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I am sorry to say that Stan 
Treitman has stepped back from 
his role as designer for The 
Bridge. We worked together for 
four years, and Stan was �reless. 

Bob Mesnik has very quickly 
stepped forward to take over this 

task. This has resulted in a fresh 
look to our publica�on. I hope 
you will find it pleasing.  

Please thank Stan for all he has 
done when you see him, and be 
sure to let me know how you like 
the new layout. 

A Note From the Editor 
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Bob and I have enjoyed exploring 
parts of America and Canada that are 
off the beaten path. We sought out 
secondary or even ter�ary places that 
most travelers might overlook. In May 
2018, Bob spent hours designa�ng 
stops for a 16-night trip which would 
take us from Longboat Key, Florida, to 
Brant Lake, N.Y., via Minneapolis and 
Duluth. Our plan was to cross into 
Canada north of Lake Superior and re-
enter the United States southeast of 
O�awa, 3,523.4 miles in all. 

We have chronicled our varied travels 
in a blog, which includes short essays 
along with selected photos which you 
can find at   
janeandbobandmore.blogspot.com 

On Monday, May 21, 2018, we ran 
into an unexpected challenge in Sault 
Ste. Marie, Ontario, Canada.  
I discovered a barely visible nail in the 
tread of our right rear �re. Our plan 
for that day was to drive eight hours 
through extremely remote areas of 
Ontario north of Lake Huron, to reach 
O�awa, the capital of Canada. 

There was a complica�ng factor: 
Monday, May 21 was Victoria Day and 
everything in Canada was closed. 
What is Victoria Day? In 1845, during 
her reign, Queen Victoria’s birthday 
was celebrated as a holiday in Canada. 
A�er her death in 1�01, the Canadian 
Parliament declared her birthday a 
federal holiday. Like America’s 
Thanksgiving, it became recognized by 
a calendar formula: the last Monday 
preceding her actual birthday.  

We found out that every commercial 
enterprise was shut �ght. Very 
different from our experience in the 
U.S. where if there is an opportunity, 
some shops remain open to serve the 
customer’s needs even on a federal 
holiday. 

Where could we turn for advice on 
what to do? The clerk at the front desk 
of the Delta Hotel, where we had 
stayed gave us two local numbers to 
call: Canadian Tire and CAA, a towing 
company. We could be towed but 
where could we be taken? All repair 
shops were closed. 

A gentleman heading out on an eight-
hour journey west to Winnipeg 
suggested we leave the nail in place as 
the �re was not leaking. To test that 
proposi�on, he put water around the 
nail and it did not bubble. Another 
hotel guest, a fair-haired, handsome 
young gold miner traveling with his 
wife, a nurse, were leaving to return 
to their home in the bush north of 
Lake Superior. They both loved the 
remote se�ng and their work. Unsure 
of the depth of the puncture, he 
pulled the nail out and we heard a so� 
whoosh as some air le� the �re. He 
quickly put the nail back in to stop the 
�re from leaking further.  

Our first thought was to tell the front 
desk to hold our room; we feared 
driving off with a damaged �re and no 
services open on our route. It would 
be best to spend a third night in Sault 
Ste. Marie. Then a flash of insight led 
to a much be�er solu�on. 

Have you guessed it? 

The town of Sault Ste. Marie is the 
Canadian terminus of the 
Interna�onal Bridge, the tenth busiest 
bridge linking Canada and the U.S. via 
Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. In fact, 
we have towns on both ends of the 
bridge with the same name, Sault Ste. 
Marie, one on Michigan’s Upper 
Peninsula and one in Canada! We felt 
very lucky as this was the only crossing 
to America within hundreds of miles 
either east or west. Everything would 
be open in Michigan.  

With a quick cellphone call to U.P. 
Tire, we made an appointment to 
have the �re repaired. We cau�ously 
drove across the bridge to the United 
States; where the U.P. Tire guys 
speedily sealed the leak. Then we 
crossed back over the St. Mary’s River 
to Canada, surprising the toll taker 
who was working both north and 
south lanes, because we were back so 
quickly. Repaired, reassured and 
grateful, we began our eight-hour 
drive through the wilds of the 
province of Ontario to our overnight 
des�na�on in O�awa. 

 

Moonlight 

Jim Feldman 

An Unexpected Challenge 
By Jane Lewit 
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�n �ne�pe�ted �i� 

by Evelyn Botkin 

In 1994, I heard about a 10-day silent 
medita�on retreat for health 
professionals that was being held at 
the Omega Ins�tute in �hinebeck, 
New York. While I had meditated on 
and off for many years and had 
studied the relaxa�on response and 
how to elicit it with Dr. Herb Benson, I 
didn’t have much formal medita�on 
training. As a psychologist who 
worked with many pa�ents with 
medical problems, I was interested in 
the retreat both for my pa�ents and 
for my own benefit, but I was 
somewhat in�midated by the no�on 
of ten days of silence. What if I 
couldn’t do this? What if I hated it? 
What if? What if? What if?  

Despite my reserva�ons and reali�ing 
that if I didn’t like the retreat, I would 
have my car with me and could simply 
leave Omega and drive home to Long 
Island, I enrolled.  

The retreat began on a Sunday 
evening with an introductory session 
led by Jon Kabat-Zinn, the creator of 
the mindfulness-based stress 
reduc�on program �MBS�� and 
founder of the Stress �educ�on �linic 
at the UMass Medical School. A 
molecular biologist by training and a 
student of Buddhism, Kabat-Zinn’s 
program integrates Buddhist 
medita�on with scien�fic findings and 
is now offered at hospitals and in 
businesses in this country and others.  

At the end of the introductory session, 
Jon said to the group “we will be 
mee�ng back here tomorrow morning 
at � am and a�er that, aside from 
brief teachings, the retreat will 
con�nue in silence for the dura�on of 
our �me together.” Following a loud 
chorus of groans by the one hundred 
or so retreat par�cipants, he 

explained “I know that it’s early, but I 
promise that you are going to receive 
a gi� that you didn’t even know you 
wanted.” Boy, was he right! 

As I par�cipated in the ten days of 
medita�on and silence, I began to 
understand the benefits of medita�ng 
on a regular basis and not simply 
when I was stressed out or in the 
mood. The retreat was the start of a 
regular medita�on prac�ce for me 
and, indeed, a wonderful gi� that 
con�nues to enrich my life to this day. 
Another equally valuable gi� was 
learning that it is possible to bring 
mindful awareness into everyday life 

and that the benefits of doing so go 
far beyond simple relaxa�on. As Jon 
taught us, “medita�on is not simply 
relaxa�on spelled differently.”  

The type of medita�on that I prac�ce 
is known as mindfulness medita�on 
and what appealed to me from the 
moment I learned about this 
technique is its simplicity. Based on a 
sophis�cated understanding of the 
human mind, it’s a collec�on of tools 
for training the mind to be s�ll, open, 
compassionate and non-reac�ve. 
There are no mantras to learn and 
nothing special to do in this form of 

medita�on. The prac�ce consists of 
simply si�ng and prac�cing 
nonjudgmental awareness of the 
present moment. That’s it. Just si�ng. 
Just being aware of your experiences 
in each and every moment and 
no�cing � no�cing how your body 
feels, no�cing what you hear, no�cing 
what thoughts and emo�ons arise - 
and then le�ng it all go. 

For me, the most powerful part of 
mindfulness medita�on is precisely 
the fact that it is a prac�ce. I am 
prac�cing quie�ng my mind and 
no�cing everything in order to live 
with this type of awareness and inner 

peace in my everyday life. �rac�cing 
mindfulness medita�on has given me 
a be�er understanding of how the 
mind works and tools which help me 
to cul�vate quali�es I wish to develop 
or strengthen.  

Is my medita�on prac�ce always 
helpful? Of course not. As I was 
taught, the only bad medita�on is the 
one that you don’t do. I try and 
prac�ce on a regular basis because 
this precious gi� changed my life 
forever. 

Moonlight 

Susan Nemens

11085-121965 Hebrew Senior Living-Bridges Newsletter.indd   411085-121965 Hebrew Senior Living-Bridges Newsletter.indd   4 10/31/22   9:42 AM10/31/22   9:42 AM



Fall 2022 5 

 

Christmas at Zimbel’s  
Department Store 

By Judi Goldman 
  
The day a�er Thanksgiving was a day 
that everyone in the family knew was 
the start of life confined to the store 
un�l December 26. My parents, all the 
children and their spouses, cousins, 
uncles, and Dora Shea, the hired 
saleslady, sated with Mama’s turkey 
dinner, lemon meringue and cranberry 
pies, knew that now was the �me to 
WORK! I recall that the men would not 
be considered “proper sales help” 
un�l they had sold a piece of women’s 
underwear: it was a standing joke with 
us. If we le� the store and went 
upstairs to our apartment, Daddy 
would summon us by banging a broom 
handle on the �n ceiling when the 
store was busy, and we would come 
running downstairs. 

Christmas worried my father very 
much because he knew if he had a 
poor season, then he had real money 
worries the following year. He was 
always concerned about having 
enough money for the basic needs of 
his family. We always managed to 
squeak through somehow.  

It was a very busy �me, �ring and 
exhilara�ng. I was usually at the 
checkout counter. I wrote up the sale 
slips, sparingly meted out gi� boxes 
and punched the price of each item 
into the big brass cash register, took 
the customer’s cash and made 
change. We had no charge accounts, 
but for favored customers, Mama and 
Daddy would “spindle” the slip. That 
meant that a�er the sale slip was 
wri�en out, we would put it on a 
spindle as a debit. That would go 
under the counter at the cash register 
and customers would faithfully pay up 
to two dollars a week to pay off their 
balance. There was an atmosphere of 
trust, and we rarely were stuck with 
an unpaid bill. It was also tradi�onal 

for the Woburn policemen and 
firemen to come to Zimbel’s at 
Christmas �me to get a gi� of a 
neck�e which they could choose for 
themselves. 

I recall when I was very young, 
perhaps ten, ge�ng so �red in the 
store late at night that I would do 
anything to find a place to sleep. My 
favorite place to rest my head was on 
a pile of folded merchandise behind 
one of the counters. When my parents 

were ready to close the store, usually 
around 11 at night, they would wake 
me. The next day began at eight, 
sweeping and oiling the cement floor 
of the store, dus�ng the counters, and 
neatly refolding the merchandise. 

Every night when we finally returned 
to the apartment, Daddy would sit in 
his favorite chair, pull out a wad of 
cash from his pocket and count it. We 
would tread very carefully during this 
exercise. He would take the money 
put it under his pillow and sleep on it. 
I recall that he would also put his gold 
watch under the pillow. I am sure that 
this habit dated to his childhood in 
Russia when the Cossacks would 
pillage the houses in the village. 

We would spend Christmas day 
rehashing the results of the season, 
and from those discussions we would 
know what we would be able to do or 
not do over the next year. College 

tui�on was always on the minds of me 
and my siblings. 

When I was a teenager and the last 
child le� at home, I would spend my 
spare �me working and learning how 
to run the business. I would be 
rewarded for my work with $100 in 
cash to spend in Boston shopping the 
a�er-Christmas sales in Filene’s and 
Jordan Marsh. This was a big thrill and 
quite a lot of money for a teenager to 
have at that �me. 

The demise of Zimbel’s department 
store came in the 1960’s when the 
health of my parents began to fail. My 
father predicted they are going to 
start building big shopping malls 
around major highways and that 
would be the end of the small 
businessman. He was correct. When 
the Burlington area was developed 
and malls were built, most of the small 
retailers in Woburn and Winchester 
were forced to close their stores. It 
was sad to go back years later to 
witness how a once ac�ve community, 
mostly made up of immigrant shop 
keepers, was now a ghost town. 

The store closed in the mid-1960’s. My 
father sold the building which housed 
our store, a jewelry store and two 
apartments above. The sale price was 
$17,000 and with it, he and my 
mother purchased their first house. 
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East Berlin Revisited 

By Steven Popper 

Recently I had the good fortune to 
return to Berlin. My previous visit 
occurred 45 years ago in 1977 when I 
traveled with my wife, Barbara, and 
our three young children, at the �me 
aged 10 to 5. I had been working for a 
German-American consor�um (Brown 
Bovari Reaktor) located in the 
Heidelberg area, and we thought it 
would be an opportunity to visit 
rela�ves of mine who were living in 
East Germany, whom we had never 
met. My father’s brother immigrated 
from Vienna to Germany in the 30’s, 
having been recruited to play goalie 
on a high-level soccer club team. A�er 
se�ling in Germany, he married and 
established residence there. 

I had had only limited informa�on 
about my uncle and his family, as 
discussions about what took place 
were o�en sketchy for reasons that I 
con�nue to find difficult to 
understand. I can only imagine that 
my parents, being immigrants who 
met here in the States, didn’t want to 
share the horrors of having lived 
through the �azi occupa�on. They 
either had difficulty expressing their 
feelings or they thought that by not 
speaking about their experience they 
were protec�ng my sister and me in 
some way.  

I know that my father maintained 
contact with his brother for many 
years. His brother, Leo, had married a 
Gen�le woman and had a daughter, 
Julchen, roughly 10 years older than I. 
Julchen had a daughter, Jana, who was 
five at the �me of our visit, the same 
age as my youngest son. I knew that 
my uncle had sent for my 
grandmother, Julie, to come from 
Vienna to live with him, thinking that 
he could protect her with his 

privileged status in Germany. My 
grandfather, having died years earlier, 
had le� my grandmother with three 
young sons and a daughter. My father 
and his other brother and sister were 
later able to escape to America, 
leaving my grandmother alone and 
vulnerable. Julie, my grandmother, 
was able to live with her oldest son, 
Leo, in East Germany un�l some�me 
in late ’38 when she was transited to 
Theresienstadt, where she later died. 

Armed with this limited informa�on, 
and limited knowledge of German, I 
was able to converse with my cousin 
about a possible mee�ng in East 
Berlin. But how would we find each 
other? It was suggested that although 
we couldn’t stop in East Germany, we 
would be able to transit through to 
Berlin, then a divided city of east and 
west, and from there enter East Berlin. 
The mee�ng place would be 
Alexanderplatz, a Soviet and east 
German showplace and the site of a 
huge 1200-foot TV tower and 
observa�on deck built by the Soviets 
to symbolize their advanced 
achievements in engineering. On a 
cool fall day in 1977, we le� the safety 
of the nearby U-bahn sta�on in West 
Berlin to travel through Check Point 
Charlie into the vastness of East Berlin. 
Guided only by glimpses of the TV 
tower, we walked through what I only 
remember as remnants of apartment 
buildings, some par�ally occupied, 
some not, towards our rendezvous 
point. I dis�nctly remember turning 
one corner where, in the rubble of 
what was once a building, a rela�vely 
large group of musicians played on 
violins and assorted other string 
instruments. It wasn’t difficult for my 
cousin and her husband, along with 
their daughter, to iden�fy the 
vagabond group of American travelers 
arriving onto the square as their 
rela�ves. Our visit lasted several 
hours. My cousin had made lunch 

reserva�ons at a restaurant in what 
appeared to be a large, typically-
constructed German municipal 
building. Most tables were unoccupied 
because of staffing limits. I remember 
how uneasy my cousin and her 
husband were during our 
conversa�ons, both in the restaurant 
and outside, while in the company of 
obvious foreigners. Only later did I 
learn about the Stasi, (East German 
secret police) and their large group of 
informants, who terrorized all East 
Germans. My cousin and her family 
would have surely stood out while in 
the company of Americans. 

A�er the visit, which s�ll gives me 
goose bumps, we were able to retrace 
our steps to Check Point Charlie and 
cross back into the safety of West 
Berlin. The memory of that visit is 
embedded in all of us, even my five-
year-old son, now 50. Thinking about 
it today, and having recalled the 
strange terrain, unfamiliarity of 
surroundings, and danger of having 
made that journey, I have to wonder if 
I would have the courage to do it 
again. 

I can say with great sa�sfac�on, that 
mee�ng has kindled a wonderful 
friendship with our German cousins. 
My wife and I visited Cossengrün, their 
small east German village, several 
�mes since then, once with my fourth 
child who was born a�er our ini�al 
visit. Jana and her two daughters have 
visited us in the United States. I even 
was able to meet Jana and her family 
on my recent trip to Germany. They 
drove to Meissen where our ship was 
docked on the Elbe, and where we sat 
and had coffee under much more 
relaxed circumstances.  
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�� �a�n� �� �e�e���n 

By Gene S. Kupferschmid 

 

“You already told me that.”  “You said 
that before.”  “Yes, you men�oned 
that earlier.” 

 I recently moved to a senior 
residen�al community that has about 
300 people in Independent 
Living.  Before coming here, I only 
knew a couple of the residents, not as 
friends, but as acquaintances.  On 
moving in, I was suddenly faced with 
nearly 300 new faces as well as the 
staff that makes this facility run so 
smoothly. That is so many new 
neighbors, classmates and poten�al 
friends to meet all at once. And all of 
them have names, names I would like 
to use to address them. Furthermore, I 
must remember what I said to whom 
in the few short minutes we cha�ed. 

In one of my previous lives, I taught in 
a university for nearly 30 years:  three 
classes a day on Monday, Wednesday 
and Friday, with some�mes as many 
as 30 students in a class. The first 
week or two of each semester I kept 
the class roster �ghtly clutched in my 

hand. By the third week I could 
iden�fy nearly everyone in the class 
and call upon them by name.  

I realized that I had a loose system for 
remembering who was whom. The 
first to be iden�fied were the 
redheads because they were so few, 
and they wore their iden�fica�on so 
clearly. Then came the students who 
were quick to raise their hands. The 
football players stood out because of 
their size. And those who a�empted 
to shrink into the woodwork or who 
nearly dozed off were invited to come 
to my office to explain why, or to be 
offered assistance.  

When asked for a recommenda�on or 
a reference several years later, I could 
refer to my memory and my grade 
book. But here at NewBridge I have 
few points of reference, the group is 
much bigger, and my memory is 
challenged by the numbers. 

I think about the three sentences that 
open this li�le essay, sentences that I 
hear frequently, and I wonder about 
their underlying message. Are they a 
form of one-upmanship? Is it a way of 
saying, “You are losing it, you repeat 
yourself, and I am okay because I 

caught you on it?” Or is it a kindly 
cau�on that says: “Be careful. You 
seem to be losing it because you 
repeat yourself?”  Or perhaps it is 
simply a form of hos�lity, a way to say, 
“You already told me that, I caught 
you on it, you are a bore?”  Are our 
psyches so fragile that we need to 
point out their perceived failings to 
those whom we barely know? 

Think of all the repe��ons that we 
hear every day on the radio or 
television. Do we write le�ers to the 
sta�ons or the program sponsors to 
complain about the same old 
announcements or the same old 
ads? Do we vote against certain 
poli�cal figures because we have 
heard their message innumerable 
�mes?  Do we stop a�ending the 
opera or concerts because the music 
that was wri�en several centuries ago 
remains unchanged?  Do we stop 
a�ending religious services in which 
we repeat age-old words and find 
comfort and meaning in them?   

Or do we simply say, “You told me 
that already.” 

Change 

By Jane Bachner 

 

Some�mes darkness se�les 

too early among the pines 

before we even no�ce, really, 

that summer is gone 

before we’ve even put away the T-shirts 

suddenly a few bronze vines 

a running sky, the chill no one is ready for. 

We say to one another, or to whoever’s there, 

we say out loud when we’re alone, 

It’s coming. 
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The former Jewish Quarter in the 
town is well preserved. Roman 
numerals which were used to 
dis�nguish the Jewish houses from 
non-Jewish ones in the past are s�ll 
on display.  

A baroque-styled synagogue and 
the rabbi’s house are in the center 
of the Quarter. In the1980’s both 
buildings were bought by a private 
person. He stopped a bulldozer 

from demolishing the 
dilapidated buildings. 

Over the next 30 years the 
synagogue and the rabbi’s 
house were restored. An NGO 
was established in 2007 to help 
the owners with fundraising to 
finish the renova�on. The 
synagogue originally built in 
1740 was "re-opened" to the 
public in 2011. 

The Synagogue in Kosova Hora 

The Story Behind 
NewBridge’s Czech Torah 

By Sheila Pallay 

Rescued from the Shoah and now 250 
years old, a Czech Torah sat before 
me. As I reached out to touch that 
Torah I felt a sudden, unan�cipated 
and intense personal connec�on with 
genera�ons past. Those who had held 
in their hands that very Torah. 
Chanted from it. Kissed it. And carried 
it around their synagogue with great 
pride. It was this seminal event that 
inspired me to undertake this 
photographic journey with my favorite 
travel companion, my husband Herb, 
to discover what is le� Judaically in 
the Czech Lands of Bohemia, Moravia 
and Silesia. 

As a volunteer for the Memorial 
Scrolls Trust in London I learned about 
the 1964 transfer of 1,564 Czech 
Scrolls from an abandoned 18th-
century synagogue on the outskirts of 
Prague to the Westminster Synagogue 
in London. These scrolls and other 
ritual objects had been gathered from 
over 125 collec�on points throughout 
the Czech countryside while the Nazis 
were assigning Czech Jews to be 
transported to concentra�on camps. 
The Czech Jews aided in this collec�on 

effort. Perhaps they were hoping 
these precious objects would be 
preserved in Prague un�l their return. 
History proved them woefully 
mistaken. 

The story of the rescue and 
distribu�on of these Torahs to 
communi�es worldwide, including my 
own synagogue in Massachuse�s, 
inspired my co-author and Czech 
guide, Julius Müller, and me to write 
our book, “Light Beyond the 
Shadows.” To learn the history of 
these scrolls and their journeys in the 
modern world, we traveled to all the 
known collec�on points and many 
adjacent villages. During the course of 
these travels we met many Czechs 
who are choosing to honor their 
murdered Jewish neighbors by 
crea�ng beau�ful memorials and 
restoring synagogues in their memory. 
As modern-day acts of an�-Semi�sm 
are becoming increasingly frequent 
elsewhere in the world, the 
atmosphere in Czechia is one of 
redress and compassion.  

�illages and towns, municipali�es and 
private ci�zens are using their own 
funds to buy and restore synagogues, 
houses where rabbis had lived and 
Jewish schools. Some restora�ons are 
complete, and many are ongoing. 

When we asked why these projects 
were undertaken, the responses we 
heard were remarkably alike: 
“Because it is the right thing to do.” 

Of course, much has been wri�en 
about Jewish sites and the Jewish 
history of Bohemia and Moravia. Using 
the medium of photography, our book 
aspires to go one step further. It 
illuminates through photographs and 
annota�ons what has happened in the 
Czech Republic Judaically since the 
Shoah. It explores the resilience of 
Czechs and it illustrates the 
resurgence of a new genera�on of 
Czech Jews who are beginning to learn 
about their Jewish iden�ty. 

Perhaps you can understand now why 
Herb and I wanted our new home in 
NewBridge to have a 250-year-old 
Czech Torah. The circle is now 
complete. �very �me the ark in our 
synagogue is opened and I see 
through the curtain our Czech Torah 
with its beau�ful cover, I experience 
that same emo�onal connec�on I felt 
seven years ago. Some wishes do 
come true. 

A copy of our book is available in the 
NewBridge Library. 
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Maxine’s Story 

by Charles Weinstein 

 I know he’s moving because the bed 
creaks when he moves.  It’s not 
one of his nightly trips to the 
“John.” This is for real. He’ll 
spend an hour in there … taking 
pills, stretching, taking a shower 
and whatever. 

Now he’s ready to hit the 
kitchen. He checks my water 
bowl … puts my food in another 
bowl with some tuna fish and 
fish oil for my heart and a li�le 
powder for my teeth.  I wait to 
eat un�l he makes his own stuff: 
dry cereal, fruit, yogurt, milk, 
coffee and a couple of dates for 
a study. The good part comes 
next: bread, whole wheat 
challah his friend Jerry brought, 
and some banana bread he 
made himself. 

I wait for a piece of the bread 
before I eat my own stuff. He 
wants me to eat my stuff first 
and have the bread for dessert, but I 
wait him out … I want that good stuff 
first. He gives in all the �me … he’s not 
too smart. 

Finally he’s ready to take me out. I 

thought he’d never get ready. He 
checks the weather with Alexa and 
double checks it on his phone. Should 
he wear a short-sleeved shirt or a long 
sleeved one? Is it going to rain? 

Come on buddy, let’s get moving! At 
the door, it’s another produc�on: 
does he have his phone, his key, the 
right glasses, his walking s�ck, waste 
bags for my stuff? In the hallway I give 
him a look; he usually forgets 

something. Some�mes we go back 
more than once. This �me he forgot 
his Covid mask.  

We play a li�le game wai�ng for the 
elevator … which way will the door 
open … I know, but he gets a li�le 
confused some�mes. 

Outside at last. This is my show … 
the grass is so good … he waits 
while I roll around. 

I smell the grass, the trees, other 
cri�ers. He’s always in a hurry, but 
not me. We go into the trail near 
the Rehab, past my marker, 
Maxine’s Way (he taps it with his 
s�ck for good luck�. Along the way 
he stops to check out the garden … 
he finally lets go of the leash while 
he weeds and waters while I find a 
shady spot and wait for him to 
finish. He’s not too handy with the 
hose and more than once he gets 
me wet. Except for drinking, I hate 
water. 

A�er he winds up the hose, gets rid 
of the debris, and puts some ripe 

tomatoes in a bag, we take off again. 
We leave the woods at Greystone. 
He’s a li�le winded from climbing the 
hill out of the trail, but gradually he 
makes it and we head for home. 

 

When Andy and I moved from 
Maryland to the Berkshires, we agreed 
we would get a dog.  

Neither of us had ever owned a dog. 
For one, we both grew up in 
apartments. And a�er we were 
married and living in a house. Work, 
family, and frequent travel meant that 
the most demanding pet we could 
handle was a gerbil, and even he had 
to boarded with a neighbor because 
he kept triggering Andy’s asthma. Oh 
yes, we also tried tetras, but I overfed 

them with my shrimp scampi.  

You can see that we were totally 
clueless about pet ownership. This did 
not stop us from acquiring Zoe. We 
met Zoe’s grandparents at a dinner 
party. She was their daughter’s dog, 
but the daughter had gone off to 
graduate school.  They were seeking a 
“good home” for Zoe.  

“Come visit,” they said. Zoe seemed to 
take to us right away. “Bring her home 
for a day,” they offered. We did. She 
loved our big back yard and seemed to 

like us. “We will be happy to take her 
back if it doesn’t work out,” they 
promised. 

Zoe became ours – all 100 pounds of 
her. She was part black lab and part 
greyhound. She really was a beau�ful 
dog, but the first �me I took her for a 
walk she managed to slip out of her 
collar and almost got run over.  And if 
a young man with a beard visited us, 
he had to sit with his back to her or 
she would con�nuously bark at him. 

��on�n�ed on page 10) 

Never Get a Dog at a Dinner Party 

Toby Kleban Levine 
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She also had a special way of mee�ng 
other neighborhood dogs. At first, 
she would do that sniffing thing that 
dogs do, giving the impression that 
she was docile and friendly. Then, 
suddenly, she would snap and start 
terrorizing the other dog.  

She also tried to bite the vet. He said 
that this dog was a “fear biter” and 
should be euthanized. He also 
suspected we would drag the dog to 
one or more doggie psychologists 
and spend all kinds of money to 
make her be�er, which he declared 
would never eliminate this dog’s 
fears. Of course, we went to the 
doggie psychiatrist anyway. He said 
we could keep her if she stayed in a 
crate all the �me. Well, that certainly 
wasn’t what we wanted for our pet. I 
had men�oned the doctor’s warning 
to a friend whose husband is a 
lawyer. He called that night to advise 
us that we had been warned by a 
professional that the dog was 
dangerous and that if it subsequently 
hurt someone, we would be liable.  

We had had Zoe for all of six weeks. 
Remember her grandparents – the 
ones who would gladly take her back 
if it didn’t work out? Well, they 
wouldn’t. We sadly decided that Zoe 
had to be put down. We could not in 
good conscience bring her to a 
shelter that might let another family 
adopt her. Then the calls from the 
daughter started. “You’re killing my 
baby,” she screamed at me. “Just tell 
your parents to come get her,” we 
said. Her parents refused to take the 
dog back. They were afraid she would 
injure one of their dogs. So 
regre�ably, Zoe was euthanized. 

�y this �me, I realized that I knew 
nothing about dogs. I began to study 
different breeds. I sought a dog that 
was of modest size, had a great 
temperament, was good with kids, 

was good looking, and seemed to be 
a healthy breed. That led us to our 
beloved Rufus, our pure-bred Welsh 
Springer Spaniel – long and low, with 
a beau�ful red and white coat, the 
red part of which was similar to my 
own hair color when I was a child. I 
can prove this because I once found 
an envelope in which my dad had 
placed a lock of my hair from when I 
was about four and I also have a lock 
of Rufus’ hair. The name Rufus means 
“red-haired” in Welsh.  

We got Rufus when he was seven 
weeks old, a ball of fluff about the 
size of a tennis ball. We had to travel 
two hours to pick him up and we 
were advised that we should stop 
every so o�en to let him do his 
business. When we put him in the 
grass, he was so small that he almost 
disappeared.  

He was everything the breed books 
said he would be, and he lived a 
happy life for nearly 14 years. Of 
course, he had some interes�ng 
habits. One was a love of almonds. 
He could be on another floor of the 
house, but if I opened a bag of 
almonds, he was at my feet before I 
could turn around. And he 
contributed to the household in two 
ways: he brought in the morning 
newspaper and did the pre-rinse 
cycle on the dishwasher. Of course, I 
had to open the door for him to get 
the paper, and if we lingered too long 
at the dinner table, he made his 
needs known by alternately looking 
pathe�c and barking at us. And he 
adopted the best chair in the house – 
a leather stress-free recliner, from 
which he could see the front door 
and the kitchen, living room, and 
dining room. It was the throne on 
which he sat and slept.  

In his final year, Ruf developed some 
health problems. We consulted a 
canine oncologist, but given that he 
was almost at the end of his natural 

life span and was definitely having a 
variety of health problems, we 
decided against chemo. Friends said 
we would know when “it was �me.” 
We did.  

Rufus’s ashes sat on the bookshelf in 
my office for more than a year. We 
occasionally talked about what we 
wanted to do with them, but like 
many other discussions that year, we 
never reached closure.  

When Andy died, I knew immediately 
that he and Rufus needed to be 
buried together. We brought his 
ashes in a velvet bag to the funeral 
parlor and asked the dog-loving 
director to tuck him into Andy’s 
coffin. I never told the rabbis because 
I didn’t want them to tell us that 
Jewish law said it wasn’t kosher. So 
Rufus and Andy are together. Andy is 
giving Rufus what we called “woo-
woos,” which is any silly song sung 
while scratching his neck. And Rufus 
is giving Andy sloppy wet kisses. And 
when we visit the cemetery, it makes 
us happy to know they are together. 
Andy’s memorial stone has a paw 
print in the corner.  

��������� ���� ���� 9) 
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A LESSON IN HONG KONG 

By Judy Rubinstein 

My father loved to travel. My mother, 
not so much. I must have shared the 
travel bug with Dad because I became 
a travel agent in 1976. That was the 
year I had the pleasure of planning 
and booking a three-week trip to Asia 
for my parents. My mother was, 
pu�ng it mildly, not enthusias�c 
about this trip. Realizing that his more 
fascina�ng excursions would be 
limited by my mother’s unwillingness 
to accompany him, my 
father asked me to go to 
Asia with them. My 
husband and two 
teenaged children were 
definitely in favor of the 
plan. 

On Thanksgiving Day, we 
le� for a week in Japan. 
This was followed by 
several days in Bangkok 
and then on to Hong 
Kong. My father was 
anxious to go to Kowloon, 
where he planned to do 
some major shopping. Mom stayed 
behind to have her hair done and 
treat herself to a manicure and 
pedicure. I accompanied Dad on the 
Star Ferry for a brief but fascina�ng 
trip across the magnificent and 
picturesque Hong Kong Harbor. 

At that �me, Hong Kong was a Bri�sh 
Crown Colony so its popula�on was 
very racially mixed.  On the Star Ferry, 
my father and I were the only two 
Caucasians. I was enjoying looking 
around at all the passengers un�l I 
no�ced a well-dressed Asian man who 
seemed to be staring at us. I pointed 
him out to my dad and I remember 
thinking “He knows we’re American.” 
He watched us very intently and as 
the ferry neared the pier, he walked 
toward us and stopped right next to 
my father. Just as we docked, he 

approached my dad and in perfect 
English, he asked if we were 
Americans. His ques�on made me 
uncomfortable, but Dad was 
completely at ease and said “Yes, we 
are.” The man then asked him if we 
were planning to do some shopping 
and what kinds of things we were 
hoping to buy. My father seemed 
oblivious to the danger of telling a 
complete stranger too much about us 
as he described the items he would be 
looking for: watches, jewelry 
(especially jade), small binoculars, and 

perhaps a camera. The man was 
delighted and told my father that he 
owned a shop in Kowloon and he 
would like to take us there. I was not 
in favor of accompanying this stranger 
anywhere and I quietly discouraged 
my father from going with him. But 
my adventurous dad was determined 
to see where this man would take us. 
So off we went, through busy streets 
and �ny alleys un�l we wound up at a 
small jewelry store where we were 
greeted like long-lost rela�ves. It was 
a deligh�ul shop with long display 
cases and chairs where customers 
could sit comfortably while they 
perused an amazing collec�on of 
wares. 

I was so intrigued by the variety of 
jade, exo�c bejeweled figurines, 
cameras, binoculars, and watches by 

the hundreds, that I forgot how 
nervous I had been before we got 
there. This wonderful shop turned out 
to be the only stop we made in 
Kowloon. We were treated to cups of 
tea and li�le rice cakes by the 
extraordinarily hospitable staff, 
including our “friend” from the ferry, 
and as we nibbled on the delicious 
treats, we were given a fascina�ng 
lesson on the many varie�es of jade. 
The whole experience was so 
enjoyable that I didn’t want to leave, 
but it was ge�ng late and true to his 

word, the shop owner 
accompanied us back 
through the same streets 
and alleys to the ferry so 
we could return to our 
hotel safely and laden 
with dozens of magical 
possessions. 

A�er we le� Hong Kong, 
we traveled to Penang, 
Singapore and Bali. We 
returned to Hong Kong on 
our last day in Asia. This 
was a planned stop but 
very fortuitous because 

my father had discovered that he 
didn’t know how to change the date 
on his new futuris�c watch. When we 
arrived at the hotel in Hong Kong he 
called our friend the shop owner and 
asked him to explain how to do this. 
He asked my dad where we were 
staying and told him to “wait right 
there.” An hour later, he knocked on 
my parents’ hotel room door and 
spent the next hour explaining all the 
features of my dad’s new digital 
watch. Who would have thought that 
this wonderful man would come all 
the way from Kowloon to teach us 
how to set our new watches! His 
kindness was beyond measure and I 
have never forgo�en my original 
suspicions of this man and how he 
taught me to trust…even a perfect 
stranger. 
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Our fourth-grade teacher offered us 
‘free reading �me’ if we finished our 
a�ernoon assignments early. I was a 
conscien�ous li�le student and always 
looked forward to this reading period. 

One day I was reading about a family 
with young children who were 
travelling in a covered wagon during a 
horrific blizzard. When the dismissal 
bell rang, I was SHOCKED! I was so 
engaged in this story that I was 
freezing and had visions of whirling 
winds! I couldn’t believe it� I was s�ll 

si�ng at my seat in my fourth-grade 
classroom!  

I followed the teacher’s direc�ons to 
find my belongings and take my place 
in the dismissal line. The hardships 
and weather condi�ons were s�ll in 
my mind, and I was in a daze as I 
followed my classmates to the door. 
When our teacher opened the door, I 
had another shock! The weather was 
warm and sunny. I wasn’t in a blizzard, 
wearing a hat that �ed under my chin 
or riding in a wagon during a 

dangerous storm.  

I realized at that moment that reading 
provides the opportunity to take us to 
worlds of wonder to experience the 
lives of people in far off lands. I knew 
intrinsically that I would always love 
to read. 

Although I do not know the name of 
the book that is integral to this 
discovery, I believe it was one of the 
����� ����� �� ��� ������� series by 
Laura Ingalls Wilder. Highly 
recommended! They changed my life. 

The Moment I Knew I Would Always Love to Read 

By Judy Weinberg 

From Our Generous Donors 

Georgia R. Mi�elman      to honor Rosalie Geller 

Rosalie Dana  to honor Mary Rosenfield 

Rivka and Robert Oxman 

Toby Levine 

A Quarterly Journal by and for 

The Residents of Newbridge on the Charles  
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