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Notes from the Editors

rent the sailboat. We had been accustomed
to power boats, not sail boats, but we decided to go anyway. It seemed to be an ideal
vacation. We would be on a 35 foot sailboat
(dinghy attached) with two other couples:
our captain (my friend the ophthalmologist),
his girlfriend, her son with his girlfriend
(both in upper twenties). Sleeping quarters
were intimate, separated by half walls made
of thin plywood .......far from being soundproof.
I was to be the navigator, Harry at the
controls, and the young man would manage
the sails which had to be manually raised
and lowered. We dropped anchor at three or
four of the islands, and our young friend
raced ashore each time to check availability
at the local hotels for a room. To his dismay
hotel rooms at that time were going for a
minimum of $300 per night. (He decided he
would remain celibate for the week). On one
of our trips from the island to our anchorage
I was stepping from the dinghy on to the
stern of our sailboat, when the dinghy
moved away. My step ended in the water
and my ophthalmologist friend reached over
to grasp my sunglasses leaving me to my
own devices. What else can you expect from
an eye doctor?
After our second island stop our captain
decided that we should to Anegada, an island in the Atlantic, the farthest we could
travel, to get lobster dinners. (Edie does not
eat lobster.) After two more island stops and
dinners we headed for the Virgin Islands for
some shopping before going back to Tortola.
Docking at Virgin Gorda was no easy matter.
By radio we were told that there was no
dockage space left. Our captain’s girlfriend
took the radio and conned the port operator
into squeezing us in, telling him that we
were lost and were afraid to go any further
with our rented sailboat. After a shopping
spree by the women we headed back to Tortola and flights to Miami. At that point we
learned that there was a snowstorm in Connecticut (where we were all from) and all the
airports were closed. Edie and I drove back
to Delray Beach, but the others remained in
Miami until the airports reopened. So ended
a glorious dream trip. •

Again we are happy to welcome two new
authors in this issue. Ted Raphael begins his
first personal story of army experiences. I
am looking forward to more from Ted, as
well as his years as an accountant.
Ruth Ades, one of our recent newcomers,
offers her memories of a lifelong friend, a
tree, in humorous poetry.
Our puzzle ladies on the cover, Eleanor
Schmidt and Lenore Karlin, attack a
challenge in the Winter Garden.
As always, grateful thanks to our many
authors who dependably submit stories,
poems, and photos each issue. As we
continue to welcome new residents, I want
to encourage you to write up your memories
that you tell to your families and to new
friends in NewBridge over dinner. Contact
John Averell or Ed Goldstein for help in
putting them together, no matter how short
or long they are.

New plans for The Bridge are in the
works. We are working out some details,
and expect to see the results in the January issue. •

Sailing the Caribbean
Arnie Heiger

Fifteen years ago we were visiting our eye
doctor (Harry) for a routine check, and afterward we stopped to have a few words socially with him. We had been friends for
many years. He had been divorced some
years ago and was now seeing another
woman. During our discussion he mentioned
that he was planning a bareboat sailing trip
in the Caribbean with two other couples. I
mentioned “Great, that is something I had
wanted to do for many years.” At this he
said that one of the couples was sort of borderline about going. Hearing this I said that
if they back out, let us know and we'd love
to join him. We were leaving shortly to go to
our place in Florida and I gave him our
phone number there and told him to call us if
he needed another couple.
After a few weeks he called and invited us
to join him in Tortola where he was going to
The Bridge
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Our Orange Tree has been growing
for almost 60 years,
When suddenly in April,
it brought us some tears.
Our tree had received
much too much heavy rain,
Its withering leaves made it easy to explain!

Our Outstanding Orange Tree
Ruth F. Ades

Thanksgiving was coming, a beautiful
season,
My Mother was visiting, a perfect reason!
She brought us an Orange Tree
in a plain ceramic pot,
Where it lived at our home
in a selected spot!

The leaves began to drop
and the oranges too,
The flowers began to shrivel,
what are we going to do?
Our Orange Tree is saying, 'Good-by' to us,
In the only manner it could do this,
without too much fuss!

Always noticed and admired,
this lovely plant grew,
Through many a Thanksgiving season,
a plant everyone knew.
It was in the 1960's
that we received this small 'tree',
We watered it and nurtured it
for everyone to see.

Removing its leaves and twigs, a handsome
bare sculpture it has become,
Sitting in our backyard watching everyone!
We will always remember its beauty,
and seal it with a kiss,
And know that our Orange Tree
will always be missed! •

Always bearing fruit once or twice a year,
Pretty orange fruit
which made us smile and cheer.
First came the pretty white flower,
with its delightful smell,
Then came the tiny green ball
we all knew so well.
The green ball changed color
to the Orange it became,

Our Contributors
June 2016

• Barbara and Mike Atlas: 60th Anniversary of
Estelle & Herb Schwedock
• Barbara and Mike Atlas: 60th Anniversary of
Mr. & Mrs. Sands
• Mr. and Mrs. John Averell: IMO of Dr. Jacob
Matloff
• Rosalie Dana: 60th Anniversary of Estelle &
Herb Schwedock
• Karen Drescher: 60th Anniversary of Estelle
& Herb Schwedock
• Nancy S. Parritz: 60th Anniversary of Estelle
& Herb Schwedock
• Nancy S. Parritz: 60th Anniversary of Mr. &
Mrs. Sands
• Judith H. Rosenberg: IHO Paul Hardiman.
Wishes for a speedy recovery
• Cynthia B. Shulman: IHO John Averell's
election as President of NILMA

And it grew to a 1 inch size,
and the 'Orange' was its name!
Many chose to taste it,
but facial grimaces were strong,
These exciting little oranges
were very sour all along!
This Orange Tree grew ,
but its pot was much too small.
It was repotted 4 times,
to a 24 inch pot, wide and tall.
Moving to our beach home,
the Orange Tree grew there,
Loving the cold winter,
in the heated garage so bare.
Recently, returning from Sarasota
and coming up North,
Our Orange Tree greeted us
and was ready to burst forth!
A magnificent larger tree grew
with new budding flowers,
An exquisite tree
one could view for hours and hours!
The Bridge
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• Julian J. Bussgang
• Mrs. Fay R. Bussgang

August 2016
• Dr. and Mrs. Arthur J. Luskin: In memory of
Herb Schwedock •
3

October 2016

The Razel Family
Our French daughter, Chantal Razel, an
American Field Service exchange student,
came to live with us for a year, but we never
expected to meet her entire family: father
Paul, mother Monique, brothers, sisters,
grandma and grandpa, Uncle Claude and
Aunt Celeste. Chantal, a lovely, gracious
young woman, arrived to join our daughter,
Susie, for senior year at Newton South High
School.
Soon after Chantal arrived, we were
startled to learn that her father was about to
visit us (not permissible under AFS rules).
Supposedly he was coming to the U.S. on
business, but we felt certain he was coming
to check us out. We had already been
interviewed at length by AFS staff members,
our home viewed, and our family introduced.
Chantal railed against her father's coming
visit. "I don't want him!" she declared,
following revelations to Susie about the kind
of tyrant he was. Of course we had to
welcome him with a festive dinner, to which
my mother was also invited. She later paid
tribute to his striking good looks, tall stature,
black hair and mustache, by labeling him
"the French Clark Gable". As we set out to
drive him to his hotel later, he asked
whether his daughter had been receiving
mail from her French boyfriend. While she
was in the U.S. he wanted her mind "to be
free of distractions". Stifling my anger, I told
him that I did not examine her mail.

Paul called from Paris. "How is my wife?" I
didn't dare tell him we had lost her, so
suggested he call later.
After an anxious hour, our doorbell rang.
Opening the door revealed an irate Monique
and a furious cab driver. "She won't pay
me!" he shouted. "He drove me to the wrong
place," she exclaimed, "so I would have to
pay more". It seemed she had directed him
to Newton, although we now lived in
Needham. He had driven around fruitlessly,
finally calling headquarters for directions. He
wouldn't leave; she wouldn't pay. So I left
them fuming in the corridor, brought money
for the driver, and drew her inside. She later
reimbursed me.
Later in our strange, strained relationship
with the family, Chantal called from France
to ask whether her sister, Francoise, could
stay with us en route to San Francisco. (Paul
felt that each of his children should have an
American experience.) Encore un fois, I
couldn't refuse, so Miss Haughty arrived at
Logan and came home with us. What to do
with her while I went to work at Thurston
Junior High School in Westwood, where I
held the position of Guidance Counselor? The
only answer to that question was to take her
with me. The French teachers readily agreed
to have her visit their classes, thus removing
her bored presence from my waiting room.
During free time she would return, and when
I addressed her by name; she challenged me
with, "Why don't you say 'Francoise' the
French way?" Indeed. The next day we sent
her off to San Francisco.

We met Maman years later, long after
Chantal had returned to France, when Paul
called to ask whether Monique could stay
with us for a few days in order to visit Curry
College, where their son, Rene, might apply.
Expensively dressed but poorly groomed,
she arrived reeking of cigarette smoke and
proceeded to smoke up our condo. After a
foray to visit colleges, she called to say she
was in a bus station in Boston. "Please stay
there" I exhorted, "and Dick will pick you
up!" While dinner cooled, my husband
hurried to the bus station, which did not
reveal Monique in any of its corners. Worried
sick, he returned home. At that moment,

We missed Chantal after her year with us,
and decided on a trip to Paris. She and her
father met us at Charles De Gaulle airport
and took us to the Eiffel Tower for lunch.
When the subject of her future came up,
Paul said she did not need to go to college,
but would attend a craft program for a
month. She was his daughter, not ours, so
we could not say more, but saw this as a
great injustice to this bright young woman.
While his wife and children were away at
Chamonix in the French Alps, his parents
wished to entertain us at their home. His
father, Grandpere, had founded a highly
successful construction business with his

Sybil Gladstone

The Bridge
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Self Assessment

own pick and shovel, leaving it to his sons to
manage. Gracious Grandmere, lacking
English, beamed appreciatively at us for
adopting her granddaughter for a year, and
directed the servants to offer us more food.
Later in the week we traveled by train
with Chantal to Chamonix, at Paul's
insistence. In the Razel's spacious
apartment, overlooking Mont Blanc, we were
given a beautiful suite. A splendid bouquet of
yellow roses greeted us there. We met
Monique and the other children, attended
an ice show, shopped in the village and
lunched at a charming country restaurant.
Aunt Celeste helped us plan a trip to the
chateaux of the Loire Valley. On the day of
our departure, Monique accompanied us to
our waiting car, where she obligingly cleaned
the windshield! Apparently this was
considered the hospitable thing to do.

Caryn Finard

We are not alone,
We depend on others and ourselves
We feel compelled to have friendships
But our true friendships lie within
Self-love is a journey of awareness,
Awareness that we are not isolated
We are loved,
But before we can love another we must first
“Love thyself”
We search for peace and contentment
They are only a stone's throw away
Let our illimitable space pave the way
Take the time to spiritualize
When we are criticized
we feel pain and internalize it
We feel we are not worthy
Criticism is experienced personally
and alters our self-confidence

The ties of affection between Chantal and us
are everlasting. She calls to wish us "Happy
Hanukah" or for no reason at all. Every
conversation ends with, "I love you."
There is one more chapter in the saga of
Razel visits. When Mathilde, Chantal's older
daughter was 13, we received the by now
familiar request. Might we be able to meet
her at Logan, keep her overnight, and
deliver to her camp bus at Riverside the next
morning? Yes, yes, always yes. As she
emerged from customs, Dick and I were
stunned by her strong resemblance to her
mother. Resolutely, she walked right past us
into the terminal. "Mathilde!" we called out,
hurrying after her. At our home she sulked in
our guestroom, clearly unhappy about the
turn her life had taken. The next morning we
deposited her at the camp bus stop.

Be thoughtful, meditate
They bring comfort and meaning
to our world
Comparisons are odious,
They challenge our esprit de corps
Be your own compatriot
Own your feelings
Make the most of who you are
Your life will be
a monumental human creation •

Have we ever come to understand the Razel
family? Not really. •

The Bridge
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On a Snowy Day

wish I could levitate so as to leave no trace
that I have been there. The wind picks up,
and suddenly behind me I hear a loud
enormous sound, like the roar of the ocean.
I quickly pivot around and see an immense
shower of snow descending from the trees
above, upon me and all around me,
momentarily obliterating my view. The noise
gradually dissipates and all is visible and
quiet once again as though I had been in a
dream.
After about an hour, I am finally
driven to retreat; not because of the cold
(though my hands feel like blocks of ice) nor
because of the wind, but because my trusty
camera has succumbed to the cold and shut
down. But I had enough pictures to satisfy
my need to not only record the beauty of the
moment but more importantly, to be In it.

Diana Bronner

February 5 2016
It is our first real snowfall and though a dull
day with no sun in sight, it is a wondrous
day. There is no wind here; the flakes of
snow, fluffy and large, fall steadily, gently,
silently. It is so peaceful, and I bring that
peace into my very Being. My focus changes,
becoming aware of the rapid flitting
movements of our resident winter birds
going to and fro at the feeder outside the
kitchen window: juncos, chickadees, downy
and hairy woodpeckers. The brilliant color of
the red cardinal is breathtaking against the
white snow, rapidly accumulating. I watch
nature’s silent show, mesmerized. Out on
the road, my favorite fire hydrant, yellow
with a green cap, wears its yearly
fashionable and whimsical head gear of snow
and seems to laugh in glee at me.
But I have the need to be out there, in
the middle of it, not a silent bystander hiding
in the kitchen. I bundle up, telling Biscuit
this is not a snow storm for him to be out in.
Instead I take with me my faithful, trusty
smart phone (my camera of choice these
days) and walk up the path to Common
Street hoping that it has not yet been
plowed. To my delight, though it has been
plowed, there is enough snow coverage to
give me the sense of being surrounded,
enveloped in this wintery chilly landscape.
Here, it is a windy tunnel and I hunker down
into my warm jacket and photo this, photo
that, snap, snap.
I am in a cathedral of mainly tall pine
trees, branches covered in that thick soft
downy snow, each trunk decorated with a
frosting of white. Some of the smaller trees
are bent over from the weight of the snow,
patiently waiting for nature to divest them of
their burden so they can once again stand
upright; fallen branches attest to the hard
fact that not all will survive. Snow outlines
everything, stone walls, roof edges, fences,
roadway.
It is so quiet. I hear only the crunch of
my boots which leave their mark on the
pristine carpet of snow on which I walk. I
The Bridge

Saturday 2/6
A glorious sun-filled day. Mother Nature
seems to be making amends for yesterday’s
snow storm by showing us today a different
kind of beauty. The brightness of the sun
highlights all that is under the mantle of
snow. Everything has a sparkle to it, like
glittering stars against a blue sky. It has
been a heavy wet snow and the trees are
still covered in their cloth of white. All trees,
no matter what species, seem now to be
united as one because they all have the
same ‘flowers’— beautiful white balls of snow
at the end of each branch. Some have jewellike droplets of water hanging from each
branch. But the lovely snow and ice succumb
wherever the sun casts its warming rays and
the jewels quickly disappear.
Today, unlike yesterday, is not silent.
Everywhere is the sound of those white balls
of soft snow hitting the ground; in some
cases it is snow joining snow, plop, plop,
leaving little craters all over the landscape.
Everywhere is the sound of melting snow
turning into rivulets of gurgling water. The
sun shines, temperatures are unseasonably
warm and birds are all atwitter as the earth
seems to smile in wet joy in anticipation of
an early coming of Spring. •
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We met at the Norwich Inn, our usual
meeting place in time for a delicious lunch
and great conversation. After several fast
moving hours, we realized that we had
better head for the cemetery which was very
close. The new attractive gate was open and
we observed that the grounds were well
kept. Jane had surprised us by bringing her
brand new portable armchair so that I did
not have to rely on my walker.
The three of us had lots of news to tell
three past generations of family interred
there. But I am sure that our conversations
with each family member were completely
different, depending on previous
relationships with them. We placed pebbles,
took pictures, and renewed our closeness to
our favorites.
Before we knew it the time came to head
home. Nancy and I had advised Malcolm that
we would not be back in time to have dinner
with him, but we had agreed to call him with
a progress report when we neared Dedham.
When he answered the phone he told us to
come to NewBridge and pick him up saying
“I’ll take you both out to dinner and you can
tell me about your day.” So Nancy and I
ended a perfect day in a perfect way with
Malcolm’s company!•

Three Sisters
Susan Green
My first sister, Jane, is five years older than I
am. I followed and was the middle child. Our
youngest sister, Nancy, is three years
younger than I am. Contemplating the eight
years separating us as we grew up, you
might not be surprised to be told that,
although we came from a close family, our
memories differ completely. But as we
reached adulthood and each lived with our
families on opposite sides of the country
something meaningful brought us together.
All three of us were involved in my mother’s
final years in different ways. Taking charge
of finances, handling medical problems, and
spending extra time with both parents made
us extremely close. As a result, every year
following their deaths, we would meet to go
to the cemetery in Norwich, Connecticut to
communicate with deceased members of the
family with whom we had enjoyed close
relationships.
This year Nancy was visiting Boston from
her home in California in July, so a date was
chosen for us to drive to Norwich where we
would meet Jane who would drive up from
New York. Two hours in the car turned out to
be a very special opportunity for Nancy and
me to share our differing family memories,
the concerns and plans for our lives to come,
and to develop an agenda of items to be
discussed with Jane. Jane is widowed,
extremely bright and capable but is not a
planner where her own future is concerned,
so we would try to start the process.
The Bridge

The Quake
Shirley W oods
When I graduated from Cornell I got a job at
the Remington Arms factory in Ilion, New
York. My father would check on me to make
sure I was awake and ready for my driver.
One morning he came to my bedroom
door to ask me if I had a good night’s sleep.
I said that I had, and why was he asking? He
replied that there had been a slight earthquake, and I laughed. I told him that my
roommate years ago in drama class had a
late curfew. As she came down the hall, she
could hear our phone ringing and ringing.
“My golly” she said, “you would sleep during
an earthquake!”
And so I did! •
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who, for a hefty commission, provides a
ticket for passage from Edinburgh to Halifax,
Nova Scotia, on a freighter, the SS Culebra
of Panamanian registry. My instructions are
to be at a given pier at ten o’clock on a
Sunday evening two weeks from now.
With the ticket in hand, I spend a couple
of hours filling in various documents at the
US consulate and having my picture taken.
Then a page in my passport is stamped
permitting me to enter the United States as
an immigrant via Halifax, Nova Scotia.
As for as the second problem, things look
bleak. The Poles seem quite serious about
wanting me for their army. There are
whispered suggestions about bribing this or
that Polish official, but they get nowhere.
In spite of this, I say good-bye to my
family on the appointed Sunday, and set out
to Gourock, Scotland, accompanied by the
ticket broker. We arrive in the beautiful city
late in the afternoon, but there is neither
time nor inclination for sightseeing. Around
eight, we make our way through the
blackout to the designated pier. It is cold
and raining steadily. When we reach the
pier, two British naval policemen stop us. I
show them my ticket and my Polish passport
with its United States visa stamped in it.
“Do you have your release letter from the
Polish embassy, lad?” asks one of the
soldiers. “I don’t understand. What release
letter is that, sir?” I croak.
“You’re of military age, lad; you need a
letter releasing you from service in the f...ing
Polish army.” Apparently, he is no fan of the
Poles.
“Nobody told me about that, sir. I’m sure
it’s OK.” “Can’t let you through then, lad.”
I’m getting desperate: “But the ship is
sailing in a couple of hours. Can’t you call
the Embassy and get their permission by
phone?”
The sailors seem sympathetic: “Right,
then. Hold on a minute.”
It isn’t that easy to call London in
wartime. After several attempts, the phone
at the embassy answers. Nobody there
except the telephone operator; she would be
glad to take a message.
The two sailors look at me, then at each
other. I’m close to tears. “What the hell, let

SS Culebra
Edward Goldstein

The draft notice from the Government in
Exile of the Polish Republic arrives shortly
after my eighteenth birthday. It commands
me to report within 30 days to an address in
the London West End for my physical
examination. Failure to appear will be
considered desertion from the Polish armed
forces and punished severely under English
and Polish law.
Consternation is too weak a word to
describe my reaction and that of my family. I
have not lived in Poland since I was two and
do not speak Polish. Just a few months ago
stories about the Polish Brigade’s evacuation
from Dunkirk trickled through the official
censorship to make the rounds of the London
Jewish community. These stories included
reports of Polish soldiers of the Brigade
throwing their Jewish comrades overboard to
make room for “real” Poles.
I want to fight Germans, but not as part
of the Polish Brigade. I try to enlist in the
British army. But, always correct, they refer
me to the Polish Brigade
There seems to be no way out.
Then another letter arrives. This one is
from the London Consulate of the United
States of America. It notifies me that my
application for an immigration visa, filed four
years ago by my parents, has been
approved. It invites me to present myself to
the US Consulate with my passport if I am
still interested.
My parents are not anxious to have me go
on my own. And they are worried about my
crossing the Atlantic during the vicious Uboat campaign then at its height. After much
discussion, we decide I should go. After all,
London in the Blitz isn’t that much safer than
the Atlantic. And it certainly beats the
propect of being a private in the Polish
Brigade.
But there are two problems. To get the
visa I will need confirmed passage to the
United States. And to leave England I will
need permission from the Polish
government, which had just drafted me.
My father solves the first. Through a
friend of a friend, he finds a ticket broker
The Bridge

8

October 2016

‘im go through,” the senior one says. I’m on
my way.
One of the Culebra’s sailors is waiting for
me at the gangplank. “Get on board, we’re
sailing in twenty minutes,” he shouts in
heavily accented English.
It turns out I’m the only passenger. I’m
assigned a tiny makeshift cabin, barely large
enough for me and my one suitcase.
Soon there is a lot of commotion. We are
under way. I feel the vibrations of the ship’s
ancient engine and the creaking of its
superstructure. It’s dark outside and still
raining. We’re steaming out of port to meet
up with our convoy.
As morning dawns, I go topside. The SS
Culebra is a sorry sight. Rust shows through
the cracked paint on all its visible metal
surfaces. She has literally been pulled out of
a scrap yard as the British became desperate
to make up for the number of ships sunk by
U-boats.
The motley crew of sailors look surly. The
captain and the officers are Greek; the crew
is made up of nationals of thirteen different
countries.
Breakfast consists of bacon, eggs, toast
with real butter, and real coffee with real
cream. Wonderful! I haven’t seen a breakfast
like this since the war started more than a
year ago. And, of course, in my parents’
Kosher home, I’ve never been exposed to
the glory of bacon. I eat my fill and become
sick as a dog from the vicious combination of
rich food and the heaving waves.
We are near the rear of the convoy. A
couple of destroyers are attending us like
sheepdogs a herd of sheep. At one point, I
see the destroyers move at flank speed to
one side of the convoy ... apparently a false
alarm.
At the end of the first day, we suddenly
veer dangerously close to one of the other
ships in the convoy. Steam whistles screech.
The SS Culebra’s sailors are shouting and
cursing in several languages. We cannot get
back on course; the steering gear has
broken down — we can steer only in a
clockwise circle.
We stop while the rest of the convoy
steams west, soon out of sight.
Night falls. The ship is blacked out. The
The Bridge

engineering crew works feverishly to repair
the steering gear.
It feels lonely and scary out in the North
Atlantic. I keep thinking of U-boats.
We survive the night. The next day is
sunny, a soft breeze blowing. Around noon,
the steering gear is pronounced serviceable
and we resume our westward course.
The voyage is rather pleasant and
relaxing. The sun shines. The food is
luxurious by wartime standards. The captain
tells wonderful and horrific stories in his
accented English. He has been torpedoed
twice. Once, he spent five days on a piece of
driftwood before being rescued. The stories
don’t do much to set my mind at ease.
Halfway across the Atlantic, the Captain
announces one small change in plans. We
will land at St. John’s, Newfoundland,
instead of Halifax, Nova Scotia. The
significance of this change will dawn on me
only later.
After two uneventful weeks at sea, we pull
into the harbor of St. John’s. There is no
room at the dock, so the Captain announces
that we will unload our cargo of British coal
into lighters. No shore leave until that job is
finished.
One of the sailors jumps into the ice cold
water to swim ashore. The Captain stands at
the railing and calmly fires six shots from his
automatic pistol at the swimming sailor. I
don’t know if he means to hit him or simply
wants to give his shipmates something to
think about. The sailor is hauled out and
goes to the ship’s brig.
Many of the crew refuse to work. A couple
of the ringleaders join their pal in the brig.
The crew is now short-handed, so the
Captain asks me to work the winch. I love
machinery, and it’s a great two-day
adventure.
When the unloading is finished it’s time
for me to go ashore. But there’s a small
hitch: I have no documentation that permits
me to go ashore in Newfoundland. Finally,
two policemen come on board and escort me
to the railroad station. They put me aboard
the one daily train that will take me the
length of the island to the ferry to the
Canadian mainland, ticket by courtesy of the
Newfoundland government.•
9
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Travelling to Fires with Father

Soon we were driving up a sandy lane
following a long line of spectator cars. In the
distance we could see the glow of the fire.
We came upon cars parked on both sides of
the narrow road. The policeman directing
traffic allowed us ahead of the others and we
parked in a special place near the burning
building. The police showed us to a vantage
point where we could take pictures. I could
smell the wood smoke — much stronger
than the smoke of our little fireplace at
home. When the roof caved in with its sparks
and flying shingles, my father got the photo.
The biggest fire I remember occurred late on
a summer night. The wailing alarms woke
me up. “This is a big one,” I thought and
rushed downstairs. I stood on the front lawn
to see what was going on. Trucks rushed by.
I saw my father running towards our house
from downtown.
“It’s Jimmy’s grocery store,” he called to
me as he went into his studio to get his
camera. When we got there, Jimmy was
standing across the street from his burning
store. He said to passersby, “I got smoked
meat for sale.”
Then the nearby paint store blew up. Paint
cans went swirling into the sky the paint
inside creating streams of firecracker-like
flames of various colors. All around me the
fire tucks from various nearby towns were
arriving and laying out hoses. The air was
thick with smoke. My father went from spot
to spot to get photographs with his Speed
Graphic. I took the exposed film packs and
put them in the briefcase. One time we
stopped near the Methodist church where
the town women’s firehouse auxiliary had set
up coffee at a long table. I watched firemen
come up covered with ash and soot, and
grab a cup before heading back to their
work. Some of them were my friends.
About four in the morning the word went
around that the five and dime store was
about to burn. The great hook and ladder
was moved up, and one of the firemen, a tall
man who was an ex-Marine, went aloft on
the ladder over that store. I remember he
wore huge yellow trimmed hip boots. When
he got to the top of the ladder, he began
hosing the hot roof. It wasn’t long before the
roof collapsed under him and huge flames

Tom Hollyday

Growing up in a small town on the Eastern
Shore of Maryland, I was swept up in the
local fascination with house fires. When the
fire alarm went off, like every other citizen, I
rushed to the street to see which way the
fire trucks were going. All of us knew the
alarm sounds. If it were one blast we knew it
was an ambulance call. If it were several
blasts and perhaps a repeat alarm in a few
minutes, we recognized that it was a real
fire. Soon we’d see the volunteer firemen in
their automobiles rush through town, horns
blaring on their way to the firehouse to get
their uniforms and to climb on the trucks.
Then we’d all wait for the trucks to come
screaming into the center of town up the hill
from the station. If they turned right that
meant it was a fire out in the St Michaels
area. If they rushed through town it was a
fire in town or perhaps out on the way to
Oxford. If it was daytime, we’d all rush to a
high place and look to the horizon to see if
there were smoke boiling up in the sky.
Of course I had an advantage over the other
little boys in town. By the time I was eight
years old my father had me travel with him
to the fires, carrying the small leather
briefcase with his photographic gear. You
see, he was the official photographer for the
town newspaper.
Most of the fires were small. They were
caused by space heaters exploding or by the
old oyster shell mortar in chimneys leaking
fire to wooden beams in the wall.
The most colorful was an old plantation
home. The scene was right out of a William
Faulkner description of southern decay. The
alarm began that night at about midnight.
Our house was an antique colonial with a
strange little window in the front room which
looked out on the main street. I gathered
with my father to look out and see what
would happen. It wasn’t long before the
volunteer cars rushed by, and then we saw
the first truck. The fire department had a
large tanker truck because in many of the
rural areas there were no hydrants. As the
tanker came up the hill, my father said, “It’s
a big one. Let’s get to the car.”
The Bridge
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went skyward. For a moment he was out of
sight in the smoke. When he was visible
again, the town spectators cheered, their
noise as loud as the roaring fire.
When my father went into the five and
dime to take the insurance pictures for the
manager, I tagged along. The manager
turned to me and asked if I wanted to take
home some toys.
I said, “Can I have some of the comics?”
In those days the comic stand was at the
front of the store. I was a regular reader
sitting on the bottom edge of the great
display rack much to the consternation of
the red headed lady running the nearby
candy counter.
That afternoon I walked home with a
stack of about a hundred smoky comics, the
pile towering over my head. My mother was
not pleased; she made me leave them on
the outside porch. She did not like the ever
present smell of that smoke filled paper.
For weeks afterward she and I tried to
compromise on the disposition of the burnt
heap. Finally, after a month, we both agreed
my prize should go into the trash. •
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It was a cold, wet, windy day. I was four
years old; my sister Rita was six years old.
We were told, “Mother is away for a while".
My father put us into his old black Chevy
automobile and drove us to a street that had
several tall buildings surrounded by a high
iron gate. We were told walk to the gate and
to look up at a small hospital window on the
top ﬂoor. There she was, our mother. She
called our names, waving and throwing
kisses with her hands. I stood looking up,
tears running down my face, a choking
feeling in my throat. Why isn't she down
here giving us hugs and kisses? It would be
eight years before that would happen.
It would be several years before we were
finally told that our mother had tuberculosis,
and was eventually confined at the National
Jewish Hospital in Denver, Colorado.
I will always remember that day. •
The Bridge

We Need New Stories
The Bridge cannot survive without
stories — and we are running low.
We would also like some new
authors.
All of us have stories but may
not be sure how to put them
together. Both of us are ready to
show you how to put together a
good story.
It is a lot easier than you might
think.
The Editors
John & Ed
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U. S. Army

drafted which implied that he had some ties
with Communism. For example, one
accusation was that he was present at a
meeting where there were Communist party
members present.
He had done nothing illegal and they
wanted to give him a Section 8 discharge,
which was what they give to crazy people.
He had refused to sign the loyalty oath
when he was drafted (I was outraged by the
requirement to sign, but I had signed it to
keep out of trouble). He had been assigned
to the personnel department where he kept
track of every soldier going to and from
Korea, a pretty sensitive position for a
"Communist". He wanted my advice on how
to handle this. I told him that I was just out
of law school and didn't have a clue about
army law, but I would get Captain Franco (a
Sephardic Jew from Alabama) to help him.
He didn't trust army officers, so he refused.
A few days later 2 men in civilian clothing
came into my ofﬁce and flashed their badges
from the Counter Intelligence Corps (now
CIA). They wanted to know what I knew
about my friend. I told them about the letter
that he had shown me and they said they
didn't have a copy of it and they wanted me
to steal it from him. When I refused, they
threatened me with court martial. I told
them that I would rather be court martialed
than disbarred for stealing. They left, and for
the next week all my mail was steamed
open, including letters from my mother and
my Boston Post (a conservative paper now
defunct).
My friend was ﬁnally given the Section 8
discharge. He wrote me from Arizona where
he was working with the United Electrical
Workers Union, which had a Communist
reputation. In his letter was a book of
cartoons, one of which was a dog urinating
on the Statue of Liberty. l wrote him back
that I didn't want to get into trouble
communicating with him and that I was
going to switch from bridge to Monopoly. •

Ted Raphael
In 1951 I was drafted into the army. My
mother knew that our ophthalmologist’s wife
worked at Fort Devens, where I was
inducted. She thought that somehow the
wife's influence would keep me out of Korea.
I had told her that I wanted to go anywhere
but down South, as I hate hot weather.
Sure enough, everyone in my barracks
was assigned to Fort Dix, NJ, where I would
have loved to have gone. I ﬁnally got orders
to go to Fort Jackson, SC. It was 70 degrees
in early December when I arrived in wool
Olive Drabs. I was assigned to a 16 week
basic training company which trained us for
heavy weapons. When time came for target
practice, my near sightedness prevented me
from even seeing the 300 yard target, so I
had to ﬁre in the air.
One day, three of us got a pass to go to
Columbia, the capital of SC. One was a black
guy named George, from NYC. The other
was what we called a refugee (now called a
Holocaust victim). We took a civilian bus.
When the bus got to the gate, George went
to the back of the bus. The refugee asked
me why he did this, and, when I explained it
to him, he said he might as well go back to
Nazi Germany.
In the seventh week, I received orders to
transfer to another company which was
ﬁnishing an eight week basic training course.
It turned out that an ofﬁcer who worked in
the JAG was sent to Korea and they needed
another attorney to replace him. I was
transferred to the headquarters company
and was assigned the job of legal assistance.
After a few months, a friend I had met
who used to play bridge with me (using the
footlockers as a table) asked me to go out
on the ﬁre escape of the barracks where we
would have privacy so he could show me
something. It was a letter from the
Department of Defense to him alleging 13
incidences which occurred before he was

The Bridge
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Prose Poem

In the Spotlight

Liane Reif

Sheila Klein

It occurred to me once
that there was a splendor
in running barefoot, hand in hand,
down a green field
of daisies and under a blue sky
feeling only the furry grass
and the nearness of a special hand
and mind and the warmth of two hearts
entwined and happy,
despite the oppression of a thinking brain,
and matching the warmth of the golden day.

We had just moved into a very beautiful
house that needed much to make it look like
our home. The most important, and urgently
needed item, were curtains for the kitchen
and dinette area. There were eight very
large, low windows in this area including a
"Dutch door" which required a special kind of
covering. When we were seated at the table,
especially in the evening, we were
"spotlighted" for anyone passing by. This
really disturbed Al, my husband.
It would never occur to either of us to hire
someone to make the window coverings,
because we were both creative and
were usually able to design and make most
of the home furnishings needed. I had
already purchased the fabric for curtains but
I was having difficulty trying to decide
between cafe style or draw-drapes.
Whenever we gathered for a meal, Al
would look at the untouched bolt of fabric
sitting in the corner of the dinette. Finally,
he decided on a sure method to get me
started. He was basically a very neat and
well-mannered person, but one evening, he
came to the dinner table with his uncombed
hair standing up, wearing an extremely
large, grungy, sweatshirt and carrying a
super-size bottle of soda. During the meal,
he sat facing the windows and proceeded to
drink soda directly from the big bottle. Our
children were very surprised at these very
unusual manners, but wisely declined to
comment.
It worked — I got the message! The next
day I purchased the appropriate rods and
other necessary equipment and
started sewing. I made draw-drapes with
ties to hold them back during warm weather.
I also created a pleated Roman shade for
the upper part of the Dutch door. Mission
accomplished — we were no longer in the
"spotlight." •

It occurred to me once that a warm day
but alone
made the heart feel heavy
and the heat oppressed
and the sun uncomfortably bright
to spotlight the solitude
one perhaps tries to hide from oneself.
The emptiness turns the caressing breeze
to a scorching torture and
the sky seems too blue
or not so blue at all.
It occurred to me once that alone
there are always sundays
and they are strange days – more lonesome
days and less lonesome days.
It always rains on sundays
and the sun always shines on sundays.
there is no-one and nothing on Sundays but there are too many people.
Sundays are too quiet and too noisy and
It occurred to me once on Sunday that poets
were fools and I loved them that solitude is
magnificent
and I loathe it, that love is treacherous
and I long for it. •
(1959)
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to get away from me. I stood there, stunned,
and a little embarrassed.
I turned to the passengers around me and
said “Kamakura?” and then pointing to myself
and saying, “Kamakura!” gesturing that I
wanted to get off in Kamakura. I knew the
next stop was Kamakura; I was trying to
reassure them. Not long after, the train
slowed and a number of voices called,
“Kamakura!” The train stopped, and I got off
onto the platform.
There were people on the streets, mainly
women and children. (Most Japanese adult
males were in their armed forces.) But as
soon as the civilians saw me, they began to
run, grabbing their children and fleeing into
their houses. In no time at all, the street was
deserted.
My hand-drawn map showed that the street
to the Buddha shrine was one short block
away. It is impossible for me to forget the
name of that street: Yukanoshita Street.
I reached the corner and turned left. About
twenty-five feet up the street on the sidewalk,
a fairly young woman started waving her arms
wildly and screaming. About half way between
her and me, was an adorable little Japanese
girl who was rooted to the spot looking up at
me and paying no attention to her mother. I
approached the girl, her Mother’s screams
becoming more frantic, kneeled down and
punched her gently in the stomach of her
padded coat, the kind of thing you do with
little kids. She had a round face, huge black
eyes, and was staring at this giant with the
gold braid on his cap. I punched her again
gently and she smiled, and her Mother
continued to scream. I turned to the mother
and shouted, “It's OK," and then, gently took
one hand of the girl in my own, and started
walking toward the Mother.
She stopped screaming, looked at me,
obviously surprised, and walked backward
about 20 feet up the road and turned left into
the entranceway of a house. At the end of a
short walkway there were two or three steps
leading up to a small porch.
I bent down, kissed the girl on each cheek,
and put her hand in her mother’s hand. The
mother ran up the stairs with the child, turned
around to look at me, and entered the house.

Little Girl from Kamakura
Jerome Medalie
Six weeks after the A-bomb was dropped on
Hiroshima, as a young Naval officer, I walked
the scorched streets of that flattened city,
watching wounded bandaged people limping,
but feeling no remorse. Memories of Pearl
Harbor and of torture of American prisoners on
Pacific islands were still fresh.
Two weeks later, at the Yokosuka naval
base south of Tokyo, I learned that American
service personnel were free to travel up to
Tokyo if they carried no weapons.
A main railroad line ran from Yokosuka
north to Tokyo. In the city of Kamakura, only
about 25 minutes north, was the largest
Buddha shrine in Japan. Frequent trains ran to
Kamakura. I acquired a map of the principal
streets in Kamakura and directions to the
shrine from the train station.
Knowing a train was soon due, as I walked
the long block from the dock to the station, I
watched people on the street running away
from me. I could hear doors being slammed
shut. As I approached the station, I could also
see the people on the raised platform running
away. When I ascended the platform, it was
empty.
It was not until many years later that I
learned the reason why this strange incident
and others like it occurred. Prior to the
anticipated assault by American forces, the
Japanese government had told its citizens that
American soldiers were brutal savages, would
burn their homes, rape their women, kill their
babies and destroy everything in sight. When
one couples this with the fact that I was then
6’3” tall, weighed 200 lbs, and was bundled up
in heavy clothes and looked like a giant to the
average 5-foot tall Japanese, their fear was
understandable.
I waited on the top of the platform alone,
until the train approached, when people
appeared out of nowhere and cautiously came
up onto the platform.
The train had three cars, and after it
stopped, I went into the middle one. As soon
as I opened the door in what was a crowded
car, most of the people started to scream and
shout and either scrambled up the aisle toward
the back of the car or climbed over the seats
The Bridge
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The child waved at me just before she
disappeared.
I turned, took and few steps and suddenly
stopped — because I had not heard the door
slam. I turned to face the porch and waited.
Slowly, the door opened, and I caught sight
of an adult male, swathed in ragged clothing,
who came out onto the porch with his arms
clutching his body in the cool air. I assumed
he was the husband and father, and that he
had been a member of the Japanese armed
forces only a short time before. He was thin,
almost emaciated, and shivering.
We stared at each other for several
seconds. His wife and child were inside and I
could not see them. Then he gestured to me
to come up the stairs and into his home. I
climbed the steps and stood on the landing
towering over him. He indicated that he
wanted me to go in, but I declined, gesturing
for him to go first, but he shook his head
negatively; obviously this was a cultural
offense to him, as it might have been to me in
reverse circumstances. But no way was I
going to let him get behind me. So he went
into his home first and I followed him, my
hand inside my overcoat on the handle of my
.45 pistol.
A large room was shrouded from the light
by heavy drapes that covered the two windows
facing the street. The room was dusty and
there were some visible cobwebs near the
drapes. The man was shivering
uncontrollably, as the room was quite cold. In
one corner was a small cast iron stove with a
few red coals, casting very little heat; next to
the stove were the remains of broken wooden
furniture. His wife and daughter were huddled
in a far corner.
I indicated that I could not see very well
and hesitated by the entry. He understood
and went to the drapes and pulled them open
so that light could penetrate. I saw that the
room was full of tall display shelves. I
surmised that the drapes had been closed to
keep out the cold air, not the light.
He closed the door behind me and picked up
a feather duster. He went over to one of the
standing units where there were pieces of
hand-painted pottery on the shelves. He
picked up a vase and brushed the dust from it.
He gestured to me to come closer, pointed to
The Bridge

the piece, then to himself, then used his
fingers to show that he had made it out of
clay. I took the exquisite vase and admired it
through nods and smiles. Then he dusted off
everything and proudly showed me his
creations.
I was increasingly bothered by his
shivering. I was too warm. Between the wool
turtleneck sweater and my uniform jacket and
heavy overcoat, I was perspiring. A thought
struck me: I did not need my sweater, and I
didn’t want to carry it to Tokyo. So I decided
to give it to him.
Forgetting that I had a bandolier of bullets
and holstered gun over my sweater, I took off
my overcoat and put it on a nearby sofa. This
produced screams of fear, at which point I
realized that my weapon was plainly visible.
In an instant, the man had left me and was
huddling in a corner with his arms around his
wife and daughter. So I unhooked the
bandoleer and holster and dropped them on
my coat.
Also, tied with a shoelace around my neck,
was my green leather-covered Brownie box
camera. It joined the gun. I took off my
sweater as they stared at me and I went over
and gave it to him and gestured for him to put
it on, which he did. Although he continued to
shiver, we all laughed. The body of my
sweater reached to his ankles and you could
not see his hands as they were buried up the
sleeves.
After I dressed myself, including the gun
and bullets, and prepared to leave, I felt his
hand on my arm and turned, no longer fearful.
He reached over to a shelf and produced two
colorful candy dishes, and offered them to me,
and when I gently declined, insisted that I take
them. Those lovely candy dishes have been
prominently displayed in each of my homes
since my return to the U.S.
As I left the house, the three of them stood
on the porch and the little girl broke away and
ran down to me. She took my hand. I
gestured to a passerby to take a picture of us,
which she did.
What is most profoundly interesting to me
is how quickly the mutual hate and fear
dissolved in the context of normal human
interactions. This incident is one of my most
cherished memories. •
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courage, to take this trip. I had
confirmed my reservation, arranged for a
cab to the airport, and used my cell to do it,
as if I were in First Grade re my cell phone.
Now it was time to dress, pull my overstuffed suitcase to Check Out. Maybe
another phone call to reconfirm the taxi? And
so…the other shoe drops: The cab company
answered with an automatic message: they
were not taking calls until 3pm. (my flight
was scheduled to leave at 3:15).
By now it was well after 10:30. The Front
Desk urged calm, then tried, unsuccessfully,
to contact other Taxi companies. Shortly
thereafter, a taxi pulled up. I jumped into
it…"Lady, I am not an Airport cab! I have a
family going to Acadia for the day...”
A series of unsuccessful phone calls
followed...I tried to think of options. The
other group members had left. I fidgeted.
The motel personnel let me know regulations
would not allow them to drive me to the
Airport. They “were sure” a taxi would be
found. Time passed. Remembering the
interminably long public bus ride I had taken
originally from the airport to the motel, this
bus began to seem like an option until the
management said that schedule would not
get me to the airport in time for my flight.
A new thought! Uber? “not yet” the desk
clerk said…
About 1pm, the desk clerk told me she
had contacted another taxi—and they would
be right over! Indeed “they” were: The cab
driver/owner had just come back after his
lunch. He got the call and came right over! If
you go to Bar Harbor, the cab is Point
Taxi/Island Tours: 207-669-0220.
Instead of a 90 minute ride on a public
transportation bus, the taxi pulled up to the
airport in 30 minutes. I was overjoyed!
Relieved, grateful, imagining the airport as a
person, I wanted to embrace it.
Since I couldn’t embrace the airport —or
the cab driver—I did embrace my loyal, cabdriver/Friend Walid, who was waiting for me
as always upon arrival in Boston, so
important to one who is spoiled, privileged …
whatever! •

Anxiety
Frankie Wolff
First you need to know I am very
spoiled. My daughter Sue does not like that
word, encouraging me to say “privileged”
instead. Whatever the word, I have been
very cared for all of my life and I have loved
it. But being so well cared for definitely does
not encourage independence, selfconfidence, or a feeling of trust in one’s
abilities.
A few months ago as I was aimlessly
scrolling through my email, up came a Road
Scholar ad, addressed to me: July 19-24,
Music Festival, Bar Harbor, Maine. I had
never been to Maine, a one hour Penn Air
flight from Boston to Bar Harbor. What really
got my attention was a surge of psychic
energy—an “I can do that" feeling/thought I
hadn’t experienced in much too long.
Fast forward to Sunday, July 24, about
7:30 am, lying in bed before the wake-up
call, mentally reliving the week: I loved it,
the music especially! Each venue was in the
white clapboard Congregational Church. The
light streaming in through partially open
shutters was lovely, and the music was
exquisite. The musicians’ informal preperformance talks to our group deepened my
understanding of the pieces about to be
played; they helped me understand
passages I began to anticipate. I loved the
“relationship” that developed between the
musicians and me: watching them interrupt
their playing, experiencing their support
of each other, an easy congeniality I found
so appealing. The flutist, piano accompanist,
violinist, and chamber music trio—each was
exceptional. I had fallen in love with a whole
new genre of music—Chamber Music.
Temperature in the high 70’s, clear
memories of an early evening sail on the
Schooner Margaret Todd, its red sails open
or closed under an expanse of slowly moving
clouds, was a visual memory I was totally
enjoying. Some members of our group were
traveling by themselves too, although there
were also couples or friends traveling
together. So I was lying there, feeling proud
of myself that I had the desire and the
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