PREFACE

T would like ro express my deep appreciation to Joan Yesner,

™
leader of the Brookline Education Program for Reﬁhering the Past.,

This group which met weekly to recollect how things were and how they

are now, has been a very worthwhile experience, Looking at myself

in perspective of the passing years, glves my new insight to my own

character, aspirations, failures and achievements. It is like looking

into a mirror, not only to see how your reflection appears now, but

you begin to recall how you lookéd when you were younger, and how

your image was in relation to your peers, your elders and your world,
T believe generations have much to offer each other. Times

have changed, but I hope basic values endure. With famidy and friends

T enjdy vears rich with love, good forrtune, cfhallenge and happiness.

T share what I have written in the following pages, with deep gratitude

to each of you, for being you,
Sincerely,

July 1982

.
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ABRAHAM AND MARY EPSTEIN FAMILY BACKGROUND

Ina small village or "shtetl” near Minsk, Russia, in 1871, the famiji~« f Bernard Hochstein and
Yale Epstein arranged for the meeting and betrothal of their children Mary, 16 2:d Abraham 18. He was g
student of the Talmud, Mary was a pretty and healthy young girl. After the wedding Mary's parenis would
provide room and board_for three years, and follow strict Orthodox procedures. The bride was o cut off
her hair and wear 3 wi scarf, so she would not be attractive to other men. The dowry consisted of can-
diesticks, feather pil) and a "perini”, a feather puff,

Wwas an inspiration 10 her children, grandchildren, etc. etc. etc,

Abraham and Mary had six daughters: Anna, Minnie, Sarah, Celia, Frances and Ethel. Their one
son was Harry. Life was very hard with paverty, pogroms and restrictions on Jewish people. Letters from
relatives in America told about the Land of Milk and Honey, where the streets were paved with gold, This
motivated the Epstein Family to save every "kopek” to reach the goal of seuling in AMerica, where there
was religious freedom and opportunity for education and advancement.

At last in 1985, Abraham with one daughter, Minnie, who was 13, left on a one month boat
Jjoumey to the United States, landing on Ellis Island. In Boston they lived with relatives. Abraham had 3 4
butcher shopand Minnie worked long hours in a factory sweatshop in the garment district. Then they
saved every penny for a few years o provide tickets for passage for the rest of the family,

The day of glory arrived when they went lo meet Mary and her four daughters and Harry at Elljs
Island. Minnie had sewn dresses and a suit for Harry, so they would not look like "greenhoms” when they

The years passed and the branches of the Epstein family tree expanded. Minnie married Harry
Ellis who sold fruit and vegetables with a horse and wagon, and later progressed to having a retail fryit

married Annie Gordon, worked for a paper company, and later established his own successful paper




THE ABRAHAM AND MARY EPSTEIN FAMILY ASSOCIATION
FAME ,
T he Abraham and Mary Family Association started in 1947, T+

was after World War LI, when relatives returned from service in the
Army or as civillians, we decided to honor our grandparents, their thirty
grandchildren as well as our aunts and uncles.

It was a great organization which met monthly in each other,g
homes. We had officers, by~-laws, formal procedures and much pleasure.
The programs were provided by members of the Eroup. Among the memorable
Sunday evening programs were political debates by Republucan and Dem-
ocratic members. Apsychologist spok on the "Nature of Prejudice", A
poet read from hig original poetry. Two of our aunts presented a skit
in costume titled "Arriving in America" A jolly overweight cousin
danced the Sailor's Hornpipe” in her son,s tight fitting Navy suit.
An aunt dig g Spanish dance with cagstenets and all., A young relative
lectiyed I "Hypnotism} hypnotized the whole group, but had a hard long
time getting the last member out of the hypmotized state.

At Hanukkah we celebrated with g party for all +the children, with
a pippet show, games, dreidels, an amateur sho and rlenty of potato latkes,
Uncle Harry acted like a "Chana Claug" and gave dollar bills to each chilg,
(A dodlar was a lot of money in those days.)
In summer a picnic took us all out to Norumbega Park, Salem Willows, or
Mystic Lake for a cook out with 4 ball games, races, contests and much
fun. To raise money each year fhere was a White Elephant sale, wheres Awe
brought things to sell that we no longer needed.Our Sargent at Arms and
comedian, my brother Elliot, who was in the fruit business, brought a tree

of bananas, and gave free bananas with each gale. With the money earned,

check.
. The most formal event of each yvear wags the insgtallation of officers
ahquet zng Program held gt g4 local hotel, With an archway of gwords

borrowed from a veteran,s group, the nhew officers marcheq proudly to

the +ny " .
e of Anchor, g AWay" +to the podium with great elegance. /



The organization continued for over L5 years, and we have had two
reunions. The family tree was updated and has been sent to all the

members . A large family tree was displayed at the reunion. How the

family hag grown[
We have happy memories of ourget togethers. The aunts and

uncles have passed away. We, the neiwes and nephews have grandchildrer
Greaf X .
and even,grandchildren . Our family has spread out far from Boston,

to England, California, Israel and places North, South, East and West.
Wge have become the older generation. May the family tree

%

contiinue to grow with health, happiness and success!

T
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My Family Background and Farlv Childhood

In a surprise snowstorm on April Fool's Day 1915, in Dorchester,
Massachusetts, I was welcomed into my family of three older brothers,
My parents were delighted, for they had been hoping for a daughter.

My childhood was a very happy one,

How did my parents arrive in Dorchester from Russis where they
were born? My mother came from Minsk, Russia,where she lived with
her family of six sisters and a brother. Life was very hard for
the Epstein family in Russia in 1887 with poverty, pogroms, and
restrictions on Jewish people. For years they heard of the amazing
success of relatives who had gone to America. There was the Promised
Land, flowing with milk and honey, where earning a living was easier,
where there was religious freedom, and where all children had an op-
portunity for education,

The family saved every kopec as they planned for the realization
of their great adventure. .4 0w+’ bl ol Sl wn ) WY LY
Tt¥as decided that Gmandfather Abraham would journey to America
with one daughter Mihnie (my mother) who was then thirteen, When
they were settled ahd could earn enough money for transporting the
rest of the family, they would all be reunited in the United States,
They were devoout Orthodox Jews, and prayed ardently that God who
led Moses out of Egypt to the Hoy Land, would guide them to America, the
land of promise for their future.
| Crossing the Atlantic Ocean byship in the 188%15 took over a month,
Immigrants were crowded together in steerage, the gi&est deck, and
lived on not much more than bread, herring and water. My mother wWasg

very seasick because of the rough winter seas.

~=ii Opwthe same ship was a young man of nineteen, named Harry, who

e
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wag frow Teitomir, o town of northern Russia. Harry, tche youngest ohild
of seventeen children, was travelling with bie father to seek their
Tortune in America, so they would be able to send for the resr or rheir
large fanily s

What a happy colncidence, that this young man and this girl, who
gazed together at the Starue of Liberty as they entered New York harbaor,
were to become my parents. Harry was the son of Eli,- Elison. At Ellis

11's", Ellis, like the

Island the eclerk recorded the name with twol
igland where they had landed, and that is how my ngme came o he Ellis.

Minnie and Harry both settled in the crowded tenement distriet of
the West End of Boston, where their fathers had relatives. Minnie worked
twelve hours a day or more in a dresgmaking sweat ship, and she arcsge ég;%
dawn to deliver the orders from her father's buteher shbp before she
went to work. With several years of hard work and strugcle to gave
BVery extra penay, at last they had enough money fop tiuﬁxﬂ§ for the
Tamily te be reunited here.

What & holiday it was, when grandmother Mary and the five sisters

and brother arrived st the dock, afver several years of separation.,
Home was a very crowded flat, like what was shown in the movie Hester

Street, but it was a happy place for the large reunived Epstein family,
While nmy grandparents and thelr older children worked and wenrv ro
night school to learn English, the younger children went to public school
to become Americans as gquickly as possible. In Russia, boys went to Hedes
but girls did not go to school. My Aunt Celia told me abour the thrili
of her first school experience. Thteacher was like a goddess, almost
supernatural, as ghe reveasled the magic of a new language English, and
a new way of 1ife,- Democracy. Becoming a citizen was an imporvant goal

for my ancestors, and the "Citizen Cervificatd was achieved and framed

in gold and hung on the wadd as a great achievement and the speoisl



most precious of Tamily treasures, Many other Jewish families Came

a8 they escaved the pogroms and hardships in Russige They were often
called “greenhorns® as they were newcomers, bur gradually they settled in
antd established =z community in the West End of Boston, of devoutrly
Orthodox Jews and ardent Americans.

My mother Winnie Epstein continued her friendship with Harry Ellis
and married him when she was eiphteen. Together they openéd a fruir
store and struggled to make a living for their growing family of rhree
sons who @¢ were born in four years, They lived in rooms behind the
store, and my mother sewed clothes for the children late into the night
while she dreamed of her sons getting an education, Perhaps one might
even become a Washingon lawyer, another an electrician, and th%f other
a policeman. Who knows some day she might even have a daughter for whom
she could sew prectty ruffled dresses? Many of my parents® dreams were
ge?%%g?gadagghgégeﬁt Eﬁﬁtgff éﬁgﬁg igiﬁdizzfer and the father of a lawyer,
My brother Edward became a radio operator and an electrician, and my
youngest brother Elliot never became a policeman, was Sargent at Arms
for our Epstein Family Association, and is a dedicated member of his
synogge and his community, and father of an accountant}coi&f+vﬁ/kaw,

It was mv good fortune, to be 3z daughter born into this family,
when my youngest brother Elliot was nine years old. It was a large
extended family of loving aunts, uncles, cousins, grandmother, ets, living
within a few blocks of each other at a new location near Frankiin park,
in Dorchester. I was ten pounds at birth, and a pink ribbon was stuck
on to my sparse hair., From birth I was nurtured with alil the food and
love that I could possiblg absorb.,

When I was four months old on the Fourth of July, part of the

Independence Day Celebration was a Baby Contest at Franklin Field.,
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Convinced that I was a besuty, for I did weigh twenty-four pounds at
chat early age, my mother enterdd me in the contest. The whole “mishpocha®
gathered there and much to their surprise, I won the loving cup and was
kigzed by Mayor Fitzgerald (father of Mrs. Rose Kennedy). My parents
rook me off to a photographer for my first formal portrait in the almost
rpude ., This was the picture that hung in our parlor until I was a teen ™
ager and asserted myself by raking it down from the wall. A small copy
§s now in my photograph album, and the loving cup has lost its glow, after
sigtyvegaven years.

There was no Day Care as such in those days, but each morning I was
taker to my Aunt Celia‘'s house, where 1 stayed until evening when mother
closed the store. Myﬁbving Aunt Celia, who had no children of her own,
gave me tender Ioviné care and hecame a special gp@rson to me all the
days of her life. She helped many nelces and mephews whenever éhe need
arose in our large extended family. We all were "her children®, by choice

One of my earliest memories is Armistice Day of Wfbrld War I, 191¢.
My mother and I went to meet my brother Elliotr at his Roger Walcott School
for he had to gé sell newspapers proclaiming the end of the war. The?&
recall going into Boston by street car that went down Summer Street bedide
Filene%s, to eee "Johnny Come Marching Home", the soldiers returning home.
Hanging from thﬁ&ire crossing Washingtoéfyxgg a large dummy of the Kaiser,
and the people were throwing things at it., This memory troubled me for
yearg until it was exphained that they were representing getting rid
of the German Kaiser.l Childhood memories are vivid and often discorted.

I was in Kindergarten then. School was a wonderful place to me. The
bright colerful room with children and so many things to do, helped me to
make an early decision that T wanted to be a reacher, and learn as much

as possible. Though my family lacked material wealth, they providéd a
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happy enviranment of all the simple pleasures of Bosren Tivingy Sunday
in the park, = plenie st vhe beach, or the annual Tamily pilenie by a
long street car ride to Norumbegs Park, the trip ro Winthrop op Revere
Beach with the train and ferry bost to eross the harbor, before the Sumner
Tunnel was buiilr, The only unfufilled wish I had when Browing up was
to have g sister, beecussge my motherts sisters were so close to her, However,
¥ did have specigl cousins, who have enriched my 1ife.

Thergare SO many important memories that flash through my mind,
but one of the great triumphs for my family was the purchase of g pianc,«
a new upright, became our most valuable possession, It was paid for ip
small monthly installments over years, and there was great celebration
when it finally was ours. The piano represented culture and rhe Joy of
music for my parents, and I was given the opportunity to take planc
lessonsd, My pianc teacher came on Friday afternoon, and after my lesson
I would sit dowqﬁag; play Jewish songs like "ELiE1i" or "Raisins and Almondd
for my mother before she lit the candles for Shabbos.As I type these words,
I can almost hear ny mothets voice saying "That was so beausiful to hear,
Etely { her name for me )",

In my childhood my Jewish identity was combined with my desire to be

a good American, Judaism came from home , family, with customs and knowledge
of Jewish history. Americanism came from the school and trhe world outside,
I have grear appreciation of rhe struggle and challenges faced by my ancege
tors arriving in this country, and the vast opportunities I have ro fulfily
their dream for me, by being a loving wife, mother, keacher and contributing

member of our communi ty,
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Tales My Grandmother Told Me
For years when T was growing up as the only gicl in the family,
U shared my bedroom with my grandmother, Mary Epstein. She was a great
storyreller, and T Ioved to listen to her relare anecdores about her
life, Many times I heard the favoriee story about her marriage,

Tt was a day for celebration in the summer of 1855 in s small
village near Minsk, Rrussia. The Epseein family from the next village
had made the arrangement with the Bochstein family for the betrorhal
of their childréno Abraham Epstein, who was eighteen, had gone to Heder,

Hochstein
arid was now studying the Talmud. Wary, who had Just turned sixt@en)
because.she was a girl, had no chahce to go to school, but was learning
how to be a good wife and mother from her mother. She helped with the
vounger siblings as well as taking care of the farm animals,

The two young people had never met, hut were assured by their parent:
that with their similar religious and family background, they would be
well suited to each other. That Abraham was a scholar of Talmud, gave
him prestige, and that Mary was a pretty , healthy girl would make them
a succesgsful matceh, p

The arrangement was made thatr the bride's parents would provide
room and board for three years, so the groom could continue his studies,
A dowry of feather pillows and a “pereni"(featrher puff}, candlesticks
and other items were provided by the parents., Orthodox wedding customs
in those days includeded the bride%baving her hair sﬁ%ed off her head and
wearing a 'shatel® wig or scarf 9 ;o that she would not be attractive to i
other men, Also to test the bride's patience, she was given a tangled
ball of varn to see if she could take out the tangles without losing her
temper ., v

Mary was a loving, bright young woman. She could not be disrespectful
to her parents and their choice for her, she would even wear a shatel, and
g0 the the mikvah(the ceremonial bath), but she wanted one promise in retur:
She wanted her husband to teach her to read and write Yiddush., Kk bargain

was Made, and my grandmorher learned to read and write as her wedding preser
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letrer to My Grandmother LA17/8%

Dear Boble,

4s 1 prepasre for vhe Passober Seder, I am thinking back fifuy
veasrs, and recall rhe preparatvions for FPassover in those times, when
you lived in our home. Masny times I have wanted to thank you for your
influence on my life, vour words of wisdom, vour wonderful anecdotes,
antd how vou helped me at an important crossroed Ln my life.

T remember vou well, & short, plump lady, who looked very, very
old to me then(you were all of sixty), but you had sparkling eves and
a delightful way of speaking Yiddush. When Zade died you lived with
the families of vour daughters with Aunt Ethel who was not yet married.
When you came to live with us , we shared a bedroom for several years.
Early in the morning you arose to "daven" the morning prayers. Half asleer
T would wateh yvou put on vour shatel (wig) and your heavy laced corset,
Though my mother kept kosher, ¥ou had your own dishes and pots,- just
in case the children did not keep up to the 144é letter of the Jewish
law,

Did you know vou changed the course of my life? From childhood
I wanted to be a teacher,-but 1930was Depression times, and my parents
decided I should take a commercial course in high school, so I could
gb to work right after graduation. Along with shotthand and typing, T
tookk all the college preparatory subjects T could take.

T was very troubled and could not sleep when the course schedule
for Senior Year was to be passed in, for ¥ still wanted so imté@ely to
go to Teachers College. Reé%g}, you awocke to ask "What's both@fiﬂ%@ou?“

T explained how hard times were, my oldest brother has moved in with us

when the banks were closed, and besides T was a girl, so how could I expec

te go to college? - YnL&ujk,
You said these words, "Sell your shirt, but get an education", In

the morning you pleaded my case with my parents so well, that my mother

P
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Well, Jimmy Cline has been myv loving husband for Forey-vhree vyears, and
wa have three wonderful children and four prandehildren. With THE
vwo children by marriape, we have g 84 total of nine.

Uur daughtery is named for vou Maryv, and Anne For your oldest daughres
s her nawme ig Marvanne., She exemplifies vour ideals, lg a mroleasor
of History and tesches Jewish Studies, as well as having a fine hushand

and two ebildren, - coebining family and career, Harvey, who does vregearoh

for GoEoy is happily married to Elaine, who is s Toving wife, mother

Svevin

of two sons, and is active in her community. Hal, our younger son, has

varied scademic talents, and is now working as an econcmist in Lorndon .,
You would be amaved at the world todav. Television, computers,
Jev planes, and men have flown in space to the moon. Eauaiity for women

ia becoming a realicy, and with equal opportunity for educarion, women
Ere ﬁﬁ?tQLu; 1 aw 5 and even cvantors and rabbls,  The dream of g Jewelsh

meland s a reality now in fsrael,

o
“Ex
’:5

in vour honor we had an Abrabam and Mary Epstein Family Aassociation,
which metv Tor many vears wivh rhe of fspring of your six dsuphters and BOF .
There are over thirty prandcohildren and innumerable great grandeohildren.
This year we had g reunion with over eighty relatvives in atvtendance,
Vou would be thrilled vo see the Epstein Family Tree, with vour pleorurs,




10,

which has been discributed to all your descendants nearby and Tar away,

The Yiﬁduah_yag spoke to me when 1 wished vou would tearn Enpglish,
fe now fery agﬂe?tahlé ; and I am very pleased that I understand t b
Yiddush songs and conversation which is so popular,.

I 8till ponder and guestion one idea thar vou often expressed, Thar
isfour concept of Immortaliity . You said you thought "rhis world wag
Just the vestibule ro the main world,» the *here and now® is where vou
did mitzvahs {(good deeds ) to prepare for vour soul entering the ecernal
world bevond dearh.$9 ( the genim and genadim,« hell and heaven}ﬁ/]

I have thought and read a1l I could find about immortality, bur rhe

question remains unanswered about the world beyond. I do know and feel

that you had a great influence and inspiration to me feidr all the days

of my life,
With deep gratitude and love,

Ethjg{igg%égﬁy (as you cilleqd me )



' My Young Adultheod
My gradustion from Boston Teachers® College was s greatr event fopr

my family in June, 1935, when T Just turned twenty. Recently in an old

scrap book, I found the verse I wrote for my Graduation Party, when relatci:

and friends overflowed my parents® Doechester flat ta celebrate,
"Commencemant Day*®

Afeer four years of preparation

Of work and studyeconcentration

Of work and pleasure in anticipation

I came at last ro Graduation

I wasn't alone in my aspirations

My hopes and aims in education

Made strong by family*s compensation
To them, what iSJUSt appreciation?

I owe my life in dedication.

To my Bobie whose love for learning
Inspired me with college yearning.

My mother*s efforts, father'sg labors
Elliot*s goodness, Edie's favors,

To Dot and Jim who tried as the rest,
What may T do, but give of my best?

To my niece and nephew, cousins too,

My aunts, éncleg, friends, you and you,
So glad you came to share with me,

This happy milestone, filled with glee,

In my vears of college T have learned

Noble service always pays,
And I realize vyou all have earned,
My never ending praise,

And now I stand before you
My crossroads Just in view,

As I ascend my own path of life
I pledge to try my best as datighter and Jew." June 10, 1935

- - -

My vears at Teachers' College had been happy and successful,

In those davs of the Depression few girls went to college, Even

though there was no tgﬁtion for the one hundred girls who passed the

entrance exam, and I lived at home, I still had to find work for

Saturdays to pav for my carfare and incidental expenses. The only

Jjob I could find was in the congested slum district of Dover Streert,

where T earned two dollars for working from 9-1 P.M, and 5-10 in the

evening, Here T observed many of trhe social problems that come from
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alcoholism, prostitution and poverty. My family had been poor fin-
ancially, but rich in moral values, love, dedication to hard work,
love of study, and had sheltered me from any of these problems.

During the afternoon hours from 1-5, I discovered that I could
walk to the Copley Square Library, and enjoy the world of books, do
my college assignments, and got a greater appreciation of my oppor-
runity to go go college. The contrast I observed between the seemy
side of life T observed working in the 37 Woolworth's 5 & 10, rto
gnals in training to become a teacher, made me decide that T would
aim to teach children who needed epecial help because of their dis-
advantaged environment.

At Roston Teachers's Coolege I learned the theory of teaching
as well as the practical application in the classroom by student
teaching in the BRoston schools. I was inspired by some of the professor
and enjoyed many friends. 1 was active inegge Menorah Socilety and
became president of the group in my senioz. It was then, one enchanted
evening, that I met my husband, Jimmy Cline, at an intercollegiate
Menorah dance at the Kehillith Israel Temple in Brookline. He was
a eraduate student at Harvard, and came from Glens Falls, New York.

Thus my collese experience had most important influences on my life.



The summer altrer my graduavion, Jimmy went Lo work in duiis by

with plans o convinue his studies ar Harvard in the fall. T was
fortunate to gelr work as a plaveround rteacher in the Dover Streer

diatticr pear the Woolworths where T had worked. Here turmoll
plus poverty strike the kevnote of existence; where numerous taverns

add moral ploom to streets already darkened by the elevatror constructrion

£

overhead. Here children of sevenveen different nationalities came to
the school vard plavgound during the hot summer months. They were
difficult children to manage atv fivst, and I eried many innovative
projects like puppets, music dramatics to win over their cooperation
and their.interesr and respect. I include the following experience
which was later described in the Boston Globe newspaper.

An interest in the varied backgrounds of these children led to
and epic-making Flag Day, with all the different nationalities part-
icipating with folk dances, music and a grand parade of flags, which
had been made by the children. As the procession passed down the
street, idle, wayworn men looked out of tavern windows; busy people
on the street stopped to hear the toy band and see the children
waving their flags.There was one trumpet and toy instruments we had
made, accommpanying the volces of a happy group of children singing,

"We are marching together
With our flapgs flying gay.
We come from all nations
To ¢his dear U,S.4.°

It was a happy climax to a successful summer of activity, in
which T learned much more than I had taught. Now my college years
were over, T had wet the man I would marry two vears later, I had

Just had my first psid teaching experience, and T was happily
Tooking forward to the future,
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TEACHING AT LONG ISLAND HOSPITAL, BOSTON HARBOR

Whenever 1 am landing at Logsn Airporr, T look for Long Island in
_Boston Harbor, and think back o 1936, when T vaughr ar the Hospital
échﬁoi thert This institution was where unwed mothers from Boston had
their bables. The sick, malformed, or diseased children who could noy
be adopted, lived at the hospital, where the school was under the Bogton
School Depasrtment.,

There were very limited opportunities for teachers in Boston ther,
My adventurous friend Marion, went off to Puerto Rico to teach Engligh,
and I accepted the adventure of going on a tug boat each mﬁﬁing from
the wharf at East Boston, stopping at Deer Island Prison and then to
Long Island where T had a one year assignment as a teacher,

The classroom was in the first floor of the hospital, the twelve
children, my students, lived in the hdpital wards on the second floor, and
the top floor was where the motherseto~be lived until after the birth of
their babies., It was a sad, bleak environment, all white and sterile,
with none of the warm comfort of a home and loving family, The nurgeg
rotated theiv time, so that the children could not get attached to them,
How much better off were rhe children in the South End, though orowded
and poor they had the love and relationship of familiesg?

One can imagine how I landed on the island with great enthusiasm
and idealistic plans for a program to teach all Mthat I had been learning
to these children. I learned much more than I taught that year.

There were thirteen children in trhe clasa, ranging in age from two
to twelve years. The oldest boy was in a play vard type contraption to
hold his body up for he had been dropped on higs head at an early age, A

few children had venereal disease from birrh, one boy had *elephant skin",

g@é others had emorional problems or were retarded. Instead of a home
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and school environment known to most children, these bovs and piris
Tived in the hospital, where nurses, doctors, medicine, Ureatments were
what theyv experienced. The regular books and games had no meaning for chen
#0 1 had to create stories, materials and devise games that related to
what they saw, to motivate them to learn in spite of their handicaps.

1 discovered that in order to get attention, four year old Susan, had
pulled out her hairf¥ tried to help her and 4f realized that the only
mirroy she had seen was the metal sterilizer., When I showed how she Yooked
in my mirror, and promised she could see her hair when it grew, she had
enough hair for ribbonsg before the end of the year. There were many other
instances too numerous to mentiofi.

When Christmas time approached, there was funding for a celebration.
These boys and girls had been born on the island and had never been to Bost
¥ asked if I could take four of the children who were able, on the boat to
Boston. I can still vividly recall the excitement. 4 nurse's aide came
with me. They saw the big stores, paved streets, automobiles, crowds of
people for the first time. The tug boat ride, subway train ride, and
going up in the elevator at Jordan's, were extraodinary experiences indeed}
Each child had a dime to spend at the 58 10 toy counter, It was their
first experience with money. They were fascinated and bewildered, when
shoppers stopped to stare at our group., We chose gifts for the children
who had stayed at the hospital, Coing back on the boat there was so much
to talk about, so many questions and answers,

That day in Boston was a turning point, for I had become their friend
and they were more receptive to learning about what they had seen, Reading
numbers, writing, stories could come from what they saw and did on the trip
With blocks we bullt a city, and painted pletures of the city. We

invited the expectant mothers to a puppet show. Moments of Jjoy came to

brighten the gloom.

g



The classroom, truly a one room schanl, operated on a very
individual basis, trvineg o meetr the varied apes,need and probliems of
the children. After months of great effore and ingenuity in me rhods,
it was satisfying to watch the children®s interest and abliries
develop. For Jane, a seven vear old, it was learning ¢o read, while
for Billv a four vear old &t was learning to recognize colors and
to count up to five,

Spring came and we enjoved walks to watch the ships coming into
Boston Harbor. Tt was a sad island, a Boston Welfare Istland, inhabics
ed by chronically sick, or old people who had no where else £0 20,
Prisoners from Deer JIsland, when they were on good behavior, came to
do chores on Long Island,

When Juhe came and the agchool vear was over, it was difficulr
for me to say "Goodbve" to these children who had becone part of my
life. The next vear another teacher would arrive to carry on.  Since
then a bridge has been built acfdross the water from Wollaston Beach
to Long Island. The Hospital School has been closed, and children
are sent to foster hames subsidized by the state.

My friend returned from Puerto Rico with inecredible stories
of her experiences in her foreign classroom on that island. T had
had an equally extrordinarg adventure here in Boston Harbor at Long
Island. Vivid memories of that year of challenge have remained with

me all through these many vears.,
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My Marrviagpe and Family

as we look forward te our 45th Anniversary in August, I recall
rhe excitement of rhav hot August day, in 1937, ar the Beacon House
in Brookline, when over a hundred relavives and friends gatrhered to
celebrate our wedding dav. Recently at my 50th high school reunion
and T.shion show of the 30's, T wore the exquisite white lace gown, whict
my mother had sewn by hand. It was a masterpiece of love and skill.

After a wonderful month long honeymoon in Nova Scotia and Glens
Falls, we lived av Shailer Lane in Cambridge, only seven miles from
my parents in Dorchester. It was a new world for me, for it was my
first experience of living away from my family. Life with Jimmy at
Harvard was ideal, and we enjoved all the advantages of the Cambridege
environment.,

Two davs before oulThird Anniversary, our firsv son Harvey was born.
It was almost five vears later(after four vyears in Alabama), that
our daughter Marvanne was born. When we returned north to Brookline,
we had an extended family including my mother, father and brother Eddie
in our Beals Street home. Jimmy's mother visited us often from Glens
Falls. Summers we spent at our cottage by the bay in Nantasket, My
interest in teaching coht;nued at Temple Sinai Sunday Schorl and with
activities in rhe Devotion School P.T.A., where 1 was president for
two years. When Harvey was twelve, Maryanne seven, our younger son
Hareld {(now Hal), was born to make complete our family.,

Jimmy and I have had busy, happy challenging vears with our children
all of whom continue to extend our horizons, and have already surpassed
our expectations. We are blessed with two more children since Harvey"s

parraige to Elaine Rubinovitch in 196?, and Maryanne's marraige to
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Ellia Horowloy in 1LUAR, Soowe now Dave threo gons ana wo daughearsg,
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socdehiidreon are extra dividends to poarents. 1 recall the arvriva

of each one with Joy. Harvey was talking Oral Exams for his Phd when

"
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Elaine went to the hospiial for che Dirch of Jeroy, They =11 recurnsd «

our house far a while, and what fun we had with the baby. Jerrv Ls now

seventean, petting resdy to apply to collepe.

Miehael was born in Schenectady. and the
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four prandparents gothered vo celebrate then, and Jovfully chis pase

July to celebrate Michas1"s Bar Mozvah. Mike is 2 great chess plaver,

AT Z AWM. one pieght just ten vegrs apo, [ was swakened by & phone

1. "Where arve youl” T asked. "I am

call from Marvanne, whn wos

in the delivery room of vhe Trhaes Hosoital. I Just deliveved a baby o)
The next morning Jimmy sod T odrove o Ithaca to greet our grandaughter
Ruth. The daughter of o dauphter is a special person, and a very fine
student .

Three years later, another phone call from a Los Angeles Hospital,
announced the blrth of their son Edward. [wo vears agn, when Elitsg
had s sabbatical, thev came tq Cambridge for one term , and we had
the immessursble pleassure of being near them, before they went on ro
Israel, and then returned to live in Feverly Hills. Ed shows greac
intereat and ability in a variety of sports.

Now though our contact comes through Iectters and phone czlls in
between vigits, we have preat "nachus” from our nine children. Though
there are 5500 wiles In distance from Hall in London, to Schenectady
and o Beverly iHils, each one is close to our hearts and they are all
che loves of our lives. As our 45th Anniversary soproasches, we rake
pleasure glso in the marny splendored blessings ofi our exrended family,

In Newton are Jim and Dorathv, wirh David and Beri snd their children
Sugan, Amv oand Svove i edham and Cape Cods  In Lexington are Annahel s
aid Avthur Crenbere and thelr ohildre Eller, Joan and Robert, In Wintiy
we gre fortunate o have Ellior and Paula, and in Lowell Lavry arnd his
daughter Kavern, L
From the “Fpsroin Pawmily Tree! one can observe the extended family
% 1y 2

! e g
tneludes relavives

: couzing by the dozens in the East, West, North
and South.  Add ro shis proup the Hubinovitceh Family and th Horowdte
Famldy, and our {riends who are Like relatlves, I feel T am the proud
participant In a vey large "Mlshpocha®. :




REMEMBERTNG THRE PAST ‘7@;\) Coatoef E0EG, (C
The Charles River flowa quiecly in Cambridpe as 1 drive along,
rhinking back over forty vears when T was a bride and we 1ived at Shaler Lar
¢ is still a charming ivy covered narrow srreet of two story houses for
couplég from all over the world, who are teaching or doing sraduate work
at Harvard.

Here we lived in walking distance of all the academic, cultural and
social activities of Harvard Square. The Charles was unpolluted then,
there was no Memorial Drive with traffic there,- and there was a Bath House
for swimming in summer in the Charles River., In winter when the River
froze over, we skated on the ice, and on starry nights we observed the
planets wirh the telescope rhat Jimmy had builre.

Our one bedroom apartment was lovingly furnished with wedding presents
We decorated our small ice chest with design of hearts and flowers, and
my mother sewed curtains and accessories with love and skill. Tt was
our paradise, onlvy six miles from Dorchester where I grew up, but this
was such a different environment.

While Jimmv did research and teaching in Photochemistry at Harvard,

1 continued reaching in Sundav School, because married women were not
allowed to teach in public schools. I also became Program Chairman of
the Haryard Dames and had the privilege of inviting great people like
Eléanor Roosevelt, Robert Frost, Admiral Bvrd, etc. as speakers. These
were vears of rieh experience, sharine our jov with both of our families
and our. manv friends.

Tn this happy environment in 1940, our first child Harvey was born.
The hospital, the Wyman House was just across the road at the river. He

was a delight and made complete our happiness in Cambridge.

‘ From this academic urban cosmopiolitan northern setting, thew;cene
£, b o
cahnged quddenlv to the deep South, Wilson Dam, Alabama, when Jimmy

accepted a research position with T.V.A., and we reluctantly léfg
Cambridge. For the first time in my life I lived in the country among

corron fields and farms, with miles of flat red dirr all around. Looking



of cotton fields, two houses on the other side, and a large farm with
cows grazing across the road. In Lhe distance you ould hear the whistle
of the Chatanooga Choo Choo in the still of the nioht o My parents
grieved about my departure as if 1 were going Lo another plancet, fov

Pl owas a long thirty four hour trip by btraln to rea ah Sheffield Ala.

Rural Southern life among the cotton fields replaced the clty
civilization I had known. The real "tobacco road", where the Negroes
(Blacks) lived was more sordid than either wmovies oY hooks protrayed.
separate drinking fountains, separate schools, the back of the bus
were realities in those times. Being a Yankee, I could feel the Civil
War was still affecting daily life.

For Thanksgiving Day we gathered in our home with several couples
who worked at T.V.A. and had a wonderful cooperétiVQ dinner, with these
people who were also far from their families. This group became our
close friends and we enjoyved picnics, Temple and many happy events.

To provide playmates for our son, we gathered women [rom several
miles arcund, and the Highland Park Mothers Club was formed. The mothers
met and brought their children, who were taken care of by the Southern
Mammy of one of the members. This group grew to sponsor a Brownie
Scout Troop, Boy Scout Troop, and we built a playground for the
community. T.V.A. was trying to help the farmers with electricity,
and provided us with night lights for our playground. We even worked
to start a public library, but could not arouse encugh interest in it.
We had always taken for granted there were playground and libraries
in the North.

Personally I enjoyed visiting country schools with my young son
to give puppet shows for the children. "Peter Rabbit" was well rec-
eived bul at a school for Negro children, the teacher insisted on
staying outside with Harvey for he was white. T had to explain that he
was part . of the show. When 1 met my neighbor in the country store,
she said "1 didn't know that you had nigger blood in you,"

Farm life was a new experience as we gaw the birth of a calf, cows
being milked, animals canned and slaughtered, in the farm across the

way .
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In our own field, Jimmy grew tomastoes and corn in abundance . Water
melons grew where you gropped seeds, and wild blue morning glories
covered the front lawn and climbed uvp the porch.

These were the years 1941-1945 of Pearl Harbor and World War Z.
There was pasoline rationing, food and clothes rationing and nightly
hlackouts and alr raid practise. with all this we were soO far removed
in the country, that what we heard about the war on rhe radio and in
the; newspapers seemed unreal.

Tt was in the spring of 1945 just before V.E.Day, when T was
expecting # our second child, that we réurned ro stay with my folks
in Dorchester, until we were gettled in Brookline with a baby girl
Maryanne.

As T reminisce about the past Ye€ars. 1 can now begin to
appreciate ﬁow much we gained in kxnowledge and understanding from
che 1life experiences of living four vears by the Charles River

followed by four vears close to the Wilson Dam.



n BED LETTER DAY o~ IG A6
JUT in February, the year was 1940, when 1
The event came abBUT in February, the Year was L€ ;
i ) oy e = - GO Y ey Y e . \ :"7.? o5
was Program Chalrman for the Harvard Dames, an association of wives

) wn Y O S COr aTes ko a T ™ meetir AT
at Harverd. My position was to arrange for speakers for our mee g

I wrote to Mrs. Eleanor Roosevel Ty then the First Lady, hopi f’i{i@ Ut never

expecting that she would accept my invitation. How thrilled we were
[ 2y X

when she accepted, and T have treasured the correspondence which exciteg
me to this dav., Her youngest son John, student at Harvarqﬁcame to the

train station to meet her.Mrs James Conant planned a luncheon for her amg
the the committee.

When we arrived at the Conant House, the place was crowded £d with
niewsmen and photographers. They hurled questions about President
Raosevelt}plans for a‘?&fr term, and inquiries about life in the White
House. WMrg, Roosevelt was much taller than I expected. I was gsked to
stand on a gtool when the pictures were taken. She was not beautirful
in features, but had charm that came from inside her, ang when she gpoke,
though her voice Wag raspy, you felt she was Speaking only to you alone,

bersonally. 71 recolleot her being g very old lady, and now realize she we

just fifty-sim, but I was only twenty five.
I had the Pleasure of int%duoing her when ghe 8poke on "Women in the World

of Tomorrow," ip which she predicted that women woulg have more accessg

to educationﬁnd would begin to play a more important role in society .

She hag worked for women in uniong, hag resigned from the Daughters of the
American Revolution, when they were unfaig tio  Marion Anderson becguse Yyt
she was black, Mrs, Roosevelt helped Sponsor many of the gocial programs
established in the Roosevelt era. She was asked questions about her own fan
why her children had divorces ang other problems, Shea repiled that their
children were brought up  to be independent, to learn from their nistakes,
rerhaps because Franklih had been 80 dominated angd directed by hie mother .,

Now 1 am quoting from notes T took while ghe Spoke in 1940, long before

the Civi] Rights Bill or the Women"g Liberation Movement .



She spoke of avoiding prejudice by dealing with people not nations.

\1Democracy is slow,» not like a dictatorship, because you need ro get
large numbers of people to learn quickly enough to act. Time is important.
We need equal opportunity and educatrion for girls as well as boys no
matter what their race of c¢creed in the U.5.A7."

"We are living in a period of transirion. We don®t know how the
world or civilization will be changed by the war, what relationship
this country will have to the rest of the world, but it is growing to
be a smaller world- as science draws us closer together."

"What can women do? We can acquire knowledge of gituations, give

time and energy to help educate your own families to understand and

cooperate in solving'probléms. The world of man and woman will not

succedd by war,~but by people cooperating.,"

In this statement she was predicting the formation of the Uniteg
Nations Organization, in which she later became the U.S. Delegate.
Could Eleanor Roosevelt have known that in the 1990's a woman v Madeline

Albright would become Secretary of State?
The audience that cold afternoon in February 1940, was thrilled
to hear Mrg, E@osevlet, and 1t was one of the most memorable days Qﬁ my

hay
life. We were inspired to do our part to carry on the ideals ang spirit.

Waiking home through Harvard Square, I bought newspapers that already
had pictures on the front prage.l have put them in a scrap book, in which T

have collected clippings and articles about the rest of the Years of her
life. I continue to read all the books and blographies about her and

her family. Eleanor Roosevelt is my hero."



PASSCOVER A FAMILY TRADITION

Paggover was a very special time when I was a child. My mother and her
worher carried ocut monthé long preparations. Special dishes were brought
up from the cellar, pots and all utensils were made kosher for Passover,
cabinets were scrubbed, so all signs of bread could be removed, Cherry
wine was prepared with great atrention to detail by my father. Far
chickens were chosen so the fat could be stored and rendered with onions i
to "gribins“.My Uncle Sam arrived with a whole case of eges to use for
all the holiday foods. No one seemed to be concerned or at all troubled
by the dangers of cholesterol. Sugar was purchased in a solid large
black coated shell instead of powered sugar used throughout the vyear,

We used no milk or dairy products during the whole week, so that&s why
chicken fat was used exclusively for cooking. The Bassover order of
matzo, matzo meal, etc, included prunes, apricots for compote,« and

what fun it was to secretly sample some of the goodiesg.

New clothing was also part of the celebration, and I can still
recall the stiff, tight feeling of those beautiful ghiny patent leather
Mary Jane shoes. Seder nights were very special. Every chair, stool,
and bench were placed around the extended table for aunts, cousins and
family assembled for this event. The table was overflowing with the
ceremonial foods and wine.

My father was king that evening, sitting on pillows for a throne, as
he sang out the pravers and the service. The Four Questions were agked
by the voungest son,- girls not included , Tt ig interesting that I
never questioned why, but perhaps it was because girls did not have to
go to Heder as boys did, in order to have a Bar Mitzvah. When the door
was opened for Eli jah, I could actually feel the presence of the old

bearded patriach. The two Seder evenings overflowed with food, song
and ceremony of an extended family in my father®s house.




When my children were growing up we continued the obsevance of
Passover with its tradition, spiriv and food modified to confors o
Reformed Judabsm. Many vears we gathered with our chlldren, relatives
and the Rubinovicteh family, parents of Elalne, our daughter=-in«law.

Now our children have their own homes distant from us, and they carry
o the tradition with their families and friends.

s T prepare tzimmis to share with friends this Seder evening,

T listen to hear my father®s voice, taste my mother®s gefilte fish, smell/,
the strong odor of horse-radish grated by hand for bitter herbs, and

feel the glow of happy memories of days gone by,
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THEN AND NOW

May 9, 1982

Pear Jerry and Mike,
Shs ¢

Recently in an Antique SE®» window, I wsz surprised to see an
old ice chest that looked just like rthe one I remember in my mother®s
house, when I was growing up. Before refriperators stored food and
made ice cubes, the ice chest was a necessity. You had to buy ice
from the ice man who bad a big load of square bricks of ice on his
wagon, which was pulled by a horse. You 1ndicate8 how much ice you
wanted by placing a card in your window that showed the amount. The
iceman carried the big chunk of ice on his back up the stairs to your
flat. The problem was that the ice melted and dgipped down into the
pan under the ice chest. You had to remember to empty the pan each
day, or vou might have a flood. Food did not keep fresh very well,
so you had to shép almost every day, and you could not enjoy ice cream

or ice cubes, or any froozen foods as we do today.

That reminds me of how shbpping was before therl were super
markets with large parking lots for cars, and computerized check out
booths, There were no shbpping carts for self service. You had to
go to several stores,- one for fruit, another for meat, another for
bakerv, and still another for groceries. You told the salesman what
vou wanted and he ran around the store selecting the items, and reachime
with a pole for items on the whigh shelves. Foods were in large barrelS
instead of packages, and he had to weigh the amounts of cheese or buttey
that you wanted.

The first selfegservice market I recall was called The Big Bear

Market in Cambridge, in 1941, when your father was a baby. It was

gtrapee, exciting exp
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to choose vourself what you weuld like to bwy, and then go to the
check ocut oounter.

Can vou imagine trhe days withoutr electricity, therefore no
electric plugs, and so no toasters, electric clocks, radbho, television,
vacuum cleahers, etc. etc.7 An iron was heated on a coal stove, the
sewing machine worked by pressiq;your foor up and down on the foot
pedal. T vividly recall turning up the switch in our first apartment
that had elsctrie lights. The light bulb was so dazzling and bright,
compared to the gaslight ZLEFit replaced,

Other memories of the past remind me that fire engines

were driven by horses racing to the fire, instead of gasoline engines.
The milkman delivered milk, cheese and eggs each morning with his
horse and wagon in Brookline even when your dad was in kindergarten.

Your grand uncle Eddie Ellis was interested in wireless radio when
it 311 began. He made a simple wireless Morse code sending set in the &
early davs, which later developed into an Amateur Wireless Station
ICST, and he gsent and received messages from the far corners of the
world., Thés led him to his career of Radio Operator on ships.

What evcitement there was the night Grandpa went with Eddie to
bring home our first T.V., which arrived in time for your father to
see the Milron Berle Comedy Hour. Harvey wag about nine then.

What progress has been made since then, with color T.V., recorders,
tapes, men reaching the moon, satellites going to the planets, and now
a whole new era of computers, pobuts, and games like Itari, for you
to enjoy in your home.

My bvgone days were more easily understood by me, than this

age of computers is to me now, but I have great confidence that you

9 {0 b eevs .
rogers will understand, enjoy and even improve the world

of tomorrow. f%s e L e
o )
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THEN AND NOW

Dear BEd and Tra, s i%mﬁt{g
When I go to take a awim here,
T recall how different going

the pool ig just a few

asteps from the back of the house.

swimming was in Boston, when I was a child.

Tt was a major excursion, starting out on a hot Sunday. packing the
lunch, bathing sults and supplies, rtaking a street and a bus for an
hour*s journey to catch the cool breeze at City Pont Beach. Taere
you stood in a long waiting line at the bath house to change into your
suit, and then on to the crowded beach to find an empty spot on the
crowded sand, andd at last into the people filled ocean to swim
between waves splashing amid the crowds of humanity. I recall enjoying
rhe linch when suddenly clouds, lightening and a downpour of rain

made everyone run for shelter in the long line to the bath house to
get dressed, and on to the packed street car to arrive home all sandy,
still weE)in time to see the sunshine reappear. It was the climax of
and exciting happy childhood family excursion to the beach.

I shall never forget one time when I was a full grown teenager,

my father (who always felt I was his “baby"), couldn't see me in

the packed street car when 'we got to our car stop. He shouted out,
"where's my baby?" The startled crowd of passengers on the car
geparated like the waters of the Red Sea,- and I embarrassed beyond word s
emerged dgwn the passage way, a humiliated, very cversized baby.

So tired, sunburned, sandy we returned from one of the ‘good old
davs" at the seashore.

Many vears later, when your parentsg were &our apge, we were

very fortunate to have a cottape for summers at Nantasket Beach waich

we enjoved with our family. FEach day we would walk to the beach with
- <1
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Harvey, Marvanne ang Hzl. in the wapon that transporcred him as well

as the lunch, pails, shovels, balls, books etc. Near the ocean we

had pleasant# afternoons of sun, sand and swimming. For twelve summers
from 1951« 1963 we were fortunate to enjoy summers of family vacation
at Nantasket Beach. I specdally appreciated being at rhe seashore

for the summer, because of my own childhood experiences.

Now a generation later, you have the pleasure of Just walking out
of your back door to dive into the buovant clear waters of your pool,
surrounded by orange trees and flowers. It is interesting to obsgerve
how things have changed from the davs of av childhood to the present,
Perhaps by looking back and recalling how things used ro be, we all
can more fully appreciatg and enjoy things as thev are now. '

As ever,

Nans
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THANKSGIVING DAY 1979« ASPECIAL REUNION

Thanksgiving Bay has been a day for family gathering equalled
onhly by Weddings, Bar Mitzvahs or Seders. In the past several vyears
s ince our children have moved away to pursue college and careers, we
have not often been together at Thanksgiving. Lucky we were to have
even one or two of them home, so often we gather with friends or
rélatives who aleo have offspring in other places. That is why Thanks-
giving Day 1979 was so special. For the first time ever our nine
offspring,~(three children, two spouses,and four grandchildren) all
were here. Harvey and Elaine with ééir sons had just returned from a
vear as a Boolidge Fellow at Stanford Universitry, California. Our
daughter wi$/ Maryanne, from Los Angeles, was teaching one term at
Harvard Divinity School, while Ellis was on sabbatical at M.I.T., before
leaving for the next semester for Israel with Ruth and Ed their two
young children. Hal, our vounger son arrived from Princeton, where
he was writing his PhD thesis in Economics.

Jimmy had recovered from two heart attacks in the past few years,
and T from an acute attack of rheumatoid arthritis. We were very thankful,
and felt we had much to celebrate with our children, "mishpoke"(family,
in-laws and friends, Sixty guests had dinner with us at the Holiday Inn,
It was a day to remember.

Our four grandchildren®s smiling faces gave us confidence in the
future of our family, as we delighted in the present. Maryanne expressed
our feelings in her original prayer of Thanksgiving, comparing modern
times to the days of the First Thanksgiving.

Afrer dining on a delicious traditional turkey dinner with all the

fixings,~Jimmy and I sang a duet of the following words that we wrote to
the tune of "Oh What a Beautiful Morning" and Thanks for the Memoriews®
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Oh what a Happy Thanksgiving
Oh what a glorious day,
G With friends and family gathered
From New York State and L.A.

Oh what a Happy Thankdgiving
Oh what a glorious day
We are so foyful and grateful
For blessings that have come our way.
and
Thanks for the memories
Of lovely lirtle heads
Nestled in your bed...
Your toys and trains, books and games,
The merry chase vou led
How lovely it was!

Thanks for the memories
Of sunshine at the shore
Of measles, bumps, and more
You all have been a challenge
But you never were a bore
So thank you so much.

Thanks for the memories
And now that you have grown,
With families of your own
We share so much of happiness
As near or far you roam®®?*
How lovely ir ig.

Thanks for the memories,
Of forty~two short years
With laughter and few tears..
To greet vou at this homecoming,
We sing our rousing cheers,
We THANK YOU SO MUCH!

My brother Elliot entertained even more professionally singing

with Adeline at the piano, "Enjoy Yourself, It's Later Than You Think"
"When You'"re Smiling" and "If You Knew Paula”, To conclude Ellis took
us on a trip to China as he narrated the slides of his recent trip.

As we said "Goodbye" to our guests, we felt our "cups running over
with joy ahd love., Now as I write this in May 1981, our children are
scattered far with Maryanne and family back west in L.A., Hal has flown
east to London, while Harvey #and family are in Schenectady., By phone
and letters wekeep the ties strong between visits, as I fondly reminisce ab
about our Special Thanksgining Day in 1979,
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My Second Commencenent Dav

Tt was a lovely day in June 1969, and 1 was very happy to be wearing
a cap and pown for the Wheelock Collepe Commencement Lay exercises.

What was 1, a fifry-four vear old woman doing in the procession with

over two hundred women in their early twentries?

Twenty-four years earlier, in 1935, I had graduated from Bostan

Teachers' €ollepe, and became a Kindergarten teacher in the crowded

slum area of the South End of Boston, and then to Long Island. When

I married two vears after graduation, 1 had to give up teaching, for

married women teachers were not allowed in Boston. This was part of

the "Feminine Mystique" that woman's place was in the home, and before

the movenment for equality and liberation of women.

I became a happy home maker witrh my husband, had a busy involved

life with three children and an extended famiily of my parents and

brother in our home. T was a care giver to them in their illnesses,

My spare time was taken up by PTA, teaching Sunday School, and ever

continuing my interestr in teaching and educarion.
When my children had grown up and my mother had passed away, I

returned to teach in Boston, in the very gijtrict I had been in, twenty
The- \auw how cc,j!awtmL ey v Wt el W LS £ S .
years earlier.p\Conditions had deteriocated,. It was a much more dilap=

itaded buillding and neighborhood, the children were mostly black and

Porto Rican. Many children spoke only Spanish., There were more emorion-

al problems, probably from broken homes, poverty, alccholism, drugs,

prostitution in the néighborhood. This was the era of trying to implement
the Civil Rights Act, to speed integrationand help the culturally deprived

child. The gﬁ%ﬁ%fter Martin Luther King was killed, a bright eyed youngs ter
said to me , "Our preacher said, "All whites is bad. Mrs. Cline, are you

all white®" I thought before I answered, "I have some brown spots, my
freckles.” How could you explain complex things to a loving child?
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To find answers, to updave ny eduration and to learn to Cppe and movivate
rhe children, 1 bepan taking graduate COuUrses. T found it difficuls to
get back to dcademic srudies, especially written exams, mh%gt} firse
opened the blue exXam book, T could hardly remégpr my name. Child Psychology,
Modern Music, Abnormal Psychologv, Cultural Anthropolopy, were challenging,
but ¥ was most interested and motivated by Creative Experience with
Children, and this was the tapic T chose for my Masters Thesis. Here I found
wavs to reach children to learn rhrough exploring, art, music, science

. 1/\%&&& ced o ldpsin

by their own creative discoveryv. Mv own family~ "2 had shown great origin.
ality and creative power, and 1 had learned mugh from living with them,

Tt took several vears of courses, two a semester, before I qualified fro
my Master's Degree in Fducation. I had attended many commencements of
my husband, my sons, my daughter, and here 1 had arrived at this special

ay in June 1969. My family shared my pride in achievement.

This event was signifigant to me, for my own self esteem that 1 coud.s
do it, as well as it opened the door for me to teach at Mass Bay Community
College and give State Courses in the education of young children,
“egpeciallv through creative experiences.

The mobto carved on the Teachers College many years ago, has

continued to be my motto for todav, "Pducatrion for Service”.
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wWoRETTGTON

According vo Wehster®s dictionary, "Religion is the expression
of man's belief in and reverance for a superhuman power.” With this
definition T telieve T am a religious persorn. My religion has been
influenced by the Ortghodox Judaism of my grandparents, the Orthodaex-
Conservative practrises of my parents, and has developed into Reformed

My hwtbond s

Judaism during the vears since my marriage. Jimmy's parents were among
rhe leaders of the Reformed Jewish community in Glens Falls, New York.
. . E}Qfarwqd
oon after our marriage I was asked to teach Sundav School at ‘Temple
Sinai, and we have continued our membership there. Harvey and Hal
had Rar Mitrzvahs at Temple Sinai, while Maryanne went on to Kehilith
Tsrael for mere conservative religious education.

T appreciate and value the spiritual quality of Judaism, and
have been euided by the moral code expressed in the Ten Cormandments,
subject to modern interpretation. I feel that the Bbble and Talmud
are beautiful, inspiring literature. Since thousands of years have
passed since thev were written, it is essential to revige and re-
interpret their contents to meet the changing times and developments
o¥il civi}izacinn. Por thqss reasons J have grown to accept the develop-
ine, chaneinp concerts of Qef?rm éudaism, which gives eramhfqual gé@fg
with wew Su Fhe participa tionIZVSE Zervice of the Tempdfe and religion,
Erm~tinnally T still enjoy rhe more traditional service which
T recall from rv childhood,

welve ve

T firm¥vkadlieve in religious tolerance for all people of all

religiong or these who have no religion. Though I do try hard to

overcome mv own prejudices, I have to admit that my own ethnic backgrou

makes me look at things from a Jewlish point of view.
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wirh rhouehts of religion, comes trhe subject of immortality.
vy grandmother expreséed her sincere belief in an afrer-1ife, with
rhe “penadim® (heaven) and the tpenim” (hell) for 1ife everlasting.
Life here on earth was Jjust the vestibule to the main structure of
exisvence, the world of the hereafter. My grandmother followed to
the 1etter)of rhe Talmud, the rules of Orthodox Judaism, Tor she
pelieved that we are born and live on earth to do good deeds (mitzvabs
ro earn our admission €O heaven. Her life and good deeds continue
tro he an inspiration to all ber loved ones.

T helieve in a spiritual God, whose creative expression and

power we find all around us in the miracles of nature and purture,

T agree with Rabbi Yushner's idea in his book Why Bad Things Happen

to Good People, that God is not directly responsible and in controi

of ail the good and evil of humankind in the universe.

T helieve that vour immorcalicy comes from the quality of your
1ife, in the seeds you have planted, what you have accomplished,
whar jov, love or inspiration you have produced for society and for
descendants in future peneratlions.

T am proud to be a Jewish wife and mother. Ifeel srateful fnr
wvyethnic tae¥%eround QWLJ;ik&ikggé'that inspires devote” caring; IR
relationships, and values learnine and moralitv. My relision
includes the helief that growing understanding and Falerance

arong people will brine hope of peace.
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WHERE IS5 SHE GOING?

She's a volunteer worker taking positions of work angd responsibility
not for pay but for service to Temple and community.

She's a mother going back to school to finish or continue her education,

She's a single or married woman iavolved in her career,

She' a single parent working and rai: 1ng hcr family.

She's an older woman who carries a
turn to non-family people for servxcea oA

oot e
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The Jewish woman, who is she?
¥or centuries past, it was his
living with constant change, it ig8 457 #i -
role of the Jewish woman. Her story aay i

slstory s saly
Trat vas recorced,
(AR b evaluate tresd
us some 1as:Frt

cowing out.
 Wa are
“a the changing

Traditional Judaism has always sgard to

A5 L0l
positions of influence within the ia - 1 centuries
girls were barred from the study of e . Theirs was a 5 . education
dealing with household duties and combercisl veas pes buted to
LS

the preservation of Torah by reli Fving Ler of mundane

affairs,

‘g family because
{ Finve it was rare
L& own, his wife was necde:s
an 1n the family work
zrd all matter of odds

The Jewis woman also shared the
the economic opportunities for Jews wa:
for the Jewish male to earn encugn for
Thus it was common and an accepted prac
outside the home. Handmade clothing, dai
and ends were made by the family and o),

rated from the Pale to
©1 them the role of mother

As large numbers of Kastern rurcpesar J“WF
America in the 1880's and after, women b- .
and small businesswoman. But in the new Jwalica, men, not women were
expected to provide for their families. srek cnolars became shopkeepers and
factory workers. Women were still enpicyse, nut often they worked for no ray,
minding the store, keeping the books. Her Work was usually not considered
eaployment., As Jewish men succeeded - wrinan'a econowlc contribution
wWas no longer needed. Raising chilir ing the house became of prime
importance, but was not their only 3 “rr Jewish women have also been
committed to the welfare of the coms ¢ Wocles Ours is a tradition of
tzedakah, Justice. Social welfare o : o were transblanted here, but
in America's soil of freedom, they were abls i prosper and flourish.

As early as the Civil War, Jewish “ounded orphanages for unfortunate
children, and have been 2on viinuousiy i in charity as is in keeping
with their tradition. 4t fhe turn of i»= century, while poor Jewish working
seamstresses marched in nisket lines *o get better wages and conditicns in
the sweat shops, there 2130 more 2i7iuent club women meebting to exchange
recipes, hear concerbs and lsctures, buit also to raise money for coal, clothing
scholarships and provide or the less for‘unate., 'Their motto was, "Thcre but for
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This tradition for philanthropy has multiplied with the years, and
tpday there are over a hundred Jewish orgenizations operating nationéid;
with thousands of hours of voluntesr work done annualjy by dedicaled Qom@ﬁa
Rt G SO NGRSy e S

‘ ps L bl j onal Federation of Temple Sisterhoods, founded in
1915, The purpose is to further Pemple activities, religicus education
aﬂq take part in the Jewish Braille Institute, sponsor interfaith rrograms
and support the communitly through the Temple. The common denomiua{or 5f
falth, learning and service urites thousands of Jewish Amaerican womeﬁ,

. Volunteer%ng and organi%ation work are f{rowned upon by advocates of
NOW, who feel that wowen sho¥ld require a salary for any service rendered
But‘how could Hadassah, Bnai Brith, hospitals and schools possibly accbmpiiéh
t@elr great deeds without the caring services of volunteers] = Some womeﬁ o
find fulfillment in the world of careers and work, for others home, famil

and charitable activities combine to enrich their lives. e

SixtyLStt:§ now cogsidey e@ucatign, a very high priority in Jewish families.
" percent of Jewish youth attend college comwpared to 26% of all
other groups, Although public school is available to boys and girls equally
Qew1sh families gp until recently, considered it more importantjfor their e
son s to.attend college than daughters, for boys prepare to make a living
while girls need to become homemakers, wives and mothers. Presently chaﬁges
are coming about, giving opportunity towards equal admission to college,
graduate school and careers, and we find a great increase in the nunbers

0of Jewish women entering law, medicine, engineering and the other professions
and occcupations. It is interesting to observe why Jewlsh people are so
often leaders in new fields of endeavor. In Eastern Furope edicis banned
Jews from owning land, from entering many occupations, or even surviving, -
g0 they had to become innovators. Here in imerica the dream of sSuccess

made the struggle worthwhile. Now the women have the door of opportunity
opening for them, we find Jewish women in the forefront of the Women's Lib-
eration Movement,-just to mention a few examples like Bette Friedan, Gloria
Stienam and Bella Abzdug.

Tt was after World War Two when many women had been employed in factories,
to replace the soldiers, that there was a great revival of family togetherness]
mother in a home with children in the suburbs, gave great pride to the provider
of the good life, the husband. Family organizations flourished with the
prospect of peace and prosperity.

S \

You may yourself be one who went to college, but felt that hos and family
were of utmost importance, unless economic necessity demanded your working.
1£ you had a career it was partime to it around the needs of your family.

Now with women's liberation, with the cost of raising children and
the high cost of sending them to college, with marréige later, or with cholce
of alternative life styles, and the rise in the number of single parents,
women are employed in greater and greater nurbers. At present over 40% of
women are working. At dinner parties you are no longer asked, "What does
your husband do?", bu rather tWhat do you do%"  The 1960ts bhroughl women
face to face with the questions,"Who am I?" "Has my potential been reacheg?"
Such counsciousness raising has inspired the Equal Rights Amendment and
Affirmative Action, but has also brought much frustration for women of all ages.
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Women ar plagued with should they choose or should they not choose between
a family and a career. Al this point in time, many women seem {o think that
it must be one or the other, and others are involved and pressured by the
logistics of trying to put the two tegether. Until respect and status for
each woman's choice of role is accomplished, true liberation will not be
a reality.

Great strides have been made in the economic and political spheres. On the
local and natiosnal wscene women have risen to the top in many social welfare
organizations. Thus 1t would seem at a quick glance that women have made
ginilar strides in the religic.s world. But looks are deceiving. In the
Reform movement, women are rabbis, cantors, presidents of congregations,
and members of boards of trustees, But the traditionally oriented woman may
be uncomfortable with the Reform community. She wants movement on religious
equality within her own milieu.

The traditicnaliy oriented woman has hurdles that ar. = ozt insurmountable,
How do « & chanpe the facts thal in"halachically' {(traditional law)-w---
1) Women are not viewed as independent leagal entities.
2) Women cannot serve as witnesses.
3) Women cannot inherit equally with male heirs.
4) Women can only play a passive role in a traditional marriage ceremony.
5) Women cannot initiate divorce proceedings.

Even 1f the '"helachic" barriers co 1d be overcome,and who knows when this
may come about, the most fundamental barrier is psychological. The young
Orthodox girl has few role models to follow. Most positions of status and
auvthority are held by and given to men. Many women hesitate to engage in
ritual behavior that has been sanctified by time and custom, There are no
barriers to the laying of tefillin., Girls can and do study much of the same
curriculum a$ boys up until rabbinical school. Even though she may have the
pame knowledpe and training, once sheenlers the synagogue and looks around,
she can easily get the feeling that her place in the community as well as in
God's eyes, is less important. Her concerns shonld be home, family and moral
development., Shefjust is not needed in the positions.of leading the congregation
in any way.

However, there is some movement in Conservative synagogues. Wo-en
are laying tefilliin, saying Torah blessings, and reading other parts of the
service. BatMitzvah is becoming more widespread. Tt was only since World
War II that Reform communities began bat mitzvah ceremonies for their daughters.
Conscious raising groups such as the "Women's Minyan" and "Lilith" have been
organlzed. Parents of newborn daughters are fleeling the need for a special
ceremony to welcome their baby girls into the Covenant of Abraham. Reform
women have ilie freedom to choose as nuch or as little relipgic.s involvement
as they desire. Religious equality is theirs 1f they choose it. We should
teke heart in the faclt that other more traditinally oriented women are seeking
and finding their own religious ideniity in their communities.

We have attempted to murvey the changing role of Jewish women in
relation to history, economics, education and religion. Now we need to consider
the factors responsible for these trends.
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We hear criticism of the "Jewish Mother' with her protective devotion.
But does she not provide the nurturing warmth and stimulation that gives
the child the basic trust and strength which is regarded so important
for the development of the child's full potential?

8 Our Jewish heritage provides many opportunities for family 1ife. The
cgﬁﬁgﬁyexpressed symbolically in a Passover Seder (which we celebrate this
month) is much more than matzo, blessings and wine, It is a time for reflect-
ion and togetherness, though you may travel 3000 miles Y6 be there, you gather
as an extended family with no generation gap. The youngest child is heonored
by asking the Four Questions; the father is king and the mother a queen
surrounded by a loving dynasty. You recall ages past when you were a child,
as you observe the present advance from generaticn to generation.

A5 we lock to the future and ask"¥ewish woman, where is she going?",
we think of our daughiers and on to their daughters in the brave new age
of tomorrow. The world of opportunity is becoming wide open to women, and
there will be a smorgesboard of identifies.and choices,

For man or woman, Jew or non-Jew, liberation should proceed with the
awareness that committment offers meaning to life. We must accept the freedom
as well as the burden of being modern, without rejecting the values and the
accomplishments of the past.

Anita Lebson concluded her bogk Recall to Life , about Jewish women
in America, with the following paragraph: '

"Women have wrought wondrously. Their accomplishments are stunning.
They stand on the threshold of time where past and fubure meet. Each woman
is both heiress and apprentice. Within her hands are the strands of history.
‘She marches to the song of yesterday and hears the brave hymn of a new
tomorrow. "

Presuvnted as a sermon dialogue April 2, 1976

by
Reth Waldorf and Ethel Cline

at
Temple Sinal, Brookline, Mass,




37

THE PRESENT DECADE
1977~ 1987

Ten vears ago rhis month we sold our Beals Streetv home, which
we had enjoved with our extended family for rtwenty-six vears, and
moved into our present apartment. Jimmy and I no longer needed all
that space with our children living away from home. The care and
upkeep of the Barge house was difficulc for me since I had an acure
atrack of agrthritvris and cbuld hardly walk. How fortunate I am rhat
Dr. Hall and gold shots have helped me so much since that time.,

Jimmy has come through two majoy heart crises, and continues his
work with the Dept. of Transportation, and has mixed feelings about
the prospect of retiring. Seven years ago Michael's illness brought
him to Children®s Hospital, and he has done fine with regular check ups
since then. Elliot came through a serious chest operation last year,
Jjust after he célebrated his 75th birthday. Jim is doing fine afrer
he had a hip replaced, and celebrating his 80th birthday in July.
Dorothy, Leo and Sarah have had serious illnesses too, and I'm happy
to write that h@ﬁgg'are doing very well at this time.

Afrer enumerating all these illnesses and thinkink fondly of friends
and relatives who have died,+ perhaps it sounds incredible for me to say
thgtfhese have been very happy vears filled withmioving relationship
with Jimmy, our children, re3atives and friends that continue to enrich
my life, and for whom I care deeply.

My teachinglcareer gradually diminished as the courses in Early
Childhood Education I was teaching at Mass. Bay Community College were
taken over by full time instructors. I continue téaching as a volunteer

at Devotion School, helping foreign children learn to understand and

ak Eoglish. T also volunteered at Children's Hospital in gratitude
for their kindness and treatment of Jerry and Michael.
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Hsl's first trip to Europe was during the first sumner we
Tived here, while he was a student at Harvard. For graduate school
he went to Princeton with a fellowship and got his Phd in Economics
in 1980, when he %was an Assistant Professor at U. of Rochester.
Another trip to Europe when he gave a paper at a meeting in France,
interested him in applying to teach at London School of Economics,
where he has been the ﬁast year. Now he has decided to stay in
London to take a position with Data Resources, hopefully to be
transferred some day to the lexington, Mass. headquarters.

Just this week Marvanne and Ellis visited him in London en route to
a trip to Southern France. We were delighted when they phoned to
wish Jimmy a Happy Father's Day. Truly, this is the jet age!

In remembering the past ten years, I realize how fortunate and
successful our family is., Beyond our private lives, the world around
us has been in a whirlwind. Locally Proposition 2% has caused cut
backs in local services, nationally Reaganomics has us in a recession,
and internationally there are wars in the Falklands and in the Mid
East. The United Nations in which I had confidence, has been very
ineffective. Yet there is hope when 800, 000 people stage an Anti-Nucle;
March in New York City, and people are waking up to the nuclear threat.

What are my goals for the furure? If I can strive to maintain
health mentally and physically, continue care giving, loving, learning
and enjoying life, I hope to be prepared to cope with the future,

whatever good or bad that may bring.



The Present yvears 1982~ 1989 AUGUST 1989

I am sitting on the 10th floor balcony at 1731 Beacon Street, over
lodking the Boston sky line, from this lovely condo, where we have lived
for almost three year. Though we were content at Stetson street, when the
GConlong all died, we had to move on, and we are very fortunate to be at
this lovely buildlng as our honme.

Jimmy continues with hia work at the DOT, now the oldest person there.
T have been involved with HILR, on the Couneil, VicePresident, a coordinator
of the Bloomsbury Group with Myra, and having a great time.

T swim in the pool a few times a week, play Bridge with four couples,
know about 40 people in the bullding including Phyllis, Edith, Loulse etc.
Recently we celebrated our: 52nd Anniversary, went to china Sails and the
dancing st Moseley's. It was a happy evening. For our 50th, we had a week
end at the Marriott, and all the children came to celebrate and welocome
Juliet into the family.

Hal and Juliet married in April 1987, and 1 went (with my%%%ﬁélthumb(
to London to the wedding. Last August Jimmy and I went to meet Alexander
born in May and most adorable. They three came here for Thanksgiving 1988.
Hal works ag an economist and they live in Chiswick.

Harvey , Blaine and like visited London last week, after Harvey spoke
in Amsterdam on MRI, HMike is a New Poltz, and Jerry, a third year graduate
student in Physics, after he graduated MIT.

“We have been to LA a few timeg, for Ruth's Bat Hitzvah in 1985, a greaf
party and service, and this October ¥or Ed's Bar Fitzvah and evening dinner
dance. Tllis went to 8audi Arabia, among other places, Haryanne came to
Harvard for the Renaissznce Gonference, etc.etc. Ikayanne is a full professc
head of the Higtory Dept. with a beautiful office we visited. Thelr home
has expanded with a new second story, Jjacuzzl, steam showe, Haryanne's stud;
with a ladder, a curved glass kithen and improved pool. we spent two
glorious weeks ther in June celebrating ¥d's graduation of grade 8, birthda;
and Anniversary.

HTLR begins next week and I am looking forward to all the involvement
and friendship. Visiting Delle who had a hip replaced, Charlotee had a hip
operation, Hannah has recovered, Phyllis 1is making'progress, and go life gos¢

Ol
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Setting ready lor our Trip 10 L.i. i i

angd exciting buay yvear.
The big, special time was in Washington, when Harvey was honored
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Copgressional Bullding with Slaline and Jerry too.  And the Food news
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Ahit of hie work

o e at the Marriott

The

of Hichael praduating from New Poltz College.
Haryanne writing her book, Ellis going to Hong Kong. Charlotte

born in October. Hal has a new position- and my broken right arm has

- 4

Nealed. 1 wore a cape to get to HILR to give a talk in the Blography

] .
wlaso,.

Lots happened this year,- and Jimmy deciding not to retire-
Hadi 3

and HILR prevaring to move to 51 Brattle Street. I am on the Council.
And s0 happily we are off to L.A.
New Year's fve , 1991

This year was so great untll September 24 when Jinmy went to work

called that he ddid not feel well, went by ambulance to the hogpital,

and he died before I zot there. He did not suffer, for which I am

th%nkfui, but I had regrets about not having him retire and take

things easy. But this is what he wanted to keep working, so what
. , e s .1 . .

could I have done that I did not do. The full moon was shining that

evening and with every full moon, I feel that Jimmy is still with me

and helps me to go on without him.
) . N e e
And the sadness of Ruthis lwaving Barnard to L don't know where,
o . - i 1 J“] & "
Wow did this beautiflu child turn around. My mind boggles

Ty : 3 T : -ﬂ Lif T never the game.
Jimmy darling I love you forever. Llfe goes On DUT Neve g
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weoekond with the
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“llis, Jra, Harvey,

all came a0 happy and proud of
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the weekend. Jimmy would be

hig family. Je gat on the besutiful patio, overiookins The River

v'.l'j o .3 !

with my beautiful, loving, successful children anc Frandoenildren.

speeches and gifts of ove and knidneas, Avidee-or Jorryv and

Lidsa's wodding , a tape of Haryanne interviewing ik

bDout his 1Life
and feelings, a video of movies from 1lis'Rar fiitevahn

to ftecent

- o

times, a beauwtiful school Dag for me for HILR . From

Zlalne a magnificent bronze "Tree of L1 fe" senorah. !

sent beautiful glfts and rreetings.

is truly great, and I feel very young at heart

ryvanne's Friday for Passover.




- LIFE WRITING CLASS AT THE
STORFFRONT*

TWO HOURS EVERY THURSDAY 7
by Bea Oberhand ”
We are a group of seniors who meet every
Thursday for two memorable hours. Each week we
bring stories we have written about our past and
- present life experiences. Many of us have unan-
- swered questions about our parents, grandparents
and those that came before them, but we sought an-
 swers when it was too late, Through our writing we
hope our children and grandchildren will leam more
about us and not have to say, "I wish I'd asked my
parents or grandparents about....."

In this dlass, we read our own stories and lis-
ten to others. We laugh, sometimes feel like crying
and, at times, are astounded by the hardships some
participants have endured. We wind up admiring

~each story. With littie or no writing experience be-
fore joining this dass, all of our writing has im-
proved.

Through our recent affiliation with OASIS
and before that, Bea Mitz, our leader, has kept this
writing class going for over six years. When new’
people join us, they soon feel as much a part of our
group as those who've been coming for years,

Thursdays from 10am to 12 noon has be-
come our magnet. We are drawn to this dass and
can not bear to stay away,

P‘{ \\/\\(,A \( W ]\
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SELF PORTRAIT
by Ethel Cline

Looking into the mirror, | see an older
woman with blue eyes and white hair. My lips
look ready to smile. Many wrinkles line my
face and forehead. 1 like to think that wrinkles
are old smiles that reflect life's experiences :
and reiationships.

The years have passed with living con-
nections to my parents, brothers and sisters,
on to my husband, children, grandchildren,
and, of course, friends. ‘

And who am 1? A rather mild person
who hates violence and treasures people, (es-

;pecially children), more than material things.

Music, art, books, movies and television are
my favorites, '

I guess | could be called an idealist, a
pacifist, a person who still hopes that some
day guns and nuclear bombs will disappear

forever.
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December 15, 1997

&
Dear Delle and Friends in Brooklgne, G, A [Q‘
> > .

T am writing you from South Kensington, London, looking out
the window of this beausiful flat of the British Imperial College.
}ﬂwvéé&I get here? You remember last year I moved from Bogton to
Beverly Hills, California . to live with my daughter.s family , and hav

been adjusting well to tie beawtiful weather and loving famoly.
What a surprise it was to me, when my daughter and son-law had

a sabbatical term from their college teaching positlions, and asked
me to go with them to London for the fall term. I was so delighted
because I love London, and I have a son who married ?ﬁ%%%band lives
with his wife and four children.The children are Alex, ho is nine,
Charlotte, who is seven, and twin baby girls, Rose and Emily who I
have hever seen.

The day I arrived in London was the day of Diane.s funeral,
and the procession of thousands of people withso many flowers passed
by us on the way to Kensington Park and Palace.Royal history was
made right outside our window.

Our location on Exhibition Road is on the street of the Victoria
and Albert Museum with the Science abd Higtroy Museum on the other
side, and the Royal Academy of Muk¥sic around the corner. 1 have been
enjoying more art, sclence and musical concerts than ever before.

These months have provided a feast of the history and 1it-
erature I have enjoyed all my life. A ride on the two story red
busses or the big black taxis took us to the Windsor Castle, Chuchill,:
home, the Houses of Parliament, Westmomoster Abbey, and the Tower
of London. in a day trip we went to Stratford on Avon and visited
the birthpace of Shakespeare and a performance of "Telfth Night.

People are friendly if uou undrestand thelr dialects, but
crogsing aytreet 1s hazardous, since drivers drive, on the opposite
side of the road. Words are églglish bu@r?;gﬁ‘gwfﬁﬁr ig a '1ift",
the trunk of a car 1is ar%'mot”. andgpartment is a "Flat”.



For the High Holidays we were invited to attend the Westminister
Reformed Temple. M service was familiar to us, and we enjoyed meeting
the rabbi. It was interesting to see men wearing tall black halts.One
unsusal part of the service was when Kol Nidre was sung by a woman.

Tﬁnksgiving Day is notcelebrated in London,and schools and work

““nggciggfxon Thursday, so we declded to have a traditional American

Thanksgiving Day Feast on Saturday .We went to sevearl markets to find
a turkey and to Harrods for cranberry %ﬁgégﬁ and cornbread.l went to
the ;ibrary for a picture book about Thanksgiveng hich we followed in
preparation of the menu. It was a very fegtive occasion. Alex read the
story of the First Thanksgiving at Plymouth. Qharlotte read a ¢gpoem
of thenkfilness, and each mmmber ppp/ of the famoly told what he or
she was thankfaul for.  Hmily and Rose, the baby twins added much
happiness to the afterncon. It was a day to remember.

Bﬁw the sabbatical term is almost over, and we are beglnning to
pack up our possessions to retuen to California, with heart warming
memories and gratitude for these months in London.

Lovong regards to ali,

BEthel



March 4, 1999

Dear Loulse,

Fond memories of you, my best friend, Linger on my mind and
In my heart, even though you passed wway Last year,

We met almest fifty years ago in Brookline at a P.T.A. Cake sale
to ralse money for equipment for the students. Two cakes remained at the
end of the event: one had a peek in the middle, the other had fallen in,
and were marked down to one dollar each. One was mine, the other yours.
We bought each other's cakes, and our friendship began. You had recently
moved from New Youk, I from Alabama.We discovered we had so much in common
You had your mother living with you , Bernie and your daughter. My parents
were living with me, Jimmy and my children. You were leading Brownie
scouts, I was teaching. We found that we both belonged to Temple Sinai,
had Symphony tickets ﬁgngaturday nights. Remember our vacation at the
Cape when it rained all week. We were involved in so many P.T.4, projects,
from musical progems for families to getting r#d of Bean Blowers by State
legiglation.

You were the sister I never had., Bernie and you were adopted by
my family when you were invited to my Family Association. We®Band the
grief when your mother died at 94, You conscled me when my parents were
111 and died.You were of the greatest comfort and help to me when Jimgy
prassed away.

When my children were in college or married, we moved from our
hou%eto a Condo on Beacon Street. A few years lateryou moved to the same
b2ilding high on the 14th floor. We formed a Book Grohp, played Bridge on
Saturday nights. What pleasure it was to celebrate New Year"s Eve with
friends and neighbors, and watch the fireworks in the distance from your
patic.

1 celebrated your daughter Sigi'"s accomplishments as you did for
my three children. What endless gloious hours we spent on the phone,
solving our own as well as the world's problems. I hear yourfiorried voice
when Sigi called from Radcliffe that she had decided to become z doctor,
"How could she ever do it%?" And she has done it famously with husband Pt ¢
children and grandchildren.
Oh how many Jjoys you shared with me, and how many sorrows you made lighter.

When you became 111 with Asthma and later with a Stroke, you kept your
gr%atlve splrit by writing poeiry, instead of oil raintingd as you had donc
efore.



T endlose this poem you wrote to me a few years ago when I
left Brookline to live in California with Mary anne and her family.

" low like the mighty oak =a f}jﬁﬂdbhlp i
The wooded bark a covering for the trunk.
So are the years a covering for each other
Caring and lilstening, easlng us through
Life,s been a ireasure because of you.'
Much affection,
Loulse

Louise dear, the memory and love for you continues to be an ilnsplratlo:
tlo 211 who knew and shared in the fullness and beauty of your 1ife.
Love,
Ethel

W
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Thread is a symbol of sewing, which my mother Minnle, did so well,
It was I899 when she was I3, and she arrived in Boston with her father
Trom Minsk, Russia. They left the Tive siblings and mother (my grandmother
to wait in Russia until the day that therwas enough money for their
Passage. Minnie and her father moved in with relatives in this socalled
land of milk and honeyi!To earn money Minnie gat a job in a sweat ghop
factory sewing for long hours every day. This was before child labor
laws would prevent child labor. Her skill in sewing grew, and she
worked extra hours to sew clothes for her sisters, so they would not
look like "green horns" when they got off the boat.

What a glorious day at Ellis Igland when the family was reunited,
They moved intc a2 small tenement flat, wal?k up to the fifth floor.

Since Minnie was the oldest child and had work, she kept on .
sewing while all the younger children were able to go chool,
hut Dha

Minnie became very efficient in sewlng which contiued as g dress~

maker and designer of beautiful clothes.
The thread of her life continued when she married my father Harry,

whom she had met on the%hip coming from Russis. They worké{together,
Minnie was sewing while Harry sold fruidt and vegetables with a horse
and wagon.

Their first three children, born in four years were boys. Nipe years

later T was the lucky girl to be born on April Fool's Day. How thrilled
she was to have a daughter to gew for,- and how lucky I was to havéb%££§%n01

The thread of 1ife continued with her beautiful sewlng for me untiil my

i . . 1
Wedding Gown, which T treasure, on to the b%%ﬁxiéﬁl things she sewed for

my dauvghter. +a fQ%LA
It is interesting that my mother did not want~meutﬁ“igarnyﬁgﬁiwm

because T sihulqg spend my time with studying and teaching, and I gid.
G \._,mh_{*hﬁ_ s |
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Los Angeles, CA

POSTCARDS

by
Ethel Cline

During World War 11, in the summer of 1942, we moved to Sheffield,
Alabama. It was a rural community complete with cotton fields and
neighbors scattered in houses far away from ours. We lived there because
my husband was asked to do research at the Wilson Dam. 1 stayed home
with our three-year-old son. There were moments of great loneliness. 1

missed city life, my mother and father, brothers and sisters and innumerable



aunts, uncles and cousing. So mail delivery was the big moment of the day.
We would all walk down the road to the Rural Free Delivery box where the
postman left our mail.

One day, not long after we settled in, 1 received an official looking
envelope. Opening it, I read that T was being investigated and was ordered
to report to the Federal Post Office as soon as I could. 1 was to bring with
me all the mail I had received.

“What could I possibly have done? Why are they doing this?” I asked
my husband.
“It’s wartime, anything can happen,” he answered..

I couldn’t fall asleep that night. All I could think of was appearing at an
unfamiliar place in front of strange people who were accusing me of who
knows what As much as I dreaded going, morning couldn’t come fast
enough for me. I wanted to get the whole unpleasant situation behind me.

Fially, it was time to leave. I gathered up all the mail 1 received and my
husband and I drove to the place of investigation. The Postal Chief looked
at the mail, flipping each envelope on top of the other until he came to the
post cards I received regularly from my mother.

“What kind of writing is this? It could be a secret code, “ he

commented, looking me straight in the eye.



“Those posteards are from my mother. The cards are written in
Yiddish,”T explained "My mother ean’t write English but when [ type, she
can read English. So I learned to read Yiddish so she could write me a
penny post card every day, seven days of the week.”

“Yeah? Well let’s hear what’s on this one,” he said pointing to the
most current card.

I began. “Myn tiere kind, Etelu. (My dear child, Ethel.) Vos toost de
hint? (What are you doing today?) Vi is Jimmy? (How is Jimmy?) Do is
zier calt mit shnay. (Here it is very cold with snow) Tate and Yich benk
noch dier. (Father and I are lonesome for you.) Mamma un Tate (mother
and father).” 1 finished interpreting, placed the postcard on the table and
waited silently.

The chief looked at me, wide-eyed, slightly embarrassed and surprised,
all at the same time. He explained that those cards coming every day with
such odd writing aroused his suspicions that I might be working for the
enemy.

At last, the investigation ended. We went home relieved and happy and
tired.

My mother’s daily postcards continued to be delivered.



June 19, 1999

1Y COFFLR TABLE

In the past fifty years my living space has been condensed,
from a large ei§ht room home which my parents shared with us, to a

five room apartment, when my three children grew up and went off to

and to a twa vedroom condo when my hugband

college and marriage.

and I lived alone in Brookline, Massachusetts. Bach move met our
years passed with so many friends nearby.
of contentment and accomplishment.
The bilggest change came when my husband died as well as my brothers
my friends were diminishing, and my sons settled in London and New YOrk.

My daughter and her husband urged me to 1live here with them 4lthough
it is rare for mothers to live with children,it has worked out amazingly

changing needs as the
Those were such busy years

well for all of us. I do have ohe roogﬁnd bath facing the pool and
garden, but I share the comfort of the large home, two grown grandsons ,
and all the excitement and stimulation of an academic family with a hous
keeper. I can and do enjoy my independent life.

In the center of my room is a large mahogany table, three by five 1
whiceh holds memorabilia and precious souvenirs of my life. A standing
rotating picture stand holds pictures of each of my family taken from
the Taj lMaha} to London, to Israel and to Roxbury Park. In a "ILove
Grandma" Coffee mug, I keep pens and pencils.Beside the cup is and
"Our Grandchildren Album" with pictures of ten grand children and one
great grand child.

My hobby has been collecting paper welghts that have snow inside,
that happily recalls the delight of snogvfallingv gven in this beautifu
climate. They come from trips around the world. There is a letter

holder of hammered aluminum that my son made in Machine Shop when he wa-.
In the center ot the table is a begutiful decoratiIMu81c Box wit’



that plave "Sunrige.sunset’, from ay glder grandson.

%_—n £
>

Yiimrel Tov" on

- it

Tr front of it is a geld and silver hang carved “Jerusaleum Globe™, only

four inches round with all the lmportant places SHLILLOE from Lis

auriace.

The most recent additilon to the tabled on the right hand corner,
ig » large book, "The Century” by Feter Jennings, whish sums up in great
detall the past hundred years in anticipation of the Hillenium.

As T sit here in my comfortable cushiloned chalr, in my mind I rells

the memory of each life experlence, the challenge , the satlsfaction of

these simple treasures that give me vivid memories to enrich my life.
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anted to go o the

insisted that he take me along.

s lunch of sandwiches and fruolt. Glaas milk bottles were Traded

for

for the event by packing

nickels at the corner grocery store. The admisslon te the movies was

.
T
L

ten cents. So off we went with three tall boys, with me

I tried hard to keep up with them, running up the hill to the movie

agging along

hou

T recall the beavtiful bullding with a dome on top, that to me lookld

©

a palace I had seen in the Falry Tale storles, Years later, when I

came back to this place, the hill was ha{ﬁly a hill and the thestre s g

ah ordinary building.
whao

After standing in a long line, we entered the theatre we

A
heard the pilano music had begun. ¥y embarassed brother handed me +
bag of food to keep me guiet.

i

e The Cowboy and Indlan movie was very exciting. The chase of
?f%ept the audlence clapping and the plano music grew louder. When
seemed they were all golng to fall off a cliff,~ The movie angd +h

plano music stopped dead,- to be continued next week.
There was also a longer Charlis Chaplin movie with all his

furny acts in his comic clothes.

The time passed gquickly, the Lunch was all gone, and it Wa s
to lwave the dark, magic world of tre movie, and go ouwt to

sunshine and the here snd now world.

Walking as faet as I possibly could, I tagged alons with my

Ty v . . . .
rother and his friends, looking 1o seelng how the gbwa&l

indisns would come oul next wesk.

i
he

the

Time
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THIE HAPPIEST Wik HND
“Oh how we danced %to the Anniversary wWaltz" on August 17, 1987,
at the Mariott Hotel in Boston. It was our Golden Wedding Day,
and we had much to celebrate.Jimmy and I had fifty years of happy
married life, with ever growing understanding. ??ough sickness and
health, success as well as challenges, we had kept our original

commitment to love, honor and cherish, that we had made on that hot

August day in 1937,

We are proud of our two sons and one daughter, who have fine
careers after advanced degrees in Science, Hisory and Rconomics.
Our two older children had married in their early 20's, and
there were five grandchildren at this celebration. They came from
Los angeles and New York with their very speclal spouses.Our
younger son had married this April in London, and I was the only

one of our family at their wedding.

O8ur Anniversary Party was a double velebration for we welcomed

Jwliet

our son Hal and hisg brideqinto our family. We planned a week end af

Marriott where our children and ?ranqéhildren came on Saturday to

enjoy being togeth® er. On Sunday we invited friends ang relativesg
. . R and qreet

to dinner with a recelving line to meethgach other.

Aﬁousln, who is a Cantor}was the mistress of ceremonies, and started

with blessings;n song and a champagne toast with many speakers.

]



de honored the several guests who had been at our weddlng,

and four bridesmaids who had been my attendants, Tifty years aAgc .

iy brother, who was a comedian, told Jjokes and sang appropriate songs,
like "Enjoy yourself, it ie later than you think". bWy teenaged prand-
davghter sang IF "Always” and "Tea for Two".

After a deliclous dinner, therer was dancing for all. The peak

moment of happiness was when my husband and I led the "Anniversary

Waltz " dance, with all our children and grandchildren . The years
from 1937 and the distances from London to New York and Los Angeles

vanished, and it was our moment of ecstacy. How fortunate and

grateful wepre to have enjoyed this wonderful event.

Twelve years have passed since then, my husband and many
relatives and friends have dled, but my family has grown with
four more grandchildren and a great grand child. I have moved from

Boston to live with my daughter and her family in California.

The happiness of our Golden Wedding Bay i1s long past,

but the memory lingers on.



aueust 17, 1999
MY FIRST MUCRY

Mhe memories of the first years of my 1life are very blurred
and recalled only through plctures ApA and hearing sforpies about
the events.

This is the first event I vividly remember. It was a

very cold morning in November, 191?. I was four years old. My

thirteen uear o0ld brother céme nome after delivering his dally
newspapers. He was so excifted with the news, "The wag ls over.

We won the war., I must run out to spread the news and sell papers."

Crowds were gathering in the street, dancing with joy.
My mother got dressed in a hurry to take me into town on a long

street car ride to see the soldiers arriving home.
Downtown was crowdwd with bands playing to celebrate this joyous

ocecasgion.,

What I vividly remember was that there was a heavy rope

hung high across the road. Hanging from it was a large giant looking-

like man, dressed in fancy regal clothes. Feople were sﬁﬁﬁting.

screaming loud and elear "Hang the Kalser", but were drowned
out by the music.
I felt scared of this giant}for it was long

before Disney parades. FOr a Klong time afterwards, I thpught he was
a real giant. Later I was convinced that he was just a dummy, and
they were burning him in effigy.

Flags were waving, songs like "Over There, the Yanks Are Coming o
Over There.", "When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again", as we 5%5“’

soldiers marching down the street.

It was a day of é?ebration for the War which was supposed

to end all War was over.



August 25, 1999

Y JIGH CARE TRUS
ﬁﬁince ny own days in Mindergarten, 1 enjoyed being and working

with young children. I decided early that I would like to become a
teacher. When I was fortunate to be accepted at Teachers College,

I decided to take the course for Kindergarten -PrimaryEducation.

I had much experience baby-sitting for many children in the neigh-
borhood. My own neice and nephew were of pre-school age, and I tried out
what I learned in games, stories, and creative activities with thenm.

In the summer when my family went to the seashore, I started a play
group for young children to go down to the beach, play games, enjoy

the water and sand. This was in the 30's. days of the depression, and
money was scarce. 1 was pald in varied items, like paper, jelly, or even
tomatoes or corn. We enjoyed very happy mornings.

In the winter I volunteered at d%ettlement house, and even got

work on piayegrounds. I developed a hobby of hand puppets, which

helped Yoys or girls overcome shyness or fear. With a puppet on your

hand, you become Peter Raﬁbit » and you forget your fear or shynhess.
After graduation, I was fortunate to have interesting teaching wosit

positions until I married two years later. When I could not teach in

public school in Boston, I went on to teach Kindergarten at Temple

on Sundéys.

My experiences helped me with my own three children, and many activities
in P.T.4.and in the community. I continue to enjoy my nine grand children



and one great grandchild.

When the law changed in 1950 to allow married women teachers, L went bz
to teaching, and on %O get a M.Bd degree from wheelock . Thglis
qualified me to weach Barly Childhood sduation to college students

atliass. bay Community College for sevegﬁ yearss
M

(/EEEQ; retiring, 1 volunteered teaching English as a Second Langua

in the local Kindergapten in Brookline. %7Since srriving in Los Angele
I have continued reading gtories to Pre-School children in Roxbury

Park. For the fall I plan to take part in the Literacy Program

to help a child Read by 9. I wish to become & Kindergarten teacher

came true, and has continued tO enrich my life in many ways.
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Looking back over the elght decades of my 1iie

friends in Boston, it is hard 8 me to Judege

family, career and

5 2 . 2 - s N v YN ey £ 0 2 Aol gy Ty o
what is my greatest achievement. Years pagsed g0 qulekly. the

changing seasons made one aware of the weather which was & dallyv challeny
FPeople in Boston were more small townlsh, conservative in taste, leas

ostentatious in 1ife styvle, less materialisgtic and less Influenced

by Hollywood.
The death of my husband, brothers and even some friends changed
my life and relationships. Hy twoe £ sons and thelr families live in

- ¥

London and New York, my daughter and her husband and sons in Beverly

Hills. We kept in close contact by telephone and visits.
In 1996 1 came to spend a month here and had to postpone my

return flight for I had injured my back.Marvanne and Ellis are n Vory

B

special devoted, wonderful couple. They urged me untll they convinced
me to move here and to live with them ¥ &ind their sons Ira, sixteen, and

Zddie, who graduated U.3.C. and is working. Alsc important is their
housekwweeper, who keeps house and dees the CcooKing .

fhen 1 was able, HMarvamne organized my moving, by golng with
me to Hoston, sedling my cohdo, giving the furniture to Hadassah, and
packing boxes to send to California. Although 1t is unusual For mothers

to live with children in these times, three years have passed very

successfully for all concerned.
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important rules have helped. 1 do not offer advice about

NP

anyt

t

ning unless I am asked. 1 do not intrude on family sctivities

unless I am invited. I maintaln my independence, while enjoving the

nla

lovely decorsted rdom and bath facing the pool and flowers
la my castle. 1 enjoy being here gsurrounded by my books, televigion,

music, typrwriter, telephone, and mahy photograph: albums and

souvenirs of the past.

My greatest achievement is still being achieved as I

k.

to be bhecoming a happy Callifornian.
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Priday night we welcomed the Sabbath and Rosh Hashonah by
lighting the beautiful brass candlesticks. These are an inheritance

from my grandmother, who lived iqé shtetl in Minsk, Russia in 1870,

Next week after Yom Kipur, we shall begin to prepare for Succoth,

the festival of the harvest. Ly observant grandson will &hild a
sduccah from a modern pre fabricicated kit, in the space hewt to

the pool,and we shall eat anﬂ have the Succoth festivities there all
during the week. According to the children's song,

wWe shall build a succah cosy,
Hung with grapes and apples rosy".

Thinking of the song I sang as a child, makes me recall the suceah
my father built for my family more than 70 years ago. It wag

erected %ﬁ the back porch of a three decker wooden tenement house

in Boston. We were an Orthodox family, had all the food, festivity

With the lulav and es%og to celebrate Succoth. Cut on the porgh
1t could be veryrainy or cold in October.

iWhen I married my hd%and/@%s a Reformed Jew, and the observance
of Buccoth was celgbrated in the Temple, with traditions relazed.
I do enjoy the equality given women and men in the home, Temple and

world that Reformed Judaism practices.

Now I live with ny daughter and her familxﬁho are Conserva¥ive,

and their sons had Bar Mitzvahs at Sinai Temple. Their older son

got inspired by Chabad on a trip to Israel. He went to Yeshiva College

To sTudy Fhe Telpoud
aetﬁﬁégénﬁaﬁmgﬂtiaﬁd become ultra Orthodox. When he returned he got

a teaching position gt a Day School, S o ook
Hon S 00 :
Lighting the candles in the Succah on Shagﬁa%h. blessing the

challah and the wine, among these beautiful surroundings. I am truky

iin



grateful for my family. The varied traditions and symbols of Judaism

have been carried across from generation to generation from the shtetl 1

Minsk in 1871,to Beverly Hills in 1999.
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5eptember 28, 1999

PY BEST PRISND

Although the philosophers and current books on Friendship
practlically ignore the possibility , I have had the fortunate ewperience
of h&ing my husband Jimmy, who was my best friend for more than fifty
vears. We care?énd shared challenges and success with family and careers.
We understood and complemented each other. Our personalities and intereste
were different from each other. He was a private person, enjoyed working
with science, math, cdmputers and playing chess. I am a people person
interested in grou?éand working with children as a career.

We met at am intercollegiate dance. Jimmy was not tall and
handsome, but he Bad sparkling dark eyes, and a guiet thoughtful manner.
Conversations were so interesting as we learned about ideas, feelings
and aspirations. We compared my city life to his growing up in a small
town, a rural community in upstate New York.

Cambridge and Boston had so many cultural experiences for us to share.

The museums, the concerts,the thé%re} as well as just walking and
exploring the beuty of this historic. clty. Our friendship grew into love.
Two y;grs later when we married, we had a loving mutual friendship

Cur interegts and efforts merged in the nurture and development of

our three children and on to their children. Over the years, with

Jpen communication, sensitivity angd humor, our friendship and love

Erew as our horizons joyfully expanded to reach new heights and distances.

ey
§oufy



There was a beautiful bright full meoon shining the night
Jimmy died in 1991. Now When I see a full moon , I feel that It is
tranamitting a bright message to me with the memories of the years of

love and friendship of Jimmy , my best friend.



Uotoher 5, 1909
CHE O GONDER OF RIADING PROGRAL

The wWonder of Keading Program was glven a full page ad in
the Los Angeles Times a few weeks ago. It s a non-profit organizatiocon
whogse purpose is to inspire in ehildren the love of reading. There
are long-lasting benefite for the community by providing children the
tnspiration and assistance they need to experience the wonder of reading.
California ranks very low in the USA for reading scores.

A4 school baseficommittee plans library renovation with $10,000
worth of new books. Volunteers are trained to be reading partners

to read with a child for one hour a week.

I was delighted to take part in this effort, and went to afhree
hour training session with helpful demonstration and materials to
help a child read. The goal is for every §hild to Read by Nine.

Tuesday I went a local school, was welcomed by the Principal,

and met a very shy child of geven , in the second grade, gﬁéahas problem
with reading. We got acquainted, went to theschodl library to choose
some fun books with plctures. After locking at the pictures, we read
together out loud . Then she read what she could, and I listed the

words that she had %problem with. ©She enjoyed drawing a picture of
the story, and she dictated her story to me.This she was able to read.

#e had fun playing a word and letter game. The hour passed so quickly,

and with a big smile, my new friend sald, "Ylease come again."
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Uotober 10, 19299

{eotobher Troushts

e veather is beautlinl here in L.y, with Tlowers and sunshine
. Qt‘{sj‘ . . sy m

every day, but T miss the cold drlojalr af Cetober in Zoston. There

was the beauty and the joy in watching +the lwaves on the trees

change color from green to gold,yellow. orange and crimsoch. To see

the radiant colors when the sun shines on the trees was an incomparabice

delight. The miracle of the changing hues of the different kinds of trecs

happened with October"s bright blue crisp cold weather.It was a prelude

+o the winter ahead when the leaves fall and the branches and trees are

bare.l used to press Rome beautiful leaves add send them in A letterd

to my grandchildren in London and California.

In my youth aSpeclal day in Cotober was the celebration in honor

of a great heroIChriSOpher Columbus. His birthday, Cctober 12 was

marked with festivals, parades in costume, and band concerts with

great enthuslasm.

Here Columbus Day came and went, no reports or events listed in
the L.A.Timeg. People wondered why them was Nno mall delivered.
Tt wae because it has been a Federal Legal holiday since 1971.4

Ivery school chlld used to hear about Columbus crossing the ocean
with the three ships , the Santa Maria, Pinta and Nina. We had to leart

long poem about the crossing andﬁt last seeing the light, when they can

to land. The siory was told and retold that in 1492 Queen Isabel of Sp:
vawred e ew )
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Wan A very romanilic

was a great hero, and celebd band cancerts

vore held sverv Ootoba o NP . - P
were held every GCetober 12. oxildren were apellboond with the

e e . . . . I
story of Columbus and his adentuzes,ieﬂ was a hero. L tod N

we Have logst the thrill of having s hero. Now the LA T Iiles

has room for murders, accldents on the front nage, and mnany pages
of ade for movies. Ahy does the story and accomploshment of

Christopher Columbus go unmentioned % N
B ) . . -ﬁd, ) J T
Perhﬁnﬁji am lonely this October K the way things were,

aas I recall them in Boston.

/




October 26, 1999

IF ONLY

If only I had not slipped on the rug in my daughter’'s dining

room, I would have kept my plane reserbation to fly back to Boston

the very next day. It had been a great month vacation her in

time to go back and continue my life with
Lrdls

friends and activities of the winter months. Here lqutlll lige

December here but it was
spring, in Boston it was freezing cold with a foot of snow and ice.
I had been urged to move here many times, but did not take it seriously

until now. I had hurt my back, needed much medical treatment. I had
to use a walker and then a cane, and rezlized how lucky I was to have
a loving family %o help me here. It was not an easy decision to

make , for I was leaving eighty years of life behind. I postponed
the decision while I got better, and the decision I made %o stay

here has worked out amazingly well.

If only I could have continued to have my car and drive here,

I would not dof 60 much walking and have the experience of going by

%%éignd r1d1n§athe b%s I have always been a ‘'people watcher”, and

us 1is sclhating resource. There is such dlver31ty of
age, language, andﬁersonalitiesa t seems like you are éigggﬂn in
a foreign country. My white hair works magic, and I am maf b%ften

offered a seat. I gee things I never saw before. A young man in
a wheel chair was 1lifted on to the bus by the bus driver Pressing
4

a button to control the stairs to allow +the wheel chair to be llfted

and then settle on the space allowed for wheel chair. I thought of
how important it was for this young. student to be mobile.

Zach passenger reflects the story of his life on his face.

&s}j‘

BSome passpngers are smiling pleasantly, Otherg frown with a heavy weig

,‘:J"
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am lookiny at this photogranh and see

Vpahons oy VR AeRnR RSB (R AR A/ Rk snteresting to

N gLe et 2 “{ ¢ GG /§;

A PR ',‘:...]u P . I s . e "‘;{-),
4 Lo § L IR DR SRR L
worth o thousand words. 1

T v hpsrd thaet a nlceture 1S

my mother, father and three

observe that my father is sitting in the chalr while my mother 1s

She was twenty-five, my father about 29. w
_Tith\e,
They had met on the ship coming from Ru55131@1th her fatheg

standbng .

hh“‘u? éﬁé earn enough to send for the erandmother and the other five

avr . . ) :
%gildren‘ Ii1 fatherhwégcl?, and he too came with his father for

e same reason. ) )
Jdy mo¥her was very sea sick and Harry befriended

her. Theyv all landed in Bostoqénd got mat¥ied a few years later.

From the pleture they looked beautifgully dressed, although

wale o
I have heard how they struggled to malga 11ving, and lived in the

back of thelr firuit store. "V his was a special occaslion, a wedding
of hner asister, so she %ewed her besutiful dress and the sults for the

boys.
Sammy , LBddie and lzazy (later becanme £1liot) were born

in four vears in the same environment, but were so0 different.

Sammy grew up always very serious, always worked hard at school,

He went to an evening law school, married had J%ovely family ,

was a successful lawyer, and died at 92.

FEddie had great skill in his hands, was an adventurer, not a stude)

He bwily the

Herbaidtdéhe first crystal radio out of an oatmeal box, learned the
forse codgﬁnd had an amateur RadigIStation. He became a radio
operator in the Coast Guard. For many years hegworked on ships and

prlanes going to the far places of the world, before travel was that

LY

popular.,

Elliot 8 i
was the sociable, good natured bdbrother, interested in

community i i
Yy lnvolvement. He never became rich or famous, but was like

a slster to me, and spread sunshine wherever he went.



spout nine years after this pleture was faken, ON a4 SNOWY

April Fool's Day in Boston, in 1915, 1 was born. T was a0 fortunate

2

ily parents and my brothers are

to be & girl in this family of DOYS .
of a happy

no 10ngefhere, hut they left me a legacy of memories

loving, productive childhood.







Lovember @, 1999

Stressfhl Svente

dhen I was born a girl after having three sons, my parents
thousht I was very special. Un the Fourth of July, when I was
four months old, I was entered into a Baby-Health and Beauty Contest

S D ous e i v
Romaskpadeldy Mavor Fitsgerald of DostoniHe was the Tfather of Mrs.

Roge EennedyJ Uf all the unexpected and unbelievable happenings,

I was the winner of a silver loving cup and a coupon for a large

colored vhotograph of me in a bezutiful oval franme.
I vividly recall %his large colordd picture hanging on a special

wall in our parlor. It was my mohther's pride and joy, and was
exhibited to any visitor to our apartment. The picture of me was

practically in the rude, and I grew more and more embarassed
by it as I grew to be a teenager. It was very stressful. How could
T%ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁyﬁy-parents of how I felt, 4 so they might remove it

convince my parents
from the wall., How did I cope with this stresgs/% After much
begeing and pleading with my brother, he got on a small ladder

removed the picture and hid it behind the sofs.

ARGFTSERALE bhemelmpepyy ocd —5TT
§ gerthdatoprioinga 51111 REITIRE embarg

And even now,

ssment

SO many years later I could recall the strasg and

mb ; g '
embarassment when I foung the original rictare. w aw oL{bu_hq
we moved from Magsachusetts to Wilson Dam ilabam
‘ & . A0amg
with our v N 1 son, T
T our Two year olg son.l wan very lonely smornc cotton fielg
BN .il_— o’ . I(:;
2w houses ., Tow different £ i in <
TrUreEw elilerent from 1ife i o ide
. L1lfe vanbridee near Tami
6 111y and
friends,




yi.aX
b4 D - . PR BN
I noticedya 1ittle hoy, my son @
AN

age lived doen the road.
L decided %o take advantage of the idez off SBouthern hospitality,

o) . |
and c&ia on his family just to say we are newcomers here.

men I rang the doorbell, a womah answered, and without speaking
a word, she slammed the door on my face. L1 was so amazed and insulted,

I walked home feeling very sad and alone.You can be sure I never called
on anyone else, but felt stress and worry asbout what I had done.

Why this rejection?

One afternoon in December , about three months later, my doorbell

rawq L&élr- ‘ _ _ |
Repfaafdod . answered it.It was my silent neighbor with much apologies for

her actlon. ©She had had all her teeth removed, as she was getting ready
for dentures. In those days you had to walt three months for the gums

\want™
to get ready for the new teeth., She did notﬂanyone to see her, so that was

the reason for her actions.
Can you believe that we grew to be goed friends and cur two sons
were playmates.

This streesful incident taught me a lesson. If someone doesn"t

speak to you, perhaps she doesn't see you or she is getting new dentures.

]
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December 21, 1999

fithel Z1lis Cline

THZ JALITING CHaIz
In our living room near the windows facing the street, is my
It is a comfortably uphclstered swivel chair@ , which

There I

waiting chair.

can be moved around to face the outdoors or the ind ocors.
often sit thinking or reading while waiting gfor a ride firom the shuttle,

taxi, or from a friend who drives.

I think back to all the times of walting during many., many
years. lecan recollect my mother's face as ghe gat loocking out the
window waiting for me to come dowh the treet.

How often I have walted for the postman to come to bring me mail

AL
and news from our faraway children. Heiwgit to hear that an airplane has
landed safely after a long trip.

At present I am patiently walting to hear that my second great-

grandchild has arrived in upstate New York.
In summary I conclude with the famous words of BHilton, the poet,
"They also serve who only sit and wait."
“TW i l’\“’{.’(:ﬁ;‘ E; P\’&QMW C \{ ‘wu", ey {__é&' E“”’%ﬁ-" ( e NL‘ e A %: i C{\
- & [T ., il
it F e Q&JY‘; e Gew u(j’ .
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Lithel Cline
ﬁ(¢7 348 $ Clark Dr
2 [Beverly Hills CA 90211
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January 13, 2000
ROXBUIAY HPE  (HORIAL HIGH SCHOUL REUNIGN
What a surprise it was to see Roxbury Memotial Fark on

Olympic€HW¥en I moved here. I had graduated from Roxbury Memorial
High School in Roxbury, Mass. in 1931, with a class of 600 girls.
#e planned a special 50th reunion in 1981 and I was co-chalrman of
the event. We planned for a hotel luncheon with a fashion show
with clothes and music of the 1930's. We decided to find old clothes
of that era, relics and hats and gloves that had been stored away in

the attic,

One gt¥l graduate had beeome a fashion directo¥ for Lord and Taylor,
Another member of the class had become a dancer and was still dancing
in the follies., Thede was a planist who could play any music you
wanted bg ear. Ue gathered all the talent and relics of the 1930'g.

It was a great event for 200 classmates who came from near and

far. The program began with the music"Happy Days aRT Here Again".
Three bathing beauties with modest bathing suits and bonnets ang
parasols came on singing "BY the Sea, by the beausiful sea”.

To the tune of Rudy Vallee's "Give a cheer for dear old Maine" came

Two girls in raccoon coats waving college banners. Several dancers in

b}ack short fringed dresses came on doing the Charleston with great
vigor '
and the fringes danded along with them. ¥ Then followed

a display of guests wearing hats and gloves with sophisticated dresses.

The music was "4 Pretty girl is like gz melody" .,
Fashion shows usually end with g bride, so the problem wag‘who
has a bridal gpown that ﬁéﬁ‘can still fit intoﬁol hever planned to be gz
model, but I dig have the beautiful lace gown sewed by hand by my mother
and my aunt.No zippers then, just buttons an@énaps. A white curtain
provided the veil with fresh flowers for the head piece.
50 with the Lohengrin Wedding March, the program ended, and the Fiftieth )

High School Reunion has become g very happy memory,



Uetober 24, 2000

Why do I write?” TIs it malnly to describe my life to my children

and grandchildren? Will they be interested, or even bother to

read my storyY Does 1t really matter?
I write to discover myrelf, my feeling, my reactiong to
the world I have known in different times and in difTerent places.

Ariting is thinkinﬁ and 1t may be a contradiciion and cause doubt,
but you get new insight, new ideas about the experlence of living.

Wiriting makes me experience a dual role, once in reality and
the other that I can imagine.

Ariting i§ therapy. When I wrote out about my loneliness at
Thanksgiving when my husband died, it helped to find a solutfon.
I invited neighbors and friends who were alone, for a pot luck
supper . Then I was too busy to be lonegly.

Recently at a Yard sale I saw a a phonograph for playing
records with a wind-up handle. it brought a vivid childhood menory
of when I lived in a three decker flat in a crewded areg of Boston.
iy father eeked out s living selling fruit and ve@etables with a
horse and wagon. His most prized possession was ﬁis rhonograph
with records of Caruso and Yosele Rosenblatt.On sSunday mornings
he would oven the windows Hﬁiﬁé 50 our nelghbors could share in the
lictendng., I was abhout ey ord wes Thare to vind us the phonograph

. i
when i+ @lcwﬁi down. B

¥owecslling tr ceventy Tive years later, I

vie
can hear in my mind the strains of Pagliachi or "®1i "p1i.n
Can my children appreciate the scratchy sound of a record of g
#ind up phonograph, compared to the HIFi sound of nmusic today with all

the electronic equipment/q
F

. . . . 'M"Lo-
it decesn't really matter. The joy of writing is in the & wéJf

It gives me pleasure and satisfaction.
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february 8, 2000
CONFLICT
Conflict" is a challenging topic for me to write about

for I have spent much of my life and energy trylng to avold

conflict or help it to come to a peaceful solution. As a cljndld
T recall loud voices and harsh sounds expressing anger, disagreement
and conflict in the family. I developed a soft volce and answer
which worked to tone down the conflict.

Conflict seems to be part of human nature from the earliest times
From the records of the cave men with theigéimple weapons to the
present advsnced instruments of destrucion, figg;ing occurs because
of greed., How do we listen, cooperate and compé?ge/ with each other?

An interesting book called "Getting to Yes" was written by

two Harvard professors who gave a course on ngfggpt Resolution

AT et

was at the time of the Camp David Accords and helped in the

launching the prospect of peace between Israel and the ArabgZg/
That conflict continues today , along with conflicts in
many places. The realization of "Feace on Earth and Good will to

Man"ls far from beihg realized.
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Ethel Cline
348 S Clark Dr
Beverly Hifls, CA 90211-3608

BEIRG ALCOHE
llany times I have been alone in my 1ife, but the worst
%&Eg was wnen my husband died suddenly eight years ago. ily
lifé suddenly changed so drastically. After 54 years of marriafe ,
living, loving and sharing life, the adjustment was very difficult.

Hy friends and famlly were very helpful. I got interested in read-

ing books written by people who chose to be alone, and found
solitude instead of loneliness. While loneliness is sadness and

the emptyness of 1life, solitade can provide fullness of life, with

memories of the vpast and hopes for the future.
Admiral Byrd wrote the book called "Alone", telling his
experiences at the North Fole, in incredibly cold temperatures,

almost total darkness and almost total silence.
Thoreau wrote "Walden Fond" essays about hig 1ife inqlittle
gimple hut, his goal to find his inner self.

Anne Lindbergh, wife of Colonel Lindbergh and mother of five,
left the eity to go to a simple cottage by herself, and compares
her life with that of a sea shell , +o enjoy the beauty of solﬁ£“d£,
Her book, "Gift from the Sea " is one of the most beautiful book§

I have ever read.

Times of solitude are often times of remembering; rethinkigng,
reassessong. understanding one's past. Listening to a sj%hony
brings back theécund of a concert you attended, or the excitement
of new music you never heard before,

Take a walk around the block and open your eyes to the flowers

that were there, but ﬁ%ﬁﬁdid not see them,

Teing alone can be very lonely, sad and barren, but enriched

with your nmemories along with hopes, it can%ecome a solitude théﬂy

enriches body and soul. Cﬂntgmplating religion and the wonders of
055
hature, makes your personalrpart of the history of the world, a=s you lo

not backward but Torward tao tomorrow.



fiarch 7, EOOO

BAGELS

- 3 p— W

Lagt Sun it raining hard, when my son-1n la
Last Sunday i1t was ralning h ' y | .
g for coffee, with a varlety

came back from his daily visit to starbuck
f fresh bagelg for the famlly o breakfast. Bating the delicious
or tre “TWith cream chees

bagel snread/made me recall my childhood.
iy father used to rpiurn from his morning prayers in the
T } Su o

"shul" (qvnagogue)yxlth ?rp‘% ,hot bagels from the bakery, for

hreakfast for the family.
I remember the fstory he told me about his childhood in a

shtetl &n Russia. There "the bagel man" came around selling bagels
on a stick (like a broom stick). The hole in the middle of the
bagel allowed them to fit on g stick, and that shape continues
to this day,

The varietyd of-#évors of bagels has increased to include
rlain, onfon, cheese, ;15, puppernickel, raisin, and more.

In Boston there were green bagels in honor of St.Patrick's
Day. How that FeDonald's  serves bagels for breakfast, 4 the

bagel has become an international item.»

Here's to bagelg, "'



Ehel B Cline
348 S, Clark Dr.,
Beverly Hills, CA 90211

March 2%, 2000

COMPARISON OF MY LIFE STYLE T0 bY CHILDREN'S LIFE DTYLE

This subject poses an interesting question. I cannot judge

which life style i}better, but I ecan describe how different it is
in many ways.
Growing up during the years of the Depressiong made us value

what little the family had. We worked hard looking forward to things

improving. I never felt poor because everyone around us was poor.

I was the only sibling éﬁé%e%as able off to go to Teachers Clloge
because it was free. I worked on Saturdays for two dollars to

pay for fares and lunches. I had many friends and enjoyed simpl® pleamures

of music, hikes, plcnics, swimming and tennis.

When 1 got married my role was that o wife and mother and
homemaker. Cutslde activities like F,T.A., and Temple were supplements,

Married teachers were not allowed in Boston until ldfer. when I did

resume teaching. Iy husband was the breadwinner , while I took charge of
housekeeping, cooking, shopping and laundry. ileals were home cooked

and supper was ready when my husband came home. There was hardly ever
restaurant or pre cooked food. ‘'ie ate together with ocur three children.

lly parents lived with us for many years.
My husband's career decided where we lived from Cambridege to

Alabama and Washington. Buging a car was a big event, and the washing
machine and later T.V. were great additions. iy husband was a very bright

loving "liench" .We lived modestly and saved regularly for the future,
especlally for education for the children. Our children did well in

schoolfand eac i
d each of them went on from college to earn FhD's in Sclence,

1yt - : . .
History and Economics. They are all married with children
careers.,

and have succegaf

As I look back on my 54 years of marri@ge, 1t was a very happy

peaceful life with me the A homemaker and my husband the breadwinner



Now I shall go on to describe my daughter Maryanne's

family life style. She is a Professor of History at Occidental

College. Zllis, her husband is a Frofessor of Computer Science

at U.3..0,.Thls year Maryanne won a very prestigous prize for h%gdﬂ
bock titled "Ueeds of Virtue and Knowleg/dge". This week she

is 6n Flérence, Italy speaking at the Internationa%ﬁenaissance Socliet
lfeeting. ¥1lis has written several books on "Computer Science",

and often travels for his vork., Thelr Witwo sons who are 16 =nd

2% live at home and so do I,

?%éhes grea’l effort and cooperation to achieve a successful
combination of two careers and family life.

The usual motherly duties of cooking, shoppingand laundry
are taken care of by Elizabeth who has been their housekeper &
for ten years. There are also the pool man and the gafdener to
help maintain the home.

There ssems to be gfa%er independence for %éﬁcfamily member.,
Haryanne goes regula?y to the health club for exercise, 31lis
éﬁf%ﬁéﬁhé@gﬁgé%ﬁﬁéé;gﬁé fgznday. They take family vacations for
skiing and winter sports.,

Life is lived in the fast lane keeping high 5&§§1Létandar$s

in the envifonment of Los Angeles. FEach one has the latest computer,

car, personal T.V. and plans to get whatever new electronice
equipment that is being developed.

I am privileged to be living here with thisg exciting modern
academic family.I silently observe how they can produce themiracle

of two brilliant careers with a succssful three generational
family life.
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iy father met my mother on the ship coming from Russia to
the U.3.4.1in 1898, Iy mother was thirteen years old. She came

with her father to settle here and work to earn enough money to
buy tickets for the rest of the family. Iy father was seventeen

when he came with his father for the same reason.
They landed in Boston and lived in very croeded conditions

. sweal .
with relatives. liother went to work in a ﬁﬁ%ﬁ shop sewing for long

hours every day. fThere was no time for an education.

Iy father and mother continued their friendship and got
married when she turned eighteen. By then the rest of the family

had arrived here.

For work my father sold fnuit and vegetables with a wagon

and a rented horse.In a fww veary e advanced to having a fruit
store with space in the back for living. Three sons were born in

four years. ‘They struggled tc make a living. I arrived nine years
later lucky to be a girl. It was a hard crowded 1life , but a busy

happy family. The storgwas open long hours, and mother took in sewing

to heﬁ? balance the budget. PFather spent as much time as possible

in the §hu1 as well as the store.I don't recall him spending much
time with the children. 1

Two brothers married and thergﬁre six grandechildren. by thidg
brother was a radio operator and had an interesting life at sed.

LY parents lived with fle and my family when we returned from Alabama

1n l?ﬂﬁ uy father was happy retired and living in Brookline wherae he
oould on]oy the nearby é&nogﬁi“e Hy mother loved my children

sewed beautifuyl dresses for Haryanne,

vy ang

Later my

Pather had cancer and lmy mother was 111 with high bleod
pressure, which )

¥as untreatable then, "hey both dieg in theip early
Feventieg, y

The .
“heir
' memories ape a blessing,



My 1ife has been casler and happler, I had the love of
three brothers and my parents. I got a fine education and my
desire to teach was realiﬁzed.

'y husband came from a devoted family which provided him

with a comfortable childhood and excellent education.He became

s physical chemist, teaching and deing research that he loved.

He had a quiet thoughtful manner. He was the light of my life.
He had regular hours, a s®veady salary. He spent much time with

me and the children. Chess was hls favorite gsport. e lived

M T

modestly but were able to own our home, and even have a summer

cottage at the ocean for many vears. e were involved in P.T.A.,

community and the Temple, but we spent pleasant hours just being

together, content "to gmell the roses”.

Cur three children married fine people, and have given us

nine grandchildren and two freat grandchildren in the 54 years

of our marraige.
iy husband died, while he was at work at seventy-seven,
He leaves a legacy of loving memories and inspiratioqﬁo me,

the family and all who knew him.

In conclusion, I Believe that my 1ife haaﬁe@n o
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