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Notes from the Editors 
We are happy to welcome new authors to 
The Bridge: David Goldman, Judi Goldman, 
Judy Rubinstein, and Peter Shapiro. Please 
read and enjoy their stories, and submit your 
own tales for everyone’s enjoyment. 
 The turkey on the cover welcomes us to 
Spring!  

We have a problem!  

We, co-editors Ed and John, are finding it 
very challenging to continue as we have as 
editors and layout editors. Both of us are 
having health problems and responsibility for 
family health care.  
 We are proud to have produced — with 
the help of our creative authors — 27 issues 
of The Bridge since 2011 and would like to 
see it continued.  
 We need to hear from someone who 
would be willing and able to do the serious 
editing required in getting out an issue.  
 We are asking residents, especially new 
residents, to help keeping The Bridge going. 
 If you are computer literate, proficient in 
Word, and have experience editing and 
layout, please contact one of us for more 
information. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

December 2017 
• Shoshanah Garshick: In memory of 
Marvin F. Axelrod and Gerald Elovitz 

January 2018 
• Shirley & John Averell: IMO Ida Goff 
• Shirley & John Averell: IHO Fay 
Bussgangs Brithday 
• Shirley & John Averell: IHO Karen 
Drescher birthday 

 
  

  
 

February 2018 
• Shirley & John Averell: IMO Bruce Un-
gar. Marvin’s son  
• Frances M. Budd: IHO Fay Bussgang 
Bday  
• Rosalie Dana: IMO Bruce Ungar, Marvin’s 
son  
• Shoshanah Garshick: IMO Ruth Stanger  
• Judy Rosenberg: IMO Howard Poorvu  
• Estelle Schwedock: IHO Fay Bussgang's 
Birthday  
• Richard & Frances Winneg: IMO Ida 
Goff  
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All NBOC residents are invited to submit essays, 
articles, short stories, poems and artwork of interest 
to the NBOC community. 
 

Contact Us: 
Email: TheBridge.NBOC@gmail.com 
Mail:  John Averell, 4126 Great Meadow Road,  
 Dedham, MA 02026 
Phone: 781-234-2222 

 
Please use the envelopes for HSL Funds  

(available in the Library) 
to designate The Bridge as a beneficiary 

 
Photo of New Bridge in Nameplate by John Averell 

 
© 2018 The Bridge and individual authors 

Our Contributors 



The Bridge 3 April 2018 

Ma Belle, the Beautiful Duck 
Ruth  Flink  Ades  

In early spring, on a lovely day, 
 a mallard duck wandered on  
 our wood deck to play. 
Lo and behold, on April twenty-eight, 
 nine eggs were laid,  
 and the sight was just great! 
Nine large eggs in a wooden chip bed, 
 the mother made her home,  
 and her blue wings she did spread. 
She sat on her eggs day after day. 
 through sun and through storms,  
 on her nest she did stay. 
Nine eggs she laid,  
 so we named her ma belle 
 to watch her each day was really swell. 
With the wooden chips,  
 she covered her nest, 
 along with the down  
 which she plucked from her breast. 
Ma belle had patience,  
 perserverance, and love, 
 and all kinds of birds  
 watched her from above. 
When she did take time to find herself food, 
 she took the wood chips, her down,  
 and covered her brood. 
She was so sweet to watch.  
We became used to this sight, 
 as we checked on ma belle  
 morning, noon, and night. 
We anxiously waited  
 for the ducklings to be born. 
 we watched eagerly.  
We were excited.  
We checked every morn. 
Then on May twenty-nine,  
 after three days of sun, 
 ma belle's ducklings hatched,  
 one by one. 
Six little ducklings walking all around, 
 but 4 whole eggs  
 still sitting on the ground. 
Ma belle continued resting on the other four. 
 we had ten eggs, not nine, 
 as we had thought before. 
The baby ducklings slept  
 under ma belle's chest  

It took thirty days  
 for these duck eggs to hatch 
 an experience like this one  
 we could not match. 
Six ducklings walking to and fro, 
 six tiny ducklings raring to go. 
Every twenty minutes  
 they would all take a walk, 
 sticking close to mom,  
 they were quacking duck talk. 
They all tried to jump  
 to the top of the stone wall,   
 but they just couldn't do it,  
 on their tummies they would fall.  
They seemed so independent,  
 just a few hours old. 
 they could walk.  
They could eat.  
We watched them unfold. 
 ma belle let them be free.  
They roamed around the deck. 
They quacked.  
They sniffed.  
At insects they did peck. 
We gave them some bread crumbs.  
They ate them quite fast. 
They all seemed so hungry.  
The crumbs didn't last. 
They needed more food.  
They searched everywhere. 
They were anxious to leave, to go anywhere. 
Then all of a sudden, one day after birth, 
 Ma Belle and her ducklings  
 explored the earth. 
They left in a hurry.  
They left our abode. 
And over the grass following ma belle,  
 they strode. 
They went through the woods  
 and out of sight. 
We were sad that they left us,  
 but we knew it was right. 
They needed to live  
 where they could better survive. 
By a water's edge, they would surely thrive. 
It was quite an experience, we all agree, 
 the birth of 6 ducklings  
 was thrilling to see. 
We will never forget this most special treat,  
 and hope one day again  
 Ma Belle we will meet.*
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In Search of My Father’s Rebbe 
and Great Uncle 

Fay Bussgang 

My father was born in the small town of 
Brzeziny, Poland, near Lodz. When he was 
twelve or thirteen, his parents sent him to a 
yeshiva in the town of Zychlin, due west of 
Warsaw. There he studied for a few years 
with a rabbi who was a cousin of his mother. 
While in Zychlin, he lived at the home of his 
mother’s uncle, a retired grain merchant 
named Nehemiah. That is what my father 
had told my brother and me long ago. Many 
years later, when I got interested in my 
family history, I wanted to find out who the 
rabbi and the great uncle were. However, I 
had no name for the rabbi and only the first 
name for the great uncle. It didn’t look very 
promising. 
 The two other facts I knew were 1) the 
rabbi was ordained but did not “practice,” 
meaning that he was not the official rabbi in 
the town and 2) the rabbi’s wife ran a 
hardware store in order to support her 
husband who spent all his time in study or 
prayer. Another relative once told me an 
additional bit of information. She wasn’t 
sure, but she thought she remembered my 
father’s rebbe coming to visit him once in 
Brzeziny, after my father had left the 
yeshiva, and that his name might have been 
Mendel.  
 How to begin? My grandmother’s maiden 
name was Fajga Toronczyk. Her parents 
were Chaim Toronczyk and Malka 
Rozenblum. Thus, any uncle of hers would 
have been a Toronczyk or a Rozenblum or, if 
only an uncle by marriage, he would have 
been married to a Toronczyk or a 
Rozenblum. Perhaps it would be possible to 
find records of a man living in Zychlin by the 
name of Nehemiah Toronczyk or Nehemia 
Rozenblum. Finding the record of a man 
named Nehemiah married to a woman 
whose maiden name was Toronczyk or 
Rozenblum would be a lot more challenging. 
 Very few records of Jewish births from 
Zychlin have survived, but some Books of 
Residents (much like census records) for the  
 

town still exist. A researcher I retained was 
able to find several Rozenblums in the 
records but no one named Nehemiah. There 
were also no Nehemiahs among the 
Toronczyks listed. If Nehemiah was only an 
uncle by marriage, it would be necessary to 
go through all the Books of Residents in 
search of someone’s wife whose maiden 
name was Rozenblum or Toronczyk, a near 
impossible task. Searching for all the known 
rabbis in Zychlin yielded no results. None 
seemed related to the Rozenblums or the 
Toronczyks, and none had wives with 
hardware stores. I gave up the search; it 
seemed fruitless. 
 Quite some time later, the researcher I 
had hired was doing research for another 
client involving records from a town called 
Lyszkowice, not too far from Zychlin. In 
doing so, he came across several birth 
records signed by a Rabbi Chaim Mendel 
Helmer. Because Helmer was a surname he 
had noticed in the Zychlin records, he 
decided to see if by chance Rabbi Helmer, 
then the town rabbi for Lyszkowice, was 
originally from Zychlin. He managed to 
locate the rabbi’s death record and 
discovered that Chaim Mendel Helmer was 
indeed from Zychlin, and, furthermore, that 
his mother’s name was Chajwet Rozenblum! 
So, if Chajwet was the sister of my great-
grandmother, Malka Rozenblum, which 
certainly seemed possible, then Chajwet’s 
son, Rabbi Chaim Mendel Helmer would have 
been my grandmother’s cousin and 
undoubtedly my father’s rebbe! Wasn’t I told 
that his name might be Mendel? Further 
research did indeed show that Chajwet was 
Malka’s sister. So, by a minor miracle, I had 
found my father’s rebbe. 
 Now, what about Nehemiah? The rabbi’s 
death record showed that he was the son of 
Chemie Abram Helmer. Chemie? I had never 
come across that name in the Jewish records 
I had seen in Poland. Then, it dawned on 
me––Chemie must be short for Nechemiah! 
The rebbe’s father was none other than the 
sought-after great uncle of my father! So, in 
one fell swoop, I had found not only the 
identity of the rebbe but also that of my 
father’s Great Uncle Nehemiah! •
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An Encounter with Chagall 

Richard Feffer 

The year 1973 marked our twenty-fifth 
wedding anniversary. Janice and I easily 
decided to celebrate our twenty-five years of 
blissful marriage with a return to the place of 
our honeymoon — the French Riviera. The 
Côte d'Azur in Southern France is noted for 
its awesome, color-drenched vistas, endless 
white beaches, and a population that 
embraces la joie de la vie.  
 On our first morning, we decided to go 
on a cultural excursion to visit the new 
Musee National Marc Chagall. The French 
government has a policy of supporting 
museums that show the oeuvre of famous 
French artists. There are museums dedicated 
to Picasso and Rodin in Paris, as well as the 
delightful Monet museum at Gervergny. The 
museum for Marc Chagall was built in Niece 
in 1973. Chagall participated personally in 
the design with the architect André Hermant. 
It is a modern building with large light-wells 
and featuring a garage in the basement. 
 After I carefully parked my rented 
Peugeot, I turned toward the rear seat to get 
my new super 8mm movie camera.  It had 
the latest innovation — sound. Equipped with 
a microphone, I was now able to not only 
bore my friends with endless travel pictures; 
but also to distract them with the ambient 
noise. 
 Janice held my arm. She said “You are 
not taking the camera. You know they do not 
permit photographing the works of art. You 
will only have to check it in the coat room.” 
 As we entered the main lobby on the 
first floor, I noticed further down the corridor 
a small group of people standing around a 
short, old man wearing a very crumpled 
white suit.  
 It was Marc Chagall. We joined the 
group, and tried to keep up with the 
conversation, which, of course, was in 
French. In time, I found the courage to ask 
Chagall if he would sign a print for me. 
 Photography was allowed, but my new 
camera was in the garage. 

When he said yes, I dashed to the gift shop, 
grabbed the first print at hand, and tried to 
hasten the paying procedure. I feared that 
he might leave before I returned. Marc 
Chagall waited for me, and signed my print.  
Photography was allowed, but my new 
camera was in the garage. 
 The print is a copy of an oil painting he 
completed in 1948 and entitled Morning 
Mystery. We had the work mounted on a 
sky-blue mat with a beaded chrome frame. 
It adorns a wall in our home to this day.  
 I must confess that at first I did not like 
the work.  The bold colors and confusing 
composition were not to my taste. But time 
has changed my view. I now enjoy seeing 
the blue bird of love reposing on oversize 
blossoms as two lovers float to the moon.   

Dear NewBridge neighbor I would be 
interested in knowing your opinion of my 
print. If you are in the vicinity of the South 
Villa, please drop by and have a viewing.•  
 

 
Little Dreams 

Rita Fireman  
You lie beside me golden in the sun. 
You tell me  
 you were a lifeguard once long ago. 
Today you rescue me. 

Together we row the boat on Lake Carnegie. 
Our paddles rise and dip, rise and dip. 
The water is a glass mirror in a fun house. 

We sit on the porch swing at your house  
 on Baywood Street. 
We sip lemonade. Our kisses are tart. 
The rain falls on the striped awning,  
 ping, ping. 

Two glasses of red wine,  
 a braided loaf of challa bread. 
Our first Sabbath as husband and wife. 
The chicken smells delicious.  
 Did you make it yourself? 

Blue eyes, oh those blue eyes.• 
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A Memorable Trip to Paris 
Shoshanah Garshick 

It was the middle of May 1967, the end of a 
three-week business trip for Al, taking us to 
Switzerland, The Netherlands, Belgium and 
now France.  
 We had not read newspapers for some 
days, but rumblings about Israel in danger, 
about Arab countries threatening to invade 
the new nation kept surfacing. We found 
flyers on the streets from the Parisian Jewish 
community urging attendance at rallies 
supporting Israel. The goal was to change 
President Charles de Gaulle’s political stance: 
he was completely in favor of the Arabs.  
 We tried to attend one evening gathering, 
but, because of Al’s schedule, arrived too late 
to hear the speeches from several holocaust 
survivors. Copies of one speech by a Monsieur 
Berger were lying on the ground. It pleaded 
with the French people to remember the war 
and Jewish suffering, the meaning of safety in 
Israel to Jews. We found empathy with the 
few attendees left, who were delighted to 
encounter American Jews. One of them 
insisted on driving us back to our hotel! 
 The next day an even greater gathering 
was planned, this time in the early afternoon. 
A massive demonstration was to take place in 
front of the Israeli Embassy. Very fortunately 
and coincidentally, our hotel was in the same 
district, a short walk away. Al and I made 
plans to meet later. I set off alone, early, on 
my adventure to ensure that I could hear and 
see everything that took place. At first, I was 
a lone individual standing directly below an 
iron-fenced balcony, but I was soon joined 
and surrounded by French citizens. The ones 
closest to me were Jewish from our 
conversations; some with close relatives who 
had made the arduous trek from 
concentration camp to the biblical land of 
redemption.  
 Then the parades began. One by one, 
uniformed groups and some marchers 
wearing similar attire, arrived carrying huge 
banners, overflowing the square. We were 
pressed against each other. “Qui est-ce?” “ 
Who is it?” I managed to breathe out as each 
of the new participants marched in. There 
were various workmen’s unions, WWI and II 
veterans groups represented. On one of the 

gigantic flags floating over our heads were 
the words, “BEN GURION, NOTRE AMI, 
NOTRE ALLIE,” These were the words of 
greeting uttered by de Gaulle at the occasion 
of Ben Gurion’s first visit to France just after 
his election as prime minister. 
 Then the dignitaries began emerging on 
the balcony. First appeared the Free French 
General, Henri Giraud, who had been in exile 
in London with de Gaulle and had fought with 
the Allies in Africa. The crowd applauded and 
cheered as each one appeared. Unfortunately, 
my memory fails at the names of others. But 
I remember cinema celebrities including Alain 
Delon, and finally a young rock star complete 
with guitar. He began to play and sing 
“Heveinu Sholem Aleichem” and the crowd, 
numbering by now in the thousands, joined 
in. I sang with the others, at the top of my 
lungs, with tears falling copiously from my 
eyes. I could not believe that I was on the 
sidewalks of Paris, near a metro station Place 
de l’Etoile singing in Hebrew! We sang 
“Hatikvah” and, finally, the French national 
anthem, La Marseillaise. I sang, crying harder 
with each song, finally becoming very hoarse. 
 Where was Al? As the crowd dispersed, 
slowly, because there was no room to walk, 
first went the parade groups, finally, we 
onlookers. I decided my best option was the 
hotel. It seemed hours had passed when Al 
reached the hotel. He had been at the metro 
station, but couldn’t exit because of the 
crowd. When he eventually emerged, he tried 
to take his camera out of his pocket, but he 
could not move his arm; the congestion was 
too great. It took perseverance to reach his 
destination.  
 History tells us that General Charles de 
Gaulle’s policy toward Israel did not change. 
Arab oil and France’s North African colonies 
were too important. Our trip was over. Al’s 
business completed, we flew home to our 
children. The next week war burst out in the 
Mideast to last six days. General de Gaulle, 
President of France, held a press conference 
in which, referring to Israel, he spoke in the 
language from Exodus, Chapter 32:9,” It is a 
stiff-necked people”, meaning, an obstinate, 
stubborn people. He also included the word 
“proud.” The biblical term according to the 
Hertz Chumash actually refers to a stubborn 
ox that refuses to submit to the yoke.•   
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Aunt Magda in Auschwitz 
Sybil Gladstone  

The year that I turned 12, Great Aunt Magda 
came from Germany for a summer visit with 
our family in Middleboro, MA. Her autocratic 
husband,Felix Freund joined her, and they 
passed the days with her sisters , Mania and 
Felicia, my grandmother. All of them, born in 
Poland, had emigrated westward, Magda to 
Berlin, Felicia to New York, and Mania to 
Middleboro, MA, where her husband's 
business was located. 
 It was the summer of impending doom. 
On all minds was the ascendance of Adolf 
Hitler, poisoning the air of Germany and 
threatening to move further. Magda and 
Felix, pondering their future, heard the 
importuning of family members. "Don't go 
back!" begged Grandma Felicia. "Stay here," 
said Aunt Mania, “I 
it is too dangerous in Germany for Jews." 
 But wealthy, domineering Felix Freund 
had a plan. They would return to Berlin, 
move his business and themselves to 
Prague. He would sell the business, then 
come to the US. In the meantime, he would 
have shipped all their possessions to New 
York in sealed vans. Oh pain, oh shock. 
Something went very wrong. 
 Aunt Magda was a regal beauty, with 
perfect posture, white wavy hair, and a 
smiling face which always seemed to have a 
benign expression. She wore filmy summer 
dresses that seemed to float about her 
person. Childless, she made a pet of me, 
wanting me by her side, commenting on my 
rosy cheeks, "like apples", she said in 
German. 
 She confessed that this was her third 
marriage. Her first husband was Erich 
Hollander, who played the cello for the 
Kaiser. When she learned that his playing 
extended to other areas, she divorced him. 
The divorce lawyer, named Martin, fell under 
her spell, and they married. He was the only 
man she truly  loved, she told her family. 
Years after he passed away, she married 
Felix Freund, her senior by 13 years, who 
provided her with every luxury and a new 
life. 

 
 Now he and Aunt Magda were sitting in 
Aunt Mania's silk-panelled dining room, and 
he was demanding lemon to squeeze over 
his salad. "Citron!" he loudly requested. The 
maid moved quickly to get it. If he had 
said,"Prague" in an equally determined 
voice, of course they would move to Prague. 
 In Prague, already under German 
domination, they were arrested and sent to 
Ghetto Theresienstadt, a concentration camp 
located in German-occupied Czechoslovakia, 
in July 1942. She was 54 years old; Felix 
was 67. 
 Our son, Jerry, always interested in 
Jewish ancestry, in the family tree, attended 
a meeting in Worcester where he learned 
about the International Tracing Service 
located in Arolsen, West Germany. They 
maintained the meticulous records the 
Germans had kept of concentration camp 
prisoners, on forms designed for this 
purpose by IBM. After waiting nearly a year 
for a reply to my letter of inquiry,  I learned 
of my aunt and uncle's commitment to 
Ghetto Theresienstadt. Felix died there. 
Magda was transferred to Auschwitz, located 
in Poland, on Oct. 12, 1944. She died there 
six weeks before Allied forces liberated the 
camp on January 27, 1945. 
 Later, my uncle and my father went to 
New York to open the sealed vans. From 
their contents I was given a beautiful watch 
on a chain, with space for pictures inside. It 
remains empty.• 
 
 

We Do Not Know How to Say 
Goodbye 

Rita Fireman  

The light outside the hospital window fades 
Shadows climb the walls 

I sit on a small chair beside your bed. 
Thick blue veins snake across your hand in 
mine. 

Your face is white against the white pillow. 
Your eyes close and open now, watch me. 

We do not know how to say goodbye • 
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Becoming American 
Edward Goldstein 

I would like to tell you how I came to think of 
myself as an American. 
 I was born in Galicia, then part of 
Poland. When I was two years old, my 
parents took my younger brother and me 
to Essen in Western Germany. 
 On 30 January 30 1933, just two days 
after my tenth birthday, Hitler came to 
power. A couple of months later I was 
enrolled in a Gymnasium that I attended 
for five years until Kristallnacht in 
November of 1938, most of the time as 
the only Jew in my class. 
 Kristallnacht, when the Nazis burned 
most of the synagogues in Germany and 
thoroughly trashed our apartment, finally 
convinced my father that there was no 
future for us in Germany and he arranged 
for us to leave. 
 My brother and I went to England in 
February of 1939, shortly after my sixteenth 
birthday. There we lived at a third-rate 
boarding school where I learned about the 
English class system and its ability to 
humiliate a teenaged boy who didn’t have a 
whole lot of self-esteem to begin with. My 
parents came to England just one day 
before the Nazis invaded Poland. 
 How did I think of myself at that 
moment? 
 The English classified me as a German 
refugee; but I did not feel German. I 
carried a Polish passport; but I certainly did 
not feel Polish. If anything, I thought of 
myself as a Jew and a Zionist. If pressed, I 
would probably have added Marxist, having 
a few years earlier joined the Hashomer 
Hatzair, a Marxist-Zionist youth 
organization. My goal was to go to 
Palestine as soon as I could and to live in a 
Kibbutz. 
 We went through the “phony war” and 
endured the Blitz. Two years passed. 
 On my eighteenth birthday, a letter 
invited me to take a physical examination 
in preparation for induction into the Polish 
army-in-exile. This was not welcome news, 
since I did not speak Polish and because 
that army had a reputation for fierce anti-
Semitism.  

 I also received another letter, this one 
from the American consulate in London 
that was much more welcome. It informed 
me that I had been granted the US 
immigration visa my parents had applied 
for years earlier. 
 After much discussion, my parents and 
I made the decision that I would go to the 
United States by myself, or at least try to. 
My father, through god knows what 
contacts, obtained passage for me on a 
small freighter, the SS Culebra, flying the 
Panamanian flag. It had literally been 
rescued from being junked. Only one real 
problem remained … the fact that I was 
now technically a deserter from the Polish 
Army. 
 On a rainy Sunday night, I arrived at 
the Gourock (Scotland) dock where the SS 
Culebra was getting ready to leave with the 
next outgoing convoy. 
 A day out of Gourock, the SS Culebra’s 
rudder malfunctioned and we saw our 
convoy steam into the sunset without us. 
Traveling alone, it took us two weeks to 
cross the U-boat infested Atlantic and to 
reach St. John’s in Newfoundland.  
 So, in September 1941, I arrived in New 
York City where some old friends of my 
family received me hospitably. But, having 
just left my own parents, I wasn’t 
particularly interested in acquiring a new 
set. Also, I knew I had better start worrying 
about making a living. For some reason, I 
decided I wanted to become a radio 
repairman. I probably reasoned that this 
would be a useful skill to have in a Kibbutz. 
 Someone had told me about the Jewish 
Welfare Board and I went to their offices to 
see if they could help. They could. They told 
me about the National Youth Administration 
or NYA, a remnant of the New Deal. The 
NYA trained young men in various skills, at 
camps in rural America. Two of the camps, 
one near Enid, Oklahoma, the other in 
Shakopee, Minnesota, offered courses in 
radio repair. Oklahoma and Minnesota 
sounded about equally strange to me; I 
picked Minnesota … and that’s where I 
found myself a couple of weeks later. I 
spent four hours in the morning learning 
how to repair radios and, in exchange, 
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shoveled coal and did other chores for four 
hours every afternoon. 
 One night, the camp counselor, a young 
man named Bill Marquis asked me to have a 
beer with him at the local tavern. There, in 
the smoke-filled noisy room, he asked what 
I wanted to do with the rest of my life. 
“Repair radios, I suppose,” I told him. 
“Have you thought about going to the 
University?” he asked. I explained to him 
why that was not realistic … only ten years 
of schooling, imperfect English, and 
absolutely no money. 
 Without telling me anything more, Bill 
then took it upon himself to change my life 
forever. He went to the Jewish Welfare 
Board in Minneapolis and told their director 
that it would be a shame if I did not get 
the chance to go to college. She responded 
by calling three of her friends, who agreed 
to underwrite my first year at the 
University of Minnesota, provided I passed 
the entrance examination. I wasn’t too 
optimistic about passing the exam, but did. 
 And so, in January of 1941, I enrolled 
in the electrical engineering department at 
the University of Minnesota. I also got a job 
in a liquor store at which I worked forty 
hours a week for 30 cents an hour.  
 After almost three years of this, I got 
tired. And I wanted to get into the war. So, 
at the end of my junior year, in April 1944, 
I quit college and volunteered for the 
army. By May, I was at Camp Roberts, 
California, taking sixteen weeks of infantry 
basic and advanced training. 
 A month after I joined the Army, I 
became an American citizen, the five-year 
waiting period having been waived because 
of my service. I was a citizen, but I did not 
feel American. The pervasive crude anti-
Semitism of some of the non-
commissioned officers and privates was 
just too much like what I had experienced 
in Germany. Again, I felt like an outsider – 
I did not belong. 
 I applied for admission to the Signal 
Corps Officer Candidate School at Fort 
Monmouth, New Jersey and — much to my 
surprise — was accepted. 
 My plan was to go to Palestine after the 
war endedand join a Kibbutz. 

 But something strange happened to me 
along the way. I was beginning to question 
whether my future really was in a Kibbutz. 
My life in St. Paul had been almost 
cloistered — no time for getting to know 
America. 
 On the long slow troop-train ride from 
St. Paul to California, I had seen something 
of the size and variety of America. A 
particular experience had made a 
tremendous impression on me. At 2 AM, the 
train had stopped at North Platte, Nebraska, 
to change engines. We could see bright 
lights outside and hear a welcoming band. 
Farmers’ wives and daughters welcomed us 
and invited us to detrain. There were long 
tables with full platters of food and glasses 
of lemonade. They wished us luck; many 
exchanged addresses. At two o’clock in the 
morning! I had never seen anything like it 
— somehow, the experience came to 
symbolize an ideal America for me. 
 In December of 1944, I received my 
commission as a second lieutenant in the 
U.S. Army Signal Corps. When I left the 
ceremony, two soldiers standing outside 
the theatre where it had taken place 
saluted me smartly. I returned their salute 
and paid each of them the dollar that a 
newly minted second lieutenant 
customarily gives the first enlisted man 
that salutes him. 
 It was a strange feeling. Yes, I knew 
the soldiers had saluted the uniform, not 
me as an individual (and had probably been 
waiting there for the sake of the dollar 
bills). But it was my uniform, I felt that I 
belonged in it. I was twenty-one years old, 
and for the first time in my life, I felt I had 
a country. 
 That moment is fixed in my mind as the 
beginning of my becoming an American. 
Two additional events would complete that 
process. 
 The first of these events took place in 
the fall of 1973, almost thirty years later. 
In the meantime, I had served in the 
occupation of Germany, returned to the 
University of Minnesota to obtain an 
electrical engineering degree, gone to work 
for Bell Labs, put in two more years in the 
army during the Korean war, and settled 
down to a rewarding career in the Bell 
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System. By 1973, I was an assistant vice 
president at AT&T corporate headquarters. 
 Out of the blue, I received an offer to 
become the assistant secretary of defense 
for command, control and communications 
in the Nixon administration. I turned the 
job down, but accepted an interim 
appointment at the Pentagon for about a 
month. That period at the Pentagon, 
working — albeit peripherally — in the 
upper reaches of national security policy, 
completed my sense of having been truly 
accepted by my adopted country. 
 And yet, for all those years, I was  

never completely certain that I had 
done the right thing in abandoning my 
idealistic plans to go live in a Kibbutz 
in Palestine, now Israel. 
 It took a trip to Israel in 1978 to 
reassure me that I had, indeed, done the 
right thing. Don’t get me wrong, Israel is 
beautiful and has a strong pull on my 
emotions. And the mood was upbeat in 
Israel after the Sadat/Begin summit at 
Camp David. 
 But I knew as surely as I knew 
anything that I was, and wanted to be, an 
American. The doubts had cleared away..•

 
Acts  of  Kindness 

Judy Rubinstein  
During my life of 80 years, many people 
have been kind to me but two special acts 
stand out and will always remain 
unforgettable. 

The first one happened when I was a young 
mother in my 30s. I had two small children 
and my husband was working very long 
hours as a new lawyer. I was finding my 
wife/mother's duties a bit overwhelming.  
 At the suggestion of a wise and caring 
friend, I hired a baby sitter and went to a 
movie at a theater located in a shopping 
center. I parked my car on the emptier side 
of the mall because there were more spaces 
available, not realizing that when the movie 
ended around 5 PM, that parking lot would 
be very deserted.  
 After the movie, I walked to my car, the 
only one left in the parking lot, and was 
quite chagrined to find that it had a flat tire. 
I had changed a tire before (but not on that 
car) and was quite prepared to try it again 
but I wanted to double check the procedure 
so I took the owner’s manual out of the 
glove compartment and sat on the front 
passenger seat as I read the instructions. 
 Suddenly a car drove up and, after 
parking right next to my car, the male driver 
got out and walked toward me. This man 
was dressed in what used to be considered 
“business” attire — a suit, crisp shirt and a 
very nice tie. As he approached my car he 
offered to help me change the tire.  
 Although I was very grateful, I have to 
admit that I was feeling quite uncomfortable  

 
and vulnerable given that we were the only 
people in this huge empty parking lot on the 
back side of a very large mall. I wanted to 
accept his help because I knew that if I 
changed the tire myself, it would take quite 
a while and I had two children and a baby 
sitter waiting for me to come home.  
 I reluctantly accepted this man’s very 
kind offer but kept my distance as he very 
quickly and skillfully went through all the 
steps of jacking up the car, removing the flat 
tire, putting the spare tire on, tightening the 
lug nuts and placing the flat tire in my trunk.  
 I couldn’t help but notice that his suit, 
shirt and tie had dirt all over them which he 
didn’t even realize. Naturally, I wanted to 
give him some money for not only changing 
my tire but to help pay for the cost of 
cleaning his filthy clothing. I took a twenty 
dollar bill from my bag and offered it to this 
incredibly kind man. He refused the money 
and explained why he couldn’t take it. He 
said that a few years ago a good Samaritan 
had changed a flat tire for his wife on a very 
busy Boston street in the middle of rush 
hour traffic. He had always wanted to repay 
this man but didn’t know who he was, so he 
vowed that he would do the same thing for 
some other woman some day if he ever had 
the chance. I have never forgotten his 
completely unselfish act. 

The second unforgettable act of kindness 
occurred about two years ago during a 
period when I was going through some very 
challenging personal problems.  
 I had purchased a pair of shoes online 
from a very reputable vendor and each time 
I put them on I noticed that they just didn’t 
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feel right. They were never comfortable right 
from the beginning, so I had decided not to 
wear them and in fact, to return them. 
 Somehow, time passed and I not only 
never wore them, I more or less forgot to do 
anything about returning them. One day, 
about a year later, I noticed them in my 
closet and made up my mind to call the 
company and arrange to return the shoes.  
 When I called Customer Service, Amanda 
took my call. She looked up the record of the 
purchase and said she regretted to inform 
me she could not take them back because I 
had had the shoes in my possession for such 
a long time and the company policy was not 
to accept returns after one year.  
 I readily accepted her refusal to take 
back the shoes because I felt that it really 
was an unreasonable request on my part. So 
I thanked her for her time and was just 
about to say goodbye when she stopped me 
and said “Mrs. Rubinstein, I’m going to take 
the shoes back. I will email you a return 
label. Just pack them up and send them back 
to us.” I was stunned.  
 I thanked her and told her that since I 
was going to return those navy shoes, I still 
needed a pair in that color so I was prepared 
to order another pair in a different style and 
I asked her to help me choose a replacement 
pair from their website. Together we found a 
suitable substitute and I ordered the new 
pair of navy shoes from Amanda. She then 
completely shocked me by telling me she 
was not only going to send me a check for 
the shoes I was returning, but was sending 
me the new pair FREE OF CHARGE.  
 I was incredulous! I couldn’t understand 
what made her do this! As I choked back 
tears of gratitude, I asked her why she, as a 
representative of her company, was not only 
paying me back for shoes I shouldn’t have 
been allowed to return in the first place, but 
was sending me a brand new pair of shoes 
for free. I will always remember her exact 
words: “You sound like you’re in a very dark 
place right now and I felt you needed 
something good to happen to you.”  
 I had never experienced such kindness 
or empathy in my entire life. Thank you, 
Amanda. I will never forget you and I will 
see that your kind deeds live on by sharing 
this story with others. • 

 Shabbat Stories 
R. Peter Shapiro  

When Rabbi Judi asked me to speak on 
Shabbat I warned her “never give a retired 
Jewish lawyer a microphone”. 
 When Rabbi Miller asked me to submit 
this article to “The Bridge” I warned him 
“never to give a retired Jewish lawyer access 
to a word processor”. 
 The joy of sharing a shabbat meal for 
many of us, prior to moving to NewBridge 
may no longer have been a regular or even 
an occasional occurrence. This may have 
begun with the passing of our grandparents 
or parents, or when we left home to attend 
college or started our own families. Maybe it 
was when our children left home and started 
their own careers and families or we or our 
friends relocated or through illness or the 
loss of a spouse. 
 For me, and at the risk of speaking for 
Betty, I imagine most of us here this evening 
would say that living at NewBridge has given 
us the opportunity to rekindle the pleasure 
of breaking bread on Shabbat with our 
extended family. 
 Jews like stories. Our Sacred Texts are 
replete with stories. So let me tell you about 
some of my most memorable Shabbats with 
the hope they will bring to mind those that 
were meaningful to you. 
 Our celebration of Shabbat and what 
moves us evolves over time. My earliest 
memories are when I was growing up (Betty 
says I have not yet grown up). It was a time 
when I felt like an adult and participated in 
the prayers and meal and listened to the 
conversation. I might add some of the 
conversation was probably unfit for young 
ears. 

Shabbat in Concord, New Hampshire was 
celebrated with my parents, grandparents, 
an uncle and aunt and occasionally the 
Seligmans. My grandmother Hattie was a 
terrible cook, dried out chicken or brisket a 
boiled potato with no butter or sour cream 
as they kept a kosher home. My aunt 
Margaret made matzo balls, which were 
referred to as pool balls. The challa was 
fresh from Fried’s Bakery and the brisket 
came from Adler’s both located in 
Manchester. My mother’s apple cake was to 
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die for and my grandfather always had a 
bottle of beer. He would fill his glass and 
then pour me the remainder which was a 
quarter of a black stripped yahrzeit glass. 
 The discussions were quite lively, the 
only limit imposed by grandpa Harry was you 
could not speak ill of the Rabbi. 

Shabbat in Albany, New York, with my 
grandmother Bess was different. 
 When we came the guests at our 
Shabbat meal included aunts, uncles and 
cousins. Usually 15 to 20 of us squeezed 
around the dining room table. I have fond 
memories of her potato kugle and the roast 
chicken, especially the skin and the fat 
drippings in which we soaked the challa. The 
conversation was stimulating, the Rabbi was 
fair game; that was probably because Rabbi 
Wise, their first Rabbi and the Temple’s 
President had had a fist fight on the bima. If 
I had known about that I probably would 
have attended services rather than go out to 
watch the Friday night fights on a ten inch 
TV.  
 Grandpa Joe forbade speaking ill of 
Roosevelt. I might add he was visiting us in 
Concord when he received news of 
Roosevelt’s death. It was the first time I saw 
a grown man cry.  
 Today my most poignant memories are 
the look in my grandmothers eyes when they 
lit the Shabbat candles. The light in their 
eyes reflected their joy in resting from a 
week of work and worry and spending time 
with family. For them family was everything. 

Over the years family Shabbat meals 
became fewer and far between. But when 
they did occur they were special. 
 Fast forward to 1995. Betty and I were 
attending a URJ Board meeting in Israel. 
Several of us had returned to our hotel and 
were congregating on a roof terrace 
overlooking the Old City of Jerusalem. A 
siren sounded and Rabbi David Wolfman said 
“now what do you hear?” In a few minutes 
the silence was deafening, you could hear a 
pin drop. It signaled Shabbat and the 
profane became the sacred. 

 A window opened and we heard “We 
have wine and challa and will join you in a 
minute”. 
 As one might expect when Jews come 
together questions are asked. The one raised 
was “at home the Aaron Kodish generally is 
on the Eastern wall and thus we pray facing 
Jerusalem, now we are in Jerusalem, which 
way do we face?” The consensus was that 
we pray facing the Old City.  
 The evening ended with a song fest on 
the steps of the College. 

Now fast forward a few years. Once again we 
are in Jerusalem at a URJ Board meeting. 
The plan for Shabbat was to attend a Kabalat 
Services at one  of several synagogues and 
then continue on for home hospitality.  
 Betty and I were at Har Homa and our 
host family failed to show. However another 
family invited us to join them saying “we will 
be having ten for Shabbat dinner, two more 
is fine, the more the merrier”. 
 As we walked out the door our host held 
out his hand and said “Allan Novins.” I 
responded “Camp Alton, you lived in 
Rochester New Hampshire, before moving 
away and your mother was a lawyer”. That 
was the first of many connections, one of us 
was a lawyer and her firm had worked with 
Allan’s in DC.  
 We discovered that among us there were 
mutual friends and relatives, and to no ones 
surprise Betty’s had numerous Hadassah 
connections. It was a magical evening and 
no one wanted it to end. 

In conclusion let me unequivocally state that 
Shabbat is not about the meal or 
where it is celebrated, its about the people 
with whom you are sharing sacred time. 
 In a few minutes we will chant birkat 
hamazon. In addition to giving thanks for the 
meal, I will be giving thanks that I was able 
to share the evening with my NewBridge 
family. 
 May we celebrate many more Shabbat 
meals together, in good health and good 
spirit. 
 Ken yehi ratzon 
 May it be God’s will. 
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Southern Exposure 
Bob Weinstein  

It was late in the spring semester of my 
sophomore year at Amherst College and I 
was perplexed; I had nothing to do that 
summer. 
 Out of the blue, I got a telephone call 
from my cousin, Ben Colodny. Ben was 
about a year older than me. Ben had enlisted 
in the Air Force after high school and after 
finishing his service, was now a freshman at 
UMass Amherst. He told me that he was 
driving to Florida that summer to visit his old 
stomping grounds at and around Travis Air 
Force Base in Tampa, Florida and did not 
want to drive there alone. Ben told me that if 
I went with him he would pay all car 
expenses, including gasoline, since he 
wanted company on the trip. 
 Because I was looking for something to 
do that summer and the trip would not cost 
me anything, I told Ben that I would 
accompany him.  
 We were half way to Tampa when Ben 
told me he had a confession to make. The 
real reason Ben was going to Tampa was to 
ask a girl from Tampa (that he had met 
while stationed in Florida) to marry him. To 
me, I had two choices: ask Ben to let me out 
and find my way back home or stay with Ben 
and continue the trip to Florida. I asked Ben 
what he expected me to do while he was 
courting. Ben told me that I would be able to 
tour Florida for a day or two until his beloved 
made up her mind and, if she refused him, 
he and I could tour Tampa and its tourist 
attractions together. Since I thought it would 
be a 50/50 chance that Esther (Ben’s 
intended) would reject his proposal and if I 
left the car, I would have to spend money to 
get home, I decided to continue with the 
trip. 

Little did I know that it would be 110 
degrees in the shade when we reached 
Tampa. While Ben courted Esther, I stayed 
in the hotel room that we were able to get at 
bargain rates. Try to imagine an old 
Humphrey Bogart/Lauren Bacall movie 
where most of the action took place in a 
sweltering Florida hotel where Bogart and 
Bacall were held hostage by Edward G. 
Robinson, playing a hood who had escaped 

jail. Even without air conditioning, our hotel 
room was less hot than outside so I stayed 
in the room resting on a lumpy bed while the 
giant ceiling fan in the room turned crazily 
round and round over my head. 
 After two days of courting (and two days 
of my staying in that very hot room), Ben 
returned to the hotel late in the afternoon 
and told me that his intended had turned 
him down. Cheerfully, I told Ben that the two 
of us could now cruise Tampa and its 
environs. We asked the hotel clerk if there 
was a nice swimming beach in the area and 
was told that Clearwater Beach was a five 
minute ride away.  
 The next morning we got into our swim 
trunks and headed for the beach. Ben parked 
the car and we walked onto the beach. Since 
the sand was steaming hot, we sat on our 
towels and did not walk around. Alter about 
an hour, we started a conversation with two 
attractive Southern belles sitting on an 
adjacent blanket. 
 In truth I don’t remember who started 
the conversation; however, because I was 
unattached (not even having then met Joan) 
I participated in the chitchat 
 Ben and I made arrangements to take 
the girls out to dinner and a movie that 
evening. The girls told us that both of them 
would be at one of the girls’ houses where 
we could pick them up. By this time, the girls 
knew our names and where we were from. 
 Ben and I drove to the address we were 
given and both of us got out of the car and 
walked to the front door. The door was 
opened when we rang the bell and both girls 
greeted us. We were told to come in so they 
could introduce us to the parents of the girl 
whose house it was.  
 To our surprise, we were introduced as 
Bob Weston and Ben Carlotta, not Bob 
Weinstein or Ben Colodny. When we all got 
back to Ben’s car, I asked the girls why we 
were not introduced by our real names, to 
which they both laughingly replied that we 
must not have seen the sign near the 
entrance to Clearwater beach,which sign 
applied to Ben and me; but the girls would 
not tell us what that sign said.  
 Ben and I finished the evening in a daze 
and the next morning, after checking out of 
the hotel, we decided to drive by the beach 
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to see what the girls were talking about. 
Sure enough near the entrance to the beach 
was a sign that as best I can remember 
read: “No dogs, coloreds or Jews allowed.” 
 On the drive down to Florida, we saw 
that in parts of the South, there were 
separate restroom facilities at gas stations 

and restaurants for coloreds and whites, but 
we thought that this was a remnant of the 
old South. However, afier we read the sign 
at Clearwater Beach, we realized that we 
were then being exposed to the South as it 
existed in the early 1950s.• 
 

 
Christmas at Zimbel’s 

Department Store 
Judi Goldman 

The day after Thanksgiving was a day 
that everyone in the family knew was the 
beginning of “no life other than the 
store” until December 26. My parents, all 
of the children and their spouses, 
cousins, uncles, and Dora Shea, the 
hired saleslady, all sufficiently sated with 
Mama’s turkey dinner, lemon meringue  
and cranberry pies, knew that now was 
the time to WORK!   
 I recall that the men would not 
officially be considered “proper sales 
help” until they had sold a piece of 
women’s underwear. It was sort of a 
standing joke.  
 If we happened to leave the store 
and go upstairs to our apartment, Daddy 
would summon us when he got very 
busy by banging a broom handle on the 
tin ceiling of the store and we would 
come running. 
 Christmas business worried my father 
very much because he knew that if he 
had a “poor Christmas” he would have 
real money worries for the following 
year. He was always concerned about 
having enough money for the basic 
needs of his family. 
 I don’t remember his having a “bad 
Christmas,“ we always managed to 
squeak through. It was a very busy time, 
both tiring and exhilarating. I was 
usually stationed at the check-out 
counter, wrote up the sale slips, 
sparingly meted out gift boxes and 
painstakingly punched the price of each 
item into the big brass cash register, 
took the customer’s cash and made  

 
change. We had no charge accounts, but 
for favored customers, Mama and Daddy 
would “spindle” the slip. That would go 
under the counter at the cash register 
and these favored customers would 
faithfully pay 50 cents to $2 dollars per 
week to pay off their balance. This was 
an atmosphere of genuine trust and we 
rarely, if ever, were stuck with an unpaid 
bill. 
 I recall being very young, really 
before I was ten, getting so tired being in 
the store late into the night that I would 
do anything to find a place to sleep. My 
favorite place to rest my head was on a 
pile of folded merchandise behind one of 
the counters. When my parents were 
ready to close the store, usually 11-
11:30 PM, they would wake me.  The 
next day began at 8 AM to sweep and oil 
the cement floor of the store, dust the 
counters, and neatly refold the 
merchandise. 
 Every night when we finally returned 
to the apartment, Daddy would sit in his 
favorite overstuffed chair, pull out a wad 
of cash from his pocket and count it. We 
all tread very carefully during this 
exercise. He would then take the money 
put it under his pillow and sleep on it. I 
recall that he would also put his gold 
watch under the pillow. I am sure that 
this habit dated back to his childhood in 
Russia when the Cossacks would pillage 
the houses in the village. 
 We would spend Christmas day 
rehashing the results of the Christmas 
business season; from those discussions 
would know what we would be able to do 
or not do over the next year. College 
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tuition was always on the minds of my 
siblings and me. 
 When I was a teenager and the only 
child left at home, I spent all of my spare 
time working and learning how to run the 
business. I would be rewarded for my 
work with $100 in cash to spend in 
Boston shopping the after-Christmas 
sales in Filene’s and Jordan Marsh. This 
was a big thrill and quite a lot of money 
for a teenager at that time. 
 The experience of growing up in the 
family business has stood me in good 
stead over the years, helping me to 
further my knowledge and enabling me 
to be successful in my own retail 
business. My business acumen began 
when I was about 8 years old when I 
wove pot holders out of rags to sell for 
25 cents in my parents store. I even took 
orders for special colors! 
 The demise of the Zimbel’s 
Department Store came in the 1960’s 
when the health of both my parents 
began to fail and my father stated to his 
family “they are going to start building 
these big shopping malls around major 
highways and that will be the end of the 
small businessman.”  
 He was absolutely correct. When the 
Burlington area was developed and malls 
started to be built, most of the once 
thriving small retailers in Woburn and 
Winchester were forced to close their 
stores. It was sad to go back over the 
years to witness how a once active 
community mostly made up of immigrant 
shop keepers was now ike a ghost town. 
 The store closed in the mid-1960. My 
father sold the building that housed our 
store, a jewelry store and two 
apartments above. The sale price was 
$17,000 and he and my Mother 
purchased their first house, a cute little 
ranch.• 

Red Jackets 
Barbara Rosenfield  

Perhaps you have noticed a proliferation of 
red jackets appearing in Cambridge and 
environs in May and June every year. MIT 
Alums wear them for their 50 year reunion 
events. 
 For many years my husband, a CPA 
(cleaning, pressing and alterations) had a 
uniform rental business through which he 
worked with apparel manufacturers. So he 
added the business of supplying jackets and 
various accessories for the 50 year classes. 
Many opted to purchase gray pants, striped 
ties, embroidered medallions, and MIT 
buttons in addition to the blazers. 
 Processing the orders and checking out 
the shipments took countless hours of 
overtime work for us - Jay, his secretary and 
me, but it was truly a labor of love - no 
profit, but kind of fun. Jay, MIT '51, whose 
father was a proud '26 graduate, always 
took great pride and satisfaction in this job. 
 When the movie "Good Will Hunting" was 
being filmed, partly in the Boston area, the 
producers contacted MIT about obtaining red 
jackets for some of the cast. Of course they 
needed them 'pronto' but the suppliers 
required months of back order. Jay got the 
request for 2 or 3 jackets in May for 
immediate use. Too late to order, but the 
shipment for that year's order had just 
arrived, so Jay was able to pull out a few 
blazers for use in the film. He sent a very 
upbeat letter to the class informing them, 
assuring that the garments used would be 
cleaned as new, and suggesting that 
someone's own jacket might be one worn by 
a star in the film - check it out - what fun! 
 Most of the alums responded with 
delight, but one grouch complained 
indignantly that Jay was selling him a "used" 
jacket. Of course Jay apologized profusely 
and repaid him for all charges. 
 Unfortunately his vociferous and nasty 
complaints caused the Alumni Office to back 
out of his future contracts. What a blow for 
him! He had always taken great pride and 
joy in providing a top notch service to his 
fellow alums. But it did make our lives 
simpler. • 
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Special Indonesia 
David Goldman 

I had done quite a bit of traveling for 
business and for pleasure in my life. So in 
1997 my first wife and I decided to take a 
vacation to an exotic location.  We selected 
the island of Suluwesi, part of Indonesia, 
which is not often visited by tourists.  
 Suluwesi is an orchid-shaped island 
North of Bali.  While Indonesia is mostly a 
Muslim country, the island of Suluwesi is 
populated by “Animists,” who believe in 
spirits and have very unusual burial 
customs.  The largest city on the island is 
Makassar, now known as Ujung Pandan.  
 The high country of Suluwesi is called 
Torajaland, an area where the residents 
have unusual burial customs.  The most 
important event in their life is their funeral.  
When our tour guide for that area picked us 
up in the morning, he said “You are in luck, 
there is a large funeral celebration today!”   
 When we asked when the person died, 
the guide said, “About 4 months ago.”   
 Since the funeral is such a major family 
event, the family must save their money to 
have a large grand funeral.  They invite large 
groups of family and friends for a multi-day 
celebration.  They even prepare living and 
sleeping areas for all the guests.   
 When we arrived at the family home, the 
guide showed us the house and the area on 
the roof where the body had been stored, 
wrapped in a large carpet since the day he 
died.  In this warm climate, they semi-
embalm the body to wait for the funeral.   
 There must have been three or four 
hundred people who had arrived for the 
funeral celebration.  We were invited to have 
tea in one of the covered areas which served 
as living quarters for the guests who did not 
live nearby. 
 As the guests arrived, many of them 
came with live pigs and other animals as 
presents for the family. The animals would 
be killed after the funeral to feed the guests.  
A family member was calling out of the gifts 
and another person was recording all the 
gifts in a large book.  Our tour guide asked if 
we wanted to stay for the lunch or see the  
actual burial site.  We opted to see the burial 
site. 

 We drove to a high rocky area where the 
bodies are kept in a large opening in the 
bottom of a small mountain.  On the road 
into the burial area we noticed large porch-
like openings in the mountain about 40 feet 
above the road.  We saw dozens of people 
standing behind a railing.  These “people” 
were actually life-like effigies of the people 
buried below.  The wooden statues were fully 
dressed in clean clothes that get replaced 
regularly.  It was an amazing sight. 
 We then proceeded into the base of the 
mountain to a large opening that was the 
“burial” place.  The bones of the deceased 
were lying on the ground surrounded by 
cigarettes, playing cards and hard and soft 
drink bottles as if they were going to have a 
party.  It was a most unusual sight. 
 The guide then took us to a nearby area 
where a few trees were set up to house the 
bodies of infants who had died.  The family 
cuts an opening in the tree trunk and places 
the small body in the tree trunk.  In time the 
trunk grows around the body so the tree 
becomes a memorial tree.  There is a high 
infant mortality in Indonesia. Infants are not 
allowed to crawl around but are usually 
carried in cloth bags and pouches by the 
parents. 
 We found this area of Indonesia 
extremely interesting and a wonderful travel 
destination.  Unfortunately, Indonesia 
started to become unsafe for visitors and 
tourism dropped markedly so we could not 
recommend a trip to Indonesia to others.  
Hopefully that will change in the future.• 
 

  
Wooden Effigies of the People Buried Below 


