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Skiing in Stowe 
by Ruth Ades 

It was a cold snowy winter in 1962 when Alan and 
I and our friends, Sheila and Alvin from 
Dartmouth, MA began our annual skiing trip to 
Stowe, Vermont. We had been staying for several 
years at the Scandinavia Inn with Doris and Julian 
Malkiel, the owners. We heard that surprise 
guests, Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman, 
would be staying at the Chalet just behind the inn 
while we were there. We were so excited, and we 
asked if they could sit with us at our dining table. 
Since we had been at this inn for many years, 
Doris and Julian placed them at our table, and we 
were thrilled. 
 
Early that evening, Alvin walked outside near their 
chalet hoping to meet them and bring them into 
the inn for us to meet them. We were in the 
meeting room waiting impatiently for Alvin to 
arrive. We saw him coming in with Joanne. As she 
began to peel off her hat and scarf, we realized it 
was Doris the owner, and not Joanne, a joke 
played on us by Alvin. A few minutes later we did 
see Alvin enter with Paul, totally dressed 
incognito, with a tam almost covering his face, 
dressed like a ski bum. Nervously, I said to Paul, 
“Take off your coat and stay awhile”, and he gave 
me a ‘pach en tukus!’ (today, sexual 
harassment!) We enjoyed chatting with him. 
Joanne wanted to be by herself. She was 
recovering from the birth of their third child. We 
made plans with Paul to ski together in the 
morning. Joanne planned to remain in the chalet, 
and she knitted part of the sweater I was making 
for my seven-year-old son. Joanne knitted an inch 
on the right shoulder! I treasured that sweater for 
years! 
 
The next morning was dark, dreary and rainy, but 
we all wanted to ski together, raining or not. 
Never before had we chosen to ski in the rain, but 
no one wanted to lose this great opportunity to 
ski with Paul Newman! Paul had not skied in many 
years, but he was anxious to return to the slopes. 
We chose a slope with a T-Bar lift that brought 

you to the top of the hill. Two people lean back, 
not sitting on the bar, and their inside legs rest 
against the other’s leg. Sheila and I decided we 
would take turns using the T-Bar with Paul. Sheila 
and I were very excited. When we first got on, 
Paul didn’t know what to do, and I asked him to 
place his leg next to mine. Imagine asking Paul 
Newman to place his leg next to yours? Paul was a 
very graceful skier but having no idea how to ski, 
he kept falling with his arms outstretched parallel 
to the ground, like a snow angel. Paul said to me, 
“Ruth, you are a great skier!” I will always 
remember that comment, for I broke two legs 
skiing at different times. I ski well but am far from 
being a great skier. We enjoyed a wonderful day 
skiing together in the rain. We were all tired but 
looking forward to dining together at ‘our’ table. 
Paul was very friendly and communicative. He was 
very humble and interested in the news of the 
world. His nails were short, and it seemed that he 
bit his nails, but his eyes glowed blue. We had 
seen the movie ‘Hud’ in which he starred, the 
night before, and his thumb was broken hard in a 
fight and was bandaged fully. I did ask Paul at 
dinner if he really hurt himself, and he gave me 
that gorgeous blue-eyed smile. How gullible I am! 
 
We had breakfast together before Joanne and 
Paul left for home, but of course, first, we had to 
take pictures. When Alan was taking our picture 
with Paul, we had our arms around each other, as 
good friends do. We were looking at each other 
for several seconds. My lips were just inches away 
from his. All I had to do was to lift myself taller by 
standing on my toes to kiss him, but our faces 
turned away, Alan clicked, and that one moment 
passed by in a split second. No kiss, but the 
excitement of being together for a few days with 
these two exceptional people, Joanne Woodward 
and Paul Newman, I will always remember. Paul 
passed away in 2008, at 83 years of age. May his 
memory forever be a blessing, and an inspiration 
to others. Joanne is still living at age 91. It was a 
holiday to remember. 
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Back in the ‘70’s, a half century ago, it was my job 
to watch over my parents’ Newton Highlands 
house while they were away on a winter 
vacation. Not a very onerous task, and one I took 
on willingly. Every few days I would stop by, bring 
in the mail, check the thermostat, water the 
plants, and such. 
 
One day I opened the front door and knew at 
once that something was amiss: cushions were 
askew, cupboard doors open, bureau drawers 
ransacked… in the middle of this burgled mess, 
on the kitchen table, was a hand-scrawled note: 

Frenchie made off with the TV but left the silver 
and other valuables behind.  What bothered me 
most was that he made a mess of my neatnik 
mother’s immaculate lingerie drawer, most likely 
searching for a stash of cash. If he had just asked 
me, I could have told him that was not where she 
hid her “knippel”*. It also disturbed me that he 
left the basement door wide open when he 
left. He must have been in a hurry. 
 
The police never heard from Frenchie again, and 
nor did I. I just came across his note, while I was 
going through memorabilia from days long ago, 
and once again it made me laugh. I always 
wanted to meet Frenchie, to find out what he did 
when he was having a GOOD day. 

 

*Secret savings 

Frenchie 
by Nancy Kummer 

          DEAR PEOPLE — 
 I’m sorry I had to do this but times are bad 
for everyone. I was in such a bad state 
tonight that I even forgot my tools. 

That’s why I made such a mess out of things 
tonight. To the police—you’ll be hearing from 
me again soon.  ‘Til later, 
                               FRENCHIE 

The Charles River in  
Flood Stage in July 

by Jim Feldman 
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It was a sunny day in November of 1933. I was 
ten years old, almost eleven. Students and 
faculty were gathered – in formation by class – in 
the schoolyard of the Helmholtz Realgymnasium 
in Essen. Only a few months earlier we had met 
in that same place to cheer the Hitler Youth and 
brown-shirted storm troopers as they burned 
books by Jewish and other undesirable authors 
in a huge bonfire. But this time we had gathered 
for a more festive occasion. We would march the 
few blocks to the broad shopping street a few 
blocks away where we would be able to cheer 
the Führer of the German Reich as he passed us 
in his motorcade. Our teachers were dressed in 
dark suits and white shirts with starched collars. 
While some of the students were in the tan 
uniforms of the Hitler Youth, most of us were 
dressed in shorts, sweaters and knee-high socks 
and wearing our colored school caps. Excitement 
ran high. None of us had ever seen the Führer in 
person. His picture appeared often in the daily 
newspapers and we could see his likeness in the 
newsreels when we went to the movies. 

Finally, the time came for us to move out and 
march, more or less in step, to where space had 
been reserved for us to line up, three or four 
deep, along the route of the Führer’s motorcade. 
The crowd consisted of men, women and 
children of all ages. Many were in the various 
uniforms of the SA, the SS, the Labor Corps, and 
so on. Brown-shirted Nazis kept order. Flags, red 
with a white circle containing a black swastika, 
were everywhere. From time to time, the excited 
crowd broke into song — usually The Horst 
Wessel or other patriotic songs popular with the 
Nazis. Those in front craned their necks toward 

the direction from which the motorcade was 
scheduled to arrive any moment. Soon, we could 
hear the muffled roar of the crowd a few blocks 
away. Excitement rose as the noise came nearer. 
Then we saw the motorcade. First came a few 
trucks carrying black-uniformed members of 
Hitler’s SS guard. Then a large open Mercedes 
Benz passed us slowly. Hitler stood next to the 
driver, nodding and smiling and returning the 
Heil Hitler salutes that were coming from the 
cheering crowd. My classmates were cheering 
wildly, their right arms stretched high into the 
air. As I remember it, I was silent but my right 
arm had moved in conformity with theirs. After 
the motorcade had passed we marched back to 
school and resumed our classes. 

I have often wondered about what happened 
that day. I am sure about the central point of 
this story: Hitler came to Essen, the students of 
the Helmholtz Realgymnasium marched out to 
watch his motorcade, I was among them and I 
had my arm raised in the Hitler salute when he 
passed us. The rest of the story may have 
happened just as I described it, but I am not 
sure of that. What was I thinking as Hitler passed 
the spot on which I was standing? I remember 
being torn. At the age of ten, I had only a vague 
understanding of what Hitler and Nazism stood 
for. I understood that he was a bad man and a 
threat to Jews. I could not bring myself to cheer 
him. But what about that raised right arm of 
mine? I remember that I felt ashamed of doing 
it. But I have forgiven that child, raised in two 
cultures — German and Jewish — that placed 
very little value on non-conformity. 

A Big Day 
by Ed Goldstein 
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In 1986, my husband Sheldon attended a conference 
in Sukhumi, the capital of Abkhasia, Georgia, USSR on 
the Black Sea. Sukhumi was a drab metropolis without 
much appeal, despite its beaches and hot springs. On 
the first morning, our friend Luigi Mastroianni 
checked on Shelly when he failed to show for 
breakfast. He found him asleep, bundled in his 
sheepskin coat and knit hat. The freezing room reeked 
of sewer gas! Rousing him, Lu walked Shelly up and 
down the beach to get rid of his toxic headache. "If I 
lived here, I'd take a boat one dark night and never 
look back," Shelly muttered. "No you wouldn't…" Lu 
pointed out the radar disks on every rooftop. On the 
bus tour, Shelly sat next to his friend Hans Lindner, a 
tall, handsome Israeli scientist from the Weitzmann 
Institute, who had been brought to Israel as a toddler 
on one of the Kindertransports. Their interpreter, an 
attractive woman named Mara, announced, "In 
Sukhumi we have a number of nationalities, all living 
in harmony—Georgians, Abkhasians, Russians--"  
"What nationality are you?" asked one of the visitors. 
Mara hesitated, then said, "I'm Jewish. "When they 
arrived at the meeting, Shelly and Hans approached 
Mara. "We're Jewish, too." "Oh," she answered, 
laughing, "so you believe in God?"  
My husband was not a Temple-going Jew—in fact, he 
had never had a barmitzvah, but he reacted with 
indignation. "Yes, in fact, there's a very important 
holiday (he meant Hanukah) and I'd like to go to a 
synagogue. I don't suppose you can arrange that." 
Chastened, Mara said she would "make inquiries." The 
next day, she informed them that they could go to the 
local synagogue that evening. It was late by the time 
they arrived at a walled building with darkened 
windows. Their driver knocked on the gate, which was 
chained and locked. After a time, a frightened 
caretaker opened the door, peering out. Mara 
explained why they were there and learned that the 
service was over. Hans had brought a talis and tfillen 
from Jerusalem. "Shall I give it to him?" he asked. "I 
guess so," Shelly replied. "We probably won't come 
back again, given the crowded conference schedule." 
But they were able to return the following night and 
were greeted by the dignified president of the 
congregation. "I understand you are visiting from the 
United States."  "Yes," Shelly answered. The man 
turned to Hans, "And you, sir, are also from the United 
States?" "No," Hans replied, "I'm from Israel." The man 

lifted Hans's sleeve and kissed it. "If I had known you 
were from Israel, I wouldn't have walked here…I 
would have flown." Shelly said they all had tears in 
their eyes, even Mara. 
Suddenly, a bustling man with a beard showed up. 
The rabbi. He brought out a guest book, and Shelly 
signed his name. Scowling, the rabbi shook his head 
and whispered something to Mara. She looked 
embarrassed. "He wants you to write something for 
the authorities." So Shelly wrote a flowery paragraph 
about how wonderful it was that they were able to 
practice Judaism in the Soviet Union. They had missed 
the service, so on Friday evening they returned to a 
packed synagogue. It was standing room only. Not to 
honor the American--for the Israeli. At the end of the 
service, the congregation lined up to shake their 
hands. "Next year in Jerusalem," each one murmured, 
as they passed Hans. Hans emptied his pockets, 
doling out Israeli coins, postage stamps, even his key 
chain--anything from Israel. The rabbi made them give 
it all back, scolding them for fools, but many managed 
to slip away with their precious souvenirs. 
Back in Moscow at the end of the conference, Hans 
asked Shelly to go for a walk. They strolled in Red 
Square, facing the Kremlin. Hans checked that no one 
was near. "Mara wants to immigrate to Israel," he 
confided. "She and her mother." Shelly was 
dumfounded. Mara, the Soviet patriot, who joked 
about Judaism, wanted to make Aliyah. "Can you 
arrange it?" "Yes," Hans assured him. "She has an 
uncle in Jerusalem, her father's brother whom she's 
never met. She'll have to resign from her job and not 
tell anyone, but in the name of family reunification, 
the Russians will agree." 
Not long afterward, Shelly heard from Hans. Mara and 
her mother were in Israel. The uncle had been 
located. He had a different name from the one she'd 
given Hans; he lived in Tel Aviv, not Jerusalem; but 
they'd found him. The Israelis paid the ransom 
demanded by the Russians for Mara's education, 
found her a job and a flat for the two of them.  A 
happy ending… but not entirely. Within a year, Mara's 
mother was on a bus that was attacked by a 
Palestinian terrorist. He injured several passengers 
before he was shot. So undone was the mother by this 
incident, the two of them left Israel for Canada. Later, 
Shelly received a post card: "Greetings from Ottawa. 
Mara." 

A Russian Adventure  
By Harriet Segal 
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Poets’  Page 

Produce Potpourri 
By Henry Wechsler 

 
People with bunions 
should eschew onions. 
 
I have my doubts 
about Brussels 
sprouts. 
 
Spinach 
lacks panache. 
 
What’s all the fuss 
about asparagus? 
 
People who like peas 
are easy to please. 
 
You’re off your trolley 
If you like broccoli. 
 
Let us 
eat lettuce. 

Bon Voyage Sir Richard 
               By Henry Wechsler 
 
Off he went into the wild blue yonder 
leaving Jeff Bezos to gape in wonder. 
 
Sir Richard looked suave and debonair 
as they shot him into thin air. 
 
He was thrust into space 
without a hair out of place. 
 
Obviously he flew first class 
and didn’t need a boarding pass. 
 
Virgin Galactic was his carrier 
hurling him across the sound barrier. 
 
The trip cost a king’s ransom, 
easily afforded by Richard Branson. 

More Summer Photos 
 
 

Blue Jay  
By Diana Bronner 

The Shrew  
By Henry Wechsler 

 

A shrew is a woman of poor repute 

usually locked in a fierce dispute, 

a frequent cause of human strife, 

as an ill-tempered aunt, sister or wife. 

 

I would prefer a more sex-neutral name 

so that women don’t get all the blame, 

 

but the word has been around for years 

eliciting women’s pain and tears.. 

 

Packed in five letters the term "shrew" 

draws four letter reactions from me or 

you. 

A male version might be a 

“curmudgeon," 

describing one always in high dudgeon. 

Although it’s definition is not tied to 

gender 

the male is almost always the offender. 

While a shrew is usually hated 

a curmudgeon may be tolerated, 

reflecting societal sex roles 

with men at the controls  
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It was 1946, and my mother, my sister, and I were 
alone in our home on Dunbar Street in 
Vancouver, Canada.  My father had gone to Tokyo 
to see about establishing a toy exporting 
business there.  After my mother woke my sister 
and me up she would make herself coffee and 
turn on the radio.  This day was different.  When 
my mother turned the radio on, she almost 
immediately let out a piercing scream.  The ship 
that my father was on had been caught in a storm 
and broke in half. 

After what seemed like an eternity the telephone 
rang.  When my mother picked it up she quickly 
sank into a chair, sobbing with relief.  The 
message from my father said that as the ship was 
sinking he got onto a raft with several other 
passengers and was safe.  It was only much later 
that we learned the full story.  One Japanese 
passenger was so petrified with fear that he could 
not move on the sinking ship.  My father threw 

the man over his shoulder and got him onto the 
raft, saving his life.   

It further turned out that the passenger was an 
art dealer, and every New Year after that we 
received an original work of art from a 
contemporary Japanese artist.  After a few years 
the walls of our home in Tokyo, where we moved 
in 1947, were covered with beautiful original 
prints and paintings by prominent Japanese 
artists.  It was then that I understood the 
meaning of the Japanese word, giri.* 

*Quoting Wikipedia: ‘Giri is a Japanese value roughly
corresponding to "duty", "obligation", or even "burden
of obligation". It is also associated with complex
Japanese values that involve loyalty, gratitude, and
moral debt. This value is so integral to Japanese
culture that the conflict between giri and ninjō, or
"human feeling", is said to have been a primary topic
of Japanese drama since early times.

Ruby Throated Hummingbird 
Photograph by Michael Ross 

Giri 
By Lee Markiewicz 
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 We had a very small sales office during the time 
that my brother Ed and I took over my father’s 
small fresh shellfish company. Most of our time 
was spent on the telephone buying and selling the 
products. It was a fast-moving atmosphere with 
the phone ringing all the time. 

Quite often, our grandfather would come in and sit 
in a chair right next to my desk and just listen and 
enjoy the exciting atmosphere and activity. One 

morning he slumped over and died right in front 
of my brother and myself. Ed and I burst into 
hysterical tears and yelled for help. The phone 
continued to ring and, finally, Ed picked it up (I 
don’t know why). It was George, a long-time 
customer who knew our whole family. Eddie told 
George what had happened.  George said that that 
was too bad and then, in the next sentence, asked 
about the price of 21/25 shrimp. My brother hung 
up the phone in shock. 

In 1956 I joined my brother Eddie in the family 
seafood business. There were about eight 
employees including our father, Eddie and me. 
The bookkeeping was done by Selma Dolby who 
had worked for Dad for many years. The 
company bought and sold only fresh shellfish - 
clams, oysters, scallops and fresh lobster meat 
from Canada.  

All of the invoices were hand written and the 
orders were filled from the shipping floor. At the 
end of the day they were put in numbered order. 
Eddie and I tabulated and totaled them on 
mechanical Olivetti calculating machines. We 
sent them in to Selma who, at the end of the 
week, typed out invoices to be sent to the 
customers. 

Selma was one of the most meticulous people I 
have ever met. She was in her 60’s and always 
looked well dressed, neat, every hair in place, 
and her makeup perfectly applied. Every piece of 
paper that came out of her office was perfect. As 
the business grew she would stay later and later 
until she finished the work. Finally it became too 
much for her and I told her that we needed a 
new bookkeeping machine to keep up with the 
billing. I called salespeople to make 

appointments with Selma.  She was not satisfied 
with any of them and I was getting very 
frustrated. Eventually I asked her what the 
problem was.  She told me that no young 
salesperson was going to tell her how to keep 
her books.  Before the next salesperson went 
into her office, I pulled him aside and said “I 
don’t care if your machine can fry an egg or do 
hoops. Just show Miss Dolby that it can do her 
books as they are done now. Slowly show her 
what the machine is capable of doing and 
gradually help her change to the new way. He 
sold her the latest NCR machine. This taught me 
the important lesson that the hardest thing to 
change was people’s habits. 

One day Selma had a heart attack in her 
apartment and called a doctor. She was in pain, 
but when the doctor arrived at her door she 
made him take off his shoes before he could 
come into her apartment. She was rushed off to 
the hospital where I visited her. She was lying in 
bed and looked terrible. When she saw me she 
lifted off her oxygen mask and said, “Freddie, if 
you have trouble doing the payroll, bring the 
books into the hospital and I’ll help you with it”. 
She died two days later.  

Selma Dolby 
by Fred Stavis 

The Day that Grandfather Died 

By Fred Stavis 
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The Music of Widowhood 
By Doe Cotton 

His ostinato gave me a home 
The repetitive comfort of the known. 
The reliability —the predictability 
Allowing /encouraging my melodic lyricism 
Now my music is a Mahler interval 
a reaching, a striving, a searching 
without arrival 
A musical Godot 
 
The Sehnsucht does not abate 
The yearning intensifies as time passes 
Not soothed by tonic closure 
Nor by repetitive rhythm. 
 
Yearning for reconnection 
The comfort of known harmony 
even the dissonance that reliably resolved 
underwritten by the familiarity of repetition 
 
Yearning, striving , searching 
for the comfort of tonic chords 
Underwritten by ostinatos that gave me a home. 

Poets’  Page 

The Ladder 
By Noah Gordon 

The ladder of your days extends so high, 
each rung a year. 
 
And we ascend it, you and I, peering down 
To glimpse our children and their young 
As they climb.  They climb! 
 
And so do we, in tandem, rung by rung, 
Blessed by long lives together. 
And now that we have reached the cold, 
thin air, 
 
Each rung is higher spaced and sheer, 
And the ladder hard to grasp. 
But I am there for you and you are with me 
there, 
 
And you are everything and all. 
 
So take my hand and grip it fast, as I grip 
yours, 
 
And we shall gain the rungs 
 
Together. 

Growing up was painful. 
Twinship was challenging. 
Bias toward my “other half” was foremost. 
Hugs were doled out only to one. 

I found an outlet for my loneliness. 
I dove into athletics, all athletics. 
Was elected team captain numerous times. 

I indulged in after school sports that 
deterred me from going home. 

I made friends who also reveled in  
competitive games. 
I was labeled a jock. 

My accomplishments gained confidence and 
I found the will to go on. 
The years progressed. 
I had found consolation from my troubled 
childhood. 
I made great strides. 
I grew into the person I value today. 

Growing up 
    by Caryn Finard 
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Blue Jay captures a mulberry  

By Michael Ross 

Early Fall in New Hampshire 
By Sara Feldman 
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Lady’s Slipper 
By Susan Nemens 

Take a drive with me about six hours north of 
Boston, passing through a corner of New 
Hampshire, into Vermont, and north to a ferry 
that crosses Lake Champlain just beyond 
Burlington. There you will find the Adirondack 
Park, six million acres of public and private land 
in the northeast section of New York State. Lake 
Champlain forms the eastern boundary of the 
Adirondacks. 

I spent many happy summers at a camp 
surrounded by sparkling lakes, dense forest, and 
mountains. And our family has returned here 
many times over the years, including for the 
wedding of our youngest son 25 years ago.  But 
it was only recently that I came to understand 
and appreciate a truly remarkable history.  So 
here is a very brief summary of how the area 
evolved. 

When European settlers arrived in the 17th 
century, there were Mohawk Indians hunting in 
the area. European settlers initially avoided the 
wilderness.  But by 1845 there were many 
tanneries and seven thousand sawmills.  
Logging, with clear cutting, and fires that often 
followed, impoverished these forests.  Then 
came the paper and charcoal industries, and 
excessive beaver trapping. 

Saved by men of foresight, in 1885 a New York 
State Parks Commission recommended that a 

forest preserve be established in the 
Adirondacks.  That preserve was to be composed 
of land “now owned or which may hereafter be 
acquired by the state of New York”  At that time, 
the state owned a little more than 680,000 acres.  
And the land was to be maintained as forever 
wild, with no development.  Over the years, the 
acres protected in that manner by the New York 
State Constitution grew to 2.6 million acres. 

An additional 3.4 million acres that are privately 
held are heavily regulated by the Adirondack 
Park Agency. That land includes communities, 
recreation areas, and agriculture. Of course 
private development interests have continued to 
challenge regulations.  

This is America’s only large-scale experiment in 
whether people and wilderness can coexist. It is 
an ongoing struggle 

The Adirondack Mountains are beautiful without 
being startling, as are areas in the West.  There 
are 3,000 lakes and ponds, and 30,000 miles of 
rivers and streams. Its towns are small and 
undistinguished. It is quiet. 

As Bill McGibben, the founder of 350.org has 
described this area: “taking one’s breath away is 
not the point of the Adirondacks—instead it’s a 
place to breathe normally, fully, deeply, calmly in 
a territory that looks like the world itself once 
looked.” 

The Story of the Adirondacks 
By Linda Weinstein 




