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Forward

L

ast summer a convergence of two unrelated observations
resulted in the writing of this book, a memoir of the life of my father,
Leo Fishman. The first was a conversation he and I had while walking
on the boardwalk at Green Cay Wetlands in Delray Beach, Florida.
While we were walking, my father
said that life in retirement was
good. He had enough money, and
he said, “I will run out of time
before I run out of money.” He did
not have to work, and he did not
have to worry about accomplishing
anything. He got up each day, ate
breakfast, watched TV or went on
the computer, listened to talking
books, walked the 1/8 mile to the
community pool, swam, walked
Green Cay Wetlands, Delray Beach,
home, made dinner and relaxed
Florida
in the evening with more TV or
Internet. He said, “Life is good when you are 99 years old, but also
life no longer has any meaning. We discussed that and I suggested
he write a book about his life. At first my father said that there was
nothing exceptional about his life and why would anyone want to read
about him. He repeatedly said, “I was just one of the boys.”
1
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I thought about what he said, and then thought about what my
wife and I know about our families. I knew my father’s parents and
that’s it. My mother’s parents died when she was a child. I knew nothing of my great-grandparents, and we could not find anything on the
Internet. My knowledge of my family is quite limited.
My wife has an interesting family history. A street in Rome is
named after her great-grandfather (or is it her great-great grandfather)?
Captain Bavastro was a captain of a square-rigged sailing vessel in
the Italian navy. That is all she knows. Someone in her family owned
vineyards in northern Italy. Her knowledge of her family history is
also limited.
So, I said to my father, “You already have great-grandchildren.
When they grow up, they will wonder about their history. Some of
these children will have great-grandchildren, and they will also
wonder. If, at that time, someone finds this book, they will have a
snapshot of their family, instead of just a blank page.”
Before the end of our walk, we decided that it would be nice to
write a memoir and to have it published before his 100th birthday
party. I have enjoyed this endeavor. I have learned many things I did
not know. I think that my father has also enjoyed it, and while he still
says, “Why write about me? I was just one of the boys,” I think it will
become clear that we need more “boys” like him.
Marc Fishman, MD
October 21, 2017
Plantation, Florida
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Leo Fishman, DDS
Born February 9, 1918 Brooklyn, New York

When you are 99-years-old, all your friends are dead. Well,
almost all. Ruth Miller is still alive, and maybe I will see her this year.
The friends you made in your 80s are gone, too, and it becomes harder
and harder to meet people your own age. Besides, as I have often said,
the kind of girl who wants to go out with a 99-year-old is not the kind
of girl I am looking for.
Nowadays, I spend my time at the pool in the retirement
community we moved to 27 years ago. I am the oldest person in the
entire community of about 500 people. I walk the 1/8 mile to the
pool and say “Hi” to the other people in the community, all of whom
are 20-25 years younger than I am. They greet me, tell me that I am
amazing, and then go back to their own conversations. I jump in the
pool and swim laps, while the others chat or wade in the shallow end.
It is true, however, that I am amazing. What is amazing about
me? Well, I am still breathing. That’s amazing.
3
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So, how did I get here? It certainly wasn’t due to a good diet. I
grew up on lamb chops, steak, and potatoes. And salt, lots and lots
of salt. If I had to guess, it was following the philosophy of Alfred E.
Newman – “What!! Me Worry?” It seems like stress kills, and for my
entire life I have avoided worry. When things were not going well, I
have always thought that they would get better. When they are getting better, I figure that momentum will bring me through. Of course,
I realize this is illogical. If momentum were the key determinant of
outcome, then I would have died long ago. I would have gotten a cold,
and momentum would have made me sicker until I got pneumonia
and died. But my mind does not work that way. Momentum only
works when I am getting better, and I just don’t worry about it. So
here I am, still breathing.

4
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I

was just one of the boys.

I was born on February 9, 1918, on the southeast side of
downtown Brooklyn, where the immigrants settled, but I don’t
remember it because
we didn’t live there for
long. When I was six
we moved to The Bronx
and then Surf Avenue in
Coney Island because I
had bad asthma and the
fresh air off the ocean
didn’t have any pollen.
I didn’t realize it at the
time, but the move must
have been very stressful
Brooklyn Trolley, circa 1925
for my father. Instead
of a short walk to his garment factory, my father had to get up very
early to get to work on time. He left for work before I even got up. He
would walk a block to the trolley line, which ran down the middle of
the street. There were no sidewalks or walking paths. Then he paid
a nickel and took the Brighton Beach subway line to 34th Street in
Manhattan. It took my father at least an hour to get to work in New
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York City’s garment district. He did that for me so I could have fresh
air for my asthma. My dad worked all the time − six or seven days a
week − even on Shabbat although we were kosher.
My father spoke many languages. He spoke his mother tongue,
Romanian, as well as French, Yiddish and English. My first language
was Yiddish, but I learned English at a very early age. How early? I
have no idea, but I knew it when I started school at age 6. In those days
school started in 1st grade, and English was the language at school.
I went to P.S. 22 when I was 6 years old and continued there until
I was 12. I had to walk about a mile to get to school, but I did not have
to walk uphill both ways barefoot in the snow (which I used to joke
about with my kids.). Everyone walked; there were no school buses.
When it was raining I wore galoshes so I wouldn’t get my feet wet.
My mother made sure we had a good breakfast, usually Wheatena
with butter, sugar and milk. People say that life is now too fast and
nobody has time to sit down to eat. Well, in 1924 we didn’t have time
either. We often ate standing up and then rushed out the door to get
to school on time.
When I first started going to school my mother taught me how
to get there. Then I just went on my own. We didn’t worry about child
molestation, kidnapping, or anything else. While there were always
lots of kids on the street, I often walked alone or with a friend or two
in my class. It was the same going home. Everyone left at 3PM, when
school was out. There weren’t any after school activities, so everyone
left at the same time.
Recently, I was asked if students were permitted to wear sneakers
to school. That was an easy question. Sneakers did not exist for us. The
question got me curious, so I looked it up. You can look up anything
nowadays. When I was a kid, I would have had to go to the New York
Public Library and spend a day going through the card catalog to find
out that sneakers were invented in the late 1800s, and that they were
called sneakers because the rubber soles enabled you to sneak up on
people. Anyway, we wore Thom McCann leather shoes which cost $3 a
6

Macro 1.indd 6

1/9/18 2:42 PM

Childhood

pair. When the soles wore out we got them re-soled at the shoemaker.
I think that things were more standardized when I was a kid, and
I liked it better that way. While we did not have a school uniform,
everyone wore long pants and collared shirts to school. No one had
tattoos, and no one wondered if a student had a gun or a knife, or
drugs for that matter.
Telephones were uncommon when I was growing up in Coney
Island. We did not have a phone in our second-floor apartment, but
the drugstore downstairs did. So, when someone wanted to reach us
they would call the drugstore and the druggist would come up and
get us.
I loved Coney Island. It was wonderful then. Our recreation
wasn’t the movies or shows, it was the beach. We would walk to the
beach and build a fire and roast potatoes. Twenty or thirty kids would
be at the beach after school so there was always someone to play with.
Nowadays, people often live in nice houses on large properties. But
kids can’t have many friends when there aren’t many kids around.
There were lots of kids in Brooklyn and I had lots of friends.
Coney Island
The most famous parks at Coney Island were Steeplechase and
Luna Park. Steeplechase was the best. There was a large field with
many different rides, including carousels and mechanical horses.
Luna Park was like Steeplechase but more high class. We wanted to
go on the rides, but we couldn’t afford them, so we stood in front of
Steeplechase, where you had to pay in advance for 30 rides to get in.
Since most people didn’t use all the rides, when they came out we’d
ask them for their old cards and we’d go in for nothing.
In 1903, Sea-Lion Park became the first Coney Island amusement
park, joined that same year by Steeplechase Park, with its signature
Steeplechase Horse ride. The original Luna Park also opened in 1903,
and it soon earned the nickname, “Electric Eden,” with over 250,000
7
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lights brilliantly illuminating the park at night. Since it was before the
days of publicly available electricity, the mesmerizing display gave the
crowds thronging to the area something they had never seen before.

Copyright Jeff Stanton

Courtesy Lourinda Bray

These exciting new attractions, along with the arrival of electrified
steam railroads (and finally the subway in 1915), helped transform
the area from a resort for the rich and famous to a neighborhood
known as the People’s Playground.
8
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Places like Dreamland, featuring the regal Dreamland tower and
lagoon, Lilliputian Village (staffed by three hundred dwarfs) and a
host of unusual side shows, along with Luna Park and Steeplechase
Park, made Coney Island the largest amusement area in the nation
from the close of the 19th century through the end of World War II.
Although Dreamland burned down in 1911, the era was a golden age
that forever defines Coney Island’s station in history.
When I went to school, I was one of the boys. What did boys do
back then? We used to play stickball in the street. On a typical day
during my childhood I got home about three and we would gather in
the street and play stickball. I wasn’t good at it. I wasn’t bad, but I
wasn’t one of the better ones.

Stickball, a favorite game in New York.
Cars couldn’t go by when we were playing, but there weren’t
many cars and nobody bothered us. Every 15 minutes or so a car
would want to go by so we’d move to the side and then we’d be in the
street again. You can’t imagine that happening today. The street was
our playground. We also used to gather firewood, make a fire at the
9
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curb and roast potatoes when we weren’t playing stick-ball.
Stickball was the supreme game, a kind of tabloid version of
baseball, played with a broom handle as a bat and a pink rubber
ball manufactured by the A. G. Spalding Co. This ball was called a
Spaldeen. Stickball ruled us. On Saturday mornings, the older guys
played big games against visitors from other neighborhoods or went off
themselves to play beyond our frontiers. The City That Never Sleeps,
it turns out, is just like the USA everywhere else in that kids rarely
play outside anymore. Sure, they play, if it’s an organized league with
parents in control of scheduling and transporting and rulemaking
and, of course, paying. We have no shortage of parents forking over
big bucks to get their kids in games, in private instruction, on travel
teams to chase the next $5 plastic trophy. But for reasons we all know,
few of our kids are either compelled or equipped to dash out the door
after school or during the summer to play pickup anything. New York
stickball is, or once was, our nation’s unofficial official game of pickup
baseball, with its bats of broom handles, curtain rods, or bamboo
poles, its home runs measured by how many sewer or manhole covers
the batted ball could arc. No more.
Childhood Friend
Sol Katzen was my best friend when I was a child, and remained
a close friend until he died about 30 years ago. Sometimes we put on
roller skates and skated to the beach and boardwalk. When I was 12,
we moved from Coney Island to East 18th and Avenue L in Midwood.
Then we had to skate or bicycle five miles to get to Coney Island. Sol
was a born mechanic. He taught me how to take a bicycle apart to
its smallest component and even put links in or take them out of the
chain.
One day when I was about 19, Sol came to me and said he found
an outrigger sailing canoe for sale for $20. It was like the Polynesian
canoes you see in the movies. We each came up with $10 and we
bought the sailing canoe. It was an 18-foot canoe with 110 square
10
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feet of sail, which is a lot of sail for an 18-foot canoe. It didn’t help that
neither of us had any sailing experience. We didn’t know you had to
sit on the gunwale, so we sat in the middle and the wind took the sail
and we went over. The first 6 times that we went sailing we just turned
over. Once we turned over in Jamaica Bay and had to be rescued by
the Coast Guard. The Coast Guard sailed up to us and tried to lift
us on board, but we wouldn’t go with them until they rescued our
boat. We were afraid that they would rescue us and then just leave
our boat. After that experience, we became good at it. We sailed in
the ocean and even took it as far as Sandy Hook (New Jersey). They
used to call me Fearless Fosdick. Maybe I was fearless because I never
worried about turning over or drowning. Remember, I didn’t worry
about anything. I still don’t.
I don’t have any pictures of our canoe, but it looked something
like this:

11
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The Depression
The Depression was a difficult time, and it left its imprint on
everyone who lived through it. Even though my family always had
enough to eat, which was a luxury during the Depression, I am still
not able to waste anything. Don’t get me wrong, I am not a hoarder or
anything like that. It’s just that people who experienced the Depression
know what it is like to have nothing. In those days, there was no safety
net; no Social Security, no welfare, just long lines for food for those
who would have starved. For years, I have recognized that I will run
out of time before I run out of money, but I still don’t waste.
My family wasn’t poor; my father sent 4 kids to college. But you
know what it cost me to go to college? It was something like $300 a
year for NYU. Now it’s $30,000. Dental school was $600 and now it’s
almost $60,000 or more. Of course, I only charged $3 for a filling and
$5 to extract a tooth in 1950.
Anyway, at Nathan’s on Coney Island a hot dog was a nickel, a
drink was a nickel, and fries were a nickel, so for 15 cents you’d get
a full meal. I could put a penny in a machine and get a handful of
Indian nuts.

12
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My father used to say, “In Romania tomatoes were only a penny
a pound but no one had a penny.” Well, a full meal was 15 cents, but
many people did not have 15 cents.
We didn’t celebrate birthdays or holidays when I was a child. My
birthdays were hardly noticed. My mother raised four children and
worked so hard that she didn’t make birthday parties. We didn’t do
holidays either, but I didn’t feel deprived. I just coasted along. There
wasn’t anything I wanted that I didn’t get. Of course, I didn’t want very
much. Expectations were quite different in those days. I did have my
favorite toys, especially bicycles and roller skates. I also got to ride
horses at my aunt’s hotel, the Nevele, in the summer. I loved riding
horses. When I was young, I could grab a horse’s mane and pull myself up onto the horse, and ride bareback. I don’t ride anymore, but I
did go riding in West Yellowstone, Montana, with Marc and his family
when I was about 77.
We weren’t religious, even though we kept kosher. My father
went to shul on Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur but he didn’t force
us to go. He went because he was afraid not to go. I was forced to
be Bar Mitzvahed but I had no interest in religion. In those days, I
considered myself an atheist.
Religion, in my opinion, was created by an elite class to subjugate
everyone else. By all observations, it’s worked quite well. My
perspective changed about 10 years or so ago when I realized that I
could subscribe to the tenets of Pastafarianism.
For those of you not familiar
with Pastafarianism, it is the Church
of the Flying Spaghetti Monster. It
was invented in 2005 as a spoof on
organized religion, but it has been
accepted as an official religion in some
countries, including New Zealand. I
have been to New Zealand. It’s a
beautiful country with wonderful
13
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people. Some Pastafarians, as the picture shows, wear colanders as
religious headgear. It seems that some New Zealanders must have
sieves for brains, but certainly not the Pastafarians. You must be quite
creative to have a wedding vow that states, “I agree that I will always
put salt in the water and allow it to boil before cooking pasta.”
Just a Typical Kid
I grew up as a typical kid except I had bad asthma and hay
fever. During hay fever season, I was so uncomfortable we went to
the White Mountains of New Hampshire because there wasn’t much
ragweed in the mountains. We used to sleep on the ground, both to
get away from the ragweed and because we didn’t have any money. In
those days, there weren’t any medicines to treat allergies, so you just
suffered.
Luckily, I didn’t have the type of asthma where you gasp for
breath, because they had no inhalers in those days. My attacks
involved severe coughing and congestion.
One of the treatments I had was called cupping. They’d heat up
cups and put them on my chest and as they cooled down they brought
blood to the area. The cupping didn’t work. Now I have an air purifier
with a HEPA filter in my bedroom and don’t suffer anymore.
There used to be a saying, “spare the rod and spoil the child.”
While corporal punishment was not commonly used, and I was never
beaten, there was always the possibility that you could get punished
with a cat-o-nine tails. Thinking back, I probably deserved more
punishment than I got. When I was a kid, I pretty much did what
I wanted. Once, a lady started yelling at us because we were playing
stickball in the street. Well, where else were we supposed to play? So,
we looked around and decided to do a public service by removing
some horseshit from the street (remember there were horses then),
and we strategically placed it on her front doorstep.
When I was a bit older, I got a BB gun and used lampposts for
target practice. My mother was not amused when a policeman came
14
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to our apartment to tell her that I had just shot out a streetlamp. My
mother broke the gun, but she did not hit me.
I’ll never forget the time I was about 7 or 8 and fell in cement
and had to be rescued. I was walking down the street where they were
building an apartment house. There was a strip of cement around the
house and I fell in it up to my waist. I wasn’t particularly upset, but
my mother was upset because I got so dirty. And she cleaned all the
clothes.
The Nevele Hotel and the Borscht Belt
In the summer from when I was about 12 to 18 we went to
the Nevele Grande Hotel in Ellenville. The Nevele is eleven spelled
backwards. It was named the Nevele because eleven people discovered
the waterfalls there.
My mother was related to the Slutsky family who owned the
Nevele. That’s where I learned to ride horses. I loved horseback riding.
I could mount a horse without a saddle by vaulting onto his back. I
could bend down while riding and
pick stuff off the ground. I’d tie a
rope around the horse’s neck and
that’s all I needed. Stickball, no I
wasn’t good at it; horseback riding,
yes, I was good at it. They offered
me a job in the stables but I turned
it down because of the hay fever. I
figured I could never be up there in
August. The hay fever season was
from August to September.
The Nevele was part of the
Borscht Belt, or Jewish Alps, a
nickname for the (now defunct) summer resorts of the Catskill
Mountains in parts of Sullivan, Orange, and Ulster counties in New
York. Borscht, a soup associated with immigrants from Eastern
15
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Vacationers relax at The Nevele.

Europe, was a colloquialism
for “Jewish”. These resorts
were a popular vacation
spot for New York City
Jews between the 1920s
and the 1970s. AntiSemitism, particularly in
the 1940s, ‘50s and ‘60s,
meant that they were often
denied accommodation
elsewhere.

The Nevele Grande Hotel is/was located just off State Route 209,
outside of Ellenville, New York. Other well-known resorts in the area
included Grossinger’s and The Concord. The property itself has an
interesting story to tell. A true to life “Rags to Riches” tale. In 1900,
Emanuel & Joseph Weinberger sold the land to Charles Slutsky, a
Russian immigrant. With his wife and sons still in Russia, he worked
the lands himself with some help from daughters and a son working
in New York City. He was finally able to help the others immigrate
over in 1903. Taking in boarders, the Slutskys bought up adjoining
properties and begin to construct more buildings. The hotel was
running alongside the farm, which was still active until 1938.
16
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Family and employees were expected to work both the hotel and
the farm. Comedians, bands and even an opera singer, which was a
rare occurrence, were employed.
The Slutskys sold both The Nevele and the Fallsview in 1997 and
it closed its doors in 2009, never to reopen. Instead of going to resorts
for vacations, people started going on cruises, which offered many of
the same attractions – good food and entertainment – plus the novelty of traveling on a ship.

Leo Fishman with Julius Shutsky at Julius’ apartment in
Miami about 2005.

17
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Lisa and Henry Scheidt, Leo and Toby Fishman, Murray
and Sissy Rosenberg at The Concord, 1958

Toby and Leo with Murray and Sissy Rosenberg.

18
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My Paternal Grandparents

Grandfather: Isadore Fishman, born 1845 in Austria, died
between 1905-1909 New York
Grandmother: Annetta, born 1861 in Romania, died Dec 3, 		
1926, in New York

I

don’t remember ever meeting my grandmother who died
when I was eight. My grandfather died before I was born.
As was common for immigrant families, one or two family
members went ahead to America, found a place to live and a job to
earn enough money to afford to send for other family members to
follow. This was the scenario for the Fishman family. Isadore came to
America first, followed by Leon, Gabriel, and Samuel. Lastly, Annetta,
her daughter, grandson, and two sons followed two years later.
My grandmother Annetta departed Antwerp, Belgium, on
December 17, 1904, on the S.S. Vaderland and arrived in New York on
December 27, 1904. Traveling with her were her two sons, Abraham,
age 15, David, age 11, daughter Rachel Goldstein, 28, and Rachel’s
son, Elias, 11.
According to the ship’s manifest, this group of five passengers
were detained onboard for an extra day waiting for Isadore to pick
them up. It was common for passengers who did not have enough
19

Macro 2.indd 19

1/9/18 2:43 PM

Macro Man

money to financially support themselves to be detained until a
financially responsible person accepted responsibility for their care.
If no one came, they were sent back. Fortunately, Isadore showed up
the next day.

The ship, The Vaderland departed Antwerp, Belgium, on December 17, 1904 and arrived ten days later in NYC on December 27, 1904.
The 1905 New York Census shows a three-generation household
of nine residents: Isadore, age 60, working as a tailor; wife Annie, age
50, son Samuel, age 17, working as a wood carver; Abraham, age 15,
working as a tailor; David, age 12, at school; Goodman Goldstein, age
40; his wife Rachel, age 28, and son Elias, 11. They lived at 92 Allen,
New York City.
By the 1910 U.S. Federal Census, Annetta Fishman, listed as
a widow, age 55, was living at 51-3 Canal Street. Husband Isadore
passed away between 1905-1909. Son Abraham, age 21, was working
as a tailor and son David was packing cloaks. A boarder by the name
of Sam Boyat was living with them. Rachel, Goodman, and Eli had
moved to their own residence.
The 1915 New York Census has sixty year old Annetta Fishman living with son-in-law, Goodman Goldstein, age 48, a tailor, her
daughter Rachel, age 38, Elias, age 22, and younger sister, Etta, age 9.
20
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This three-generation household was living at 224 S. 9th Street.
Family members remember Elias later selling for the company that
my father, Abraham, and Uncle David started.
Seven family members were living on Taylor St. in Brooklyn by
the 1920 U.S. Federal Census. Goodman, age 53, wife Rachel, age 42,
Elias, age 26, Etta, and widowed Annette, age 65, her son David, age
36, working in a tailor shop, his new bride Bertha, age 22 born in U.S.
are all living together. Abraham had married in 1912 and moved out.

21
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My Parents

Father: Abraham Fishman June 28, 1889 - October 1970
Born in Bucharest, Romania
Mother: Gertrude Rubin May 11, 1890 - April 1890???
Born in Vilna, Russia

M

y mother came from Russia where her name was Kavarasky.
My father’s family came through Turkey to get to Romania.
I never knew my grandparents and my parents never talked
about the old country. That was the time of the Cossacks. It was not a
good time to be a Jew in Romania or Russia, so the Jews left.
My father was very smart. He used to proudly tell us a story
about Emile Zola kissing him on the forehead when he was a school
boy of about 8 years old in Bucharest. He came to the school to meet
my father to tell him how smart he was.
My father was a remarkable student in Romania, but at 13 his
life was disrupted. He and his brother David came to this country in
1913 with their mother, sister and nephew. They passed through Ellis
Island, like most immigrants, and then he lived in New York City.
Shortly after they arrived the brothers got married and their father
died.
23
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Top:
Gertrude
standing in
center. Right:
Abraham and
Gertrude

The immigration papers from Ellis Island documented that my
father had a facial droop on the right side, so he must have had this
facial deformity almost his entire life. He was self-conscious about it
but never mentioned it to me. When he was very old and terminal
he asked me if I’d ever noticed it. I said no. He’d always had it and I
accepted that was just how his face looked.
My father was a brilliant student whose education ceased when
he was 13. He had a face disfigured by Bell’s palsy, and he spoke with
an accent. With this background, it is not surprising that his first job
involved cleaning New York’s subways.
He worked hard to advance himself. At some point, he became a
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dress contractor and then a manufacturer of women’s clothing. The
company he and Uncle David founded, Blue Dale Dress Co, located at
261 W. 35th Street, NYC, hired something like 300 people. He made
ladies dresses for eight dollars a dozen. Can you imagine those prices?
Everyone said that my father yelled a lot. I didn’t like that he
didn’t talk, he only yelled. He yelled at everybody. We’d say, “Why
are you yelling all the time?” He’d say, “My mother was deaf so I had
to yell so she could hear me.” He wasn’t doing it to be mean, but
everyone thought he was mean because he always yelled.
Initially, the clothing factory did well. He and his brother David,
worked hard and succeeded. Then, the unions became stronger, and he
thought it would be a good idea to move the factory to Pennsylvania,
where there were no unions. For a period of time, my father spent
the weekdays at his factory in Archibald, Pa., returning home on the
weekends. That did not work out well for two reasons. First, they had
moved away from the center of garment manufacturing in New York.
Second, the union sued the company, and the union won.
For some reason, they sold the dress business and they bought a
chain of dry cleaning stores called Phil Cooper.
My mother was a typical housewife, busy all the time. While my
wife played tennis and belonged to clubs, my mother did nothing for
pleasure. She was a housewife who devoted her whole life to raising
her family and never worked outside the home. She was very loving.
She did everything for her children and she was proud of it. We kids
helped with washing and drying the dishes, and maybe a few other
chores. My mother did everything else..
One day at school the teacher told me to come to school with
clean socks. I told that to my mother and she said, “Who’s he to tell
you to wear clean socks. Let him come here and wash them.” She
rarely got upset, but she got upset by that.
Every Friday she was on her hands and knees scrubbing the floor
with a bucket of soap and water. A mother’s job was to scrub the floor
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on Friday before Shabbos. That’s what they did in those days. Families
like mine didn’t hire help even if they could afford it. It was my mother’s job to keep the house and take care of the kids.
When I was growing up, my
father really wanted me to go into the
business. In the summer, I worked in
his factory as a shipping clerk. That
was my standard job when I was a
student. I didn’t like the business. I
wasn’t suited for it. I didn’t have the
ability to be a garment manufacturer.
My father could design a dress, cut
the material and put it together.
I knew nothing about style and I
didn’t want to supervise 300 people.
Abraham Fishman, standing,
I wanted to be independent so I
on the left.
chose a profession. My first choice
was engineering because I always
liked math and physics, but in those days Jewish engineers didn’t have
much chance, so I chose dentistry.
My father and I never had a personal relationship like I had with
my mother. We never went on a vacation together. I didn’t feel bad
that we weren’t closer. I didn’t perceive other kids having relationships
with their fathers either. Fathers worked too hard in those days.
I took my kids all over, to dude ranches and on cross-country
car trips. He didn’t. But when I was a kid I thought that was normal.
He drove us to Ellenville in the summer for vacation but he didn’t
stay. We didn’t even eat together at the Nevele. At that time, they had
a regular dining room for the adults and a children’s dining room.
Parents didn’t mix with the children. You never saw your parents. So,
when we went on vacation together to the Nevele, the only time we
shared was the trip. He went back to NYC to work. My father worked
six days a week in the dry-cleaning business until he was in his 80s.
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Not long after retirement, my father died of heart failure. I appreciate
what he did for us.
Life was so different in those days. My grandchildren grew up in
a house where they were supervised. We grew up like wild animals −
there was no supervision. My mother was busy all the time and my
father worked endless hours. That might sound bad, but it wasn’t. I
came home to a nurturing home and was happy.
From census information:
My mother’s sister, Rose, lived with my parents in 1915. She
worked making window shades. After I was born, my family moved
to 162 Havemeyer Street, Brooklyn. My father was manufacturing
men’s clothing. By 1925, we had moved to 2998 W. 29th St., Brooklyn
and my parents filed the paper work to become U.S. citizena. I see that
my Uncle Leon and his twenty-three year old son William, who had
become an attorney, witnessed my parent’s Petition for Citizenship
on October 1930. We were living at 2120 Ocean Avenue, Brooklyn.
Finally, after a ten- and a-half year process toward becoming citizens,
my parents became U.S. citizens on February 4, 1936.
By 1940, my family was living at 133 Sanford Avenue, Queens.
Sidney had become a medical doctor and Betty was working as a
bookkeeper.
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Abraham (Abe) and Gertrude (Gerty)
Fishman’s citizenship pictures

30

Macro 3.indd 30

1/9/18 2:44 PM

My Parents

Abraham Fishman’s passport from 1962
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4
Siblings

Brother: Sidney, September 4, 1913 - June 3, 1975
Sister: Betty, March 21, 1915 - October 29, 1999
Brother: Seymour, July 28, 1920 - August 14, 1983

I

was the third of four kids. My older brother, Sidney, 4 1/2
years older than I, was a genius. He was an extraordinary student. I
wasn’t close with Sidney. We were brothers in every sense of the word
but we weren’t friends. We got along very well but we had different
interests. We each had different friends. He came home with medals
all the time.
Sidney lived in his own world. But it was a very nice world.
After WWII, he settled in Los Angeles, He built a successful medical
practice and bought Dean Martin’s house, in Bel Air, across the street
from Kirk Douglas.
I visited with him once on a cross-country trip with the family.
Sidney had a beautiful house on a beautiful property His first wife died
and he remarried. He had three children and she had three children. Not
long after our visit, the house was destroyed by a fire that swept through
the area. The fire was written up in Life Magazine. His daughter
Elizabeth (Beth) was on the cover, crying, holding her teddy bear.
That, and Beth’s diary, were the only things salvaged from the fire.
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Sidney’s oldest daughter, Elizabeth Fishman Loftus, became a
world-famous psychologist. She is recognized for her research into
memory, especially false memory. She was voted the most influential
female psychologist of the 20th century.
One time on my birthday, I attended a lecture given by Beth at
Nova Southeastern University in Davie, Florida. Beth introduced me
and announced that it was my birthday. Beth invited the entire family
to the reception afterwards. I remember that one of Marc’s colleagues
was at the reception and he asked Marc why he was there. Marc said
that Beth was a cousin, and the colleague seemed incredulous. Then,
Beth walked over with the photographer and the photographer took a
bunch of pictures of Beth with the family. I was very proud.
I was closest to my sister Betty, who was three years older than I.
She became an accountant and worked in the civil service. Betty was
friendly and nurturing and we used to really talk to each other. She
proved how much she cared about me at the end when she read my
father’s will. She started to cry because
I was left out. My father left Sidney and
me out of his will because he and I were
doing well financially and the other two
weren’t doing as well. So, in the will
he spelled out that everything went to
my sister and younger brother. I felt
bad at the time because, even though I
didn’t care about the money, I did care
about the pictures, the baby pictures,
all the family memorabilia. I also got
along well with her husband, Charlie.
I remember going camping with them
in the White Mountains. We had good
times together.
Leo and Seymour

My younger brother Seymour was
a bit of a dreamer, though he did go
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to college and he became an accountant. Seymour was in the Navy
during WWII. He told stories of being on a destroyer in severe storms,
with mountainous waves breaking over the bow of the ship. I loved
boating. He always said to be careful of the sea.
Seymour was a good person, a nice person. He took care of my
mother in her last years of life when she needed help.

Gertrude, Arline, Seymour, and Abraham Fishman
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5
Aunts, Uncles

and

Cousins

O

ur family never socialized with my aunts, uncles and
cousins. Everyone was too busy working all the time.
My grandmother, Annetta, had six children − Rachel, Leon,
Gabriel, Samuel, my father, Abraham, and David, all born in Romania.
Aunt Rachel married Goodman Goldstein in Romania and had a
son named Elias. Goodman immigrated to the U.S. ahead of his wife
and son to find a job and a place to live. In December 1904, Rachel,
Elias, my father Abraham, Uncle David and Grandmother Annetta
arrived in New York City. In 1908, her daughter Etta was born. They
lived at 100 Taylor Street in Brooklyn. By 1930 Etta had married Julius
Levitt and Rachel was living with them at 1690 Union St.
Uncle Leon and his wife, Rose, had three children − Nettie,
William, and Ruth. In 1920, they were living at 1920 Division Street
in Brooklyn and a nephew, John Friedman was living with them. By
1930, they had moved to 458 51st Street in Brooklyn. Leon was a
clothing salesman and William had become an attorney. Nettie had
gotten married and niece Selina Friedman moved in with the family.
In those years, there always seemed to be room for one more relative.
Uncle Gabriel booked passage on a ship named “New Amsterdam”
which departed from Rotterdam, Netherlands, and arrived in New
York Harbor on December 24, 1902. He was picked up by his brother,
Leon, who had arrived earlier in 1902.
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Gabriel married Rose Strom, who had immigrated in 1900. He
was a tailor and later owned a clothing store. They had four children
− Vivian “Bella,” Edna, Mildred, and Gilbert, and lived at 2949 W.
Taylor. In 1942, he registered for the WWII draft. His address was
2133 82nd Street, Brooklyn. His work address was 18 Barcelona Place,
Copiague, Long Island, New York.
Uncle Samuel came to the U.S. in 1902 and married Rose
Liberman, who had immigrated in 1902 from Russia. They had four
children − Ruth, Israel, Sidney, and Eunice. Sam worked as a tailor.
In 1920, Rose’s parents, Alex and Dora, and also a boarder named
Benjamin Zerminsky, were living with the family. Their address in
1925 was 77 Madison Street, NYC. By 1930 they were living at 1451
Crotona Place in The Bronx. Ruth had become a bookkeeper.
Uncle David married Bertha who was born in the U.S. They lived
at 100 Taylor Street in Brooklyn. They had three children − Stanley,
Gladys, and Herbert. In 1941, he registered for the WWII draft. His
address at that time was 684 Crown Street in Brooklyn. He was listed
as the co-founder of Blue Dale Dress Company, located at 261 W. 35th
Street in NYC.
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Education

P.S. 22 (elementary school) 1923 - 1931
James Madison High School 1931 - 1935
New York University- Biology major 1936 - 1940
University of Maryland Dental School 1940 - 1943

1935 James Madison High
School yearbook

S

chool was easy for me. I didn’t have to study to pass. In
elementary school, my favorite subject was math. I was also a good
reader.
In high school, we had to take two languages. I took French and
German. I liked French but my favorite subjects were math and science
and especially physics. In those days, I lived on 18th and Avenue L in
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Brooklyn and high school was at least a mile or two away so we had
to walk back and forth.
For my undergraduate work, I went to New York University
(NYU), where I majored in biology. The first year I was on the dean’s
list but not after that. I screwed up because I thought having a good
time was one of the main goals for college students. I got in with
a bunch of playboys, one of whom became the impresario for Miss
America and Miss Universe, and all we wanted to do was have fun
so my grades fell. But I passed nicely anyway. The work came to me
easily and I got decent grades but not outstanding.
When I went
to NYU, I lived in
Brooklyn, but NYU
was in Manhattan
so I had to take the
subway for an hour
each way every day.
I had to stand for the
entire trip because in
those days gentlemen
gave ladies their seats
on the subway. Even though NYU had a good dental school, when it
came to graduate school I didn’t want to endure the subway ride there
so I chose Baltimore where I lived in the fraternity house. Four of
us would rent a taxi and for the same nickel I’d get to school in a taxi
in 20 minutes instead of an hour on the subway in New York. The
subway was a punishment. Somehow my father commuted on the
subway for many years, but it was not for me.
I only applied to one dental school and they took me. They accepted one out of 34 applicants if they were Jewish from New York,
but just about any kid from North Dakota could get in. My hay fever
was so bad that I accomplished nothing during my first year. I didn’t
realize when I first went that every year they admitted 120 students
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but a lot of people couldn’t do the work. The clinic had space for 80,
so by senior year there were only 80 students left. We had to not only
know what to do, but be able to do it. Many students couldn’t do the
technical work. I liked being a dental student.
I found the academic part of dental school easy, including the
complete dissection of a human body. I still have no idea why dentists
had to do a complete dissection, including the legs and feet. I think
that maybe dental schools wanted to require four years of education
just like medical schools, but they did not have enough to teach.
There were two hard parts to going to dental school in Maryland.
First, we had to learn how to carve a tooth and then do all of the
technical work on patients’ teeth. It’s not easy working in the confined
space of the mouth, drilling through enamel, one of the hardest
substances on earth, to create the perfect filling. The other hard part
was getting patients to work in the student clinic. Our instructors
weren’t too fond of Jews, so they did many things to make our lives
difficult. For example, they gave exams on Yom Kippur and Rosh
Hashanah and gave all the Jews zeros. I wasn’t religious, but I did not
go to class out of respect for my classmates who were religious.
Since they guided the clinic patients to non-Jews, some Jewish
students would solicit them on the street. My friend, Murray
Rosenberg, was good at finding patients and he sent some to me.
We could have found a lot of black patients for the clinic, but the
University of Maryland did not permit blacks to be seen in their
clinics in the early 1940s.
There were no girls in my dental school class, and they didn’t even
allow black people to come into building. Now when I see alumni
pictures of the school they’re full of black girls. That was unheard of
when I was a student.
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7
Army Service

I

really enjoyed my job as an army dentist. Maybe it was the best
job I ever had.
With the outbreak of war, the army found that it had a shortage
of dentists. Many recruits in those days had bad teeth. I doubt if
the army cared if a soldier’s teeth were bad, but they did care if the
soldier got a toothache. It’s hard to fight when you are suffering from
a toothache. So, our dental school class graduated early so we could
join the army.
In 1942, at age 24, I joined the army as a dentist, though I wasn’t
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inducted until graduation in 1943. I wanted to be a paratrooper, but
my wife wasn’t happy with that idea. I guess you could say that’s an
understatement. She thought I was nuts, and convinced me to enlist
as a dentist. In retrospect, she was right, but First Lieutenant Leo
Fishman, DDS being a paratrooper seemed like it would be fun.
As a healthcare professional, I was automatically an officer.
Since I was married, we got decent housing on the military bases.
Before going overseas, we spent some time on a base in Mississippi. I
remember making friends with people who were astounded to learn
that we were Jewish. These people had never met a Jew before and
figured that they would immediately recognize a Jew if they met one.
When I went to basic training for officers, they taught us how to
march, how to read a compass, how to salute. I even got a license to
drive combat vehicles. I felt like I was in summer camp. I enjoyed it. It
was much easier than being a dental student. Since my superiors were
not able to judge dental work everything I did was OK in the Army.
My first assignment was in Carlyle barracks in Pennsylvania.
We were a rebellious bunch. We didn’t take orders too well so they
took us on a punishment hike. I was a good hiker so it didn’t bother
me, but one of my friends died of a heart attack on that hike. They
walked us to exhaustion. There were people collapsing along the way.
I enjoyed the camaraderie in the Army. I was very good friends
with the guys in my outfit. If they went out drinking, I’d go with them.
They’d have a six pack and I’d have one beer. I was one of the boys.
But I was the only Jew in my unit. One guy once said to me, “Lee, I
don’t have a prejudiced bone in my body but if my sister wanted to
marry a Jew, I would say no.”
After basic training, which included marching and driving
various vehicles, I was assigned to the Air Transport Command. The
Air Transport Command was created as the airlift component for
the US Army Air Forces. It was responsible for delivering supplies
and equipment, including airplanes and personnel, to the locations
where they were needed. And, of course, sometimes soldiers in the
Air Transport Command needed their teeth fixed.
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I was assigned to the South Pacific, covering an area from The
Philippines to Australia. I didn’t make any close friends in the Pacific
because they’d ship me around. I’d fix all the teeth on one island and
then move on to another island.
Except for The Philippines, I never met another dentist who
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worked for the Air Transport Command in that theater. For all I
know, I was the only one. I do know that there weren’t any dentists
within 500 miles of my location, and maybe much more.
For me, World War II was fun. That sounds harsh, but it is a
reality. I understand what others experienced, but that was different
from my life as a soldier. First, I was a captain, a mid-level officer.
Second, I was an officer with a special skill, namely dentistry. So,
while I had superiors, they tended not to bother me because they
didn’t know exactly what I did.
So, if someone in the Air Transport Command had a dental
problem in the South Pacific, I was contacted and flown to the
soldier’s air base. I would fix the decayed tooth and check out others
at the base. Sometimes there would be fewer than a dozen people at
a remote base, so I would complete my work and wait until someone
else, somewhere else, needed dental work. If no one needed dental
work, I would just remain on the island for a while.
When I first went into the
Army I did what they trained
me to do at school where I
turned out perfect work. My
first assignment was in the
Philippine Islands in a 25-dentist
clinic. My boss came up to me
and said, “Leo they judge us here
on quantity not quality. You’re
doing too good work. Do it
faster.”
In New Caledonia, I bought
a horse from a farmer and I used
to go horseback riding to work.
I once went up to a small
village in the mountains of New
Los Negros Island in the Admiralty
Guinea where the men wore tin
Islands, September 1945. Home
cans as jewelry. These were cut
was 9,460 miles away.
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off and slid over their arms. I enjoyed visiting the natives who were
primitive but friendly. In other places, we had to check our boots in
the morning to make sure there were neither snakes nor scorpions in
them.
I came back with a
lot of shells from Shell
Island. I brought a whole
collection of cowry shells
home, which the kids
loved when they were
growing up.
When I was in
New Guinea, I knew my
brother was in the Army
in Manila so I asked my boss if he could get me on a plane to Manila
to visit my brother. So, he wrote up Army orders, as if they were
official orders, that I was being transferred to Manila to consult with
headquarters. I went to Manila, visited my brother Sidney for a day
or two and came back.
I spent the last months of the war in Australia, mainly around
Brisbane. I was on a
remote island when
an officer arrived on
his way to Australia.
He had a dental
problem and he
asked if I could fix it.
I said, “Sure.” Then
he said he could not
stay on the island,
and asked if I could
travel to Australia to
fix his teeth. Again, I
said, “Sure,” and off I
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went to Brisbane. Brisbane was a great place to be for an
American officer. My officer’s pay was good, the food was good,
and most of the Australian men were elsewhere fighting the war.
I really enjoyed my job as an army dentist. Maybe it was the best
job I ever had. I didn’t have to worry about maintaining a private
office or building a practice. Here I’m in the Army. I had a good rank
and my boss couldn’t tell me what to do because he didn’t know my
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work and wherever I went I was the only dentist for at least 500 miles
around. Wherever they sent me I was the only American dentist. I
got a lot of respect because they might need me.
On August 14, 1945, Japan surrendered and WWII was over. I
was in Brisbane, one of millions of Americans scattered around the
world, all of whom wanted to go home. Soldiers sailed home in ships
laden with people on their way home. Others flew home.
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It was an enormous undertaking, and I didn’t get my turn to go
home until July 1946. I flew to San Francisco and received my discharge papers. At that time, I was promoted to Major, though I was
a Captain throughout the war. The army promoted a lot of people at
the time of discharge. It made the soldiers happy and it didn’t cost the
army a dime. After I was discharged, I was placed in a seat on a train
to Baltimore, and I sat in that seat for three days and three nights.
When I got off that train, I was a married father with one child, no job
and no income.
On my record, I have a bronze star from being in a combat area,
but I never saw combat. From time to time I was near combat, but I
never actually felt like my life was in danger.
Below is a brief description of the New Guinea Campaign. That is
what you will read in the history books. You won’t read about a dentist
having a good time.

People of New Guinea
The New Guinea campaign of the Pacific War lasted from January
1942 until the end of the war in August 1945. During the initial
phase in early 1942, the Empire of Japan invaded the Australianadministered territories of the New Guinea Mandate and Papua and
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overran western New Guinea, which was a part of the Netherlands
East Indies. During the second phase, lasting from late 1942 until the
Japanese surrender, the Allies − consisting primarily of Australian and
US forces − cleared the Japanese first from Papua, then the Mandate
and finally from the Dutch colony.
The campaign resulted in a crushing defeat and very heavy losses
for Empire of Japan. As in most Pacific War campaigns, disease and
starvation claimed more Japanese lives than enemy action. Most
Japanese troops never even came into contact with Allied forces, and
were instead simply cut off and subjected to an effective blockade
by the US Navy. Garrisons were effectively besieged and denied
shipments of food and medical supplies, and as a result, some claim
that 97% of Japanese deaths in this campaign were from non-combat
causes. According to one historian the campaign “...was arguably the
most arduous fought by any Allied troops during World War II.”
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8
Anti-Semitism in the
1930s and 1940s

I

fought anti-Semitism in my own way. My first experience with
anti-Semitism was when I was a student in the University of Maryland
Dental School. In dental school, we had a point requirement − you
had to do so many fillings and root canals to pass. When a patient
walked into the dental clinic they would be assigned to one of the fairhaired boys. I don’t know how they got away with it. They weren’t only
prejudiced against Jews. It was a state supported school paid for with
taxpayer money and they would not admit black people to the student
body or let them go to the clinic.
They weren’t even ashamed of it. The dean of my dental school
was the president of the American Dental Association. He wrote
an article in the American Dental Journal which said dentistry is a
wonderful profession but there are too many people of one group in
it. Meaning Jews.
There was a lot of segregation at that time. Jews and Christians
didn’t mix. I was in Sigma Epsilon Delta, the Jewish dental fraternity.
There were four fraternities, two Jewish and two Christian, but there
was no mixing.
One day I went to a dental lecture and sat next to a friendly guy
who introduced himself as a member of the board of admissions of
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the University of Pennsylvania dental school. He told me, “I don’t
have a prejudiced bone in my body but if we admitted students to our
school based only on merit the entire school would be full of Jewish
boys from New York and Philadelphia and my son could never get in.”
Here’s a funny story. One day after one of my patients left, the
next one came in and told me, “You know that patient who just walked
out? He hates Jews but he’ll only go to a Jewish dentist”
I fought anti-Semitism in my own way. While I was in dental
school, I got a job between Christmas and New Year working in
Baltimore for Western Union as a telegram delivery boy. They gave
me a special assignment. There was a prisoner of war camp nearby
and they sent me to collect Christmas greetings the prisoners wanted
to send to their families in Germany. I picked them up and took them
to my apartment and burnt them in an ashtray. I’m not sure that
should be in this book because it was illegal, but I figure the statute of
limitations is over and even if it isn’t, what will they do to a 99-yearold. Anyway, I couldn’t see myself helping the Nazis send greetings to
their families in Germany.
I was in the Army in a uniform for three years and this might be
the most heroic thing I did.
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Career

A dentist not only has to know what to do,
but be able to do it.

1701 West 1st Steet, the corner house, was my dental office for 30 years.

M

y first job was doing deliveries for $5 a week for a kosher
butcher. I had some other menial jobs when I was young like working
for Western Union, and as a shipping clerk in my father’s company.
Those were temporary jobs while I was in school.
My first career choice as a college student was engineering, but
my extended family used to tell me as a Jewish person I’d never make
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out in engineering. They said I should be independent, so I chose
dentistry instead. I could have chosen medicine but I was a playboy in
college, so I didn’t have the grades to get into medical school.
I enjoyed being a dentist in that I was well paid for what I did and
I got a lot of respect. My patients became my friends. I also enjoyed
retiring from dentistry.
I met my wife in dental school but she wasn’t a student. There
were only two girls in the entire school, and neither of them were in
my class.
When I got out of the Army I first went to Baltimore and then
back to New York. In dentistry, each state has a licensing procedure
so when I was in the Army I took the NY State Board exam and could
have practiced in California since they recognized the NY license.
My brother Sidney was there and invited me to set up a practice in Los
Angeles, but I already had a license for New York, so I followed the
path of least resistance and went to New York and opened an office in
my Brooklyn neighborhood.
There were lots of dentists returning from military duty, and
all of us were looking to set up our own private practice. Corporate
dentistry did not exist in 1946. Dentists had to open an office and
attract patients to make a living. I was fortunate in that I found a
corner building in Brooklyn where I could rent the first floor as both
a dental office and an apartment.
Nowadays, what I did would not pass code enforcement, but
no one cared in those days. We lived in a corner of the first-floor
apartment, and I set up an office in the rest of the space. The owner
of the building lived upstairs. A few years later, I bought the building
for $12,000, moved my family of four upstairs, and devoted the
downstairs to my office.
I just looked up my old office at 1701 West 1st Street, Brooklyn,
NY. I found that the building was built in 1923 and sold for $4,000.
I sold it in for about $60,000 in 1979. It is currently worth about
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$750,000. The listing states:
DENTIST OFFICE IN THIS PLACE FOR OVER 30 YEARS
=3-4 LARGE OPERATING ROOMS
=VERY LARGE BEAUTIFUL RECEPTION AREA
=DENTAL LAB
=COMFORTABLE DOCTOR’S OFFICE
=NICE REST / LUNCH AREA
=USE OF BACK YARD
=CAN BE RENTED FULLY EQUIPPED (OPTIONAL)
=GREAT EXPOSURE OF CORNER LOCATION
=NEAR TRAINS AND BUSES
=HUGE AREAS FOR SIGNS
=READY FOR THE NEW DENTIST!!
This is, of course, wrong. A dental office has been there for 71
years.
I adopted the fee schedule of the neighborhood which was $2 for
a filling on a baby tooth and $3 on a regular tooth. I thought I was
stealing because it only cost me 5 cents for the materials. But even
at $3 a filling I always had enough money and managed to send three
kids to college and bought a house. It worked out well. I didn’t get
rich but I made a good living.
I met a dentist a few years ago who worked on my teeth. He
told me I practiced during the best years of dentistry. “Why,” I asked
him. “I was only getting $3 a filling and you’re getting $63.” He said,
“It’s what accrues to the bottom line that counts.” I can’t believe his
expenses can be that high.
I had no trouble keeping patients. My patients were so loyal. I
had people who moved to California and came back to see me.
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When I became a dentist, practically no one over 60 had their
own teeth. If a tooth bothered you they’d pull it out. When I started
my practice, everyone lost teeth, but I tried to keep my patients from
losing theirs. It wouldn’t be unusual for a patient to say to me, “How
much to fix it? I’d tell him $10. “How much to take it out?” That was
$5. They’d say take it out. That’s how people thought about teeth in
those days.
My philosophy was to try to save teeth. I did that, worked hard
at it and saved my patients’ teeth. I didn’t take the easy way out, but I
tried to do the right thing. I was rewarded because my patients were
very loyal. Also, I tried to minimize pain by using very sharp needles
when giving Novocain shots. In the early days of my practice, we did
not have disposable needles. You had to sterilize your needles and
sharpen them. It took time to carefully sharpen a needle. I enjoyed the
craft of dentistry, I was very creative and I was rewarded for it. I was
happy to accomplish something good.
The downside was that the hours were much too long. I was very
overworked. I’d try to do a good job but wound up working 60 hours
a week and barely got to see my kids. I got up early in the morning,
had a glass of milk and a Twinkie, got in my car and drove from our
home in Valley Stream to my office in Brooklyn. The drive was about
an hour. Often, I didn’t get home until after 10PM, so the kids were
asleep. Sometimes I’d see them during the week, but not every day.
I got stuck seeing school kids in the afternoon. In those days
kids got a note from school to come in to my office. I couldn’t make
an appointment with each one so I’d have standing room only in my
waiting room.
Why did I do it? The patients were knocking on my door. I
couldn’t turn anyone away. I’d bring a can of spam to work, eat lunch
in the dental chair and then fall asleep in the chair for five minutes.
I wanted to spend more time with my kids but I was trapped by the
business. If there was a patient sitting in my chair, I had to take care
of them.
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If I had it to do over again I wouldn’t work so hard. I’d work
much shorter hours and work strictly by appointment. In those days
if anyone asked me what I wanted, I’d say more leisure time.
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Toba “Toby” Levy

December 8, 1918 - December 2, 2000
Married 57 years

T

oby was my first romance. I did have a girlfriend in college, at NYU, where I used to go to the dances. But I never had a real
romance until I met Toby through a friend at dental school. His date
was a friend of Toby’s and he asked me to double date. At that time,
I had a 1932 convertible. I paid $20 for it. You could call it a jalopy,
but it was cool and not many people had cars. The doors didn’t open
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so you had to put the top down and climb over the door to get in and
out. I had to crank it to get it started. I was a young guy so it didn’t
matter. We got married when I was 25, in 1943, and we were married
until she passed in 2000.

Left: Toby wrote on the back of this photo: “We’re not yet
Dr. & Mrs. - - - won’t be long now. Sun., Jan. 17, 1943.”
Right: “Reading the marriage certificate Sun. Jan. 17.”

We were very compatible, we liked the same things, and we did
everything together like going to shows and movies. Toby was a fan62
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tastic dancer. I’d do the box step and she’d do the fancy steps. She
made me look like a good dancer but I wasn’t. Toby was very sociable.
I wasn’t like that at all. I was reticent. It didn’t hurt that she was also
quite beautiful.
Dating was peculiar for me since I didn’t have any money and I
didn’t have any income. I was a student, living off my father. I couldn’t
ask him for more money just because I had a girlfriend. So, Toby and
I each paid our own way. She worked for a chain of dry cleaning
stores and traveled to the different stores as a supervisor.
Toby was born in Baltimore, Maryland. Her parents were Samuel
Levy and Lena Hamburger. Toby had three older siblings - Annette,
Nathan, and Ethel. She had a difficult childhood because she was orphaned by age nine and taken in by her 18-year-old sister Annette
who raised her as part of a happy family. Annette was married at that
time and she was wonderful to her.

Left: Toby wrote the following on the back of this photo: March
18, 1944 - nigh on 8 mo. “that-a-way.” Clearwater Beach,
Florida. “Don’t mind my belly ‘cause it’s Heire.”
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Toby and I got married while I was still in dental school. The
wedding was an afternoon party in Toby’s aunt’s house. A rabbi
performed the ceremony. My parents drove down for the wedding
but just a few people were there: her family, my roommate and my
parents--that was about it. Since I was still a student and couldn’t
ask my father for money, after we got married Toby still supported
herself. My father was sending me ten dollars a week and out of that I
had to pay rent and food and all my expenses.
When I went on active duty, Toby got a government allowance
since she was my wife.
Toby was very artistic and capable and lovable. Wherever she went
people liked her. One of my friends
used to say, “Toby could start a conversation with a doorstop.” Another friend said, “She could sell a man
shoes if he had no feet.” She was
very convincing.
She helped me at the office
part of the time but she also loved
antiques. She and her friend, Flo
Friedman, became partners and
opened an antique shop. Many
summers she went to Europe to
buy antiques--to Scotland and other places. But the antique business
was mainly a hobby. She never made very much money at it because
whatever money came in she’d buy more merchandise. But she and
Flo really enjoyed it and they learned enough about antiques, including antique jewelry, to cover her expenses, including travel, plus a
little profit. I remember accompanying her once when she was “antiquing.” She looked at a box of tableware that had a low price on the
box. At first Toby thought that was the price of the box, but the owner
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said it included the tableware in the box. Toby didn’t want to seem
too eager, so she bargained with the guy and brought the price down
by about a dollar. When we got in the car, she told me that she just
bought a complete setting for 8 of high quality silver tableware, in the
original box. She was very proud of that. Flo’s husband was a lawyer
and we had a lot in common. So, when the two women were doing
antiques, Sid and I would talk.

Toby and I were compatible in a lot of ways, we got along very
well. She went along with what I wanted to do. Even though she had
no interest in dude ranches or traveling she went along with all the
vacations I organized. On one trip, Toby developed severe pain in
her back while driving cross country. We looked at the map and saw
that we were near Rochester, Minnesota, home of the Mayo Clinic. I
offered to take her there, but she said she’d be OK. She thought she
had a kidney stone and it would pass. Well, she suffered the entire day,
and part of the next. When we got to a dude ranch, she was still in
pain a, but feeling a little better. She decided to join us and, while we
were riding, she said, “I just passed the stone.” Imagine that – riding a
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horse with a kidney stone.
Toby didn’t push me too hard to do things I did not want to do.
She liked going to Broadway shows and other theater, but I didn’t, so
we hardly ever went. Maybe I should have gone a bit more, but I was
working so hard that when I was off I wanted to do things I enjoyed.
We were happiest in retirement. I went to breakfast with my
friends and she’d play tennis.
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Charlotte

C

harlotte Gladstone was my life partner after Toby died. She
was in the same high school as me but we never knew each other. We
met about 1998 when my wife and her husband were living in the
same Alzheimer’s home. I used to go every day to feed Toby. I noticed
Charlotte at the next table also coming everyday to feed her husband.
Almost no one else in the Alzheimer’s home had visitors.
One day, after
lunch, we went
out together. Our
spouses were alive,
but they didn’t
know us anymore.
They didn’t talk, or
even recognize who
we were. I invited
her for a hot dog on
the beach on 4th of
July. Soon, we began traveling together, and then living together. All
the while our spouses were living in the nursing home. This is a photo
of us on Christmas 2007. We were together 19 years.
After Charlotte died, I had another girlfriend but then she got
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sick. Now I’m looking for number 4 but it’s hard to find number 4.
Any girl who’ll date a 99-year-old guy who’s hard of hearing is not the
kind of girl I’m looking for. I’m joking because the last relationship
I had was very good. I met her when I was 95 and she was 89. We
lived in the same community and I met her at the pool. We started
talking in the pool and then we took a walk together and a relationship developed. She’s in a nursing home now. She doesn’t even know
me anymore.
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A Home

of

My Own

It was not only a brand-new house but a brand-new neighborhood that
was completely occupied with brand new people like me and my family.

18 Eastwood Lane, Valley Stream, N.Y., is a 1,465-square-foot,
single-family home built in 1951. It contains 2.5 bathrooms. We
planted the tree about 1955.

I

opened my dental practice in 1946, shortly after returning
from the war. I bought a two-story building on the corner of West
1st Street and Quentin Road, in Brooklyn. At first, I organized the
downstairs into an office and apartment, but then we lived upstairs,
and my office was on the first floor. A coal-fired furnace was in the
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basement. I worked hard and by 1951, I was able to buy a house. I
wanted to live in Hicksville, a nice community on the north shore
of Long Island. Toby vetoed that idea. “How can I tell my family in
Baltimore that I live in Hicksville?” she said. Anyway, our upstairs
apartment was too small for a family of four and we were in the
market for a house.
One day in 1950, one of my dental school classmates, Sid Dulberg,
asked me if I wanted to take a drive out to Long Island and look at a
new housing development that he was interested in.
I said “sure” and off we went in his car. When we got to Valley
Stream, we turned off Sunrise Highway, then a two-lane road, and visited the sales center for Green Acres in Valley Stream, a new Chanin
development. I liked what I saw and I bought a house.
I remember that day quite well. The GI Bill enabled me to buy the
house with no money down. I owned my office building in Brooklyn,
I had a wife and two kids, and I had $13 in the bank. I did not have
any disability or life insurance, so I realized that if I got sick we would
quickly face bankruptcy.
Why Valley Stream? Brooklyn was very crowded. The Belt
Parkway went east to Long Island where they were building new
homes. I chose one of the first communities built so I would have
access to the office where I worked.
Sid bought the house at 14 Eastwood Lane. I figured that it
might be better if we were not next-door neighbors, so I bought the
house at 18 Eastwood Lane, across the street from a large empty lot
which eventually became the local elementary school. The house was
beautiful. Two bathrooms. What a luxury that was. It was not only
a brand-new house but a brand-new neighborhood that was completely occupied with brand new people like me and my family, so we
made a lot of good friends that lasted a lifetime and we were happy
living there. They were all people like us looking for a new home
away from the city.
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I still can’t believe I bought a house without Toby even seeing
it first. Toby was visiting her sister in Baltimore. She never saw the
house, and I did not call to tell her about it. Phone calls were a small
fortune in those days. I figured I could tell her when she got home.
By today’s standards the house was not expensive. Our two-bedroom house with a basement on a 60 by 100-foot lot cost $14,480.
With the GI Bill, there was no money down and the interest rate was
very low, maybe 4%.
So, we moved into our new house and got beds for Steve and
Marc and one for us. When I saved a little money, I bought more
furniture.
In those days, there was no air conditioning. It got hot in the
summer, so people opened their windows to let the fresh air in. If the
screens weren’t tight, we also let in the flies, so we maintained good
screens. In New York the temperature outside started to cool by late
afternoon, so we would often see people sitting out front on chairs in
the driveway. Others would walk by and people would talk. There was
more social interaction then.
A few years after we bought the house, we got a large attic fan.
I doubt if they make attic fans anymore. Attic fans blew hot air out
of the attic, causing a partial vacuum in the house. So, if you opened
a window, you got a nice breeze coming in. It was much better than
sitting in a hot room, but not nearly as good as air-conditioning.
When Ricky started to get bigger, we needed another bedroom so
we built an extension on the back of the house. The extension added
a nice family room with a fireplace, two new bedrooms and another
bathroom. We also enlarged the kitchen so there was enough room for
a breakfast table. When bills were due for the extension, I paid them
in cash. I remember that the contractor, Emil, said that I was the only
person who ever paid him in cash instead of taking out a mortgage
for the extension. That surprised me. I always paid for things in cash. I
did not like debt. Decades later I bought a car and the price was lower
if I took out a short-term loan for part of the purchase price. The
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dealer said that they could not provide me with a loan since I did not
have any credit history. I considered that and decided it would be a
good idea if I established a credit history. My credit score is now about
825. The last time I bought a car, at about age 95, the dealer said I had
the highest credit score he ever saw.
Getting back to our house, it had an unfinished basement.
I decided to finish it. I bought a Craftsman table saw at Sears, and
everything else I would need, including all the wiring and electrical
fixtures. We didn’t have to worry about building permits in those
days. I just did it. When I was finished, the basement was divided into
six separate rooms, and an additional bathroom. It had a linoleum
floor, recessed book shelves, and a home dental office.
I closed the dental office when neighbors started to stop by on
weekends asking me to check out their teeth. I worked hard enough
during the week. Ricky turned my office into a plant nursery with
grow lights.
By 1954 we were settled into our new house, which by then had
enough furniture. I started thinking about what I really wanted to do.
So, one morning in May 1954, I woke up and told the family that we
were going to buy a boat.
We drove around and I found a brand new18’ Barbour with a 25
horsepower Johnson outboard motor.
Our Second Home - Bucky’s Boat Basin
Ed Buckley’s Boat Basin on South Grove Street, Freeport, became
our second home. We loved that boat and explored all the bays out
to Short Beach Cove and even Jones inlet. We fished, according to
the season, for flounder, fluke, sea bass and porgies. Sometimes I
would go out with friends fishing for blackfish, snappers, bluefish,
and weakfish by bridge pilings. If the weather was good, we’d go out
to the wreck off Jones Beach.
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Short Beach Cove was amazing in those days. It was like a
miniature bay cut into the sandy barrier island just off Long Island.
The western part of the cove was the Coast Guard Station for the
Jones Inlet region. The rest was open to pleasure boats, but there were
virtually none. We could anchor a few feet off the sandy beach, jump
overboard and walk to land. On the sand, there were a multitude
of horseshoe crabs. Clams were everywhere in the wet sand at the
water’s edge. And we saw seahorses in the shallow water. That is the
only place I ever saw a live seahorse in the wild.
As the years passed, more and more boats found this tiny cove.
Now, I do not think I would swim in the water, but then it was like a
wilderness.
Once we took a walk across the sand towards the ocean a few
hundred yards away. On the way, we found ourselves in the midst of
seagull nesting grounds. As we approached, the seagulls took flight.
There were so many they darkened the sky. Steve picked up an egg
and the gulls started dive bombing us. They swooped so close to our
heads that we each picked up a stick and swung it around our heads
for protection. But they kept coming until I told Steve to put the egg
down. I don’t know if that had anything to do with it, but the gulls
stopped attacking and we continued to the ocean, being very careful
not to disturb the nests.
We had a great time on our little boat, but it was too small to
safely take through Jones Inlet to the open ocean, then one of the
most dangerous inlets on the east coast. So, a few years later I traded
in our 18-foot Barbour for a 27-foot Luhr Sea Skiff with an inboard
motor, bunks in the bow, a small galley and even a head. That boat
was amazingly sea worthy. I felt like I could take it anywhere. We
often went through Jones Inlet, with waves crashing on the sandbar to
the west of the inlet. That was a dangerous place for a small boat, but I
had confidence in my boat. That’s the Luhr Sea Skiff behind Toby and
me on the dock.
This boat was made for fishing, with a large open back deck. On
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The Luhr Sea Skiff behind Toby and me on the dock.

the weekends, we usually went to Short Beach, though sometimes
we would go to Jones Beach or other beaches.
We met other people who had boats, including the Hillmans,
neighbors in Green Acres. At the time, there were a number of very
expensive yacht clubs for the rich and famous. None of us wanted to
pay the fees for these clubs, but we did want to have a club. Thus, was
born the No Dues Yacht Club, complete with our own flag that we
flew proudly from the bow of our boat.
Our excursions generally took us to Short Beach though it started
to get crowded by the early 1960s. At the beginning, we were alone
like Robinson Crusoe. West End Beach had not yet been developed
and that wilderness was populated by sky-darkening flocks of gulls
and terns.
The water depth along Short Beach shore fell off precipitously to
facilitate boats getting close to shore. I remember when Marc jumped
off the bow of the skiff with the anchor. The water was deeper than he
thought and he sank to the bottom with the anchor. He let go of the
anchor and later he said, “I can swim but I swim to the bottom.”
Our next boat was a 1939 32’ Richardson wide beam, single
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screw, with a top speed of 8 knots. By then boating near Freeport had
become quite congested. We looked for another place to dock. After a
lot of searching, we found a small marina just east of Greenport, Long
Island. The marina had a rickety old dock. The owner said that he
would build a floating dock and a bathroom with showers if all eight
boats in the No Dues Yacht Club rented from him. So, each boat sailed
out to Greenport, a trip of about 100 miles, through the Shinnecock
Canal, and then north to Shelter Island to Greenport, near the tip of
the North Fork of Long Island.
It took about two hours to drive to Greenport, so we used to
drive out on Friday afternoon and return home on Sunday. During
the weekend, we would go to a variety of places, including Lee’s
Beach on Shelter Island, the dunes in Peconic Bay, the Long Beach
Bar Lighthouse, and other remote beaches. Each summer we took a
longer trip. Once we went up to Cape Cod, other times we went to
Martha’s Vineyard.
My brother Seymour never came with us on our boat as far as I
remember. Seymour was a radioman on ships off the coast of Japan
in WWII. He used to talk about storms at sea, watching waves break
over the decks of the naval ships. I guess he had enough of boating.
My parents came out a few times. I don’t think they ever swam.
My father always had a cigar in his mouth. He sat proudly but did not
do much. My mother did not say much either, but she quietly smiled.
I think she enjoyed the boat
During our time boating, we had an aquaplane. An aquaplane is
like water skis, except it is a single board and the board is attached to
the boat by a long rope. You stand on the board holding onto a rope
handle. The kids had great fun jumping the waves.
We also built sea walls at low tide at Short Beach Cove and often
effectively blocked the rising tide for hours until a small wave would
breach our fortifications and the whole place would flood.
We caught so many fish we got a deep freezer to store the fillets
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and we gave fish to the neighbors. When will I ever taste fresh fish
like that again? Our vegetable garden was covered and fertilized with
fish.
I loved everything about boating. I loved the water, the boats,
fishing, swimming, navigating. When I was on a boat I was happy.
Toby, on the other hand, didn’t swim, but she did cook and clean,
without a maid to assist. In retrospect, it was a lot more fun for me
than for her.

78

Macro 13.indd 78

1/9/18 2:47 PM

13
My Sons
Being friends with your kids is the best way to raise them.
Stephen “Steve”
Born 5/10/1944
Baltimore,
Maryland
Marc
Born 5/8/1947
Brooklyn, New
York
Eric “Ricky”
Born 2/17/1954
Valley Stream, New
York
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y children were my friends. With my parents, we led separate lives. They loved me but we had nothing in common.
Steve was the first, born in 1944. At the time, I was in the Army
and stationed in Mississippi or Tennessee. Toby went home to Baltimore to have Steve. After he was born she joined me and we lived
together for a year and a half before I went overseas.
Steve was a happy kid. His uncle Bernie nicknamed him “Smiling Jack.”
Marc and Ricky were born after the war in New York. Marc,
in 1947 in Brooklyn, and Ricky seven years later. I don’t remember
much about those days because I was working 60 hours a week so I
had no home life. I’d get up drive to work, work all day, drive home,
drop into bed, drive to work, come home and start the same thing
over again. I worked six days a week and 9-12 on Sundays at home.
Toby took care of raising the kids.
The boys were wild. Steve was three years older than Marc.
Marc always wanted to latch on and play with him but Steve did not
want to play with his younger brother. Steve, the talker, was the most
articulate, and the most sociable.
Marc stayed to himself but he was the most adventurous. We
had a cabin cruiser with a dinghy. Once, in the harbor at Martha’s
Vineyard, Marc took the dinghy out in gale force winds and it turned
over and he lost the mast. I thought he was committing suicide,
diving under the water trying to find the mast, but he found it. Later
he told me that the rudder was not steering the boat because of the
force of the wind. He was heading straight towards a large yacht like a
torpedo. People on the yacht came out on deck watching as the dinghy
sailed towards its bow. Just before striking the yacht, Marc managed
to turn the dinghy over to avoid a crash.
They say kids being on their own teaches self-reliance but you can’t
find anyone more self-reliant than my son Marc. After he made a few
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bucks he bought an around-the-world airline ticket and he traveled
around the world twice. He lived in the strangest communities. Marc
traveled to the hinterland of Mexico and then Fiji. He worked as a
doctor in New Zealand and then Australia. He worked for the Flying
Doctors and he was a ship’s doctor. Then he opened an office in a
remote coastal area south of Sydney.
Ricky was the baby, the darling of the family. His given name
was Eric, but he was only four pounds at birth, so we nicknamed him
“Ricky.” He was always a pleasure to be with. Everyone doted on him.
He was always generous and he never argued. Recently he gave me
a gas credit card with so many points that I didn’t have to pay for gas
for years.
I never had to punish my children. I never hit them or disciplined them. I believe in leading by example. I would talk to them
and reason with them. I was more on their level. I put my kids on
track and they stayed on track. If they tried to wander off, I discouraged them.
I had the kind of relationship with my children that I didn’t have
with my parents. When my children were little and I didn’t have a
lot of money, I took them camping to the White Mountains with my
sister and her kids. For a few dollars, I bought a tent and we all slept
on the ground. We’d bathe in the river in the ice water and we’d cook
on an open fire. That was our adventure and we all enjoyed it.
I took my kids on family vacations, to dude ranches, camping, on cross-country trips to see
the national parks. Starting in the
mid-1950s we started vacationing
in Florida during the winter holidays. Since we did not have much
time, we developed an efficient use
of our time. It worked like this:
We would pack the car after
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I got home from work on Thursday. Then I would take a nap for a
few hours, and we would leave about midnight. We drove all night. It
worked out better that way because there was less traffic. Our route
took us through New York City, then the Staten Island ferry to the
New Jersey Turnpike. The NJ Turnpike was the only highway from
New York to Miami in those days.
We then took Route 301 south. We used the AAA Triptiks for
guidance along the way. I remember that there was a traffic trap in
Jessup, Ga. There was a single traffic light designed to allow 3.5 cars
through the light. The police ticketed every fourth car. It got so bad
that the AAA threatened to re-route traffic around Jessup, adding 50
miles to the trip, if the town continued its policy.
Route 301 in Florida took us to Cypress Gardens. We often
stopped to visit the gardens and to see the water-skiing show. The
water skiing was spectacular.

Cypress Gardens Waterskiing Show

Route 301 in Florida took us to Cypress Gardens. We often
stopped to visit the gardens and to see the water-skiing show. The
water skiing was spectacular.
We had some great vacations. I’d take a month vacation out of
every year. Murray Rosenberg would take my emergencies. When we
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took a vacation, all was harmony.
The most difficult part of being a parent is that it changes your
life. You must do for other people not yourself. In our family, Toby
was the parent, I was the worker. I was the one who worked long
hours to earn money and Toby stayed home to take care of the kids.
My mother never had help, but when I was raising my family
we had Eleanor, a black girl from North Carolina, as live-in help for
19 years. Toby came to help me at the office between 3 and 5 and the
maid took care of the kids. We were very fond of her. When we went
to Florida we visited her family.
I was working and could see the way the world was and I wanted
my children to fit in where they were needed and wanted. I saw
through my work that the medical profession was a good place to be
and I steered all my children into the medical field. Eric, my youngest,
wanted to be a florist. He wanted to have a flower store. I said if you
love flowers, become a doctor and you’ll make enough money to buy
a lot of flowers.
Marc was already accepted in medical school and said he didn’t
want to be a doctor. He wanted to be a physiologist. I told him you
can be whatever you want. If you want to be a physiologist get your
medical degree first because it will open doors for you.
My oldest, Steve, didn’t want to be a doctor. He wanted to be a
professor of French literature so he went to the Sorbonne in France after graduating college. After two years he realized he wasn’t going to
be able to make a living as a French teacher and decided to be a dentist. At that time, he also realized that he was going to be drafted into
the Army to serve in Viet Nam if he did not get a deferment. Steve
was in Paris at that time. He contacted dental schools in the U.S., all
of which said that it was too late to apply, especially since he had not
yet taken the dental boards.
He then contacted Marc, who was at McGill. Marc contacted
the University of Montreal Dental School, informing them that Steve
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went to McGill, was currently at the Sorbonne and if he did not get
into dental school that he would be drafted and sent to Viet Nam. The
University of Montreal accepted Steve, and he studied dentistry in
French.
I sent him to dental school. He was married and had two kids
and I supported them also. They all did better than I. Recently at a
family dinner, I picked up the check because I’m the father. The kids
started laughing at me. “How come the poorest one at the table picks
up the check?”
My proudest moment as a parent was when they were accepted
to medical and dental school.
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Clockwise from top left: Marc with
wife, Val; Leo and Steve; Toby with
Richard (Danielle on horse in background; Marc, Danielle, Richard;
Eric, Marc and Steve with Leo on his
99th birthday.

87

Macro 15 photo spread.indd 87

1/9/18 2:48 PM

Clockwise from top
left: Steve; Richard
and Leo; Leo and
Danielle; Eric

Above: Toby and Richard;
Above right: Danielle
Right: Leo and Eric
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My Friends

F

riendship has always been very important in my life. I’ve
always had great friends.
My best friend for my whole life was Sol Katzen, who was born
in South Africa. We were good friends until he died about 30 years
ago. When we were children, he and I lived on the same street and we
did everything together − bicycle riding, ice skating, roller skating,
everything like that. I grew up with him from the age of 12.
When I went to college I had a different set of friends, and another set of friends in dental school, and then neighborhood friends.
And they’re all gone now.
My best friend in college was Harold Glasser. He became a lawyer
and the chairman of major companies. He ran Miss America and
Miss Universe. I was his best friend and he was elected class president
so he appointed me social chairman. I had no skill in that department
so I worked with him to arrange dances and hire bands and things
like that. He had the skill. We dated a lot and made parties. That’s
why my grades went down after the first year.
If it weren’t for Murray Rosenberg I wouldn’t have passed dental
school. You needed to work on a certain number of clinic patients to
pass but they would assign them to the gentile students, not the Jews.
So, my friend Murray Rosenberg would approach people in the street
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to get their teeth fixed and he’d give the extra patients to me.
In Florida, Ezra from Misty Lake wouldn’t move away as long as
I lived there.
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Retirement

M

y wife and I had a happy life after I retired

I haven’t worked for 37 years, retiring when I was 61. I had a
very busy dental practice then. When Steve graduated from dental
school he joined my practice. I gradually tried to turn over as much
work to him as I could until I was only working two hours a day, four
days a week. I loved being a dentist at that time.
Then one day he said, “I don’t belong here in Brooklyn, I belong
in Israel,” so he moved to Israel and left me with the practice. I had
the choice of going back full time or giving it up. So, I sold out. I had
two choices, quit or work harder. I had enough money to stop, so I
stopped.
When we retired we moved to a townhouse in Misty Lake, in
North Miami. I had a breakfast club with four men. Every day we
went for breakfast. My wife played tennis every day and we both had
a happy life there. I was never bored.
About 28 years ago we decided to move to a new development in
Delray Beach. We were one of the first to move into Emerald Pointe.
Toby was in good health then and we enjoyed our time together.
However, she slowly started to become forgetful, and then worse. I
took care of her for as long as I could. Eventually, she could not be left
alone, and she became very unhappy in our home, so she was admitted to an Alzheimer’s facility nearby. I visited her every day, even after
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she no longer knew who I was. Watching Toby fade, and then die, was
the most difficult thing in my life.
Macro Man Is Born
I always liked math and physics, and I quickly learned to love
computers and the Internet. When I got my first computer, I was like
a kid with a great new toy.
I remember once when Jared, my grandson, came over and I tried
to sign up for Napster, the first music file sharing site. Jared showed
me how to sign up but I couldn’t. I was too old. My year of birth did
not show up on the drop-down menu of birth years, so I had to make
myself younger.
While my neighbors asked me to teach them how to turn on their
computer, I was using Sound Forge to turn Connie Francis music into
the Connie Francis Quartet. I found scratchy old music, my type of
music, on the Internet and improved the sound. I took recorded lectures from Val, my daughter-in-law, and I removed the extraneous
noises and static. It was great fun.
Then I learned how to use Excel. Since I was a child of the
Depression, I always liked to know what I owned. So, I put everything
in Excel. Then I discovered that I could find out the value of any
stock by looking it up online. So, I began to wonder how I could put
that value into my Excel spreadsheet. That led me to reading about
macros, and studying Visual Basic for Applications. It’s now easier
to write macros, especially with Excel’s new recording functionality.
In the early days, you had to write every character and insert every
space. One wrong character and the macro won’t work.
On the next page is one part of a macro that Marc still uses in
one of his business. I wrote my first macro for him in 1998, and he
still uses it.
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Macro recorded 7/16/2006 by Leo Fishman (I guess I was 88
when I wrote this):
Keyboard Shortcut: gunwal
On Error GoTo 1
Cells.Select
Selection.Copy
Sheets(“Sheet3”).Select
Range(“A1”).Select
ActiveSheet.Paste
Range(“A11:A20”).Select
Range(Selection, Selection.End(xlDown)).Select
Range(“A11:J25000”).Select
Application.CutCopyMode = False
Selection.ClearContents
Range(“A3”).Select
Sheets(“Sheet1”).Select
Range(“A1:J11”).Select
Range(“A11:A11”).Activate
Selection.Delete Shift:=xlUp
Of course, I wrote macros for myself, so I now have the luxury
of knowing the exact value of my investments simply by clicking one
button. That’s a real pleasure for a child of the Depression.
I enjoyed the challenge of working out the detailed logic that is
essential to writing a macro, and then learning how to do it. I tried to
teach it to others, but no one was interested enough to spend the time
to learn it.
My happiest time was 10-15 years ago. My vision and hearing
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hadn’t started to fade, and I had a life partner, Charlotte. We each had
our family and everyone was harmonious. We were in our 80s, but
we’d still hop in the car to visit our kids; Steve in New York and her
son Craig in Bar Harbor, Maine. I could do all those things now but I
don’t want to anymore. In those days, I enjoyed it.
My friends ask me around the pool if I’m nostalgic. I like today
better. I don’t have to work 60 hours a week to accomplish anything.
I’m enjoying retirement. But I enjoyed it more before I outlived my
companions.
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My Beliefs

M

y family is Jewish but I’m an atheist.

I was always an atheist. When I was in elementary school the
teacher asked, “Are there any atheists in class?” and I raised my hand.
But I still wouldn’t take exams on Yom Kippur or Rosh Hashanah out
of respect for the Jewish religion.
My father went to shul twice a year. My mother never went. I
never went. I was Bar Mitzvahed which wasn’t my choice; it was my
parents’ choice. My mother was Orthodox.
My mother observed Passover in that she was kosher and had
four sets of dishes but we didn’t have a Seder or go to one. After I
was married a friend made a Seder on Passover and they invited us. I
didn’t like Passover. What’s to like? You have to eat matzo.
When it comes to standing up for your beliefs or keeping your
opinions to yourself, I believe in keeping your opinions to yourself if
they’re going to create more harm than good. I’m a believer in certain
Arab proverbs, such as a friend of your enemy is your enemy, a friend
of your friend is your friend, if you pass a beggar in the street don’t
give him charity give him a kick. Why should you treat him better
than God did? That may sound harsh, but I believe people should be
rewarded for their efforts and not rely on others to take care of them,
unless, of course, they are incapable of taking care of themselves.
I’m completely against monarchy. How did the King of England
95

Macro 18.indd 95

1/9/18 2:49 PM

Macro Man

get to be so special? Karl Marx had good ideas, from each according
to his need, to each according to his ability, but it doesn’t work because
the person with ability isn’t going to work to reward someone else. I
believe in the capitalist system − that people should be rewarded for
their efforts. It’s not that I’m against helping others, but you should
help yourself and your family first. I’m a fan of Ayn Rand.
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My Favorites
Authors

M

y favorite authors are Ayn Rand, who wrote Atlas
Shrugged, and Richard Dawkins who wrote a book called The Selfish
Gene. According to him, before life existed the ocean was chemical
soup but occasionally two molecules would get together and become
one, and then they would grow and eventually that molecule would
split and become two and it got more complicated until life appeared.
Even though Rand is a darling of right wing libertarians for her
advocacy of “selfishness” and repudiation of a social safety net, and
Dawkins is considered a liberal or leftist, both are known for their
atheism.
Ayn Rand (1905–1982) was an American novelist and philosopher, and the creator of Objectivism, which she called “a philosophy
for living on earth.” She wrote novels that illustrated her ideas. The
most famous are The Fountainhead and Atlas Shrugged.
We’re not born, Rand says, with inexplicable duties to serve God
or society. She believed you should think rationally and don’t bow to
authority. Join with other people when you have real values in common and go your separate way when you don’t. Don’t try to be your
brother’s keeper or to force him to be yours. Live independently.
The essential advice of Rand’s philosophy is: embrace reason as
an absolute. This means: choose to face the facts at all times, in all ar97
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eas, whether at work or at home, in business or in love — and no matter what conclusion logically ensues, whether pleasant or unpleasant.
Clinton Richard Dawkins (born 26 March 1941) is an English
ethologist, evolutionary biologist and author.
Dawkins first came to prominence with his 1976 book “The Selfish Gene,” which popularized the gene-centered view of evolution
and introduced the term meme.
Dawkins is an atheist, and is well known for his criticism of
creationism and intelligent design. His ideas are illustrated by this
quote from The God Delusion: “There is something infantile in the
presumption that somebody else has a responsibility to give your life
meaning and point… The truly adult view, by contrast, is that our life
is as meaningful, as full and as wonderful as we choose to make it.”
My Favorite Childhood Heroes
My childhood heroes were Tom Swift, Don Sturdy and Tarzan. I
didn’t have any real people as heroes. I loved Tarzan because he could
do everything and was the best at what he did. He was adopted as a
child by a family of apes and grew up like an ape. Whatever situation
he was in he could get out of.
Tom Swift
Tom Swift from a fan page: “Tom Swift
is the name of one of the most fantastic scientific inventors of all juvenile literature.
The series that he starred in first appeared in
1910 and lasted for 100 books. Most of the
various series emphasized Tom’s inventions.
The books generally describe the effects of
science and technology as wholly beneficial,
and the role of the inventor in society as ad98
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mirable and heroic. Several famous people, including Steve Wozniak
and Isaac Asimov, have cited “Tom Swift” as an inspiration. Several
inventions, including the Taser, have been inspired allegedly by Swift’s
fictional inventions. “TASER” is said to be an acronym for “Thomas
A. Swift’s Electric Rifle.
Don Sturdy
An ad at the time reads: “Every red-blooded boy will enjoy the
thrilling adventures of Don Sturdy. In company with his uncles, one
a big game hunter, the other a noted scientist, he travels far and wide
- into the jungles of South America, across the Sahara, deep into the
African jungle, up where the Alaskan volcanoes spout, down among
the head hunters of Borneo and many other places where there is danger and excitement. Every boy who has known Tom Swift will at once
become the boon companion of daring Don Sturdy.
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Tarzan (Lord John Clayton III, Viscount Greystoke)
An archetypal feral child raised in the African jungle by the Mangani great apes; he later experiences civilization only to largely reject
it and return to the wild as a heroic adventurer.
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My Cars
My first car was a 1932 Plymouth convertible. I paid $20 for it
and the doors didn’t open. You had to put the top down and climb
over the door to get in and out. I was a young guy so it didn’t matter.
I had to crank it to get it started. My brother had a 1938 Buick convertible. It was a good car. When he was shipped overseas he gave it
to me.

In 1998, at the age of 80, I was driving the Mercedes that Ricky
gave me. It had gone well over 200,000 miles, and was beginning to
show its age. Marc said that I should get a new car, but I thought
that I was too old to buy a new car. After all, how much use could an
80-year-old get out of a car? Remember, children of the Depression
do not like to waste. Marc convinced me to go car shopping with
him, and I bought a brand-new Lexus LS400. Well, I thought, this will
certainly be my last car. Fifteen years later, I heard some rattling from
one of the front wheels. I thought there was a ball-bearing problem.
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I brought the car to the dealership and they told me that the car did,
indeed, have a problem with a wheel. However, they also said that
after driving the car into the repair bay, the transmission failed and
they could not back it out. They had to push it out. I sure got my
money out of that car. Since my driver’s license did not expire until
my 100th birthday, I decided to get a new car that same day.
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My Favorite Recreations
Gardening
I like gardening, and apparently, I had a green thumb. In Valley
Stream, we had a 60 by 100-foot lot. The house was set forward a bit
on the lot, so we had a decent sized back yard. We had an apple tree
in the yard, and I created a vegetable garden measuring 60 feet by 10
feet at the very back. We didn’t have any land when I was growing up,
so I had to learn how to garden from scratch. From books, I learned
that the fragrance from some plants wards off noxious insects. I also
learned that a small tray of beer at the bases of some plants attracts the
snails and slugs that eat the leaves. I did not use insecticide, so I paid
close attention to this information. I also learned that fertilizer made
form a wide variety of organic materials makes excellent fertilizer.
So, I didn’t throw anything out. I composted everything. I created
a compost pile, then a compost pit. I put grass cuttings and leaves into
the compost pile, and covered it with a little dirt. Soon, my neighbors
were bringing their leaves to me, and I would compost them too. The
scraps from the fish we caught − compost. Scraps from the vegetables
we’d eat, like orange rinds, cucumber skins, etc. − compost. Sometimes
Ricky brought me bags of horse manure that he would pick up from a
stable on his way home from university at Stony Brook. Also compost.
The ashes from our fireplace − compost. I converted everything to
tomatoes and cucumbers, and beans and other vegetables.
One year, a new neighbor told me that the families from his
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hometown in Sicily all had small gardens to feed their families. As the
summer wore on, he saw my beans ascending a 20-foot trellis I made
out of 2 by 4s, reaching the telephone wires and growing along the
wires. He looked through the hedges separating our properties and
saw tomato plants 12 feet high and bean plants 20 feet high. He told
me that I had nothing to learn from him, and that my garden would
feed his entire village.
When I moved to Florida I tried to garden but as hard as I tried
the insects devoured everything.
Dude Ranches
Another hobby of mine is dude ranches. Whenever I had the
time I took the kids to dude ranches and cross-country driving. One
year I made a reservation and we got in the car and drove to a dude
ranch in Montana so we’d have a real dude ranch not a city dude ranch.
On one ride, the leader asked if we had riding experience. One rider
was in the Polish Cavalry. All of us were good riders, so we galloped
across the range.
Cross Country Car Trips
Because I was my own boss, I could close my office for a month
every year and take the family in the car and we could get away from
it all. We traveled to every state in the country except Alaska and
we all had a good time. Remember cars with bench seats? We did so
much traveling that my wife and I would switch seats while driving.
I’d slide forward and move over at the wheel, she’d get behind me, and
we’d change drivers without stopping. There were no seat belts back
then.
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Advice for My Grandchildren
and Great-Grandchildren
Everything in moderation. I never got hooked on alcohol or
drugs and even in the Army where I was one of the boys we’d go to a
bar and the other guys would drink a six pack and I’d drink one beer.
I smoked at one time but only three or four cigarettes a day. Then I
started to cough from it so I gave it up and haven’t smoked since 1955.
Pick a profession where you’re needed and can be independent.
In my day it was medicine, today it might be computer science. You
want to be an independent professional where you don’t have a boss
to tell you what to do. I steered all my kids in that direction even
though it wasn’t their first choice. They don’t regret it.
Accept loss as part of life. Nobody lives forever. Even yours
truly. I believe in the Alcoholics Anonymous saying, which goes
something like, you have to make the best of conditions as they exist.
Loss doesn’t get to me, it’s an inevitable part of life.
Loyalty makes a true friendship. I’ve had many true friends in
my lifetime dating back to childhood. Friends are like family − you
stick by them.
Don’t spend your money now, save it for later. I learned this from
my parents and am still doing it. It doesn’t make sense anymore, but
I still do it.
The secret of happiness is to do what you want to do, not what you
have to do. I did the things I liked to do. I saw all the national parks
in the country. Danielle takes after me and likes horses. My career
advice to Danielle when she got out of college was, “It’s important to
do what you like.” She’d be mucking out stables now so I’m glad she
didn’t follow my advice
Take things day by day. Accept the bad things as well as good
things.
Separate work from the rest of your life. I took off a month in the
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summer and four-day weekends. I went camping, horseback riding,
boating, fishing, mountain climbing, traveling. My father never did
any of that. My father saw his life as achieving success in working.
Working was his life. Work was only part of my life. Between Christmas and New Year’s, we took the kids to Florida. I didn’t enjoy work
when there was too much of it. I did enjoy it when I worked part time
with Steve.
Be careful what you wish for because it might come true. When
I was working 60 hours a week, the thing I wanted most in this world
was more leisure time. Now I have too much leisure time.
Do the things you want to do when you are younger, not just because you may not have good health when you are older but, also, you
just might not feel like doing things when you get old.
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Everything You Always
Wanted
(but

W

to

Know About Leo

probably never asked)

hat are your political opinions?

At one time, I was an admirer of Karl Marx because it would be
great if everyone had what they needed. In practice, it didn’t work
because people don’t want to work for a reward that someone else
gets. If you work you want the reward for your work. People like
Bernie Sanders say everyone should get a college education. My father worked his ass off to pay for mine. I don’t want to pay for other
people. If there’s a free education the taxpayer must pay for it. I believe in capitalism. If people work they should be rewarded for it. I
don’t believe in hereditary monarchies like North Korea, or even England. How does anyone have the right to be king because his father
was king.
What would you like your funeral to be like?
Take me out on a boat, tie a cinderblock to my leg and throw me
overboard. I don’t want a religious ceremony. Once I’m dead I don’t
care, I don’t want anyone to bother. I’m history. Forget about me. I
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know that won’t happen, but it would be OK with me if it did.
Do you believe in ghosts or believe there are things we can’t see?
No. And if I did ever see anything like that I’d assume it was
an electrical phenomenon because the brain works by electricity. I
wouldn’t believe it. Religious people have faith, as if that’s so great.
Faith means believing in something for which there’s no evidence.
You believe it because someone else told you.
What’s the one thing you want people to remember about you?
I had a successful life. Whatever I sought to do, I achieved. I
raised my family well, I’m financially comfortable now.
If you could go back to any age and relive it what age and why?
65. At 65 I was newly retired, I had a group of friends, we went to
breakfast every day, I had compatible companionship all the time. I
was one of the boys. They all died. In those days, my friends would sit
next to me and talk to me. Now, I go to the pool and sit down at one
of the tables, I come out of the pool and sit at a different table. I can’t
have a conversation because of my hearing. Or maybe it’s because I’m
a different generation. They consider me a hero because I’m able to
function at this age. I’m one of the best swimmers and exercisers at
the pool but I can’t talk to people because I don’t hear them.
Do you think meaningful work is important in life?
My work was just a job. I did it to earn a living.

did?

Is there anything you wanted to say to your children that you never
I wasn’t verbal. My parents never, ever said “I love you,” so I
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never did either. But I’m starting to now. I’ve always had a good
relationship with my children. They were my best friends. We were
companions.
How important has physical appearance been to your relationships?
It’s important, but character, attitude and behavior are more
important.
What would you have done differently if no one was watching?
When I was working I knew I was being judged. And I knew
I needed people’s confidence so I behaved accordingly. Appearance
and behavior are part of your professional profile. I had to inspire
confidence. Now I go to the pool and I don’t comb my hair, I don’t
take a shave, I don’t care about people judging me.
What was the happiest time of your life aside from retirement?
I had such a good time when I first went into the Army. I was
just out of school where they demanded perfection, and here I go into
the Army and I’m an officer. It was like summer camp. I didn’t have
to fight, I was there to fix their teeth.
What matters most in life besides being successful?
Happiness. Anything that leads to making you feel good is good
and if it makes you feel bad it’s bad.
How about altruism? What makes a good person and what makes
a bad person?
It depends who makes up the standards. There are no good
people or bad people. We are just organisms. The standard answer is
a good person helps others and bad person hurts others. But I agree
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with Ayn Rand who said whatever you do you’re doing it for yourself
because it makes you feel good. Inwardly it gives you a good feeling.
What’s the purpose of life?
There is no purpose. We’re just like trees.
What’s the most embarrassing thing you’ve ever done?
I’m usually not embarrassed but when I went into the Army even
as an officer I had to go through basic training. So, we’re marching
and they gave each person a chance to be the drillmaster. When it was
my turn I did the hut, hut, hut, then my voice cracked and everyone
started laughing at me.
What is the most memorable present you ever received?
My son, Eric, became a doctor and he wanted to buy Toby and
me an automobile. We wanted a Mercedes that cost $40,000 and he
said he’d buy it. He only had $38,000-- he was a young doctor starting
out-- so I had to chip in $2,000 for the car. That’s how generous he
was.
What was your wisest decision?
The way I raised my children to be my friends and enjoy life.
Who did you talk to at times of trouble?
Only my children. I was always independent. I’d only depend on
my children and grandchildren.
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Conclusion
I have no regrets. I feel like I had a successful life. Things worked
out for me, except for things you can’t control, like my wife getting
sick. I don’t remember ever having an enemy. I had a charmed life.
Things went my way.

Leo with great-granddaughter Meira Fishman.
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What Others Have Said
About Leo
Stephen Fishman, DDS
My dad was a man who didn’t say
much and he never told us to watch what
he did. But I did watch what he did. Because of that and because of my own spontaneity, I learned a lot.
I remember after my dad took a shower
he would shave slowly with a double edge
razor and shaving cream. When I’d done
something bad I’d run into the bathroom
and slam the door. My mother would be
yelling at me, “Come out of there now!”
My dad wouldn’t open the door. I didn’t realize at the time how
brave it was because my mother wouldn’t calm down. He just stood
there peacefully. Nothing bothers him and he always took the most
peaceful, unencumbered route and didn’t bother anyone. Those are
my earliest memories.
He liked Dugan’s chocolate frosted cupcakes. Dugan delivered to
us. The milk was also delivered in those days in Valley Stream. When
I was a kid I thought Dugan’s was the biggest company in the country.
It turned out I never saw it again in my life. Every day for him was
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a glass of milk and cupcake and off to Brooklyn which was 17 miles
away on the Belt Parkway.
My mother was an orphan, her parents died six months apart
when she was 9. I ended up understanding later that the rug was
pulled out from under her and she never really felt secure and she felt
like she was missing something. I was her first child. Her oldest sister
who raised her had just gotten married, so I was the first grandchild. I
was important to my Aunt Annette, to my mother, to my grandfather
who was a wild, crazy guy ,so I was very self-centered. I was also like
one of the Katzenjammer kids − spontaneous, always doing things
like dropping water balloons out of my grandparents’ 12th floor
apartment onto people’s heads. So that used to provoke my mother
and my dad had to deal with that. One way he dealt with it was on
his day off he’d be out in the ocean fishing before the sun came up.
He never complained but he’d be out there sometimes with the other
dentists because they were all off on Friday.
When I was born, he was in the army and shipped overseas.
I was 3 or 4 years old when he came back. We used to go to New
Hampshire and camp and the history about that was that my dad had
severe hay fever. When he went to dental school he couldn’t study
until after the first frost so he missed a month and a half in dental
school where it was very anti-Semitic. They had exams on all the Jewish holidays. His father − he just told me this recently − lived near
his work in Manhattan in the garment district but because my father
couldn’t breathe they moved to Surf Avenue in Coney Island so he’d
be near the ocean. There was no air conditioning, antihistamines,
nor air filters then. My grandfather was an aggressive angry guy but
he moved the whole family so my father could breathe and then he
had to take public transportation to work. He made a huge sacrifice.
We would go camping in New Hampshire because there was no
ragweed. We slept in my dad’s pup tent from World War II. There
was no refrigeration. You put your food in a box in a hole in the
ground and someone would come with dry ice. There were always
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chipmunks trying to get in so you had to cover it with plywood and
put rocks on it. We used to go for walks and he told me he climbed
Mt. Washington when he was young. We all did it, including my children, so we’re four generations of Fishmans who have climbed Mt.
Washington. He talked to me about the little mountain called the
Imp, near Mt. Washington, and I told him I was going to climb Mt.
Washington when I got big and jump off and land on the Imp. He
just said OK. He was not a big talker. We went for hikes, for walks, to
rivers, the Sakoe and the Flat Rock River.
When I was 8 he bought a boat, I think it was called the Barbour,
an outboard 18’ and he had it docked at Ed Buckley’s boat basin. That
was a place from Sesame Street. It was in Freeport on the same street
that Guy Lombardo lived and had a restaurant. Ed Buckley would
always greet my dad with “How ya doin’ Doc?” So, we went out on
the boat every weekend. A couple of times in the summer my grandparents would come. That was interesting. They didn’t dress for being
on a boat.
We used to go to my grandparents’ house every Friday night. That’s
a vestige of being Jewish because Friday night is Shabbat. We went
every Friday night − they would talk about politics. My grandfather
was very smart, very opinionated. He was born in Romania and came
to America when he was 13, the next to the youngest. He would
talk about Chiang Kai Shek. He called him cockeyed Shek. He’d say
how stupid it was that Eisenhower didn’t go all the way to Berlin. He
was right − Hungary would have been freed 40 years sooner from
being under the heel of the Soviet Union. My grandfather spoke
French even though he had a Jewish accent. He had a lot of string
for wrapping bundles − he was in the dry-cleaning business then − I
would take the string and Marc would too and we’d make a spider web
out of his whole apartment. My dad and mother would step over it.
They never complained about that. When we left my grandmother
would say, “Don’t be strange,” meaning come back. But she didn’t talk
very much. I wish I’d appreciated her more. My grandfather was so
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extroverted.
My grandmother, Gertrude, had two sisters: Elsa who married a
guy named Tannenbaum who was a dentist in Ellenville and the other
sister, Yetta Slutsky, who owned the Nevele. My father learned how to
ride a horse and could hang underneath the horse without a saddle.
My mother got a job for me at the Nevele as a bellhop. When they
were young they would go on all the Jewish holidays to the Nevele.
They’d send the kids off to the stables so they wouldn’t be underfoot.
How do I feel about my father? I could sing, “Oh my papa, to me
he was so wonderful.” To me he’s still wonderful. He never asked for
anything. When I was at college at McGill the phone was in the hall.
Someone would call out, “Fishman, phone call for you.” It would be
my mom and she would say “I’ll let you talk to dad.” My dad would
get on and say, “It’s a long-distance call, we’ll talk some other time.”
He didn’t say much, but he always did the right thing. He was always
nice, great to be with. I never went against his will. He hardly ever
expressed his will, but just like someone who knows how to ride a
horse, you don’t have to tug − that pulls the horse too far. You just
kind of nudge him without him knowing. A good hike leader knows
what to do without saying “line up, left.” So, my father was like that.
You wanted to be like him and you didn’t want him to be mad at you.
He was never mad, he never yelled − ever. Nothing ever bothered
him.
I feel that when it comes to judgment he sometimes comes up
short, which is to say that he always does the right thing but other
people won’t get that. You need to train other people. Not everyone
has a personality like his where they just can’t do the wrong thing.
He’s not ever jealous or upset about anything. I never heard him say,
“stop that.” No matter if it was me or my brothers. It could be my
brother and his friend Andy throwing cardboard up in the air while
Andy was shooting an arrow which was going right over my brother’s
head and he wouldn’t say anything. Not to say he didn’t care, just that
he must have trusted us not to hurt each other.
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He worked long hours. In 1951, when I was 7, we moved to Valley
Stream from Brooklyn. He’d get home from his office in Brooklyn at
ten o’clock at night. I’d wait up and have dinner with him while my
brothers were sleeping. I never went to summer camp. We had a boat
and we went out on the boat in the summers. When he had free time,
he was with us. We used to go to Short Beach Cove and from there
by boat to Jones beach. In the late 50s, we would be almost the only
people there. We used his Army issue air mattress.
This is how I learned to swim. Short Beach Cove was dredged by
the Coast Guard so a boat could go right up to the shore. It dropped
right off so you could pull the bow of the boat right up and throw
something off the boat to anchor it. We had a huge truck tire tube
and one time it blew off and my dad said, “Go get it.” I jumped right
in the water and went for it even though I couldn’t swim. I assumed
he’d never make a mistake, he wouldn’t tell me to go get the tire if I
couldn’t do it. So, I was doggie paddling and yelled back, “Dad, I don’t
know how to swim. And he said, “You’re swimming, keep doing it.”
This is what he was like for himself as well.
He told me they would go to kokh-eleyns in the Catskills. Kokheleyns is a Yiddish name for self-catered boarding houses literally,
“cook-alones”. Some were owned by Germans. There would be little
Bunsen burners to cook on; they used jell fuel. There was one he noticed that said “No Jews Allowed” or maybe it said “Juden Verboten.”
He went in there with two screwdrivers, stuck them in the outlet and
shorted out the whole place. He would do that kind of thing. He
wouldn’t confront. When I reminded him of that he told me he’d
done it a few times. He was very upset about the anti-Semitism at
the time. In dental school, they treated Jews like third-class citizens.
They held exams on Jewish holidays. He was an atheist, he still is, but
he would take off for the Jewish holidays.
I wanted to be a French teacher but my dad wanted us to be secure. I don’t know why he has such a fixation on that. To him, being
self-reliant and kind is important.
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My dad coaxed me to be a dentist. I never felt coerced. Rick wanted
to own a flower shop and Marc wanted to be a physiologist. He wasn’t
like Victor Hugo who explained his ideas with such determination
that you felt him pushing your elbow. He wasn’t like that. But by the
time I got a sinus infection in France, I had decided to be a dentist. I
didn’t want to be a doctor, I didn’t want the responsibility. I can read
all the French books I want. I can’t become a French professor and
earn a living. The only dental school that was open was the University
of Montreal. My brother Marc was at McGill in a 7-year medical
program. He skipped a year of college; my brother Rick skipped a
year of high school. Marc and I graduated from McGill the same
year but I’m three years older than him. They’re the brilliant ones.
I’m not so smart; I’m not that good in math. I went to the University
of Montreal Dental School and graduated with honors in French and
had two kids by the time I graduated. No one else was married.
My parents didn’t push us. I never even felt nudged. I had a friend
Eddie Hyman whose younger brother Andy is still Marc’s friend. His
father, Leo Hyman, who was born in Russia, was a kind man. His
father would say to me, “Boychick, would you get with the program.”
My father didn’t talked to us like that. Maybe it was the outdoor stuff
that he did.... hiking, gardening, fishing. He didn’t have to tell us what
to do because he was such an amazing person. The things that he did
for me corresponded to the things I was ready to love. I didn’t even
think I wanted to be like him but the stuff that he liked I ended up
thinking is the best stuff there is. Not the only best stuff − if someone
plays the trombone or is a painter that’s also awesome. But if you love
nature you don’t have to distract yourself and think maybe the towel’s
not dry enough when you go to a high-end hotel. If there are mosquitoes it’s not going to matter. Maybe that’s why his opinions had cachet
with us because he was such a good person. He was discreet about it.
When I got out of dental school the first place I worked was in
Germantown, N.Y., for a guy named Emil Ericson who had a farm
and I ended up doing a lot of farming. I grew my own vegetable
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garden and when my dad saw that he got interested. When I was little
my mother had a lot of zinnias and marigolds and we buried fish for
compost. We had so much fish we gave them to everyone.
He didn’t have the room for a garden when I was a kid so he
took chicken wire, and he made a circle and stapled it together, then
he put a second circle on top of it and went up six feet high growing
cherry tomatoes and string beans. You had to climb a ladder to pick
the fruit. The guy who took care of the telephone lines said to my
dad, “I’m in every backyard in Nassau County and you have the best
garden I ever saw.” He read the books. He told me if an insect moves
fast it’s a predator, if it goes slow it will eat your vegetables, like a caterpillar. He knew the chemistry of it, like plants need nitrogen. He
was patient.
My dad hardly ever called me and I used to think it was because
I’m religious, but one time I asked my brother Rick, “Does Dad call
you?” He said, no.
I asked Dad, “Does Marc call you?” He said, “Marc’s in Montreal.” I said, “So what, you can’t call someone from Montreal?” He said,
“Yeah but I don’t, he’s very busy.” I asked, “Do you call him?” He said,
“No he’s in Montreal.”
So, my father never called us. But you know what? Now he’s calling us. My brothers each work 100 hours a week. I try to keep people
together and I have the time. So yesterday my dad called me to tell me
about his eyes. He never did that before. I wanted to tell my brothers
but they are very busy.
When Eric got out of medical school his first placement was at
a practice in Caribou, Maine, so we drove up there, my mother and
father and my kids. We stopped at a motel in Merrimac, New Hampshire, made from bricks, a solid motel. In the middle of the night the
fire alarm went off. It was 2 a.m., and someone came by and told us to
evacuate. So, I opened my door to look in the hall to see if there was
smoke and I saw a Japanese guy and his wife running out so we all
evacuated. But my dad wouldn’t get out of bed. Mazel, my wife, ran
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back in and said, “Dad, there’s a fire, get out of bed.” He said, “Nah,
don’t worry, if there’s really a fire someone will get me out of bed in
time.” He went back to sleep. Nothing bothers him.
When he was in the Army, an enlisted guy, a career officer and
he went to visit his brother Sidney in Manila, who was there over
overseeing a hospital. They landed on the shore of a long narrow
island. They thought they knew which island it was but they weren’t
sure. It had an east/west road and at one end was an American base,
but there could have been Japanese on the island. The career officer
insisted on sleeping in between my father and the other guy. He
ordered them to sleep on each side of him just in case there was a
Japanese attack. When I asked him how he felt about that, he said,
“It was nothing. I’ve slept on the ground before.” He wasn’t afraid of
anything.
He wasn’t afraid, he wasn’t aggressive, he just didn’t care. I said to
him once, “Dad we are so proud of you.” He said, “You are?” I don’t
think his father ever said that to him. My mother was not up to it.
So, no one ever said that. My mother was a very good person but she
never got over being orphaned when she was nine.
One time he had a Microsoft book, “Visual Basic for Applications,” 1500 pages long. He taught himself to program macros for my
brothers’ businesses.
When it comes to my father, Danielle took the ball and ran with
it. She calls him all the time. We are so happy about that.
I believe in giving my dad credit whenever possible. One day I
was hiking in Harriman Park at the end of the Pine Meadow Trail. I
went off the trail and was bushwhacking up a hill when I heard some
boys talking down behind me. I went over to them and asked what
group they were with and they told me, Rabbi Radinsky’s yeshiva.
Their leaders recognized me.
“Dr. Fishman, it’s thanks to Ariel, that we’re doing this,” they told
me. Ariel is my son. “Rabbi Radinsky wasn’t organizing hikes for his
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yeshiva students before he met Ariel, so it’s thanks to you.”
“You should thank my father,” I told them. He’s the one who took
me hiking when I was a kid and taught me to love nature. “I passed
that love on to Ariel.”
When I got to the top I heard the Rabbis telling the group a Midrash (a story based on the Bible) about God creating the earth and
that it’s so beautiful we have to appreciate it.
I said, “What if I call my dad so we can thank him.” So, we did. I
called my father and said, “I’m going to put Rabbi Alter on the phone
and he’s going to thank you because they are taking these boys out
hiking. Moses and Abraham and all our ancestors walked, but now
they’ve stopped doing it. But thanks to you they’re doing it now.”
The rabbi got on the phone and said to him, “It’s thanks to your
grandson, Ariel, your son and you that we’re taking this beautiful hike
today.” My dad then got on the phone with me and told me it was nice
to hear that.
Eric Fishman, MD
My dad was always very peaceful
and inclusive. If he was doing something
he let me do it with him. He was the best
dad you could ever want.
My happiest memories of him were
of chopping wood and gardening. He had
an incredible vegetable garden − you had
to get to on a ladder to pick the uppermost vegetables. We had a nice car and
he was constantly bringing things home
− leaf mulch, wood, things for the compost heap, wood for chopping.
We’d talked about living in the country and we’d spent some time going around looking at rural areas for property.
We went to the country with regularity. When I was a few years
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old I remember damming up a stream to make a pond and I enjoyed
doing country-related stuff. We never played sports together, not
competitive sports, he’s not a competitive person. He didn’t watch or
play them and I don’t either.
I remember saying as I was leaving high school that I learned
more from my father than from all my teachers combined. We talked
frequently. I used to think I was smarter than him but I don’t think
so anymore. He has a photographic memory. He told me when he
was in high school and college that he didn’t have to study, he’d reread
the book in his mind during tests. By most measures I’m an intelligent
person but I don’t have a good memory for my past. A high school
friend called me and reminded me of experiences and I had no recollection of them. But my dad has an amazing memory. Years ago,
I was in Arizona with my oldest son and the Monroe Doctrine came
up and neither of us remembered what it was, so we called my dad
and he spouted off the dictionary definition. He knows an amazing
number of facts. When you ask how he knows them he says, “I went
to high school.”
We had a chainsaw, handsaw, axes and sledgehammers. It was a
factory for chopping wood. We had a fireplace and we went through
many cords of wood every year.
I remember Marc used to like to play chess so I’d rearrange the
chess pieces while he was playing with a friend. He once tied me
upside down to the crabapple tree in the front of our house. My dad
came home and I asked him to let me down. I told him Marc tied me
up. He said, “He must have had a good reason” and left me there.
He always knew the answer and was willing to share his time.
He worked hard and I understand that when I was young, my oldest
brother Steve was like my father. I was the baby. I was treated as an
only child because the older kids were so much older.
I am a risk taker − I’m in the office of my 14th company − and I
spend a lot of money. He said many times, “Where did I go wrong?”
He grew up in the Depression. When we went out to dinner when
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I was young, we were on a budget. He would order modestly and I
would order the most expensive dinner of anyone. My dad would
comment but never stopped me. So, when the five of us went out,
when I was young it was Dr. Dr. Dr. Dr. and Mrs. Fishman, and I
thought that was a normal family. His advice was to put my money
in the bank and save it.
We talked a lot about numbers. I’ve always been very good with
numbers and in 1961, at the beginning of January, I turned that newspaper upside down and said to him it was the same upside down and
right side up. He asked me algebra questions and taught me math.
How was he a unique father? He said things like he considered
that all the money in the Fishman family belonged to us all. He believed that if he spent $10 but I’d gain $11 he’d do it, because from the
point of view of the family we’d be better off.
I never really wanted for anything. On my birthday or holiday, I
wouldn’t get a birthday or holiday present but if I needed something
I’d get it. I’d say it’s my birthday, can I have a winter coat? He’d say, “I
bought you a winter coat three months ago.” All days were equal to
him.
We had a boat for the first 10 or 12 years of my life and when I was
16 we used to drive to Florida, Fort Lauderdale, or Miami and stay in a
hotel. Starting in 1970 we went out west. We did body surfing, swam in
the ocean. He’s a good swimmer and would let the waves take him back
to the beach. Once he got stung by a man o’ war and it didn’t bother him.
Nothing bothered him. On my son’s 10th birthday my son accurately
said, “Nothing bothers Grampy, you could shoot him in the leg with an
arrow and it wouldn’t bother him.” He often says that “the definition of
happiness is when reality exceeds expectations.”
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Steve, Toby, Leo, Marcat LakeWales, Florida 1956

He’s healthy and we’re all healthy. When I thanked him for giving me good genes, he said, “Don’t thank me I’m just passing them
on.” Nothing stresses him out.
I don’t remember there being a lot of chores; we had a live-in
maid.
He promoted our relationships. Marc and Steve fought, I’m the
peaceful one in my family. I get along with people.
I think of him as a great person and think he’s phenomenal in
many ways. I try to resemble my dad, and some people have said that
I’m his clone. I’m peaceful, I try not to get stressed, I’m analytical,
good with numbers. I was married 25 years and got divorced.
I’m not religious at all. I vote for Israel and have a strong Jewish
identity.
He didn’t come to school much − he did all the obligatory
activities but nothing extra.
I was close to both of my parents. I called my mom, Mommy
Toby when I was very young, as I guess I was confused about her
name. There wasn’t a lot of discipline in the household.
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We had a convertible. I remember when I was a teenager and we
were driving down the road, I stood up and said, “It’s nice to feel the
wind in my face.” I asked dad what would happen if I spit. He said,
“Try it and see what happens.”
He’s concerned about my financial stability because I’m a risk
taker. I didn’t get that from him although he’d get in a little boat with
a compass and sail out of sight of land and just go on faith that he’d
get back.
During Hurricane Andrew, he had no running water, no
electricity, and was cooking with Sterno. He said, “If you wait long
enough you get what you wanted. I always wanted to go camping, so
now I’m happy.”

Avital Fishman, son Stephen’s daughter,
with husband David Berman

“One of the things
I’ll remember most about
Grampy is that he is always
in a good mood. I’ve NEVER heard him raise his
voice. His saying “If you
cannot change it, why worry about it” is something I
strive to achieve. He takes
life with a grain of salt and
appreciates what’s important, and doesn’t pay any
mind to anything else.

When Grampy and Granny used to visit us in Kingston, we were
always so excited. They drove me and Ariel around in his Cadillac
with the sunroof open. We would drive around to my favorite song
“the little Nash rambler” and Ariel and I would laugh and sing the
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entire song with them.
We would go to Friendly’s for breakfast. They would get their
usual eggs and coffee and Ariel and I would get grilled cheese and
French fries. That was one of the highlights of our time with them
when they came to visit. Granny used to teach me how to walk in
heels and Grampy would listen to me sing all day long, as I told him
I would one day become a superstar. He always listened and always
encouraged me and let me live in my little dream world. The one
or two times a year we came to Florida to visit was so exciting. We
would sleep at Grampy and Granny’s and go for walks, go swimming
in the pool, play tennis and tell stories. Grampy taught me that we
can live such a simple life yet such a fulfilling one. He was always so
proud whenever I told him the smallest of good news and was always
empathetic when I was sad.
Jared Fishman, Eric’s son
The primary theme of my grandfather’s
life is stoicism and I’m not referring to
the Greek philosophy. Even though he
knows himself as an atheist − as someone
with no philosophy − he’s a rigidly calm
person, no matter what, he’s not willing to
freak out. That’s what I’ve taken away from
knowing him and knowing about him.
He talked about being in the South Pacific
with enemies approaching from both sides of the island and when
asked if was he scared, he said no, I slept outside all the time so it was
no big deal. That provided a lesson and was repeated continuously
through my life knowing him.
We were at a restaurant when I was small and I said you could
shoot Grampy with a bow and arrow and he wouldn’t get upset. At
the time, I wasn’t aware of the Buddha’s quote, “When you get struck
with an arrow don’t wait for the second one.” It’s about being level
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headed. I called him, “Leo, the Unaware Buddhist.”
My grandfather has always been more level headed than I.
We once went to a department store when I was a kid and I picked
something off the shelf. He said it’s going to cost some money. I said,
“Let’s go to the money department and get some money.” He laughed
and told me about growing up in the Great Depression.
I remember being a kid in lower elementary school when my
family lived in Palm Beach. My grandfather was driving me through
Coconut Row and told me where I lived was a fairy tale.
Once when I was maybe 2 or 3 we were on a cruise and we went
to a show and Leo was talking to my grandparents on my mom’s side
saying, “Jared is going to grow up to be a doctor or dentist.” Then the
show went on and my eyes lit up. That’s when he knew I wasn’t going
to follow in his footsteps, but he never gave me a hard time about it.
I’d say “Hey, I’m going to film school.” He’d say, “Are you sure you
don’t want to be a dentist?”
I remember back in kindergarten we both discovered Napster.
There we were, illegally downloading music, a very small child and
very old man. He said, “I’m trying to sign up for Napster but I’m too
old. There’s no birth year for me on the drop-down box.” He ended
up using a different birthday. He downloaded every song he’d ever
heard in one month and then had a music library for life. He loved
Dean Martin and the Pointer Sisters, especially Dean Martin’s, “Hey
Brother Pour the Wine.”
I grew up a total computer nerd and was building websites in
second grade. I’d post a joke of the day and he’d be the first one to
read it and give comments. We’d spend Saturday afternoons looking
for jokes.

127

Macro 22.indd 127

1/9/18 2:51 PM

Macro Man

Robin Gersen, my brother Seymour’s daughter
My father was Leo’s younger
brother, Seymour. Uncle Leo told me
recently that my grandmother, Gertie,
had the flu when she was pregnant
and that might have been why my dad
was “quirky.” Everyone describes him
as nice. He was warm and loving and
caring and would give you the shirt
off his back. He wasn’t that bright
compared to Sidney and Leo and even
Betty, who excelled for her time as far
as academics went. I grew up hearing my father say Sidney was the
youngest person to ever win the math medal, and Leo was very bright.
Leo didn’t understand Seymour or we would have seen them
more. We lived in Brooklyn across the street from Prospect Park and
they lived in Valley Stream. My dad made it sound like it was too far
away to see Uncle Leo, but when I got my own car and started driving,
I realized it was close.
My dad was an accountant for N.Y. State. He had to take
promotion exams and he would score in the top three but chose to
work in the field rather than the office. He was definitely quirky.
When he got to someone’s home he wouldn’t take a cup of coffee
from them because he didn’t want anyone to say he took a bribe. He
was obsessive about paying for his own coffee. He was comfortable
wearing the same clothes on weekends that he wore during the week.
When he was younger he would wear a colored shirt and tie on
weekends. That bothered Aunt Toby to the extent that she once cut
his tie in half. In the war, he was a radio operator and was happy
dealing with dots and dashes all day.
I have good memories of getting together every Friday night at
my grandparents’ apartment on 34th Street. It was a nice apartment
near Hell’s Kitchen in Manhattan. Gertie would make a typical steak
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and potatoes dinner and sometimes Romanian eggplant. She wasn’t
a great cook, unfortunately. After dinner, the men would talk about
the stock market and we would clear the table. Even though Abe was
loud and overbearing, I liked going over there because as a young kid
I took ballet and I would do a dance and Grandpa Abe would give me
$5. Carol, Betty’s daughter, would play her guitar and he’d give her
$10. Ricky and I would throw paper airplanes out of the window. We
would perform when we weren’t throwing paper airplanes. I enjoyed
hanging out with Ricky, who I’m guessing was 4 or 5 when I was 5 or
6.
I remember Leo would play time and motion games with Ricky.
He’d give him a problem like, “If a train leaves Boston at 10 and it’s
going 110 mph what time will they get there?” Ricky could have
been one of these Doogie Houser kids. After college, he didn’t want
to go to medical school − he wanted to sell pipes − but his father
encouraged him to go to medical school.
My father didn’t play those games. He used to say the smartest
person in class was the youngest because they had skipped a grade. I
never understood, if I was 5 and you were 3, how could you be smarter
than I was? I didn’t understand time and motion problems. My
kids knew when they were young that they’d never skip a grade and
they’d go to a sleep-away college. I wanted my kids to do something
different. I didn’t want them to rush through high school. I guess I did
that with my kids growing up because I understood the importance
of being well rounded. I’m a speech pathologist working in a school
for 20 years.
My favorite Leo story: When our son Mark was born in
September 1981, Leo and Toby were on their way to move to Florida,
and they called us and said, “We’re driving by and we want to get
off at exit 8A and bring you a cucumber.” Leo was into hydroponic
cucumbers. They came and said hi and got to meet Mark and gave us
the biggest cucumber you could imagine.
I was close to my uncle Miles on my mom’s side. I’d spend weeks
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with my cousins on her side. We saw them when we went to Valley
Stream or out on Leo’s boat. Occasionally we’d go to Leo’s office and
play with mercury. I remember there was a desk in the waiting room,
and the examining room was beyond that. It was small and they never updated the office furniture because it wasn’t important to them.
Beth and Cousin David were Sidney’s children. Uncle Leo is very
proud of Cousin Beth because she’s a famous psychologist. Sidney’s
offspring were treated with reverence, but they’re nice, down to earth
people. None of them wear their IQs on their foreheads. David is a
lawyer in California near San Francisco. I remember that when David
came in from India we’d all go to Valley Stream because that was the
family gathering place. They had Indian names and shaved heads.
Later in life David and I became closer because my husband and I
spent time in California and I asked why they had shaved heads. He
said they had lice.
Leo might have been closer to his nieces and nephews on Toby’s
side, but his nuclear family was most important to him. He was close
to his kids, very proud of them. They’d go camping and go out on
their boat. It’s wonderful Leo did those things with his kids. Leo got
down and dirty and acted like a kid with his kids. He and Betty used
to do that growing up. When I grew up we’d go to the White Mountains but we were in “kokhaleyns” (kokh-aleyns is a Yiddish name for
self-catered boarding houses, literally, “cook-alones”).
My father suffered from depression. He had nodules and had
bumps on his hand that got magnified in importance and the doctors
gave him the wrong medications, which made him more depressed.
In May 1983, he called me and told me he’d chopped off his finger.
The police sent him to Bellevue. The doctor there just sewed his
finger back on instead of sending him to the psych ward. He called
Betty to get him out of there, telling her he’d go to Long Island Jewish
to commit himself, but he hopped out of car to take the subway home.
I took him to the VA and asked them for psychiatric help, but he
refused; he was afraid of them throwing away the key. I was pregnant
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at the time. After the baby was born, he came out and held it and then
he killed himself. He was very depressed. Leo didn’t show up for my
father’s funeral. He was in Muncie with Steve.
My father was always the black sheep and the family reinforced
that. Sidney was the genius, the other two were smart, and he wasn’t
praised much. Seymour worked in the family dry-cleaning business.
He was the only one who did because others were professional.
Sidney wasn’t thrilled with the family. He moved to California
and never came back. Gertrude and Abe would sit on benches and
Brighton and brag “My son in Santa Monica was Burt Lancaster’s
doctor.”
Gertrude was very sweet but she suffered from depression. Beth
was supposed to spend time with grandma and grandpa in New York
when she was younger, but Gertie couldn’t have her stay there because
she was too depressed. So she called Yetta to see if Beth could go up
to the Nevele for the summer. Beth was always beautiful. She was a
UCLA beauty queen.
Toby was the spark. On the way to my grandmother’s funeral,
in bumper to bumper traffic on the Long Island Expressway, Toby got
out of her car and got into our car. She was charming and had a good
sense of humor. She was more outgoing than Leo. They were in denial
when she got Alzheimer’s.
My father took care of Gertie in her old age. My dad didn’t want
there to be hard feelings so whatever jewelry Abe left he gave to Steve.
I have a dining room table and hope chest. Abe and Gertrude only
had a one bedroom apartment and didn’t have that many things. Aunt
Betty worked with the City of New York Housing Department and got
them into a senior high rise. The balcony overlooked the boardwalk
in Brighton Beach. Seymour and Betty each got $20,000 in their will.
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Marc Fishman, MD
My brothers have covered a lot of
ground, but there are a few things I would
like to add. My father’s motto has always
been that the goal in life is to be happy. So,
when I told him I wanted to be a physiologist, he told me to do whatever made me
happy. Until now, I did not know that he
also had the goal of guiding me to become
an MD first. It takes a special talent to be
able to guide people in the right direction,
without the person even knowing it.
Eric commented about my father’s memory. It is truly impressive.
I cannot remember how many times he would say something, and I
would say, “How did you know that?” He would simply respond, “I
read it in high school,” or college, or whatever. The thing is, he seems
to remember everything. He once told me that he read his text books
once before exams. He could have done better if he studied harder,
but he didn’t have to. I told him that I did well, but I certainly had to
study a lot more than that. He’s now almost 100 years old. Tonight
I wondered who developed the Smallpox vaccine. I wasn’t sure, so
I looked it up. My wife suggested that I call my father to see if he
remembered. When I asked him he said, “Wait a minute, followed
immediately by ‘Edward Jenner.’”
Sometime during the winter of 1954, we went ice skating at
Central Park in Valley Stream. I was learning so I fell a lot. The next
day, I started to limp, favoring my left leg. My father said it was just
a “Charlie horse” from falling so much. When it didn’t get better, my
mother brought me to a local doctor, who said that I might have a
serious problem. The doctor referred us to a Park Avenue orthopedist
in New York City. That doctor diagnosed me with Perthes Disease. I
wore a brace on my left leg for the next five years. Every three months
my father took a day off to take me to the doctor. On the way home,
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we stopped at a Chinese restaurant and had lunch together. In the car,
we played math games. For example, if a car leaves New York at noon
on the way to Boston, which is 200 miles away, and the car is going
45 miles an hour, and then a train leaves New York at 1PM, but it is
going 65 miles per hour, how close will they be to Boston when the
train passes the car. I could do those equations in my head when I was
10, but not now.
My brace was a clearly visible device, which had the result of
isolating me from my classmates. I spent a lot of time with my father
because I had few friends. I could not play ball like the other kids, but
I could hop like a kangaroo using my good leg. Anyway, my father
and I used to search for fallen trees that we could take home and
cut up for firewood. Many mornings, I would chop or saw firewood
before school. I enjoyed that, and to this day I am stronger because of
the physical activity I did as a kid.
My father has lived a long life and has had an impact on many
people. I think his greatest impact has been his optimism and calm
demeanor, characteristics that have earned him the respect of all who
have known him.
My father has said many times, “Why write about me? I was just
one of the boys.” The world would be a much better place if there were
more boys like him.
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Clockwise from top: The family rafting on the ??? River in ???; Toby; Marc,
Richard and Leo; Leo with firewood.
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Clockwise from top: Eric and Beth
Loftus, Michael Fishman, Jared Fishman,
Charlotte, Marc and Leo;
Marc and Richard; Leo and Steve,
Richard and Danielle.
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Left: Marc at the house
in Valley Stream; Below,
in front: Charlie, Betty
Chader, Leo; in back: Mark
Gersen, Cord Chader, Elizabeth Loftus, Robin Gersen,
Richard Fishman; Bottom
left: Marsha Gilbert, Leo
and Tony; Bottom right:
Val, Richard, Danielle and
Marc in Greece.
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Clockwise from top: Leo, Toby, Bernie Sallins, Annette Sallins, Ellen Berger;
Ben and Ruth Miller; Leo, Toby, Lenny Levy, Annette Sallins, Norma Levy,
1989; Leo and Steve; Valerie and Marc, Toby, Richard, Eric, and Steve in
back.
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