
















































































































































































in Pittsburg had deteriorated to a point where Alan in junior high
school kept up a running battle with his teachers. He was bored
and dissatisfied with school, so instead of doing his homework, he
went to the library and studied subjects that interested him. The
result was that he got bad grades and we decided to move to Berkeley
where at that time, 1968, Ruth and Scott were living. Now we could
also be near the young couple.

The decision was easier made than finding a house in Berkeley.
Those that were available were either very old or unaffordable. After
intensive searching, we found one in Kensington. It had the kind of
layout that we had always wanted. The trouble was that it was run
down and the basement was not finished. The owner had built it 10
years earlier. It sat high up off the street, 20 steps leading to the
front door. Halfway up to the left was a patio protected by tall ever-
greens. Through the front door, one stepped into a small foyer;
the doorway to the right led into a large formal living room with a
high beam ceiling. To the left, one stepped into the family room
with a connecting kitchen. Both rooms had cozy fireplaces. There
was a small back yard full of flowers and shrubbery and a little fish
pond. The two bedrooms and the bath faced toward the back, and
from the front rooms we had a view of Tilden Park. Soon after we
had acquired the house, we had the basement finished into a third
bedroom. After we moved, we could really see that the house had

been built by a layman. The roof leaked, the electric wiring was
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dangerously exposed, and although there was a fan over the stove,
it was not connected. There was no flue; it was just sitting there
gathering dust. The house, after completion, had never been
inspected by the county. It was so filthy that it took us several
days just to clean the kitchen. By and by it became livable and we
loved it. In the evening, the deer came out of the park right to the
house and we could watch the raccoons climbing into our garbage
cans after dark. At first this seemed like a lot of fun, until we
realized that the deer were virtually stripping our front yard of
plantation and the raccoons turned over our garbage cans night
after night. So our wild little friends had to be restrained.

After living in Kensington for a while, I noticed that the 20
steps leading to our house were harder and harder to climb. I had
had pains in my legs for several years and had gone to different
doctors without success; none of them found anything wrong. The
pains became so bad that I had to stop twice just climbing the steps
to the house. When I was in my teens my father had the same pains
and the doctors had diagnosed it as heart trouble. I saw him dying
slowly. First he couldn't walk anymore; the circulation in his arms
and legs became so bad that he was in constant pain. Shortly after
I came to this country, he died of gangrene in his legs. He was
only 62 years old. Shortly before he died, my parents had to flee
from our home town during chrystal night and so he was buried in

Frankfurt a/M at the '"Neuer Juedischer Friedhof,' Eckenheimer
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Landstrasse no. 238. Grave no. 5 D 65.

I saw the same symptoms in me that I had watched in my
father. 1 went to yet another doctor and insisted he send me to a
specialist. Finally, after the odyssey of going from one to another,
I came to a vascular specialist who made the -right diagnosis. Tests
showed that I had a stoppage in the main artery which was g'.étting
narrower. Less blood was coming to the legs and it would eventually
lead to my death. Fortunately, there was an operation for this
condition and I am well now. This clogging of the arteries can be
inherited by future generations; smokers are especially susceptible.
By explaining this carefully, I hope to help the future generation of
my family.

When Willy became ill and died so suddenly, my going to
work helped to cope with loneliness and depression. Six months
later, I was able to go on a trip to Europe all by myself, making
new friends along the way. When I came back I was ready to start
a life of my own and to take care of my own affairs. My children
were already grown at the time and made a place for themselves
in the world. Eac;h has chosen the profession and lifestyle they
wanted, and I can say that I am very proud of both of them. Now
I enjoy watching them from the sidelines, adoring my grandchildren
Julie and Mark, hoping to live long enough to see Alan and Meredyth
have children. After the horrible holocaust, Willy and I started a

new family and I am blessed to see my family grow. I am especially
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pleased with the choice of my children's mates. Besides my family,

I also lead a life of my own: Every day ig filled with activities. 1
swim as often as I can, exercise a lot, re.ad, in short do all the
things I enjoy doing. Sam and I have a very close relationship
giving each other support and enjoying a lot of good times together.
I hope we will continue to enjoy and support each other and keep

close ties with all our children.
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June 8, 1984
Grandma Remembered

by Ilse Golbert

I skipped up the steps of the 'long porch and with all
my might pushed open the heavy front door. "Grandma, Grandma,
where are you?" I ran through the empty beer bar into the
chilly hall to the kitchen. There she was, big apron tied
around her waist which made her look heavier than usual stir-
ring sauce for the noon meal. Her kind eyes smiled at me. I
blurted, "You promised to teach me the waltz today." "Well
child, if I promised, I'll have to keep my word. As soon as
the sauce boils, we can start. Now, where did I put my glasses?"
We looked all over the kitchen. I searched the living room
where grandma did all her sewing. No eye glasses. Finally,
unninag back into the kitchen, I discovered them nestled way up
in grandma's hair. After a good laugh, we started dancing.
Over the tiled smooth kitchen floor we moved in unison. "One,
two, three! one, two, three! Grandma never disappointed.

I did so well, I was asked to have lunch with her and
grandpa. Later I received a big red apple from her tree. My

precious Grandma!
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The Chanukah Of My Childhood.

by Ilse Friedman-Golbert.

When I was a child in Germanv, we celebrated Chanukah a
little different than you do in America. Many weeks before, we
had rehearséd a Chanukah play. It was about the miracle of the
little lamp that had enough oil for one day, but it had burned
for eight days. When we got a little older, we had a show in
which we were all fighters like Judah Maccabee and his brothers.
We wore helmets and armor made out of cardboard and we had swords
to fight with. Every child in class took part in the play.

We could hardly wait for the first night of Chanukah.
Every man in the family lit candles. I was always allowed to
hold the one 1lit candle for mv father which 1lit the other candles
while he said the broche. Then, I 1lit the candles for him. In
our house, we lit a lot of candles. There was mv father, my
brother and several of our emplovees. We did not have enough
menorahs for so many people but that did not matter. We put
candles on wooden boards and after they were 1lit, we all sang
the old songs, like Moaus Zur. After that, all the candles were
set on the windowsill with the drapes open and the curtains
carefully tucked away, so nothing could catch fire. When all
this was done, we finally could open our presents. That was the
best time of Chanukah. We got presents only the first night.
After supper the parents and grandparents came together in our
house. We had a areat big hall with a stage. All the children

were excited. Ve were the actors who performed the Chanukah
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plav. Afterwards, there was honey cake and punch for us. The
next seven days, we celebrated at home.

In Germany, it was very cold at that time and there was
a lot of snow on the ground. 1In the corner of our living room,
the big potbellied stove was glowing with the heat inside and
we put apples to bake right on top of it. The aroma of the
baking apples and the burning candles was strong and sweet.
Afterwards we played the dreidle and we paid each other with
nuts and cookies. This week was so much fun. It was better

than all the other holidays.
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My Grandfather Isidor.
by Ilse Golbert

He was highly respected and well known beyond the bound-
aries of our town. Local people who came to his beerstube never
thought of going to the Hotel Fackenheim; they went to Isidor for
their daily glasses of beer, to read the newspaper and to talk to
him, leaving after an hour or two with a warm pleasant feeling. A
daily ritual!

Besides owning the hotel, whose management he left in
grandmother's care, he had an insurance agency. Almost every
farmer in town bought hail insurance from him and in the process
he also sold them life insurance. His insurance business ran
smoothly, almost without effort. He was so well known for his
honesty that people came to him to buy their policies. He hardly
set foot out of the house. I don't think anybody could make a living
that way to-day.

He really didn't work too hard during his life time, but he
earned enough money to send his only son to college and medical
school, and he gave each of his three daughters a dowry and a siz-
able sum of money when they got married. When he retired, he
was in good financial circumstances. He was not a practical man.
Every morning, grandma had to help him put his necktie on. He

‘never mastered that 'til he was in his seventies and grandma had
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gone. He led a very orderly life, got up at the same time every
morning, had to have his meals at a certain time, and, when 10
o'clock came around, grandfather went to bed heedless of how much
work was left for grandma to do, or of any other special circum-
stances.

Within the hotel, my grandparents also ran a dancehall in
which most of the weddings in town were celebrated. When one of
the rich farmers' daughters got married, the celebration, with all
its dancing, eating and drinking went on into the early morning
hours. They had extra help for those occasions, but grandma
always stayed up all night to oversee everything. Grandpa, of
course, went to bed at 10 P. M., mumbling about how he could not
sleep with so much noise in the house. Many times I heard my
mother tell about one incident when a wedding took place and grand-
ma was in bed with the Flu. At 10 P.M. poor helpless grandpa
stomped into the bedroom and stated firmly ""Rosa, if you only
wouldn't be in bed!" Grandma answered the question: ''What would
happen if I wouldn't be in bed?" '""Well, then one of us could go to
bed." Grandma with her kind little smile retorted: ''One of us is
in bed." Poor grandpa! That night he really had to sweat it out
and work hard.

In those days, electric refrigeration was unknown and the
beer had to be kept cold with ice. Of course there was enough ice

in winter, but my grandpa utilized a system for chilling the beer in
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wedding. What had T done! 1 had tied myself to a woman
I hardly knew! After revealing these doubts to my mother,
she said¢: "Have faith, son; it will all work out. after
you two have been marriec for a wnile and gotten used to
each other, love will follow. Tinat is life! Trust me!"
fother was so right. I fell in love with Rosa the minute
I saw her walk down the aisle in her white wedding gown
and veil, flowers in her arm that mama had ordered and
that I had given her. Our love lasted a life time.

We had four lovely children. She preceded me in death

by eight years.

Yesterday, they buried me, an honorable man. Following
tradition, in a plain pine box, a little bag of sand
from the Holy Land was placed under my head. I really
hadn't needed that new umbrella.




Dementia Peacocks

Peacocks are the most graceful members of the avian
kingdom. They are not the usual barnyard variety, but believe
it or not, that's what appeared to be the case in my story.

My son was just born, I had come home from the hospital
and my mother-in-law who was with me, never stopped telling me
how nervous I was. I didn't even think I was upset, because I
was very happy with my new baby and thought it was she who acted
tense. Even though, I wasn't sure of myself. It preyed on my
mind because a friend of mine had had a baby two weeks earlier
and ended up in an institution.

One day in May, the sun had almost set. Through the kitchen
window, I saw two peacocks walking in my back yard. I was just
ready to point them out to mother when my mind turned to ice.
Peacocks don't walk around in people's back yards! Mother was
right; I was too nervous and now I was going out of my mind. I
was sure the paddy wagon was on its way. Taking another shy look
out of the window, and still, feeling absurd about seeing peacocks,
I weakly suggested to my mother-in-law without mentioning the
birds, that she look out of the window. Standing in the middle
of the room, she took one look and told me that there was nothing
out there. This was all I needed to start me screaming: "No,
no I don't want to be taken away, but I am going out of my mind,
I see peacocks walking in our back yard, and that can't be true!"
Mother, besides holding on to me and trying to calm me, now took

a closer look and I heard her say, "There they are! Two live
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the summer time. In order to have ice then, an artificial pond was
built for the purpose of making ice in winter. This ice was then
taken to what we called the ice cellar, a little house located at the
rear of their property. It was built with insulated double walls and
a strong flat roof. The ice was transported from the pond to the
house in big wagons drawn by a team of four horses. Strong men
picked up huge hunks of ice with tongs and flung them onto the flat
roof in which there was a trap door. Other men hacked the frozen
chunks into smaller pieces with pick axes and then shoveled it down
through the trap door. When the cellar was full and before the trap
was closed, peat was thrown in on top of the ice for insulation.
When ice was needed in warmer weather it could be removed through
a double door on the ground which led into the cellar. Adjoining the
ice cellar was a small ante room with shelves all around it for keep-
ing perishables cool and a low door led to the actual ice room where
the ice had by now become one huge lump. With a pick axe, the ice
was chipped off into a bucket and transferred onto the copper coils
which ran from the huge beer barrel in the basement to the tap
upstairs. At the end of the coils the ice cold beer came out of the
tap.

What a disappointment it was when I visited the place, after
having been in America for 35 years, to see the beer now cooled by
refrigeration and the ice cellar of my memories turned into a stable

where oxen were kept. It was hard to accept the inevitable changes

that had taken place in my old home town.
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¥an in a Box.
by
Ilse Golbert

The day had been my $1st birthday! One of my children
gave me a new umbrella. I thanked her profusely. Little
did I realize that this was to be the last year of my life.
I didn't need a new umbrella. My old one had a few holes
in it and could have lasted, but from this time on,

I carried the new one whenever it looked like rain in
order to please my family. When it rained, the gift was
too nice to get soaked so I used the old one. A little
moisture came through and kept dripping on my old hat,

but it hardly mattered.

On morning walks, I thought about my earlier life. I

had had a pleasant childhood. My mother spoiled and
adored me. 3he kept unpleasantness away and did all
chores for me. 1 grew up to be a dreamer, a very impract-
ical man.

In my middle twenties, my mother sent me to a distant
town to mate. I did what was expected. She was a slender
girl, auburn hair framing her round, recd-cheeked face.
She was the prettiest girl I had ever seen and I liked
her very much. I wanted to hug arnd kiss her for she
reninded me of my mother. Years later, I found out that
my mother éid know her family and had already checked her
out. Mama needed help with her chores, but also wanted
the right person to lead her impractical son. t‘hen I

net Rosa, my partner of a lifetime, we were engaged after
three days. The next day, I started the long train ride
back home and we didn't see each other again, 'til the



peacocks taking a walk!" When I heard that I wasn't the only one
to see those exotic birds, I slowly came down to earth. In the
meantime, the two refugees from somewhere had walked out into the
street, been caught by a neighbour, and returned to their park

refuge at the edge of town. I thanked God for my sanity.
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Ricka Freimark-Friedman

She was born in the little town of Homburg a/Main,
Bavaria, one of seven children of Isaak and Hanna Freimark.

Her father was a cattle dealer who also had enough land to grow
food for the family. As a young girl, she helped to feed and

milk the cows and work in the fields with her sisters and brothers.
One of the brothers didn't have to work at home, he was sent to
college and became a teacher.

One day, visiting her married sister in Erfurt, Thuringia,
she met her future husband, Arthur Friedman. When they were
married, Arthur and Ricka also started in the cattle business,
worked very hard, and eventually became quite wealthy. After
World War I, they dealt mostlyv horses and by the time I came
into the family they may have been the largest importers of
horses in Germany. They had two children, a son, Willy and a
daughter, Ilse. Ricka never got over the fact that her first
child was born only nine months after they were married. She
hadn't planned it that way and wasn't ready for motherhood.

This was one of the few things in her life that didn't go accord-
ing to her plans and she was quite bitter about it. I think she
blamed her husband and even the poor baby for it. Two years
later, a daughter was born and she absolutely adored her. The
first born, Willy, later called William in this country, became
my husband, and daughter Ilse married Fred M. (Manfred) Bauer
from Stuttgart.

My mother-in-law was the queen in her family; everybody
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looked up to her. She ran the house, the servants and the
business with an iron fist and lots of energy. Besides that,
her home was often full of visitors, manv from out of town, and
she enjoyed nothing more than being a gracious and elegant
hostess. Her visitors never knew that before their arrival she
had baked and cooked and supervised the maids in cleaning the
house from top to bottom.

She gave advice to her family and friends equally; they
didn't have to ask for it.

Her husband was drafted during World War I. She ran the
business by herself. With a horse and buggy she made the round
of the farms to buy and trade. In order to save time she chose
a fast horse, an animal which onlyv she could handle and nobody
else could get near.

The familv lived right across the railroad station in
Buttstaedt. The rail going through town was an unimportant
branch line, which ran twice daily through a lot of little villages
to the nearest city. The conductor and engineer coming through
every day and also the station master admired "Ms. Friedman."
Whenever Ricka went to the city, she was habitually a few minutes
late. When the little train came puffing into the station,
whistles blowing, brakes screeching, mother was never ready. She
sent a caretaker of the stable across the street telling the
station master to hold the train. The train with all its passen-
gers would then wait 'til Qhe was feady. After she boarded, and
only then would the station master give the signal for the train.

When Hitler came to power she wanted to leave Germany
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immediately with all their assets, which was still possible,

but Arthur wouldn't hear of it. Like my own father, he hoped
things would change for the better again. After a couple of
vears, he was ordered by the government to sell his business to

a "deserving" party member of their choice. By that time the
borders of most countries were closed and they had no place to
go. This did not discourage Ricka: She went to the U.S. for

a visit, found long lost relatives and got affidavits to secure
entry visas for her whole family. Her ship left from Holland

and she flew from Germany to Holland, a feat hardly heard of in
those days when public air transportation was in its infancy.
This was in 1938. By the end of the year, conditions became
intolerable for the Jews. My father-in-law was ordered to work
for the sanitation department; this man, who used to be one of
the outstanding citizens of the town, who was always willing to
support any action for the community good, was ordered to collect
garbage! As soon as he could get released from that job, he

and Ricka left town to live in Berlin where nobody knew them.

Now they tried everything possible to get out of Germany. She
went so far as to pay some shady character to secure an illegal
visa for them. He was caught and arrested and implicated father
as having dealt with him. My father-in-law, who had never done
anything dishonest in his life, was arrested and put in jail.

He was lucky that he was held in Berlin and not sent to a concen-
tration camp. They finally secured the only visa still available,
namely, to Cuba. When he was ready to leave Germany, he was

released from jail and they both left Europe by ship shortly
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after the war had started.

Ricka knew that her children were struggling in America
to get a foothold and that she couldn't and would not expect to
be supborted. She was in her middle fifties, but this did not
deter her from trying to support herself and her husband in a
strange land. As she had done all her life, she took a chance
by renting & large apartment in the best part of Havana and
took in boarders. Thus she eked out a living for two people
during their two yeér stayv in Cuba. In that time she learned
enough Spanish to make herself understood when she went shopping.
After they finally came to America, settling in New York, she
went to school immediately to learn English. Since they emigrated
after the war started, everybody was needed to work, and they
both found jobs immediately. She worked in a glove factory and
her husband found work in a shoe factory. In this country,
again, they did not have to depend on their children and were
very proud to make a living.

When their first grandchild, Ruth, was born in Pittsburg,
California, their happiness knew no bounds. It was a pity that
they were so far away and couldn't see their grandchild. There
simply wasn't enough money for both of them to make the trip
across the country. When Ruth was two years old, we had enough
money saved to buy one ticket for me and little Ruthie to fly
to New York for a visit with the grandparents. They made so
many plans for their grandchild, but a few days before we were
supposed to leave, grandpa died suddenly, never to see his

grandchild. So instead of us going, Willy had to use the ticket
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to attend his father's funeral. Mother who had planned their
activities all their married life simply couldn't accept this
stroke of fate. She couldn't understand how something so sudden
and unexpected could befall her. She fought so hard against
her fate that she had a heart attack shortly after the funeral.
A few weeks later I took Ruthie to New York to get acquainted
with her grandmother, and shortly after that returned with
grandma for a visit with us to California. It took her a long
time to adjust to a life by herself, but in the end she was
successful with this problem like everything else in her life.
After returning to New York, she began seeing her old friends
and making new ones. Frequently, she traveled, stopping off
here in California with us every second year for three months.
At these times, our house was alive with visitors and dinner
parties. She loved to entertain, and when she visited after we
moved to Kensington our house was teeming with guests as long
as she was there. A few years earlier she actually had stayed
with us for a whole vear helping to raise Alan the first year
of his life.

As she got older her heart bothered her more and more,
and she couldn't take the New York winters any more. From then
on she spent her winters in Florida and the summers either in
New York with her daughter, or with us in California. The
High Holidays were celebrated in New York. One night in Miami
when she was having dinner with some friends in a restaurant,
she suddenly collapsed and died. What a wonderful wayv to go!

She was 82 years old.
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Der Alte Ress.
(01ld Man Ress)

In Bebra everybody knew each other among the six
thousand or so inhabitants. My parents owned one
of the four beerstuben (saloons) in town.

Every drunk was drawn to my mother, the patient
one who listened with compassion towards the unfortunate.
Scme of them drank because they came from such
families; others to drawn their troubles, pickling
them in special juices, pushing their troubles into
dark corners in order to get on with their lives.

Old man Ress was not the usual backstreet bun.
On the contrary, he was one of the pillars of the
community, but he broke down once in a while under
the many sorrows of his miserable home life.
His beloved wife of 4C some years was sick, and he
knew she was dying. She had suffered sll through
their married life. Their only child a son, physicglly
aeveloped but mentally retartsd, had married a woman
with a similar disorder, and they merrily producec
a child each year.

¥r. Ress was a railroad worker and a very fine

carpenter. He made furniture during his spare tinme.
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Once a month, when he simply couldn't bear life any
more, he broke down and went on a drunken binge which
lasted about a week. Then ne came crying to my mother
to tell her his woes. Sometimes I listened, and some-
times his problems were ciscussed around our dinner
table but I knew I couldn't breath a word of it in
Public.

One day the poor old man in one of his stupors,
tears ruaning down his face, told about his wife: She
was such a good mate, always cooking and baking for him,
but the cake he used to like so much was hard to swallow
now. It seemed that her eyes were getting weaker and
she could not distinguish between the flies on the
table where she rolled her dough and the raisins. In
order not to hurt her, ne tried to eat the result of
her efforts but he would have to squish it down with
quite a oit of brandy. This in turn set him off on
anotoner fit of wild life, making her so angry taat
she told him to get out and aot come home 'til ne was
Sober.

Now after years of suffering, his wife was near
death, weak but still conscious. The old carpenter,
not being able to please her much during her life time,
decided to make her happy one last time. He made the

most elatorate coffin for her and when it was finished,
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and wnile the pastor administered the last rites,
he brought the box to her bed: "Look, what a nice
little home I built for you, so jou can rest for
eternity."

Later, sitting with my mother again, he begged
her to help him understand why the minister had gotten
angry at him and kicked him out after he had brought
her such a wonderful gift. He asked, "Do you think
the minister wanted me to make the little home big

enough for the two of us?"
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Going To The Dogs.
By Ilse Golbert.

When Michael was along in years and had worked hard
all his life, he decided to retire. He turned over his
farm to his daughter and her family and he moved 1into
the little place over the barn. He still helped
with chores such as feeding the chicken and geese,
and worked a little plot in the nearby garden whefe
he grew flowers and berries for his grandchildren.

There was one special day that he looked
forward to all year, the day before the pigs were
Slaughtered. Then he would go over the mountain
through the deep snow to the nearby town of Bebra to
buy all the necessities for making sausage. After he
had purchased marjoram, salt, garlic and string to tie
the sausage, he would go to buy the most important
Product, the sausage casing. Carrying severzl
packages all wrapped irn newspapers, as was customary
he would deposit the package with the casing in the
. inside pocket of his overcoat. Now all his chores
would be done, including the purchase of chocolate
for his grandckildren, and then would come the best
part of the trip: going to Isidor's beerstube to

chat with him. Their acquaintance went bacx a long
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Time. When Hichael had innerited the farm he had also
taken over the payment of the insurance and Isidor had
beer his agent; and when the crops were harvested, Isidor
would buy his grain. While he was in town he would go
to his friend's where he got the best beer and met
Other farmers who had come to Bebra for similar reasons.
There they would spend a few hours drinking and having
a8 good time. Isidor kept an eagle eye over. nis
customers, for he had a respectable place and wanted
to make sure nobody went away drunk. %hen Isidor
thougnt that a man had had enough to drink, he would
take him by the arm and lead him out into the street
and send him on his way. Sometimes, with all the care
that the tavern owner devoted to his guests, he could'nf
pPrevent some tipling.

That afternoon, on his way home with his supplies
Michael, already half potted found himself in front of
a bar called "Golden Lion". He dropped in for jﬁst
one more drink. Inside he met a few more farmers he
hadn't seesn in years, so nhe had to sit down and chew the
fat with them for a couple of nours, never noticing how
the host was refilling his glass. It was necessary for
him to leave about four o'clock, for the sun set
early in winter, and deep snow would slow him down.

He set out to get home before cark, only to fird a
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third bar on the edge of town. It was already pitch
dark when he stumbled out of this last place, but

he knew his way home and wasn't too worried. He fell
into the snow a few times but never hurt himself.
When he finally got to the top of the hill, he was
exhausted. ne fell flat on his face into a ditch in
a drunken stupor right in froat of the old cemetery.
After a while some stray dogs smelled the fresh

meat aroma of the sausage casing and began to snifr
into the inside coat pocket of the drunkard and pull
out the casing. 3Some more hungry dogs came along
and they had a feast. bBefore the animals devoured
all the food, a lady passed by and chased them

away. When she saw the bloody casing appearing to
come out from inside the body, she ran all the way to
the police station, hysterical, sweat running cown
her face, screaming, "A dead body at the cemetery!
The dogs are tearing out his guts!"

She fainted but never forgot the experience.
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My Unruly Keys

Keys, keys, I hate keys. When I took piano lessons there
was always a war between the black and the white keys. They
never harmonized.

Now that I am older but not wiser, keys still baffle me.
They avoid, ease and enrage me. I open the front door to enter,
but they slyly stick to the lock and stay outside, advising all
who wish to enter "come in, be our guest", I can almost hear
them say. There is a constant stream of visitors in our house.

All our friends and the rest of the world know that the door is
always open, 'til I force the culprits out of their hole and put
them where they belong.

I just have to step out of the door in my slippers and robe,
hair disheveled, when the wind suddenly slams the door closed.

The wind you think it was? Oh no, I hear those criminals singing
on the inside: "We did it again, boys!"

Hours later a locksmith admits me to my own house. There
they are, miserable, metal monsters sticking in the lock. They
fairly ring to welcome me when I enter. This time I cannot forgive
and forget. Shaking with rage I scream at them: "Get lost, keys".
Theyv promptly do and the search begins all over again. Oh, what
fun, for them. After turning me into a nervous wreck they suddenly
show up, tingling "now you see me, now you don't". This time I
put them in their place.

Next morning I reach for my kevs on the nightstand, only

to come away empty handed. They were not there, the little devils.
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"Surprise, they shout from the dresser, exactly where I had

placed them the night before, but who would have thought they

would stay there.

So we keep on dueling without rhyme or reason. Key

spelled backwards says Y E K, and Yek to all of you, you little

fiends.
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Waves of Pain

1t was a warm sunny day, a breeze gently blowing on
the calm coast of the Atvlantic. Little waves tumbled all
over each other, their heads crowned by silvery, murmuring
crests, singing, finally shouting in ecstasy when they'
reached the coast, to no avail for the tide regulated
their movements pulling them right back into the vast
ocean of oblivion. No matter how hard mother Tide tried,
her little ones couldn't be controlled. Rolling in again
and agaln, endless multitudes,.to be pulled back without
ever succeeding.

The teenaged boy sat in the warm sand, a light breeze
playing with his unruly curls which hadn't known a comb
for weeks. DMNore and more he felt drawn back to the place
where he had spent many hours of a happy childhood. Here
he hoped to find the answer to seemingly insurmountable
problems.

His first memories were of once sitting in this sand,
digging a little shovel 'in and filling up a toy bucket.
When it was full, he would carry it to where his mother,
bikini clad, was soaking up the rays of summer sun, and he
would pour sand, in a yellow stream all over her. Mama
would pick him up and kiss him in delight.

On weekends, papa would come to join them. "Dacdy,
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Daddy! You have come; we've been waiting for you so long!"
He would pick his son up and swing him around in a big
circle, then his son secure on one arm, he would put his
free arm around Mama and kiss her. They were happy in their
own little world. His father would stay two days and the
next morning Mama and he would be alone again. "Somebody
in the family has to make a living," she would tell him.

A living? What dic that mean?

He remembered how close he felt to his mother after
the first day of school. He had returred with tears
streaming down. His teacher mentioned that he was small
for his age and all eyes seemed to be looking at him.
Maybe they didn't believe that he btelonged in Kindergarten.
His mother explained to him that valuable things often
came in small packages. "Remember when Dad gave me that
beautiful ring for my birthday, and I mentioned that the
bow on top was bigger than the box?" He understood, and
many times since he had thought of that. He also suffered
for it, like the time in the second grade when he came
home from school with a black eye. Some kids had called
him a liar during recess because he insisted that he was
in second grade: "I may be a little smaller than the rest
of you, but I am much more valuable than any of you,"
he had hollered in his rage. That kind of talk resulted
in a fignt. He defended himself valiantly and some

bigger kids received two black eyes. Later, talking



about the fight, his mother admonished him never to

think of himself as being better than anybody else.

How hard life seemed to an 8 year old. He wanted to
grow up fast and to become a teenager. The magic age,
he thought, when all growing pains would be automatically
resolved.

Today he was 13 years old and he didn't understand
what had happened to his once happy life. His parents
had changed. His mother didn't wear bikinis; she had
gotten fat, had some wrinkles on her face, and the curls
around her forehead showed gray. Dad had lost some of his
wavy, bushy hair. What was left, he tried to comb over
the bald spots. Nowadays, they wern't talking about
making a living any more. Dad worked harder than ever
but it was, "to send my only son to a prestigious
college! Nothing but the best for my son!" This was were
the trouble started - his grades weren't that good. He
wanted to please his parents but he really had no desire
to go to college. Why didn't they leave him alone?

He couldn't even talk to them any more; they had become
so dumb. Several times he had started to tell his father
about the funny feelings he had when he saw the girl

next door, but he felt his parents would not listen and

a lurmp seemed to come in his throat that wouldn't let

him talk. He felt like screaming at Dad; he really

needed some answers.



To-day he had come to the place where all his chiléd-
nood troubles used to be resolved, but all he could think
of was to run back, find the girl next door and take her
in his arms and kiss her. But he knew that the minute
he woula see her, he would hide; he wouldn't dare to speak.
Maybe he could take dancing lessons, so he could ask her
out. Oh, how they would glide over the shiny waxed floor.
But he adidn't have the slightest idea how to ask. He
would probaply act like a mouse crawling back in it's
hole without even ritbling on the cheese.

Looking out at the ever moving sea he promised him-
self -- some day, some glorious day we will dance together

and then I will reveal myself to her.
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A Fairy Tale.

Once, God got tired of all the fighting, robbing,
cheating and drug abuse in the world She had created for
her children. So, She decided to make a new world on another
planet so far away that man had not yet discovered it.

But not every one on earth is bad," She thought to herself,
"a few good people are left. What could be done about them?
What could be done about the animal kingdom ? Certainly,
they were not to be abandoned.”

Meanwhile, more people were being mugged and murdered.
Finally, the Holy one decided to forgive Her children and
try to straighten them out. First, She stopped the world
from spinning. The great big ball came to a screeching
halt! People flew helter skelter. There was so much
confusion and whoever could, hid in their homes, in caves,
or in bomb shelters. Crime and drugs were forgotten. Feople
threw their guns and knives into the ocean. A few of the
murder instruments were still around. Even Dianne Feinstein
couldn't outlaw those and she was God in San Francisco!

Mother God divided the earth into squares, light
squares and dark squares. The dark were for the bad people
and the light for the good ones and for animals. There
was a serious overcrowding in the dark parts and very little
food grew in the darkness. In the light area there was

plenty of food and all the necessities of life. The wealthy
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tried to buy their way out of the darkness but they could
not cross the border without God's blessing. Money became
worthless; poor bad ones were equal to wealthy criminals.
Only people who honestly repented could cross the line to
the lighter world. ILittle by little, people became wiser
and mended their ways to find light at the end of darkness.
After a long period there was only a handful of humans
left in the darkness. They were locked up; the keys thrown
away, they became forgotten people. There was peace on earth
again. The world began spirning on it's usual axis. Joyous
songs of praise reached the haevens and people could not

remenber that it was ever any different.
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A Sad Loss

by
Ilse Golbert

They had had a terrible fight about a week ago. It
started rather innocently when Frank tried to improve their
relationship which had deteriorated since their first year
of marriage. He asked, "why don't you pin wup your hair
the way you used to, take a bath, dress up and we will hire
a baby sitter. As a surprise, I bought tickets to the new
play, "How to be happy forever".

"That is no surprise. It's pure bull, "How to be happy

forever" that's a bit late for us, don't you think? Yesterday
you called me a fat pig, and to-day you come with those damned
tickets to a comedy trying to make up. It Jjust won't work
that way. Enough is enough." Her voice grew louder. Eyes
burning with hate, she yelled, "you want to take me to a
comedy when our marriage'is a tragedy!"

He bécame so incensed as she screamed, he threw the
tickets in her face, slammed his fist against the door so.
hard it broke and left his nuckles bleeding. He exited with-
out arnother word and headed fof the nearest bar.

One morning a week later, the police picked him up and
threw him into the drunk tank to give him some time to think.
Frank rubbing his unshaven rough chin, reflected "That whole

tight was ridiculous. No wonder she gets riled up when
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I come with peace offerings. DMNaybe if I told her, I love
you, I haven't told her that for many years.

Sudderly he remembered his mother barging into his room an
hour before the marriage ceremony. With her usual smile,
she had apologized. "Son, I have something very important
to say. You are young and éonfident, but do you know how
to treat a sensitive young girl like Carol? Every day of
your marriec life show her in gestures and words that you
love her. A woman needs to be told that, it will avoid some
of life's pitfalls. And and —=—-=--- if you have any other
questions ask you father!" Her face flushed, she fled the
roon, closing the cdoor. He keard her running down the steps
as if furies were chasing her. "Dear mnom" he thought, for
you that was probably the hardest thing to do."

During the early years while establishing himself, money
worries ané child rearing made him forget his mother's ad-
vise. He thought back to their first year of marriage,
Carol's velvety skin as he stroked her and her urgent res-
ponses to his love making. Why had it all ended? at this

he. },u_rrw..nl "\ome.
moment he blamed himself. As soon as he was releasedtnfor
he couldn't wait to talk to her. He ran the last stretch‘
home, bursting into the house. "Carol, Carol I'm back!"
No response! There was an ominous looking letter on the
kitchen table. Afraid to open it, he felt his heart skip
a few beats. He understood. The house had become too big,
the roof had fallen in. He grew cold and lonesome. He had lost

her,
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Mhe Cat's Last leow.

by
TIlse Golbert

following was told to me by my good friend, Marilyzn,
I promised I would not tell a soul, but did T promise
to write about it?

years Marilyn and her husband had been friends with

other couples. They played cards together, occasionally

traveled together and once a month went to the theater.

Before the performance, they usually met in one of their
homes for cocktails and a bite to eat. In the nignt in
question, it was karilyn's turn to entertair awzd as she
knew sune would arrive home too late to prepare dinner,

she ordered a wrnole cooked salmon from Spenger's restaurant.
she got up early that morning, and bafore leaving for work,
set the table for dinner, and washed all the fixings for
the At the end

minutes early to pick up some

of ner workday, she left a
items at the store. She
the delivery man came witi

tossed salad.

arrivec home at the same time
the fish. 3penger's could always be depended on. It was
a magnificent red salmon on a large platter, resting on
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a bed coverec with greens and garnished with tiny
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However, the platter was too long to fit into the rer—

e
ator anc, as the guests were due, Mfarilyn decided to keep

tne fish on top.

she had forgotten about the presernce azd agility ol her
cat. Peter, the cat, was a beautiful animal. He was
bigger than tne usual variety. fiarilyn was'nt too fona
of hixz, but since she nacd zo children and Feter was her

husband's pet, she put up with the animal.
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After putting the finishing touches on her dirner, she
had just enough time to cress for the theater, when the
door bell rang. The first guests arrived and she and her
husbanc were ready to receive them. After a pleasant
cocktail hour, the guests seated tnemselves around the
table and tiarilyn went into the kitchen to serve the
masterpiece. Entering the kitchen, she gas-ed. There on
top of the refrigerator, was the feline thief munching
away at the salmon. He looked up long enough for one oI nis
grins as if to say, "how did you know that salmoxz was my
favorite dish?" Then sensing that he was in the wrong,
made one leap off the refrigeratoqénd scampered through
his little trag door out of the house. Marilyn was
aghast. With nothing else in the house to serve her guests,
and looking at the salmon, she realized the cat had just
nibbled away at the top side of the fish. 5o sne quickly
acted and scraped off what was left of the sauce, then,
with a wide spatula, she flipped the fish over spread

the sauce on the good part, then replaced the shrimp.

She did a good job and none of her guests ever noticed
anything. Proudly she servec the repaired salmon taking
care not to touch the underside. Everybody marveled over
the meal, but her husband noticed the tight smile on her
face. DMarilyn was not her usual self and he resolved to
ask her about it later.

When it was time to go to the theater, the two visiting
couples drove together and the hosts went in their own
car. Lriving out of the garage, they found the cat
stretched out in the driveway, motionless and dead!
Marilyn was beside herself. Hysterical, she screamed at
her husband, "Peter ate some of that salmon and probably
died of fcod poisoning. W¥e will all be dead within the
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wext hour!" Her husband went into action, pushed her

into the car and raced after their friends. He flaggec
them down, halfway to their destinatioan, where marilyn
confessed what had happened. In confusecd stress, they all
went to the emergency room at the hospital where they got
their stomachs pumped. They were assured that nothing
much wouléd happen now. Later, driving up to their hone,
they saw their rceighbour waiting for them: "I have to make
a confession" he apologized, "earlier this evening when

I backed out of the garage, I accidentally ran over your
cat and killed it." "Oh my god," Marilyn shrieked, "our
poor cat! Our poor stomachs!"

THANK YoU
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Say Cheese

by Ilse Friedman

Cheeeezzzze! Certainly not my favorite Food,
Yet I cannot do without it.

Strong odor! It stinks!

For a soft feeling on my tongue

The French are the masters;

Suave, smooth and tranquilizing Brie. Ah!
Danes and their crumbly Bluecheese

Should be deported

unless they promise

to make salad dressing only!

Switzerland! Snowcapped mountains,

Deep blue lakes, goats and cows grazing,
Alpine meadows all like dreams.

But somebody ought to teach them how to make cheese!
Theirs never seems to jel,

Holy cow, it's full of holes!

Goosestepping Germans never throw anything away.
They cook their cheese, mold and all,
Abracadabra, it's reborn.

Call it Kochkaese; it tastes so good.
Americans industrialize everything.

We can make anything better,
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Even cheese milk and cream

Out of syrup and coconutfat

Cows and goats are passe.

Pay them off;

Don't let the moo-ing and baa-ing be heard,
We outsmarted them, maybe outselves ?
Our milk is bottled

With synthetic vitamins thrown in.

"You are what you eat' is our motto,

We are the masters of junkfood!
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