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Notes from the Editor

When I retired from my last employment as editor
of two newsletters about faculty research for the
University of Virginia in 2006, I didn’t foresee that I
would ever become an editor again. Yet thirteen
years later in Dedham, here I am. Life is full of
unexpected twists and turns.
Because I love reading, I seem to have absorbed
spelling and grammatical principles osmotically. I
found Mary Norris’s book, Between You and Me:
Confessions of a Comma Queen compelling because
she too likes to take a pencil and identify errors in a
manuscript. And I challenge you: have you ever
found a typo in the New Yorker, where she plied her
trade for decades? It’s an odd compulsion, so I will
try not to be too pedantic as the new editor of The
Bridge. I’m aware that Newbridge residents have
loved this bulletin in the past, and I’ll try to live up
to the high standards that John Averell and Ed
Goldstein and many contributing readers and
writers have set. When I fail, I know that residents
will let me know.

Editor: Prue Thorner
Readers:
Ed Goldstein, Jim Feldman, Genevieve Wyner
Layout and Design: Stan Treitman
To contact us:
Email: pruethorner@gmail.com
Phone: 781-234-2316
Contributions:
There are envelopes in the Library for Hebrew Senior
Life donations. Please mark your check on the Memo
line designating The Bridge as beneficiary.

Many people including Jerry Naditch, Jim Feldman,
Stan Treitman and Genevieve Wyner have
volunteered to help with putting together this issue,
and Ed Goldstein and John Averell will continue to
keep a watchful eye as our consultants, to make
sure we don’t go too far off the rails. If you like the
results of our efforts, then I hope we will continue
as a team, working on all the different aspects of
pulling together a bulletin.

Photo of The Bridge in the Nameplate
above is by John Averell.
© 2019 The Bridge and individual authors.

We have some really fine articles to share with you
this time. I hope they will inspire you to sit down
and put together an article about your own
memories, your enthusiasms, and your experiences
to share with all of us. Without your contributions,
we will have nothing to print, so please send them
in. §

Writing a Story for The Bridge
 Choose a compelling story from your own experience.
 Tell the story as if you were talking to a friend.
 Give enough detail so we know the context, the time and
place in which it took place.
 Try to limit the length to no more than two single-space
pages or less.
 If you have a photograph or two relating to the story, do
include it.

Prue Thorner
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We owe a debt of gratitude to Ed
Goldstein and to John Averell. They
made The Bridge what it is today.
They will continue to oversee our
publication and to contribute their
writing in future issues.
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Chinese Communist
Jerome Medalie

ensuing firefight. Within days "WARNINGDANGER" signs were posted by the Navy
command on all roads leading out of the city,
with the additional message that no military
personnel should proceed beyond that point.
What was not said was that the signs were a
response to a direct communication between
the Chinese Communist forces and the Navy
command in Tsingtao. I had expected to be in
and out of that port several times over the
next few months. But with the newly posted
prohibition and an anticipated invasion of the
area, I knew that I had to act quickly.

I suppose there were other adventurous
youths in the U.S. armed forces who got into
troublesome situations with the frequency
that I did. But they would have had to go
some to outmatch me in a variety of
misbehaviors.
West of Tsingtao, clearly visible only a few
miles away, were low hills which appeared
from that distance to rise steeply into a
jagged and forbidding range of mountains. I
had been enticed by those mountains at first
sight. The only mountains I had seen until
then were the snow-capped Mount Fujiyama
and in the Hawaiian Islands. I wanted to
travel into those nearby Chinese mountains
as soon as I could.

The next morning, knowing that we would
not receive orders to leave Tsingtao for Korea
for another three days, I invited Eliot to join
me on a "short, quick trip into the hills." Eliot
declined. The third commissioned officer on
our ship, Bill Chesterton, readily agreed. We
advised Eliot that we would be back by
nightfall and assured him that we would heed
his admonition to "be careful." We filled the
tank of our ship's jeep with gasoline,
strapped on full belts of ammunition for
our .45s, added a loaded rifle, a couple of
canteens of water, food for the day, and the
worn, scruffy, green leather Brownie box
camera, which my parents had received as a
wedding present in 1925. This was the
camera I used to take all the photographs I
brought home from the service. We did not
even hesitate at the WARNING sign. Away we
went.

I wanted to see the Chinese countryside and
the people who lived there. What I had seen
of China until then was limited to city life in
Shanghai and Tsingtao and in the "bumboats"
crowded together in the city sections of the
Huang-pu River and along the banks of the
Yangtze. I wanted to see primitive
agricultural sights which history books and
encyclopedias classified under the heading of
"China". A Chinese man, dressed in padded
clothing, standing alone in an endless field of
grain or tall grass, holding in his extended
arms above his shoulders a long woodhandled scythe with an equally long blade. I
was determined, if at all possible, to see that
man before I left China.

As we climbed into the foothills, we passed
through numerous small villages located in
valleys between the hills. At higher levels the
villages became more primitive, few and
further between. Along the way I saw what I
had come for -- lone farmers wielding longhandled scythes in the fields, bricks of clay
and straw hardening in the sun as other
houses were being erected, barefoot men,
women and children in rags, toothless adults,
dust rising from the dry ground as animals
and humans shuffled along the road. Carts
were pulled by men, women, children, oxen
or mules, the selection dependent, it
seemed, only on the size of the cart and the
weight of the burden.

But the late spring of 1946 was a dangerous
time to be in the northern part of China -and satisfying my curiosity about mountains
and Chinese farmers was very nearly my last
exploration.
At that time open expressions of resentment
against and resistance to the Nationalist
authorities and police were in evidence in
Tsingtao. Daily, practically next to where our
Navy ships were docked, large junks were
being loaded by Chinese stevedores with
flour and other agricultural products. These
were destined for areas north of us where the
Chinese Communist forces were preparing
"sometime soon" to march southward to
engage Chiang Kai Shek's forces. For all we
knew, the crews of these junks might have
been soldiers. No police or anyone else
interfered with these activities.

All activity stopped at each village when we
came into view. Without exception the people
seemed amazed to see us, but were
uniformly friendly, smiling, unafraid. They
stood back uncertainly, waiting for a sign to
advance or retreat. A smile and a gentle
wave of the hand invariably released
animation and chatter. We did not have to
understand Chinese to know that we were at

One night a group of Chinese tried to break
into a Marine weapons and supply building on
the outskirts of the city. We clearly heard the

The Bridge

3

SUMMER 2019

least as much of a curiosity to them as they
were to us. Inviting a child to sit behind the
steering wheel was a momentous event for
the village. I should not have been surprised
as these people had never seen a motorized
vehicle. If they had experience with the
Japanese, I thought, they might have
cowered and hid, and not openly welcomed
us. But, upon reflection, there were little
similarities in appearance between us and
their former Japanese captors.

toward me, waving his arms. I pointed toward the
walls behind him. He did not understand. "Bill,
look!", I shouted. He turned around, frozen for an
instant, then reached for his holster. "No!" I
shouted at the top of my lungs. "Don't do it!" Bill
stopped, and raised his arms. I unbuckled my belt
and emerged from the jeep, my hands holding
high the belt and holster, with the gun securely
nestled in it.
We had arrived, without an invitation, at the
command headquarters of the advance army of
the northern Chinese Communist forces. Not a
good place to be.

By noon or early afternoon we had arrived at
heights where we could see far below us. The
mountain tops, although closer, were still
some distance away. The climb became
steeper. The landscape became rockier, barren
of fields and people. We seemed to have run
out of villages. The sun was high and hot. We
stopped to eat, and resolved to continue our
expedition until a specified time in early
afternoon.

Bill and I were separated after we were brought
into one of the many buildings behind the wall on
the left side of the road. I recall being brought by
several guards to a stuffy, hot, interior room. They
locked the door behind them. There was a wooden
table and chair, a straw mattress on the floor, a
pail in the corner. Nothing else that I can
remember.
The thoughts which coursed through my head are
now a jumble. I know that a dim hope of release
competed with more dominating expectations of,
at best, survival as a long-term prisoner and, at
worst, summary execution. Guilty thoughts over
being absent from my ship and violating plain
orders to stay within Tsingtao's city limits were
displaced by concern over never seeing my
parents became clear when I stuttered the
Mandarin, phrase which I had learned: "Woh hah
nee pahng yoh, may-quah", meaning, "I am a
friend of yours, American." That was it.

The road we had been traveling on was not a
road in the sense we Americans understand. It

was neither paved, nor graveled, nor even marked
by side boundaries. The ground was simply worn
down by wagon wheels or footsteps, rutted in
parts, smooth elsewhere, wide where there were
no rocky obstructions or trees. But as we rounded
a bend, a new and strange sight confronted us.
First, the path narrowed abruptly to about eight
feet in width and sunk between banks on either
side. We slowed. Then, abruptly, the banks opened
wide and, not ten feet in front of us, a narrow
chasm of uncertain depth opened. Two old, worn,
thick wooden planks, their ends protruding several
feet beyond the opening on each side, but
seemingly secured into grooves in the rocky
surface, spanned the gap. Bill and I got out to
investigate.

It seemed like hours before I was visited. Two
soldiers, armed with rifles that I remember I
recognized as Japanese, entered first and
stationed themselves on either side of the doorway
inside the room. They were followed by an older
man, probably in his late thirties, who was dressed
in a simple, but obviously an officer's, uniform.
What immediately struck me were three red
stripes of material on each shoulder, similar to
epaulettes, that on closer view were curled pieces
of red yarn. A holstered pistol, holster flap open,
rested on his hip.

We stepped off the distances between the planks
and between our tires. There was only a slight
margin for error. We guessed at the planks'
carrying capacity. They were worn, but appeared
sturdy.

I stood up, towering over each of them in the
small room. The soldiers, in unison, slightly
lowered the points of the bayonets toward me. I
backed away. The officer issued an order and one
of the soldiers left the room. Silently, the officer
appraised me. The soldier returned in less than a
minute with a second chair. The officer, who had
taken the chair I vacated, motioned me to sit.

Bill crossed on the planks and I returned to the
Jeep. Bill faced me, gently waving me forward. But
I wasn't moving.
Behind Bill, thin, tall sticks began to rise vertically
above the walls. Hundreds of them! As I stared,
the sticks moved a bit more quickly into the same
downward, pointing position, all converging in our
direction. Horrified, I realized that those sticks
were rifle barrels and those round silhouettes
appearing behind them were the heads of men
who were holding them. I blinked my eyes,
wishing the scene away, as one does with a
terrifying nightmare.

For a few moments he addressed me in Chinese,
pausing between what I assumed from the
intonations and the frequent use at the ends of
sentences of the word "mah" were questions. I
shook my head negatively, spreading my heads to
emphasize my incomprehension. He persisted,
speaking more slowly, enunciating each word
carefully. It was clear to me that he either
disbelieved or was, at least, skeptical. Finally, in
desperation, I spread my hands, imploringly, like

Bill, becoming frustrated with my lack of response,
began to gesticulate more insistently and shout,
"Come on, come on! It's OK, what are you waiting
for?" When I sat there, immobile, Bill started
The Bridge
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the "cumshaw" beggars and, haltingly, "Woh hah
nee pahng yoh, may-quah."

I practically leaped out of my chair with
exuberance, my arms stretching to embrace him.

He stared at me. His face hardened into an ironic,
disturbing smile, finally erupting into a scornful
laugh. Then he stunned me, asking in perfect
English, tinged only slightly with an accent, "Hah!
So you expect me to believe that any American is
a friend of mine now?"

"I can't believe this! You went to Yale, too?!"
The expression on the General's face turned cold
instantly as his chair scraped back. He stood up
briskly and recoiled. His hand shot down to the
handle of his pistol and he clenched it, partially
removing the gun from its holster. I backed away
to the far wall, shocked at this unexpected
response. Fixing me with a malevolent stare,
drawing his gun completely out of its holster, icily,
he said,

I was uncertain whether this man's command of
English was a lifeline or a seal on my fate. I sat
silent, staring at him. He issued an order to the
guard. Shortly, a clay pitcher of water and two tin
cups (which looked very much like U.S. Navy
issue) appeared. He encouraged me to drink.

" You ignorant Eli. I went to Harvard."
I gulped, my hands outstretched in a silent plea,
visions from my childhood of stuffed dummies with
red shirts and a big white "H" on the front being
burned on the New Haven Green on the Friday
nights before "The Big Game" . I searched for the
right words to pacify the general, This may be my
last breath, I thought.

"I am General Li", he said, "Commander of the
Northern forces of our Liberation Army. You are,
obviously, in the middle of our encampment. You
now know things you should not know. I know you
violated your own command's orders to come up
here. This suggests an authorization. The question
is why. I must decide what to do with you. I'm not
sure you are going to leave here -- alive. You had
better start talking -- and fast. Why did you come
up here?"

General Li, now shoving his pistol back, exploded
in raucous laughter. "I never shot a Yale man when
I was at Harvard, and I don't think I'm going to
start now." I collapsed into the chair.

I did. I explained everything just as I have
written it here. I emphasized that the age and
primitiveness of the camera should persuade
him that we were just tourists. Chesterton
was along only at my invitation. We were low
ranking officers, commanding a small navy
supply ship. We were heading to Korea to do
some work for the U.S. Army. Curiosity was
the culprit, I assured him.

Apart from wrestling with my fate, the General
seemed thrilled to have someone from a fellow
(even enemy) Ivy League college to talk with. He
asked me about life at Yale during the war, about
myself and my service experience. But, mostly, he
wanted to talk about America's hostile attitude
toward what he called "China's Freedom
Movement". He said he was aghast at the position
of the United States now that the war had ended.
His army's soldiers were the only ones the
Americans could rely during the war with Japan.
"Chiang's gang were bandits, pirates, mercenaries
with nothing decent to fight for". Chiang was an
exploitative dictator and the so-called
"Communists" were fighting to throw his yoke off
the people.

He shrugged it all off. Why the guns and
ammunition? I explained that I was afraid there
might be bandits in the hills. Besides, I said, I had
seen Chiang Kai Shek's own police and soldiers
"shake people down" and we wanted to protect
ourselves against that.
This interested him; I had struck a responsive
chord. He drew me out on my observations. I told
him of my dismay over my own government's
stance in siding with the Nationalists, which
seemed to misconstrue the situation in China, at
least as it was reported in the New Haven Register,
the newspaper I received from home. He asked
me why I requested newspapers. I responded that
I wanted to know what was going on in this world
whose freedom I had had a small part in
protecting.

"My God!", he exploded, "we are fighting your war
for independence, 175 years later. The United
States should be supporting us, not keeping
Chiang propped up against the will of the Chinese
people."
I agreed. I told him I had written similar
sentiments to my parents and had asked them to
communicate with the editor of the Register. We
talked through that night and the next day. I was
told that Chesterton was fine. He had refused to
say anything other than his name, rank and serial
number, this was no surprise. Chesterton was a
good damage control officer,

The General seemed to relax. He leaned back,
silent. He dismissed the guards. Seizing upon this
break, I could not contain myself. I blurted out,
"General, would you please tell me where you
learned to speak English so well?"

On the second night General Li advised me that he
was going to let us return to our ship -- unharmed
-- the next day. He said he had concluded that
knowledge of his army's location was already
known and we could do them no harm. The
marines weren't going to land and Chiang's forces
were dissolving with each passing day. Soon the
Americans would be gone from Tsingtao and his

He smiled and replied softly, but with discernible
pride, "I was very fortunate. I went to school in
America. I attended the best -- " he paused, " -what they call the best Ivy League college in
America".
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army would occupy it. But I was to take
back a message: the next American to
come into range of their present
encampment would go home "with a bullet
in his head". I promised to deliver it.

already emigrated to the United States in
1904. My family in Russia was soon caught
up in WWI; my uncle, drafted into the
Russian army, was captured with his unit and
spent one year in a German prison camp.
But, as he told us, it was better than being in
the Russian army, although he emerged
totally bald. Next the family suffered through
the Russian revolution: my grandfather, a
brewer with property, lost his lands. And
Harry became eligible for induction into the
Soviet army, infamous for its treatment of
Jews.

I pleaded with General Li to return my
camera. Initially, he refused. I persisted,
explaining that it was precious to my
parents. Besides, the film had recorded, I
hoped, scenes of people and villages
which I would treasure. He returned it.
That is how I have those wonderful
photographs of our journey on the way to
Camp No-No.

This was now 1925. The U.S., flooded with
immigrants from Eastern Europe, heavily
restricted immigration from that area. The
Russian quota was filled. What to do? Our
great uncles lived in Breslau, then part of
Germany, now Wroclaw in Poland where the
German quota was open. So Harry visited
the uncles and entered the U.S. using their
address and the German quota. He attended
high school, worked in one of the Philadelphia
clothing factories, lived a happy life and in
1933 married a cousin who had been born in
the United States. But he did not apply for
citizenship because of his illegal entry. His
father was able to reach the U.S. in 1927,
subsequently become a citizen, and the two
eventually opened a tailoring-cleaning
establishment. My aunt had to remain
behind for five years with a younger son until
two more visas became available.

Eliot was frantic, but had only reported
our absence the night before, thinking we
had gotten lost or had a mechanical
breakdown and were walking back. Part of
the truth of our adventure came out, but
the juicy parts of what happened after we
"got lost" did not. I'm sure the only reason
I escaped a court martial on that occasion
was that the Army command in Korea was
now desperate for us to get over there
and the ship could not sail without me. I
believe we left within two days.
General Li's warning was delivered to
those with a "need to know" in a
circuitous, anonymous and discreet
manner – by my marine officer friend,
immediately after we had departed
Tsingtao. He relished my tale at the
Officer's Club with a gusto and hilarity
befitting someone with a legacy stretching
from Montezuma to Tripoli; I silenced his
repeated exclamations, "Oh, I wish I could
have been there!" with a reminder that, if
he had been, we might be blowing taps
over the grave of a graduate of Iowa State
University.

All seemed to be going well, but then came
December 7, 1941, the attack on Pearl
Harbor and the declaration of war against
Japan and Germany. My cousin Harry
received documents calling him an enemy
German alien; he, as a Jew, was to be
expelled to Nazi Germany. His American wife,
child and business were to be abandoned. It
took two years of heartbreak, many
thousands of dollars, and a team of lawyers
to rectify his position.

Invariably, during Yale-Harvard football
games that I have attended in subsequent
years, to express my divided loyalties, I
would move from one side of the stadium
to the other. §

Thanks to the efforts of a cousin, wealthy
and sophisticated in the ways of the legal
world, an officer of the Harry Winston
Diamond Corporation, the affair was happily
resolved for my cousin. The decision that
came down was a comic solution to a cosmic
problem: Harry had to leave the United
States and re-enter legally. He went to
Canada and then returned to Philadelphia.
He speedily became a citizen in 1944. His
story ended well, unlike the fortunes of so
many people now at our Southern border. §

My Cousin Harry
By Shoshanah Garshick
With so much being said about illegal
immigrants, I felt that this story about my
cousin Harry would resonate. His story is not
unique.
Harry was born in 1908 in Slonim, a small
town now in Belarus, at that time Russia, to
my father’s youngest brother. My father had
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O earth
Diana Bronner

and out of the branches. These very same
Birch trees provided the native people with
bark to line their homes and canoes, as well
as material to make baskets, artwork and
maps.

As a child, I was always drawn to the forests
with their majestic towering trees that
nurtured me with their quiet, mysterious
presence. I walked on trails as I imagined
the Native People once walked. They were my
escape from whatever it was that I needed to
escape from and I was always with my dog,
Buzzy. More recently, as some of you know,
it was Biscuit. I wrote several stories for the
Bridge about Biscuit and our adventures on
the Newbridge trails. When we first moved
here there were no access paths to the main
trails and Biscuit and I would bushwhack
through the undergrowth never knowing
where we were going. That was the
adventure. Once we ended up on the high
boulders across from the medical center and
what a glorious challenge it was to find our
way down.

I overlaid the pieces of the bark with feathers
that had dropped from our resident turkeys
which provided food for the people of the
land, gave them feathers used for their
ceremonial head dresses and to stabilize their
arrows. The ‘new kids on the block’, the
original Pilgrims, were introduced to turkeys
on their first celebration of Thanksgiving with
the Natives, who with open arms, welcomed
them until—well you know the story. We still
see those same turkeys today, the males
parading around enticing the females with
impressive displays of their handsome fanned
- out feathers and the females leading a
parade of young chicks.
I added strands of yarn using the traditional
colors of the native people (yellow, red,
black, white), each one representing one of
the Four Directions (East, South, West, and
North). The Directions represent stages of
life, seasons of the years, aspects of life,
elements of nature, animals and ceremonial
plants as tobacco, sweet grass and sage.

Some girls grow up imagining themselves as
a graceful ballerina, or perhaps a wife and
mother surrounded by loving children. No
such visions for me. I always imagined I was
a Native American, walking softly in my
moccasins on wooded trails, so softly that
even I could not hear my own footsteps. I
imagined deer silently watching, peeking out
from behind some bush. To this day, I still
love hiking on the trails of NB, across the
street through Wilson Mountain, but I no
longer dream of being a Native person. I just
revel in being someone fortunate to be hiking
in the woods in the presence of nature.

I tore four small pieces of paper leaving the
edges ragged, which I then charred, and
scripted the words of Chief Dan George*,
from his book, My Heart Soars: “Oh earth, for
the strength in my heart I thank Thee”, “O
sun for the life you give to me, I thank Thee”,
“O cloud for the blood in my body I thank
thee”, “O fire for the shine in my eyes I thank
thee”. I placed these quotes on the piece.
The final touch was a frame made out of
strips of Birch bark. A small tribute, it hangs
on a wall in my craft room along with
authentically made Native American pieces
that I have collected over the years and
together they remind me with gratitude of
those who first inhabited this land, walking
softly with an intense interrelationship and
reverence for their natural world. Oh, that
we still had such reverence.

It is our Native people who first preserved
and revered this land, knowing it could
nurture them as long as they preserved it.
When I lived in western Canada, I learned for
the first time about a Native Canadian, Chief
Dan George*, the popular and gentle
outspoken advocate for his people. He wrote
many books, my favorite being “My Heart
Soars”. I wanted to honor his words as well
as his universal message of love and caring
for the natural world.
I constructed a small craft piece which
features strips of bark gathered from the
beautiful cluster of Birch trees that grow
outside our kitchen window. These trees
provide us with cooling shade, shelter us
from the winds and rain, and hold the soil so
it doesn’t erode away. Our chickadees are
always poking around in the tree bark for
succulent bugs and the other local birds fly in
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*Chief Dan George, a poet, writer, actor,
musician, philosopher, was a powerful voice
for indigenous people. He was born a
member of the Tsleil-Waututh Nation, in
North Vancouver, Canada. He served as Chief
from 1951-1963 and died in 1981.
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Conversations
Ed Goldstein

The year is 1949.

A few months ago I had come 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 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?”

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 for a day or two and I’ll get back to
you.”
He seems grateful.

“That’s part of Ma Bell, isn’t it?”

It’s the afternoon of the same day. I’m in a
visitors’ 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?”

I reply: “Sure.”

“Sure; would now be a good time?”

“You’re Jewish, aren’t you?”

“Yes, come right on up.”

“Yeah, what about it?”

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.

“I’m an engineer and I just started working
at Bell Labs, down in the West Village.”
Puzzled looks all around.

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 was Jewish too.”
I would find out later that we three were
apparently 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.
The year is now 1966, seventeen years later.
I’m still at Bell Labs, but have been
promoted a few times. Cliff Williamson, an
assistant VP 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 Director.
Or you could go to one of the Bell operating
companies as VP for Engineering.”

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, Dick. But has it ever
occurred to you it might be because the Bell
System has such a reputation for antiSemitism in the Jewish community?”
“I just can’t believe that, Ed.”
“Trust me, Dick, believe it.”
I assured him that I, personally, had never
encountered any bias in my seventeen years
at Bell Labs. After some more small talk, we
parted.

I can’t resist picking up on the second half of

I accepted the job. And sure enough, five
years later I was promoted to VP of
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Marketing at New York Telephone Company,
then the largest of the Bell operating
companies. As far as I could find out that
made me the first Jewish vice president in the
Bell System.

“Looks like you’re a pretty good hora dancer.”
She looked at me quizzically.
“How do you know about the hora? Are you
Jewish?” she asked.

The year is now 1971, a year after I joined
New York Tel. 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 were sold by R. H.
Donnelley. Most of the salespersons were
women, working from their homes. In New
York City, the vast majority of these women
were Jewish housewives from Brooklyn and
Queens.

“Are you kidding? With a name like Goldstein?
I know most of the VPs in the New York
company are Irish, but not me.”
She laughed and responded: “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.’”
The year is now 1986. Charles Brown is about
to retire as Chairman of the Board of AT&T.
His successor has not yet been announced.

R H Donnelley went out of its way to reward
its top salespersons. They put on trips to
tropical destinations and awarded gifts and
cash bonuses. And, once a year, the top
earners and their spouses were invited to a
large dinner, with entertainment, a live band
and a dance. As VP for Marketing of New York
Tel I got to sit on the dais, flanked by the two
top earners, both Jewish ladies
from
Queens.

I had retired from AT&T a year earlier, but
was 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 didn’t make it, but
clearly things had changed in thirty-plus
years. §

The entertainment included slides from the
previous year’s trip to a fancy resort in Puerto
Rico. I recognized my dinner partner in one of
the slides dancing a wild hora, the traditional
Israeli dance. I turned to her and remarked:

“Dream Catcher”

"Contemporary Native American Shield"

Photos by Diana Bronner
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Surprise Birthday Parties
Roz Holt

Most of my friends from Newbridge were
there and Marilyn Stone was in charge of
inviting them. It was truly amazing. My
daughter-in-law Amy made an album for me,
with notes from all my children and
grandchildren. I’m truly blessed with
amazing children who would do anything to
make me happy. I cannot believe I was
surprised at every party.

My children made four unforgettable surprise
birthday parties for me.
The first one was when I turned fifty-five. My
husband Ed and I had been to Cape Cod for
the weekend to visit some friends. Our
daughter Karen lives near our friends and we
took the opportunity to visit her. We had lunch
at her house and I remember that she never
let us into the kitchen to help her. I did not
know that she had food for the party that
they were planning. I remember how strange
it was she would not let me go to her
refrigerator. I guessed there was lots of food
in it. We then went back to our friends’ house
and Ed insisted on watching the tennis matches.
He had never watched before.

I don't know how they did it but they were
great.
I love surprise parties, and I cannot wait for
my 90th birthday.
I have to wait how many more years? §

A Memory
Caryn Finard

When we returned to our Baskin Road home in
Lexington there were many people in my
driveway. I remember saying, “I am going to kill
Judy, she is having a party without telling me.”
When I drove up everyone yelled “Happy
Birthday.” Both of our daughters had cooked an
Italian meal, food that I love. The party was
wonderful; not only did I see people I had not
seen in years, but the weather cooperated too.
The backyard flowers were all in bloom

Where has he gone my partner, my
mate?
I just woke up and it is already
yesterday
Time flashes by like a windstorm
I can barely remember
I remember his
sexy blue eyes
amorous smile
compassionate heart
compliance to forgiveness.
His touch

Another party was in a restaurant. I was truly
surprised when we went into the back room full
of people. Everyone shouted “Surprise”! My
daughter Judy was not there as she was ill and I
was a little sad, but it was a great party. The
after-dinner treat was that I was being
roasted.

I treasure our
time spent together
relishing a glass of tequila
walking at sunset
waking up to breakfast in bed
romancing under the stars
His kiss

My daughter Karen had one party at her house.
I thought it was going to be a luncheon for my
granddaughter. They did not tell Ed about the
party, afraid that he would spill the beans; so we
took our time at the gym and were an hour late.

I recollect his soul
in melancholy
His beautiful soul

I remember being excited because my friend
from Maine drove two hours to attend my
party. It made me feel special. Many of my
friends were there, but a large number were
absent. Karen would have invited them had
she known who they were so I gave her their
names.
Five years later we went to my son's house. I
just thought I was going for dinner. It still
amazes me that I never knew about this party.
There were thirty people there including my
nephews from New York and Maryland. They had
been at the Cape and came to my party.
The last party I remember was at my sisterin-law’s home in Stoughton.

The Bridge
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“I’m Getting Sentimental Over You”
Jerry Klein

"My Jewish Journey”
Frankie Wolff

We owned the Big Band era. To hear Tommy
Dorsey’s theme on the radio was our music.
How could you not get your feet moving
when you heard “Don’t Sit Under the Apple
Tree,” “Begin the Beguine,” “Hey There.” But
the Big Band Era is over. It died when Elvis
arrived.

“Hineni. Here I Am…"
In May, 2000, I began my Bat Mitzvah d’var
Torah with these ancient words, in my Reform
Synagogue, Touro Synagogue, in New
Orleans. Surely it was time…in a month I
would be 72.
Now it is nearly twenty years later. I live in a
Retirement Community, Newbridge on the
Charles, in Dedham, MA. I worship right
downstairs in our Community Synagogue.
Inside my head I have been writing My
Jewish Journey for a very long time. It is past
time to put pen to paper.

There are memory bands. A Glenn Miller band
comes to Boston every once in a while and
Dan Gabel comes to Newbridge with his big
band. But kids don’t appreciate the glorious
sounds of bands such as the Dorseys, Benny
Goodman, Artie Shaw and the others who got
you to sing and swing.

In the late 1990’s, small groups of women
began being Bat Mitzvah at Touro Synagogue.
I watched with questions…and then with
interest. As I remember it, two separate
events seemed to coalesce before I signed up
for the Bat Mitzvah class. First, I just wasn't
comfortable anymore sitting in Synagogue
humming the melodies while Hebrew voices
surrounded me. At the same time, in another
part of my world, California, my daughter-inlaw, Pam, was diagnosed with cancer, and
ultimately died. For the next three years, I
remember flying back & forth between my
home in New Orleans & California, studying
Hebrew. It was difficult as all those Hebrew
squiggles looked exactly alike to me!

I grew up in New York and there was a feast
of bands in movie houses, hotels and only a
short drive to the Glenn Island Casino or the
Log Cabin in Armonk. I well remember the
Frank Sinatra farewell program at the
Paramount Theater in 1942. I can see it now
– the lights would dim, the organ would stop
playing, the curtain would rise and the
announcer said “The Paramount Theater is
proud to present that sentimental gentleman,
Tommy Dorsey, his trombone and his
orchestra featuring Frank Sinatra, Jo Stafford,
the Pied Pipers” and then the curtain would
rise with the band playing TD’s theme “I’m
Getting Sentimental Over You.” What a thrill
– and then you got to stay for the movie –
Bob Hope and Madeline Carroll in “My
Favorite Blonde.” What fun!!

During those same three years, I also rented
an apartment in Brookline for one month
each summer to be close to my daughter,
Sue, and young grandson, Izzy, who lived in
Lincoln. On those long daily drives back and
forth, I learned the Hebrew prayers. Our
Cantor had made tapes for the Bar and Bat
Mitzvah students & I sang and memorized
those Blessings all the way to Lincoln --- and
all the way back. The drive was woodsy,
green, meandering. The landscape, the
melodies, the Cantor's voice chanting Hebrew
came together for me in a most powerful
way.

And the radio remotes featuring broadcasts
from exotic places like Frank Daley’s
Meadowbrook on the Newark-Pompton
Turnpike in Cedar Grove, New Jersey, (Is
there still a Pompton Turnpike?), the Aragon
Ballroom in Chicago, the Palladium in
Hollywood and the college’s “CBS radio is
proud to present Les Brown and his Band of
Renown coming to you from the campus of
the University of Michigan where our students
are enjoying the fall Prom.” Lots of shouts
and applause. I would listen with my
portable radio under my pillow (my parents
thought I was asleep) and dream about what
it would be like when I would be at a college
campus dancing with a girl to the Duke or
Artie Shaw or Kay Kyser.

Our group of four women chose to become
Bat Mitzvah (literally a daughter of the
commandments) at a Havdalah service.
There I was, sitting in our Chapel, chanting
Torah, Hebrew all around me and I am a part
of it. I get shivers. I cannot stay away on
Friday nights. …the music, the prayers,
healing, learning, the feeling of being at
Home, at One. Our Rabbi said, “In New
Orleans you may “make groceries” but you do
not “make" a Bat Mitzvah. You celebrate it.”

The Big Bands are gone. Those memories
still belong to us. No other generation will
have those same thrills that we did. §
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And celebrate we did. My five-year-old
grandson, Izzy, joined our joyous group as we
danced our way around the chapel, chanting
Havdalah melodies…
My early memories of growing up Jewish in
New Orleans had very little to do with being
Jewish. My older sister, Merce, and I, each
named for our grandmothers, went to Sunday
school and what I remember most is hoping a
certain boy would sit next to me.
Confirmation was all about a special dress
that my grandmother had made for me and
my part, our prayer to our parents. Our
Rabbi, Dr. Leipziger, wore a black robe, his
head bare. ...I remember celebrating the
holidays as a young child, often going to
Pensacola, Florida to be with my Orthodox
Grandfather, Grandpa Alec, the first President
of the Shul in Pensacola. Since I was the
youngest grandchild, I got to ask the Four
Questions, during the Passover Seder in
English. What I remember most vividly is how
loved I felt, and the large, dark furniture in
this dining room, a room we ate in only on
holidays. Later, as an adult in New Orleans,
Holiday dinners were in a private room at a
favorite restaurant. Many years later, our
Break the Fast/Yom Kippur dinners were in
our family room... Long, borrowed tables
stretched end to end to accommodate family
and friends. Memories bubble up: Mama
breaking her fast on a cup of Mel’s coffee,
later singing, out of tune, Chad Gadya. These
memories bring smiles of recognition, of love,
from somewhere deep inside me…
And so the years coalesce…
I went to a private school, Isidore Newman
School. Newman was begun in 1903 by
Isidore Newman, a Jewish philanthropist, so
that Jewish children from the community who
were orphaned during the yellow fever
epidemic, would be able to go to school. In
the late 1930’s when I was a student at
Newman, the school had both Jewish and
Christian students; there were no Black
students. I do remember many of my friends
were not Jewish. When I went to their
houses, I was awed by large Christmas trees,
often more than one, festooned with blinking
colored lights and shiny ornaments. I so
wanted a Christmas tree! When Len, my
husband, and I married on December 22, I
think I felt a special connection to the sights
and sounds of Christmas…all of that
Christmas music was for me, for us! These
many years later when I am loving the
umpteenth rendition of White Christmas, I
smile, remembering… Our youngest daughter,
The Bridge

Jackie, also wanted a Christmas tree. This
very old memory is of Christmas Eve, Len
hurrying to the nearest drugstore before it
closed, buying what was left of the Christmas
decorations, a small artificial Christmas tree,
and bringing it home…triumphantly. Still,
there are more Christmas memories: in this
one, Grandpa Alec was visiting, sitting in our
tiny den next to our Menorah, while a small
Christmas tree twinkled in the adjoining living
room. There is one final memory: our children
coming home from Sunday school, in chorus:
"the rabbi says no Christmas trees!” We
pivoted to a new reality.
A fun memory inserts itself: Years later, our
rabbi asked me to co-lead a sex education
class for seventh graders. In an effort to
make the kids comfortable with the topic, the
rabbi called out slang names of body parts
and wrote them on the blackboard. The bell
rang, the class ended, we filed out. When the
next class came in,
the Choir Leader thundered “who wrote those
words on the blackboard!!” The answer: “The
rabbi!” (I honestly don’t remember how it all
resolved, but, a few years later when I cochaired the Jewish Federation Campaign, the
rabbi invited me to speak to the Congregation
about the importance of giving. …I was
redeemed.)

Another memory: Our special Friends, Margot
and Herb Garon, resigned from their Reform
Synagogue, Temple Sinai, because their
Temple did not have Bar Mitzvahs. They
wanted their about-to-be thirteen-year-old
son, Kenny, to become Bar Mitzvah. Kenny’s
Bar Mitzvah at the then new Conservative
Synagogue in New Orleans was the first
anyone in our family attended. The Garon
family deepened our connection to being
Jewish, to Jewish philanthropy, to Israel…
The years unfolded: our family walked on legs
of jelly into Synagogue that Friday night when
our 21 year-old daughter Jackie’s name was
called. Jackie was killed by a drunk driver
during her junior year abroad, in Austria, in
1978…. We mended only very slowly…….
Eventually, our young adult children, Sue, and
Len Jr., moved from New Orleans and
established homes of their own, in the Boston
area and in northern California.
And then, in 1990, my husband, Len, only 65,
died…
The New Orleans Jewish Community became
my extended Family. One night, at a JCC
board meeting, each of us was asked to give
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You can be among people and still
feel the pain of isolation”

a D’var. I had absolutely no idea what that
was, but I spoke easily about everything I
had done that week that was Jewish: At the
Ways and Means committee, we wrestled
with what is more important, providing for a
disabled child to go to JCC Camp, or
providing rent money for an apartment for
our newest Russian immigrant family. I
learned so much from listening: soliciting for
the annual Campaign became individual
stories. One woman gave because her father
had always said giving to Jewish Endowment
and Campaign was his insurance policy that
the Jewish people not only survive but
survive well, and now that he had died, she
gave for both of them. I went with a new
friend to her son’s private school to speak
with the headmaster about the importance of
Jewish students being excused from class to
go to synagogue on the Holidays.

This headline appeared in the Boston Globe in
January. Here is Dr. Dorothy Cotton’s
response:
Thank you to Felice Freyer for her interview
with Dr Vivek Murphy, former US surgeon
general on the subject of loneliness titled
Murphy’s Message —"Loneliness Kills."
As a longtime practitioner of clinical
psychology, I strongly assert that there is a
missing ingredient in the description of what
constitutes loneliness.
There are two major aspects: One is the
physical isolation and the second is emotional
isolation. The first is clear in description—a
being away from others—a physical solohood. However, the second is even more
isolating—the inability to share deep feelings
and to have them understood, heard and
validated. Feelings should be respected “—
never corrected or mocked.
In my office, when I worked with couples in
therapy, I had a printed sign: “You may
correct facts. You may NEVER correct
feelings.” Correction of feelings leaves the
speaker in a state of emotional isolation:
deep and profound loneliness. §

But I didn’t really know what it meant to be
Jewish until I worked at Jewish Family and
Children’s Services. Before I went to Tulane
to get my MSW, I answered the phone,
scheduled appointments, did studies for folks
applying to Willow Wood, the New Orleans
Home for the Jewish Aged, and helped
resettle that first Russian. I quickly learned
that if you’re in need, if you need help, it
surely helps to be Jewish!
In 1995, I was asked to co-chair our annual
Jewish Welfare Fund Campaign. As
Chairwoman, I went to the General Assembly,
in Montreal, and some months later, to Israel.
In Jerusalem, walking through Yad Vashem, I
saw a case of yellow stars that Jews were
forced to wear, because they were Jews. My
hand instinctively went to my own Jewish
star, my Lion of Judah pin, that I wear with
gratitude, pride, and yes, with responsibility.
I stood there, cold all over. How could I be
wearing my yellow star so proudly when
other Jews had been forced to wear a yellow
star and forced to die because of it, just
because they were Jews?

One Shabbat evening at Touro, I was
aimlessly flipping through our prayer book,
Mishkan T’Filah, when I happened upon this
prayer:
Once or twice in a lifetime,
a man or woman may choose

Photo By Diana Bronner

a radical leaving, having heard
Lech l’cha—Go forth.
And so, when Newbridge on the Charles
opened in 2009, I came.
Hineni, here I am…at last. §
The Bridge
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Screen Tests In Cyberspace
Edward Goldstein
There were four of us having lunch in a very
fancy restaurant on Madison Avenue in
Manhattan: three executives from an
advertising agency and I. The year was 1973.
We were there to discuss an experiment that
we had just concluded at their agency, using
PicturePhone to conduct virtual screen tests
between New York and Hollywood.

hope you realize that this way of doing
business has a snowball’s chance in hell of
being used by ad agencies.” After a few
seconds of hesitation, I asked, “Why?”
“Come on, Ed, have you never heard of
casting couches? How would you do it over
PicturePhone?” “John, I guess I should have
been able to figure that out all by myself.”
I was reminded of that lunch again not too
long ago when the Weinstein story broke. §

I’m sure some residents will remember the
introduction and demise of PicturePhone
service. It allowed a user to see, as well as
hear, the person on the other end of the
conversation. It was technically sophisticated
at the time. AT&T had introduced a
commercial trial in 1970 in three cities. It was
a complete marketing failure, material for late
-night comedy shows. Bell System
management was deeply embarrassed,
especially since the service was introduced
while telephone customers in Brooklyn and
other places often waited a half-hour for a
dial tone.

APRIL
Rita Fireman
On the hill
pots of gold spring out of the ground
stacks of coins shimmer
against a bank of dark evergreens.
Yes, my tulips are yellow
daffodils too but none can compare

By 1972, the Chairman of AT&T designated
me as the PicturePhone Tsar with the job of
either coming up with a sound technical/
commercial plan or killing it. A couple of
dozen individuals would report to me. We
quickly realized that a major problem was
that not enough people would be willing to
pay for even the below-cost service to be able
to see the person on the other side of the
connection. In other words, PicturePhone
would have to be applied to transactions in
which the visual dimension would add
tangible value to a call.

to the golden gleam of Forsythia spread
across a black hill in April.

"Tree Bark with Origami Sculptures"

Someone suggested that we try to persuade a
New York advertising agency to try
PicturePhone to conduct live screen tests for
actresses located in Hollywood without the
advertising people having to travel across the
country to see them. He also found a
relatively small (and poor) agency to try it. It
was that test the four of us at the lunch table
had just conducted. After we had consumed
the obligatory alcoholic drinks, we went over
what we had witnessed that morning. We all
agreed that the test had gone well and had
the potential of saving both time and money.
I was delighted.
By that time, I had my credit card out and
gulped at the size of the total at the bottom
of the bill. Then the senior member of the
agency group turned to me.

Photo by Diana Bronner

“Ed, that was a good show this morning. But I
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Born To Write?
John Averell

may still be able to open the final issue from the
link:

https://tinyurl.com/jl7d395

Our new editor asked me to share my life
journey to these last eight years as editor of The
Bridge journal. Here at Newbridge I have
realized how many fellow residents have spent
considerable time and effort in writing, especially
those in legal, scientific, business careers, and
just personal notes. Perhaps it is a common trait
of modern humans that we all, are in some
sense, “born to write.”

I have a complete archive of all articles on the
Mirror, from 1999 on. The real mentor for the
Stringers, as well as several other groups, was
Jack Driscoll. Before his retirement, Jack was for
many years the Executive Editor of the Boston
Globe, a real newspaper man and a wonderful
teacher to us. Many of us Stringers learned
writing and editing our stories for this online
journal. Certainly it was for me what eventually
propelled me to The Bridge.

I started young being interested in languages. I
had my father’s First Year Greek book that he
had from his college years at Harvard (chemistry
major!). I wrote a fake news page in Greek
letters, although it was just English text (γο ρεδ
σοχ)— a big hit. I read S.I. Hayakawa’s
“Language in Action”, and was much influenced
by semantics and the importance of using
language correctly – the difference between the
“denotation” and “connotation” of a word. I was
given several books on language, including a
Sanskrit grammar, by a somewhat nutty cousin
of my grandfather.

Shirley and I moved to Newbridge in August
2010. I was still actively supporting the Melrose
Mirror online, through emails, and occasionally
driving into a weekly meeting. We were
impressed with some of the retirement
community newsletters that were mailed here, in
particular the Brooksby Village paper that
featured some resident articles. Why shouldn’t
Newbridge have a resident paper of some kind?
So in early 2011 Shirley and I got together with
several other residents to discuss how to start
one. The result was The Bridge, a residentcreated, resident-driven quarterly journal,
funded primarily by resident donations. It was
published in July 2011. I edited and Shirley
proofread that first journal. Sybil Gladstone gave
us the name of the journal. Arnie Heiger was
from the start a right-hand man and treasurer.
Some of the original authors are still active in
The Bridge. You can read that issue in the
Library binder, or on our Website at:

By the time I was in high school I was into
writing full tilt. My sophomore English teacher,
Mr. Adams, was a lifetime influence on me.
(Please read my story in the October 2013 issue
of The Bridge titled “A tough, tender teacher. I
took on the job of Chief Editor of our 1952
Yearbook for Darien High School. That was my
real beginning on the path to
The
Bridge.
Then came college and grad school, where
writing papers was always part of the curriculum.
Actually music was my primary avocation all that
time, even up to about 2015 at Newbridge.
Shirley, my second wife, and I moved to
Melrose in 1985.

https://tinyurl.com/yxbszf9o
By the next quarter, Ed Goldstein joined us and
from that time on, Ed was Layout Manager, and
Co-Editor of The Bridge. Both Ed and I had past
experiences in similar publications. Our paths
were quite different, but the combination has
worked well. We both are ready to help transition
the future issues of The Bridge to new
volunteers, and to aid the new team in this
process.

The real return to writing came in 2001 when I
joined the Melrose SilverStringers, a group of
local elders who met weekly under the auspices
of the MIT Media Lab. There we published a
monthly online journal named the Melrose Mirror,
using a wonderful online program developed at
MIT. Our Mirror was based on a server at the
Media Lab named Pluto, and anyone could read
our stories and articles, and respond to us via
email. We closed shop in October 2017 when the
group dissolved and the Media Lab support was
not guaranteed. However, if you are lucky, you

The Bridge

Our main wish is for new residents who like what
they have seen in The Bridge to step into a role
to continue the publication in whatever form is
developed. §
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A Wartime Goodbye
By Shoshanah Garshick
Toward the end of 1942 my parents moved to
Taunton, Massachusetts from New Bedford. My
father had been hired as the new hazzan and
shoichet (cantor and religious overseer for the
slaughter of kosher meat) for the Jewish
community. The synagogue was Orthodox.
Taunton was booming with the installation of
Camp Myles Standish in its Whittenton section as
the European port of wartime embarkation for
the Boston area. On a Saturday night, one could
hardly walk on the crowded downtown sidewalks,
overflowing with soldiers and civilians. Jewish
soldiers found their way to the synagogue not
too far from downtown.
This was a complicated and difficult time for me.
It was my senior year at New Bedford High
School, and my counselor, Miss Susan Shennon,
advised me to remain until graduation. I lived
with my best girlfriend’s family for a hectic year
and after graduation entered Boston University
College of Liberal Arts. On vacation at home I
finally met my parents’ newly-acquired son and
daughter: Staff Sergeant Bernard Saul and his
wife Ella, originally from Albany, New York. He
was permanently stationed at Myles Standish,
and she had obtained a job as secretary in one of
the many factories that flourished in the city.

two women and their husbands. We were all
sworn to secrecy.
The two wives soon arrived. Late at night Bernie
drove up in his two-door Chevy, picked up them
up and left. We waited interminably; and close
to early morning, they returned. Farewells had
been uninterrupted but tearful. The sentries,
Bernie’s friends, had facilitated the coming and
going. The unit began departure just an hour
after they had gone. The Corps finally landed in
Reims, capital of Normandy and General
Eisenhower’s headquarters. They were behind
the battle lines, supplying the American armies.
They were shelled, repeatedly. At the end of the
war Eddie was able to return to New York and
father two lovely girls.
My parents corresponded with Bernie and Ella for
many years. The couple were observant,
Orthodox Jews and endured ten years of
childless marriage. This meant divorce was
inevitable in the Orthodox community. Specialists
told Bernie that he was the culprit, so there was
no further discussion of separation. They were
unsuccessful in attempts to adopt, but remained
happy and well in their lives together. I visited
them many years later in Albany when my little
family was passing through to tourist attractions
in upstate New York. §

PORTRAIT OF PITTSBURGH 1941
Rita Fireman

Bernie and Ella were a loving couple and filled
the gap of an empty house for my parents whose
six children were now mostly voices on the
telephone. There hung in my parents’ window,
as in many houses, a little banner with a blue
star, signifying someone in the armed services.
A gold star meant a death. My older brother,
Eddie, was stationed at Camp Lee, Virginia.
Single, with no children, he had been drafted in
the first conscription in September 1940, refused
Officers Training School, and was now a staff
sergeant. He gave up his bachelorhood, married
a long-time sweetheart and was very happy as a
husband and a member of the Quartermasters
Corps.

In the half light of morning the street lights
still burning
I walk in the dirty snow.
Around me soot swirlswhirls my hair my eyes
sting in the acrid air.
Across the hills the Homestead Mills
send their smoke signals to the Monongahela
Valley.
Fog horns blow answers back and along the
tracks

Suddenly my parents received a letter from his
wife. Eddie’s unit was moving; Freda was at her
parents’ home in New York. Eddie had just
written her that she and his captain’s wife, good
friends, should visit my parents in Taunton. We
all realized what that meant: the
Quartermasters Corps and Eddie were heading
for Europe. By 1944, the valedictorian of my
high school class had already died in France
along with so many others. I came home. Bernie
and Ella were there. Departing troops were
prohibited from leaving the Camp; it was a twoto three-day stay. Bernie began making plans.
He was going to attempt a reunion between the
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the PLE freight trains sound their warning
whistles.
Under the bridge the Allegheny with its
brackish brew of slime and waste
flows sluggishly to join the Ohio at the
gates.
Overhead weak rays of the sun part the
curtain of grime
to shine a pale light on the Carnegie Library
where in the pages of a book I walk in Penns
Woods
and the three rivers teem with fish.
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Donors who have underwritten production of The Bridge
Evelyn Botkin, Carol Halfon and KathAnne Webster: I n appreciation of John
Averell and Ed Goldstein for their work on The Bridge
Georgia Mittelman: I n memory of Samuel Spiegel and Richard Gladstone
Judith Rosenberg and Mary Rosenfield: I n memory of Rosalyn Foster-Bean
Richard Winneg: I n memory of Samuel Spiegel
Howard Cohen
Thank You to our generous donors who help keep The Bridge viable!
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