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NewBridge Wildlife. This moth is watching you!

Notes from the Editors
We wish that we had some new authors to
introduce to you. We are not reaching our
new residents, who, I hope, are reading The
Bridge and enjoying it, but are not offering
to share their own personal stories or
poems. Please contact Ed or John (see our
masthead for phone or email) and talk to us
about how we can help you and how you can
help us. This is as small an issue that we
publish, and cannot continue without your
own contributions. Eveyone has a story.

Co-Editors-in-Chief
John Averell & Ed Goldstein
First Readers Staff
Diana Bronner,
Rita Fireman, Sheila Klein
Barbara Rosenfield, Charles Weinstein

Michael Ross’ cover picture, a closeup of a
moth, is striking and a bit frightening. We
never get to see nature this closely, but we
know this is everywhere around us at
NewBridge.

Layout & Production Manager
Ed Goldstein
All NBOC residents are invited to submit essays,
articles, short stories, poems and artwork of interest
to the NBOC community.

On a personal note, not only have I lost my
beautiful and beloved wife, Shirley Averell,
but The Bridge has lost our final proof
reader, who caught the errors we missed.
We will miss her.•

Contact Us:
Email: TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com
Mail:
John Averell, 4126 Great Meadow Road,
Dedham, MA 02026
Phone: 781-234-2222

Our Contributors

Please use the envelopes for HSL Funds
(available in the Library)
to designate The Bridge as a beneficiary

March 2018
• Shirley Averell: IMO Howard Poorvu

Photo of New Bridge in Nameplate by John Averell

• Judith H Rosenberg: IHO Marjorie Tichnor
birthday
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• Frances F Wolff: IMO Sylvia Levine, IHO
John Averell, IHO Edward Goldstein, IHO Phyllis
Shycon Bday

Writing a Story for The Bridge

April 2018

• Pick a story from your life that you might
tell over dinner with a friend.

• Deborah Gerber: IMO Lorraine Titelbaum
& IMO Sylvia I Levine

• Don’t try to cover too much. Go deep
rather than wide, Details make a story
interesting.

• Shoshanah Garshick: IMO Robert Levine

May 2018

• Don’t worry too much about accuracy —
it’s your story.

• Mary Rosenfield: IHO Lillian R. Starr

June 2018

• Make it as long as it needs to be. (But talk
to John or Ed if it’s longer than about 1500
words.

• Roberta D’Eramo: IHO Frances Wolf
• Peter B Halfon: IMO Shirley Averell
• Edith Heiger: IMO Shirley Averell

• If you have relevant photos send them
along.

• Judith H Rosenberg: IMO Shirley Averell
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Whoa, Whoa

balance. But my vision of the prairie under my
horse’s hooves and the speed he was traveling
gave me real fear.
I didn't know it, but the Cavalry
Sergeant jumped into his jeep and began
chasing after me over the prairie. I have no
idea how far the horse ran, but I was frozen
holding onto his mane. When the Sergeant
with the jeep caught up to me after a bit Lil
Abner had slowed down somewhat and the
Sergeant was able to reach over and grab
one of the reins and began to shout the
command...."whoa whoa".
When the horse finally stopped the
Sergeant said to me “Now get off”. What I
didn't realize was the inside of my upper
thighs had been badly chafed while holding
on for the wild ride. When I let go of the
horse’s mane and started to get off, my feet
hit the ground but wouldn't hold me, so I hit
the dirt. The Sergeant lifted me into the
jeep, took me back to the corral and had one
of his assistants drive me over to the
infirmary, where I remained for the better
part of the week and was treated for being
chafed and raw, until my skin healed. After
recovering I went back to the corral for a
couple of Saturdays.
Later the Sergeant said “After a fall you
have to get right back on”. I replied “I cannot and will not”.

Murray Herscott

It was Saturday morning when I woke up and
remembered that Saturday was exercise time
for the horses at the corral. I was attending
Texas A&M University in College Station, Texas
at the School of Engineering where at the time
they had the largest cavalry ROTC program in
the country.
After washing and dressing I joined my
group and went down to the roundup to tend to
the horses. The Cavalry Sergeant lined us up
and asked if any of us had ridden horses before.
I grew up in New England and had been on a
horse only once, so when the Sergeant asked
for those who had ridden, I put my hand up
(would I be sorry).
The Sergeant saw that I was tall, actually at
6'2" and after looking at me said "I've got just
the right horse for you". He said that this horse
was 17 hands high, really big and his name was
Lil Abner. None of this meant anything special to
me at the time, as I didn't know much about
horses.
He led me over the horse and told me to
put my left foot into the left stirrup and up I
went. When I got up on the horse I got
comfortable and had my hands in my lap, but
not holding the reins. While the Sergeant was
assigning horses to other members of my
group I sat and watched.
I didn't see the truck come down to the
corral behind me and that's when it all
happened - the truck backfired sharply and
loudly-this spooked Lil Abner who took off
across the enclosure, through the gate and out
across the prairie. He took off like a bat out of
hell. After the initial jolt, I didn't know enough
to try grabbing the reins, and instead reached
forward to grab his mane. I was hanging on for
dear life really afraid of falling under the horses
hooves and very worried. Fortunately my boots
were fully in the stirrups, which gave me a little
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The Sergeant had an older mare named
Maggie and told me that she would be my
ride for the day.
She was old, slow and gentle just what I
secretly hoped for. I eventually learned
something about riding, but was very careful
to hold the reins whenever I got on a horse
again.
The experience was a lesson learned the
hard way.•
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A Middleweight Boxer

march to breakfast, when out of the blue I
was verbally assaulted with an anti-Semitic
epithet from a cadet directly behind me, a
tall, six-footer from the B.C. group. I
instinctively (must have been all that military
exercise), swung my left arm around behind
me and knocked the blighter down.
In panic, l quickly realized this might
engender a court-martial offense (being in a
military formation), notwithstanding the fact
he was one of a group known for their
combativeness and xenophobia. What to do?
I mulled over the situation all that day
until I could repair to the gym to Mr.
Alexander, the CPO-in-charge and requested
he teach me how to box in a real hurry!
Hopefully, l could learn how to defend
myself, despite the Karate lessons we’d been
given.
Fortunately, the Navy command
downplayed the incident probably due to the
religious aspect of it and the group was
quiet.

Jay Berkson

It was the fall of 1942 and the war had been
ongoing now for nearly a year and I was a
freshman at Northeastem studying
engineering.
Many friends and other classmates were
signing up for various military services when
we were apprised of a new program by the
U.S.Navy entitled V-12, designed to enlist
volunteers into an ofﬁcer-training program
while remaining in college.
Being underage for the program I had to
obtain my mother’s approval, which came
reluctantly with so few details available
about the program.
The following spring l was notiﬁed by
Navy BuPers to appear in person on 1 July
1943 at Tufts University in Medford, MA. I
passed the physical (I was breathing), and
was forthwith enrolled as an able seaman
into my second year of engineering school.
Our navy unit was composed of about
one thousand college men from schools all
over the east coast and a smaller percentage
from all over the country. We were divided
into companies of approximately 125
personnel. Mine was composed of students
from Johns-Hopkins, Stevens Engineering,
Drexel, Rutgers, and the like plus a large
contingent from Boston College. The latter, a
tough group led by one who was later to
become the state Attorney General, Francis
Xavier Bellotti, a very xenophobic group.
Our routine each day was to form into a
military formation, jog around the entire
campus, perform calisthenics, return in
formation and march to breakfast, then
classes, noon march to lunch, more classes.
In mid-afternoon run the obstacle course
and additional physical ed, march to dinner,
study, taps and lights out at 10 PM. Every
Friday evening a ‘happy hour’ was held in
the gymnasium, compulsory attendance by
all navy personnel and open to the entire
student body and others who might be
interested in the various programs of social
content.

During that same period, the V-12 command
programmed a boxing tournament which ﬁt
into my predicament. Every afternoon for the
next two weeks I went to the gym for my
daily boxing lessons with sparring sessions
in-between with other aspirants. I weighed
about 158 pounds and was classiﬁed as a
middleweight. We were going to have one
preliminary bout consisting of three threeminute rounds and then a ﬁnal round for the
winner.
I sparred with lightweight contenders
and then with heavyweights to attain speed
with the former and power from the latter.
In a short time I became quite proﬁcient.
Two weeks passed much too quickly and
the day of reckoning arrived. My opponent, I
learned, was a six-foot tall, lanky kid from
another cadet company who must have
taken this as a lark, for he was seen just
prior to the bout slurping down an ice cream
soda with his buddies while I was eating
nightly at the athletic table dining solely on
fresh vegetables and nothing else.
This regime allowed me to go three
rounds without even working up a sweat, but
— given my opponent's long reach — I had
to come up with a good strategy. Mulling this
over, I did! I am left-handed and my

Time passed and soon it was spring of 1944.
What began as a customary morning, in
formation, readying up for the morning
The Bridge
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opponent was unaware as this required a
different stance. I decided to come out
ﬁghting right-handed. Then, in the middle of
the ﬁrst round, I suddenly changed back.
This so befuddled my opponent that — even
with his longer reach advantage — I was
able to outpoint him through the three
rounds and so won my ﬁrst bout. On to the
ﬁnals!

staff and dozens of civilian students I was
under a great deal of pressure to succeed. I
dug in with extreme determination. I was in
luck! My earlier strategy worked, and, after a
grueling three rounds and much pummeling
was proclaimed the winner. I had attained
the middleweight boxing title!
All my determination and efforts,
brought about by the ﬁrst incident, showed
through in that display and changed the way
I approached those types of occurrences
forever after in my life. No one bothered me
again that year and I probably gained a little
respect for standing my ground. I have
never backed up again since those days
although similar incidents occasionally arose.

Final round night arose a week later. This
time, my opponent was an ROTC student, a
heavy-set German-American boy from
Pennsylvania and a formidable challenger
with a heavy punch and formal training.
Hopefully he hadn’t seen my ﬁrst bout and
therefore wasn't aware of my strategy. In
front of about 1000 cadets plus the Naval

Lesson learned.•

The Apartment

parents’ home to our place. Of course, the
desk couldn’t jump. What to do? Cross our
fingers, say our prayers, hope for the best…
and it worked! (We both jumped!) Similarly,
when my mother came to visit, nothing could
be said about jumping. We were just lucky
that day, too.
As the first young couple to marry in
either family, we became the center of
gravity. My girl cousins came from New York
during Christmas vacation, warmly clad, with
ice skates hanging from their shoulders. My
teenage brother joined our merry band. We
stayed up late, went skating at the Boston
Arena; we were carefree and laughed a lot.
The living room was full of overnight guests,
talking and giggling until the wee hours.
The ‘great deception’ unraveled in the
kitchen, where I hid the garlic salt from my
new husband. He was sure he did not like
the taste of garlic. I was sure garlic salt was
essential to prepare good brisket. Hidden
behind some cups, it did no harm, and lots
of good. Discovery Day came as a shock,
then a realization, then acceptance. When
my grandparents came, Grandpa lifted a
piece of brisket on his fork, declared,
“Delicious!” then tasted it. Case closed.
Ah, who was the poet who wrote these
lines: “What happy golden days were those
when I was in my prime?•

Sybil Gladstone

Our wedding date was one week away in
October 1945. We expected to live in
Frederick, Maryland, where my husband-tobe was stationed in the Chemical Warfare
Department of the army. Suddenly, an
amazing announcement came that he was
about to be discharged! Where would we
live?
A call to my best friend elicited joy and
the recollection that a couple related to her
was soon leaving for Florida. An anxious
couple of days revealed that they would
depart before we returned from our
honeymoon at Pinehurst, NC, and would
permit us to rent their apartment.
Permit us? What a boon we granted
them, cleaning, washing all the dishes (done
by our parents), trying to ignore signs of
inattention and neglect. We soon started
house-hunting. We had to get out of there!
Meanwhile, we coped with unique
challenges, like the elevator, that wouldn’t
start unless we jumped! It was necessary to
take weight off the floor of the elevator to
get it started. That worked until the day that
Dick decided to bring his desk from his

The Bridge
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Director. Or you could go to one of the Bell
operating companies as VP Engineering.”
I can’t resist picking up on the second
half of his sentence and respond slowly:
“How many Jewish vice presidents of
engineering are there in the Bell System,
Cliff?”
He looks at me, obviously surprised, and
looks at me for a long few seconds before
answering: “I can’t think of any.”
I don’t want to prolong that particular
conversation and quickly interject, “Don’t
worry about it, Cliff. Let me think about your
offer a day or two and I’ll get back to you.”
He seems grateful.

Conversations
Edward Goldstein

1949
A few months earlier I came to New York to
start my first job. My employer is Bell
Telephone Laboratories, a part of the Bell
System. After living in a residence hotel for a
few weeks my wife and I had moved into an
apartment on Arnow Avenue in the
Baychester neighborhood in the Bronx. We
are having a welcome dinner in our
neighbors’ apartment.
Sam, one of our neighbors, asks: “What
kind of work do you do, Ed?”
“I’m an engineer and I just started
working at Bell Labs, down in the West
Village.”
Puzzled looks all around.
“That’s part of Ma Bell, isn’t it?”
I reply: “Sure.”
“You’re Jewish, aren’t you?”
“Yeah, what about it?”
Another neighbor chimes in, “I thought
Ma Bell didn’t hire Jews.”
Everybody at the table nods in
agreement.
“Well, I know they hired one Jewish
engineer last year and I think one of the
other guys hired this year is Jewish too.”
I would find out later that we three were
apparently the first Jews, or at least the first
Jewish engineers, hired by Bell Labs and
perhaps by the whole Bell System.
And, there were many more
conversations pretty much like this one that
I would have over the next few years.

Afternoon of the same day
I’m in a visitor’s office at AT&T headquarters
catching up with some phone messages.
I receive a call from the secretary of
AT&T’s VP Engineering, Cliff’s boss.
“Would it be convenient for you to see
Mr. Huff this afternoon?”
“Sure; would now be a good time?”
“Yes, come right on up.”
I comb my hair and take the elevator to
the 26th floor, from where the Bell System,
with its one million employees, is governed.
Dick Huff’s secretary waves me into his
office.
After we exchange the usual pleasantries,
Dick gets right to the point:
“Ed, Cliff tells me you’re worried that
there aren’t any Jewish engineering vice
presidents in the Bell System.”
“I wouldn’t say worried exactly, but I
thought it was a relevant question under the
circumstances.”
“I understand. Since Cliff told me about
your question I have been wondering why
there aren’t. Do you think it’s because
promotion in the Bell System is so slow?”
I gave him the courtesy of not laughing
out loud but appearing to think about his
question.
“I don’t think so, Mr. Huff. But has it ever
occurred to you it might be because the Bell
System has a reputation for anti-Semitism in
the Jewish community?”
“I just can’t believe that, Ed.”
“Trust me, Mr. Huff, believe it.”
I assured him that I, personally, had
never encountered any bias in my seventeen

1966
I’m still at Bell Labs, but have been
promoted a few times. Cliff Williamson, an
Assistant Vice President in the Engineering
Department of AT&T headquarters, Ma Bell
herself, has offered me a job in his
department. It carries with it a half-step
promotion and more money.
I’m unsure about accepting it. I like
working at Bell Labs and I don’t really want
to leave. I decide to stall a little.
“What comes after the job you’re offering
me, Cliff?”
“Oh, there are lots of possibilities. You
could go back to Bell Labs as an Executive

The Bridge

6

July 2018

years at Bell Labs. After some more small
talk, we part.
I accept the job.

She laughs: “You know, when you were
appointed VP a lot of us wondered if you
might be Jewish. But we figured, ‘Nah,
couldn’t be. You had to be German.’”

1970
And sure enough, five years later I am
promoted to VP Marketing at New York
Telephone Company, then the largest of the
Bell operating companies. As far as I know,
that makes me the first Jewish vice president
in the Bell System.

1978
I’m back at AT&T Headquarters as Director
of Product Management in the newly formed
Market Department, responsible for all the
Bell System equipment on a customer’s
premises, e.g., telephone sets, data
equipment, etc.
One of the marketing VP’s from an
operating company is visiting. I take him for
a tour of one of the Western Electric
Company, the manufacturing arm of the Bell
System.
A few months earlier, the Bell System
had added fancy telephone sets that could
be bought by customers to its product line.
We come to an area in the factory where
large stacks of telephones are stored.
My guest says, “You know, Ed, we just
don’t know how to market these kinds of
products. What we ought to hire some New
York kike to help us with it.”
My response is unprintable.
Not everything changes.

1971
Part of my job is to manage the telephone
directory operation — both the white and
yellow pages — for the company. Most
people don’t realize it, but Yellow Pages
advertising was the most profitable activity
of the Bell operating companies.
In the New York company, the ads are
sold by R. H. Donnelley. Most of the
salespersons are women, working from their
homes. In New York City, the vast majority
of these women are Jewish housewives from
Brooklyn and Queens.
R H Donnelly goes out of its way to
reward its top salespersons. They put on
trips to tropical destinations and award gifts
and cash bonuses.
Once a year, the top earners and their
spouses are invited to a fancy dinner, with
entertainment, a live band and dances. As
VP Marketing of New York Tel I get to sit on
the dais, flanked by the two top earners,
both Jewish ladies from Queens.
The entertainment includes showing
slides from the previous year’s trip to fancy
hotels in Puerto Rico. I recognize my dinner
partner in one of the slides showing a wild
hora, the traditional Israeli dance. I turn to
her:
“Looks like you’re a pretty good hora
dancer.”
She looks at me quizzically.
“How do you know about the hora? Are
you Jewish?” she asked.
“Are you kidding? With a name like
Goldstein? I know most of the VPs in the
New York company are Irish, but not me.”
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1986
Charles Brown is about to retire as Chairman
of the Board of AT&T. His successor has not
yet been announced.
I have retired from AT&T a year earlier,
but am visiting one of my ex-colleagues at
AT&T headquarters. The discussion in the
officers’ dining room at AT&T headquarters
swirls around who might be his successor.
“What do you think of Morrie’s chances?”
one of my ex-colleagues asks the table,
referring to Dr. Morris Tanenbaum, the Vice
Chairman. Morrie had started his career at
Bell Labs three years after I had arrived and
had done very well, indeed.
The assembled group gives him about
one chance in three. Nobody mentions his
religion.
He doesn’t get the job, but clearly things
have changed in thirty-plus years.•
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Hammond

children slept and the solarium where my
husband and I slept. The solarium was added
on after the house was built and apparently my
parents decided wall space was more
important than a door!
Still the Young Me keeps popping up: I am
walking down to the ‘Summer House’, a handhewn gazebo, (not unlike the one on the
NewBridge path). As the story goes, it was
crafted by a Native American who lived
formerly on the property across the river, the
Tangipahoa, that runs along the property. As I
was always afraid of snakes, and the Summer
House was down by the river, my fear kept me
from really enjoying walking there or river
swims. Every twig in the water was a snake.
On the other hand, a fun memory inserts itself
of going to bed on the screened porch of the
log cabin, feet from the house, getting up in
the morning and walking across the road in my
robe, embarrassed as only a 12 year old girl
would be lest Mr. Ralph look up from his
lawnmower and see me in my robe.
Another memory tumbles out: My
Grandfather complaining to my Dad:
“that…rooster woke me up again!” While there
was lots of giggling, did we ever tell Grandpa
that Dad got rid of that rooster a while ago?
Now I am remembering how our children
too loved the horses — their little legs barely
around the horses’ girths, Mr. Harold ’s
teachings accompanying how they held the
reins, and always teaching respect for their
horse.
“Poppy wake me up to get the cows” — a
chorus of our children’s voices begging to get
up at 5 am versus 8 am car pools that were
too early – and now I ‘see’ Mama having her
coffee on a tray table in the living room
surrounded by grandchildren having their
‘coffee’ on tray tables too, and proud neck
reining around the little tree in front of the
house, and filled to the brim inflatable pools on
the lawn with the Burch children and it is as if I
can hear the familiar crunch of car tires
crossing the cattle guard as we leave Neutopia.
Am I squinched between Pepper and the car
door listening to Walter Winchell and all the
ships at sea or am I listening to our kids
debate who rode the most, longest, best.
No, here I am, still in my comfy chair, my
feet up on the ottoman, the sun going down
ever so slowly right beneath my window.•

Frankie W olff
Here I am, sitting in my sun-streaked den in a
comfy chair, my feet up on an ottoman, while
my head is filled with long ago Hammond
memories — and I am loving them! Hammond,
LA was our family weekend/summer home
from when I was about 10 until 1970, when we
sold it after my Dad died, according to his firm
instructions.
The car’s tires crunch with a familiar sound as
we drive over the cattle-guard at the entrance
to Neutopia, our pet name for our home. I am
about ten and I could never decide: jump out
of the car at the barn or stay in the car until
we get to our house yards away. The barn
wins.
I hug Maid, my bay mare, and in this
memory she is partially covered with a worn
grey blanket. Her neck movements and whinny
upon seeing me … oh, is there any sound so
dear to a child’s heart? The tack room is next
to her stall and I am savoring the familiar
smell of leather saddles up on posts, worn
bridles hanging beneath them.
Then I run over to the house, hug Cookie
and Leo. Leo is building a fire and it’s as if I
can hear it beginning to crackle. Pepper, my
Dad’s miniature pinscher, scurries to the
opposite side of the room.
After dinner is a favorite time for me. I had
borrowed Miss Nette’s Sears catalogue so I
could “play house” and order to my heart’s
desire all the goodies that Sears offered. Oh
how I played in that catalogue. I am smiling as
I remember Miss Nette,who had a “wooden”
leg and a distinct limp, along with soft arms
and always, a smile.
What is both fascinating, frustrating, and
yet enormously interesting to me is that my
childhood memories mingle with my adult
memories. One minute I’m riding with Mr.
Harold, the herdsman, and my first ‘crush’, to
return the cows to their evening pasture.
Smells and sounds accompany me: the deep
moooo…oo of the cows, the clop of Maid’s
hooves on the hard packed dirt road, Mr.
Harold’s twang as he urged the cows onward.
Such joy in tapping back into that world. Yet
my next memory is of nighttime and one of our
children crying and I am climbing over the
windowsill between the bedroom where our
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