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Notes from the Editor 
 

We have had an outpouring of generosity from 
NBOC members which means I am no longer 
concerned about raising the funds for this issue or 
the next one either! It’s a vote of confidence that Stan 
Treitman and I really appreciate and a sign that The 
Bridge is enjoyed and valued. Because notifications 
of donations come in third-hand from Hebrew Senior 
Life, please forgive me if your name is not on the list 
of donors this time. There is a time lag between the 
time you mail a check via the envelopes in the 
library, and notification arriving a month or more later 
by snail mail. The list below is for December and 
January. Thanks to each and every one of you for 
supporting The Bridge. 
 Fleming Printing Company of Somerville have also 
kindly given us a small price reduction which also 
helps to keep us viable. 
 Please keep new articles and poems coming 
in!  Without your contribution to our content, The 
Bridge cannot continue. Anecdotes, your best joke, 
a precious memory, something unique that you 
experienced, all are welcome. 

Prue Thorner 
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Once a week during nesting season, armed with 
the tools of my trade, I set off for my volunteer work 
at Great Meadows National Wildlife Refuge in 
Concord. I look forward to this time, set aside from 
the hectic everyday pace—a time that seems, for 
me, to stand still and hushed. 
 
This is my second year of doing my volunteer work 
of monitoring bird boxes, always hopeful that a 
bluebird will come home to roost in one of ‘my’ 
boxes. Last year I saw successful bluebird nesting 
and fledging of thirteen young—but in other areas 
of the refuge. So, imagine my delight when I saw a 
bluebird ’hanging out’ in ‘my’ area. 
 
He aggressively staked his claim on a box and 
today I feel like a proud grandmother!  In a lovely 
nest of pine needles and dry grass there are four 
delicate, light blue eggs, carefully guarded and 
nurtured by Mr. and Mrs. Bluebird!! I watch from a 
discreet distance as they protect their nesting area 
from the swooping, diving tree swallows that are 
also looking to set up housekeeping in a nearby 
box. Tree swallows are aggressive birds and will, 
when possible, take over a bluebird nest 
smothering the eggs or young of the less 
aggressive bluebird. 
 
After about twenty minutes with ‘my’ bluebirds, I 
move on to the next box which is still empty.  The 
day is too beautiful to just go from box to box so I 
decide to indulge myself and here I am sitting in a 
shaded area of the meadow to see what I can 
see—or hear. For an hour I become one with my 
surroundings, appreciating the peacefulness and 
my semi-aloneness in this microcosm of nature. 
What looks like a tiny piece of black thread on my 
pant leg (carefully tucked into my socks—a 
precaution against ticks) suddenly becomes alive 
with movement-a tiny, fuzzy caterpillar of sorts. I 
invite it onto my thumbnail, an invitation it accepts 
and I peer more closely, admiring its minute 
perfection. 
 
A bird distracts my attention. I grab my binoculars 
and watch until he flies off. Then I scramble for my 
Peterson Field Guide, thumbing through the pages.  
Did it have a black eye stripe? How long was that 
tail? Who was it??  Oh well, it doesn’t matter if I 
can’t put a name to it; I enjoyed my brief moments 
with it and that is what is important. Oh, there’s a 

beautiful yellow bird over there—quick! The field 
guide! Oh yes, of course, a sweet yellow warbler. 
It’s been a long winter and I forget who’s who from 
one spring to the next. 
 
I stop watching and make my ears listen—the 
drone of nearby insects, the coo of the doves, the 
trill of the red-winged blackbird, the insistent cry of 
a catbird on a nearby branch demanding my 
attention, the soft hum of a distant plane. Suddenly 
a glorious song right overhead. I get a stiff neck 
watching a rose breasted grosbeak, my first of the 
season, perform like a prima donna.  How empty is 
the air when he flies away taking his music with 
him. 
 
Looking out over the tall, gently swaying golden 
grasses to the distant trees newly mantled in soft 
greens and yellows, I contemplate the cycle of 
awakening life, of gentleness and vulnerability. How 
lovely to sit on the ground, away from the madding 
crowds and become philosophical. 
 
But alas, time is moving on and so must I.  Saying 
farewell to my momentary retreat, I go on to see 
what else I can see or hear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
      
I  leave this little bit of the Super Natural World with 
a sense of nourishment of my inner being, and 
thankful that I said “I will” when Jill Miller who is 
head of the volunteers once asked, “Is there 
anyone who would volunteer to ….” 

On A Spring Day 
by Diana Bronner 

A rustle of twigs and a rabbit scampers 

A slight breeze and the leaves tremble 

A sweet-smelling bush alive with humming bees 

A house sparrow taking over a wren’s box, 
      defiantly protective 
A wasp building its nest inside a box. 
I cautiously knock off a few cells from the stem 
            hoping 
The little homemaker won’t realize that it’s me 
         that did it 
Empty boxes waiting for any little bird with the 
          nesting instinct  
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Meet Brenda and Jack Geishecker – and Bella 

 

The Geisheckers moved here with their dog Bella 
from an historic home in Needham. Their home 
began as a windmill along the Charles River. It 
was built by Denys Zirngiebel a native of 
Switzerland who introduced Swiss Pansies to the 
United States. The grandson of Denys was born 
next door in 1882 and is now remembered as the 
very famous artist and illustrator N.C. Wyeth who, 
at one time, used the windmill as his studio.  
Jack always enjoyed creating gardens for the 
property overlooking the river. Brenda trained as 
an artist at Rhode Island School of Design in 
Providence, while Jack pursued a career in 
banking and corporate acquisitions. They have a 
son in San Francisco, and a daughter and her 
family in Stowe, Vermont. Their granddaughter, 
Taegen Yardley, is a 16-year-old wildlife 
conservation activist and has received the 2019 
International Young Eco Hero Award as well 
as InterPol's "Fostering Partnerships in 
Conservation” award from Prince William, Duke 
of Cambridge.  
You can see more about this remarkable young woman on www.Facebook.com/ A World with Elephants 
and also on Youtube. 
 
 
 
 

 

Introducing you to Claire and Sid Handler 
 

Newly arrived from far-off Newton, Sid and Claire have 
settled in comfortably at NewBridge. In her youth Claire was 
Treasurer of a large New York-based company, Jamestown 
Talcott, and enjoyed the responsibilities that came with that 
position, though nowadays supervising Sid is her main 
concern. Sid’s family was originally from Frankfurt, Germany. 
He and his mother survived the war in various concentration 
camps and were liberated by the Russians from a forced 
labor camp near Vilna in 1944.  When he and his mother 
went back to the house that his father had built in Vilna, he 
found his father’s Tallit hidden in a wooden wardrobe, a last 
memento of his father. Sid is involved in his real estate 
business in Boston and still travels to his office most days. 
Their children live in Canton and Newton. 
 
 

Photo courtesy of Brenda and Jack Geishecker 
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“Baruch Haba’im” means “Welcome” in Hebrew 
 
Newcomers Dina and Gershon Vincow moved here in 
late December from Syracuse, where Gershon, was the 
Vice Chancellor of Syracuse University. Dina was born in 
Harbin, China where her family lived as Russian refu-
gees. When the Chinese Nationalist government was 
overthrown in 1949, they fled to Israel where Dina, a gift-
ed linguist even at the age of 16, was recruited to teach 
Hebrew to new immigrants after just two years in her new 
homeland. Eventually Dina’s mother encouraged her to 
leave the nest and she immigrated to Seattle where her 
uncle and his family lived, and where she attended uni-
versity. And there she met Gershon, also a fluent Hebrew 
speaker and professor of physical chemistry. Gershon 
was recruited to Syracuse University, a private research 
institution. They have a daughter, Michelle who lives in 
Somerville with her husband and young children. 
 
 
 
 
 

Please welcome Liz Gribin 
 

Liz moved here from Needham, where her daughter and her son-in-law and children live.  Be-
fore that she and her husband lived in Bridgehampton, Long Island. She graduated from what 
was then called the College of Practical Arts and Letters, which is part of Boston University, 
and has had a distinguished career as a painter of figurative art. She still has her artist’s studio 
in Needham where she continues to paint. Liz also has a son and his family in Stamford, CT, 
and another son who lives and has a thriving business in the Hamptons. She is a bridge player 
and looks forward to joining a bridge group here at NewBridge.  

Between the Lines  
     Pain�ng by Liz Gribin 
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In December 1962, my husband Sheldon and I 
were living in New Delhi, awaiting the birth of our 
first child. My American obstetrician had arrived 
from New York when I was in the eighth month of 
pregnancy. Anna Southam was a professor at 
Columbia University Medical School and was taking 
a six-month sabbatical to work with Shelly in the 
new Department of Reproductive Medicine he had 
established at the All-India Institute of Medical 
Sciences, the Government of India medical school 
where he was a visiting professor. 
 I'd had almost no prenatal care to that point. I had 
visited Holy Family Hospital early on, where an 
American doctor from St. Louis who was doing a 
year of missionary work, confirmed that I was 
pregnant. "Don't start ordering a layette from Sears 
Roebuck, though," he advised me in jocular tones. 
"First pregnancies have a high degree of 
miscarriage." My spirits had been soaring when I 
entered his office, but I left feeling completely 
deflated. I decided then and there not to return to 
him for checkups, knowing that our friend Dr. Anna 
would be coming in time for the birth. 
 Fast forward seven months. Anna Southam arrived 
in India and first on her agenda was to examine me 
and check on the progress of my thus-far uneventful 
pregnancy. Within days, she was concerned 
because the baby's head hadn't "dropped," as was 
usual in first pregnancies. Annie went all over Delhi, 
hunting for a radiologist with modern x-ray 
equipment that wouldn't emit harmful radiation to 
the fetus. She was successful in finding a radiologist 
who had been trained in England and had the latest 
x-ray machines. 
 Remember, this was India just fifteen years after 
Partition, at the end of the British Raj. Things were 
outdated then, compared to America. There were 
relatively few cars in Delhi and the air was as pure 
as could be—no pollution, except for the cow dung 
patty fires that poor families built to cook their food 
in the evenings. The characteristic smells of India at 
the end of the day were exotic—jasmine, a night-
blooming flower called raat ki rani (Queen of the 
Night), sandalwood, patchouli, aromatic spices, and 
the aroma of cooking fires burning in the distance. 
The music of sitars and tabla drums was always in 
the air. Day after day of sunshine, blue skies, 
sweltering heat, and fragrant winds until monsoon, 
when torrents of rain fell with unrelenting force. That 
was the India we experienced and I was enchanted. 
 The x-rays came back. (I still have the films.) Anna 
determined that something was holding the baby's 
head up and back, most likely a tumor. Meaning 
that I would need a C-section and a possible 

exchange transfusion for the baby because of a 
blood factor. Anna marched into a meeting that 
Shelly was conducting and announced that she was 
taking me home to New York because she didn't 
feel confident about the facilities available in New 
Delhi, with so many complications pending. 
 Unfortunately, Shelly was chairing an international 
conclave that was due to begin the next day and 
would run from January 1st to the 4th. Prime Minister 
Nehru was the Honorary Co-Chairman and many 
dignitaries were expected. The timing could not 
have been worse. Anna and I would fly to New York 
alone and Shelly would follow as soon as possible. 
 I had ordered that proverbial layette from Sears 
Roebuck—dozens of cloth diapers, receiving 
blankets, tiny garments, baby bottles…everything 
essential for an American baby (or that an American 
mother deemed essential--it must be said that 
millions of Indian babies managed without). It was 
all gender-neutral, of course, since we didn't know 
the sex of the baby. Furthermore, I'd had a sturdy 
changing table custom-made for the nursery, and a 
friend had lent us a frilly bassinet that had been 
used for her own children. 
 We hastily packed as much as we could in several 
large suitcases, exit visas were arranged, tickets 
purchased, and with a last regretful look at the 
nursery, we arrived at Palam Airport at 2:00 a.m. for 
Pan American's round-the-world flight to New York 
via Karachi, Tehran, Beirut, Frankfurt. A very long 
26-hour journey. A somewhat macabre note 
became evident when I discovered that my ticket 
was for a one-way trip. It seemed that the hastily 
arranged plan was for me to remain in New York 
with the baby, while Shelly would complete his tour 
of duty in India on an accelerated schedule. I was 
indignant. I felt powerless, while other people were 
making life-changing decisions without consulting 
me. I voiced my objections, loud and clear. No way 
was I going to stay behind! 
 In those days, we drove out on the tarmac, climbed 
the stairs, and Shelly was able to settle us in our 
seats. He would join us in a few days, but when we 
bid him farewell, he looked as forlorn as I felt. 
 It was New Year's Eve. Annie and I were the only 
first class passengers on Pan Am Flight 2. She had 
a sterile pack in her hand luggage and a list of 
obstetricians in every city along the way, in case I 
went into labor. When a flight attendant asked when 
my baby was due, my doctor sweetly replied, "Any 
minute." 
 

(Con�nued on page 7) 

The Longest Trip to the Hospital 
By Harriet Segal 
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There was a theory that alcohol slowed labor, so 
Annie plied me with champagne and brandy 
throughout the flight. IIt's a wonder my child wasn't 
born with Fetal Alcohol Syndrome. 
 In Beirut, we had to leave the plane while it was 
refueled. Sitting in the airport café with a British 
Airways flight crew, we discovered that their plane 
was leaving shortly and would arrive in New York 
several hours earlier than the Pan Am flight. Annie 
immediately changed our tickets. The sooner we 
arrived at her home hospital, the better. However, 
this meant that our luggage was aboard the Pan 
Am plane, with all my baby equipment. 
 We arrived at Idlewild, as JFK was then called, 
late at night. Met by Anna's husband, we were 
whisked to Baker Pavilion at Columbia-
Presbyterian Hospital, where I was soon 
ensconced in a private room, attended by starched 
nurses in all-white uniforms and those perky 
nurse's caps that went out with rotary phones. I 
was sound asleep in the wee hours, when my door 
opened and my suitcases were delivered by a 
uniformed employee from Pan American Airlines. 
You won't get service like that in 2020. 
 Three days later, Shelly arrived—hollow-eyed with 
worry and fatigue. I was feeling quite relaxed by 
then, having secured my return ticket to New Delhi, 
knowing that I was back in control. 
 Amy Robin Segal was born on January 7, 1963. 
(There was a rather large ovarian cyst, but no 
further complications.) By this time, I had a bad 
cold and sinus infection, so our hospital stay was 
prolonged. As the oldest baby in the nursery, Amy 
was the nurses' pet. They would dress her up and 
put a different color bow in her wisp of hair every 
day. When she was 17 days old, we were 
discharged and the four of us—Amy, Shelly, Dr. 
Anna, and I--boarded Pan Am Flight 1 back to 
Delhi. Amy slept the entire way, except when she 
woke to be fed. It was a very long trip, both to and 
from the hospital. 

(Con�nued from page 6) 

Being Isolated in a Crowd  
By Doe Cotton 

Frequently, someone here at NewBridge will 
stop me in the hallway, or phone me at home to 
talk about the issues and the pain of loneliness…
I’d like to do something to lighten this sense of 
sadness within a community such as ours. 

Many years ago, I gave talks at Newton/
Wellesley Hospital about TA and TW: “talking at” 
and “talking with”. The former—self presentation 
—which underlines exclusivity — what I call 
“talking at” makes the listener into an audience. 
“Talking with” is inclusive and makes people feel 
a sense of connection—the purpose of conver-
sation. Take the time to hear the other person’s 
thoughts. 

When you are with another person casually or at 
a planned event, talk with that person and ask 
about how she or he is faring, what he or she is 
doing and ask about their opinions. Ask about 
their former life experience, their career, and 
their feelings. That’s a real conversation and 
makes a real connection. 

If you talk only about yourself it’s off-putting. 
Share conversations. Ask yourself, do you only 
talk about yourself, or do you draw out other 
people’s experiences and their thoughts 
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Sunrise Doesn’t Take Place All at Once 
by Frankie Wolff 

It is January, 2015, & I am just home from a week 
at Sufi camp in Mexico with my son, Len, & his 
wife, Robin. It’s been a bit of a mystical week for 
me. Our teacher, Atum, began our first class: "I 
have arrived!” That phrase kept repeating in my 
being all week……"I have arrived!” 
I felt so alive! What was it? The setting: a Mexican 
Sukkah, open to nature, fragile. The Pacific waves, 
a metronome, undulating, occasionally washing up 
to the tile floor, continuously repeating its mantra. 
Friendly faces, welcoming, alive too.  Atum’s 
teachings are the focus, the grounding in our week 
together.  For me, his teachings are like soul food. I 
ingest them hungrily, even though I puzzle over 
their meanings. 
Atum speaks of Reb Zalman, who died earlier in 
the year, with an intimacy that comes from Reb 
Zalman being one of Atum’s lifelong teachers. 
Although Reb Zalman was the founder of the 
Jewish Renewal Movement, Atum said Reb 
Zalman wanted to be remembered primarily for 
creating intimacy between people and for 
remaining curious, always. 
Is this what I want to be writing about, thinking 
about? 
I am trying to hold on to the aliveness that I feel, 
the joyousness in me that I have missed lately. 
Atum’s focus is spiritual. His focus is the soul. His 
teachings are filled with symbolism. While I don’t 
live on that planet, his focus is also heart-centered. 
I do live on that planet. There is joy there, 
playfulness, a desire to live fully, to touch, dance, 
sing. “I am alive”. 

My week at Sufi Camp lives within me, stays with 
me, its messages enriching, fresh. 
I puzzle over their meanings, over their effect on 
me. I hold onto them, seeking to retain their depth, 
their imagery. But they do not live long in me. 
When I repeat the mantra “I have arrived”, it seems 
hollow, fake. 
I question its impact, its meaning, its ‘hold' on me . 
And so, like the ebb & flow of the Pacific surf, the 
rich enthusiasm that I felt in Mexico gradually 
leaves me. Memories remain. But the feelings, of 
aliveness, of having arrived, are only words now. I 
smile, remembering. 
I am also remembering “Sunrise doesn’t take place 
all at once” …. 

My Underwater Life 
By Ruth Stavis 

Many of you have seen me in the pool and know 
that I am passionate about swimming, having 
participated nationally with United States Masters 
Swimming.  What I haven’t shared is that I am also 
a certified advanced level SCUBA diver, having 
done well over 100 dives, including night dives, 
wreck dives, wall dives, deep dives and many 
dives on fairly shallow reefs.  SCUBA is an 
acronym for Self-Contained Underwater Breathing 
Apparatus. 
What have I seen?  Something as small as a sea 
horse, and as large as a hammerhead shark – a 
thrilling sight.  I have also observed a “cleaning 
station”, in which a large fish (in this case, a 
grouper) positioned itself on a rock, opened its 
gills, and allowed a quantity of tiny cleaner shrimp 
to do their thing.  A classic example of a symbiotic 
relationship. 
Did I have any scary moments?  Of course!  Once 
on a night wreck dive, my flashlight burned out and 
I had to get back to the boat and up on board.  
They offered me another flashlight but that was 
enough for me!  Another time, an “0” ring popped 
rendering my regulator useless.  Fortunately, I had 
a second regulator (affectionally called an 
“octopus”) and had practiced the necessary skill to 
switch over.  On one dive, I had a new “buddy”, 
who looked like he knew what he was doing.  He 
had state of the art equipment but it turned out that 
he didn’t know how to use it.  He was dumping air 
out of his BCD (vest) instead of adding it and was 
sinking rapidly.  I notified the divemaster (via sign 
language) what was going on and he went down 
and pulled him up.  He was lucky!  He claimed that 
it was something that he had intended to do (it 
wasn’t) and was just fine. 
I miss diving but feel too old to try it again.  Plus, 
no one will buddy up with a small woman in her 
80’s since their life really does depend on the skill 
of the buddy in an emergency.  However, look up 
Leni Riefenstahl.  She dove until she died at 101.  
Her “buddy” was her lover, who was 40 years 
younger. What a woman!  You should see her films 
“Olympia” or “Triumph of the Will”.  Among her 
other accomplishments, she was reputed to be 
Hitler’s mistress. 



Meah began about 25 years ago, as a 
collaboration between Hebrew College and 
Combined Jewish Philanthropies to engage 
Jewish adults in an intensive educational 
experience.  It is taught as a weekly 
class,  totaling 100 (“meah” in Hebrew) hours over 
two years.  It is taught by the outstanding faculty 
of Hebrew College and at local universities, and 
focuses on four broad areas:  core texts and the 
cultural and political movements from four key 
historical periods: biblical, rabbinic, medieval and 
modern.  
 Eldon and I took this in its second year, when our 
nest emptied and we decided to do something just 
with each other for the first time in eighteen 
years. I  fell in love with text study, and have 
continued to study both Torah and Talmud ever 
since. I think I might have been a rabbi or Hebrew 
scholar if I had learned this earlier…. 
 Over the years, the Meah program has taught 
6000 students in the Boston area, and now offers 
“Classic” Meah, Meah Select (shorter and more 
focused topics) and Meah Online.  Many groups of 
students have stayed together to continue to 
study. 
Mishnah is the oldest part of the “oral Torah,” and 
is the rabbinic commentary on the written Torah 
first compiled at the end of the 2nd century .C.E. 
Together with the subsequent Gemara (which is a 
commentary on the Mishnah), it constitutes the 
Talmud. 
Here’s some of what we learned. The subject is 
unlikely, even unpromising: how can we determine 
the proper ownership of a pigeon found wandering 
around? 
The questions and comments tumble over 
each other:  Why was it described as a 
young pigeon?  How do we know how far a 
pigeon can travel?  How long is a cubit? 
What is a dovecote?  What would happen 
if there were two cotes, and one had 1200 
pigeons and one had 20—wouldn’t it be 
logical to assume that the pigeon came 
from the larger cote?  How could it be 

exactly midway?  And—the ultimate 
query—how could you make a pigeon 
stand still long enough to measure its 
location? 
Urban humor?  No, this is Mishnah study 
at a suburban temple at the end of a long 
workday.  Every Tuesday night, more than 
fifty adults come to Temple Beth Elohim in 
Wellesley to participate in Meah, a 100-
hour commitment to serious Jewish study 
and learning.  This year, our first of two, 
we are studying Torah and Rabbinics, and 
the discussion about pigeons comes from 
a 1500-year-old commentary in a book on 
property.  Earlier in the year, we discussed 
such varied topics as building a fence 
around the Torah, fixing the time for 
evening prayers, and the possibility of 
contamination in circular ovens. 
At first we are quiet, tentative, questioning.  
But, by the time we get to the pigeon, we 
are really into it. We are lively, probing, 
argumentative, thoughtful, funny. We bring 
our personal and professional perspectives 
to the discussion. We learn from each 
other as much as from our teacher, Dov 
Lorea. Encouraged by him that every 
question is a good one and there is no 
“right” answer, we find that we are 
beginning to re-create the process and the 
environment in which those rabbis long 
ago debated and examined and 
pronounced—we are, in fact, creating oral 
Torah ourselves!  We are both learning 
more about our religion and our heritage 
and carrying it on through the sacred 
mitzvah (a commandment) of studying. 
At the end of the hour and a quarter—and 
how quickly the time zooms by, even at 10 
PM—Dov speaks the words that I am 
thinking:  How incredible for a group of late 
twentieth century, very well-educated and 
sophisticated adults, to become completely 
absorbed in a discussion about a pigeon!   

A Tribute to Meah 
          by Carol Clingan 



The Bridge                                                                                                 10                                                                                            SPRING 

The  Slap 
By Raya Dreben 

My father was a gentle man, elegant, learned, 
and revered by his students at the Jewish 
Theological Seminary.  After his death, one 
student told me that when my father came into 
the dining room of the Seminary, it was as if a 
saintly presence had entered.  My mother 
would often say that he was the defender of the 
world; she claimed that if anyone spoke ill of 
another, my father would find something 
praiseworthy to say of that person. 

This brings me to the one time when my father 
slapped my hand.  It was the only time he had 
ever done such a thing.  I was about eight 
years old and he and I were sitting alone at a 
table in the house my parents had rented in 
New Hampshire. I do not remember what I had 
done or said that deserved the slap, but I will 
never forget his immediate response. In a tone 
both shocked and saddened, he wondered how 
badly he must have acted to provoke me to 
behave in a manner leading to the slap. 

I adored my father. 

.I am Happy 
  by Caryn Finard 

I’ve come a long way, 
It’s been a long and challenging journey 

to seek the truth.  
I’ve sought serenity and peace. 

It’s taken decades to feel complete. 

I’ve worked diligently to achieve self-
worth. 

Tomorrow doesn’t haunt me anymore. 
I’ve found joy. 

I have a new friend. 
He makes my heart sing. 

I am happy. 

Tufted Titmouse 
Photo by Diana Bronner  

A warm welcome to Mitch Freeman 
Mitch is no new-
comer to New-
Bridge as he has 
been in Assisted 
Living since 2018. 
His wife has trans-
ferred to Long 
Term Care, and 
Mitch is now in In-
dependent Living. 
In his early years, 
Mitch served in the 
Air Force from 
1961 to 65, based 
in Sacramento, 
California. Born in 
Newton, he returned back east for pharmacy school in 
Springfield, MA, and after he graduated, he owned and 
operated his own pharmacy in Wellesley for 47 years.  
Now that he has retired, Mitch enjoys travel. He recalls 
sailing on a river boat from Moscow to St. Petersburg. 
Now he’s looking forward to another river journey to 
Budapest. He has two sons, one in Long Island and 
one in Virginia, and a daughter in Hingham, MA, and 
five grandchildren. Mitch is known for his sense of hu-
mor and his repertoire of jokes.  



The Bridge                                                                                                 11                                                                                            SPRING 

Photos by Diana 
Bronner 

Daisies 

New to Boston and new to NewBridge  

Susan Nemens was born in Washington DC but grew up in Maryland. 
She attended the University of Maryland where she earned her M.D. de-
gree. She worked for one year in London at St. Thomas’s Hospital, and then 
she moved on to New York where she met her husband, completed her 
medical training at NYU Bellevue Hospital and also started out life as a mar-
ried woman. Her work as a pathologist in the New York area was balanced 
by the arrival of two daughters. She found the parenting of Kate, now a law-
yer living in Jamaica Plain, and Deborah, a wildlife biologist and expert in 
forestry and native species, to be among the most rewarding experiences of 
her life. Susan is a keen crafter who loves to knit and would like to meet oth-
er knitters here. She also loves to work on collage and ceramics, take walks 
and go birdwatching.  

The Gentleness of Spring 



I played Cupid so Wendy could 
have puppies. 
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By Jerry Wyner


