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A Little History of My Favorite Town of Dedham
by Jay Fialkow
Dedham came into being in 1636 from a land
grant bestowed by King Charles I of England. Its
borders ran for 200 miles from Boston to Rhode
Island along the Providence Highway. The
highway divided the town into two parts: the
village, and a major residential and industrial
area. Over time fifteen towns were carved out of
this huge area, including Framingham, Wellesley,
Needham, Norwood, Natick, Walpole, Medway
and Westwood. Needham’s village was inhabited
by farmers who lived side by side with the
Indigenous people native to the area.
Commercial properties as well as churches and
the very first public school in the United States
was founded in Needham in 1640. The English
settlers built beautiful homes along the Charles
River, but also built summer vacation homes in
what we now call Dedham village. The second
generation of immigrants from England were the
colonists who joined the army and fought in the
American Revolution that freed this country from
England. Paul Revere was among the historic
figures with connections to Dedham, for which
he manufactured the town’s first fire engine.

Boston was a popular destination for Irish and
Italian immigrants in the late nineteenth and
early twentieth century and some of them set up
their homes and their businesses on the other
side of Providence Highway in Dedham.
According to Wikipedia, Mother Brook is a
stream that flows from the Charles River in
Dedham to the Neponset River in Hyde Park.
Digging the brook made Boston and some
surrounding communities an island, accessible
only by crossing over water, making Mother
Brook "Massachusetts' Panama Canal." Dug by
English settlers in 1639 to power a grist mill, it is
the oldest canal in North America. Mother Brook
was important to Dedham as its only source of
waterpower for local mills, from 1639 into the
early 20th century. Thanks to the Mother Brook,
textile manufacture was a major industry in this
area. Today, the brook's flow is used for flood
control on the Charles.

Early on in its history, the Commonwealth of
Massachusetts divided the state into districts and
counties. Needham became the county seat of
Norfolk County and as a result, Dedham built a
Superior Court which later became famous for
the Sacco and Vanzetti trial held there. These
were two Italian immigrants who were falsely
accused of murdering two Russians and were
executed in the jail behind the courthouse.

The people from Dedham were very much
involved in early American life and there are
many important structures in the town that are
part of its history. There is a historic cemetery
where many of the people buried there were
well-known heroes from the Revolution. The
Fairbanks House, now a museum, is located at
511 East Street and was built in 1637 and is
believed to be one of the earliest wooden homes
surviving from Colonial times. Later, the Endicott
family built two magnificent houses, one of
which is a conference center for MIT. The other is
known as the Endicott Estate and today is a
wedding venue. It was built by Henry Endicott
more than 100 years ago as a Colonial Revival
mansion. It remained in the family until 1967 but
the family willed the estate to the Town of
Dedham for educational and recreational
purposes.

The Bridge

Most recently Dedham joined modern America
by developing shopping centers and movie
houses. This was due to the Redstone family who
had a major theater that was converted into
what became Legacy Place. Their second theater
which was a drive-in, became a Home Depot
location. Currently the Town of Dedham is about
to build a new Police and Fire station. The Police
Station located at the intersection of Washington
and High Streets in the heart of Dedham will
become a local park. A new Town Hall was
completed two years ago. The population of this
town, which combines a proud history with
contemporary amenities is close to 25,000.
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My Secret Life as a Carpetbagger
by Prue Thorner
By 2006, I retired from the University of Virginia
where I had been privileged to work on many
interesting projects for more than 25 years. I
was in my 60’s and it was time to make way for
younger people. We moved into a new house the
year before I retired and while we were on a tour
of Israel, we asked our guide to find a source for
hand-made carpets. Initially he denied there was
such a craft in Israel, but after making some
inquiries, he took us to Lakiya, a Bedouin
township in the Negev. We entered a house
painted green — a very auspicious color in
Muslim culture— and found beautiful carpets
and cushion covers displayed on racks around
the room. We met Khadra El-Sanah, the director
of the project that employs Bedouin women to
herd sheep, and who spin and dye the wool that
they weave into traditional designs on floor
looms. Their carpets arrived at our home in
Charlottesville before we arrived home.
As we unpacked the carpets in our new house, it
occurred to me that I could develop an
enterprise using credit cards, email and the U.S.
Postal Service. I hired a web developer to create
a website for BedouinWeaving.com, and I used
Lakiya’s own website to order more carpets. With
the help of representatives of the New Israel
Fund in Washington, DC, and later around the
country, I started holding rug shows and selling
their handiwork. I displayed the works at the
Jacob Javits Center in New York at home
furnishing shows, and at synagogues and JCC’s in
Washington, Chicago, San Francisco, Los
Angeles, and San Diego.
It takes around five weeks to create these
handmade carpets. Several women specialize in
the work, setting up the floor looms and creating
the tassels and the fringes on the finished
products. The wool which comes from the sheep
that the women herd is very durable but hard on
the weavers’ hands. The dyeing process is hot
and unpleasant work in a desert climate. At the
The Bridge
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end of the process, a single rug sold for around
$650, so there was little possibility of adding a
surcharge to underwrite my costs. My motivation
was to support Israel, the Bedouin women, and
to build bridges with the Palestinian community.
In 2011, the women received a grant from the
Santa Fe International Folk Art Market to show
their work at the annual craft fair held there
every summer. Eleven Bedouin women and one
male chaperone boarded a plane at Ben Gurion
airport and arrived in Albuquerque a day later,
exhausted but exhilarated after their first plane
trip. The market is a perfect showplace for
artisans from all over the world to display and
sell their work. Michael and I met them in Santa
Fe and together we set up benches and shelving
to display their work. They brought a long black
embroidered caftan for me to wear, and I joined
them showing their work to some of the 10,000
attendees. It’s hard to compete with machinemade products from Central America that sell for
half the price, but there are still some collectors
who support native crafts and appreciate
handmade work. The work that didn’t sell made
its way back to Virginia for me to sell online.
The Bedouin women from Israel were intrigued
to meet Bedouin women from Oman who were
also at the Market selling very different designs.
A well-known jeweler from Jaffa in the Yemenite
tradition didn’t bother to arrive at the Market at
the start of each day like the other exhibitors but
turned up in the early afternoons. Despite
sleeping in each day, by the end of the week, he
had sold more in dollar value than any other
vendor at the Market.
We celebrated my birthday over the July 4th
weekend in our hotel room with all the Bedouin
women and their male chaperone. I used the
kitchenette to make a Halal dinner for us all. As
Michael and I were vegan at that time, it was not
too difficult. Touchingly, they went to Whole
(Continued on page 5)
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Foods and bought a birthday cake for me. I
think that visit was liberating for the women to
see another part of the world. Most of the
weavers were the third or fourth wives of their
husbands, and they had been abandoned to
bring up their children on their own. Though I

was no longer so able to do all the heavy lifting
involved in marketing and selling carpets after I
turned 70, Lakiya Negev Weaving is still very
active today.

My Son's Bar Mitzvah Swim
by Sanford Sherizen
The voice on the telephone tells us that our lives
will no longer be the same. My father-in-law Herb
has died suddenly. He had a heart attack in the
swimming pool where he exercised twice a week.

hours, he roams the pool from end to end. He is
silent but he talks to his Gramps. The intensity of
his swim for life stuns me. He is facing death in
such a direct way with nothing between him and
his dread but drops of water. Any tears that he
My 12-year-old son, Daniel, who was his only
has are absorbed, as if the pool itself is tearful,
grandchild, comes home from school to hear that
with all of the drops merged into a tribute to the
he has lost something precious. I tell him as
fallen swimmer.
gently as I can that his world has been
irretrievable changed, making him an orphan
When I gently try to get him to come out, he
minus a generation.
refuses. "I lost my Gramps," he angrily shouts at
me. What earthly reason is important enough to
He says, "It can't be. Sometimes people come
take him away from this memorial? Back and
alive at the undertakers. I'll show you when we
forth he swims, trying to cover all his skin and his
get to Chicago. I wouldn't believe it until I see
memories with Gramp's pool water.
him." He clings to magical wishes, trying
desperately to repair the tear that has been
Finally, he comes out of the pool. He has done
opened. In Chicago, he immediately wants to go
enough, or no more can be accomplished. Maybe
to the swimming pool where his gramps had died. something or someone tells him that he is
He needs to be there.
released. He will not shower before changing into
his clothes, wanting to keep the water with him as
Sadly, we remember that 10 years earlier, when
a final reminder, tribute or maybe protection. This
his grandmother died, he told us that she had
12-year-old, soon to have his bar mitzvah without
swum away. Puzzled about where this young boy
his grandfather, has swum with death and now
got such an idea about death, we find out that he
wants to keep his understanding of diving and
had confused the words dying with diving. Once
dying as long as possible.
again, water and death are mixed together but
now the words are clearer and deeper in his mind As I think about this now, 25 years later, I realize
and soul.
that he did what many of us want to do; to swim
in the memories of our beloved ancestors and,
At the pool, he changes at his grandfather's
through our immersion in a mystical essence,
locker. Then, with a determined look that chills
carry on their dreams and move on with renewed
me, he dives into the water and swims. For two
life and dedication.
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Katsura
By Leona Markiewicz
After 16 years, I finally returned to Japan in 1976
with my husband Bob. I was amazed at the
changes from the war-ravaged country I
remembered. One day we took a bullet train to
visit the old capital Kyoto, on an itinerary my
parents had prepared. Our first stop was the
Katsura Gardens. (See photo below)

principles used in early Shinto shrines merged
with the esthetics and philosophy of Zen
Buddhism. The teahouses are perfect examples
of the influence of Zen Buddhism on Japanese
architecture and landscape. The tea ceremony
performed in the pavilions is a ritual with very
deep spiritual significance. Zen tradition
stresses the harmony and oneness with nature,
and has greatly influenced Japanese culture and
art from the tea ceremony to the ink paintings of
the Japanese master Sesshu.

The Katsura Imperial Villa is an imperial
residence with associated gardens and
outbuildings located in Kyoto Japan. Members
of the court would come from the palace to view
the cherry blossoms or the moon. The villa and
gardens are nationally recognized as an
important cultural property in Japan.

Katsura is a good example of the essence of
Japanese traditional design, combining
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My Aunt Gertie
by Carol Hausman
Not even the rabbi had two dishwashers. But my
Aunt Gertie, who never cooked and never
entertained, did. One for milk, one for meat. She
ordered all their meals from the local kosher
restaurant. She and my uncle Ben lived like
hermits in one of the most beautiful Tudor
houses in town.

preparation and disturbance of her peace, I also
knew that I had made her day.
Aunt Gertie and Uncle Ben had three
sons. When they were little they were clothed in
dresses and had long hair — until they had to
go to school and be acknowledged as boys. One
of them married and had two
daughters. Another taught at the local college,
and nobody ever knew what the third one
did. We did know that Uncle Ben’s money from
my grandfather’s furniture store came in very
handy for them. The two older ones have died.

Every time I came home from college or from
anywhere I lived afterwards, my mother
reminded me of my duty to visit Aunt Gertie.
She would call and make the appointment for
me. Then, on time, I would go over and ring the
bell. After an inordinate wait, I would hear
several locks turning, the door would open, and
Aunt Gertie would show me into the lovely little
reception room. All four feet ten of her, chubby,
rouged cheeks and a wearing a black silk
dress. (After I got married Bob would be drafted
to accompany me). She would announce that
she was going to bring in some
refreshments. Despite my protests, knowing
what that entailed, she insisted. In the
meantime I kept standing, not knowing whether
to sit on top of the sheets that draped the
furniture or to remove one.

Every year Aunt Gertie made a pilgrimage to
New York. She took a four-hour bus ride, stayed
in a hotel, had her meals sent up to her room,
and each day ventured out to buy an object of
clothing — a black hat, a black dress, a black
coat, black shoes.
In 1972 a great flood hit Wilkes-Barre and nearly
every house was affected. Gertie and Ben’s first
floor was completely covered in water, sheets,
dishwashers and all. After the flood, they had it
cleaned out but never refurnished, and from
then onward they lived on the second floor with
a hot plate. After they died, their two unmarried
sons moved into that upstairs space and as far
as I know, the youngest of them is still there.

Perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes later she’d
return with a few pieces of candy — I don’t know
how old — on a shiny silver dish which had
probably just been polished for the occasion.
She would ask a few questions about my life,
answer a few questions about hers, and then
usher me into the paneled, book-lined library
where slight, thin uncle Ben would be sitting,
swallowed up by a huge leather chair, reading
the paper. He would beam me a smile, kiss me,
and tell me how wonderful it was to see me. We
would ask and answer the same questions, eat
another stale piece of candy, and leave,
accompanied by Aunt Gertie who would have
been waiting at the door. No matter how much
exertion I knew my visit had cost her in
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Aunt Gertie was my mother’s brother’s
wife. Uncle Ben was the oldest of her five
siblings. My mother was in charge of all the
reclusive or unfortunate or sick people in
town. For some of them she was their main link
to the outside world. She called each of them
every day, often sent them food, and, of course,
made me visit them.
I would like to believe that there was more to
Aunt Gertie’s life — books, friends, hobbies —
more than a few visits from her niece and phone
calls from my mother. I’d like to believe that
everything in her life cannot fit on one page.
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My Encounter with the Prince of Tonga
by Murray Staub
The recent news about the volcano eruption in
the Kingdom of Tonga brought an experience to
mind that I had many years ago. I was on the
board of a small nuclear instrument company
that was started by a friend. An employee of the
company had invented a coconut-shelling
machine. This invention had nothing to do with
his job. He worked on it in his basement at
home. My friend who was the company’s founder,
was fascinated by the possibility of this
invention. Coconuts were extremely difficult to
shell by hand and the use of its fruit was
limited. Sandy, my friend, was always a risk taker.
He saw the commercial possibility of this machine
and proceeded to put together a scheme that
was brilliant!

machines, not the famous shelling machines!
I am hazy on how I did this, but the prince was
satisfied by visiting a distributer of RV’s and the
minister somehow, not with me, saw some
washing machines.
Sandy had alerted his wife that I would be
bringing the prince to lunch at their house. Plenty
of excitement there. What to serve, what to
drink. Claire, Sandy’s wife, handled that part well.
My wife, Rhoda, my children and the Berman kids
were all there. The minister had told me quietly
that the prince might fall asleep at lunch, and we
should not feel embarrassed since he did this a
great deal.
Prince Tuni was a huge man, tall and very
round. He must have weighed 300 or more
pounds. We tried to make conversation and he
did fall asleep. When he was awake, someone
admired his English and he replied that he had
gone to Oxford University in England and had an
advanced degree from an Australian University. It
was a very tiring lunch for all.

Somehow, he learned that Tonga grew tons of
coconuts but had no way of selling them. He
thought that if he could get the royal family of
Tonga to invest in a program that would ship the
coconuts to Samoa, where they would build a
factory to shell them, they could use the shells as
fuel to run the machines and organize a group in
the United States that would solicit companies
such as McCormick, a spice and herb company,
and this would be a moneymaking
success! Amazingly, he did get investors
including Prince Tuni, the heir to the throne of
the Kingdom of Tonga!

Finally, I had to take them to the airport for their
flight to California. That summer was extremely
hot, there was a drought and the water-cooled air
conditioners were not working at the airport. The
prince was sweating profusely. I finally had the
nerve to go the counter to ask sheepishly if there
was any place we could go that would be more
comfortable for the prince who was with me. “The
prince! We've been waiting for him!” they said,
and they took us directly to the plane where the
air conditioning was going full blast. The air
hostess stopped me at the door and whispered,
“He needs a seat belt extender, would you tell
him?” I did, and he knew he needed it.

This is where I come into the story. One night, I
got a call from Sandy who is in California on a
business trip. He tells me that the prince is on his
way to New Jersey to see the machine and since
he cannot get back in time, would I receive him
and be his host, and I should dissuade him from
visiting the factory since the machine wasn’t
there! Wow, what an assignment! Sure enough,
I am in my office the next morning and a call
comes in and these are the exact words of the
caller, “Is this Murray? This is Prince Tuni and Mr.
Berman has advised me to call you when I arrived
in New Jersey and you will be my host for my
visit.” He also says he is accompanied by a
minister in his cabinet, and they were interested
in seeing two things – RV vehicles and washing
The Bridge

I don’t remember if he thanked me and Claire for
the afternoon, but he is a prince and we are mere
peons! By the way, he is now King Tuni, King of
Tonga! Eventually the whole deal fell apart, Tuni
lost his investment and Sandy was afraid to go to
Tonga!
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Hugo, the Waiter
by Larry Kron
My late wife Audrey, and I were quite fond of
Lelli’s, an attractive Detroit Italian restaurant built
in an old home with many nooks and crannies. We
would go there often, even before our children
were born, so that would be more than 65 years
ago. We went ourselves, and later with our young
children in tow. Our favorite waiter was Hugo. One
day we went there for dinner and learned that
Hugo had left. He was a bass/baritone and wanted
to seek fame and fortune in opera we were told,
so he took off for Italy. That was the last we
thought we’d see of him.

get together. We enjoyed the brief moment with
him and remarked to each other how pleasant it
had been to see him again.

When we were in Rome for few days a week later,
we thought we’d give Hugo a call just to see if
there was an outside chance of seeing him again. I
called and stumbled through the little Italian I
knew to learn that he had left earlier that day to
talk with an “impresario” in another city. Oh, well,
we thought and went about our sight-seeing. That
evening were walking down the Via Condotti, and
it happened again. He was walking in the opposite
In 1973 Audrey and I took a driving trip around
direction down that wide and very crowded
Italy. One of our first stops was in Milan and
pedestrian walkway and Audrey gave another
coming out of a drugstore Audrey gave a shriek of shriek of pleasure as we bumped into him again,
pleasant surprise as she bumped into Hugo when this time with his girlfriend. He had just returned
he was just passing by. We spoke for a few
to the city. We all stopped for a half an hour to
minutes, caught up briefly and then he said he
chat, to remark on the strange coincidences and
had to go. He said to call him when we got to
enjoy a cocktail together.
Rome, where he was actually living, and we could
What are the odds?

Cartoon by Bob Mesnick
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A Poem by Barbara Rosenfield
People who live in "the sticks"
Are often regarded as "hicks".
It is not because of their raggedy jeans,
People are staring
At what they are wearing -

It's those boots from LLBeans.

Lupines Photograph by Sheila Pallay

Winter Sky over the Charles
Photograph by Jim Feldman
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Two Award Winning Paintings by Liz Gribin

Noblesse Oblige

The Shawl

CONTRIBUTIONS
The Bridge is financed entirely with the
support of NewBridge residents, so it does
rely on your donations.

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
There are envelopes in the Library and at the The Bridge on the memo line.
Concierge Desk if you would like to make a
Submissions of written materials must be
donation to a future issue. These can be
made via email to pruethorner@ gmail.com,
either using Microsoft Word or Pages.
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The Great American Book Exchange
by Barbara Rosenfield
Many years ago, when I was still young and
vigorous, I opened a book store in my town in
NH, called The Great American Book Exchange
(GABE), specializing in recycling previously
enjoyed books (mostly paperbacks). It was
enthusiastically welcomed I am happy to report,
and when I moved away my employee took it
over. My mentor, Annie Adams, from Annie's
Book Swap (later called Book Stop) helped me
stock and set it up.

I was a pre-school teacher then, and it was a new,
and bold venture for me. It did well enough to
enable me to open another outlet in Concord, the
State Capital, which I subsequently sold to an
employee and her husband.
In this venture and in tutoring in an Adult Literacy
Program I enjoyed great pleasure and
satisfaction and made new friends.

Surviving the Mexico City Earthquake of 1957
by Mary Salkever
In 1957 my high school Spanish teacher, Señora
Supervia, sponsored a summer trip to Mexico City
for her Spanish students. Seven of us signed
up. We would learn about Mexican culture,
become immersed in the local community, and we
would only speak Spanish. Our schedule was jampacked with visits to museums and historical
sights, outdoor outings such as rock climbing with
local teens, and trips to neighborhood markets.
We lived in a six-story apartment on Lisboa 15, a
small street in a bustling section of the city.
On July 28th, in the middle of the night, we awoke
to a night of terror. The apartment shook
violently, our beds bounced around, windows
broke, a huge water cooler lay in fragments on
the floor. Unable to move, I was terrified. It felt
like a horrible dream. But it was real. After a while
the shaking subsided and became intermittent.
Then our room was eerily silent. In the distance
were sirens.
We called out to each other, cried, and shouted
for Señora, who quickly appeared. She said to
check that no glass was in our shoes and to put
them on “rapidamente”. She gave us a candle. We
formed a human caterpillar inching towards the
staircase outside our apartment door. Slowly we
started down five flights of circular steps to the
ground floor. My legs felt shaky, unable to take
The Bridge
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another step. Senora firmly encouraged me to
continue. The winding descent took an eternity.
Finally, we reached the ground floor.
Outside the street looked surreal. An enormous
gap in the ground swallowed up bodies. A market
collapsed; its merchandise scattered on the
gaping sidewalk. Buildings leaned sideways.
Covered with blood, people wandered in a stupor.
Men desperately dug through the rubble trying to
free half-buried people.
Señora led us up the street while walking around
gigantic cracks. We turned the corner onto a
major boulevard. It looked like an enormous
bulldozer had ploughed down the street, knocking
down everything in front of it. In the distance was
the Hilton hotel, broken in half with a vertical
crack down the middle.
I have no memory of the rest of that night. I can’t
recall what we did or where we slept or when we
returned to our apartment. We learned that the
earthquake was 7.6 magnitude. Three hundred
and sixty people died and 600 were injured. Fifty
buildings collapsed.
As the city began to rally, we volunteered to help
families devastated by the earthquake. It felt
gratifying to make a small difference in their lives
as they recovered from that horrifying night.
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