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Notes from the Editor

Red Nail Polish

I am happy to welcome three new authors in
this issue. Judy Rubinstein gives some
advice from one new resident to all new
residents. Judy Stavis, a long-time resident
and well-known for her wonderful pastries,
tells her fascinating history of learning
French cuisine from some of the best chefs
in the world. And Phyllis Wolfe recounts a
frightening personal experience.
To our residents, new or not, who have
never submitted your own stories or poems,
please do; we need you.
Jay Fialkow is letting us know of the
benefits both to Dedham town and to NBOC
participating in Precinct 1 Town Meeting
membership. Look for more on joint
programs with the town in coming months.
How about those two 90-year old
canoeists on the cover! May we all be able to
enjoy life as nonagenarians like Jerome
Medalie and Jerry Wyner.
Sadly we have lost a fine author from
Assisted Living, Harvey Burstein. Look back
to his personal memoirs from the April and
July 2013 issues (on our website) as an FBI
agent. Harvey was also on our editorial
board of The Bridge during that year. •

Estelle Schwedock

It was to be a delightful celebration of
Halloween at a friend’s home in Phoenix
Arizona. We were asked to arrive in
costume. Herb did not want to participate in
this request, but at the last moment he
suggested I come up with an idea. I did, he
went dressed as me and I went dressed as
Herb. Herb wore one of my long skirts, a bra
filled with tissues to resemble breasts, a
blouse, my large summer straw hat, sandals,
carrying an on the shoulder handbag. I
painted his toenails a bright red. With a little
makeup he looked great. I wore his suit,
white shirt tie, baseball hat, and his shoes. It
was an evening filled with food, drink,
laughter, fun.
The very next morning Herb was to see
his doctor. After trying to remove the nail
polish without any success, I reasoned that
the doctor was only going to check his blood
pressure and would probably not ask him to
remove his socks. Well you guessed it; the
first thing the doctor said to Herb was to
remove his clothes as well as his socks. I
remained in the waiting room and when Herb
appeared laughing he told me he tried to
explain the situation of his red toenails to
the doctor but he looked dubious. That
evening the doctor probably told his wife
that his middle aged patient is on his way to
senility. •

Our Contributors
March 2016

• Judith H. Rosenberg: In memory of Laura
Silin
• Mary Rosenfield: In honor of Eleanor Leventhal's 95th Birthday
• Shirley D. Rubinstein: in memory of Shirley
Averell's dear brother

• Frances S. Wolff: In memory of Shirley
Averell's dear brother

How to read and download past copies
of The Bridge on our Website.

April 2016
• Charlotte and Irving Backman: In memory
of Eleanor Levine
• Dorothy Sacks and George Speen: In
memory of Eve Popkin

On your internet browser, go to:
http://newbridgeresidents.org
On the left menu, click on:
Media/TheB/Download
Choose from the current issue or any
Previous Issues to view the issue.
Each can be downloaded to your own
computer if you wish.

May 2016
• Charlotte and Irving Backman: In memory
of Edna Bello
• Mr. and Mrs. Jay Berkson: In honor of
Estelle Schwedock's birthday
• Judith H. Rosenberg: In honor of 60th
Anniversary of Estelle & Herb Schwedock •
The Bridge
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Almost

raft shudder as the blow ricocheted to the
back of the raft. Next I knew I felt myself
being lifted off the raft and catapulted out
into the icy waters; my goggles, I was later
told, was the last to be seen of me. Like
Alice in Wonderland I was sucked down
down down into a rabbit hole except this
hole was filled with raging river water that
was sweeping me helplessly along. I was
vaguely aware that there was someone
behind me but had no time to think about it.
Just as I was wondering where I was going
to get my next breath of air for my bursting
lungs I, like a cork, popped up. Directly in
front of me was the face of another huge
boulder. I reached out to grasp it, knowing
that if I couldn’t hold on to it I would be
sucked out into the main river and right into
the roiling waters. Despite the earlier
instructions about how to deal in such raging
water, I knew I didn’t remember a thing. To
my horror, the boulder was covered with
slippery slimy algae and I could not hold on
and there I was being sucked into the river
of white water! No time even for panic for as
I entered the river, suddenly there was the
raft coming around the bend. The leader
knew that if I was to come up at all it would
be at the mouth of the boulders. I felt hands
grasping at me as I was ignominiously
hauled out of the water like a river rat and
plopped back on my seat. The person that I
had sensed behind me was rescued by a
kayak that had been following the raft just
for that purpose.
There was no time to linger over what had
happened because we had to quickly get
downstream to retrieve the oars that had
gotten thrown out upon impact.. An oar was
thrust into my hands and we were
commanded to pull to get out of there
quickly.

Diana Bronner

Costa Rica 1990: Standing at the edge of the
river I was all geared up, bathing suit, life
vest, helmet, and goggles and listening half
heartedly to the guides giving all the
participants the do's and don'ts of this new
adventure we were about to embark upon-white water river rafting. I say listening “half
heartedly” because you never think any of
the “in case this happens” or “in case that
happens” and here’s what you do, will ever
apply to you —that what those instructors
are talking to you about is never going to
happen to you —may be somebody else, but
never you!
I clambered into the rubber raft, and was
directed to sit on the edge of the raft on the
right side (is that starboard side?) There
were two more rafters in front of me, no one
behind me. On the left were 3 other
participants. We were instructed to make
sure our inside foot was firmly jammed into
the strap on the floor of the raft. Each was
handed a paddle and we settled in to the job
of helping propel the raft forward. I did
notice a one person kayak following us but
no one had explained why it was there and I
ignored it.
We went thru some white water and I
could feel with my bare feet the roiling
waters under the floor of the raft and heard
the occasional screeches of fear?
excitement! (was mine one of those
screeches?) but always coming out safely on
the other side of the white water with a
sense of wild exhilaration. Our leader who
stood at the front of the raft was always
barking at us with instructions to do this or
do that, but suddenly there was an urgency
in his voice, 'Pull! Pull hard!!' Looking ahead
there were two huge boulders parallel to
each other. The rushing white water was
dividing itself at the boulders, with part of
the river speeding thru the channel between
the boulders. Our leader was exhorting us
to keep pulling or we were going to hit the
boulder on our right side. Pull! PULL!
Suddenly the right front of the raft clipped
the side of the boulder on our right. I felt the
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We paddled to quieter waters and eventually
docked at our lodge for the night. I had
really forgotten all about the incident when
later that night I found myself happily
humming a song, now long forgotten, when I
suddenly realized that I was almost not there
to hum that song. •
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It's so Hard to be Me

Atlantic City

Caryn Finard

Rita Firem an

Why is it sometimes so hard to be me?
Life submits so many
complex and conflicting messages
Put your best foot forward
Don't expose your inner being
Play the game and belong
Don't rock the boat
Do as I say, not as I do

Baby oil glistened
on her breast,
anointed her thighs.
Yellow hair
streamed down her back.
She walked the sands
in a white bikini
aglow in beach light.

I try to fight the establishment
only to succumb to
what is acceptable and appropriate
I don't know who I will be when I grow up
Will I be pretty, will I be smart
as the song goes?
What will be will be

He stepped
from behind a red umbrella;
an ice cream man
with a little cap
on his head.
He offered her
a vanilla cone.
No charge, he said.
She took it with a smile
and a toss of her hair.
She licked it slowly.
Her tongue lingered
along the smooth slope,
swept the tip
and down again.

I gotta be me, whatever that implies
I have to be true to myself
and present an image of who I am
Rather then bow to
the expectations of a hierarchy
Maybe that means going counter clockwise
Not conforming, not assuaging
Self acceptance opens the gate
to feeling valued and competent
Take me as I am, or not at all
Sometimes it's so hard to be me •

His eyes popped.
She winked
and strolled away,
her hips swaying, the ice cream
sweet and cool
in her mouth. •

The Cubbies where everyone meets by Frances Budd
The Bridge
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That Amazing Summer

often alone, looking melancholy in class or
elsewhere.
As the summer term progressed, so did
the relationships in French III. Our professor
must have set a positive tone, or else we
students did it ourselves, and soon we found
ourselves planning a picnic at summer's end.
Our middle-aged classmate suggested a
cookout at Singing Beach in Manchester, MA,
where she had a membership. Committees
quickly coalesced. I was to procure paper
goods, others brought hot dogs and the
makings of coffee, and we set out one fine
day for the beach and a new kind of class
experience. Of course, kindly Prof. Chalufour
came along in his old-fashioned bathing suit,
down to his knees. I ventured that it was too
bad his wife had not come too. "Oh," he
shyly offered,"she is not too well right now".
When I expressed concern, he explained that
she was in the hospital with a new baby.
Great news for my classmates!
The afternoon waned at Singing Beach;
the stars came out. We drank coffee boiled
over a crackling fire, drawing near to the
fire's warmth. Those who didn't know each
other well, especially the foreign students,
made shy, tentative offers of friendship. The
young man from India, the girl from Brazil.
Our generous hostess bade us farewell, and
we all made our way back to Cambridge.
Sara and Ginny had invited me to stay
overnight in their dorm room, so they shared
one single bed and gave me the other one.
A new day dawned, and we had all
changed. Dreamy-eyed, we drifted back to
class, after a breakfast in the Harvard Union
of blueberries and half-and-half (milk and
cream). Of course there had to be a final
exam, but no one was worried. We knew it
would turn out all right.
The girl from the quiet town had found
new avenues to explore. I also learned how
easy it was to venture out on those avenues,
and how pleasant to find happiness along the
way. •

Sybil Gladstone

I was about to enter Pembroke College in
Brown University, and the Dean of
Admissions suggested I take a French course
at Harvard Summer School, to enhance my
ability to score on a placement test. Having
spent my early childhood in Brooklyn, then
later in the small town of Middleboro, MA, I
was ready to explore the wider world.
Taking an early train daily to South
Station, then the subway to Harvard Square,
I entered the beautiful world of Harvard Yard
and its surrounding buildings. Settling into
my classroom in Bexley Hall on the first day,
I looked around to find a motley crew, most
of us teenagers, but also a buxom, motherly
middle-aged woman, a man in his forties,
and a quaint-looking instructor, Monsieur
Chalufour, a seemingly shy, skinny, balding
man of gentle proclivities.
A warm atmosphere pervaded the
classroom, and some of us found ourselves,
after class, idling along the paths in Harvard
Yard, on our way to the Wursthaus in
Harvard Square for lunch. The days passed
so pleasantly, relationships developed so
amicably, we soon formed friendships with
recent strangers. Sara Paxton, from New
York and her roommate. Ginny Smith from
North Carolina, said, "Come with us. We're
going to the Music Building to listen to
opera". So I heard Liebestod from Wagner's
opera Tristan und Isolde, and it became
implanted in my brain. Barbara Goldberg
urged me to walk with her to the Weld
Boathouse, so we could take out a shell on
the Charles River on a beautiful, sunny day.
A friendly girl from Wellesley invited me to
a tea at her home and somehow
transportation was arranged so that I would
reach South Station in time to catch the last
train home. A handsome young Texan told
me, as we walked through Harvard Yard,
that he was the scion of an oil empire, and
that he hated being in that position. He was

The Bridge
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Your Dedham Town Meeting

Crepes, Crumpets
or Pie in the Sky?

Jay Fialkow

Malcolm Green

Dedham was founded in 1635. Its present
population is 25,000, approximately 95%
white and 56% Catholic. There are five
private schoools, seven public schools and
twelve churches. There are seven precincts
(39 members from each precinct) and 273
town meeting members. The town meeting
is the legislative arm of the town; the
executive arm is a board of selectmen and a
town manager. Dedham is the county seat
for Norfolk County
NewBridge is in Precinct One. The twelve
members from NewBridge are the following:
Fran Shaer (Secretary), Jay Fialkow, Harold
Band, Marie Clark, Dorrit Senior, David
Rosenthal, Bob Sandman, Peter Shapiro,
Eldon Clingan, Roz Holt, Norman Berkowitz
and Armin Biller. The term is three years.
The NewBridge members are anxious to
represent the precinct properly and are very
anxious to become part of the town.
Consistent with these goals, we held a
meeting here for all precint members before
the May Town Meeting to discuss the
matters to come before us.
We had speakers and a healthy discussion.
We got to understand the issues to be voted
on and got to meet our colleagues from
Precinct One.
The major legislative issue during the May
Meeting dealt with a proposal from the
School Superintendent and School
Committee. They sought approval for an
Early Childhood Education Centre — where
all pre-K children would be centered — as
opposed to a program which existed for
many years where the program would be in
the individual elmentary schools. Our group
had a meeting with others in the precinct
where we heard from the two sides of the
issue. We learned a lot and decided
informally to support the program. Total cost
would be approximately $39 million of which
the state would pay $10 million The town
would borrow the $29 million with principal
and interest to be paid by a fund held by the
town (from a tax on restaurants and hotels)
Therefore there would be no charge to
taxpayers. Great discussion at the Meeting.
Proposal passed easily.
Continue -à
The Bridge

In the late 1950’s TWA (remember them?)
was running a marketing promotion on nonstop flights from Boston to the west coast.
The promotion was called ‘Mystery Flights’.
The concept was that once the flight was at
cruising altitude and it was dinnertime, the
stewardesses, now called flight attendants
and usually attractive young women, ducked
into a lavatory and changed into costumes
associated with a European country. The
countries could be Italy, France or England
and were not announced in advance. They
would then serve a dinner with food
representing the country whose costume
they were wearing.
I had a business trip scheduled to Los
Angeles and ticketed a Mystery Flight. This
was to be my first trip to California on a jet.
I loved to fly and I was excited to experience
a Mystery Flight.
Once on board the plane at Logan, the
pilot announced there was a slight
mechanical difficulty and we would be late
taking off. As is so often the case, minutes
turned to hours; by the time we took off and
reached cruising altitude dinner was already
late. There was no time for a costume
change and the stewardesses scurried
around serving dinners characteristic of
some European country.
Airline food being what it is, I never could
tell which country the food was supposed to
represent.
Continued

We are planning several meetings here with
other town meeting members so we may
continue to become more involved in the
town. This fall we wlll have a meeting here
to discuss the proposed changes in the town
square. We will have room for some of our
residents to attend.
We are anxious to take our responsibility
seriously and assist Newbridge in becoming
acloser member of the Town. (We may
have become too insular here at the
Bridge!) •
6
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identified himself as Mary’s older brother. He
very quickly let me know that although
watching over Mary was his responsibility, he
would be very pleased to meet our family.
When Mary arrived, she accepted his
interference with good humor. She and I
usually referred to him as “Papa Andrew”.
Because he was busy earning a Master’s
degree at Harvard, we did not see much of
him.
Certain memories of Mary’s early visits to
us in Newton stand out very clearly because
she occasionally wanted to cook Chinese
specialties for our dinner. Her ‘grass jelly’
was definitely not well received, and to this
day my mention of it to the children still
makes them wince! During another cooking
attempt, Mary used my treasured
Farberware roasting pan, which still bears
the scars of sitting on a hot top of the stove
burner.
Soon Mary had a boyfriend from Yale,
named Ed Tan, whom she met when he
came to Boston to attend a mixer at
Wellesley. When they became engaged a few
years later, we celebrated by having a party
for the couple at our home, inviting many
Chinese relatives and longtime friends.
As the marriage date approached, we
became very much a part of wedding
planning, working closely with Mary’s mother
to finalize every detail. Actually, there were
two separate ceremonies. The first, in
deference to Ed’s family, was the traditional
American, with a white-gowned bride and
many attendants. Following this there was a
formal Chinese ceremony, with Mary wearing
an elegant red gown, followed by a delicious
multi-course Chinese dinner. We were the
honored guests, and seated accordingly.
When I finally returned to Wellesley to
earn my degree after an absence of
seventeen years, Mary and I graduated in
the same class. Our immediate families
joyously celebrated together at our Newton
home.
Over the years we have shared many
experiences with the Tans, and visited each
other’s homes. I talk on the phone to Mary
regularly, catching up with each other’s lives
in hour-long conversations. We are now very
much looking forward to a June visit from
“Our Chinese Family”. •

Our Chinese Family
Susan Green
As an American who has spent her entire life
in the Northeast, how is it possible for me to
have a Chinese family? After reading this
piece you will know the answer!
Each year, as part of its founding mission,
Wellesley College enrolls many students
from foreign countries. Alums in the Boston
area are recruited to serve as host families
for the new arrivals, to ensure that they will
feel welcome and that they receive help with
any needs that may arise as they settle in.
Reasoning that the experience would be
beneficial for our young family, I volunteered
for the program.
Several of our first students were rather
memorable, though they differed from each
other in many ways. Petra, from India, was
our first assignee: serious, mature and selfsufficient. She did not spend much time with
us. But we did make plans for my parents to
visit her family while on a trip to India later
in the fall. However, while touring in Russia,
my Mom was rushed to the hospital after
suffering a heart attack. Fortunately, thanks
to arrangements made by a very capable
tour leader, she was flown home in time to
begin her recovery.
Next, because I had enjoyed a trip to
France, and had taken French in school, I
was pleased that my next assignment was
Martine, a sophisticated, attractive, bright,
young woman from Paris. Very soon after
she arrived, I received a formal note from
her mother thanking me for helping her
daughter. A few weeks later a package
containing a set of Tiffany crystal bowls was
delivered to us. We saw little of Martine
during her first years at Wellesley, but to our
surprise, our next student was her younger
sister Anne, who was always well looked
after by her sister. I did get to know them
both a little better by taking them out to
lunch several times.
Now for my very favorite part of the
hosting experience. Our next student was
from Taiwan. Her name, Mary Miao, made
the children giggle, thinking that she should
purr like a kitten! A few days before she was
scheduled to arrive in Boston, I received a
phone call from a young man who said his
name was Andrew Miao and who then
The Bridge
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The Shtoysel

about. When I arrived, he gave me a
package that he had carefully wrapped in
brown paper. It was my Grandmother's
"shtoysel." He told me that several members
of the family had requested this item but he
thought it should go to me.
This inspired me to begin my mortar and
pestle collection. Wherever we traveled, I
would look for new pieces to add to it. In
Europe, I visited antique shops and outdoor
flea markets where I was able to find several
old mortar and pestle sets. I also received
gifts from friends to add to my collection.
Most of the pieces in the collection are made
of old brass but I also have another small
group made of various other materials such
as wood, china and steel.
This collection is very meaningful to me
and always brings back wonderful memories
of delightful visits with my Grandparents. •

Sheila Klein

While visiting my Grandmother, when I was
a child, I very often saw her using a mortar
and pestle (which she called her "shtoysel").
This was a very early predecessor of a
"Cuisinart" and was used to blend and grind
nuts and other foods.
When my Grandmother saw how
interested I was in this process she
purchased a small "shtoysel" for me so that I
could "assist" her with food preparation.
She would give me a tiny piece of whatever
food she was working with and I happily
banged away using my own "shtoysel."
Many years later, my Grandfather asked
me to visit him just before he was moving to
a long-term care facility. He said that he had
something vey important to talk to me

The Bridge Needs Your Stories
NOW!
Our usual store of unpublished stories has
dwindled down to just a few. If we don’t
replenish it we will have to cut the size of each
issue and eventually cease publication.
For help with writing a story, get in touch with
John Averell or Ed Goldstein
The Bridge
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Patchouli

One day, while I was checking my mailbox
at the student union, my concentration was
disturbed by the exotic odor of what I now
know to have been Patchouli. When I looked
up, there was Margot not three feet from me
checking her own mailbox. She was even
more gorgeous close up than from the
window of our classroom. And that exotic
smell …
Without a word between us, I finished
what I was doing and turned away.
And so it went: drooling admiration from
afar but complete silence when we
occasionally passed each other in the
student union.

Edward Goldstein

Some years ago, I accompanied my wife on
a shopping trip to the Bread and Circus store
on Washington Street in Brighton. While
waiting for her to select the week’s groceries
I wandered aimlessly through the aisles. I
stopped at a table holding a collection of
fragrant oils. One of the little vials was
labeled Patchouli.
Oh yes, wasn’t that the fragrance favored
by swarthy Levantine gangsters in old
adventure novels? And wasn’t it used by
hippies and in aromatherapy?
I wondered what it smelled like.
I opened the little glass vial.
Unexpectedly, the smell was instantly
familiar. The pungent, powerful, mossy,
musty odor suddenly took me back sixty
years in time and a thousand miles to the
west.

By the end of my junior year, I felt I needed
to join the war. I gave up my deferment and
joined the army. I finished basic training in
California, went to Officer Candidate School
at Fort Monmouth, New Jersey, and proudly
pinned on the shiny gold bars of a second
lieutenant. My first assignment was to be the
executive officer of the cooks’ and bakers’
school at Camp Crowder, Missouri.
Marion Kreiner, who as head of the Jewish
Welfare Board in Minneapolis had taken me
under her wing, had become the director of
the American Red Cross office in St. Louis,
Missouri. When I wrote her about my
assignment she invited me to spend a few
days with her in St. Louis on my way to
Camp Crowder. We had arranged that I
would come to her office as soon as my train
arrived. She greeted me fondly and, after
catching up on what had happened since we
last saw each other, we talked about my
visit.
“Ed, I know you won’t want to spend your
first leave with an old lady. Let me introduce
you to a young friend of mine who works in
this office. Let’s go see her.”
As we walked down the hall, she added:
“Actually, you may know her … she was at
the U until recently. Her name is Margot
Auerbach.”
I mumbled something like, “Well, I know
who she is …”
As we entered Margot’s cubicle I was
enveloped in that well remembered aroma of
Patchouli. Somehow, I managed my part of
the introduction with a minimum of
stuttering. If she remembered me at all as
part of the uncouth ogling crowd in the

I first saw Margot from a window in the
Electrical Engineering building at the
University of Minnesota. The window looked
out at the front of the Journalism building.
The draft had decimated the number of male
journalism students — we electrical
engineers of course enjoyed deferments —
and the female journalism students had the
reputation of being the best looking “girls”
on the campus (political correctness was as
yet an unknown concept). So, between
classes, it was our habit to sit on the
windowsills of our classrooms and ogle the
young women who entered and left the
building across the narrow street.
Our special favorite was a dark-haired
beauty who stood out from the crowd of
clean-cut blond Scandinavians like an exotic
orchid in a field of daisies. While the average
co-ed at the U tended to favor sundresses
and plaid, pleated skirts with penny loafers
and ankle socks, she was always dressed in
what to our unsophisticated eyes looked like
the height of fashion: tight-fitting dresses
that emphasized her astounding figure and,
always, stockings and high heels. We were
smitten, albeit from afar. Someone had
discovered her name, Margot, and the fact
that her mother was employed as a buyer at
the most fashionable department store in
Minneapolis.
The Bridge
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Young Drunk

windows of the Electrical Engineering
building, she was kind enough not to
mention it.

Joe Sabbath

Our family observed all the Jewish holiday
dinners with prayers and the traditional glass
of wine made by my mother’s stepfather. He
lived with us; every fall season he would
prepare the wine. As a child I helped him
pick the grapes off the stem and crush them.
During the preparation of the wine he would
tell me stories of his profession as an
optometrist making house calls by horse and
buggy.
I was the youngest in a family of six.
During the holiday meals I was allowed a sip
of wine together with my twin sister. One
afternoon at about the age of four or five,
the day after Passover, I must have decided
to have more than a sip. The wine was kept
in the dining room in a glass cabinet too high
for me to reach. So I pushed a chair against
it and climbed up, found the bottle and
poured some into a nearby wine glass.
After drinking it, I scampered down and
within a few minutes began to feel sick and
dizzy. I stumbled towards the kitchen calling
out for my mother.
She took one frightened look at me and
asked what happened, but I could hardly
talk. She immediately ran to the phone and
called the doctor.
In those days physicians made house
calls. Within a short while he arrived with his
little black bag in hand. There was little my
mother could tell him except how worried
she was. The doctor picked me up and took
me to the bedroom for an examination, not
prepared for what was going to happen next.
When I threw up all over him, he had an
immediate diagnosis!
My mother and the doctor went into the
dining room and found the chair against the
cabinet with the door ajar and an open bottle
of wine.
The next night my father sat me down
after dinner and said "Joseph my child, you
are forbidden from drinking, tasting, even
smelling wine until your Bar-Mitzvah."
To this day I am an ardent but modest
consumer of wine.
Presented originally in Yiddish at the Vinkl,
and re-translated back to English by the
author. •

Margot, who had been given time off from
her job, was a wonderful guide to St. Louis,
both day and night. She tolerated my social
ineptness and we actually became good
friends, well within the then accepted limits
of my being an “officer and a gentleman.”
What attracted me to her was obvious. I
suppose what attracted her to me was that I
was a man, and an army officer at that,
during those days of a scarcity of young
men.
My leave passed quickly and I traveled on to
Camp Crowder.
That was the last time I saw Margot, but not
the last time I heard about her.
The first of those occurrences was a few
months later on a train from New York to St.
Louis. In the meantime, I had gotten
married and was traveling to meet my wife
Marie in Kansas City. I had met her at the
University, where she was one of two women
in the Engineering school, but that is another
story. She was now a member of the
Women’s Army Corps, stationed in Texas,
and we were to spend a brief leave together
before I went overseas.
On the train I sat next to a lieutenant in
the Army Engineers. We struck up a
conversation. He told me he was going to
see his fiancée in St. Louis. During our
conversation it turned out that his fiancée
was none other than Margot.
A few months later, Marie joined me in
Munich where I was part of the US Army of
Occupation of Germany. One evening during
our first week together she suddenly said:
“Hey, I met someone who says she is a
friend of yours.”
“Who’s that?”
“Her name is Margot Auerbach, I think.
We were at a party together. She’s pretty
good looking, but she dresses like a floozy …
and she sure wears a lot of perfume. Just
how well do you know her?” •

The Bridge
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Perfume River Rising

Thriving at NewBridge

Dotty Sacks
My son Richard is a Foreign Service officer.
During his career he has served our country
in Mexico, Vietnam, Korea, Pakistan,
Panama, Morocco, and Washington DC. I
visited everywhere, except Pakistan and
each and every one of my visits lasted more
than four months.
Vietnam was one of my very favorite
countries, and the city of Hue was of
particular interest. It holds a rich history
politically and culturally. Hue was the Capital
of the Nguyen dynasty, a testimony to the
once robust feudal empire. It is situated on
the lovely Perfume River. Hue is a tourist
destination because of its historical
monuments, pagodas and the tombs of
several emperors.
During one of my many trips to Vietnam,
my dear friend Vida came for a visit. We
took a side trip to the city of Hue. On the
third day of our trip our guide came racing
into our apartment screaming "Madame,
Madame, the river is in the hotel!" Vida and I
were somewhat perplexed. We then looked
out over our balcony to see all the lobby
chairs floating by as the Perfume River was
indeed overflowing and was already kneehigh in the Hotel. How frightening!
Hurriedly we packed our bags, all I could
imagine was that by the time we reached the
lobby the water would be over our heads and
we might drown! When we did reach the
lobby the water was waist high. OH MY GOD!
l have never been so frightened in my life.
We were so lucky; we had a van waiting
for us. The two of us practically swam out of
the hotel to the awaiting van. I was holding
one bag overhead while the other floated by
my side. Vida and I were soaking wet and
very scared as the river continued to rise.
We observed quite a number of Vietnamese
people rowing their little boats along the
street which was now consumed by the
Perfume River. Unfortunately, we later sadly
learned a huge number of Vietnamese
drowned in the flood. •

Judy Rubinstein

The Bridge

What? Sit down at a table of total strangers
to share a meal? Not on your life, or so I
thought before the first time I did it.
I have lived here almost a year and
couldn’t be happier. You would think that
making new friends is easy and fun and
you’d be right, unless you tend to be shy like
I am. I also feel embarrassed if I can’t
remember the names of all the new people
I’ve met. However, most people are very
understanding about the “name” issue and
they forgive me if I ask them to remind me
who they are. I have spent fifty years living
in a single family home, so group living
doesn’t come easily to me.
If anyone reading this has had the same
feelings, I have a suggestion. Volunteer!
Find something you love to do and start
doing it. I was lucky. I received an emailed
request for library volunteers shortly after I
moved in and I jumped at it. I love using
computers and the NewBridge Library
needed someone to enter loans and returns
in their computer. A match made in heaven.
Best of all, the NewBridge Library is a lovely,
peaceful place to work and I can choose my
own hours. Could there be a better volunteer
opportunity? Besides enjoying the work, I
have had the added bonus of getting to
know (and remembering the names of) the
other Library volunteers and many of the
residents who come to borrow books, DVDs
and Kindles.
Take the leap of faith. If there’s
something you love to do, find out who is in
charge of that activity and ask if you can
help. It’s very fulfilling and a great way to
get to know other kind souls like you.•
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Hijacked

came to look. We looked at each other. We
found out afterwards that the German
government wanted to keep the plane on the
ground and not refuel it. The hijacker
became upset and threatened to kill a
stewardess. The government finally relented
and allowed us to refuel and be on our way.
Everyone wants to know how I felt. I was
rather numb, very quiet, and had the feeling
that I was watching a play on television. I
felt as though I were part of the audience
instead of one of the actors.
Lunch was served two hours late and
rather dried up. Everyone ate, knowing full
well that there was no more food aboard. I
began to worry. I didn't worry about being
abducted or about falling down into the
ocean, or about being in a plane which is
almost never used for trans-Atlantic flights.
Instead, I worried about my children. I
asked George, "Do you think the kids know
about this?" He thought I had lost my mind.
"Of course they know about it — you're
probably on the national news already." Now
that bothered me. I don't like to upset my
children — look what I had done.
Periodically, the captain spoke to us,
telling us how reasonable the young man
was being, and how we would all be just fine
if we continued to obey the rules. I spoke to
the people who sat right near us. I tried to
comfort a young woman from California who
was terribly stressed and worried about a
teenager she had left at home. The most
interesting conversation was with a black
physician from Addis Ababa, whose leg had
been shattered by a terrorist grenade thrown
in his office. His leg had been repaired in
Memphis, Tennessee and was still in a
walking cast. He only wanted to go home. He
wanted to know why we were on the plane. I
told him of our vacation plans. "You
shouldn't be doing that," he said sorrowfully.
"It's not safe for you to be in that part of the
world." "But you're going there," I said. "But
I can't help it, I live there," was his
response.
An aerial map was displayed on the movie
screen. It showed our destination and our
flight as it progressed. Everyone's eyes were
glued to the screen. Two terrible movies
were shown at various times but the map
held everyone's interest. The flight back to

Phyllis Wolfe

It was probably going to be our last big trip,
one that involved lengthy flying and lots of
walking and climbing stairs. I had already
had one knee replacement and would have
another one in a few years. Walking long
distances was hard for me to do. We had
already visited much of the world but
somehow had never gone to Egypt. Egypt
had always fascinated me, an exotic ancient
culture that had disappeared.
George had some reservations about this
trip. The U.S. State Department had issued
an advisory about travelling in Egypt
because of fundamentalist attacks against
foreign tourists. In the end, we decided to be
careful but to take the trip. After all – what
could possibly happen?
Armed with visas, plastic water bottles,
fanny-packs and a fortune in film, we left at
6:00 p.m. from Boston's Logan Airport. The
flight to Frankfurt was uneventful and very
pleasant. After a two-hour layover we
boarded a Lufthansa Airbus for the 3-1/2
hour lunch flight to Cairo.
An hour out of Frankfort, the captain's
voice came over the intercom, "I have an
announcement to make." Captains are
always making announcements: look out the
window to the left, we're x number of feet in
the air, it's hot where we're going. This time
was different. He said, "There is a young
man in the cockpit with a gun to my head.
He doesn't want to go to Cairo. We are being
hijacked. If we all stay quiet and calm,
nothing will happen. He wants to go to
Hanover, Germany, so we are turning
around." I sat there in disbelief. Why would
anyone bother to hijack me? It was silly. I
was nobody. Nobody or not, the plane
turned right around and went back to
Germany. The captain continued to make
announcements. No liquor of any kind would
be served. We were to sit in our seats with
seat belts on and could only get up to use
the lavatory. We were to stay very quiet and
not upset the young man.
We landed at Hanover on an airstrip that
seemed to be in the middle of
nowhere. There were no buildings, no
people. Finally two farmers and a large dog
The Bridge
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New York took 10 hours but I thought that
the time went very fast. Now I began to
worry about my new knee. I asked George,
"What will I do if they blow out the back of
the plane and put one of these chutes down
for us to slide out?" Again he thought I was
mad. "You'll slide down," he said. "I don't
think I can do that with this knee," I said.
"Don't worry about it," he said." "I'll throw
you down." That was the end of that.
The map finally showed that we were
approaching New York. Everyone began to
look out the windows instead of at the map.
People began to talk a little louder. We were
passing over the city and on to Kennedy
Airport. It was frightening: we could see
nothing at all – no air traffic, no planes on
the ground, no people, no cars. We guessed
that Kennedy had been closed to all other
traffic. We landed safely, again with the
admonition to stay in our seats and not
move. The hijacker traded his gun for the
pilot's eyeglasses and left the plane. George
got a glimpse of him leaving. We sat frozen
in our seats, fighting the impulse to bolt out
the door.
Suddenly, out of nowhere — cars, trucks,
buses, hundreds of people suddenly
appeared. A SWAT team dressed in green,
with helmets and goggles, clanking with
guns and knives and all kinds of deathdealing equipment, materialized on board.
First, they quickly looked for a bomb that
might have been hidden. Then one by one,
each passenger was quickly body-searched
and allowed to deplane carrying only a coat
and, if desired, a pocketbook.
We were loaded onto buses and taken to
the Lufthansa terminal. In private lounges,
the FBI, the police department, and the
State Department waited. A bar had been
set up, along with coffee, Danish and snacks.
We were all hungry. I took a Coke (couldn't
get anywhere near the bar) and a Danish. I
took one bite and started to cry. "Why am I
crying all over my Danish?" I had no idea but
went on chewing and crying.
Two teams of FBI and police department
personnel debriefed us. We told them all we
knew.
We were paged and told that two of our
children were waiting for us downstairs. We
could only see them with a guard in tow. Our
The Bridge

daughter had flown in from Boston and our
son had driven in from New Jersey. The rest
of the family waited in Boston for news. Our
daughter, who is an expert in Post Traumatic
Stress Disorder, was wringing her hands and
crying; "Oh my God, I can't believe what
happened to you." Our son looked dazed.
They offered to put us up overnight. They
offered to send us back to Egypt. We only
wanted to go home. We finally got tickets for
the 10 o'clock flight to Boston. I could hardly
walk. My legs were not behaving well. We
arrived home at 11:00 p.m. We had been
gone 31 hours, had flown half way around
the world and back, and had ended 250
miles from home. •
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The Room

room to celebrate outdoors produces a
pleasant feeling and a hazy image.
One summer my father brought me a
puppy which he allowed to roam over the
roof – he either did not know or care about
training the dog – so with poop all over I did
not enjoy going through the room to play
with the puppy on the roof – so the dog was
given away. I only remember the feeling of
loss.
There were other photos from childhood
and youth which often tempt me to create
memories of the time. There is a photograph
of me dressed as a 4 or 5 year old cowboy
sitting on a pony. How did I feel then,
dressed and photographed by a roving street
photographer? Despite the photo, I can’t
quite remember doing this even though I
was much older than the early bedroom
memories. The memory is just of the
photograph.
There is another photo of teen-age me
standing on the rear bumper of a ’39 car in
between Ira and Howie. Ira has his tongue
out, Howie is smirking. I am smiling. I do
remember them as fun playmates and I tried
to reconnect and remember this time with
them – 50 years later I met Howie. He was a
dejected unhappy person with few memories
of the time of the photo. About the same
time I found Ira’s telephone number in
Arizona and called him. He refused to talk
with me. I later learned that he was hiding
from some illegal deed. So better to just
remember the photo of the youth than try to
recreate feelings of that time from others
who may not have or want memories.
Much later, my mother stayed in the
bedroom for hours – either lying in bed or
rocking in a chair – depressed – room dark –
or was that a memory of my mood? I
photographed her sitting on the steps
leading to the roof. It was her last photo.
So, it seems that some memories of my
childhood and youth are not modified on recall, for I continue to have the same memories of the room every time. Other memories
seem lost rather than modified. Can they be
retrieved? •

Sherwin (Sam) Lehrer

They say that memories are malleable such
that each time they are recalled, they are
modified. Yet, how can that be with my
memories of a particular room – the
bedroom in our house in East New York,
Brooklyn. I have recalled memories of that
room many times during my 80+ adult years
and they seemed to be the same,
unmodified - or am I only remembering the
last memory that had been already been
altered by all of the previous recalled
memories? And am I altering all recalled
memories by remembering them?
My first memory of that room is a bright
afternoon during springtime – the window to
the street is open and sounds of children
playing in the street are drifting in. I am
lying in my parents’ bed, probably next to
my mother, and we are both taking a nap. It
is a pleasant memory and the unclear distant
shouts of children give me a warm relaxed
safe feeling. I must have been very young
because most of my other memories of my
mother are dark. This first memory of that
room is not an image but rather a feeling.
A few years later I remember having a
nightmare while sleeping in that room – loud
noises like fire engines screaming on the wall
opposite the bed. Red and violet swirling
color coming closer with sirens blaring – I
wake up. These abstract moving images and
sounds leave me with a scary feeling. I have
had the same dream several times sleeping
in other rooms as an adult. Do I simply
remember the child having that dream or do
I have the same dream again?
The room offered an entrance to the roof
of the house extension below. So we used
the roof to build a Sukkah and bring food
through the room to eat there during
Sukkoth. The roof of the Sukkah was made
of cattails and thistle that my father
collected from the swamps along Linden
Blvd. Did he hang fruit from the ceiling as
well? This memory of passing through the

The Bridge
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Cooking with Simca

I came into the picture as a fledgling Julia
“wannabe”, and, as in the film Julie and
Julia, cooked my way through both Volumes
and became a devotee of French cuisine. I
subsequently studied with every cookbook
author that came through Boston, especially
French chefs. Ultimately I went to France to
cook with Simca, who occasionally taught
students at her home in Provence. I, along
with two other students, spent a week living
in her home, cooking all our meals.

Judy Stavis
Simca, or Simone Beck, wrote Mastering The
Art of French Cooking, Volumes I and II,
with Julia Child and Louisette Bertholle.
Simca, an accomplished cook and teacher,
met Julia Child when she was living in Paris
with her husband Paul. Julia had already
studied at Le Cordon Bleu when they first
met, so Simca invited her into her cooking
club, Le Cercle des Gourmettes. They, along
with another French cook, Louisette
Bertholle, formed their own cooking school,
L’Ecole de Trois Gourmandes, which ran for
ten years in Louisette’s kitchen.
Simca became a close friend of Julia’s as
well as a teacher and mentor. They, along
with Louisette, ultimately collaborated on the
“Mastery” books, which took another ten
years before the first volume was completed.
Their focus was on teaching Americans to
cook.

Judy flipping crepes for Simca
Simca was a tall, imposing, and
intimidating figure – I was terrified!
However, she was an excellent teacher and I
loved every minute working with her.
Fortunately, I had a lot of skills by then, and
was familiar with most French cooking
terms. She encouraged me to further my
education. Eventually, at her suggestion, I
enrolled at L’Ecole de la Varenne in Paris,
where I studied for the next three months.
When I returned home I left my teaching
career to work in the specialty food industry,
which brought me back to my beloved Paris
annually. The ironic part of this lovely tale is
that I am spending my elder years “dining”
at NewBridge, unable to enjoy those
wonderful French cuisine dishes that I loved
to prepare and share with friends. •

Simca unmolding a Turban of Sole
As we all know, Julia became a superstar
when she returned to the U.S. The books
and her TV programs caused a revolution in
American cooking. Many people do not know
the background, and that Simca and Louise
were equally important figures.

The Bridge
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Best Cure Ever - The Pool

from my apartment. Since I still work, NBOC
Management was kind enough to change the
opening hour to 5:00 am, which is how I
start my days.

Jerry Sands
Back in 2013, I wrote a story for The Bridge urging
residents to use our pool for their health. I now want
to tell you about my personal experiences that made
me so enthusiastic.

About four years ago, l came down with a
rare type of pneumonia, which has over a
50% mortality rate. To make bad matters
worse, l waited about a month until I was
hospitalized, thinking this was a long duration ﬂu. It was so unusual for me not to feel
fabulous, I assumed this would leave me
soon. Low-grade fever, weight loss, coughing
episodes, led to my Primary Care Physician
sending me directly to the Pulmonary Department of Tufts Medical. Apparently l was
so ill, they needed a series of lung biopsies
to determine the source of my illness.
The pulmonary staff told my wife that my
extraordinary physical condition was the reason for my survival. There is no question this
was due to my vigorous pool workouts.
Let's fast forward to the present. My days
start with a strong cup of black coffee, and a
trip to the pool. A 30-minute vigorous
workout provides me with the energy and
get-go to face the world. Neighbors often
remark how fast I walk, which just comes
naturally. My mood is always positive and
upbeat, which is a direct result of the sense
of wellbeing that comes from exercising. A
few years back, my gerontologist said that,
without question, I had to be his healthiest
patient.
The beauty of the pool is that regardless
of your age/physical condition, you can
achieve great beneﬁts by just “walking laps.”
Even if you are using a walker, you will find
the water will give you stability. Your immediate goal should be feeling comfortable and
safe as you slowly walk from side to side.
There may be a reluctance to walk without
any assistance, which is understandable. The
water will give you the balance you need. As
you build up your conﬁdence, you will take
pride in knowing you are greatly enhancing
your cardiovascular health. There is N0
NEED to know how to swim, as you will be
on your feet during your pool time.
In closing, remember we all spent the ﬁrst
9 months in water, so follow my lead —
you'll feel like a kid again. Good health and
long life to you. •

In 1966, I started my own business, and it
took all my efforts to keep aﬂoat. Early
morning to late evening, I had to do every
chore, until I could afford hiring an employee
some two years later. Despite my young
age, the stress was taking its toll on my
sleep and fast-food eating habits. An employee shamed me when she mentioned that
my slim figure was not that slim anymore.
In 1969 I joined a health club and forced
myself to take four hours a week for exercising. Working with a trainer, I was put
through a series of weight lifting and cardiovascular routines. In addition, at the crack of
dawn, I took a three-mile jog every other
day. Before too long, I began to feel and see
results. Unused muscles ﬁrmed up, my eating habits improved, and sleep came more
naturally.
One day, a sign was posted that the gym
would be closed for six weeks for renovations. The gym had become such an important routine, I literally panicked. One of
the trainers saw my distress, and said the
swimming pool would be an excellent alternative, and he would show me some basic
water-aerobic routines. At ﬁrst, I questioned
how a swimming pool could provide the
same strenuous workout as the combination
of gymnastics and outside jogging.
He joined me in the pool, and showed me
the basics of water-aerobics. Using the
buoyancy of the water, we increased the intensity of the workouts. In addition, he introduced me to an array of weights and
ﬂotation devices. Motivated, I went online to
get additional water aerobic materials. Using
the various weights and flotation devices, I
created a six-day/thirty-minute vigorous
routine, broken down into three components
- cardiovascular, upper body, and lower
body. These half hour non-stop sessions
more than equal the intensity of previous
one-hour gym workouts.
Moving to NewBridge was fabulous, with a
swimming pool just an elevator ride away
The Bridge
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