Summer's End – by Richard A. Weinberg, M.D.
The coming of autumn meant a lot to me when I was a boy.  About the time my first hay fever sneeze appeared, when the nights were starting to get nippy and dusk settled earlier, there was excitement everywhere, that school would be starting in just a few days.  So we ran to the “Five and Ten” on New Lots Avenue, or rode our bikes as far north as the stationery store on Pennsylvania and Sutter, where we bought our notebooks with the black and white marbled covers, our three-ring paper, and if we were of the means, a new fountain pen.  School meant seeing different friends, not the same as your school yard friends.  And they were different, weren’t they, with their delightful stories of their conquests of the maiden fair at the next door bungalow colonies and of their great summer in the mountains.

Occasionally you suppressed your jealousy and countered with exaggerated episodes of epoch stick ball games in the school yard at 213, or of PAL baseball games at Betsy Head Park, or of colossal encounters between the Dodgers and Giants at Ebbets Field and of the exploits of the great Pete Reiser, Duke Snyder and Carl Furillo.  You could even tell them of the beach at Rockaway and the fine nights on the Coney Island boardwalk and the frankfurters at Nathan’s.

But as Fall meant getting back to the routine, escape from the Summer heat, and the advent of football, it also meant Rosh Hashanah and Yom Kippur.

We were not a “religious” home; nothing like my grandmother on Sheffield Avenue, or my cousin Normie, who even went to schul on Friday night, and belonged to the “Cong,” even though he was two years past his Bar Mitzvah.  Probably our Judaism was instilled by my mother, whose best thoughts and sharpest directives were expressed in Yiddish, and whose credo was respect, decency, and although I didn’t realize it then, love.  We sons went to “Hebrew” where we learned to read by rote, without meaning, depth, or passion.  “Hebrew” usurped our time from ball playing, but we went, year after year, because it was a sin not to go, and it would all be over with the Bar Mitzvah.

But Rosh Hashanah was different.  It was buying a new suit and dressing up on a crisp blue Fall day (always a nice day; it never rained on Rosh Hashanah) for a proud walk with your family through twenty-five long Brooklyn streets to a synagogue in grandmother’s neighborhood.  It was meeting with your cousins whom you saw twice a year, and your uncles who sat crowded on a long bench aisle on the ground floor, telling stories and castigating you often for not “following” in the prayer book.  It was occasionally catching glimpses of your mother and your aunts in their fashionable hats, high up in the balcony to your right.  It was sitting through long services in Hebrew, longer sermons in Yiddish, and reveling in delight at the thrilling blast of the shofar and the sing along harmonizing with the choir. And finally, under the pretense of going to the men’s room, escaping into the bright, cool air to romp with your cousins Bobby and Norman, and take a long walk in the park, later returning to grandma’s house with the delicious smells and bone crushing hugs.

It all has a positive connotation; a sweet, warm, protective association and I cherish these memories.  Now, many cities and events away, my nostalgia returns.   

Many thanks to Richard Weinberg!
