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LMR Wisdom and Philosophy:
Do what you love.
Fight hard and loudly for what’s important.
There is no occasion too small for your best jewelry.
Some people stop growing up at a very early age, and it is not attractive.
You always love the puppy you take home (don’t agonize so much over decisions).
There is no such thing as too much hot fudge or whipped cream.
Always try on the dress (If you see something you love, try it out. Either the reality
doesn’t hold up to the fantasy, or it does and it’s almost always worth the cost).
Life is a series of trade-offs.
That’s what makes a horse race (differences of opinion are necessary and good).

This memoir is Inspired by and dedicated to MBR
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I’ll begin with a little context and talk about my parents. Pop was born in1889 on the
family farm in Buchach, Poland, the 7th of 10 children.

I never knew my grandfather but he has the reputation of having been stubborn and
stern. He became permanently crippled when he was kicked by a recalcitrant farm
animal, a donkey. He and my grandmother were first cousins. I remember her still from
the last time I saw her when she was in her mid 90s and I was a teenager, we visited
her in her at the Deborah Home in Brooklyn. Her eyes and mind were sharp and she
still could knit and crochet, so it is said was her tongue. She was still very beautiful.
She lived with us briefly when I was a child and I recall her not being too pleasant and
very demanding. While there were more affluent branches of the family, no one else
would take her in, except my Mother, to whom she was never very nice. Finally when
my aunt Anna’s husband died and she was left with a candy store to run and two small
boys, she took my grandmother in to nanny her children. When the children were grown
and at a time when Grandma was in hospital, her bed was put on the sidewalk and she
was then put in a nursing home. None of my Father’s family took to my mother;
whether it was because she was either considered too above them or below them… or
perhaps they were stuck on his previous wife who was more culturally like them.
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Apparently each of the 10 children left the farm as soon as they could; my Father left
when he was 14, with perhaps a third grade education and came to America through
Ellis Island and went to board with his sister Baile who had a tenement apartment on
Hester Street.
He went to work in a garment factory owned by my Uncle Itcha (Isidore) and it was then
it was discovered that he was color blind when he sewed green sleeves into red
blouses, so that employment didn’t last long. My Aunt Anna also worked there before
she was married but was fired when she tried to organize the workers.
I don’t know what my dad did before WWI to keep body and soul together, but he was in
the Mess Corps and I don’t even know if he ever went overseas. But that is perhaps
how he got into the food trades and certainly how we gained American citizenship
He did get married to his first wife after the war and sadly she died in childbirth.
My Mother’s story is very different. She was born in 1896, the oldest of 3 children in a
very tightly knit middle class family living in a sizable city, in fact the railway hub of
Galicia, Lemberg at the time, presently part of the Ukraine, L’vov.

Her Father was a merchant of grains and fuels. But he was an amateur watch fixer and
collector and she attributes her love of pretty things to his interests. Under the Austro4

Hungarian rule at the time of her birth, Jewish marriages were not recognized and the
children had Mann as their surname until 1910, when the marriages were recognized by
the State and her last name became Schildkraut. She was educated and went to a
Gymnasium (college) and worked as a bookkeeper and entered the paymaster corps of
the Austrian Army in 1918.
Much to her parent’s dismay, she refused the arranged marriage that had been agreed
to by her parents, even though her Father explained that she could maintain family
honor by going through with the marriage and afterwards get a ‘get’. Despite the fact
she adored her parents, she refused. She had a very romantic platonic relationship with
an Austrian officer and they corresponded lovingly even after the war. But the last letter
he wrote to her reveals that it was she that refused the marriage.
In 1925 my Father visited Lemberg as he had relatives that lived in the same apartment
house as my Mother’s family. Blame it on pheromones, whatever, these two very
different people fell in love and got married. He went back to the States to prepare the
way for her and sent her money for her passage to America. She took the opportunity
to travel, but not immediately to Cherbourg to depart; instead she had a last tour of
Europe saying goodbye to Vienna, Paris and goodness knows where else. So much
time passed that my Father, growing impatient, sent the family a telegram saying that if
she hadn’t left yet to forget the whole deal. Her parents were terrified, but she
unknowing made her plans to sail, sending him a telegram that crossed over the ocean.
As the wife of an American citizen she did not have to pass through Ellis Island but was
met at the dock my Dad. She knew no English, his family was not particularly
welcoming and further, my Dad had absolutely mislead her about their economic
condition. Here she was poor, without funds of her own, virtually isolated, became
pregnant immediately and suffered a major culture shock from which I don’t believe she
ever fully recovered. Think of it. Educated, intelligent, independent and turning all that
inward when she discovered she was a greenhorn. Florence and Arthur (1926 and
1927) were born at home.
5

I, the big surprise, was born right at the spike of the depression in 1930 after my 34 year
old Mother suffered a very difficult pregnancy. The doctor wanted her in hospital for the
birth, so when labor started my Dad took her to Brooklyn Jewish hospital and was
stunned to find they would not admit her unless he paid in advance. Whatever the fee
was, he didn’t have it. Leaving my Mother in a wheel chair in the lobby, he rushed to his
brother Itcha’s home to borrow the money. But it’s Saturday his brother demurred, I
can’t write you a check. Fortunately my Aunt Becky, who was in fact far more devout,
told him to stop being stupid and write the check. So I was born. It was not an easy
labor or birth and my Mother had a difficult time recovering. When asked my name, she
told the nurse it was Lya (a Hungarian name). They thinking she was vermisht wrote
my name as Leah.
My Mother confessed the major crime of her life (shades of Jean ValJean) that as they
didn’t have the money to buy a baby carriage, when she spotted an empty one outside
of a store she took it and ran like hell; it was the only way she could manage to do
errands with a tiny baby. This would be about the time my Father incurred a terrible
injury on this arm and could’t work but refused to go on welfare because of his pride. I
believe the solution was to pawn my Mother’s diamond engagement ring for the first
time. I believe this was a constant… and I remember years later going with her when
she finally was able to redeem it permanently, her feeling of pleasure and pride.
I have a few scattered early memories and cannot put them in any particular order. I
recall sitting in a high chair while my Mother was trying to feed me some sort of cereal,
probably farina which somehow I remember disliking the most. Turning my head from
side to side to avoid the looming spoon with tears running down my cheeks. I
remember my Mother putting the spoon down with finality and saying, Nah! That's it. No
more; and giving me a delicious piece of buttered toast.
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I also remember lying, sweating in a bed and saying, “no gokta… no gokta” and having
this big man advance on me with a large instrument and lancing a huge boil in my neck.
I still have the scar.
My first consistent memories seem to date back to when I was about four years old. I
recall playing on the street with other children; hopscotch, jump rope, stoop ball, playing
catch. We lived in a small apartment house, maybe on the second or third floor. We
lived next to a single family house where there was a little boy named Rudy. His family
had a grape arbor and I recall thinking how delicious it was to pick and eat the grapes
right off the vine. His family must have been rich because he had a tricycle. He told me
that my people killed Jesus and I remember running up the stairs very troubled and
upset to ask my Mother who Jesus was and why we had killed him. I don’t remember
her answer.
I do recall that we had a neighbor who used to drop by to chat with Mom and who used
to boast a lot about her boy’s and girl’s accomplishments and never, never hearing a
similar word of praise issue from my Mother’s lips. I think she felt that boasting was
unseemly.
I remember that a man used to come around to our street demonstrating kazoos and
yo-yos and that my brother was given money to buy a yo-yo and that was a big deal. I
remember that a ragman used to come around with a huge bundle of rags on his
shoulder, calling out ‘old clothes...old clothes’ and sometimes my Mother would go down
and I suppose sell a few worn-out garments for a few pennies. There was also an
organ grinder that came around to the back yard with a monkey on his shoulder grinding
out tunes like “O Solo Mio” and if you threw down a coin the monkey would retrieve it
and wave to you. I remember we had milk delivered to our door and it was not
homogenized with the cream rising to the top. In the winter time the cream would
freeze, expand and pop straight out of the bottle. I remember a laundry man would
come around and my Mother would give him bundles of white stuff and request ‘wet
wash’ because it was cheaper that way and the laundry would come back clean but wet
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and she used to hang the sheets and pillow cases out on a line to dry. The line was
magically stretched between our back window to a hook across the yard and could be
moved on a pulley. She did the other laundry by hand with a block of yellow soap and a
washboard. There was also an ice man who used to climb the stairs with a huge cube
of ice with bits of straw clinging to it, which went in the top compartment of our icebox,
the ice was held with enormous tongs. We also had a little compartment under the
kitchen window where I think we stored onions and potatoes and in winter some items
went out on the fire escape.
I had a recurring fantasy, for some reason, (was it a movie that I had seen that inspired
it?) I don’t recall. But I had an imaginary friend, a tall Scotsman who had a collie with
him all the time and I would play with the dog. The man wore a kilt, a tam o’shanter and
knee length argyle stockings. I remember sitting in the living room of our apartment
facing the window, day dreaming away. I also recall that occasionally I would yell
upstairs until my Mother came to the window and I would ask her to ‘throw me down a
penny’. Which she sometimes did, wrapped in a bit of newspaper and I could walk
around the corner and buy penny candy. I remember dots best of all, a long strip of
paper with colored sugar candy geometrically placed in neat rows.
We had a black cat whose name was Jupiter that we called Jupie. My clearest memory
about Jupie was that he used to ignore the litter box and go behind the four legged
bathtub. Which my poor Mother used to have to struggle acrobatically to clean up,
mumbling god knows what all under her breath.
I don’t recall the circumstances but I remember my Father carrying me on his shoulders
to Brighton Beach… I became so sunburned that when we got back home, my Father
put me in a cool bath with Epsom salts. It was one time I remember my Mother yelling
at him in my presence. I blistered badly and painfully.
I also have a memory of my Father complaining occasionally of an aching back and my
Mother would make him a mustard plaster which seemed to relieve him.
8

My Mother had the habit of luring stray cats home and somehow they stayed in front of
our house while she ran up and down the stairs to give them a bowl of milk. It bothered
me so much because I used to feel that she was giving them false hopes. I remember
sitting in a Movie House with my Mother watching a cartoon about a Mother cat who
had a litter of tiny kittens who were so adorable. Somehow one of the kittens got lost
and kept trying to find his way back. The tears were running down my cheeks and I was
sobbing, my Mother trying to comfort me to no avail… until finally the Mother cat found
the kitten, licked him thoroughly, nuzzled him and carried him home by the scruff of his
neck. A true Hollywood ending.
Speaking of movies, I also remember that my mom and sister would sometimes go to
the movies on a Wednesday Night, when they gave out dishes. I don’t recall who was
taking care of me and my brother (my Father?) But I do recall that I would try to stay
awake until they came home so I could see the free plates and eat the compensatory bit
of candy they brought home for me.

I remember kindergarten and I loved it. P.S. 186 is still standing. My teacher was Miss
Abby and we had wonderful craft projects. I remember having a large circle that we
pasted colored bits too and then attached a long crepe paper band so that the circle
could be tied to our heads as ‘bonnets’. And we had a recitation and I had a solo, “We
are the sunbonnet babies, good morning and how do you do.” I don’t remember the
rest of the recitation. But I just checked online and ‘The Sunbonnet Babies’ was a
famous primer, going back to 1902.
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Then first grade and the excitement of actually learning something. My teacher was
Miss Kaiser and she was also wonderful. We had a primer. And it actually said things
like, ‘this is Jane’...‘see Jane run’...‘this is Dick’...‘see Dick play’...‘this is their dog Ally,’
etc., etc., etc.
I remember learning the Alphabet song and learning how to count… and liking to add
and subtract and even multiply. History was very amusing because I learned that
Washington as a child cut down a cherry tree and when asked, admitted, “I cannot tell a
lie. It was I, Father.” and that Abe Lincoln was known as honest Abe and as a boy read
by candlelight in his log cabin and was good at splitting rails. I never learned how to
spell and to this day do not remember learning grammar formally until I studied Spanish
in High School and by then it was too late.
I must have been about 8 when we moved to Blake Avenue in Brownsville, right across
the street from Betsey Head Park and I believe it was because my Father got a job in a
restaurant on Pitkin Avenue. And I remember the summer time better than school (P.S.
174 also still standing) because we used to swim in the pool in the park, well, thrash
around in the water anyway. I remember that there was a field day at the end of
summer and the camp councilor insisted that I try to participate, but I didn’t want to
because I wasn’t good at any of the games like three legged races but she insisted I try
running across the field with an egg in a spoon, which to my expected humiliation I
dropped almost immediately.

Florence’s group learned a folk dance and had pretty Eastern European costumes; wide
colorful dirndls, embroidered white blouses, red vests and a sort of pointed crown. I
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think I almost remember the steps. Step extend and step step... They let me hang
around with them at rehearsals and to my joy, included me in the finale, where I was
hoisted up on my sister’s shoulders with my arms outstretched.
While I don’t remember 2nd and 3rd grade too well, again I had a solo part in a
recitation. This is the poem as I remember it:
We were crowded in the cabin
Not a soul would dare to speak
It was midnight on the water
And a storm was on the deep
And as we sat in silence
Each one busy with his prayers
‘we are lost’, the Captain shouted
As he staggered down the stairs.
But his little daughter whispered
As she took his icy hand
‘Isn’t God upon the ocean
As he is upon the land?’ (my solo-)
Then we kissed the little maiden
and spoke in better cheer
And landed safe in harbor
When the dawn was shining clear.
I just googled this poem and cannot believe that not only did I find it but I remembered
all but two verses almost verbatim. Incredible!
We were crowded in the cabin,
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Not a soul would dare to sleep,
It was midnight on the waters,
And a storm was on the deep.
"Tis a fearful thing in winter
To be shattered by the blast,
And to hear the rattling trumpet
Thunder, "Cut away the mast!"
So we shuddered there in silence,
For the stoutest held his breath,
While the hungry sea was roaring
And the breakers talked with Death.
As thus we sat in darkness,
Each one busy with his prayers,
"We are lost!" the captain shouted
As he staggered down the stairs.
But his little daughter whispered,
As she took his icy hand,
"Isn't God, upon the ocean,
Just the same as on the land?"

Then we kissed the little maiden.
And we spoke in better cheer,
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And we anchored safe in harbor
When the morn was shining clear.
I also remember memorizing the ‘times tables’; 5,10, 15,20, etc. And sometimes even
now I have to go over the times 6s and 7s in my head to do the multiplication. I’m fine
on 9s,10, and 11s.

I cannot remember friends from this period in my life. But there was a housewares
store on the ground floor of our house and I used to spend time there and the owner
was very nice to me. I think I swept the sidewalk for him, and he let me sit on a little
chair in front of his store.
I don’t know where Florence and Arthur were at lunch time, but I used to go home for
lunch, which often meant sitting on the marble stairs leading to our floor waiting for my
mother to rush home with her grocery shopping. Often times, she arrived minutes
before I had to leave for school and she would produce a piece of fruit and some sort of
treat for me.
One day as I was sitting on the stairs, of all people, my Father came tearing up the
steps in his waiter’s uniform white shirt, black pants and apron, and pushed a puppy into
my arms. Yes, a puppy. An adorable little golden ball of fur, and then he disappeared
running back to work. Shortly afterwards my Mother arrived amazed to hear the story.
He was a wonderful little dog and we called him “Happy” which he richly deserved. We
had him for a while and then a terrible catastrophe occurred. While Arthur was walking
him one day, he was stopped by the dogcatcher who asked to see Happy’s license. Of
course Happy did not have a license. The man accompanied Arthur and Happy to our
apartment and told Mom the license was $5. An astronomical sum which she did not
have. The dog catcher took Happy away. My eyes tear up even now remembering this.
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In the Summers, my Dad would get summer jobs in the country waiting and we would
be installed in kochalains, real dumps where you slept in very basic rooms and the
Moms shared a communal kitchen. I don’t recall how groceries were procured, except
often Florence was left in charge of me. It was in such a place, when I was about 4
and she was 8 (or possibly I was 6 and she was 10) that I came down the slide with a
lollipop in my mouth, and fell forward causing the lollipop to puncture the back of my
throat. My poor sister was distraught and sought to make matters better by somehow
getting her hands on salted peanuts, which as I recall filled the gap in the back of my
throat. So my poor Mother returned and had the unlovely task of clearing the peanut
mush.
I know I wasn’t 5 because that was the summer that my Dad had a job at Camp
Boiberik and the three of us were included in the Camp program, even though we lived
in our own little cabin. This summer was memorable because I was still a bed wetter.
So when the children took a nap after lunch, the counselors fought over who was the
loser and whose bed I would nap it as I was probably going to pee in it while sleeping. I
remember being terribly shamed by this situation and wonder why my Mom was never
told about it or why I wasn’t sent to my cabin at nap time.
My Mother was a great berry finder and she would invariable find great patches of wild
strawberries, raspberries, blackberries and blueberries. So much so that she would
lead groups of women back to the patches so the whole community was out there
gathering. Unfortunately one time on such an expedition I got caught in barbed wire
and suffered three painful punctures on my back and think I still have the scars.
While we were away all summer in one of these places, my Mom would go back to
Brooklyn, find a new apartment, get two months rent free and we would move over night
without having paid our two months summer rent.
To this day I cannot figure out how she managed it, arranging for this big black car that
came to pick us up and we seemed to have to travel for a long, long time until we
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arrived at our destination. I think these times were the only time I was in a car. One
time, when we went to camp Boiberik, we arrived very late and we were all extremely
hungry. My dad was going to bring us food from the kitchen when he finished work.
Finally he arrived with sautéed mushrooms on toast. I couldn’t even look at them while
the others consumed them hungrily and I still remember going to bed hungry, feeling
very sorry for myself. Just looked up the Camp, which no longer exists and the
interminable time was the distance between Brooklyn and Rhinebeck and I believe
other places we stayed were Spring Valley and Nyack...but no super roads back then.
I recall going to the Dentist to take care of my cavities. It must have been a clinic or
Dental School because after drilling, he put a wad of cotton in the cavities in my molars
and covered them with temporary filling, telling my Mother to have them permanently
filled by a Dentist. Either she misunderstood, or was ashamed or simply did not have
the money, but those fillings were not properly cared for until some years later in Far
Rockaway when of course they began to give me great trouble.
I was 8 when we moved to East Flatbush, an address I remember and an apartment I
can describe in detail, 844 Clarkson Avenue, to a second floor apartment over the
Restaurant in which my Father was a partner.

15

You walked up a flight of stairs opened the door and entered a long hallway. On the left
was a big living room. If you double backed through the living room you came to my
parent’s bedroom which faced the street. If from the front door you walked down a
corridor the kitchen was on your left and it had one big window which faced the
building’s air shaft. If you continued down the Hall, on the left was the bathroom and
straight ahead were two small bedrooms. My brother’s was the left hand door (when we
were not boarding the cook Frank) and Florence and I shared the bedroom on the right.
We had maple twin beds and a dresser and a bureau.

We walked to school, P.S. 232 (still standing) shared the same building as Winthrop
Junior High.

On the corner of Clarkson and Utica Avenue there was a huge empty hilly rock strewn
lot where we used to play all the time… all kinds of kid’s fantasy games like playing
school, cops and robbers, cowboys and Indians. Once when I was ‘the teacher’ I was
marching my group of students down the sidewalk towards the empty lot, and I was
walking backwards, clapping my hands rhythmically as teachers did, and I fell
backwards over the open cellar door and landed on my head on the concrete floor. You
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really do see stars. I was scared that I fell and my head hurt but I managed to pull
myself up the cellar stairs and up the stairs to our apartment and announce , “Ma I fell.”
I don’t recall any immediate consequences or whether she called a doctor. But some
say that the fall and my head landing on concrete explains a lot.
My best friend was Anita Block, she had an older brother named Charlie who was a
friend of my brother’s. Their Father owned a radio repair shop around the corner and
Elaine Lang, who lived in an apartment house across the street that had an elevator, a
real marvel. For some reason my mom pointed out her premature breast development
which I had never noticed. Oddly one experience is very vivid. It was Anita’s Birthday
and it was a big deal to go to a birthday party and I was anxious as my Mom hadn’t
gotten any gift for me to give her. At the very last moment my Mom arrived home from
shopping at Klein’s and she had bought two adorable pairs of wedgie sandals; one pair
for me and one pair for Anita. Whew!
I also remember that it was about this time, I was eight or nine, I was lying on my
Mother’s bed and some boy (was it Charlie?) was lying on top and kissing me. I
remember my shocked Mother walking into the bedroom and chasing him away.
I loved going to school, and this must have been 3rd and 4th grade but I don’t recall any
details of what we learned or who the teachers were, but they must have been okay as I
do not have any negative stories to tell.
One thing does stand out. At the beginning of the school year they selected a new color
guard that marched into the auditorium every Friday to start the weekly assembly. The
selection procedure was that the kids who wanted to audition for this prestigious
position, marched around the auditorium and gradually they would eliminate those
whose posture or rhythm were not up to standard. So of maybe 100 kids about 10 were
selected. I was so nervous I don’t believe I breathed as I walked around imitating a
ramrod and...not only was I not eliminated I was selected as one of three flag bearers.
The other children were to wear white middies, red neckerchiefs and navy blue skirts. I
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had to wear a white skirt. I was thrilled, but not so my Mother. But nevertheless she
managed to procure the right middy and scarf and made me a white wool pleated skirt,
an outfit I wore proudly every week as I bore my flag up onto the auditorium stage.
I also remember a time when my brother was very busy building something out of
wooden crates and he wouldn’t tell me what the project was. But one day, when I
wanted to look out of the window, I pulled one of the crates up against the wall and
stood up on it and had this awful feeling as my feet went right down through the top of
the crate. Everyone was really angry with me because it turned out that they were all
cooperating in making my birthday present; he was building a doll house and I was
going to get a doll for which my Mother would make the clothing. Instead we walked
down Utica Avenue to a stationary store and my Mother bought me an Eversharp Pen.
It was here, and I was about 9 years old, when looking for something in my Mother’s
Bureau I came across family documents including my birth certificate. To my horror and
fury I learned that while we had been celebrating my birthdays on November 21st, I had
actually been born on the 23rd. How could they not know my Birthday? I was furious
and angry and accused them of not caring enough to remember my big important day
and asked if I had been adopted. Yes, I made quite a fuss.
One day to my surprise, my Mother took me with her to Macy’s which was a great rarity.
She wanted to show me a doll. I don’t remember if I ever had a doll before this. My
Mother was obsessed with this doll because rather than just painted eyes, this doll had
eye lids that closed when you laid it down. I can’t remember wanting it much, I think I
was a little old for dolls, but I think I agreed to have it to please my Mother.
Reading this over, I realize that I haven’t said much about my relationships with my
sister, brother and parents. Florence was my everything; big sister, child carer, font of
information, protector. I remember that we had twin beds and I was afraid of the dark
and death and I asked her to hold my hand until I fell asleep, which she did every night.
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Arthur mostly used to try to wrestle with me and one of his favorite games was to pin me
down to the floor, hold down my wrists and pretend to drool on my face. Fortunately this
changed much for the better later on. My parents were more remote, as was probably
traditional for the time. While I was little Mom used to get up with us and make us a
good breakfast and then I didn’t see her for most of the day as I was at school or out
playing. She made us good dinners except when she experimented with fish chowder,
uch. She made sure we did our homework and then we used to listen to the radio. I do
remember that she loved music, we always listened to the Chicago Operas of the Air.
Sometimes she would sing her favorite Lieders to us or recite Goethe and Schiller
poetry. If a waltz or polka came on the air she would grab me or Florence and we would
twirl around the room.
She never disciplined us; that was my Father’s job and mostly how I remember him
when we were little. If we had committed some infraction, Mom would warn us that Dad
would be seeing us. Whatever we committed, it made him very angry. He would take
off his heavy leather belt and tell us schmeck, smell the leather. That was for minor
misdemeanors and scary enough. If we had done something egregious, we went over
his lap with our tuchie bared and got a few nasty strokes.
I don’t remember him having any days off except for the Jewish Holidays, which are
some of my best family memories. We were all together, the candle light shining on the
special plates and silverware and my Father intoning the Hebrew prayers just as fast as
he could but it was like soothing music. To this day, at a funeral, I love to hear the
mystical Hebrew intoned, and then get annoyed when I hear all the god stuff in the
translation.
Pop was not by the way illiterate, he read two newspapers a day (how do I know this?)
The Daily News and the Forwitz. He was a faithful Union man and a strong supporter of
FDR, but his political and social awareness were not very developed. My Mother had a
far greater grasp of social issues and was very sympathetic to leftist causes. I actually
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recall her discussing with Florence the Spanish Civil War and how awful Congress was
behaving towards Howard Fast. I asked them to explain it to me which they did.
He also spoke several languages: English, Polish, Yiddish and possibly Russian. Mom
spoke all of these including French, German and certainly Russian. They conversed
privately in either Polish or Yiddish if they didn’t want us understanding. She did read
books and had many by important European authors of the time, which I discovered
much later when I was in High School. My Mother had no social life at all, it was all
centered on the home and the children… and it was only a little later, when the family
income improved during the ‘40s that she began to feed her collector’s hunger.
I also have this very sad memory of my Mother, only partly dressed, in her laced up
corset, sobbing and crying painfully and being comforted by my Father. I think it was
Florence who explained to me that she had just learned of her Father’s death. Probably
a letter from Europe or from her younger brother, uncle Yulek who lived in Montreal.
My mother would also receive letters from her sister. We never met these far off
European relatives. My parents lost sisters and brothers, aunts and uncles and cousins
in the Holocaust. My mother especially never recovered from feelings of guilt and grief.
She always felt she should have done more to get them out.
So, other family relationships. I do remember seeing some of my Father’s brothers
family sometimes. This was my Uncle Abie who was married to Aunt May. They had
two daughters about the age of Florence and I; cousins Elaine and Ruby. I remember
seeing a picture of Ruby in a cute costume and tap shoes and feeling very jealous.
Uncle Abie was in the business of delivering appetizing. Among his customers was my
Uncle Hymie who had an appetizing store in Flatbush. He was married to Aunt Rose
and they had two sons, Seymour and Harry
The other cousins I remember were Anna who had just married Herb Newman (Anna,
Sylvia and their brother Sidney were Uncle Itcha’s and Aunt Becky’s children). Sidney
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was something of an invert because he had a sixth finger on each hand growing out
below his pinkies. I cannot think why they never removed those supernumerary digits
except perhaps because of their religious convictions. One time while we lived on
Clarkson Avenue, my sister, no more than 13 convinced me that she knew how to walk
to Anne and Herb’s apartment. She did too… and I think it must have been miles away.
But we got there and Anne and Herb were very sweet to us, entertained us graciously
with cold drinks, and before we left led us into the bedroom where Anne had laid out
some little token gifts, scarves or handkerchiefs… so sweet and memorable.
We also visited my Aunt Anna’s candy store in Grave’s End a few times. Aunt Anna was
a widow and her Mother (my grandmother) lived with her. My two cousins were Jackie
and Harry. You all might remember Jackie as he was the one who tried to hit on Elaine
at Jessica’s wedding. He also tried to hit on me, his first cousin, when we were young
adults.
I also remember visiting another cousin, a very sweet young woman who was one of
Aunt Mary’s daughters, Lilian. What I remember about her was that she had just been
diagnosed with scleroderma, terminal disease that was slowly ossifying her body and
was expected not to recover. I was struck by her bravery and ability to talk about her
condition so calmly and with such wisdom.
I also remember being taken to the movies and seeing the early Ziegfeld Follies Movies
and pictures with Mollie Picon like Yiddle Mitn Fiddle. Check it out:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ziegfeld_Follies
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yiddle_with_His_Fiddle
Of course I don’t understand all of the circumstances, but suddenly over the summer we
were spending days in Far Rockaway. Don’t know where Arthur was, but my Mom
dropped Florence and I off at the beach one day. We went paddling in the surf and got
carried half way to Long Beach by the undertow current before we realized what was
21

happening. I remember being terrified, as neither of us was a very good swimmer.
Thankfully some men on shore spotted us and came to our rescue. Their technique
was not elegant but it worked. While we floated on our backs, they would give us a big
strong push toward shore, swim up to us and keep pushing us until we could stand in
the shallow water. I remember being totally limp and exhausted and thanking them
profusely before I dropped uncaring on our sandy blanket…. and frankly never loving
water after that for the rest of my life, which I managed to hide from my children What
my mom was doing while we were drowning was looking for an apartment.
Pardon the pun, but Far Rockaway was a watershed in all of our lives.
We moved to 1039 Beach 9th Street.

And in the afternoon of moving day my Father rushed in and dumped a load of coins on
the kitchen table, his tips. My Mother sorted out the money and left to arrange to have
gas and electricity turned on, and probably to go by the A&P. It was a third floor walkup
with just four apartments to each floor. Rather nice apartment, you walked into a large
Foyer with a hall closet and… wonder of wonders a dumb waiter so our garbage was
collected every day. The super would ring our dumbwaiter bell and we would place the
bag on the shelf, close the door and ring the bell to let him know.
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If you walked straight ahead, there was a very large room which the three of us shared.
If you turned right you walked into the living room with the kitchen to the right of it. If
from the living room you turned left, you entered a square central hallway with the
bathroom on the right, our parent’s bedroom straight ahead and our room on the left.
I went into 5th Grade in P.S. 39 and the teacher was an awful woman named Miss
Bartlett, appropriate now that I think of it, as she was actually pear shaped. She was
also our Music teacher and she seemed annoyed that I got 100% on all the music
appreciation quizzes even though I still and forever had trouble with spelling, despite the
fact that I loved reading. I in fact liked all my subjects; history, geography, arithmetic
and current events. Once a week we used to get a current events newsletter capsulizing
all of the major news stories.
I also remember my first dentist who had an office in a building on the corner of
Carnage and Central Avenue. He must have been a customer of the deli and that’s how
the arrangement was made. His office was dismal and depressing and I didn’t like him
very much at all.
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I remember that mid morning we used to have a milk break. The kids who had brought
in a quarter the week before for cookies had cookies with their milk, not me. I also
remember how she humiliated me when we were having a class discussion on some
issue and I raised my hand to speak and she said, “Just don’t start by saying, ‘My
brother and I’…” That’s exactly how I was going to start… and dropped my hand as if it
had been burned and sat there totally shame faced. But reflecting on this, it looks as if I
must have done quite a lot of things with Arthur.
I had a friend named Rosalie Yigdal and was very sorry when she moved away a little
while later. But I made other friends, Rochelle Kamerow and Michelle someone. I
absolutely don’t remember how we spent our time maybe playing cards or monopoly
and probably going to a matinee on Saturdays.
For a quarter (a dime at the Gem) at the Loewe’s or RKO there was a double feature,
news of the world, a cartoon and a serial. I remember going every Saturday but don’t
remember much of what I saw except for a few films; Wizard of Oz, Gone with the Wind,
swashbucklers with Errol Flynn, Robin Hood, My Man Godfrey, It Happened One Night,
The Scarlet Pimpernel, Pygmalion, Major Barbara, Wuthering Heights, Pride and
Prejudice (some of these I might have seen in Brooklyn). The first run movie houses
(there were 2 of them) had matrons and there was a discrete children’s section. Not so
the Gem and once I remember feeling a soft touch on my thigh and suddenly pivoting to
look at the man sitting next to me, who hurriedly got up and left the theater. Oh, so
that’s why there were Matrons and children’s sections.
Sometimes for something special, Mom used to take us to downtown Brooklyn to see a
Movie in the big gorgeous Art Deco Film Palace where I remember someone playing the
organ at intermissions (Hazel Scott) and some stage show or other. Some of my favorite
actors were Lesley Howard, Louis Hayward, Vivian Leigh, Wendy Hiller, Laurence
Olivier. And on extra special occasions we would go to the Roxy or Radio City Hall for
the big Christmas and Easter shows. We also would be taken into New York to see the
Christmas windows and the ice skaters at Rockefeller Center.
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For my 12th birthday, my Mom was ready to try Broadway and asked my sophisticated
16 year old sister to find out what play would be appropriate for a young family. My
sister came up with By Jupiter by Rodgers and Hart, with Ray Bolger, Benay Venuta
and Nanette Fabray. She sat there blushing, wondering what people would think of a
Mother who took her young children to see something so sexually suggestive.
Someone should revive it, it was hysterical. I remember absolutely loving it and wanting
to go to the theater more. She also took us to see (she made this decision herself) The
Merry Widow with Marthe Eggert and Jan Kippura. It was sensational. I loved it and
sent in my playbill to ask for their autographs which they accommodated.
So back to early days in Far Rockaway. I recall my sixth grade teacher Miss Morris, she
was little, pinched and stern as I think most teachers were back then. But I had a really
horrible experience when I raised my hand to go the bathroom at about a quarter to 3
and she wouldn’t let me go as she said it was nearly time to go home, despite my trying
to tell her that my need was urgent.
Anyway I no sooner got out of the building that I exploded into my underwear and feces
were running down my legs. I stood absolutely still in a shaded corner until I was sure
that all of the kids had left the building and then made my sad difficult way home
(fortunately only 3 or 4 blocks) and thankfully did not meet anyone at all.
My Mother was incensed and sent Miss Morris a stiff note, she assured me that I could
go to the bathroom henceforth whenever I wished. A Pyrrhic victory at least.
I had one other miserable memory dating from that time. We were to have a Christmas
grab bag and each of us was supposed to bring in a gift worth perhaps 10 cents. I kept
reminding my Mother that I had this responsibility and the deadline was Friday. Finally
to my horror on Thursday night, my Mother took a packet of needles out of her sewing
box and wrapped them, assuring me that the child’s Mother would be very grateful. I
remember palming the little package as I dropped it into the big colorful Christmas bag.
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The day before the Christmas holiday, we all shared some candies and then one by one
we went to pick our presents. I waited my turn breathlessly as I didn’t have very many
treats to look forward to. I stuck my hand deep into the grab bag and felt something soft
and enticing. When I pulled it out it turned out to be a crumpled brown bag...and
inside… was garbage left over from someone’s old lunch. I was so downcast and
disappointed. The teacher was so sorry and said I would have a turn again after
everyone else if there was an item left in the bag.
There was not. As if to console me, I remember one of the boys coming up to me and
saying he knew how I felt, as what he chose turned out to be a packet of needles and
he was also so disappointed and hurt. I cannot remember what I mumbled in response.
There is a Hollywood ending to this story. At the end of the school year… perhaps the
last day of school, the teacher summoned me up to her desk. There lay a red net
Christmas stocking filled with candies and little toys. She had found it while clearing
out the cabinets for the end of the year, “I believe this belongs to you. It must have
fallen out of the grab bag.” Christmas in June, what a treat.
Funny how it is the sad and hurtful things that jump out at you. But I also had friends
and fun. I remember having a Birthday Party and really liking a lot of my presents,
especially a pair of flower embroidered red Norwegian gloves from my friend Christina
and also getting some pretty stationary.
I cannot explain how it happened but somehow in this time period 12/13 I found myself
playing with the A list girls. Bernice Zimmerman, Maureen Morris and I cannot
remember who all else. We would meet after school at different houses and play
mahjong or other games or if the weather was nice, play potzi or stick ball or stoop ball.
We also did mischievous things like going into an elevated building and pressing all the
buttons and really naughty, calling all the stationary stores in the telephone book to ask
if they had Prince Albert in a can. When they answered yes, the big joke was to say,
well, let him out, hang up quickly and laugh uproariously.
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I did an awful thing, I remember accompanying one of these girls to their dentist
appointment. It was such a nice office and the Dentist was handsome and charming
and my friend told me how much she liked him. Liked a Dentist! I made an
appointment with him to have my teeth examined without telling my parents. They were
not too pleased when they got the bill and of course I never went back to him.
But somehow, this led to my father finding a different dentist to go to, Dr. Friedman, to
whom we all went, and the dentist I worked for when I was fourteen.
This romance lasted for several months until one afternoon when we were supposed to
meet at Maureen’s house, I went as usual to the kitchen door and the housekeeper
“Furline”, Maureen’s baby effort at Fraulein, told me they weren’t there. She had a
funny, uncomfortable look on her face especially when I insisted that I was sure that
was where we were meeting.
As I left the door, I heard funny teasing heckling sounds coming from the upstairs
window to Maureen’s room and when I looked up, just managed to glimpse the
disappearing faces of my erstwhile friends. As I walked away, the funny teasing voices
and giggling followed me but I didn’t look up again.
As I started for home and crossed the street, Judy Rivkin was sitting on her front porch.
I knew Judy slightly but she was a year younger so our paths rarely crossed. She
asked me to sit on the porch with her, which was an act of great sensitivity and
kindness. She told me she had witnessed the whole episode and commiserated with
me about the nastiness of some people. Judy and I became very good friends. In fact I
used to spend a lot of time with her. She was the first person I knew who had a
television set and we used to watch and play games together. It was Mrs. Rivkin who
came to our apartment a few years later and asked my Mother if I would accompany
Judy to the Von Trapp Farm for two weeks. They did not want Judy to go alone, and
they knew me and would be happy to pay for my trip. It was a really odd experience.
There were these beautiful sisters and brothers aged 12 to mid 40s and the Baroness
(which she absolutely insisted on being called). There were two dormitories, one for
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each sex mixed age from early teens to elderly. The food was good basic fresh farm
food which we absolutely required tons of as we were exhausted from the six hours or
so of singing mixed with mountain climbing, led by the older Trapp ‘girls’ who climbed
the mountains in their long dirndls as if they were mountain goats.
But back to the mean girls. The next day at recess, I approached the A list group in the
playground and asked them to explain what had happened the afternoon before. It was
my first lesson in a class society. They were only too happy to oblige as they formed a
circle around me. I learned that I did not dress nicely, that I spoke with a Brooklyn
accent, that my parents spoke with a foreign accent, that my Mother did not have her
hair or nails done, nor did she play cards or mahjong, that my home was messy, that my
Father was a waiter. That’s pretty much all I remember but no doubt there was more. I
was devastated; I had never seen myself that way, dirty and messy. But credit me, I
didn’t think of my parents in the mean and menial way these girls described them.
I don’t know how I managed to sit in school after recess, but once home for lunch,
telling my Mother in tears and sobs what they had said, I told her I could not go back to
school that day and face them. I remember my Mother’s hurt for me and her
comforting, but to no avail. She hoped I could find the strength to put my chin up and
go back to school and ‘show them’. I couldn’t that day, I beseeched her to let me stay
home with her. I needed that. But I did go back the next day with my chin up and have
kept it there ever since. Unconsciously that experience had a huge effect on my speech.
By the time I entered High School perhaps two years later, my diction was being
favorably commented on. I did, the summer before High School, deliberately work on
my abysmal handwriting and invent a signature for myself that I pretty much still use.
So I mentioned it was a watershed for all of us, or at least the three kids. I see now that
Florence experienced a microcosm of the culture shock my Mother had coming to this
country. Florence entered High School I am sure hopefully and excitedly. She was
beautiful, tall, statuesque absolutely lovely… but she too was entering a foreign country
and did not speak the language. I remember when she was invited to her first party.
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Once again my Mother made a foray into the whiles of Klein’s and came home with a
beautiful pair of chocolate brown flat shoes for my tall sister to wear. She went off
looking gorgeous. I was awakened from sleep by a strange sound coming from our
bathroom and went to check and found my sister gargling strenuously.
As some point at the party, the lights were turned off and someone grabbed her and
started to kiss her. She got up and left and came home to gargle and go to sleep. I
really don’t recall much of her social life after that. But she confessed to me recently
that as a teen ager she never felt attracted to any of the boys and she thought that
perhaps something was lacking in her. It was not until she went to work at 18 and had a
major crush on one of her bosses that she felt she was normal. Florence in Brooklyn
had been a leader, an independent and adventurous person. Far Rockaway changed
her. While she still had an independent mind, socially, like my mother, I think she
shrank back into herself.
My brother did not fare well either. Arthur was very bright and in Brooklyn advanced a
year. This did not serve him well in the long term, for when he enrolled in P.S. 39
somehow there we a gap in his learning. So at 13, when he took the admission test to
Brooklyn Tech he did not make it. Embarrassed and humiliated he chose with my
parent’s permission to go to Jamaica Vocational HS and study printing. Big mistake, not
the right place for him from any point of view; socially or educationally. Shades of Life
After Life.
So back to me. Chin up and hopeful, I made new friends. Gloria Specter and Phyllis
Berman (nicknamed for some idiotic reason Gerry and Johnny). We did well together
but I don’t remember doing what… Movies, hanging out, playing games. I do remember
once walking home from Phyllis’ house I took a short cut behind an apartment house
and made an amazing discovery; an early 17th Century graveyard of the Cornell family,
the first European settlers in the area. I remember the find took me to the Library to find
out what I could about local history and they actually had a little pamphlet about the
Cornell family and their farm. Huh!
29

When I discovered the site, it was just perhaps 20 feet square. Totally overgrown and
neglected with the stones leaning every which way. What I learned from the pamphlet
was that the Cornells recently of England bought the area and were the first to farm the
land and owned the whole of what is now Far Rockaway. The link below provides a bit
of history as well as what the site looks like today.
http://www.rockawaymemories.com/Georges%20FarRockaway%20History.htm
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I was a frequent visitor to the Library and loved to read but except for Anne of Green
Gables and the Secret Garden, Nancy Drew and Caroline Keane I don’t remember what
I read. I do remember some of my favorite radio shows: Let’s Pretend (enacted fairy
tales) Batman, Mr. First Nighter, The Green Hornet and the aforementioned Chicago
Opera of the Air. There were others later on but still talking elementary school, ages 11,
12 and 13.
I used to go roller skating and the kids in the neighborhood played crack the whip: a
really exciting fun game. A whole string of us on roller skates would hold hands and the
leader would skate as fast as he/she could until we were all moving at a good pace and
then he/she would abruptly change directions while snapping the hand of the next in line
and we all had an exciting moment of speed. Except one time when we were playing
both the leader and the person at the end of the line snapped and as I was pretty much
in the middle and the tension came from both ends, I fell flat on my face and my nose
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immediately swelled into a bright blue/green mass. Home I went… but I took my skates
off and walked. My nose was probably broken, but what I got was an ice pack. No
doctor.
Also no doctor when suffering an intense ear ache I stayed home from school and my
Mom’s solution was to make a hot pack of salt wrapped in a napkin and apply it to my
ear. I thought I was cured when my eardrum burst and all the congestion came rushing
out, but of course the subsequent scarring over the punctured drum was what
eventually left me partially deaf later in life.
It was also about this time that a bunch of us went up to play in this kid’s bedroom, we
were playing really innocent games and just hanging out when I realized that it was time
for me to go home. The idiot boy decided to tease me and he blocked the door and
insisted that I not leave. I was feeling very upset and frustrated and to my shame I
started to cry. Not wanting anyone to see my cry, I went to the window and looked out.
He realized I was crying and came to tease me even more by coming to where I was
standing and calling me a cry baby. I turned suddenly and in my fury and anger
grabbed him by the throat and pushed his head out of the window. His screams brought
his older sister running in, and giving me a lot of sympathy, calling him a stupid boy.
The Schaffer family lived in the apartment above us and their son Richard was a
constant visitor, sort of half way between my age and my brother’s. My Mother had
great contempt for the Schaffer’s who were certainly a step above us financially as Mr.
Schaffer owned a gas station and garage. They had a CAR and Mrs. Schaffer had a fur
coat and a diamond ring, which made them terrible hypocrites in my Mother’s eyes as
they were avowed Communists. Mom was also very critical of Richard having bacon on
his Matzo during Passover this despite the fact that we had bacon, ham, pork and
shrimp the rest of the year long.
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I don’t remember exactly with who but we used to go ice skating at Rock Hall, a decrepit
mansion in neighboring Lawrence, which while within walking distance was one of the
prestigious 5 towns of Nassau County. Then it was a dilapidated manor and it is now a
museum and historic site including interesting findings about slavery in the area.
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Also used to go bicycle riding and remember a terrible incident, while learning to ride,
my bike came to rest on the front of an auto that had braked in the nick of time.
Fortunately I am alive to tell the story, unfortunately the driver was the Super of our
building and of course told my mom and dad about the near accident.
In eighth grade I had a wonderful teacher named Miss Orcutt. She was a kindred soul
who loved reading and writing poetry. I remember reading Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar
in her class, and she really made sense out of it for us in terms of politics and
relationships but most of all the wonderful language. She read my stories (oh I forgot to
tell you I wanted to be a writer and wrote stories). She told me that first I had to learn to
spell and laughed when I told her I would have a secretary who could spell. We were
her last class before she retired so I was really lucky to have had her and I remember
she invited the entire class to her home for a barbecue, it was my first and it was
wonderful fun. She also made me the keeper of her portfolio of poetry which I read and
enjoyed and kept for many years but sadly no longer have.
So life at 13/14 was much improved had good friends a good teacher and family
finances improved. Although we still never had store bought cookies or cakes (except
for the base for strawberry short cake) mom was a good baker of cookies and rugelach
and yeast coffee cakes. Also her big fruit ‘pies’ that she used to make on a cookie
sheet.
She convinced the Super that the little strip of ground adjacent to our house should be a
victory garden and he agreed, dividing it into several plots. He kept one, we had one
and a couple of other tenants also grew vegetables during the war years. I remember
that we were pressed into service weeding and carrying heavy buckets of water down
three flights of stairs at least several times a week. I remember planting seeds but of
course Mom was the master gardener and we had lovely fresh tomatoes, cucumbers
and radishes.
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Speaking of the war years, my brother Arthur was a boy scout and among other things,
he was frequently out collecting scrap metal (my Mother may have short circuited a few
choice bits) and we saved tin foil for the war effort. I remember knitting or crocheting
wool squares to be turned into blankets for the troops.
I was also a girl scout and as was her wont, Mom was not going to spring for a new
uniform so she found one at one of her thrift shops and I remember taking a bus into
Jamaica with her and going to May’s Department Store which carried official Scout
accessories and shopping for the hat and neckerchief. It was terribly outmoded and out
of fashion and she did her best to modernize it, but it never came up to snuff. I
remember actually marching in a Memorial Day Parade as did my Father. The only
department stores we ever went to were Klein’s and later Orbach’s. Mom was a
wonderful shopper and could handle a table of mixed shmatters like a champion and
come up with a winner. If something Florence and I saw that we liked, Mom would
frequently say, oh that’s too easy, we could make that ourselves, but of course rarely did
she make these admired fashions. I remember one time watching with horrified
fascination as we were leaving the store a guard hanging on to a screaming and
squirming woman who was desperately trying to hold on to a bag of clothing (which had
not been paid for) and with her other hand holding on to a little girl about my age.
Years later, when I was married and still working at Gotham Advertising and dared
wander into such forbidden premises as Lord & Taylor’s or Bonwit Teller’s. I always
used to feel that I would be recognized as an impostor and as I crossed the moat, the
portcullis would come crashing down. Somehow I managed to overcome this brain
barrier and I would occasionally browse and purchase some little accessory or
cosmetic. One time I saw a dress that I thought was wonderful (it is a red wool dress
still hanging in my closet albeit full of moth holes) and it was on sale for $50.00 (almost
an entire weeks wages) and I bought it. I remember talking to me Mother that night and
telling her what I had done. She laughed and said it was a good joke, but she knew for
sure that her daughter would never do anything so foolish. (She did admit to liking the
dress and confessing that it would not have been very easy to make our selves.)
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Yes, so more Radio Shows: Bob Hope, The Amateur Hour, The Whiz Kids. More
movies: Fred Astaire and Ginger Rodgers, The Andy Hardy series, anything with Diana
Durbin and war movies that all blend into one another and all of them seemed to star
either Van Johnson or Van Heflin.
I remember that in eighth grade suddenly my peers were talking a strange language,
Greek. What were these Fraternities and Sororities they were all a twitter about. Not
only were there the A1 Sororities, There were lower class ones, that even Phyllis and
Gloria were interested in being pledged for. The concept did not appeal to me and
whether it was because I did not send out interest signals, or because I was not visible
to the sorority crowd no invitations came my way.
When I entered High School, probably through Richard Schaffer I found my way into an
entirely different crowd. The first week of High School Richard introduced me to Lilyan
Reese who was also a freshman but who had come from the Bayswater school system.
There were lots of new people feeding from Bayswater, the Rockaways, and even
Laurelton kids who came to High School by Long Island RR. So it was a whole new mix
of kids. Somehow I knew right away that Lilyan was a singer, she probably told me that
she wanted to sing in one of the school bands. I knew a trumpet player in the Les
Tremaine Band who lived around the corner and arranged for her to audition, giving her
a big recommendation. She became one of the regular vocalists and was so happy.
Lilyan for some reason, (people are judgmental have you noticed) had a reputation for
being ‘fast’. Why I don’t know. I and my social life flew under the radar. I remember
one night sleeping over at Lil’s explaining sex, menstruation and reproduction to her. I
think it started by talking about menstruation which she had not understood at all. We
were about 15, she was amazed at how much I knew and inversely I was amazed at
how innocent she was. Her Mother did teach me how to do the Charleston however,
which Lilyan discovered us doing in the kitchen and wondered why her Mother had
never taught her (never mind about sex and babies).
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Lilyan insisted that I join the chorus even though I did not have a developed ear… she
told me, and it came true, that I would develop an ear so she screamed the notes into
my ear for months until I finally could do it on my own. We were a triumvirate, adding
Joyce (Pardon me, Joy) Kerman to our inseparable trio. Later added to by Leona
(excuse me Lorraine) and Roberta Rappaport and the aforementioned Judy Rivkin once
she entered Hight School.
Leona/Loraine was a complicated story. At 14 she needed an abortion and I think her
parents disowned her. Dr. Rauch (a really nice communist dentist) and his wife took her
in and she lived in their basement apartment. Also Roberta had a sad story, when we
met, she introduced me to the ‘aunt’ she was living with, who turned out to be her sister
(hmm… I wonder) and I cannot figure out why that was a secret, but she too had been
‘orphaned’ at an early age.
We hung out with a group of guys in a true friendship circle: Howard Radest, Murray
Selsam, Robert Burnam, Lionel Goodman, Mike Krieger, Pete Smollet, David Lawson…
we were a ‘gang’. Many of us were in the chorus. We had the good fortune of having a
great person as our director, Ralph Stark. He was a teacher and friend. My class after
Chorus was typing and right after attendance was taken, Mr. Stark would look in the
doorway and get me excused and I would go back to the Music Room with him and we
would sort out the music books. Then we would go down to the secret room
underneath the stage and have a cigarette and talk.
“The gang” gave each other book and poetry recommendations to read and that’s when
I began to read poetry in earnest, starting with the Elizabethans to the modern, T. S.
Elliot and Ezra Pound (fascist and anti semite that he was). That’s when I was
introduced to Freud and Jung, Margaret Meade and started to explore my mother’s
library and read Thomas Mann, Ibsen, Gogol and others. On Friday Nights we would all
go to Micky Klein’s house and we would lie down on couches or stretch out on chairs or
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on the floor, turn out the lights and Micky would play his new records for us. And then
we formed our own Bach Society and we would get together and sing Bach Chorales.
When I was about 14, Florence had begun to work and Arthur was also earning money,
they chipped in and had a telephone installed. It was a party line and the downside was
sometimes whoever the ‘party’ was using the phone and we had to wait until the line
was clear before we could make our call. The upside was we could listen in on their
calls.
I also worked part time from the age of 14 after school and summers. My first job was
working for my dentist Dr. Friedman as a receptionist and dental assistant and it worked
out pretty well. Would you believe he had me doing the preliminary cleaning teeth job…
and then he would come in and do the scaling. Only once did I get a patient’s hair
caught up in the whirring machinery.
After that my jobs were more prosaic: cashier in a restaurant, shop clerk in a large-size
women’s dress shop where I hated the owners who made fun of the large sized black
women who were their major clientele. It was here that I was working when I was about
to be16 and planning a joint sweet sixteen birthday party with Lilyan, when these people
suddenly told me that as it was almost Christmas they were staying open later on
Saturday Nights and I had to work on the coming Saturday. In the future I explained,
that I would love to work late on Saturdays, but I have a party planned at my house.
Too bad, they answered they needed me that night and If I couldn’t they would hire
someone else. That was it, they paid me what I was owed and I left. My Father, who by
the way was helping provide most of the party deli food, was furious with me for giving
up a good job. I assured him that I would promptly get another and did the very next
week in the shoe store on Central Avenue, where I even got commissions for selling
stockings and pocketbooks (I think 10 cents for stockings and shoe bows and 25 cents
for pocketbooks).
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By the time I was 16 I was clearly left wing. I think the idea came to us through Loretta,
via Dr. Rauch and his good friend Hank Schlossberg that we start a youth discussion
group. We took up the idea, but it was neutralized by middle of the roaders as well as
left wingers and we organized a terrific group called YI, Youth Informed. We had
wonderful monthly meetings about politics, National and International; China, Israel,
USSR, civil rights and liberties, etc. Hank and Dr. Rauch rented a Youth Center for us
on the second floor of an office building that was meant to be an integrated social club
for young people. We laid an asphalt tile floor and painted it and we used to sing left
wing songs as we worked and others as well. I got into huge sectarian trouble as I led a
lusty rendition of Old Black Joe… when someone more PC than I, rushed in to tell me I
was being racist. Later it happens, I heard Paul Robeson singing that song. Hank hired
me to be the ‘director’. We got the word out, but regrettably, the place never took hold.
Knowing my background, Hank suggested that I come and spend more time with his
family. The idea appealed to me because the Schlossberg’s really appreciated me.
Stupidly I didn’t realize how hurtful the suggestion would be to my Mom, who indeed
when approached by Hank was angry and hurt and of course I never moved out.
One of my closest friends in the group was Murray Selsam. He was little and wiry, very
intense and he had huge expressive eyes. While we all guessed that Micky Klein was
homosexual, I had no idea about Murray. For one Birthday he took me to the opera and
we stood watching and listening to Tristan and Isolde. On another birthday, he gave me
our first Siamese cat, Jezebel. I lost touch with most of the high school crowd when I
started going to College and working and finally, when we moved to Brooklyn in 1940.
Sadly, Murray must have been in torment, because I heard that this Jewish boy, whose
Father owned a yiddish record company and, along with Wagner, used to sing comedic
yiddish ditties with gusto and amusement, entered a Trappist monastery and later was a
suicide.
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Very often on a Friday Night after music at Micky’s, we would maybe 8 of us, pile into
Lionel Goodman’s car and drive to the Texas Ranger in Freeport for their hamburger’s
dressed in onions and coleslaw. Yum.
I was a member and eventually the president of: The Debating Society, the Symphonic
Society, The Student Assembly Planning Committee, the Theater Society, Editorial
Board of the Dolphin and probably a bunch of other societies, so much so that I rarely
bothered to study. I had a great homeroom teacher who was also a gifted math teacher
whose dream was to teach English, Charlotte Lattman; I loved my very conservative
Social Studies teacher Mr. Tietze and we had wonderful debates he and I in class
because I was a big supporter of Henry Wallace’s. Great Physics teacher as well, and
one of my boyfriends (Eddie Mittleman who later went to RPI) helped me make an
electro magnet (like T many years later, I had much fun in turning the switch on and off).
Also one excellent English teacher Mr. Turino and also very funny and a bit racy, Mr.
Sessler for biology (we used to call him Mr. Sexler). Also I just could not get foreign
language and had to repeat the second semester of the first year of Spanish and also
the second semester of the second year and continued to struggle. Fortunately
Florence suggested I be tutored by her friend Belle, which my Mother agreed to. I really
had to pass if I had any hope of getting into College. I took the 2 yr Regents exam and
came to school to learn my fate, only to run into the formidable and scary Miss Gussow
who looked at me with her angry eyes and said, “Miss Margulies, I just came back from
changing your final mark. I had failed you, but you scored aver 85 on the Regents and I
am obliged to pass you," she was not happy. I had tried my best, even joining the
Spanish Club and performing the tapatia (the Mexican Hat Dance) in a school
assembly. My average was also negatively effected when I dropped out of Hebrew.
Unthinkingly I had signed Phyllis’ petition to introduce Hebrew into the curriculum, not
knowing that it committed me to take the class. After two week I realized that I was
never even going to memorize the aleph base. So I went to my school ‘advisor’ in order
to drop the class. ‘No,' she said and I shall never forget the venom with which she
pronounced it, ‘you people asked for it and you’re going to get it.’ Why I never went
further in this issue I will never understand.
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There were other dark spots. The assistant principal and disciplinarian was an
extremely nasty man, Mr. Seidman. No one could believe how miserable he was as he
was such a good trumpet player… you assume musicians will be good guys. Like Beau,
his neck was permanently bent sideways and we called him ‘the tilt.’ A few years ago,
after the school reunion, people were asked to share reminiscences and I recall saying
something unkind about him. There was a response from his son, and I said to myself,
Uh-oh, now I’ve hurt someone’s feelings and I deserve a nasty response. On the
contrary his son’s remark was, ‘you think you had it bad having him as school
disciplinarian, nothing could have been worse than being his son’. Poor guy.
The principal was Monica Ryan, a frozen faced and frozen hearted bitch. Perhaps a
week before graduation, I was helping my friend Joyce Kerman with trigonometry as
she was worried about the finals, and she wasn’t getting it. We were on the stoop of the
school and I kept drawing squares and triangles and explaining how they all worked and
saw Miss Ryan walk by and thought nothing of it. The next day Joyce was called into
Ryan’s office and I into Mr. Tilt’s office and questioned about my smoking on school
grounds. I had been drawing diagrams with a little white pencil. Like the Nazis, Joyce
was asked, ‘who gave Miss Margulies the cigarette?” To which she answered
flustered, ‘I don’t know.” AHA! Fortunately I produced the little white stubby pencil, but
did they let me off the hook? No! They would think about it, and perhaps withhold my
diploma. Bastards! They were just torturing me; on graduation my envelope contained
my diploma.
My first date ever was with Richard Lieb, the school photographer, he asked me to a
‘sock hop’. My mom who always dreamed I would be popular sprang for the very
fashionable fuchsia sweater and chartreuse skirt. He then took pictures the entire
evening leaving me on the sidelines; I never dated him again. Jay Michtom was my first
real boyfriend, followed briefly by Peter Smollet, Lenny Applebaum, Eddie Mittleman,
David Kirschner (some others) and lastly by Seymour Mallis, who I really liked a lot but
he went off to College in the Midwest and I went off to far away Brooklyn. There were
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others, a boy named Jay Wallace from Lawrence who really disgusted my Mom by
lighting a cigarette with a dollar bill. I was not impressed either and the relationship did
not last long. His story was that his father was the manufacturer of Inkograph pens
(which is possible as I just checked and see that the company was started by a Joseph
Wallace in 1914) but a couple of years later I ran across him in the soda shop where he
was jerking sodas. A few years ago I got an email from Richard Morrison, who wanted
to correspond with me. I had no memory of him or of dating him...and my biographer
Lilyan did not remember him either.
I remember one night in the summer walking with friends on the boardwalk all the way
to Playland from Beach 9th Street to Beach 98th Street and I was picked up by the
cutest soldier ever who walked back with me almost all the way. His name was
something like Louis Provazano and I spent nearly all the time explaining to him that a
relationship with him was not going to work. The next day I came down with chicken
pox, no connection.
Anyway, as a sophomore the first Assembly I planned was a debate on the subject of
fraternities and sororities, you will not be shocked to learn that I was on the ‘opposition’
making points about pledging practices, class, cliques, divisiveness, etc. I really don’t
remember what anyone could say positively about them. That afternoon, walking home
from school with my old friend Phyllis Berman, she asked me if I realized that now she
could never pledge me for her sorority, yes I assured her, I understood.
It was somewhere between the ages of 14 and 16 that my relationship with Florence
took a qualitative leap; we somehow transitioned into ‘best friends’ as well as sisters.
Even though we both had friends our own age and followed different pursuits and
interests, we shared a lot of affection and warmth. When I was about 16 Florence took
me on a weekend ski trip with a ski school. Once again we were both outfitted in ski
clothes from Mom’s thrift shops and of course we had rental boots and skiis. We went
up to the Berkshires and had ski lessons and it was fabulous. Picture this; there I was
on the snow bunny slopes snow plowing along when I was approached by a member of
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the ski patrol. He wanted to know where I had gotten my ski jacket as the burnt orange
was the official color for members of the ski patrol only, even with a bunch of fancy
badges. I was appalled and embarrassed and mumbled some sort of a response. He
was actually very nice and said I could continue wearing it for the day, but had to turn it
inside out… and could never wear it again.
While the family did not belong to a synagogue, Dad did take the High Holy Days
off and we of course had seders. I remember preparing for Passover one year and
while I was taking the Passover dishes down to wash them I was listening to the radio
and the music was interrupted with some acknowledgment of the Holiday season and
the voice was saying something like,”...Jews all over the world are preparing for the
Seder.” Chills ran down my spine and up the back of my neck. I felt so incredibly
connected as never before. While Mom used to read her prayer book on occasion and
Dad would run off to Services on Yom Kippur (with a break for lunch) we were not really
practicing. Before Rosh Hashanah, my Mother would be sure to find some really nice
new clothes (or even nicer recycled clothes) for us and I remember going to Temple with
a group of my friends and sitting through the services and then standing outside
admiring each others holiday outfits. We did not keep Kosher and always had bacon,
ham and pork. Pop loved shrimp in lobster sauce when he brought home Chinese takeour food. We always had a mezuzah on the door jamb, but that was about the extent of
our religious practice. I recall once when I was very little, perhaps about 7 or 8, picking
up an embroidery kit on a Saturday, my Mother admonished me for sewing or coloring
and reminded me it was Shabbas, but my pre-teen sister chimed in and said,”Really
Mom, what’s the difference?” and my Mother let me continue to commit whatever sin I
was guilty of.
So, being Jewish. I really don’t think I thought about it much, but as I look back I realize
that my social circle was entirely Jewish (bacon on matzoh not withstanding) and also
politically moderate (Howie) to avowed Communist (Richard, Lorraine, Roberta).
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I remember that when I was 16 I had saved up some money and very much wanted to
travel to a foreign country, but limited funds and language skills narrowed my options. It
was decided that I would visit Uncle Yulek’s family in Toronto. They were still
Schildkrauts at that stage but they welcomed me in. Danny (not yet David) was about
my age and he was assigned to entertain me when they actually gave him time off from
working at my uncle’s factory and taking care of baby Suzy. I had heard that when I
was an infant, for some reason (no doubt economic), we had spent many months in
Montreal and Danny and I were crib mates.
So Toronto turned out not to be so foreign a country after all and not very different from
the milieu I was used to. Danny did take me sight seeing around downtown Toronto
(Wow!) And we did have a marvelous trip to Niagara Falls which was wonderful. I
remember one evening we all went to visit Aunt Ada’s sister’s family and something by
Beethoven was on the radio. I recall making some comment and our host asked my
uncle, so does she know music? And my uncle replied, ‘not much’. How on earth
could he respond that way? What did he know about what I knew? I remember viewing
my uncle very differently after that evening.
But the most powerful aspect of that trip was what happened between my cousin Lyba
and myself. For the week, I was sleeping in her room, and my 12 year old cousin
confided in me how she hated being Jewish and secretly wore a cross at school. They
lived as a minority in what was a predominantly gentile, working class neighborhood, I
suppose because that was a convenient and inexpensive place to have a factory in
one’s basement. I felt so sad for her and we had a really good talk and it was good for
me to be able to articulate what I liked and felt proud about being Jewish. I’m not sure
that I had ever given the subject much conscious thought before then. Apparently the
talk helped. I suppose in her eyes I was an ‘older’ sophisticated, New York role model.
However one of the focuses of my life since late in High School, was the LYL. The Labor
Youth League was of course communist organized and led, we used to have regular
meetings in Rockaway perhaps in Nancy’s finished basement, and I don’t remember our
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doing much except once in a while going out and painting graffiti slogans and marching
in the May Day Parade. We had a lovely man as our ‘advisor’ a Spanish Civil War
veteran named Morrie Kahlow.
Small world department. Recently when we were up in Woodstock at the twin’s
performance, David was chatting with the people sitting behind us and somehow they
got into a discussion of the Spanish Civil War and the vets. She offered that she had
known a vet she was very fond of, the father of a friend of hers, last name Kahlow, but
couldn’t recall his first name. I turned around and told her I too had known him and was
sure that I would recall his first name, moments later I turned around and said, “Morrie.”
“Yes, that was it,” she screamed.
We also used to have fun in the LYL, going to square dances and Hootenannies. But
mostly we indoctrinated each other. We were not a large group maybe 10 or so but I
remember Herbie Forer, Gene Kopp, Claire Bernstein and our Chairperson was Nancy
Cooper. Nancy was a very good Chair and we became pretty good friends and I often
slept over at her house. She seemed a little ashamed that her Father was a CPA. At
one point a recent immigrant from Hungry joined our group. He was deeply serious and
intense. After a few weeks of telling us how bourgeois we all were, he insisted that
Nancy who was middle class step down, and I, the only authentic working class
member become the Chair. We all felt he was extremely disruptive and even wondered
if he was a plant. Thank goodness he stopped coming around
Nancy was an interesting person and we were friends on and off for years. When I first
knew Nancy (by sight) she was a striking dark haired girl with perfect features. I say
only by sight because we travelled in very different circles in High School. Nancy was
the President of one of the A list sororities (the one right after the cheerleader one). And
I remember one day seeing her with a group of her sisters clustered around her,
chatting and giggling and then visibly Nancy looked as if she were going to swoon and
her sisters fluttered supportively around her because THE special guy was approaching.
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After she and he spoke and he left, the fluttering began again. And I thought, what a
bunch of silly dopes.
About a year later I heard an interesting story. Nancy wanted the sorority to pledge her
new friend, a very pretty and well dressed girl whose father was a Minister, exactly
middle class just like the rest of them… except she was black. Nancy’s sisters refused
and Nancy quit the sorority. Hmm… more to her than meets the eye.
The last May Day during the McCarthy period (I believe it was 1950) was pretty scary as
they would not grant a permit for the March, so I have memories of starting down the
avenue, as people on the sidelines yelled obscenities at us and threw tomatoes and
eggs. Finally the Police on horseback arrived to dispersed us and I remember grabbing
my friend Claire’s arm somewhere around Bryant Park and dragging her off the Avenue
while we were being pursued by a huge black horse until we made it safely into a
doorway.
We never made it down to Union Square, but I recall a few days later, sitting in a movie
house watching a newsreel of a friend (comrade) of mine, Ray, climbing a telephone
pole on the edge of Union Square to escape the horses and seeing him roughly pulled
down and arrested by the police. The audience burst of applause and cheers did me in
emotionally. I had an epiphany. We were not going to change these applauders and
cheerers by singing Union songs, writing graffiti slogans, being chased by horses or
climbing lamp posts. Remembering the reaction of that Movie House audience chills
me still as I write this.
Nancy did disappoint me once. Someone had given her a guitar that she had no
interest in and I asked her if she would lend it to me because I wanted to teach myself
to play. She declared that she had not interest whatsoever and she gave it to me. It
was a very ugly, cheap guitar but the sound was functional and it was tunable. It had
this ridiculously kitsch image of a Hawaiian girl in a grass skirt doing the hula and I
didn’t want to be seen in pubic with it. Had I just borrowed it I would have left well
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enough alone, but as she had given it to me, I spent weeks carefully stripping down the
finish on the front and refinishing the wood. I swear it even sounded better. Bought
strings and tuned it and began to actually play recognizable songs after a few months.
Then horrors, Nancy decided she wanted to learn and asked to have it back. I also had
a beautiful alto recorder that I played and I made a beige felt wrapper for it. Somehow
over the years it has disappeared.
It was also around this time that somehow my Mom had managed to outfit both
Florence and I in riding gear; we both had jodhpurs, Florence had beautiful knee high
brown boots and I had riding shoes. Clearly we were doing better economically through
the War years. We used to go riding once a week; I suppose we took a bus to the riding
academy somewhere in the Five Towns. My Father used to tell us what a good
horseback rider he was on the farm and of course we never took him seriously. One
day, I cannot remember what the circumstances were that he had a day off, he
accompanied us to the Riding Academy and there he was, probably about 60, in his
regular clothes, no fancy pants or boots, asking to take a horse out for a ride. When
asked which kind of saddle he preferred, English or Western, he said he didn’t want a
saddle at all. They led out a beautiful brown stallion and without any help from anyone,
he grabbed the reigns, heaved himself astride the horse bareback and took off at a
gallop, leaving Florence and I staring with our jaws gaping.
Two of my classmates Leo Crouteau and Martin Fox had written a play called The
Remarkable Fillmore and it was to be produced and directed by Leo’s Father, who
taught French but was a terrible director. I was cast as the gun moll and had some
really fun songs to sing. Anyway, Leo’s David was thankfully replaced by one of the
English teachers and we managed to get it put on. It was great fun to do. About this
time, I decided that my future lay in drama rather than literature. So I remember that
one day, me and two friends Carol (Chip) Becker and some other person and I spent
the day going around to agent’s offices to see about getting ‘discovered’. Instead I
discovered that my energies would be better spent in a literary life. I could not imagine
spending my life visiting offices trying to convince anyone that I was the next best Helen
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Hayes. The only other thing I remember about Chip is that her family had a little boat
docked on the Bay and we used to go out on the water once and awhile.
Florree and I also had piano lessons from the very patient and long suffering Miss
Fisher. I was not any more diligent about practice than I was about schoolwork. Here I
was listening to glorious music all the time, and struggling with the piano. Believe it or
not, I managed to learn to play the Chopin etude perfectly which made poor Miss Fisher
literally cry about my terrible practice habits (she thought I could have been a
contender). Shortly after that I stopped taking lessons, reluctant to waste my parent’s
hard earned money as I knew I would rather listen to music than make it (except for
singing). I, also for the experience, tried out for All City Chorus, which was very selective
and I was accepted Unfortunately I could not join as it was expected that I would work
on Saturdays to earn my own spending money.
Fridays were one day that I was not permitted to stay for club meetings or make plans
with friends as it was my job to come home straight from school and scrub the bathroom
and the kitchen floor.
Often I accompanied Mom to the Lower East Side, Gus the pickle and sauerkraut man
who sold his wares from huge barrels in front of his store and the Essex Indoor Market
where every imaginable comestible (except treife) was sold from fruits and vegetables,
to fowl and meats, to wonderful rolls and breads; Moshe’s pumpernickel, Jewish corn
bread, bialys and onion pletzles. We would go home on the subway and bus carrying
huge shopping bags of food. As a treat we used to get sweet potatoes wrapped in
orange tissue paper or bags of chestnuts both baked in portable charcoal ovens on
wheels. Often we didn’t accompany her and somehow she managed those enormous
grocery bags by herself. I can still recall her bursting into the front door to an audience
of hungry children, crying out, ‘put up the potatoes.’
Long after we were both married, when we started the antique jewelry business
together, Florence and I made a weekly visit down to the jewelry exchange on the
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Bowery, we would then take a detour to Essex Street to buy pickles and sauerkraut from
Gus. If you remembered to bring your own containers, you saved 10 Cents.
Shopping on the East Side was a regular Sunday ritual I recall from early childhood in
Bensonhurst right through our years in Far Rockaway. There at least my Mom could
ring the downstairs bell and ask for help with the grocery bags up the three flights of
stairs.
Of course we also shopped for clothes at a discount place in the Lower East Side where
there were great bargains. We would also shop for bargains at Klein’s and later
Orbach’s. This was particularly fun as afterwards Mom would take us around the corner
on 14th Street to an open Deli Counter facing the street where you could get the best
Corn Beef or Pastrami sandwiches.
I think it was also on the Lower East Side that my Mother had begun to locate various
junk shops where she could ‘on time’ begin to purchase pretty objects; porcelains,
glassware, metalware and textiles. Her favorite resource was located in some
underground cave market and his name was Monk, truly a character who somehow
managed to acquire some really lovely and exotic things.
One of my most vivid memories was seeing him one Sunday, literally buried under a pile
of sterling silver flatware. Mom, Florence and I spent hours ferreting through the huge
pile matching up a set of silverware; 12 each of knives, two sets of spoons and forks,
which Mom paid for a little bit each week. When Mom died this set was part of my
acquisition and one of the saddest losses of the robbery we suffered in the ‘70s.
One rainy day I remember coming home and finding my Mom seated in the living room
together with a couple of policemen. I was shocked and pained to see her face and
head were bruised and bandaged. As she was coming home from her shopping trip,
with the rain falling and struggling with her usual bundles she heard footsteps behind
her. She was struck by the fact that she could hear the soles of the shoes flapping and
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thought, poor man walking in this terrible weather and not being able to afford a proper
pair of shoes.
He struck her, pushed her to the ground, grabbed her purse and ran. I don’t recall but I
believe someone saw her and called the police because her head was bandaged and
some of the groceries had been rescued and the police had escorted her home. She
couldn’t tell them much, he was a black man of medium height, and very thin in ragged
clothes and shoes with flapping soles. After the police left she said to me, poor man, he
must have needed the money more than I did. I will never forget her pity and her
concern, it left a huge impression on me.
For some reason in 12th Grade I made an effort to study for tests which resulted in a 96
average. Too late. At that time 12th year grades did not enter into the grade average
reported on College applications, so despite the fact that I scored in the 99th percentile
on the College entrance exam, I missed entrance requirements by 1/2 point. Just an
example of how bureaucratic the system was, I could not prevail upon them to
matriculate. This meant that in order to eventually matriculate, I had to score a B
average in my first fifteen credits.
I also in a free period, worked in the high school office working the school switchboard
which I enjoyed very much. The school administrator was a wonderful woman named
Mrs. Davidovich. The skill came in handy as it won me an early full time job while I was
going to Brooklyn College at night.
At about this time, my sister arranged for me to work with her on Saturdays doing
bookkeeping; so I learned about double entry, accounts payable and accounts
receivable and the balance sheet. It was fun and I not only enjoyed the work, and
getting paid but it was fun to be spending time with Florence in New York. One
Saturday when we arrived, the electricity was out and the building was closed. Florence
had the brilliant idea of walking across the George Washington Bridge, it was lovely.
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Thinking back, it never occurred to us to walk across the Brooklyn Bridge which is now
a popular destination; but not then.
As you know, my Father particularly was not supportive of college, he believed in
WORK! He would allow me to live at home free of charge if I took the course to be a
teacher, which I absolutely was not going to do. I convinced him that I could get a job
as a speech therapist with a degree in Speech and Hearing (which also allowed me to
take many theater classes and minor in Psychology) while in fact my intention was to
take as many English and literature courses as I possibly could. I had no allowance, I
had to earn my transportation, book and fee money. I think part of the reason I was so
determined was to spite my parents.
I remember the first time I registered for classes. It was in the huge school gym which
was lined with tables for individual department registration. You went to the tables to
find the lists for the classes for which you wanted to register in order of priority, which
meant that you could race around from one end of the gigantic room to the other and
back again. Hopefully there was room for your name on the class list and once you
signed you were given a corresponding Delaney Card. When you completed signing up
you were supposed to go to the desk of one of the professor’s handling registration to
turn in your cards and pay your fees.
I was half way to the subway station when I realized that I was still in possession of my
cards and that I had skipped a step. I ran back and went to the desk being handled by
my Cousin Anne Newman who was a Professor of Physiology and shamefacedly
confessed my sin. On the contrary, Anne laughed, you were smart to figure it out as
many freshmen made the mistake of not completing registration. Anne and Herb both
were professors at Brooklyn. And Anne welcomed me with warm, open arms and told
me I should visit frequently and sleep over any time I had a date in Brooklyn or New
York and didn’t want to travel all the way home to Far Rockaway. So I literally watched
her bring up her three toddlers; Donald, Carol and
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Robert. Years later when Robert, Vivian and David I used to see each other socially,
Robert complained of being a neglected child brought up largely by Nannies. While he
respected and was grateful for his intellectual and book loving Father’s attempts to take
him out on the street and teach him to play sports, which was unnatural for him, he very
much felt the lack of Motherly attention.
Interestingly, I can remember Anne and Herb visiting us at one time when we were
young parents and in the course of the evening Anne sharing her intense
disappointment that none of her children were on a track to be parents. Robert and
Vivian expressly said as much. Donald was in a non-marital long term relationship as
was Carol. Anne was bitterly disappointed that her branch of the family was closed.
Also attending Brooklyn College at the same time I was, were my cousins Ruby and
Elaine, Uncle Abie’s and Aunt May’s daughters. But while the family (Anne?) thought
this would result in friendship, it didn’t happen, despite Ruby’s membership in Chorus.
Just not the same kinds of people.
It was over the first summer in a writing class that the teacher Mr. Marder shocked me
by coming on to me; I had no idea. I got an A anyhow.

In the meantime as I was taking classes during the summer session, I worked evenings
somewhere in Far Rockaway and when the Fall Semester began and I was taking

52

evening classes, I got my first full time job in a dress company called Pierrot Fashions. I
was interviewed for the job of switchboard operator and clerical assistant by the office
manager, who took a liking to me. Why not, hard working Jewish girl, working her way
through college. I aced the switchboard trial (thanks Mrs. Davidovich) and then she
gave me an arithmetic test. Ten simple addition problems for someone who loved math,
out of nervousness I would guess, I got two of them wrong. There was a roomful of
hopeful young women also taking the test and I’m sure most of them scored 10 for 10.
But the office manager took me aside and told me which two I had gotten wrong and
told me to go back over them, of course I quickly found my errors and she hired me on
the spot. How exciting; the real world. I was to find out how real it really was.

I truly enjoyed my job and the people I worked with. There was a really nice guy in the
stock room, working his way through City College and we were friends and would hang
out together. But I remember often going by myself to Lewisohn Stadium, where
CCNY’s Parking Lot is now, and hearing the most glorious music courtesy of the
Guggenheim family. Minnie Guggenheim herself used to welcome us and introduce the
likes of Efram Zimbalist, Yasha Heifetz, Isaac Stern, Vladimir Horowitz and Arthur
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Rubenstein. You forgot you were sitting on hard stone steps and were altogether
transported into the gorgeous night and the fabulous sounds.
Work went very well or so I thought, as I was made a pet by the owner and one of his
chief fashion consultants and models. I was moved from the switchboard into the
Showroom, where I still had the responsibility for the clerical side of my work, but where
I greeted customers and offered them tea or coffee until one of the salesmen arrived
and the models began to show the line. I was sent on fun errands to other dress
companies (incognito of course) to purchase some designs which of course were going
to be copied outright or have details borrowed.
And then the hammer fell, after about six or eight months of this idyl, the office manager
who had hired me began to find fault with my work (manufactured) and she had me
fired. Sic transit gloria. I was shocked as frankly my work was neither sloppy nor late. It
was one of my first real lessons in psychology.
I did of course quickly find another job, but nothing that was as much fun and certainly
not memorable. But believe it or not I remember times on the weekends when I did not
have a quarter to go the movies. I used to walk around the street looking for lost
change and did often find enough to be able to walk to Flatbush Avenue and see a
movie.
I enjoyed night school as well. Psychology 101, we had a wonderful professor who
used to invite groups of us to his house just to talk. Dianne what’s her name was a good
friend and we used to go places together. I don’t remember the Professor’s name, but I
can conjure up his image exactly. If only more teachers were like him, school would
have been a warmer, more inviting place. I was to find that I enjoyed my evening
classes far more than the regular day courses once I could afford to go full time. Night
students were adults who actually wanted to be in college. Grown up attitudes and
thinking. Also had a wonderful Music Appreciation teacher and I inadvertently nearly did
him in. I was a little late for class one evening and as I sat there listening to the
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presentation, I blurted out, didn’t we go over this the other night? The student next to
me jabbed me in the ribs and whispered that at the beginning of the class the professor
had confided that he was going to be audited that evening and so was going to repeat
the last class. OMG! Thank goodness, I didn’t screw it up for this very nice teacher.
I don’t know how I managed it, but I had amassed enough credits and saved enough
money to attend school full time for my last two years and graduate on schedule. At one
point I was called into an advisor’s office where some well intentioned person was trying
to make sense out of my school record; not making entrance requirements while scoring
so high on the exam. Easily fulfilling the requirement for matriculation, and now sinking
again to a ‘getting by‘ B-/C+ average. I perplexed them. I told her I too was
perplexed… by the indifferent attitude of most professors, boring mechanical
presentation of material, the large classes, the sense of being lost in a mass education
factory.
Frankly, things weren’t as bad as I made out, but thought they should be aware of some
of the institution’s short comings. I had joined chorus, I was an editor of the literary
magazine and I had begun to take some wonderful International literature classes with
the very brilliant Dr. Harry Schlochauer. I took every class he offered and that’s where I
learned to READ. Also, we formed a little band of HS regulars including Nat Lehman,
Anne Lane, Gene Genovese, Mitch Laitman and others.
Later, during the HUAC witch hunting days, Professor Schlochauer was called before
the committee and delivered one of the funniest witness testimonies in recorded history
ever. When I read the story in the New York Times, I howled out loud on the subway.
It began when they asked him if he was ever known by any other names and he thought
for a moment and then replied yes, his Mother called him Heshilla… and went up from
there. Of course he and a bunch of professors were fired and he, like others, found far
more lucrative careers; he in particular became a lay analyst.
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As I recall my junior year I worked in a luncheonette close to the school as a cashier.
And I remember trying to fix up the waiter, also a student, Buddy, with my sister, but he
asked me for a date instead. Again, nice guy but no music. I remember the short order
cook who was really very skilled at what he did, boasted that he was now able to slice a
tomato into 16 slices and I recall chiding him.
My friend Claire Bernstein who was graduating from NYU recommended me for the part
time job she was leaving as an assistant in Jack Carner Real Estate. The manager
wanted only NYU students for the job as the building was on Washington Square, but
we lied and I used to leave my last class three days a week at noon and hop the
subway and be there before 1pm. It was certainly a classier job and better paid and it
was fun being around Washington Square and the cool coffee houses.
I worked on the college literary publication as an editor with a really nice group of
people. We were turning down a story by someone my friend Sue knew and she didn’t
want to handle the rejection and she asked me if I would. By the way, we also turned
down Sue’s story about a young college woman having a baby she was going to give up
for adoption (yes, autobiographical). So that’s how I met Jay Shapiro and we started to
date… but never on Saturday night. He told me that he had this ‘responsibility’ to this
other girl and that he had committed to always keep Saturdays for her. I should have
known better to get tangled up with this neurotic case, but it was intriguing and he was
smart, and attractive and right, I mean left, politically. So we had a regular Friday
arrangement and we saw each other for a long time, perhaps a year. It was with Jay
that I went together with Richard Schaffer and Roberta Rappaport to Peekskill to the
Paul Robeson concert. That was a really amazing occasion in so many ways. There
was no one ever, or will be ever again, who could move you with music the way
Robeson could.
The event itself was of course charged with high energy. There had been a previous
Robeson Concert scheduled some weeks before but the community hostility caused it

56

to be postposed. So many of the Unions and left wing political groups united to make
the concert a major event.
There was Robeson singing on the stage, ringed by stalwart Union members… to an
audience of thousands. And of course you know the outcome, the police guided the
departing cars through an avenue of rock throwers that went on for perhaps a mile
screaming vile epithets with big signs that said, ‘Wake up America, Peekskill did.’
I remember being treated in a nearby hospital by a very angry, bitter nurse, whose
response to the moans of the patient in the next room was, ‘What a big baby...you
people got what you deserved!’ I later heard that patient lost an eye.
Jay graduated and went off to Kent State to work on an advanced degree in psychology,
of course. We wrote and it was this correspondence that caused a nasty breach with my
parents. My Mother had never liked Jay, he was one of the few boyfriends of whom she
vocally disapproved. And at one point I noticed that a letter from Jay had been steamed
open and resealed. We had a big argument and I rented a PO Box for privacy, which
really drove my Mother nuts. It was a bad rift and my parents and I didn’t speak for
quite a while, both of us were really angry.
I was really pleased when Jay wrote and asked me and not the Saturday girl (Claire
whom I knew by sight) to be his date for New Year’s Eve and the party was at his
parent’s summer cottage in Rockaway. Oddly enough I had heard from another friend,
Ruth Chuddy, who had been dating Jay’s best friend Stanley Dropkin, that Jay was
really upset with her as she had decided to marry Stanley, because Jay always wanted
to be her boyfriend, so she was telling me that this was my golden opportunity. Years
later just after David and I were married and I was combining our address and
telephone books I came across Ruth and Stanley Dropkin’s names and David told me
that they had been counselors at Camp Woodland. So feeling all warm and cuddly, I
called them and got the coldest shoulder imaginable, Huh?

57

New Year’s Eve was not a good evening… I felt the relationship go sour. I walked home
from Rockaway early New Year’s Day feeling very confused. So after thinking about it
for about a week, I wrote him a letter and broke off the relationship and felt really good
about doing it. One positive benefit was that my Mom and I began to get along much
better. Later stupid Sue confessed to me that she had deliberately brought us together
because Jay was so tough on women and she thought I was really smart and strong
and would be the one who could beat him up emotionally. Strange girl.
By the way, about a year after I broke off the relationship, I ran into Jay on the campus
and he urgently wanted to speak with me. So we got together for a chat, and I listened
to him spin the machinations of how his mind worked, and after allowing him to go on
that vein for a while, when he asked, I told him I was not interested in seeing him again
or having any kind of a relationship. It felt good.
It was during this time that the college administration led by President Harry Giddionse,
attempted to clamp down on the college newspaper, The Vanguard, which they believed
(rightly so) had a liberal bias and they specifically objected to an article describing
internal politics within the History Department. So they tried to impose a dual editorial
policy on the paper; two parallel editorials explaining both sides of each issue. Of
course, the editorial staff refused to acquiesce, insisting that this was counter to both
the meaning of editorial writing and the constitutional guarantee of free speech and as a
result they were shut down. The college instituted a new newspaper staffed with typical
college boosters called The Kingsmen which was only too happy to accept the
Administration’s policy. The students rebelled and called a protest strike in which many
faculty members participated. Ironically several years later the college administration
criticized The Kingsman for having too left wing an editorial policy.
In my last year, I began a sweet relationship with the really nice Larry Korn (later to be
known as Larry Keith) He had a lovely baritone voice and sang with a professional
quartet and I used to go to the clubs with him where the group was performing. It was
about this time that we moved from Far Rockaway to Brooklyn Avenue and I remember
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being so excited that I was within walking distance of Ebbet’s Field, the home of my
Brooklyn Dodgers. Dick and Roberta and the two of us made a tight foursome, but
Anne Lane and Gene Genovese were also in our circle as were some other friends from
Chorus and we also double dated a lot with Nancy Cooper and her fiancé and also the
beauteous Roxanne who was dating our Choral Director. Nancy was going to move up
to Cambridge with her fiancé as he was going to be working on an advanced degree
and she persisted in securing our promise that we would go up often and stay over,
which sounded like fun.
Unfortunately we never got the chance because Nancy had the marriage annulled after
two months.
For some reason I agreed to take a job that a friend did not want as a drama counselor
at a camp. I was interviewed by the camp owners and we seemed very gemutlich. I had
this romantic idea that camp would be a nice place to spend the summer before my last
year of college.
I arrived at a foreign land. The owners were New York Jewish but nothing else was
recognizable to my New York culture. It was an all girls camp, mainly composed of
children from infants up to 12 whose parent’s wanted them in storage for the summer.
The head counselor was a really nice middle-aged phys ed woman, who was fondly
called peanut because of her long face and sandy coloring. The majority of the
counselors were from Mary Washington College in Virginia. I did make a wonderful
friend named Betsy, an art major and we stayed in contact for a while. She came and
stayed with me in Brooklyn and we made a round of the art museums.
Most of the counselors had been coming back for years, and many of them were into
long term lesbian relationships. I didn’t know that in the evenings a group of the straight
girls were going across the lake to meet up with counselors of the ‘brother ‘ camp until
the summer was nearly over, when someone let the cat out of the bag and said, oh you
should come with us sometime, those New York guys would just love you. As it was, I
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was still seeing Larry, who when he was doing a gig in the neighborhood Borscht Belt,
came and took me out for a while. I produced Hansel and Gretel and HMS Pinafore.
Other than that it was probably one of the worst summers of my life.
I had two relay scary encounters. Betsey, Lois and I had taken a ride into the nearby
town and after several hours walking around began to hitch hike back to camp. This
was after all the 1950s and there were three of us. We accepted a ride in a pick up
truck from this farm boy… who then proceeded to pick up two more of his pals. Sitting
in the back seat we heard them giggling and making plans. It was a really bad feeling
and we asked them to stop the truck and let us off. I don’t recall how we got back to
camp, but I think we walked several miles at least.
My other frightening misadventure occurred one night when several were sitting around
eating peanut butter on pumpernickel and one of the Mary Washington counselors
abruptly got up and started to walk out saying she was taking a drive.
I didn’t stop to think of what might have given rise to her abrupt action, but as I was
bored to death I asked if I could come with her, she mumbled a yes and we got into her
car and she started the engine and as the car began to move, only then did I ask her
where she was going and her answer gave me a clue to what I was in for, I don’t know
and I don’t care. Thus began a race against the road as she travelled maybe 90 miles
an hour on these backcountry roads not saying a word. Nor did I because I had totally
swallowed speech as we sped along and all I could do was watch the white line on the
side of the road which was my only comfort. What heightened the terror was somehow
she managed to find byways that showed not one spark of life or light. We returned to
camp about two hours later. I never thanked her for the ride.
Foolishly before I went away, I had bought the gown I was going to wear as Florence’s
Maid of Honor for her and Marty’s September wedding. Big mistake! Not the dress
which was adorable, but my optimism.
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The first night the counselors were gathered at camp before the kids arrived. We had a
meeting in the kitchen and the owners welcomed us and said the kitchen would always
be open in the evening to enjoy the day’s leftovers and have snacks. I ignored the
smirks on the faces of the regulars. When some of us went back the very next night,
the refrigerator was locked and all that was available were loaves of bread and peanut
butter. I became a peanut putter addict and gained about 10 pounds. I could just about
get into loose shorts and tee shirts but knew the gown would never fit. I dieted
strenuously the last few weeks of camp and talked the camp nurse into dispensing
some diet pills (I think they were dexedrine). Fortunately the combination worked and I
was able to shoehorn my way into the pretty confection of blue, green and aqua layered
netting. I had my hair cut short and had my first and only permanent of tight curls. I did
not ask Larry to be my escort. I actually broke up with him because sweet and dear as
he was, I was not feeling the chemistry. Dick Shaffer was furious with me for breaking it
off with Larry and he and Roberta refused to speak with me or spend any time with me.
I felt terrible about Larry but he had begun hinting about our future, etcetera, and I did
not want to lead him on as I knew I was not interested in marrying him.
Swatonah and I were not a good fit other than my friendship with Betsey, and a few
other New York type counselors there was a huge cultural divide. It was your typical
middle class, color war kind of camp and frankly I don’t even think I was a good
counselor except for the two productions I directed: Hansel and Gretel and The HMS
Pinafore. I was also expected to write and direct a humorous Camp Parody about the
various counselors and staff, which I did, but the script was rejected. Thinking back my
humor was probably a bit sharp.
One other employment experience is worth a mention. I got a job at a preppy little
boutique on Fifth Avenue in one corner of Bonwit Teller’s, called Mary Lewis. When I
arrived on my first Saturday, they showed me around the store to familiarize me with the
stock of pleated skirts and Shetland sweaters, handed me a sales book and wished me
good luck. I had a really nice morning and thought things were going well. I had
61

brought my lunch and ate it in the staff lounge and the other sales girls seemed quite
friendly. As I finished my lunch, the chief sales girl asked me if I wanted to take a little
walk in the area with her and I was really pleased at her attention. I had hoped we
would walk into Central Park but instead we turned a corner and walked west on Central
Park South chatting away, I was thinking how nice it was that she was taking the trouble
to get to know me better when she stopped in front of a Jewish deli and she looked at
the sign and said, ‘oh I always wondered what those mysterious letters said.’ Helpfully I
offered that it said, “kosher." We continued our walk around the block and went back to
work. At about three in the afternoon I was asked to come in the office and bring my
sales book. The manager riffled through the sales book receipts and advised me that I
hadn’t met the expected ‘quota’. Really what was the quota… something like 300
dollars. I had sold more than 250, and had accepted a deposit on a rather large
purchase. That didn’t count I was told. They paid me for the day and a confused and
disappointed Brooklyn Jewish girl was riding home on the subway when it hit me,
KOSHER! It was a test to see if I was Jewish.
Somehow I muddled through my last year of College. Ironically, while in Chorus I had
performed at least two graduation ceremonies, I skipped my own. I vowed never to
voluntarily enter a classroom again. (Lesson, never say never.) The morning after my
last final exam, I took the subway to New York and went to an employment agency
specializing in jobs in advertising and publishing, with the hope of a job as a copywriter
or editorial assistant. The jobs that were open were in production and traffic and I felt
that it would be a good opening opportunity. I went on two interviews; one for a major
agency (BBD&O) and the other for Gotham, a small one specializing in export
advertising.
The Major Madison Avenue agency had a bullpen with about 10 people doing the same
job. For the one at Gotham I would be replacing the assistant to the Production
Manager, learning production and handling traffic. There was one other person in the
department, Michael the shipping clerk, also a writer wannabe. The Manager’s name
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was Bill Riglane (who knows what it had been in original Italian?) We hit it off
immediately and it was the job I took and it was agreed I would start the next Monday.
While I pledged never to enter a formal classroom again, I decided on my own five year
plan; to take classes in some areas of interest. First thing I did was sign up for painting
classes at the Brooklyn Museum which was a lot of fun and to improve my brain, I took
a series of classes at the Jefferson School for social research.
I loved my job it was a blast, really learning about ordering the right half tones or line
work, sizing them to fit the art department’s ad layout and learning to spec type. What
you get on the computer these days is dreck compared with the artistry of well designed
material. I was not even thinking about my writing career, I was having so much fun and
earning $50.00 a week.
I loved getting to work at least 1/2 hour early when the office was totally quiet, with my
coffee, danish and New York Times. Bill’s work ethic and mentoring was to never leave
a task for the next day, so I always arrived with a clean desk, ready to take on the new
assignments.
Bill was the only one in the office allowed to hire his own assistant. All of the secretaries
were hired by the Media Director who also had the title of Employment Director. Just
coincidently she only hired very conservative Catholics. One of them was a young
Lebanese Catholic who in my early months at the agency I used to catch examining me
suspiciously. She finally confessed that she kept looking for signs of horns on my head.
Did I even know of this peculiar misreading of the bible which described Moses as
having rays of light emanating from his head?
I did have a couple of friendly people who I could and did have lunch with or go with for
a drink after work: Mary Rodriquez (anglicized to be pronounced Rodreegs) the
assistant Media Director and Kay, a somewhat older woman who was assistant to the
only non-wasp Account Executive. I assure you, the place bore no resemblance to Mad
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Men (nor had the big agency that I had eschewed). For example, the sole copywriter at
Gotham was a young, albeit snotty, waspy, preppy young woman who was shocked that
I knew the meaning of Kudos, which she was using in the headline of an advert for
Koos. I was bemused by this, if she was surprised that a lowly graduate of a city
college would know the meaning of ‘Kudos to Koos‘ did she not therefore worry about
the reading public of the New York Times?
So this was how things were done in the corporate world and probably still are, if not
worse. When one of the long time account executives, Mr. Harris, a natty little fellow
who lived in this mysterious place called Montclair, New Jersey (his single account was
Meyers’ Rum) was away on vacation, contractors came in and divided his spacious
wood paneled office into two to create a Public Relations Department in one of the
halves. Poor man came back from vacation totally unawares.
The new PR guy was a big blowhard who had come in with a few accounts of his own,
and they assigned Kay to work with him as his assistant and we had some fun lunches
together. The bond was that this little group was less waspish and conservative and
more worldly than the majority of the staff.
Come to think of it many of the executives were from exotic places named Montclair,
Teaneck and Tenafly from a far away land called New Jersey.
Then even my nice boss, who with his brother were probably the only executives who
were subway denizen, surprised me. He had failed to tell me when he hired me that he
had two young men coming back from the army and they were getting their jobs back as
the production team. My consolation was that he wanted to keep me on at the same
salary to handle the much less interesting traffic part of the job… and he sort of
whispered that I should be patient as something else was in the pipeline. I could not see
any room for advancement in the situation, but I took his words on faith.
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The Media Director cum Employment Director (it took years before they thought up the
euphemistic Human Resources) was retiring. There was this awful scene because she
had made it clear to everyone that she was expecting a big retirement package and
literally became hysterical when all they gave her was a two week bonus. They had to
close the door to the department until they could calm her down. It was before the age
of Miltown.
Instead of promoting her assistant, my friend Mary Rodriquez, they gave the job to Bill’s
brother Robert who was in the Accounting Department (who had not the vaguest idea in
his head about buying Time and Space except how to pay the bills). Mary resigned in a
fury… and Bill’s crystal ball was accurate, he arranged for me to be offered the job as
Assistant Media Director, which despite the fact that this was not the direction in which I
wanted to go, I accepted as my salary was upped to $65 a week. My erstwhile friend
Mary was furious with ME as if I had betrayed her. While I was not making progress to a
job as a writer, I realized two things after two years of being part of the advertising
world; I did not really want to do that kind of sloganeering and pandering and I was
really more interested in having a challenging, stimulating and creative job than I was in
career building. Learning media buying was certainly a challenge. I of course was still
writing on my own.
So there we were, a brand new media department; Bob, me and two secretaries.
Fortunately the two lovely, smart (underpaid) Puerto Rican secretaries Emma and Alma
knew the job pretty well and taught me and I helped Robert carry out his end of the
bargain. One of the best perks was that I did get taken out to lunch quite a lot.
But basically I was not in a really comfortable social milieu and as Mary had left, except
for Kay and the PR guy who were now scandalously and fairly publicly ‘involved’ I had
few people in the office I could really connect with. I remember going into a bar by
myself listening to an announcer report on the Rosenberg’s execution and feeling very
sadly isolated.
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So parks and recreation during this period. I still saw many of my college friends,
including Anne Lane and Gladys who was a really delightful person. One of my girl
friends was Claire, Jay’s old girlfriend, we met my last year in college and thought we
had a lot in common, in fact even more than we realized. She told me that all the time I
was seeing Jay, she and he were engaged to be married. Quite an operator.
Nancy and I went to Camp Unity for a week. This was an out and out Communist
resort, the first interracial adult camp in the US. It was really nice to feel so perfectly
relaxed in the company of people with whom you agreed with socially and politically,
while there were good discussions, there was also swimming and sports and good food.
I recall the decriers. He later was the arranger and accompanist for Harry Belafonte.
The big handsome guy who took our luggage to our cabin was Paul Robeson Junior (no
tipping allowed). I met and became friendly with a marvelous person, Aaron Kramer,
the poet Laureate of the Left who was very sweet and encouraging to me. I was
shocked by the remarks made by another guest who admonished me for acting like
what today would be called a groupie. Innocent me had no idea of what he was hinting.
I also recall spending a week on Cape Cod with Elaine, a friend from high school and
the most memorable event was that after rising at 5am on our last day so that we could
enjoy the sunrise from the top of the Pilgrim Monument, we never saw it as the day was
formidably cloudy. The only result was my first case of poison ivy which bloomed on the
bus ride back to New York.
I’m trying to remember how I met Richard Wiesenthal, the scion of Liberty Music. He
was a really nice guy who lived in an elegant Central Park West Apartment and whose
family owned a summer place in Lake Mahopac. I remember setting up a friend of his
with one of my college girl friends and they promptly got engaged. For some reason
this upset Richard who cried (literally) one evening about how unfair life was, as his
family expected him to get an advanced degree and it would be years before he could
get engaged. My Mother discouraged the relationship as she feared his family would
always look down on me. In fact his parents were always very sweet to me as was
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Richard, but again the pheromones were not activating and I broke off with him.
Ironically we discovered that he had been a counselor at the ‘brother’ camp to
Swatonah the same summer I had been there.
I also dated someone named Lou, who had been on the fringes of my Schlochauer
crowd and who had overlapped with some of the people around Jay Shapiro as well. I
probably was impressed that he worked for the New York Times, because I continued to
date him a little longer than I had real interest. I also felt sorry for him and didn’t want to
break off with him as his father had recently died and he had the horrendous experience
of having to dig his father’s grave during a strike. Then when I felt the time was right, he
lost his job at the Times, so again I put off the breakup.
One day as I was having lunch with Claire, she confided in me that she was seeing this
fellow and her interest was lagging, but she was reluctant to break off the relationship
because he was still grieving his father’s death and had just lost his job at the New York
Times. Yes, that’s right, lightening struck us twice.
But my friendship with Claire ended soon after when we were trying to make summer
vacation plans together and I suggested Crystal Lake Lodge, which had been
recommended to me. ‘No,’ she said, she did not want to go to a place filled with left
wing do gooders and idealists; she wanted to go somewhere where she could meet
lawyers or doctors or businessmen (interesting as Jay was a communist, but I guess as
a psychologist he was acceptable). I recommended Green Mansions. My sister had
spent a very nice time with her friend Bess there; swimming, playing tennis, etc. In fact
it was there that she met Marty.
Funny story there as well and worth a bit of a side track. I was walking home from a
LYL meeting, Leo was walking home with me. He was a very nice guy and a good
friend and we may have been talking about Nancy because he was really smitten. He
too was from a working class background. As we entered the apartment in Far
Rockaway, we could see my Mom and sister and two slim, tall young men in the living
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room. These two men were very neatly dressed in pressed summer suits and wearing
ties and looked very professional. Leo turned to me and asked, ‘is your family in some
kind of trouble?’
‘Not that I know of, why are you asking?’
Just look at these guys… police, FBI… written all over them.
It turned out to be Martin and his friend Jack, there to take Florence out on a date. Oh
that huge cultural divide.
Anyway, there I was on a bus on my way to spend a weekend in Green Mansions and
next to me was this really nice gal and we were having a good time chatting. We had
the same sense of humor and it turned out that we were agreeing on everything
important. When she asked me where I was going and I told her, she said, ‘you don’t
belong there. Next time you go away, go to Crystal Lake Lodge that’s where I’m going
now. That’s where people who have your values go.’
Mystery Girl had been absolutely right. The very first night at Green Mansions, I walked
into the social hall and just had a whiff of the atmosphere for a few moments and it
smelled like a meat market. I left the social hall and just spent the rest of the weekend
mostly reading when I wasn’t doing sports or group activities.
Anyway, shortly afterwards, I did book a week’s vacation at Crystal Lake Lodge and yes
right away I knew Mystery Girl was right and I was more comfortable with the situation.
There was a nice mix of sports and group activities, the entertainment staff were
talented and funny and the cultural mood was definitely consistent with my interests.
The evening entertainments were very socially inclusive and inviting. Very quickly I
bonded with one of my roommates Rosalind Druckman. I know you have heard the
story, but I cannot omit it. I was walking across the lawn when I was hailed by this nice
middle aged gentleman who asked me if I was an actress. I explained that I was not but
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that I had studied theater and enjoyed acting and he asked if I would be in a play he
was directing, The Last Analysis, a very funny anti-freudian play by Susan Gaspell (of
which I cannot find any reference in her considerable oeuvre).
Anyway soon after that my pal Roz told me that someone she was spending time with,
David Roland (the son of Sam Roland who had recruited me to be in his production)
who was on the staff as social director and stage manager, really liked me (she was
also seeing two other guys at the time) and he and I began to spend time together.
Both of his parents were visiting that week and so I got to meet his mother, Nanny as
well. I remember playing softball once with David pitching and his saying to me, rather
condescendingly… where do you want the ball and my answering, over the plate
please, and giving the ball a really good whack for a double. He claims that it was my
onstage persona that won his heart, I think it was the double.
I also recall our going out boating in a canoe on the lake, which was truly lovely. And
when we got back to the dock, gentleman David got out of the boat without a backward
glance, totally unaware that he had capsized the boat and dumped me unceremoniously
into the lake.
Despite that I continued to see him and when my vacation was over, we began to write
to each other. He wrote to me asking me to meet him at Camp Woodland where he had
previously gone as a kid, and worked for years as a counselor, as they were putting on
a Sojourner Truth Cantata. So we arranged to meet in Phoenicia in the lower Catskills,
the town closest to Camp and on a Trailways bus route. He would take a day off and
drive down and I would take a bus and we would meet at 5 o’clock. He also suggested
that if he was late, I should call the Camp and ask for him, as he was well known there.
When he hand’t shown up by 6 o’clock I called the Camp, but no one there knew him or
anything about him.
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Seven o’clock went by and I was just checking the bus schedule to see what my
chances were of getting back to New York and I believe there was a bus at about 8
o’clock when just before the bus arrived, a very disheveled and upset David Roland
arrived, having hitch hiked from the Adirondacks having gone there for the day.
Despite that I continued to correspond with him. In one of his letters he asked me to
drop by his home if I was going to be in the area as he was sure his parents would love
to see me. I did drop by and we had a pleasant enough chat but just as I was leaving,
Nanny asked me to wait a moment at the door and from the top of a closet pulled down
a lovely hand made Afghan she had just finished, I complemented her and turned to
leave and she said, ‘if you marry my son I’ll give this to you.’
Despite this I continued to correspond with him. Rosalind and I were spending a lot of
time together and had become good friends. While she had taken a hand in
matchmaking us, she wanted to tell me about a situation that she had found herself in
with David’s family that had disturbed her up at Crystal Lake. Sam had asked David to
come to their room and as she was with him she accompanied him. Anna was sitting up
in bed, depressed and hurt that they had come all the way up to the resort and he was
barely spending any time with them. For Rosalind it was an extremely uncomfortable
scene and she was warning me that while Sam was a truly sweet man, Anna was
overbearing and manipulative.
Despite that I still continued to correspond with him. The attraction was truly very
strong… and the rest is history.
It turned out that my friend Anne Lane’s brother Mark was dating Martha Schlamme, a
well known folk singer on the entertainment staff, and we flew up together to visit. It
was my first plane ride and a bit scary as this tiny little bird was very unsteady in the air
and possibly the root of my years of flying phobia. However, I could not move as Mark
was asleep with his head on my shoulder. Can’t remember to which city we flew, but
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David picked us up at the airport and we didn’t see any signs of Mark and Martha
outside of mealtimes, but David and I had a really nice weekend together.
At the end of the summer when David returned to New York we began to date, what
was called at the time going steady. As you know there was the cat allergy situation,
which the poor man had to put up with every week. Later he confessed that he also had
to put up with the odor of wine and the smell and taste of cigarettes but he persevered
(both his parents smoked but neither drank). David was still going to NYU and was in
his senior year, and very pleased that he was chosen the director of the class film
project.
David believes he won me over when, without reading the book, he offered an insightful
analysis of the Caine Mutiny which I was reading at the time… really he won me over
because in addition to the attraction, I already knew we were so well suited in values
and life goals.
Somewhere around November David asked me to marry him and I agreed… however
the next day he called very perturbed and asked to see me right away. We walked along
the very quiet and barely populated Rockaway boardwalk. He had awakened to the
reality of marriage and while he said he loved me wholeheartedly, needed a bit more
time and asked if we could continue as we had previously… I told him not to worry, that
I understood and it was fine and we continued to date.
A month later on New Year’s Eve he proposed again, and I teased him a bit by asking
him if he was positive and he assured me that he was. So on New Year's Day we told
my parents and his that we were engaged and would be married.
Suddenly we were in a rush to make plans. As neither family belonged to a
congregation, someone in David’s family knew and recommended the Rabbi of the
Greenwich Village Congregation. We visited him and we all agreed that he would marry
us. Because of certain restrictions the only date available in the near future was April 9,
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so we accepted it and he agreed that we could hold the ceremony in his home, which
was very generous.
Our choice to have a very small wedding meant that we could bank the magnificent sum
of five thousand dollars my parents were giving to us in lieu of a ceremony and we
began to look for an apartment. David of course was eager to find an apartment in the
Village and with only my salary to sustain us this was impossible, as was the cool
alternative of Brooklyn Heights. Fortunately Florence’s friends Jeannette and Jerry had
some influence with their superintendent and we took this apartment in the Jacksonian
House (according to my David, Jack’s Onion House) in Jackson Heights.
As David had not yet finished school, Sam offered to pay our rent until we were more
financially secure.
So there we were, me in the ivory brocade empire dress my Mom and I had made and
David in his first suit getting married in the Rabbi’s study early on a Friday morning.
Knowing Marty’s penchant for being late, I had set my alarm clock for seven a.m. so
that I could wake him. The alarm went off, I picked up the phone and called and Marty
answered in with his usual bright greeting. It was only after I hung up that I noticed that
I had mistakenly set the clock for 5 in the morning, my bad.
Marty, sweet soul that he was, never even mentioned the gaffe when he did arrive in
plenty of good time to take pictures and drive us all to New York.
In attendance were our parents, Florence and Marty, Cousin Mouska and Leora, Anne
and Gene Genovese and Marty Greene. My parents brought wine and cake for a little
repast and we were married. Our ‘honeymoon’ plan was to spend a weekend in
Washington DC And wait to take a more extensive trip in the summer. We were booked
to stay in a hotel that was across the street from the best hotel in Washington (believe it
or not my parent’s recommendation as they had recently vacationed there) and around
the corner from a really good cafeteria, also my parent’s find.
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On the way we stopped off at Beth Israel Hospital in Newark to visit David’s
grandmother to include her in on our wedding day festivities.
It was my first trip to Washington and it was lovely, we lucked into the peak season of
cherry blossom blooms and it was nice to walk around the city, holding hands and
feeling married. And then Monday, back to real world reality. About this time, much to his
parent’s chagrin, David determined to drop out of college. While I truly appreciated their
frustration as it could not have been easy for them to afford the tuition, David was
adamant and as was proved right. One did not need a college degree to work in film
and he found himself an entry job with a place called Sterling Films.
Our first apartment was an eclectic mish mash of what we could afford from the auction
houses my Mother frequented and designer pieces that were acquired through Larry
Sherman’s mother Pearl who was a decorator and was able to get us huge discounts.
So we had a Chinese carpet, a four poster bed, victorian bureaus, designer Swedish
modern chairs, end tables and lamps. Mom was at the auction house weekly and when
she spotted something we or Florence might want, we got a call. Fortunately, the
kitchen had a drop down table and benches so we didn’t have to buy that right away.
The Roland’s wedding gift to us was a huge entertainment center that housed our
television and phonograph (hysterical when you think about those monstrosities now).
The set we had selected was very expensive, about 800 dollars. One day walking
around Union Square I happened to pass a discount store with the exact model in the
window for 500. One of our first major purchases was a sewing machine and it led to
one of our first big arguments; I could’t live without a sewing machine and David saw no
use for such an expensive piece of equipment until I explained that I could make our
curtains and a lot of my clothes and save us a lot of money. It revealed one of the
cultural divides between my family culture and his. Anyway, I did make all the curtains;
living room, bedroom and kitchen.
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And then matters began to slide downhill. Sam was not feeling well and was losing
weight so he started to see doctors. He was diagnosed with liver cancer which at that
time was a death sentence. Nanny decided not to have him told, which David tried to
convince her was a bad idea; perhaps there were things he wanted to do, places he
wanted to see... but she insisted. So for months we all lived with this secret as by steps
his condition deteriorated. Nanny asked David to help her run the family launderette in
Brooklyn which of course he agreed to do. So instead of his family helping us out, sadly
we were helping them.
During the spring of 1954 in addition to visiting Sam in hospital daily, Florence lost her
baby by cord strangulation in childbirth, again an outcome that would not occur today.
So that was pretty much the narrative of our first months of marriage, going from one
tragic family hospital visit to another. Sam died on July 14, Bastille Day, 1954 just
before his 50th Birthday.
It must have been incredibly hard on Nanny to be tied to that launderette until finally it
was sold, releasing her of the necessity of working there under her huge emotional
burden… and not easy for David either. But finally in the fall all of us could go on with
our lives as best we could
Strangely in this very sad and messy period, it finally dawned on me that I had stopped
menstruating and not because I was pregnant. Visiting a series of doctors did not help
because not only did I get vastly contradicting diagnoses, it became clear that no one
really knew why this sometimes happened to women. At this period in the mid ‘50s, I
went on a trial of prescriptions of what was later to be packaged as ‘the pill’ once they
learned to synthesize the chemical cocktail into a convenient pill. This course of
treatment turned out to be the worst of two worlds for while it resulted in my
menstruating again regularly, my body refused to release eggs. So I stopped after two
years.
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About this time Anne Lane called me to ask if I were interested in a production job at
the Book Find Club, also the Seven Arts Book Society and George Braziller Publishing.
Not only did it mean a considerable salary upgrade of $10 a week, it was back to
production, albeit book production, which intrigued me as a brand new challenge, and of
course I had real respect for the company and it would be nice to be among liberals.
Coincidentally about this time, somehow Hank Schlossberg got in touch with me,
offering me a job in his publishing company. He turned out a group of schlock
magazines, but the real money was in his mail order business, offering a bunch of
various gadgets in his classified pages. While the salary was excellent, the job was
really a cut and paste production as he literally ran the same ads month after month (I
don’t remember the content of the publications). Anyway I sent them Roz Druckman and
they were mutually thrilled with each other
The atmosphere at the Book Find Club was a little strange. George Braziller himself
was a courteous, very tall, handsome man who had a nice manner. He had an
assistant, a scholarly, intellectual person named George Brantle and a secretary,
Miriam, who was extremely diffident and shy. She spoke very quietly but if you took a
step towards her, she would quickly back away, clearly uncomfortable with people.
Brantle confirmed that she was emotionally very fragile.
I loved my job working under the Production Manager Seth (?) and really learned a lot
very quickly about book design, speccing type and estimating pages, etc. The
Production Department office was spacious and shared by the Art Director, a talented
young man who designed the monthly mailings of book offerings for both the BFC and
SABS.
Most of what Book Find and Seven Arts did was find books they admired and
merchandised them using the book club model. Join and get this free premium and
then we will send you an outstanding book selection every month, unless you send in
the cancellation coupon, yadda, yadda, yadda.
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So the Georges found books of interest and quality and they were really great
selections, and I got to learn all about book production; paper selection, ordering paper,
figuring the pages… I really liked the job. This is where I first learned who Bronowski
and the Leckeys were. Several months after I was hired, Seth announced he was
leaving and I was promoted, co-director of Production together with the Art Director.
Shortly after, I heard that Miriam was planning to leave and they were all sad about it,
as she had stayed for almost a year, while Braziller was notorious for letting people go
after a few weeks. And then the unimaginable happened. Braziller wanted me to be his
secretary and I thanked him graciously and refused both because I liked my job and
was chary of his reputation of being hard on assistants and I told him frankly what my
concerns were. After several weeks of wooing me with flowers and lunches, he finally
told me I really had no choice, he was very aware of my capabilities and he really
wanted me to work with him and was sure it would work out. It was an ultimatum. So I
moved from production to executive assistant and after two weeks he fired me.
The further irony was that several years later I bumped into George and we greeted
each other and he took my hand and asked me if I would please come back to work for
him as his executive assistant. Needless to say...
While I was working in Production at GB’s, I got a call for David to go on a job interview
for a REAL job in film… his family connections had come through for him.
Meanwhile I went on a job interview at Macmillan’s for ‘Director of Mail Order
Advertising for Business and Technical Books’. Hmmm, not only designing mail order
pieces but actually writing them. I interviewed with the Advertising Director, Mr. Ridley
the editor of Business and Technical Books, and immediately got the job.
This is what they did, they took titles from the B&T list that they thought had mass
market potential and tried to re-merchandise them by mail order to a mass market. That
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was my job and it was fun. The most creative part of it was designing the mail pieces
as the blurbs were just bullshit. My problem was that I still did not know how to spell, but
I was truly good at the job and worked at it for two years with good relations with the ad
department artists. The editors recognized my abilities. I knew they were lukewarm
about me, but could not fire me as I had passed my probation period and there was ‘no
cause’.
There were a bunch of nice colleagues doing these mail order jobs for different
departments and we were quite friendly… some of us playing bridge lunch time several
days a week.
David and I made up for our sketchy weekend ‘honeymoon’ by taking a lovely trip to
Cape Cod and traveling up the North Shore to Cape Ann. I’ll never forget those
beautiful towns along the coast, Magnolia especially. We had this lovely cabin built on a
dock over the water in Gloucester where we experienced this powerful hurricane. The
nice owners of the cabins invited all their guests to come to their home off the dock and
wait out the storm in their living room… a huge picture window overlooking the rocking
ocean. When the danger was over we drove along the coast, witnessing the still angry
ocean. We drove up to Maine… took one look and one feel of what felt like WaspWorld.
Had fresh fish and chips at a little stand and drove right back down to Massachusetts.
How and why I went on an interview to be Public Relations Director of the Deborah
Home for the Aged in Brooklyn (where my grandmother died) I will never know but
somehow I heard about it and for some reason (prestige?) interviewed and was hired. I
gave my notice at Macmillan’s and was looking forward to the change (by this time I
realized that the maximum time to have a job was two years, one year to learn the job
and the second year to perfect it).
I had one final meeting with the Director of the Home and in the course of that hour, I
realized that I could never work with this micro-managing, manipulating horror. The
train ride back home was agony. What was I going to do?
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The next day first thing I called the Home and turned down the job, and the next thing I
did was tell my bosses at Macmillan’s that I was withdrawing my resignation and
planned to stay. Later that afternoon I was called into the Ad Director’s office and told
that while he was delighted with my decision to stay, the Business and Technical
Editorial Department had insisted that they would allow me stay only on condition that I
agree to a new three month probation. The Director informed me that as this was a
humiliation he would not countenance, he had declined on my behalf but arranged for
me to meet the condition for unemployment insurance. Had a final lunch party with my
buddies where we had a grand bridge tournament and went home.
This was an interesting period in my life as I had never been unemployed since the age
of 14 when I began to work part time while going to school. I cannot say I enjoyed it… it
was more like a fugue state in which I felt brain numbed. I would sleep late every day,
have breakfast and still in my pajamas and bathrobe sit and watch soap operas and
game shows all day until it was time to rouse myself, get dressed and make dinner for
my hardworking husband. There must have been some huge vacuum somewhere in
my psyche that just needed to be filled up with nothing. Yes, I know counter logical. I
remained thus unoccupied up until my unemployment insurance had nearly run out.
It was just about in this period that David received his draft notice and after consulting
with his cousin Jerry and our friend Gene Genovese he had pretty much reconciled
himself to the fact that we were not going to Canada, he was not going to request CO
status but would go and do the best he could to be rejected. Early in the morning he left
to report and I did not hear from him for hours while I assiduously scrubbed every floor
in the apartment. Consulting with Gene at about 4 in the afternoon, Gene was
convinced that as I had not heard from him he was on a bus on his way to an Army
base. I then polished all the furniture… and two hours later David walked in the front
door.
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David loves to tell the story of his performance of craziness, using every bit of his acting
and stage know-how, and thankfully it worked. Whew! So David went back to work
while I began to search for a job.
Nanny’s friend Betsy Alderson had just been promoted to Director of the Woman’s
Division of the American Jewish Congress and she was looking for an Assistant
Director, to replace herself. She agreed to interview me. So I cleaned up, put on my
classiest suit and went to speak with her. We got on famously and she shlepped me
upstairs to meet the Isaac Tobin, Director and Naomi Levine, Assistant Director (and
former Director of the WD) and two days later let me know that I was hired.
Years later she confessed to me that she had only agreed to interview me as a courtesy
as she was not expecting me to have either the skills or abilities to do the job, and was
concerned about the awkwardness of hiring a family friend, but both my resume and my
presence were overridingly impressive.
It was a great job; many faceted and challenging. It was located on East 84th Street
between 5th and Madison in a wonderful old Mansion which still retained some of the
beautifully appointed rooms. The American Jewish Congress (AJC) as opposed to the
American Jewish Committee was organized by Stephen Wise, Felix Frankfurter and
Louis Brandeis and was from the outset active in social and political progressive
causes, including civil liberties and civil rights. Wise was also one of the Founders of the
NAACP. While the Committee was meant as an influence group by prominent and
influential German Jews, Congress was organized to represent and organize the
resources of the more liberal Russian and Eastern European Jews and to fight for equal
rights for all in America and internationally.
My job included creating materials for the chapters for meetings so I wrote a series of
discussion outlines and sketches highlighting various issues from Jewish philosophy to
current world affairs and civil rights. I also went out frequently on speaking
engagements to various chapters and Friday night Oneg Shabbats. One of the most
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fun ones was speaking at my brother’s synagogue in Little Neck. We had leadership
training conferences in wonderful little hideaway places and we organized a convention
in Washington with many elite events and prominent speakers. This was the Women’s
Division first out of town convention, so there were a couple of rough spots. It was not
the hotel’s however, and they should have anticipated the onslaught of 500 tired, hungry
women arriving simultaneously waiting to register. There I was in the lobby trying to
calm and assuage the fury of 500 very articulate jewish women and realizing that
neither Betsy nor Naomi were anywhere to be found. When the queue had dwindled to
perhaps half, I got a message from Betsy to meet her in a conference room. She and
Naomi had sized up the lobby scene and fled abandoning me to the onslaught of ire.
They finally took pity on me and rescued me and by the time of the cocktail reception at
5pm feelings had been placated by endless wine and whiskey.
Betsy and I organized a Women’s Leadership Conference calling on prominent women
Nationally to discuss common aims and programs; I named it. National Organization of
Women, NOW. Thinking back, this was the mid 1950s, long before feminism became a
glamorous issue. Also in those two years, I wrote the script for a movie we had made of
the Louise Waterman Wise Youth Center in Israel and helped Betsy plan the first AJC
tour of Israel.
The most onerous and tedious part of the job was writing up the minutes of the
Women’s Division Board and Executive Meetings. I simply wasn’t good at it and had
trouble condensing the discussions down to their bare bones. But Betsy and I got along
famously and it was a great gig for two years. Many of the staff, lawyers from its
Commission on Civil Rights and Liberties, would frequently eat lunch together at the
Ess Tsimmer, the eating room of YIVO a few blocks away in the building that now
houses the Neue Gallery and some of us would go bowling together on Thursday
Nights. The only grief I got from them was over the fact that David and I had bought a
Volkswagen.
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During this period, I saw a psychiatrist, aptly named Dr. Paine and we explored the
reasons I was not menstruating. This was back in the day when psychiatrists were
Freudian inspired and actually worked with patients and did not just prescribe
medications… maybe because tranquilizers and such were not yet in common parlance.
David and I were active politically in a liberal civil rights organization where we used to
volunteer to help out with causes and fund raising mailings and help organize meetings.
I recall us going out to the furrier’s union Christmas party somewhere in Pennsylvania
as David volunteered to run films and we distributed little gifts and candies. It was also
how we met Julian Schulman, as again David volunteered to show some films about
China and Julian became a very close friend. This was at the beginning of the Powell/
Schulman case as the Powells and Julian were indicted for sedition on charges that
America had used biological warfare in the Korean War.
Ultimately, during the course of the trial, the Prosecutor attempted to charge them with
treason instead and could never get the grand jury to pass down that charge, whew!
Lee Garfield asked us to join a play reading group, which was a lot of fun. We took
turns selecting plays and casting them and meeting one night each week to read the
plays. Lee named the group “The Pretenders” and he arranged for us to perform a
group of three act plays at a theater in Westport, Connecticut. David, Lee and I were in
a play called ‘The Mary Ellen’ which was a little melodramatic but a lot of fun to do. To
this day I cannot meet someone called Mary Ellen without giggling inwardly.
Rosalind and I were really good friends and David the matchmaker set her up with both
Lee, and unbelievably they dated for a while, and also with Julian and we double dated
a good deal and I think even went on a ski weekend together. When I first met her while
she was innocently dallying with David, her current boyfriend who came up to Crystal
Lake was a handsome, really nice architect, Burt Basuk. However the most amazing
story about Rosalind was that all this time she was seeing one of the great philosophers
and teachers at the Jefferson School, Harry Wells (with whom by the way I had taken
several classes) while she was very friendly with both him and his wife Naomi. She
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confided in me that while she loved both of them, she felt it was important that he have
children. So yes, he divorced Naomi and married Rosalind and I only saw her once
after that, many years later we arranged to meet at the Met. I regret that as she was a
great deal of fun and delightful company our relationship never was resumed. My
thinking was she was very protective of Wells, who while clearly loving deeply, she put
on a pedestal. I do know that thereafter they were shunned by the leftist intelligencia.
But the most amazing interaction with Rosalind had to do with each of us and our
mothers. I cannot recall how we got on the subject of our relationship with our mothers,
but I told her about a time when as a young adult, somehow my Mom and I got into a
laughing jag and both of us giggling beyond breathing I stripped off her clothing one
piece at a time while we both laughed hysterically. Rosalind looked at me in total
disbelief. She and her mother had had the exact same experience. We wondered if
this was some rite of passage… but I never heard of another similar incident from
anybody else, nor until now had I confided this to anyone else.
Also together with Rosalind, continuing my five year plan, I took classes at the Modern
Dance Studio; Contemporary with Analese Widman and Haitian Jazz. Rosalind who
had trained as a dancer used to be very amused by my efforts but while I learned for
sure, that I should stick with writing, I enjoyed the classes enormously. I can even recall
a few treasured moments when I was actually ‘in’ the dance.
We took our first real vacation to Mexico and had a wonderful time tracking down all the
Diego Rivera’s we could find and discovering Frida Kahlo, David Squires, Tamayo and
others. We visited Oaxaca and of course the pyramids of Tenochtitlan and Monte
Alban. It was a great trip. As luck would have it, we ran into friends of friends staying at
the same hotel. A very fun, interesting couple; Phyllis, who worked with Rosalind at
Hank Schlossberg’s and her boyfriend of many years, Arthur. We had a lot of common
interests and we did a lot of traveling together.
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Well, no big surprise, psychiatry did not do the job and start the flow. So we applied to
the Louise Waterman Wise adoption agency. I was comfortable with either sex but
David was eager to have a son for two reasons. First he wanted a namesake for his
father and second he felt that he could relate to a boy more easily, sports and such,
while he wasn’t sure what he could do with a girl baby. We were smart enough to know
that social workers would not appreciate these motives so our story was that our
families would find it easier to accept a male child as all of the other grandchildren were
girls. Actually, there was no resistance, everyone was cheering us on.
On one of the meetings, Grace asked us if we would be willing to adopt a Cherokee
baby as there was a group of them that had been distributed to the various agencies.
For some reason the entire concept seemed odd to us and perhaps fishy, but even
though at that point in my evolution, I strongly believed in the dominance of nurture,
somehow both David and I felt more comfortable having cultural and ethnic connections
with our child and we somehow found the strength to say no. It turns out it was worse
than fishy as it was part of the US Government project to take native children forcibly
away from their parents. Thank goodness we were not part of this atrocity.
After several visits with the social worker we were told that they found us to be very
acceptable and we were on their list. Very happy indeed as we knew the acceptance
rate was one in ten families. This was before the time of ‘The Pills’ and legal abortions.
The wait was a long one, as there was a fire and the LWW building burnt down, putting
the process for all jewish family adoptions back a full year. So we decided to return for
a further vacation to Mexico, which I am happy to say was far from a repetition, but a
totally new experience. For one, on the flight out I bonded with the young woman sitting
next to us who beat me easily at least twice in chess, but whose sad story was that she
had just painfully broken off a relationship and hopped on a plane to Mexico as her
brother was living in Mexico City and she had wired hime to say that her plane was
arriving after midnight and she hoped he would meet her.
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She mentioned that her family was in the business of distributing newspaper
subscriptions and the whole family had been involved on Sunday mornings delivering
the New York Times. Now her brother was in the import/export business in Mexico
living with a Television actress. David was amused to hear the family story and shared
that one of his friends from NYU had a similar situation delivering newspapers and
could never go out therefore on Saturday Nights as he had to be up and working in the
very early hours of Sunday morning.
I assured her not to worry about whether her brother had received the telegram in time
as we would take her with us to our hotel and if no room was available, have a cot put in
our bedroom.
In those days, passengers deplaned right on the tarmac and those waiting for them,
could be on the tarmac as well. As the 3 of us approached the stairs she breathed a
huge sigh of relief when she sighted her brother in the waiting group. “But," she
exclaimed, “he’s not looking at me, he’s waving at you,” she told David. Sure enough it
was Robert Boss, David’s friend from NYU. So on this trip we had a totally different
experience, with a friend in residence who introduced us to the exile European Jewish
community which included his fiancé… and in addition, David had recognized the voice
of a former teacher of his, Mary someone, who hooked us up with political expatriates
including the Van der Shellings, Edna and Bart who David remembered from the
fundraising benefits for the Spanish Vets.
Bart had been an opera singer in Holland, joined the anti-Franco war, wound up in the
USA, but of course had been forced out of America, so he and his ex-teacher Jewish
wife Edna wound up in Mexico, eking out a living by doing guide work and selling
paintings.
It was on this second trip that we travelled to Guanajuato and stayed at the Posada de
la Prensa, owned by another vet and his wife who was a phenomenal cook. The
revolutionary murals around the city were powerful.
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We also travelled to San Miguel de Allende, where so many artists, artisans and crafters
were at work.
Through our friend Faye Levy who worked on Cue Magazine, we helped arrange an
exhibition of Bart’s paintings in New York and while he was not allowed back into the
US, Edna was here and it was extremely satisfying and rewarding to be able to do this
for them.
Faye and Sylvan were very close friends until David had the idea of producing a TV
magazine show about her and they took umbrage about some detail or other (not
sufficient focus on Faye?) and that was the end of that friendship.
It was during this trip that Mexico City suffered a major earthquake and we along with it.
It was a matter of some annoyance to me that while I was meticulously careful about
observing dietary precautions and David was far more casual, I came down with a
horrible case of ‘Montezuma’s Revenge’ and David did not. Anyway one evening as,
exhausted, I was lying in bed in the Reforma Hotel, we felt the bed begin to rock. As
sick as I was, I knew and so did David, that this was an earthquake. Get up and close
the drapes said he, and obedient wife that I was, I did and crawled back into bed,
complaining about his telling me to do it, and not doing it himself. Shortly thereafter,
someone knocked at our door and advised us to take the stairs down to the lobby where
all of the residents were waiting out the event. The staff was very solicitous of us and
advised that there could be after shocks, so while we could return to our room to be
prepared for further activity.
The next day we roamed the city and learned that two buildings had collapsed; one the
Cantinflas office building literally pancaked one floor on top of the other but fortunately
in was entirely vacant at the time. The other was a deep tragedy as an entire apartment
house collapsed with many victims. One of the architects committed suicide.
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Walking around the city seeing the damage was disquieting but we were nevertheless
amused at the sight of tourists in the fancy hotels sitting in the hotel lobbies surrounded
by their packed suitcases, waiting to fly out of Mexico.
Then, early in 1959, LWW informed us that we had a son… however, as he was a bit
early and under 5 pounds, and required hernia surgery, the adoption was delayed. I
had requested maternity leave from AJC and was told that as I was adopting and not
giving birth, I did not qualify for this benefit, pretty funny, no? Here was a noted Civil
Rights/Civil Liberties organization discriminating against adoptive parents. Truly, I had
no intention of returning to work if I could help it, but I wanted and felt I deserved to
have this option available to me.
The greater irony was that one of AJC founders was Stephen Wise, whose legacy still
permeated the culture of Congress. His daughter Justine Wise Polier was not only the
first woman justice in New York, presiding over family court and famous for her
commitment to family issues and child welfare, she was the long time President of the
AJC. So I knocked on Justine’s door. She was absolutely appalled that I had been
refused maternity leave on the basis of adoption, and it took her about 5 minutes to
reverse the decision. She thanked me for raising the issue, which of course should not
have been an issue at all.
Finally in March we brought our three month old Sam Sam home. The smilingest,
happiest, best eating and sleeping child ever. The first thing he did when he spotted us
at the agency was to break into the widest smile imaginable. Very shortly after that,
Sam’s first introduction to the family was at Passover at Mom and Pop’s and he was
warmly celebrated.
While this was a period when for the first time women had options and many of our
contemporaries were promptly going back to work as soon after childbirth as possible,
David and I both felt strongly that we would happily live on one salary and that I would
be a full time at home Mom.
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One of my best rewards was that I would be awakened in the morning to the most
delicious choruses of babbling and cooing, the happiest sounds imaginable. While
clearly Sam was alert and curious, my Mother noticed that physically he was not well
developed and she taught us a bunch of exercises to develop his arms and legs and
strengthen his back and neck muscles; what did I know, my first baby. Also as an avid
fan of Dr. Spock, whenever it was possible I would put Sam on the floor so he would
have plenty of room to move around and explore his environment. This was when he
cried and if I put him on the far end of the room, he would crawl and pull his way around
the room and try to climb back into the play pen where he was really most happy and
content.
Also by this time we were friends of Al and Pat Rappaport who we had met on a visit to
Chiat’s and Al gave us lots of advice and games to play with Sam to be sure he learned
to focus and understood distances.
I found another apartment in Jackson Heights that had two bedrooms. It was light,
spacious and airy, but the building was not well constructed and the elevator was not
reliable, also it was riddled with the most unbelievably audacious cockroaches ever,
who actually insisted on attending our parties. The superintendent explained to us that
the building was only half finished at the onset of the depression and remained
unfinished for many years, doing irretrievable damage to the building’s structure.
We spent the summer of 1960 in a rented house in Lake Mohegan. We had the bottom
floor, my Mom and Pop had an apartment on the second floor and it was planned for
Nanny and David’s grandmother to spend two weeks with us, all chipping in on the
rental. Sam was walking and climbing steps by the summer. So after driving David to
the train, I would go upstairs every morning to have breakfast with Mom and Pop and
when Sam woke up, he would climb the stairs and join us. He developed a very
sophisticated palate and years later when I asked him what sandwich he would like for
his first day of first grade he asked for Caviar. But while physically he had pretty well
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caught up, and while still happily gurgling in his crib, and singing a variety of folk songs,
he was not speaking other than a few expected words.
One day while I was having breakfast with Mom and Pop upstairs I heard Sam climbing
the steps but I had thoughtlessly closed the door at the top of the stairs. So Sam’s first
words were a complete sentence, “Open up the door".
I was at the founding meeting of Women’s Strike for Peace in 1961 in the amazing
apartment of Gabriella Delacorte (wife of Dell publisher). As people rose to speak they
were asked to give their names and organizational affiliation. We were discussing the
name; big decision between Women’s Strike for Peace and Women Strike for Peace. I
rose to speak to support the latter as I felt it had the ring of imperative. To my
amazement this was met with cheers. I then became very active in the Queens chapter
and very often took Sam and Abba in a stroller to various marches and events.
The problems with the apartment and our acceptance by Louise Waterman Wise to join
their first group of second child adoptions was the impetus for us to move to the Coop
on 85th Street and into a three bedroom apartment. It felt really luxurious; an expansive
living room, a large master bedroom, two nice child bedrooms, extensive closet space,
a terrace and of course very ample playgrounds. The only lack was an eat-in kitchen.
When Sam was about three, while his drawings were quite primitive, they were very
detailed. I was looking at a picture he had drawn of a large square truck and noticed
that there were some lines on the side of the truck that in my imagination looked like
letters. “So, Sam, what kind of truck is this,” and he answered,’it’s a milk truck’. Sure
enough the lines on the side of the truck were a primitive ‘milk’. He had taught himself
how to read before we were even aware of it. I remember testing him shortly afterwords
as we drove in the car by pointing at signs, and hearing him reply, ‘that’s a
RESTAURANT’.
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One winter’s day, I was out shopping with Sam harnessed into his stroller. Somewhere
we had gotten a little cluster of colorful helium balloons, which I had fastened to his
wrist. I put the brake on the stroller and parked in front of the store where I thought I
could keep an eye on it and ducked in for a few moments only on my return moments
later, to find the stroller empty and the harness unbuckled. You can imagine that my
heart sunk to my toes as I looked about frantically. Unbelievable, I could see the little
cloud of colored balloons halfway down the block through the bodies of walkers. I could
not believe that several adult passersby had simply ignored the incongruity of a 3 year
old child walking along the avenue by himself. Thankfully I caught up with him before
any harm was done… and never trusted his safety in the harness again. Of course no
one would do this today, but in the early 1960s this was common practice.
Sometime during this period I recall taking Sam to Bloomingdales; big mistake. For
some reason he became upset and I believe we earned the Guinness Record for child
tantrum and helpless mother. I remember pulling this screaming child down 5 escalators
while horrified parent’s looked at me (I’m sure thinking I was a horrible parent and from
that time I have never again, seeing a parent and upset child said, ‘I’ll never do that’).
Finally we exited the store on a side exit (58th St) both of us exhausted physically and
emotionally and sat down on the doorstep. Just then a passing pigeon pooped on my
head. I had a choice; laugh or cry. Laughing won the day.
We of course visited the Library often both for adult books and for Sam and I remember
one Christmas season discovering a creche set up in the Library. The conversation I
had with the Librarian was unbelievable. When I assured her I would have no objection
to a tree or wreaths or other holiday decorations but expressed my discomfort with a
religious setup on official Government property as it violated the separation of church
and state, her response was (I remember the icy tone and words to this day), ‘I’m so
sorry to hear how you feel about our Lord Jesus.’ After telling her that she had no idea
how I felt about her Lord Jesus, I reported her to the main Library in Jamaica and on the
next visit was glad to see that the installation had bee replaced with a tree.
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Sam was a famous eater. Florence tells the story of when Sam was staying at her
house and in the morning he amazed her by asking for one bowl of cereal after another.
“Sam," she exclaimed, “that’s your fifth bowl of cereal.“Well,” he replied,”Aunt Florence
these are very small bowls.” On another occasion, my brother watching Sam eat said,
“Sam is there any food you don’t like?” “Well, Uncle Arthur, I don’t care for hot mustard.”
Sam was not only fun to watch eating but to listen too as well as he actually purred like
a cat when he was eating.
It must have been the fall of 1961 when we had the house visit by the LWW social
worker, Grace something, as she examined the apartment and then went to have a chat
with Sam. He was in his room busy with one of his favorite pastimes, building a
complicated and elaborate wooden block edifice. She sat next to him on the floor and
the conversation went something like this. So Sam, what do you think about having a
new baby in the family. Oh that’s fine. And how would you feel about it being a little girl.
Oh that would be nice. But I’m looking around your room and I only see one bed; where
would the baby sleep. Oh that’s no problem, we’ll keep her in a cage. They let us adopt
Abigail nevertheless.
Meanwhile we set up a nice cage… err I mean crib in the third bedroom together with all
the other baby stuff, dressing table, little bureau and diaper pail totally prepared for our
new family member.
While we waited a year for our girl child to be matched up with us, her working title was
Rachel. However, as the three of us drove Into Manhattan to pick her up, mid bridge
David said, “I’m tired of ‘Rachel’”. “Me too,” Sam and I echoed and we started to toss
around names, until David came up with Abigail, which Sam and I both thought was the
perfect name. Lucia was added for my aunt lost in the Holocaust and Kate because
David loved the name.
There we were sitting in the consult room, when an aide walked in with six week old
Abigail and I gasped. “What’s the matter,” the social worker asked me and I answered,
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“That’s the most beautiful baby I’d ever seen” and made a quick grab for her before
they could change their minds. However, we and she did suffer a trauma as the supply
of formula that had been prepared for her had been dropped and smashed and poor,
starved Abigail cried all the way home to Jackson Heights until we could get a warm
bottle to her lips, which she emptied in such record time I feared she would have major
gas, but she belched happily and promptly went to sleep.
So Abigail too made her debut to the family on Passover in April, as did Jessica
eventually, which makes the Holiday profoundly meaningful for our family.
With my second baby I was now persuaded that nurture was not the overriding
influence on a child’s persona. Between my own two infants, and watching the
development of my nieces and the children of friends, I could see that my idealized
notion of socialization left many unanswered questions. Not only was it obvious that
there were gender considerations, there were deeply implanted traits and I’m convinced
that many of the purist nurture theorists never had children of their own… or as I had
cause to notice over the years, even scientists were ready to ‘see’ what the believed
rather than accept the reality before their very eyes.
Unfortunately, these were the days before there was any understanding of ADHD and
how to deal with it, and poor Sam was constantly being admonished for his impulsive
behavior. Sam was just considered a ‘typical’ mischievous boy. The same had
happened to David and what is now known to be dyslexia. I can remember finally
experiencing an epiphany in the playground while Sam was standing right next to me
and a child began to cry some 10 feet away. Sam turned to me and asked, “Did I do
that, was that my fault?” I wanted to cry myself, with this sudden insight into his
confusion and upset. He so often got upset others and got into trouble for reasons he
didn’t understand. On the other hand he developed some amazing compensatory skills.
We investigated various activities for Sam that we felt would be helpful. We found a
Dalcroze Movement class in Astoria, a theater class at Henry Street, and pre-music at
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Juilliard, all of which Sam enjoyed immensely and where we believed his self esteem
could be nurtured. At Juilliard their approach was that very young children should be
started on recorders rather than instruments. As it happened the class was taught by a
former Little Red alumnae and former friend of David’s. After just a few weeks she
called us with very important insights. She told us that Sam was probably one of the
most musical children that they had ever had but that he had fine muscle control issues
that would negate his musical potential. She also picked up on his visual problems,
which was another surprise as he was already an avid reader.
The Idiot optometrist at HIP, after a cursory examination, informed us that our son was
virtually blind. We knew this was obviously stupid and fortunately Al Rappaport was a
good friend. After Al examined Sam, he told us that his eye muscles were in such a
state of spasm that it was not possible to get test his vision. He prescribed
magnification glasses to be worn for six months and then he would retest him.
Al theorized that some of his abilities; his early reading, his infallible memory, his
photographic memory and his ability to identify and recall shapes, were developed as
defense strategies to help him maintain his balance and physical sense of where he
was.
We had a large globe, and if you asked Sam to find any obscure country he would twirl
the globe and unerringly put his finger on the right country, mountain range or river.
Likewise if you asked him to cover his eyes and you twirled the globe, covered up the
name of some minuscule country and asked him to name it, he could without a second’s
hesitation.
Unfortunately, his confusion regarding his responsibility for situations caused him some
real and irreparable harm. Years later Sam told us that he had been sexually abused in
the elevator by a stranger and heeding the stranger’s threats, had never told us of the
incident. I freeze now thinking about it and writing about it. We never suspected that
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there was any danger lurking in our hallways and elevators and the children roamed
freely to their friend’s apartments and to the playground.
I was sure that while small, our kitchen had just been poorly designed and I saw a way
to redesign it and make space for a table and two chairs so two of us at least could
breakfast or have a snack without having to move into the adjacent dining alcove.
Instead of having cabinets and appliances spread around on the room’s three sides, I
figured out that there was plenty of room for everything as an ‘L’ on two walls, with a
corner sink and the refrigerator and stove on either end, leaving just adequate space for
the table and two chairs under the window. So I took my sketches to Sears Roebuck,
we picked out our appliances and cabinets and the carpenters came to measure for the
cabinets and the counter top.
The new kitchen would have to wait to be installed until the counter top was finished,
and this operation took several weeks. Finally the same pair arrived to rip out the
existing cabinets, install and hang the new ones and put the fridge and the stove back in
place. Then they carried in the ‘L’ shaped counter top and I nearly fainted. The cut out
for the corner sink was right smack against the back corner, instead of being two inches
from the front. This would have necessitated painfully bending over a foot of counter to
reach the sink. I told them the counter was wrong and they could not install it, they
were insisting it was right and they left angrily, leaving us with a nonfunctional kitchen
sink.
The upshot was we had to wait several weeks for the Department Manager to come and
adjudicate the dispute. When he did, much to the two carpenters’ distress, he of course
agreed with me… even had my original sketch in hand. The bad news was we had to
wait an additional length of time for them to cut the new counter and set the sink in
place. We actually had to draw water from the bathroom in order to do any food
preparation for more than a month.
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I am sure it was this wrangle that sent me to the hospital with an attack of ileitis. While I
refused surgery because we were due in court to finalize Abigail’s adoption I was in the
hospital for several days for observation, on a strictly fluid diet. My first experience in a
hospital, I was appalled to be awakened the first morning at 6 am by being abruptly
rolled into a sitting position and having a wet washcloth thrust in my face. What are you
doing? I was informed that it was the job of the night shift to wash the patients who then
had to wait until 8am or thereabouts for breakfast. I’m ambulatory I told them, I can
wash myself, but they told me it was a hospital rule. I asked my very nice roommate if
she wanted to be washed at 6am and she agreed with me. So I put a ‘do not disturb
until breakfast’ sign on the door and believe it or not, I started a revolution in the hospital
as other patients heard of our revolt by word of mouth, came to ogle the sign, and join
the revolution. My other anti-hospital experience was when on the second night they
moved another roommate into room, a middle aged Italian lady who spoke little English.
The next morning they brought my so called breakfast, but nothing for the roommate, so
I inquired of the nurses, oh they answered, she’s scheduled for surgery. Finally in the
afternoon her daughter arrived and I told her what was happening, that her mother had
not had any food all day, and of course, she was not scheduled for surgery until the next
day. It was also there that I noticed that my pills in the evening were a different size and
color, and when I inquired was told that the doctor had changed my prescription. I
insisted that they check as he had not told me of any change, and of course they had
given me someone else’s prescription. Always ask questions.
David got the job to work in Williamsburg for the summer of 1963. I had written to the
head of the Jewish Community for a recommendation for day camp for Sam and the
only day camp for Sam was run by the local nunnery, which she advised me was
excellent and that the nuns were not recruiting nor was much evidence of christianity in
the curriculum. It was amusing to me to be going through town or in the supermarket
and hear Sam, say brightly and cordially, “Hi sister.”
We used to take the kids into town after dinner for ice cream. Often, parked in front of
the ice cream parlor was a car that had been modified to hold this man’s pet lion. This
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was a matter of great curiosity to the town. Whenever Abba came close to the lion you
could visibly notice his direct connection and interest in her, as he followed her
movements.
It was a great summer for me. While David worked and Sam was at camp, I had play
time with Abba and with a baby sitter, had time to take every imaginable tour and do
extra research on the ongoing archeological programs. I also took tennis lessons, but
also to not much avail.
It was also when we became very friendly with Gene Bjerke and spent a lot of time
traveling the area together from Jamestown to sites in Richmond.
Meanwhile I was doing freelance writing jobs for both Lee Garfield and the AJC. Betsy
had left her job as Director. The tour groups we had started had become so successful
that it spun off into a lucrative business of its own. The new Director of the Women’s
Division, who had been one of the field directors, hired me to do a lot of program
materials and ghost write her annual reports. For Lee I did a number of book and
magazine related jobs and also a really funny tape for a MaidenForm product, padded
panties for women who were tush deprived, called Fancy That. For the AJC, I also
suggested that we create an art event committee, which was headed by Harold Rome
and other celebrity types. Our first event was a gala reception and then we scheduled
a visit to the Arthur Miller play, ‘Incident at Vichy’ and the cast stayed for questions,
answers and discussions.
So those activities sufficed to satisfy my adult brain while I happily played children’s
games and read countless books and spent many happy hours with other mothers in
the playground. I loved it.
Abigail was of course a totally new experience as a baby and toddler. She was extraordinarily physically competent, dangerously so. At an early age she climbed out of her
crib and one morning I found her standing in the bathroom sink painting herself with
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iodine, scary! So we zipped her into a footless blanket which she learned to unzip; so
we put her in the blanket with the zipper in the back and she still managed to get out.
So I sat in her room and watched her; no problem, she simply vaulted over the side of
the crib. Next step was to use a harness to secure her in the crib and she shook the crib
to pieces. Determined.
So we bought her a bed but then we would find her in the morning in various places all
over the apartment until we finally had to block the bedroom door for her safety.
With all her adventurous spirit, her imagination caused her much anxiety. We had to get
rid of the papier mache devil mask we had bought in Mexico. Once when she was sick I
spent the whole day with her making a sock doll to her specifications. She chose the
sock, the buttons for the eyes, the wool for the hair. At night time she refused to go to
sleep until we left the doll next door in our neighbors apartment. Same story with a little
leprechaun she made in nursery school, as well as the good fairy marionette she had
selected for her birthday.
Sam was not so coordinated. Fortunately our neighbors, the Goldens, were very
accommodating, as there were times we had to stow her abruptly in their apartment
while we rushed Sam to Elmwood Hospital for ‘the usual’ stitches mostly somewhere on
his head. That’s when I learned that head wounds bled profusely.
As many other careful parents, neither Sam or Abigail had candy or sweets very often.
Sam used to call lollipops ‘happy birthdays’ because that’s when he got treated with
one. I think this created a sugar deprivation for Sam that I’m not sure he ever got over.
This was exacerbated by the fact that the candy storeowner around the corner was
crazy about adorable Abba. He would exclaim over her whenever he saw her walking
by, pinch her cheeks and call her, nasale, nasale (little nose). Which she happily
withstood because he would always press some sweet into her open palm, which meant
that Sam also had to be bought some compensating goody.
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When she was about 3 or 4, Abigail had dance classes in a studio on the main Jackson
Heights thoroughfare, 82nd street. One day when I went to pick her up after class, one
of the other mothers asked to speak with me. ‘Is it true,' she asked, ‘that Abigail rides a
cow to class?’ I was so dumbfounded by the absurdity of a grown up woman actually
fact checking this assertion that for a moment I could not answer and I believe she
thought I was about to confirm it. Her child had been absolutely convinced and
adamantly insisted that her parent check it out.
One day while walking along 82nd Street with Abba, I ran into an acquaintance, one of
the storekeepers, and stopped to chat. In a few moments, Abba tugged my arm, just
wait a moment I told her, ‘Mommy is talking’. A few moments later she tugged again,
and now a bit irritated, I admonished her, ’just wait Abba while mommy is talking’. The
third time, I turned to look at her sternly and ask, ‘what is it?’ With tears now in her eyes
she answered, ‘my finger is stuck in the hole.’ So it was, firmly stuck in the lock hole of
an iron grate. Shamed with guilt, I knelt to comfort and apologize, while the storekeeper
rushed to his store to grab some butter to free her imprisoned finger.
Sam started Kindergarten in September 1963, when he was not yet five, according to
NY City practice. He had a lovely new teacher, Rita Forrester, who was very supportive
of the kids. However, she was perplexed by Sam’s behavior. She realized he was a
good kid but did not understand his lack of control and impulsiveness, no more than I
did at the time. I was advised to take him to a neurologist whose examination consisted
of having him walk, jump up and down and turn around; after a few more similarly
sophisticated tests, he pronounced Sam perfectly normal.
His teacher and I did discuss the possibility that he was bored and that this precipitated
his overactivity. I suggested giving him some books to read. ‘He reads?’, she asked
aghast. It helped and she discovered that several other children in the class could read
as well. I of course joined the PTA and in fact became a board member. Made some
good friends on the Board with two particularly savvy Mothers.
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Our big fight was over whether or not there should be Spanish books in the school
library, as there was a growing Spanish speaking influx. I and my two friends felt that
any encouragement to reading was a good thing, we were outvoted by the rest of the
Board and the principal, who insisted that only English books should be available to
enhance the learning of English; imagine! The Principal was an upwardly mobile
educator who like so many was much more interested in her visibility than she was in
the children’s well being, Reba Mayer. She was another one who had no understanding
of ADHD. I was called in for a conference as according to her Sam was terrorizing the
school’s teaching assistants. Every day he was spilling his milk at lunch time.
So I asked about the cafeteria facilities and was told,’oh there are none’. The children
eat their lunch in the auditorium with no tables or food rests. I gave her a piece of my
mind… nicely. She went off to be the principal of the model elementary school at
Queens College.
Florence’s family by this time had moved from Oceanside to Elmhurst and we were like
a megafamily, doing a lot of family stuff together. Playing tennis on weekends at city
parks and in the summer sharing a cabana at beach clubs and/or local pool clubs. I
vividly recall Abigail shinnying up the flag pole outside our cabana at the beach club we
belonged to the summer she was two.
I recall once when we were in the playground in Washington Square Park, a woman
asked me if she could photograph Abba as she was struck by her beauty, especially her
red gold chestnut hair. She was she said a professional and promised she would send
the pictures to me, but she never did. I recall that once my Mother remarked after
seeing Lyba’s baby Lisa, that she was the most beautiful child she had ever seen.
Florence and I was both incensed, she feeling that honor belonging to Deborah and I
convinced that Abigail was the absolute beauty.
Until 1966, when we bought the cabin in Lake Mohegan (which was great fun) I prided
myself that while I was a terrible swimmer and was never comfortable in deep water, I
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had successfully hidden this fact from the kids who were given every opportunity to
excel and enjoy the water. Unbeknownst to Sam and Abba, I took swimming lessons
from the camp’s swimming director, to no avail, I never learned to coordinate my
breathing with my strokes.
One unhappy memory of Lake Mohegan, our cat had been missing for a few days…
and one day, there came Abba up the road crying unconsolably. She had found out that
the cat had been run over. In a family of animal lovers, Abigail early on was profoundly
connected to animal life.
Just before we returned for our second summer to Mohegan, as I was packing I realized
that it had been some time since I had needed to use tampons. Hmmmmm! What did
this mean… had I simply stopped menstruating again for no apparent reason? Was this
the onset of a very early cessation? Or was it possible...
As I was not sure, the only ones I confided in were of course David and Florence and I
figured by the end of the summer it would become clearer. Why did I not visit a doctor
right away? Interesting; I think I didn’t want to hear bad news. Meanwhile I was feeling
exceptionally well and had a great summer. Florence was having a hard time keeping
her mouth zipped because every time she went somewhere with our mom, my poor
mother would look longingly at babies and grieve over her belief that we were not going
to produce any more.
When we returned home in the fall I did finally see an obstetrician, Dr. Zussman, a real
arrogant bastard as were so many in that era. He confirmed I was pregnant but
because of my history and my lack of awareness regarding timing he could only guess
when I would be due; anytime after January 1 and probably by February 14, Valentine’s
Day.
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While he was not a believer in Lamaze, he would not insist on traditional delivery
practice and would ‘go along’ with my wishes. David and I enrolled in Mount Sinai’s
Lamaze course and it was so exciting.
Interestingly, around this time Louise Wise invited us to a workshop for adoptive parents
which was really a nice experience as well; of the six couples enrolled, half of us were
pregnant.
David and I also had a New Year’s Eve Party at which 3 of the six couples--Anne Lane,
Debbie something and I--were pregnant.
Honestly by this time I was getting pretty impatient. I was huge having gained far too
much weight so feeling very cumbersome and not finding a comfortable place to rest my
belly. I stopped weighing myself at 175 pounds. On Valentine’s Day (doctor’s
assessment of outside date of delivery) Debbie called me to tell me she had just
delivered her baby, two weeks ahead of schedule. I accused her of stealing my delivery
date.
Florence and Marty had moved to Englewood and we too had decided that we wanted
to buy a house and bring up our family in different circumstances. For the past year we
had been looking at homes in Leonia, having been introduced to it by Anne and Bill
especially, and in fact we knew two other families living here: The Friends and the
Kesslers. We had seen a couple of possibles but nothing we were smitten with. We
had sold our coop to very nice neighbors, wanting a larger apartment and were looking
forward to spending our last summer in Lake Mohegan before putting it up for sale.
So on the night of March 10th, we celebrated at Aunt Florence’s house the joint
birthdays of Abigail aged 6 and Naomi aged 10 while Jessica was kicking around in
there, apparently still liked the environment. Finally, early in the morning of March 11th
at before 5 am I was awakened by the first labor pain. I got out of bed and waited for
the pains to grow stronger and come closer together and finally awoke David at 6am
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when things were moving along at a good pace. We called Dr. Zussman and off we
rushed to Mount Sinai, David hoping to be stopped by the police so he could use the
ultimate excuse, be congratulated and maybe even be escorted rather than admonished
or ticketed.
I was admitted and two contradictory facts were in evidence. I was not very dilated
however as my water broke they were not prepared to send me home. The whole first
day was pretty consistent… I would have steady labor pains but the dilation was not
advancing. Finally at 5 pm on the second day Zussman chose to induce and wait a
while longer rather than perform a Caesarian, for which I was very grateful. When I
visited him a week after the birth and asked him what the circumstances were his
response was (these words too are burnt into my memory),”Madame you had a
condition known as pregnancy which resulted in birth.”
David tired of hanging around, had chosen to wait no longer and had gone to a meeting
as it was the night of the New Hampshire Primary, and he was by this time a district
leader for Senator McCarthy.
Finally about 8pm the ‘inducement’ or nature itself began to run its course and I was
finally experiencing exactly what had been described to me. At last I and the
recalcitrant Jessica were ripe and they asked me if I wanted to proceed with the
Lamaze method. After months of study and exercises nothing was further from my mind
or body. Let’s just do this I asked and that was the last thing I remember saying as the
medicine started working.
I remember being surrounded in a bluish purple haze and hearing a clear voice saying,
Leah wake up, wake up, your baby has been born. I opened my eyes, and there was
Jessica, wrapped in my arms, shining clean with a soft fuzz of blond hair and the most
remarkable, intelligent beautiful blue eyes looking directly into mine. I actually
experienced a physical shock of recognition and to this day believe that Jessica did as
well.
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Look at her, I exclaimed to the nurses, she’s looking right into my eyes. No, no they
insisted, newborn babies cannot see anything yet. But look, I kept repeating, it’s clear
that she is seeing me and looking right into my eyes. No, no, they would not credit it as
their training overrode reality. Not six months later, it was reported that indeed
newborns could see. That confirmed it, even medically trained practitioners denied the
reality right in front of their eyes. Blissfully they let me hold Jessica for a time and then
finally a few moments after they wheeled her away I heard hurried footsteps in the hall
and David appeared at the door. Quick I told him, they are just taking her away, go after
them. A few moments later he reappeared all smiles.
At this hospital stay I didn’t mind being awakened at 6am because there Jessica was
beside me ready to be nursed and I am happy to say, we both took to it right away.
I will not go into the aftermath of the delivery process, suffice it to say I vowed never to
go to the bathroom again.
Then there was the exciting prospect of naming. I had fallen in love with the name
Jessica which I really believed at the time I had pulled from thin air in opposition to all
the Stacys and Tracys. Sara was for David’s grandmother and as we felt it needed
something for rhythm we added the Eugenia (not for Eugene) but because it had style.
Then when my Mom and Dad came to visit, he asked sweetly that she also have a
name for someone in his family. He said he had two sisters that had perished in the
Holocaust; Manya and Bryna So Bryna completed the set and everyone was happy.
Because I had used up two days in the pre-delivery, they threw us out of the hospital
after one day. I remember as we walked in the door of our apartment, I had asked
David to hold Jessica so that my arms could be open to the rush I was expecting from
Sam and Abba. Forget about it. They brushed right past me without so much as a Hi,
rushing to see their new sister.
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Again the newest member of the clan’s first family event was the Seder at Mom and
Pop’s. To me it was a revelation once again to see my Father’s total enjoyment with a
baby. He couldn’t keep his eyes or hands off her. It was then that I realized that my
stern, frequently angry, torrid tempered Father without a doubt felt this way about me
when I was a baby. Played with me, sang to me and loved me.
Poor Jessica suffered horribly from colic, mostly after the evening feeding. No sooner
would I prepare supper for the family (have it all ready to serve) nurse Jessica have her
fall asleep in my arms, place her gently in her crib, put the hot food on the table, then
the wailing began. Night after night. Finally after resisting the idea of drugs, I gave in
and the pediatrician gave me a prescription to sooth the symptoms.
Five drops was the recommended dosage. So that night when the screaming began,
with some trepidation, I measured the quantity marked five on the dropper and
squeezed them into Jessica’s mouth. She instantly went limp. I realized that was a
huge over reaction and called poison control and they advised me that the dropper was
not marked in drops but in ccs and advised us to whisk her to the nearest emergency
room. We shoved Sam and Abba into the ever patient Golden’s apartment and raced
Jessica to Elmhurst Hospital. There the pediatrician on duty reassured us that while it
was a huge overdose, she would probably sleep it off in perhaps 4 or 5 hours. My god,
what a relief. We sat there with the pediatrician prepared to spend the evening… but
no. A half hour later the bright blue very alert blue eyes popped open, and there was
never a more beautiful sight.
The first thing I did when we got home after putting the children to bed was to empty the
vial of medicine into the toilet. I would deal with colic and many the night I and Jessica
would rock for hours in the chair, both of us dozing on and off.
I don’t remember the year, but I believe Abigail was about four. Florence and Marty
hosted a special Anniversary Party for Marty’s parents. Abigail looked especially
delicious in a pale green polka dot organdy dress, white tights and black Mary Janes,
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with her chestnut hair glowing. We had just arrived and Abigail was standing on the
steps. Florence’s friend Shirley came to greet me and I introduced her to Abigail. She
gasped and said, ‘how can you live with such ugliness’ (typical reverse jewish humor
and superstitiousness) and Abigail burst into tears. I had a hard time convincing her
that the woman was teasing and had said it because Abigail looked so incredibly lovely.
It was also about this time that we visited Camp Triwoody considering sending Sam to
camp for the summer. The tour was lovely, ending in a lunch for the group; perhaps six
prospective families. As we were pleasantly conversing with people around us, I
suddenly heard Sam say, “Oh the same place they got me, the Louise Waterman Wise
Adoption Agency. Would you please pass the butter?” The woman seated next to him,
face ablaze with embarrassment, looked at me and explained, ‘I’m so sorry, I just asked
Sam where on earth his parents had found him such an adorable little sister.’ We
reassured her that it was perfectly fine.
We were actively house hunting in Leonia. Fortunately Florence’s family was already
living in neighboring Englewood and she was an enormous help, a gracious and loving
aunt and we could travel around unencumbered. Finally in late spring, we settled on the
Thomas house on Glenwood Avenue, gave them a deposit and agreed we would take
ownership in October at Mr. Thomas’ request as it was then he would turn 65. We sold
the Coop in Jackson Heights and the house in Mohegan while our real estate agent
searched for a good mortgage for us. On his advice he was shopping around because
rates were in a state of flux.
While we both loved the house, it had many impractical aspects that we had never
considered. It was three flight up off the street, the driveway was a real hazard to pull
out of, it was not easy to negotiate a baby carriage from either entrance and of course
the ground was hilly and there was a lot of sidewalk to clear of snow in the winter. But
after a year’s searching, we fell in love, and that’s what love does.

104

In mid summer I got a call from Ron, our real estate agent, Mr. Thomas was tired of
waiting and was threatening to back out of the arrangement and relist the house. I
called him in a panic and explained the circumstances and absolutely assured him we
were totally committed, having already sold our apartment and our summer house. He
relented and we promptly stopped looking around and took the best current rate, 6% at
Northern Valley.

In late August, David went off to the Democratic Convention in Chicago, and no sooner
did he leave than I experienced one of the most intensely painful bouts of lower back
trauma. Thankfully Sam and Abba went off every day to camp which made life a little
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easier but I was in agony, fighting off taking medication as I did not want to give up
nursing Jessica. Finally I had no choice and thankfully Jessica was easily weaned to
formula and I could get some relief, while still being more comfortable lying on the floor
with my knees up. I could not wait for David to return from his very adventurous
involvement in the Convention, where despite the active voices of the left, Hubert
Humphrey was nominated as the Democratic Presidential candidate.
I was lying on the floor, feeding Jessica and my saintly sister arrived to help David
accomplish the move back to Jackson Heights, where fortunately the medication kicked
in and I began to feel better and we began to arrange for our move, finally, to Leonia.
Sam was immediately ensconced on the third floor, Abigail in the large really lovely
second bedroom, we in our main bedroom with fireplace (that was a big draw but which
we never once used) and Jessica in the little room adjacent to us, where for the first
year of her life she could be rocked nightly by me as the colic remained but thankfully
on target disappeared when she was about 1 year old, without any noticeable
permanent impact on her sunny temperament.
It turned out that not only did we have the friendship of the Nuchows, we also knew
Bernie and Yvonne Friend who we used to see socially as part of the Schlesinger circle,
and David had met Ted Kessler in the past through his friend Gene Newman. We had
also known Carl and Kate Resek, who David had been with both to camp and also
Olivet.
So one of the first things I did after we settled in was call the Resek’s number as I had
met them on one or two reunion occasions; they lived almost immediately back-to-back
with us. I brightly said hello by name, introduced myself, and was met by this cold, yes.
Hi, I’m David Roland’s wife and we’ve met in the past. Yes, I know who you are. We just
moved to Leonia so I thought I would call and say hello. Umm… silence. And now I’m
saying good bye.
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I was so shocked by the coldness and indifference by this person. We saw each other
occasionally at parties, but as you can imagine, never became friends. Surprising as
David had many good and valued friends from those associations, the Abrahmsons and
the Davidoffs who we continued to see quite often.
We enrolled Sam in Anna C. Scott and after a conference with the smarmy principal,
Irving Ziegler, regrettably I did not take his advice and hold Sam back a year as he
recommended. In New Jersey the cut off date for entrance was not the end of
December as it had been in the City, but September, the start of the school year.
Ziegler pointed out that he would be a year ahead of his contemporaries, but we thought
he would be terribly bored as he was so advanced in reading and math and I was
concerned about his hyperactivity. Who knows what the difference would have been,
but the reality was not good for our poor ADHD boy, again in a school system that had
no understanding or tolerance for the condition.
Abigail was enrolled in first grade where she immediately made friends, except the
teacher wondered, why was she unwilling to take off her coat in class? The only theory
I could offer was that she was eager to make her getaway at the end of the school day.
I remember the first friend she brought home to play with her was Mark Greenberg, so
that was how and when we met the Greenberg family.
Soon after that, Abigail came home from school with Susie Kessler one afternoon. I
greeted Susie warmly, probably saying something like, “Hi sweetie, it’s so nice to see
you,” only to see Abigail roll her eyes and look mortified.
“Am I embarrassing you, Abigail?”
“No, she answered, you’re embarrassing yourself” Pretty clever, I had to laugh. That
was a time when almost anything I did in public seemed to be a cause of great
embarrassment, especially my penchant to burst into song at the slightest reference.
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A couple of years later I recall one memorable conversation with Abigail when she was
about six years old. I asked her to get something out of the refrigerator and she very
politely asked why I wasn’t doing it. I replied, mommy is tired from working all day. And
again, very politely and reasonable she said, you don’t work, you’re home all day…
Daddy works. While I pointed out the work that I did all day, which she accepted a bit
skeptically, It was at that moment that I decided that eventually I would go back to work
when the kids were all set.
I was quite delighted to stay at home in Jessica’s company. At six months old she was
delightful companion, very happy with her toys whether in a play pen for safety or on the
floor if I could keep her company in the same room. However, I did immediately
become involved in both the Peace movement, joining Women’s Strike in Leonia where
there was an active chapter. I even volunteered to write a flyer at my first meeting. No
doubt as they didn’t trust me they assigned Ellie Spiegel to work with me. Also on
Anne’s recommendation, I joined an exercise group and that is where I met Judy Kohl
as there was just the three of us taking the class. So now I knew three people in Leonia.
Soon after we moved to Leonia, Florence asked me if I was interested in going into the
antique jewelry business, and Split Personality was formed. We started to investigate
shows we could enter and started to go into New York regularly to check out what was
available down at the Bowery exchange. Little by little we built the business up and it
was a good partnership. At times when I worked full time, Florence did it as a solo and
visa versa, when she began to work regularly I did it on my own. While I was working
full time, I did the Saturday outdoor show at The Annex on 26th Street. Bayard Rustin
used to come by regularly in his stately, dignified manner and once when Jessica was
working with me, I stopped Andy Warhol, who walked by regularly, and asked why he
never looked in my showcase. ‘Because,' he answered, ‘I know you have quality stuff
and that’s not what I’m looking for, but I’ll take your picture and bring it to you.’ And then
he inconveniently died.
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As loathe as I was to bring up the kids in the cement wastelands of Jackson Heights, I
nevertheless, missed some grown up experiences. So I arranged for a nice, mature
lady to come and baby sit Jessica on Wednesday’s and I would go off into NYC by bus
either to confer on a freelance writing project or to catch a museum exhibit or matinee.
We also had a lovely string of baby sitters including Karen Spiegel, Barbara Katz and
Helen and Liz Kourambis.
It was when our Afghan Kuram trapped Liz in the upstairs staircase one night, together
with her horrendous growling at black people, that resulted in our giving her up for
adoption.
Shortly thereafter, having dinner at the Rapport’s they beguiled us into taking the last of
their Collie litter by lying to us about shedding. We named him Robby, for Robert Burns,
in the car ride home to avoid the cliche of Lassie, so the kids woke up to the addition of
a dog to our Burmese cat collection the next morning.
Speaking of pets, we had the heartbreaking experience of purchasing an adorable kitten
from a home breeder, only to find on our visit to Dr, Lustig that the kitten had a heart
problem. We alerted the breeder to the fact that we might have to return the kitten but
had arranged for a specialist to do an EKG. The problem was serious and he predicted
that the kitten had only weeks to live. With tears in our eyes we brought the adorable
kitten back… and to our horror found the vile breeder placing adds in the paper to place
her elsewhere. I called him and threatened to call the police on him if he repeated this
painful and vile action.
Soon after we moved in, our new next door neighbor Fritz Silber invited me to join the
board of an educational group he served on. He explained that in Leonia, in lieu of
having democratic elections for members of the School Board, an organization called
Civic Conference appointed the members. Fritz’s organization was exploring the idea of
open elections and that appealed to me, so I joined the Board. I found it inconceivable
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that such a crucially important body such as the School Board would be appointed by a
self-perpetuating conservative organization.
So, together with some freelance writing still on my plate, I settled into Leona’s life.
One of my incentives to move was not only that suddenly the city streets had seemed to
be very dirty and uninviting, I liked the idea of bringing up our children in a small town,
encircled by trees and green, despite how I had bristled against living in the small town
of Far Rockaway when I was a teenager.
I loved the idea that Sam and Abigail as young as they were, could with the help of
crossing guards navigate the town by themselves, developing a sense of independence
and self-confidence and not turning me into a full time chauffeur. They were able to go
to school on their own, to the playground in Wood Park and to visit friends as long as I
was informed in advance of their whereabouts.
Only Jessica required my supervision and yes, neglectful mother that I was, she
escaped while perfectly naked.
We had great neighbors: on our right the Silbers, a very lovely left wing couple and on
our left, the Jenkins; he a very significant paleontologist, Eleanor a smart lovely stay at
home mom and their son Henry. Henry was about a year older than Jessica and she
was obsessed with him. In warm weather they often splashed together in the same
kiddie pool and Eleanor was very welcoming, Henry tolerant.
Because one year old Jessica had a severe diaper rash, I often kept her out of diapers
(it turned out that the rash was caused by the diaper medication and after discontinuing
it, rash disappeared forever). We were exploring the possibility of installing central air
conditioning, so we had contractors come to the house. Even though I had admonished
them about leaving the door open, one of these idiots did just that. When he left, after a
frantic search, I realized that naked Jessica was nowhere in the house. I called the
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police, who were right on the spot and they began on foot and car to search the
neighborhood while my stomach bounced up and down from my throat to my toes.
Finally in about 3/4 of an hour we found her… on the Jenkins porch hopefully waiting to
see her idol, Henry. And I quickly recovered from my heart attack.
Yes, by a year old she was navigating very well and speaking and in the Roland
tradition singing. I have an immediate recall of her first steps, in the TV room of the
house on Glenwood Avenue. She had pulled herself up to a standing position across
the room from me and I stretched out my arms and called to her. She hesitated and I
moved closer to her with my arms outstretched and she took her first precious steps into
my arms. We both laughed… and then we repeated the adventure, each time I backed
a little bit further away and each time she gained confidence, until she realized that
indeed, she could navigate entirely across the room on her own power.
Anne had an infant just a few months older then Jessica and we were spending a lot of
time together both as mothers and children and as families. Although we belonged to
the Leonia Pool Club, we also on weekends spent time in the Nuchow back yard.
While Jessica was very verbal, she clung to the habit at mealtimes of pointing to a tool,
dish or condiment she wanted and saying, “eh eh.” Perhaps it was the case that the
four of us elders were very verbal and engaged in much dinner conversation.
However Jessica must have been almost two, and it was probably on a Jewish holiday
or family celebration because I recall we were sitting in the dining room and not the
kitchen. Jessica sitting next to me, pointed and said her “eh eh.”. Without pausing in
my conversation I handed her whatever it was I thought she wanted, possibly salt. “No,”
she said clearly, “I’m not ehing about the salt, I’m ehing for the pepper.” “If you can say
that,” I responded, “there will be no more eh ehing.”
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By chance, David ran into Larry Goldstein while they were both waiting for the bus, and
as is David’s wont, they got into conversation. It turned out that Larry was a producer at
CBS and had recently written a book that had positively mentioned ‘Fire Rescue’ one of
David’s documentaries. We became friendly with Larry and Karen until tragedy struck.
One morning Larry went downstairs early, and began to fiddle with the wiring in back.
Who knew that even with the TV off, unless it was unplugged the unit was still alive.
Irony of ironies, this young talented television producer was electrocuted by his set. It
was awful, the Goldstein’s had a daughter just a bit older than Jessica, so during the
mourning period and to give Karen support, I had Carly over often to play with Jessica.
One day while driving Carly home, Jessica began to comment, ‘I like Carly’s hair, she
has beautiful blond curly hair, and I like her eyes, they are a nice bright blue, and I like
the way she dresses, she always looks very nice. The only thing I don’t like is her
mouth.’
Perplexed I asked, ‘what don’t you like about her mouth?’
The answer came quickly, ‘too many words come out of it’.
I very soon cooled down the play date arrangements.
About this time, our friend Marcella Katz, who was the chief nutritionist for HIP, told me
that she had been asked by the David Susskind Show to recommend a savvy family
shopper as they were doing a segment on supermarkets and shopping. Susskind’s
assistant called me and asked me to come in for an interview and I said that would be
difficult for me, as I had young children so she agreed to interview me over the phone.
Clearly satisfied that I had ideas and was verbal, she summed up the courage to ask
me what I looked like and I answered modestly that I looked okay. I received an
invitation to do the show together with Betty Furness, another young housewife, and two
representatives of the Food Industry; the president of Johnson and the President of
Stop and Shop.
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While the three women were in the green room Susskind entered with the two Food
executives to introduce us and somewhere in the conversation someone dropped that I
had been asked what I looked like, as they didn’t want the show to be overwhelmingly
‘Jewish’.
The flow of the show went so well claimed Susskind during a commercial break--as
Furness and I kept raising consumer concerns about the health of food and marketing
and advertising issues, and the two suits kept explaining how consumer aware and
friendly they were--that while we were only scheduled for half an hour, we were going to
fill the entire hour. Finally when the other housewife mentioned that she went to her
pastor for ethical guidance, I tried as often as I could to drop yiddish words into the
conversation, such as schlepp and gezunt. Furness and I battled on, criticizing the food
industry for putting unhealthy products on the market, while these two execs continued
to describe all of their consumer friendly initiatives.
At the end of the show, thanking us, Susskind announced that he was especially proud
of his two food executives for their ethical practices and consumer sensitively as they
were part of his Entertainment Conglomeration. Furness and I turned to each other in
instant realization. We had been set-up and callously used.
The next day I called Susskind’s assistant and she immediately took the call and began
thanking me for my excellent participation. When I told her how much I resented being
used as a foil to make Susskind’s colleagues shine, she made a 180 degree turn and
said that had expected much more of me, to bring up issues and criticisms, and then
promptly hung up on me.
Meanwhile, my involvement in school issues had borne great success and after going
door to door canvassing the town, in the school board elections of 1969 we elected Ellie
Spiegel and Bill Batista, a very brave high school English teacher to the School Board,
losing the third spot (the Reverend Bruce Hilton).
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Most remarkably, the ‘reform’ democrats, Tom Ford and Joe Muzio came to us on our
victorious election night and admitted that we had taught them an important lesson; that
winning for democrats was within reach if they waged a full campaign and yes, the
following year saw the first Democratic Mayor and Council members in Leonia.
The next year, we ran Bruce again and despite my growing understanding of Bruce’s
weaknesses and unpopularity, I could not convince the rest of the campaign committee
(Ellie, Myrna Martin, Bob, May) that we should sit down and talk to Bruce about his
standoffish attitude which was turning the electorate off. Nonetheless, I spoke to him on
my own and of course he was resentful and in denial. Ironically, after our 2 other
candidates won and he lost, he finally acknowledged that he wished he had listened to
me as he now realized that I had tried to be helpful.
Bruce affected this folksy language and pose, while his behavior was arrogant and
officious. For example, he pleaded with the committee for help in keeping the public at
bay and not accosting him in the supermarket or on the street.
As a result of our successes on the school board, we hired a great Superintendent,
Jerry Fitzgibbon. He was remarkable, he was an advanced educator. He promptly
hired a curriculum coordinator, who shared his educational philosophies, Mel Litoff.
Was it coincidence? The hight school principal Donald Kouba asked me to meet with his
senior honor’s teacher to see if I would do some volunteer teaching in the high school. I
met with this lovely young woman who said to me, ‘frankly, we don’t know how to teach
creativity in the school’. I answered that it was not a subject that could be taught, it
could be inspired and encouraged. As a result once a week I met with the class and we
did some writing exercises together and it was in this context that I developed my
personal writing course, which was extremely successful
Ellie and Mel paid me a visit to consult on how some truly innovative programs could be
introduced into the school system. While I was a member of the Home & School
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organization, I was not an officer. I felt strongly that if the programs were to gain
acceptance, they had to go through the Home & School organizations to get parents to
back it. The plan worked; I met with the officers of the organization and we planned a
meeting for Mel to introduce his innovative programs: Open classroom for the
elementary school, a dedicated middle school program, and the most radical of all--an
alternative high school program.
The alternative HS was established with the dedicated involvement of a group of
outstanding students like Stewart Kohl, Perri Klass, Derrick Schilling, Karin Spiegel, Lisa
Lehman and many others, whose energies were instrumental. While there were two
regular High School teachers, Vickie Karant for the humanities and Dr. Martin Melman
for math, the concept was to engage community volunteer teachers. These included
Leonia’s outstanding artists, musicians, academics, professionals in every field and of
course the teacher’s union and conservatives in the town fought it tooth and nail. I
volunteered to teach literature, poetry and personal writing.
I felt strongly about innovation needed by the school system. As a parent active in
school matters, I took full advantage of my relationship with Principal Ziegler to discuss
with him what teachers would be the best match for Sam and Abba as they both
required special situations; Sam for his ADHD condition and Abba for her dreaminess.
And by and large I think my efforts paid off in what was at best a mediocre school
system.
Abba in second grade had trustingly shared her compositions, Cages, with the music
teacher, only to be told that she had missed a beat in one of the bars. And of course
constantly being admonished for lack of focus and day dreaming. Sam ran afoul of his
Spanish teacher who insisted he was lying when he claimed that his home language
was not Spanish and further admonished by a math teacher that he had not followed
the rules in solving a math problem but had reasoned it out by his own logic.
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In addition to music, Abba’s early artistic ability was also noticed. I suppose I had pretty
much taken her skill for granted but as early as three years of age, Chana, Bob Boss’
wife noticed that she had unusual control of her drawing and noted with amazement that
she was able to draw circles. My friend Myrna Martin taught the children art in the
Recreation program and she called after the first session to tell me that Abba could
actually ‘see’ specific objects and draw them whereas most children drew prototypes of
objects without noticing or capturing their individuality. Abigail and her two friends
painted a large panoramic animal scene, which the school insisted on keeping as they
claimed it was a joint project, whereas both Susans gladly agreed that it was Abigail’s
painting. She kindly did a second one for us that hung proudly in our dining room for
many years.
With Robbie, we spent a lot of family time on picnics and walks, exploring nearby parks
and recreational facilities including the string of parks along the Hudson. One time we
found a playground and one of those old traditional Jungle Jim/Monkey Bars. Abigail
has usual leapt at the opportunity to climb to the top and for the hell of it I accompanied
her with far less agility. At the top, deftly skipping from bar to bar, unaccountably…
before I could mentally or physically grasp what was happening, Abba lost her grip and
fell straight down the middle to the bottom and lay there dazed. Quickly I climbed down
and cuddled her in my arms. She never cried, just took some moments to recover her
breath, turned to me and asked, ‘do you want to see how it happened?’ (what a
kid...ready to climb right back on the horse!) “Yes, I do.” And up she climbed to the top.
“watch me” she exclaimed as she loosened her grip, but this time, successfully grasped
the opposite bar. Whew!
The only child comfortable in her school setting was Jessica in Holy Spirit Nursery
School where she had supportive and caring teachers. She had a good social life and
many play dates. It was in fact the mother of a friend, Mrs. Kurfas who noticed that
Jessica seemed to be going to the bathroom very frequently.
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The pediatrician recommended a pediatric urologist who upon examination and testing,
diagnosed her with undeveloped valves connecting her urethra to her bladder.
Fortunately infection had not set in and he recommended what he described as a
simple procedure to weave her urethra into the bladder to provide the necessary
pressure.
Unwilling to put Jessica into surgery no matter how casually the urologist described the
procedure we looked about for a second opinion. Bingo! David Lesser had a friend
who was a prominent pediatric urologist in St. Louis. We asked the doctor to send the
X-rays to him and he generously provided his opinion.
There was the potential for the valve to mature in time and rather than operate, he
recommended putting Jessica on an antibiotic for a year to prevent infection and do
periodic testing, under the supervision of the local urologist (who was not happy with the
delay). A year went by without change and after another consult with the St. Louis
specialist, he advised waiting an additional year to avoid surgery. Happy to concur!
Jessica entered Kindergarten at ACS, Abigail continued dreaming her way through
school, fortunately with a succession of patient and understanding teachers like Miss
Galle, Mr. Gleich, and John Anagnosti, all of whom recognized her strengths and
sweetness and adored her. Sam did not fare well. Having had the privilege of being
placed under the aegis of the star teacher Mr. Keating, famous for his experimental and
forward leaning teaching philosophy. A few weeks before Christmas vacation, we were
informed by Keating that Sam would be failed in science for not completing his
assignments.
Keating agreed to a conference with me, also attended by the angelic and well informed
school psychologist, Irma Frank, who sat through the entire meeting physically and
metaphorically holding my hand. Keating insisted that in order for Sam to receive a
passing grade, he would have to complete three or four missing essays. Keating
acknowledged that Sam was bright, understood the material, but was just being lazy in
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not complying. The psychologist tried hard to explain Sam’s learning disabilities to him
and his difficulty to focus and asked if Sam, who the teacher acknowledged had a good
grasp of the material could be allowed to offer alternative presentations verbally or
graphically. Keating was adamant in insisting on his own way despite the psychologist’s
pleading. What I asked would be the consequences of being failed in Science. None,
he would nevertheless be advanced to the next grade but would have the big red F on
his record. Again, the psychologist tried to explain that this was a kid who needed to
have his self-esteem raised not undercut, to no avail. Keating was that destructive kind
of pedagogy more interested in his own success than that of his students.
This poor little boy had to absorb so much blame and criticism. It’s no wonder that by
the time he was 12 or so and there was some understanding of his condition we were
told that while there was the likelihood he would grow out of the ADHD, the social
consequences would leave permanent marks. It was only then that we put him on
Ritalin, over his bitter resistance and took him to a children’s group therapy session on
Saturday mornings, which he did enjoy.
Irma Frank suggested that I try a Parent Effectiveness Training course which was
based on the work of Thomas Gordon and was available in Ridgewood. I took the
course and found it extremely sensible, useful and… yes, effective.
In the midst of the course I experienced a true epiphany. We had purchased a birdseye maple twin bedroom set at auction and this hot summer afternoon, there I was
struggling to assemble the bed in Abigail's bedroom and having a really tough time, as it
didn't seem to be fitting right, or parts were missing.
Suddenly 12 year old Sam appeared in the doorway and after we exchanged greetings,
the conversation went something like this:
Sam: You seem to be having a hard time.
Me: It just doesn't seem to be fitting right
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Sam: That's must be very frustrating
Me: It is, I've tried everything I can think of.
Sam: Wow, what more can you do?
Me: There must be some way to get it to fit
Sam: Okay... (encouraging).
Me: Wait, there it is, it fits into that.
Sam: Good for you
I reported the exchange at the next workshop meeting and we all had a good laugh at
ourselves. Twelve year old Sam had used the PET process of active listening perfectly
without any training.
I liked PET so much, that I took the training course and held several rounds of
workshops, inviting Florence, Marty and Dad in as my guests. As a matter of fact, I got
written up in the Bergen Record. Unfortunately I couldn't attract sufficient participants for
a third series.
Sam too was also the butt of very nasty bullying which I came aware of. He pleaded
with us not to make an issue of it with either the kids involved or the school
administration as he was sure that would only exacerbate the situation. However one
day he came home really upset as his chief antagonist had deliberately tossed his
football on top of the school roof. I went to the school yard, and there he was, and
when I asked him to retrieve the ball, he unleashed a rant of expletives that rang
through the school yard. I was totally frustrated and helpless as I did not want to
subject Sam to any more of this vile nastiness.
I cannot recall what I did, but I think I simply requested from the office that they retrieve
my son’s football without explaining the circumstances. Thank goodness these days the
schools at least make the attempt to deal with this problem.
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One of the most heartbreaking personal losses of my life was when Eleanor, running for
reelection to the school board asked me to co-chair her election campaign committee. I
could not work with Bruce and told her so, and it broke my heart that she chose Bruce
over me, explaining to me that I would survive the choice but he would not. That
weekend, as the family drove up to visit Schlesingers at their new summer home in
Nantucket, I cried the entire way to New Bedford, where we were to take flight.
On Morty’s advice we planned to drive to New Bedford, leave our car at the airport and
all five of us plus our new puppy collie Robbie would board the little commuter plane to
Nantucket and Mort would pick us up at the airport. And at the end of the weekend,
they would drive us back to New Bedford. It was an exciting prospect so… we booked
our flight, got clearance from the airline that they would allow our dog and up we drove.
We hit a bump in the plans, when the local airline attendant, ignoring our insistence that
we had cleared it with the airline, informed us that it would be up to the pilot whether or
not to allow our dog on the plane. There were perhaps 5 or 6 other passengers who
were listening in on this dilemma.
Finally the plane arrived, the clerk/attendant/flight manager flagged and guided the
plane onto the runway… and as we all stood and waited on the tarmac, we watched him
confer with the pilot. When the pilot nodded his head in assent, the entire group of
passengers let out a whoop of joy. So as David carried the reluctant Robbie on board
and Sam and Abigail boarded without incident, I and Jessica somehow managed to
tangle her recently implanted earrings into my clothing. While I knelt down awkwardly to
avoid pulling on her ear, thankfully without being able to see the catch, I somehow
managed to free us in time to climb aboard. Robbie in pride of place rode in the cockpit
with the pilots for the short hop. Fortunately the pilot in addition to being a kind hearted
dog lover was also tolerant of nervous dog behavior as Robbie, flying with his chin on
the pilot’s knee drooled torrents soaking his pant leg from thigh to knee.
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Happy to report that for the weekend, the Ellie friendship issue was put behind me and
the entire family had a wonderful very long weekend in Nantucket with the Schlesingers,
as their first house guests on the Island.
Attrition, community hostility, teacher jealousy all played their part in the demise of the
Alternative School. Jerry Fitzgibbon’s contract was not renewed and Mel left Leonia to
join with the Center For Open Education organizers Suzanne Specter and Barbara
Helfand to head up the Middle and High School branches. The opposition led a police
raid on the Little House, finding a suspicious substance, which turned out to be sugar.
Nevertheless, Sam made the headlines of the Daily News when there was a drug bust
in town. All in all, the Leonia Alternative High School died. However, I was so pleased
at an Alternative reunion some twenty years ago to hear how the students gained so
much positive incentives from their experience.
Mel tipped us to the fact that Sam was now deep in the ‘grass’ culture and was really
not living up to any kind of academic standards. Worrisome and we became concerned
and tried to talk with other parents about trying as a group to deal with the situation.
What we met with was total paralysis. This unfortunately was an era dominated by
parent confusion and a desire to be pals with their kids leading to a lot of abrogation of
parental responsibility. What we hadn’t realized was that the parents themselves were
into grass, and felt that it was okay for their kids to be finding their own way. We should
have known better as this was essentially the same group of parents who we had
discovered were swingers, and we had opted out of their social group. What we hand’t
realized, and did not recognize for a long time was that 12/13 year old Abigail was also
smoking. As we found out later, Abba’s dreamy personality and fantasy explorations
were the perfect disguise for her new experimentation and to us she seemed no more
distracted and unfocused than was usual.
As Mel went to set up a middle and high school program with The Center, he half
promised me and Adrienne Lesser jobs and he talked about salaries in the range of
17/18 thousand. This was hugely of interest to me, as Jessica was scheduled to start
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kindergarten. So, during the summer, I hired a Mother’s helper who was to be my after
school nanny for Jessica.
Then to my surprise, Mel informed Adrienne and me that we would have to interview for
the jobs, led by a committee of students. I am sure age was a factor, as they did not
snap me up. It took several interviews before they finally were ready to hire me… and
Mel then told me that the starting salary was 12 thousand. Adrienne was furious and
went off to start her own alternative high school program in Teaneck, while because it fit
into my plans, I accepted the job.
Then just two weeks before I was to begin, the young woman who had worked for me
all summer and was to take care of Jessica in the afternoons announced that her family
was returning to Egypt! What a sneak.
Anyway, Jessica became a scholarship student at The Center in Tenafly and I started
my career teaching high school at their building in Englewood. We spent many happy
years commuting to school together, singing all the way. A very good chapter of my life.
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