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New voices are reinvigorating! 
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Time present and time past 
Are both perhaps present in time future 
And time future contained in time past. 
    T. S. Eliot, Burnt Norton 

The eternity which Proust opens to view is intertwined 
time, not boundless time. His true interest is in the 
passage of time in its most real – that is, intertwined 
– form, and this passage nowhere holds sway more 
openly in remembrance within and aging without. 
                 Walter Benjamin, Collected Writings 
 
 In the end only memory prevails. Memory is a 
delinquent braid, a streaming of multiple threads, 
bound loosely into diverse groupings until only 
the sense of dynamic mixtures remain. Thus, 
memory is always rich, suggestive, diverse, ample 
and fulfilling.  

In the end, memory is almost enough. We await 
renewal in desperation. Alas, it fails to come. And 
in new places there is some expectation of the 
forthcoming of renewal. But still that new face 
evokes a memory, and we resist the urge to begin 
again. 

I had long been a wanderer, searching the world 
for knowledge and beauty. The search had been 
accompanied, but not motivated, by academic life. 
Among multiple destinations, geographies and 
histories, Germany had long evaded me. It was 
perhaps the connotation of evil that had colored 
my imagination. In the 1990’s a new colleague 
opened this otherwise shuttered world.  

The result of this chance meeting was the 
invitation to participate in lecturing and program 
development in the establishment of an 
international architectural advanced studies 
program at the Bauhaus campus in Dessau, 
Germany. As you may know, this was historically 
one of the most notable institutions of early 
modern design and I was again living in a site of 
memory. As a result of work achieved there, I later 
received an invitation to become a member of a 
select international research committee to work at 

Humboldt University in Berlin. The responsibility 
of the team of five members was to review, and 
constructively critique the university’s research 
proposals, and eventually recommend those 
worthy of national financial support. The 
compensation was Berlin. Thus began a period of 
several years during which we experienced a 
contemplative record of that city. 

 

It is a skein of history threaded into the fabric and 
structure of urban place. The city is a thickly sited 
incidence of rich clusters of experience. For the 
sensitive searcher, it is a place of subtle signs and 
symbols. Monumental depth of the fabric is a clue 
to new expectations. One gradually learns to 
watch for the rising and falling, however subtle, 
and the expected discovery of some new cultural 
truth.  

There is in Berlin a unique awareness of cultural 
significance as urban thickness. 

There the museums appear to be dominating, or 
at least, in competition with governmental, 
historical and other cultural sites. Thickness in the 
relationship of mass and space, and in the 
frequency of public places and spaces 
characterizes the experience of urban movement.  

Within the thick blanket of cultural awareness that 
is characteristic of this city there are many sites of 
multi-focal experience; that is, places in which 
emotion and experience are reinforced through a 
structure of multiple interrelated objects.  

There are unique places for memory in Berlin. The 
Memorial to the Murdered Jews of Europe is such a 
place. It is an urban scale sculptural disposition of 
2711 concrete slabs, or stelae, that are 
approximately the size of a grave. Each is about 8 
feet long and 3 feet wide. Since the ground 
between the stelae descends from the perimeter 
inward, the stelae are of differing heights from 
about 8 inches to 15 feet high. One walks across 

(Continued on page 4) 

The Persistence of Memory 
  by Robert Oxman 
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the site between the stelae in narrow alley-like 
spaces between the pillars of unfinished 
concrete. There is no writing on the stones and 
no general information on the site. On one 
corner of the site, there is an underground 
“place of information”. The stelae are not 
completely vertical, but lean very slightly to 
one side or the other. In traversing the site, 
this differing non-verticality of each stone 
creates the impression of movement, and thus 
the site, though totally abstract in form, 
contains a certain mysterious vibrancy. 

Completed in 2004, it is a site of the emotional 
power of an abstract urban experience as well 
as an eloquent model of memory stimulation. 
One senses the monumental scale of the 
tragedy as well as its ever-present vibrancy in 
one’s memory. Given that it also lacks 
explanation, it is until this day a site of 
controversy.  

                                 

 

          The Field of Stelae 

 

 

 

 

 

               

 

            
The Path Between Stelae 

Does memory operate by a series of such 
suggestive stimuli? The city is rich in similar 
three-dimensional, urban-scale  fields  that 
operate as a poetic memory machine despite the 
complete absence of instructional, or 
explanatory, material.  

In the eastern part of the city there is a small 
island in the river which is called The Museum 
Island. Among other buildings it contains five 
major museums. The island has in recent years 
acquired a new entrance pavilion and gallery.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Museum Island is a phenomenal 
concentration of cultural memory. The 
entrance pavilion with its theme of the skeletal 
and abstract white materialization recreates, as 
in a dream, the classical character of the grand 
buildings and the cultural memories within. 
Here on this island is memorialization, as 
commemoration. As should be obvious even 
from the photograph, this attempt to render 
the abstract as a memorialization of the real is 
always a difficult and risky act of imagination. 

Located on the island, the New Museum built in 
1930, has recently been refurbished. At its 
center there exists a magical room which is 
cubic in proportions and huge in its 
dimensions. The room is completely empty 
with the exception of one small display cabinet 
at its center. It is the precious head of Nefertiti 
in her own glass cube within the spatial cube 
radiating her remembrance of things past. 

 

(Continued on page 5) 
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These few vignettes illustrate the suggestion of 
the sea of memory that is Berlin The city, in its 
characteristic urban forms, deciphers the 
presence of the past. 

As I age, once in a while, I think of past events that 
make me smile.  
 
Probably 60 years or so ago we bought a small 
house on Long Beach Island in New Jersey. At that 
time, it was connected to the mainland by a rickety 
old bridge. The summer population was sparse, and 
we had plenty of room for our family of five at 
Beach Haven over July 4th weekends. Our three kids 
loved the beach and the small waves that Barnegat 
Bay had to offer, but I was bored! I watched some 
people launch small sail boats into the waves and 
thought, “Why not us too!”  
 
So, we bought a 12-foot Sunfish.  If I remember 

correctly, the boat could hold three comfortably, or 
four at a stretch. 

One problem: I had never sailed a boat before! But 
how hard could it be?  Well, after reading a 
guidebook and capsizing a few times, I managed to 
learn to sail. After one summer, my two daughters 
were capable sailors as well.  I'm sure many of you 
have been in power boats and felt and heard the 
roar of the engines, but sailing alone in a small 
sailboat is the ultimate! You skim through the 
water, the sail billowing in the blue sky, the wind in 
your face and the only sound you hear is the boat 
bouncing in the sparkling water! 

Ah....Heaven! 

A Sailor’s Dream 
By Murray Staub 

The Head of Nefertiti 
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One of My Favorite Patients 

  by David Rosenthal, M.D. 

One morning, my wife Judy received a phone call. 
A new male patient was being driven down to the 
Boston area to be evaluated for an anemia. I was 
given the address where I would see this patient. 

It wasn’t unusual for me to get such phone 
calls. In my hematology practice  at the Brigham 
and Women’s Hospital during the 1970s and 
1980s, my mentor, Dr. William C. Maloney, would  
frequently be asked to consult due to his 
expertise and knowledge specifically about 
leukemias and lymphomas. The consultation 
consisted of taking a history, examining the 
patient, and usually doing some blood studies.  

Dr. Maloney would travel to various hospitals in 
Massachusetts and Rhode Island to see patients 
and I was fortunate to travel and learn from him 
and eventually take over this practice. In 
addition, visiting clinicians would come to the 
Brigham to make rounds with us and learn about 
bone marrow studies and the art of 
chemotherapy. Internists, other hematologists, 
oral medicine doctors, and even veterinarians 
often accompanied us on rounds. Veterinarians 
came from the Massachusetts Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals to care for 
animals with lymphomas.   

Bright and early before going to the hospital for 
my daily rounds, I went to the address that Judy 
had received on the phone. As I got off the exit, I 
saw a sign for the Stoneham Zoo. When I entered 
the reception building, I was greeted by one of 
the veterinarians who had made rounds with us 
at the Brigham. He  gave me the patient’s history 
before the examination.  

Sam was the patient, a male gorilla. He was a gift 
to the zoo from a Mr. Fuller and was nine years 
old. He had been healthy, and a request had 
been made to have him mate with a female 
gorilla in a Buffalo, N.Y., zoo. He was trucked to 
Buffalo and unfortunately was unsuccessful in 
the mating procedure.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sam became quite fatigued and after several 
months, he was examined, and blood studies 
were done that showed an anemia. According to 
the trainers that were taking care of him, he was 
“lethargic and had a drooping mouth.” His 
appetite was poor, and he had lost several 
pounds. It was decided he should be sent back to 
the Stoneham Zoo and further evaluated. I was 
told that we would see the gorilla and then he 
would be anesthetized and a gastroenterologist 
would perform a colonoscopy to see if he was 
losing blood. Then I would do the bone marrow 
exams.  

As we entered the animal cage area, we were 
separated from Sam by just one cage. I had seen 
other gorillas in the past, so that when I saw 
Sam, I knew something was wrong. He lay in his 
cage; his mouth was open and drooling. The 
trainer prepared a dart with anesthesia and 
proceeded to fire it at Sam. Sam staggered after 
being hit and gradually became sedated. He was 
brought into a large room that had been 
prepared as an operating area. He was laid upon 
a large stretcher and an anesthesiologist 
intubated him and continued to sedate him with 
an intravenous medication. The 
gastroenterologist went first and carried out the 
procedure efficiently, finding no abnormalities in 
his colon that could have caused bleeding. 

(Continued on page 7) 
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I then put on a sterile gown, gloved up and 
examined Sam. I was able to locate where his 
hip was and the area where I would perform the 
biopsy. I did not have to use Novocain as he was 
totally anesthetized. There was not much tissue 
between his skin and the iliac crest, so the 
procedure was rather quick and simple. I 
obtained an aspirate and made some slides to 
be stained later and then proceeded with the 
biopsy. Sam did not stir during the procedure 
and in ten minutes I was done. I was able to 
obtain a piece of bone which I put in formalin 
and was later sent to pathology. I was able to 
make an imprint of the bone biopsy on a slide 
so that I could stain that later along with the 
aspirate and the peripheral blood smear. 

Before Sam could wake up, he was brought 
back to his cage. I had a chance to talk with his 
trainer who had been with Sam since he was 
three or four years old. The trainer had not 
gone to Buffalo with Sam. The trainer thought 
that Sam missed him and was then pleased to 
be back in Stoneham. After reviewing his 
marrow results, I thought this was very helpful 
information. 

I returned to the Brigham, stained the slides 
and after rounds examined them. The blood 
counts showed a significant anemia, and the 
marrow showed an increased amount of fat and 

decreased cellularity. Usually, a marrow 
contains 40% fat and 60% cells. Sam’s marrow 
showed over 80% fat and the cells that I did see 
showed abnormalities consistent with folic acid 
deficiency. I called the veterinarian and told him 
the results and suggested that Sam feedings be 
increased and also that he should be started on 
a folic acid supplement. After several weeks, 
Sam was returning to normal, and his blood 
studies were much improved. Sam had 
nutritional anemia and his marrow was similar 
to humans who had been diagnosed with 
anorexia nervosa. 

Putting everything together, I believe that Sam 
became depressed on his move to Buffalo, due 
to his being separated from his trainer. He had 
stopped eating and suffered from anorexia. 

We have followed Sam’s life since then. He 
thrived well with his old trainer for a number of 
years but eventually developed seizures and 
died.  

Meeting Sam  and performing a bone marrow 
on a gorilla at the Stoneham Zoo was an 
incredible and unique experience that I will 
never forget. After his passing, we had the 
opportunity to go to the zoo in Cincinnati Ohio, 
where we told there was an extensive gorilla 
exhibit. There we found a genealogical diagram 
and were able to locate Sam’s ancestry. 

A little bit of rain and some fungi 
appear. This is Polypores, a dead-tree 
eating fungus. 

Photo by Jim Feldman 
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One Night in Haarlem 
by Gene Kupferschmid  

In 1956 I  spent a night in Haarlem. That’s 
Haarlem with two a’s and it is in Holland. 

My husband and I were there because I had 
told my father’s cousin Theja that we were 
going to Europe on a post-college trip and she 
said, “I will give you a phone number in 
Holland that you must call.”  She offered no 
further information, saying only, “Just tell them 
who you are and they will know you.” 

So on a very dark, wet night in Amsterdam I 
called.  A man with a German accent answered 
the phone and when I told him who I was, he 
said “Ach yes, you must come here right 
away.”  

We drove to Haarlem and found the large 
Victorian house. The doorbell was answered by 
a man in his late sixties who immediately 
enfolded me in a warm hug and said, “You look 
like your father.” He then introduced us to his 
three daughters who seemed to be in their late 
twenties.   

What was the relationship between Manfred 
Pollatz, for that was the gentleman’s name, 
and my father and his cousin Theja? They were 
all from Dresden, the city in which I was born, 
and where Mr. and Mrs. Pollatz ran a private 
Quaker school in which Theja had taught music 
until she left for Holland after Hitler came into 
power.   

I will always remember the chocolate bar that 
had been broken into pieces and offered to us 
during our visit The Pollatz family insisted the 
chocolate was just for us; they “didn’t want” 
any.   

Several Jewish families had sent their children 
to the Pollatz’ school. When life became 
impossible for the Jews in Germany in the 
1930s, many began to flee and, not knowing 
where they were going, what awaited them, 
and what was to come, they asked the Pollatz 
family to care for their children until they could 

send for them. At times the Pollatz family had 
between twelve and fourteen Jewish and half-
Jewish children in their charge. When Manfred 
Pollatz was sent to Dachau as a political 
prisoner, Mrs. Pollatz and their daughters 
continued the school. The Pollatz’ son was in 
medical school, and the Nazis allowed him to 
continue his studies on the condition that he 
enter the German army when he finished. Mr. 
Pollatz was released from Dachau two years 
later. The son was sent to the Polish front. He 
never returned. 

Upon Mr. Pollatz’ return to Dresden, he and his 
wife realized that they could not remain in 
Germany. They moved to Holland with 
their three daughters and fourteen 
children. The house in Haarlem would become 
their school and home. Not long after that, 
Mrs. Pollatz died of cancer.   

 And then the Nazis came to Holland. The 
Pollatz’ daughters said to us, “Let us show you 
the hiding places we assigned to each child,” 
and they opened the many closets and 
cupboards of the big Victorian house in which 
the children hid when the doorbell rang.   

During the day, if things were quiet, Mr. Pollatz 
and his daughters ran a very private school for 
the children, a school that also taught the 
children that they were Jews. They showed us 
drawings made by “our children,” as they 
called them.  

But how could they feed fourteen children 
when the family had only four adult ration 
cards between them and only four adults were 
known to live in the house?  They were able to 
manage because the family taught and tended 
the children by day and worked with the Dutch 
Resistance by night. In return, the Resistance 
contributed food and the international Quaker 
organization helped when possible. 

(Continued on page 9) 
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 “Come into my study,” said Manfred Pollatz. It 
contained many shelves of books in Hebrew or 
on Jewish subjects. “The rabbi in Utrecht was a 
good friend of mine and when he realized the 
Nazis would come for him, he asked me to save 
his books. So every day I would travel by bicycle 
to Utrecht and take as many books as I could fit 
into my basket.”   

Later that evening we went to bed in a room that 
had once sheltered frightened, hidden children. 
The next morning, while eating breakfast in 
bright sunlight in the garden, I could see that the 
sisters, who had seemed so young in the dim 
house at night, were really women approaching 

middle age. Their youth had been spent on 
survival, their own and that of fourteen children.  

Sharing the garden with us were cages of Angora 
rabbits that were being raised for their fur, 
a means of earning a living for four German 
Quakers living in Holland.    

Their names are now listed in Israel among those 
of the Righteous Gentiles. When Theja had told 
them she would submit their names, they 
protested.  After all, “we simply did what civilized 
human beings do, and that was hardly to be 
commemorated.” 

I once spent a memorable night in Haarlem. 

Light dwindles 
A minuscule shadow appears 
In the distance 
Dusk descends 
 
The moon flickers like a lit candle 
Darkness plummets 
 
The sun hides behind the clouds  
An eight hour respite  
Dreams drift by 
 
The sun peeks over the horizon 
The sounds of cars honking their horns 
Morning’s hustle and bustle  
It is daybreak. 

Autumn Leaves 
By Sheila Pallay 

         Daybreak 
   By Caryn Finard 
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The Passover Dust Storm 
By Judith Barzilay  

On the windy plains of western Kansas where I 
was born and raised, the Passover holiday and 
the spring storm season come together. This was 
made frighteningly clear to me the year I was six 
and my sister Julia was three. By this time, my 
grandparents had moved back east and my dad, 
who sensed economic opportunities for a young 
soldier from Brooklyn would be plentiful in 
Russell, Kansas, decided to stay and settle.  

We were the only Jewish family in Russell, where 
my mother’s family had lived for years. We 
practiced our religion as best we could. As 
Passover approached, we made plans for our 
annual trek to St. Joe, Missouri, as we called it, to 
visit my mother’s grandmother. We called her 
Grandma Bubbe, a charming redundancy we 
were not aware of as young children. The trip 
gave us the opportunity to stock up on the 
matzoh and other foods we would need to 
celebrate Passover. I was already obsessed with 
sweets and looked forward eagerly to the jar of 
hard candies filled with raspberry jelly, which was 
my own personal, edible observance of the 
holiday.  

St. Joe was a day’s drive east of Russell on old 
Highway 40, the two-lane, sometimes winding 
main east-west route that was the only way to get 
there before the Eisenhower interstate system 
was completed. Our trip there was uneventful, 
and my sister and I played happily in the back 
seat which Dad had built up into a play area in 
this era before mandatory seat belts. 

As I recall, we had a pleasant visit with Grandma 
Bubbe, a tiny woman who lived in an old row 
house with an ancient rubber plant winding 
around the front room bay window to form its 
own version of an indoor jungle. My sister and I 
loved to play hide and seek in its leaves, much to 
Bubbe’s displeasure. A beautiful stained glass 
window sat at the top of the stairs, lending a 

faded elegance to the hallway. Julia and I paid 
special attention to the different colors reflected 
on the floor at different times of the day. We had 
never seen anything like it.  And we had hot tea 
under the grape arbor in the tiny back yard, 
made the Russian way, with cherry jam and 
Grandma Bubbe’s kichel.  

After we had stocked up on Passover supplies 
and other Jewish delicacies at the local kosher 
butcher, we set out for home on a typical windy 
spring day. 

About two hours into Kansas the wind picked up 
and the sky darkened with dust. This was not 
unusual. Many times, we had awakened in the 
morning to find our porch and yard filled with red 
dust. Dad would say,“Oklahoma blew up to 
Kansas last night.” But as we drove, something 
seemed different this time and the sky looked 
more menacing. Looking back, I can only think of 
it as akin to one of the ten Passover plagues.  

The car filled with fine dirt and nothing, not even 
the handkerchiefs our mother passed to us, could 
stop our noses and mouths from filling up with  
suffocating dirt. Soon Dad could not see to drive 
and darkness truly surrounded us. Julia started to 
cry and I became anxious as well, sensing my 
parents’ unease. I was also fixated on the black 
snot (a word my mother would never have used) 
coming out of my nose with every sneeze.  

Dad said, “We need to get off this road, but I 
can’t see.” Then we all dimly made out several 
wrecked cars alongside the road with a few 
people standing, including state troopers with 
their wide brimmed hats, and others sitting on 
the ground. I was shocked and then truly 
frightened to see blood on some of their 
faces. Now Mom seemed frightened as well.  

(Continued on page 11) 
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“Arthur,” she said, “We have to get the girls out 
of this car and inside somewhere. Right 
away.”  Shortly, she saw a small road on the 
right side of the highway and Dad turned 
off. Slowly we made our way down the dirt road 
to a clearing with a small farmhouse at its 
end. The house was lighted, but no cars or 
trucks were in the yard. Dad got out of the car, 
climbed the stairs to the front porch and 
knocked on the door. No answer. He turned the 
knob and shouted back over his shoulder to 
Mom, “It’s open.”  She quickly opened her door 
and we tumbled out of the back seat into the 
dark, dust-swirled night. I remember being 
very worried and reluctant to enter a house 
uninvited. I think I said something like, “Will 
they call the police?”  

Dad pulled us all in and we were surprised to 
see a dining table set with dishes and 
food. Coming closer we could see that several 
people had already eaten a meal, and 
apparently left in a hurry without cleaning off 
the table. We sat, pretty much in silence, as 
Mom tried to clean as much dust and dirt off us 
girls as she could. We were all choking and 
coughing up more of the amazing black snot.  

Soon we heard footsteps on the porch and Dad 
rose to greet our unwitting and maybe 
unwilling hosts. Of course, they had seen our 
car outside and were not surprised to see us in 
their living room. They came in quickly, a man 
and woman a little older than my parents and 
three children in their teens. Dad began to 
explain, but the man cut him off, saying 
something like, “Of course you should have 
come in. You and your family are welcome to 
take shelter in our house.”  

By this time the wind seemed to have died 
down, but plenty of dust was still in the air. 
Mom indicated we would leave to give them 
their house back, but the woman vehemently 
interrupted: “You can’t take your kids out there 

now,” she said, “You’ll spend the night with 
us.”  

They could not have been more welcoming, 
treating us like honored guests instead of the 
interlopers we were. The teenage boy gave up 
his bedroom to my parents and my sister and I 
shared the girls’ room. I remember being 
impressed and delighted to be around what I 
perceived to be sophisticated older 
girls. Whenever Mom would recall the story, 
she would marvel that the woman took out her 
new, clean white bedding for us to use in the 
midst of the dirty storm. 

Most memorable of all to a six-year-old were 
the toilet arrangements. The house had no 
indoor plumbing. So, 
when we girls, all four 
of us, needed to relieve 
ourselves before bed, 
we all peed into a 
decorated ceramic jug 
which one of the girls 
then tucked primly 
under the bed. In the 
morning we all trekked 
to the outhouse in the 
backyard amidst the 
ankle-high dust. 

After a true farmhouse breakfast, including lots 
of bacon and sausage which Mom never made, 
but which we all loved, we set out once again 
for home. My parents talked a lot on our way 
back home of the family’s warm, generous 
hospitality and likened it to the pioneer spirit 
that motivated the original settlers of our state 
on the great plains. 

I was glad to get back to our own home and 
our own bathroom and looked forward with 
great anticipation to the time, after the Seder 
meal was over, when Mom would open that 
precious jar of raspberry candies. 
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I love words. I spent the better part of my career 
writing them, editing them, trying to fit them into 
fixed spaces, and, yes, reading them. Suddenly 
I’m learning a new language. I know from doing 
crosswords that an amazing number of words in 
the English language have more than one 
meaning. It may be that one is used as a verb, 
another as a noun, etc. But this is a whole new 
thing. 

I recently attended an online university alumni 
meeting. Here are some of the new words and 
phrases I learned. 

Engagement: In my day, engagement had to do 
with your senior year goal. You strove to get 
pinned junior year, engaged senior year, and 
married as soon after graduation as possible. In 
my case, I believe it was two days. Today it means 
only two things: showing up and giving money. 

Space: In my day, space was something you 
occupied or went up into. Today it is a marketing 
term denoting some specialized lane, another 
word for space, like communications, fundraising, 
or of course, engagement. Evidently, you no 
longer ask people what they do for a living. You 
ask what space they are in. Other synonyms seem 
to be vectors and channels.  

Forumm: Note the two m’s. This is a mystery to 
me. It has something to do with the online 
presentation of this alumni conference. Why a 
major university has to use a company that 
deliberately misspells a common word is beyond 
me. Pity the automatic proofreader. 

Deploying Venmo: In my day, we deployed 
soldiers, mostly to Vietnam. Today, we deploy 
Venmo to engage students in early giving. 

Digital breadcrumbs: Are these something you 
eat? Cook with? Scatter? I have no idea.  

Maps on to: I’m actually not at all sure what this 
means; perhaps it has to do with GPS; might be 
related to ‘dashboard’, which I only know as an 
essential part of my car, but now seems to have 
many applications. 

Child investment: This one really stumped me I 
admit. My biggest child investment was sending 
two children to college. Today it seems to mean 
who takes care of the kids, as in what is the 
gender division of labor. 

Belonging efforts: In my day, what many students 
sought was an invitation to belong to a fraternity 
or sorority. Today, the key phrase is “diversity, 
equity, and inclusion.” It is a phrase unlikely to be 
heard in the halls of the U.S. Congress. 

Move the needle: In my day I think this had to do 
with record players. You moved the needle to get 
to the next track. Today it is aspirational. You set 
a new goal and try to get there. 

Time and treasure: what every University wants 
from its alumni.  

I doubt any of these words and phrases will show 
up in my daily crossword puzzle. But I am happy 
to still be learning things from my Alma Mater.  

 

Learning a New Language 
By Toby Kleban Levine 
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Milford Sound  

By Cyd Josephy 

In September 2016 my good friend Eve and I 
went to Australia and New Zealand for a month – 
an item on my bucket list. We had been close 
friends for 45 years starting when we lived in 
Madison, Wisconsin. 

It is interesting traveling for the first time with 
someone you’ve known so long. Eve has always 
been one of the most competent and giving 
people I’ve ever known. I’ve learned a lot from 
watching her care for everyone around her. What 
I had no idea about was her anxiety about 
planning and executing a trip. She left it to me to 
make plans, based on the advice of other 
travelers I know who had visited Down Under. 

Our trip around Australia was wonderful. Part of 
the time we were on our own in cities and other 
times we joined tours to explore rural areas. We 
held a koala, snorkeled at the Great Barrier Reef, 
and sat next to Sir Patrick Stewart at Julie 
Andrews’ directing premiere of My Fair Lady at 
the Sydney Opera House. We also spent two days 
on Kangaroo Island where Eve, who comes from 
a family of professional photographers and 
artists, took wonderful photographs of the flora 
and fauna.  

We only had a few days to spend in New Zealand, 
so we chose to spend our time on the South 
Island.  We signed up for a one-day bus trip from 
Queenstown to Milford Sound, where we took a 
boat around the area. It was one of the highlights 
of the entire trip: stunning!! The bus ride took 4-5 
hours, and I began to feel unwell. When the 
guide said that we had the option of flying back 

to Queenstown for an additional sum, I jumped 
at the opportunity. Only seven passengers could 
be accommodated, and I was relieved that we 
were able to get seats. 

Since Eve ALWAYS lets others go before her, I was 
able to get a window seat. The sun was setting as 
the plane flew over the Sound. Eve passed me her 
fancy camera and asked me to take a picture 
since I was sitting next to the window.  I aimed 
and shot and returned the camera to her. After 
she looked at the pictures on the camera for a 
few minutes, she said it was a stunning, 
professional quality photo, but expressed 
frustration that it was MY picture and not hers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Eve sent me an enlarged copy of my picture of 
Milford Sound.  What do you think? 
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Bloody Sunday and Turnaround Tuesday  
                             by Nancy Kummer 

On Bloody Sunday, March 7, 1965, six hundred 
Black men, women and children bravely marched 
several blocks from the Brown Chapel in 
Selma, Alabama, to the Edmund Pettus 
Bridge. They planned to demonstrate peacefully 
for voting rights by walking 50 miles to 
Montgomery, the state capital.   

But this was no ordinary Sunday hike. On TV the 
world watched in horror as the group, led by the 
Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr., were brutally 
attacked by state troopers and their dogs. John 
Lewis, who would be elected to Congress from 
Alabama in 1986, suffered a broken skull, and 
many others were seriously injured as well.  

The governor ordered the march to halt. That 
evening, Reverend King addressed the nation on 
TV, urgently appealing to “clergy and people of 
conscience” to join him two days later in a second 
march to Montgomery to demonstrate for equal 
voting rights.  
 
At our quiet home in Canton, Massachusetts, we 
watched the news with alarm and dismay. My 
husband Howard was then the rabbi of a small 
Conservative Jewish congregation and had 
become active locally in interfaith work and the 
civil rights movement.  

As we sat glued to the TV, our phone rang. It was 
our dear friend and congregant, Jerry Hoffman, 
calling. “Howard,” he said, “We have to go!” “Yes, 
of course we must,” Howard answered, and the 
two began making plans, with only the briefest of 
consultation with their wives. Thus, they 
participated in a historic moment which changed 
the course of American history… and changed the 
trajectory of my husband’s life as well.  
 
I don’t remember the exact timing, but I do 
remember being scared to death that Monday 
when I kissed Howard goodbye and sent him off 
to potential danger. Howard and Jerry left with no 
luggage, though on the way out the door my wise 
husband stuffed an extra pair of socks in his 

pocket, in case his feet got sweaty on the long 
march. 
 
I should note that, had it been a different era, I 
would gladly have gone with him, as would my 
beloved friend Carolyn, Jerry’s wife. But this was 
the 60’s, pre-women’s lib, and it was understood 
that we had to stay home and mind the kids!  Our 
job was to wait and worry.  
 
That Monday evening, I noticed a car circling my 
block several times, slowly passing our house. As 
clergy we were well known in the town, and I was 
concerned that word had gotten out about 
Howard’s trip. Alarmed, I called the Canton police. 
“Now, don’t you worry,“ they said. “We’ll keep a 
good eye on your house all night.” I reflected that 
I could rely on my local police for protection — in 
stark contrast to the Black residents of Selma, who 
faced the threat of mortal danger from their 
police.  
 
Howard and Jerry flew to Montgomery, where 
“people of conscience” arriving for the march 
were met by local Black men who drove them 
through back country roads to Selma — carefully 
avoiding the highway. For Black and White people 
to be seen in a car together could make them 
targets for attack.  

Once in Selma they gathered in the Brown Chapel, 
where the parishioners made sure they were 
welcomed and fed. About 2,000 people from all 
over the country showed up! They waited 
impatiently for some hours while Reverend King 
negotiated with the Governor. Eventually King 
appeared and told the crowd that they would not 
be allowed to march to Montgomery, but in a 
show of intent and strength, they could walk to 
the Edmund Pettus Bridge and pray. So, in a very 
orderly procession they walked the several blocks 
from the church to the bridge. 

(Continued on page 15) 
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King put out the word to the marchers: 
“Integrate the lines.” Howard and Jerry 
separated and moved to opposite sides of the 
column. As Howard later recounted to me, when 
they reached the Pettus Bridge, he had a 
moment of terror as they faced a phalanx of 
angry state troopers armed with guns, clubs and 
snarling dogs. What did my brave husband 
do? He retrieved that extra pair of socks he had 
tucked in his pocket and stuffed them under his 
hat! How he laughed about that later! 

At the foot of the bridge, Reverend King quietly 
passed the message, “Let us pray,” and everyone 
knelt —- except the handful of Jews, who were 
not accustomed to kneeling to pray. At that point, 
surrounded by yelling troopers and snarling 
dogs, Howard and Jerry quickly signaled each 
other, dropped to their knees, and earnestly 
prayed.  

Howard recalled this moment with deep 
emotion. The courage of the Black citizens, who 
were willing to put their lives on the line to 
secure their rights, stayed with him forever —- 
along with his new awareness of the heat and 
passion of racial hatred. 
 
After they returned to Brown Chapel, Howard 
and Jerry decided to return home that 
evening. Another marcher from Boston, 
Reverend James Reeb, a Unitarian minister, 
decided to stay until the next day, a decision that 
turned out to be fatal. He and two friends went 
into town for dinner and were attacked by a mob 
of White men spewing hatred, furious that 
Whites had come to Selma to aid Black 
people. Knowing that Jim Reeb was fatally 
injured, I was painfully aware that my husband 
could have suffered a similar fate.  

On March 21, with official protection, the march 
from Selma to Montgomery finally took place — a 
four-day trek of 50 miles with a throng that had 
swelled from the initial few hundred to about 

25,000.  It was clearly a landmark event which led 
to the passage of the Voting Rights Act of 1965.  

Howard’s trip to Selma moved him deeply, and 
vicariously influenced me also. It motivated both 
of us to embrace a life of engagement and 
activism. In the 60’s, passions ran high. Our 
congregants reacted with strong feelings, some 
positively, some negatively. 
 
Fast forward: February 2020. Selma has come to 
symbolize the power of peaceful protest in the 
painful struggle for racial equality. When 
Brandeis offered a civil rights tour in 2020, I 
jumped at the chance. In February 2020, with my 
25-year-old granddaughter Eve, I visited historic 
sites in Atlanta, Montgomery, Birmingham, 
Tuskegee, and most memorably, Selma. No 
words can describe how much it meant to me, 
and to my grandchild, to retrace the steps of the 
marchers, Howard among them — and then to 
cross the bridge! 
 
Once again, the gathering place was the modest 
Brown Chapel, now a designated historical 
site. This time the leaders were two serene Black 
women in their sixties who had been school kids 
at the time of the march. They regaled us with 
tales of playing hooky, with the unspoken 
consent of their teachers, to take part in 
demonstrations. In some jaw-dropping tales, 
they described arrests and beatings, risk-taking 
for the cause. Then we walked, this time not in 
terror but with ease, to the Edmund Pettus 
Bridge.  

Much has changed since 1965 but certainly not 
enough.  The public schools in Selma are 
integrated and the streets are safe for Black and 
White people to walk or ride safely together if 
they wish. Voting rights in southern states are 
still not as accessible as they should be. The 
struggle is far from over. But the courage of 
those who have fought for justice and equality is 
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From  our Cartoonist, Bob Mesnik 


