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EUROPE  

ON OVERDRIVE 
by Betty Aptaker 

Once I would have scoffed at this 

kind of travel—one of those “If 

it’s Tuesday, it must be Belgium” 

kind of trips. Three days in a 

major European city. . . then off to 

three days in another.  

But I was in my 70s now, my final 

adventure trip to the Galapagos and 

the Amazon recently behind me, and 

I reasoned (rightly) that this 

whirlwind tour of Europe offered the 

only chance I’d be likely to have to 

visit places I’d always wanted to see.  

Total immersion in any one location 

would have afforded me a deeper 

understanding of the region and its 

culture, but I opted to get as much as 

I could from as many places as I 

could.  

London was our first stop. 

Westminster Abbey moved me the 

most. Some of the window frames, 

high up near the ceiling, contained 

plain glass rather than their original 

stained glass. Those had been 

destroyed in the Blitz. And there it 

was—the sharp reminder of the World 

War II years and the valor of the British 

people who had endured those constant 

attacks. I was overwhelmed by the sense 

of what it must have been like to have 

lived in that place at that time.  

Then Paris, and all that we could 

absorb—the celebrated view from our 

hotel room of the rooftops of the city, the 

“five-minute Louvre,” the department 

store that had served as Army barracks 

for my husband during World War II, 

the bridges over the Seine—all of these 

left lasting impressions on my senses.  

Next, a bus journey into Switzerland 

where massive fields of golden canola 

blooms dazzled, and pear trees 

blossomed everywhere in the 

countryside we passed. (The Swiss 

have a pear liqueur of which they’re 

very fond, we were told.)  

Then on to Italy—Florence, Rome, 

Venice—glorious every one of them. 

Vignettes of memory—the antiquities of 

Rome, the ruins of Pompeii, the charm of 

Florence, the view of an American 

military cemetery with its rows of 

crosses and Stars of David (another 

reminder of World War II), the gondola 
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ride in Venice in the rain with a 

gondolier who positioned his end of 

the boat under a protective bridge 

while we were exposed to the 

downpour, and a beautiful evening in 

Rome at one of my all-time favorite 

places—the Spanish Steps.  

In each city that we visited, well-

informed local guides gave us an 

overview and showed us the most 

meaningful sights. Then for the 

balance of each stay, we were left on 

our own to explore and form our 

own reactions to our surroundings.  

So yes, we whizzed across Europe, 

and yet several days in each city 

with no need to do anything but soak 

up the sense of place gave us 

generous opportunities to experience 

those places. I’ve always been 

grateful that we made the trip.  

The year after our return to the US 

came the millennial observances. As 

the TV cameras trailed the 

celebrations across the world, I 

happily relived our journey as up 

popped pictures of places that now 

were familiar to me.  

***** 

SUMMER CAMP  
by Kathy Hoff 

“And now welcome, straight from 

Hollywood, Puella Larson!” 

Actually, that was me, shy, strait-

laced high school nerd, having fun 

creating a persona and contributing 

to Saturday evening campfire 

entertainment at Camp Winnemont on 

the shores of Ossipee Lake, New 

Hampshire. For my periodic gig, I would 

wear a big, floppy hat and read from a 

small spiral notebook to an avid audience 

the latest hot items of camp gossip. 

 

I was raised to revere summer camp. 

From as early as I can remember, our 

parents told my brother and me stories 

about their adventures at Camp Ahmek 

in the Algonquin Lakes region of 

Ontario. During early Depression 

summers, they had worked there as 

directors of the little boys’ unit. In those 

years, there were no roads into camp. 

From the nearest train stop, Canoe Lake 

Station, transportation to camp was by 

boat. My father arrived initially via war 

canoe. Novices at first, my parents were 

soon teaching camp-craft and canoeing 

and taking their campers on overnight 

canoe trips. Their culminating adventure 

was a personal post-camp, ten-day canoe 

trip through the lakes. My father inked a 

map of this canoe trip onto the canoe 

paddle he made for himself under the 

guidance of Anishinaabe, the resident 

Indian canoe craftsman at Ahmek. Our 

favorite stories about this trip were the 

one about the wolf eating the Lifebuoy 

soap they had left on a rock by one of the 

lakes and the one about replacing their 

soaked and ruined toilet paper with a 

lucky find along a portage trail, The 

History of Egypt, which, page by page, 

served their need.  

Maybe I was imprinted with loving camp 

even before the story-telling—my mother 
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was pregnant with me, a November 

baby, their last summer at Ahmek. 

However it came about, I did love 

camp when I had my first direct 

experience at age eight. My same-age 

“twin” cousin Jan and I went to 

Riverside Day Camp in suburban 

Boston. In a mimeographed 

publication called Riverside Scout 

News, “published now and then,” as 

the masthead states, “by the 

campers,” Jan describes our 

activities:  

Up at Riverside we swim. We 

have arts and crafts, we have 

dancing and we go on hikes. We 

play games and we sit upon our 

“situpons.” We have cookouts 

and we do a lot of other things. At 

the end of the day we climb on the 

train. The train pulls out and we 

all start singing. At quarter past 

three we go home, and climb in 

the bath tub because we are so 

dirty. Aren’t you? 

The Riverside Scout News gave me 

my own first publishing opportunity, 

too, a piece called “My Dinner on a 

Ship.” Such fun!  

Real sleep-away camp, though, 

awaited the end of the war when my 

father came home from the Navy. A 

teacher on ten-month contract, he 

needed summer work to feed his 

family, and, as in the early 1930s, a 

friend introduced him to a camp. In 

the summer of 1946, he began a long 

association with Camp Wyanoke in 

Wolfeboro, New Hampshire. My mother 

soon joined him. By 1948, they were 

teaching camp-craft and running canoe 

trips for the boys’ camp. Their work gave 

my brother and me the opportunity to 

experience eight weeks of camp each 

summer from the time we were ten and 

eight until we graduated from college. He 

was at Wynanoke; I at the sister camp, 

Winnemont, some miles away. We 

moved through camp ranks as junior, 

then senior campers; junior, then senior 

counselors.  

 

For me, an all-girls’ camp had some of 

the same benefits claimed for women in 

single-sex schools and colleges—no 

males to distract from team-building or 

individual development. Winnemont was 
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organized on a highly competitive 

basis. Upon arrival, a camper was 

assigned to a team, Green or White, 

the camp colors. One kept that 

identity throughout the years one was 

a camper—and many of us returned 

year after year. By achieving 

individual goals in sports or other 

activities, one earned points for one’s 

team. At Saturday night campfires, 

the director announced, to cheers 

from the leading team, groans from 

the laggard, cumulative point totals. 

The final campfire of the season 

brought news of the summer’s 

winner. One season, the director 

decided that feelings about the 

competition had run too high in the 

previous year, so she canceled team 

competition. All agreed it was a 

failed experiment, a dull year, so 

competition was reinstated.  

As for individual challenge, we 

worked to earn points in each of our 

activities by passing increasingly 

difficult tests. Each sport or activity 

had listed skills and tests to pass in 

order to earn team points. Thus we 

were motivated as individuals to 

improve at swimming, tennis, 

volleyball, nature study, or whatever 

the activity. The separate activities 

were grouped to make up 

requirements for individual 

achievement awards based on camp 

symbols. These were white felt 

cutouts that one could sew onto one’s 

dark green dress shorts for campfire 

night and other ceremonial 

occasions—junior CW, senior Lake, 

Hill, and Sky that together made up the 

circular camp logo.  

For ’50s girls, who were being trained, 

post-war, to cultivate domesticity and 

femininity, this challenging atmosphere 

was heady stuff. By high school in those 

days, the big deal was being chosen 

Prom Queen. Early on, it became clear to 

me that I could never hope to be Queen 

or even—consolation prize—part of the 

Queen’s court. Being bookish or “smart” 

was not socially popular for girls. “Boys 

don’t make passes/At girls who wear 

glasses” was the watchword.  

Camp was refreshingly different. One 

was challenged to try new things, to 

improve at activities even if one wasn’t 

very good at them, to compete openly 

and earnestly, to develop leadership 

skills and self-confidence and 

independence. I tried hard at the 

activities I wasn’t good at “for the Green 

team.” At eleven, I was Junior Green 

captain and worked hard exhorting junior 

Greens to earn points. I even improved in 

a few activities. I learned how to walk, 

trot, and canter on horseback. Over the 

summers, I progressed from non-

swimmer to Senior Life Saver. I climbed 

Mount Chocorua and paddled against the 

wind coming home from Broad Bay on 

canoe trips. I learned that I did not have 

to be perfect at everything, but that it was 

important to try new things that I was 

pretty sure I’d never do perfectly. Never 

good at tennis or volleyball or archery, I 

evolved into a nature counselor, and that 

was all right. I earned my first salary.  
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My Social Security number begins 

with the New Hampshire code. Camp 

was character-building, confidence-

building. Camp let me play Puella 

Larson.   

***** 

FIREWORKS 
by Anne Baber 

Skysplendid fireworks  

starbursting, sparkling 

instantly blurring. 

 

Chimera shining,  

gleaming a moment,  

melting to memory. 

 

After inexorable 

mounting, waiting, 

knowing—the whomp, swish— 

a resounding boom  

that hits the backbone  

like the earthfall of  

 

a rollercoaster,  

screaming into the  

darkdrop mindlessly. 

 

A high keening—“Ohhhh”— 

floats in counterpoint: 

Whomp, swish, flash, boom, “Ohhh.” 

 

Ephemera slip 

into shifting smoke, 

drift into darkness. 

***** 

 

FOURTH OF JULY  

IN THE USSR  
by Norval Reece 

I love the Fourth of July. It’s the birthday 

of our wonderful country, and it kicks off 

my official summer season. Most of us 

assemble in backyards and on beaches 

and riverfronts with family and friends 

for the proverbial cookouts and 

fireworks.  

But, imagine celebrating the Fourth of 

July in a foreign country that supports 

none of the principles of our Founding 

Fathers: free speech, free assembly, 

human rights, freedom of religion, free 

enterprise, democratic elections, trial by 

jury, or individual property rights.  

That is precisely where I found myself 

for one of my strangest Fourth of July 

celebrations—July 4, 1962, in the Soviet 

Union.  

I had finished my two-year term of 

voluntary service with the Quakers in 

India, cashed in my plane ticket home, 

and prepared to hitchhike back to the 

States via Asia. Then the Swiss  

work-camp group, Service Civile 

Internationale, with whom I had worked 

in India, heard of my plans and asked if I 

would like to go to the USSR for six 

weeks to an international seminar  

Work-camp sponsored by the Soviet 

Komsomol, the Young Communist 

League.  

There would be 20 from the USSR, 20 

from developing countries, and 20 
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Europeans—all in their twenties—

living in a schoolhouse in Chobruchi 

(Moldavia, USSR) with outdoor 

privies, picking fruit in the mornings 

on a collective farm, and discussing 

world politics in the afternoons.  

We were at the height of the Cold 

War. The Berlin Wall was up. The 

US-backed Bay of Pigs invasion of 

Cuba had just happened. Tensions 

were high. It was an astounding 

invitation. 

I said, “I’m an American. 

Remember? We aren’t allowed in the 

USSR.” The Swiss said, “Yes, but 

we’re in charge of the European 

group, and the Soviets have given us 

permission to bring in a few 

‘American-Europeans’ (wink wink).”  

All I had to do was get to Paris by 

June 20 to join the Europeans for the 

train ride through Berlin to 

Chobruchi near the Black Sea, where 

the work camp would be held.  

It was like being invited to the 

forbidden planet. I said yes. I would 

join two other American-

Europeans— an African-American 

law student from New York and an 

ex-pat woman in her late twenties 

living in England.  

After hiking in the Himalayas in 

Nepal; taking a freighter from 

Bombay to Mombasa, Kenya; 

climbing Mt. Kilimanjaro without a 

guide; and going down the Nile for 

three weeks on a barge, I made it to 

Paris just in time for the group’s train to 

the USSR.  

The train trip was memorable primarily 

for getting to know some of the 

Europeans and for the crossing from 

West Berlin through the Brandenburg 

Gate into East Berlin behind the Iron 

Curtain. We went from a bustling, 

brightly-lit, happening place to a dismal, 

gray, run-down city in the shadows.  

The European group was a mixed bag of 

French Communists; British, Dutch, and 

Italian students; and a few adventurers 

and international drifters like me. I got 

some good advice en route from the 

British grandson of the former head of 

security to the Czar: “You will learn 

nothing from Russians in a group; pick 

out one or two and try to become friends 

one-on-one.”   

The young Soviets we met in Chobruchi 

were impressive. Each had to have top 

security clearance to get there, and most 

spoke at least one foreign language. They 

were the best and most trustworthy in the 

USSR. The 20 delegates from developing 

countries around the world were equally 

impressive with many (if not all) 

seeming to be Communist Party 

members, like the ones from Cuba.  

It was apparent from the outset that much 

of the information about the USA was 

wildly distorted, and it was going to be a 

wild ride. 

The Soviets were promoting their brand 

of communism. Some of us countered 

with the virtues of Western democracy. 
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The Soviets were convinced I was a 

CIA agent— “or my government 

would not have allowed me to 

come.” They thought it hilarious 

when I said I had been out of my 

country for 2½ years, and my 

government didn’t even know where 

I was. (It turned out I was wrong; the 

“cultural attaché” of the US Embassy 

called my hotel room shortly after I 

got to Moscow weeks later and 

invited me in for a debriefing.) 

After several days in camp, the 

French delegation announced they 

would host a party for everyone on 

Bastille Day, July 14, to celebrate the 

French Revolution of 1790.  

Everyone cheered! 

Not to be outdone, I announced the 

next day at lunch that the Americans 

would host a party on July 4 to 

celebrate the American Revolution of 

1776.  No one cheered. After lunch, 

the Soviet leaders called me aside to 

say that I was not allowed to host a 

party to celebrate American 

independence. “Why not?” I 

demanded. “The French are doing 

it.” “No, Norval. YOU are not 

allowed to a host a party for 

American independence because WE 

will host it!”  

So, the next day the Soviets 

announced they would host a party 

on July 4 to celebrate American 

Independence Day. And everyone 

cheered!  

When July 4 arrived, we went by boat to 

a huge bonfire on an island in the river. 

There were countless toasts from 

delegates from all over the world to 

American independence—even from the 

Cuban who had earlier declared to the 

seminar that the Peace Corps was being 

run by the CIA as an international spy 

operation.   

There were no toasts to the United States 

as a country, to our foreign policy, or to 

our founding principles. But they did 

toast us three Americans and US 

independence. It was a modest 

breakthrough.  

And there was at least one more modest 

breakthrough during the six weeks. I took 

the advice of my British colleague, and 

in spite of the odds, I became friends 

with two Russians—Stas, the basketball 

player and student economist, and Galya, 

the free-thinking daughter of a general in 

the Soviet Army.   

Stas had learned English by listening to 

Voice of America; Galya and I conversed 

in fractured French.  

At one point, Galya stopped talking to 

me—passing by without so much as a 

“Bonjour.” After several days, she 

suddenly became friendly again. I asked 

what happened. “My friends were 

causing problems for me.” “What 

friends?” “My KGB friends.” Surprised, 

I asked, “Here?” She said, “Yes, you 

didn’t know that seven in our group are 

KGB?” I asked why was she now talking 

to me again. “I explained things to them; 
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I explained that my father is a four-

star general in the Soviet Army.” 

“Oh,” I said.  

Putting a small crack in the Iron 

Curtain took considerable courage by 

Stas and Galya on their side and a bit 

of effort and patience on mine. But 

after several weeks of listening, 

working, living, and talking together, 

we discovered we liked each other 

and had become good friends—even 

if our countries were not.  

‘So, this Fourth of July, while 

toasting our Founding Fathers and 

“The Miracle in Philadelphia” that 

gave us our country and Constitution, 

I’ll also raise a glass to the young 

people from all over the world who 

once toasted me and American 

independence in the USSR during the 

Cold War—and especially to the 

Soviet economics student and the 

daughter of a four-star general in the 

Red Army who befriended the one 

labeled by their comrades “the 

American Spy.” 

***** 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

AT PENNSWOOD 
by Henry Martin 

“Ah, the future holds great opportunities 
for you. Look for boxes or pails around the 
Village containing zucchinis, lettuce and 
tomatoes marked ‘Please help yourself. ’” 

***** 

UNINSURED 
by Lorna Stuart 

The local landscaping contractor sent one 

of his employees to The Clinic. The man 

had always been good at his work. Now 

he was chopping up the rhododendron 

bushes. He did not seem to know how to 

use the clipping shears any more. 

He looked very sick. We gathered 

immediately, even though he spoke only 

a little English, that this man was truly 

ill.  
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As we took his vital signs, we noted 

his pulse was regular but quite rapid, 

and he was diaphoretic: sweating all 

over. He didn’t have a fever, but his 

tongue was dry. A three-second 

blood sugar result gave us the 

answer. His blood sugar was 625 

mg/dL, more than 6 times normal! 

His vision was so very blurry from 

the elevated glucose that it was little 

wonder he couldn’t see to use his 

shears properly. 

This man would be dead in another 

week or two without urgent help. 

In a private medical practice, one 

might send him to the local hospital 

Emergency Department, for 

intravenous hydration, an insulin drip 

to bring his sugar level down slowly, 

and continual monitoring of his 

electrolytes: sodium, potassium, and 

magnesium. He might have been 

admitted for a few days to adjust 

insulin levels, while having cardiac 

monitoring and a host of other 

endocrine blood tests. He might have 

an abdominal scan to examine his 

pancreas. 

But he didn’t have any medical 

insurance. 

He worked for $14 an hour, some 50 

hours a week, but that was just 

enough to rent a room for himself 

and his wife and buy some groceries 

and some basic necessities. How 

could he buy medical insurance? He 

couldn’t even afford car insurance.  

We treated him as an out-patient, this 

critically ill man. We started an 

intravenous infusion of saline because he 

was severely dehydrated. Multiple small 

doses of fast-acting insulin were given, 

and we monitored his blood sugars as 

they slowly came down over the next few 

hours. His cardiogram remained normal, 

despite expected abnormal potassium and 

sodium levels. We were able to send off 

blood samples but knew we would not 

obtain an answer until the next day to the 

questions: infection? magnesium level? 

kidney function? 

As his sugar reached the 300s and he was 

feeling much better, we gave him exact 

instructions as to what to eat for the next 

two meals. He was also given a blood-

glucose monitoring kit and a supply of 

short-acting insulin. We saw him first 

thing next morning, and his sugar was 

now in the 200s. Much safer! We all 

breathed a sigh of relief. 

Why did this happen? If he had had some 

basic health coverage, he could have 

been seen by a private practice when he 

first started feeling ill. Instead, he tried to 

ignore the symptoms. He had nowhere to 

go, and his life was endangered. Had he 

become comatose and been taken to an 

Emergency Department by ambulance, 

he would have had tens of thousands of 

dollars of tests, CT scans, an ICU stay. 

His bill for an inpatient stay would have 

exceeded $100,000, an amount he could 

never have paid off. The burden of that 

debt might have had a deleterious effect 

on his health.  
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Instead, he was treated for the cost of 

a couple of out-patient visits. 

Editors’ Note:  In 2002, Lorna 

Stuart, MD, and Rev. Marie Swayze 

founded The Clinic, in Phoenixville, 

PA, a full-time, non-profit medical 

center for persons without medical 

insurance.  Still active today, The 

Clinic has about 9,000 visits every 

year. 

***** 

HAIKUS 
by Marjorie Ewbank 

Taste buds are unleashed  

Each bite a heavenly treat.  

Fresh Silver Queen corn!  
                  ### 

People are alike.  

In speech and actions reveal  

Self-centered egos.  
### 

It’s me, my or mine,  

Willing only to be heard.  

Why be so selfish?  
### 

’Tis a time for change.  

Others, too, have thoughts to share.  

Listen—God sends love!  

 

***** 
 

 

 

 

 

 

SUMMERTIME 

Dear Reader, 

Village Voices will not be published in 

August. The Editors will be on 

vacation. We’ll be back in September. 

Best Regards, 

The Editors 

***** 
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