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Preface

In writing my autobiography I had to determine the limits to which I
would probe and write about my inner self. I will describe many per-
sonal and revealing facets of my life and do so with all the honesty I can
muster. Many of my vanities, conceits, insecurities and prejudices will
be laid bare in a frank self-appraisal. However, other facets of my life
will remain in shadows to preserve some privacy for myself and those I
know. Writing an autobiography is by definition an exercise in self-
indulgence. I have enjoyed the exercise and I hope that the experiences
of my life, as set forth in this book, will be of some use and interest to
the reader.

Great men are often defined by their work. Their autobiographies
often reflect this. Their personal life, their leisure time are footnotes to
the story of their achievements. Unfortunately, I am not in this class.
My life is not defined by my work, though my career had moments of
great importance to me. Therefore, this autobiography will give equal
weight to the personal side of my life, the private experiences which de-
fined and shaped my values and impassioned my soul.

To avoid potential litigation I had the choice of changing the
names of a few “rogues” or simply eliminating events that I considered
important in my story. I chose to use fictitious names for some indi-
viduals in Chapter 6 so that the truth, as I saw it, could be told.

xi






From Brooklyn
I Saw Mountains






Part I

Growing Up






1

Earliest Memories and Memories
Handed Down

The life which is unexamined is not worth living.
—Plato

The title of my memoirs, From Brooklyn I Saw Mountains, combines
my origins with my aspirations. Brooklyn is a flat place with no physi-
cal mountains in sight. In fact, the name “Brooklyn” is derived from the
Dutch word for broken land, broken and flat along its coast and low-
land plains. Near my part of Brooklyn was an area called Flatlands
and well-named it was, with its marshes, tall grass and junk yards.
And in all directions Brooklyn was bordered by either the ocean, the
East River or land just an extension of itself, devoid of undulations or
texture.

No, there are no mountains near Brooklyn. But 250 miles from
Brooklyn and to the north are the majestic Adirondacks, wild with old
forest growth leading up to lichen-covered rocks and commanding
granite summits. As a child of nine my father led me up one such peak,
Whiteface Mountain and later, as a youth, I climbed others such as Al-
gonquin, Marcy, Gothics and Upper Wolfjaw. What a challenge it was,
to stand at the base and look up to the far-off peak. What a thrill to the
spirit it was, to stand upon a summit after the struggle. For the moun-
tain was a symbol of hope, challenge and conquest. There are many
kinds of mountains, physical ones and those that only the mind’s eye
observes. From Brooklyn I saw all those mountains and, with the opti-
mism of youth, aspired to conquer them.



My Roots

People will not look forward to posterity who never look backward to
their ancestors.
—Edmund Burke, Reflections on the Revolution in France, 1790

We enter this world with a genetic heritage and acquire a cultural heri-
tage. What I know of my cultural heritage began around the turn of the
20th century. Both my father and mother were of Eastern European
Jewish ancestry and the tale of their arrival to America is worth tell-
ing. Had two families, burdened by personal hardship, not chosen to
emigrate, they and their progeny would probably have all ended up vic-
tims of World War II. My very existence and good fortune are owed to
the saga of these two Jewish families.

First I will tell my mother’s story.

Maternal Grandfather Elias Oxenhorn (aka Oxengorn)

My mother’s maiden name was Oxengorn. The Oxengorns came
from Bessarabia (now in Moldova). My great grandmother, whose
maiden name was Raisa Goldenberg, was born in Rashkov, Podolski
State, about 1844. Today, Rashkov is situated on the eastern edge of
Moldova, less than one mile from the Ukraine. Raisa met and married
my great grandfather, Sindel Oxengorn, about 1863 in the village of
Kamenka about twenty miles to the northwest. Not much is known
about my great grandfather but Raisa was considered a wise and edu-
cated woman. Her neighbors, both Jewish and non-Jewish, would seek
out her advice. Kamenka was situated on a tributary of the Dnister
River in Podolski State, about five miles from the present
Moldova/Ukraine border. In the late 19th century, the authorities de-
creed that all Jews must leave these small villages and move to a few
selected towns. These towns were called the “Pale of Settlements.”
Raisa and Sindel, with their five children, moved fifty miles west to the
town of Beltci around 1878-79. Sindel died in 1880 before his fortieth
birthday and Raisa was remarried, to Simon Millerman, whose spouse
also had died. With his children and hers, my grandfather, Elias Oxen-
gorn, grew up in a large household. Raisa died in Beltci sometime in
the 1930s.



Ancestors of JAY EDWIN FREEMAN

SAMUEL FRAYERMAN

b: Bef 1850 in UKRAINE

m: Abt 1868 in KORETZ, UKRAINE
d: Bef 1907 in KORETS, UKRAINE

MORRIS FREEMAN
b: December 15, 1888 in KORETZ, UKRAINE
m: August 21, 1911 in BROCKTON, MA

d: May 31, 1948 in BROOKLYN, NY

SAMUEL DENENBERG FREEMAN
b: January 23, 1912 in BROCKTON, MA

m: May 19, 1934 in BROOKLYN, NY
d: July 25, 1996 in WESTFIELD, NJ

IDA (DVARA) TELERND
b: Bef 1852 in UKRAINE
d: in UKRAINE

JACOB DENENBERG

b: Bef 1870 in BELARUS

m: Bef 1890 in POGOST, BELARUS
d: in BELARUS

TILLIE (TOIBE) DENENBERG
b: May 15, 1893 in POGOST, BELARUS
d: May 2, 1950 in BROOKLYN, NY

JAY EDWIN FREEMAN
b: June 4, 1938 in BROOKLYN, NY
964 in SURBITON, ENGLAND

m: June 6, 1

BESSIE (BAYLE) PLOTNICK
b: Bef 1873 in BELARUS
d: in BELARUS

SINDEL OXENGORN

b: in KAMENKA, BESSARABIA
m: Abt 1863 in KAMENKA, BESSARABIA
d: Abt 1880 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA

ELIAS OXENGORN

b: October 8, 1872 in KAMENKA, BESSARABIA
m: Abt 1898 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA
d: November 11, 1942 in BROOKLYN, NY

RUTH OXENHORN
b: July 14, 1913 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA

RAISA GOLDENBERG
b: Abt 1844 in RASHKOV, BESSARABIA
d: Abt 1934 in BELTCL BESSARABIA

Yankel Roisner

b: Bef 1851 in OZARINCIL, UKRAINE
m: Bef 1871 in OZARINCI, UKRAINE
d: At 1918 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA

Shandel Roisner

b: 1876 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA
d: March 20, 1920 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA

EDITH ENTIN
b: Bef 1854 in OZARINCIL, UKRAINE
d: Abt 1914 in BELTCI, BESSARABIA
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My father’s ancestors came from Belarus and northern Ukraine. My
mother’s side came from Moldova, that small region between Romania
and Ukraine. The next two maps show these regions in much greater
detail so that the exact villages and towns can be located.
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Moldova (Bessarabia)—My maternal great-grandmother, Raisa Golden-
berg from Rashkov, married my great-grandfather, Sindel Oxenhorn
from Kamenka. Around 1878 they moved with their children to Beltci
(Balti). In Beltci my grandfather Elias married Shandel Roisner whose
parents emigrated from Ozarinci. My mother Ruth was born in Beltci.
Scale: 17 miles/inch or 12 km/cm.



Belarus/Ukraine—My paternal grandfather, Morris Frayerman, was born
in Korets (Korec) in Belarus. My paternal grandmother Tillie Denenberg
was born in Pogost-Zagorotsky near Pinsk, Belarus. Scale: 17
miles/inch or 12 km/cm.



Maternal Grandmother Shandel Roisner

The Roisner family similarly had emigrated to Beltci from the
small Ukrainian village of Ozarinci, approximately ten miles from the
northern Moldova border. Eventually one of the Oxengorn sons, Elias,
met one of the Roisner daughters, Shandel, and became engaged prior
to his entering the army in 1894. Elias served four years in the cavalry
and was stationed in Kiev. He fell off his horse, broke his leg and, after
hospitalization, was sent home to Beltci. After his release from the
army, Elias and Shandel were married about 1898.

Shandel gave birth to three sons and two daughters, all born in
Beltci. One of the daughters, Ruchel Menea (Ruth), became my
mother. To house their growing family the Oxengorns purchased a pri-
vate home with a garden on Musikanskaya Ulitsa, where they lived
from 1905 to 1910. The street was well-named since musicians would
practice outside their house. The Oxenhorns moved again, this time to
8 Cusa Voda, where they lived from 1910 to 1913. 8 Cusa Voda was a
small apartment house located between two churches. The larger
church was on the main street. The smaller church was called “The
Church of the Old Believers” or, in Russian, “Stare Obriatse.”

By 1897 the Jewish population of Beltci had grown to 10,348 or 56
percent of the total population, largely as a result of the forced migra-
tion. In the early twentieth century the town had a total population of
about 30,000, of whom almost half were Jewish. The Jews of Beltci en-
gaged in commerce and crafts.

The Emigration to America

My great uncle Isaac, brother to my grandfather Elias, was the
first in the family to leave Beltci for America. Our family folklore says
that Isaac was in hiding from the local police. It should be noted here
that in nineteenth-century Moldova a Jew could be sought by the police
simply for exercising what we today, in this country, consider legal per-
sonal rights.

Isaac changed his name from Oxengorn to Goldenberg, his
mother’s maiden name, and emigrated to New York in 1891. My great
uncle became a citizen in 1893 and worked as a linotype operator for
the newspaper Der Taug, and later as a furrier. He was also the first
president of the First Belzer Sick and Benevolent Association (“Bel-
zer”) which was a support group for new immigrants arriving regularly
from Bessarabia. The Belzer was established October 20, 1900.

9



Grandfather Elias Oxenhorn. Photo
My grandparents, Elias and Shandel taken in 1942, shortly before he died.
Oxenhorn. Photo taken around 1900
in Bessarabia.

Uncle Isaac Goldenberg, the first of my mother’s
family to come to America in 1893.
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Descendants of ELIAS OXENGORN [

in BROOKLYN, NY

ANYA ROISNER
Bom: February 4, 1914
L BESSARABIA
Died: Abt 1980
in ISRAEL

MIRIAM "MANYA" OXENHORN
Bom: October 30, 1903
in BELTCI, BESSARABIA

in OLGOPOL, RUSSIA

Married: October 11, 1928
in BROOKLYN, NY
Died: April 21, 1981

in FOREST HILLS, NY

SAM OXENHORN
Bom: August 15, 1905
in BELTCI, BESSARABIA
Died: November 3, 1985
in New York City, NY

OXENHORN
Bom: July 14, 1913
in BELTCI, BESSARABIA




Twenty-eight founding members contributed fifty cents each, thus
raising a total of $14. Isaac Goldenberg wrote of that first meeting as
follows: “Not with ink and pen and not with words can we express the
joy and delight and the heartfelt pleasure that every founder experi-
enced that evening.” Their initial purpose was to buy land for burial
plots but they soon provided financial and medical help as well. For at
least fifty years, the organization served its immigrant members well
but, in 1974, with most either dead or assimilated, the original purpose
no longer existed and it was disbanded.

While Isaac was assimilating into American life, his brother Elias
remained in Beltci. My grandfather Elias owned a gourmet food store.
The store had tables outside where town folk would gather to eat and
chat. One day Elias decided to sell the house where they were living
and move to another location near his uncle, Nathan Roisner. A foun-
dation for the new building was started but economic conditions were
so bad that Elias decided to go to America in the hope of earning some
money to improve his family’s life in Beltci. However, Shandel did not
want to leave her homeland. The year was 1912.

Elias sold the building foundation, paid off his debts and moved
his family to Kishinevskaya Ulitsa. He then traveled to the German
port of Hamburg. On February 7, 1913 Elias left Hamburg on the SS
President Grant and arrived in New York harbor on February 22, pass-
ing through Ellis Island along with countless other Jewish, Irish and
Italian immigrants. On the manifest Elias listed his occupation as
“garment worker in shirt production.”

For the next seven years, my grandmother Shandel struggled to
raise her three sons and two daughters on her own.

Meanwhile, in Brooklyn, Elias worked to save money so that he
could return to Beltci. He also sent money to his family. But in 1914
Europe was suddenly enveloped in war. This prevented any thoughts
of return until after the Armistice in 1918. Furthermore, it was impos-
sible to send money over during the war years. And Shandel was not
well. She suffered from sciatica and rheumatism and took periodic
trips to Odessa for treatment. Her health deteriorated and on March
20, 1920 she died of a kidney disease. Shandel lies buried in the Jewish
Cemetery in Beltci. Elias made plans to return to Beltci to either stay
or transport his children to America. Before leaving, he declared his in-
tention to become a citizen at Brooklyn Supreme Court on July 10,
1920. At the Romanian border, customs searched him and found the
money he had saved; it was confiscated. He arrived back in Beltci pen-
niless.

When he saw the poverty his children were experiencing he de-
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cided to bring them to America with the help of his brother Isaac. First
he moved his family back to 8 Cusa Voda, but into a smaller apart-
ment. Since Elias did not want his son Sindel (named after his grandfa-
ther), to serve in the Romanian army, he decided they should return to
America together. On January 8, 1921, Elias and Sindel sailed to New
York on the SS France from Le Havre, France. And two years later, on
March 24, 1923, his middle son Sam came over on the SS La Savoie
from Le Havre, France. In August, he applied for naturalization, list-
ing his occupation as “store keeper,” and, in November, 1923, Elias be-
came a United States citizen.

Finally, the remaining children, including my mother, Ruth, could
come to America. However, although a quota applied to those over
twenty-one, children under twenty-one could enter the United States
to rejoin parents without quota restrictions. Since my mother’s sister,
Manya, would be twenty-one on October 30, 1924, it was a race against
time. By traveling second class she could save eight days and board the
ship for America before her twenty- first birthday. In a last-minute ar-
rangement, my uncle Abie and my mother traveled 3rd class on the
same ship, the Mauritania. The ship departed from Cherbourg, France
on November 1, 1924 and arrived in New York harbor on November 6.

Elias, as mentioned earlier, owned a gourmet grocery store in
Beltci. When he came to Brooklyn he opened a small candy store at 449
Stone Avenue. He and his five children moved into a five-room apart-
ment on Powell Street but after a year they moved to a nicer apartment
on Williams Avenue.

When my mother’s family came to New York from Beltci the spell-
ing of their last name was changed from Oxengorn to Oxenhorn. In
Russian there is no letter “h,” so a “g” was used in the Old Country.
With the English alphabet this Russian phonetic simulation of the last
name was no longer necessary.

Although the Oxenhorn children had little income after Shandel
died, they owned beautiful possessions, including hand-made Roma-
nian rugs, small hand-carved wooden furnishings, vases and frames
purchased by Elias on his second visit in 1923. These possessions were
brought to America and adorned their homes on Powell Street and Wil-
liams Avenue.

The story of the Oxenhorn emigration to America raises a ques-
tion. How could Elias have left his family destitute and travelled alone
to the United States? My Aunt Manya told me it was common in those
times for families to be separated this way in order to make a living.
Life was far harsher then. It was as if the family on a sinking ship had

13




one strong one to swim ashore and throw a lifeline to the others still on
the boat.

Seventeen years after my mother left Beltci, between July and
August, 1941, the invading German army captured the town. With the
collaboration of Romanians, Jews were murdered in the streets or
transferred to concentration camps to die later. By September, 1941,
the Jewish population of Beltci had been reduced to 28 percent of the
1930 census. This group was then deported to Transnistria, effectively
destroying the entire Jewish community of Beltci.

The Freemans (aka Frayerman)

My father’s family arrived in the 1890 to 1910 period, completing
their emigration before my mother’s side began theirs (1913-24). My
paternal grandparents left what was then Poland as part of a massive
migration to America to escape the brutal treatment they were receiv-
ing from the local population. As Jews, they were periodically sub-
jected to pogroms which included murder, rape and property
destruction. Jews were not permitted to engage in many occupations.
They were forced to live in specified parts of selected villages. These
came to be known as shtetls. Life was poor and the future uncertain.
My grandfather’s family came from one such village called Korets. My
father’s mother, Tillie Denenberg, arrived at about the same time from
the small village of Pogost-Zagorodski, then part of Poland.

The Encyclopedia Judaica notes that Korets was part of the Rovno
province and had a population of 4,600, of whom 76 percent were Jew-
ish. The town was a center of Hasidic scholarship and claimed to be one
of the oldest Polish Jewish communities, dating back to the 13th cen-
tury. Today the village is in the Pinsk region, Brestskaya province of
Belarus.

My great grandfather, Samuel Frayerman, worked for a Polish no-
bleman as a forest manager. He lived his entire life in what was then
Poland. It was his children who made the decision to give up their
homeland and culture for the long and risky journey to America. The
first of Samuel Frayerman’s children to arrive in New York was Aaron
Frayerman, sometime in the 1890s. He worked in the garment busi-
ness, cutting fur caps. His brother (my grandfather), Morris Frayer-
man, came to New York near the turn of the century. When my father’s
parents came to New York they brought virtually nothing of a tangible
nature; they were lonely and isolated, but like so many immigrants be-
fore them, they believed they would return to their homes in the “Old

14
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My paternal grandfather, Morris Freeman, shortly after arriv-
ing in America.



Pegp—

My paternal grandmother, Tillie Freeman, at seventeen
(right) with her older sister, Ida, shortly after arriving in
America.



Country” when conditions improved. However, in deference to life in
America, the family name was changed from Frayerman to Freeman.
(The French branch of our family became Frajerman.)

My grandparents courted in Brooklyn. In 1911, Morris got a job of-
fer from a shoe factory in Brockton, Massachusetts, and told Tillie she
must come there or he would not marry her. She agreed and they were
married on August 21, 1911, in Brockton. My father was born in Brock-
ton on January 23, 1912. His parents named him Samuel Denenberg
Freeman.

In July, 1941, German troops entered Korets. While some Jews
managed to escape, most were murdered by the Nazis in the town or
died later in labor camps. A monument stands in a forest near the town
memorializing the event.

Personal Memories of my Grandparents

While I was very young both my paternal grandparents and my
maternal grandfather were alive. They all resided within two miles of
our home. I cannot remember too much about them now since they had
all died by the time I reached twelve. However, I do recall, as a four-
year-old, running into the arms of Elias Oxenhorn. He was a tall, slen-
der man who died in November, 1942 at the age of seventy, from a
heart attack.

I remember more of Morris and Tillie Freeman. They had one of
those old Philco radios that looked like a bishop’s hat made of wood.
Morris had a shoe box full of leather working tools. He died on May 31,
1948, of a heart attack, and she on May 2, 1950, of cancer.

My Parents

My parents met through their activities in the Young Communist
League. Many intellectual and rebellious young people joined left-wing
political groups in those Depression years. My parents were married
on May 19, 1934 in Brooklyn. My father had to take whatever job he
could, though he had a degree in teaching. For a few months he sold
shirts and dry goods on 14th Street in Manhattan. Around November,
1934, they moved to Washington, DC, and there my father applied for
and accepted a two-year teaching assignment in Puerto Rico to teach
English to children at schools in Naguabo and Caguas, PR. During the
two years they spent there, both my parents learned Spanish. On re-
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turning from Puerto Rico, they again settled in Washington, DC where
I was conceived in September, 1937. Soon after, my parents moved to
888 Montgomery Street, Brooklyn. On June 2, my mother went into la-
bor. The family physician, Dr. Geshwin, was called and he drove her to
Brooklyn Women’s Hospital where I was born at 12:15 P.M. on June 4,
1938.

It was Saturday and the New York Times forecast clouds with tem-
perature in the 60s. There were no big news stories that day. President
Roosevelt planned to visit New York in late June to lay the cornerstone
for the 1939 World’s Fair. The Civilian Conservation Corps announced
the closing of camps across New York State. Hitler decreed the confis-
cation of “degenerate art” displayed by museums. According to the
edict, Hitler himself would decide what was “degenerate.” And our Sec-
retary of State, Cordell Hull, called on the nation to unite to restore,
throughout the world, the principle of “order under law.” The best tick-
ets to the 1938 Pulitzer Prize-winning play, Our Town, cost $2.20 each.
Other names in the news that day included Mayor La Guardia, Joe Di-
Maggio, Eleanor Roosevelt and Henry Fonda. It was just another ordi-
nary day in America on the brink of summer, on the brink of global
war. However, in June of 1938, Samuel and Ruth Freeman had more
immediate preoccupations. They were now parents.

The Ashkenazi Jews of Eastern Europe name their children after
deceased relatives. I was named after Jacob David Blinder, who was
the husband of Rachel Oxenhorn, who was the sister of my maternal
grandfather, Elias Oxenhorn. Jacob Blinder died in 1927 in Beltci. My
Hebrew name is Yacov Dovid, or Jacob David in English. American
Jews select the legal name based on some tenuous link to the Hebrew
name. So in my case, Jacob became Jay, sharing the first two letters.
My father decided early in my life to call me Jim instead of Jay. He felt
it was a more masculine name than Jay. Only my father could call me
Jim. It sounded wrong to my ears if anyone else did.

During World War II, my father worked for the USO, an organiza-
tion that provided recreation for the troops. We moved to Laurel, MD
and he worked at the military base there. My sister Elisa was born in
Riverdale, MD on August 5, 1943. Soon afterward, my parents moved
back to Brooklyn into an apartment at 196 Rockaway Parkway in the
East Flatbush section. Then my father left for Panama to provide rec-
reational and educational programs for servicemen stationed there to
guard the Canal. Among other activities, he organized alligator hunts
and bicycle trips across the isthmus. On returning to Brooklyn, my fa-
ther left the USO and joined the Jewish Welfare Board (JWB). He re-
mained with the JWB for thirty-five years, organizing educational and
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My parents: photos taken December 1987.




entertainment programs for Jewish centers around the country. He
was in charge of the Lecture Bureau until he retired in 1978.

My father was a dynamic optimist. For him the difficult was easy
and the impossible would take a little longer. Two types of pursuits en-
grossed my father. The first was leading groups of people in some edu-
cational activity. He was a natural teacher and a democratic leader. As
head of the Lecture Bureau of the Jewish Welfare Board he was con-
stantly working with performers and rabbis to organize group pro-
grams for Jewish Centers across the United States. As if this were not
enough, he would spend much of his vacation time leading groups
around Israel. My father also enjoyed children. He would enter their
world and encourage their interests. Because of this, he was much
loved by my cousins, nieces and nephews.

His other love was making things, whether it involved carpentry,
masonry or plumbing. This activity was solitary but he engaged in it
with great vigor. It was the one-on-one meetings that were least inter-
esting to him, and he felt most ill-at-ease in personal discussions. He
would much rather talk about the impersonal than matters of the trou-
bled soul. His kindness and love were expressed by doing, rather than
speaking. Many members of my family have tables, cabinets and
chairs built by my father, all physical symbols of the love he could not
express with words.

When I was a child my father never hugged me, but I never had
any doubt of his affection and pride in my achievements. In my adult
years he began to shake my hand on departing. As the years passed,
the handshake turned into a bear hug. In April, 1995, before I left for a
four-month trip, as he said farewell to me, tears came to his eyes and
he sobbed. A great sadness overcame me as a lifetime of unexpressed
love suddenly found its voice. He was in his eighty-third year; two
months later he suffered a massive stroke and our relationship was
changed forever. I always wondered whether he had a premonition
that a health catastrophe lay just ahead.

From my father I learned objectivity, democratic leadership, an
analytical approach to problem-solving and the joyful pleasure of see-
ing to completion one’s own handiwork.

My mother put all her energies into raising her two children. She
always stood in the shadow of my father but nevertheless had a strong
personality. After her children were grown, my mother returned to
Brooklyn College and completed her BA degree at the age of fifty-five.
That year at the ceremonies she was the oldest graduate. Although at
times self-absorbed, she nevertheless showed great concern for her
children’s well being and could offer sound advice to friends and family
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My father (on the right) with one of his lecturers, Nobel Prize winner Isaac
B. Singer, 1960.



in time of need. My mother was a good storyteller and enjoyed center
stage at family gatherings. Her favorite subjects were the Bible, Israel,
politics and travel. My mother painted and tastefully decorated and
furnished her home. Her cooking was excellent; I only came to appreci-
ate it as an adult. My mother was much more practical than my father
and would never indulge in extravagant spending or flights of fancy.
From my mother I learned to boldly seize center stage in social gather-
ings, a sometimes useful skill. I noticed this tendency towards self-
centeredness later in my own life while married to Patricia. Patricia
tended to draw others out and get them to talk about themselves, just
the opposite of what I would do. I began to admire that enquiring atti-
tude, which she and so many of her British countrymen seemed to pos-
sess. On the other hand, it is unlikely I would ever have written this
autobiography, the ultimate self-indulgence, without having inherited
my mother’s healthy ego. She also taught me, by example, to worry
about the future and see the gloomy side of every uncertainty. Worry
can be a powerful motivator and, later, while building my business,
these characteristics kept me constantly vigilant regarding competi-
tion, new orders, cash flow and late-paying customers—all good sub-
jects to worry about. In a perverse way it forced me to pay attention to
detail which I might otherwise have overlooked.

After my father’s stroke, my mother assumed the role of primary
care-giver. Through inner strength, instinct and intelligence she found
a way to keep my father in their apartment rather than a nursing
home or hospital. My mother hired and fired a number of twenty-four-
hour live-in aides before finding one from Eastern Europe who was ca-
pable of home care at the superb level she demanded.

Neither of my parents were interested in the popular culture of
America. They knew nothing of baseball, football, Las Vegas gambling
or rock and roll music. And these values were passed on to my sister
and me, with the exception of popular music. It is impossible for teen-
agers to pass through life without the music of their age capturing
their attention.

My Sister, Elisa

My younger sister Elisa was born when I was five. She is my only
sibling. At first I was jealous of her. But as time went by we got on quite
well. Elisa had red hair and developed a wonderful personality. She
matured into an outgoing and warm woman. Elisa studied anthropol-
ogy and later got a CPA in accounting. She and her husband, Dr. Mi-
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chael Sananman, moved to Westfield, NJ and settled there, raising two
children, Amy and Peter. Elisa is active in the community band and
the emergency medical service. There is a lot more to say about Elisa,
but that is for later.

24



2
Childhood

Sweet childish days, that were as long as twenty days are now.
—William Wordsworth, To a Butterfly, 1807

My Home

Until the age of four I lived on St. John’s Place, a busy street in Brook-
lyn. Every so often a fire truck would race by on its way to some emer-
gency. The sound of those clanging bells would get me very excited. I
remember that once my father took me down the street to watch the
firemen fight a blaze. My first aspiration was to become a fireman.

In those early years we had frequent family gatherings, mostly
Oxenhorns, crowded into our small apartment, speaking animated
Yiddish. Aunts would plant big wet kisses on my cheek and announce
“Kine anhora, he’s growing up!” Kine anhora is Yiddish and Hebrew for
“no Evil Eye.” The Evil Eye was a demon that just did not like good
things happening to people. If something good was announced, the Evil
Eye might hear the words and pounce on the prospective recipient ma-
levolently. Therefore, it was prudent to precede any good statement
with the prophylactic “God forbid the Evil Eye.” You would think that
such superstitious nonsense would be totally rejected by me, a logical
man of the modern age! But as of this writing, whenever someone says
something good about me, I am quick to respond with a self- deprecat-
ing comment.

In 1943, we moved to the small town of Laurel, MD. We lived on
the main street. I would walk down a dirt lane to the nearby Patuxent
River to splash in the water. I remember a fence around a church
through which I caught a turtle. In my memory, the fence was six feet
high. When I returned to Laurel as an adult, I located the church. To
my surprise, the same fence was only three feet high.

One day a magazine salesman came around, gave me a test and
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Oxenhorn family 1939.



said I was smart enough to receive a special children’s magazine. In
comic book fashion the magazine told of two boys, Gufus and Gallant
(evil and good). When my mother wanted to scold me she just called me
Gufus. It worked.

In 1944, when I was five, we moved back to Brooklyn and into 196
Rockaway Parkway, a six-story red brick apartment house. I lived
there with my parents until I left home at the age of twenty- three. We
first lived in a one-bedroom apartment on the fifth floor. One day,
while listening to a soap opera on the radio, I heard that our President,
Franklin D. Roosevelt, had just died. I ran in to tell my mother who im-
mediately burst into tears.

After a few years we moved to a three-bedroom apartment on the
fourth floor. Both apartments faced onto Rockaway Parkway, which
was a wide street in a residential neighborhood. Across the street was
a sandlot and on the other side was an elevated subway train, which
made a loud screeching sound as it rounded a 90- degree bend in the
tracks between Sutter Avenue station and the Livonia Avenue station.

In the period from 1944 until I left home in 1962, this building was
my home. In our five-room apartment I had a bedroom facing Rocka-
way Parkway. Elisa’s bedroom faced a center courtyard. My parents’
bedroom was next to mine and also faced Rockaway Parkway. We had
a living room and eat-in kitchen. All the rooms were off a foyer.

When we were children, Elisa and I would build tunnels and hide-
a-ways in the apartment using sheets and blankets which we would
stretch out over couches, chairs and tables. We would build these tun-
nels on Saturday or Sunday mornings and spend a few hours crawling
about inside them.

My room was a center for my various hobbies. My father built a
large workbench which faced my bed on the opposite wall. There I con-
ducted my chemistry experiments, constructed model airplanes and
operated my ham radio equipment.

Years later, 196 became a deserted structure. It was abandoned by
the owner, taken over by New York City for unpaid taxes and eventu-
ally was renovated by developers as a low income project in 1988. I vis-
ited the building during this renovation with my niece, Patricia Ann
Russell. The watchmen took us up to the apartment where I once lived.
Then it had one bathroom; after renovation it would have two. The
walls were stripped to the concrete and vertical steel studs were in
place for a new plaster surface; a new look for a new generation of up-
wardly mobile tenants.
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The author (age six), Elisa, and their mother, 1944.



Radio Soap Operas

In those years, 1944-48, there were many weekly soap operas and
serial programs. I can recall the Lone Ranger, Stella Dallas, The Inner
Sanctum, The Shadow, Lorenzo Jones (and his wife Belle). The Wil-
liam Tell Overture announced the start of the Lone Ranger who came
“galloping out of the past from yesteryear with the pounding hoofs and
the hearty yell, ‘Hiyo, Silver!” ” “Finiculi, Finicula” was the merry ditty
that preceded Lorenzo Jones. And who could forget the creaking doors
of the Inner Sanctum? Anyone who ever heard The Shadow will be able
to answer the question “who knows what evil lurks in the hearts of
men?” This mysterious prelude to the adventure program was followed
by a sinister cackle. This wonderful age of radio storytelling ended
quite abruptly with the coming of television.

Street Games of my Childhood

Rockaway Parkway was in the middle of a busy New York bor-
ough. However, in the 1940s and 50s there were many sandlots and
even a small farm a few blocks away on Kings Highway. These areas
have since been built up. But in those days the sandlots and sidewalks
were wonderful places to play street games. Summers were spent re-
fining our skills at baseball, stickball, Johnny on the Pony, Hide and
Seek, Iron Man and Ring-a-Levio. We also flipped baseball cards,
rolled marbles or nuts and shot “packs” to the nearest third line on the
sidewalk.

Throwing packs was fun. Packs were objects such as a leather shoe
heel or a stack of 50 baseball cards held together by rubber bands. Con-
crete sidewalks have square lines scored into them before they dry.
The idea was to hurl these packs three lines away and get as close to
the third line as possible. The closest after each round would win the
prize, usually more baseball playing cards. These cards were much
prized and came out of packages of Fleers bubble gum. Some cards
were rare. Trading and bartering was fierce. You could also win cards
by competitively flipping them onto the sidewalk and guessing cor-
rectly which side would face up.

In marble rolling the objective was to have your marble come to
rest as close to an opposing wall as possible. You could knock away
your opponents’ marbles if they were already very close to the wall.
During the Jewish holiday of Purim, we substituted round nuts for
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marbles. We really got involved in these games. The pleasure of win-
ning was extreme, far beyond the value of the prizes.

In Johnny on the Pony, the first boy (girls didn’t play these games)
grabbed a lamp post low, so that he was bent 90 degrees at the waist.
The next boy would put his head between the legs of the first boy. In ef-
fect a train of three or four boys lined up in this way. Then the rest of
boys, one at time would run and leap onto the train. They would keep
leaping and piling onto the train and when the whole squad was
perched on the fellows below they would all shout “Johnny on the pony,
1,2,3.” This was repeated three times and then the train would collapse
into an hysterical jumble of legs and arms.

In Iron Man, one person would be chosen as “It.” Everyone else
would hold on to some iron. It could be a lamp post, a car, a metal gate.
Boys would take turns running from metal to metal and “It” would
have to try to tag them in transit. If he succeeded, the tagged person
would become the new “It.”

Street Talk

The friends of my childhood needed each other. Life was so much
more fun when you had a friend to share it with. How will I ever forget
that oft repeated expression of this need for companionship? “I'll be
your best friend”—spoken in a plaintive and pleading voice, this offer
was used to pry loose a secret or favor from another boy. “Walk me” was
a request for company if you had some lonely errand to take care of. In
context it might be employed as follows: “My mother asked me to buy
some milk at the grocery store. Can you walk me?”

Our Summer Home in Carmel, NY

In the early 1950s my father purchased a summer home in Car-
mel, NY about 70 miles north of New York City. This modest one-
bedroom wood-frame house sat on half an acre near the Croton Reser-
voir overlooking Shaft No. 9, the outlet of the 100-mile tunnel that car-
ried New York City drinking water from the Catskill system. The
house cost only $1500 and had no plumbing. We had an outhouse and a
well for our water needs. There were three other homes nearby, so my
father found three other families to jointly buy all the properties. The
other families were Kagan, Oxenhorn (my uncle Sindel) and Fieffer.
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We named our community the acronym KOFF for the first letter of the
last name of each owner.

My father quickly set out to improve our summer home. He built a
bathroom and a kitchen and we screened in the porch. We had to run a
water pipe down from the well on the hill about 300 feet away. Each
summer, from the age of twelve to seventeen, I would go with my par-
ents to our Carmel home. I spent a lot of time helping my dad with his
endless building projects. When we completed the major improve-
ments on the home he decided to build a log cabin. This involved going
each morning to the forest, about 1,000 feet up the hill, and cutting
down trees. We trimmed away the branches and then turned the logs
into rails which we used to roll other logs down the hill. Next, the twin
rails of logs were rolled down to the bottom of the hill to the site of the
cabin. Then we began sawing and hammering the logs into place. Fi-
nally we completed the one-room cabin which eventually served as a
storage area.

I planted a vegetable garden near our summer home. By the end of
the summer we harvested tomatoes, radishes, carrots and beets. I
fished in the nearby reservoir and caught rock bass and sunfish. Once,
while walking down to the reservoir, I stepped on a nest of yellow jack-
ets. These are wasps that look like bees. They quickly attached them-
selves to my hands and legs and while I took off in a mad dash they just
hung on and kept stinging me over and over again. This painful epi-
sode gave me a lasting fear of bees.

I spent many wonderful summers at KOFF but one day my par-
ents decided that it was time to sell the place. My sister and I were get-
ting older and my parents wanted to take us on overseas trips to expose
us to foreign cultures. A very dignified couple, the Zampfs, bought our
cottage in 1955. We left with many fond memories.

I revisited my old summer home a number of times after it was
sold. It was nicely maintained by the Zampfs but subsequent owners
allowed the house to decay. On one visit the log cabin was gone, burned
down I believe. Next the cottage itself went up in flames leaving only a
depression on the hillside with a few odd pipes sticking out of the
ground. Weeds took over. My last visit was in 1992. By then the only
cheerful sight was the original saplings we had planted around the
property thirty years earlier. By 1992 they were huge graceful ever-
greens and maples, casting ample shadows over the empty field. Mel-
ancholy overcame nostalgia and I vowed never to return.
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Hobbies and Interests of Pre-adolescence

One of my favorite toys was an Erector Set. With it I built derricks,
trucks and other mechanical contraptions. The set was one of the
larger versions that came with an electric motor. From this Erector Set
I developed an early interest in mechanics and engineering.

My sister showed an interest in learning to play music and so my
parents hired Mr. Botenberg to give her piano lessons. She also took up
the guitar. My interests centered around the sciences rather than the
arts. For me numbers held a greater fascination than words. From my
hobbies I developed a sense of joy in the creation of order out of chaos.

A good example of this was stamp collecting, my first big hobby. At
a Brownsville post office, a kindly clerk saved the corners of the stamp
sheets for me. They are called plate blocks. I collected most of the com-
memorative plate blocks in the 1947-53 period. My father and I care-
fully mounted them in albums. I also had a world collection of used
stamps. From this hobby I learned geography and the names of coun-
tries now long gone, such as Mozambique and Dahomey. The African
colonies produced some of the most colorful stamps—completely
worthless, but colorful. Once, my father gave me a partially-damaged
set of early Israeli stamps. They were mint plate blocks but, unfortu-
nately, as part of a touring exhibition, they had been mounted using
rubber cement. Years later I sold this set for $1,500 to a dealer who was
almost in tears looking at the damage. He told me they would have
been worth ten times that amount in pristine condition.

Bikes and Skates

My father was a keen cyclist who had traveled by bike to Philadel-
phia and the end of Long Island, each in a single day. When I was about
ten years old he bought me a bicycle, and I remember him giving me
lessons until I finally succeeded in balancing myself. But I preferred
my rollerskates. They had steel wheels and leather straps. A key was
used to tighten clasps that gripped the front of your shoes. With these
skates my radius of travel increased to over 2 miles. I could literally fly
through the streets of Brooklyn, deftly avoiding cracks, potholes and
other discontinuities in the pavement.

Elisa and I also ice skated, but I was no good at it. My ankles bent
sideways as I tried to balance my feet over the narrow blades.
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Pets

I did not grow up with a dog or cat. My mother said she once had a
dog but it was run over by a car. She was so heartbroken she vowed
never to own one again. Nevertheless, we did have two pet parakeets
when I was a teenager. We also had hamsters for a while. I could pro-
voke them into fighting by throwing a Ritz cracker into the cage; then I
would watch with amusement as two hamsters tried to tear the thing
apart. These little pets were fun, and I also enjoyed playing with other
people’s dogs, but I cannot say that pets were an important part of my
early life.

Elementary School 1944-50

I attended public schools from kindergarten through college. I first
went to PS 219, an elementary school about six blocks from Rockaway
Parkway. PS 219 was a red brick building with a school yard behind
the main entrance.

It took about fifteen minutes to walk to school. I was scared on my
first day. My little world was being rearranged. There were new faces
to deal with, a building with long corridors and many doors, rules to
obey and orders to carry out. The kindergarten teachers, Mrs. McQuil-
lan and Mrs. McKensie, asked that I bring in a notebook on the second
day. Instead of the standard black and white notebook, my mother
bought me a coloring book. I recall how upset I was at being the only
one with this nonstandard notebook.

One of our class exercises was skipping around in a circle with
each child following the one in front. I could not figure out how to skip
and the class laughed at my clumsy attempts. The humiliation was
profound. Then one day, while on the sidewalk in front of my house, it
suddenly came to me. With a hop and slide of each foot I figured out
how to skip. The next day I experienced a sweet victory by showing the
class how well I could do it.

The vice-principal was, to my young eyes, an old battle-ax. Once,
when I was in the second grade and misbehaving, she was called down
to handle the matter. She told me I was being returned to kindergarten
and would have to start all over again. Then she dragged me, panic-
stricken and screaming, down to the kindergarten class and thrust me
back into the room. I really believed I would have to start all over
again.

Max Meyers was my most memorable teacher in those early years.
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He was a gruff, charismatic extrovert who taught a sixth-grade class.
Mr. Meyers was truly dedicated and held reunions at his home, years
after his charges had left his classroom.

I went to PS 219 for seven years. While at the time those years
moved by slowly, in retrospect it seems but a brief moment. Suddenly
my elementary school years came to an end. In the spring before
graduation it was the custom to buy an official autograph book. Stu-
dents would run around to classmates and relatives to get them to sign
a page and say something amusing or philosophical in the book. In my
autograph book, I listed my closest friend as Howie Fox and the bright-
est student as Richard Witlin. According to this book, my favorite
author in 1950 was Mark Twain, and my hero was Sherlock Holmes. I
identified with Huckleberry Finn and Tom Sawyer. Both shared aim-
less days and youthful adventures of childhood discovery. Sherlock
Holmes used clever scientific deduction and possessed a rational mind,
something like my father, a quality I admired greatly and sought to
emulate.

My father signed the book April 27, 1950 and wrote: “For my son
Jim: May you set your goals beyond easy reach, Your daddy.” On June
18, 1950, my mother wrote: “To my son Jay: Be successful in all your
undertakings. Mommy.” My Uncle Louie wrote: “To Jay: I wish you
good fortune in greater amount than the comic books you've read (and
that’s a lot!), Your Uncle Louie.”

Jewish Identity

My father came from a home with an observant mother and an
atheist father. As my father grew older he became more observant.
Working for thirty-five years with the Jewish Welfare Board immersed
him in Jewish culture. My father attended an orthodox temple in
Brooklyn and ate only kosher food; my mother was less observant. I do
not remember her going to synagogue and late in life she admitted to
me her atheistic beliefs. But she prepared kosher food and concerned
herself with all the details on Passover and Hanukkah. Therefore, it
was not surprising that my parents enrolled me in a Jewish school.
Classes were held after the public school day ended. Students were
given permission to leave an hour early for the purpose of religious
education. I first went to a Socialist Jewish school on Clarkson Avenue,
where the first thing I learned to say in Yiddish was “Hail to the sol-
diers of the Russian Army.” My parents then enrolled me in another
school on Winthrop Street where I studied Hebrew in preparation for
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my Bar Mitzvah. Most of the students, including me, found Hebrew
school boring and could not wait for the classes to end. After my Bar
Mitzvah, I pretty much left formal Jewish religious life behind me.
However, this did not diminish my cultural identification with the
Jewish people and, I can say with deepest sincerity, that I am proud to
be a member of such an accomplished group.
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3
Adolescence

Through our great fortune, in our youth our hearts were touched with

fire.
—Oliver Wendell Holmes, Memorial Day Address, 1884

My teenage years encompassed the period 1951-57. These seven years
of transformation seem in retrospect to be longer than any other period
in my life. I suppose it was the kaleidoscopic pace of change, of awaken-
ing sexuality, of hobbies and schooling and friendships that made the
years so eventful and important in my memory. But for all its stress
and distress it was a wonderful time, a time when the future was big-
ger than the past, when the gates of hope opened wide.

Somer’s Junior High School

I attended PS 252, Somer’s Junior High School, for three years
from 1951 to 1953. Somer’s was located on Kings Highway, about 7
blocks from my home. In my first year at Somer’s my homeroom
teacher was Mrs. Sperling. My grades were average. Mr. Haskell was
my second-year homeroom teacher for a while. I did not like him. Once
he chased me around the room with the rest of the class in hysterics. I
forget why he was so angry at me. Mrs. Tell was a math teacher I liked.
She felt I could do a lot better. Once she announced in class the results
of an aptitude test and said that I was the most underperforming stu-
dent with the greatest potential. I had a woodworking teacher, Sam
Weber. He was a philosophical gentleman. I recall him advising me to
remove wood in small amounts because it is much easier to take more
off than to add it back. It seemed like a lesson in life as well.

The class president in my final year, 1953, was my good friend
Howie. He was still listed as best friend in this graduation autograph
book but he shared that important place in my life with a second best
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friend, Sherman Zell. Some things, though, had changed in those three
years: I listed my favorite authors as Jack London and Ernest Heming-
way. I was fascinated by the vivid imagery created with simple lan-
guage and the rugged adventures these authors portrayed. There was
a place in the book for one’s future profession; I put down “Science.”

My father signed my book on May 23, 1953, writing: “To Jim: It’s
the little extra beyond the ordinary which makes the difference.
Daddy.” I think he knew, then, what a lazy son he had and was already
dropping me hints!

My parents admired intellect, though their interests excluded
many cultured pursuits such as ballet, opera and fiction. My father
had an extensive book collection at home, mostly dedicated to educa-
tion and Jewish life. I developed an appreciation for intellectual
achievement though I did not have the discipline to devote long hours
to study. Television was a major temptation and I rushed through my
homework so I could maximize my TV time. And, in the summer, study
was virtually impossible when I heard the voices of my friends in the
street. However, reading books on astronomy, chemistry and electron-
ics was fascinating and this I did on my own initiative.

My classical education was facilitated by reading every issue of
Classic Comics joke books. I did not have to imagine what the Three
Musketeers looked like. I actually saw pictures of them. One day my
mother, angry at me for some transgression, tossed my entire collec-
tion down the incinerator. The greatest literary works of mankind, in-
cluding carefully drawn illustrations, went up in flames. It was a sad
day for the classics and for me. I have long since forgiven my mother in
spite of the fact that these joke books are now valuable collectors’
items.

Stuyvesant High School 1953-56

After Junior High School I attended Stuyvesant High School in
Manhattan, from 1953 to 1956. Stuyvesant was a specialized science
school and to be admitted one had to pass an examination. As a result
of this screening process, this all-male school assembled the largest
group of nerds in New York City with the possible exception of its ma-
jor rival, the Bronx High School of Science. To get to Stuyvesant, I had
to take the subway from Sutter Avenue to 14th Street in Manhattan
and then walk east, passing under the 3rd Avenue elevated train line,
to finally reach the school which was located on 1st Avenue and 15th
Street.
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The students were bright and competitive. At home, my father and
I would work on the supplementary mathematics problems in trigo-
nometry and geometry. I can still remember the great pleasure we had
in solving these extra assignments.

During this period I read books on science, electronics and chemis-
try. History, foreign languages and literature did not interest me. This
extreme focus brought me high grades in the sciences and lower grades
in the arts.

Stuyvesant High School was built in 1904 and it seemed the equip-
ment and some of the teachers were installed with the original struc-
ture. Our metal-working shop had lathes that were driven by long
leather belts which ran up to the ceiling. By a series of wheels and belts
on the ceiling, the power from a single electric motor was distributed to
the many lathes in the shop. The place looked like a nineteenth-
century sweatshop.

After School Activities

During this period I joined the amateur radio club and was elected
to Arista, which was an honorary society for only those with high
grades. The president of Arista, who interviewed me for admission,
was the same Michael Sananman who years later would meet my sis-
ter Elisa and marry her. (They met by coincidence at the Wollman
Skating Rink in Central Park.)

The Boy Scouts Circa 1949-54

At the age of eleven I joined the Boy Scouts, and this became a ma-
jor activity and influence on my later life. The Scouts introduced me to
hiking, camping and outdoor skills which stayed with me into later life.
As a Scout I was a member of a troop and within that troop we had
teams which competed in various scouting games, such as tying nine
knots as fast as possible. Once we collected paper for recycling in a con-
test measured by weight collected. This troop of twelve-year-old kids
collected tons of newspapers from around the neighborhood. Each
week we had a “weigh in” session. We collected with a frenzy beyond
belief. After a while a stack of paper was the most beautiful thing I
could imagine.

In the Boy Scouts I found my inner circle of friends. They included
Herb Schneider, who became my closest friend. The Scouts met in the

38



The author at eighteen.

The Old Stuyvesant High School
Machine Shop, circa 1955.




basement of his home. The troop had four Patrols which were compet-
ing subdivisions. The Patrols were called Beavers, Panthers, Pioneers
and Eagles. Herb was a natural leader and he was good in all his un-
dertakings. He could tie the nine Scout knots in twenty-five seconds
and place all the compass cards in order, faster than anyone in the
troop. He was selected for the honored “Order of the Arrow” at the
Scout summer camp, Ten Mile River. Herb earned enough merit
badges to become a Life Scout. I achieved the next lower rank of Star
Scout, but I was not selected for the “Order of the Arrow” and I never
learned the secret password known only by its members. Compared to
me, Herb was a much more successful teenager. He danced well,
dressed in the latest fashions complete with tapered pants and slicked
down hair, something like Elvis Presley. But Herb also had a sensitive
and thoughtful side which in later years became the most salient part
of his character.

Other fellow scouts included Todd Merer, Morty Steiner, Al Gen-
nes, Lester Poris, Sherman Zell, Spencer Shaps, Paul Helfner, Eddie
Stravitz, Eddie Katz and Harvey Bernstein, two of whom (Sherman
and Al) would appear again later in my life. I had another good friend
who was not in the Boy Scouts. I met Steve Maybar through my inter-
est in amateur radio. Maybar, as we called him, was very bright with a
sarcastic sense of humor. But under the bite he had a kind heart.

One day Maybar got hit by a car while crossing Rockaway Park-
way. There were tire tracks running right across his back. I visited him
at Brookdale Hospital and brought him a peg puzzle to keep him busy.
Maybar eventually made a complete recovery.

Bar Mitzvah Parties 1950-53

During this time my friends were all approaching thirteen and
having their Bar Mitzvahs. First the honor boy had to learn a section of
the Torah and read it before the congregation at the synagogue, in the
traditional “sing song” style. This was followed by the party. Very few
guests went to the synagogue, but everybody went to the party! The
Bar Mitzvah parties in those days were elaborate and costly. Parents
spent $2,000 to $4,000. (Keep in mind that in the 1950s a house cost
$5,000.) Food and drink were served in gargantuan proportions. The
pastry table was greeted with adulation. These were monstrous feasts
by any standard. The band was loud and exuberant, playing the old
Jewish favorites for the adults and popular music for the young. The
dancing was energetic. Toward the end of the festivities, the honored
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elders would come forward to light symbolic candles in honor of the Bar
Mitzvah boy.

At the head table, the Bar Mitzvah boy and his friends frequently
ended the meal by tossing food or rolled-up napkins at each other. The
Bar Mitzvah religious ceremony marked the transformation of the boy
into manhood. The party proved he still had a long way to go.

My Bar Mitzvah June, 1951

Then it was my turn. Since my father was head of the Lecture Bu-
reau of the Jewish Welfare Board he had contacts with many enter-
tainers. He arranged for a magician, a singer and a ventriloquist to
appear at my party. Unlike other Bar Mitzvahs, which my friends had
in large and ostentatious halls, ours was held in our home. I felt we had
much better control over the event. I can still recall how wasteful my
friends’ celebrations were. The excess food that was thrown out could
have fed an army.

During the party, relatives and friends gave me envelopes with
gifts of money, as was the custom. I decided to consolidate all these
gifts by putting all the money into a single stack of bills (just creating
order out of chaos). When my mother saw what I had done she was hor-
rified. Without knowing who gave what there was no way to recipro-
cate accurately, or know whom to thank for an especially generous gift.

As I mentioned, the religious part of the Bar Mitzvah was not as
well attended as the secular part. But with my singing voice, who could
blame the guests? I had a real problem getting a rhythm going as I
made my awkward way through the text assigned to me that day. I be-
lieve it was the last time I actively participated in a synagogue service,
though I would on occasion join my parents at services in later years.

Sports

I was not good at sports in my early childhood and this did not
change in my teenage years. I even avoided spectator sports such as
baseball and football. I had no feeling for which team won and to this
day find it difficult to comprehend the extreme emotions people have if
“their” team wins or loses. For example New York sports teams are
made up of players purchased from other teams, men who were born
and raised in other parts of the United States. These so-called “New
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York” teams to my way of thinking do not represent New York if their
players are from elsewhere.

In Brooklyn, in the 1950s, we had many undeveloped areas around
the streets and buildings of our neighborhood. They were called sand-
lots, and many summer days were spent playing softball, hardball and
stickball on those hot and dusty fields. The two best players by mutual
consent became the captains. One captain would throw a baseball bat
in the air and the other captain would catch it with one hand. They
would then alternate in grabbing the bat, fist over fist, until the top of
the bat was reached. The captain holding the top of the bat would have
to swing the bat around his head three times. If he succeeded in not
dropping the bat, he would have the first pick of the best players for his
team.

The best were chosen first and so on down the line. I was poor at
sports and therefore the last to be chosen. My captain would always
put me in left field, the most inactive position in the game. I asked my
parents to buy me a first baseman’s glove because that was the position
I dreamed of playing. So there I stood on those long summer days wait-
ing endlessly for a ball to come toward left field, with my first base-
man’s glove at the ready. In the far distance I could just about make
out the pitching, swinging and shouting going on in the infield. I was
more a spectator than a participant. Once my father came down to give
me practice and pointers. I recall he played as badly as I did. That is my
memory of the great American pastime.

Teenage Hobbies

Because I was poor at team sports I pursued other activities. I took
up chess and three other hobbies, besides stamp collecting: chemistry,
model airplane building and amateur radio.

Chemistry 1952-53

Chemistry intrigued me. First, there was the science of how and
why elements and compounds would react with each other. Second,
there was the adventure of performing experiments that demonstrated
these theories. Some of these experiments involved pungent and foul
gases, explosions and danger. Of course, after the discovery of explo-
sives, it was only a matter of time before I got into deep trouble. I in-
vented a walnut bomb which consisted of potassium chlorate, red
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phosphorus and pebbles placed in an empty walnut wrapped in wire.
The pebbles provided the friction to ignite the explosive ingredients.
By simply hurling the walnut, it would produce an enormous explosion
on impact. I threw these walnut grenades at stray cats. It really made
them move. Windows in the neighborhood would shake and tenants
would look out to see what happened.

One day my friend Howie learned about my experiments and
asked if he could use my mixture. Why not? Howie sprinkled the explo-
sive mixture in the stairwells of our Junior High School. As the stu-
dents went from class to class, great bangs and pops could be heard,
and the halls filled with smoke. The principal was furious and some-
how found Howie. I sat in my class hoping against hope that Howie
would not “squeal.” Soon a school monitor appeared, whispered in the
teacher’s ear, and I was summoned to the principal’s office. The princi-
pal said he was thinking of calling the police but decided instead to call
my father. My father told the principal that he would punish me. I still
remember the punishment. It could not have been worse. My father
locked up my chemistry set for 30 days. Forty-five years later I can still
remember the punishment and the suffering. The principal “punished”
me by ordering me to read Jack London’s books “The Call of the Wild”
and “White Fang” and then write book reports. He wanted to suspend
Howie, but my father told him that I would have to be suspended also
since I gave Howie the chemicals. In the end, the principal was merci-
ful. While the chemistry set was locked up I had time to read the Jack
London books about the northern wilderness. It was a pleasant diver-
sion, but eventually the chemistry set was unlocked and my attention
returned to the molecular world. Howie went on to become the class
president, to the consternation of the school authorities. He was a very
popular fellow among his peers.

My chemistry mayhem was not finished. One hot summer day my
friends and I went to a movie house to cool off. At the end of the film I
took out a small bottle filled with dilute hydrochloric acid and dropped
in a few pellets of ferric sulfide. This bottle I placed under my seat.
Then we all beat a hasty retreat. Even before exiting we could hear the
murmur of the patrons spreading like ripples in a pond, as the hydro-
gen sulfide gas drifted throughout the theater. The air conditioners
helped and soon the entire movie house smelled of rotten eggs. Man-
agement had to fling open the doors to exhaust the putrid theater. This
was a great success.

One day I brought metallic sodium into the science class to show
my classmates. It was kept in a vial of kerosene since sodium is so ac-
tive it reacts with the moisture in the air to form sodium hydroxide. My
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science teacher, Mr. Striker, asked what was going on. I showed him
the vial and explained its contents. The remainder of the class time
was spent hearing a lecture from Mr. Striker on the dangers of sodium
and how I might lose a leg from keeping it in my pocket.

I recall the time Howie and I tried to make a zip gun. These were
crude weapons that fired a twenty-two caliber bullet. We assembled a
gun made of a small steel pipe tied to a wooden handle and used a nail
and rubber band for a firing pin. I don’t remember now if we were able
to successfully fire it. Explosions and sudden bursts of chemical power
were fascinating. The zip gun was just another way to demonstrate
this power. Howie knew some tough street gangs in nearby Browns-
ville who may have had a more practical interest in our experiments.

In our Rockaway Parkway home I had my own room and my father
built a large table for me to conduct experiments. Sometimes my gas
generating experiments got out of hand. These generators are easy to
start and hard to stop. I recall particularly the production of bromine, a
brown heavy vapor, almost a liquid at room temperature. It oozed and
insinuated itself along the floor of my room and throughout the entire
apartment. My mother sometimes called to me from the kitchen to ask
what was going on. I think the two-foot layer of brown pungent gas got
her attention.

I got my chemistry supplies from the John H. Winn Company, a
chemical supply house on West 23rd Street in Manhattan. The com-
pany required a parent’s signature for the more dangerous chemicals.
Since my father was my chief assistant in many experiments, I had no
difficulty in getting his signature. With that obstacle cleared away I
purchased concentrated nitric, sulfuric and hydrochloric acids plus one
ounce of sodium cyanide. I planned to make aqua regia, the only acid
that can attack gold. My father provided an old gold filling for this ex-
periment. On October 28, 1952 I turned my father’s filling into gold
chloride. The sodium cyanide was intended for an experiment to pro-
duce hydrocyanic acid which can etch glass. But I knew the jar of so-
dium cyanide I purchased was so poisonous that a grain of it could kill
you. The one ounce I had could kill an army. That fear was enough; I
never even opened the jar.

I kept a notebook in which I recorded my experiments. The date of
the first experiment was October 24, 1952 and the last was March 26,
1953, but I know that I was playing around with chemistry over a
longer period than that. I recorded twenty-four experiments in my
notebook. In each experiment I would indicate the problem, the mate-
rials, the procedure, the observation and finally the conclusion. For ex-
ample, in the first experiment the problem was “What will happen
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when zinc and mercury nitrate are heated together?” I wrote out the
chemical equation and then proceeded to heat the two chemicals in a
test tube, using a Bunsen burner. In the conclusion I noted: “The more
active zinc displaced the less active mercury in the nitrate salt, liberat-
ing nitrous oxide plus oxygen.”

Model Airplanes

One day I put away the chemistry and took up building model air-
planes. At first I made free-flight planes of balsa wood and special
linen paper. Later I made heavier models that had small glow plug
gasoline engines and were controlled by twin wires and a hand-held
reel. My friend Sherman Zell and I shared an interest in this hobby
and, later, amateur radio. Sherman lived on the third floor of my apart-
ment building. He outdid me in both these hobbies. His planes were
larger and he mastered acrobatic maneuvers that just made me gasp.
He could fly a plane upside down, which is tricky because the controls
are all reversed. Up is down and down is up. If you panic the plane just
crashes into the concrete in total destruction. It was also bad for your
ego because the place where we flew on weekends was jammed with
fellow pilots. Realizing it was hopeless to try to compete with Sherman,
I built smaller and smaller planes which struggled around at turtle
speed. It was my way of avoiding direct competition.

Amateur Radio 1953-58

Next came amateur radio. Here, too, Sherman excelled. His trans-
mitter was more powerful and his receiver was more sophisticated. To
enter this hobby, the first step was to pass the FCC test for a novice
class license, which permitted the operator to transmit Morse code but
not voice. The next step was to take the test for the General Class li-
cense which permitted voice communications. The General Class test
was more difficult and required passing a Morse code exam at thirteen
words per minute. Sherman and I both got our General Class licenses
at the same time though he could take down Morse code faster than I
could; I think my speed was up to 18 words per minute at best. I logged
my first voice communication on March 25, 1953. When we graduated
to voice communication I found a place in which I excelled. I spoke
more slowly and clearly than Sherman, and other operators would
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think I was the older, though it was he who was older by a year. His call
letters were K2GYW and mine were K2GZE.

One day in 1955, my father came home and announced he too had
passed the FCC license exam. His call letters were K2LDL. He logged
his first voice contact on February 8, 1955. Years later he told me that
he secretly had been practicing the Morse code at his office. He did not
want to tell me in case he failed his examination, which he did once.
But he passed on his second attempt. Now we were both “hams” and we
began to build a large collection of QSL cards from all over the United
States and a few from Europe. Every time you made a new contact on
the air, you traded QSL cards. They were decorative postcards with in-
formation about the operator and his equipment. My Uncle Louie, the
commercial artist, made up a unique design for my card.

One day I did a careless thing. To go from the 20-meter band to the
40-meter band, I had to change a coil in my transmitter. This coil con-
sisted of a bare wire wound onto a ceramic cylinder. I forgot to turn off
the power and grabbed the coil with one hand while resting on the
grounded chassis with the other. Suddenly 600 volts, DC, ripped across
my chest. I was thrown back violently to the other side of my bedroom.
I began shaking and this continued for 30 minutes. That was as close to
death as I had ever come.

The neighbors were a problem for us. Our amateur radio transmis-
sions would break up their television pictures and they would hear our
voices coming out of the speakers. The neighbors were not amused.
Some went up to the roof and repeatedly cut down our antenna. I went
so far as to put 18,000 volts on the antenna to stop them. I used a low
amperage “Ford coil” so the shock would not be lethal. We tried to solve
the problem with our neighbors by getting filters for their television re-
ceivers and my transmitter. But a solution was never achieved. One
day I had an idea. Why not stretch a fine wire across Rockaway Park-
way and place the far end high up on the chain link fence on the other
side of the street? Perhaps the wire would not be noticed and it would
make a terrific antenna. With the help of a friend I unspooled the wire
down to the sidewalk from my bedroom window. Nonchalantly, I
walked across the street holding one end of the fine wire in my pants
pocket. Quickly I hooked it up on the chain fence. However, within
hours, a neighbor spotted the wire running across the street. I could
see the agitation from my window and felt the cops would shortly be
knocking on my door. Deciding to bring down the antenna, I began to
pull my end into the room. But the wire was very ductile and it simply
would not snap. I just kept hauling away and the wire just kept getting
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thinner and longer. At last it did snap and all evidence drifted slowly
away and down from my window to the street below.

Amateur radio continued to be my hobby when it came time to
choose a career, and it was why I enrolled in a program leading toward
a degree in electronic engineering. I logged my last communications as
an amateur radio operator on September 1, 1958. This date also
marked the beginning of my electrical engineering coursework at
CCNY.

Chess 1955+

Although I learned to play chess when I was twelve or thirteen, I
did not get serious about it until I was seventeen or eighteen. I began to
read books by Fine and Reshevsky that dealt with openings, and with
middle and end games. In the summer I would walk over to Lincoln
Terrace Park to watch and occasionally play. Lincoln Terrace on a
weekend afternoon in the summer was crowded with old men from
Eastern Europe. They played hard and cursed harder, sometimes
slamming the wooden pieces onto the stone chess tables with such
force that the chips would fly off the pieces. “Nem dem ferd” the kibitz-
ers would shout (take the horse). “Drek kotch!” the players would say to
each other (you piece of shit). I never learned much Yiddish at home
but the park players’ Yiddish was really infectious. As evening fell, the
old men would play on, struggling by candle and the dim park lights.
Elderly Jews gathered nearby to sing, play the accordion and listen,
perhaps remembering the “old country” and a shtetl long gone. Those
were magical summer nights in a Brooklyn that is now my old country.

I continued playing chess in the park every summer, even during
my early college years, but eventually I drifted away. Today, Lincoln
Terrace Park is in the middle of a poor black neighborhood. My old
country has disappeared as completely as the shtetls of Eastern
Europe.

In the early years of my marriage I took up chess again and would
spend weekends at tournaments in Manhattan. These contests were
frequently held at the Henry Hudson Hotel on West 57th Street and
anyone with fifteen dollars and nothing to do for two days could partici-
pate. I attained a United States Chess Federation rating of 1840,
which was in the A class of players. After several years of engaging in
these intense weekend chess battles I stopped. Eventually my favorite
opponent became my computer, which was ready whenever I was and
played a very strong unforgiving game.
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Work 1952-58

As a teenager, I worked after school for the grocery store around
the corner on Clarkson Avenue. I delivered groceries and stocked the
shelves with canned goods stored in the basement below the store. A
normal tip for delivery in those days was 25 cents. Sometimes the cus-
tomer would pay me in returnable bottles; we had recycling even then.
Once I got a five-cent tip and I was so annoyed I gave it back to the cus-
tomer and told her “you need it more than me.” For that rudeness I was
sternly reprimanded by the store owner.

Between the ages of seventeen and eighteen, I sought summer jobs
in Manhattan. One summer I was hired as an apprentice in a machine
shop. The owner was Mr. Plenge. I told him I was available perma-
nently, but I knew that in September I would be off to college. Anyway,
I worked like a demon for forty dollars per week. The regular workers
quietly told me to slow down because I was making them look bad. But
I was having fun on the lathe, the drill press and the boring machines.
As the summer came to an end it was time to give my notice. I told Mr.
Plenge I'd decided to go to college and had been accepted. He was very
understanding. He told me he wished his son had gone on to college
and he then wished me the best of luck. I felt very guilty for my dishon-
esty.

The next summer I got a job as a draftsman working for Volt Tech-
nical in Manhattan, a company that produced instruction manuals for
manufacturers. I worked in ink and used three- and two-point perspec-
tive. Lettering and executing explosion drawings were other skills I ac-
quired. The regulars on the boards nearby were a funny and cheerful
group and I enjoyed going to work each morning. One day there was a
layoff and I was suddenly let go. Tears welled up in my eyes. My older
colleagues were very sympathetic. My second job that summer was for
a fire alarm company that needed a draftsman to draw the wiring lay-
out for each client. I worked in pencil and the results were far less
pleasing to me. At the end of the summer I resigned and began my next
year’s engineering education.

Learning to Drive 1956

When we were eighteen all my friends were learning to drive. I
practiced with my father’s car and took the test but failed. I got so nerv-
ous my foot started to shake and I could no longer control the speed.
However, on the second attempt, with a kind examiner, I calmed down
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and passed. I had only one accident in those early years. One winter
day I slid my father’s car into the rear of another, damaging the fend-
ers and lights. That lesson taught me not to tail-gate on ice.

My father bought a convertible car one year. My mother vowed
never to ride in it. Elisa and I leaned out the window as we watched my
father, on the street below, persuade her to just try one ride in the car.
Reluctantly she agreed.

Our Home 1944-61

Ilived with my parents on Rockaway Parkway from 1944 till I left
for a job in Maryland in 1961. One block away was the New Lots sub-
way line, which at this point was elevated. Every ten or fifteen minutes
a train would roar by. We learned to tune out the noise but in the sum-
mer with the windows open the sound would block out the TV audio. It
always seemed to happen at some critical moment like the punch line
to a joke or learning “who done it.” In the summer the women would sit
on aluminum/vinyl chairs, and knit and gossip. Whenever my friends
and I entered and left the building we knew they would start talking
about us. On Sundays we would eat out, often at a Chinese-American
restaurant on Utica Avenue. Elisa called Utica Avenue “the Nile of
Jewish civilization.” The street was filled with delicatessens, tailor
shops and bakeries.

At home my mother prepared Jewish, Eastern European food. I
appreciated it more as an adult after comparing it to the normal
American diet. My mother made latkes, kugel, blintzes, chicken soup
(of course), stuffed cabbage and many other wonderful dishes. She
waged a never-ending battle to get Elisa and me to eat more and my fa-
ther to eat less. It was a losing battle fought against metabolism and
Mother Nature.

Pizza was as popular in the 1950s as it is today. A slice cost fifteen
cents, a whole pie about $1.25. Also popular in Brooklyn in those days
was a confection called “Charlotte Russe.” A Charlotte Russe consisted
of a small solid cylinder of sponge cake, upon which rested a generous
cone of whipped cream capped with a red maraschino cherry. The
sponge cake was contained in a white cardboard hollow cylinder, sup-
ported by a cardboard disk inside the cylinder. Charlotte Russes were
stored in glass cases, row upon row. I bought them at a candy store
near the Sutter Avenue elevated train station (the El).
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The author with his parents and sister, circa 1958.

Television 1948-1958

The first television arrived in our building in 1948. On many eve-
nings I would go down to our neighbor’s apartment, where I joined
other children, to watch Milton Berle’s Texaco Theater or Howdy
Doody. Around 1949 or 1950 we got our own television which was a
small black and white set that sat in our living room.

We watched many different programs such as Omnibus, hosted by
Alistair Cooke, who was a young man with blond hair in those days.
The Hallmark Theater had excellent drama. Then there was Captain
Midnight, a science fiction series, and the popular puppet Howdy
Doody. Howdy’s human partner was Buffalo Bill and another dumb
character was Clarabell the Clown. The “Peanut Gallery” was filled
with kids cheering on the mayhem. I also remember watching Jersey
Joe Walcott lose to boxing champ Joe Louis.

But, for our family, the best of all the TV programs was Sid Caesar
and his Show of Shows. He and his fellow comedians, Imogene Coca,
Howard Morris and Carl Reiner, were so zany that our family went
into hysterical laughter. I laughed so much at his comedy skits that my
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sides ached; I actually laughed myself onto the floor and rolled about
on the rug. Never before or since have I laughed as much as during
Caesar’s weekly broadcasts. It truly was television’s golden age of com-
edy.

Since I was not disciplined in completing my homework, I was eas-
ily drawn to the TV set. But all my father had to say was “I see you've
finished your homework already” and the guilt would descend upon me
like a dark cloud.

Music 1955-63

What a time it was to be a teenager at the dawn of Rock and Roll! It
began with Elvis Presley and ended with the Beatles. In between were
such favorites as “Earth Angel” by the Platters, which always brings
back memories of slow dancing and young romance. All this new music
created a generation gap. My parents’ generation never appreciated
this rock and roll sound. But I was plugged into the popular disk jockey
Alan Freed and his top hits on the radio, and attended one of the big
concerts he put together at a Brooklyn movie house. It was a mini
Woodstock in its time.

I had trouble keeping with the rhythm on the fast dances; the slow
ones were no problem. This would always prove embarrassing to me
since I would ask a girl to dance when the music was slow. At the end of
the slow dance a fast one would start and I would either have to sit
down or make a futile attempt at trying to lead the poor girl through
the next number.

Relatives

We had a large extended family. My mother had three brothers:
Abie, Little Sam and Sindel, and one sister, Manya. My father had one
brother, Louie. Add in wives, husbands and kids and a family gather-
ing was a busy, noisy and exciting affair.

I loved Big Sam, Manya’s husband. He took a real interest in my
interests. He asked questions and listened to my answers. Once, on a
long car journey, I was sleeping in the back of the car with my head on
Sam’s lap. I awoke and saw the moon set against a partly cloudy night
sky. “Look how the moon is gliding by,” I said to Sam. For some reason
he was taken by that observation of mine and repeated it frequently to
others over the years. You sensed his joy and lively personality. Later,
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My sister Elisa and |. Photo taken 1997.

as a teenager, I would go to Sam and Manya’s apartment for a light
lunch of cottage cheese and cooked fruit, after a summer’s day playing
chess at Lincoln Terrace Park.

Big Sam died April 21, 1981 while giving directions to a taxi driver
in Forest Hills. Manya was at his side as she had been all their married
life. That day Manya telephoned and asked me to come to her house. I
knew the news was bad without asking. Together we phoned their son
Eugene who was on vacation in Paris. Manya could not tell him, so I
broke the news that his father had just died. Along with the family I
went through the ritual of “sitting shiva” and the burial. The realiza-
tion that I would never see him again was too great to comprehend, es-
pecially mingling among other members of the family. A week later
alone in our home in Fresh Meadows I started to recall memories of Big
Sam. His kind face full of humor and good nature was gone forever. The
sorrow and the grief welled up in me.

Eugene is the oldest cousin of my generation. He is also the
scholar. Eugene received his Ph.D. in literature from Columbia and
authored several books on literary criticism. He was head of the Eng-
lish Department at Boston University and a professor of English at
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Brandeis University. I admire my older cousin. He has a terrific sense
of humor and over the years I acquired my best jokes from him.

All my uncles had distinctive personalities. Uncle Louie was a
commercial artist, with a philosophical disposition and a talent for car-
toon drawing. Louie is also quiet and scholarly. However, his wife,
Aunt Minnie, is talkative and exuberant with a hilarious nature. Her
two daughters took after her. Darlene, the younger daughter, married
in her 40s, not surprisingly to a quiet fellow named Michael. Elaine,
the elder, married and divorced twice. Elaine has led an especially ad-
venturous life, working abroad and marrying outside the faith, once to
a Greek-American and once to an artist from Santa Fe.

My travels in Europe paved the way for Elaine. She persuaded her
parents that if boys like Jay could seek adventure, why not girls? At
one point in our teenage days, she tried to teach me to dance, a valiant
but hopeless endeavor. For a while, Elaine dated my friend Herb
Schneider and as adults they occasionally meet.

My uncle, Little Sam, was the bachelor in our family. He was a
chain smoker, with a smoker’s cough. Little Sam was a sun worshiper
who, during the summers, would use an aluminum reflector to concen-
trate the rays on his face. As a result of this intense exposure he had a
deeply weathered and lined appearance. After losing his hair, Sam
wore a wig. From my mother and older cousins, I learned he was a true
gentleman, considerate, well-dressed and, in his youth, very hand-
some. Little Sam did not show any obvious interest in me while I was
growing up. However, toward the end of his life I had some fine conver-
sations with him about working in the garment industry and about the
union movement in which he had played a big role. I realized he had a
great deal of wisdom, but only as an adult did I appreciate it and by
then it was late in his life. Little Sam died at Lenox Hill Hospital at the
age of eighty, on November 3, 1985.

Uncle Sindel married his much younger first cousin Anya Roisner.
They adopted a child, Emmanuel, who died at four of leukemia. A few
years later, a Canadian family wished to conceal an out-of-wedlock
birth. Through a rabbi in Connecticut, arrangements were made for
the pregnant girl (she was only sixteen or seventeen) to live with Sin-
del and Anya till the birth. The baby became their second adoption and
she was named Gloria.

Sindel was a natural leader. He was active in the Jewish commu-
nity and helped many immigrants come over to America. As one of the
cottage owners in Carmel, I saw him every summer. He was a hard
worker and built many additions to his summer home. Sindel and
Anya were very social and frequently hosted family gatherings. When I
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Uncle Sam Oxenhorn (Little Sam),
circa 1925. Lifelong bachelor, gar-
ment worker, union leader.

Aunt Manya Goodheart, 1994.
Chief source for my genealogy re-
search. Avid reader with a terrific

memory.




was young, Sindel owned a bakery delivery truck. He would pick up the
cakes from the bakery factory and deliver them to stores in Brooklyn. I
recall riding on his truck as he delivered these cakes. Later he opened a
toy store on Stone Avenue in a tough part of Brooklyn. This business
turned out to be very successful and he made his fortune.

Sindel was a physically powerful man, but in the end it didn’t pro-
tect him. A customer who refused to pay for merchandise that had just
been put into his van got into a fistfight with him. That evening, Sindel
had chest pains. He was hospitalized. I was asked to post a notice on
his store explaining the closing. I visited him in the hospital; Sindel
was having great difficulty breathing. A few days later he died at the
age of sixty-six on June 12, 1966.

Anya and Gloria moved to Israel. After Anya died, Gloria married
an Israeli, had three children and returned with her husband to the
United States, settling near Seattle.

I believe Uncle Abie was my mother’s favorite brother. They grew
up together and he was a very gentle and kind man. Like Sindel, Abie
tried to go into the toy business after losing his job in the garment in-
dustry, but he was not successful. Abie was ill for many years and died
October 15, 1972 at the age of sixty-four, at Brookdale Hospital in
Brooklyn. Mildred, his wife, moved to East Windsor, NdJ to be near her
older son. She had two sons who led very different lives. Melvin, the
older, struggled financially in the difficult business of selling belts. The
younger son, Eli, became president of Cheyenne Software and, after re-
signing in 1994 and selling off his stock holdings, became a multimil-
lionaire.

Early Girl Friends 1953-57

Most girls from my neighborhood did not let the boys “go all the
way.” There was of course a great deal of kissing, hugging and necking.
At first there were group socials. But in a year or so my peers paired off
and went on dates. A date might include a film and then an ice cream
parlor. If we were double dating and one boy had a borrowed car, we
might drive to Jahn’s, a popular ice cream parlor in Queens. Drive-in
movies were especially popular because the privacy allowed for more
necking opportunities. Nathan’s hot dog stand in Coney Island was an-
other favorite destination. And watching the “submarine races” in
parking places along the Belt Parkway was a euphemism for even
more necking opportunities.

My first contact with the opposite sex was at parties where we
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played kissing games like “spin the bottle” and “post office.” I vaguely
recall the oohing, aahing and giggling that went on. I was about four-
teen years old at the time.

When I was fifteen I had a crush on a girl named Mildred in junior
high. I took an unsolicited photo of her which I kept in my wallet and I
would sit outside her house just waiting for her so I could say hello. She
unfortunately took no interest in me.

Toby was the first girl I dated. I was sixteen and she was fourteen.
This was more serious for me because it was not a blind date. I actually
overcame my shyness, walked up to Toby, introduced myself and got
her phone number. Toby was “Rubenesque” with curly blond hair. I re-
member telling her I was eighteen to impress her and then later con-
fessing my true age. We went together for almost a year but then my
parents took Elisa and me on a trip to Mexico and when we returned
Toby was seeing a fellow boy scout, Morty Steiner. Toby’s mother pre-
ferred me to Morty and phoned my mother offering recipes to fatten me
up. I was six feet tall and weighed only 140 pounds.

After Toby, meeting girls became a little easier as my confidence
increased. I went out with a girl named Lydia. She was statuesque and
quite attractive. I took her to a big dance on my Vespa motor scooter; I
was probably twenty at the time. Lydia had on a fancy, fluffy pink
dress, and while en route to the dance I heard a scream. Lydia had been
sitting behind me, sidesaddle, but her feet touched the pavement. In a
moment she was flat out on the cement. It was very embarrassing but
Lydia fortunately was not hurt. She got back on the Vespa and away
we went.

I was “stood up” once. Upon arriving to meet my date, I saw a no-
tice on the door. It said that she had to leave suddenly to take her sick
cat to the hospital. I wrote below the note that “I hope your cat feels
better than I do.”

One of Elisa’s girl friends, Eileen, liked me and, with some hesita-
tion, I began to date her. There was a five-year age difference; I was
twenty, she was only fifteen. It lasted only a few months.

I met Amy while at Brooklyn College. She was very attractive and
self-assured. Amy would call me and come over to my home so we could
study together. I really liked her but nothing romantic ever developed.

The House Plan 1956-60

My friends had graduated from the Boy Scouts to the Explorers,
which was for older boys. But by age eighteen they were more inter-
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ested in girls, smoking, drinking and other non-scouting activities. Our
exploring had nothing to do with the forests. The Explorer Post was
quickly transformed into a college social club. At Brooklyn College they
were called House Plans and were the poor man’s version of the frater-
nities and sororities at the posh Ivy League schools. At our House Plan,
which met in the basement of Todd Merer’s house, we held frequent
parties with female House Plans. These parties were orchestrated by
my friends to start with introductions and then progress to fast music,
slow music, low lights, no lights—and lots of necking.

Frugal Freeman

My friends in the House Plan called me Frugal Freeman because I
was careful about money. For example, I generally spent about $3.00
on a date. This budget included $1.00 for two movie tickets, up from
twenty-five cents per ticket when I was a child. Included in my budget
for the evening were two bus or train fares, and ice cream. All this
seemed an appropriate amount to spend on a date; I was quite per-
plexed by the label “Frugal.”

Learning About Sex

I learned about sex and reproduction from my friends on the
street. I do not believe there was one particular moment when it was
all revealed to me. Rather, I learned about it in stages. By the time I
asked my father to give me an explanation, I already knew the details.
Ijust wanted him to feel he had done the right thing as a father. I was
not precocious about sex and it wasn’t until my second trip to Europe,
at age twenty-three, that I first engaged in intercourse. But I am get-
ting ahead of the story.

My Parents and their Teenage Son 1952-56

I continued to have a good relationship with my parents while a
teenager. Certainly they had to deal with problems created by my
chemical experiments. But I did not get drunk, and I rarely stayed out
late. There was no drug problem in those days. And I certainly did not
get any girls “in trouble” though I tried.

I cannot remember my father ever striking me, though once or
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twice he was quite angry with me. My parents invited their friends and
neighbors, Kurt and Ruth Lowe, to the Carmel summer home for a
weekend. I was target practicing with my air rifle, shooting steel pel-
lets at a tin can. What I failed to realize was that one hundred feet be-
yond the tin can, Kurt Lowe was sitting, chatting with my parents. I
think after I shot him twice, my father came up the hill and he was
pretty angry. He grabbed my air rifle, and it was quite a while before I
saw the gun again.

Generally my father’s approach was to reason things out with me.
He was not authoritarian. This may have caused problems for me later
on in life when I assumed everyone was as analytical, patient and rea-
sonable as my father. In later life I would become bewildered by, and be
unprepared for, the irrational or emotional reactions of others to com-
ments or actions on my part. If my mother had a problem with me dur-
ing the day she would simply say “wait until your father gets home!”
But I cannot remember any serious arguments or family fights. If my
parents had a disagreement they would settle it when Elisa and I were
not around. I think my parents did an absolutely superb job of raising
us. For this I shall be eternally grateful.

Goals and Dreams

I wanted to be an engineer ever since my days as an amateur radio
operator. Electronics fascinated me. I spent my days wandering
around Canal Street and the old electronics district in lower Manhat-
tan where the World Trade Towers now stand. I would buy used com-
ponents to build electronic gear for my hobby or just to experiment
with. My parents, as most Jewish parents, wanted their son to become
a professional which included medicine, law, engineering or teaching.
Within that context my chosen course was perfectly acceptable. After
graduation I worked as an engineer for ten years and then gave it all
up to pursue very different work. My goals had changed.

I do not think young people should set life goals for themselves.
The world changes too much during one’s life and as a person matures
his attitudes are likely to change as well. Because fate can lead one
along unpredictable paths, education ought to consider this. First, edu-
cation should prepare you for that initial step into the working world
and second, education should train the mind to adapt to change over a
forty-year period. This is a tall order. But when I think of my engineer-
ing education, completed in 1960, the principles of mathematics, phys-
ics and electronics still hold true and serve as a basis for

58



understanding the revolutionary developments that I witnessed in my
profession during my working life. Furthermore, the mental discipline
acquired in my engineering studies helped enormously in grasping
marketing and finance. So I was able to start and learn the distribution
business 20-25 years after I graduated college.

Travel With My Parents

Mexico Trip, 1955

In the summer of 1955 my family took a vacation in Mexico; this
was my first trip outside the United States. My parents rented an
apartment at 131 Altamirano, Mexico City. This I am certain of be-
cause every time we got into a taxi to go back to the apartment my fa-
ther would say “Altamirano, ciento trenta uno, por favor.” Ultimately,
this address was burned into my memory forever. It is one of the many
useless facts that remains in your head whether you like or not.

The Mexican food disagreed with me and I recall spending a good
deal of time in the bathroom. We saw a lot of the tourist sights during
our stay in Mexico, including the murals of Diego Rivera, the Univer-
sity and the great central plaza with its ancient cathedrals. We trav-
eled outside Mexico City to Taco and Acapulco, and visited an Indian
village on an island in Lake Pdtzcuaro where the natives used butter-
fly nets to fish. My parents had friends in Mexico City and they invited
us to their homes for dinner and showed us more of the city. Herb Can-
erack was one friend and another was Julio de La Fuente, an outstand-
ing Mexican archaeologist, who was married to my mother’s friend
Lubba.

Cuba, Guatemala and Mexico Trip, 1956

Following the success of our first trip to Mexico, my father planned
a more ambitious journey which began in the summer of 1956. We flew
to Cuba, which at the time was still under the rule of the dictator Ful-
gencio Batista. In Cuba we toured the island, saw the wealthy Jewish
center and walked about Havana. Havana must have been quite a sin
city in those days. I remember a pimp approaching my father and me
and offering us two young girls. My father declined but asked if I was
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interested. Teenage life in Brooklyn had not prepared me for this; red-
faced, I declined the offer also.

From Cuba we flew to Guatemala. We then took a bus north to
Lake Atitlan, Quezaltenango, Huehuetenango and up to the Mexican
border. The trip took many days and we traveled frequently at night
across jungles, through rivers and over steep mountain roads. At one
point the Pan American highway ended and we took a short flight to
bridge the gap. In Mexico we reached San Cristébal de las Casas. My
father and I hiked up into the hills where we saw what the Catholics
called “pagan ceremonies” performed by the local Indians. We contin-
ued by bus north through Oaxaca and Mexico City all the way up to
Monterrey near the border with the United States. In Monterrey we
were able to coax my mother onto a donkey to take her up a steep hill
for a view of the city. From Monterrey we flew home. This was a big ad-
venture holiday and instilled in me a curiosity about the world.
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4
College Years and the Single Life

There is no time like the old time, when you and I were young.
—Oliver Wendell Holmes, No Time Like the Old Time

Brooklyn College 1956-58

In September, 1956, I entered Brooklyn College’s two-year pre-
engineering program. Credits earned at Brooklyn College would be
fully transferable to City College of New York (CCNY) where I would
complete the last two years of my undergraduate engineering educa-
tion. By enrolling at Brooklyn College I would avoid the long subway
journey into Manhattan for two years.

Brooklyn College had a wonderful green campus in those days.
Now those grassy quadrangles of spacious lawn are filled with build-
ings, but then it was almost like an out-of-town school. The coursework
was easier than Stuyvesant High School’s and the students were not as
serious or clever. In some respects those two years were like a holiday.
It was a time to discover the liberal arts. History was suddenly more
interesting. The students worked from source books rather than pre-
digested texts. From these source documents we drew conclusions
about life in the thirteenth to nineteenth century and the forces that
moved medieval and Renaissance Europe. The social science courses
were a combination of sociology and anthropology. My narrow techni-
cal focus widened for the first time and I began to develop a respect for
and curiosity about the humanities.

I sat in on a class in basic Russian for about six months. It was fun
using my small vocabulary with my uncle Big Sam and aunt Manya. I
volunteered as a lab assistant for my chemistry professor to learn what
research work was like. Often, between classes, I played chess with fel-
low students in the comfortable lounges at Brooklyn College. I recall
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racing across the Quadrangle to get to class on time after playing chess
just a little too long.

Students received their grades by postcards mailed from the col-
lege by the teachers. After the final exams I recall waiting apprehen-
sively for the mailman each morning and, when I saw a postcard, I
would cover the face with my hand and slowly slide it away to reveal
the grade.

Brooklyn College Debate Society

I joined the Debate Society in my freshman year. The coach was
Professor Parkhurst, a physically small man with a deep voice who
enunciated each word with precision and clarity. The national topic for
debate that year had to do with the union or closed shop. The next year
the subject was foreign aid. Our team would prepare to debate the af-
firmative or negative and we had card desks of evidence for each posi-
tion. When visiting other schools we might be asked to reverse our
position with each round. This was good practice for aspiring attor-
neys. In fact, one debater, a year ahead of me at Brooklyn, was Alan
Dershowitz, who later became one of the most famous American trial
lawyers and a law professor at Harvard. On October 15, 1957, Alan and
I were partners in a debate held before an audience at Public School
197. The subject was “Resolved: Testing of all nuclear weapons should
be outlawed.” We defended the negative, that is that testing should be
continued.

Alan Dershowitz, in early 1957, was selected with another student
to debate the visiting British team at an annual event held at Brooklyn
College. I sat in the audience and was amused at the very different
style of British debate. Making points with humor and wit was more
important for the British debaters than reeling off boring statistics.
They were far more entertaining for the audience of 500 than our own
Brooklyn College team. The following year I competed to represent
Brooklyn against the visiting Scottish team from Glasgow University.
I put together some funny material and Mr. Parkhurst picked me and
another student, William Earlbaum. The subject for debate was “Re-
solved: That the sun has set on the British empire.” Our team took the
affirmative. The Scots were champion debaters in their country and
tied rings around us. Nevertheless, I was thrilled to speak before a
large audience and hear them laugh at my jokes. Our opponents that
day, April 25, 1958, were Ronald Bernard Anderson and Leonard
McKenzie Turpi.
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On June 9, 1958 I wrote the following essay to myself:

Twenty years have passed since I was born. As I think back upon these
two decades of life a strange mood comes over me. This is an awkward
and uncertain period, one filled with exuberance and ambition for the fu-
ture, an uncertainty as to how I shall fit into this future and how well,
how adequately I shall meet the challenges of this future. Inevitably in
questioning my motives and drives I ask what is the purpose of life. Is
one to exist to be happy, to forge immortality for himself if he can, to be
individualistic, to settle down and “raise a family,” to travel, to build a
home? These questions are so terribly important at this time. Till now I
could go along my educational road unconcerned and quite happy, know-
ing that I was uncommitted in any phase of human endeavor. Up till [sic]
this year in college, I could have become anything from an advertiser to a
zymologist. I took varied courses such as history, physics, social science
and mathematics. Quite suddenly though pressure began to work and
there [sic] ever increasing force has been trying to mold me into a spe-
cialized cog to fit this complex world. I naturally have resisted and the
result is a conflict. The world is so marvelous and fascinating that I
think “specialization” is to the mind and spirit what blindness is to the
eye or deafness to the ear. That my education, thinking and beliefs
should be so limited to one area of concern in later years is a horrible
thought to contemplate. So now I am in the engineering program. This
coming year I shall take no more liberal arts or mathematics, only tech-
nical courses. The pressures are slowly gaining ground. What will the
next few years do to me? What will the next twenty years do? Will I be-
come so job centered that nothing but engineering in my field will inter-
est me? Will people remember me after I am gone as the man who built a
condenser that could handle ten more volts? I think there is one thing I
am sure of. I don’t want an uneventful life. If I have to be different to ac-
complish this then I will! If I must sacrifice convenience, success, “peace
and quiet” then I will!

City College of New York, 1958-60

In September, 1958, I transferred to CCNY to complete the final

two years of my electronic engineering education. At Brooklyn College
I found the course work easy. My grade point average after two years
at Brooklyn was 3.52 out of a perfect 4.0. However the engineering
courses at CCNY were more difficult and the competition stiffer. The
teachers were well-known in their fields and published the texts that
were used nationally for teaching electronics or mechanics. For exam-
ple, Professor Taub taught his course from the standard text written
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by Millman and Taub. And though I planned to work in electronics,
half my electrical engineering coursework was in power engineering.
Additionally, I had five courses in mechanical engineering and four in
civil engineering. We studied advanced calculus, of course, but in addi-
tion tackled special mathematics such as discontinuous functions and
Laplace Transforms. This math, though developed centuries earlier,
had contemporary relevance in modern analog circuit design. We took
courses in drafting and this was integrated into our civil engineering
courses so that we could solve beam stress problems using either the
drawing board or the slide rule.

The students were highly motivated. They included mature veter-
ans on the GI educational program and poor and middle class students
whose parents could not afford the tuition of a private school. The
classes were filled mostly by Italian- and Jewish-Americans.

Once our teacher failed to show up for the class. One student rose,
went to the front and said, “We can leave if we wish but why waste
time? Let’s go over yesterday’s homework.” The entire class then went
over each problem we had been assigned and made terrific use of the
time. The fast students helped the slow ones. I can still remember that
class with pride. It was very much like the orchestra that performs
without the conductor, to honor his memory.

CCNY was a commuter school. Every morning I would get up and
take the 80-minute subway journey from Brooklyn to the uptown
branch of CCNY at 138th Street. Then I would walk the steep hill to
the gloomy neo-Gothic buildings of the Engineering School of North
Campus. After the classes were over, I would reverse the trip and try
my best to get a seat so that the time could be used for study.

In September, 1958 I wrote a short essay on my first impressions
of CCNY:

I got off the IRT at 139th Street station and walked up the steep street
leading along the wall of a convent to the northern part of the College at
the top of the hill. The buildings of this part of “City” are very old. The
brick stones are about one foot by two feet long, black either by nature or
years of Manhattan “air.” They are set in grayish cement and the corner
stones are also gray. Along part of the walls are ivy, feeble and trying
very hard to survive. The buildings strike one as medieval castles
grouped in a silent morbid atmosphere. Inside the years show equally
well. The stairs, banisters, doors and hallway architecture simply reek
with age. Students zip by and know exactly where they are going. I feel
quite lost in a maze of new oldness. The room numbering system and
where to go next are problems to be solved. I find my room. The black-
boards seem to be placed without planning or symmetry. A few reach
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higher than reachable unless City College has teachers over eight feet
tall. This room is a lecture hall and the seats could get good prices in an
antique store, especially with the historical carvings of forty generations
of students. The room gradually fills with students coming to register.
Up front on a raised wooden podium behind a large and embellished ma-
hogany desk sit three students, one of whom calls out numbers and
names. When I hear mine, I pick up the card and go to a room upstairs. I
join a large mass of students seated before a movable blackboard. The
room itself is much larger and this section is but a small area. We wait
again for numbers to be called. Meanwhile on the blackboard classes
which have closed down are noted. You pray that your number is called
before a class which you want to take is put down.

Campus extracurricular activities played no role for most stu-
dents. The football team was irrelevant, unlike the big private univer-
sities where the coach could be more important than the school
president. However, I decided to get involved in some way, so I ran for
office and won a place on the Student Council. Our weekly meetings
were exercises in Robert’s Rules of Order. I was surrounded by aspir-
ing attorneys from the liberal arts college of South Campus. An engi-
neering student was indeed a stranger on the council. We debated
weighty matters such as whether the cafeteria should have a Coke ma-
chine. There was a strong Socialist bias on the Council, though I can’t
recall how it affected the Coke machine issue.

With every term at CCNY my grade point average dropped since I
was now getting mostly B and C grades as compared to the A and B
grades of Brooklyn College. However, my average was still over 3.3,
qualifying me to enter Eta Kappa Nu (HKN), the engineering honor so-
ciety. It is ironic that my liberal arts and basic science courses got me
into HKN rather than the engineering courses.

During my college years I gave up my hobbies and focused on
study, particularly during the CCNY years. Most leisure time was
spent with my friends in the pursuit of girls. The exception was a minor
role I played in campus politics.

Encouraged by my participation in the Council in my first year, I
decided to run for President of the Council in my second year at CCNY.
My Uncle Louie made up a snappy design for posters which my father
printed up in quantity. These I plastered all over the campus. My oppo-
nent was David Burnheim, an extremely articulate and witty speaker.
David was an interesting pre-law student. He had a part-time job sell-
ing pens in a department store. When he spoke he gestured with one
hand as if he was holding one of his pens. His fluency was so astound-
ing you felt he was reading text rather than composing sentences spon-
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taneously. When the ballots were counted David had 55 percent and I
had 45 percent. I accepted defeat gracefully and with some relief. At
the graduation ceremonies, David delivered a brilliant speech to a vast
audience of students, families and faculty. Afterward I congratulated
him. He then told me he had planned to make a few off-the-cuff re-
marks before beginning the written text but, after a few moments, he
decided just to complete all his remarks without notes.

Among my Brooklyn friends, the only ones to enroll with me at
CCNY were Herb Schneider and Steve Maybar. For a brief period Herb
considered medicine, but in the end he chose mechanical engineering.
He went on to the University of Connecticut where he received a mas-
ter’s degree in mechanical engineering. Later Herb joined Grumman
Aircraft and worked there till his early retirement. He was a specialist
in heat transfer problems on the Lunar Landing Module, which was
the spacecraft that first landed on the Moon. Steve Maybar received
his master’s degree in electronic engineering at CCNY and then went
on for a Ph.D. I lost touch with him so I never learned if he reached his
goal.

At CCNY, an engineering degree required taking 144 credits as
opposed to 128 credits in liberal arts. Normally it took four and a half
years to finish because of those 16 extra credits. But by assuming an
extra heavy load of classes for four years, plus one summer session, I
saved six months and finished in June, 1960.

Elisa as a Teenager

Because there were five years between us, Elisa and I did not
share the same friends during my college years. The exception was
that brief and uncomfortable romance with Elisa’s friend Eileen. Elisa
was a terrific student and had no problem avoiding television until all
her homework was complete. It paid off. Elisa graduated from junior
high in 1957 and was selected as salutatorian for getting the second
highest grades in her class, a big achievement. She asked me for some
suggestions on what to say before the large audience that assembled at
the graduation ceremonies. Alexander Pope was my favorite wit and
very quotable. I recommended some of his comments on education
which Elisa used in her speech.

Elisa took piano lessons from Mr. Bottenberg who insisted that
she cut her fingernails because they made tapping sounds on the keys.
She also took up the guitar. My sister has always been good-natured
and cheerful. Except for the normal sibling rivalry and squabbles, for
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which I accept all blame, we got on splendidly. This formed a solid
foundation for a warm adult relationship, and we both look forward to
seeing more of each other as the years pass.

Summer of 1959

In early 1959 I decided to apply for a summer job in Europe
through a program called IAESTE (International Association for the
Exchange of Students for Technical Experience). I selected three coun-
tries, and was assigned to work for the Danish Post and Telegraph in
Copenhagen. From Europe I began to write letters home addressed to
“Ma, Daddy and Elisa.” These letters reveal my early affinity for the
European experience. Now older and wiser, I cringe at some of the
self-conscious and superficial observations which I penned so many
years ago. However, this first trip to Europe, and the second one in
1961 which included North Africa and the Middle East, deeply shaped
my future opinions and interests. These letters from 1959 reflect an-
other world through the eyes of an impressionable young man tasting
his first experience of independence in a foreign culture. [They are in
the Appendix in the section entitled “A Young Traveler Writes Home.”]

All too quickly my three-month summer in Europe was over. I re-
turned to New York with all sorts of European affectations. I acquired
a certain nod and a sucking of air which simulated the Danish habit of
agreement. I felt more confident and worldly. My last year at CCNY
could not end fast enough. The courses and professors were tough. By
June, 1960, I took my last exams and received a BEE degree in Electri-
cal Engineering. As with most of my class we interviewed the visiting
employers and picked which of the numerous offers we liked best. I had
five job offers.

Social Life 1960-63

In chapter 6 I will discuss how my work brought me to College
Park, Maryland soon after graduation. Here, in this suburb outside
Washington, DC, I lived in an attic apartment in a private home. Dur-
ing the day I worked at ACF Industries and in the evening and on
weekends I spent time at the University of Maryland where I enrolled
in a course on International Political Relations. I joined the Young
Democrats and attended rallies in support of presidential candidate
John Kennedy, and I had a busy social life dating some of the activist
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female students. For the first time in my life I got really drunk. It was
at a Washington party. My date was scared to have me drive her home
but somehow I managed. The next day I felt the misery of a hangover.

After six months I resigned from ACF Industries, packed up, left
College Park and returned to New York. My parents urged me to study
for a master’s degree but I had my mind set on wandering around
Europe and North Africa with a backpack. I left for Europe on Febru-
ary 28, 1961 on the S.S. United States bound for Southampton, Eng-
land. I decided to head east for Israel. On my second trip to Europe I
sent letters home to my parents and Elisa every few days for six
months. (Excerpts are in the Appendix; one highpoint was my meeting
with the author, James Michener.)

Summary of the 1961 Journey

Engineering was an exciting profession in the early 1960s, but
travel and exploration of foreign cultures held a fascination for me not
easily put aside. So, in 1961, I decided to take a break from my career
and once again cross the Atlantic. This trip turned out to be a six-
month odyssey. What follows is a summary of these early wanderings.
The Appendix contains most of the correspondence with my parents
during that trip. I was only twenty-three, and the impressions of
Europe, North Africa and Israel accumulated during the 1959 and
1961 trips influenced my attitudes for the rest of my life.

The SS United States arrived in Southampton on March 3, 1961. I
walked down the gangplank facing unknown and unplanned adven-
tures. It was a moment of undiluted excitement. My travels took me
south to Spain and into Morocco. From there I took a freighter, the
Giovanni Tofolo, to France. Then, by train, I journeyed to Italy. From
Florence I traveled South to Brindisi, took a ferry to Greece and an-
other ship to Haifa. On the ship bound for Haifa I met a French student
who invited me to join him on his way to a kibbutz.

We arrived, unexpected, at Ein Hachoresh, a very socialist kib-
butz, and were soon settled in a small room with two mattresses on the
floor. The same day we shed our clothes for kibbutz clothing from the
communal laundry. The next day we were awakened by our boss who
took us to a field full of rocks which we were instructed to put into
wheelbarrows. Once filled, the wheelbarrows were rolled over to a flat-
bed truck. When the truck was filled it was driven off and when it re-
turned empty we once again began to fill it up. After a few days of
working like this in the hot sun I had enough and requested a transfer.
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Soon I was working under the shade of plum trees picking fruit. This I
found far more appealing. After work we showered and sauntered
about before dinner in that relaxed state that comes from a day of
physical toil.

At this kibbutz, the children lived together in a communal home
and only visited the parents for a couple of hours each day. This per-
mitted both parents to work outside the home and trained the children
to cooperate within their peer group. Once we joined with other kibbut-
zim to sing and socialize.

Finally, my French friend and I bid farewell to our socialist em-
ployers and we set out to explore farther south. We parted in Beer-
sheba and eventually, alone, I made my way up to Haifa. There I met a
student named Ruth Rabi. Ruth had the dark olive skin of her Se-
phardic Mideastern ancestors and an intense personality. She was
studying at Bar Ilan University. We really got to like each other and af-
ter I returned home we corresponded. She was ready for marriage but I
was not. One day she could wait no more. I sometimes wonder what
happened to her.

After leaving Israel I took a ship to Turkey and traveled overland
west through Yugoslavia. It was in Yugoslavia that I finally lost my
virginity. I rented a room on a ship/hotel anchored in the Morava River
that runs through Belgrade. That evening I heard some tapping
sounds on the wall of my cabin. I tapped back. There was more tapping.
After a while there was a knock on the door. When I opened it a woman
was standing there in a silk slip. She spoke absolutely no English. I in-
vited her into my cabin and we made love. I was already twenty-three
and accumulating some self-doubts. Probably the thrill of achievement
equaled the physical pleasure. There were more romances on my re-
turn to England but now I was much more confident.

On a phone call home my parents informed me that the United
States Selective Service had sent me a draft notice to join the army. I
had to get back as soon as possible. It was September, 1961 and I had
been away for six months.

I flew home from London in mid-September, 1961 and within two
weeks found a job. On October 2, 1961, I began work at ITT Labs in
Nutley, NJ designing defense electronics. My annual salary was
$7,665. With this job, I was able to legally avoid the draft by receiving
what was called a “critical skills deferment.”

Now all I wanted was to meet European women. I found Interna-
tional House on the Upper West Side of Manhattan. At one of their par-
ties I met Maria. Maria was twelve years older than I but she had a
warm smile and jolly disposition. She was from Northern Ireland and
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worked as a secretary to one of the executives at International House.
Maria shared an apartment with her girl friend Violet on West End
Avenue near 73rd Street. For the next year and a half I saw Maria. We
grew very attached. While I lived with my parents, I would spend
weekends with Maria. I bought a Triumph TR3 sports car and Maria
and I would go away on day trips. Once we took a long trip to Canada in
the car. With my regular visits to Manhattan and my increasing inde-
pendence I decided to move out of my parents’ home. Maria helped me
find a small studio apartment on East 51st Street. But as time went by
I realized I was not going to marry Maria. I felt she was too old for me
and with sadness and guilt I decided to end our relationship. First I
tried a gradual approach. But this did not work. So one day I just ended
it totally. There were lots of tears. A year and half is a long time when
you are twenty-five.

After Maria, I dated a married woman who was separated from
her husband but still sharing a house with him. She would drive in
from New Jersey in her station wagon. When I called to speak with her,
her husband answered the phone. It was all quite confusing and I was
getting more uncomfortable with each date. That relationship soon
ended.

After breaking up with Maria I did not want to return to Interna-
tional House where we might inadvertently meet. Instead I found the
Midtown International Center where young foreign people also gath-
ered. There I became a volunteer and soon had a small circle of foreign
friends. There was Reggie from Jamaica, Arnon from Israel, Eliane
from Belgium and others from Scandinavia and the U.K.

During 1963 I met an American secretary who was about three
years older than I. She was sweet but nervous. Before I met her, she
had once tried to commit suicide. While I was seeing her, I met Patri-
cia. I wanted to break off the relationship with the secretary but she
was hospitalized for an infection. I visited her at the hospital and,
when she was released, I just stopped calling. Perhaps it was a cruel
way to end it. The single life was becoming emotionally exhausting.
Meeting new women was fun, but ending the relationship was not. Get-
ting rejected, or doing the rejecting, was emotionally painful. I felt it
was time to settle down with one life partner.
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Part 11

The Responsible Years






5
Patricia and Rachel

You know how it is: you're twenty-one or twenty-two and you make

some decisions; then whisssh! you’re seventy...and that white-

haired lady at your side has eaten over fifty thousand meals with you.
—Thorton Wilder, Our Town, 1938

Early Days with Patricia

I first met Patricia Mary Robertson Staff at the Midtown International
Center in October, 1963. The Center was then located directly behind
Carnegie Hall and served as a social club for young foreigners working
in the New York area. Patricia had arrived in Newark, NJ only two
weeks earlier from England, to start work as a nurse at Beth Israel
Hospital. She planned to work her way around the world. I was a vol-
unteer at the Center. I would help out making the visiting foreigners
feel more at home in New York. It was also a good way to meet foreign
girls. That evening I was immediately attracted to this slim, blond
young woman. After introducing myself and chatting for a while we
agreed to see each other again. Patricia had a strong personality. Al-
though quiet, her views were well-defined. She had this strong sense of
what was morally right or wrong. I was very impressed. Our dates
were modest. I was saving my money. Little did I know then, that my
Spartan habits were exactly what appealed to Patricia. Showering her
with extravagant dinners and gifts probably would have turned her off
me. Without knowing it, my faults were assets. However, our back-
grounds were very different. Patricia was Protestant, her mother Scot-
tish and her father English. She had the good manners and
consideration for others that I lacked. But she must have seen some
good in me.

We decided to get married only three months after meeting. I sup-
pose I felt the time was right and I was not likely to meet anyone nicer.
Telesignal Corporation had just laid me off. So being unemployed
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made it even more convenient to leave for England. Patricia wrote to
her parents, Sidney and Elizabeth Staff, and I told my parents. My fa-
ther was greatly disappointed that I was not marrying a Jewish girl.
My mother accepted the news much more readily and helped my father
come around to the fact. Over the years my father’s attitude towards
Patricia changed remarkably. He began to see her strength of charac-
ter and courage during the time we worked together at FA Compo-
nents (a business we started some years later). He came to love her
deeply and his efforts in Forest Hills in bringing together the Protes-
tant, Catholic and Jewish communities were a demonstration of this
wider world view.

We were married June 6, 1964 in Surrey, England. I recollect feel-
ings of fear and doubt as I suddenly realized the big step we were both
taking. Patricia and I had many differences and during our engage-
ment period we were discovering some of them. She had a temper and
moods which I was not familiar with. I had habits that annoyed her.
We argued frequently. But something kept us together during that pe-
riod and in the years ahead. I suppose we were drawn to each other by
a powerful attraction neither of us understood. No argument, no mat-
ter how serious it seemed, could overwhelm this emotional attraction. I
still can’t explain it. Added to the differences in culture we had differ-
ent interests. Patricia loved high culture, opera, ballet and concerts.
She read widely, generally good fiction, biographies of performing art-
ists, adventure travel and poetry. My interests were much narrower
and centered around the physical sciences and technical subjects. But
we had a convergence of interests, also, which included backpacking,
walking and good films. That was luck since we only found this out
sometime after we got married. And we had a convergence of values
which was probably more important than either of us knew. Human
chemistry—it’s quite mysterious, really. Sometimes, after over thirty
years of marriage, I look at Patricia and wonder who is this person?
How did we manage to make our marriage work?

Before the marriage date we traveled up to Scotland together to
meet Patricia’s maternal relatives. This was when I discovered Patri-
cia’s natural athletic stamina. I challenged her to a race along a quiet
Scottish road. I ran ahead and after about half a mile, puffing heavily, I
looked back. There was Patricia keeping easily behind me. Finally, af-
ter two miles, I couldn’t go any farther. Gasping for air I waited as Pa-
tricia soon came up to me. She was breathing normally as if we had just
been standing still.

Back in Berrylands the marriage day was approaching fast. The
wedding lunch was to be held at a nice hotel at Hampton Court on the
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River Thames. I was meeting many people, future relatives. There was
Peter, Patricia’s brother. Peter one day told me to take off my shoes. I
refused and we were soon engaged in a ridiculous mock struggle on the
kitchen floor. Well, it was a good way to get to know about my brother-
in-law. My father-in-law was a very traditional Englishman. He had a
handkerchief tucked in his sleeve. He dressed up for dinner. Sidney
has a quick wit and is a fine storyteller.

Dinner itself was more formal than what I was accustomed to in
Brooklyn. Food was passed about in an orderly way. The eating uten-
sils were placed in well- defined positions around the plate. There was
a special knife and fork for fish. Everyone chewed their food very qui-
etly. I could see I was going to have a lot of adjustments to make. Eliza-
beth, Patricia’s mother, was Scottish, full of humor and a zest for life.
She did her best to make me feel accepted and comfortable. The wed-
ding itself went smoothly. I made a little speech thanking everyone
and soon we were off on a 6-month honeymoon, backpacking through
Spain, Morocco, Italy and Switzerland.

I was using up my savings and, without a job awaiting me in the
United States, we finally returned to New York in the winter of 1964.
We lived temporarily with my parents at Rockaway Parkway while I
set about to look for employment. I soon had two offers. One was at
RCA in Princeton, NJ and the other was Sperry Gyroscope in Great
Neck. Since Sperry was closer to New York I chose it. Shortly thereaf-
ter we moved to a studio apartment on East 34th Street near First Ave-
nue in Manhattan. I bought a Corvair automobile and commuted to
Sperry via the Midtown tunnel which was right next to our apartment.
Patricia began nursing at NYU Hospital after obtaining her New York
State RN license. In those early days of our marriage we still had many
of our single friends from the Midtown International Center. Gradu-
ally our activities and friends were changing as we settled into married
life. One morning I walked to the Corvair only to discover someone had
crashed into it overnight. The rear engine car was totally destroyed.

Since we were planning to have a family, the apartment would be
too small. I made friends at Sperry and one of them, Al Lipsky, sug-
gested we look at apartments where he lived in Fresh Meadows,
Queens. We moved to 67-15 192nd Street, Fresh Meadows, in 1966.
The apartment was a one-bedroom duplex in a garden community and
much closer to work. We purchased a new gray Ford Mustang converti-
ble. About this time Patricia became pregnant, but the baby was born
prematurely and died after several hours. A second pregnancy pro-
duced our daughter, Rachel, born on August 27, 1967. Patricia’s
mother, Elizabeth, came over and stayed with us in Fresh Meadows to
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help Patricia before and after Rachel’s birth. Rachel’s first five years
were spent at 67-15 192nd Street. But we soon needed a second bed-
room. We moved to a larger apartment in Fresh Meadows. Then, in
1974, we bought a small home at 73-37 182nd Street, Fresh Meadows.
We remained there until late 1983 when we moved back to Manhattan,
this time to Park Avenue.

We went on holidays to Penobscot Bay, Maine. On a nearby farm
we would sit at the feet of the guru of the “vegetarian socialists,” Scott
Nearing. This ninety-five-year-old gentleman pitched hay and worked
a full day on his organic farm, and in the evening lectured visitors on
the joys of disconnecting from the System. We stayed in a cottage
owned by a Maine fishing family. The avuncular patriarch Father
Venno would charm his guests while the huge family library provided
ample reading material. During warm sunny days we would swim in
the icy water of Penobscot Bay while seals randomly popped up to peer
at our blue faces before submerging again. From time to time our hosts
would organize a lobster party. Their fishing boat would carry us and
other guests to a nearby island. Seaweed and saltwater would be added
to the bottom of a fifty-five-gallon drum on top of which was placed a
huge pile of live lobsters. They were soon steamed and consumed but
long remembered. Those were sweet moments in our young married
days.

Once we went to Mexico and once to Bermuda with Rachel. And we
took long weekend trips to the North Fork of Long Island with my par-
ents. There at the Sunset Motel near Orient Point we spent quiet times
with my folks as we watched fishermen, the waves and the sea.

Rachel was sent over to England to spend several summers and
holidays with Patricia’s parents. Thus Rachel was getting a true
Anglo-American upbringing. I also wanted Rachel to have some sense
of her Jewish background and so we sent her to the Hillcrest Jewish
Center for religious training. This did not last long as she soon got
bored and I did not set a very good example by being almost totally non-
observant. I joined Hillcrest, but mainly for its sauna and the inspiring
lectures of the brilliant Rabbi Moshowitz at his Sunday morning
breakfast. The sauna was, for a while, my favorite place to be. There, in
the basement of the Center and concentrated in a small very hot
wooden room, assembled a most talkative and assertive group of Jews.
I do not know which produced more heat, the 2,000-watt electric stove
or the sound and fury generated by the occupants. Since the heat lim-
ited one’s visit to about fifteen minutes, there was an urgency. To make
your point within that period, one had to get the drift of the conversa-
tion and then somehow insert comments into the discussion.
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During 1968 Patricia was asked by a gallery owner if she would
consider photographic fashion modeling. She agreed as it seemed like
fun, and he sent her to the Ford Agency. They immediately sent her to
their photographers. Patricia followed up on only a few of the many of-
fers she received during 1968-69. Most involved travel and, by the
autumn of 1968, Patricia preferred to spend more time with young Ra-
chel rather than take assignments away from New York.

During early 1968 I got restless and wanted to travel on my own.
We agreed that I would travel for about three months while Patricia
continued her photographic fashion modeling. So, during the summer
0f 1968, I took a leave without pay from Reeves Instruments and I trav-
eled mainly in Europe and Russia, while Rachel spent two months in
England with her maternal grandparents.

My travels took me through France, Switzerland, Italy, Yugosla-
via and Romania. In Bucharest I met a lively group of Italians driving
into Russia. They invited me along for what turned into a hilarious
journey. Their high-powered Mini Coopers, modest-looking little vehi-
cles, seemed to average ninety miles per hour as we raced towards
Odessa. The stern Soviet authorities repeatedly confronted these
charming exuberant young Italians who simply refused to take no for
an answer. We varied our route from the official Intourist plan. Chick-
ens flew in all directions as the Italian armada of Mini Coopers roared
through peaceful Ukrainian villages. Whether in Odessa, Kiev or Mos-
cow the Italians would quickly find their countrymen who would in
turn advise them on where to get rubles at the highest black market
rate and where to find the best restaurants. Whenever we sat down to
dine, our leader, Mimo, would count heads in our group and order an
equal number of bottles of champagne. Ten people meant ten bottles.
We ordered food in similar quantities along with huge amounts of cav-
iar. Black market rubles made everything cheap.

Finally we reached Moscow. Mimo and I went to an amusement
park. “Look,” he said, “isn’t that strange?” I looked at the carnival ride
whipping Russians about. “What is strange, Mimo?” I asked. “No one is
laughing,” he said.

The Italians were heading west from Moscow, but they would have
to avoid Czechoslovakia which had just been invaded by the Russians.
I missed Patricia. I called home and found out that she had gone to
England to be with Rachel. I called Patricia in England and arranged
to meet her in Stockholm.

It was thrilling to be reunited with Patricia. We spent a couple of
weeks traveling around Sweden and Norway before returning to Eng-
land. Rachel had grown and now had curly blond hair. After visiting
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Jay and Patricia, wedding day,
June 6, 1964, England.

Patricia, 1971.




Rachel with her father, Bermuda, 1977.



Patricia’s parents, we flew home to Fresh Meadows. I returned to my
job at Reeves Instruments but did not stay there very long. I resigned
after several months and began work at Litton Industries. Patricia
stopped modeling and, once Rachel began first grade classes, resumed
her nursing career at the Long Island Jewish Hospital and the North
Shore Hospital in Nassau County.

Like many of our age in the 1970s, we experimented with mari-
juana. During this period we began to spend time with a cousin, his
wife and some of their friends. Often we met in our home in Fresh
Meadows. Reggie, our Jamaican friend from the days of the Midtown
International Center, was our supplier. We had quite a few absurd
gatherings. Being a nonsmoker, it took me some effort to inhale the
marijuana smoke but soon the effects were apparent. Conversations
seemed to be a series of unconnected statements. There appeared to be
double meanings to what people were saying. Sometimes I would laugh
and others wouldn’t see the humor or it was the other way around. As if
by some secret signal, the entire group would become hungry. Patricia
would cook a huge amount of spaghetti or run out and buy large rich
pies from the nearby “Four and Twenty Pies.” The group would eat
enormous amounts of food at these “pot parties.” I recall how delicious
the food seemed, how I savored the taste and texture as the food was
chewed. I felt my throat muscles working to bring the food down to the
stomach. The mind was very concentrated on these sensual experi-
ences which we normally ignore.

One day Reggie came over in a foul mood. Patricia and I were hurt
by his rambling and angry assertions about how we were becoming
very middle class and typical. It was the last time we saw Reggie. That
really ended our “pot parties.” But it was all just as well. I am glad we
had that experience; it was a part of the 1970s. After a while, however,
the evenings under the influence of the drug seemed silly and nothing
intelligent was ever said, in spite of what we might have thought at the
moment.

In the mid 1970s I took the test for Mensa, a club for people with
1Qs within the top 2 percent of the population. I passed and we went to
a number of social gatherings for a few years. Not only were the mem-
bers bright, they were mostly eccentric underachievers. However, we
had some stimulating and funny evenings. Since there were more liter-
ary types at these gatherings than scientific types, the conversation of-
ten turned to books. Patricia actually had more to contribute than I
did.

We decided during this period to get a pet kitten. It was a small or-
ange animal and we called him September after the month he arrived
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Our Pet Cats: Very reluctantly | agreed to living with these animals. This
uneasy co-habitation lasted seventeen years.

Thistle: Really quite a nice animal for a cat. She purred a lot and would
rub up against your legs. Put some honey on your feet and she would
give you a sensual tongue licking.

Clover: A neurotic animal with a well-developed paranoia. Specialized
in hissing, skulking, and scratching.



We spent great weekends with my parents at Sunset Motel, Greenport,
Ll in the 1980s. Here my dad pulls raft from the Sound, tossing Patricia
into the ocean.

Lunch at Sunset Motel, Greenport, with my parents, 1980s.



On trip to British Columbia we prepare to raft down some rapids, 1980s.

at our home. I liked September, but one day after scouting the neigh-
borhood he came back very ill. We rushed September to the veterinar-
ian but it was too late. September died from eating something
poisonous. A few months later Patricia and Rachel came home with a
cat-carrying box and out jumped two kittens. I objected, saying I had
only agreed to one kitten when we got September and his replacement
should only be one kitten. But they both pleaded with me, saying that
the two kittens were sisters and it would be cruel to separate them. It
was hopeless to argue. They were named Thistle and Clover, which are
popular flowers in Scotland. Thistle was well-adjusted but Clover was
a neurotic animal who saw threats everywhere. She hissed, scratched
and bit at the slightest provocation. Clover lived about sixteen years
and Thistle eighteen years. Both cats developed kidney disease and
eventually each had to be put to sleep by the veterinarian. Patricia
brought Clover down to the vet for the last time. When it was Thistle’s
last trip I went along. Thistle died quietly in Patricia’s arms as the nar-
cotic and heart-stopping drug was injected into one of her front paws.
Once again I went into a state of depression. Too bad that cats and dogs
do not live as long as tortoises or parrots; then they could mourn our
passing.

In the 1980s, my income increased dramatically as my business
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flourished. In 1983, I earned more than in the all the years from
1960-82 combined. We bought a Fiat Spyder sports car, which looked
great, but the engineering was so lousy it kept breaking down. We then
leased the entrepreneur’s favorite, the Mercedes 380SL sports car. In
spite of this display of conspicuous consumption, we really lacked the
imagination of true materialists. We bought no yachts, planes or villas
on exotic shores. For us the thrill was being able to purchase a good
backpack or a meal without worrying about the cost.

Rachel Grows Up

During these years Rachel grew up and so did we. When her public
school did not meet our expectations we enrolled her in Lenox, a pri-
vate junior high school on the Upper East Side. Rachel commuted from
Fresh Meadows each day for two years. However, I felt she should be in
contact with a normal cross section of students instead of just “rich
kids” so she passed the examination and was accepted into the Bronx
High School of Science. While her grades were high, we felt they were
not deserved. Everyone at Bronx Science seemed to be getting high
grades. Rachel was getting no personalized attention at this huge pub-
lic school. So, under the advice of a guidance counselor, we enrolled Ra-
chel at the famous sleep-away girls’ school, Miss Porter’s, in
Farmington, CT, about halfway through her high school education.

At Miss Porter’s, grades were not inflated and Rachel soon saw her
first low marks on examinations and report cards. She cried when
those first marks came in. But the teachers were highly motivated and
knew each student in depth. The report card was in the form of slips of
paper on which an entire paragraph described the strengths, weak-
nesses and progress Rachel was making. As she completed each term
her grades improved and so did Rachel’s spirit. The traditions and
friends she made at Miss Porter’s stayed with her into her adult years
and it was probably the high point of her student days. I was so im-
pressed with the school I gave them a large gift of equipment for their
Computer Room. They offered to name the room after me or Rachel but
I never followed up on the suggestion.

From Miss Porter’s, Rachel applied to numerous colleges. She and
Patricia visited them in Pennsylvania and New England but, finally,
Skidmore College was chosen. Skidmore was once an all-girls’ school
but had converted to coeducation. Its large campus was located on the
edge of Saratoga Springs, a town known for its race track and thermal
water. Rachel enjoyed her four years at Skidmore. I must say I was
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Young Rachel, age four,
in Fresh Meadows.




A hairline fracture of the left fibula and neck
sprain after careless step coming down
Ben Nevis, Scotland, November 1989.

North Cape march begins, Honnigsvag, Norway,
June, 1994,



surprised at the cozy and informal life in a co-ed dorm. The boys and
girls shared the same bathrooms and constantly visited each others’
rooms to chat. In her third year at Skidmore Rachel decided to partici-
pate in an exchange program with Edinburgh University in Scotland.
So in 1988 she spent one year there. Rachel fell in love with Edinburgh
and the students she met. After completing her final year at Skidmore
she returned to Scotland, finding temporary work in radio program-
ming and film production. In 1992 she began studies toward a Ph.D.
with the objective of living there for several years. A problem devel-
oped. Rachel was an American citizen. Obtaining a work permit and
permanent status in Britain is extremely difficult. She just did not fall
into any category that would make it easy. We learned the following. If
she were from a commonwealth country it would have been easy. If we
had elected, before her 18th birthday, to become a dual citizen it would
have been easy. We had overlooked this option. In spite of this over-
sight, if Rachel had a British father instead of a British mother it
would have been easy. If Rachel was born after 1980 and either parent
was British it would have been easy. The illogic of these rules all ex-
cluded Rachel from gaining the right to stay permanently in Britain.
The rules on obtaining work permits were just as difficult as citizen-
ship. It was necessary to show that her skills were so unique that no
one in Britain could do the same thing. An employer had to prove this
by advertising the position that Rachel sought, to first see if any Brit-
ish citizens would apply with those qualifications. As a young student,
of course, she had no such exotic experience.

In the meantime, Rachel was permitted to remain in Scotland
with a temporary student visa which was good until she completed her
degree. Fortunately, or unfortunately, this was taking longer than
anyone expected. The area of study Rachel selected dealt with the oral
traditions and folklore of the people of the Hebrides and how it influ-
enced their attitudes towards the environment in which they lived. Ra-
chel made frequent trips to Lewis off the western coast of Scotland.
Patricia and I, and my folks, had the pleasure of joining her on visits to
this rugged rocky island. On Lewis, crofters sheep-farmed, harvested
peat and lived a quiet, rural life. Rachel got to be well-known and liked
by the local folk as she joined in the sheep shearing, cut the peat, inter-
viewed them and studied their attitudes and recollections.

We visited Rachel in Edinburgh regularly and in 1994 we helped
in purchasing an apartment for her near the center of Edinburgh. It
was a large Georgian-style flat on the second floor of a small apartment
building. Rachel now came to know the joys and frustrations of prop-
erty ownership. Extensive repairs were required before and after Ra-
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chel moved in. The walls needed plastering and painting. The floors
were rough and had big gaps between the planks which needed filling.
The kitchen and bathrooms had old or broken fixtures needing replace-
ment. Patricia and I visited Rachel soon after she moved in and we
spent about ten happy days buying, assembling and painting whatever
it needed after the professionals had completed the bigger tasks.

In early 1995 Rachel’s graduate advisor died suddenly. This was
traumatic, especially as it turned out he had not been guiding her prop-
erly. New advisors reviewed her work and took a firm hand in refocus-
ing her efforts on the thesis. This was a time of great distress for
Rachel and for us. There were moments when we all believed that her
years of work would be rejected by the school. Rachel felt as if she were
letting us down. I told her that I had dropped out of my masters’ stud-
ies at Brooklyn Polytechnic Institute when I found it had no relevance
to my work. She might find the same to be true in her case. Rachel
wanted to work in communications, which might include film produc-
tion or writing and producing radio segments. Her studies had a rather
tenuous connection to the work she sought after graduation. Both Pa-
tricia and I had only feelings of pride in Rachel’s accomplishments. She
had chosen a difficult path in life both in her studies and work plans.
This took courage, independence and imagination. Patricia and I were
pleased to help her at any point on this steep road and, if she faltered at
any point, so what. The bravery was in the trying and in the struggle
and this was the source of our pride.

The Empty Nest

Although Rachel lived at Miss Porter’s School from the age of six-
teen, she would come home during the holidays, many weekends and
the summer recess. The same was true for her years at Skidmore.
Starting in 1989, she lived in Scotland. Now Patricia and I were truly
“empty nesters.” The 1990s was a period of adjustment to my very
early retirement. Patricia resumed nursing on a per-diem basis at St.
Luke’s AIDS unit in 1989 and stopped in 1995. She then began spend-
ing her Fridays at an AIDS hospice in Greenwich Village and Tuesday
mornings at a shelter and soup kitchen in the South Bronx. We spent
our time together going to films, eating in restaurants, reading, social-
izing with friends and planning our next adventurous holiday.

My tastes in film have always been eclectic. I enjoy high and low
comedy, slapstick, sarcasm, cynicism and irony as long as it is well
done. I enjoy historical films, romance, mysteries, psychological stud-
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ies and science fiction. Although I once enjoyed films with lots of vio-
lence, they are getting repetitious.

As for restaurants, we eat out three to five times a week in New
York. In the 1990s my favorite ethnic food changed from <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>