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Notes from the Editor 

As winter draws in, we brace ourselves for bad 
weather. It is all the harder for me when good 
friends and supporters of The Bridge passed away in 
the same week in September. Ed Goldstein reviewed 
every issue of this publication before I sent it to the 
printer. His eagle eye often saw errors that I missed, 
and I was very grateful to him. He wrote many fine 
pieces for The Bridge about his experiences as a 
child in Nazi Germany and as a senior executive at 
Bell Labs. For more than a decade, Ed and John 
Averell edited The Bridge together until I took over 
in 2019. 

Frankie Wolff was a frequent contributor, always 
reminding us that there is a spiritual side to our lives 
through her stories about her journeys of self-
discovery. 

Diana Bronner was our staff photographer for 
almost two years. 

Henry Wechsler wrote poems on topical subjects 
that were many people’s favorites. Losing a partner, 
a good friend, a companion or a cherished neighbor 
are hard blows to bear. We miss all of them. 

Prue Thorner 
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Meeting Russian Refuseniks 
By Ron Silberstein 

Sometime in the 1980's my wife Ruth and I 
decided we should go to Russia and visit 
refuseniks. These were Russian Jews who wanted 
to move to Israel or the US. Russia would not let 
them leave. Our Argentinian friends joined us in 
Russia, but I do not think they understood what 
our plans were. 

The CJP in Boston was very helpful in planning our 
trip and they put us in touch with an 
organization that provided guidance to people 
who wanted to visit refuseniks. They provided us 
with names of refuseniks who spoke English and 
would welcome visitors. They gave us their 
telephone numbers and told us to bring dimes 
with us and call from pay telephones in the street 
so that the KGB would not know about our calls. 

When we arrived in Moscow, I contacted a 
refusenik family and arranged to meet them that 
evening at the last stop on the subway. We 
contacted our friends from Argentina and 
encouraged them to join us. However, they had 
made plans to visit friends from Ecuador. The 
husband was the Ecuadorian ambassador to 
Russia. I told our friends how we contacted the 
refuseniks and how we would meet them. I think 
they thought we were crazy. 

We did meet the refuseniks and walked with them 
to their apartment. While we were there the 
phone rang but when they answered it no one 
was on the other line. They said it was the KGB 
letting them know that they knew we were 
visiting. 

We visited a number of refuseniks in Moscow and 
Leningrad. Our meetings were very interesting 
and informative. They all wanted to know why we 
were visiting them and they were greatly 
appreciative of our visit and our concern 
regarding their efforts to leave Russia. We always 
asked them if there was anything we could do for 
them. Only one said yes. He asked us to send 
him a copy of the book "Kissinger", which we did. 

One refusenik was a professor who lost his job. 
He was subsequently working as a street cleaner 
in Moscow. We met him near our hotel and 
invited him for coffee. He thanked us but said he 
could not enter the hotel. 

In Leningrad, we arranged to meet a refusenik at 
a synagogue. He told us to take the streetcar to 
meet him. The synagogue was closed but an 
adjoining building was open where we could meet 
him. When we started to get off the streetcar a 
couple looked at us and shook their heads and 
instinctively we knew not to get off yet. 
Ultimately they alerted us when to get off so we 
could join them. Later, our Argentinian friends 
decided to join us in Leningrad for a few visits. 

In Moscow we were invited to the home of the 
Ecuadorian ambassador with our friends. They 
had us meet in the garden area because we could 
not talk freely in the house because it was bugged 
by the KGB. We told the ambassador what we 
were doing and he was shocked. He thought that 
all Russian Jews were living far from Moscow, and 
he offered to welcome some Jews to Ecuador, but 
we did not pursue that. 

When we left Russia we went through Customs at 
the Leningrad airport. Ruth and I and our friend 
who was an Argentinian lawyer went right 
through. However, the authorities initially would 
not let his female companion through because 
she was carrying antique silverware that she 
bought. Our friend said he would not leave 
without her and went back through Customs. His 
companion hugged him and said, "Now I know 
you really love me". They were both finally 
allowed to leave with the silverware. They later 
got married and we have stayed very friendly. 
They have visited us in Boston and we have visited 
them in Buenos Aires. When we left Russia we 
flew to Helsinki. The pilot made an 
announcement when the plane left Russian air 
space and the passengers cheered. 

(Continued on page 4) 
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I made my first trip to Europe with my college 
roommate in 1952, not long after World War II 
ended.  The first obstacle I had to overcome was 
my parents’ fear of letting me go.  The only way to 
convince them was to have a meeting with my 
roommate’s parents, who had emigrated to the 
United States from Germany in 1938. They 
assured my mother and father that I would not be 
kidnapped and sold into “white slavery.” After that 
it was smooth “sailing” on the Queen Elizabeth in 
tourist class (an improvement over steerage class 
that my immigrant ancestors survived). The 
voyage lasted five long days until we reached 
Southampton and then we went by train to 
London. 

       Extensive bomb damage was still evident in 
the heart of London, and food was strictly 
rationed. I discovered this when I asked for cream 
for my coffee and got an astonished look from 
the waitress, who had not seen cream since 1940. 
We spent a week in London, whiIe I was very 

impatient to leave for Paris. No Eurostar then, but 
a very tough trip across the English Channel by 
boat, surrounded by shipmates throwing up and 
miserable. 

  Paris, on the surface, showed no bomb damage, 
but it was a city of grimy gray buildings that had 
suffered a lack of maintenance since the 30’s. No 
obvious food shortages existed, and the buttery 
croissants melted in your mouth, which was filled 
with creamy coffee. The unseen damage was to 
the psyche of a people who had suffered the 
humiliation of defeat and the trauma of 
occupation by the Nazis. 

  I shall never forget the exhilaration of walking 
the city in the first days after I arrived. From the 
Opera to the Champs Elysees, the Place de la 
Concorde and crossing the Seine to the Left Bank, 
up the quays to the Eiffel Tower and then back to 
the student quarter. I was hooked forever and 
returned whenever I could, each time to discover 
some new marvel. 

I believe most if not all the refuseniks we met 
ultimately left Russia. Some went to Israel and 
some to the US.  We became very friendly with 
one couple after they moved to Maryland.  Our 

daughter and son-in-law live in Potomac, 
Maryland, so when we visited them we would also 
meet the former refuseniks. 

When Paris Was Still Dark 
by Serena Kafker 

Cartoon by Bob Mesnik 



 

The Bridge                                                                                                     5                                                                                           WINTER 2021 

 

Enlisting 

That evening the New York Times had a two-inch 
blurb announcing that the Selective Service had 
opened up a six-month active duty and a five-
and-a-half years of reserve duty. The regular 
draft, with its two-year requirement, plus 
reserve duty, was waiting for me. So early the 
following day I enlisted into the 77th Signal 
Company.   

Basic Training, Fort Dix 

The day starts with chin- and push-ups and a 
“gourmet breakfast,” often SOS, beef bits in 
condensed milk.  

 Double Time  

At the beginning when we were marching, I was 
in the front row, but I was at the end of the 
platoon by the second round of double time. 

The Army took care of your development. I 
needed some open space and relaxation. So, 
after dinner, I went out with a scythe cutting 
hay, and there were miles of it. Returning after 
that there was cleaning the M-1 rifle, and spit 
polishing the boots and buckles. Two weeks 
later, I was in the first row all through the 
marching.  

Gassing it up 

About three platoons sat on wood stadium seats 
in a large tent, getting a lesson on poison gas 
and using a gas mask. After about 25 minutes, 
the instructor said he would be right back and 
left the tent, zipping up the doorway. Suddenly 
tear gas flooded the tent. As the tears flooded 
our eyes, we removed our helmets and put on 
our gas masks. Anyone who had napped got a 
little more gas. We stumbled down the stadium 
steps directly to the now open door as we and 
the gas flowed out. 

 

Graduation: a sparkling night 

 Graduation ceremonies were sparkling. As we 
crawled over about a half a football field at 
night, machine guns with tracer bullets were 
firing at us, and the simulated artillery was 
blowing up all around us. This was the third run. 
The other two were during the day, the first one 
with no weapons firing and the second round 
with everything breaking loose. 

A beacon of light shone on me with a 
loudspeaker blaring: “Soldier, you were 
supposed to be on top, not under the earth.” 
You crawled another football field, reached the 
barbed wire, tossed your grenades, went under 
the wire with fixed bayonets, and charged the 
dummies.  

Fort Gordon, Augusta Ga.  
(Signal Corps Training)  

 
 It was a Signal and Military Police camp. Red 
dust and lots of rain. We all carried tootsie rolls 
(rolled up ponchos) on the back of our belts. The 
first day after class, I jumped into the shower. 
One minute later, I heard the thundering of 
elephants pounding the floor. It was the boots of 
the men running to the whistle of roll call. I 
jumped into boots with my towel wrapped 
around me and ran out to join my platoon.  

The sergeant was at the other end. Perhaps if I 
stood straight as an arrow, the 6’ 2’ Texas 
sergeant would not notice me. The Georgia sun 
was drying and warming my skin. Then a cold 
chill came over me as the Sargent looked down 
with some barks not suitable for printing in The 
Bridge.  YESSIR, YESSIR,  YES. 

Not long after that, the sergeant came to me 
and said, “I’m going overseas, and you are now 
the sergeant in charge with a private room and 
all that comes with the rank. As he left, blowing 
his whistle for a formation, he turned to me and 

(Continued on page 6) 

Some of my Army Days 
By Jack Sobel 
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Early in the morning of my recent “Important 
Special Birthday” my doorbell rang.  When I 
opened the door, I was very surprised to see my 
long-time NewBridge housekeeper, Maria, along 
with Ezra who has been Houseman for the South 
Building since I moved into NewBridge twelve 
years ago. He has always been a special friend. 

To my astonishment, before I could ask about the 
purpose of their visit, they burst into a beautiful 
and extremely enthusiastic rendition of “Happy 
Birthday”. I truly appreciate their delightful 
thoughtfulness. It was a wonderful beginning to 
my birthday celebrations. 

 

Birthday Song 
by Sheila Klein 

said, “I pity you with these hillbillies.”  

At formation, he announced his redeployment 
and called me front and center. He introduced 
me as his replacement, handed me his 
clipboard, and left. My message to the platoon 

was: you take care of me with shiny floors, 
latrines you can drink from, and so forth, and I 
will promise you weekend passes, and limited 
KP.  

“Dismissed.”  

      A Haiku  
by Anna Markus 
 

Ant on my hand 

Hiking on my wrinkled palm 

Traveling my lifeline 

Sunburst Quilt 
Photograph by Anna Markus 
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I was born in 1937 in Sedalia, Missouri, a town of 
20,000 about 80 miles east of Kansas City.  There 
were about 100 Jews.  Many were extended family, 
cousins of my mother; they all arrived from Russia 
in 1904 and ended up in Sedalia. My mother was 
six years old when she arrived.  

 Some of my earliest memories were of services 
held in a house, at 9.00 p.m. on Friday nights. 
Most of the Jews were merchants and the stores 
closed at 8:30 p.m.  Reform services were held on 
the first floor of the house; my father was the lay 
rabbi by virtue of his heder training. An orthodox 
minyan was held upstairs.  As a young child I 
would sneak upstairs to watch those mysterious 
strange people daven—what was that crazy 
language they were chanting? 

 Was it strange to be a child with few Jewish 
friends, to be such a small minority among this 
Bible Belt community where few knew Jews or 
what Judaism even was or meant?  It was totally 
normal to me!  Natural, comfortable, and 
special.  My parents led a Jewish life, celebrating 
Shabbat and holidays, and instilling in me a very 
strong, positive identity of being Jewish. I was 
special. I was chosen. God chose me to be a light 
unto the world. And with that came immense 
responsibilities. My actions and words had to be 
above reproach.  I represented Judaism to all 
around me: to my classmates, my school, my 
community. Everything I did and said had to be of 
the highest ethical and moral level.  

 Was it difficult seeing my friends celebrate 
Christmas? Not at all. My father built a large 
Jewish star with a menorah attached. We 
decorated it, lit candles during Chanukah, had 
presents—eight of them!  My friends thought it 
was the coolest thing they'd ever seen. Before the 
Jewish holidays my Mom took me shopping for 
new clothes. And driving to Kansas City before 
Pesach to pick up all the food supplies was a 
special excursion I always looked forward to. On 
Pesach itself we traveled to the Airforce Base 
nearby and my Dad led services for about 20 

Jewish soldiers. I became the baby sister for those 
adorable young men, who missed their families.  

 I was often called upon by my teachers to explain 
our holidays. I must admit, I loved the attention! 
Yes, I was made to feel different. But I was 
different. Do all Jews feel different? Or only those 
of us reared in small towns without many other 
Jews to compare ourselves with? When I went to a 
Jewish summer camp at 13, and everyone stood to 
say the Shema I looked around in amazement! 
How did all those kids know it? I thought it was my 
prayer that I said every night and the prayer we 
said in Temple--a Sedalia thing! I had a lot to learn. 
My own Jewish world was tiny. I had no concept of 
Judaism outside my shtetl. 

 Discrimination? When I went to church 
occasionally with a friend, I was told from the 
pulpit that the Jews killed Christ. My friends were 
all frightened that I would go to hell (my parents 
assured me otherwise). The Country Club, per its 
by-laws, did not admit Jews, though my parents 
were friends with many members. Sedalia’s Jews 
went to their own club. 

 My father was the conductor and founder of the 
Sedalia Symphony, and at one of the concerts 
when my father came on stage, the man behind 
us whispered, "you know their leader is a Jew”    
My mother whipped around and hissed: "And      
so is yours!"   

 As a teen I dated a wonderful non-Jewish boy who 
waited in his car Friday nights outside the Temple 
for me. Going to services was mandatory, not only 
for me but for all of our small close-knit group. We 
needed one another. We were not all friends in 
our Jewish community, but somehow we knew we 
had to band together as one. My parents' motto 
was be a Jew at home and an American and loyal 
community member outside. As I sat in the 
Temple and watched my father conduct services 
and my mother sing in the choir, I was in heaven. I 
reveled in the Jewish experience.   

(Continued on page 8) 

Growing Up Jewish in a Small Town 
by Willie Ross 
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 I always knew I would marry a Jew and rear a  
Jewish family. After sixty years of a wonderful 
marriage, three children, ten grandchildren, and 

two great-grandchildren, I feel privileged to have 
been reared in a small town, where being Jewish 
was so special. 

The German refugees began arriving in Boston in 
1933. As my mother spoke German, and I 
understood a little, we wanted to help them. The 
people who sponsored the refugees needed a 
translator, and my mother would spend every 
night going from house to house interpreting the 
conversations. I helped as best I was able.  We 
were appalled by the spotty news that was 
coming in from Europe, and we were all 
motivated to do something. An immigrant 
himself, my father had always been active in 
Jewish organizations of the day in Boston. My 
friends and I formed (Combined Jewish 
Philanthropies) CJP Juniors to help raise money 
for the Jewish refugees. So many of the refugees 
had small children who came over with them and 
had very little to live on.  Donations would range 
from a few cents, which was most common, to a 
few dollars. In that era five cents would buy a loaf 
of bread. Young children would give a portion of 
their weekly allowances to help those in need. I 
had so much homework from Girls Latin School 
every night, and I had just gotten my 
driver’s license. This was long before seatbelts 
were used, and we would all pile into whatever 
cars we had to visit Jewish neighborhoods in 
Greater Boston to get donations. My friends with 
talent would entertain. A couple of the Jewish 
settlement houses had pianos and Lenny 
Bernstein, (yes, the Lenny Bernstein who wrote 

West Side Story) who was part of our group, and 
Mildred Speigle would play dueling pianos.    

 I was co-chair of Junior CJP with Bobby Strauss 
and he had always been the spokesman. It was 
decided that I would be the spokesperson for the 
annual dinner fundraiser that was hosted in the 
Copley Plaza Hotel. The heads of various business 
groups, lawyers, doctors and power players were 
all sitting at the head table. This was the first time 
that the CJP Juniors were represented. Our 
guest of honor and keynote speaker was Eleanor 
Roosevelt, who was seated next to me at the 
dinner. I wore an evening gown which was a 
simple fitted maroon lamé, sleeveless, with a 
round neck.   

     I was introduced to Mrs. Roosevelt, and I 
shook her hand. She recognized how nervous I 
was and kindly held my hand and soothed me, by 
telling me that she understood my 
nervousness. She held my hand throughout the 
evening. I thought of her gorgeous eyes. The 
press scathingly described her as unattractive. I 
thought she was beautiful, as she had the most 
sparkling blue eyes. Every time I thought of her, I 
remembered her gorgeous eyes. If it weren’t for 
Mrs. Roosevelt holding my hand and reassuring 
me, I would never have been able to deliver my 
speech, which was graciously received, and the 
evening went without a hitch. 

Eleanor Roosevelt 
By Lenore Karlin 
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Mushrooms  
 

Photographs 
by Jim Feldman 

As most who attend NewBridge lectures know, I 
tend to raise my hand to ask questions of the 
lecturers. This is not a new trait. As a first-year law 
student in 1953, I attended an Edward R. Murrow 
See It Now program at my law school. At that 
program, deans from three law schools debated 
the usefulness of US Congressional investigations 
of left-leaning groups and individuals. It was the 
McCarthy era and one of the speakers talked 
about the dangers of a man on horseback riding 
in from the left to lead an insurrection of the 
government. Up went my hand and I was asked to 
state my question. I remember the question 
almost word for word. I directed my question to 
Dean Griswold who was then dean of the law 
school I attended and who later became a US 
Solicitor General. I asked, “Dean, in light of the fact 
that the French general on horseback galloped in 
from the right and Hitler and Mussolini rode to 
power during investigations of the extreme left, 
would you say that investigations, corruptive 
investigations that is, promote fascism.”  The 
Dean, after a short pause, bellowed out …”YES” 

and the law school crowd erupted in a loud cheer. 
The director of the TV program, which was taped, 
used my question, the Dean’s answer and the 
audience’s reaction to conclude the program as 
shown to a national TV audience.   

Dick Goodwin, a law school classmate, who later 
became a presidential speech writer and the 
husband of presidential biographer, Doris Kearns 
Goodwin, also attended the live program. After 
class one day, Dick invited me to attend a small 
gathering of law school students and faculty to 
meet and talk to John F. Kennedy, then a newly-
elected US Senator from Massachusetts, about 
Kennedy’s future in politics. Many who attended, 
Dick Goodwin predicted, would become part of 
Kennedy’s inner circle if Kennedy ran for 
president. I declined the invitation, telling Dick 
that I was from Holyoke, Mass. and Holyokers did 
not get involved in partisan politics. I later found 
out that the two most recent Massachusetts 
Senate Presidents at that time were from Holyoke 
and were partisan to the core. As I said at the top 
of this story, I was born to be a politician.  

Born to be a Politician 
by Bob Weinstein 
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Deep in the woods of New Hampshire, alongside 
a rushing brook and not far from the 

Cannon Mountain Ski Area, sits a Dartmouth 
Outing Club cabin. It is hardly as luxurious as 
more expensive accommodations (it is free to 
DOC members), but it is well equipped for a ski 
weekend vacation. 

There is a shovel to clear a path to the adjoining 
outhouse, a hatchet to split wood for the 
fireplace and wood stove, a scoop to remove the 
mouse's nest from said stove, no plumbing, but 
plenty of running water from the brook, and it is 
a short drive, not only to the slopes, but also to 

the town hall where there are public restrooms 
(Hurrah!) and Saturday night movies (usually 
Westerns). It was there that we spent our "Après 
Ski" time for many years. 

Only once did we goof up. My mom had given us 
some beautiful rib-eye steaks to char on the fire. 

Green horns that we were, we buried them in the 
snow while we went to the mountain to ski (as if 
it wasn't cold enough in the cabin to keep them 
refrigerated).  Some animal had an expensive 
treat that afternoon, and we ended up with 
peanut butter sandwiches for dinner. 

Ski Weekends 

by Barbara Rosenfield 

When is a Lake not a Lake? 
  by Ruth Stavis 

When it is a mikvah!  We recently celebrated our 
neighbor’s conversion to Judaism, which took 
place in New Hampshire where we have a house 
on a lake.  Our 42-year-old neighbor, Paul, 
studied for two years to accomplish this 
conversion, which came from his heart or 
perhaps from his mind but probably both. 

 Neighbors gathered in the woods surrounding 
the lake where Paul, his wife Melanie, and their 
girls, Grace who is seven, Virginia who is four, 
and Sarah, just one year old, submerged 
themselves in the lake.  Prayers were said in the 
ritual manner.  When completed, everyone 

turned away so that the family could climb out 
of the lake and cover up.  

 After showers and in clean clothes, the family re
-entered the community gathering on the deck 
of their house.  The rabbis (three of them) gave 
the family Hebrew names, and each of us 
blessed Paul and his family. 

 Now that the family was Jewish, all that was left 
to do was eat!  A huge buffet was laid out and all 
of us enjoyed the rewards of Paul’s newly 
conferred Judaism.  A few tears were shed on 
this very moving occasion.  

Cartoon by Bob Mesnik 
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Many years ago, in my other life, I belonged to 
the Women’s Culinary Guild. The Guild consisted 
of professional women working in the food world, 
mostly influenced by Julia Child and French 
cuisine. In the Guild was my friend Denise, a 
French cook and food writer from Paris. 

Denise lived in Paris during the Nazi occupation 
and was eventually liberated by Americans as the 
war came to an end. Her actual liberator was a 
Jewish G.I. who became her husband – a lovely 
ending to a harrowing ordeal. 

When Denise turned 90, we in the Guild decided 
to make a party in her honor, duplicating recipes 
from her French cookbook. It was a special event, 
ending with Denise sitting in a corner with the 
rest of us sitting on the floor around her. Denise 
told us stories about her life in Paris during the 
Occupation. 

The concierge in her building was a Nazi woman, 
planted there to befriend and gain the confidence 
of the residents. People often disappeared 
overnight. Once one of her friends rang her bell 
one evening, tossed in jewelry and other 
valuables, and left. By morning she had 
disappeared. There were also stories of Nazis 
slipping a pencil between the obligatory Jewish 
star worn on everyone’s clothing if they were 
Jewish. They wanted to see if the star was sewn 
on tight enough. If not, the person would be 
severely reprimanded or, on occasion, taken in. 

Denise is long gone but her experiences as a Jew, 
living in wartime Paris have stayed with me. How 
lucky we are in America never to have known 
occupation in our country, and may it always be 
that way. 

Denise 
by Judy Stavis 

Fall Colors on the Charles  
Photograph by Jim Feldman 
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The Bridge is financed entirely with the 
support of NewBridge residents, so it does 
rely on your donations. 

There are  envelopes in the Library and at 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 someone. 
Your check should be made payable to  

Hebrew Senior Life, with a note that it is for 
The Bridge on the memo line. 

Submissions of written materials must be 
made via email to pruethorner@ gmail.com, 
either using Microsoft Word or Pages. 
Handwritten  materials cannot be accepted. 

CONTRIBUTIONS 

Quilted Globe from MFA Exhibition 
Photograph by Anna Markus 


