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Notes from the Editors
As we look back to the recent holidays, we
wish each other health and happiness,
commodities that we all need.
We are happy to welcome a new author,
Ann Freedman, for her memories of her
musical experiences. Also David Schatz,
Sylvia’s son, for a lovely, personal, free
verse piece. Henry Wechsler, Poet Laureate
of the Google Groups, is newly included in
The Bridge.
The cover displays the wonderful Peace
Tree that Sharon Gouveia and Evelyn Botkin
put together for the holiday Interfaith
Dinner. Participants supplied the wishes for
peace on those birds in the branches.
You may wonder why there are some blank
pages at the end of this issue. We didn’t
have enough articles to fill them, but did not
want to hold back stories until April.
So, for the next issue, we would like
residents and family of residents to help us
fill the 16 pages for all to enjoy.•
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Shirley Averell, Diana Bronner,
Rita Fireman, Sheila Klein
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Dedham, MA 02026
Phone: 781-234-2222
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•

Frances M. Budd: In honor of Gerald I.
Elovitz’s 90th birthday

October 2017

Happy 6th Birthday to Our Website

•

Karen Drescher: In memory of Mary D.
Rosenfield's dear brother, Paul

www. NewBridgeResidents.org

•

Our website officially opened on January 1, 2012,
and has been operating with only a few hours of
downtime since then.

•

Mary D. Rosenfield: In memory of
Muriel Broad

It has been operated, maintained and financed
entirely by our residents since then — with
occasional technical help from my son, Michael.

October 2017

We have learned that we are the only CCRC in the
country who do this.

Shoshanah Garschick: In memory of
Muriel Broad

•

Judy Rosenberg: In memory of Gerald
Elovitz

At the moment, John Averell and I are the only
active volunteers, and neither one of us are getting
any younger. Call me if you would like to volunteer.

•

Mary D. Rosenfield: In memory of
Marvin Axelrod

Have a good year,
Ed Goldstein
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An Ode to Peacock Farm

families in the neighborhood, it was easy to
form play groups. Neighborhood gettogethers were common—cocktail parties,
dinner parties, community picnics, games for
children, etc.
The pool was a great place for socializing.
Everyone gathered there on a hot summer
afternoon. The full-time life guard taught
swimming lessons in the morning and
supervised the pool in the afternoon. Every
child in the neighborhood learned to swim at
a very early age. Once children were seven
years old and could swim the length of the
pool, they could go to the pool by
themselves. There was a children’s swim
team that competed with other communities.
It was an idyllic type of life.
What was unusual about Peacock Farm,
and to a certain extent about the other
communities as well, was that there were no
residents who grew up in Lexington and very
few even from Massachusetts. It was a type
of community that attracted people who had
no local ties and were looking to belong
somewhere. Many of them were academics
at local universities or engineers who had
come to work at companies along Route 128.
It was a highly educated community (we
even had one Nobel Prize winner). I once
calculated that one in two residents had a
doctorate, and one in five was foreign born.
Unlike the older areas of Lexington, almost
half of the houses had at least one Jewish
occupant. There were a lot of intermarriages.
Most of the Jews were Reform or completely
secular.
The neighborhood was a very good fit for
us, and it was a great place to bring up
children. However, as our children grew up,
our needs changed, and we ended up
moving to the center of town. I loved living
in the center of Lexington, but I missed the
camaraderie of Peacock Farm. I sometimes
wonder if that fact had an influence on our
moving to NewBridge, where we could again
find a strong sense of community.
Interestingly enough, a few former Peacock
Farmers also ended up here at NewBridge—
Ann Glassman and Bernice Kriegsman, both
now in Assisted Living, and Liane and Sam
Lehrer.
Peacock Farm was a very special place for our
family and created many fond memories.•

Fay Bussgang

Our first home, where we lived for twenty
years, was in a lovely area in Lexington
called Peacock Farm (peacocks had been
raised on the original farm from which the
development was carved). The neighborhood
consisted of about 60 contemporary homes
with common land and a swimming pool.
Lexington was an old Yankee town, the site
where the American Revolution began with
the “shot heard round the world.” However,
in the 1950s and 1960s, it became the home
of a number of modern organized
communities, almost always with a pool and
usually with architectural restrictions. I know
of no other town where this type of living
was so prevalent.
Peacock Farm was in particularly attractive
surroundings, a 45-acre wooded area on the
edge of Lexington with gentle slopes and lots
of trees that were preserved by the builders.
Most of the houses were of the same basic
design, which became known as “the
Peacock Farm House” and was later
replicated in other communities in the area.
It was an economically-built contemporary
split-level house with a façade of vertical
planks of cedar wood, large overhangs, and
lots of windows. There was no basement,
only crawl space under the middle level. The
rooms were not large, but because of the
open design and the huge windows in the
living room-dining room area, there was a
feeling of space and simple elegance.
We bought our house in 1962, two years
after we were married. Julian had just
started his own electronics company in
Lexington, near Route 128, and he wanted
to be close to his work. We had no children
yet, but they soon followed—two girls and a
boy.
Since there were so many other young
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ary in Clichy, also a Paris suburb. I was
studying at NYU-Paris. We were so occupied
with coordinating schedules, sight-seeing for
the children, shopping for basic supplies and
food that it was July before we could follow
the directions and search for Shabbat services.
Riding in our rented car, we found a small
synagogue on a hill behind a wall. Concrete
stairs led up through large wooden doors to a
hallway with a wooden floor. I glimpsed
through closed doors a wooden ark and sanctuary much like in my shul in Taunton, Massachusetts, and occupied by a few elderly
men wearing felt hats and large, white, blackstriped prayer shawls, “shockling”(moving
back and forth) as they prayed. The two who
came out to greet us were not too friendly.
We apologized for intruding and left.
There were other people walking on the
sidewalk. I asked about Jewish religious services. (Did I mention that I spoke French?)
They pointed down the hill and to the right.
We discovered two modest, connected white
concrete buildings also behind a wall. We
opened the door, and the noise was deafening. The interior was vibrant, full of young
people, talking, and, perhaps praying, at
once.
Rachel and I were beckoned into the women’s section, a long, oblong room filled with
chairs and people. A waist-high opening
stretched across the front end of the room,
peering into the sanctuary. From the back
where Rachel and I had been given places, I
glimpsed a velvet ark covering on the left
side. In front of the opening sat a group of
very attractive young women, stretching their
heads into the huge space overlooking the
very busy men’s section. I asked my neighbors what was happening. This was an
“aufruf,” a calling up. On the Saturday before
a Jewish wedding, it is the tradition for the
groom to have an aliyah, to be called up to
make a blessing over the Torah and then be
blessed with his betrothed in turn by the religious leader. Usually the aliyah consists also
of chanting the Haftorah or concluding reading taken from a passage in Prophets that
matches in some way the Torah reading of
the week. The bridal party was sitting in front
of the opening watching the groom and other
participants perform their religious duties.

A Visit to a French Synagogue
Shoshanah Garschick
I still have his card, saved over forty-one
years and two house moves. The beautiful
small print states “Maurice Jaoui, Diamantaire
Joaillier, Creation Jhean Daniel”, followed by
the Paris address and three telephone numbers. Why I have kept this memento of a long
ago visit I don’t know; perhaps it’s the
thought of Maurice’s frustrated mission and
the wonderful hospitality extended to my
family that we never had the opportunity to
reciprocate. I even remember the exact date
of our visit: Saturday, July 3, 1976.
The next day, Sunday, July 4th, 1976, was
even more significant. On this day of the celebration of our US bicentennial, French radios
blared with news of the Israeli rescue mission
to save over 100 French-Jewish and Israeli
passengers and the crew on the Air France
plane hijacked by members of the Popular
Front for the Liberation of Palestine to Entebbe, Uganda. Our apartment house on rue
Montreuil buzzed with amazement and relief.
Al, my husband, my two younger children,
Joshua,17, and Rachel, 10, and I were living
in an apartment in Vincennes, a suburb of
Paris. Vincennes was known to us then chiefly
for the 14th century castle, the Chateau de
Vincennes, residence of the kings until Versailles and the wonderful national zoo in the
Bois de Vincennes. Our two oldest couldn’t
come: Eric was studying at Tufts Medical
School; our daughter Ellen was busy with
mentoring in a Cornell University summer
program, but she could join us in August.
The lodgings were sublet to us through New
York University from a young American couple who had temporarily returned for the
summer of 1976 to Maryland. Coincidentally,
they were Jewish and religious. Even though I
had informed them that I kept kosher, their
dishes and silverware, of course, were packed
away out of sight. They also very kindly left
instructions for shopping and synagogue locations and a beautiful bouquet of flowers, unfortunately dried out by the time we arrived
the second week of June.
This was one of many business trips for Al,
vice-president of product development for
Boston Insulated Wire & Cable with a subsidiThe Bridge
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Meanwhile, my husband and Joshua had been
ushered into the men’s section. The gabbai
(official who distributes the honors of the Torah service) asked my husband, “Vous montez?” Will you go up? Meaning ”Will you accept an aliyah, the honor of chanting a blessing?” Al was given the fourth aliyah and Joshua was given “hagbah”, the honor of the raising of the Torah from the reading table to
display the writing to the congregation. He
then sits down, holding the Torah, while another individual rolls and ties the scroll and
places the covering and other decorations
back onto the Torah, ready to be placed later
in the ark. Since we were sitting too far from
that one opening, Rachel and I couldn’t crane
our necks and heads into it and missed this
whole proceeding.

trois fois et ils nous en veulent!” “We made it
(succeeded) three times and they resent us
for our accomplishments!” I searched my historical memory for the three times: the expulsion from Spain 1492 and the settlement
in Arabic lands, North Africa; the WWII German occupation in North Africa; the expulsion
of Jews from Arabic lands 1948-1970 coupled
with the freeing of Algeria from France 1962;
the settling of Algerian Jewish and other Arabic communities in France. Clearly he felt anti-semitism in French society, even with the
fact that two premiers had been Jewish: Leon
Blum 1936-8 and Pierre Mendes-France 1945
from the Sfard Community.
Maurice Jaoui had a mission. He was flying to
Israel next week, meeting with officials,
members of the Knesset? The president? The
prime minister? He didn’t say or I simply
have forgotten. His goal was to create an international committee who would demand
reparations from the Arabs for the Jews expelled from Arab countries. These payments
would be made in the same form as the German payments to Holocaust survivors. With
all our hearts we wished him “Bonne chance”
and “Bon voyage.” Good luck and a good trip.
I have never heard anything more about
him or his mission although we did send our
thanks and a check for his synagogue in appreciation of this Shabbat. Some time later in
our sojourn in Vincennes, while searching for
the blue coveralls worn by the French workingman, Al found another immigrant to
France. A. Volkowitz, originally from Odessa,
Russia, spoke a wonderful Yiddish and French
and owned a clothing store in downtown Vincennes. I later visited his store, and we discussed the two Jewish Communities, Ashkenaze and Sephardic. Monsieur Volkowitz stated fervently, “North African Jewry has revived, saved and created a new post-war
Jewish French Community. The old died in the
Holocaust.” But that was in the seventies. I
wonder what he would say in this 21st century
with so many French Jews now emigrating to
Israel since the many terrorist attacks in
France. Is this a fourth exodus for the Sephardi community? This time it’s back to their
and our origins.•

The services ended, and we exited into a
smaller room, filled by a large table with a
display of pieces of lox in the shape of a huge
salmon. Challeh, pastries, lemonade were
available. My memory fails me at this point
because Al entered and asked me to come
out. Maurice Jaoui, the gabbai, had asked us
to dine at his home. I was unbelieving. You
must have misunderstood his French. All four
of us? The gabbai repeated his invitation.
“Your family should not have to eat in a restaurant on Shabbat,” he stated in French. He
spoke no English, but French, Hebrew and
Ladino.
We left our car at the little synagogue,
walked the few miles to his apartment, which
was in Paris, across the boundary between
that city and Vincennes. It was a very modern 20th century apartment house with an elevator and a pleasant, large apartment in
which only he and his wife lived. It was a true
Shabbat meal, incredibly managed by his
wife. I remember small homemade braided
challehs, but I do not remember the food as
well as I do the conversation.
His family had been soforim (scribes) in
North Africa. These are the religious people
who handprint carefully and perfectly the Torah scrolls. He showed us a beautiful Yom
Kippur prayer book handwritten on parchment bound with a leather cover, created by
one of his ancestors several hundred years
ago. He said very bitterly, “Nous l’avons fait
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Heaven at the Gardner Museum

many treasures, including Sargent's
passionate El Haleo and Titian's Rape of
Europa. It also housed a tender spot from
which a seed sprouted and grew. When my
granddaughter Sharon entered her teens,
she and I agreed on a visit to the Gardner
during one of her Christmas visits from
Virginia. Dressed, by coincidence, in our new
red winter coats, we drifted from room to
room, savoring the uniqueness of all we saw.
Years later, while studying for the rabbinate
in Jerusalem, Sharon visited a museum that
had been established in a beautiful private
home. As she moved among the artworks,
she observed a woman with a young girl. A
grandmother and granddaughter, just like
us? She sent an email from Israel, sharing
her warm feelings. We both remembered.•

Sybil Gladstone
Once upon a time many years ago, my parents invited me to join them for a summer
weekend at a hotel in Falmouth Heights on
Cape Cod. As a single working girl, I was
free as a breeze and gladly accepted. Behind
me was a year of teaching junior high school
English; ahead was my new job working for
a newspaper, The Boston Traveler.
At dinner the first evening at the hotel, a
pianist soothed the guests with beautiful
classical music. On the beach the next day,
the young woman pianist and I got acquainted. A music lover already, laden with music
appreciation courses as well as frequent concert attendance, I hoped to hear more of her
art and learned that she played on occasional afternoons at the Isabella Stewart Gardner
Museum on the Boston Fenway. She graciously suggested that I attend one of her
performances, then gave me a date and
time, assuring me that I would be able to
find the building easily.
Before my expedition, I learned that Mrs.
Jack Gardner, a New Yorker married to a
well-off Bostonian, had commissioned construction of this building, modeled on the
Renaissance palaces of Venice, evoking a fifteenth century aura of elegance and beauty.
It would be her home as well as a museum,
displaying her private art collection.
As I entered the building, I beheld a flowerfilled courtyard. From somewhere up above,
a glorious soprano voice, with piano accompaniment, floated out from a second story
balcony. The music, the voice, the exotic
flowers, the sculpture, all combined to stop
me where I stood, enchanted, overcome by
this heavenly experience.
I made my way to the Music Room, greeted
my friend, and wandered around, dazzled,
trying to absorb the magnificence of this
incomparable place. In time, my husband
and I became museum members, relishing
the stories about Mrs. Gardner, her warm
friendship with John Singer Sargent and
with Bernard Berenson, who advised her on
acquisition and helped establish her
collection.
The austere building, in which she had
living quarters on an upper floor, housed
The Bridge

Manual Labor
Edw ard Goldstein
My first paying job was as a part-time helper
to the mechanics of a small garage in Deal,
near Dover. I was sixteen and had only
recently arrived in England as a refugee from
Nazi Germany. The year was 1939.
The work was not particularly taxing, either
physically or intellectually, once I understood
what people asked me to do. This was often
a problem since my English language skills
were quite rudimentary. I was learning the
language by reading a series of small books
written in something called Basic English
that used a total vocabulary of 800 words. It
isn’t that my co-workers, who were
instructing me in my duties, had more than
800 words in their vocabularies; the problem
was that there was not that much overlap
between the 800 words of Basic English and
those used by them. I also found out that
the additional words I learned from them
were not especially appreciated in the
genteel third-rate British public school where
I boarded.
But, even with these barriers to
communications, I rather enjoyed the job. It
entailed a pleasant daily bicycle ride along
the coast between where I boarded and the
center of Deal during the mild spring and
summer. And the weekly pay envelope of a
pound or two gave me some spending
6

January 2018

money that was particularly welcome since
due to German currency restrictions, my
parents were unable to send me very much
money.
The job ended when I dropped a small
wrench or, as the Brits say, spanner, into the
open oil filler of an ancient Rolls Royce on
which I was cleaning an air filter. I learned
some new words and got to remove the oil
pan that seemed to be attached to the
engine block by at least a hundred or so
bolts. The owner of the garage informed me
that he could no longer afford my
clumsiness.
A few weeks later I moved to London to
join my parents who had arrived from
Germany in the meantime. The war had
started. My brother and I enrolled in a
technical high school. I finished my courses
in the spring of 1940, but flunked the
grueling final examination. I seem to
remember that it was Wordsworth that done
me in; parsing a Wordsworth poem was far
beyond my rather tentative understanding of
the language. As I remember it, I spent the
summer studying for the make-up
examination and proudly passed it in the fall.
I then answered a newspaper ad and was
hired by a small shop making something or
other for the war effort. If I ever found out
what they were making I have since
forgotten it.
My job was that of a lathe operator. The
shop was noisy and dirty. The lathes were
driven by wide leather belts connected to
drive shafts suspended from the ceiling.
The work seemed simple enough. All I had to
do was to shave enough steel from a
cylindrical bar to make a thinner, smoother,
precisely dimensioned cylinder. It didn’t take
very long for me to learn the fundamentals:
how to mount the raw stock; how to move
the cutting tool a few millimeters at a time
to remove the shiny spirals of steel; how to
adjust the steady flow of the thin, aromatic
cutting oil; how to use a micrometer to
measure the thickness of the stock during
the progress of the work; and all the other
things necessary to turn out a good product.
The problem was that, while I knew all the
things that needed to be done, I wasn’t very
good at doing them. You see, you had to
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remove exactly the right amount of material
from the original cylinder. A couple of
thousands of an inch too much, and the
whole piece was spoiled. As the day
progressed, the pile of my rejects grew at
about the same rate as the pile of properly
finished work. Another problem was that the
beautiful coils of metal shavings that came
off the stock were razor sharp — soon my
hands were covered with patches of
Elastoplast, as the British call BandAids.
When I think back on that job I marvel at
how desperate the owner of the shop must
have been to hire me, a completely green
workman, with obvious severe hand-eye
coordination problems. It took several weeks
for him to come to his senses and to transfer
me to a less demanding job in a different
building: soldering something or other.
That work was easier than operating a
lathe. For one thing I was sitting down. For
another, mistakes were a lot easier to fix.
There were no razor sharp metal cuttings to
inflict nasty wounds on my hands. There was
no whirling machinery to catch you unaware.
The occasional burn from a drop of hot
solder or from a finger carelessly touching
the soldering iron, while painful, were not
nearly as hazardous.
While operating a lathe was clearly skilled
work for men, at least at that stage of the
war, soldering and assembling was done by
both men — presumably the more klutzy
ones — and women. One of these women, or
rather girls, was a beauty from Ireland with
flaming red hair. She sat across the
workbench from me and, to my considerable
panic, would occasionally smile at me. I was
hopelessly smitten, but don’t remember ever
exchanging a single word with her during the
months that we worked together in that
shop.
Before long it was time for me to leave
England for America.
In retrospect, I think the main thing I
learned on these jobs was that I was more
suited for intellectual than manual work. It’s
cleaner, you get to sit down, you don’t get
hurt as often — at least physically — and it’s
a lot easier to fake. On top of that, it usually
pays better.•
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Music in my Blood

joined the Rhode Island Opera Company and
worked with Director Marguerite Ruﬁno. I
performed in twelve operas, but my favorites
were Carmen, Madame Butterﬂy, and La
Traviata, where I sang with Robert Merrill. I
also was active with Fall River Little Theatre
whenever they presented musicals.
Most students of music have dreams of
performing at one or more of the great
theaters of the world. I was one of them.
What follows is a tale related to that dream.
When my husband Maynard and I were in
Milan, Italy, we found ourselves in front of
the famous opera house, La Scala. We could
admire its exterior only, since the building
was closed. Just as we were about to leave,
a gentleman approached us and asked if we
were musicians; I told him I was a singer.
Much to our surprise he invited us into the
theatre. He was the custodian.
Awestruck, standing in the back of the
theatre, I timidly asked if I could approach
the stage and perhaps even go on the stage
and maybe sing a few bars of one of my
favorite arias. He was delighted to
accommodate all my requests.
I took a deep breath, adopted the
appropriate stance and sang Habanera from
Carmen with great gusto. And now I can say
quite truthfully, in fact, that I sang at La
Scala!•

Ann Freedman

Music is in my blood.
I can't remember a day in my life without
it. Musical talent runs in my family. My
mother had a sweet voice and loved to sing.
My aunt, her sister, was a concert pianist.
My dad's twin sisters were opera singers in
Hamburg, Germany.
My career started early. When I was 16 the
Cantor at our Temple, at Ohabei Shalom,
invited me to join the choir. Not long after,
Boris Goldovsky, head of the New England
Opera Company, heard me sing and asked
me to audition. This began my career as an
Opera singer and I performed with them for
two years. During my high school years at
Thayer Academy, I attended The New
England Conservatory of Music for voice
lessons with Boris Goldovsky and coaching
speciﬁcally for opera with Professor Davis.
In preparation for my career, I learned to
sing in French, German and Italian. I then
went to college at Syracuse University,
College of Fine Arts studying music. My time
at Syracuse was enriched not only by good
friends, great education but especially
because my twin brother was also a student
there. My older brother was at nearby
Cornell. We had a lovely family unit. I
continued to sing with the New England
Opera Company when home on school
vacations.
I had an emergency appendectomy and
had to come home after two years at
Syracuse. Because I lost a semester, I
decided not to return. I began studying voice
at Juilliard, in New York City commuting for
lessons when I didn't have other
performance commitments. At this time I
had the marvelous opportunity to work with
Sarah Caldwell and the Boston Opera
Company.

Welcome to the Land of Rhyme
Henry Wechsler
Welcome to the land of rhyme
where a meter runs all the time.
You don’t need a special sense
to obtain a poetic license.
You can create a work of art,
if you have a message to impart.
Your writing can be lengthy or terse.
as long as you express it in verse.
So don’t be hesitant or shy.
Why don’t you give poetry a try?•

I met my wonderful husband and moved to
Fall River. At that time a career in New York
City was no longer my desire but I loved to
sing and wanted to pursue my music. I
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What A Ride!

and there I was swinging gently on a
summer afternoon a mile in the air.
All went well until I saw the ground rushing
up at me. The Flight Sergeant had told us
that upon landing we should reach our feet
down and roll forward. I hit the earth on my
toes and rolled forward while feeling a jolt in
my right shoulder.
A minute or two after catching my breath
and being thankful for being alive, I started
to roll up my chute. I had landed in a ﬁeld of
wheat and saw a jeep coming towards me; it
was the farmer of the land who was very
upset that I had spoiled his wheat crop. Then
suddenly looking at me he started to laugh.
When I looked down to the front of my
khakis I saw that they were all wet.
The farmer drove me and two other
servicemen to the main road where he said
that a bus to St. ]oe would be coming along
that would bring us to the Airbase.
When we got to the base I turned in my
bundled parachute for a new one and sat
down to wait for the next plane going toward
New England. A half hour later a plane was
listed as heading to Manchester, New
Hampshire. I was happy to hitch a ride, and
got to New Hampshire late that afternoon.
I was then out on the highway, hitchhiking
a ride to Boston, which took me to the
Boston suburb where I lived. When I got
home I went to the front door and knocked,
but no one was there. My parents and sister
had gone to the beach for the day, so I lay
down on the summer couch on the porch
and fell asleep.
The next thing I knew, my mother was
waking me. She hugged me and said it’s
time for supper. What a day...what a ride,
but I was home on furlough.•

Murray Herscott

During the summer of 1945 I was stationed
at Army Headquarters in Fort Sam Houston,
San Antonio, Texas. We got paid monthly;
my pay was $31 a month. That night I got
into a poker game and lost most of my pay.
The next morning, Saturday, I was broke
with a 7 day furlough ahead of me. I decided
to go to Randolph Air Force Base outside of
San Antonio and to hitchhike a ride
anywhere. A Gl could hitch a ride with air
transport command if he had a parachute.
At the airbase I got a parachute for $1 at
the control tower and waited for any plane
going anywhere. A plane was getting reading
to take off to St. ]oe, Missouri, and I hitched
on it. We took off with four or five other
G.I.’s and I soon found myself sitting on the
cold aluminum floor of a B25.
All went well for a while until the green
light over the Pilot's cabin door went red.
The ﬂight Sergeant came out of the cockpit
area and told all of us with parachutes to put
them on. The plane was having a problem
with one of its motors. I can't remember
putting on the parachute, but I was all
thumbs. I ﬁnally was able to put on the
parachute with some help from the Flight
Sergeant; then he connected my chute to
the zip line running along the ceiling of the
cabin.
Suddenly the order came from the cockpit
to open the cabin door. I was fourth in line. I
heard the ﬁrst jumper scream out NOOOOO
as he was pushed out of the plane’s cabin.
Suddenly, there I was looking down at the
earth 6,000 feet below, and I heard myself
calling out NOOOOOOO as I was pushed.
After freefalling I felt the parachute deploy,
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The Missing Diamonds

My siblings and I, on the other hand,
joyfully explored the ship. Everything was
exciting. We travelled with a steamer trunk
full of our toys. The formal dinners, the
interesting passengers, and the games we
played all made the time pass quickly.
My father was also more adventurous on
those trips. He was such a daredevil. On that
last trip we took in 1928, we lost track of
him during the launch. Even Mother didn’t
know where he was. He had always said that
he wanted to go on the tugboat which
guided our huge ship out of the harbor. Sure
enough, on this day my brother, sister, and I
were delighted to see my father looking like
a Lilliputian on the tugboat, so small beside
our gigantic ocean liner. After we passed the
Statue of Liberty and headed freely out of
the harbor, the tugboat pulled up close to
the side. Then we watched my father board
our boat via a ladder. It was thrilling to see.
Our trip home was not so smooth. The
weather was rough, and rather than a 10
day passage, it was a two week passage. It
rained and the sea was rough, and my
mother was very unwell the entire way. The
passages were difficult enough for mother,
and this one was particularly unsettling. At
one point my father and I were the only ones
in the dining room because everyone else on
the ship was ill.
When we at last reached terra firma, my
mother, who couldn't wait to disembark, was
instead greeted by the customs police. They
asked her to re-board the ship for they had
received an unsigned note that implicated
her in the smuggling of diamonds. This
untoward accusation was the final straw in
an already miserable passage, and mother
could barely stand. Nonetheless she was
taken away like a criminal and brought back
aboard. From what we learned later, they
made her undress. I learned, years later,
they had even examined her private parts in
search of those missing jewels. If you only
knew my very proper mother, you could
imagine the depths of her mortification.
When they didn’t find the diamonds on her
body, the customs police moved on to our
luggage, which included the many trunks we
travelled with for our four month journey:
multiple crates of shoes; twelve to fifteen
separately crated hand-sculpted, life-size

Lenore Karlin
My father was in the shoe business. He
imported shoes from Europe and exported
shoes from the United States to Europe. My
mother, siblings, and I joined him on some
of his business travels. We had a
cosmopolitan lifestyle. It was the 1920s, and
the world was a different place. On one trip,
he and my mother indulged their mutual
appreciation for opera and went to the
Wagner Festival in Bayreuth. Then my
parents’ love for the baths inspired them to
stay in Carlsbad to take the healing waters.
My siblings and I stayed with our nursemaid
in Czechoslovakia (now the Czech Republic)
as our parents travelled.
In 1928, we took our last trip to Europe
together as a family. I was 10-years old, my
sister Helene was 9, and my brother Herbert
was 5-years old. We always travelled on the
German line from New York to Hamburg. My
mother's brothers and sisters and father
would come to New York to see us off. This
was always a huge, much anticipated launch
party. The relatives would join us on the
boat, and then the liquor flowed freely. I
remember the sound of the champagne
bottles being uncorked and glasses clinking.
Hors d'oeuvres were passed, and I
remember eating canapés and sugary petit
fours, pastel in color and topped with
beautiful flowers of hardened colored sugar.
When the loud blasts would sound, I would
nervously usher my aunts off the ship. I
worried about my relatives not disembarking
in time. In my mind's eye, I would picture a
stray aunt at the gangway as the ship left
the dock.
My mother was a very careful traveler. She
had a small deerskin bag, and she kept her
jewelry and important papers tied to her
waist. One of the silk lined steamer trunks
was equipped with a secret compartment,
which we children were intrigued with, where
mother kept other valuables. She was also
often seasick. When we boarded, she would
speak with the purser to organize her meals:
regular deliveries of oatmeal, spinach, and
champagne to her stateroom. Mother would
then get into the bed and stay there for the
10 or 12 day passage, only intermittently
emerging for a spot of air.
The Bridge
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Total Eclipse 1970

garden gnomes; and the gifts my father was
bringing to friends. We watched as our
steamer trunks were opened, and piece by
piece examined in search of the elusive
diamonds. We worried about our wrongly
accused, still detained, mother as strangers
rifled through our boxes of shoes. When they
tore apart the trunks of linens, we
remembered seeing their painstaking
production, all by hand. As they roughly
pulled apart the papers wrapping the china,
the sun glanced off the gold leaf on them. I
thought about the carefully rendered G for
our last name Gardner that I had helped
apply when we toured the factory. When
they hacked open the crates containing the
gnomes, the straw in which they were
packed littered the docks.
My siblings and I sat on boxes near the ship
the entire day as the ordeal unfolded. We
were detained for hours on those amenityfree docks. In the midst of that excruciating
day, we heard blaring horns and sirens. Our
distress turned to excitement. Up in the sky
directly over our liner, a moment in history
was unfolding. The Graf Zeppelin flew
overhead during its maiden journey between
Germany and the U.S. Acknowledging our
German ship of the same parent company,
the mammoth airship bowed to us with a few
dips of greeting. We were thrilled to see that
massive floating barge overhead. During
those moments we forgot our anxiety, our
discomfort, and our boredom.
I never discovered how my mother was
released. Perhaps it was my grandfather, a
detective in Boston, formerly with the police
force, who prevailed. Or maybe my father, a
charming businessman, convinced them to
let her go. Or perhaps my mother showed
them that her bowknot brooch, which looked
very much like an alleged missing one, was
marcasite and emeralds, not diamonds and
emeralds!
When mother was finally freed, there was
no way she wanted to jump on another boat
to sail to Boston, which was how we
normally travelled back home. No, the train
would suffice.•
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Rita Fireman

I set up my telescope under the wooden sails of
the windmill on top of Mill Hill.
I'm told in the days of the American Revolution,
this windmill signaled to the rebels that the British
were coming.
Today the hill looks like a picnic ground: the
whole town and beyond is here for a signal event.
I listen to the morning weather report: clear skies,
forty-five degrees temperature with a wind off
the water.
I dress in my brown britches and wool stockings.
I put on my Oxfords with the crepe soles.
I'll need steady footing to climb the hill with my
telescope.
My hair is so thin now; I must wear my black hat.
I'll tie a kerchief over the hat so it won't blow off.
These are the same clothes I wore for the 1925
eclipse of the sun. I was an astronomy student
then.
I adjust the eyepiece on my telescope and place a
thin white cardboard under it. My students help
me.
I say to them, “Watch carefully. The moon is
beginning its journey between the earth and sun.
Follow it on the paper. See how the shadows nibble
away the sun.”
The sky grows darker. Birds stay their song.
The windmill creaks. I feel a chill down my back.
A wave of voices ripples through the air.
The countdown begins:
10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1 ....
TOTALITY. TOTALITY.
We turn our uncovered eyes upward.
"The corona of the moon blazes in silver points
around the sun. To the left of the sun Venus
pirouettes among the violet streamers bursting
forth from the center of the giant star.”
Two minutes six seconds have passed.
The moon will not take this journey again in my
lifetime. Perhaps I shall observe the eclipse from
a different perspective on its next visit in the year
2024.
Margaret Harwood was the first Director of the Maria
Mitchell Observatory on Nantucket. My husband and I
observed the total eclipse of the sun on March 7,
1970, with Harwood as our guide. I wrote this poem in
her voice.•
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Gifts

gift of Joyousness. I felt loved, important to
these young friends who drove over four
hours to be with me for a very short time.
And—I am still smiling: a Gift for sure.

Frankie Wolff

Oh that orange-blonde hair! I would know
you anywhere, my young friend Joanie. After
hugs and “you look wonderful", Stephen
joins us. He seems taller, slim, and a bit
more gray. It is so becoming.
Joanie and I met in 2013 at Sufi Camp in
Mar de Jade, Mexico, a week-long Retreat
where I went with my son and his wife. I
was fascinated by her—her looks and her
Being. Joanie is tall—5'6" or 7", slim, with
orange-blonde hair carelessly tousled, and
young—47. Somehow we bonded. She has
an ease about her, a naturalness I found so
appealing, her astute thinking expressed so
casually besides her comfort with Teachings
I was just being exposed to. We laughed
with recognition as we discovered our
affection for dogs, horses, and shopping at
Anthropologie.
But what drew her to me? When I asked,
and I did ask, she said I was different from
older women she knew. We talked easily
together, Joanie more often being my
“teacher” as she has studied extensively with
Atum, our Sufi teacher for the week. She
liked that I was open to this new experience,
so different from my usual lifestyle, people,
music. She was attracted to a woman who
looked like many older women she worked
with in her profession as a Physical
Therapist, whose joy in discovering new
teachings and music resonated with her own
discovery a few years ago. And so we shared
meal times, drew smiles from Len, my son,
and his wife, Robin, enjoyed walks on the
warm beach sand, and strong hugs when we
parted at the end of the week.
Although our intentions were solid, our
correspondence was less so. But a few
months ago, Joanie’s email let me know that
she and Stephen, whom I had met a year or
two previously when they came East to visit
Joanie’s sister, would be in the Boston area,
and could we meet for a few hours? Those
few hours were delightful. We caught up with
Family "doings" as we walked around
NewBridge: their new bedroom addition,
with fireplace, my week at Chautauqua, and
then they were gone. What Joanie and
Stephen brought with them was a very large
The Bridge

Two weeks later a second Gift came. First
though, a bit of background from when I
lived in New Orleans: I was a weekly visitor
to Willow Wood, the Jewish Home for the
Aged. I met Richard there, who was
recovering not only from his wife’s recent
death, as well as Katrina-related losses, but
also from significant health problems.
Over the next several years of
Wednesdays, we talked and we listened,
shared stories and silences, encouraged each
other’s longings, shed a few tears. As Time
grew near for my move to NewBridge,
Richard asked hard questions, often invoking
similar Life decisions he and his wife had
made during their own lives. Even as we
knew my decision to leave New Orleans
meant the end of our special Friendship,
Richard encouraged my move. Because of
the kind of man he was, Richard attracted a
new "Guardian Angel", Sandy, who became a
deeply caring, dependable special friend
these last eight years, until Richard’s death
this past December.
My message machine hummed with a new
voice: "you don‘t know me, Frankie, but I’m
Lydia, Richard's daughter, and I’m coming to
Boston next week to visit a friend, and I'd
love to meet you." Tall, angular, verbal,
Lydia ‘ubered’ to NewBridge that Wednesday
for a noon lunch. We chatted like old friends,
soon interrupting each other and
occasionally finishing each other’s sentences.
She filled in a lot of the blanks about Richard
with details I didn’t know and hadn't wanted
to ask. She drew a fuller picture of her Dad,
a complex, extremely intelligent man, an MD
whose life had been severely impacted by
Katrina-related losses.
Our few hours together were easy —
laughter and pathos seemed to co-exist side
by side. And then Lydia was gone.
Once again I experienced a feeling of
fulfillment. I actually hugged myself! I was
buoyed up as if I had just received a special
gift. I had received a special gift: my weekly
visits to Richard had nourished him, given
him something to look forward to, helped
12
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him feel valued again as the caring,
intelligent person he was before Tragedy
overwhelmed him, affecting his mind and his
body. His daughter wanted to meet the
woman, even eight years later, who had
given her Father a gift of Time and Attention.
Yet there is one more Gift: Just last
Wednesday, Mark, a former New Orleanian
who now lives in Colorado, let me know he
and his wife Sally were coming to Boston.
Mark wanted Sally to see Boston and he
wanted to see me. Mark, 65, is Sam's son.
Sam, now deceased, was my husband’s
absolute Best Friend, the kind of friend who
had a key to our house. When my husband
Len was dying, Sam came by our home
every morning on his way to his office, sat
next to Len’s bed and talked with him as
they had done for much of their lives, even
though at this time, Len was only lying
there, no longer speaking. But that didn’t
deter Sam, who came every day.
Over the years I have shared a number of
tender stories about Sam with Mark, who
seemed to hold them close, absorbing them
as if hearing previously unknown details
about his Dad were small treasures. There
were many such glimpses of his Dad helping
Len down our steps when Len had refused to
go previously; and much earlier, clever
business deals. There was nothing Sam
loved more or was more astute at, and Mark
listened intently, nodding with what seemed
both recognition and deep satisfaction.
After a leisurely tour of my apartment and
NewBridge, we had dinner in Needham, and
our conversation continued. I remembered
stories as yet untold but we never seemed to
tire of old favorites, enjoying them all over
again. Our tummies full, our reminiscences
over, promises made to stay in touch and
Uber was on its way bringing Sally and Mark
back to Boston.
I shook my head in disbelief. How could I
once again hold on to the good feelings that
seemed to emanate from these young
friends’ visit? Inside myself, I was smiling
with appreciation for these visitors, their
visit. At the same time, in some small place
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in myself, I knew that I had touched
something of significance to them, and they
wanted to express their appreciation.
But then, gradually over the next few days, I
realized I wasn‘t thinking about the Gift each
had given me as much as I was thinking
about them — Joanie, Lydia, Mark; three
young people who had been touched by
someone or something in their lives,
unrelated in content, but resonating deeply
within them. l remembered an article —
“Time and Attention are the two greatest
gifts you can give another person." I think
my young friends wrote that article.•

Notes to Myself
Caryn Finard
New Year's Eve
A time for frolicking and
Celebrating a new year
Or is it?
Memories of past indiscretions, losses
A lost year not to be reconciled

But what about 2018
Yesterday vanished with
The tide
A new beginning
A new perspective
Hope for tomorrow
Happiness equals quality
Time spent with my children and
grandchildren
Basking in the warmth of a
Sparkling fireplace
Finding pleasure in the
Crackling sound and aroma
Of logs burning
Being grateful for enduring
Cry no more
My time, my place
Life has its twists and turns
But you always land on your
Feet •
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Those black and white photos show him after
he came home from the Pacific fight,
starting with a spring in his step, ready to
take on books, work, and love,
and he found them all.
America rose up with him, and the new
houses filled with ex-soldiers
driving their first cars, and every day
more baby carriages appeared in those new
streets,
for we had won, we were the victors of the
new world.
Those old pictures still show those
embarrassed smiles,
as if those hands that held the guns
could never learn to change a diaper.

October Skies
David Schatz

Today the grass grows new, springing under
our feet, as if April were here,
not seeing the call of the cold October
skies.
And we put our rocks down besides the
marker, as if counting time
since he held our hand, lifted us up,
steadying us on our first bicycle as we
wobbled down the street.
We read the words we need to read, say the
thoughts we need to say
but they echo empty,
not doing justice to him who wore the
uniform in that distant Pacific war.
We are stronger together than separate,
common feelings and common memories,
the same blood coursing in our veins
and yet we are each so alone in our being
left behind as he moved on, past us, into
October skies.

The young wife smiled shyly, her very own
hero marching off to the office in the
mornings,
coming home at night with the briefcase
and a kiss, ready for another night of joy,
and the children filled that new house,
growing and running and calling to each
other,
camping in the summer, sledding in the
winter,
running through each season as if it were
the first and also the last,
never quite believing that one day that
hero’s heart would stop,
and his pipe and tobacco would lie
forgotten in his drawer.
But that heart did stop, freezing us in our
day, that moment to be remembered
always,
because the mountain crumbled, the ocean
stilled, and the earth stopped spinning
in the universe. And we held our breaths,
hoping that the clock would tick again.
But it didn’t.
And so today we put our rocks down beside
the marker,
And we read the words we need to read, say
the things we need to say.
We are stronger together than separate, the
same blood coursing in our veins
and yet we are each so alone in our being
left behind
as he moved on, past us, into October
skies.•

His voice still echoes, whispered on the wind,
the smell of his aftershave as he leaned
down,
tucking us into our beds, not really
knowing how, but trying anyways.
The grass says, “Remember, remember”,
while the grey clouds say, “Forget, forget”
and with each passing day, his shadow
grows farther away, his step softer
until we no longer hear it.
His pens, his papers, his vintage desk lamp,
his glasses settle on the desk,
the dust slowly gathering on them,
knowing that the fingers that once touched
them
are now forever stilled.

The Bridge
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