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We have restarted a series of 

interviews with new residents. 

Because space is limited, we 

cannot feature all new residents, 

but Maier Fein, Toby Levine and I 

have met with three newcomers 

who have arrived in the past few 

months. This used to be a popular 

feature prior to the pandemic, so 

let us know if you would like us to 

con�nue with these short 

introduc�ons. 

Prue Thorner 

A Note From the Editor 
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She was a �ny woman who 
wielded a huge influence, not only on 
me, but on most of her students. I 
grew up in The Bronx and went to 
William Howard Ta� High School. 
Although years later it was listed on 
the front page of the New York Times 
as one of the worst high schools in 
New York, in my day I think it was a 
pre�y good school. 

Miriam Rothman – all four feet eleven 
of her – was my home room teacher. 
But home room teacher doesn’t begin 
to describe either her mission or her 
influence. Many of my fellow students 
were first-genera�on Americans and 
would be the first in their families to 
go to college – if they got in. And that 
was exactly the mission: to keep these 
students on track socially and 
academically so they could get into 
college. She took the social part as 
seriously as the academic. If she saw 
you in the hall being too friendly with 
a boy whom she didn’t think would 
enhance your future, she told him to 
get lost, and if necessary, conferred 
with your parents. And on occasional 
Friday a�ernoons, she arranged for 
several of the male students from her 
previous class, now clad in jackets and 
�es and enrolled at Columbia and 
Princeton to visit our class. I think she 
wanted us to have a glimpse at what 
we were supposed to aspire to. She 
was pre�y successful with her dual 
mission. Only one girl got pregnant in 
our senior year and everyone got into 
college. 

 

The students in this 
class were selected by a 
method that was never 
clear to me. I guess you 
had to be at least 
adequate intellectually. 
I did not fit the other 
requirements. Both my 
parents were born in 
America and my older 
brother was already 
a�ending an Ivy League 
university, so I didn’t 
need as much of the 
college coaching as 
some of the other 
students. But Mrs. 
Rothman took a shine 
to me. On the day I was accepted to 
the college of my choice, she and my 
mother got together on the phone 
and celebrated their success. I 
remember standing at the door of my 
parent’s bedroom listening to their 
exclama�ons and wondering whether 
perhaps they had taken the SAT and 
wri�en the applica�on essay instead 
of me.  

But my rela�onship with Mrs. 
Rothman was about to change. At a 
friend’s sweet sixteen party toward 
the end of my senior year, I met a boy 
who would become the man I would 
marry. The summer a�er I graduated 
from Ta� we dated quite seriously. It 
turned out that while she was Mrs. 
Rothman to me, she was Aunt Miriam 
to Andy and he, her brother’s only son 
and the only boy in the family, was 
“the Prince”. Suddenly, I was no 

longer her star student; I was her 
nephew’s girlfriend, and I had no idea 
how I would fare in this new 
rela�onship. The first �me I went to a 
family event I was terrified that I no 
longer knew the rules of the game. 
Could I ever call her Aunt Miriam 
rather than Mrs. Rothman? I think I 
probably just avoided calling her 
anything for years. And she was kind 
enough to accept me into the family. 
She may even had said a few kind 
words about me to my mother-in-law 
to be.  

Years later, she told us she was 
re�ring a�er seeing two students 
making love in the stairwell. In reality, 
they were probably just hugging and 
kissing, but it was all too much for 
Aunt Miriam.  

 

Ta� High School 

A Changing Rela�onship 

Toby Kleban Levine 
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Last November, Julian and I a�ended 
the shiva in the NewBridge chapel for 
resident Jack Sobel. Since we arrived 
early, we had �me for a nice 
conversa�on with Barbara and the 
two Sobel children, Henry and 
Suzanne.  
 
A while later, when I went to get a cup 
of tea, I again cha�ed with Suzanne. 
Her husband, David, was standing 
nearby, so I thought it only polite to 
include him. I do not have a clear idea 
of how the conversa�on flowed at 
first, but perhaps I men�oned that I 
was involved in genealogy. He then 
commented that his parents had been 
born in Poland. His mother was from 
Warsaw, his father from Lwów. I told 
him my husband was also from Lwów. 
When I learned that David’s father 
came to the United States in 1958, I 
asked where he had been during the 
war. He said that he had been in 
hiding and was helped by the church.  

My antenna went up immediately. 
Julian had a friend from Lwów who 
was saved by Metropolitan Szeptycki, 
the Greek Catholic Archbishop of 
Lwów. A�er the war, Julian’s friend, 
Kurt Lewin, the son of the chief rabbi 
of Lwów, had tried in vain to have the 
Metropolitan named a righteous 
gen�le, but Yad Vashem had refused. 
Yad Vashem claimed that Szeptytski 
had welcomed the Germans when 
they first entered Lwów in 1941 — not 
taking into account that he later wrote 
le�ers to the Pope complaining about 
Hitler’s ac�ons and that he had saved 
over 100 Jews.  

Kurt gave up trying to get Szeptytski 
acknowledged, but he inspired Julian 
to take up the fight. Not succeeding 
with Yad Vashem, Julian got the ADL 
(An�-Defama�on League) to honor 
Szeptycki as a righteous gen�le. In 

2013, we a�ended a 
very nice ceremony in 
New York to recognize 
his heroism. 

David  was quite 
surprised that I had 
heard of Szeptycki. He 
said it was indeed 
Szeptycki who had 
saved his father — and 
his father’s mother and 
brother. David’s 
grandfather, who was 
a rabbi in Lwów was 
killed by the Germans 
when they entered 
Lwów. I asked him the 
rabbi’s name, and he 
said, “Ezekiel Lewin.” It 
was my turn to be 
surprised. I said, “Your 
grandfather was my 
husband’s rabbi and 
bar mitzvahed him a year before the 
war.”  

David was astounded. I told him that 
we had been friends with Kurt (no 
longer alive), the son of the rabbi, who 
had to be David’s uncle. I asked David 
his father’s name, and he said Nathan. 
I said we knew Nathan, too. David was 
skep�cal. He said that there were two 
Nathan Lewins, maybe we knew the 
other one. I said no, it was Kurt’s 
brother in California, and we had 
dinner with him and his wife, Anne, 
when we visited our daughter in 
Berkeley. David could hardly absorb 
what I was saying. 

 We told David about our having gone 
to the ADL ceremony in New York, and 
he said that he had been there also.  
A�er cha�ng some more, we decided 
to exchange emails. When David 
added his email to my iPhone, he was 
taken aback. His contact informa�on 
was already there! Obviously, we had 

connected at the ADL event nine years 
earlier and exchanged emails then! 

Soon, another coincidence came to 
light. David told us about his other 
grandfather who founded an 
organiza�on to help righteous gen�les 
living in Poland. I then recalled that 
when we first met his parents in 2006, 
we discovered that by chance Julian 
had met his other grandfather several 
years earlier. In the 1990s, they had 
both received medals from the Polish 
Consulate in New York at the same 
event and had had their picture taken 
together (which I subsequently 
located and sent to David).  

These were almost unimaginable 
coincidences! Yet, if I hadn’t had that 
second chat with Suzanne, and if David 
hadn’t been standing nearby and if I 
hadn’t drawn him into the 
conversa�on, we would never have 
discovered our connec�on. 

An Amazing Connec�on  

By Fay Bussgang 

Metropolitan Szeptytski, Archbishop of Lwow,  
courtesy of Wikipedia 
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Jay has many good memories of 
special places he and his beloved late 
wife Jane used to enjoy in the good 
old days. At the top of his list is Chiara 
in Westwood, s�ll a noted Italian 
dining spot today. He recalls that they 

serve Mediterranean dishes cooked 
to perfec�on.  Another favorite is 
Davio’s, a northern Italian steak 
house located in The Street shopping 
center in Chestnut Hill where he and 
Buzzy have dined frequently. In fact, 
Jay chose to celebrate his 95th 
birthday at Davio’s together with Paul 
Hardiman and Sharon Gouveia and 

other very close friends. 

Seasons 52, also in Chestnut Hill was 
where Buzzy and Jay enjoyed their 
very first meal together. He says that 
they go out for a meal when they 
crave something different from their 

favorite dishes in Nosh and Centro.  
Tartufo on Union Street in Newton 
Center serves the best Bolognese in 
Boston, according to Jay. The menu 
describes 
the dish of 
rigatoni 
pasta, 

freshly made ragout, beef, veal, lamb, 
celery, & carrots. Just thinking about 
it is enough to make Jay feel hungry. 

For people who like Asian food, Jay 
and Buzzy recommend CK Shanghai in 
Wellesley Hills. There, the chef, CK 
himself, presides. He has received the 
Super Chef Award from the Grand 
Master Chef Associa�on of Beijing, so 
this is no ordinary Chinese food. 

When they are in the mood for some 
choice fish dishes, Buzzy and Jay like 
to go to Legal Seafoods, also on The 
Street. The lively atmosphere and the 
freshest fish draw them there. 
Bernard’s Chinese restaurant on 
Boylston Street in Chestnut Hill is 
upscale and high on the list that Jay 
and Buzzy maintain. And in case you 
think Jay doesn’t frequent diners, he 
rates the Grateful Diner in Dedham, 
and the Toast Office in Westwood 
among his favorites. The Grateful 
Diner is on High Street and has a 
dis�nc�ve Irish flavor but also offers 
bagels and lox and a hearty breakfast 
item called The Forkli�. Be sure to get 
there before 3pm says Jay, when it 
closes. 

  

Favorite Haunts 

By Jay Fialkow and Buzzy Axelrod 
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Go to the Middle of the Bridge and Turn Right 

By Ruth Stavis 

Those were the directions to find your 

way to the center of Zanesville, Ohio.  

The bridge is the famous Y-Bridge 

over two rivers, the Muskingum and 

the Licking. I was born in Zanesville 

and lived there until going east to 

Smith College after high 

school. 

Being white, educated, Jewish, 

and from a well to do family set 

me apart in Zanesville.  I never 

really fit in.  However, there 

were many memorable 

moments. Walking along the 

path by the canal, collecting 

buckeyes in Buckeye Hill Park, 

drag racing in the strip mines 

(who knew!). The Art Institute 

was a place I frequented often. 

It was walking distance and I 

was allowed to go there alone. 

Howard Chandler Christie was 

the well-known artist whose 

works were found there. My 

father donated his collection of 

art glass and it was well 

displayed as a gift from Dr. 

Lasky. 

Flint Ridge was another place we 

frequented.  It was in Newark, OH, 

which was quite close.  Native 

Americans went there for the fine 

outcropping of flint from which they 

made their arrowheads. You could 

find arrowheads whenever a field was 

plowed up for planting. Chert was 

what was left after the arrowheads 

were carved out of the flint. 

What was the “8th Ward”?  It was a 

section of Zanesville where most 

of the Black people settled after 

crossing the Ohio River to 

achieve freedom from slavery. 

“Follow the Drinking Gourd” (The 

Big Dipper) led them north to 

freedom. Some Blacks settled in 

Zanesville, others went on to 

Canada, always following the 

drinking gourd and the north star. 

Zanesville was a station on the 

Underground Railroad, and was 

preserved as such.  There was a 

secret passage for slaves to hide 

in before continuing northward. 

A large percentage of my 
elementary school was Black.  I 
was one of the 15 percent White 
students in my school.  As I 
progressed to middle school and 
on to high school, Blacks became 
a minority, based on the 
neighborhoods they lived in. 

I remember his so� and gentle touch. 

I remember his hilarious sense of 
humor. 

I remember his kindness and 
compassion for others. 

I remember his humble manner. 

I remember his love of family. 

I remember his loyalty to those he 
cherished. 

I remember his ludicrous dancing in 
the kitchen while mom was making 

dinner. 

I remember his generosity to those in 
need. 

I remember his sharp mind. 

I remember his prowess in golfing. 

I remember being told that he quit 
school in ninth grade to support his 

family. 

I remember his figuring out the 
solu�ons to my algebra and geometry 

assignments when he  
never took either course. 

I remember his always being there for 
me when I was sad, listening as he 

wiped away my tears. 

I remember his mul�tude of friends. 

I remember his posi�ve outlook. 

I remember his renowned advice. 

“Everything in modera�on”. 

I remember his charitable deeds. 

I remember how we kids would giggle 
at his silly an�cs when he put us to 

bed at night. 

I remember how devoted he was to 
his grandchildren. 

I remember his style of telling jokes 
that brought the house down. 

I remember how much I loved him. 

I remember him accep�ng his 
mortality with grace and dignity. 

       I remember. 

 

I Remember my Dad  By Caryn Finard 

Wellen Ceramic vase made in Zanesville  
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Orphan 

By Jane Bachner 

 

From the car I see three silos,  

standing silver on a rise 

like Pan’s flute, standing  

against the tumbling sky. 

Tornado weather. 

All a�ernoon 

we’ve scanned the horizon 

looking for spirals in the wind. 

 

You say my mother’s town 

the Oklahoma spring 

fills you with foreboding. 

She was the last.  

We won’t come here again. 

 

Heading east through April twilight 

by fields of new alfalfa, 

I see a small black heifer 

away from her herd 

alone on the hill 

her back into the wind 

and then the lovely silos  

in the dark green air. 

Every tour given to poten�al 
Newbridge residents includes the 
Library. We residents can’t miss this 
wonderful space when we walk past 
it. How does it work? What 
incredible dedicated resident 
devotes her en�re �me to ensure 
that books that are on Best Seller 
Lists are available and about 2000 
addi�onal books are on the back 
shelves?  

That miracle person is Karen 
Drescher. Karen, with minimum help, 
sees that every book is coded, every 
new book is marked New and sorted 
into Fic�on, Non-Fic�on, Biography 
and Mystery and placed on the front 
shelves. Every book that is acquired 
by the Library is scanned into the 
system by Judy Rubinstein who 
maintains the database. So�ware on 
the library computer allows IL 
residents to take out books by 
scanning the bar code on the front 
cover. 

Karen came to the Library in 2009 
soon a�er its establishment by 
Lorraine and Noah Gordon. A�er a 
career as a hospital opera�ng room 
nurse she learned library science on 
the job. No�ce the New York Times 
Best Seller list posted every Monday. 

No�ce the e-mails that list the new 
books that have arrived. No�ce the 
printed reviews that are on top of 
the New Books shelves. Get a 
personal note from Karen about an 
overdue book that should be 
returned immediately! 

These are some of the tasks that 
Karen has quietly and efficiently 
done for many years. Perhaps this 
hidden work has not been 
appreciated by some since the 
Library is not used to its fullest. At 
last count there were only 48 books 
checked out. Karen is looking to 
strengthen the Library Commi�ee 
and to train volunteers to act as 
librarians during the day. Reach out 
to her at jpete2207@aol.com.   

Let us honor Karen Drescher by 
visi�ng the Library, exploring this 
wonderful addi�on to 
Newbridge. Back issues of The 
Bridge, the NBOC Memorial Book, 
books by our residents, and many 
movies on compact disk are all 
treasures wai�ng for you in our 
Library. 

Our Hidden Asset 

By Murray Staub 
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Partakers* Changing Lives  
By Bonnie Rosenberg 

Rarely do we get the opportunity to 
take a journey with a stranger who 
transforms both their life and ours. 
This is the story of the rela�onship 
our Temple Team has developed with 
John, our Partakers College Behind 
Bars mentee. In the last few months, 
the founda�on of trust that we have 
built has allowed for some of the 
most honest and touching 
conversa�ons we have ever had. Our 
ability to share authen�cally from the 
depths of our experience and the 
depth of our hearts has allowed for a 
sacred understanding between us. 

Over these many months of 
connec�on, we have been honored to 
watch the transforma�on of a man, 
as well as all of us on our Partakers 
team. The transforma�on has not 
meant becoming something new. 
Rather, it has been the 
transforma�on of John into the 
person he truly was meant to be. His 
kindness, intelligence, crea�vity, 
honesty, and his concern for 
everyone in his realm were always 
there. But spending more than half of 
one’s life in prison clouds and distorts 
the inner person. We have traveled 
with him on this journey to uncover 
the true John, helping him to believe 
that it is his turn to shine. 

We think back to the John we first 
encountered just as Covid was 
star�ng to spread. Although we were 
trained for our ini�al visit to the 
prison, I was anxious about all the 
rules: no underwire bras, no extra 
money, no clothing with pockets. The 
list was extensive. I had never been in 
a prison, and I knew that the officious 
guards and the dehumaniza�on that I 
had  read about would put me on 
edge and make me uncomfortable.  

The Covid lockdown ensured that we 
never used any of the training and 
instead had the unexpected gi� of 
mee�ng through handwri�en le�ers. 
John’s first le�er to us was wri�en in 
perfect calligraphy, both ar�s�c and 
compelling. Mee�ng in this way, not 
in a prison se�ng and not seeing him 
or hearing his voice,  removed any 
pre-judgment and opened our hearts 
more than a typical first mee�ng 
might have done. 

Between weekly handwri�en le�ers 
and regular emails, we shared so 
many stories and got to know many 
things about each other. And then 
John let us know that he would be 
released from prison because his case 
had been overturned on appeal. 
Covid mandates allowed for a hasty 
departure for him and for several 
weeks we lost contact. It was such an 
unse�ling �me. Then we finally got a 
call and heard his voice. It was 
strange to get to know someone in 
this reversal of the usual way we 
would meet someone new. On our 
first mee�ng we celebrated his 40th 
birthday with a picnic in the park — a 
safer way to meet while Covid was 
s�ll a concern. It was a joyful first 
gathering since by this �me we had 
developed trust and had started to 
become good friends. 

Sunday morning is the �me that we 
never miss our Zoom call with John. 
Finally, we are doing the job for 
which we originally signed up for. 
John has become a student at 
Emerson College with a full course 
load and a work/study job. His project 
is to help transform the narra�ve 
around gun violence. Finally, we are 
his mentors as he navigates his 
college classes and works to develop 
academic rigor. We will always be 

mentors to each other in terms of 
naviga�ng life and finding our way in 
this upside-down world.  John o�en 
offers insights about a class or a 
professor or an academic decision, 
and we look at him and remind him 
that o�en it is unclear which of us is 
the mentor and who is the mentee.  

On our call this past Sunday morning 
there was a rush of exci�ng news 
from John about par�cipa�ng with an 
Emerson team in the Mothers’ Day 
Walk for Peace; decisions about 
classes for next semester; and the 
power of rela�onships he has built 
with classmates and professors. We 
also had two heart-opening 
moments. In responding to a 
compliment, John looked straight into 
the camera and said: “Having you as 
my suppor�ve team has given me 
such confidence in my academic 
journey. With you bearing witness to 
my struggles and my success, I know 
that I am on the right course to 
achieving the life I have dreamed of.”  
Because he now knows that he can 
do this, and that he can aim high is 
the best thank you gi� we could ever 
have been given. 

And, while this would have been 
wonderful enough, he told us that 
both his son and his daughter, each in 
their early twen�es, have decided to 
go back to school. Their Dad has 
become their role model as they see 
how his academic journey has 
changed the course of his life, and 
now theirs as well. 

 

 

*Editors' note: "To partake" means to 

par�cipate. 



 

Spring 2023 9 

My rela�onship with snow began 
early in my childhood.  I was born in 
Oswego, New York, at the eastern 
edge of Lake Ontario. Prevailing west 
winds and weather dumped an 
average 113 inches of snow each 
winter.  Compare this to the U.S. 
average of 28 inches. 

Oswego has many hills.  
Occasionally, some of 
the hilly streets were 
closed to cars and open 
for sledding. Residents 
were expected to shovel 
sidewalks in front of 
their homes and 
businesses. The  State 
University of New York 
at Oswego strung ropes 
along pathways to make 
walking on windy, 
snowy days easier.  

In 1966,  a�er I had le� 
Oswego, my parents 
experienced 103 inches 
of snow between January 28th and 
31st. The Governor sent in special 
snowplows to dig out an almost 
totally buried community. 

And then there were the seven years 
when I lived in Syracuse, where I 
walked to school in all kinds of 
weather.  Boots, warm clothing, and 
gloves made it all doable. I loved the 
absolute whiteness of newly fallen 
snow. I loved tes�ng it out to see if 
snow balls and snow figures could be 
formed.  We never complained about 
the inconveniences that the snow 
brought. 

Snow in Rochester, New York, where 
Sid and I lived as a married couple for 
56 years, was a love/hate 
rela�onship. Snow made the winter 
months dis�nc�ve. It was a �me for 
childhood discovery and fun. Our 
three children remember fondly our 
sledding trips where they flew down 
the hill and I plodded back up with 

the empty sleds. They 
loved snowmen, ice 
ska�ng and eventually 
skiing. I loved the beau�ful 
fros�ng on the trees as snow 
floated down from the sky. I 
loved the cozy snow days 
when everything stood s�ll.   

On the less posi�ve side 
were the work mee�ngs 
that were cancelled and the 
uncertainty in planning any 
large events. There were the 
damp boots and gloves and 
wondering if the snowplow 
would arrive in �me for 

work, and the sunless days that might 
follow. And the cold that meant 
misery to those who did not have 
adequate housing. 

So many years later, my four winters 
in the Boston area have passed 
without significant snowfalls. At 80+ I 
must admit relief at the rela�ve ease 

of walking and driving. 
On the other hand, 
those who know me 
have heard my concerns 
about the nega�ve 
effects of a warming 
climate.  As my 
Ugandan friend Brewa 
commented recently, 
the warmer weather is 
like junk food. It tastes 
so good but is so bad for 
you. 

Snow 

 By Linda Weinstein 

You will not always be happy. Cherish that 
which is before you.  

Reminisce about that for which you are 
grateful and has given you joy. 

Don’t regret what you wish you had said to 
those you love. Say it now. 

Own your own feelings. Forgive those who 
have hurt or made you angry. 

Do some soul searching and move on. 

Say something kind to someone every day. 
You’ll get back much more than you give. 

Never go to bed mad at your spouse. 

Count your blessings every day. 

Words to Live By 

By Caryn Finard 
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As my body sank back into the chair and 

relaxed, I felt Zhang Hon's body s�ffen. He 

leaned forward, squirmed and started to 

wring his hands. He whispered "Must I say 

prayer? Must I stand up?" "No, you may 

do whatever you wish," I answered. 

My husband, our 15-year-old son and I 

had brought our newly arrived Chinese 

exchange student to the synagogue for 

the Friday evening Sabbath service. The 

informal summer service began with the 

cantor playing his guitar. The rabbi recited 

the opening prayers. I felt peaceful a�er a 

hec�c week trying to acclimate our family 

life to a 16-year-old who had never been 

outside of Beijing. 

The whole week had been difficult with 

adjustments to the varied cultural 

differences. But what was so disturbing 

about si�ng in this peaceful service for 40 

minutes? The music, the se�ng, the silent 

moments, the prayers -- they were all 

calming influences on me. 

I leaned toward him, restraining my 

bubbling anger, and assured him that the 

service would be over in 30 minutes, and 

we would be able to discuss his 

unhappiness then. 

Once in the car, Zhang Hon sat up very tall 

and moved to the edge of the seat. His 

hands grasped the seat so �ghtly his 

knuckles turned white. He spoke forcefully 

and passionately, "I do not believe in God! 

I stand for China and only for China!" 

We were stunned into silence. David, my 

husband, clutched the steering wheel, 

turned his head toward the back seat to 

look at Zhang Hon as he cracked the 

s�llness with his gentle but strong voice. 

"In America, Hon, we can believe in God 

and stand for America. Some people don't 

believe in God and stand for America, and 

some people don't even stand for 

America. In America, that's okay." 

"I do not understand all this. I do not 

understand. I stand for China and only for 

China," Hon repeated.  

Life had its ups and downs for the next 

few weeks. The cultural differences were 

so many and so deep that I wondered if 

we would ever reach common ground. 

Some�mes we all laughed so hard we 

nearly burst our seams, and other �mes I 

felt like crying, wondering to what I had 

commi�ed us all. 

A month passed since the incident in the 

temple and Zhang Hon was beginning to 

feel more comfortable in the house and to 

trust us. During the �mes we went to the 

synagogue, we made other arrangements 

for Hon and kept discussion of religion to 

a minimum. 

As the Jewish holidays approached in mid-

September, ac�vity in the house began to 

change. My son, Mark, started to prepare 

for the sounding of the shofar (ram's 

horn) in the synagogue service. His 

piercing blasts alerted the neighborhood 

to the coming holidays and shook Zhang 

Hon to his core. 

Hon, much to our surprise, asked 

ques�ons about the shofar,  

The day before Yom Kippur, the Day of 

Atonement, Hon asked: “Do you go to 

temple again?" 

"Yes, a�er dinner and again in the 

morning," I answered. 

"Does Grandpa go?" 

"Yes." 

"Does Uncle Paul and Aun�e Judy go?" 

"Yes." 

"Does Uncle Paul's number-one son go?" 

"Yes." 

"Does Uncle Paul's number-two son go?" 

"Yes." 

"Well ... then I go too," he said with a grin 

from ear to ear. 

Halfway through the service, I looked to 

see if Hon was as anxious as he had been 

before. This �me he was dozing! All of a 

sudden, he twitched and whispered, "Oh 

my God, I sleep!" 

On the way home in the car, Hon 

surprised us again when he commented, 

"I think this poem from the temple very 

beau�ful. I memorize it tonight." And then 

he repeated verba�m: 

We are your people 

You are our King 

We are your children 

You are our Father 

We are your possession 

You are our Por�on 

We are your flock 

You are our Shepherd 

We are your beloved 

You are our Friend. 

Bridging a Cultural Gap at the Jewish Holidays 
By Helene Bailen 
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Introducing Some New Residents 

Gloria Abramowitz grew up 
in Forest Hills, N.Y.  

A�er her husband passed away, she 
followed her family first to Denver and 
then to Boston. Her husband, a den�st, 
invented and patented a special earring 
to treat pierced ear infec�ons a�er this 
craze was promulgated in the 1970’s at 
piercing pagodas in shopping malls.  

Gloria, a teacher by profession, created a 
mail order business to market their 
product to the medical profession. 
Dermatologists, pediatricians, and 
general prac��oners were now able to 
treat these pesty pierced ear infec�ons. 
It was quite a learning experience for 
Gloria to manufacture and market their 
product. Her previous experience was 
only in kni�ng, croche�ng, quil�ng and 
needlepoint!  

Meet Helene & David Bailen 

Helene and David recently moved to 
NewBridge from Newton where they have 
enjoyed marriage for 57 years. They have 
two sons who reside with their families in 
Newton and Washington, DC. 

Helene was teaching French when she 
married David, a medical student. When 
their two sons were in elementary school, 
Helene became a Gallery Instructor at the 
Museum of Fine Arts and she taught there 
for 45 years. She produced three videos 
about art for the GI program and co-
wrote a book for the museum about 
“Sharing Stories in Art with Ac�vi�es, 
Facts & Surprises” for adults to use when 
taking children to the museum. Her 

passion is teaching the history of French 
pain�ng. 

David has been described by Helene as a 
Renaissance man. David was an Internist 
in private prac�ce at Boston Medical 
Center for 40 years. He taught Physical 
Prac�ce to medical students at BU School 
of Medicine while also holding posi�ons 
on the medical staff at BU Medical Center. 
He loves all kinds of music including 
classical, jazz, music of the 40’s, 50’s, Rock 
and Roll and Cajun. They both loved to 
dance. He studied history, poli�cal 
science and Judaic studies. He was also 
very interested in Boston Jewish History 
and gave lectures and bus tours of Jewish 
Boston to members of various Temples in 
the Boston area. 

Meet Naomi Webb 

Naomi made it to NewBridge circuitously, 
via Brooklyn, Manchester, NJ, and a 
summer house in the Canadian woods. 
Now, with the help of her daughter who 
lives in Kingston RI, and a son in New 
Hampshire, she is se�ling in here. 

During her career, Naomi taught middle 
school students survival skills through 
home economics. That included 
everything from how to cook, how to sew 

on a bu�on and mend a hem. With a 
smile, when the students asked what her 
given name was, she responded “Mrs.” 

Now she is looking forward to quil�ng and 
kni�ng as well as gardening this coming 
spring. 
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From Our Generous Donors 

Toby Levine 

Serena Ka�er 

Prue and Michael Thorner         In memory of Jack Sobel 

Jeanne and Leo Stolbach 

Terri Union 

Mary Rosenfield     In memory of Charles D. Gordon 

Joan Rome 

Georgia Mi�elman 

A Quarterly Journal by and for 

The Residents of Newbridge on the Charles  

Some Jokes 

An elderly man is stopped by the police around 2 
a.m. and is asked where he is going at this �me 
of night.  

The man replies, “I am on my way to a lecture 
about alcohol abuse and the effects it has on the 
human body, as well as smoking and staying out 
late.” 

The officer then asks, “Really? Who is giving that 
lecture at this �me of night?” The man replies, 
“That would be my wife.”  

 

I never let my kids listen to jazz or classical 
music… 
Too much sax or violins can only lead to treble!  

Someone stole all my credit cards, but I won’t be 
repor�ng it. The thief spends less than my wife 
did.  


