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Equatorial Newark

’I:IE FIRST cAsE of polio that summer came
early in June, right after Memorial Day, in a poor
Italian neighborhood crosstown from where we
lived. Over in the city’s southwestern corner, in
the Jewish Weequahic section, we heard nothing
about it, nor did we hear anything about the next
dozen cases scattered singly throughout Newark
in nearly every neighborhood but ours. Only by
the Fourth of July, when there were already forty
cases reported in the city, did an article appear on
the front page of the evening paper, titled “Health
Chief Puts Parents on Polio Alert,” in which Dr.
William Kittell, superintendent of the Board of
ealth, was quoted as cautioning parents to moni-

or their children closely and to contact a physician
child exhibited symptoms such as headache,
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eck, joint pain, or fever.
ged that forty polio
s normally re-

sore throat, naused, saff n
Though Dr. Kittell acknowled
re than twice as many 2
1 the polio season, he wanted it
¢ the city of 429,000 Was by
at could be character-
tis. This summer

cases was Mo
ported this early i
clearly anderstood tha
ans suffering from wh
pidemic of poliomyeli
fhere was reason for
nic precautions to be ta
for the sort of alarm that
“ustifiably enough,”
the largest out-
g16 polio

no me
ized as an €
as every Summer,
for the proper hygie
there was as yet no cause
had been displayed by parents,
rwenty-eight years carlier, during
break of the disease ever reported—the 1
epidemic in the northeastern United States, when

had been more than 2 with 6,000

concern and
ken, but

7,000 Cases,

there
deaths. In Newark there had been 1,360 cases and
363 deaths. '

mber of

ar with an average nu
of contracting polio W
*d been back in 1916,

Now even in a ¥€
¢s, when the chances
duced from what they
sease that left a youngs
rmed or unable to brea
irator tank
d from paralysis of the res
ch—caused the parents i

cas
much re
a paralytic di
disabled and defo
a cylindrical metal resp
g—Or that could lea
muscles to dea

tun
piratory

ere .

ter permanent.Wf
the outside’

known as an iroft

our neighborhood considerable apprehension and

icnarred the peace of mind of children who were
ree of school for the summer months and abl

p%ay outdoors all day and into the long twilit e
nings. Concern for the dire consequences of ?C:E:

e serd . .
f g Se;OUSIY ill from polio was compounded by the
act ici '

that no medicine existed to treat the disease

and no vacci i
accine to produce immunity. Polio—or in

fantile paralysis, as it was called when the diseas
€

was thought to infect mainly toddlers—could befall

anyone, for no apparent reason. Though children

up to si
p to sixteen were usually the sufferers, adults too

could become severely i

president of the Uni‘jzdlgizz.d’ s had the cument
- Franklin Delano Roosevelt, polios most

B wned victim, had contracted the disease as a vl'.e—
1.'9115 man of thirty-nine and subsequently hadlgm
e supported when he walked and, even then ht(;
ear -heavy steel-and-leather braces fron,l lil
ips 0 his feet to enable him to stand. The ch -
e:;_ nstiFution that FDR founded w-hile h; vfrm
_e:.:.‘.i?_Vhite House, the March of Dimes rais;l:l
¥ -f?r research and for financial assist;ﬁce to
%es of the stricken; though partial or even
c1:~y was possible, it was often only after
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months or years of expensive hospital therapy and
rehabilitation. During the annual fund drive, Amer-
nated their dimes at school to help
e disease, they dropped their
passed around by ush-
nnouncing “You

ica’s young do
in the fight against th
dimes into collection cans
movie theaters, and posters
ot” and “Help Fight Polio!” appeared
res and offices and in the cotri-
¢ country, posters of chil-
tle girl wearing leg
an-cut litte

ers in
Can Help, To
on the walls of sto
dors of schools across th
dren in wheelchairs—a pretty lit
ly sucking her thumb, a cle

braces shy
boy with leg braces heroically smiling with hope—

posters that made the possibility of getting the dis-
ease seem all the more frighteningly real to other-
wise healthy children.

Summers were steamy in low-lying Newark, and
because the city was partially ringed by extensive
wetlands—a major source of malaria back when

that, too, was an unstoppable disease—there were
f mosquitoes to be swatted and slapped

swarms o
away wheneve
leys and driveways at
doors from our sweltering fl
nothing but a cold shower and ic

e water to miti

- we sat on beach chairs in the al-
night, seeking refuge out of
ats, where there was

gate the hellish heat. This was before the advent of

lflome air conditioning, when a small black electric
an, sejc on a table to stir up a breeze indoors, of-
fe'red little relief once the temperature reachec{ th
high nineties, as it did repeatedly that summer fi .
sFretches of a week or ten days. Outdoors, peopl ?’r
citronela candles and sprayed with cans’of tﬁ) e’ )
secticide Flit to keep at bay the mosquitoes andeﬂlinu
that were known to have carried malaria, yellow fes
Ver,.anfi typhoid fever and were believell by mane"
beginning with Newark’s Mayor Drummond why’
launched a citywide “Swat the Fly” campaig,n tg
carry polio. When a fly or a mosquito mana, ed
. to penetrate the screens of a family’s flat or fl gin
- through an open door, the insect would be Ci:)
gedly hunted down with fly swatter and Flit out g-f
fear that by alighting with its germ-laden legs )
one of the household’s sleeping children it \i C;Ici
mfect the youngster with polio. Since nobod ?1;1
l.m_.ew the_s.()urce of the contagion, it was poss?ble ‘:)1
grow suspicious of almost anything, including th
ony alley cats that invaded our backyard gargba :
and the haggard stray dogs that slinked hurgl-
g;f_lly.‘ _ground the houses and defecated all over th
dew___ lk and street and the pigeons that cooed i:::
gables of the houses and dirtied front stoops




1n the first month of
knowledged as an
th—the sanitation
minate

with their chalky droppings.
the outhreak—before it was ac
the Board of Heal
out systematically to exter
n of alley cats, even though
d any more to do with

epidemic by
department set ab
the city’s huge populatio
one knew whether they ha

1 domesticated house cats.
did know was that the disease

s and might be passed to the
oximity to those already
e number of cases

no
polio tha

What people
was highly contagion
healthy by mere physical pr
d. For this reason, 5 th
anted in the city—and communal fear

1dren in our neighborhood found
their parents from using

¢ Park in nearby Ir-
al “air-cooled”

infecte
steadily mo
with it—many chi
themselves prohibited by
the big public pool at Olympt

vington, forbidden to go to the loc
and forbidden to take the bus down-

movie theaters,

town ot to travel Down Neck to Wilson Avenue 0

see our minor league tean, the Newark Bears, play
We were warned not

baseball at Ruppert Stadinm.
¢ toilets or public drinking fountains of

to use publi
to swig a drink out of someone else’s soda-po

fe or to get a chill or to
borrow books from the publi
pay phone or to buy foo

a public

p bot-

play with strangers or to
¢ library or to talk on
d from a street

vend i
or or to eat unti} we had cleaned our hands

thoroughly with soap and water. We were to wash

all fruit and vegetables before we ate them, and we

we '
re to keep our distance from anyone who looked

sick or complained of any of polio’s telltale symp-

toms.
Escaping the city’s heat entirely and being sent

off to i
a summer camp in the mountains or the

countrysi i
tryside was considered a child’s best protection

against catching polio. So too was spending the

lercnmler some sixty miles away at the Jersey Shore
amily who could afford it rented a bedroom witl‘;

- kitchen privileges in a rooming house in Bradley

Beach, a strip of sand, boardwalk, and cottages a

mile long that had already been popular for sev-

eral decades among North Jersey Jews. There the

mother and the children would go to the beach to

breathe in the fresh, fortifying ocean air all week

}'_ong and be joined on weekends and vacations b

th_e._fathe.r. Of course, cases of polio were known tz
._-op.up in summer camps as they did in the shore’s
sﬁaszsle towns, but because they were nothing like
r__n_mj}erous as. those reported back in Newark, it
idely bfaheved that, whereas city surrour;d—
Wlth their unclean pavements and stagnant air,
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M
contagion, settling within sight or sound
in the country or up in th
d a guarantee as there was of

facilitated
of the sea or off
rains afforded as goo
evading the disease.
So the privileged lucky ones disap
summer while the rest of u
what we shouldn’t, given that
cted of being yet another
ayed inning after in-
on the baking

€ moun-

peared from the
s remained

city for the
behind to do exacdy
“gyerexertion” was suspe
ible cause of polio: we pl
ame after game of softball
hool playground, running
heat, drinking thirstily from
tain, - between innings
nst one another,

poss
ning and g
asphalt of the sc
all day in the extreme
the forbidden water foun
n a bench crushed up agai
r laps the well-worn,
d to mop the sweat off our
m running into our €yes—
soaking polo shirts
ful of how our
f us to

around

seated O
clutching in ou
used out in the fiel
heads and to keep it fro
clowning and carrying on in our
melly sneakers, unmind
ht be dooming any one ©
1 an iron lung and the real-

cadful fears.
peared at the

grimiy mitts we
fore-

and our s
imprudence mig
lifelong incarceration b
ization of the body’s most dr

Only a dozen of 5O girls ever ap
ainly kids of cight or nine

playground, m
ing rope where far center

usually be seen jump

who could -

field -

Srzc;gpeci;}ff into a narrow school street closed to
c. en the girls weren’t jumpi
used the street fof hopsc:t:f: L‘;ﬁpiinl;zpebthey
and playing jacks or for happily bouncin i a'SeS
rubber ball at their feet all day long. Soiliuiti
:Ejgndu;vglrls ]un"fping rope played double dutch,
- g two ropes in opposite directions, one of the
t ;:sg .Wloulgl rush up unbidden and, elbowing aside
irl who was about to ju i
ingly start bellowing the] gr;i:’iizsc:;tznﬁlzoFk-
;or‘lg while deliberately entangling himself in tp}fallf
T}ﬁng .ropes. “H, my name is Hippopotamus—!”
e girls would holler at him “Stop it! Stop it!”
and call out for help from the playgrm.lnd cll) «
tor, who had only to shout from wherever helrec_
lon the playground to the troublemnaker (most dwaIS
it was the same boy), “Cut it out, Myron! Leave :})1[:

:..g‘iﬂs alone or you're going home!” With that, the
“uproar subsided. Soon the jump ropes were ;)nce

_again snappily turning in the air and the chanting

“take j
n up anew by one jumper after another:

| A, my name is Agnes

And my husband’s name is Alphonse
We come from Alabama ’
| And we bring back apples!
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B, my name is Bev

And my busband’s pame is
We come from Bermuda
And we bring back beets!
C, my name 8.

Bill,

irls encamped

With their childish voices, the g
sed their

at the far edge of the playground jmprovi
way from A tO 7, and back again, alliterating the
as at the end of the line, sometimes preposter

now
h time around. Leaping and darting about

ously, eac
with excitement—except when Myron Kopferman
and his like would apishly interfere—they exhibited

s they were surmmoned by

astounding energy; unles
treat to the shade of

the playground director to 1€
the schoo! because of the heat, they didn’t vacate

that street from the Friday in June when the spring
cerm ended to the Tuesday after Labor Day when
the fall term began and they could jump rope only

ol and at recess.
ound director that year Was Bucky
se of poor vision that necessi-

eyeglasses, was One of the

after scho

The playgr
Cantor, who, becau
tated his wearing thick
g men around who
ring the previous school
the new phys ed teacher

few youn
the war, Du
tor had become

year, MI'. Can"
at Chan-

wasn’t off fighting in::

LI

cellor Avenue School and so already knew many of

us who habituated the playground from the gym
classes he taught. He was twenty-three that sum-

mer, a graduate i i
A of South Side, Newark’s mixed-race,

mixed-religion high school, and Panzer College of

Physical Education and Hygiene in East Orange

He stood slightly under five feet five inches tall
and tholugh he was a superior athlete and stron[.;
competitor, his height, combined with his poor vi-

sion, had prevented him from playing college-level
{football, baseball, or basketball and restricted his
intercollegiate sports activity to throwing the jav-
elin and lifting weights. Atop his compact body jwaw

a good-sized head formed of emphatically slant-

ing and sloping components: wide pronounced

_cheekbones, a steep forehead, an angular jaw, and
: H

a long straight nose with a prominent bridge that

lent his profile the sharpness of a silhouette en-

graved on a coin, His full lips were as well defined

as his muscles, and his complexion was tawny year-

und Since adolescence he had worn his hair in
military-style crewcut. You particularly noticed

.a;ars with that haircut, not because they were
by large, which they were not, not necessar-
cause they were joined so closely to his head

b
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ey were shaped

se, seen from the side, th
ds, or the

ce of spadesin a pack of car
d feet of mythology, with top-
ded off, as most eats are,

but becau
much like the a
wings on the winge
most tips that weren't roun
but came nearly to a point. Before his grandfather
dubbed him Bucky, he was known briefly as Ace t0
his childhood street pals, a nickname inspired not
merely by his precocious excellence at sports but by

the uncommon configuration of those ears.
Altogether the oblique planes of his face gave the

smoky gray eyes back of his glasses—€yes long and

narrow like an Asian’s—2 deeply pocketed look, as
though they were not so much set as cratered in the
skull. The voice emerging from this precisely delin-

as, unexpectedly, rather high-pitched,
iminish the force of his appear
strik-

eated face w
but that did not d
ance. His was the cast-
ingly bold face of a sturdy yo

rely on.

iron, wear-resistant,
ung man you could

ONE AFTERNOON early
ians from East Side High,
o eighteen, drove in and p

teen t
ntial street back of the sc

of the reside
the playground wa

in July, two cars full of Ttal-
boys anywhere from fif- -
arked at the top
hool, where:

s situated. East Side was in the:

13

IrogbOLlnd section, the industrial sham that had
ported the most cases of polio in the city so faar i:;
:I(i)son 25 Mr. Cantor saw them pull up, he drop.ped
o omltt fon the.ﬁeld—he was playing third base
ne of our pickup games—and trotted over
where t.he ten strangers had emptied out of th .
f:arsl. I’.IIS athletic, pigeon-toed trot was alreade t:O
ing imitated by the playground kids, as was hi o
poseful way of lightly lifting hinlse,lf as he oved
on the balls of his feet, and the slight swa mo;ed
he walked, of his substantial shoulders. For e of
the boys his entire bearing had be(:om.e th ?Ome \
on‘and off the playing field. s borh
aid\'ﬁfhat do you fellows want here?” Mr. Cantor

) .hed. He was the one who’d come swaggerin

: c? :the cars first. “Ain’t that right?” he said t-Lnjg fmt
0 preen for the cohorts backing him up ,wh .
qrgd right off to Mr. Cantor to be onl 100 cagor
o begin a brawl. rn e
You look more like you're spreadin’ trouble,”
- .ntor told him. “Why don’t you head oute;f

o; no,” i insi
s no,” the Italian guy insisted, “not till we




you don’t, S0 We

ome polio. We got it and
ttle around.”

d drive up and spread a li
All the while he talked, he rocked back and forth on
his heels to indicate how tough he was. The brazen
of his thumbs tacked into the front two l00ps
sers served no less than his gaze to Tegis-

spread s
thought we

ease
of his trou
ter his contempt.

“P'm playground director here,” M. Cantor said,

ointing back over his shoulder toward us kids. “Tm
o leave the vicinity of the playground.
o business here and I'm asking you po-

do you say?”
a law against spreadin’ po-

p
asking you t
You've got v
litely to go. What

«§ince when is there

M. Playground Director?”

o,
“Look, polio is not & joke.

public nuisance.
ow about leaving on your owh,
ort you out of here?”

ack, who was easily

And there’s a law
against being a 1 don’t want to have
to call the police. Tl
before 1 get the cops to €8¢
~ With this, the leader of the p
half a foot taller than Mr. Cantor, took a step for-

ward and spat on
viscous sputum splatter
the tip of Mr. Cantor’s sneakers.

“\What's that mean?” Mr. Canto
| calm and, with his ar

the pavement. He left a

voice was stil

gob of

ed there, only inches from

r asked him. His
ms crossed

15

.tlghtly over his chest, he was the embodiment of
%mmovabmty. No Ironbound roughnecks were go-
ing to get the better of him or come anywh o
his kids. e
I told you what it means. We’re spreadin’ polio

Wt::‘ don’t want to leave you people out.”

| Look, cut the ‘you people’ crap,” Mr. Canto
:.;ald zfnd took one quick, angry step forward, pl r
ing him only inches from the Ttalian’s face “I’,Hp :‘lc-
you ten seconds to turn around and mo've evi‘;ﬁ

body out of here.”
'.1“‘he It.alian smiled. He really hadn’t stopped
| smiling since he’d gotten out of the car. “Th
‘what?” he asked. | N
I told you. I'm going to get the cops to get you

out and keep you out.”

. Hn‘azle the Italian guy spat again, this time just to
| _;:1 side of Mr. Cantor’s sneakers, and Mr. Cantor
called over to the boy who had been waiting to bat

next in the game and who, like the rest of us, was si
I_;tlyuwatchjng Mr, Cantor face down the t,en Itaiz
s Jerry,” Mr. Cantor said, “run to my office
clephone the police. Say youre calling for me.

b

What are they going to do, lock me up?” the
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asked. “They gonna put me in the
ng on your precious Weequahic
sidewalk too, four eyes?”
Mr. Cantor didn’t answer and just remained
between the kids who'd been playing ball
¢ ficld behind him and the two car-
still standing on the street at
nd as though each were
as smoking and sud-
fime Jerry re-
e—where,

chief Ttalian guy
slammer for spitt
sidewalk? You own the

planted
on the asphal
loads of Ttalian guys.
the edge of the playgrou
about to drop the cigarette he w
denly brandish a weapon- But by the
rurned from Mr. Cantor’s basement offic
as instructed, he had telephoned the police—the
two cars and their ominous occupants were gone.
When the patrol car pulled up only minutes latet,
M. Cantor was able to give the cops the license
plate numbers of both cars, which he’d memo-
rized during the standoff. Only after the police had
driven away did the kids back of the fence begin t0
ridicule the Italians.

It turned out that there was sputum spre
the wide area of pave
had congregated, some tweil

gusting mess that certain
ing ground for disease.

ad over

slimy, dis
an ideal breed

ment where the Ttalian guys
ty square feet of a wet,
ly appeared t0 be
Mr. Cantor

7

h
n?d two of the boys go down in the school base-
ent to find a couple of buckets and fill them with

th
en slosh the water across the pavement until ev

ery inch of it was washed clean. The kids slosh-

El% away the slime reminded Mr, Cantor of how
F E had to clean up after killing a rat at the back
of his grandfather’s grocery store when he was ten

years old.
X Ngthing to worry about,” Mr, Cantor told the
oys: The}lr won’t be back. That’s just life,” he said
- quoting a line favored by his grandfather, “there’;

always something funny going on,” and he rejoined

___'Fhe .game and play was resumed. The boys ob-
“serving from the other side of the two-story-high

chainlink fence that enclosed the playground were

;r}}%htily impressed by Mr. Cantor’s taking on the
talians as he did. His confident, decisive manner,

weightlifter’s strength, his joining in every day

nthusiastically play ball right alongside the rest

“ sfali this had made him a favorite of the pla

ound regulars from the day he’d arrived alsJ d}:

- 1:‘)._. but after. the incident with the Italians he
ame .an outright hero, an idolized, protective,
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heroic older brother, particularly to those whose

¢ brothers were off in the war.
1 the week that two of the boys who'd
Jd when the Italians had come
around didn’t show up for a few days to play ball.
On the first morning, both had awakened with high
fevers and stiff necks, and by the second evening—
having begun to grow helplessly weak in their arms
and legs and to have difficulty breathing—had to
be rushed to the hospital by ambulance. One of
the boys, Herbie Steinmark, was a chubby, clumsy,
amiable eighth grader who, because of his athletic
assigned to play right field
Alan Michaels, also an
r three best ath-

own olde
Tt was later i
been at the playgroun

ineptness, was usually
and bat last, and the other,

cighth grader, was among the two O
playground and the boy who'd grown

tor. Herbie’s and Alan’s consti-
olio in the neighborhood.

Within forty-eight hours there were eleven addi-
es, and though none were kids who'd been

nd that day, word spread through

letes on the
closest to Mr. Can
wuted the first cases of p

tional cas
at the playgrou
the neighborhood tha
to the Weequahic section
far their neighborhood had rep
of polio in the city and ours ha

by the Italians. Since s0

t the disease had been carried -

orted the most cases

d reported none, it
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wa ) .
" :1 (l{:»e:.heved that, true to their word, the Italians
ad driven across town that afternoon intending to

infect the i :
e Jews with polio and that they had suc-

Bucky canTtor’s motrueR had died in childbirth
and }.le had been raised by his maternal grand ar-’
ents in a tenement housing twelve families on gap
clay Street off lower Avon Avenue, in one of the
poore:r sections of the city. His father, from whom
he’d inherited his bad eyesight, was a bookkeeper
for a big downtown department store who hadpan
inordinate fondness for betting on horses. Shortl

a.fter his wife’s death and his son’s birth he lwas conz]
victed of larceny for stealing from his employer to
_cover his gambling debts—it turned out he’d been

lining his pockets from the day he’d taken the job

. .o .
?

. E:ver returned to Newark. Instead of having a fa-
= eI:, the boy, whose given name was Eugene, took
iis instruction in life from the big, bear-like, hard-

working grandfather in whose Avon Avenue gro-

cery store he worked after school and on Satur-

days Hef was five when his father married for a
econd time and hired a lawyer to get the boy to
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come to live with him and his new wife down in

Perth Amboy where he had a job in the shipyards.

The grandfather, rather than going out to hire his
own lawyer, drove straight to Perth Amboy, where
chere was a confrontation in which he was said to
have threatened to break his one-time son-in-law’s

neck should he dare to try in any way to interfere in
After that, Eugene’s father

Eugene’ life. was never
heard from again.

Tt was from heaving crate
with his grandfather that h
d arms, and from running 0
to their flat innumerable times a
evelop his legs. And it was
ness that he learned
acle, including

s of produce around the
e began to develop

store
p and down

his chest an
the three flights
day that he began 10 d
from his grandfather’s intrepid

how to pit himself against any obst

having been born the son of a man his gra

would describe for 2
shady character.” He wante
strong, just like his grand
thick glasses. But his eyes
the glasses away at night
arely make out the shape o

d as a boy to be phys-

ically
have to wear
that when he put
ready for bed, he could b
the few pieces of furniture in h
who had never given a secomnt

father,

ndfather

s long as he Jived as “a very.

father, and not to '_
were so bad:
to get

is room. His grand-

d thought to his

21
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own disadvantages, instructed the unhappy child
when }.1£’d first donned glasses at the age }2; ei 1h _
j}it hi eyes were now as good as anyone gls:’s_
er i '
o Siu}:)j:z,t .there was nothing further to be said on
tleHls grandmother was a warm, tenderhearted lit-
" wormnan, a good, sound parental counterweight t
is grandfather. She bore hardship bravel thgo ﬁ
teared up whenever mention was made of th}z tw 5
year-old daughter who had died in childbirthm;?:—
was much loved by the customers in the store; an:i:

| ?t ho(rinei where her hands were never still, she fol-
_tlve with half an ear Life Can Be Beautiful and the
other soap operas she liked where the listener is al-

Zl_:ays shudd'ering, always nervous, at the prospect of
e next misfortune. In the few hours a day when

she w: isting i
she was not assisting in the grocery, she devoted

erself wholeheartedly to Eugene’s welfare, nursing

him through measles, mumps, and chickenpox, se

z.rc his clothes were always clean and me;idezm
hIS homework was done, that his report card’
‘¢ signed, that he was taken to the dentist re f
(as few poor children were in those days), il:at

0?;1 she cooked for him was hearty and plen-
nd that his fees were paid at the synagogue




22z
TR AT

where he went after school for Hebrew.clasfses to
prepare for his bar mitzvah, But for the rio 0 Zom-
mon infectious childhood diseases, the boy ha ur;
wavering good health, strong even teeth, an c)\;;':a(i
all sense of physical well-being that must hav;a1 »
something to do with the way she had rnothele'
him, trying to do everything thaft was.thoug t, 11;11
those days, to be good for a growing child. Beic'wee
her and her husband there was rarely sqlmbb‘lng—;—l
each knew the job to do and how best to do it, an1
cach carried it off with an avidity whose example
t on young Eugene.
Wa;i:t;?:ndfaier siw to the boy’s masc.uline de-
velopment, always on the alert to eradicate 1any
weakness that might have been bequeathed—a oni
with the poor eyesight—by his natural father an
e boy that a man’s every end .
nsibility. His grandfather’s domi-
to abide, but when Eugene
as never grudging.

eavor was
to teach th

imbued with respo
nance wasn't always easy
et his expectations, the praise w |
s the time, when he was just

There wa _ :
n a large gray ratin the dim

boy came upo
room back of the stor
when he saw the rat scutthin

stock-

ten, that the

e. Tt was already dark outside
g in and out of a stack
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of empty grocery cartons that he had helped his
grandfather to unpack. His impulse was, of course,

to run. Instead, knowing his grandfather was out

front with a customer, he reached noiselessly into a

corner for the deep, heavy coal shovel with which

he was learning how to tend the furnace that heated

the store.

Holding his breath, he advanced on tiptoe until
he had stalked the panicked rat into a corner. When
the boy lifted the shovel into the air, the rat rose on

its hind legs and gnashed its frightening teeth, de-

ploying itself to spring. But before it could leave
the floor, he brought the underside of the shovel
swiftly downward and, catching the rodent squarely

on the skull, smashed its head open. Blood inter-

mingled with bits of bone and brain drained into

the cracks of the stockroom floorboards as—having

- failed to suppress completely a sudden impulse to

vomit—he used the shovel blade to scoop up the

dead animal. It was heavy, heavier than he could

have imagined, and looked larger and longer rest-
ing in the shovel than it had up on its hind legs.
Strangely, nothing—not even the lifeless strand of

and the four motionless feet—looked quite as
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o n—TE

e-thin, bloodstained whis-
¢ his head, he had

not registered

dead as the pairs of need}

kers. With his weapon raised ove
the whiskers; he had :
the words “Kill it as if they

his brain by his grandfa-
mer had left with her
e shovel straight
to reveal how
rried the dead rat through
to display to his grandfa-
oor. At the corneh
1, he poked it

not registered
anything other than
being formulated in
aited until the custo
nd then, holding th
m—and poker-faced

were
ther. He w
grocery bag a
out in front of hi
unfazed he was—he ¢a
to the front of the store
ther before continuing out the d
jiggling the carcass free of the shove‘ B
through the jron grate into the flowing b. -
ned to the store and, witha scrub brush, rf(i)
s, and 2 bucket of watet, cleaned t‘he 00;[-
nd the traces of the rat and rinsed 0

©retur
s0ap, 13§
of his vomit &
the shovel.
It was following thi
ther—because of the ni

obstinacy and gutsys spirited,
ling the bespectacle

¢ rinmph that his grandfa-
ckname’s connotation of
trong—wﬂled forti-

—year-old
cude—took to cal d ten-year-o

Bucky.
The grandfather, Sam
o Ametica in the 1880s as ant

Cantor, had come alone
mmigrant child from:

25

a Jewish village in Polish Galicia. His fearlessness
had been learned in the Newark streets, where his
nose had been broken more than once in fights
with anti-Semitic gangs. The violent aggression
against Jews that was commonplace in the city dur-
ing his stum boyhood did much to form his view of
life and his grandson’s view in turn. He encouraged
the grandson to stand up for himself as a man and
to stand up for himself as a Jew, and to understand
that one’s batiles were never over and that, in the
relentless skirmish that living is, “when you have to
pay the price, you pay it.” The broken nose in the
middle of his grandfather’s face had always testified
to the boy that though the world had tried, it could
not crush him. The old man was dead of a heart at-
‘tack by July 1944, when the ten Italians drove up
to the playground and single-handedly Mr. Cantor
“turned them back, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t
here throughout the confrontation.

‘A boy who'd lost a mother at birth and a father
o jail, a boy whose parents figured not at all in his
ealiest recollections, couldn’t have been more for-
e in the surrogates he’d inherited to make
$trong in every way—he’d only rarely allow
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the thought of his missing parents to torment him,

even if his biography had been determined by their

absence.

ty and a college ju-
as bombed and
attack at

Mg. cantor had been twen

nior when the U.5. Pacific Fleet w

pearly destroyed in the surprise Japanesc
unday, December 7, 1941 On

Pearl Harbor on S
Monday the eighth he went off to the recruiting
join the fight. But be-

station outside City Hall to

s eyes nobody would have him, not the
e coast guard, or the marines. He
ent back to Panzer College
phys ed teacher. His

cause of hi
army, the navy, th
was classified 4-F and s
to continue preparing to be a
grandfather had only recently died, and however it-
thought, Mr. Cantor felt as though he
had let him down and failed to meet the expecta-
tions of his undeflectable mentor. What good were

scular build and his athletic prowess if he
r? He hadn't been

ly to be

rational the

his mu
couldn’t exploit them as a soldie

lifting weights since early adolescence mere
strong enough o hur
himself strong enough to be

After America entered the war, h

ing the stree

a marine.

| the javelin—he had made -

e was still walk-

ts while all the able-bodied men his ag
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were off training to fight the Japs and the Germans
among them his two closest friends from Panzer’
who’d lined up outside the recruiting station wit};
him on the morning of December 8. His grand-
mother, with whom he still lived while commuting
to Panzer, heard him weeping in his bedroom the
night his buddies Dave and Jake went off to Fort
Dix to begin basic training without him, heard him
weeping as she’d never known Eugene to weep be-
tore. He was ashamed to be seen in civilian clothes
ashamed when he watched the newsreels of thej
war at the movies, ashamed when he took the bus
home to Newark from Fast Orange at the end of
the school day and sat beside someone reading in
the evening paper the day’s biggest story: “Bataan
Falls,” “Corregidor Falls,” “Wake Island Falls.” He
felt the shame of someone who might by himself
have made a difference as the U.S. forces in the Pa-
cific suffered one colossal defeat after another.
Because of the war and the draft, jobs in the

school system for male gym teachers were so nu-

merous that even before he graduated from Panzer

in June of 1943, he had nailed down a position at
ten-year-old Chancellor Avenue School and signed

~as the summertime playground director. His
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h at Weequahic,

goal was to reach phys ed and coac
r to Chan-

the high school that had opened next doo
ause both schools had overwhelm-

dies and excellent scholas-
was drawn to them.

cellor. It was bec
ingly Jewish student bo
dic credentials that Mr. Cantor
ted to teach these kids to excel in sports as
¢ studies and to value sportsmanship
arned through competition on

a playing field. He wanted to teach them what his

grandfather had taught him: toughness and deter-

mination, to be physically brave and physically fit

and never to allow themselves to be pushed around

or, just because they knew how to use their brains,
gs and sissies.

o be defamed as Jewish weaklin

He wan
well as in thei
and what could be le

ot swepT the playground after Her-
n Michaels were gransported

by ambulance to the isolation ward at Beth Israel
ital was that they were both completely para-
o longer able to breathe on their own,
were being kept alive in iron lungs. Though not
everybody had shown up at the playground that
morning, there were still enough kids for four teams
ganized for their daylong round robin of
mes. Mr, Cantot estimated that alto-

Turp NEWS TH
bie Steinmark and Ala

Hosp
lyzed and, n

to be or
five-inning ga
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gether, in addition to Herbie and Alan, some fif-

teen or twenty of the ninety or so playground reg-

ulars w issing— y
5 Werc missimng kept hOIIlC, he assumed b
H

their parents because of the polio scare. Knowing

as he did the protectiveness of the Jewish parents

in i
the neighborhood and the maternal concern of

the i
watchful mothers, he was in fact surprised that

a good many more hadn’t wound up staying away.

Probably he had done some good by speaking t
them as he had the day before. 0
Boys,” he had said, gathering them together on

the field before they disbanded for dinner, “I don’t
want you to begin to panic. Polio is a disease that

we have to live with every summer. It’s a serious
discase that’s been around all my life. The b.est way
to deal with the threat of polio is to stay healthy

and strong. Try to wash yourself thoroughly every

| daﬁ and t(.> eat right and to get eight hours of sleep
an .to c'lrmk eight glasses of water a day and not
to give in to your worries and fears. We all want

‘I-;:rbie a.nd Airfm to get better as soon as possible.
We all wish this hadn’t happened to them. They're
two terrific boys, and many of you are their close

frien ;
n hds' Nevertheless, while they are recovering in
the hospital, the rest of us have to go on living our
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he playground
you always
st tell

lives. That means coming here to t
articipating in sports as
el ill, of course you mu
me and look after your-
nd are well. But if
in the world

every day and P
do. Tf any of you fe
your parents and stay at ho
self until you've seen 2 doctor 2
g fine, there’s no yeason

you're feelin
s active as you like all

why you can’t be @ sumimer

long.”

From the kitchen phone that evening he tried

es to call the Sreinmark and Michaels

gs his concern and the
round and to find out more
two sick boys. But there
e. Not a good sign.
the hospital at

several tim
families to expre
the boys at the playg
4t the condition of the
nswer at either hous
st still have been at

concern of

abo
was no 2
The families
nine-fifteen at night.
Then the phone rang.
the Poconos. She had heard
his playground. “] spoke to My folk:
Are you all right?”
«P'm fine,” he sai
phone so he could stand W.
o the screen of the ope
re fine. Tve been tryin

s. They told me.

d, extending the cord

n window. “All the

closer t
other boys 2

Tt was Marcia, calling from
about the two kids at

of the:

here it was a touch cooler,.

g to reach the
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families of the boys in the hospital to find out how

they’re doing.”

“I [l
11188 -yOu 3 M . .
," Marcia said, “
, “and 1 worry about

you.”

I 111ss 151 3 ] E

worry about.”

“N 3 -
ow I'msorry T came up here.” She was working

for the
second summer as a head counselor at In

di . .
ian Hill, a camp for Jewish boys and girls in Penn-

- the previous fall. “It sounds awtul,” she said
“I b} ’ '
- t.sd azvful for tllle two boys and their families,”
he said, but the situation is far from out of h :i
You shouldn’t think it is.” o
“M 1

y mother said something about the Italians

cc'ni];f;g up t.o the playground to spread it.”
kn e Italians didn’t spread anything. T was there
know what happened. They were a bunch of WiSG-:
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«] love you, Bucky. 1 think of you constantly.”
ould hear

Discreetly, so none of the neighbors ¢
him through the open window, he lowered his voice
and replied, “I love you t00.” Tt was difficult to tell
her that because he had disciplined himself—sen-
sibly, he thought—not O pine for her 100 much
while she was away. [t was also difficalt because

he'd never declared himself that openly to another
girl and still found the words awkward to say.
«] have to get off the phone,” Marcia said.
“T'here’s somebody waiting behind me. Please take

care of yourself.”

«] do. T will. But don
ened. There’s nothing o be frightened about.”
The next day, news raced through the com-
in the Weequahic school district

't worry. Don’t be fright-

munity that with
there were eleven new
had been reported there in the
d, and it was still only J
go before the polio season was Over.
and during the night Alan Mi

previous three years

combine
two months to
Eleven new cases,
chaels, Mr. Cantor’s favori
had finished him off in seventy-
The day following was Saturday, 2
ground was open to organized activities on

two hours.

ly undl

cases of polio—as many as -

uly, with a gOOd :

te, had died. The disease

nd the play-
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. .

poles across the city. Instead of going back to Bar-

clay Street after closing up, to help his grandmother

with the week’s grocery shopping~-the stock of their

E;:n grocery store had been sold for a pittance after
grandfather’s death—he showered in the boys’
locker rc')om and put on a clean shirt and trou o
al:ld a pair of polished shoes that he’d brought \:retr}j
him in a paper bag. Then he walked the lfngthlof

Chancellor Avenue, all the way down the hill to

Fabya'm Placle, where Alan Michaels’s family lived
Despite polio’s striking in the neighborhood th.
<store-lined main street was full of people ou; d i

0_

;:111g t}1.:lhc‘ei1r Saturday grocery shopping and picking
p their dry-cleaning and their drug prescriptions

agd whatever they needed from the electrical sh
and the ladies’ wear shop and the optical sho S OS
the hardware store. In Frenchy’s barber shoI;) a;
o :c‘e::iz.fas occupied by one of the neighborhood
ten ng to get a haircut or a shave; in the shoe
r, shop next door, the Italian shopkeeper—th
s only non-Jewish shop owner, not exciudin;

Ty .
_ly was busy finding people’s finished shoes
pile of them on his cluttered counter while the
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Ttalian radio station blared through his open door-
Already the stores had their front awnings
o keep the sun from beaming hotly
ass window looking onto the

way.
rolled down t
through the plate-gl

street.
Tt was a bright, cloudless day and the temper-

ature was rising by the hour. Boys from his gym
classes and from the playground became excited

when they spotted him out on Chancellor Avenue—

gnce he lived not in the neighborhood but down

South Side school district, they were used
m only in his official capacities as gym
und director. He waved when
and he smiled and nod-
m he recognized
s stopped

in the
to seeing hi
teacher and playgro
they called “Mr. Cantor!”
ded at their parents, some of who
¢rom PTA meetings. One of the father
to talk to him. “I want to shake your hand, young
man,” he said to Mr. Ca
where to get off. Those dir
You're a brave young man.
Murray Rosenfield. I'm Joey’s fathet.
M. Rosenfield.” Next, a woman who was out shop
ping stopped to speak to h
and said, “T'm Mrs. Lewy. I'm Ber

ty dogs. One against ten.

son worshi

ator. “You told those dagos '

» «Thank you, sir.” “I'm
» «Thank you, -

im. She smiled politely:
nie’s mother. My

ps you, Mr. Cantor, But L have one thing
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to.ask you. With what’s going on in the city, do
t‘hmk the boys should be running around’in gou
like this? Bernie comes home soaked to the skineit
that a good idea? Look at what’s happened to Al;ms
H?W does a family recover from somethin lik'
th{S? His two brothers away in the war, andg novj
this.” “I don’t let the boys overexert tljlem‘;elves
M.rs. Lewy. T watch out for them.” “Bernie\ ” sh’
said, “doesn’t know when to quit. He can rim aﬁ
‘c‘lajy and all night if somebody doesn’t stop him.”
I'll be sure to stop him if he gets too hot. T’l] kee‘
my eye on him.” “Oh, thank you, thank you Evf—)
erybody is very happy that it’s you who's 10(;kin
after the boys.” “I hope I'm helping,” Mr. Cang
tor replied. A small crowd had gathere’d whiie he’é
-been talking to Bernie’s mother, and now a second
-.wom?n approached and reached for his sleeve to
get his attention. “And where’ the Board of Health
in all this?” “Are you asking me?” Mr. Cantor s:id
;Ygs,_ you, Eleven new cases in the Weequahic sec;
ion overnight! One child dead! I want to know
at the Board of Health is doing to protect our
-hﬂdrer}.” “I don’t work for the Board of Health,”
're;‘)hed. “I'm playground director at Chance,l—
*Somebody said you were with the Board of




could

here,
put a quar

got to be s0

COW.

Health,” she charged him.
help you but 'm att
«you dial the Board of Heal
get a busy signal.
phone off the hoo
» snother woman put if.
antine sign up on @ house

Her voice full 0
of polio on my stree
does nothing!” someone el
is the city doing to stop thi
mething to do-—but they’
ing it!” “They s
drink—polio comes fro
fected milk.”
s—it’s the bottles. They d
mitk bottles right” “Why don
another voice said.
tant? Disinfect everything.
they did when 1 was a chil
balls around
stunk bad they use
would work now.” “Why
kind of chemical on the streets &
“Forget about chemicals,’
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M
“No, I'm not. 1 wish 1
ached to the schools.”

th,” she said, “and you

[ think they purposely leave the

1. “The Board of Health was
«] saw them, They

on my street.”

¢ distress, she said, “There

hould inspect the milk th

“No,” said someone else,

5 a4 case

7 “And the Board of Health
se said angrily. “What
s} Nothing!” “There’s
re not do-

at kids
m dirty cows and their in-
“it jsn’t the
on’t sterilize those
't they famigate?”
“Why don’t they us¢ disinfec-
» «Why don’t they do like
d? They tied camphor
our necks. They had something th
d to call asafetida—maybe that
don't they spread some
nd kill it that way?’
' someone else said. “Th
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mo.st tmportant thing is for the children to wash
t.helr hands. Constantly wash their hands. Cl :
¥1nessi Cleanliness is the only cure!” “And'an Zn_
important thing,” Mr. Cantor put in, “is for le e;
you to (.:alm down and not lose your self—control
znd panic. {knd not communicate panic to the chi(l)—
}ll‘efa. '.The important thing is to keep everything in
t }clslr lives as normal as possible and for you all, in
wlat Z(?‘u say to them, to try to stay reasonable a’nd
c‘a m. . Wouldn’t it be better if they stayed ho
till this passes over?” another woman said to hiI:lne

““Tsn’t home i
the safest place in a crisis like this? I'm

. Richie Tulin’s mother. Richie is crazy about

Mr. Cantor. All the boys are. But wouldn’t Riii.?'l,
be better off, wouldn’t all the boys be better off, 1'ef
closed down the playground and they sta e;l, I
_.Qme?” “Shutting down the playground isn’tyu .
me_,_.Mrs. Tulin. That would be up to the su ep'to
; gl'ent of schools.” “Don’t think I'm biaminp ou
for what’s happening,” she said. “No, no | I igou
not. You're a mother. You're con;ernedo“lr
lerstand everyone’s concern.” “Our Jewish ch.'l
e our riches,” someone said. “Why is it alt:
lin our beautiful Jewish children?” “I'm not
or. 'm not a scientist. I don’t know why it
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attacks. T don’t believe that anyone
erybody tries tO find who or
to figure out what's respon-
«But what about the
§!” “No, 1o, 1 don’t

there when the Italians came. ‘They
the children. It was not the Ttal-

5. Look, you mustn’t be eaten up with worry and
tn’t be eaten up with fear. What’s Impor-
cant is not to infect the children with the germ of
fear. We'll come through this, believe me. We'll all
do our bit and stay calm and do everything we cai
tect the children, and we'll all come through
t,” he said. «Oh, thank you, young man-
young mman.” “T have to be going,
» he told them all, look-

attacks who it
does. Thats why ev
what is guilty. They try
sible so they can eliminate it.”

Tralians? 1t had to be the Ttalian

think so. 1 was
had no contact with
ian
you mus

to pro
this togethe
You're a splendid
you'll have to excuse me,
one last time into their
ough he werc somethin

ing anxious eyes,
him as th
ful than a play

old.

AN PLACE Was the lasts

Fasy
d tracks and the lu

the railroa
border with Trvington.
streets that branched off Chancellor, it

beseeching .
g far more poWer-

ground director twenty-three years

treet in Newark befor
mberyards and th

Like the other residentia
was line
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wi -
b ctll-lbilzlc;{ and-a-half-story frame houses fronted by
stoops and hedged-in tiny yards and
arated from one another by narrow cement drsijrp"
:Z);sp atﬂ;i.1 ;mall garages. At the curb in front of ea:h
sioob W a ym‘mg shade tree planted in the last
e by the city and looking parched now af:
weeks of torrid temperatures and no rain ;Iw , 'ter
about the clean and quiet street gave ev.iid o
w;nhealtltiness or infection. In every house oin:? :;
floor either the shades were pulle ;
drawn to keep out the ferocil(zus }feef: 'tI}‘l}Tej; et
zzroge‘ ft(? be seen anywhere, and Mr. Cantor w‘::
ed if it was because of the heat or because the

neigh i

. OEIi bors ;verehkeepmg their children indoors out
spect for the Michaels family—

of terror of the Michaels family. orpertap ot

T
hen a figure emerged from around the Lyons

Avi ing i
g 11;1.1(3 cl(?rr;er;)malqng its solitary way through the
brilliant light burning down o
- n Fabyan Place and
! ady softening the asphalt stweet, Mr, Cant
. . Mr, or
cggmzed who it was, even from afar, by the
Z .:'walk. It was Horace, Every man, woman z}; d
: * s a1
d in the Weequahic section recognized Horace

;
A j 1 ] i g
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ran to the other side of the streey
im they {owered their eyes. Hor-
s “moron,” 2 skinny man
knew his age for

saw him they
when adults saw h
ace was the neighborhood
in his thirties or forties—no one
sure—whose mental development had stopped at
around six and whom 2 psychologist would likely
an imbecile, or even an 1d-

have categorized as
1 he’d been unclinically

jot, rather than the moro
dubbed vears before by the neighborhood young-
ragged his feet beneath him, and his
ard from his neck like a turtle’s,
h step, so that altogether
much walking as stagger-
ed at the corners of his
ke, and

sters, He d
head, jutting forw:
bobbed loosely with eac
he appeared to be not s

ing forward. Spittle gather
are occasions when he spo

mouth on the ©
e would sometimes drool. He

when he was silent h
had a thin, irregular face
been crushed and wisted in the vis
nal, except fo
the narrowness O
bulbous, and which insp
taunt him by shouting “Hey, bu
shuffled by the stoop of the drivew

were congrega

that looked as if it had
e of the birth ca-
¢ his nose, which was big and, given’
f his face, oddly and grotesquely:
ired some of the kids to
gle nose!” when he
ay where they.

ted. His clothing gave off a sour
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sxrcliell .regardless of the season, and his face was dot
itzg ::: tbhl(())l(l);hsi)gs, tiny ni;:lks in his skin certify-
race might have the mind of
baby, he also had the beard of owerer
hazardously, shaved himself, o: \zasns;:\(j;;l (l))wever
of his parents, before he went out every da );\/Ene
;tes earlier he must have left the litdrgapitmei;
Hizl; (:;t:;e };cfiilor shop around the corner wheré he
e is parents, an aged couple who spoke
iddish to each other and heavily accented English
to the customers in the shop and were said to ils
other, normal children who were grown and li avcj
.elsewhere——amazingly enough, one of Horace? o
brothers was said to be a doctor and the otl‘S1 v
_successful businessman. Horace was the fa elr ’a
youngest, and he was out walking the nei Lnlj "
'hood streets every day of the year, in the wirstor;
pmn}er as in the worst of winter, when he wor .
:fersmed mackinaw with its hood pulled u (:Van
u:fd:zrmuffs a1.1d black galoshes with the tlj)ggl::
o :datzz)d t}rlr:tsz;z fofrhijlis llarge hands that were
ttac of his sleeves wi i
d'that dangled there unused no ;;tt}tleiaxf:}ztptlis
iperature. It was an outfit in which, trudgin;
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d even more outlandish than he did

along, he looke
¢ rounds of the neighborhood

ordinarily making th

alone.
My, Cantor found the Michaels house on the far

side of the street, climbed the stoop StePs gnd, in
the small hallway with the mailboxes, pushed the
bell to their second-floor fat and heard it ringing
Slowly someone descended the interior
pened the frosted glass door at the foot
1. The man who stood there was large
¢ buttons on his short-sleeved
s his belly. He bad grainy
d when he saw Mr.
f had left him

upstairs.
stairs and ©
of the stairwe
and heavyset, and th
shirt pulled tightly acros
dark patches under his eyes, an
Cantor he was silent, as though grie

too stupefied to speak.
“pm Bucky Cantor.

at Chancellor and a phys ed
in one of my gym classes. He wa
who played ball up at the playground. 1

happened and came TO offer my condolences.”

The man was a long t

about you,” he finally said.
“Alan was a natural athlete.

thoughtful boy- This is terrible,

I'm the pla"yground director

teacher there. Alan was

s one of the boys
heard what

e answering. “Alan talked

Alan was 2 vel’Y
shocking news. It
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incomprehensible. I came to tell you how upset 1

am for all of you.”

It was very hot in the hallway, and both the men

were perspiring heavily.

w( oy .
ome upstairs,” Mr. Michaels said, “We’ll give

you something cold.”

“I don’t
want to b
other you,” Mr. Cantor re-

l' ) &%
plied. “I wanted to express my condolences and tell

you what a fine boy you had for a son. He was a

grownup in every way.”

“There’s iced tea. My si i
y sister-in-law made some

We had to call the doctor for my wife. She’s been in

“bed since it happened. They had to give her pheno

bal;b. Come and have some iced tea.”
I don’t want to intrude.”
- Come. Alan told us all about Mr. Cantor. and
zs muscles. He loved the playground.” Then, hi
V?l;/;i breaking, he said, “He loved life.” o
M Ct;ntor .foilowed the large, grief-stricken
L;.p e stairs and into the flac. All the shades
.e.17.e.: ower(f:d and no lights were on, There was
onsole radio beside the sofa and two big soft cl ba
u

5 oDDOS
S Mlip?\j;-te that. Mr, Cantor sat on the sofa
Mr, Michaels went to the kitchen and re




rurned with a glass of iced tea for the guest, He mo-

tioned for Mr. Cantor 10 sit closer to him in o
the club chairs and then, sighing audibly, painfully,
he sat in the other chair, which had an ottoman at
Once he was stretched out across the ot-
e chair, he looked as though he too,
n bed, drugged and incapable

of moving. Shock had rendered his face expression-
In the near darkness, the stained skin beneath
ked black, as if it had been imprinted in
mbols of mourning. Ancient Jewish
ending of one’s garments o
d one—Mr. Michaels

s colorless face

ne of

its foot.
toman and th
like his wife, were i

less.
his eyes loo
ink with twin sy
death rites call for the r
{earning of the death of a love
had affixed two dark patches to hi
instead.
“WWe have sons in the army,
sofdly so no one in another room could hear,
slowly, as if out of great fatigue.
not a day has gone by when T haven’t
¢ the worst. So far they have suf-

» he said, speaking
and

been overseas,
expected to hea
vived the worst fighting,

wakes up a few mornings back with 2 stiff neck an

a high fever, and three days later h

are we going to tell his brothers? How are

to write this to the

“fver since they've -

and yet their baby brother.

¢’s gone. How
we going

m in combat? A rwelve-year-old
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youngster, the best boy you could want, and he’
gone.'The first night he was so miserable t’hat in tES
morning I thought that maybe the worst was i
and the crisis had passed. But the worst had OVTr
begun. What a day that boy put in! The chiidon d
on ‘ﬁre. You read the thermometer and you coul;v a’s
believe it—a temperature of a hundred and six! 2:
soon as the doctor came he immediately called.th

ambulance, and at the hospital they whisked hi :
away lfrom us—and that was it. We never saw or
son alive again. He died all alone. No chance t ay
s0 much as goodbye. All we have of him is a c(i) o
Wl.th his clothes and his schoolbooks and hi o
things, and there, over there, his fish.” e
For the first time, Mr. Cantor noticed the large
giass aquarium up against the far wall, where 1:1g

only were the shades drawn but dark ;fra es o
! lledi shut across a window that must haie f‘: ercei
he driveway and the house next door. A neon iicit
t_}l:gne dOWI.l on the tank, and inside he could fee

e.: population of tiny, many-hued fish, more th
dozen of them, either vanishing into ,a miniami:

z, green with miniature shrubbery, or sweep
the : -
" sandy bottom for food, or veering upward
uc j

at the surface, or just suspended stock-still
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der bubbling air in one corner of

ork, Mr. Cantor thought, 2
diously managed and

near a silver cylin
the tank. Alan’s handiw

neatly outfitted habitat fasta

cared for.
«This morning,” Mr. 1
i - at the tank,
back over his shoulder at t : “
to feed them. 1 jumped up in bed and remem

bered.” )
«}{e was the best boy,

across the chair so he could
his voice low.
“Always did his schoolwo
«Always helped his mother. Not
i i begin in Septe
his body. Was going to besii
pare for his bar mitzvah. Polite. Neat. Wrot ;
of his brothers V-mail letters every single wef: ,
s full of news that he read to us at the din-
Always cheering his mother up when she
n the dumps about the

Michaels said, gesturing
4] remembered

Mr. Cantor said, leaning
be heard while keeping

rk,” Mr. Michaels said.
a selfish bone in

mber to pre-
¢ each

letter
ner table.
would get down i
boys. Always making
a small boy you could hav
with Alan. Qur house was wher
came to have a good dme. Thep

of boys. Why did Alan get polio
?”

two older

to get sick and die

her laugh. Even when he was
e a good time langhing
e all their friends
jace was always full
> Why did he have
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Mr. Cantor clutched the cold glass of iced tea in
his hand without drinking from it, without even re-

alizing he was holding it.
“All his friends are terrified,” Mr. Michaels said.
“They’re terrified that they caught it from him and

now they are going to get polio too. Their parents
are hysterical. Nobody knows what to do. What is
there to do? What should we have done? T rack my
brain., Can there be a cleaner household than this
one? Can there be a woman who keeps a more spot-

less house than my wife? Could there be a mother
more attentive to her children’s welfare? Could

there be a boy who looked after his room and his
clothes and himself any better than Alan did? Ev-
erything he did, he did it righe the first time. And
~always happy. Always with a joke. So why did he
-die? Where is the fairness in that?”

~ “There is none,” Mr. Cantor said.

“You do only the right thing, the right thing and

the right thing and the right thing, going back all
the way. You try to be a thoughtful person, a rea-
onable person, an accommodating person, and
en this happens, Where is the sense in life?”

“It doesn’t seem to have any,” Mr. Cantor an-




ustice?” the poor man

«Where are the scales of j
asked. ' )
«T don’t know, M. Michaels.

“Why does tragedy always strike down the peo-

ple who least deserve it?”
«] don’t know the answer,
“Why not me instead of him?” _—
M. Cantor had no response at all tosucha @

ion. He could only shrug, o
UO‘I‘IA boy—tragedy sirikes a boy. The cruelty of lt!.
M. Michaels said, pounding the arm of his chair
with his open hand. “Th

¢ meaninglessness of it} A
ble disease drops from the sky and somebody is
night. A child, no less!”

wished that he knew a single
if only for a moment, the

But all he could do was

» Mr, Cantor replied.

terri
dead over
Mz, Cantor
utter that would alleviate,
father’s anguished suffering.
nod his head.

«The other evening we Wer
Mr. Michaels said. “Alan was Wit
back from tending his P

id that religiously.
I:leanc}slc:ret;etablesgthat he raised all summer long.

breeze came up.

word to

e sitting outside,”

t us. He had come.

lot in the victory garden:
Last year We actually ate

Unexpectedly it got breezy. Doyou
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remember, the other night? Around eight o’clock,
how refreshing it seemed?”

“Yes,” Mr, Cantor said, but he hadn’t been listen-
ing. He’d been looking across the room at the trop-

ical fish swimming in the aquarium and thinking

that without Alan to tend them, they would starve

to death or be given away or, in time, be flushed

down the toilet by somebody in tears,

“It seemed like a blessing after the broiling day

we'd had. You wait and wait for a breeze. You think

a breeze will bring some relief. But you know what
I think it did instead?” Mr. Michaels asked. “I think
that breeze blew the polio germs around in the air,

around and around, the way you see leaves blow
around in a flurry. I think Alan was sitting there
nd breathed in the germs from the breeze . . .” He
ouldn’t continue; he had begun to cry, awkwardly,

‘inexpertly, the way men cry who ordinarily like to

think of themselves as a match for anything.

Here a woman came out of a back bedroom; it
was the sister-in-law who was looking after Mrs.
Michaels. She stepped gently with her shoes on the
floor, as though inside the bedroom a restless child
d finally fallen asleep.
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3
she said, “She wants to know who you're

Quietly
talking to.”

«This is Mr. Cantor,”
his eyes. “He is 2 teacher fro
is she?” he asked his sister-in-law. |

“Not good,” she reported in a low vo1,c;
sanie story. ‘TNot my baby, not my baby.

“1 ;oht in,” he said.
“i Eht:jl;;gbe going,” Mr. Cantor said and got up
hair and set the antouched iced tea down

from his ¢
on a side table. “T only wanted to pay my respects.

when the funeral is?”
Mg:?zlii}:rrow at ten. Schley Street Syna.gogue.
as the rabbi’s Hebrew school favorite. He
% favorite. Rabbi Slavin himself came
e shul as soon as he heard what
a] honor to Alan. Every-

said Mr. Michaels, wiping
m Alan’s school. How

e, “It’s the

Alan w
was everybody
here and offered th
had happened. As 2 Spect
body in the world loved that b
million.” .
«What did you teach him
asked Mr, Cantor.
“Gym-” | ‘
«Anything with sports 0 1t
«And what a student. The apple of everyo

Alan loved,” she saic

oy. He was one in a4

¥ the sister-in-law

>
ne’s eye:
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“I know that,” said Mr. Cantor, “I see that. T can’t
express to you how very sorry I am.”

Downstairs, as he stepped out onto the stoop, a
woman rushed out of the first-floor flat and, excit-
edly taking him by his arm, asked, “Where is the
quarantine sign? People have been coming and go-
ing from upstairs, in and out, in and out, and why
isn’t there a quarantine sign? I have small children.
Why isn’t there a quarantine sign protecting my
children? Are you a patrolman from the Sanitary
Squad?”

“I don’t know anything about the Sanitary Squad.
I'm from the playground. I teach at the school.”

“Who is in charge then?” A small, dark woman
laden with fear, her face contorted with emotion,
she looked as if her life had already been wrecked

by polio rather than by her children’s having to live

precariously within its reach. She looked no better
than Mr. Michaels did. -

- “I suppose the Board of Health is in charge,” Mr.
Cantor said.

“Where are they?” she pleaded. “Where is some-
yody who is in charge! People on the street won’t

ven walk in front of our house—they walk deliber-




¢he other side. The child is already dead,”

coherent now with desperation, “and
r a quarantine sign!” And here
Cantor had never heard a
horror movie. 1t was
have been gener-

ately on
she added, in
still Pm waiting fo
she let out a shriek, M.
shriek before, other than in a

different from a screafil. It could
ated by an electrical carrent. It was a high-pitched,

protracted sound unlike any human noise he knew,
and the eerie shock of it caused his skin to crawl.

He'p HAD NO LUNCH, 50 he made his way t0 Syd’s
to get 2 hot dog. He was careful to walk on the
shady side of the street, across from where nothing
was sheltered from the glare of the sun and where
he thought he could see heat wav
above the sidewalk. Most of the shopper
appeared. It was one of those overpowering sum-
mer days when the thermo
g one hundred degrees

were open, he would h
and encouraged the kids to us

tonishin
playground
the softball games
the chess- and checkerb
tables set up in the shadow o
the boys took salt tablets that thei
given them for the heat, and wanted to go on pla

¢ the school. A lot
¢+ mothers b

es shimmering -
s had dis--

meter registered an as-
and when, if the
ave curtailed

oards and the Ping-Pong
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l;é;nn;hfztt;r how}high the temperature soared,
- andtt e_ﬁ;ds asphalt surface began to feel
opongy and 01 ;1 iate heat under their sneakers and
Fae su v ni(:l ot that you would think that rather
g your bare skin it would bleact
you of all color before cremating you on the s 1
zresh from hearing Alan’s father’s lamentation IIJ\Z:'
antor wondered if for the rest of the summ, h-
oughtn’.t to shut down all sports when the te e
ature hft ninety. That way, he’d at least be Iclllp'erm
i?;li:hmgl; though whether it was something ?}ilagt
uld m i .
rowe :izezl'ly difference to the spread of polio,
Svd’
e il mhine o sl ¢ th o
in the gloom at the b
_. klf1 (:l:: store, and two high school boys he did ::i
. We‘re goofing around by the jukebox, which
was ’playmg “I'll Be Seeing You,” one of tI; .
...ers favorites. It was a song that Marcia liekszm-'
_S::ar on the radio and that was as popular as i: WZ
. l::j;:s; Zifr a}lll tl;)e wives and girlfriends left behind
Hien thel | :; t:llr;ds ani{ boyfriends went off for
| . war, He remembered now th
and Marcia had danced to the son bk
_rph during the week before she’d 1§f(t)1;0}1:e;n3?;1:
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a a shuffling em-
Seeing You” had
i before

Hill, Dancing slowly together i
brace while listening to “Tll Be
made them start to long for each other eve

Marcia was gone. .
There was no one siting i

any of the booths and

on any of the countexr stools when Bucky
acent to the screen door and the long
t opened onto Chancellor Ave-
er air might drift in from
¢ either end of the
much good.
f french

nobody
took a seat adj
serving window tha
nue, in the path of whatev
the street. A big fan was going &

t they didp’t seem to do

counter, bu e
The place was hot and the smell pervasive

fries deep-frying in fat.

He got a hot dog and a fros
at at the counter by himsel
e way, trudging slowly up

ted root beer and be-

£, Qut the win-
gan to e

dow, across th
the annihilating hea
was Horace again, 1o do
und, not understanding that
o the summer, the playgrou
(It was not clear whethe
» “playground,” “closed

gro
and that, i
Sarurdays at noon.
derstood what “summer,
or “noon” was either, just a
the other side of the street probab me?
form the rudimentary thinkin

could not per

the hill in

t of equatorial Newark, there
ubt headed to the play-
today was Saturday
nd closed on
r he un:
s his failure to crosst
ly meant that h
g to con
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ceptualize “shade” or even just seek it out instinc-
tively, as any dog would on a day like this.) When
Horace found none of the kids back of the schoo!,
what would he do next? Sit for hours on the bleach-
ers waiting for them to turn up, or resume those
neighborhood wanderings that made him look like
someone out sleepwalking in the middle of the day?
Yes, Alan was dead and polio a threat to the lives of
all the city’s children, and yet Mr. Cantor couldn’t
but find something dispiriting about watching Hor-
ace walk the streets by himself beneath the feroc-
ity of that sun, isolated and brainless in a blazing
world.

When the boys were playing ball Horace would
“either seat himself silently at the end of the bench
“where the team at bat was sitting or else get up and
perambulate the field, stopping a foot or two away
from one of the players in the field and remain there
without moving. This went on all the time, and ev-
erybody knew that the only way a fielder could get
id of Horace—and get back to concentrating on
the game—was to shake the moron’s lifeless hand
d-say to him, “How ya doin’, Horace?” Where-
1pon Horace would appear to be satisfied and head
off to stand beside another of the players. All he
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was that—to have his hand shaken.

round boys ever Jaughed at him
or teased him—at least not when Mr. Cantor was
nd—except for the uncontrollably energetic
ans, Myron and Danny. They were strong,
good at sports, Myron the overexcitable,
anny the mischievous, secres
ecially, e]even-year-old
bully and had to

ent among

asked of life
None of the playg

arou
Kopferm
burly boys,
belligerent one and D
tive one. The older one ¢sp
Myron, had all the makings of 2
o when there was a disagreem
d or when he interfered with the
Cantor spent no small por-
ate in untamed My-
aution him to

be reined i
the boys on the fiek
girls jumping rope-. Mr,
tion of his time trying to incule
ron the spirit of fair play and also to ¢
cefrain from pestering Horace.
“Look,” Myron would say, “ook, Horace. Look
what I'm doing.” When Horace saw the tip of My=

neaker beating rhythmically o

ron’s s
his fingers would begin to twitc

the bleacher step,
and his face would
would be waving his arm

fighting off a swarm of bees.
Mr. Cantor had to tell Myron Kopfe

out and not do it again. “Do wha

gumimer
man to cut it

p and down on.

grow bright red and soon he
5 in the air as if he were
More than once that
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Do ?Jvhat?” Myron asked, managing to mask
of his insolence with a wide grin. “I'm tappi oy
foot, f\/‘_[f'. Cantor—don’t I have a right tzpilaf rn;y
fro}(it? ‘Knock it off, Myron,” Mr. Cantor repIiedY
e ten-year-old Kopferman boy, Danny, had a ¢ .
gun made of metal and modeled to 1ook,like a afl)
revolver which he carried in his pocket, even wll;ea
he was in the field playing second ba;e. The cen
gun produced a small explosive sound and sm Iip
when the trigger was pressed. Danny liked to ¢ e
up be%lind the other boys and try to frighten tﬁme
~with it. Mr. Cantor tolerated these hijinks olen
because the other boys were never really fri hty
“ened. But one day Danny took out the to Weag -
.: and WE}VEd it at Horace and told him toystickp}(;'n
hands in the air, which Horace did not do, and .
D..a‘nny gleefully fired off five rounds of cq, g Tlio
__?;se and smoke set Horace to howling, aill:c)i .in h'e
lumsy, splayfooted way, he went runnii;g from his
Yground tormentor. Mr. Cantor confiscated ths
n anc‘i after that kept it in a drawer in his offi )
on._.w1th the toy “sheriff’s” handcuffs that Dan{:,
mployed earlier in the summer to scare thy
yground’s younger kids. Not for the first timz
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he sent Danny Kopferman home for the day with a
mother what her younger soft had
ted that she’d ever seen it.
mustard-smeared apron
behind the counter at
dead around here.”
mer,

note telling his
gotten up to. He doub
Yushy, the guy in the
who'd been working for years
Syd’s, said to Mr. Cantor, “It’s
«Ips hot,” Mr. Cantor answered. “If’s sum
I¢'s the weekend. Everybody’s down the shore or
staying indoors.”
“No, nobody’s coming in
“Alan Michaels.”
“Yeah,” Yushy sai
he went home and got polio

erybody’s afraid to come in. It’s b
get polio from a hot dog. We sell thousands of hot

dogs and nobody gets polio. Then one kid gets po-

lio and everybody says
it's the hot dogs at Syd’s!’
do you get polio from a boiled hot dog?”
“People are frightened,” Mr. Cantor sai
«They’re scared tO death, so they worry about €

erything.”

«Is the wop bastar

Yushy said.
«That’s not likely,

because of that kid.”

4. “He ate a hot dog here, and
and died, and now ev-

ds that brought it aroun

» My, Cantor said.

ullshit. You don’t

‘Te's the hot dogs at Syd’s,
A boiled hot dog—how
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“;They ‘(::lhid. They spit all over the place.”

was there. We ' |

i washed the spit away with am-

“Y . :

- Olil- washed the spit away but you didn’t wash

‘ ,po io .away. You can’t wash the polio away. You

an ttsee it. It gets in the air and you open. 0 1
" . uj:

mf.;u a’nd breathe it in and next thing you OZ h

po I\l/nl)l: It’s got nothing to do with hot dogs ”g -

A . Cantor offered no response and, while lis-

: u?g to the end of the familiar song playin

t e jukebox—and suddenly missing Marci e

“ished up eating. e

I'll be seeing you,

In every lovely summer’s day,

ﬁq every thing that’s light and gay,
1l always think of you that way ,

ali{t:ﬁffs;c; t}: kld h:id had an ice cream sundae at
a:ae ,” Yushy s:,ud. Would nobody eat ice cream
f s a‘t Halem’s? Suppose he had chow mei

e .chmks’—would nobody go up to th ke

- p to the chinks

Probably,” Mr. Cantor said.

id what about the other kid that died?” Yushy




“What other kid?”
«The kid that died this morning.”
«What ldd died? Herbie Sreinmark died?”

“Yeah, He didn’t eat no hot dogs here.”

“Are you sure he died? Who told you Herbie

Steinmark died?”
«gomebody. Someb
told me. A couple of guys told me.”

My, Cantor paid Yushy for the food and then,

emendous heat—and unafraid of the
% across Chancellor and back to
e raced down the stairs to
and headed for his

ody came in just before and

despite the tr
heat—ran from Syd
the playground, where h
the basement doof, unlocked it,
office. There he picked up the telephone and dialed
the number of Beth Israel Hospital, one of a list
of emergency numbers on 2 card that was thumb-
tacked to the notice board over his phone. Directly
¢ was another card, bearing 4 quotation he
out in pen from Joseph Lee, the fa-

above i
had written
ther of the playgrou:
about at Panzer; it had be
day he arrived on the job.
reation, the renewal of life; play fo
growth, the gainin

was a notice that thad arrived in the mail just the da

nd movement, whom he'd read
en up there since the first "

g of life.” Tacked up beside that
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before from the he
ad of the recreation d
to all playground directors: on department

In v
e present cutbrclof pli e don s

. _ 10, please gi
::lr;;z;;::nuOi to the foIlowin:g.pr y;ugli::revzz
sulficier Onvcvzs Gl;oom supplies on hand, order
fhem at o wa;u (()i o;w:r vlvash .bowls, toilet bowls,
it o s daily with disinfectant, and see
that ¢ g 1s immaculately clean. ‘Toilet fa-
c t; must %)e thoroughly scrubbed through
d;lt be premises under your supervision Ggivu

e above your personal and unremitting -attent—:

tion as long as th
e present out
community. break menaces the

Wh
n Op:;; tl(l)f; Ez,tpt:z:nufi ;o the .hospital, he asked
. o ormation and then
f;;dtlt::atc:gedmo.n of Herbert Steinmark. H: 5\1::1(:
. i)zt?ent was n’(’) longer in the hospital.
. e n 8 iron lung,” Mr. Cantor protested.
g patient is deceased,” said the operator.
- r:;e:;zii{Wh?t' could that word have to do with
rdina,t ‘ , smiling Herbie? He was the least co-
e of al.l the boys at the playground, and the
hzt }i;gra;:ng. He was always among ::he boys
| ﬂ_.le mpe . m put out the equipment first thing
e morning. In gym class at Chancellor, he was




