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NNootteess  ffrroomm  tthhee  EEddiittoorr 

It's time to celebrate NewBridge's 13th anniversary, 
and to enjoy the pleasures of summer. 
I hope good memories will come to mind and that 
our readers will send in some great stories for the 
Fall issue. The deadline will be August 10. Please 
limit your articles to a page or around 500 words. 
Newcomers, we would love to hear from you too! 
Prue 

FFrroomm  oouurr  GGeenneerroouuss  DDoonnoorrss::  

Alan Ades in memory of Ruth Ades 

Charles Blauer 

Fay and Julian Bussgang 

Rosalie Dana in honor of the birth of her great granddaughter Maya 

Karen Drescher in memory of Joan Peterson and in honor of Joan Rome’s birthday 

Edie Heiger in memory of Anne Wolfe Silva and Henry (Hank) Newman 

Sheila Klein in memory of Deborah Gerber 

Mary Rosenfield in memory of Arlene Stiglitz and George Berkowitz and in honor of Susan Bonder 

Mary Jane Milner in memory of Frankie Wollf and Diana Bronner 

Brenda Tribush in memory of Ed Goldstein 

Mary and David Salkever 

Arnie and Ellen Offner 

Harriet Segal in memory of Sonia Abrams 

Bob Tutnauer 

Linda Weinstein 

Barbara and Jack Sobel 
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Propinquitous male and female sea urchins 
release their sperm and eggs into the seawater 
that surrounds them. Should there be an inelastic 
collision of an egg and a sperm, a new 
generation of sea urchins begins to form. After 
just a few hours of cell division, the new embryo 
reaches a developmental stage compared to 
what would require about a week of cell divisions 
for a developing human embryo. 

The rapid development of the sea urchin embryo 
makes it a good candidate for the study of 
fertilization and development at zero gravity. At 
least, that was the thinking at NASA in 
1965. Among the experiments conducted on the 
first crewed Gemini flight was one designed to 
test whether sea urchin fertilization and 
development, as it has occurred for millions of 
years at gravity one, could take place at gravity 
zero. 

This venture was a late addition to the protocol of 
the flight, which was planned to last four and a 
half hours at zero gravity. A lowly graduate 
student, I was also a late addition to the team of 
sea urchin development experts who would 
examine the products of the space flight. We 
arrived at Cape Kennedy on the afternoon of 20 
March. Each of my fellow investigators had done 
work for NASA and had some level of security 
clearance. As someone without any clearance, I 
was given a white, blank badge to wear, which 
severely limited my movements: I could not 
enter, leave nor be unaccompanied anywhere 
within the secured, fenced enclosure. During the 
three days of the project, I went wherever I 
wanted, and no one questioned my 
presence. Sadly,I had to relinquish the badge, a 
desired souvenir, when the project was 
completed. 

The following day I joined the ground crew to 
watch the launch of Ranger 9, a spectacularly 
successful project to take photographs of the 
moon’s surface. Remember, I did not have 

security clearance to be by myself; I had simply 
walked to the crew’s bunker to be invited in. The 
sound and tremors produced during the lift are 
indescribable and are still with me. 

The next day was dedicated to the preparation of 
the experimental materials for the flight: 
fertilization and development were to occur in 
several cylindrical containers, the position of each 
controlled by the pilot as he turned a handle. An 
identical structure was used for the ground 
control. Events were to take place simultaneously 
at gravity 0 on the rocket and gravity 1 on the 
ground.  

Early on Tuesday morning we put the final 
touches in place. The contraption was put in 
place in the space capsule before the astronauts, 
Gus Grissom, and John W. Young, 
entered. Several minutes before lift-off, Grissom 
turned a handle on the contraption to begin the 
experiment. The ground control also had its 
handle turned. I did not have any duties until the 
contraption was to be returned from the flight, 
about eight hours later. However, I was able to 
listen to the conversations between the pilots and 
ground control and I did not leave the 
laboratory.   

I quickly learned that the conversations between 
ground control and the aircraft were edited 
before being released to the public: choice 
morsels did not reach the public.  About 30 
minutes into the flight, when Grissom turned the 
handle that was to continue the experiment, we 
heard: “The fucking handle broke, what do I do 
now?”  No doubt a soothing voice, directed to 
Grissom, emanated from flight control, one that 
we did not hear on the ground over the: “Shit, the 
handle broke,” yelled by the individual designated 
to turn the handle on the ground control.  The 
experiment was over, both contraptions broke at 
the same time. 

AA  SSppaaccee  DDeelliivveerryy  
    bbyy  SSaamm  SStteerrnn  
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              AA  TTrriipp  ttoo  IIcceellaanndd  iinn  tthhee  WWiinntteerr  
bbyy  BBaarrbbaarraa  OOkkuunn  aanndd  SSuussaann  NNeemmeennss  

We arrived in Reykjavik on the only sunny day of 
our five days, and walked all over the city, taking 
the coastal route. One of our major stops was the 
Aurora Borealis Center—like a planetarium—
where, with special spectacles we learned about 
the science of Northern Lights and saw many 
views of the phenomenon. Unfortunately, that 
was the closest we got to them as the weather 
did not cooperate. 

We were stunned by the dramatic landscape of 
this country—we saw volcanoes, geysers, swam 
in hot springs and entered lava caves. The 
shades of blacks, grays and whites were 
amazing. On most of our daily tours, we were the 
oldest by ten to fifteen years, and sometimes we 
were the only Americans. Everyone was very 
helpful when trekking on ice and we didn’t break 
any bones. But muscle aches, particularly in the 
thighs and knees lasted for days after we arrived 
home. 

One of our tours took us to a huge greenhouse 
where all kinds of vegetables and flowers were 
growing on vertical trellises. Since the climate is 
not conducive to growing tender vegetables 
outdoors, they grow tomatoes and other edibles, 
as well as begonias and even sunflowers under 
strong indoor lighting. A large selection of drinks 
that are variations of Bloody Mary were available 
for tourists, made from their produce. This 
creativity is an outlet for the abundance of 
tomatoes produced, as well as the famous 

Icelandic fondness for alcoholic beverages. We 
found it rather strange to be sitting in a vast 
green expanse, all indoors, with snow outside. It 
may be an acquired taste. Most of us would miss 
growing our food out of doors, but Icelandic 
Ingenuity allows for survival in a seriously cold 
place.  

We had hoped to purchase Icelandic sweaters for 
our grandkids, but the prices and the itchy wool 
dissuaded us. However, we did go to the local 
Flea Market at the suggestion of our hotel 
concierge over the weekend and got some non-
itchy Icelandic handknit hats. Two nights we ate 
in a nearby Vietnamese restaurant as we just 
wanted a soup bowl full of veggies. But one night 
we went to a top restaurant and shared an 
entrée of cod, for which Iceland is famous. 

The people of Iceland are warm and friendly. We 
used the hotel computer to research the Jewish 
presence there and learned that there are 250 
Jews currently residing there. During World War 
II many of the Jews emigrated to Israel. The 
country is very much invested in ecological 
environmentalism and the thermal springs 
provide much of their energy. On our last day we 
relaxed in the thermal springs—finding the really 
hot spots to relieve our muscle aches. We were 
then in shape to go through the hassles of 
international travel again. 

IIcceellaanndd  RRoocckk  FFoorrmmaattiioonn  
      BByy  SSuussaann  NNeemmeennss  
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CCoonneeyy  IIssllaanndd  
  bbyy  JJaacckk  SSoobbeell  

It is the summer of 1938. America is in a deep 
depression.  Europe, or as the immigrant Jews call 
it, the “other side” read about Hitler violently 
extending his ambitions. 

 I am 3 and-a-half years old, and my father is 
taking me to the beach at Coney Island in 
Brooklyn, NY. It is an exciting trip, first paying the 
nickel into the turnstile and walking down the 
steep steps to the BMT. At the bottom of the 
platform, you can see the various nuts and candy 
machines, all items for a penny. The platform is 
cooler than above and more so when the train 
roars in, pushing the wind. The train doors open, 
and it is crowded as sardines inside. The subway 
car has leather straps from the ceiling on each 
side. The crowd shifts in mass as the train sways 
on the rails. The cars are sweltering, and the slow 
fans manage to mingle everyone's sweat. 

 The train goes under the East River and then 
becomes an elevated subway four stories high. 
When we arrive at Coney Island, doors open, and 
cool salt air rushes in as fast as the beachgoers 
run out. It’s as if the Atlantic Ocean will dry up if 
they don’t hurry to bathe in it. The next steps are 
to change out of our clothes in changing rooms 
located in old cottages with stalls.  

Walking under the boardwalk, the sand is cool 
and moist compared to the very hot sand 
exposed to the sun where you can hardly walk, 
but worth it once in the deep blue Atlantic waters. 
Attractive white caps and foam rush to the 
beach. The lifeguards blow the whistle to 
swimmers who went out too far. I was one of 
them a decade later. After the lifeguards left, I 
would swim out as far as possible, lay on my 
back, float, relax, and be alone. After a while, my 
stomach told me it was time to go in. Sharks 
might get the same feeling that I had, so I 
thought I better not swim too far out.  

Back to my earlier years: I started playing tag, 
running in and running out as the waves chased 
me. By the end of the third time I ran into the 
waves, I looked up and my father was gone. I got 
lost, and it was a little scary, but we found each 
other by the end of the day. We then proceeded 
to the boardwalk. Nathan's Hot Dogs were along 
the street, with large crinkled French fries, 
knishes, and other goodies. And around the 
corner was the freak show. There were three 
large attractions: a roller coaster, the Ferris 
wheel, and the parachute along with many rides 
in three amusement parks. I fondly remember 
my childhood days at Coney Island. 

SSaarraa  aaddmmiirreess  tthhee  CChheerrrryy  BBlloossssoommss    
BByy  JJiimm  FFeellddmmaann  
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HHooww  II  HHaappppeenneedd  ttoo  SSttuuddyy  AAbbrrooaadd  
  bbyy  FFaayy  BBuussssggaanngg  

So often, very small, serendipitous events have a 
major effect on one’s life.  

In August 1954, I set out on a wonderful 
adventure, to spend a year in Europe on a Rotary 
Foundation Fellowship. I had come a long way—
from growing up in small-town Delaware, Ohio, 
to going to Wellesley College, and now, I had an 
opportunity to study and travel abroad. 

As with many things, this opportunity happened 
more or less by chance. I would never have 
dreamed of this possibility had it not been for a 
fellow Rotarian of my father, a distinguished 
judge named James Blair, who had been a district 
governor of Rotary in Southeastern Ohio. When I 
was still a sophomore in college, Mr. Blair 
approached my father and told him that he 
would like to see me apply for the Rotary 
International scholarship that had been 
established for study abroad. My father was not 
too keen on the idea of my going so far away 
from home, but he had great respect for Jim 
Blair, so he could not say no. If I won the 
scholarship, it would be an honor not just for me 
but also for the Delaware Rotary Club. 

I was quite happy with the idea of going abroad 
and started to think about where I might like to 
study. Since I was a psychology major, I wanted 
to go somewhere with a good psychology 
department. By chance, shortly thereafter, a 
former Ohio Wesleyan fraternity brother of my 
brother, Ezra, came to Wellesley to visit a girl in 
my dormitory. He had just come back from a year 
in Geneva, Switzerland. When I mentioned my 
desire to study abroad, he told me that there was 
a famous child psychologist in Geneva named 
Jean Piaget and that Geneva was a lovely city. I 
had never heard of Piaget; he had never been 
mentioned in any of my classes. With a little 
research, however, I found that he was indeed an 
eminent child psychologist, though not well 

known in the United States at that time. I thought 
Geneva would be a perfect place for me, because 
I had studied some French, and it would be less 
overwhelming than a big city like Paris. 

I had plenty of time to think about it over the 
next year or so. I questioned others who had 
studied abroad and began to investigate how to 
apply to the University of Geneva, and how best 
to travel to Europe and around Europe. I also 
studied French a little more seriously. One of the 
seniors in my dorm had spent her junior year 
abroad in Geneva on a Smith College program. 
She was especially helpful and gave me lots of 
advice, the most important of which was where I 
should live—in the Maison Internationale des 
Étudiants (Student International House). 

Of course, my going abroad was by no means 
certain, as there was a competition for the 
scholarship. Ironically, my local competitor was a 
very capable friend of my brother, whose father 
and uncle were both very active in Rotary. 
Nonetheless, I was selected over him, perhaps 
because I had a foreign language—Leroy wanted 
to study in England. Among the other candidates 
in the district, I was the only girl, which I thought 
might be a handicap, but again, my having a 
foreign language seemed to give me an edge. At 
any rate, on my 21st birthday, February 5, 1954, I 
received a notice that I had been selected. I 
couldn’t have been happier. 

Had it not been for Mr. Blair approaching my 
father, I never would have had this wonderful 
opportunity. Had it not been for my chance 
encounter with my brother’s friend, I would not 
have heard of Piaget and had the chance to study 
with him in Geneva. And had I not had a lot of 
good advice from other students about how and 
where to travel and where to live, it would not 
have been the fabulous year that it was. 
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II  RReeaallllyy  DDiiddnn''tt  WWaanntt  ttoo  GGoo  ttoo  MMoorrooccccoo    
bbyy  SSaannddyy  SShheerriizzeenn  

I realized that I was stalling in order to delay the 
visit. Stories of Morocco from other tourists all 
convinced me that I could skip this trip. Finally, 
the weather solved the problem for me. After five 
days of rain, cold, and the same conversation 
with our friends in Algeciras, Spain, my wife and I 
decided to go to sunny Tangiers. So, off we went 
with another couple, promising our friends who 
stayed at the camp that we would return the 
same evening in time for a combination birthday 
and going away party. 

We were armed with the appropriate tourist 
information and misinformation. We knew that 
we should not change too much Spanish money 
into Moroccan dirham since the rate of exchange 
back was only 50%. We were not going to hire an 
official guide but would wait for one of the many 
kids who offered to guide us and select one who 
we liked. We knew that Spanish and Moroccan 
time differed by an hour. We knew to always 
bargain in the shops. We were prepared for a 
grand adventure.  

Arriving in Tangiers, with six hours to go before 
the ship returned to Spain, we started out into 
the city. As we had been forewarned, a guide with 
an official badge offered to show us around the 
town and get us back for either the 2 o'clock or 
the 6 o’clock ferry. Turning him down, we 
suddenly were surrounded by kids of all ages 
who tried to interest us in their guiding abilities 
by hollering in English, French, German, and 
Swedish (they weren't too sure what we were and 
were taking no chances of missing a job because 
of the wrong introduction). We answered with an 
international shrug until one kid's hustle, 
combined with a face like Jerry Lewis, convinced 
us that he was to be our guide and protector. 

Off we went for a thrilling day. We gaped at the 
veiled women, ate couscous and finally it was 
time to shop. Steering clear of recommended 
shops where our guide knew the owner and 

would get us a good price, we wandered around 
until we found a lovely wall hanging. After the 
mandatory greetings, mint tea and haggling over 
the price, we bought the hanging and tipped the 
salesman a ballpoint pen with U. S. Government 
printed on it. Even though we had spent a lot of 
time in the shop and missed the 2 pm. sailing, we 
decided to pay our guide and leisurely walk to the 
dock.  

At five, we arrived at the office outside the gates 
to the port and tried to buy the tickets for the 6 
o'clock sailing. We were told that the ship had 
already left. We were informed by the ticket seller 
that 6 o'clock was Spanish time which was of 
course 5 o'clock Moroccan time.  

Panic. Fear. “I knew I shouldn't have come here." 
We decided to see for ourselves. Breaking the 
Moroccan record for the 2000-yard dash over 
hurdles (the port guard, numerous workers and 
two fences), we made it to the dock. There was 
the ship waiting for us!!! Running through a line 
of Moroccan officials, we tried to buy tickets 
for our ship. The office was locked and so we 
turned to the officials for help. We told them our 
problem and they soothingly made it worse.  

Them: "It is now 5:15 and we stop our work at 
5:00."  

Us: "But the ship is waiting for us. Just let us buy 
our tickets."  

Them: “You cannot get on the ship without 
having your visas stamped. The tickets would do 
you no good without visas." 

Us: "So stamp the visas."  

Them: "We cannot, we are off duty. Do not worry, 
the women can come with us and have a 
very pleasant stay in Tangiers."  

Us: "We thought you were off duty!!"  

(Continued on page 8) 

11085-120408 Hebrew Senior Life-Bridge 2022 Summer.indd   711085-120408 Hebrew Senior Life-Bridge 2022 Summer.indd   7 5/19/22   10:22 AM5/19/22   10:22 AM



 

The Bridge                                                                                                     8                                                                                           SUMMER 2022 

Soon it was quiet. No ship, no officials-- just four 
stranded tourists with no Moroccan money, no 
warm clothes for the night and no place to 
stay. As it started to get dark, our minds 
wandered. Thoughts of the women being sold 
into a harem and the men becoming their court 
eunuchs. We were scared.  

Suddenly we had company. A young man walked 
by and said something to us in Arabic, then 
French and, after receiving no responses, tried 
Spanish. I quickly told him our story and he 
asked if we would be interested in staying with 
him here. Here? There was nothing but an empty 
dock and the port authority building. Warily, we 
followed him upstairs into the waiting room of 
the building. Our friend introduced us to his 
boss, the head night watchman. The boss 
welcomed us with offers of tea, hashish 
and stories about other tourists who had had 
similar experiences. He showed us a picture of 
another group of strandees who had spent the 
night in that same building. We found out that 
another group of travelers had spent every night 
of their weeks’ vacation at the building and, 
when their mother came to visit Tangiers the 
following year, she immediately checked into the 
"hotel" and was welcomed like one of the family.  

We spent the evening playing cards, swapping 
stories, talking about life and being chided for 
not having any children while our senior host 
had nine, the last being born when our friend 
was 67. Promptly at 10pm, the waiting couches 
in the lounge were placed together to make four 
beds and we were assigned to our places. The 
two men slept on the outside places while the 
women slept together on one big inside bed. At 
six in the morning, we were woken up after a 
restful sleep even though the women were a 
little tired from whispering and laughing until 
the wee hours. 

We were so happy with the hospitality that we 
wanted to show our gratitude to our hosts. We 
offered some small gifts and some money, trying 
not to offend their dignity by making this a 
commercial gesture. They refused everything 
and told us that all they wished from us was a 
letter when we returned home. This we did and 
we continued corresponding with our junior 
host, trying to help get him into an American 
university. Our “hotel” will never be written up in 
the Michelin Guide but for us, it was the best 
night we ever spent with friends. It's lucky that 
we went to Tangiers for only six hours and 
stayed for the night. 

      FFoorrssyytthhee  PPaarrkk  
BByy  SStteepphheenn  KKaannee  
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My father, Dr. Lester Lasky, was the ship’s doctor 
on an LST (a tank landing ship) in the South 
Pacific during WW II.  Prior to shipping out, he 
was stationed on Coronado Island, CA, and my 
mother and I moved into one room in the Hotel 
Del Coronado. They sent my brother to Brown 
Military Academy, which was nearby. He never 
forgave them! 

The hotel was the ultimate in luxury and I was 
given free rein. That included the beach, the pool, 
the puzzle room, and all the beautiful function 
rooms. I was a third grader at the time and 
enjoyed the elementary school on the island. 

San Diego was right across the bay from where 
we lived and we went there from time to 
time.  Now there is a bridge, but at the time, we 
had to take the ferry.  Dolphins accompanied us 

on all crossings. 

The San Diego Zoo was considered one of the 
finest in the world. I most admired the snakes, 
which were displayed in a huge glass tank. The 
memory stayed with me, and we allowed our son 
to have a boa constrictor in our Newton home. 

My mother saved my father’s letters and I have 
collected them in a notebook. The most 
memorable one described the signing of the 
armistice at the end of the war. He sent us each 
several envelopes addressed to us 
individually. They were stamped “VJ Day in Tokyo 
Bay”.  In his letter, he described being in full 
battle dress as the “Japs” flew in to the ship to 
sign with the Americans. He stated that they were 
not sure if they were signing or attacking so my 
father’s ship was on full alert.   

II  WWaass  aa  NNaavvyy  BBrraatt  
        bbyy  RRuutthh  SSttaavviiss  
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TThhee  FFiirrsstt  TTiimmee  PPoolliittiiccss  EExxcciitteedd  MMee  
  bbyy  JJuuddyy  RRuubbiinnsstteeiinn  

In July of 1952 I was a camper in a summer camp 
in Raymond, Maine. I lived in a cabin with nine 
other 14-year-old girls and two counselors. We 
spent our days enjoying swimming, SOFTBALL, 
volleyball, tennis and many other sports. Rest 
hours were usually spent writing letters to our 
parents and grandparents, but this year was 
different.  One of my fellow campers was a 
“celebrity”. At least that’s what we thought when 
she told us that her father was not only a judge, 
but Mayor of Hillside, New Jersey. And if that 
wasn’t enough to impress us, he was also a 
delegate to the 1952 Democratic National 
Convention.  That’s the one where the Party was 
choosing between Adlai Stevenson and Estes 
Kefauver as their presidential candidate. 

Amy was very excited about the Convention. 
None of us knew anything about politics before 
she began telling us about her father and his very 
important role in the Convention. Her excitement 
was contagious. Every day during rest hour she 
told us more and before long, many of us had 
lost interest in our usual camp activities and were 
completely focused on listening to the 
Convention. 

Picture this: ten 14-year-old girls pushed their 
beds to the middle of the cabin and sat for hours, 
glued to a small radio which was resting on an 

upside-down orange crate. After a few days of 
“boring” speeches, the real business of the 
Convention began: the voting. Amy had schooled 
us sufficiently so we were aware that there was 
only one occurrence that would be really 
momentous. No, it was not the choosing of a 
presidential candidate. We were hoping that the 
time would come when the delegates of the State 
of New Jersey would have to be polled. All Amy 
wanted was to hear her father’s voice calling out 
the vote count in his district of New Jersey. We 
listened to the Convention for days in anticipation 
of that one moment. When it finally came, we all 
leaped off our beds and crowded around 
“celebrity” Amy, jumping up and down and 
cheering for her father, who had become an even 
bigger celebrity than Amy. 

Over the next few days, we listened to the 
Convention with slightly less interest than we had 
prior to Mayor Conford’s big moment. When it 
was finally over, life at camp returned to normal 
until Parents’ Visiting Day, when Amy’s mother 
and father came to see her. We could barely 
contain our excitement when Amy introduced us 
to her famous dad. I don’t think Mayor Conford 
had ever received a more tumultuous welcome in 
all his years representing the city of Hillside, New 
Jersey.  

A nation apart 
In the distance gun shots, 
flames, ruins,  

Destruction, lives torn apart, 
devastation. 
Tears of woe. 
 
The world watches and listens. 
A psychopath unleashed 
We search, we pray, we hope. 
Let it all end. 

A kingdom scathed, United, 
hopeful. 
We feel your pain. 
 
Courage 
Determination 
Perseverance 
 
We applaud you. 
Take my hand, 
Hold tight. 

My arms outstretched. 
I am nearby, 
Though far. 
 
I draw close. 
 
You will survive 
You will survive 

PPooeemm  
bbyy  CCaarryynn  FFiinnaarrdd  
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LLiivviinngg  iinn  aann  aappaarrttmmeenntt  iinn  HHaarrbbiinn,,  CChhiinnaa  ffrroomm  11993399  ttoo  11995500  
bbyy  DDiinnaa  VViinnccooww  

When I was five years old, my family moved into a 
four-room apartment on the second floor of a 
very old building on Korotkaya Street in Harbin. 
We moved there, because my father got a job 
managing a small dental supply business. The 
business was located in one of the rooms of that 
apartment. The remaining three rooms were for 
us to live in. Two other apartments in the building 
were occupied by Japanese families and the third, 
by Chinese. 

 One of the two rooms, the one facing the street, 
was occupied by the dental supply business. The 
remaining three rooms were for us to live in. My 
parents felt that they could rent out yet another 
room, the one with the windows facing the street, 
in order to help pay our rent. We were to live in 
the two remaining rooms, a dining room and a 
bedroom, facing the back courtyard. There was 
also a kitchen and a bathroom in the apartment. 

 Our first renters were three young Japanese 
guys. Since our living quarters were separated by 
a corridor, I saw very little of them. But I heard 
my parents talking about those young men 
coming home drunk and making noise, and it 
was, of course, a worry for them. 

When my brother was born, all of us still shared 
the room that faced the backyard. That room did 
not have much light, and my mother decided to 
move us all to the front room and rent out the 
back room instead. It was rented to a young 
Japanese couple. I remember that the young 
woman’s name was Kimiko San. She wore 
beautiful kimonos, and she always smiled at me. I 
loved looking at her. I was very curious about 
them. The woman did not cook in our kitchen. 

Instead, the food was delivered for them in cute 
black boxes from a Japanese restaurant. I cried 
when they had to leave, after the husband’s job 
made them move back to Japan.  

The next renters were not as charming. They 
were a couple of Jewish businessmen, who 
installed some shelves into the room and had a 
small amount of merchandise, (possibly some 
socks), laid out, but we didn’t know what their 
real business was. Hopefully, it wasn’t something 
dangerous, since nothing bad had happened to 
either one of them. I think that they left China for 
Israel later. 

The bedroom that faced the street was small, but 
we managed to fit all our bedroom furniture into 
it. It was heated by a stove in its wall. Coal had to 
be loaded from the other side of this wall, in the 
corridor. This was done only in the evenings, 
before we went to sleep. The other three rooms 
of our apartment were heated by one big stove in 
the corner of our dining room. As the war 
progressed, and the coal began to be in short 
supply, we had to install a small wood burning 
stove into the dining room. The kitchen was no 
longer used, because of the shortage of coal and 
the water pipes there froze. I won’t tell how we 
dealt with the absence of a toilet and a bathroom!  
Instead, I will recall some things that happened 
once in our entry way. 

 During these difficult times, most apartment 
buildings locked their entrance doors at night. 
Unfortunately, the lock on our door was 
repeatedly stolen, and because of that, our entry 
hall was accessible to drug users. Sadly, one of 

(Continued on page 12) 
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them died there from an overdose one night. As it 
happened, I totally forgot about it and later that 
day, when it was getting dark, I came home and 
ran up the stairs. There it was, a dead body lying 
there. This made me run down very fast! 

There was another incident in the hallway of our 
apartment. A woman was apparently robbed and 
then murdered there.  After that, our hallway was 
finally kept locked by bolting the door from inside. 
This made it hard to for anyone to come home 
after dark. When my father occasionally went out 
at night, he would let us know that he was back by 
throwing little pebbles up to our windows 
upstairs. 

In spite of the fact that the street entrance to our 
apartment building was now locked, someone 
managed to break into our apartment. It 
happened after my seventh birthday party in 

1941. When we woke up the next morning, the 
apartment felt unusually cold. Both the front and 
the back doors to the apartment were left open. 
The only things that were taken were my father’s 
winter coat and two winter robes of our Chinese 
babysitter, Lucy. The sterling silverware that was 
used and washed was left on the cupboard. We 
were lucky; the thief may have been scared away 
when my brother woke up and cried that night.  

The Soviet Army that had entered Harbin in 1945. 
After they left, the city was left in the dark for 
many months because the soldiers took all the 
city’s generators with them. I had to do my 
homework by the light of something like a 
Hanukah light: oil and a wick in a dish, because we 
did not have any other way to light our room at 
the time. In June of 1950, my family emigrated to 
Israel. 

WWhhyy  II  wwrroottee  aa  BBiiooggrraapphhyy  ooff  HHuubbeerrtt  HHuummpphhrreeyy    
bbyy  AArrnnoolldd  OOffffnneerr    

For the first forty years of my academic career, I 
focused on the history of American foreign policy. 
But after I set out about fifteen years ago to write 
a general history of the United States, my 
research increasingly pointed to Senator Hubert 
Humphrey of Minnesota as a major force for 
nearly every important liberal policy initiative. 
This included his daring civil rights speech urging 
the Democratic Party in 1948 to get out of the 
shadow of states’ rights and adopt the bright 
sunshine of human rights. This put civil rights on 
the nation’s agenda forever more.  

As Senator Humphrey proposed legislation to 
effect national health insurance, foreign aid to 
poorer nations, the Peace Corps, and nuclear 
arms control. He masterfully led the Democrats to 
enact the 1964 Civil Rights Act, the 1965 Voting 
Rights Act, and the 1968 Fair Housing Act. As Vice 
President, Humphrey also urged President 
Johnson against widening the Vietnam War until 

Johnson forced him to become a spokesman for 
the war. Humphrey’s political record is of great 
relevance in the current era, when issues of civil 
rights, voting rights, and national health care are 
uppermost in American lives. Moreover, his 
maxim that 
“compromise is 
not a dirty 
word” seems to 
have been 
forgotten. 
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