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I Have... 
by Bob Kuhns 

My name is Augie and I am a six-month-old Labradoodle, who along with 

Honey, a Lhasa Apso, lives with the family that adopted me.  It’s a nice family and 

the accommodations are great.  I have managed to get them trained quite well.  

Every time I do what I am told, I get a treat.  Can’t beat that.  I have lots of toys 

and a big yard.  The three females in the family think I am darling and post 

pictures of me on Facebook to let the world know how wonderful I am. 

Then one day we were taken to stay with a lady named J.J. for two weeks.  

Honey had been there before and really likes J.J.  I like her too, but I can’t be the 

angel that Honey is.  Honey, being old, doesn’t get into trouble although she does 

spend a lot of time begging for Multigrain Cheerios.  J.J. has been told not to give 

her any, which she explains to Honey. 

Honey and I are great friends and we have fun together, but she has 

forgotten what it’s like to be a puppy.  J.J. tries to protect her when I get too 

rough, which I do often. 

J.J. is good to me, also.  She is very polite and always says “excuse me” 

when I am stretched across the top of the stairs when she wants to go down.  

Also, she doesn’t say a word about the bruises on her arms, caused by me 

jumping up on her.   She gives me treats when I run to her when she calls, but 

says I’m just learning to come for the treats.  I would give that some thought, but 

I don’t have time.  I am busy looking for things to chew on. 

J.J. says “No” a lot, but I ignore her.  I’d never have any fun if I stopped 

doing everything that she thinks I should, like chewing on everything within reach 

or barking at Honey when she is eating until she walks away and I can eat out of 

her bowl instead of my own.  When I chewed on the Santa made by J.J.’s sister, 

no became NO.  Every dog in the neighborhood probably stopped doing 

whatever they were doing.  She said “There is going to be a dead dog around 

here in a minute”.  I didn’t worry because I don't know what she meant.  What’s a 

dead dog?  Besides, all I had to do was wait until she sat down and then try to get 

in her lap.  She laughed and played with me until I nipped her.  She frequently says 

she doesn’t know what she is going to do with me, but that doesn’t make sense 

eitherShe told her sister that she couldn’t come for her birthday celebration 

because she couldn’t leave me in my crate for that long and if she left me loose, 

I have seen a hawk rise from the 

bank of a beaver pond with a writhing 

snake in its talons.  
  
I have heard the vocal calls of elk 

calves to their mothers nearby, then 

watched the youngsters take off running 

across an open meadow just to see how 

fast they could run.   
 

I have heard the bugle call of a bull 

elk in Yellowstone echo off the 

mountains. I could tell he was at least a 

mile away, but in that crisp snowy 

October morning that distant bellow was 

commanding. 
 

I have seen a coyote stalk, charge 

and catch some luckless rodent, then 

gulp it down like a fast-food hamburger.  
  
I have seen a mother black bear 

with three cubs suddenly rip the ground 

open to lay bare the underground 

tunnels and home of a ground hog, then 

proceed to feed herself, letting the  

youngsters have only what they were 

quick enough to take from her.   
 

I went back later to that crater 

she had dug in seconds, and I could tell 

that it would take me all day with a 

shovel, ax and mattock to make that 

hole. 
 

I have seen the aspens high in the 

Wasatch Range of Utah turn brilliant 

yellow.   
 

In the Blue Ridge Mountains of 

Virginia, the fall scarlets and reds and 

yellows and greens all mixed, overwhelm 

my eyes while the smell in the air warns 

that winter is coming. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

so that all the surfaces in that 

cave, the floor, the close walls, even the 

high ceiling were covered with running 

frigid water. 
 

I have visited 135 of the units 

(cont’d p. 3) 

 



TALES FROM RIDERWOOD 

2 

Table of Contents 
 

 

I Have… by Bob Kuhns ................................................... 1 

Memories of Old Kew Gardens by Bert Kaplan…....3 

Blue Sky Day by Jim David .............................................. 5 

Nature by Patrick Curtis ................................................. 5 

Dining Car by Bob Cohen .............................................. 6 

I Remember the Day by Margaret Holley ................... 7 

Toes Above Your Nose by Jim David  ......................... 8 

Her Voice by Bob Kuhns .............................................. 10 

Food Tales from Riderwood by Margaret Holley .... 10 

Escape from the Ghetto by Martha Peiperl .............. 11 

The Wheels of the Bus Go Round and Round…….  

     by Patrick Curtis ...................................................... 14 

Ain’t No Hippo Gonna Eat Me for Dinner 

     by Mike Brennan ....................................................... 15 

Two Poems by Bob Merikangas. ................................. 16 
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 Memoirs 

from your life 
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interviews/biographical sketches   

 Riderwoo

d events/human interest items 

 Short 
original poems  

 Fiction 

should be identified as fiction. 

Please follow these instructions: 
 Limit one 

tale per author  

 Humor, 

photos and sketches are  encouraged 

 Keep tale 
relatively brief (750 words max for prose; 200 words 

max for poetry).  To check the word count with your 

word processor, click Tools, then Word Count. 

 Email tale 

(preferably as Microsoft Word file) to  Ion Deaton 

iondeaton@comcast.net  (301-572-4503)    

The Editorial Board reserves the right to accept, edit 
or reject all submissions. 
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To view the Color Edition of  

TALES FROM RIDERWOOD 
Go to www.riderwoodlife.org. 

Click on “Riderwood Activities” 

 Click on “Clubs” 

 Click on “Writers Guild” 

 Click on “Tales from 

  Riderwood” 

Scroll and read . . . Print whole 

document . . . Print selected pages 

The www.riderwoodlife.com 

website that hosts Tales is a 

project of the Riderwood Com-

puter Club and website Project 

Manager Trudy Downs, a resident 

and an instructor of computer 

courses for Prince George’s 

Community College. The Writers 

Guild appreciates this service. 

Tales such as the following are sought for future 

issues: memoirs, biographical sketches, human 

interest items, original poems.  Fiction should be 

so identified. 
For instructions regarding entries please Contact 

Ed Vilade KC419, 

301-273-2396 evilade@icloud.com. 

 

This issue of Tales from Riderwood 

is dedicated to the memory of 

former Editorial Board member 

Jonathan Fairbanks and several 

past contributors who died during 

the pandemic 

mailto:iondeaton@comcast.net
http://www.riderwoodlife.org/
http://www.riderwoodlife.com/
mailto:evilade@icloud.com
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(cont’d from p.1) 
 

I have crawled through a cave 

under a surface of melting snow so that all 

the surfaces in that cave, the floor, the 

close walls, even the high ceiling were 

covered with running frigid water. 
 

I have visited 135 of the units under 

the protection of the National Park 

Service, including 26 National Parks, and 

have spent time in National Forests, 

Grasslands, and Wildlife Refuges. 
 

I have driven across three quarters 

of the breadth of the United States three 

times. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

If I can capture those experiences 

in my writings and my photography to 

share with others, that would make me 

feel that I have made a great contribution 

to mankind.   
 

But I have so much more to see, 

feel, smell and hear that I long for the 

chance to get out and find what I have 

missed. 
 

God’s creation is boundless, and 

this has been a prayer of thanks. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MEMORIES OF OLD KEW GARDENS – Part 3 of 3 

by Bert Kaplan 
(PS 99 Class of January 1946) 

 
Yes! PS 99 was a caring place . . . and we were all well prepared for High School 

after graduation.  
 

I'd be remiss if I left out the fact that on graduation day, you got into the Austin 

Theatre free just by showing your diploma to the usher. It was also the place where 

Santa appeared the day before Christmas and gave toys to everyone attending the 

movie . . . and, where door prizes were awarded to the lucky ticket holders on 

Saturday afternoons when his or her ticket number was called. Movie shorts like Flash 

Gordon and Superman, were extras in addition to the double feature that you could 

walk into at any time of the afternoon or evening. Of course, all that changed later on 

when the Austin Theatre began showing features more appealing to adults. But I 

shouldn't forget to tell you that I was the lucky winner of a pair of roller skates one 

Saturday, just a week after mine were stolen. Considering the state of our family 

economics at the time, I often think of that event as one of the best things that could 

ever happen to a kid.  
 

And there were great places to play. The big sidewalk where I lived lent itself to 

punchball, stickball, boxball, baseball against the wall, stoop ball, and skelley. I don't 

know if kids today play skelley. Because the WPA was periodically paving and repaving 

Lefferts Boulevard, we would scrape fresh blacktop into a bottle cap, giving it weight . . 

. and then we would compete with each other flicking the cap along the planned large 

chalk drawn box with numbered bases in each corner and at the midpoint of each line. 
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know if kids today play skelley. Because 

the WPA was periodically paving and 

repaving Lefferts Boulevard, we would 

scrape fresh blacktop into a bottle cap, 

giving it weight . . . and then we would 

compete with each other flicking the cap 

along the planned large chalk drawn box 

with numbered bases in each corner and 

at the midpoint of each line. We took 

turns taking shots, and the first guy who 

landed in boxes 1-8 would be the winner . 

. . though he won no prize at all. It was 

just great being the winner. That's what 

games were for.  

Baseball was also played on that 

corner, and once in a while a kid would 

swing and "throw" the bat . . . right 

through the corner drugstore window. 

We all ran as fast as we could after that 

happened . . . but it was a neighborhood 

where every adult knew each kid and it 

wasn't long before the parents of the 

perpetrator would be marching a kid into 

the drugstore to straighten things out. 

Interestingly enough, that never stopped 

Doc Bayer, who owned that drug store 

for years, from dispensing a free band-aid 

to any kid who happened to walk in with 

a skinned knee, and provided free nose 

drops when needed by one of us playing 

on the corner.  

The sandlots were never ignored 

and were always filled with kids during the 

long summer evenings. They all proved to 

be gathering points, with games organized 

each night by choosing sides and just 

playing. It wasn't all softball . . . and some 

kids were truly great . . . and almost 

everybody got a turn sooner or later . . . 

if not one night, then another. Of  

 
 

course,there were ongoing disagreements  

as to who was safe or out . . . but nobody 

fought . . . we were all playing . . . and if 

some kids did get a bit too riled up . . . 

others would often step in-between.  

And there was the schoolyard. I 

don't know what it's like today . . . but 

way back then it had a basketball court, 

where anybody who could sink a basket 

could play. I was a small kid, but the 

bigger ones knew I had a great set shot . . 

. so even "the little kid" played now and 

then . . . and there was a handball court (I 

was great at that) . . . and there was a 

baseball area, often used for softball since 

it wasn't big enough for the real ball. I was 

a natural for shortstop but didn't always 

get picked . . . so it turned out that 

handball worked out much better for me. 

Kids came from all over to play in the 

P.S.99 schoolyard . . . even some from 

High School . . . just to play and pass the 

time. It was fun . . . it was clean cut . . . 

and it was a friendly place that all of us 

truly loved.  

I moved on to Forest Hills High 

School in 1946, just after World War II, 

and out of Kew Gardens in 1952, when I 

moved to Flushing while still attending 

Queens College. I was sorry to leave . . .  

The Kew Gardens of today is no 

longer the Kew Gardens I remember . . . 

but it is where I grew up . . . and it's the 

place I'll never forget.    
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BLUE SKY DAY 
By Jim David 

 

Blue Sky Day 

No clouds, all sky 

Blue transports us 

Endless depth 

No thinking 

Just experiencing 

Fills every fiber of our being 

 

Oh!  Now a few white fluffy clouds 

Swimming forth like proud ships 

Afloat in a sea of blue 

What does the blue tell us? 

What is the message bubbling up 

Into our fertile minds? 

Different for each person 

We all make our own reality 

How powerful our minds are! 

Millions, billions of neurons 

Connecting with electrical speed 

 

But I close my mind down 

I just want to drink it in. 

Blue sky fills me up 

Blue sky fills us up 

It permeates us 

We feel uplifted 

We feel peace 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

NATURE 
By Patrick Curtis 

 

When I visited the butterfly house, 

One landed on my arm. 

He had little to say, 

And even then, it was cryptic, something 

like, 

“Gotta go. The nectar is so sweet 

And I don’t have much time.” 

Before he left he told me his name 

(It’s a secret). 
 

A raucous chirping from a robin on my 

patio 

And he goes on and on and on. 

Maybe the sound is a lesson, 

Something about learning, so I shut up and 

listen 

And not worry about insight, meaning, 

Or being one with nature, 

A sound indifferent to understanding. 
 

When a message arrives it’s usually from a 

bird 

Like the Cardinal outside my bedroom 

window 

When Aunt Kate died. 

Or the whip-or-will I heard one night, 

Or the Blue Jay who spoke to me 

When I left home for the first and last 

time. 

He said, “Goodbye.” 
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Christmas holiday was a welcome 

break from my first year of classes at 

Cornell. I was eager to get home, and had 

already bought a ticket for Friday 

afternoon on the “Black Diamond,” the 

plodding train that ran from Buffalo to 

New York with a stop at Ithaca and a half 

dozen other cities along the way. I never 

knew whether “Black Diamond” was its 

real name or whether it had been dubbed 

that years earlier based on the rolling 

clouds of dark gray smoke that marked its 

arrival at the station. It was part of the 

Erie & Lackawanna system, one of the 

many passenger lines that once 

crisscrossed the country. One of its 

features, the hallmark of a bygone era, 

was its dining car. 

Most of my friends had left for 

home a day earlier. A few others had 

decided to remain on campus throughout 

the holiday break. I looked around for 

familiar faces as I boarded the train, and 

walked slowly through two or three cars 

before I saw Audrey, who had just taken a 

seat toward the front. I had met her once 

before. She was a friend of my roommate, 

Johnny, who had introduced us earlier in 

the semester. I greeted her as I sat down 

across the aisle. I don’t recall whether we 

talked very much, but as it was nearing 

dinner time, I took a deep breath and 

invited her to join me for dinner. Audrey,  

who may also have known no one else on 

the train, accepted. 

In 1945, one dollar covered the 

cost of a full course dinner on the Black  

 

 

 

 

Diamond. As dessert arrived I suddenly 

realized I had no money. I dug frantically 

in my pockets trying, unsuccessfully I’m 

sure, to do so inconspicuously. Surely 

there must be a few bucks some place in 

there. No. Only a small coin, a dime. I 

could feel the color drain from my face. 

The chocolate cream pie that I had 

looked forward to eagerly a few moments 

earlier, was now a nauseating reproach. 

My mind raced. Could I tell Audrey I had 

no money and ask her to pay? Impossible. 

Even if I had the courage to do so, she 

might be dollarless. Could I tell her I had 

lost my wallet (which I didn’t have to 

begin with) or that it had been stolen? I 

wasn’t good at blatant lies. Maybe, just 

maybe, there was a glimmer of hope. A 

long shot but what else? 

 

 

 

 

 

I excused myself on some pretext, 

and headed toward the rear of the train. 

There had to be someone I knew. As I 

was approaching the last car my panic 

mounted. Then a familiar face! Not a 

friend, but someone from one of my 

classes. Fortunately I knew his name. I 

was probably panting when I reached him. 

I was desperate as I explained my 

situation and pleaded my case. I felt like 

dropping to my knees, grasping his lapels, 

and weeping in anguish. Two dollars 

would save my life and I would repay him 

 

Dining Car 
by 

Bob Cohen 
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the moment the train arrived and my 

sister met me on the platform. He was 

dubious. But clearly I would not go away. 

Whether he was finally persuaded that 

this near stranger could be trusted or 

whether he simply wanted to get rid of an 

annoying mendicant, he relented. I 

thanked him profusely as he handed me 

two dollars then hurried off before he 

could change his mind.  

Audrey had finished her dessert by 

the time I got back. She refrained from 

asking what took so long. The answer 

might prove embarrassing. Perhaps I’d had 

an attack of tourista. More likely she 

guessed what had transpired. When the 

waiter arrived with the check she offered 

to pay her share. I gallantly reminded her 

that it was my invitation and would be my 

treat. I had been clutching the two dollars 

all the while and placed the crumpled bills 

by the check. And then realized with 

alarm that I’d not left a tip. Why hadn’t I 

asked my benefactor for a quarter or 

two? Had I not thought of it or had I been 

afraid to push my luck? I waited until 

Audrey had left the table then quickly 

pulled the dime from my pocket and 

slipped it under the bills. To this day it 

pains me to think of the earnest African-

American waiter who I’m sure believed 

he’d been deliberately stiffed by some 

snotty, white, seventeen year old college 

student. 

Annette was waiting at the station 

when we arrived, and the two dollars 

repaid as soon as Audrey was out of sight. 

And yes, I’ve eaten in dining cars a few 

times over the last seventy years, but only 

when I’ve checked my solvency 

beforehand. 

 

 

 

 
 

I remember the day I heard you say, 

I want to come back as a bird. 
 

So, I wish you the strength of an eagle, 

The peace of a dove 

As you circle the heavens and soar up 

above. 
 

Do you visit the planets, the moon and 

the stars, 

Live in a land with no more wars? 
 

I remember the day I heard you say, 

I love the pelicans because they can swim 

and fly. 

They fish in the sea and head up to the 

sky. 
 

I wish you the wisdom of an owl 

And the song of a lark 

On new adventures when you embark. 
 

Do you pass over my garden, see the 

periwinkle 

I planted in your honor? 

Your sense of humor was such an offbeat 

wrinkle. 
 

Yesterday I heard the crows cawing. 

Was that you warning, scolding me about 

something? 

I’ll try harder to listen and learn bird talk. 
 

I trust in the hope I’ll see you again 

Along with the dogs, our family and 

friends. 
 

So keep on flying and I’ll keep on trying, 

For one day I'll finish my race 

And fly up there myself to see your sweet 

face.   

 

I Remember the Day 
by 

Margaret Holley 
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Nurse Rachel told me this 

indisputable truth, “Toes above your 

nose!”  When you have a total knee 

replacement there is swelling, stiffness and 

pain.  Keeping your leg elevated reduces 

the swelling and pain. 

 Stiffness is reduced by strict 

adherence to the exercises prescribed by 

Physical Therapy (PT).  They will visit you 

in your home until you are able to get to 

their office. 
It’s Not So Tough 

 I had my second total knee 

replacement three days ago.  I am writing 

this now while events are fresh in my 

mind.  My purpose in writing this is to 

give you my learnings from this 

experience.  It is really not as tough as 

you may imagine. 

 Here are some steps I 

encourage you to take.  First of all, do not 

put it off.  Your degenerative or 

rheumatologic knee joint disease will not 

go away on its own.  Better to face the 

music and get it done while you are still 

relatively young.  Why prolong your 

agony? 

 Second step is to get in 

excellent physical and mental shape well 

before surgery.  Consider engaging a 

personal trainer or going to PT or do it 

on your own.  Strengthen your mental 

preparation by doing daily meditation or 

stress management to develop a positive 

attitude.  No negative thinking! 

 

 

 

 
 
 

Third step is to identify a surgeon 

with a surgical team having a proven track 

record.  How many of these surgeries has 

the surgeon successfully completed?  

What percentage were failures of some 

type?  Infection?  Redo the surgery? 

 Also evaluate the surgical 

team.  Is there a single point of contact 

coordinating nurse who is devoted to 

your welfare?  Does the surgeon take the 

time to fully engage with you?  How soon 

after surgery does the PT begin?  Ideally, 

it begins the same day as surgery. 

 Assess the anesthesiologist.  

Will you have general anesthetic or a 

spinal?  Do they accept your insurance?  

Spinal anesthesia allows you to recover 

more quickly, allowing earlier physical 

therapy. 

 Be sure to either have some 

help from friends or family in your home 

or arrange a few days in a rehab center.  

Pain management is essential for speedy 

recovery.  Judicious use of pain 

medication will allow you to more fully 

complete your physical therapy. 
 

Exercise and Rest 

 Full recovery from total knee 

replacement requires judicious balancing 

of exercise with rest.  My Physical 

Therapist advised walking a short distance 

every hour.  Doing the prescribed knee 

exercises twice a day requires  

 

 

Toes Above Your Nose 
                                                        by 

Jim David 
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commitment and discipline.  Applying ice 

to the knee for twenty minutes four times 

a day helps a great deal.  Each day you will 

receive rewards of less pain and more 

flexibility in your knee.  Eventually, the 

swelling does diminish. 

 Peaceful, healing rest is 

equally important as the unavoidable 

painful and challenging exercises.  I 

recommend assembling a wide range of 

restful times.  Soothing music may 

enhance rest.  Cable television music 

channels offer a wider variety of music 

providing myriad avenues for greater 

healing. 

 Laughter is invigorating rest.  

Milton Berle had insightful wisdom when 

he proclaimed that, “Laughter is an instant 

vacation!”  Laughter, at least momentarily 

frees us from pain, worry and anxiety.  

Norman Cousins in his book, Anatomy of 

an Illness recalls his complete healing from 

ankylosing spondylitis by doing nothing 

more than laugh and laugh each day for 

one whole month.  He read humorous 

stories and jokes, watched comedy 

movies and read his favorite comic books.  

What did he have to lose?  He had an 

incurable and fatal spinal column illness of 

unknown cause.  He laughed himself into 

health. He discovered humor as the 

ultimate holistic therapy.   

 We, my wife Sue and I have 

also chosen to luxuriate in revisiting 

classic movies.  We are amazed at how 

many scenes we do not remember plus 

how wonderfully entertaining these 

classics continue to be. 

 In addition to peaceful music, 

healing laughter, and escapist movies, 

there is the deep rest achieved through 

daily meditation.  Quieting the mind and  

being okay just in breathing takes time  

and dedication.  The rewards far outweigh 

the effort expended.  Total rest surely 

complements and strengthens the 

therapeutic value of exercise to regain 

fluid knee bending. 
 

Final Thoughts 

 There are approximately one 

million total knee and hip replacements 

done in our country each year.  In ten 

years, the number is expected to swell to 

3.5 million.  (See 

www.thecenteroregon.com).  

Internationally, the surgical rate varies 

from 8.4 to 194 per 100,000 population.  

By 2024 the annual cost for Total Knee 

Arthroplasty (TKA) in America is 

expected to reach $10 billion.  (See 

www.odtmag.com). 

 I have been dutifully following 

Nurse Rachel’s advice, “Toes above your 

nose!”  Every night I gently place my 

rapidly healing but still painful knee and 

leg on top of two pillows.  I remember 

the wisdom of Leonardo da Vinci, “A 

well-spent day brings happy sleep.” 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

http://www.thecenteroregon.com/
http://www.odtmag.com/
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The last time I heard her voice, 

Nine lonely months ago, 

From her hospital bed, 

No visitors allowed in hospitals, 

Because of Covid-19 precautions, 

She said,  

“I didn’t know it would hurt this much.” 

Was it the surgery that cut into her       

chest? 
Or was it the electric shocks, 

The defibrillator delivered, 

To make her heart tick properly? 

Her voice was frightened. 

 

I told her I was holding her hand. 

Over the phone. 

She acknowledged, uncertainly. 

Over the phone. 

We said, “Good Night.” 

Over the phone. 

We said, “I love you.” 

Over the phone. 

We did not know it but, 

It was, “Goodbye.” 

Over the damn phone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

I was never again to hear,  

That lovely female voice, 

Of the woman I had known, 

For fifty-seven years, 

My wife for fifty-four, 

The mother of our four, 

The grandmother of our eight, 

The love of my life. 

 

She passed the next morning, 

Before I could get to the hospital,  

Responding to the nurse’s 

Early morning call, 

“You should come in.” 

“She is having a really hard time.” 

Translation, “She is dying.” 

 

I miss her Gentle voice, 

Her Questioning voice, 
The Angry voice, Singing voice, 

Her Laughing voice, Frightened, 

Happy, Sad, Insistent, Weepy,  

Surprised, Reassuring, Confused. 

I miss her Loving voice. 

God, I miss her voice. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Her Voice 
                                                 by 

Bob Kuhns 

  Food Tales from Riderwood 
                                                        by 

    Margaret Holley 
 

One thing I like about living at Riderwood is the food.  In fact, I fulfilled the 

prophecy of the famous Riderwood rule of ten that my doctor warned me 

about, when I told her I was moving here.  She explained that on the first day you 

gain one pound, on the next day you gain another pound, and so on up to ten. 

   At first, a lot of things on the menus puzzled me, such as all the NSA 

desserts, like NSA apple pie, NSA tapioca, and NSA jello.  Why is the National 

Security Administration giving their secret recipes to Riderwood, I wondered.  I 

finally learned that NSA stands for “no sugar added.” 

 

Then, there were the “pork wings” featured a while back.  Pork wings—

what was the deal with that?  Can pigs fly?  When someone ordered it, we learned 

that they cut some pork meat on a bone into the shape of a chicken wing, fry it up 

and serve it with a sauce, like its namesake.  Well, sort of, if you use your 

imagination. 
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Then, there were the “pork wings” 

featured a while back.  Pork wings—what 

was the deal with that?  Can pigs fly?  

When someone ordered it, we learned 

that they cut some pork meat on a bone 

into the shape of a chicken wing, fry it up 

and serve it with a sauce, like its 

namesake.  Well, sort of, if you use your 

imagination. 

A friend from Annapolis got upset 

about the picture of a blue heron on the 

wall at the Blue Heron Pub.  She said it is 

all wrong.  However, I suspect that 

particular blue heron had too many nips 

at the pub, which could account for its 

strange appearance. 

The restaurants once served a 

special called "steak chimichurri."  Now, 

why would they name a steak after a song 

from Mary Poppins, I asked.  Then, I 

looked it up on the Internet and realized 

chimichurri is an Argentinian steak sauce 

made with herbs and garlic and olive oil, 

which is really good, by the way. 

A questionable item that appears 

on the menus is "spaghetti with vegetarian 

meat balls."   

Now, could somebody please 

explain to me how meat can be 

vegetarian? 

  On Sundays before the 

pandemic, we enjoyed having a buffet-

style brunch that took the place of 

breakfast and lunch.  Now, the trend is 

away from buffets, but the main dining 

rooms have returned to serving Sunday 

brunch with both breakfast and lunch 

items on the menu.  Following up on this  

 

 

 

idea, I have a couple of 

suggestions.  One afternoon in the middle  

of the week, one of the restaurants could 

feature a meal called “linner” to take the 

place of lunch and dinner.  For Riderwood 

residents who still work and get 

home too late for dinner and others who 

attend evening concerts or movies, a 

different restaurant could offer a late 

night supper called “lanupper.” 

   Of course, with these extra 

opportunities for eating, the doctors 

might have to change the Riderwood rule 

of ten to the Riderwood rule of twenty. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My husband Adam and his parents, 

Jacob and Franka, were  living in the Lvov 

(Lembert) ghetto in Poland during the 

Nazi occupation.  At quarter to four each 
morning, Adam’s parents would be  

 

Escape from the Ghetto 
by 

Martha Peiperl 
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marched out of the ghetto to work in a 

shoe factory, leaving Adam alone, locked 

in their small apartment, waiting and 

hoping for their return in the evening.  

The gates to the ghetto were kept locked 

and guarded and only the jews with “W” 

patches were allowed to leave. They were 

marched out in rows of six and the guards 

counted the number of legs as they went 

by to assure that only authorized workers 

(those with an official “W”) left the ghetto 

and returned in the evening.  Jacob had 

been given an official “W” patch, but they 

managed to get a counterfeit “W” for 

Franka.  This “W” patch looked official 

from the front, but the hand stitching on 

the back would have given her away.  So 

Jacob made Franka wear the real “W” and 
he wore the fake one. 

         One day, they heard rumors 

that the ghetto would soon be liquidated 

and all its inhabitants put on trains to the 

death camps.  Already the elderly and 

infirm had begun to disappear. It was 

winter, Adam was a small boy around 7 

years old, and Franka had a long winter 

coat.  So the next morning, as they 

marched out to work,  Franka hid Adam 

under her coat so that his feet did not 

show and they all walked past the guards 

in the middle of a row. The other four  in 

their row pushed tighter together to help 

conceal them.  The guards were satisfied 

with their count of legs and let everyone 

go past them. 

They took Adam with them to the 

shoe factory where they worked.    Their 
Ukrainian supervisor agreed to hide the  

three of them in a small room between 

two halls.  The room was too narrow to 

lie down in abreast, so they slept on their 

sides. It had a small stove and a sink.  

Adam used that sink as a toilet and 

washed down his bowel movements by 

crushing the stool with a wooden stick.   

Their room was reached through a 

narrow door in small showroom. The 

Ukrainian pushed a large display case with 

five shelves in front of the door to 

conceal it.  At least twice a day during the 

week, German officers would come to 

place orders from the merchandize on 

those shelves.  The Ukrainian would rattle 

his leys and speak loudly so Adam would 

know that he had to be silent for the next 
half hour 

 Since there was a severe shortage 

of workers, Jacob and Franka continued 

to work in that factory leaving Adam again 

locked in a room alone all day.  The 

factory was closed on weekends, so Adam 

had his parents for company then, but 

during the week, his only company was a 

small mouse.  If Adam sat very still, the 
mouse would sit and watch him.   

During the work week, Adam 

would sometimes start to cry and even 

that soft noise was a danger to all of 

them. So the supervisor devised a plan to 

move Adam out of the factory.  He had a 

carpenter friend in the suburbs who 

agreed to shelter a Jewish boy for twenty 

zlotys, all the money Franka and Jacob 

had left.  The carpenter came to the 
factory and took Adam away. 
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HIDING IN THE SUBURBS 

The carpenter took Adam to his small 

apartment in the suburbs of Lvov.  In that 

small apartment, there already lived the 

carpenter, his wife and their 12-year-old 

daughter.  Her older sister, 24, had been 

killed by a boyfriend not long before. 

Now Adam made four and they all slept 

together in the only bed. 

Adam was again separated from his 

parents, but at least he wasn’t alone this 

time.  The 12-year-old played with him 

but took advantage of his precarious 

position. For example, on the rare 

occasion when they got a fresh fruit like a 

peach, she would wait until her parents 

had gone and order Adam to give her his 

peach or she would tell the authorities 
that a Jew was hiding in her apartment. 

Her father was a kind man, but he 

was an illiterate and an alcoholic.  Franks 

always believed that the reason why he 

hid a Jewish boy was because the owner 

of the tavern near his apartment was 

Jewish with a large family.  The Nazis had 

taken them all away to the death camps, 

and the carpenter was probably planning 

to bring out this Jewish boy when the war 

was over and claim that he was an heir to 

that tavern. They were devout Catholics 

and taught Adam to cross himself and to 

pray a rosary for the safety of his 
parents.   

After the Russian Winter of 1943-

44, the shoe factory was closed but 

Germans remained in the area.  Franka 

and Jacob had nowhere else safe to hide.  

Franka disguised herself as a milkmaid 

with a kerchief over her head to help hide 

her prominent nose and carried a pail.  

Jacob could pass as a Ukrainian, so they 

braved the streets and turned up at the 

carpenter’s house.  After six months of 

praying to the Madonna, Adam’s prayers 

were answered. The carpenter took them 

in too.  He even built a fake wall for them 

to hide behind if anyone came to the 
apartment. 

Jacob even found a way to earn 

money to pay for his keeping them.  Jacob 

was a photographer and photographic 

retoucher. The carpenter built him a 

retouching stand.  The woman in the 

apartment across the hall who was hiding 

a Jewish girl went to the local 

photographer and told him that her 

disabled nephew was living with her and 

was a photographic retoucher.  That 

photographer was very happy to have 

some help and sent negatives and 

photographs home with her for Jacob to 

retouch. 

It was very crowded in that 

apartment.  Adam and his parents slept 

on the floor. There was always a danger 

that the carpenter might give them away 

when he was drunk and once he decided 

that he had rights to all the women in his 

apartment and Jacob had to fight back. 

One time, he even threw a shoe at Jacob. 

      LIBERATION APPROACHING  

 
     As Germany grew weaker, 

Russia began to attack in Eastern 

Europe. 
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Adam and his parents were still 

hiding in the Carpenter’s house in Lvov 

when the Soviet air raids began in 1943-

44.  They actually welcomed those Soviet 

air raids with joy, even though they could 

not hide in the bomb shelters because the 

neighbors would see them and give them 
away to the police. 

 So the three of them crawled 

under the kitchen table and cowered 

there, hugging each other as the bombs 

and rocket-propelled grenades (RPG) 

came down all around them and exploded 

outside.  When an RPG is incoming, there 

is a whistling sound that gets louder and 

louder as the projectile approaches and 

they could only pray that it didn’t land on 

their house.  They had the same fears 

during air raids when the Russians 

dropped bombs, but they knew those 

bombs meant that the Russians were 

fighting for them, so they were elated that 
their liberation was approaching fast. 

     For one year they couldn’t even 

step outside that house.  Only sometimes 

at night, they would stand inside the open 

door to breath some fresh air and look at 
the stars and moon. 

     Before the air raids, the 

Russians would drop flares attached to 

parachutes from high-flying airplanes and 

those flares would drop silently.  The 

lights of those slowly descending flares 

would light up the sky like an infinite 

Christmas tree.  It was an awe-inspiring 

sight, especially for Adam’s beauty-starved 

eyes, and that light show would come 

back to him many years later and change 

his life. 

 Then one day in the spring of 

1944, the Germans fled and the red army 

came marching in.  Adam and his parents 

stood on the street to welcome them.  

One Russian soldier smiled at the small 

boy and gave him a metal red star.  It was 

one of Adam’s most cherished 

possessions. 

          

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1. When Jesus Walked To and Fro  

            on the Earth 

When Jesus walked to and fro on the earth 

Most folks just watched and gawked 

And said things like, “What did he say? 

What’s a Nazareth? I think he needs a bath.” 

Not believing, not doubting, 

They went about their business 

Like cooking, washing clothes, 

And feeding their goats, 

Leaving two roads not taken. 
 

2. MRI 

What if they put you in a machine 

And slammed earphones over your head 

Because the machine was LOUD 

And at one point sounded like a man 

Saying oink, oink, oink 

And they gave you a panic button 

In case you freaked out in less than 35 minutes? 

I’d rather spend a month in Purgatory 

Shoveling camel dung 

Before doing that again. 
 

3. Leaves of Grass 

I didn’t know grass had leaves, 

But I’ll take your word for it, Walt, 

The Wheels of the Bus Go Round 

and Round 
                                   by 

Patrick Curtis 

(Cont’d. p 15) 
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3. Leaves of Grass 

I didn’t know grass had leaves, 

But I’ll take your word for it, Walt, 

You having multitudinous perspectives 

The rest of us can’t see. 

I’m going to publish a book, like you did. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

I will write about my perspectives 

On leaves, mulch, and the sweet smell 

Of a newly cut lawn. 

Maybe folks will like what I think and feel, 

At least see what I can do with grass. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ain’t No Hippo Gonna Eat Me for Dinner 
                                            by 

Mike Brennan 

I am sitting by the edge of the road in my wheelchair 

It is pretty dark, about 8 pm 

My wife and friends left me here 

It is in Kruger Park near Durban, South Africa 
 

At dusk the hippos leave the river which flows around the town 

They come out to eat the bushes and the grass 

And whatever happens to be on the street 
 

I am on the street 

Rather defenseless in my wheelchair 

I am not frightened 

Rather, somewhat peaceful 
 

I see some dark shapes coming from the east 

They are on the other side of the road 

I look around for an escape 

I wonder whether to yell or not 
 

Hippos kill more people in Africa than any other animal 

They have a very long bicuspid that can spear a human 

I would rather not die that way 

Since my stroke, I have given thought to many ways of dying 

But not by Hippo 
 

My wife and friends come back 

I say, look over there 

They scream 

And we go in 
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                                      Staff in Hand 
 

 

 

 

 

I walk with staff in hand: why? 

Because of my old age. 

I read of it in the Bible. 

Zechariah 8:4. 

It says about us old men and old women, 

we will be with staff in hand, 

in hand whether we sit or walk. 

We will watch boys and girls, 

watch them playing in the streets, 

in the land of the rising sun, 

and in the land of the setting sun. 

Our land now is like that. 

And I have a staff, a good staff. 

With the staff in hand, 

I walk around and seek to be a wise old man, 

even though some people, 

watching me, may say otherwise, 

they may call me a wise guy. 

I see my age and my being wise going 

together. 

So I can walk around, staff in hand, 

and turn my mind around and around, 

thinking of this and that, 

stirring up my heart, my beating heart, 

moving myself here and there, 

going everywhere, 

staff in hand, 

getting older and wiser, 

whether sitting or walking. 

 

 Take Heart! Be Hearty 
 

We begin the day, 

waiting for what will come. 

We want to be ready, 

we want our hearts to be ready. 

And we want our minds to fill our hearts, 

and follow our hearts, 

so we elders can take heart,  

and to be hale and hearty!  

Our hearts, keep beating! No attacks today! 

With what do we want to fill our hearts? 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace! 

Fill our hearts with courage and zeal! 

We do not want hearts of stone: hearts of 

flesh! 

Not steely hearts: soft hearts! 

Not frozen hearts: hearts on fire! 

We want hearts aflame! 

We want love and wisdom in our hearts, 

and flowing from our hearts! 

Yes, let’s be wholehearted, not halfhearted! 

We don’t have great Sacred Hearts, 

but why not have holy hearts? 

Let’s guide our hearts to move on, 

to go beyond red love on Valentine’s Day, 

to a powerful heart of love, 

marching to the heartfelt beat, 

the beat of freedom and peace! 

Let’s be young at heart! 

We take heart! March on! 

 

Two Poems 
                                                               by 

Bob Merikangas 

 

 


