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Notes from the Editor 
We really need articles from our new 
residents and from those of you readers 
who think you have nothing to offer. Please 
contact me or Ed Goldstein for help in writing 
down a few of your past memories or 
present experiences. The anecdotes you tell 
at the dinner table often make the best 
stories.  
 And how about our cover photo that Herb 
Schwedock snapped, with waitress Kimberly 
serving a cake to surprised birthday 
celebrants Mimi, Phyllis, and Mary! 
 These memories are to be shared. • 

 
The Little Boy 
Sybil Gladstone   

The little boy was a problem, his 
grandmother confided. He had autism (the 
word spoken with a heavy foreign accent). 
His mother, declaring she felt depressed, left 
the state, so he lived with his dad and 
grandma. Unmanageable, untrained, the 
four-year-old roamed their apartment, 
destroying what he could not comprehend. 
The grandmother worked during the day, 
then went home to take charge so the father 
could work at night. The child had had a 
stroke, she explained, so was seen weekly 
by a doctor at Children's Hospital. No, he 
was not going to school. 
Given some encouragement, her son asked 
the doctor whether school was a possibility 
for his troubled child. Late in the summer, 
inquiries were made. An evaluation date was 
established in the fall, a school assignment 
was made in the winter. The resulting 
placement was inappropriate. The boy's 
father was warned that he would lose his job 
if he took any more time off. Everyone 
despaired. 
One freezing February day, the grandmother 
spoke six beautiful words, "My grandson is 
going to school!" The good doctor, with the 
aid of a social worker, had found the 
appropriate school, right for the little boy, 
right for his family. The world was a better 
place. • 

Our Contributors 

September 2015 
• Irving and Charlotte Backman: In honor of 
Marilyn Stone’s birthday 
• Raya S Dreben: in appreciation of helpful-
ness of John Averell  
• Phyllis W. Lichtin: In honor of Judy Rosen-
berg 

October 2015  
• Karen Drescher: Wishing Jack Goldberg a 
speedy recovery  
• Shoshana Garshick: In honor of John 
Averell  
• Barbara Rosenfield: In honor of Joan War-
shaw's birthday  

November 2015  
• Shirley and John Averell: In Memory of 
Claire Blauer  
• Roberta D. D'Eramo: In Memory of Claire 
Blauer  
• Mary Rosenfield: In Honor of Mimi Kirsch's 
birthday  
 • Shirley D. Rubinstein: In Memory of 
Shirley Averell's brother, Sy  
 
 

Dance with the Devil 
A Grandmother’s Lament  

Rita Fireman  

Dance with the devil if you will.  
What makes you say yes when he asks? 
Sure he is a great dancer, 
Spins you around, lifts you off your feet. 
And then those drinks that go down easy 
When you fast trot to the bar. 
He has wandering hands too, 
Up and down and all around. 
In a devil of a time before you know it 
You’re on a bed and NO means Yes. • 
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Security  
Mike Atlas  

On Friday afternoon, August 14, we received 
a telephone call from the Dedham Police 
Department saying there had been an 
emergency call hang-up from our telephone 
number, and was everything all right? 
Barbara assured them we had not made 
such a call, and we were fine 
 Shortly afterward a security person from 
NBOC called and said they had monitored 
the hang-up call from our telephone, and 
was everything OK? We assured him we had 
not made the call, and everything was fine. 
 A few minutes later, a security person 
knocked on our door and entered before I 
could answer the knock. He said that there 
had been an emergency call from our 
telephone number, and were we OK? I told 
him we were fine, and had not made such a 
call. 
 Twenty minutes later there was a knock 
on our door, and the security person, with 
two Dedham policemen wanted to know if 
we were OK, and why we had made the 
emergency call and hung up. 
 I assured them that everything was OK, 
and invited them into the apartment to see 
for themselves. But they said everything 
looked OK, and then left. 
 It was satisfying to know that residents 
here are being looked after. But who made 
the original emergency call, and then hung 
up? • 

Ode to a Dead Squirrel 
Liane Reif-Lehrer 

I saw the sleek black Cadillac 
Bust your guts; 
But never mind, 

There are many of you. 

Later, on the same highway,  
Still recalling your last twitches,  

I saw your brother in rigor,  
Feet stretched to heaven, 

Spotlighted in sun, 
Trussed on the altar of speed. 

The next week, 
You were pressed flat, 

Thrown by spinning wheels 
To the side of the road, 

Almost out of sight. 

Consider yourself a sacrifice  
To Progress. 

Some are rewarded with ribbons, 
Flags once draped on caskets, 

Or, if they went bravely, purple hearts. 

At the end,  
Which will come by way  
Of our own Technology, 

We will all go - 
Like you - sans decoration,  
But mangled and charred, 

Unified at last 
 Into a molten mass 
 Of all that was once  

Life on Earth. • 
  

Happy Fourth Birthday! 
 
The NewBridge residents’ website went operational on January 1, 
2012 and has been working ever since. It was the brainchild of 
John Averell, Beth Lowd, Marion Sanders and Ed Goldstein. Ed’s 
son, Michael, as a Chanukka present to his dad, furnished the 
technical muscle for its construction. Current volunteers are 
Marvin Ungar, Marion Sanders, Herb Schwedock and John 
Averell. Ed Goldstein is its webmaster. 
 

Congratulations and best wishes for the future! 
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Three’s a Crowd  
Mimi Cerier 

Our First Born-Andrew-March 17, 1957. 
 We were living in an apartment on the 
Officers' Quarters in Fort Monmouth, New 
Jersey where my husband was fulfilling his 
two-year military obligation to Uncle Sam, 
delayed so that he could complete his formal 
education. 
 At 10 p.m. on March 16, I was having 
labor pains which were frequent enough so it 
was time to go to the army hospital. At the 
gate a sentry greeted us, questioned why 
my husband was bringing a date to the Post 
at that late hour. After Mel suggested he 
take a look at me in the back seat, the 
sentry was convinced and quickly escorted 
us to the hospital. Andy was born at 4:15 
a.m. that morning. 
 When I awoke about noon, I discovered 
there were twenty-three new mothers in my 
"room." A nurse came over to me, took me 
by the hand, walked me to the end of the 
room where the nursery was, pointed to one 
of the babies, put him in my arms , and said 
to me "He's yours, now take care of him.” 
 I had attended three short pre-natal 
classes in the past three months, but I was 
not prepared for this. On the third day, the 
nurse came and told me it was time for me 
and my son to be discharged, as that was 
the Army policy. 
 I started to cry that I couldn't go home as 
I was having a reaction to the spinal 
anesthesia that had been administered 
during the delivery. I had such a bad 
headache that I was walking on all fours like 
an animal. 
 It took considerable persuasion to let me 
stay two extra days. They also informed 
me that the daily rate was $2.50, and since I 
was there five days, he would cost me 
$12.50. What a bargain! 

Four years later on January 17, 1961, our 
son Jeffrey was born at Beth Israel Hospital 
in Boston. This was a less traumatic 
experience, but a little unusual, too.  
 The new theatrical production, My Fair 
Lady, was playing at the Shubert Theatre in  
 

downtown Boston for only the second time. 
The demand for tickets was great, so it was 
difficult to get them. My parents, brother and 
sister-in-law, Mel and I were anxious to see 
the performance. My sister-in law called to 
say she was only able to get tickets for 
Monday, January 16, my due date. 
 Because my first child had arrived two 
weeks late, I expected this might happen 
again, so I told her to get them. I said the 
worst thing that could happen would be that 
I would have to give the tickets away if I 
came early. 
 On the morning of January 16, I started to 
have slight, occasional symptoms; staining 
and cramping, but I didn't take them 
seriously. I decided to call my doctor that 
afternoon, and he was reassuring, saying if I 
started to have severe pains that evening, I 
could always walk out of the theatre and go 
to the hospital which was close by. 
 As most people did in those days, I got all 
dressed up in my Persian coat and fancy 
high heels, and we all set off in great spirits. 
As a precaution I did call my sister-in-law to 
tell her if my symptoms started to increase 
suddenly, and I had to leave, she should tell 
my parents at intermission why I had left, so 
they would not worry over our sudden 
departure. 
 The curtain went up at 7:30, just as my 
pains started. At 7:45, I asked my husband 
the time, and again at 8:10, and again at 
8:30. With the frequency increasing to every 
twelve minutes, at 8:45, we felt it was time 
to go. 
 As we headed out of the theatre, the head 
usher stopped us and asked, "What's the 
matter? Don't you like the show?” I think we 
were the first people who ever walked out of 
My Fair Lady! 

When we arrived at the hospital, a nurse was 
waiting with a wheelchair. She was unsure 
who needed one, because of my fancy 
clothes and our excitement over the part of 
the performance we were able to attend. 
Everything went routinely, and our second 
son was born on January 17 at 1:15 a.m., 
another twig for our family tree. 

By the time our third child arrived, I was a 
pro at having babies, but we still were 
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amazed about the entire process. Once 
again, we went to Beth Israel Hospital in 
Boston for the delivery. 
 People would ask me if I wanted a girl, 
but I would reply that I just wanted a 
healthy baby. At that time, the sex of the 
child could not be determined with certainty 
in advance. 
After giving birth, I was still in the recovery 
room when I heard someone say, "You had a 
little girl." 
 My response: "To whom are you 
speaking?" 
 Nurse, "I am talking to you." 
 My response, "What is my name?"  
 She told me my name. 
 Then I asked, "How do you spell it?" 
 She spelled my name correctly. 
 She convinced me that my third child was 
REALLY a daughter. 
 How excited I was, and still am after all 
these years! • 
 

The Concorde  
Richard Feffer 

It was the best experience. 
 It was the worst experience. 
 These conflicting concepts roiled in my 
mind as I walked through the dark, deserted 
streets at midnight in Mayfair one night in 
1991. I had just arrived in London, flying in 
the legendary supersonic aircraft, the 
Concorde. I had consumed a sumptuous 
repast during the entire three hour flight, 
and I was aware that my metabolic time was 
six o’clock in the evening. With no interest in 
food or sleep, and with nothing to do at that 
hour, it was not surprising that I was totally 
frustrated.  
 In 1976 when the Concorde was first put 
into commercial service, I fantasized that I 
would fly on it one day. It was exciting for 
me to conceive of a supersonic aircraft flying 
at speeds over 1300 miles per hour, at an 
altitude of 60,000 feet, making the transit 
time between New York and Europe a mere 
three hour jaunt. 
 My opportunity came during the Gulf War 
when the number of passengers flying this 
plane plunged. British Airways ran a big sale. 

The usual price for a round trip from JFK to 
LHR on the Concorde was $12,000. Their 
special promotion offered this trip at half 
price. The offer was flying to England on the 
Concorde, but returning on the standard 
service, Business Class. They made the deal 
more enticing by including four nights in a 
boutique hotel, and airport pick-ups in a 
Rolls Royce. The tickets were limited, and 
were sold-out quickly. I was lucky, and soon 
Janice and I were going on our dream 
vacation.  
 We left our Newton home early that spring 
morning so that we would be sure to make 
the ten o’clock flight from Logan to Kennedy 
Airport. We allowed ample time to change 
terminals, and pass through the “check-in” 
procedure for our one o’clock Concorde 
departure. There was an exclusive waiting 
salon for Concorde passengers, elaborately 
furnished and featuring an extensive buffet. 
The display of food was spectacular including 
fruit, cheese, smoked meat, fish, and a three 
tiered shellfish plateau. Nibbling with 
restraint was difficult; we wanted to save our 
appetite for lunch that would be served on 
board.  
 The departure was precisely on time and 
lift-off seemed no different from an ordinary 
aircraft. The cabin was generally considered 
small, and that is true. But the cabin is more 
than comfortable, because there are only 
two seats on either side of a wide aisle. 
There are twenty-five rows accommodating 
about a hundred passengers. 
When the plane reached its cruising altitude 
of 60,000 feet, the stewards served a sump-
tuous lunch catered by the Four Season res-
taurant. An impressive selection of wine was 
poured, and I recall having a vintage Conti-
Romanée Cabernet Sauvignon. 

 I am sure that our fellow passengers were 
famous celebrities or important business 
tycoons. The flight schedule was designed 
for their convenience. A British businessman 
would take the noon flight from London and 
arrive the same day in New York at 9:00 AM, 
EST, in time for his morning meeting on Wall 
Street. He then would return on the 1:00 PM 
flight, and be at home in London ready for 
his usual bed-time. •
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Small Town Lawyer 
Susan Goldstein  

Bob never wanted to be a lawyer but, to 
please his father, he applied to and was 
admitted to an excellent school in 
Philadelphia. He hated it from the beginning. 
After the second year, when his misery had 
grown, he proposed to his father that he quit 
law school.  
 “Just finish” his father said. 
 At the end of his final year he expected to 
be released from his bargain. 
 “Just take the bar exam” his father said. 
 After he passed the exam, Bob started 
researching another career. 
 “You’ve come this far,” said his 
father,“Just try practicing.” 

Bob was by then engaged to be married. He 
and his young wife-to-be agreed that the 
lawyering life promised to be most appealing 
in the beautiful small town where he was 
raised. It seemed like the best possible 
circumstance to him and she had romantic 
notions about it, right out of a Jimmy 
Stewart movie. Following the wedding they 
settled in Aurelia. 
 Aurelia had a population of 1100 and was 
the county seat. Real estate law sustained 
11 attorneys. They heartily disliked each 
other. 
 Bob and his wife moved into the rickety, 
rambling house that had been his family 
home. It was on several hundred acres and 
was seven miles from the center of Aurelia. 
In the summer the property held a children’s 
camp and in the fall, herds of deer graced 
the landscape. 
 Bob joined the law firm of his father’s 
attorney. He found the work tolerable until 
his thoroughly decent boss was shot to death 
by a deranged man in the street in front of 
the office. The atmosphere in the office 
understandably and dramatically changed 
and Bob guessed that he might enjoy his 
work more if he opened his own office. 

He bought a tired, seedy building on Main 
Street. He renovated it, installing handsome 
leaded glass windows he had found in an 
antique store. They had been won in 

 trade for an old bearskin coat that Bob had 
had since college. 
 Neighbors applauded the improvement on 
the block and felt warmly toward Bob, who 
was, indeed, a nice, honest man. He began 
accumulating cases, mostly small ones or 
those forwarded to him by other attorneys, 
who were overloaded. 
 As he expected, Bob was not well suited 
to the legal profession. His choice would 
have been more lively pursuits. He joined 
the volunteer fire department and every day 
that he heard the alarm sound he was 
energized. Getting out of the office was a 
relief and he truly enjoyed being useful. 
Aurelians more and more liked what they 
saw in him. 

Meanwhile, Bob and his wife had moved 
from their first home together to a pleasant 
house near the office. That meant that the 
wife’s exposure to the townspeople increased 
greatly. As it turned out, it was not 
something she welcomed. She and Bob 
called Aurelia “Peyton Patch”; to them it was 
a combination of the infamous book and 
Dogpatch. In the nearby hills there were 
killings over moonshine still rights and fish 
and game poaching. The married police chief 
was caught in his squad car with the 
librarian. In actual fact, there was almost as 
much dallying between married people and 
people to whom they were not married as 
there were the traditional types. 
 The wife did like some of the women, but 
she was considered a snob by the college-
educated sorority, most of them wives of 
attorneys. “But she can’t be a snob”, 
objected sweet, unpretentious Patty, a hair 
stylist. “She’s my friend!”  
 Socializing was limited pretty much to bar 
association get-togethers, notable for the 
significant volume of alcohol consumed. The 
wife did not drink, not being fond of it. “How 
do you get through these things sober?”, 
Bob wondered to her. 
 On one occasion, picturesque Aurelia was 
chosen as the meeting place for the regional 
state bar convention. Families were included 
and the wife spent her time with the 11-year 
old son of one of out-of-town attorneys. As  
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she left, she was accosted by the hotel 
bartender. “You should be ashamed”, he 
thundered. “You’re not supporting your 
husband’s career. You should be getting 
friendly with people who are useful to him.” 
Horrified and nearly tearful, Sandy related 
the episode to Bob. “Fuck him” came the 
loving response. 

An almost-friend was a man who had been a 
custodian at the family camp. The man 
clearly liked Bob’s father and Bob. He 
attempted his most heartfelt compliment. 
“You and your father don’t seem Jewish”. 
Feigning misunderstanding, the wife insisted 
that, in fact, they were very Jewish and deep 
in the culture. The unfortunate, befuddled 
man tried again to explain, without offering 
much detail. The wife didn’t help him. 
 Later, Bob was embarrassed. “He was 
trying to be nice.” The wife said that she 
didn’t care for such compliments. 

Their being Jewish was a comfort to Howard, 
the local Episcopalian minister. Bob and his 
wife relished the company of this nice, bright 
man  
 Unmarried, Howard was the subject of 
nasty gossip about his relationship with Flo. 
Flo was a sturdily built truck driver and 
Howard was morbidly obese. Though rumors 
flew around them, the dirty secret was that 
she had metastatic cancer and Howard was 
counseling her. They had become friends. 
 Howard knew he was safe with Bob and 
his wife and he could speak without being 
censored or quoted. Deeply hurt by the talk 
of the town, Howard soon found a pulpit in 
Baltimore where he moved. Bob and his wife 
missed him when he left. 
 A few years passed bringing with them 
one engaging daughter, who, at two and a 
half years old was the wife’s favorite 
companion. About a year later, to the 
firstborn’s displeasure, the family added 

another lovely daughter. Gradually, the older 
one got used to, and even liked her sister.   

Bob would say, not really in jest, that he 
knew the problem before his prospective 
client came to the door. Gossip was the 
lifeblood of the town. 
 A most compelling case was assigned to 
him by the county judge. Bob took an 
immediate liking to the client. Charlie was 
about sixty, and dressed in rumpled clothes. 
Gentlemanly, respectful, and very sad, he 
had been accused of molesting the young 
daughter of his employers. He had been the 
maintenance man for her parents, a farm 
couple. Charlie spoke of being fond of the 
adorable little girl and Bob believed him 
when he denied that he had ever harmed 
her.  
 It happened that Charlie had witnessed 
his employers burning down their solid barn 
and the couple was aware of that. Was there 
a connection between that circumstance and 
the accusation? That was impossible to 
determine.  
 Whenever Bob went to the post office or 
hardware store he was stopped by irate 
townspeople who could not understand why 
Bob would represent someone accused of so 
terrible a crime. Bob’s habitual response was 
to cite the Constitution of the United States. 
Bob grew sure that he had no chance in 
winning the case. He found it inconceivable 
that he would ask the child to testify. Her 
likely tears under questioning would be 
utterly damning. Charlie and Bob had 
developed a trusting relationship and Charlie 
was not surprised when Bob suggested that 
he enter a guilty plea on Charlie’s behalf. He 
had one question, though. “Will you still be 
my friend when I have to go to jail?” 
Swallowing hard, Bob answered that the real 
question was “Will you still be mine?” 

After eight years, Bob and his wife moved to 
the state capital. •
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Swimming 
Diana Bronner  

As a child I would visit my grandmother for 
several weeks during summer. She lived in 
Atlantic City on Ventnor Avenue (how, after 
about 70 years do I still remember the name 
of that street?). She wasn’t a tall woman, 
but she was a big woman, and could she 
snore! There was only a double bed in her 
small apartment and I had to sleep in it with 
her. The moment her head hit the pillow, she 
was snoring — large, earth shaking snores. 
To make it worse, I was a thin slip of a girl; 
given her weight I was constantly rolling into 
her, and would have trouble scrambling back 
to my narrow portion of the bed before once 
more sliding down the slippery slope into her 
back. I forgave her because she made won-
derful hot oatmeal for breakfast. 

 I loved walking with her on the 
Boardwalk, just a few blocks from her home, 
taking in all the exciting sights. With my 
nose pressed up against the store window, 
inhaling the delicious smells that drifted 
outside, I watched as melt-in-your-mouth 
salt water taffy was pulled into small perfect 
bite-sized pieces and wrapped in small 
squares of wax paper. The candy, of 
different pastel colors, was put into lovely 
miniature barrels. I walked up and down the 
Boardwalk, savoring the warm taffy.  
 And then there was the booth where you 
could have your portrait drawn. I guess 
business was slow and I was asked by the 
artist if he could draw my portrait; I didn’t 
want to, but my grandmother said “darling, 
do it, do it”. I was so self-conscious I wanted 
to giggle, but distracted myself by focusing 
on Mrs Fogg, the math teacher I might get in 
the coming school year. She scared all the 
kids. Just thinking about her and this horrid 
possibility helped suppress the laughter that 
kept trying to bubble onto my embarrassed 
red face. Or if that didn’t work there was the 

science teacher I might get who put 
‘naughty’ kids in the cubby space under his 
big desk at the front of the room. 
 Somewhere on the Boardwalk there was 
that huge colorful ad for a paint company. It 
was fascinating to watch pseudo paint drip 
down onto a lit up world till the world was 
covered with paint, and oh yes, the 
Boardwalk Wicker Rolling Chair Push Carts in 
which you were transported up and down the 
Boardwalk.  
 One day my grandmother planted herself 
on a bench near the ocean and alternated 
between watching me as I played in the sand 
and reading her newspaper. For whatever 
reason I decided to go into the water and 
was having a delightful time swimming and 
splashing away, oblivious to all, when 
suddenly I felt a big strong arm around my 
waist and felt myself being lifted out of the 
water. I looked up and to my fear and horror 
saw it was a life guard who held me 
captive. He said “little girl, don’t you see 
where you are going?” I had to admit I didn’t 
know where I was going; I was in my own 
world and unaware. He pointed out I was 
just a very short distance from a huge jetty 
that jutted out into the ocean and in no time 
I was about to either collide with it or drift 
beyond it out into that big ocean.  
 I later realized I had been caught in a 
riptide that was taking me out to sea. He 
ignominiously hauled me back to the beach. 
As he deposited me on the sand I started to 
cry and pleaded with him, “Please don’t tell 
this to the newspaper. My grandmother 
reads the newspaper and she will be angry 
with me”. He looked at me solemnly and 
promised me he would not put it in the 
paper, but to be more careful the next time.   
 I returned to my innocent grandmother 
who asked if I’d had a good time, picked up 
her newspaper and together we walked 
home.•

 
  



The Bridge                                                                                                                                                      January 2016 9 

2821 Octavia Street 
Frankie Wolff 

2821 Octavia Street is the address of my 
home in New Orleans for the first 20 years of 
my Life. Then it was 2819 Octavia until I was 
twenty-two. 
 A few nights ago I had an unremitting 
coughing spell as I was getting ready for 
bed. Unable to fall asleep, I found myself 
almost automatically going into the kitchen 
to heat some honey and lemon to soothe my 
coughing. Very soon, I realized I was 
becoming dreamily engaged in “living” in the 
different rooms in my home… 
 Our home was a “raised bungalow,” very 
common in uptown New Orleans in the 30’s 
& 40’s because all the living is on the second 
(raised) level; when the streets flood after a 
hard rain, it is "only" the basement that 
floods.The garage was at the back of the 
driveway down the length of the house, so 
after “Momma” parked the car, we came up 
the back steps, entering in the kitchen, 
where my mental images began as I leaned 
over the stove heating honey….the sticky 
spoon, coated with honey and lemon, 
seemed to abate my coughing. 
 Back in bed, I smiled, a familiar story 
coming clearly into focus; next to the kitchen 
was our breakfast room. I had come home 
from school, eagerly looking in the 
refrigerator to see what I could find to eat. A 
lemon pie on the shelf beckoned! I found a 
spoon, surreptitiously went underneath the 
meringue spooning yummy lemon filling… 
 Whether I remember what actually 
happened, I’m not sure but I wasn’t 
punished. It was more a shaking of heads. 
 Our dining room was special to me. My 
Dad, a co-owner of Tharp-Sontheimer 
Funeral Homes, had a phone installed 
underneath the leg of the dining room table 
nearest his seat. I don’t remember him 
getting emergency phone calls during dinner, 
but under the table was my very favorite 
place in our home. Here, curled up on the 
soft carpet, I did my homework, talked on 
the phone, relished my private space. 
 In a corner of the living room floor was a 
return air grille. On cold mornings, my sister 
Merce and I would stand over it as our 

robes, soon filled with warm air, billowed 
around us before we hurriedly dressed for 
school. 
 Merce and I always shared a bedroom, 
although the rooms changed. At one time 
our room was the middle one, off the hall; 
later on, we shared the front bedroom. 
Regardless, I claimed to be the neat one, 
labeling her as the messy one. Because I 
didn’t want her “mess” on my side, she had 
the bed nearest the hall door while I had the 
side nearest the window.  
 This room later morphed into our “den.” It 
is filled with memories, obviously confused 
as to time — but the memories themselves 
are clear. I enjoyed each one so fully as I 
was pulled back into them, unwilling to 
interrupt this spontaneous explosion of 
memory by going to sleep. 
 In an early memory, Merce is listening to 
the radio show Gang Busters. Because I was 
afraid to come into the room, I stood outside 
in the hall, listening. In another memory, I 
had just come home from school to find 
Momma and her friends playing mah jong. 
Momma’s smile upon seeing me was so filled 
with love that it embarrassed me totally. It is 
this memory, so alive within me even today, 
that I feel when I am thanked or appreciated 
for something that seems so unimportant, 
while recognizing how much I am loving the 
attention.  
 Our “den” is where Ted and I practiced 
dancing! "In the mood…” I can only 
remember that one. 
 A later memory is of Len, who later 
became my husband, and me first, 
hesitantly, discovering our bodies, ourselves. 
 Our front steps are where I spent part of 
many afternoons. I can still “see” two or 
three motorbikes parked out front, the boys 
and me sitting on the steps, laughing. what 
did we talk and laugh about? When did we 
study? 
 The front porch is mainly one funny 
memory. When Len and I were engaged, 
someone gave us a movie camera. One of 
Len’s friends, Adie, an actor, had come over 
to visit. With no film in our new camera, Len 
pretended to film Adie, an unabashed 
extrovert. I can’t remember who laughed the 
most during that entire “filming.”• 
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The Hurricane 
Susan Green 

On September 21st, 1938, one of the most 
destructive and powerful hurricanes in 
recorded history struck Long Island and 
Southern New England. This hurricane 
produced a destructive storm surge that 
flooded coastal communities as well as 
producing three to seven inches of rainfall.  
Maximum wind gusts ranged from 121 miles 
to 186 miles per hour, destroying 
approximately two billion trees. Sharing with 
you the way in which that treacherous storm 
affected both me and my family is the 
subject of this reflection. 
 On that day, my three sisters and I were 
in New London, Connecticut under the care 
of Henrietta, our nanny. We were staying at 
our summer home on Stuart Avenue since 
we were too young to have to return to our 
home on Long Island for the start of school, 
(except maybe Jane who at age 10 would 
have to start school a little late). Our parents 
had returned to our permanent home a few 
days earlier to participate in September 
social activities. I do not think that the 
hurricane had been predicted before they 
left. 
 I was shaken awake in the early morning 
by Henrietta who said quietly “Don’t be 
scared. It’s raining very hard. Listen to me 
and I’ll take care of you. There is some 
water in the cellar and I am going to carry 
you across the street to the Shapiro’s house 
because it is higher and still dry. Your sister 
Jane will watch baby Nancy and I will come 
back to get them very fast. You are four 
years old, old enough to be left with our 
neighbors.  
 She wrapped me up in warm clothes to 
protect me from the strong wind and slung 
me over her shoulder. Grandma Molly and 
Grandpa Joe Shapiro, neighbors whom I 
knew well, were alone in their house because 
their children and grandchildren had already 
left for their winter homes. After climbing the 
steps to their porch we were greeted at the 
door by a smiling Molly who welcomed me 
with a cup of hot chocolate to reassure me 
that I would be safe and sound in her care. 

 Henrietta returned a few minutes later 
carrying Nancy, the two year old and holding 
tightly to nine year old Jane’s hand. After 
making sure my sisters were comfortably 
settled in with Grandma Molly, she left again 
saying she would be right back, 
 When she returned in about fifteen 
minutes she was carrying our two beloved 
kittens, Pinky and Blacky. After all, they 
were truly her “babies.” She told Molly that 
she had shut off everything electrical and 
had made sure the house was as secure as 
possible in spite of the flooding. 
 And what about the rest of the 
Connecticut family? At that time my 
maternal grandparents had a home high on 
a hill in Norwich, Connecticut not far from 
New London. My Aunt Minnie and Uncle 
Sydney, who had no children of their own, 
lived with them. Uncle Sydney was very 
much a take charge and get things done 
person with many influential friends. He 
managed to get a car and driver intending to 
make the short drive to New London to see if 
his beloved nieces were OK. However after 
spending two hours on the road in the 
middle of the terrible storm and, only 
managing to travel about one half mile 
because of the fallen trees blocking the 
roads, he gave up and returned home. 
 And what about our parents in Long Island 
while this terrible storm was raging? My 
father, who commuted to work in the city on 
the Long Island Railroad five days a week, 
decided that the quickest and safest way to 
get to his children was to take a train up the 
coast from New York to New London. So he 
hopped on a LIRR commuter train to Penn 
Station and waited for the announcement 
signaling the next train leaving. But the 
announcement he heard over the 
loudspeaker was ”All train service up the 
East Coast is cancelled until further notice.”  
He had no choice but to return home and try 
to make contact with family by telephone. 
 Our New London house, across the street 
from Ocean Beach Park, had been built by 
my grandfather in the 1920’s. Family 
members had enjoyed spending summers 
there for many years. Grandpa had made 
sure it was very well built and attractive,  



The Bridge                                                                                                                                                      January 2016 11 

with special stained wood shingles on the 
outside and a wrap around porch for 
relaxing. However, flooding during the 
hurricane had made the basement unsafe 
and as a result the house was condemned.  
But my Uncle Sydney would definitely not 
accept that verdict. Using his many contacts 
on the Zoning Board and elsewhere, he was 
granted permission to move the house 
across the street to an available lot on 
higher ground. The concession that he was 
forced to make was that on the entire 
outside of the house the shingles must be 
covered with brick so that there would be 
less of a fire hazard in the future. To this day 
our New London house stands firm and safe, 
faced with brick and considered by present 
family members to be rather ugly. So much 
for one terrible hurricane.•  
 

West by East 
Marion Sanders- 

Early one morning, one hundred years ago, 
in what is now Belarus, Russia, my father 
was awakened by his parents and told to get 
up and dress quickly. They had just been 
notified that his train to America would leave 
today. His suitcase was packed; tickets, 
papers and money were in a wallet. He was 
17 years old. 
 He was the youngest of eight children. His 
two older brothers had already been 
conscripted into the czar's army to fight in 
the World War, and his parents were anxious 
to get him out of the country by way of what 
seems to have been a kind of "underground 
railroad" across Siberia, Manchuria in 
northern China, Japan and the Pacific Ocean. 
He was to take the train as far as Harbin, in 
Manchuria. There he was to leave the train 
and go to a certain rooming house, from 
whose windows he could view the train 
station. He was to wait there, watching each 
train arriving until he received a signal from 
one, indicating that he was to come down 
and board the train. 
 After more than a week, and close to 
running out of money, the signal came. As 
he boarded the train a chef’s hat was placed 
on his head, a bunch of carrots and a peeler  
 

in his hands, and he was instructed to clean 
carrots and say nothing. Russian soldiers 
had also just boarded the train and were 
searching all the cars for men trying to 
escape conscription. Soldiers soon came 
through the galley, paid him no attention, 
and shortly afterwards left the train. It 
continued eastward to Vladivostock, where 
he was met by others who escorted him to a 
ship bound for Seattle. 
 By the time he reached Seattle, he had no 
money left and was on the brink of 
deportation for lack of means of support. An 
American Jewish couple who had befriended 
him on the ship learned of his plight and 
directed him to the Hebrew Immigrant Aid 
Society (HIAS). There he was asked if he 
had friends or relatives in the country, and 
did he know their names or where they lived. 
He told them he had cousins in New York, 
Chicago and Detroit. HIAS placed ads in the 
Yiddish newspapers in those cities, saying 
that Alexander Shenderovitch had arrived in 
Seattle, and asking anyone who knew him to 
please contact him via HIAS. Letters and 
money arrived from all three cities. 
 He went to Detroit. Ten years later he had 
completed medical school and begun an 
informal apprenticeship in surgery. (There 
were not yet residencies in those days.) He 
was active in the Jewish community and a 
champion fund-raiser for the United Jewish 
Appeal. Sometime in the 1950s, about forty 
years after his arrival in Seattle, when the 
UJA leadership was discussing how it would 
distribute the funds it had raised that year, 
someone suggested that HIAS be dropped 
from the list of recipients. My father spoke 
up passionately, told the story of his arrival, 
and said that if HIAS were dropped from the 
list, he would direct his entire UJA 
contribution to HIAS. The group continued to 
support HIAS. 
 A footnote to this bit of history: HIAS 
today is 130 years old, pursuing its mission 
to "Welcome the stranger, Protect the 
refugee." Originally established in 1885 to 
help Jews, today, with the world's refugee 
crisis, the worst it's been since 1945, HIAS 
helps refugees the world over, regardless of 
religion, ethnicity, or nationality.• 
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Passionate About Wood Type 
Irving Silverman/ 

I became interested in collecting wood type 
as an outgrowth of my career in advertising 
and publishing, and also because of a chance 
happening in 1944. As a fledgling advertising 
salesman, one of my responsibilities was to 
visit the printing plant where our weekly 
magazine was printed. I saw one of the 
workers carrying two trays of wood type out 
the door. I asked him where he was going. 
He responded, “To the dump.” I stopped him 
and said I was taking the type. “Why?” he 
asked. Without really thinking, I said, 
“Because I want to begin collecting wood 
type.”  
 But my response also may have been 
rooted in my early childhood. While all my 
friends were collecting baseball cards, 
matchbook covers or stamps, I collected 
posters and ephemera with fancy type. 
 In 1952 we bought our first home on Long 
Island, complete with a gigantic basement. 
When we moved in, the only things that 
were in the basement were six boxes. So I 
was home free insofar as expanding my 
‘collection’. The eight year span also gave 
me time to enlist my wife's cooperation and 
interest in being a willing participant in my 
endeavor.  
 Donned in old jeans, we would venture 
into backrooms, basements, attics or other 
nooks and crannies, rummaging around to 
find wood type that might have been 
encrusted with mounds of dust and ink or 
otherwise in horrible condition. But it was 
free and we joyfully accepted everything we 
could find.  
 We ‘invaded’ over fifty printing plants on 
our prowls. Most were very pleased to 
dispose of the type for which they no longer 
had any use. All of the type found its way 
into our basement. Virtually every evening 
was devoted to cleaning the type, sorting 
and admiring it. I built racks around the 
perimeter of the basement so the trays could 
be neatly housed. At first, I meticulously 
catalogued the type, labeling each tray for 
easy reference. Soon that was not possible 
because I was acquiring more type than I 
could manage to inventory. 
 
 

 Soon too, I was running out of available 
printing plants in my immediate metropolitan 
area. I began a frenzied effort to contact 
printing plants in neighboring New Jersey, 
Connecticut and Massachusetts. By this time, 
printers became aware that their unused 
wood type could also be sold and not given 
away. Thus began the process of negotiating 
for type and I became quite good at it.  
 Three years later, I remarried. My new 
wife, Nancy, had an advertising background. 
So, when we became engaged, I explained 
that she would have to accept my two 
children and my type collection in that order 
and she agreed. She also encouraged me to 
continue with my interest in acquiring 
additional type and would assist me in my 
pursuit of becoming a major wood type 
collector.  
 Moving day to our new home on Long 
Island involved transferring over I00 wood 
type cases to my new larger basement. That 
occupied my attention while Nancy was 
concerned with our other valuables. Soon 
thereafter we used a massive direct mail 
contact with every printer within 200 miles 
offering to buy all the wood type they wished 
to sell. We were swamped with responses 
and successfully negotiated over 100 
purchases. I now needed another 
basement/loft space. This space was rented.  
 We are now into the ‘60s, except for brief 
pauses to digest what I had accumulated. I 
began attending printing auctions conducted 
by Print Art, the major firm in this business. 
They alerted me in advance of any auction 
where wood type was present. They happily 
welcomed me at each auction because I 
soon outbid every buyer. By this time, I had 
determined to accumulate all the wood type 
that was available. Attending every auction, 
I got to know all the dealers and collectors; 
buying their collections was easier than 
hunting throughout the printing industry.  
 The major breakthrough came in 1981 
with the purchase of our century-old home in 
Bernard, Maine, on the shore of Bass Harbor 
on Mt. Desert. In addition, I acquired a large 
two-story building that had been used as a 
lobster bait shed. I renovated it into the 
Nancy Neale Wood Type Memorabilia 
Museum that would house a tiny fraction of 
my collection. 
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 I organized tours of the Museum and 
enjoyed educating visitors about letterpress 
printing and the exciting history of wood 
type.  
 It did not take long before the Museum 
was “discovered.” Numerous articles 
appeared in periodicals, including Yankee 
Magazine, House Beautiful, The Newtown 
Bee, The Antique Trader, The Ellsworth 
American, Bar Harbor Times and others.  
 The Museum was still operating with the 
help of my wife, until one day she confronted 
me with the fact that my collection 
overflowed into the vanity of our bathroom. 
“We, (You) have to begin selling some of the 
wood type.” By this time, my collection had 
grown to over 3,000,000 letters. We argued 
but eventually I agreed to change the 
Museum to a Shop for the sale of wood type 
and printing memorabilia. I gritted my teeth 
but began the process of advertising our new 
function. 
 And soon I conceived the idea of 
designing Family Typecrafts. These were 
collages and assemblages that told a story of 
a family. The names of parents, children and 
grandchildren could be artistically combined 
in a frame along with old engravings that 
might relate to sports, hobbies and other 
interests.  
 Nancy and I enjoyed making these Family 
Typecrafts and they were very appealing to 
our customers. We also made dozens of 
Typecrafts for birthdays, anniversaries and 
business occasions. Once, we made a collage 
on the occasion of the 100th birthday of a 
grandmother. It was used as the invitation to 
her and then the collage became a family 
heirloom. The children vied for its ownership.  
While we crafted hundreds of these 
Typecrafts, we also encouraged people to 
make their own collages. We taught this as a 
craft, provided all the fixings, including the 
necessary wood type. 
 Virtually everyone who came into the 
Nancy Neale Typecraft shop was encouraged 
to purchase even a few letters and become a 
type craftsperson. We especially liked 
children to visit and to poke around in our 
drawers looking for the letters of their 
names. lf they were successful, we usually 
gave the type to them free of charge. We  

developed a list of 28 creative ways to use 
antique wood type and helped many children 
and adults of all ages to try their hands at 
being Typecrafters.  
 But like Ecclesiastics, everything has an 
ending. After 60 wonderful years of 
collecting wood type, loving it for its 
wondrous beauty and applications, and being 
instrumental in teaching many people to 
appreciate its place in printing history, I 
decided to close Nancy Neale Typecraft and 
end this chapter of my life. Just before 
Nancy‘s death in 2002, we decided to 
contribute the bulk of our wood type 
collection to the Hamilton Wood Type 
Museum in Two Rivers, Wisconsin.  We 
wanted that to be the repository for our type 
in perpetuity because most of our type was 
actually manufactured by the Hamilton Wood 
Type Company and it was “going home.” I 
am grateful to the Museum and particularly 
to its president, James Van Lanen for the 
commitment to display and use the Nancy 
Neale collection for posterity. 
 There is no sadness involved. Just 
satisfaction that a wonderful period of my life 
has come to a happy ending.• 
 
 
 

 
On the walls of the  

Hamilton Wood Type Museum.   
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Florence Rice, “History Maker” 
thirty-six years after our lunch 

Harlem 
Edward Goldstein 

A few years ago, Amazon.com introduced a 
new feature: it allowed you to search the 
contents of about 100,000 books and get the 
full text of the chapter in which the term 
appears. I got curious and entered — what 
else? — my name + New York Telephone. An 
unexpected title — “Burning All Illusions: 
Writings from The Nation on Race” by Paula 
J. Giddings — popped up. When I clicked on 
the reference, the screen displayed an article 
written by Steve Murdock, entitled “Florence 
Rice and the Utilities.” 
 Florence Rice — that name brought back a 
memory. But let me quote a few paragraphs 
from the article before I tell you the rest of 
the story: 

 “On one of Madison Avenue’s less 
fashionable blocks — between 125th and 
126th Streets in the heart of Harlem — 
there’s a white-painted storefront bearing 
the sign, ‘Harlem Consumer Education 
Council, Inc.’ You have to knock. They 
keep the door locked, and there are 
assorted safeguards against burglary. 
‘Otherwise,’ explains Mrs. Florence M. 
Rice, ‘they steal the typewriters.’ 
 “Mrs. Rice basically is the Harlem 
Consumer Education Council, although 
she would be even more hard-pressed 
than she is if she didn’t have the services 
of Carl Jones, a 37-year-old volunteer 
researcher who has a penchant for 
writing briefs to the New York State 
Public Service Commission that contain 
his own ironic brand of humor.  

  “If the reaction of the New York 
Telephone Co. is a yardstick, she can do 
quite a lot. Edward Goldstein, one of the 
phone company’s vice presidents, came 
to take her out to lunch after she became 
a fixture at Public Service Commission 
hearings on telephone service and rate 
matters. ‘Some of the best men,’ she 
says smiling, ‘take me out to lunch.’” 

New York City in the 1970’s was full of 
tensions. Between African Americans  

 
 

(especially the Nation of Islam) and whites 
(especially Jews) and between consumers 
and corporations (especially the Telephone 
Company). It was also a time when, in many 
areas in New York City, telephone customers 
often had to wait thirty minutes or more for 
dial tone. 

In the fall 1970 I was a witness for the New 
York Telephone Company before the New 
York State Public Service Commission. After 
my first appearance on the witness stand, I 
had moved to the spectator seats to listen to 
some of the other witnesses. One of them 
was Florence Rice. She seemed like a very 
nice lady until she began lambasting the 
testimony I had just delivered. I felt 
particularly put out when she called me a 
“racist.” 
 When she finished her testimony, I sought 
her out in the back of the room: 
“That was some very interesting testimony, 
but I have just one question: Why did you 
call me a racist? That really hurt!” 
“Well, maybe I shouldn’t have made it that 
personal,” she responded, “but I think the 
Company acts in a racist way. I’m sorry I 
hurt your feelings.” 
 I wanted to continue the conversation, but 
a reporter from the Daily News was waiting 
to interview me.  
 “I’ve got to go. But can we discuss this 
some more? Maybe we could have lunch 
next week?” 
 “Yeah, sure. But I ain’t coming downtown. 
How about you coming uptown and see how 
the black folks live?” 
 I agreed and we made a date for me to 
meet her at her office in Harlem. 
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On the appointed day, my company Cadillac 
limousine took me to her office. (Maybe not 
the brightest or most sensitive thing I’ve 
ever done.) She showed me around the 
office and introduced me to Carl Jones and 
the rest of her volunteer staff. 
 “Do you mind if we have lunch at the 
Muslim Temple? The food’s pretty good 
there.” 
 “You lead the way, Mrs. Rice.” 
 Mrs. Rice, Carl Jones and I walked the 
short distance to the rather imposing 
building and made our way to the huge 
dining room. After we ordered, I asked her 
and Carl to tell me about the problems they 
had with New York Telephone. I had to admit 
that some of the things she complained 
about just weren’t right and told her I would 
look into them and get back to her. 
 “In the meantime, if you have a specific 
problem, why don’t you call me directly?” I 
offered. She agreed and we went on to 
dessert. 
 In the middle of dessert, one of the 
restaurant employees made a beeline to our 
table. He turned to me: 
 “Are you Mr. Goldstein?” 
 I looked around the room. There wasn’t 
another white face at any of the hundred or 
so tables. 
 “Yes. How did you guess?” 
 He told me my limo driver was on the 
phone and wanted to know where and when 
to pick me up. Somewhat red-faced, I gave 
him directions. 

Back at my office, I made a few phone calls 
to our operations people to acquaint them 
with the problems Mrs. Rice had mentioned. 
They promised to change some of their 
procedures and turned out to be as good as 
their word. 
 As I remember it, the Harlem Consumer 
Education Council, Inc., gave us no further 
troubles. When there was a problem, 
Florence — we had graduated to Florence 
and Ed — would call me and we would solve 
it as best we could.  

But we never had lunch again.• 

I am who I am 
Caryn Finard  

I don't do crowds 
I feel alone and intimidated 
I prefer small gatherings where I can 
experience intimacy 
When introduced to a prospective friend 
 I feel an immediate connection 

I'm not loquacious, I'm quiet and reserved 
People are curious beings.  
 They bring with them  
 the baggage of their past 
I feel compassion and identify with their pain 

Look at me 
I am different 
I am unique 
I am obscure 
I march to the tune of a different drummer 
My quest is to know my heritage 
I am from Mildred, I am from Murray 
My name is well known, but not I 
I am not invincible, I do experience fear 
Fear of what will be, fear of the unknown 
I turn to and practice "mindfulness"  
I live in the present, the here and now.  
 I feel beauty in the moment  
 and I am healed 
I begin to become aware of the universe  
 and my sense of self. I am perfect,  whole 
And complete just the way I am. I 
 experience growth  
 and feel safe from adversity 
The child in me wants to be accepted,  
 loved and acknowledged 

Every year is precious . I grow old gracefully, 
  accept my body's changes  
 and appreciate the value of life 

Death is not the end,  
 but the beginning of cherished memories 
 that grow like seedlings in the earth.  
They blossom and flourish with time. 
Yesterday is a retrospection,  
 today is a blessing.  
I cherish my perspectives.  
They give me strength. 
I am who I am 
And I am at peace with exactly who I am.• 
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Weddings  
Barbara Rosenfield  

Wedding Story 1 
Jerry's story of conducting a Catholic funeral 
reminded me of the time my husband Jay 
officiated at a (non-denominational) 
wedding. The divorced daughter of Catholic 
friends was remarrying, and was unable to 
have the ceremony at their church. 
 When Jay had become a Notary Public 
previously, he also got his license to be a 
Justice of the Peace. For years he sought out 
potential brides and grooms as he really 
wanted to "tie the knot" for some happy 
couple. Finally, at long last he got his great 
chance. The morning of the wedding he 
looked at his JP license, and lo and behold it 
had expired. Oy Vey! Fortunately he knew 
the right people in high places and was able 
to get a last minute extension. So the 
wedding on the dock at our lake house on a 
beautiful June day, with our son 
accompanying the Bride on his bagpipes, 
and Jay happily officiating, went off as 
planned. 
 Fast forward two years -- apparently Jay 
didn't tie that knot tightly enough and sadly 
that couple are no longer together. 

Wedding Story 2 
Our daughter Kim and her fiancé were wed 
on top of King Ridge, a ski area near our 
home in New London, NH.  
 Rabbi Michael Paley did the honors with a 
beautiful ceremony on a gorgeous Fall day, 
and signed all the necessary paperwork. The 
happy couple went off on their honeymoon. 
 A few days later we got a frantic call from 
the Town Clerk of Sutton, NH, a very elderly, 
old fashioned gentleman. It seems that 
Michael had signed the papers as if from 
New London, but the mountain top was 
actually in Sutton. He was extremely upset 
because the kids went off together, 
not officially married. Although he did not 
quite word it that way, he feared they were 
'living in sin'. We did not inform him that 
they had already been living together for 
some time. 
 When they returned to NH they visited 
him and got the paper work corrected, so 
they became officially man and wife. 

Wedding Story 3 
Some years ago we were invited in small 
town NH to a 'Pot Luck' wedding. The groom 
was a local guy and the bride, the daughter 
of a prominent banker from an upscale Mass. 
suburb. We all reported in our RSVP what 
kind of food we were bringing. Of course, the 
Bride's mother called all her Mass. friends 
and told them they should not worry about 
bringing food - she was pretty embarrassed 
by the whole idea of pot luck. 
 When we got to the town we stopped at a 
gas station to ask directions to the church. 
The attendant (they still had gas pumps in 
those days) said "Oh, you're going to 'the 
Weddin'.” 
 The church was full of an amazing variety 
of people, in various modes of dress - from 
gowns to overalls and the ceremony was 
beautiful. And the pot luck food was the best 
we ever tasted!• 
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