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Notes from the Editor 
 

You will see a new feature in this issue: short 
introductions to some of our new members and a 
photo of them taken by yours truly. For those of us 
who don’t catch the images and names that flash 
by too quickly on the big screens near Centro and 
Nosh, I hope this will be a positive addition. 

I am impressed by the creative writing and the 
photographs and poems submitted for this issue. 
Perhaps the fall season has unleashed some fresh 
insights and introspection, or the caliber of articles 
that came in for the fall issue has inspired more 
people to dig deep for new stories. Anna Markus 
has submitted some haiku she has composed. In 
case this kind of poetry is unfamiliar to you, haiku 
is a Japanese form of poetry that is written in three 
lines, usually about nature. Haiku are the essence 
of simplicity and are direct and intense. Anna 
carries this tradition forward beautifully. 

Next time you see Stan Treitman, please 
acknowledge the efforts he puts into the print 
layout of The Bridge. Organizing the images and 
the articles so that they flow in a harmonious way 
requires skill and great patience. Stan has these 
qualities in abundance and I thank him for taking 
this on. I also thank Ruth Treitman for her support 
when Stan is working on The Bridge. 

 
Prue Thorner 

 
 

CONTENTS 
 

 
 

 

On the Road Linda Weinstein 

A Sleeping Place  John  Motture 

Haiku   Anna Markus 

Plain Jane Estelle Ringer 

One Thing Leads to Another Diana Bronner 

Der Rabbiner Lewin  Samuel Stern 

Sufi Camp 2013 Frankie Wolff 

Please Welcome New Residents  Prue Thorner  

The Silver Menorah Peter Halfon 

 
             

 Editor: Prue Thorner 

      Layout and Design: Stan Treitman 

Reviewers: Ed Goldstein and Sam Stern 

Staff photographer: Diana Bronner 

 

Generous donations were received from: 

Frances Budd in honor of Sheila Klein’s 
recovery 

Anonymous in memory of Ethel Daub and 
Genevieve Wyner 

Ernest and Libby Greenberg in memory of 
Arnold Heiger 

Judy Rosenberg in memory of Arnold 
Heiger 
 
Barbara and Jack Sobel in honor of the 
Bridge staff  
 

© 2019 The Bridge and individual authors. 

CONTRIBUTIONS 

We have been fortunate to receive four 
donations to help  support this issue of The 
Bridge. Special thanks to these generous 
supporters. 
 
There is a box for contributions at the 
Concierge desk near the mail room. If you 
would like to make a contribution. Please make 
it payable to Hebrew Senior Life and mark it 
on the Memo line designating The Bridge as 
beneficiary.  
 
A new IL member has recommended that 
donations in honor of The Bridge can be made 
to the new Employee Scholarship Fund. This is 
another wonderful way to pay forward our 
appreciation of everything NewBridge 
employees do for us.   
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The first time I stood on a street corner in 
Yogyakarta, Indonesia, watching the mix of 
competing becaks (bicycle rickshaws) 
motorbikes, and people walking, I fell in love with 
travel with a capital T. It was 1984. We were 
visiting one of our daughters who was on a two-
year fellowship to Indonesia. We had been to 
Europe before but primarily as tourists who 
checked off places to go and things to 
see.   Over time, we came to appreciate the 
difference between being tourist and a traveler. 
We enjoyed both, but in 2000, seeing other 
countries as retirees took on new meaning for us. 
 
I captured my husband’s interest and willingness 
to indulge my wanderlust when I identified Health 
Volunteers Overseas, a not-for-profit organization 
that places physicians in hospital settings.  He 
was happy to participate in teaching roles in 
hospitals in India, South Africa, Uganda and 
Roaton, Honduras.  I found work through 
American Jewish World Service. 
 
One of our last placements was Kampala, 
Uganda, a landlocked East African country of 35 
million people and a mass of 
contradictions.  Kampala was smoke in the air as 
garbage burned in open containers. There was 
occasional electricity but many hours 
without. There were streets choked with cars, 
passing by sophisticated shops and then hovels 
that passed for shops. Where there were roads 
and sidewalks, they were passable. In slum 
areas they gave way to red dirt. There were 
beautiful homes in the hills surrounding Kampala 
and tiny homes in the valley with farm plots in the 
backyards.  Women were raising cows and 
chickens to supplement their incomes.  In one 
case a cooperative has been formed with a micro
-loan of 50,000 shillings (around $30 US).    
 
We encountered lovely soft-spoken people; 
women dressed primarily Western style, but not 
wearing pants; men dressed in neat shirts, with 
the sleeves rolled up, and long pants. I was often 
on the city streets, obviously a foreigner, with no 
hassles. 
When we had occasion to visit homes, we were 
invariably greeted everywhere with “you are most 
welcomed” and a handshake. 
 

Malaria was a major scourge in 1999 when we 
were there.  Protective bed nets were promoted 
as an effective prevention. Sadly, the mosquito-
borne disease is still a leading cause of disease, 
especially among younger children. According to 
the health ministry, “prolonged intermittent rains 
in various parts of the country” caused by climate 
change have partly helped fuel the malaria 
spread. It also cited an influx of refugees from 
Congo and Sudan over the last few years. 
 
Although WHO has declared 38 countries 
malaria-free since 1955, its campaign has stalled 
as mosquitoes have become resistant to drugs 
and insecticides. Global warming is also enabling 
the malaria parasite to survive in new areas. 
 
In 1986, a rebel leader, Yoweri Museveni, seized 
power and brought stability and improved human 
rights to counteract Idi Amin’s dreadful 
reign. Unfortunately, Museveni counteracted his 
own constitution in 2005 when he lifted 
presidential term limits. In 2019, he is still 
president!  
 
Some Ugandans told me how diminished they 
felt when they had to deal with the US Embassy 
for visas. And that was in 1999. Our experience 
was no better. The embassy was anything but 
welcoming. It was a fortress, built on a hill, with 
multiple layers of security to get inside. Once 
inside, you talked to an American through bullet-
proof glass. Because we were Americans, we 
were serviced before the many waiting 
Ugandans. I felt like the Ugly American. 
 
In retirement, our daily lives were comfortable 
and predictable.  As traveling volunteers, nothing 
was predictable. We learned to be patient with 
discomfort.  We learned how to negotiate living 
with new, unfamiliar behavior patterns. We made 
new friends.  We saw the World with a different, 
enriched perspective.  We came to appreciate 
that the United States is not The Center of the 
Universe. 
 
And yes, we returned home after every two-
month journey with special appreciation for the 
quality and predictability of our lives as 
Americans. That was then. This is now. 

On the Road 
by Linda Weinstein 
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Please Welcome  
 

 

Paul Blass and Linda Savenor are Villa dwellers who came here from Needham. Paul was the 
Special Needs Coordinator at Assabet Regional Technical High School for 28 years, and also taught 
psychology at area colleges. Linda and her 
late husband ran two liquor and specialty 
cheese stores in Cambridge. They opened a 
breakfast and lunch restaurant called 
Munchtime in the Harvard Biolabs, which 
Linda ran for five years. Paul likes to play 
bridge and canasta, and Linda enjoys 
mahjong and canasta. They have eight 
grandchildren. Linda’s eldest son, Arnold, is a 
hand surgeon known to some at NewBridge. 
He practices at Beth Israel hospital in 
Needham. Her middle son, Marc, owns and 
operates Acme Ice and Dry Ice in Cambridge. 
Linda’s youngest son, Charles, is a rabbi and distinguished educator at Park Avenue Synagogue in 
New York. Rabbi Charles Savenor will speak here at NewBridge on January 11.  

 

 

Cyd and Norm Josephy moved to NewBridge from Newton in 
September. Cyd was born in Altoona, PA, while Norm is a native 
Brooklynite. Cyd worked for many years helping the blind acquire 
better mobility skills. Norm studied math and engineering at 
Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute and later earned his Ph.D. in 
operations research in mathematics at the University of Wisconsin 
at Madison. Their son and their daughter were both born in 
Wisconsin. After he earned his doctorate, Norm spent his 
academic life teaching mathematics at Bentley University. 

These days Cyd likes to play mahjong. She also still works for 
HouseWorks, one of Boston’s leading provider of home care, elder 
care and senior home care services. 

 

 

 

Carol Jacobs moved here from Chestnut Hill in October. She usually leaves for Boca Raton in 
December, so we may have to wait until next April to get to know her better. Carol has three children 
who live in this area. She enjoys mahjong, card games, and modern art. She also exercises regularly. 
Carol’s ongoing commitment is knitting hats for babies in hospital. In Florida she meets with a group of 
women who enjoy frozen yogurt (that’s the venue they meet at to knit together) who supply hats for 
new babies in hospitals all along the Florida coastline. She hopes to find a knitting group at NewBridge.  
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Please Welcome  
 

 
Newcomers Peggy and Fred Wolf moved into 
a cottage in October. They came here from Balti-
more where they had very active civic and pro-
fessional lives. They have two children living in 
Westwood and another in Chicago.  Peggy was 
an educator who served as head of the Gilman 
School for Boys, and later was in charge of Ad-
missions and Assessments at Roland Park 
County School. 

Fred is a lawyer by profession and spent two 
years as an Associate in the Maryland Attorney 
General’s office in Annapolis. He practised real 
estate law in the partnership of Ballard Spahr in 
Baltimore. Fred has also served as president of 

Jewish Family Services, and still chairs the board of Mount Washington Pediatric Hospital. Peggy was 
president of the JCC of Greater Baltimore, and also chaired the Baltimore Jewish Council, a voice for the 
renowned Jewish community. The Council sponsored two-month trips to Israel for Baltimore youngsters, 
followed by a year of community service. She is a past president of Baltimore Hebrew Congregation. 
Peggy and Fred came to NewBridge with Misty, their golden Labradoodle who loves to walk the banks of 
the Charles River. 

 

A spotlight on BARBARA AND JACK SOBEL who moved here 
from Chauttauqua, NY in September. Barbara is a fan of serious 
literature, and she also is enthusiastic about classic movies. She 
plays canasta and mahjong. Jack founded a company that manag-
es IRS Qualification and actuarial administration of pension trusts.  
He is an avid follower of the latest developments in the sciences. 
He also keeps close tabs on the current political scene and as well 
as keeping up with all the leading financial publications. They have 
a second home in Sarasota, FL and they look forward to their up-
coming stay there starting in December. We’ll be sad to see them 
leave but will look forward to their return next summer. 

 

We encourage all residents to submit articles, poems and photographs 
for the upcoming Winter issue. 

Please submit your writing as a Word or Pages document. 

Please keep in mind that we cannot accept anything handwritten.  

Photos can be submitted in .jpg, .png or .tif format. 
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I was living in London, during the Second World 
War.  As a teenager, thirteen years old at the start 
of the war, it was an exciting time for me. I had no 
fears. Each day brought news about the progress or 
in those early days, the lack of progress of the 
war.  But my parents were concerned about the 
safety of me and my younger brother. If any air 
raids occurred the nearest air raid shelter was miles 
from our house. In 1939 not much happened, but 
after the evacuation in 1940 of British forces from 
Dunkirk, air raids by day and night began in earnest 
over London. 

In 1940 the government offered each family an air 
raid shelter to be erected in their backyard. It was 
called the Anderson shelter, named after the Home 
Secretary, who was responsible for all social 
domestic programs. It came in steel sections which 
were bolted together, galvanized to prevent it 
rusting and corrugated to add strength. When 
assembled it was about six feet wide, eight feet 
deep and eight feet tall. The roof was convex and 
designed to be buried about four feet in the ground 
and the excavated soil was heaped over the 
convex roof to add protection. There was one open 
doorway, and a few steps were required to enter 
it. Wooden bunks were usually installed inside for 
sleeping. It was designed to survive all but a direct 
hit. 

Unfortunately, these Anderson shelters were not a 
success. Apart from being very cold to sleep in, 
especially in England's damp winter months, the 
shelters easily filled with water after every rainfall. 
Soon these shelters were abandoned and put to 
other uses such as plant nurseries or to store 
garden tools. Some Anderson shelters can still be 
found today as garden sheds in the backyards of 
older homes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My family chose not to have one of these shelters 
because we could foresee the problems with 
them. But in 1941 this changed when a new type of 

air raid shelter was devised. The war intensified and 
the air raids increased in severity. They were mainly 
during the night, causing a major problem for 
people who were expected to carry on with their 
regular jobs by day. How could the government 
provide the people of London with a safe night's 
sleep?  The answer was an indoor shelter for each 
house.  This was called the Morrison shelter, named 
after a new Home Secretary. It was designed like a 
table and placed on the ground floor of the house, 
usually in the largest room available. In our case 
this was the living room. At each corner of the 
shelter were thick, steel support columns, about 
three feet tall, on which rested a steel sheet about 
3/8 of an inch thick and eight feet square. The 
inside area could accommodate a mattress about 
the size of a queen size bed. All the sides had 
strong steel mesh which would prevent all debris 
such as bricks, beams and masonry from crashing 
into those sleeping under the steel table.  This 
Morrison shelter was designed to withstand the 
whole house collapsing upon it. Like the Anderson 
shelter, it could not survive a direct hit. 

 As most of the air raids were now at night, the 
Morrison indoor shelter became our 
regular sleeping quarters. The steel table shelters 
were a boon to Londoners who now had a dry, 
warm, and relatively safe place to sleep. For the 
rest of the war my family went to sleep in our inside 
shelter every night, raid or no raid. It became 
routine for my younger brother and me to crawl into 
and under this steel table, and for my parents to join 
us later in the evening. When the air raid sirens 
sounded, or the bombs fell, we would just roll over 
and go back to sleep. We often heard the anti-
aircraft fire, shrapnel falling or the odd incendiary 
canister whistling down, but after a few months we 
got either attuned to these noises or slept through 
them. The closest high explosive bomb fell 
about 400 yards from our home, right in the middle 
of the road. It created a deep crater but the houses 
on either side were untouched! The London clay 
had permitted the bomb to penetrate the deep clay 
bed and muffled its sound. We never heard it! Apart 
from a few damaged windows and roof tiles, our 
house came through the war unscathed. 

The indoor steel air raid shelters saved many lives, 
and the daily newspapers often described 
how people were pulled out alive from them after 
the bomb-damaged house had collapsed on the " 
table". After the war the government took back the 
steel shelters and recycled them by giving them 
back to the steel industry.  

It was a sleeping place I will never forget.  . . . . 

A Sleeping Place I Will Never Forget 
by John  Motture 

Image of  a Morrrison  Shelter, courtesy of  Wikipedia 
& the UK Ministry of Information Wikipedia & U.K. Min-

istry of Information 
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1980: I was living in Florida when my sister and I 
decided to be daring and go on a heli-hiking trip in 
the Canadian Rockies. We had never been in 
mountains before and the trip description sounded 
adventurous, different from the cruises and beaches 
of Florida. We flew to Calgary the capital of Western 
Canada, and I fell in love with the wonderful cowboy 
atmosphere in conjunction with sophistication: 
amazing museums, restaurants, and the Calgary 
Tower, a building 626’ high with a fancy restaurant 
way at the top that circulated so one could see the 
entire city. In 1980 that was a Big Wow! But the real 
adventure was yet to come.   

We were helicoptered into the Cariboo Mountains, to 
a rugged lodge deep in the forest. I was in love with 
it already!! My sister and I signed up to be in the 
intermediate group and the next morning we were 
outfitted with proper boots, bundled up for the cold 
weather we were about to encounter and off we flew 
in the helicopter. I have little memory of what we saw 
and did that first day, but at the end of it I made the 
decision to bump myself up into the top group, a 
more rigorous encounter with mountains. 

We were helicoptered to a magnificent glacier, all 
snow and ice as far one could see. We clambered 
out of the ‘copter and followed our guide in single 
file. Suddenly he stopped, turned around to tell us 
that there had been a major snowfall the night before 
which was covering up all the crevasses, the 
dangerous deep cracks or fractures on the face of 
the glacier, and that we were to ‘follow him in his 
every footstep’ as he used his pole to poke into the 
snow to make sure we where we were walking was 
safe. He called for a helicopter to get us out of there 
ASAP.  

The ‘copter arrived and we were transported to the 
side of a mountain where the other groups had 
already gathered. An amazing lunch was set up for 
us.There was a shovel standing upright amongst the 
low lying bushes and on top of the handle was a roll 
of toilet paper; if the roll was there, it meant you 
could take it, find yourself a secluded spot and take 
care of business; if the roll was not there, you had to 
wait ‘til it was returned to know it was ok for you to 
go into the ‘bush’.  

My next memory is of being helicoptered to a 
magnificent alpine meadow where we hiked on trails 
surrounded by alpine flowers. There is short growing 
season in such areas and the flowers burst into their 

colorful glory quickly before the snows fall again. It 
was a rigorous hike and I still remember my total 
exhaustion thinking ‘I can’t go on—just leave me 
here to die’, but of course I pushed on and made it! 

Every night before dinner, the group gathered 
around the glorious fireplace, sipping drinks, reliving 
the memories of the day—but not me. I had 
discovered the glory of mountains and each evening 
I was out hiking on the trails ‘til I heard the dinner 
bell ring. I couldn’t get enough of all this wilderness 
and nature and it was then I decided to move from 
Florida to Denver. I had met a couple on the trip who 
were from Denver who encouraged me to do this as 
they had a daughter about my age and they said we 
would get along great. What more encouragement 
did I need? 

Fast forward: upon arriving home I put in an 
application to the Denver School Board to teach (I 
was a special education teacher with a masters’ 
degree in the new field of learning disabilities). I was 
contemplating putting an ad in a Denver newspaper 
to find a roommate (back then it wasn’t so crazy) but 
other things distracted me and I never did it. And I’ll 
tell you why. 

This was now October or November and teacher 
friends asked me to join them on a Caribbean cruise 
for our Christmas break. I protested with 
various excuses until I finally succumbed and agreed 
to join them! Once on the ship, I was standing, 
surrounded by other passengers at the bow 
watching the tugboat pull us out, minding my own 
business, when I became aware of a tall man to my 
left and just behind me, craning his neck to also see 
the tugboat. Without thinking, I asked if he would like 
to move in, so I moved a little to enable him to also 
see the view. After the tugboat did its thing, we 
started talking; he asked where I was from and I said 
Miami (he was surprised anyone from Miami would 
do such a cruise) and then I asked him where he 
was from. Ohmigosh!  He was from Calgary, 
Canada.  His name is John and the rest is history :))) 

P.S. We had five glorious years in Calgary, where 
John and I camped, hiked and rode horseback, living 
the life I had never known I wanted.  Before we left 
Calgary, we did a week’s trail ride with a group 
through the Canadian Rockies. What could be a 
better way to say farewell to an important part of our 
lives?  

One Thing Leads to Another 
by  Diana Bronner 
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The German city of Erlangen, well recognized for 
its medieval method of brewing beer and its Age of 
Enlightenment university is situated just north of 
Nuremberg, home of a rebuilt medieval torture 
chamber where dragons once ate Jewish livers and 
spit out their toes, and site of the codification of the 
noxious Nuremberg Laws.  Erlangen was the home 
of my maternal grandparents who died in Terezin: 
Freida in 1942, Josef in 1943.  My aunt Fanny is 
buried in Erlangen. My uncle Willie, who emigrated 
in 1933 and my uncle Martin, who escaped 
Germany in 1939 are buried in Florida. My mother 
Lina, her husband and two sons were incarcerated 
in Riga in 1941. She and her sons immigrated to 
the United States in 1947.  She is buried in New 
Jersey. 

Martin, who had escaped Germany on August 
29,1939, my wife Doris, our son Alan, and I 
journeyed to Erlangen in the late summer of 1980. 
Martin wanted to once again see the city of his birth 
and to reconnect with childhood friends who had 
survived World War II, either on the battlefield or at 
home; none Jewish, of course.  My decanal 
responsibilities required that I be in Germany to 
attend a Boston University overseas faculty 
meeting.  I continued to Erlangen where I was to 
meet the city lawyer who had volunteered to review 
my suit against Germany, which had been denied 
because of a single error filling out the application 
in 1964.  Although the German government 
recognized my more than three years of internment 
in three concentration camps, my application for a 
pension would not be recognized.  Not unexpected 
news.  That particular battle continued until 2017, 
when I finally gave up.   

My advocate in Erlangen was Ilse Sponsel, a 
saintly woman who had taken on the battle to 
perpetuate the memory of the former Jewish 
residents of Erlangen. Her ability to read Hebrew 
exceeded mine; her two visits to Israel were two 
more than mine.  She is buried in Erlangen next to 
her husband, a post-war mayor of the city. That she 
was a champion for the existence of Jewish-
Christian understanding remains respected in 
Erlangen; that she was a champion for the memory 

of lost Jewish lives is recognized internationally. 
The few Erlangers who remembered Martin or my 
mother were glad to share brief moments with us. 
None of them had been associated with the Nazi 
rape of Europe and the decimation of its Jewish 
residents. Certainly, they appeared pleased to meet 
us and even happier that we lived in the United 
States. 

Wednesday was open house day at the home of 
Elie Poeschke and Shlomo Lewin, the titular 
leaders of the Christian-Jewish Brotherhood group 
of Erlangen. Ilse took us to the meeting. Their 
modern house was free-standing in a tony section 
of the city. There were several couples in their 40’s, 
a few older people and one particularly old man. All 
of the Germans knew some English and I was 
surprised by how easily I communicated in 
German. The old man’s face was shaved so close 
that a barber must have used a very sharp straight 
razor. Even the sides of his folded skin appeared to 
be glacially smooth. We spoke about what we had 
done during the war. The usual Wo warst du 
während des Krieges? He of course knew my story 
and stated his regrets for our suffering. Like so 
many other Germans, his war years had been 
spent in Spain. One wonders how Germany was 
able to field a large army with so many in Spain 
and other neutral countries. 

Our hosts were charming. She was retired from her 
career as a teacher and Hausfrau; he was a rabbi, 
born 1911, in Jerusalem. His family had immigrated 
to Germany a few years prior to WWI. Shlomo, like 
his father, became a rabbi, left Germany prior to the 
start of WWII, moved to England and then 
Palestine. The Haganah apparently welcomed him 
as evinced by the high military rank he reached. 
There were rumors that Shlomo had been an 
adjutant to Moshe Dayan. He spoke six languages 
and was conversationally as smooth as the sides of 
the old man’s cheek folds. 

While he and I did not speak of cabbages we 
acknowledged sharing kings of literature, of history, 
of life and death. I was preparing to co-teach a 
course about the historical relationship between 
men and animals. Titled Adam and the Animals, the 

Der Rabbiner Lewin  

by Samuel Stern 
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course covered beasts and humans from 
Babylonian times through the present. Art and 
science, creation myths and genetics, teleology and 
randomness were all part of the curriculum. Shlomo 
and I had an understanding about those who lived 
among the humans and those who dwelled among 
the troglodytes. I think we bonded man-to-man, Jew 
to Jew. He told me that he was a publisher of books 
about brotherhood.  His house, Ner Tamid, was 
situated in Frankfurt; his home had been in 
Erlangen since 1969. He and Frau Poeschke had 
no issue, save for the neo-Nazi group in nearby 
Erfurt:  The Karl-Heinz Hoffman gang, promoters of 
hate, particularly of the then current democratic 
holdings in Germany and the existence of Jews, had 
attained an international reputation like a tank on 
treads.   

Our time together was limited – we had to return to 
Needham, he to conduct Yom Kippur services in 
Bayreuth of all places.  One could only hope that 
Wagner heard the service.  We promised to write, to 
maintain currency. 

After our return from the journey to Germany, we 
spoke freely and frequently about the trip – 
especially about Shlomo, who had captured our 
spirits. We thought that he was some kind of agent 
for the State of Israel as well as a publisher and an 
active rabbi. I think that it was December 22 of that 
year, when Sheila Grossman called us. She had 
read a newspaper piece about a rabbi in Germany 
who had been murdered in his home.  Was it the 
same one we had spoken about? Unfortunately, 
yes. He and Frau Poeschke had been executed in 
the home in which he had welcomed us as guests. 
The assassin had not been identified; clues were 
few and most European Jewish communities were 
in uproar and fearful. We in Needham, were 
astonished and saddened, but we could think of little 
other than that the war against the Jews had not yet 
ended. 

I returned to Erlangen in 1986. Ilse squired me 
around the area; lectures about brotherhood in 
Nuremberg were followed by food and wine-laden 
trips to Franconian mountains and towns. Augsburg, 
yes. Bayreuth, no. Included among these beautiful 
and pleasant outings was a city-sponsored trip to 

the nearest East-West German border.  We rode on 
a bus: thirty elderly women, including Ilse and three 
other men, comprising the bus driver, who kept us 
entertained with his aping of several German 
regional dialects, myself, and a sit-alone man in his 
sixties. Ilse introduced me to my fellow travelers, 
who welcomed me with enthusiastic applause and 
heartfelt greetings. We clocked more than 800 
kilometers. Truly a long day. 

At one of the rest stops, all, except for the sitting-
alone man and I, exited the bus.  He called me over 
to sit next to him. After the usual pleasantries, he 
asked if I had heard about the case of the murder of 
Rabbi Lewin. I mentioned the 1980 meeting and that 
Ilse had brought me up to date about the unique 
type of sunglasses which had belonged to the killer, 
and that the killer had committed suicide fairly soon 
after the police had established a strong case. That 
the assassin had been part of the Hoffman group 
came as no surprise. Hoffman insisted the killer 
acted on his own, not as a representative of the 
group, just out of his own hatred of Jews. The clue 
of the sunglasses made me think of the Leopold and 
Loeb case in the United States, where the two 
killers who thought they were supermen, were 
apprehended because of a unique prescription pair 
of glasses lost at the site of the murder. Leopold and 
Loeb were sentenced to life plus 99 years, while the 
German killer had selected his own sentence. There 
had been other clues which led to the killer: hair 
from a wig and ballistic markings on the bullets that 
could only have come from a special model of a 
Beretta pistol. Only six of these models were known 
to exist in Germany. The sit-alone man told me that 
his daughter and son-in-law had been detained by 
the police because they owned one of these 
unusual guns. After several months they were 
removed from the list of suspects. 

At the end of the trip, Ilse asked what the man and I 
discussed. She was shocked by my revelation; not 
only had she never seen him prior to the trip, she 
had not heard of him or his daughter. She had of 
course followed the case closely and did not know 
any of the individuals or events he spoke about. At 
the end of the trip, he left the bus, and subsequent 
inquires by Ilse to the police led nowhere. The 

(Con nued on page 10) 
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Haiku  
 by Anna Markus 

 
One tree, two branches 
touching softly in the breeze 
Blooming separately 
 . . . . . .  
Sweet conversations 
Suddenly mid-sentence  
One thrush flies away 
. . . . . .  
Moth in the darkness 
Though there is no moon tonight  
I am not alone 
. . . . . .  
Wilted and dead — yet 
the shadow of the flower 
Beautiful at dusk 
. . . . . .  
Dead leaf floats downstream  
suddenly free from the rock 
And a wild bird sings 
. . . . . . 
Leaves on lowest twigs 
Seeking warmth from earth not sky 
Knowing winter's come 
. . . . . . 
Firm free strokes of black 
flowing on the soft grey page 
Branches in the fog 

Plain Jane 
by  Estelle Ringer 

 

I am a plain writer. My style is brief and to the 
point. Basic! Never will I appear sesquipedalian. 

   

 I’m a people watcher. I study people’s faces. Of-
ten I see similarities, like someone is  like a 
chihuahua, or he/she reminds me of a Bulldog, or 
even a pig. Which brings me English grammar 
rules. Forget them. I write and punctuate as I 
feel. I do love   

Now you won’t be surprised to know that I actu-
ally greeted (and kissed) Leverett Saltonstall. I 
was walking into Dover Country Store as I was 
attracted by a “Chicken Sale” sign.  just knew 
the face coming towards me and carrying a big 
bag (of chickens undoubtedly). This was some 

 family uncle  whoever. Hug     
was  Saltonstall!  

     

“Don’t assume,” I tried to tell myself, but I 
lurched forward at the Boston Public Library  
greet and hug (of course) a close “kin.” It was not 
a close “kin.” It was Mayor Thomas  
Menino!  

I don’t call these meetings errors. They are not 
embarrassing. I figure I have an   

   .   

Walk along with me in the Mashpee Commons at 
The Cape. I know absolutely that The  in 
aqua shorts and “I love New York” T-shirt ap-
proaching me looks like my s s 

 in .         
is    

I love my encounters. They make my life interest-
ing and for this “plain old lady,” excitement!!!  

WARNING: Duck when you see me approaching. 
You look like............Hmmmmmm....... 

identity he had offered when he bought his bus 
ticket turned out to be bogus. I wish I knew how 
to bring this story to an end that makes sense.  I 
really had been in Erlangen; Ilse was a saintly 
person and very real; Shlomo was real, perhaps 
larger than life; he was murdered.  The bus trip 
took place; the lone man was there and then 
gone.  Is there anything beyond the facts worth 
discussing? I never returned to Erlangen; I 
never saw Ilse again; Shlomo had been erased. 
I have conjoined Longfellow’s poem The Rabbi 
with Browning’s poem Rabbi ben Ezra into the 
first sentence of an epitaph for Rabbi Shlomo 
Lewin: 

“Rabbi Lewin was a righteous man for whom 
the best was yet to come. Settled in a land of 
need, a land still searching to find its lost moral 
soul, he welcomed all. Until someone shot him.” 
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“Noah, I’m asking you to be this Menorah’s 
caretaker for a time. Protect it, display it proudly, 
keep it shiny. One day, at your discretion, pass it on 
to the next generation and tell its story. This 
Menorah and the remembrance of the Holocaust 
must last forever.” With these words I handed the 
silver Menorah, a traditional design about 6” by 8”, 
to our youngest grandson Noah on the occasion of 
him becoming a Bar Mitzvah, this past May. 

Its story begins in Vienna, Austria, with my parents.  
I learned the story when I was in my mid-fifties 
when my father sat down with our children who had 
asked if they could videotape him telling his life’s 
story. They had set up their camera and had 
prepared a series of questions to ask him.  Before 
they could start the camera, he started talking and 
he continued talking for well over an hour and then 
declared: “Let’s go to lunch.” 

I was born in Vienna in January of 1938. The 
Anschluss was in March of ‘38 and Kristallnacht 
the following November. Shortly after that, a storm 
trooper appeared at our apartment and told us we 
would have to move out. My mother was home with 
me. She managed to call my father, who worked 
nearby. He came home immediately. The Nazi was 
still there. My father showed him his Turkish 
passport, written in Arabic script, and told him how 
dare he threaten a Turkish citizen. He left.  

My grandfather was born in Turkey, went to school 
in Vienna and stayed. While my father was born in 
Vienna, he was a Turkish citizen. Because he 
would have been eligible for future Turkish military 
service, a treaty between Austria and Turkey 
prevented him from obtaining Austrian citizenship. 

My parents realized they had to leave Austria. My 
father, an ardent Zionist, wanted to go to Palestine 
but could not get a visa from Great Britain. They 
considered an illegal route but this would have 
been difficult with a baby. Instead they turned to the 
USA. They needed an affidavit from a citizen. My 
father went to the local telegraph office at the 
railroad station and in a telephone book found a 
Halfon in Brooklyn, who agreed to vouch for them. 
To leave Vienna my father needed something other 
than a Turkish passport. My grandparents, who 
would not consider leaving and eventually perished 
in the Holocaust, had some connections at the 
Turkish consulate. They were able to obtain a 

stateless passport for my father. They also 
obtained letters of introduction to Jewish 
organizations, in particular, the Sephardic Union. 

To pack for their trip to the US, my parents were 
allowed two packing crates containing clothing, 
linens and household items. They were not 
permitted to take anything of value such as money, 
jewelry, gold or silver. The crates were packed by a 
man, ironically named Mr. Peter. 

On the train to Rotterdam, my mother told my 
father she had a set of silver demitasse spoons in 
her suitcase. I don’t know what the significance of 
these spoons was but my father told her that she 
had to immediately dispose of the spoons in the 
train’s toilet. 

After arrival in America, they spent four weeks in 
the Congress House, arranged by the Spanish & 
Portuguese Synagogue on 68th Street in 
Manhattan. For the subsequent seven months they 
moved to a rooming house in Brooklyn. While not 
knowing English, they were able to obtain some 
menial employment: their first steps in pursuing the 
American dream. 

When they unpacked the crates, they were 
surprised to find among the linens, the silver 
Menorah. With it was a note written in German. It 
read, “from the big Peter (the packer) to the little 
Peter.” 

And so, the Menorah that sat on the shelf in my 
parents’ home and had no particular meaning to 
me when I was young except when we faithfully lit 
it on Chanukah, became mine when my father 
passed away. It sat on the shelf in our Long Island 
home and then for the past ten years on our 
Cottage mantelpiece, next to one that Carol and I 
had purchased in Israel. Now Noah, as custodian, 
has placed it in a prominent location in his living 
room where he, his sister Esther and his mother 
and father, our son, can enjoy it. Hopefully, when 
the proper time comes, Noah will pass the silver 
Menorah on, and that it will be passed on from 
generation to generation, along with its story and 
the greater story of the Holocaust. 

The Silver Menorah 
by Peter Halfon 
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We always begin with gratitude for the people who 
led us to this time, this place, the people who came 
before us, who gave us life. 

There are phrases like alchemy of the soul—
questions that focus our attention on whose life are 
we living—on lovingkindness—on the 
responsiveness of others to us—on the difference 
between special and unique. A continuous thread 
throughout our time together is the word 
discernment, clarifying it, sorting out differences, 
sometimes subtle, sometimes distinct that Atum, 
our teacher, explains is key in understanding our 
thoughts, our actions, our lives. 

Mar de Jade, about one hour south of Puerta 
Vallarta in Mexico, is where I spent the first week of 
that new year. I went there with my son, Len, and 
his wife Robin. Of particular importance to me is 
that my "kids" asked me back this year... of that I 
am very proud, especially because I am a 
generation older than any of the other 50 or more 
participants. 

Mar de Jade is a tiny jewel sitting so close to the 
water that the surf runs right up to the tables where 
we eat our meals. I call it Nirvana-on-the-Pacific 
because of its feeling of timelessness and natural 
beauty. It’s quiet, other than the sound of the surf, 
its sense of peacefulness embraces us. 

One night as Len walked with me on an uneven  

cobblestone path to my room, under a blackened 
night sky studded with pinpoints of bright light, I 
wondered aloud why I was getting so much loving 
attention. Len answered:  “I think it has to do with a 
number of different reasons: you are very present, 
and very friendly. You are obviously enjoying 
yourself. You participate with full heart in the 
dances, in the discussions. You represent hope to 
the others that they could be like you when they 
reach your age. And...they see us as a family here 
together. Earlier you told me about four women who 
spoke movingly about their mothers' dementia and 
Alzheimers and the toll their illnesses is taking, and 
has had on them as caregivers, while here we are a 
family fully engaged in life”. 

Len's words stayed with me. They were sobering, 
and real. And when I reached deeply into myself, I 
was faced with a hard truth. I had been feeling so 
special! But the reality was quite different.  

Len's comments were oh-so-true.  I may be unique. 
But I was not special. 

When my ego recovered, I smiled deeply, 
knowingly, recognizing Atum's wisdom in teaching 
us the difference between special and unique.  

With only a slight bruise to my ego, I understood the 
meaning of discernment as I never had before. 

Photos by Diana 
Bronner 

Sacred Lights We Depend on Each Other 

Sufi Camp 2013 
by  Frankie Wolff 


