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Notes from the Editor 

As we are slowly released after more than a year of 
confinement, there seems to be a special beauty in 
spring flowers and trees in blossom that Anna 
Markus and Michael Ross have captured so well in 
their photographs. This issue was to have been the 
last one printed in full color, but a very generous 
anonymous donor has supported this issue in color 
and the fall issue as well. 

The burst of creativity I witnessed this time last year 
seems to have halted so now the backlog of stories-
in-waiting has been cleared. I have no more in store 
for you. Please think about sending me some new 
articles, poems, and photos for the fall issue. 
Newcomers to NewBridge are especially 
encouraged to send in some of your life stories. The 
Bridge offers a way for members to get to know 
you and your experiences. You can check out past 
issues of The Bridge online at 
newbridgeresidents.org website so you can see the 
range of creative writing and photography that has 
been published in the past. All back issues are listed 
under the Media tab in the far left column of the 
site. 

Prue Thorner 

Editor: Prue Thorner 
Layout and Design: Stan Treitman 
 Reviewers:  Ed Goldstein 

                      Ann Moll 
                      Sheila Klein 
 

 Photographers  Michael Ross 
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The Bridge is produced entirely with the 
support of NewBridge residents, so it does 
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the Concierge Desk if you would like to 
make a donation to a future issue. These 
can be made in honor or in memory of 
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that it is for The Bridge. 
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Two images stand out in my mind from a cornucopia 
of memories.  One was having drinks with the Queen 
in front of the Night Watch.  The other is a man from 
Nijmegen who came to find us because he had heard 
that Americans were coming and he wanted to thank 
us for D-Day. What could be the subject of a story 
with these two wildly disparate images?  They 
resulted from my winning a contest whose prize was 
an all-expense-paid trip to the Netherlands!  One day 
in 1982, I saw in the paper that the Dutch 
government was sponsoring a contest to 
commemorate the 200th anniversary of America-
Dutch treaty of friendship.  As I recall, the entry was 
50 words on why you would want to visit the 
Netherlands. “Enter as often as you wish,” the ad 
encouraged—and I did. I never knew which entry of 
mine won, but perhaps it was the sheer volume—I 
wrote a couple of dozen. I was floored when I won!  
Taking the trip wasn’t so easy—we had two babies at 
that time, and my mother and sister had to come to 
New York to stay with them. I have to confess that I 
was, and remain, terrified of flying, so I had to get 
them to book Eldon and me on separate flights. 

When we met up in Amsterdam, we found that we 
were part of a large group of Americans who had also 
won the contest, which had been advertised in cities 
with major Dutch-American populations (including 
Grand Rapids, Michigan).  There was a group of 100 
just from New York. Years before I worked for a while 
in special events, so I was so struck by the level of 
organization the government had mounted for our 
week in their country.  The week was divided into two 
parts—the first three days for separate groups in 11 
provinces and the rest for everyone in Amsterdam. 
We went to North Brabant  on the Flemish border, 
whose capital is ‘s-Hertogenbosch, whose charter 
dates back to 1185. The first night we had an official 
welcome, featuring a salute by a medieval guild of 
banner-wavers. Other highlights of our provincial visit 
included trips to a carillon museum and the 14th 
century Castle of Heeze and a ride in the countryside 
in vintage cars.  We were stunned and touched by the 
number of people who came out to meet us at the 

well-known battle cities of Eindhoven and Nijmegen, 
which I mentioned earlier.  Everywhere we went, we 
were waited on hand and foot and fed lavishly.   

The first night we were back in Amsterdam, we went 
on a dinner cruise on its canals.  Another morning we 
visited the famous Dutch flower market, where we 
had a special reception at the Heineken tent (and 
were served wine!). I am sure that many Bridge 
readers have been to Amsterdam, so I won’t use my 
precious space to detail its highlights.  Of course, for 
us, the most gripping were the Anne Frank House 
and the Jewish Museum, and the incomparable 
Portuguese Synagogue (where we had to sit 
separately, and Eldon decided that the reason that 
Orthodox men wore huge tallesim is because the 
shuls were so cold!)  but we also had some special 
government-sponsored events such as a trip to the 
Delft factory.  The grand finale was the private 
reception at the Rikjsmuseum (which was closed at 
the time) with Queen Beatrix and Prince Claus—what 
can I say? 

As happens on these trips, we quickly formed a group 
of eight or 10 and hung out the whole week with 
them.  Some have since passed away, but I got a 
Christmas card from one just last month.  One of my 
sharpest memories is of the one night in Amsterdam 
that we had free, but our hosts gave us cash for any 
dinner we chose.  We went to a wonderful Indonesian 
smorgasbord with a Dutch name (Rijsttafel).   

This trip was almost 40 years ago, I’m astonished to 
realize!  It remains a treasured memory for both 
Eldon and me, who arrived home to find that our two 
little girls had done very well with their grandmother 
and aunt, but were very happy to see us.  As I look 
back, I realize that there wasn’t very much that would 
have taken us away from them at that time, but the 
opportunity of an all-expense-paid trip to an 
incredibly special place was one of them.  I still have a 
huge umbrella with the trip logo, and for years Eldon 
and I wore on our raincoats a marker they gave to 
identity us—a little red tulip. 

Our Holland Trip 
by Carol Clingan 



 

The Bridge                                                                                                 4                                                                                         SUMMER 2021 

Contrasts between Treatment of Jews in Norway and Denmark 
by Fay Bussgang 

I recently read a very interesting book, Escape: A 
Jewish Scandinavian Family in the Second World 
War, written by Norman Poser, brother of newish 
resident Liz Gribins. I was surprised to learn that 
the Norwegians had treated their Jews so differently 
than had the Danes. Denmark has a long history of 
toleration for minorities. Norway has a reputation 
as a liberal progressive country, but it has a long 
history of anti-Semitism. Norway’s consititution of 
1814 guaranteed a constitutional monarchy, 
freedom of speech, economic freedom, an 
independent judiciary, etc. However, it also included 
the phrase “Jews are furthermore excluded from 
entering the kingdom.” This clause was repealed in 
1851, but anti-Semitism persisted. 

When, in April 1940, the Germans invaded Norway, 
they immediately went about restricting the rights 
of Jews—revoking citizenship, isolating them from 
the general population, confiscating their property, 
then deporting them. Few Norwegians took any 
action to defend the Jews. By contrast, the Danes 
did much to protect their Jews during the war. 
When Germany invaded Denmark, also in April 
1940, the Danish government resisted every effort 
by the Germans to impose anti-Jewish laws, 
claiming that Jews were Danish citizens like 
everyone else. In October of 1943 when the 
Germans attempted to round up the Jews of 
Denmark and deport them, Danish citizens hid Jews 
in their homes, and Danish fishermen, under cover 
of darkness, ferried them over to neutral Sweden. 
Most Jews know about the heroism of the Danes, 
but few, I believe, know how different was the 
Norwegian attitude and behavior toward the Jews. 
The author’s family had moved back and forth 
between Norway and Denmark, so he had a unique 
perspective on the treatment of Jews in the two 
countries during the war.  

I was not surprised by the author’s comment about 
the general warmth and generosity of the Danish 
people. I myself witnessed them in September 1954 
when I stopped in Denmark for a week on my way 
to spend a year studying in Geneva, Switzerland. My 
college classmate Betty and I were traveling 
together to Copenhagen from London, where we 

had both been staying. Betty, daughter of 
missionaries, was going to Copenhagen to visit a 
Danish childhood friend she had known growing up 
in China. She was scheduled to stay with her friend 
Stine in Stine’s studio apartment, while I was 
planning to get a hotel room. Unfortunately, all 
hotels and guest houses in Copenhagen were full 
because it was the night before the seasonal closing 
of Tivoli, the city’s elegant amusement park. After 
waiting with me for hours at the train station tourist 
office trying to find accommodations, Stine, without 
my knowledge, telephoned her mother. Mrs. 
Svenson also lived in a studio apartment. The 
upshot is that Mrs. Svenson went to stay with a 
cousin for two nights and gave me her apartment 
to stay in until I could make other arrangements. 
She even came back in the mornings and fixed me 
breakfast. Can you imagine? 

Fast forward to the fall of 1986. Our daughter Julie 
was spending her junior semester abroad in 
Copenhagen. One day, she was sitting at an 
outdoor plaza with friends. She got up to talk to 
someone or to get something, leaving her purse 
slung over the back of her chair (she said she was 
not used to carrying a purse). When she returned to 
her chair a while later, the purse was gone. It 
contained her money, her credit card, and her 
passport. She immediately cancelled the credit card, 
but she knew it would take her some time to get a 
new passport. The next day, Julie was at her host’s 
home in the suburbs when the doorbell rang. When 
she opened the door, there was a man holding her 
purse, which he promptly handed to her. He had 
found the purse in a waste can in the plaza and 
noticed the address of Julie’s Danish host inside it. 
The purse still had her passport, her credit card, 
and all her American money. The thief, undoubtedly 
a young person, had only taken her Danish money. 
The man who found the purse had taken public 
transportation from the city that took him at least 
an hour—yet he refused any reward. It is thus not 
surprising that when the author of the book 
mentioned the warmth and generosity of the 
Danish people, it immediately resonated with me. 
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My Oregon Expedition 
by Frankie Wolff 

I saw it as I was putting away my winter blanket in 
the armoire, my old friend from many years ago: 
blue plaid on top, faded blue on the bottom, eight 
inches square…my pillow from a long ago trip…
memories poured forth as I held it close and 
embraced it... Bend, Oregon was our destination, 
the trip sponsored by the Sierra Club. I was 58 
years old, eager for an outdoor experience, for 
exploring a bit outside the safety of our 
conventional life. And so I thought I found it: 
llamas! camping! Oregon! the promise of a new 
experience, all new to me. 

My first memory is of the parking lot at the motel 
where we were to meet our group:  I’m practicing 
walking in my new boots, trying to be 
comfortable in them. A phone call came from my 
dear friend, Herb, in the last stage of his life, 
wishing me well as I embarked on my adventure. 
My next memories are of the very lovely “older” 
couple, regular campers who had camped in the 
area but not specifically in Bend. They showed me 
how to put up my tent. No, they put up my tent, 
the beginning of a too brief but very valued 
relationship. 

Snatches of memories crowd in: I never saw the 
terrain that I chose especially because of its 
beauty. What I saw was dark, rocky soil kicked up 
from my llama’s feet. Soon it began to snow! In 
July! Living in New Orleans I had rarely seen snow! 
When it snowed even an inch in New Orleans, 
schools closed, families gathered at Audubon 
Park to walk in the crunching snow, trying to 
make snowballs out of nothing more than a 
dusting. 

And then I began to have diarrhea…. maybe the 
meals disagreed with me? The hiking was 

strenuous. I thought I had trained sufficiently, but 
I was totally unprepared for the reality I was 
experiencing… I was struggling with every aspect 
of my being…physically, emotionally, 
mentally. Soon I began asking our guide if I could 
leave the trip. He was nonplussed but matter of 
fact, saying “let’s give it some time”, and “you’re in 
an all new situation”. I couldn’t sleep during the 
night and as I remember it, soon the guide began 
making plans for me to leave the group. 

This I do remember: a young woman guide 
walked me out of the national park. It had 
stopped snowing.  I had never seen such raw 
beauty: huge rocks and boulders, full of color, 
were everywhere. It seemed to me that a huge 
green paint brush had washed the world, leaving 
a brilliant blue sky overhead. We walked at a pace 
I could manage. The air was soft. I couldn’t 
contain my excitement. Sometime during our hike 
out, I had the distinct impression that Len, my 
husband, was coming to save me! Maybe he was 
in a plane that very minute….I wish I could 
remember how long I was with the group before I 
left, how long was that exquisite hike out, how 
the arrangements were made to get to the motel, 
or the plane ride home, and especially the names 
of the couple who responded to me from the very 
beginning. 

And so, these many years later, my memories 
coalesce. I do remember my fear and fright 
having diarrhea. But I also remember, even 
though I couldn’t name them, the woman and 
man, who, with few words, just stayed by me. And 
I remember the absolute beauty of land so 
different from anything I had seen previously. 
And I remember my desire to experience 
something new, and so I did. 
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What goes around comes around! I am writing 
this as I wait to begin a Zoom session with my 
grandson, with whom I do one-on-one tutoring in 
advanced algebra. 

I grew up in a small town in Connecticut in the 
1950’s and early 1960’s. Portland’s educational 
system was sub-optimal at best. My parents were 
always looking for opportunities to enhance the 
curriculum. I was very good in math and by the 
time I finished sixth grade, I was ready for 
algebra. However, algebra was a ninth-grade 
course and there were no opportunities for 
moving ahead within the school’s curriculum. 
There was a television program, Continental 
Classroom, on NBC, which had an algebra course 
every weekday morning from 6am to 6:30am.  My 
father got me the textbook and provided 
supplemental tutorials and grilled me daily. Every 
day that school year I studied algebra before 
breakfast, and that head start got me going on 
my own. I finished two years of Calculus at 
Wesleyan University. After high school, my 
interests shifted to chemistry and biology and 
eventually Medicine. 

Fast forward one generation. We were living near 
Philadelphia in the late 1980’s when our youngest 
son, David, was in junior high and high school. He 
was (and still is) an excellent student. His 
interests extended in many directions, including 
science and math. Math, and in particular 

algebra, was not his favorite subject. Being a 
typical Jewish parent, I pushed. As a youngster, if 
I had gotten nine out of ten correct, my father 
would always ask: “What happened to the other 
one?” David felt that he knew how to do algebra 
and did not want paternal input. To this day, 
David reminds me that studying algebra with me 
was not a pleasant experience! 

Skipping ahead to 2021 and another generation, 
Aidan, our oldest grandson, is now in eighth 
grade studying Algebra 2 in a Jewish day school in 
Denver. Unfortunately his brain works faster than 
either his ability to express how he thinks, or how 
fast his hand can write to capture his thought 
processes. Combine that with a non-linear way of 
thinking and the result has not always been 
pretty. My earlier facility in math and the 
availability of Zoom led to a phone call from his 
father, Barry, our second son. Now there is a very 
heavy algebra book sitting on my desktop, a copy 
of the one Aidan is using. I have the opportunity 
to study and relearn stuff I had not thought 
about in 60 years. I am now halfway through the 
chapter on logarithms and exponents, made 
worse by learning the new vocabulary used in 
teaching math…  

Fortunately for Aidan and for me, working on 
algebra with a grandchild is very different from 
teaching a son. 

Algebra3: Generations  
by Michael Ross 

Photos of Spring 
By Michael Ross 

Cherry Blossoms 

Crabapple Buds 
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My Army Career 
by Fred Stavis 

I was drafted into the US Army in early 1956 after 
I had graduated from Brown University in 1955. It 
was a couple of years after the end of the Korean 
War. Basic infantry training was at Fort Dix, NJ 
during January and February, 1956. I decided not 
to go to Officer Training School because it would 
have meant signing up for three years rather 
than the necessary two-year draft. Infantry basic 
training in mid-winter was a nightmare. Over half 
of the men in the unit ended up in the hospital 
with pneumonia. Learning to charge a stuffed 
dummy with the bayonet at the end of my rifle 
and yelling “KILL, KILL, KILL” was a terrifying 
experience for me. Experiencing forced marches 
in snow and mud with a heavy backpack and 
carrying a rifle for miles certainly got me in 
physical shape but was very unpleasant. 

Everybody took all kinds of tests before they were 
assigned to the second six weeks of training to 
decide where they would be posted. After the 
first six weeks, the individual postings were called 
out as to where we would be for the next six 
weeks. My name was the last one called and was 
different from all the others. I was to go to Fort 
Bragg, North Carolina to the Psychological 
Warfare Training School. Fort Bragg is a huge 
Army Post primarily for the 82nd Airborne and 
for Special Forces training. The Psychological 
Warfare Training School was the location for the 
Special Forces. Not wanting to spend the two 
years in the States, I went to the personnel office 
to try to get a posting overseas. The sergeant 
said that nobody could get out of Fort Bragg and 
that I would be stuck there. I said that there must 
be Army units looking for people with specialties. 
He said there were but I didn’t have the specialty 
that was wanted. He said that the psychological 
warfare unit in Hawaii was looking for a 741 (a 
public information officer). I asked what the 
qualifications were. He directed me to the Army 
manuals which spelled out all of the specialties. I 
asked him how to change my MOS (military 
occupational officer designation) and he pointed 

me to the personnel action form but he said that 
I would never be able to change my MOS. I asked 
him if I could change my MOS, would he send me 
to Hawaii? He said that he would be good for his 
word. One week later I brought in all of the 
appropriate signed forms and he, with 
amazement in his eyes, said that his word was 
good and that I would be sent to Hawaii. 

When I arrived in Hawaii, I was put on a bus that 
was going to Schofield Barracks, an infantry 
training unit. I was let off the bus at Fort Shafter 
which was surrounded by a high fence topped 
with barbed wire. It was a super-top-secret unit. I 
entered and told the soldier at the reception that 
I had come to fill the post that had been sent to 
the States. He said that the position had already 
been filled from the island. I asked to speak to an 
officer. I was directed to Captain Higgenbotham 
who came from Oklahoma and was very 
impressed that I had graduated from an Ivy 
League School and that I had majored in 
international relations. He asked if I knew much 
about Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam and I said of 
course I did, and that I knew a lot about all of 
French Indochina (although really I knew nothing 
about that part of the world). He had a map 
behind his desk and I was reading information on 
the map to him. He said it would be great to have 
me as a part of his unit. I ended up serving about 
a year and a half in Hawaii and two months in 
Japan and it was like being in graduate school in 
international relations. I learned to be a critical 
reader and a critical listener and, before making 
decisions, to find out the source of the 
information. Usually, the information is only as 
good as the source that it comes from. I also 
learned that the Army is a huge bureaucracy and 
that it was necessary to learn the myriad of rules 
of how that bureaucracy worked to navigate 
through them. Each bureaucracy has its own way 
of doing things and its own set of rules and you 
must learn the culture, the rules, and how to 
manipulate them for your own benefit. 
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Delicious Air 
Haiku by Anna Markus 

 

Delicious air 

Filled with the breath 

Of tiny birds 

Spring Bursts Forth 
Photograph by Anna Markus 

Whose arms are these? I ask 

Time says: “They are the arms of all 

    who have aged” 

Why did I suddenly notice? 

Time says: “Because you had time” 

The spots on my arms and face  

    are freckles, I tell my grandson.  

 The others know but say:  

    “My, how well you look.” 

     

Why can’t she remember? 

Time says: “Time clumps our brains” 

All that is left now is a cheerful child 

   with little talk, so different from times past. 

 

Do I have time to finish? 

Time asks: “What? “  

I have much to do. 

Time says: “Keep doing  

   though you may not finish, 

   for time does not wait”. 

 
What good is time? 

Time says: “To see the new. 

With time you may  

    watch the short cycles of seasons, 

    the longer cycle of his growth 

    And be gone before the sadness  

    of the end of their cycles”. 

Time says: “ Let time pass”. 

Time Crept Up on Me 
   By Sam Lehrer 
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The Nun 
by Diana Bronner 

In February 1991 we were in Africa visiting 
Tanzania, Burundi and Zaire.  In Tanzania we 
boarded a boat on Lake Victoria going to Burundi. 
There was an African nun on board and for 
whatever reason, I asked if I could photograph 
her. She declined at first, but we started talking. I 
found out she lived in Burundi and that she was 
studying to become a nurse. She had financial 
difficulties although her father helped her as best 
he could. After she shared this with me, and we 
talked about other things, I again asked her if I 
could photograph her. I explained I just loved to 
take pictures of people I met on my travels and 
that if she gave me her address, I would send her 
the pictures. By now, she felt quite comfortable 
with me and allowed me to photograph her and 

she gave me her address. We said goodbye to 
each other when we arrived at the shore of 
Burundi. 

I followed through, sent her the photos and she 
wrote to thank me. I sent her some money to help 
her with her studies. She said it helped her with 
her expenses and to buy the books she needed. 
Then came the terrible ethnic conflict between the 
Hutu tribe and the Tutsi tribe— a civil conflict 
which had been flaring on and off for many 
decades. It exploded in a major civil war in 1994 in 
which hundreds of thousands of Tutsis (and a 
moderate number of Hutus) were killed. I never 
heard from her again. 

When I was a 13-year-old eighth grader I was 
naive, and shy. I was blown away when a 
sophomore— two years older than me—in high 
school asked me to the Senior Prom. I was so 
happy, I cried. I couldn’t fathom how a boy his age 
wanted to be my escort to such a special event. I 
was the envy of every other girl. My date’s name 
was Timmy Cole, one that I shall remember until 
eternity. My Mom took me shopping until I 
dropped. I chose what every girl dreamed of: a 
stylish crinoline gown. The fabric is so dated that it 
no longer exists. My older sister Elsa and I doubled 
to the prom. I was so nervous and timid that I 

barely engaged in conversation. When Timmy held 
me in his arms as we danced, he swept me off my 
feet. I felt like the girl in the fairy tale with the glass 
slipper. 

The evening ended on a romantic note. When 
Timmy said goodnight to me, he kissed me on the 
cheek. I shall always remember that evening.  

It was a dream come true. I drifted off to sleep that 
night dreaming of my knight in shining armor who 
stole my heart. Now, I am a grey-haired 80-year-
old woman with so many treasured memories. 

My First Dance 
by Caryn Finard 
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The long-legged young woman with wavy auburn 
hair had left her sister bedded down in a lounge 
chair below deck with a wrinkled raincoat draped 
over her body as a cover and a backpack under 
her head for a pillow, trying to sleep off 
seasickness and migraine. The older sister 
checked up on the younger for the seventh or 
eighth time since leaving her with deep creases in 
her forehead, startled eyes and a frightening 
greenish skin color. Now these were gone and 
she looked peaceful in sleep. The older sister 
retraced her steps past the snack bar on the 
middle deck, through the clusters of English 
tourists, the Belgians and French and Germans, 
the chattering Americans with their canvas bags 
and aviator sunglasses and reclaimed her chair 
on the windy top deck. She settled in and 
reflected on the choppy waves, the noisy gulls, 
and the last days of her freedom. They had 
another three hours before they docked at 
Ostend and then there would be a brief night of 
sleep before they caught the early morning plane 
to Philadelphia. 

Once seated, she opened a dog-eared copy of 
Scientific American and began to read without 
interest. The jargon claimed her less than 
watching the other people on the pitching deck of 
the ferry crossing the Channel. It was 1964; she 
was barely twenty, just out of college and after a 
glorious summer in Europe, headed for four years 
of postgraduate school as soon as she got home. 
The magazine was so boring. She put her head 
back and let the salt air work on her complexion 
as she enjoyed the tranquility, trying to put away 
her anxiety. Later she recalled that her mouth had 
probably been open and she could have been 
snoring or talking in her sleep. A masculine voice 
from somewhere above her head broke into her 
dreams as she lay sprawled on the deck chair and 
brought her to a sitting position. 

“Are you an engineer?” 

She hauled her body upright and squinted at a tall 
young man standing between her and the sun.  

She shielded her eyes with her hand; the 
magazine slithered to the floor.    

“No.  A student.” 

“American?” 

“Yes.  You?” 

“German.  I’m a civil engineer.  I read Scientific 
American too.” 

“I don’t.” 

He looked confused and sat down beside her. 
“Are you going home after Ostend?” 

“Yes. Tomorrow morning.” 

“How did you like your summer in Europe?” 

“Very much, thank you.  Do you do business          
in the UK?” 

“I travel for my company.  They send me there 
because I speak English fluently” 

“That you do,” she said. 

They talked for the next hour or so. She was glad 
for his company. Conversation took her mind off 
her mild queasiness, boredom, concern for her 
sister, and the terror at the competitive academic 
life that waited for her when she got home. He 
asked her whether she had visited Germany.  “No, 
I couldn’t face it,” she said. 

“You are Jewish,” he said matter-of-factly. She 
nodded. He studied her face for a brief moment 
and then shook his head as if to dislodge an 
unpleasant thought. 

“Are you traveling alone?’ 

“No.  My sister’s downstairs sleeping.  She feels 
sick.” 

“We’ll find her a hotel as soon as the ferry docks.  
Have you seen Belgium?” 

“No.  Our return flight takes off from Ostend.  
We’ve spent the last two weeks touring England.” 

“You haven’t missed anything as far as Belgium 
(Continued on page 11) 

Ostend 
by Susan Nemens 
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goes,” he said.  “May I ask your name?” 

“Marianne,” she lied. 

“Bernard.” 

“Nice to meet you.” 

At Ostend the ferry disgorged its hurrying 
passengers. The American girl awoke her sister 
who squinted and staggered, still in the migraine’s 
grip. Bernard lifted the younger girl’s pack on his 
back, and carrying his briefcase in one hand, 
supported her to the dock with his other arm. 
They walked through the streets until they came 
to a modest but clean-looking hotel with a hand 
lettered sign in the window announcing that 
rooms were available. He knocked at the door. A 
solid middle-aged woman presented herself at the 
door. She looked sharply at Bernard, spat on the 
ground, and muttered, “Wir haben keine Zimmer 
fur Sie.” She slammed the door in their faces. They 
could hear her muttering as she thumped her way 
back into her house. 

“What was that all about?” 

“These people have long memories,” he said. 

“Can she tell you’re German?” 

“Only an American would ask that question.”  He 
smiled without humor. 

After walking through a few more streets they 
found an innkeeper with a shorter memory.  
Bernard talked for a few minutes with the woman 
at the desk and shot the two young women a 
triumphant look as they waited in the parlor, 
indicating that he had gotten them a room. The 
Americans left their passports at the desk and 
went upstairs where the younger girl fell asleep 
on top of the bedspread. Her sister covered her 
with a spare blanket, left her backpack on the 
floor and went back downstairs to the lobby 
where she prepared to say goodbye to her new 
friend. But he was not so easily put off. “Why don’t 
I show you the city, and then we can have some 
dinner?  I promise to have you back here in time 
for a good night’s sleep. I’ve already told the lady 
to wake you at six tomorrow.” 

She looked at him and felt something like 

suspicion mixed with respect. He was quite good-
looking, she noticed for the first time.  “You’re very 
efficient,” she said. 

“Yes, Marianne, we’re known for it. By the way, I 
saw your name on your passport.  You can trust 
me.” She blushed.  “You can call me Karen,” she 
said. 

“Nice to meet you, Karen.  I’m still Bernard.” 

“Nice to meet you, Still-Bernard.” 

They walked quietly through the town, the old 
quarter, the new section with its glassy buildings, 
the cathedral in the square, the waterfront, and 
completing their circle, they arrived at a café in a 
narrow street behind the cathedral. There they 
ordered in French, mindful of the Belgians and 
their long memories. After the meal, Bernard 
broke the silence. 

“Do you like jazz?”    “Of course.”  “I know a club 
near here. It’s very Bohemian. Would you like to 
go?” He looked at his watch. “It’s only nine. We 
won’t stay too late.” They sat in the club listening 
to the band, and absently watched the crowd of 
University students. Bernard was as good as his 
word. At eleven, he rose to leave and they walked 
slowly through the narrow darkened streets of 
Ostend. As they rounded a corner, the young 
woman suddenly realized that she had no idea 
which part of town they were in. She hadn’t looked 
at a map and had never been in this city before.  
They were standing in a deserted alley in a 
doorway. Bernard touched her arm and with his 
other hand reached into his jacket pocket. 

“Would you like a cigarette?”    “No, I don’t smoke.” 

He took a cigarette from the pack in his pocket, 
leaned on the frame of the doorway, and smiled 
at her lazily as he smoked. “Your hotel is just 
around the corner.” They turned the corner and 
within minutes they were standing in the lobby of 
her hotel.  She looked at her watch. Eleven twenty.  
“Thanks for your company.  I had fun.”  She was 
feeling tired. He put a forefinger under her chin 
and held her face up toward his. “Don’t worry 
about school. You’ll do just fine.” He let his hand 

(Continued on page 12) 
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fall from her chin and touched her arm. He was 
staring at her as he had on the ferry, with a dark, 
unhappy look. 

“I’m sorry,” he said.  I wasn’t even born yet.”          
“I know.  Neither was I.” 

“Gute Reise”.   “Danke sehr.” 

She slept soundly and was awakened by the hotel 
receptionist exactly at six. Her sister was feeling 
better and remembered nothing about the ferry 
trip from Dover. She was ready to go home. The 
two sisters went downstairs to their breakfast of 
coffee and croissants in the little room next to the 

garden. The taxi was waiting in front of the hotel. 
The older sister went to the front desk to pay for 
their room. 

“C’est combien pour la chambre, Madame?     “Le 
gentilhomme, il a payé pour toi, Mademoiselle.” 
The young woman stared stupidly for a moment 
and put her money away. She smiled. 

“Merci bien, Madame.  Au revoir.” “That was an 
unusual young man,” she said as they got into the 
taxi. “What young man?” her sister answered, a 
little confused. At seventeen, she had been 
overwhelmed by Europe.   “Never mind.  I’m glad 
to see your headache’s gone.” 

Why is the American Eagle known as Bald? 
by Henry Wechsler  

Have you ever looked up at the sky 
and wondered about the reason why 
the  American eagle is called “bald," 
a condition at which many are appalled? 
 
At first I thought it was just an error 
defoliating our standard bearer 
a simple case of a typo, 
an “a” replacing an “o.” 
Contrary to what I had been told 
our eagle isn’t bald, it’s bold. 

A careful look at the bird’s head 
reveals white feathers instead. 
 
But that may be too simple an explanation 
for our alopecia manifestation. 
Perhaps the hair loss has another source 
It’s a natural part of aging, of course. 
It may be due to man’s contribution 
to climate change and air pollution, 

 

Bald Eagle  Photo  by Michael Ross 
 


