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The Green Man

Notes from the Editors

The Cover Story
As you enter the residents’ garden gate,
there is a plaque, “Kotler Community
Garden”. Soon you come to a shed, housing
gardening materials. On the side of the shed
you first see the face on our cover. The
accompanying plaque tells us this is a
memorial donated by Jamie and Harold
Kotler, in honor of their parents.

Our message to all is:
“If you enjoy The Bridge we must continue
to receive new stories and articles from all
residents.” In this issue all authors have
appeared previously, except for Janice Feffer
(a long time resident from whom we are glad
to have her story.) Frankly, The Bridge will
cease if we do not receive new submissions.
The point is, residents new to NBOC who
pick up The Bridge and enjoy reading, are
strongly encouraged to send your story, no
matter how short, to Ed or John, by email,
document, or hand written. See the
masthead for our addresses.
In the opposite column is the whole story of
our mysterious cover photo.

Our Contributors
March 2017
• Frances M. Budd: In memory of Rhoda
Staub
• Frances M. Budd: Best wishes for a speedy
recovery for Edward Goldstein
• Mary Rosenfield: In memory of Rhoda
Staub

The sculpted face on the side of the shed
was made by Dr. David Kaufman, as
reported to me by Leo Stolbach. David and
Joan Kaufman, previous residents of NBOC,
left for Colorado several years ago.
The rest of the story, perhaps not known
to most people, is the sculpted face. The
subject is the Green Man, an ancient
mythical entity widely thought to be a spirit
of nature, worshipped and acknowledged by
many religions and cultures for thousands of
years. There are many such depictions in
Britain and France, thought to be Celtic in
origin. It is probably a symbol of rebirth and
life, as seen in the agricultural cycles each
year. It seems an appropriate symbol for our
wonderful garden.

April 2017
• Barbara and Mike Atlas: In memory of
Herman Rosenberg
• Shirley and John Averell: In memory of
Harold Learner
• Shoshanah Garshick: In memory of Harold
Learner
• Deborah Gerber: In memory of Harold
Learner

May 2017

• Richard and Frances Winneg: In memory
of Sterra Tackeff and Marcia Barabee, sister
of Nancy Kummer
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I could call you a soggy
biscuit, a delicious biscuit
A sweet biscuit and you were
All of those rolled into one so
very special Biscuit package.
How I loved to awaken
In the middle of the night
Eyeball to eyeball
And feel your cuddly warmth.
In the last months you
Retreated to the floor
Next to me and many a night
I slept there right beside you
Even toward the end
When we walked,
You would break into
A gallop, look behind
With a laugh on your
Loving face as if to say
“Come on, mom, you’re
Not keeping up with me”

Ode to Biscuit AKA Puppy
Diana Bronner
Biscuit, of laughing eyes
And toothy smiles
How I miss you

How you loved to visit Beth
And Jerome. If Jerome wasn’t
Sunning outside, you ran
Around, me in tow,
To the front door to
Wait patiently for him to
Appear and give you a love.
They miss you, Biscuit!

You, tail wagger
With paddy paws
And floppy ears
How I miss you
You were my inveterate
Hiking companion
Always ready to
Hike those trails
Climb those mountains
No matter how steep,
No matter how high

In your last years
When home alone,
You always
Remembered to use
The potty paper left
For you. Thank you
Puppy!

How you loved our
‘rambles’ on the NB
Trails and the stories
I wrote for The Bridge
About those rambles.

You gave your all
And asked little in
Return except to
Be adored, which,
You were.
You blessed our
Home for almost
14 years and you
Will forever be
In our hearts

Those sad eyes when
You knew we were
Readying for a trip,
And oh, those joyous
Howling dancing
Greetings on our return
You were my constant
Foot warmer,
My closest friend to
Whom I could tell
Anything.
As a King Charles Spaniel
You lived up to the splendid
Royalty of your breed

The Bridge

Thank you Biscuit,
For choosing us
As we chose you
Thank you for
Sharing your very speciallife
With us
Biscuit passed October 6, 2016
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The Battleship

I still have his handwritten notes he made as
he explained in four well-defined steps of
analysis, and a final summary. (Actually
there was virtually no security issue in the
analysis since most of the physics was
available in the “The Smyth Report”,
published in 1945.)

John Averell

That’s what they called Hans Bethe, one of
the truly great theoretical physicists of the
twentieth century. During WWII Bethe was
placed in charge of the Theoretical Physics
group of the Manhattan Project in Los
Alamos. If you google “Hans Bethe
battleship” you can find his biography and
why he was called that.

Later in 1966, when I was doing classified
analysis on a subject of interest, I included
Bethe in my distribution of a report. I still
have a letter back from him to the same
distribution list (declassified as a cover letter
from the paper), noting that “Averell is
undoubtedly right” about my conclusions.
We had consulted with him again on this
project. I gave this prized possession to my
son for our shared pleasure in the comment.

When addressing a problem in physics, he
calmly, step by step, cruised through the
solution using paper and pencil and a sliderule (or just his own mind). He would explain
each step – plowing along like a battleship
on the ocean. He would patiently answer the
wild darts and objections of scientists like
Richard Feynmann, who was called “The
Mosquito Boat”. Feynmann would attack
every theory from every side, frequently
yelling “You’re crazy – that’s impossible.”
Nevertheless, the two of them worked well
together.

I did attend a final lecture by Bethe in 1988
at MIT on the subject of Supernova physics.
He was still doing groundbreaking theory at
the age of 82. Bethe passed away in 2005 at
the age of 98. Here is a widely available
picture of Hans Bethe that could have been
made any time in his long life. He always
looked the same, it seems, as he stood at a
blackboard with chalk in hand.

After the war Bethe continued to be an
important and fruitful contributor in many
fields of physics. During the 1960s I was
working at Avco Corporation Missile Systems
Division in Wilmington, Mass. Bethe was
consulting for the company because of his
previous association with Arthur Kantrowitz,
at that time director of the Avco-Everett
Research Division in nearby Everett.
It was my great pleasure to have sat in on
several consulting sessions with Bethe. His
speaking voice was deliberate, bass,
delivered in a pleasant German accent with
overtones of his original birth city Strasbourg
(on the border of Germany and France.)
One time he demonstrated in a discussion
with me why his nickname was so apt. The
question was, what is the temperature of the
nuclear bomb fireball and what are the times
associated with the temperatures?

The Bridge
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Memories

Monday night≈thereafter, and never won
again.
While walking near the runway one day,
I saw a U.S. fighter plane fly by trailing
smoke. It made two passes around the
airbase and crash landed on the runway,
wheels up. The pilot managed to get out of
the plane and ran toward a building.
Three days later in the Air Force Times
and the Boston Globe, there appeared this
headline--TED WILLIAMS CRASH LANDS AT
FORWARD UN AIRBASE.

Mike Atlas

My longest memory is climbing out of my
crib on the second floor of our house in
Winthrop and going to see my mother in the
kitchen.
My mother was a wonderful person who
loved classical music and dancing. She
introduced me to Ballet at an early age. After
a year of lessons, we would have a recital in
Jordan Hall at the New England
Conservatory.
My lessons were on Saturday and when
the Ballet Russe was performing in
Boston,some of the troupe would practice at
my instructor’s studio. During one of my
lessons when I was 13, one of the Ballet
Russe dancers asked me if I would like to
perform with them that night.
I said yes and went home to get my
mother and we went to the old opera house
on Huntington Ave. I was outfitted and
costumed and told what to do on the stage. I
can truly state that on that Saturday night, I
danced with the Ballet Russe.
When I was 15, my attention turned to
sports. I played football and basketball, and
ran track. When I was 17, I was elected
captain of the basketball team. In one game
I managed to score 33 points, a school
record.
Many years later I was elected into the
Winthrop High School Athletic Hall of Fame.
During the party celebrating that event, the
athletic director told me that my scoring
record had not been broken for 27 years.
In 1952 I enlisted in the air force as a
second lieutenant having taken ROTC at
UMASS. On Dacember 10, 1952, I was sent
to a forward U.N. airbase 16 miles south of
Seoul, Korea.
Two interesting things happened to me
while I was there. I played Bingo the first
night and won ten dollars. I played every
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Celebrating the Battles of the Polish Second Corps
Julian Bussgang

The Veterans being Honored
This spring we had an unexpected but
delightful trip to Italy. On May 15, Fay and I
flew to Rome to take part in the 73rd
anniversary of the Battle of Monte Cassino, a
battle in which I fought as a member of the
Polish Free Army (see The Bridge, January
2012, page 6-7, for my brief account of this
battle). It was only after several attempts by
other armies that the monastery at the top
of Monte Cassino was finally taken by the
Polish troops on May 18, 1944, opening up
the way to Rome.
At first, anniversary celebrations at
Monte Cassino were held only every ten
years (Fay and I attended the 50th in 1994),
but now that there are fewer and fewer
surviving veterans, a ceremony is held every
year. Also, since there are so few of us left,
the Office for Veteran Affairs in Warsaw pays
for all travel expenses, lodging, and food for
the veteran plus a “caretaker” (which Fay
was only too happy to be). Our daughter
Jessica from Wellesley and her daughter
Raquel, spending the year in Morocco on a
Fulbright, decided to join us.
There were about 30 veterans, most
from Great Britain, a few from Poland, three
The Bridge

women among them. Only three or four were
from the United States, one or two from
Canada. At 92, I was one of the youngest
and, to our knowledge, the only one who
was Jewish.
The morning after our arrival, we
boarded chartered buses to go to the Vatican
for an audience with the Pope (along with
about 2,000 other people from all over the
world). Our veterans were lined up along the
route of the Popemobile and received a
special blessing. The group then had a brief
ceremony inside the Vatican at the grave of
John Paul II, the Polish Pope. We were then
driven to the hills outside Rome for a
leisurely lunch at a restaurant with a
spectacular view of the city.
Early the next morning, May 18, we
drove to Monte Cassino where a ceremony
was held to commemorate the decisive
battle courageously fought by the Polish 2nd
Corps. There were many casualties; the
Polish military cemetery at the bottom of the
mountain has over 1,000 graves. A section
of 18 graves, each marked by a Star of
David, is witness to the sacrifice of PolishJewish soldiers. In attendance at the
6
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ceremony, in addition to the veterans, were
a large delegation from the Polish
government, a Polish military band and
choir, and Polish boy and girl scout units.
After the ceremony at Monte Cassino, we
were taken by bus to Bologna. The next

morning, at the Polish military cemetery in
Bologna, a ceremony was held to
commemorate the 72nd anniversary of the
final battle fought by Polish troops in Italy.
At this occasion, those of us who took part in
the Battle of Bologna were presented with a
special medal, “Obrońcy Ojczyzny 1939–
1945” (Defenders of the Fatherland). The
cemetery in Bologna is the largest Polish
military cemetery in Italy and has about
1400 graves. We were able to find only
seven graves with Stars of David.
The following morning, we traveled to
Reggio Emilia, a small town north of
Bologna, where the Polish National Anthem
“Marsz, Marsz Dąbrowski” was composed
during a time when the Polish Legion was
serving with Napoleon’s French
Revolutionary Army in the Italian Campaign.
We had a very nice ceremony there complete
with the Polish army band and chorus. All
the ceremonies were very meaningful and
moving.
Following our five-day tour with the
Polish group, Fay and I went on our own to
Florence for a few days. With the help of a
guide, we toured the Uffizi Galleries, the
Accademia, the Duomo and its museum, the
Galileo Museum, the Pitti Palace, and the
Florence synagogue.
It was a very event-packed and
memorable trip.

Bussgang Family

Things to find on our Website at NewbridgeResidents.org
Home page: the Weekly Newsletter, and new interesting items.
Presentations: videos of programs in GMH from 2012 to current
Media: >The Bridge
>TheB Downloads: all issues of The Bridge from June 2011 to current
>Searchable Toc: Table of contents by date, author, title
> The Library
>Main Collection: searchable list of all books and other items owned
>Kindle: full list of titles on our Library Kindles, with summary of each
NILMA:
>NILMA Documents: full display of all minutes of past NILMA Council meetings
And many other information sources
Things you can see and do with LOGIN:

Directories: >Res. Directory: searchable list of IL residents with directory information
>Faces: viewable and downloadable photos of IL residents
Online Forms: forms to request Work Order, IT Problems, Guest House, Away, and others
(Contact Ed Goldstein for username and password)

The Bridge
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The Brownie Lesson

I am a Survivor

Janice L. Feffer
For twenty-five years I was a clinical
nutritionist at the Frances Stern Nutrition
Center of the Tufts-New England Medical
Center in Boston. One of my responsibilities
was teaching the nutrition class to students
at the Tufts Medical school as part of the
gastroenterology curriculum.

Caryn Finard
When the curtain falls
and I'm standing all alone
I am a survivor
When I feel pain and I withdraw
into my own world of fantasy
I am a survivor
When the prognosis is grim
and trepidation is paramount
I am a survivor
When my cries go unheard
and I feel abandoned
I am a survivor
When I reach for his hand
for the very last time
I am a survivor
When I am afflicted with sorrow
and there is no resolution
I am a survivor
When I behold a glimpse of Heaven
and there is hell fire
I am a survivor
When life seems like a bottomless pit
and there is nowhere to retreat
I am a survivor
When I've had my share of defeats
and have gained invaluable insight
I am a survivor
There is always hope on the horizon
We all have the power to proceed
with renewed strength and fortitude
We are all survivors

One year, to emphasize that patients who
had diet restrictions could also have
enjoyable meals, I thought of a unique idea.
I made a large batch of gluten free brownies
using rice flour. I was not certain how they
would turn out; but they were fabulous,-moist, and with a rich, dark chocolate flavor.
My students devoured them quickly, and also
learned that patients with Celiac disease
could enjoy a tasty treat.
Word of my “brownie” lecture spread quickly
throughout the university. A few days later,
a group of students who had skipped the
class came to my office, and pleaded that I
repeat the session. I told them that I was
not inclined to repeat it for “class cutters“. I
did invite them to attend the class next year.

The Bridge
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Another Fun IRS Audit

would be open to him. He said he was a field
agent and had to be in the field or his
supervisor would object, so I asked to speak
to his supervisor and he gave in.
He spent the entire summer trying to
reconcile the broker's account. Finally, in
October he called me and said he had to
close the case right away. He was receiving
a promotion to corporate accounts and
wanted to settle the case for about $100. I
agreed and told the client to bring the check
to him tomorrow!

Ted Raphael

Around the eighties, a client who lived in
Brooklyn asked me to handle an audit for her
and her husband, a rabbi. I had to fly to
Brooklyn on an unusually hot day in May to
meet at their apartment, his only place of
business. The wife, a brilliant graduate of a
prominent business school, had been
working for a high powered consulting firm
at a huge salary which she gave up to marry
him. She had a NY co-op apartment which
she didn't want to sell because the market
was down. She rented it for a few years and
finally sold it. When you convert a personal
residence to rental and sell it, the cost for
purposes of a loss is the lower of the actual
cost or the fair market value (FMV) on the
date of conversion.
She insisted that the FMV had been the
same as the cost, and who am I to argue
with the Rabbi's wife? It resulted in an
ordinary loss of about $80,000. The agent
came in with the IRS copy of the return and
a reviewer had put a big red X over that
page so the agent would review it.
Meanwhile the agent, Cohen, insisted on
wearing his tie and jacket even though the
house was close to 90 degrees. He wouldn't
take tea or even water, he was such a
stickler.
All of the bank statements, broker's
statements, etc. were spread out over a long
table. He asked me whether the broker's
statements should be considered bank
statements, because they could write checks
on them (something new at the time). I
replied that I didn't know. At first, I thought
that was a mistake on my part and should
have said they weren't. He started going
through each one, trying to reconcile them.
However, he didn't take into consideration
that the stocks were listed at market value,
which kept changing. At the end of the day
he wanted to meet me at their home again. I
refused, saying that we could correspond by
phone, FAX or letter and that their home

The Bridge

The Little Boy
Sybil Gladstone

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

A couple of other Reserve units have arrived
on the same train. We’re supposed to be met
by an Army bus, but there’s none in sight.
The first thing we Northerners notice -after the oppressive heat and humidity -- are
the segregated waiting rooms and the separate
drinking fountains for White and Colored.
At this point, we are feeling pretty sorry
for ourselves. We’re hot and sweaty. We’re
away from home in a strange part of the
country with -- to us -- barbarous customs.
Our careers have been interrupted. And we’re
in line to go to Korea and perhaps have some
vital part of our anatomy blown off. What’s
more, where is the damn bus?
It finally arrives. It takes us past unpaved
sidestreets lined with single-story weathered
wooden shacks. Most of the people we see on
the street are black. The driver tells us we’re
riding on the original Tobacco Road. It figures.

Edward Goldstein
In June of 1948, I returned to civilian life after
four years in the Army and signed up for the
Reserves. I completed the last year of my
Electrical Engineering degree at the University
of Minnesota and took a job with Bell Labs in
New York City.
It is now the middle of July of 1950, just two
years later.
After work every Monday night, my
colleague John and I walk the few blocks to a
nearby Federal building to attend the weekly
drill of our Army Reserve unit, the 837th Signal
Radio Relay Company. It’s just a skeleton unit,
consisting of myself as commanding officer,
John as my executive officer, and a half dozen
or so sergeants and corporals.
On June 25, the North Koreans invade South
Korea. American troops from Japan, operating
under the umbrella of a United Nations “police
action,” have come to the aid of South Korea.
As the Korean situation heats up, John and
I discuss our best personal strategies.
Neither one of us is eager to return to
military life. We have just started our careers,
we are both married. And a “police action” in a
country we can barely locate on a map wasn’t
exactly what we had in mind when we signed
up for the Reserves. We feel it’s someone
else’s turn.
John argues that the best strategy would
be to resign from the Reserves. I think that
this is not the time to attract attention. Neither
of us convinces the other. He resigns, I stay.
One day, late in July, we both get our
orders. John is discharged from the Reserves,
effective immediately. I am ordered to active
duty with the 837th at Camp Gordon, Georgia,
effective the third of September. Another
theory shot to hell!
My wife and I decide that, no matter what,
we will stay together as long as possible. That
means giving up our apartment in the Bronx
and finding one near Camp Gordon.

After about twenty minutes we arrive at Camp
Gordon. The driver, who is obviously delighted
to make us feel even worse than we already
do, relates that Camp Gordon was closed at
the end of World War II and just reopened two
weeks ago. The desolate littered real estate
surrounding the barracks with paint worn down
to the gray weathered wood bears this out.
The bus stops in front of a shabby singlestory wooden building that a makeshift sign
tells us is our provisional battalion
headquarters. We are greeted by the battalion
commander, a short, peppy lieutenant colonel
in sharply creased starched khakis.
He barks at us in a high-pitched, very
Texan voice. (Many years later, Ross Perot will
remind me of him.) He assures us that we are
privileged to have been called to serve our
country in its need. He points out the sorry
condition of our surroundings and of our
uniforms.
He tells the officers that our first job is to
take care of our men. As a start, he expects
the insides of our assigned mess halls to be
painted by the end of next week, when he will
personally inspect them.
We new arrivals covertly look at each other
as if in the presence of a certifiable maniac.
Who is this guy? Is he serious?
It turns out he is. We are assigned living
quarters -- the officers in the dilapidated
Bachelor Officers Quarters (although few of us
are bachelors), the enlisted men in the equally
dilapidated double-decker barracks. Company

On September 3, the entire 837th, i.e., myself
and one sergeant, assembles, in uniform, at
Pennsylvania Station for the trip to Augusta,
Georgia; the other members of the company
have found a way out.
The train ride is gritty. We arrive in
Augusta early in the afternoon of the next day.
The Bridge
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orderly rooms are assigned. Since my entire
company consists of myself and one sergeant,
we share quarters and office space with our
sister company, the 838th Signal Radio Relay
Company, commanded by First Lieutenant
Myles Standish the Seventh (or, perhaps, the
Twelfth), a splendidly spit-and-polish military
school graduate.
The next day, Lieutenant Standish takes a
detail into Augusta to buy paint, brushes,
ladders and other painting paraphernalia.
When he returns we find that his taste in colors
runs to purples and reds, with accents of bright
primary colors. Years of military school and
military service have obviously warped his
attitude toward more conservative shades.
By the time of the colonel’s Saturday
inspection, our mess hall is a resplendent
sight. Perhaps a bit harsh on the eyes, but we
usually wear sunglasses anyway. As the
colonel enters he is visibly impressed; or
perhaps more accurately, stunned. After an
appropriate (i.e., long) interval of silence and
apparent meditation, he barks:
“Lieutenant Standish!”
Standish snaps to rigid attention: “Yes,
sir!”
The colonel clears his throat and tries to
show his sense of humor or perhaps
sophistication:
“Dammit, Lieutenant, this place looks like
the insides of an Augusta whorehouse!”
Lieutenant Standish remains rigidly at
attention. Only his lips seem to move as, in
front of the assembled troops of the 837th and
838th Signal Radio Relay Companies, he calls
out the soon to be famous words:
“Sir! The colonel is probably right! But I
wouldn’t know!”
The inspection is over. Within the month
Lt. Standish is on his way to Korea.

0800 to 1600 hours (four o’clock to you
civilians -- just subtract 12 hours), with a
stretchable hour for lunch. Wednesday and
Saturday afternoons are free, as is Sunday.
The social life of the officers revolves around
the Officers’ Club.
At least, this is the way it is for everyone
except for those of us in Major Tabor’s staff
section. Our job is to prepare for the flood of
new students we expect to arrive within a
month or two. Major Tabor is a brilliant Regular
Army officer, but not a West Pointer. He is a
great motivator of people. His strongly held
view is that the routines of the peacetime
Army are just not consistent with our job of
getting troops ready for combat in Korea.
Members of our section are expected to be
in the office by 0730. We leave when the day’s
work is done, but rarely before 1900.
Saturday is a full workday, and Sunday
morning is reserved for cleaning up
administrative odds and ends. We soon have
the highest morale of any unit at Camp
Gordon, maybe because we just don’t have
time to feel sorry for ourselves.
Georgia gets unbelievably hot and humid
in Georgia’s summers. Wooden barracks
without insulation or air conditioning -especially the offices on the top floor -- are hell
to work in (the one thing worse is being
outdoors around noon). By the end of the day
our cotton uniforms are sopping wet. But you
get used to it.
Just before my tour of duty is up, Major Tabor
asks me to consider signing up for a Regular
Army career. I’m tempted. The Army has
meant much to me. For one thing, I could
never forget its role in the war against Hitler.
At a more personal level, the Army has
given me a sense of self-worth sorely lacking
after an early life in Nazi Germany and as a
“refugee” in England. It taught me to take
responsibility. It gave me the opportunity to
command men and manage an enterprise
employing two thousand civilians when I was
twenty-three. It taught me to make, and then
to live with, important decisions affecting not
just myself but also others.
After much agonizing, I decide to return to
civilian life. Which I do twenty-two months
after being called to active duty.
I will remain in the Reserves — just in
case.

After a couple of weeks of painting, scrubbing,
raking and trash hauling our quarters have
become quite livable. We reservists reacclimate to the military life most of us have
left just a few years earlier.
The 837th is merged with the 838th and I
am assigned to the staff of the Signal Corps
Training Center.
I find a small apartment not too far from
the base, and my wife joins me.
As Camp Gordon re-awakens from its five-year
slumber, the old peacetime army routine
somehow re-establishes itself. Hours are from
The Bridge
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On a Wild Ride
Murray Herscott

My wife Norma and I were exploring in North
Thailand in the mountain area near Chung
Mai with a young woman guide from
Bangkok. We came to a camp for training
Asian elephants in the jungle. As we
approached, we saw six elephants with a
Mahout on each of these massive animals
washing them in the river. Our guide asked
us if we would be interested in taking a ride
on one of them. I was happy to hear Norma
was willing to take the ride. They had a set
of steps that were put next to the elephants
so we could climb up and get on the howdah
(the seat on top of the elephant).
The Mahout sat on the elephant’s head
and off we went into the jungle. We soon got
accustomed to the sway of the elephants
walk. Then the Mahout stopped the large
animal, and the elephant lifted its trunk for
the Mahout to step on and bring him down to
the ground. He then motioned to the camera
around my neck, and I threw it down to him.
The Mahout signaled to me to crawl up onto
the elephant’s head, which I did. It was very
prickly! Then he took some pictures of
Norma and me.
At the direction of the Mahout, I crawled
forward and put my left knee under the
elephants left ear and my right knee under
the right ear. The Mahout said that if I
pushed my left knee, then the elephant
would turn left; if I wanted to turn right then
I was to push with my right knee. At a signal
from him, the elephant rose up on his hind
legs while harrumphing. While we were
seated he took pictures of Norma and me in
astonishment. Then the Mahout turned about
and walked back toward the camp. I pushed
with my right knee and the elephant
continued into the jungle.
The forest was a canopy over our heads.
On the ground we saw a large snake. Then

The Bridge

we saw what we thought were Colobus
monkeys, and a warthog with tusks scuttling
through the undergrowth.
After awhile we heard a frightening roar,
which we thought may have been a tiger. I
saw a trail leading to the left and I pushed
my left knee on the elephant. After about 15
minutes we emerged back at the work camp.
Exhilarated, but no less happy to return. The
guide brought back the steps. With relief we
descended to Mother Earth to continue our
trek to visit an orchid garden of various
colors, and on to our journey to Chung Mai.
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We Are All Immigrants

individual lives and achievements of these
family members, all immigrants.

Susan Green
Several months ago, my niece, Nancy Green,
approached me with her idea for a new
project. Our President had just signed an
Executive Order limiting travel from seven
predominately Muslim countries. The ban was
called a Travel Ban. It was rewritten. One
country was dropped, and both EO’s were
blocked in Federal courts. When thinking about
the effect of this ban on many respected
citizens and their families, originally
immigrants, she became concerned and was
motivated to do something about it. She
realized that except for the Native American
population that was already found here, the
residents of the United States had all
immigrated from elsewhere in the world, and
she would like to use this fact to do something
meaningful. Her project, titled “We Are All
Immigrants Project”, was the result. She would
inspire as many people as possible to create
postcards showing whatever they felt could
motivate our elected officials to take action to
terminate this outrageous disruption of the
lives of innocent human beings and end a
threat to the concept of personal freedom. She
thought of it as showing those concerned how
to accomplish “a do it yourself resistance
project”.
Nancy then created a website to be used
on the computer, reached by entering
weareallimmigrants.com to enable anyone
interested to obtain the information needed for
participation.
I found her idea very exciting so I became
her consultant and supporter for this project.
My feeling that working with her would add a
special dimension to our already close
relationship has turned out to be accurate. The
collaboration, although limited, has provided
me with much satisfaction and pleasure.
The next step was to create a postcard
that could be used by participants as an
effective example of what they themselves
might choose to create. She accomplished this,
by asking her uncles to do this for her. They
did, using an old photograph of the Green
family, taken in 1910, which had been
distributed at a family reunion a few years
previously. To accompany this picture, they
wrote a brief but meaningful description of the
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The Greens came to America in 1910, escaping
anti-Semitism. Hyman, top left, fought in the
trenches in Belgium. Postwar, he started a
wood, coal and ice business in Chelsea, MA. He
had three sons. The eldest became a beloved
pediatrician. The middle son became an
engineer and employed 100 skilled workers.
The youngest expanded their father’s business
and supported four families with what
eventually became a heating oil business. Only
in America!
Nancy then reached out, in numerous
ways, to receive additional pictures and
descriptions and was ready to take action.
Here is an example of one submission.

The Antonio and Maria Vitiello family, known
for their vitality and intelligence, provided a
home for ten children and extended family.
Unusual for Italian immigrants at the time,
three of their children held Master degrees and
were notoriously progressive thinkers in the
Newark, NJ, teaching community. For this
family, education was key. We remember
grandpa as a widower in the 1960s–stately in
the old suit he used to wear to his barbershop.
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Airport Experiences

hills and make a sharp right turn over a
dense neighborhood and almost instantly
land.
One evening, after a calm ﬂight from
Seoul, Korea, it was time for landing. We
descended as I described, landed, and
immediately took off! The captain, a
Britisher, comes on and says in his elegant
English “This is the captain. I’m sure some of
you have noted that we have taken off after
our landing. I had detected a strong
crosswind and thought it prudent to come
around again. I hope you were not
disturbed.” Was he kidding!

Murray Staub

I worked in New Jersey and would ﬂy to
Provincetown on weekends to get to our
house in Wellﬂeet. There was no direct ﬂight.
You ﬂew Newark to Logan and connected
with a ﬂight to Provincetown.
One Friday afternoon, I arrived at Logan
from Newark and learned that the ﬂight to
Provincetown was delayed because fog had
closed in on the Cape. An hour or so later,
we were advised to board; the fog had lifted.
DC-3s were the planes used on this ﬂight.
These were the workhorses of WWII and
immediately after. There were information
cards in the seat pockets telling the history
of the plane -- my plane was 40 years old!
More important there are no toilets on these
planes.
We took off and headed across the Bay.
The ﬂight usually was less than an hour.
Suddenly, I noticed that the moon was no
longer on my left; now it shone through the
right window. Just then the pilot announces
that the fog had rolled in again at Ptown and
we would have to land in Hyannis; we had
turned around. Minutes later, he announced
that Hyannis was also fogged in. We would
go back to Ptown and hope that it had
cleared enough for him to see the airport. He
also announced that he lived in Ptown and
wanted to go home. And, by the way, he
said “We don't have enough fuel to go back
to Logan.” Silence in the seats. I'm sure I
wasn't the only one who needed a bathroom!
Suddenly, the pilot excitingly says:
“There's a hole -- here we go!” We dive
through the hole and come halfway up the
runway. The plane lands and continues to
the end of the runway, continues onto the
sand, comes to a stop with the tail high in
the air, and slowly settles down. We all
scramble down the stairway, sink into the
sand and struggle to get to the edge of the
ﬁeld. My wife was waiting and said “That was
a funny landing.” She should have been with
me!

And yet another airport
I was in Indonesia with a colleague. We were
going to a city about 200 miles from Jakarta.
There was one ﬂight a day. We arrived OK,
did our business, had dinner, and then went
to sleep. Next morning we went back to the
airport to meet the plane that we had arrived
on the day before. This was the plane we
would take back to Jakarta. As the plane
rolled to a stop, my buddy says, “Well, the
tires have some tread left!” This airport had
no building. There was a corrugated roof
over the waiting area. We watched as the
ground crew serviced the plane. First one
man climbs a ladder to reach one of the
engines. He opens the cowling. Another man
staggers over carrying a ﬁve gallon can with
the top sheared off full of some liquid. They
both carry it up the ladder and dump its
contents into the engine. Then another man
stands below with a ﬁre extinguisher in his
hands, waves to the cockpit and the engine
starts, smoking and roaring. The men
attempt to close the cowling with no success.
One gets a crowbar and pries part of the
cowling open to get it to ﬁt!
I am watching all of this with my mouth
open. I turn to my friend and say, ”l’m not
getting on that plane!" He calmly says, “OK.
We'll go back to the hotel because this is the
only plane, and it will come back tomorrow.
It won't be another plane, this is the only
one they have!”
Guess what, we got on the plane. I held
my breath until we were in the air.
Obviously, we survived but it was
frightening.

Another airport
In the 60s, Hong Kong's airport was almost
in town. The plane would descend over some
The Bridge
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Africa

over water below us, that leads from the
dining area to our individual lodge.
On to Baobab Lodge in Botswana.
“Precious Percy” comes to my “room” to tidy
up. Did I write about the elephants? Maybe
30 or so -- in the river at dusk. I can’t get
over the elephants -- babies, young ones,
watering themselves by throwing water on
themselves. It wasn’t raining yet, but very
hot. Many nyalas, and they are lovely. As
they leap over the road they seem to
“dance”—their beauty, grace, markings—
very like deer. Also impala and kudos,
antelope all and very beautiful. Their faces
are deer-like, chiseled, exquisite, their
markings distinctive. They are large and
imposing, with twisted horns.
October 23: Too long game drive. Very
bumpy. Windy. Then, Chobe Flood Plain:
Extravagant skies. My sister used to describe
things of special beauty as “extravagant”
and truly, there is no other word to describe
South African skies; in the distance are
many zebra. We learned that babies identify
their mother by the individual stripes on her
neck. Then, there it was: my first giraffe. It
never moved, statue-like. Then two giraffes,
next to each other but looking in opposite
directions, as if posed. Startlingly
beautiful…a rare experience for this city girl.

Frankie Wolff
It’s Thursday night about 8:30pm and I’m
aimlessly checking my in-box. Wait a
minute---that’s me! My eyes closed against
the bright sun, my head back, my feet
splayed on top of our parked Land Rover…a
herd of buffalo watering far below us in a
very muddy river. What is this?

It’s me! In South Africa, October, 2007, with
Diana Bronner and John Motture.
I pick up the phone and dial. “Diana,” I
cry excitedly into the phone, “where did this
come from?” Well, of course, she was
scrolling through her screen savers; here is
the rest of the story.
A few days later, there I am again! This
time laughing fully, two large very black
guides on either side of me, leaning against
our van at a Sundowner, (“cocktail hour”)
late in the afternoon; a lovely memory held
close for a few moments but soon receding
and gradually forgotten over time.
But then -- a few weeks later, I was
finally cleaning a bookcase. From somewhere
in the stack of papers, a familiar purple
notebook slid forward.
I was hooked from the first page -“Africa 10/20—11/5/07.” It is October 21,
2007, and I am in Parfuri National Park, in
the very northeast corner of Kruger National
Park, Zimbabwe. We are told we only saw
1% of Kruger. The staff comes out to
welcome us, singing native songs in a sweet
sing-song patois. We meet Enos, our Guide.
I am loving all of it except “walking the
plank” in the very black night. The plank is a
board walk, hand rails on each side, 5 feet
The Bridge

Am I really here? Now looking out at
grassland, almost barren because elephants
have knocked down so many trees as they
searched for food.
It is as if everything gets “under my
skin” -- African singing: It is all ‘soulful’, like
Gospel music. I see beauty everywhere
under this incredible expanse of sky: birds of
different hues, a shoreline of trees, then
clear.
Like those lions from a distance, yellowishbuff, lying in the grass. They look awesome
because I know they are lions.
Actually they look serene, sturdy,
handsome. What fascinates me is the
coloring of the animals—they blend into the
woods, trees. Each is different, as we are,
w/exquisite markings and distinctive
coloring.
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I realize I am thinking of my son asleep
in California, probably about 2AM this
morning. I am grateful to be able to swing
my backpack over my shoulder and climb up
and then down from our jeep, many times
each day.

lighter one was collared—radio tracking. I
was immobilized. Through Diana’s
binoculars, they were right here! I couldn’t
take my eyes off of his eyes---they seemed
to be looking directly at me. After awhile the
one closer to me got up, ambled over to his
brother as if saying, “I’m going to stretch my
legs”, lumbered a few feet away, then lay
down again. Carlton explained the lions
would roam at night. They are the only
animal that sleeps peacefully since they have
no predators. An amazing experience.
I want to remember a few thoughts: it
seems to me that everything reminds me of
something and I am often surprised by my
connections. For example, we were stopped
by the police on our way to the airport. My
immediate thought was of German police,
Nazis, stopping us. Then, much later that
same day a very large bright sun seemed to
outline a large dark cloud; every cloud has a
silver lining. A low hanging, unusual shaped
tree branch: “blowing in the wind...”
Tuesday, October 30, about 9pm.
Nobody would believe this! I am in bed
inside a mosquito net that I may kill myself
on getting out of to go to the toilet! The
lights will go out in 45 minutes---that’s ok,
but putting all this Deet on me I hate, and
my shower was cold! And I am scared of
mosquitos. It is pitch black and I have no
way to call anyone. I am trying to calm
myself by writing---as long as I don’t hear a
mosquito. This trip is not for me; so my son,
I have challenged myself…no mosquitos! I
am grateful.

October 24, 2007. In camp…I am dripping
hot, sitting in this extravagant, out of a
movie set “tent”, screened on all sides—open
to the immediate world. My view is of a
private dock beyond double entry doors, with
only a hook closing them from the outside so
baboons don’t come in. Or from the inside,
for my protection, there is netting all round
my bed---a sight and site to behold!
This afternoon on our game drive in Chobe
we saw it: Two lions, male, 30 feet or so
from our Land Cruiser. We were ambling
along, not too hot, not too dusty, not such
rutted roads because of sandy soil, when
Carlton got a radio message. There were two
lions! We literally mowed down small trees
along our path to get there. A fellow ranger
had seen them and radioed us. There they
were: a handsome male with golden eyes,
smooth tawny skin, a kitten-like face, lying
on his side, stomach facing us, huge paws.
Behind him ten feet or so, another lighterskin male. Diana -- “an MGM moment.” Both
resting, occasional big yawns w/big teeth; I
was mesmerized. At first I thought we were
too close, unprotected and I was on the side
closest to them. Carlton said they weren’t
afraid of us in our Land Rover. They have
never been hurt by anyone like us; even the
motor and his voice didn’t raise their
concern. But how about MY concern?? The
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Thursday, Friday, Saturday----Nov 8, 9, 10.
Sitting in the Johannesburg airport, on the
way to Cape Town, we’ve been in Victoria
Falls. I was “copilot” in a five seater from
Wilderness Camp #3. Most magnificent sky
ever. No words describe its beauty—the
brightness, the brilliance of blues and puffy
whites—mist and rainbows.
Thursday, November 15, I MADE IT!
On the flight from London-Boston, John said
we’ve been on 14 flights:7 jets and 7 small
planes.
Arrival soon. 12:30 Boston time
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