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 Notes from the Editors 
Our issue is dedicated to Herb Schwedock 
Z”L, pictured on the cover with his wife 
Estelle, helping others. He was available and 
approachable to help and contribute his 
many skills in photography, teaching Rashi 
students, helping us to use the library 
Kindles, serving on the Food Committee, 
always there as a friend, never complaining.  
Several of the covers of The Bridge featured 
Herb’s photos. He was one of the faithful 
helpers keeping our website up to date. We 
all miss his smile and his booming voice and 
his good humor. 

You will have noticed that this is a twelve-
page issue, shorter than our usual 16 pages. 
Unless we receive more of your personal 
stories, memoirs, poems, some photos, we 
will not be able to continue. It is largely in 
the hands of our newer residents, who have 
not yet put their hands and heads to work 
and submitted new pieces. Don’t be afraid of 
asking for help. Editing will be done to help 
you bring out your best. 

On this New Year’s issue we offer two toasts: 
• The Old English toast – waes hael, “Be 
well, be healthy” 
• The 2000+ year old Jewish toast – l’chaim, 
“to life.” 
We all look forward to a happy, healthy 
year.• 

 

L’chaim
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Letting Go 
Joe Sabbath  

My wife Marcia and I lived in a comfortable 
home in Newton, Massachusetts for over fifty 
years. We raised our children there, and our 
garden won a first prize from the Massachu-
setts Horticultural Society. All in all it was a 
fulfilling life. 
 The increasing difficulty I had with climb-
ing stairs was the beginning of a realization 
that we would soon have to sell the house 
and move to a Retirement Community, like 
NewBridge. Our children encouraged us to 
seriously consider this idea. We were also 
pleased by the reports of people that already 
were residents, and so we started to make 
plans to move. However, we could not have 
foreseen the degree of difficulties of selling 
the house and the painful process of adjust-
ing to a two-bedroom apartment. There were 
times with agonizing decisions about letting 
go of some personal possessions, chosen 
with so much care, both locally and from our 
worldwide travels. Some acquisitions such as 
antiques, works of art, rugs, etc. had be-
come part of collections and were now being 
regarded as “space takers.”  
 Both of us had heard stories of the prob-
lem of downsizing, but we felt secure in hav-
ing children and grandchildren who would be 
thrilled to have such valuable mementos. It 
was a wrong assumption; they had their own 
dishes, art, furniture, more modern utensils 
etc. Besides who needed a silver tea service 
or fancy chinaware? Their walls were already 
spoken for by their own choices.  
 The disappointments and frustrations in-
creased as the time to sell the house and the 
move approached. The specter of throwa-
ways, giveaways, antique dealers and auc-
tioneers were becoming a reality. So many 
of these objects were associated with won-
derful memories, sights, sounds, tastes, and 
in some cases, the bargaining for them. All 

were like old friends, difficult to say goodbye 
to.  
 Meantime we chose our apartment here at 
NewBridge, accompanied by repeated careful 
measurements looking to find extra space 
for our “invaluables" even in the storage.  
The curb in front of our house began to look 
like the town dump with all its garbage bags. 
Old garden tools were marked as “free”. Still 
there were too many things left to take with 
us.  
 Finally in the depths of our despair, our 
children proposed guidelines to help us eval-
uate the relative importance of some of the 
remaining “treasures” we just couldn’t let go 
of:  
• We reviewed the pleasures these things 
had given us over the years, i.e. how we ac-
quired them, using and sharing them with 
family and friends. However the reality was 
that they were simply physical objects that 
for the most part could be replaced, and that 
there were always new ones being created. 
We did have the most valuable things of all, 
each other, family, and friends.   
• They then proposed a key question con-
cerning some of the most difficult items to 
part with: When was the last time you 
looked, read, touched, thought about, or 
even used them? We were surprised to real-
ize how many were ever noticed, e.g. stored 
in drawers, closets, under the stairs in the 
basement, and in the case of clothes, never 
worn.  

With this question in mind Marcia and I were 
able to accept a more realistic point of view 
that helped us make the decision to dispose 
of many of our so called “keepers”, and liter-
ally get a load off our backs. Then one morn-
ing after the children spent an overnight vis-
it, we found a new set of garbage bags on 
the curb in front of our house.  
 The “kids” had turned their useful ques-
tions into a practical solution, literally over-
night!•
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A Lunch of Kasha Varnishkes 
Richard Feffer 

As a long time member of Temple Israel, 
Boston, I had sat countless times in front of 
the massive Chippendale desk in the study 
of the Senior Rabbi; but this time it was 
different. The Rabbi, Bernard Mehlman, was 
asking — no, persuading — me to commit a 
serious crime. The year was 1987 and he 
had learned that I was going to the Soviet 
Union. The Rabbi wanted me to smuggle an 
expensive watch into that totalitarian state. 
 He explained with high emotion that 
Eugene P. Gilbo, a distinguished 
mathematician and a professor at the 
Leningrad Polytechnic Institute, was stripped 
of his credentials when he declared his 
intention to emigrate. He and his wife Tanya, 
a psychologist, were then assigned to live in 
a large, crumbling tenement building to do 
janitorial tasks. If I would bring him the 
watch, the Rabbi pleaded, he could sell it on 
the black market. He would then have the 
needed money to survive until his exit 
papers were issued. How does one refuse his 
Rabbi? 
 Janice and I were very excited to travel 
through the Soviet Union in 1987. The Cold 
War was melting. The new US policy of 
detente, negotiated by Henry Kissinger, 
resulted in greater trade and tourism with 
the Soviet Union. Mikhail Gorbachev was 
premier and, as predicted by Margaret 
Thatcher, “he was a man you could do 
business with.” He introduced the policies of 
glasnost (openness) and perestroika 
(restructuring).  
 This was also a very special trip for us 
because our very close friends Betty and Mel 
Rosenkranz would be on the tour. Mel 
planned the trip with a contact he had at 
Garber Travel Agency, and the tour he 
selected visited six diverse cities in the 
Soviet Union. In addition to Moscow and 
Leningrad, it included visits to Erevan in 
Armenia, Tbilisi in Georgia, Sochi on the 
Black sea, and the industrial city of Rostoff. 
In Leningrad, the last Russian city on the 
trip, we stayed at the modern Hotel 
Pulkovskaya, located about seven miles from 
the city center.  

 When I was hardly settled in my room, I 
telephoned Gene Gilbo to arrange our 
meeting. He would see us the next day that, 
by an extraordinary coincidence, was Yom 
Kippur. He would take us to the morning 
service at the principal synagogue in 
Leningrad. The plan was to meet in a down-
town subway station. To be recognized, I 
would carry conspicuously a copy of the 
Smithsonian Institute magazine. Betty and 
Mel were eager to go with us, and we were 
also joined by a delightful young couple from 
California who were on the tour. They had 
recently married, graduated from medical 
school, and were on their honeymoon. 
 The next morning, the six of us gathered 
on the subway platform, and Gene Gilbo 
found us easily. After brief introductions, 
Gilbo said he must make an important 
telephone call. He then left abruptly, leaving 
us somewhat puzzled. He returned shortly 
and explained that he needed to call his 
brother Joe to ask him to join us. He said 
that seven people traveling together in 
Leningrad would arouse suspicion. With Joe 
as a second guide, we could then go about 
unnoticed as two groups of four.  
 The synagogue was vast and crowded. 
The women were quickly separated and sent 
up to the gallery. Janice reported later that 
once the news spread that they were visitors 
from America, the Russian women lost 
interest in the service. They were very eager 
to learn the life style of American women 
and peppered them incessantly with 
questions.  
 Gene Gilbo guided the men to the front of 
the sanctuary close to the rail separating the 
bimah. Mel Rosenkranz had brought with 
him a very special tallis. It was made in 
Israel and was exquisite with beautiful hand 
embroidery. It was a gift to Mel from his 
stepdaughter who had recently returned 
from a trip to Israel. Mel asked Gilbo to seek 
out a pious Jew at the service who would 
appreciate receiving the tallis as a gift. He 
found a young man praying at the bimah, 
and brought him to Mel. When Mel gave him 
the Tallis, he stared with disbelief, mumbled 
a thank you, and left swiftly perhaps fearing 
that Mel would change his mind.  
 Gene Gilbo insisted that we come to his 
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apartment for lunch the next day He was 
eager for us to meet his wife, Tanya, and his 
mother. It would also be a good time for me 
to give him the watch. Before returning to 
our hotel, we stopped at the Intourist store. 
This was the only legal place where 
foreigners could make purchases. It was 
stocked only with expensive gift items such 
as crafts, native clothes, Vodka, chockalott, 
caviar, and other tourist items. These were 
hardly the things the Gilbos needed in their 
present state of despair and poverty. We did 
buy some biscuits, preserves and cookies 
that we brought to the lunch. 
 The next day Gene Gilbo met us at a 
subway stop and guided us to his apartment 
a short walk away. The building was huge —
five or six stories and a full block long. It 
was shabby and needed repair. His 
apartment had a small entry, and two 
rooms. One was the bedroom and the other 
served as the kitchen, dining room and living 
room. The walls were lined with bookcases 
overloaded with technical books. The corners 
were jammed with high piles of scholarly 
journals.  
 Our hostess, Tanya, was a delightful 
woman with a perpetual smile. Until she 
declared her intention of emigrating, she 

taught psychology at the University. We all 
crowded around the table, and she served us 
a one-course lunch. She had prepared a 
mountain of kasha varnishkes which she 
spooned generously on all the plates. 
 After lunch I gave Gene the watch I had 
brought. He confessed that he was very 
depressed with the uncertainty of his status 
and the dismal circumstances that he was 
forced to endure. He confided that he and 
Tanya had just made a pledge to go on a 
starvation diet if his petition to emigrate was 
not approved. It was on this heartbreaking 
note that we said our good byes, and sadly 
departed. I tried to reassure him that his 
hope to relocate would be realized. 
 The final stop on our tour was Helsinki, 
Finland — a paradise clean and radiant, with 
happy people, wholesome food and clear 
bathwater. 
Author’s Note: In the Spring of 1988, Gene 
and Tanya Gilbos were permitted to leave 
Russia and enter the USA. They settled in 
Newton, and he has been a senior operations 
research analyst of the Traffic Flow 
Management Division at the Volpe National 
Transportation System Center in Cambridge, 
MA, for more than twenty years.• 

Betty and Mel Rosenkranz with Gene Gilbo, his Wife Tanya and his Brother Joe
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My Hand on My Heart 
Sybil Gladstone   

After deciding on an early retirement, I 
looked for an opportunity to feed hungry 
children. Their plight tugged at my 
heartstrings. Researching various 
organizations, I found no agency or facility in 
Boston devoted to this cause. A friend 
suggested I might want to volunteer at a 
church soup kitchen in Boston, so I 
accompanied her on several evenings to 
serve supper to the sad-looking men who 
were regulars there. 
 Disillusioned, I was repulsed by the poor 
quality of the food served, the squalid 
kitchen it came from, and the requirement 
that no one could touch the food in front 
of him before a formal prayer of thanks was 
recited by everyone present. Brown lettuce, 
dry bread, distasteful proteins, dirty hands 
and clothes, and the lonely men who 
followed us to the street when my friend and 
I left, hungry for a small social experience, 
all turned me away, looking for another 
place to volunteer. 
 Fortuitously, an article appeared in the 
Boston Globe describing The Women's Lunch 
Place, a soup kitchen and day center for 
women, located in the basement of the 
Church of the Covenant on Newbury Street 
in Boston. Poor and homeless women could 
bring their children with them, and 
volunteers would care for them while their 
mothers socialized. I called, volunteered, 
was given some training and put to work. 
 First rule: the women who came there 
were to be referred to as "guests" and 
they were to be treated with care and 
courtesy. Second rule: No one waited in line 
for food. Volunteers served lunch to the 
women, who were seated at tables covered 
with pretty cloths and decorated with fresh 
flowers. Third rule: each volunteer was 
expected to sit beside a guest, with her 
permission, to share the mealtime 
conversation. On my first day I approached a 
decently dressed woman and asked whether 
I might join her. "If you don't ask a lot of 
questions," she responded. Without thinking, 
I piped up, "Oh, do people ask you a lot of 
questions?" A no-no, but she let it pass, and 

told me that when she checked in daily at 4 
PM at The Pine Street Inn in order to have a 
bed for the night, she was asked a long list 
of questions. Every day, every time, same 
questions. 
 Our talk turned to families. When she 
criticized her daughter, I pretended to be 
dissatisfied with mine. She said she had 
been a teacher. Her neat sweater and 
pleated skirt suggested the truth in that 
statement. We finished our lunch. I moved 
on to help clean up the large kitchen. 
Another day, I sat down beside a woman 
sitting in a corner, her face flushed with 
heat, still wearing a heavy red coat and large 
red hat. After starting a conversation, I 
cautiously asked whether she wanted to take 
off her coat, since the room was so hot. "Oh 
no," she said. "Someone might steal it." 

 
One guest told me she lived in subsidized 
housing, and her income was sufficient until 
the end of the month approached. Then, 
running low, she came to The Women's 
Lunch Place for her meals, taking lunch 
leftovers home for her supper. I thought 
about living on the edge, as she did. 
 Not every guest elicited compassion. We 
were all trained in the way to react if a 
woman brandished a weapon. Jane 
Alexander, the young, capable director, 
would approach her, and others would form 
a flank behind her, slowly approaching. The 
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woman must leave, with or without the 
knife, but she must go. When I pondered the 
lives some women endured, sometimes 
sleeping in alleys or on church steps, I could 
understand the need a woman might feel to 
carry a knife. But why would they choose to 
sleep outdoors? Many feared the shelters 
where their shoes might be stolen, or they 
might be attacked by an angry, unstable 
person. 
 What might make a woman 
homeless? One Thursday, as I was leaving 
after washing huge pots, wiping long 
counters, and sweeping broad floors, I 
encountered a well-dressed young woman 
standing near the entrance. Carrying a new 
overnight bag, she said she could not go 
home because of problems there. "I don't 
know what to do." I left her for a minute, 
begging her not to leave, while I searched 
for Jane, who came to greet her and help her 
find a solution. 
 I think I learned more at The Women's 
Lunch Place than I learned in my years at 
graduate school about life's insoluble 
problems, about women who came there 
after exhausting every avenue of help, about 
the complexity of relationships, the 
obstinacy of defense mechanisms, the 
sudden resort to violence as a reaction to 
loss of hope, loss of support, and finally loss 
of self. 

 
 The Women's Lunch Place, where every 
woman is treated as a guest, welcomed me 
and my efforts as a volunteer. Every time I 
speak of it as "My Place" my hand moves 
automatically to touch my heart, because 
that is where it lives.• 

Today is Sunday 
Caryn Finard 

Today is Sunday,  
 a day for solitude and reflection 
I push all negative thoughts aside  
 and accentuate my own reality 
What is my reality? 
My reality and quest are  
 to bring to others the same 
 joy and fulfillment I wish for myself 
But, today I feel melancholy 
What do I do with this sadness? 
I paint a portrait of myself  
 with pen and paper 
I turn my woeful outlook  
 into positive affirmations 
There is majesty everywhere; 
A child's laughter 
A fuzzy puppy 
A baby's smile 
Exalt in these images for  
 they evoke much joy 

Yesterday is in the past 
Tomorrow sometimes holds  
 curiosity and trepidation of the future 
Today is the here and now 
Relish it, embrace it  
 for it will soon be a memory 
What does the future hold, only time will tell 
Que sera sera, what will be will be 

I hope our generation  
 will leave behind a legacy 
To our children and grandchildren  
 of which we all can be proud 
I hope their world will be a better place,   
 a place 
Where hatred, terrorism and destruction 
  are laid to rest 
I hope I leave my family  
 a safe milieu where kindness and peace 
 will prevail • 
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Being Alive 
Edward Goldstein 

A few months ago, I read in a newspaper 
about a woman who had just turned one 
hundred. Of course, she was asked the 
obligatory question, “To what do you 
attribute your longevity?”  Her answer was 
something like, “When you face a chance to 
die, don’t.” 
 It occurred to me that, most of the time, 
we really don’t know when we are facing a 
chance to die. We don’t know when deadly 
bacteria have entered our body, when a 
drunken driver will veer into our lane on a 
narrow highway, when we might stumble 
and fall down a set of stairs, when a routine 
X-ray will cause a deadly mutation in our 
body — or the many other hazards that 
might overtake us at any time. 
 But, as I think back on my own life, I 
think I can identify a few occasions when I 
faced an unusual risk of death.  

1923: Being Born 
The first of these was the accident of when, 
where and to what parents I was born: in 
1923, in Polish Galicia — and to Jewish 
parents.  
 It is clear in retrospect that the great 
majority of my cohort in that particular 
demographic slice must have died in the 
Holocaust or in the Russian Army, even if 
they survived the usual hazards of childhood 
in that relatively poor country. 
 As for my parents, they seemed to have 
the right genes for me to inherit. My father 
lived to be 93, my mother 85. 

1938:  Expulsion of Polish Jews from 
Germany 
Life in Germany, where my parents brought 
me when I was two years old was 
comparatively safe until October 1938, when 
the second significant chance of death 
occurred.  
 Germany expelled about 18,000 Polish 
Jews — about a third of the Polish Jews then 
living in Germany — and pushed them 
across the Polish border. Our family was 
spared that ordeal, mainly — I believe — 
because my father had served in the 
Austrian army during the First World War. It 

is fair to assume that most of those who 
were expelled would subsequently perish in 
the Holocaust. 

1939: Escape from Nazi Germany 
In 1939, our family was fortunate in being 
able to leave Nazi Germany for England; my 
brother and I left in February on a 
Kindertransport, while my parents arrived in 
England on 31 August, a day before 
Germany invaded Poland, almost literally at 
the last possible moment. 
 My father managed to get the family into 
England with the help of his brother Markus, 
owner of a large lumber export business in 
Poland, who used his connections with 
British lumber merchants. Ironically, Markus 
died a horrible death at the hands of the SS 
in the Holocaust; I came across a detailed 
description of that event during the time I 
researched the genealogy of our family on 
the Internet. 
 I think it is reasonable to speculate that, if 
it had not been for our timely escape from 
Germany, our chances of survival would 
have diminished significantly. 

1940/41: The London Blitz 
Our family lived in London, beginning in 
October 1939. I left for America, by myself, 
early in June of 1941. 
 The Blitz was the sustained bombing of 
Britain by the Nazis between September 
1940 and May 1941. About 20,000 civilians 
were killed in London by the bombing during 
that period.  
 I spent many of the raids on the streets 
as an Air Raid Warden, with a fair chance of 
being killed by either bombs or, more likely, 
pieces of deadly shrapnel from exploding 
anti-aircraft shells. 
 But I wasn’t. 

1941: German U-Boats in the Atlantic 
In June 1941, I boarded the SS Culebra, a 
decrepit merchant vessel, in Scotland bound 
for Halifax, Nova Scotia. On the second day 
of the voyage, the SS Culebra lost its ability 
to steer and was left by our convoy and its 
destroyer escort. We circled helplessly for a 
day before we resumed our journey — 
without convoy protection. During that 
month, U-boats sank 70 British, Allied and 
neutral ships. 
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1944/45: Safe in the United States 
In April 1944, I joined the U.S. Army as a 
private in the infantry and finished advanced 
basic training in August of that year. The war 
in Europe and the Pacific was in full swing. 
Infantry and Marine Corps soldiers were 
being killed and wounded.  
 I was fortunate to have been selected for 
Signal Corps Officer Candidate and Officer 
Schools and remained safely in the United 
States 

1950/52: The Korean War 
The Korean War began in June 1950, and I 
was recalled into the Army two months later.  
 About 2.8 million Americans served in the 
U.S. Army during the Korean War, of whom 
about 30,000 (about 1%) died. I remained in 
the United States during my entire tour of 
duty.  

1993: Melanoma 
I was diagnosed with melanoma in 1993. 
Unlike the other risks I have mentioned, the 
death rate for melanoma can be estimated. 
 For a localized tumor, which was the 
diagnosis for mine, the death rate is 
approximately 2%. 

What Does It All Mean? 
When someone asks me to what I attribute 
my longevity (I will be 94 next month), my 
flip answer is that there are two things one 
needs to do: (1) Pick your parents very 
carefully, (2) Don’t do anything really stupid, 
like parachute diving. The rest of it is pure 
dumb luck. 
 But I do not believe that “luck” adheres to 
a person. I do not believe in “lucky streaks” 
except in retrospect. To me, luck is 
probability or chance at work.  
 I am therefore unable to assign any 
particular meaning to the events I have 
described. They just happened. •  

For my Mother 
Rita Fireman  

She created a bank of love in my soul 
 from which I draw daily sustenance. 

I wear her shadow like a silken gown 
 that moves with me through sunlight. 

She is a whorled shell on the beaches 
 of my journey echoing the bonding words 
 of my childhood that bring me peace. 

She is a clear glass reflecting 
 the ever open eyes of her love. 

My mother speaks to me 
 in the mountains and in the valleys. 

The wellsprings of her words and spirit 
 are bread and wine in my mouth. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Photo by Jerry Zimmerman 

 
 

Check Page 12 for a preview of a special 
electronic edition of The Bridge 
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VJ Day Birthday 
Lenore Karlin  

My brother Herbert died July 27, 1945. He 
was a weather instructor on a B17, and his 
plane was struck by lightning. His body was 
not found for one week. It seems his name 
was a curse. My Uncle Herbert had been 
killed in WWI in France, and my cousin 
Herbert died in the RAF in 1941.  
 My sister, Helene, was in Florida, where 
her husband Jimmy was stationed, and she 
was due with her first child in a month. We 
pulled all kinds of strings and managed to 
get a plane out of Hanscom Field, the nearby 
air force base, so that I could be with her. I 
traveled with just Patti, my first-born, who 
was fifteen-months old.  
 I remember my mother standing out on 
the tarmac telling me, “If the child is a boy, 
no more Herberts!”  
 Patti and I got on the plane, and we were 
given the bulkhead. The stewardess spread 
out blankets for Patti, who stood at the 
window watching the propellers spin. She 
blew and blew, thinking she was responsible 
for making them turn like a pinwheel.  
 We left at 9 am. She did not sleep. We got 
into Forest Hills, NY, the only New York 
airport at the time. There was no waiting 
room, and we had to wait because a truck 
delivering the food had banged into the wing 
of the plane. Since it was WWII, there were 
no replacements. It took 5 hours to repair 
the plane. The only place we could be was 
the Ladies’ Room, where there was a leather 
chaise where the many young mothers 
changed their babies’ diapers. The smell was 
horrific. We didn’t have disposable diapers, 
and there was only one sink where we all 
washed dirty diapers.  
 We finally got out of New York, but we 
had to stop two times before getting to West 
Palm Beach. In spite of the lack of 
communication tools in that era, my brother-
in-law, Jimmy, found out that we were 

delayed, and he and Helene drove from Boca 
Raton to pick us up at 1 am when our flight 
finally arrived. We got our luggage in the 
car. Route 1 was a bumpy road, like a cow 
path, but we made it to Boca by 2 AM.  
 When we arrived, my sister and I stayed 
up all night talking about the horrible events 
of the last few weeks. As an enlisted man, 
Jimmy had to stand reveille at 5 am. He took 
the car and left, and I finally went to sleep 
on the living room couch, but I was 
awakened 20 minutes after because Helene 
began labor. I was nervous because she was 
3 ½ weeks early.  
 Since Jimmy was an enlisted man, we 
couldn’t reach him directly. Only officers 
could use the phone. It took about an hour 
and half, and a chain of phone calls, and 
Helene’s pains were getting closer and closer 
together. By the time Jimmy got the news 
and arrived, her contractions were at two 
minute intervals.  
 Jimmy and Helene rushed to the hospital, 
and I stayed with my sleeping daughter. 
Back then, fathers couldn’t stay in the 
hospital during labor but he was given the 
day off.  
 When he returned to the base at 8 am, all 
the bells and whistles were ringing on the 
base in celebration. Peace was declared. 
There were sirens everywhere. Neighbors 
and friends brought out champagne.  
 We were huddled around the radio, 
listening to the amazing news that followed 
five years of war, when the doctor called 
Jimmy to tell him that he had a son. We all 
had another drink – everyone was getting 
drunk – and I kept asking Jimmy, “Aren’t 
you going to the hospital?”  
 When at last he made it to the hospital, 
Helene was crying. “Here I am having a 
baby, and you’re drunk!” 
 Louis was born, and he later survived the 
Vietnam War. Thank goodness he wasn’t 
Herbert.• 
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From Winter to Summer 
Susan Green  

Every summer we rented our Long Island 
house to a family that we got to know really 
well, and in fact, with whom we developed a 
lasting friendship.  
 That’s why it was necessary for the 
household to travel to our summer home in 
New London, Connecticut, which my 
grandparents had built and had left to my 
mother and my aunt in joint ownership. We 
all looked forward to the change of scene, 
less formal routine, and to being near the 
beach. But how to move three adults, two 
little girls, ages four and six, and, a very 
important member of the family, Pinkie, our 
much loved pussycat, to our destination?  
 For this purpose, my mother decided to 
have a wooden trailer constructed to her 
specifications. It would be pulled by the 
family car. She also ordered a custom-made 
waterproof covering to protect the load in 
case of rain. 
 My mother did the driving. She was an 
excellent and experienced driver, having 
driven a Red Cross ambulance in preparation 
for war, and having been responsible for 
several car pools before that. My father 
would join us for weekends, coming from 
New York to New London by train. 
 Lunch, eaten while under way, was a 
carefully planned picnic, consumed quickly at 
a stop not far from the road, which had a 
picnic table, and more importantly, 
accessible rest rooms. 
 Arriving at the house, late in the 
afternoon, we would be warmly welcomed by 
my aunt and uncle who lived with us during 
the summers. They would have prepared a 
light supper for the group, so that two tired 
children could be put to bed early while the 
adults concentrated on emptying the 
contents of the car and trailer, and putting 
everything exactly where it belonged during 
our three-month stay. 
 Thus the transition was complete and we 
happily settled into our customary summer 
routine!• 

 Our Contributors 

September 2016 
• Mr. and Mrs. Richard J. Feffer: In memory 
of Arnold Cohen  
• Edith and Arthur Luskin: In memory of Ar-
nold Cohen 
• Kathanne H. Webster 

October 2016 
• Roberta D'Eramo: In honor of Sybil & Dick 
Gladstone's 71st Anniversary 

November 2016 
• John & Shirley Averell: In honor of Shirley 
Rubinstein's 90th birthday. 
 
 

Community  Website News 
We have upgraded the software for the 
website to the latest version, mainly 
because the publishers of that version 
discontinued supporting it. 
 Unfortunately, the cutover coincided with 
the appearance of invasions by a series of 
successful hacks that rerouted users to 
pornographic and other unwanted sites. 
Whoever did this from somwhere in Eastern 
Europe was exceptionally skilled -- and fast. 
 Michael and I decided, with approval from 
our Steering Committee to hire a 
commercial firm that finally fixed the 
problem. I won’t bother you with the details, 
but it involved serving our website with a 
“proxy” server. So far, so good. 
 You will have noticed several changes 
that simplify keeping the restaurant menus 
and event schedules.  The reason was our 
difficulty finding volunteers to do that job. 
 David Goldman has joined our Steering 
Committee and will add his considerable 
experience in the area of IT and websites to 
our work. 

Ed Goldstein, Webmaster 
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NEW: A Special Edition of The Bridge 
The Editors 

For the first time in its history we will soon publish a special electronic edition of The Bridge, devoted entirely to 
a moving memoir written by our resident Hedy Rozsa.   
 
“Electronic” means that the issue will not be printed on paper but will appear only on the Community website 
www.NewBridgeResidents.org. You will be able to read it online, send the file to friends and relatives by email 
or print it out on your local printer.  
 
The reason for the special issue is that the memoir would fill about eighteen pages in the standard layout of 
The Bridge. We considered publishing it in two-page installments — but that approach would have meant 
spreading the publication over more than two years. 
 
The memoir covers the period from Hedy’s deportation to Auschwitz in 1944 until the end of World War II. It is, 
in turn, horrifying, inspiring and surprising. 
 

 
 
George and Hedy were born in the aftermath of World War I in Cluj, the largest city in the province of 
Transylvania (yes, the one that inspired Bram Stoker’s novel, Dracula).  Their parents, while residents of the 
Austro-Hungarian Empire, did not have the full rights of citizenship as gentiles did. They came from very 
modest circumstances, raised in large families with strong Jewish identities and values. Literacy was virtually 
universal for both genders in their cohort, as was multilingualism, and the thirst for self-improvement and 
advancement palpable. Migrating to the city, they became professional urbanites of moderate means with 
active involvement in the Jewish community. Cluj had a population of 85,000 at the time, about half ethnic 
Hungarian, a third ethnic Romanian and the rest being Saxon, Jewish and Roma/Gypsy.  The city was also 
home to one of the largest and most significant universities in that part of Europe, having its roots as far back 
as 1581. 


