school as Julian 
in Lwow, Poland (now Lviv, Ukraine), he sat 
next to him on the same two-person bench, 
because they were seated alphabetically. 
 

 Bronek has an interesting history. He is 
not Jewish, but he always had Jewish 
friends, both in Lwow, and, later, in Warsaw. 
He had been in the Polish Army on the 
eastern front (under the Soviets), had 
remained in the army after the war, and had 
even become a general. In 1967 and 1968, 
there was an anti-Zionist campaign in Poland 
that resulted in Jews being fired or demoted 
from their jobs. It was right after the 1967 
war in Israel, and Jews in Poland were 
accused of having dual loyalty (the Russians 
were supporting the Arabs). Because Bronek 
refused to go along with the anti-Zionist 
campaign, he also lost his job. 
 We learned another interesting and 
admirable fact about him. In 1946, after the 
war, there was a terrible pogrom in Kielce in 
which more than 40 returning Holocaust 
survivors were killed by inhabitants of the 
town. A few years ago, a scholarly book was 
written about the Kielce pogrom, and the 
author stated that more Jews would have 
been killed had not young Lieutenant 
Bednarz loaded a group of them onto a truck 
and taken them out of harm’s way.  
 It has been great to see a friendship 
rekindled. Bronek had saved pictures and 
school reports that list all the students in 
their high school class. He also put us in 
touch with another classmate (also non-
Jewish) who lives in Krakow. We usually see 
both of them whenever we go to Poland. 
 What is funny about the picture below, 
taken at a café in 2010, is that without 
consultation, Bronek and Julian showed up 
perfectly coordinated in black shirts and tan 
vests. • 
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Creating "Parents Without Partners" 
Irving I. Silverman

It was July 1956 when my first wife 
Henrietta died, and I became a single parent 
of a nine-year-old daughter and a five-year-
old son.  

 
Henrietta Silverman 

 I was ill prepared for that status until I 
read a short article in the NY Times about 
the intention of two widowed people who 
were interested in meeting other single 
parents, and were inviting them to come to a 
meeting at the Fraternal Clubhouse in 
Manhattan. 
  I decided to attend the meeting. I came 
after work not knowing that my life would be 
forever changed as a result. 
 It actually was the second meeting of a 
group of seven single parents, five women 
and two men, all of whom lived in the city. 
Everyone was well dressed for the 
encounter, each, like me, not knowing what 
to expect.  
 Jackie Bernard and Charlie Smith were 
both educators and newly widowed. They 
knew each other at work. Neither had any 
experience in organizational planning.  
 The discussion was not going anywhere 
until l raised my hand and offered a 

suggestion that if the group were to be 
successful, it be broadened beyond 
Manhattan and open to all single parents 
everywhere. That seemed to be the spark 
that ignited the group. I was asked where I 
lived. When I responded Nassau County, I 
was asked by Jackie and Charlie if I would be 
interested in organizing a Long Island 
chapter.  I agreed and was immediately 
presented with nine index cards with the 
names of people who had attended the first 
meeting. 
 I had some organizational experience 
and was excited about the idea I had 
proposed, not at all anticipating what was to 
happen.  
 The challenge evolved when I reviewed 
the cards and found that only one person 
lived near me. I lived in West Hempstead. 
 When I called each of the nine names I 
learned that all were interested in being part 
of a Long Island group. One woman offered 
to host the meeting in her home in 
Cedarhurst, and I realized I couldn't attend. 
Because of my visual impairment, I didn't 
drive.  
 I re-called Nancy Friedland, the person 
who lived in Roslyn and was closest to me. 
She gladly offered to drive me to the 
meeting, probably being surprised that I 
lived in Nassau and didn't drive. That drive 
was followed by dozens of additional drives 
and she became my meeting and activity 
driver. 
  The meeting took place and the Long 
Island chapter of "Parents Without Partners"  
was launched. It developed into the 
international organization which still exists 
and celebrated its 50th anniversary in 2007. 
I was invited to be the keynote speaker. 
 At the Long Island meeting, I accepted 
the Chairmanship and maneuvered Nancy to 
be secretary so I could be assured of 
transportation. 
 The group decided it would be single 
parent oriented toward children of single 
parents and not be a social dating group. It 
would meet monthly, and be 
interdenominational, and aggressively recruit 
new members. It hopefully would expand 
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throughout America and even internationally 
because the need for such togetherness 
existed and was not presently in existence.  
 The Long Island Chapter thrived and 
grew to several hundred members and then 
spun off chapters in every New York City 
borough and county, with dozens of child 
oriented activities. 
 The emphasis was always toward 
children of single parents and that they were 
not freaks and should meet other similar 
children. 
 My children would very frequently meet 
Nancy's children who were of similar ages.  
Nancy would drive us all to concerts, 
museums, sporting events, cultural and 
social activities. Our children became close 
friends, and the group was accomplishing 
our objective.  

 
Nancy N. Silverman 

 Throughout all these trips I hardly ever 
really looked at Nancy. She was just my 
driver. One day when Nancy was driving me 
back home, I saw her for the first time. I 
saw an attractive young woman with brilliant 
blonde hair, always well groomed, smart and 
a good conversationalist. 
  "If I asked you for a date," I inquired, 
"would you accept?" 

 "Why did it take you so long to ask,” she 
responded. 
 We dated aggressively without advising 
the group. Nine months later, again on a 
return trip to my home, she surprised me 
with another question, "Will you be marrying 
me?" 
 "I don't know," I awkwardly answered. 
 "When will you know," she asked.  
 "Two weeks," I said.  
 "One week," she said quickly.  
 Finally, I did answer affirmatively and we 
were married ten months later for 43 happy 
years.  
 We did leave the group into other hands. 
I believe PWP now has over 100,000 
members. All because of a little article in the 
NY Times! • 
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Who I Am 
Caryn Finard  

I am oneness 
I am unique 

I see the universe as a whole  
 rather than in segments 

My conscious mind evokes majesty,  
 love and quality 
As my world changes,  
 I am aware of my inner being  
 which is stable and complete 
The past is yesteryear and I cherish  
 the wonder of empowerment 

The limitations I impose on myself are  
 only evaluations and nonproductive 
When I get past the restrictions,  
 perplexities and hypocrisies of life  
 I feel fulfilled 

The world is an evolution in time  
 imparting new perspectives and  
 resolutions 
My material possessions are only 
  skeletal estimates of security 

Today is the here and now  
 and awakens new opportunities, 
 achievements and procurements 
I am perfect just the way I am 
My mind extends far beyond  
 boundaries and strictures 
As I grow older I accept  
 that which I cannot change 

I am oneness 
I am unique 

Monhegan Island, 1966 
Liane Reif-Lehrer 

 

This is my island, my ocean. 
These are my cliffs, my rocks, 

My wildflowers. 
The fog is mine too, and the 

Rain, when it comes. 

The weeds bow to the breeze 
And mirror themselves 

Reflecting their bright hues 
In rippled darkness. 

The pointed firs protect me in grey 
From the danger of the jagged rocks, 

Which yield such gentle warmth 
That I may lie upon in radiant days. 

Only the gulls, tame as they are 
Are not mine. 

They have wings 
And are fickle. 

They come only to those  
Who offer food. 

  

On-line Forms on Our Community Website 
www.NewBridgeResidents. org 

Use simple on-line forms for: 
• Plumbing, electrical, heating, air conditioning, IT and other service 
• Guesthouse reservations 
• Member-away notifications 
• Visitor parking  
• Catering RFPs (Requests for Proposal) 

You will receive an email acknowledgment for every order 
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The Oldsmobile 
Charles Weinstein  

He lived in a neighborhood where most of 
the houses were three-deckers, houses that 
the bank owned because it was the 
depression. They lived on the second floor; 
he had a younger brother who didn’t go to 
school yet. There was a big front porch that 
was screened and a small back porch with an 
icebox. And they had a card you put in the 
front window to tell the iceman how much 
ice you needed. The iceman always kept the 
tailgate of his truck straight out and he 
chopped the ice on the tailgate. The kids ran 
afier the truck crying for a small piece of ice. 
On the side of the truck was painted 
Chapdelaine Bros, or something like that. 
 There was a bakery, Lochery’s Bakery, 
that owned a horse and wagon. It looked like 
a little house being pulled by an old horse 
with blinders. Ed, the driver, mostly walked 
and brought the baked goods that people 
ordered from their front porches, right to 
their door. Then he’d call the horse to the 
next house by saying “wee, chubb, chubb”, 
or something like that. 
 They owned a Dodge that was a faded 
blue and no beauty. There was an accident, 
but the kids weren’t in the car. Thank God 

nobody was killed, but the car was ruined 
and they were pretty shaken up. They went 
to the hospital for X-rays. His mother was a 
good witness, the lawyer said. She cried a 
little on the stand when she told about the 
accident. She wore the pretty hat that 
looked like a Russian Cossack hat with sleek 
black fur around and green cloth on top. 
 Then one day he was playing baseball 
with the guys – it was summer and that’s 
what you did in the summer. They were 
playing in Fitter’s field, the Fitzgeralds owned 
the land. He was pitching pretty good when 
Lucy, who lived next door, came running to 
tell everyone who would listen that his father 
had a new car in the driveway. 
 He ran home so fast he thought his chest 
would explode. And there it was, a new 
Oldsmobile, shiny black with white sidewall 
tires. It was long and had a rounded built-in 
trunk in the back. No running boards, you 
just opened the door and got in. 
 Every Sunday after that he’d get a pail of 
hot soapy water and he’d wash those white 
sidewalls, and the whole family would go for 
a ride to Look Park or Hampden Ponds or 
maybe to Northampton or Greenfield to 
spend some time with the relatives. • 
 

 
May I Help You? 

Murray Staub  

“May I help you?” was the beginning of an 
encounter I had at the Departure Area of the 
Bangkok International Airport with a small, 
saffron robed woman. She was struggling to 
fill out the required exit form, and she 
gratefully allowed me to help her. 
 It turned out that she was a Thai Nun 
who had not left Thailand in 30 years, and 
was totally confused and concerned about 
the “outside world” she was now entering. 
After we completed her form, we chatted for 
a while. I discovered that she had come from 
Brooklyn, New York many years ago, and 
was returning for a short visit. Just before 
boarding the plane she said, “I have nothing 
I can give you for your help except a bit of 
advice that will give you long life.” I listened 
eagerly as she leaned into my ear and 
whispered, “Eat a banana every day!” • 

 
 

 
Sketch by Helene Ross  
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Can We Really Go Home Again? 
Frankie Wolff  

I’m just back from a week in New Orleans, 
where I lived for 81 wonderful years until I 
moved to NBOC five years ago. My son Len 
met me there for the last two days. Each of 
us came to New Orleans to be with Margot, 
our special Family Friend, who had recently 
moved from her colorful, Judaica-treasure 
trove apartment to two rooms in Alabama in 
a Continuing Care Community.  Being with 
my adult son in New Orleans, just the two of 
us, was a rare and lovely experience.  
 But thoughts are rushing to come out – 
not just thoughts but feelings too: what I 
loved about New Orleans, what I’ve “oohed” 
and “aahed” over, the familiarity of long 
years of a special kind of attraction to ties 
that bind me to my former life. 
 Upon arriving in the city, my first 
reaction was “Oh, everything looks so clean! 
No paper strewn all over. No trash on I-10, 
the highway into the City. Bob, my friendly 
cab driver, assured me that was unusual! 
 As we drove further into the City, to 
uptown New Orleans, my eyes feasted on old 
favorites: dappled shadows on the pavement 
from ancient oak trees on St. Charles 
Avenue, a generous growth of tiny ferns on 
their branches, their “arms” blending 
majesty, strength. I was awed by our oaks. 
And although I was too late for the azalea 
season, magnolias and honeysuckle seemed 
more luxurious than I had remembered. The 
ambience of New Orleans that I hear so 
much about as an NBOC resident was 
palpable—each shotgun, freshly painted or 
faded; the mix of stately homes with leaded 
glass doors around the block from cottages 
with picket fences—a true gumbo of 
Southern beauties. I was surprised at the 
depth of my feelings, at my delight in the 
old, the familiar. 
 Still, reconnecting with Margot, as well 
as with my other friends, was the reason for 
our trip. Her years of prednisone, and a 

recent walker, quickly blended into the 
background as we hugged, giggled, 
reminisced, and renewed our friendship. Our 
bond had just stayed in place, alive, loving, 
connecting us as always. 
 On previous trips I stayed with Margot or 
my friend Leila, but this time I stayed at an 
Inn. I loved its worn beauty, dark woodwork 
and pocket doors that reminded me of my 
grandfather’s home in Pensacola, Florida. 
Even the tiny tiles on the front porch were 
wonderfully reminiscent. Having good, 
strong New Orleans coffee for breakfast 
while sitting in a wicker rocker facing St. 
Charles Avenue, hearing the familiar whinny 
sounds of the street cars, and looking up at 
weathered oaks filled a longing I didn’t know 
I had! 
 Ah yes, my friends. In an effort to be 
with each of them, I had made a daily 
schedule: breakfast, lunch, dinner—and 
some days, coffee in-between! We glommed 
onto each other, trading generous hugs, 
updates on our families, our lives, our 
recognition of physical changes and new 
accommodations; we successfully avoided 
“you look wonderful” but there were lots of 
“you haven’t changed a bit!” We shed some 
tears, smiled often; we toasted our health, 
our friendship. 
 And then it was over. 

On the ride back to the airport my thoughts 
and feelings swirled. I felt deep satisfaction—
my clothes (oh so important) had been just 
right. 
 Actually I felt “full”—of friendship, 
sharing, sights that I had loved, that were 
part of me but in my everyday life in New 
Orleans perhaps had become just part of the 
‘wallpaper’. 
 So…can we really go home again? 
I did. And I loved it. I held close what I had 
once loved. 
 Now I was ready to go home again, to 
NBOC, my home these last five years. •

 
 


