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The  News l e t t e r  o f  a
de c r ep i t  p l a c e  and

the  p eop l e  who  l ove  i t

In my life there have been several rare and
special occasions when I've been rendered
incapable of speaking due to the intensity
and power of the emotions attached to
those moments.  The aforementioned in-
stances usually were wonderful happenings
like the birth of my daughter, but some-
times, sadly, this was not always the case.
In general those meaningful occurrences
most often involved upcoming, anticipated
events. Yet, despite their expectation,
those occasions were of sufficient strength
so that they caused words to become un-
available.  Some time had to pass before I
managed to make up for it, finally vocaliz-
ing the appropriate sentiment.

Happily on two recent, totally separate, un-
related instances --- one within the last sev-
eral months, and the other, within the last
several weeks-- I was gratefully over-
whelmed by the pleasant surprise of  two
family members who, unbeknownst to ei-
ther of them, saw fit to make very large do-
nations to the Brustman House.  Not
surprisingly, speech failed me both times
as their generosity truly was overwhelming.

Now that I've recovered, I am anxious to
convey to them and to all the family, the
extent of my gratitude. I am thankful to both
these good people who although they were
unaware of one another's gesture, seem to

share a similar sentiment in wishing to car-
ry forward continued family commitment to
the Brustman House and all that it repre-
sents.  Coincidentally each of these bene-
factors asked to remain anonymous and
somehow that doesn't surprise me since
both share many fine qualities.

They are kind hearted, intelligent, creative
and resourceful individuals who have done
themselves, and all of us, proud.

In the spirit of their giving and in keeping
with their wish that the money be applied to
the upkeep of the Brustman House, I have
engaged the services of Mr.Carl Weaver
who, as some may recall, has been a key
person over the years in helping to main-
tain the Brustman House.  It can be related,
as we speak, that he has begun scraping
and priming the house in preparation for a
painting which will be completed, I antici-
pate, before the annual  family gathering
this summer.

I feel fortunate to have had the pleasure of
making a contribution to the preservation of
our family homestead and am pleased to
welcome, along with others who have con-
tributed throughout the years,  two special
people who by virtue of their outstanding
generosity have gone above and beyond
the daily level of involvement.  Thank you
both so much.

The Rita Report
Hello Family!

It's time once again to pay this year's dues
($100) to the Brustman House. If paying in full
is not an option, you can pay in installments.
Please make your check payable to the
Brustman House and mail to my attention:

Rita Layson
803 Shallow Brook Ave
Winter Springs, FL 32708

Last year, 2008, we collected $2850 This in-
cluded dues, room rent, and extra donations.

I would like to bring to everyone's attention
two recent separate incidents regarding The
Brustman House.

Two cousins, from our younger generation,
came forth with extraordinary gifts to the
House. The first check was for $2000 and the
second was for $1000!

Amazing! I wish I could shout out their names
but per our rules, these young benefactors
must remain anonymous.

One of them did want me to pass along the
fact they hoped their donation would encour-
age others to do the same. Also, they sug-
gested the House is in much needed repair
and that several cousins offered their time
and labor to fix it up; a couple of week's worth
of work or even sporadic days of just camping
out and doing repair work, could put a huge
dent in getting things back in order.

So, to the younger generation, there seems to
be a challenge on the table to save and per-
petuate the house that everyone loves. Per-
haps this summer you can begin a real
dialogue about yearly dues (amongst your-
selves, decide what is fair and affordable) and
any fix-up projects you might want to tackle.

To correspond about fix-up projects, contact
cousin Henry:  henryheinbach@gmail.com

To correspond about dues, contact me:
chickeetarita@cfl.rr.com

Love, Cousin Rita

Two Mystery Donors Benefit Brustman House
The Rita report and a thank you from Henry explain

WORDS ARE NOT ENOUGH
by Henry Heinbach

Keeping with tradition, the first weekend in Au-
gust is reunion time (unless there is widespread
hue and cry otherwise. And this year not a peep
was heard.)

So we may have a head count, those intending to
come should let Henry Heinbach know, especial-
ly if a room in the house is requested. His phone
is (212) 533-3336. If you are staying in the
Brustman House, Henry asks you to bring your
own linens, towels, sleeping bags, etc. If you can.

See you at the Brustman House
 in Sharon Springs!
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Aunt Ida went into the hospital in late April
with heart and respiratory issues. A little
more than a week later she was released.
During this period Rita emailed updates to a
very concerned extended family. Rita tells
us, "Aunt Ida is home in her apartment. She
has a live-in aide, Natalie, whose patience
and care is to be admired. Mom's appetite is
good and she's not in pain. She thanks ev-
eryone for their concern and good wishes"

Rita continues with news of her family. She
says she and Rich are fine. As an accoun-
tant, Rich is pretty busy the first part of the
year. She writes: "Tax season is over for
Rich and now he can devote his attentions
to his soon to be born first grandchild, a little
girl!  He's going to be the world's greatest
grandfather!

I'm very proud of my daughter in law, Brett-
anie, for landing a $75,000 scholarship to
Mercer Law School!  All her hard work at
Syracuse and the LSAT's paid off big time.

Drew is in the Middle East on a 6-month de-
ployment.  He's not in Iraq or Afghanistan.
Drewie, we miss you!  Stay safe.

Jeff separates from the AF in May.  He'll be
a civilian looking for a job.  I have every con-
fidence he'll do just fine.

As for me, I celebrated my 60th birthday this
year.  As the days were fast approaching, I
was so full of angst I was beside myself.
But the day came and it was glorious.  Jeff
drove down from Louisiana and he and I
and Rich went to EPCOT on a perfectly gor-
geous day in February and everything was
wonderful.  So now I'm 60 + and it's no big
deal and life is good."

Drew clears up exactly where he is: "I am
writing from the Middle East as I am de-
ployed right now to Qatar for 6 months (5 left
as of this writing!).  This deployment is much
more rewarding than my last.  My job re-
quires that I travel a lot. So far I have visited
Oman for a week and that was a great expe-
rience.  Instead of barracks, I was in a resort
hotel on the beach and instead of flying C-
130 it was Airbus A320. There wasn't much
time for sightseeing, but I did get a chance
to tour the Grand Mosque in Muscat. That is
the most beautiful building I've seen and
some pics are on my Facebook page if any-
one's interested.

Brettanie is doing well.  While I'm away, she
is being wonderful mom to our two cats Miss
Kitty and Peeps, taking care of the house and
working.  Recently she got some great news.
She applied to Mercer University's Law School
in Jan of this year and got accepted... but...
with a $25k/yr scholarship!  She and I are
very excited and she will be starting around
the time I return from my deployment.

Finally, I hope everyone is doing well and
please keep my Grandma Ida in your
thoughts."

From Louisiana, Jeff L. brings us to date:
"Not really much new with me. I'm still in
Shreveport. Still stationed at Barksdale AFB
where I'm preparing to finalize my separa-
tion from the Air Force. Plans for the future
are somewhat up in the air, even the part
about separation. I'm actively searching for
civilian and/or military-affiliated contractor
positions; hopefully someone bites. If I can't
land a solid job within 2 weeks of my project-
ed separation, I'm re-enlisting. My brother is
in Qatar on a deployment and loves it there.
My Father recently traveled to China on
business, so he's right in his element. My
mother is slugging away at the daily grind
and enjoying what the outlying Orlando area
has to offer.

All in all, things are peachy. I wish I had more
to divulge, but maybe on the next go-round."

Jeff concludes with, "Take care and say hel-
lo to anyone within voice range for me. Hope
to see everyone at the next reunion."

Steve writes: "Nothing terribly exciting to re-
port from California. I'm approaching the end
of my junior year at Berkeley and right in the
middle of finals. I'm over the hump and I'm
starting to see the light at the end of the tun-
nel - aka May 2010 graduation. I'm working
two jobs, one at the Environmental Design
Library on campus doing extremely uninter-
esting cataloging things, and the other wait-
ing tables. 2 jobs + 16 credits = not enough
time! Needless to say, I'm loving the bay
area and planning on living here for a while.

I don't have any big plans for the summer
besides working and saving some money,
but I am planning on coming to the reunion
this year. I'd love to fly out about a week be-
fore the reunion and do some fixing-up proj-
ects around the house. Would any cousins
be interested in planning something like
that? It's been over 10 years since I've been
to Sharon. I have great memories there, and
it's time that I give something back. If any-
one would like to coordinate something, e-
mail or call me so we can work out dates.
stevensmith1@gmail.com; 407-719-1448."

Finally, Steve closes with: "Hope everyone
is well, and I'm looking forward to seeing
everyone at the reunion!"

Reporting direct from New Jersey, Billy
writes: "We were happy to celebrate two
graduations last week -- Julie with a Bache-
lor's from Kean College, and Karen with a
Master's from College of New Jersey. We
had a nice dinner and kvelled. Naturally we
are thinking of Aunt Ida and wish everyone

there well. We also wish John and Helsie
Brustman well. We are thinking of them too.

In May I was the guest of Cousin Jay to see
the Mets play at their new stadium, Citifield.
Jay has great seats, and I got to walk
around the stadium. It's very similar in layout
to Ebbets Field in Brooklyn, which some of
us may fondly remember. But of course it's
much more fan-friendly with wide walkways,
giant scoreboards, better choice of food, etc.
Even the urinals are modern.  So thanks to
Jay, I had a great time.  On another note,
Condolences to Joan and her family on the
passing of her Dad a short time ago."

Karen tells us: "I'm finishing my Masters de-
gree in counseling this May and I start my
new job as a therapist in early June. I'll be
doing individual, group, couples, and family
therapy - the whole nine yards.  So far, I
haven't decided on a specialty, but I've been
learning a lot about relaxation techniques,
especially mindfulness, an approach that
has its origins in Buddhist philosophy. It was
especially fun trying that out on the grizzled
old clients in the group I ran.

In August, Julie and I are thrilled to be going
on a Mediterranean cruise which visits Italy,
Greece, Turkey, and Egypt!  I never thought
I'd have a chance to be one of those people
wearing a tourist hat and giving the thumbs-
up in front of the pyramids. I'll be taking pic-
tures non-stop, probably viewing the whole
trip through the lens of my camera and com-
ing back with a permanent squint, but it's all
worth it!"

Lynn gives us this news: "My internship at
the Metropolitan Museum ended in Decem-
ber and it was really sad to leave. Everyone
I talked to who worked there was very en-
couraging about my chances of getting
some sort of job there (security guard, mail
clerk, really I would do anything) but then
time kept passing and I never got anything.
Now I hear that the Met has lost almost half
of its endowment, enforced a hiring freeze,

News, Notes and Milestones

The Brustman House Newsletter is pub-
lished twice each year by the Brustman
Cousins’ Eating and Schmoozing Society.
The society convenes at Sharon Springs,
New York, each summer. Newsletter cir-
culation is to direct descendants of Louis
and Dora Brustman, their spouses, other
relatives, their friends, and anybody who
requests it. The idea is to keep everyone
minimally in touch as the family grows
and disperses over the land. Send articles,
address changes, news or whatever to the
editor, Richard Brustman, (518) 356-2563,
at 313 West Highland Drive, Schenectady,
New York 12303, e-mail:
brustman@cornell.edu
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and that 10% of the staff will be unemployed
this spring. So turns out, even if I had gotten
a job chances are I would have been the first
to be let go. I do miss it a lot, especially when
I think about how many amazing things I got
to experience and the people with whom I
had the chance to meet and work.

I'm now looking at some other options,
mostly concerning my own art, but I can't
really say much about that yet. Otherwise,
things are about the same...still working at
the library, and it's just as if not more bizarre
than it's ever been.  For those of you who
were scared half to death last summer by
the noise emanating from the pouch I was
wearing, Penelope and I are bonded.
(Reminder: Penelope is a sugar glider,
Google it) She was only nine weeks old dur-
ing the reunion, which makes her now about
eleven months old, and she rarely makes
that noise anymore. My sisters and I sup-
pose my dad can confirm that she is very
cute and funny and not nearly as timid as
she used to be."

Larry says, "We are all doing well. It is
amazing how fast time is flying and how life
seems to get more hectic each year. Claire
and I spent a very nice two weeks in Florida
over the winter. The first week we did our
second annual cruise out of Miami with our
cruising buddies, Richard and Loretta, join-
ing us for our second cruise vacation togeth-
er. Hope there are more. We had a great
time: Relaxation, conversation, exploration,
mastication.... no regurgitation. The itinerary
really did not matter and as long as the wa-
ter was relatively calm and the buffet lines
were open. Speaking for myself, it was a
week in heaven. I had remarked at our first
meal after embarkation, while the ship was

still sitting at the dock, that I didn't care if we
just sat at the dock for the entire week and
never even pulled away from the pier.

The second week was possibly one of the
coldest weeks in Florida history.  Jackets,
long pants, sweat shirts were indicated, but
we did get to see most but not all our favor-
ites. Highlighted by a visit with Aunt Ida in
Orlando.  She was beautiful, sweet and
cheery. She is always in our thoughts. The
Orlando crowd was their usual hospitable,
selves always taking time to spend with the
visitors from the north.

My brother Henry took us to Japanese-Chi-
nese buffet and grill in Boca that had the
greatest ribs. I discovered Loretta has an
addiction to ribs almost as bad as mine. This
will be a regular stop on all future visits to
the area. Both Henry and Billy told me about
a Lobster place nearby that serve lobsters
the size of a small child. Isn't it disgusting
that you recall all the occasions that revolve
around food or a meal?

Recently, I was diagnosed with very early
stage prostate cancer. I have been assured
it is very treatable and can expect a very
favorable outcome. We were to see a few
specialists to determine the best course of
treatment for me given my particular medical
history and conditions. And we feel pretty
confident radiation is best suited for my situ-
ation. The good thing is that I can wait till
after the summer to begin treatment that,
I've been advised, should not be too difficult
to incorporate into my usual life.

The kids are all very busy and doing well.
These are very rough times for the younger
generation in the pursuit of a career. Good

luck to all of you who find yourselves in this
situation."

Larry concludes with, "Anyhoo, Good
thoughts, good luck, and most importantly
good health to all."

Jeff H, fresh off his victory in winning Philly's
Hottest Nerd Contest (See story below)
says, "I'm doing all right; I'm living at home
now but am commuting to work in Philly.
Currently, I'm looking into tentative graduate
schools for either English or History with cer-
tification to teach. Here and there, I've also
worked on a few film sets. Earlier in the year
I had worked on a commercial shoot for Car-
nival cruise lines, and more recently I spent
a few days working on a movie shooting in
Philly called "Avatar", which is being directed
by M. Night Shymalan (the "Sixth Sense"
guy.) I should also mention the Shmitten Kit-
ten thing, which is still pretty mind-blowing,
and thank everyone for their (multiple) votes."

Jeff adds, "Eric is keeping busy working as
an officer at a juvenile detention facility in
West Chester, Pennsylvania. I think his
schedule is pretty rough but he enjoys what
he does. Loren is wrapping up her contract-
ed years as a teacher for 'Teach for Ameri-
ca' at a charter school in D.C., I think she's
trying to decide whether or not to renew her
contract. My parents are doing well, for the
most part, although my father was recently
diagnosed with prostate cancer, but it's ex-
tremely early and can be treated largely
through radiation. If people can keep him in
their thoughts and prayers, that would be
terrific."

Richie relates, "as Larry already reported,
this winter Loretta and I spent a week with

"We talk about dudes and dating in Philadelphia.
Sometimes we post sketches of guys too."
That's the tagline for a website named Shmit-
ten Kitten, run by several young nubile ladies.
In April they ran a contest, "Who Is Philly's
Hottest Nerd?" The field of five nominees
included the bandleader of a national televi-
sion talk show and our own Jeff Heinbach.

Here's Shmitten Kitten's description and pho-
to of our favorite:

The Nerd's Nerd: Jeff the Soda Jerk

Why He's A Nerd: This is Shmitten Kitten's Kelly
Clarkson right here; Jeff is our undiscovered gem.
We plucked him from a particularly persuasive
reader nomination. Here is what his buddy Thom-
as had to say about Jeff:

"A significant fraction of his free time is spent
browsing UFO videos online. When he's not judging
the quality of flashing orb clips, he is linking friends
to such lectures as Peter Rusell's "The Primacy of
Conciousness" and "The Global Brain," Ernie Ko-
vacs' "Kitchen Symphony," and David Deamer's
lecture on DNA protein-sequence melodies.

As a professional soda jerk at The Franklin Foun-
tain, Jeff can not only scoop your ice cream, he
can also tell you the history of the ice cream in
relation to our nation's founding, at the same time
if you wish. (Note: While Jeff is required to wear a
bow tie to work, I assure you he would wear one
anyways were he not. Also it is not a clip on and
that’s worth something.)"

Why You Should Vote For Him: UFOs! Bow ties!
Ice cream! Count us the fuck in.

The voting went slow at first, with the band-
leader taking a long lead. Then Henry H start-
ed a campaign to get support for Jeff.
Through a chain of emails word went forth to
the family with a plea to vote for him, early
and often. (Tristan emailed an explanation of
how to beat the one vote rule.) Jeff started
closing the gap and then pulled ahead. He
won by several lengths: 46% of the votes, 17
more than his closest competitor. His victory
made several Philly papers.

Henry informed everyone of the win, and not-
ed Jeff was enjoying his first 15 minutes. Rita
wrote Jeff "Don't let your fans down... stay
nerdie and hot!" In congratulating Jeff, Richie
asked, "Will you wear your celebrated bow tie
to reunion?" To that Jeff said, "Thanks for the
congratulations; the whole things still feels
extremely surreal. One of the weirder things is
hearing stories of where some of the votes
came from. Never again will I doubt the power
of exponential growth. I'll bring a few spare
bow ties to the reunion." And, staying in char-
acter, he volunteered, "If anyone's curious, it's
the same knot you use to tie your shoes."
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Favorite Places in the Sharon Area
For this newsletter, the question asked of
cousins was: When you were under age
15, what were your favorite places or
stores in the Sharon Springs area
(including Canajoharie, Cooperstown and
Cobleskill) and why? Here are the answers
that came back.

Lynn Heinbach: "I think there are proba-
bly dozens of places I could name. I think
I'll pick a random two:

1. How scary was the top floor of the Sha-
ron Springs museum? Or the schoolroom?
It was certainly terrifying for a person un-
der 15, but I'm sure people much older
than that still enjoy creeping themselves
out the way I did.

2. There was an ice cream place in Coo-
perstown, almost at the lakefront. I think
it's closed now, but they made really deli-
cious strawberry cheesecake ice cream.
Which reminds me: if anyone would like a
good, entertaining read, I suggest trying
Lauren Groff's The Monsters of Temple-
ton. It's a sort of historical, slightly fantasti-
cal novel which is based around a town
called Templeton, which is a pseudonym
for Cooperstown. It's interesting, especially
when you recognize some of the places
she discusses."

Karen Heinbach: "As for my favorite
places/stores in Sharon, it's hard to say
because some of them don't exist any-
more...  Of course the old Christmas-
themed room in the Cobbler was a general
favorite because of its coziness and total
irrelevance during the month of July.  Our
tree fort in the woods was another great
spot; especially the year we built a second
floor that was sturdier than the Brustman
House kitchen sinkhole...  But overall, the
brook wins hands-down.  It was the first
thing we'd run to the very second we ar-

rived in Sharon every year, and I can still
hear the little waterfall."

Andrea Fidler: "TOP TEN favorite local
haunts when I was in Sharon Springs, in
no particular order:

10.   Sprakers swimming gorge
9.   Drive in movie theater in
 Canajoharie
8.   Andy and Susan's house in front
 of the TV
7.  Sharon Springs town pool (in
 all its incarnations)
6.  Sharon Springs town library
5.  Any abandoned building without a
 padlocked door
4.  Cooperstown for 4th of July Fire
 works
3.  The Boggle/Scrabble corner of the
 lawn
2.   Park Theater in Cobleskill
Two way tie for #1:
1.  The Porch
1.  The Brook"

Then Andrea notes: "Obviously, it was in a
particular order despite the 'no particular
order part.' It's Friday night of a busy week;
my brain is fried."

Aunt Martha: "It's the Brustman House
Porch at evening time, electric lights glow-
ing, the rocking chairs, at a premium, filled,
the conversation going, that comes to
mind when I think of Sharon. That memory
remains with me like a warm glow, the
beauty of the surrounding area insignifi-
cant to me by comparison."

Richie Brustman: "There are so many
places I liked, it's hard to pick one. A few
that come to mind are Hayes' General
Store (had a great granite soda fountain,)
Smalley's Movie Theater (intimate, to say
the least) and Minnie's Lunch (the food

was mediocre, but there was this pinball
machine...) All three were on Main Street.
Then there's the Tepee on Route 20 (it
was the building, not it's contents, that fas-
cinated.)

But possibly my all time favorite as a small
child was the brook. I built bridges and
dams in it, I caught frogs by it and I saw it
as the border between civilization and wil-
derness. As a five-year-old explorer, follow-
ing the brook upstream was a dangerous
venture into the forest primeval."

Larry Heinbach: "What popped into my
mind were times spent in the Hayes' gen-
eral store on Main Street.  They had a
bowling arcade game in the back of the
store. This was a flat-based game, about
the size of a pinball machine, which used a
puck that you slid over the floor of the
game. The pins were suspended over the
floor (alley) of the game. You would slide
the puck toward the pins, which would re-
tract up, into the upper housing of the
mechanism when the puck slid under
them.

Why this particular game is so memorable
to me is because after spending tons of
money playing it, we discovered by acci-
dent, that by slamming the puck away from
the pins toward the coin box, the game
would restart by itself without putting any
money in.  Needless to say, we were there
everyday playing this machine. They never
thought it was odd that we would be there
for so long or so often. They never thought
that, every so often, the sound of a puck
crashing into the wrong end of the ma-
chine followed by the sound of the game
rebooting was unusual. Or maybe they did,
and this was all what made it so special.
'One never knows do one', to quote Fats
Waller."

him and Claire in the Caribbean. While in
Florida we also saw Aunt Ida and the rest of
the Orlando crowd. Loretta and I were in
Washington where we saw Henry and Lucy,
Willie and Debbie and Loren. We also man-
aged a couple of trips to Las Vegas where
we get to play (and baby-sit) with our grand-
children, Tyler and Maya.

Nearly two-year-old Maya looks just like
Caroline did at that age. Nearly four-year-old
Tyler loves machinery and construction. He
saw something on TV about sewage treat-
ment and got talking about it with me. I told
him I once toured a sewage plant and he
was both impressed and jealous.

Being a good grandpa, I called the Las Ve-
gas treatment facility and wangled an invita-

tion to visit. Tyler and I also took Tyler's
mother along. We had a great time and con-
firmed Vegas doesn’t just produce glitz and
glamour. I'll probably remember this sewage
plant tour far longer than the shows Loretta
and I saw on the strip."

Finally, Richie says, "I'm thinking of Aunt Ida
and John Brustman and wish them well in
their medical treatments, and Joan and Jay
who are mourning the recent loss of Joan's
father."

This June Dan and his girlfriend, Jun Pei,
will be visiting us in Albany. Caroline, Ed
and the grandchildren will be here too. It's
gonna be fun.”

Caroline tells us: "In the past six months I've
taken two adults only vacations. These little

breaks from motherhood were SO needed.
Ed and I went to Hawaii for a week of fun in
the sun. We swam, snorkeled, and hiked our
way through part of the big island. Oh if only
I had a few more weeks to do it all! I also
took a long weekend trip to San Antonio, TX
with my best girlfriend... also a mommy in
need of R&R. We strolled, shopped, chatted,
relaxed, ate, ate, and ate. It ranks up there
as one of my most fun and memorable trips.

Ed is well and still working for the EPA. He
spends his free time rock climbing at a local,
outdoor recreational area with world class
climbing. This summer Tyler and Maya are
both turning four and two respectively. They
are quirky, funny, aggravating, and growing
so fast."
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Dan writes from China: "I'm very busy in Bei-
jing these days. I'm still a full-time musician,
which really beats working as far as I'm con-
cerned. The most interesting of the projects
I'm involved with is a 15-piece Afro-soul
group with musicians from various countries
in Africa and Asia. My French swing band
went down to Hong Kong for a weeklong
engagement a few months ago -- a good
time was had by all. I will visit the US with
my girlfriend in late-May/early-June. I look
forward to seeing everyone."

Aunt Martha poses and answers the ques-
tion, "What's new in the lives of a 92 and 95
year olds after the Great Great Grand kids
are born?  Accidents! Most of you likely
know that in March Saul tripped over a rug,
a "runner" laid in one of our hallways.

The terrible sound of a thud had me running
to his aid. How I ever hoisted him up is be-
yond my ken... A Hassidic Ambulance ser-
vice, Hatzolah, their volunteers’ scull caps in
place, tzitis and payes flying, came to our
rescue in what seemed like only seconds
after my desperate call to them. In the house
they worked over Saul, stabilizing him, cov-
ering the bleeding head wound, looked for
fractures, and got us both into their ambu-
lance to Maimonides Hospital. His head had
a severe bang (against a metal door frame),
and his right knee sustained a serious
"inner" wound that was slow to heal, and still
draining. But you can't keep a good man down.
He's up and running with the use of a hand-
some cane... which he is aching to discard."

Fred tells us, "It has mostly been a good
winter. I continue on as chairman of the
Newton Ward 6 Democratic Committee. In
that roll I ran a successful caucus in Febru-
ary to elect 11 delegates, plus alternates, to
the state convention this June. I'm a
delegate, ex officio, but I won't attend. In-
stead Joan and I are off to Ithaca to attend
the fiftieth reunion of my graduating class.
Doesn't seem like 50 years, until I try some
heavy lifting or the like."

Much of the winter I spent attending the
learning in retirement program at Harvard. It
is like senior day care for those able to get
there and who can still remember to do so.
The classes were on Cabaret singers, the
Ballet Russe and Diaghalev, founding of the
American Republic, and Chaos (as in math).

I also worked on the house, worked on
friends' sailboats (since spring arrived) and
plain to cruise down east Maine later in the
summer."

Fred concludes with, "Best news of all...
Through the efforts of my grand daughter
Stephenie and her husband Kyle, I will be-
come a great grandfather this Fall."

Henry S checks in with: "Greeting from the
National Capitol Area. We had a long, cold
(by Washington standards) winter. But it has
finally given way to a pleasant lush spring.

Lots of flowers and stuff like that. I’ve
passed my 69th birthday. This, given my
health problems, is as close as I come to an
accomplishment these days. Lucy is well
and as beautiful as ever, if not more so. Wil-
lie has a new job with a defense contractor.
He’s also getting an MBA at Johns
Hopkins. He and Debbie are camping on Sky-
line Drive Memorial Day weekend. Mikey fin-
ished his second year in law school and
headed down to Florida for a break. Ashley,
who is working in Northern Minnesota and
North Dakota, flew down to join him."

His ever-beautiful spouse, Lucy, adds, "I'm
working a lot, thank you Jesus, because I
got freaked about the 401k meltdown. My
poor dog Moe had two more teeth pulled,
I'm paying for that too. Now he's down to
two teeth. My car had to be towed twice, but
now I think it's got itself together. I went to
Florida for a week with my friend Joan. It's
beautiful, and fabulous. I love it there in my
pretty little house and the palm trees. One of
my sisters bought a little house one block
from me. All my sisters are well. Henry is
well planting azaleas and other pretty things.
It's been a good year for plants; everything
is very green. Will started a new job, now
he's management, still in school. Debby is in
school as well. I'm getting my teeth done
and trying to get the color of my hair right.
My biggest torment for the moment is the col-
or of my hair. I don't watch the news, only
Idol and Make Me a Super Model."

Mike says, "Not much new with me. Finish-
ing my second year of law school. I worked
in the school's legal aid clinic this past se-
mester, and it was extremely enjoyable. I'm
interning with the Baltimore public defenders
office this summer, then one more year to
go! Ashley has been traveling for work.
She's currently in Minnesota working on re-
lief for the Red River flood. We send our
love to all."

Alice crisply
wrote only,
“I've been busy
moving, look-
ing for work,
planning paint-
ings on shoes
and baby sit-
ting.” She also
sent a photo of
some painted
shoes.

Susan M writes, "Well sitting here in Sharon,
spring has sprung with incredibly lush green-
ery, amazing aroma of lilacs, forget-me-nots,
manure (what Andy would call " the smell of
money") and in our neighborhood the smell of
diesel. Yes, diesel, as in construction equip-
ment. On coming back to Sharon I was sur-
prised to find Union St. totally torn up -- quite
difficult to get in and out of driveways. I've
been told that the roadwork has been going
on since December. (Things move slowly in

the country). So be prepared and make sure
your shock absorbers are in good working
order when you arrive on Union St., Union
St. Ext. and Willow St.

As we all know, nothing much happens in
Sharon. Except for last week when 60 mile
an hour winds blew down half a tree on Wil-
low St. leaving Seth, Iris's family, Kay and
me without power from 1 in the afternoon till
3 the next morning. It sure did feel like we
were back in the 1800's. Crappy roads, can-
dles, and going to bed by 9:00."

Soren has moved in with Todd. The move
went smoothly. The dog and cat are living in
a peaceable kingdom. Still not quite figuring
each other out but are willing to try. She had
some minor problems with her condo this
winter but things are getting back on track.
There is fresh paint and new tiling in the
bathroom. Ready for rental income. Any-
body interested? Chicago is beautiful in
spring, summer and fall. It's tough in winter
though."

Susan adds: "For Tristan life in Los Angeles
seems to be going fine. He just moved into
his own one bedroom apartment in Culver
City. He is nearer to the nightlife he enjoys.
It's a good thing that he got himself a Yama-
ha Vino motor scooter because now he has
to commute to work. He says it's not too
bad; it takes him about 10 minutes on a
good day. One major plus is his new place is
one block from a Trader Joe's."

Holly simply wrote to say, "I have news!  Mi-
lo is going to be a big brother towards the
end of this year." Congratulations to Holly
and Jon. Let's hope Milo is ready for the re-
sponsibilities of siblinghood.

Helsie and John write from Down Under,
"During our summer we vacationed in
Queensland and then unfortunately John
discovered a lump. You all know now he has
melanoma cancer. It is a tough disease, and
we are both trying hard to be strong and
positive. We have the best medical team,
recognized here and in the US. For that and
for the support of thousands of people here
and overseas we are grateful. We thank all
the family for their ongoing caring, it means
so much to us both.

In April John’s Mum Sadie came to see us
from her home up north. She is 89 and, with
John being ill, it was a hard visit for both her
and us. We have no plans, of course, to
travel. We meant to have gone to China,
please G-d we can do this in the future.

We had a hot summer and, as you saw in
the news, our State of Victoria had huge
brush fires. It was just dreadful. So many
lives lost. Huge appeals raised millions of
Australian dollars , so that homes, schools,
etc., may be rebuilt soon. Life is irreplace-
able so it's tough on so many families. Aus-
tralians are very giving people, they always
pull together, just like we Jews do in crises.

Moon Shoes
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John is very busy with his business, al-
though this year because of the illness only
works in the mornings. Helsie, as usual, is
very busy with the Melbourne Jewish
community. Over the past months she orga-
nized about a dozen major events. She is still
passionate about her exciting work for the
community, and will continue to do all this.

The Melbourne Jewish Football Club AJAX,
the only Jewish football club in Australia,
honored John at its President’s Lunch for his
50-year contribution to the Club. His CV with
the club is huge, and it's his passion. This
was the first time Helsie went a Football
event, including the lunch. By the way, Aus-
tralian football is neither standard soccer nor

American football. Australian Rules are
unique."

Heslie and John concluded with, "We really
enjoy reading the Newsletter. We just love
hearing from everyone, and it means a lot to
us now, more than ever."

This newsletter invites the family to share sto-
ries. This issue we have two. The first is by
Billy and the second by Richie.

Eating and Lugging Lobsters
Billy’s tangle with crustaceans

I do have a story about food. Since I know this
family is not much in the eating department,
please feel free to skip the following: Last Feb-
ruary I visited Florida for about 2 weeks. While
there Henry's friends, Henry and I went to a
restaurant which features lobsters, But not just
lobsters... These babies range from 2 pounds
and up: 2 1/2-, 3-, 5-, and 10-pounders are
available. The first time we went I ordered a
2-pounder (I was with company after all). But
other people ordered the biggies. A 5-pounder
looked like something out of Jurassic Park. A
family with small children ordered a 10-pound-
er which was bigger than the kids. Henry said
one claw looked like a catcher's mitt. They ate
it very daintily, I might add, much more finesse
than the caveman style I exhibited. After we
finished, I personally felt responsible for put-
ting a species on the edge of extinction.... until
a week later when Henry and I returned there
alone. This time I chickened out (you should
pardon the expression) and ordered a 2-
pounder again. But, while there I had the in-
spiration of bringing a 5-pounder back to New
Jersey... No not alive... I'm not that coura-
geous. The restaurant people assured me that
they would pack it in such a way that not only
would it survive the flight, but also I wouldn't
have to buy another ticket for it. Unfortunately,
after I paid and received the lobster, it was
clear their container could not be carried on
(and for some strange reason I didn't want to
place it inside my checked bag). We repacked
it and all went well until Airport Security would
not allow the frozen packs through. (The look
on their faces at the X-ray machine was price-
less.) Luckily for me the security agent al-
lowed the naked lobster through with
instructions to ask the Burger King manager
for ice. She was very nice, exhausting her
supply, twice, because delays caused the
original ice to start melting.  My traveling com-
panion and I survived nicely. Rosa and the
girls enjoyed it, but like everyone else who
knows this story, just kept shaking their heads.
             _______________________

The Ice Storm of '08
Richie's tale of four days with no power or heat

A hazard of living in New York is a winter
storm. I experienced a particularly bad one the
second week of December and, since I lived
to tell the tale, I guess I must tell the tale.

The storm starts Thursday evening, coating
everything with a glaze of ice. I'm at home,
snug and warm. Later the glaze gets so thick
that every so often I hear a snap. It's the ice's
weight breaking tree limbs. If the limb over-
hangs the house I also hear a shower of glaze
raining on the roof. It sounds like broken
glass. In the wee hours the power falters, be-
comes intermittent, and finally goes out. So I
stop working on the computer and go to bed,
assuming power will be restored by morning.

To my dismay the power is still out when I get
up Friday, but outside it's gorgeous. The sun
is out and every twig of every tree is glisten-
ing. The world is a bright filigree of sparkling
crystal. But the beauty is deceptive: the out-
door temperature is below freezing (20°)
which can mean trouble for a powerless
house. No power means no heat, which at first
is uncomfortable but eventually could bring
mayhem such as freezing and bursting pipes.
But outages, I think to myself, are at most only
a few hours, so the power will be back on soon.

Loretta and I pass the day reading by the win-
dow's light. We have a battery-powered radio
and find one of our phones work (the corded
one) so we learn that the outage covers sever-
al counties. We get a call from Susan who
tells us Sharon Springs was spared the storm.

Without a working furnace the house slowly
cools and by evening it’s down to 55 degrees.
We progressively bundle up with increasing
layers of clothing. Still, we think, the power
should be on soon. Our gas stove is working,
so we can cook and boil water. Loretta makes
soup, spaghetti and meatballs -- anything hot
helps. We eat by candle light, pass the rest of
the evening talking and playing Scrabble, then
go to bed with extra quilts. The day was an-
noying but tolerable, even amusing at times.

Saturday morning still no power. The radio
says some people may not see power for a
few more days. (But mine will surely be on in a
few hours.) From a window I see a utility re-
pair crew trimming a broken tree branch hang-
ing on a power line, so I go out to ask
questions. They tell me thousands of circuits
are out from either blown transformers or lines
snapped by falling branches. A circuit can't be
energized until all threatening limbs along its
entire length are first cleared.

Coffee and Ramen noodles are the after-
noon's fare. By dinner time the house is 47°.
The radio tells us about half the region is re-
stored, so Loretta and I decide to find a res-
taurant in one of the islands of power and

shop for supplies afterwards. The radio also
tells us the few hotels that have reopened al-
ready are completely booked (at rack rate
yet.) I suggest finding a friend with power to
sleep over, and Loretta calls me a WIMP for
even suggesting it.

At bedtime we put on still more quilts and
clothing. I chose to wear a knit cap and
gloves. I have so many layers on me that I
look like the Michelin man even more than
usual. By now I'm not so sure power will immi-
nently return.

On the third day, Sunday, the power is still out
and the house is 41°. The radio says the
weather may warm to 40° or 50° and we won-
der if we'll be throwing open the windows to
warm the place up. We now move about the
house with blankets over our many clothing
layers and we can see our breath. Going out-
side is easy as we are already bundled for the
cold. We walk about the neighborhood and
can see the circuit break several blocks away:
a host of lines pulled down and severed by a
keeled over tree.

The warming outside air is breaking up the
glaze on the trees. It starts raining bits of ice.
Eventually my driveway and lawn are com-
pletely littered with what looks like an inch of
shattered glass. It tingles and crunches when
walked upon.

When evening's dark comes we shut our-
selves into the house. The radio says utility
repair crews are shifting from residential cir-
cuits to business and school circuits in prepa-
ration for the workweek. Loretta and I look at
each other in despair. This could go on for
days more. I'm beginning to think of the ill-fat-
ed Donner Party trapped for an entire winter.
Friends call to check if we have power yet. No
one does. By agreement, first one to get pow-
er has everyone stay there. Later we get a call
from a friend who suddenly got electricity, and
off we go.

We return home Monday morning. Opening
the front door we find it colder in the house
than outside. At lunchtime, unexpectedly, the
power comes on and the furnace starts. We
are ecstatic. It takes nearly ten hours to reheat
the house. Every hour or so we take off a lay-
er of clothing. The afternoon is spent putting
away candles and blankets, resetting clocks,
cleaning freezers of melted stuff, and so on.

And so, boys and girls, at times upstate New
York winter can be more adventurous than we
want. Which must be why we choose summer
to enjoy Sharon Springs.


