
ESCAPE 
by Anne Baber 

At 3:15 a.m. on Friday, May 10, 1940, 
the steel doors of the Schuster Line 
clanged shut. These recently complet-
ed fortifications on Luxembourg’s 
French and German borders consisted 
of 41 sets of concrete blocks with iron 
gates: 18 roadblocks and 18 blocks at 
bridges edging Germany and 5 road-
blocks edging France. Luxembourg, 
neutral since 1867, had no army. In 
the previous September, its small vol-
unteer corps had been bolstered by the 
addition of a 125-man auxiliary unit. 
These defenses were no match for the 
German army.  

Four and a half hours later, with 
scarcely a shot fired, Luxembourg’s 
ruler, 44-year-old Grand Duchess 
Charlotte, had escaped with her fami-
ly and ministers into France. Only 15 
minutes later, she learned that the cap-
ital, Luxembourg City, was surround-
ed.  

If you’re thinking you’ve seen this 
movie before, you may be recalling 

the recent PBS series Atlantic Cross-
ing about Crown Princess Martha of 
Norway. The creators said it drama-
tized actual events. Some details are 
strikingly similar to Charlotte’s story.  

Charlotte was the second daughter of 
Grand Duke William IV and his wife, 
Marie Anne of Portugal. In 1919, 
Charlotte’s older sister abdicated, her 
reputation destroyed by her cozy rela-
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tionship to the Germans during WWI. 
Luxembourgers adopted a new consti-
tution that severely limited the powers 
of the monarch and put Charlotte, age 
23, on the throne. Later that year, she 
married her first cousin, Prince Felix 
of Bourbon-Parma. They had six chil-
dren, two sons and four daughters.  

After their escape, the royal family 
briefly stayed in France. As France 
fell, Charlotte, her ministers, and her 
family fled to Portugal and then went 
on to London.  

Charlotte’s husband and her 18-year-
old elder son, Jean, had met the Roo-
sevelts at the 1939 World’s Fair in 
New York. This connection became 
important when war broke out. The 
President invited the royal families of 
Belgium, the Netherlands, and Lux-
embourg to send their children to the 
United States. “Europe at war is no 
place for children,” he wrote to the 
US ambassador in Brussels. Later, 
President Roosevelt made arrange-
ments for Charlotte to send her family 
to the US on the USS Cruiser Trenton, 
and they arrived in Annapolis on July 
25, 1940. By August 29, 1940, Char-
lotte was on the BBC broadcasting to 
her countrymen in Luxembourg, try-
ing to give them hope in those dark 
days. Meanwhile, Felix had taken 
their French-speaking children to 
Montreal to continue their schooling. 

On October 4, 1940, Charlotte took a 
Pan Am airplane to New York. She 
was the first monarch of a European 
country occupied by the Nazis to 
travel to the US. Her official resi-
dence was Washington, DC, while her 
government was officially in exile in 
London. Charlotte met with President 
Roosevelt a number of times, and he 
recommended she do a speaking tour 
of the US “to keep you [tiny Luxem-
bourg] on the map.” At one of those 
meetings, Roosevelt is believed to 
have said, “Don’t worry, dear child, 
I’ll bring you home again.” At Roo-
sevelt’s direction, Charlotte’s speech-
es in New York, Chicago, and Phil-
adelphia tried to bring Americans out 
of their position of isolationism— 
something that did not happen until 
Pearl Harbor more than a year later. In 
late 1940 and early 1941, Charlotte 
was back in London meeting with her 
government officials and other exiled 
monarchs. 

On August 4, 1941, Charlotte and   
Felix de Clervaux paid $22,000 for 
the 247 Bucks County acres known as 
“the old Watson place.” A Luxem-
bourg banker in New York had found 
the property for them. The farm 
stretched from Tollgate Road to 
Bridgetown Pike just south of where 
we live today. An additional 50-acre 
piece with frontage along Route 413 
was purchased in 1943. 
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A piece in The Doylestown Intellli-
gencer on February 18, 1942, herald-
ed the royals’ arrival. The headline set 
high expectations: “Luxembourg 
Duchess Will Set Up Provisional 
Court in Bucks.” The article implied 
that American taxpayers would be 
supporting the royal establishment, 
including building a “modest” palace 
and paying for who-knows-what size 
of retinue. Bootlegged photos of 
Charlotte and the children accompa-
nied the piece. Who knows where the 
reporter got his information? 

After that one (mostly fictional) arti-
cle, there was no news about the royal 
family in any local or Philadelphia 
newspaper. No publicity accompanied 
the family’s arrival in May. On the 
property were a two-and-a-half story 
farmhouse, a very large barn and silo, 

and a small tenant house, 
called the “Hunting 
Lodge” which looked, 
someone said, “like a 
chicken coop.” The estate 
manager had been living 
in the farmhouse, and the 
Duchess didn’t want to 
disturb his arrangements, 
so her family moved into 
the Lodge.  

Rare sightings included 
the Duchess in the lead 
followed by her husband 
and all six children on 
their way to the local 

Catholic church. A neighbor lent 
Charlotte’s farm manager his manure 
spreader. A headline in the local paper 
memorialized the event: “Duchess of 
Luxembourg Borrows Canby Manure-
spreader.” Another neighbor recalled 
going to the farm to buy a turkey and 
asking the woman who met her if it 
could be cleaned. Later, when she re-
alized who she had been talking to, 
she said, “Imagine, asking a countess 
[sic] to clean a turkey.” Charlotte’s 
children later recalled an idyllic sum-
mer, riding horses, damming up Core 
Creek to create mudholes to play in, 
and practicing marching with mother 
calling cadences. 

By September of 1942, the land was 
again being farmed by Charlotte’s 
managers and tenant farmers, the 
children had returned to school in 
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Montreal, and Felix and Charlotte 
were again touring to plead with the 
American people in cities across the 
country to join European nations in 
their fight against fascism. Later that 
year, both Felix and son Jean volun-
teered to join the British army.  

Reassured by General Dwight D. 
Eisenhower in March 1945 that Lux-
embourg was officially liberated, 
Charlotte, riding in a Douglas C-47, 
returned from England on April 14, 
1945. She was greeted with love and 
joy at the Grand Ducal palace by tens 
of thousands of her countrymen. In 
1964, Charlotte abdicated giving the 
throne to her son Jean. Without ever 
coming back to her Middletown farm, 
she died in 1985 at age 89. 

In 1967, the Neshaminy Valley Water 
Resources Authority bought the prop-
erty for $594,000 to create a lake and 
park for Bucks County citizens. Most 
of the buildings were demolished, but 
someone bought the farmhouse and 
had it taken apart and removed stone 
by stone. The lake—named Lake 
Luxembourg in honor of the Duchess
—now covers everything. 

Author’s Note: Grand Duchess Char-
lotte’s success at maintaining her pri-
vacy made this story difficult to re-
search. The most complete informa-
tion came from a four-page article 
written by Pennswood residents Jane 
Heimerdinger and Thomas Michener 

that appeared in the Fall 1984 edition 
of a publication—Pennswood View—
I’d never heard of. Jane may have in-
corporated some research by another 
Pennswood resident, Hope Hacker, 
whose article I could not find. With 
the exception of Thomas misnaming 
Tollgate Road on the map, the details 
are complete and correct. The New-
town and Langhorne Historical Soci-
eties had some information on the 
land and construction of the lake, but 
nothing on Charlotte. The Internet 
provided details about the royal fami-
ly’s escape from Luxembourg and 
Charlotte’s activities in London dur-
ing the Second World War. Surely, 
somewhere in President Franklin D. 
Roosevelt’s papers there are answers 
to the amazing coincidence that there 
seemed to be two, young and beauti-
ful European royals that he took under 
his wing—Grand Duchess Charlotte 
of Luxembourg and Princess Martha 
of Norway. It is fun to think of Char-
lotte’s family enjoying farm life just 
down the road during the summer of 
1942. AB 
 

MAIDEN VOYAGE 
AT CORE CREEK PARK 

by George Kurz 

Not long after my wife Elisabeth and I 
moved to Pennswood in 2007, I was 
excited to learn from another resident 
that in nearby Core Creek Park there 
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was a lake on which one could sail. 
Despite not seeing a single sailboat on 
Lake Luxembourg on several visits to 
the park, I determined to give it a try 
and obtained the necessary permit 
sticker to affix to the side of my Sun-
fish sailboat. 

Over the years, I had sailed on a vari-
ety of lakes and reservoirs, large and 
small, even as far away as Lake 
Lucerne in Switzerland. Nevertheless, 
I am always cautious, yes even ner-
vous, when taking my boat on unfa-
miliar waters. 

Elisabeth and I brought the boat on its 
trailer from the storage unit I had 
rented near Newtown to the boat 
launching ramp at Core Creek Park. 
We took the sail and mast out of the 
sail bag, set them up, attached the 
rudder, etc. With everything ready, I 
backed the trailer down the ramp into 
the water and slid the boat off. Elisa-
beth held the bow line while I drove 
the car and trailer to the parking lot. 

Conditions were ideal with lots of 
sunshine and a light breeze. I set out 
for a delightful sail, while Elisabeth 
sat on a beach chair in the shade, 
reading a good book—her preferred 
leisure activity. I sailed all the way to 
the far end of the lake, which took 
nearly half an hour. On the way back, 
I was sailing leisurely along, relaxed, 
and thoroughly pleased with the expe-
rience. Suddenly, I heard a disquieting 

scraping noise, and the boat jarred to 
an abrupt halt. I was aground! I had 
gone too close to the south shore, 
completely unaware of an invisible 
sandy shoal. 

I pulled up the centerboard, expecting 
that to be sufficient to be free of the 
shoal. But the rudder continued drag-
ging on the bottom. Normally, the 
rudder on a Sunfish pops up when it 
hits bottom, but I had tightened the 
rudder pin too much. I was stuck, 
plain and simple. 

It looked like I would have to get out 
of the boat, but I had no idea what 
yucky stuff besides sand might be on 
the bottom or even if I might find  
myself sinking into quicksand. Even-
tually, I was able to loosen the wing 
nut on the rudder pin sufficiently to 
get the rudder to pop up. Despite these 
two measures, the boat was still not 
completely free. No other boat of any 
kind that I could call to for help was 
in sight. I was about to give up all 
hope of getting out of there without 
stepping outside the boat when I spot-
ted the canoe paddle I usually take 
with me in case the wind dies. With it, 
I pushed on the bottom and gradually 
worked my way out into deeper water. 
There, I put the rudder back down to 
its normal position, reinserted the cen-
terboard, and resumed sailing. I 
breathed a sigh of relief at not having 
to get out of the boat. Was I glad I had 
that paddle along! 
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The rest of the sail back to the launch-
ing ramp went smoothly, except for a 
period of about ten minutes when the 
wind died nearly to nothing. I resisted 
the thought of using the paddle, and 
the wind picked up again. We returned 
the boat and trailer to our storage 
place. I looked forward to more days 
of sailing on Lake Luxembourg but 
determined to keep a much greater 
distance between me and the shore-
lines at all times. 

A LIFETIME OF PICKING 
WILD BLUEBERRIES 

by Norm Rubin 

In the late 1940s, my grandparents 
sold their small hotel about three 
miles outside of Liberty, New York, 
not too far from where Grossinger’s 
Catskill Resort Hotel was located, and 
retired to a small home about 3/4 mile 
from the center of Liberty. Each 
summer, starting in 1948, I got away 
from the August heat of the Bronx, 
where I lived with my parents and 
younger brother in a two-room apart-
ment near the Bronx Zoo, and spent 
two wonderful weeks in the cooler, 
fresh country air, visiting my grand-
parents. 

Traditionally, my grandparents took 
me, a cousin, and sometimes an aunt 
and uncle, up to the Cooley Mountain 
area just outside of Parksville, where 

wild blueberries grew. My grand-
mother would pack a small lunch for 
us, and we would head for the wild 
blueberry fields with straw baskets in 
hand to search for bushes laden with 
ripe blueberries. My grandfather, 
who wore a straw hat to protect his 
bald head from the sun, would wander 
off on his own for hours and come 
back late in the day with the most 
(and biggest) blueberries. 

Next day, I would help my grand-
mother, a great cook, bake blueberry 
pies and put up preserves to use 
throughout the winter and spring. I 
can still smell the berries simmering 
in large pots on her stove and taste the 
blueberry pie. 

My last visit to my grandparents was 
in 1956. The following winter, they 
sold their home and moved back to 
Brooklyn where they had started their 
lives in the USA exactly 50 years ear-
lier when they emigrated from Russia. 

My next encounter with wild blueber-
ries was in 1963 when my wife and I 
decided to venture north and spend a 
few days vacationing in Bar Harbor, 
Maine. We awoke the morning after 
our arrival to a crystal clear day. From 
the rear window of our small cabin, I 
could see Cadillac Mountain about 
five miles away. After breakfast, I 
went out for a short walk and, much 
to my surprise, found wild lowbush 
blueberries growing on the grounds 
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surrounding our cabin. Excitedly, I 
ran back into the cabin, got a small 
metal pot from the kitchen, and within 
a half hour or so, filled it with fresh 
blueberries. Later in the day, we 
stopped at a small market in Bar Har-
bor, picked up some sour cream, and 
had freshly picked blueberries and 
cream for dessert. 

In the summer of 1965, my wild blue-
berry-picking adventures began again 
while our family vacationed in Maine. 
We were staying at Rangely Lake 
when we discovered, much to our 
surprise, blueberries growing wild in 
the fields around the lake and along 
the road leading to Saddleback Moun-
tain. Each summer, we would set 
aside a day or two to visit the blueber-
ry fields with our kids. Our dog 
Winky always came with us and loved 
frolicking in the fields and eating 
berries right off the bushes. We 
would stop in Rangely and pick up 
sugar to make blueberry preserves, 
just like my grandmother used to do. 

We picked blueberries in Rangely for 
almost 25 years. In 1989 we bought a 
cabin in the Poconos—our new vaca-
tion “getaway.” In 1990, riding my 
bicycle, I passed a small bog. Out of 
curiosity, I got off my bike and wan-
dered into the bog, just to explore. I 
noticed a familiar-looking bush 
loaded with small, bright, bluish 
berries. Wild blueberries! I picked a 
few and discovered they were ex-

tremely sweet. Running back to my 
bike and pedaling as fast as I could to 
our cabin, I shared my discovery with 
my wife Judy. We grabbed some pots 
and returned to the bog to pick several 
quarts of berries to follow our tradi-
tion of making preserves and pies. 

We still have our little cabin in the 
Poconos where, each summer, from 
mid-July into August, I wander into 
the bog and pick the ripe wild blue-
berries. 

YUGOSLAVIA IN THE 
GOLDEN DAYS OF TITO 

by Gaby Kopelman 

In the summer of 1956, I went to 
Brussels, and after a brief interview 
with the director of its prestigious   
Institut Royal du Patrimoine Artis-
tique, I was accepted as an apprentice 
in painting conservation. This, how-
ever, happened in August, and my  
apprenticeship was not to start till 
September. “What should I do till 
September?” I asked the director. 

“Go to Yugoslavia,” he said. “Those 
people at the Belgrade Institute, I like 
them.” 

So I went. Of course! At that point, I 
was so grateful to the director I’d 
have gone to Hades, had he suggested 
it. But the truth is, I was delighted—
I’d always been drawn to the Middle 
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East, and this would be as close as I’d 
ever gotten. 

The next day, I boarded the Orient 
Express—36 hours without a toilet 
one could enter without retching—but 
the train did take me straight to Bel-
grade. My travel companions, all   
Yugoslavians, took an extraordinary 
interest in this rare bird, a real tourist, 
and an American at that! In 1956, 
tourists were rare beasts to be regard-
ed with interest and a bit of suspicion. 
An avuncular gentleman and his wife 
looked quite worried when I told them 
that I would be quite all right—I had 
the name of someone at the Belgrade 
Institute. 

“But no letter?” they asked. “Why 
would they believe you?” 

“And no reservation! You’ll never 
find a place to stay,” chimed in the 
rather attractive man in the corner. 

“But are there no hotels?” I asked. 

They exchanged meaningful looks. 
Hotels were for Russians, they       
explained patiently, and without a let-
ter from an influential person . . . . 

At a suburban station, we were joined 
by a rather jovial, loud-mouthed 
woman in her forties, large of form 
and bosom, who immediately made 
sure we all noticed her silver wrist-
watch, large gold earrings, and vari-

ous other tasteless proofs of her obvi-
ously newly-acquired riches. After her 
entry, there was no more casual talk. 

“People like that,” confided the attrac-
tive man to me at one point while we 
were leaning out the corridor window 
chatting, “they make you vomit.” 

I arrived in Belgrade at seven in the 
morning. The station was deserted, 
but I saw a sign, “Putnik,” which I 
had been told was the national travel 
service. As I had been warned, there 
were no hotel rooms available, but I 
was in luck—a young man who spoke 
some English offered to take me to 
friends of his who had a room they’d 
let me have. On the way, he said he’d 
introduce me to a man who had been 
the pilot who, in 1953, had taken    
Adlai Stevenson to meet Tito in 
Brioni and who loved Americans! 

Our morning’s walk through the 
streets of Belgrade has stayed in my 
memory. This was 1956, but it seemed 
as though the war had just ended. The 
city was very quiet—on the broad  
avenue there were hardly any pedes-
trians and no cars in sight. Once in a 
while, a horse-drawn carriage came 
clattering by. The outdoor cafés were 
mostly deserted. Shops were few and 
far between, their windows dark and 
empty except for some minimal food-
stuffs. A cluster of people stood hud-
dled in front of one store window, 
looking longingly at the prominently 
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featured object of their desire, one 
sole electric iron, displayed on a 
frayed piece of red velvet. But the 
door of the shop remained shut. In 
front of Tito’s palace, a policeman  
attired in dazzling white, guided the 
traffic, such as there was. Once in a 
great while, he’d lift one gold-braided 
arm to halt a weary horse pulling a 
load of splintery wooden planks down 
the empty avenue.  

My guide was an architecture student. 
Yes, he told me, he liked his chosen 
field, but studying was difficult since 
there was only one set of drafting 
tools for the entire class. As I noticed 
on our walk, actual construction was 
equally difficult. We passed a building 
site that would not have looked out of 
place at the time of the pyramids. 
There were no lifts, or other modern 
equipment in sight; all the material—
bricks, tools, pipes, etc.—was being 
passed up and down wooden ladders 
from hand to hand.  

At the entrance to a park, we met the 
ex-pilot. A youngish man with a 
broad, good-natured face, he sat 
straddling a motorcycle, surrounded 
by a group of his admiring friends. 
This was obviously their habitual 
hangout, and he was top dog. When 
my guide introduced me as a tourist, 
an Amerikanska, the man laughed and 
threw up his hands in disbelief. “Go 
on!” he cried, or its equivalent in Ser-
bo-Croat. “An American?”  

It was obviously impossible. I assured 
him that I was, indeed, an Amerikans-
ka, and my guide proudly confirmed 
my authenticity. I saw that I was quite 
a feather in his cap. 

My “furnished room” turned out to be 
the family’s small living room, but 
they cheerfully cleared it all out, 
moved in a bed, and, finally, there I 
was, alone in Belgrade. The windows 
of my room overlooked a back street 
full of activity. In the many street- 
level workshops, everyone seemed to 
be busy, hammering away at some-
thing. But then, suddenly, the far-
away cry of a muezzin—high and 
clear—pierced all this cacophony, and 
all noise stopped. I relaxed. This is 
what I’d hoped to hear, this is where 
I’d always wanted to be. 

That afternoon, I sat in one of Bel-
grade’s outdoor cafés. Up close, the 
place bore out my rather dismal first 
impression: not a marble top table that 
was intact, not a cup or plate that 
wasn’t chipped. I sat there, watching 
the pedestrians go by. Again, it all 
looked as though the war had ended 
yesterday or was still going on some-
where out there. Only the strong 
seemed to have survived. The men—
there were few women—were invari-
ably tall, slim, and fit-looking, their 
good looks somewhat marred by their 
aluminum-capped teeth. There were 
no children, no old people, nor any of 
the motley crew of pedestrians who 
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usually clutter up the sidewalks of 
other cities on a sunny summer day.  

The next morning, I made contact 
with Anika Skovran, the restorer at 
the Belgrade Institute. Wife of the 
conductor of the national symphony, 
Anika was a sophisticated and very 
sympathetic young woman, who 
greeted me with open arms and im-
mediately invited me to meet her col-
leagues. I ended up in a small apart-
ment, sitting around with four young 
women, chatting companionably as 
best we could in a mish-mash of Eng-
lish, German, and French, while sip-
ping fruit syrup and ice water from 
small liqueur glasses. With my Russ-
ian, Eastern European background, it 
was all uncannily familiar to me—I 
felt completely at home. They, in turn, 
were delighted with me, perhaps the 
first American they’d ever met! 
  
Those few days in Belgrade—the 
friendliness of the people and the 
hardship of their lives—set the tone of 
the rest of my time in Yugoslavia that 
year and also the next, when I re-
turned for a bit of restoration work on 
a frescoed chapel in the middle of 
nowhere and a blissful summer of 
camping. But that’s another story. 

SEPTEMBER’S 
POETRY ISSUE 

We have already received many     
poems for the September Village 
Voices all-poetry issue. We will print a 
maximum of two poems from each 
poet. The editors would prefer the 
poet to pick his/her favorite and not 
leave that up to us. If you have al-
ready sent in a handful, please let us 
know which ones you would select. If 
you wish, you also may write and 
submit 100 words—only 100 words—
to comment on your poems or your 
life as a poet.  
          The Editors 

Publication of 
Pennswood Village 

Residents      Association 
Founder and Editor Emerita: 
Paulina Brownie Wilker 

Managing Editor:  Anne Baber 
Contributing Editors: 

Glenna Follmer, Kathy Hoff, 
Jane Perkinson 

Typist:  Sarah Pollock 
Proofreading:  Sally Burkman 

Distribution:  Lisa Williams 
Layout:  Henry Baird 

Contributors: 
All Pennswood Residents 

Email your contributions to 
HB@HenryBaird.com 
or place typed hard copy 

in our open      mail box. 

 Past copies of Village Voices are 
in Pennswood Library, shelf 21. 

(  )10


